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SYNOPSIS


Get 15 of Jane's hottest transgender and crossdressing stories in one large bundle. These stories are full of crossdressers, sissies, femboys, and trans women all looking to get their fill of their new, femme bodies.


MAILING LIST


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!


SECURING EVERY INCH


I got the call on a Tuesday while I was running out of reasons not to repaint my kitchen.

Craig, an old army buddy who ran a security firm downtown, had referred me. A woman needed short-term protection while she moved into a new apartment and rebuilt her routine. Her stalker ex already had a restraining order against him. She just needed someone visible while she got settled.

It was standard work. Two weeks, maybe three.

I said yes before Craig finished the pitch, mostly because the alternative was another coat of eggshell white.

I’d been working freelance for two years. Before that, I’d spent six years in the army, four of them deployed. Then I joined a private firm in DC that paid well but made me hate wearing a suit.

I left because I was good at the work and bad at the politics. Now I chose my own contracts, set my own hours, and answered to no one. Depending on which therapist you asked, that was either independence or avoidance.

I didn’t have a therapist. That was probably the answer.

Her new apartment was on the sixth floor of a decent building off Lexington. The hallway had good sight lines.

I took the stairs because I always took the stairs. I noted the cameras, the lock on the stairwell door, and the distance between the elevator and her apartment. It was automatic. I’d been doing this long enough that threat assessment was simply how I moved through every space.

I knocked. I heard footsteps, a pause, and then the deadbolt.

She opened the door, and I understood at once that this job was going to be a problem.

She was tall, maybe five nine or five ten, with deep brown skin and sharp cheekbones. Her hair was pulled into a low bun. She wore a fitted black tank top and jeans that sat low on her hips. Small gold hoops were her only jewelry.

“James?” she asked.

“That’s me.”

She held out her hand. Her grip was firm, the kind that told me she’d learned early not to let people underestimate her.

“Tessa. Come in.”

The apartment was half unpacked. Boxes stood neatly against the walls, labeled in sharp handwriting. A laptop sat open on the kitchen island beside a legal pad filled with notes. Even with cardboard everywhere, she’d already made the place functional.

She’d also planned the layout carefully. The bedroom door had a clear view of the front entrance. Heavy shoes waited by the door where she could grab them quickly. Pepper spray sat beside her keys as casually as a tube of chapstick.

She was preparing for the worst.

“Coffee?” she asked as she reached for a mug.

“Sure. Black.”

She poured it, handed me the mug, and leaned against the counter.

She didn’t speak like most clients, who were often scattered or emotional. She briefed me. There was no better word for it.

She laid out the situation like a list: her ex’s name, his habits, the dates of every incident, the detective handling the case, when the restraining order had been filed, what it covered, and where it fell short.

“He shows up at places I’ve already stopped going,” she said. “The gym and my old office. He sat outside my last apartment four nights in a row before I moved. He doesn’t approach me. He just wants me to know he’s there.”

“Has he ever gotten physical?”

“Once. I filed a report, and that’s what got me the order.” Her voice stayed flat. “He’s not dangerous in the way you’re probably thinking. He’s dangerous because he’s patient.”

I nodded.

Patient was worse than volatile. Volatile people burned out. Patient people escalated.

She walked me through the rest. Her new job was remote, so she would spend most of her time at home. She ran early in the morning and refused to give that up. A few close friends knew what was happening, but she didn’t want anyone hovering.

She wanted a deterrent, not a babysitter.

“I’ve done the work,” she said.

I believed her.

“I changed my number, locked down my social media, and moved across town. I just need someone visible for a few weeks while he adjusts to the new reality.”

“And if he doesn’t adjust?”

She met my eyes. They were dark brown, almost black, and steadier than most people’s would’ve been while discussing someone who frightened them.

But she wasn’t frightened. She was furious, and she’d poured every bit of that anger into planning.

“Then we revisit it,” she said.

I explained my rates, availability, and what a normal day would involve. She agreed without negotiating, which told me she’d researched the usual rates before I arrived.

She showed me the building’s entrances, the parking garage, and the basement laundry room. She moved with a long, confident stride that made me look at her body in ways I shouldn’t have.

On my way out, she held the door open and studied me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. It was part assessment and part something else.

“Thanks for not being weird about it,” she said.

“About what?”

“The whole thing. Most of the guys Craig sent me had a lot of ‘don’t worry, sweetheart’ energy in their profiles. You didn’t.”

I almost smiled. “I don’t call anyone sweetheart.”

“Good.” She leaned against the doorframe. “Then we’ll get along fine.”

I took the stairs back down. By the second-floor landing, I’d cataloged every security concern in the building for the report I’d send her that night.

By the time I reached the lobby, I’d admitted that the low hum in my chest had nothing to do with the job.

I told myself it didn’t matter. She was a client, and I was a professional. Whatever I’d felt in her apartment was only the novelty of meeting someone competent. It would pass by morning.

I was wrong about that.
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The first three days settled into a routine. I arrived at seven, swept the apartment while she finished her coffee, then sat in the living room while she worked from her laptop at the kitchen island.

In the afternoons, I walked her to her car if she had errands and checked the parking garage before she drove in. When we returned, I swept the apartment again. I left by eight unless something felt wrong.

It was clean, professional work, and I was good at it.

The problem was being so close to her.

Her apartment wasn’t large. The living room opened into the kitchen, and a short hallway led to her bedroom and bathroom. There was nowhere to sit that put me more than fifteen feet away from her. Since she worked from home five days a week, I spent eight or nine hours a day in her space, breathing her air and listening to her fingers tap against the keyboard.

I learned things about her whether I wanted to or not.

She talked to herself while she worked. She didn’t use full sentences, only short comments muttered at her screen.

“No, that’s wrong.”

“Come on, come on.”

Once, memorably, she said, “Absolutely fucking not.”

She didn’t seem to know I could hear her. Every time it happened, I looked away so she wouldn’t catch me smiling.

She hated overhead lighting. On the first morning, I flipped the switch by the door out of habit. She flinched like I’d set off a flashbang.

“Lamps,” she said, pointing at the three around the room. “Always lamps.”

After that, I left the overhead lights alone.

She ate while standing at the kitchen counter with one hip against the edge, scrolling through her phone between bites. She always made enough food for two. She never asked whether I was hungry. She only set down a plate and said, “Eat,” as if I didn’t have a choice.

The first time, I told her she didn’t have to feed me. She looked at me like I’d said something stupid.

“You’re in my house for nine hours. I’m not going to eat in front of you like you’re furniture.”

So I ate.

Her cooking was good. On the second day, she made jerk chicken that I thought about for the rest of the night. That was easier than thinking about the other things I’d started noticing.

One of them was the way she stretched after long calls.

She’d push away from the island, roll her shoulders, then tilt her head until her neck cracked. It was an ordinary movement that thousands of people made every day. Still, the long line of her throat, the tendons beneath her dark skin, and the small sound she made when the tension released all settled somewhere in my chest.

She caught me watching on the third day.

She’d just finished a forty-minute call that had clearly annoyed her. She stretched, tilting her head to each side while her fingers pressed into the muscle at the base of her neck.

I sat on the couch with a clear view of the kitchen. I watched her without realizing I’d stopped pretending to look at my phone.

She turned, and our eyes met.

I should’ve looked away at once. That was what professionals did. When you got caught watching, you redirected. You glanced at a window or door as if you’d been checking the room.

I knew how to do it. I’d done it a hundred times.

I didn’t do it then.

I held her gaze for two seconds, maybe three. She didn’t flinch, look confused, or laugh it off. She only stared back with a calm, knowing expression that made one thing clear.

She knew what I was doing.

I looked away first. I picked up my phone and checked a notification that didn’t exist.

She said nothing and returned to work.

The rest of the afternoon seemed normal, but underneath, it was unbearable. I noticed every movement she made, from each shift on the stool to every sweep of her hair and trip past me to refill her water.

None of it was for me. She wasn’t performing, and that was the problem. She was only existing in her own space, and I was the one turning it into something more.

I left at eight as usual. She walked me to the door and asked, “Same time tomorrow?” the way she always did.

“Yeah.”

I took the stairs down and got into my car. Then I sat there for a full minute before starting the engine.

At home, I stood beneath water that was too hot and tried to think about logistics. I focused on entry points, camera angles, and the description of her ex’s vehicle. I tried to think of anything with clear edges and hard facts.

Instead, I kept seeing her face when she caught me staring.

She hadn’t looked surprised or uncomfortable.

She’d looked interested.

I shut the thought down. I turned the water cold, dried off, and sat on the edge of my bed in the dark.

She was my client. More than that, she was vulnerable. She’d hired me because she needed to feel safe. The fastest way to destroy that safety was to let whatever was growing inside me enter the professional relationship she was paying for.

That night, I made the line between us even clearer. I reminded myself of every rule I’d made when I started working freelance.

I wouldn’t get personal or comfortable. I would do the job, collect the check, and move on.
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By the end of the first week, her ex still hadn’t shown up. There was no car outside, no calls from unknown numbers, and no reports from the front desk. The restraining order was working, or he’d moved on, or he was regrouping.

I stayed alert because that was the job, but the job had started to feel like something else.

The word I kept coming back to was domestic, and it made me uncomfortable.

I arrived each morning to find coffee waiting. I sat on her couch while she took calls. I knew which mug she preferred, that she reapplied chapstick four times a day, and that she cracked her knuckles when a paragraph wasn’t working.

A security consultant didn’t need to know those things.

I knew them anyway.

Tessa started pushing on the fifth day.

At first, it was subtle. She played music while she worked, something low and warm with a bass line that made the apartment feel cozier. Then she glanced over her shoulder.

“Does this bother you?”

It didn’t, and I told her so.

She turned it up a little.

An hour later, she asked whether I’d always wanted to work in security or if I’d fallen into it. I gave her the short version. She asked another question, and I told her more than I’d planned.

By the time I caught myself, I’d told her about my first deployment and the sergeant who taught me that staying alert was useful until it became a cage.

She didn’t comment on that last part, but the look in her eyes told me she’d heard more than I’d said.

That evening, she made dinner again. This time, she didn’t eat at the counter. She set two places at the small table by the window, which still had a packing label stuck to one leg. A candle she’d pulled from a box burned between the plates.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat.

We ate chicken and rice with a green sauce she’d made from scratch. We talked about things that had nothing to do with restraining orders or sight lines in the parking garage.

She told me about the job she’d left when she moved, a communications position at a nonprofit she’d loved until her ex made it impossible. She talked about her mother in Atlanta, who called every Sunday to make sure she was eating.

She asked about my family. I told her there wasn’t much to say, which was true and also a door I wasn’t ready to open.

She didn’t push. She only nodded and passed me the hot sauce.

After dinner, I cleared the plates without thinking. She washed, and I dried.

Her kitchen was narrow enough that we had to stand close, with our elbows almost touching over the sink. I could smell her coconut shampoo beneath the spice still hanging in the air.

Each time she handed me a dish, her wet fingers brushed mine. Every small touch felt like a detonation.

She stayed quiet for a while.

Then she said, “You don’t have to be on all the time, you know.”

“I’m not on.”

“Yes, you are.” She rinsed a pan and placed it on the rack without looking at me. “I can tell when you’re scanning the room and when you’re actually here. You have two modes, James. Security consultant and person. You switch back to the first whenever the second gets too comfortable.”

“I’m always here.”

She looked at me from the corner of her eye. Water dripped from her fingertips onto the counter between us.

“No, you’re not. You’re behind glass.”

She paused before continuing.

“I see you looking at me sometimes. You’re just very disciplined about it.”

I didn’t answer.

The kitchen was too small and too warm. She was too close, and she was right. I stood there holding a dish towel with no defense that wouldn’t sound like a lie.

She didn’t seem embarrassed. She wasn’t being coy or trying to get a reaction. She said it the way someone pointed out something they’d noticed for days, calm and direct, like a change in the weather.

She went back to washing, and I went back to drying.

Neither of us brought it up again. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was heavy with everything we both understood and were letting settle between us.

We finished the dishes. She wiped the counter, and I put on my jacket.

At the door, I gave her the usual reminder.

“I’ll be back at seven. Call me if anything comes up.”

“I know the drill.”

I turned to leave and felt her hand on my forearm.

Her touch was light, just four fingers against the inside of my wrist where the skin was thin. She didn’t squeeze or hold on. It lasted two seconds, maybe less.

Then she pulled away and leaned against the doorframe as she always did.

“Good night, James.”

“Good night.”

I took the stairs, drove home, and made it through my front door before looking down at my arm as if I expected to find a mark.

There was nothing there. Of course there wasn’t.

But I could still feel where each finger had touched me, four points of heat mapped across my skin like coordinates.

I stood at my own kitchen counter, pressed my thumb against the spot, and felt like an idiot.

She was a client, and she was vulnerable. She was also the most perceptive person I’d ever met. Without drama or accusation, she’d told me she could see through me.

I didn’t know what to do with that.

So I did what I always did. I locked the door, checked the windows, and went to bed.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about her hand on my wrist.
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It happened on a Tuesday.

Tessa went for her morning run at six fifteen, just as she did every day. The first time, I’d offered to go with her. She looked at me like I’d suggested setting her hair on fire.

“I run alone,” she said.

That ended the conversation.

We reached a compromise. She texted me when she left and again when she was five minutes away. I met her at the building entrance so she wouldn’t have to walk through the lobby and ride the elevator alone while she was tired and distracted.

I was leaning against the wall near the front doors when a dark gray Nissan pulled up to the curb. I noticed it the way I noticed everything. I automatically recorded the make, color, and license plate in my mind.

Then the driver’s door opened, and a man stepped out. My body shifted into a different gear before my brain caught up.

He was average height and stocky. He wore a polo shirt and khakis, as if he’d just left an office. His jaw was clenched so tightly that I could see the muscles moving from twenty feet away. His hands were balled at his sides. He walked toward the entrance with a steady stride that showed he wouldn’t stop for anything.

I knew who he was before he spoke.

Tessa was half a block away. She’d slowed from a jog to a walk, and her earbuds were still in. She hadn’t seen him yet.

He’d seen her.

“Tessa!” he shouted.

Then he called her another name. It was a different name, spoken harder and louder. The possessive way he said it made it sound ugly.

I stepped away from the wall and moved between him and the entrance. I didn’t rush or prepare to fight. I simply stepped into his path and blocked it.

He stopped short.

He was about five foot ten, and I had four inches and forty pounds on him. He tried to look around me toward the sidewalk, where Tessa had stopped and removed her earbuds.

“Move,” he said.

“You need to leave.”

I kept my voice flat, without anger or aggression. I was a wall that could speak.

“I just want to talk to her.”

“You’re violating a restraining order. You need to leave.”

He tried to step around me, but I moved with him. He called out the other name again, louder this time. He shouted it past me as if I were a window. Behind me, I heard Tessa stop walking.

I pulled out my phone, opened the camera, and held it up so he could see the screen.

“I’m documenting this for the restraining order file. I’m also calling the police. You’ve got about thirty seconds to get back in your car.”

His face went through a pattern I’d seen many times. First came anger, then calculation. Finally, he realized the situation wasn’t going to happen the way he’d planned.

He pointed at me, then past me at Tessa.

“This isn’t over,” he said.

Men said things like that when they had nothing left except the need to have the last word.

He walked back to the Nissan and slammed the door. The engine revved harder than necessary. He sped away from the curb fast enough to make the tires squeal.

I watched until the car turned the corner and disappeared. Then I waited another ten seconds to make sure he didn’t circle back.

The whole thing lasted about ninety seconds.

I turned around.

Tessa stood on the sidewalk with her hands on her hips. Her breathing was still raised from the run, but she otherwise seemed steady. She wasn’t crying or shaking.

She looked at me and nodded once. It was a small, tight gesture that said both ‘thank you’ and ‘I don’t want to talk about this out here.’

We went inside.

I swept the apartment out of habit, even though the ex had never made it past the sidewalk. When I returned to the living room, Tessa was sitting on the couch with her hands clasped between her knees.

She’d taken off her running shoes and left them by the door. Her socks were covered with tiny cacti.

I didn’t know why I noticed that. I think my mind was holding on to small details because the larger situation carried more weight than I was ready to face.

She stayed quiet for a long time. I stood near the counter and gave her space.

Then she spoke.

“He always uses my old name. Every time.”

Her voice was low. She wasn’t speaking directly to me as much as she was speaking to the space in front of her.

I heard something in her voice that I’d never heard before. It wasn’t fear or anger. It was something older than both.

It sounded like exhaustion. It was the kind that came from having the same wound opened so many times that you stopped flinching but never stopped feeling the pain.

I didn’t fully understand what she meant. An old name could’ve meant many things. It could’ve been a maiden name, a nickname, or something tied to a part of her life she’d left behind.

I didn’t ask.

I understood that the name hurt her. He knew it would, and he’d used it like a weapon in front of a stranger because cruelty was the only power he had left.

I sat across from her.

I didn’t sit on the couch. I chose the chair, close enough to be present but far enough away to give her space. I didn’t return to my usual place by the window. I didn’t pick up my phone or pretend to check the apartment.

I simply sat with her.

“He won’t get near you,” I said.

She looked up. Her eyes were dry, clear, and so dark that they reflected the lamplight in two sharp points.

“I know,” she said. “That’s not what scares me.”

She didn’t explain, and I didn’t push her.

We sat quietly for a while. I could feel something shifting between us, as slight as a change in air pressure.

The professional distance I’d tried to maintain didn’t disappear. It simply stopped being the most important thing in the room.

She sat four feet away from me in cactus socks, with her hands between her knees. She’d told me something real, and I’d stayed with her. That was all, but it was more than I’d given a client in years.

When she finally stood and said she was going to shower, she paused in the hallway and looked back at me.

She didn’t say anything because she didn’t need to. Her expression told me that she knew I was still there. It wasn’t a question.

It was the first time she’d seemed surprised by me.

I stayed in the chair and listened to the water run. I tried not to think about anything I wasn’t supposed to think about.

I mostly succeeded.
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The ex didn’t come back.

Three days passed after the incident, then four, then five. The parking garage stayed clear of gray Nissans, and the front desk had nothing to report. The restraining order violation was documented and filed. The detective on Tessa’s case called to confirm they’d contacted the ex and warned him.

By the end of the second week, the job was winding down. The threat wasn’t gone, but it had faded enough that I couldn’t justify spending full days in her apartment anymore.

I told her on Thursday evening. She sat at the kitchen island with her laptop and listened to my assessment without interrupting. That was her way.

When I finished, she closed the laptop.

“Stay for a drink,” she said.

“I shouldn’t.”

“I didn’t ask if you should. I asked if you would.”

I should’ve said no. Every rule I’d made for myself told me to say no.

The job was ending, which meant the professional boundary between us was about to disappear. The smart move was to let that happen from a distance. I should go home, send the final invoice, and move on to the next contract.

“Yeah,” I said. “Okay.”

She poured two glasses of red wine, and we sat on the couch. She took one end with her legs tucked beneath her. I sat on the other with my arm along the back.

There were about two feet between us, but it felt like less.

The lamps were on instead of the overhead lights. The music from earlier in the week played again, low enough to fade into the background.

She asked why I’d left the military, and I gave her the real answer instead of the version I told clients.

I told her about coming home and feeling disconnected from everything. The skills I’d built overseas made me very good at a job I didn’t want, but they made me terrible at being a person.

She listened without making the expression people usually made when veterans talked about coming home. It was often half pity and half performance.

Tessa just listened.

Then she told me about her life before the move.

“I was with him for four years,” she said, slowly turning her wineglass. “The first two were good. He was patient and supportive. He was the kind of person who’d research something for hours just to understand what I was going through.”

She paused.

“Then it changed. Or he did. I’m still not sure which.”

“What happened?”

She looked at me over the edge of her glass.

I could see her measuring something. She was making a choice that had nothing to do with whether she trusted me. It was about whether she was ready to find out what my trust was worth.

“I changed,” she said. “He couldn’t handle the version of me that came out the other side.”

I waited.

She set her glass on the coffee table with careful, deliberate movements. Whatever came next was going to cost her something.

“I’m transgender, James. I transitioned three years ago. He was there at the beginning. He said all the right things and did all the right research. Then, little by little, he started trying to control it. He tried to control me. He wanted to decide who I saw, what I wore, and how fast I moved through the process.”

She kept her eyes on mine.

“He wanted to support me on his terms. When I stopped letting him set those terms, he became possessive. Then he became threatening. The stalking started after I left.”

She said it the way she said everything else. She was direct and didn’t apologize. She watched my face with steady, dark eyes. She wasn’t bracing for my reaction, but she was tracking it.

“That’s why he uses the old name,” she said. “It’s not a mistake. It’s a leash. He says it because he wants me to know he still sees me as the person I was before. He wants to remind me that he knew that version of me, like that gives him ownership.”

The apartment went quiet.

I sat with what she’d told me.

I won’t pretend nothing shifted in me, because something did. It just wasn’t what I might’ve expected.

I didn’t feel disgust or confusion. I knew who she was because she was sitting right in front of me.

She was the same woman who’d briefed me like a general on the first day. She’d cooked me jerk chicken on the second. She’d touched my wrist at the door three nights earlier in a way I still couldn’t stop thinking about.

Nothing about her had changed. She was exactly who she’d been thirty seconds earlier.

I was the one who shifted.

My attraction didn’t change. I need to be clear about that because I questioned it in the seconds that followed. It was still there, stubborn and steady, tied to the real woman sitting beside me.

What changed was everything around it.

I’d been falling for her for days, maybe since the first morning. I’d handled it by keeping my distance and promising myself I’d deal with it later.

Now there was something new to consider. My first instinct wasn’t to question what I felt. It was to question whether I was safe for her.

She’d already been with a man who loved her only under certain conditions. He’d supported her until that support became a leash.

She’d rebuilt her entire life to escape someone who couldn’t let her be herself. Now I was sitting on her couch, falling for her while carrying my own untested ideas about the world.

One thought came through clearly.

I couldn’t become another man who made her life harder.

She saw it happen.

I don’t know what changed on my face, but she read it at once.

“You’re doing that thing,” she said.

“What thing?”

“You’re deciding how to handle me.”

Her voice was calm, but something sharp ran beneath it. It wasn’t anger. It was closer to resignation, the tired recognition of a pattern she’d seen before.

“I can actually watch it happening,” she said. “You were fine ten seconds ago. Now you’re trying to figure out what this means and how careful you need to be with me.”

I started to deny it, then stopped.

I couldn’t deny it because she was right. That was exactly what I was doing.

She picked up her wine and took a sip while watching me over the glass.

“Just so you know, that’s not better than the other reaction,” she said. “It’s just quieter.”

She let the words sit between us.

I stayed another twenty minutes, but the conversation never became easy again. We talked about logistics, next steps, and whether she wanted to extend the contract.

We stayed with safe topics. Professional ones. The air had changed, and we both knew it.

When I left that night, she didn’t touch my arm at the door.

I drove home with the windows down, my head full of her, and no idea what to do with any of it.
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I didn’t ghost her. But in some ways, what I did was worse.

Ghosting would’ve been clean. It would’ve hurt, but it also would’ve been final. She could’ve filed me away as another man who couldn’t handle the truth and moved on.

Instead, I stayed close enough to pretend nothing had changed while making sure she felt every inch of the new distance.

I started texting instead of calling. The messages were short and professional.

Anything to report?

I’ll stop by at noon.

I shortened my visits. Instead of spending full days in her apartment, I came by twice a day, swept the building, confirmed there was no activity, and left. I stopped sitting on the couch. I stayed near the door with my jacket on, like I had somewhere else to be.

She noticed right away. Of course she did. Tessa noticed everything.

On the first day, she watched me complete the shorter check-in without comment. She answered my questions about the ex with the same efficiency I gave her. There was no music. She didn’t offer coffee.

When I said I’d be back the next day, she said, “Okay,” and closed the door.

The second day was worse.

She was polite in a way she’d never been with me before, and politeness from Tessa felt like a wall going up. She called me “James” with a formality she’d dropped during the first week. It was as if she were putting a title back on a name that had stopped needing one.

She made sure not to stretch after calls or touch her neck. She didn’t mutter to herself while she worked.

She wasn’t loose anymore. She was pretending to be calm in the same way I was pretending to be professional, and neither of us was doing it well.

By the third day, she’d stopped looking surprised.

That was the part that gutted me.

She’d settled into the distance like someone sinking into a chair she’d used before. She knew this pattern. She’d watched men change around her after finding out. She’d seen them adjust their behavior while pretending they weren’t.

She’d learned not to fight it because fighting meant begging someone to see her the way they had before, and she was done begging.

I could see all of that. I could read it on her face as clearly as I could assess a threat in a room.

I still told myself I was doing the right thing.

My logic was simple. She’d been through hell with the ex, the stalking, and the work of rebuilding her life around a truth that had cost her a relationship and nearly her safety.

She didn’t need someone showing up afterward who would stumble through his own uncertainty and make her feel like a problem. She deserved someone who had already figured himself out. Someone who could look at her without a moment of hesitation.

I wasn’t that person. I wasn’t yet, and maybe I never would be.

The kindest thing I could do was remove myself before I became another source of pain.

That was the story I told myself while I drove home each night and sat alone in my apartment.

The problem came when the story ran out.

Every night, I lay in bed and did the exact thing she’d already called me on.

I ran the math.

I broke my attraction apart piece by piece, as if I were taking apart a weapon and checking it for faults.

Was I still attracted to her?

Yes. It was obvious and impossible to deny. Nothing had faded after she told me.

Had anything about the attraction changed?

I went through the list.

Her face, the shape of her curves, and the way her eyes caught the light. Her low, direct voice, with that slight rasp at the end of long sentences. Her body, the length of her, and the way she moved through a room.

I thought about the way she looked at me, as if she could see the machinery working behind my eyes and wasn’t impressed by it.

Everything was the same. Every part of it was exactly as it had been before.

So what was the problem?

The problem was that something in the way I understood myself had shifted, and I didn’t know how to fix it.

I’d spent thirty-two years living with beliefs about myself that were so basic I’d never questioned them. You don’t examine the floor until it moves beneath your feet.

I was attracted to women. I knew that. It was a settled fact that didn’t need to be questioned.

Tessa was a woman. I knew that too. Nothing about her had ever suggested otherwise, and nothing she told me changed who she was.

Still, something between those two truths had become complicated, and I couldn’t find the words for it.

So, I fell back on the only thing I knew how to do.

I pulled away and told myself I was protecting her.

Around the third day, I started to understand the truth.

I was lying in the dark with my phone resting on my chest. Her last text glowed on the screen.

No activity. See you tomorrow.

It was four words. The message was professional and careful. She was copying my tone and sending it back to me like a lesson.

Every day I pulled away, she became more guarded. She became more like the version of herself she’d been forced to become around people who couldn’t handle what she trusted them with.

I watched her close the doors she’d opened for me, one by one.

The woman disappearing behind them was the woman who I wanted more than anything. I felt something when she’d touched me. That touch had meant something.

I was taking myself away and calling it a gift. She was too smart not to see through it and too tired to call me on it again.
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She called at nine thirty on a Friday night.

I was home, sitting on my couch with a beer I hadn’t touched. The game was on, but only for noise. My phone buzzed, and her name appeared. Something in my chest tightened before I even read the message.

I heard something outside my window. Can you come check?

I was in my car in under a minute. I drove across town ten miles over the speed limit, running through possible scenarios. Someone could’ve reached her window from the fire escape. The sixth-floor windows might not be secure. Her ex might’ve escalated to approaching the building.

I parked badly, took the stairs two at a time, and knocked on her door. My pulse was racing, but not from the climb.

She opened it wearing a black T-shirt and cotton shorts. She was barefoot, with her hair down around her shoulders for the first time since I’d known her. The apartment behind her was quiet. Only the lamps were on, and the hum of the A/C was the only sound.

“Where was the noise?” I asked as I scanned the windows behind her.

She stepped back to let me in, then closed the door. She leaned against it and crossed her arms.

“There was no noise,” she said.

I stopped.

“There’s nothing outside the window. There hasn’t been any activity in over a week, and we both know it.” She watched me with an expression somewhere between angry and exhausted. “I called because it was the only way to get you to actually show up.”

I stood in the middle of her living room with my keys still in my hand. I’d walked into something I couldn’t sweep, secure, or assess my way out of.

“Tessa—”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “Don’t give me the professional voice. You’ve been giving me the professional voice for four days, and I’m done with it.”

She pushed away from the door and walked toward the kitchen. She didn’t pass me, but she didn’t come closer either. She stopped at the island and leaned against it with her arms still crossed. The counter stood between us like she needed a barrier to say what came next.

“I know what you’re doing, James. I’ve seen it before. Different men and different versions, but the same pattern. You looked at me like I was the most interesting person in the room for two weeks. We were…getting closer. Then I told you something real about myself, and you flinched.”

“I didn’t flinch.”

“You did. You’re still flinching. You just do it politely.” She uncrossed her arms and pressed her palms flat on the counter. “You text instead of calling. You stand by the door instead of sitting down. You shut down everything that was building between us. You did it so carefully that you probably think I didn’t notice.”

I didn’t say anything because anything I said would prove her right.

“You think pulling away protects me,” she said. Her voice was steady, but heat burned beneath it. It had been building for days. “It doesn’t. It just tells me that who I am is a problem you’re trying to manage. You found out one thing about me and changed the entire way you act in my space. You think that’s kindness, but it’s not.”

“I’m not treating you like a problem.”

“You are. You’re treating me like I’m fragile. Like knowing my history means you have to be careful with me in a way you didn’t before. Like I can’t handle you being attracted to me while also knowing I’m trans. Like those two things can’t exist in the same room.” She stared at me. “I don’t need you to protect me from you, James. I need you to stop protecting yourself from wanting me.”

The words landed in the center of my chest.

I stood in her living room and felt the ground shift beneath me. It reminded me of a mortar strike in Kandahar, when the world rearranged itself in a split second. The floor beneath me had never been as solid as I thought.

She stood three feet away, furious, beautiful, and right about everything she’d said. I had no cover, no extraction plan, and no way to make any of it untrue.

She was right. That was the worst part.

She watched me reach that conclusion. I think she saw it happen on my face as the last of my pretense fell away.

She stepped around the counter and walked toward me, entering the space I’d kept empty between us for days. She stopped close enough for me to smell her coconut shampoo, the same scent I’d noticed during the first week. She looked up at me without asking for anything.

“I like you,” she said. “I liked you the first day you walked in here. I know you liked me too, because you’re shit at hiding it.”

Something close to a laugh escaped my throat. She didn’t smile.

“So, either you’re here, or you’re not,” she said. “But don’t pretend leaving is kindness. I’ve had enough men dress up rejection as protection to last me a lifetime. I don’t need another one.”

The apartment was quiet. Warm lamplight fell across her face, her shoulders, and the skin above the collar of her T-shirt. Her eyes were dark, steady, and unblinking. She wasn’t going to blink first. She never did.

I put my keys on the counter behind me. I didn’t look away from her.

“I’m here,” I said.

I reached for her.

My hand went to the side of her neck before I could think about it. My palm pressed against her warm skin, and my thumb traced the line of her jaw. She looked up at me with those dark, steady eyes, and I felt her pulse beneath my fingers. It was fast, much faster than I expected from someone who always seemed so composed.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked.

“I’ve been waiting,” she said.

I kissed her.

I went slowly because I didn’t want to lose a single second. Her lips were soft and full. She kissed me back without hesitation. Her mouth opened beneath mine, and her tongue found mine with enough confidence to make my knees weak.

She kissed the way she did everything, with purpose and her full attention, as if nothing else in the world existed.

Her hands gripped the front of my shirt and pulled me closer. I went willingly. I slid my hand from her neck into her hair, cupped the back of her head, and pulled her against me until there was no space between us.

Her body pressed against mine from chest to thigh, warm, solid, and real. She made a low sound into my mouth that vibrated against my lips and traveled down my spine. It changed something basic in the way I understood what I wanted.

We didn’t rush, and that mattered. We stayed in the living room and kissed like people who’d been starving for it, because we had.

I backed her against the kitchen counter and kissed her throat, the same throat I’d been trying not to stare at for two weeks. She tipped her head back and let me. When my lips found the spot below her ear, she made a sound I wanted to hear again for as long as she’d let me.

She pushed me back and took control, walking me backward until my shoulders hit the wall. She pressed against me and kissed me harder, catching my bottom lip between her teeth. I felt her smile against my mouth when I groaned.

Her hips pinned mine to the wall. I felt the heat and pressure of her body, along with the shape of her arousal against my thigh. I accepted it the same way I accepted everything about her. It was real. It was hers, and it made me want her more, not less. That might’ve surprised me an hour earlier, but it didn’t now.

My hands moved over her waist, her hips, and the curve of her lower back where her T-shirt had ridden up. Her skin was smooth and warm. I traced the ridge of her spine with my fingertips and felt her shiver.

She slipped her hands beneath my shirt. Her palms pressed flat against my stomach, and her fingers spread as she moved them slowly over my ribs and chest. She mapped me the way I’d been mapping her, then stopped with her hands over my heart.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

I looked down at my hands on her waist. She was right. A fine tremor ran through my fingers, and I couldn’t stop it.

It wasn’t fear or hesitation. It was the result of finally releasing something I’d been holding onto for days. My body was only now realizing how much effort that had taken.

“Yeah,” I said. “I am.”

She leaned back enough to look at me. Her lips were swollen from kissing, and her hair was messy from my hands. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“We don’t have to do anything more tonight,” she said.

She didn’t sound nervous or fragile. She offered me a real choice without testing whether I’d take the exit.

“I want to,” I said.

She searched my eyes, and I let her look. I didn’t hide behind discipline, professionalism, or the careful blank expression I’d been using as armor for the past week.

I let her see what was there. She saw desire, nervousness, and a certainty that had nothing to do with having answers. I only knew where I wanted to be.

Whatever she found satisfied her. Her mouth curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. It looked more like recognition, as if she were finally seeing the version of me she’d been waiting for.

She took my hand.

Her fingers laced through mine as she stepped backward toward the hallway, pulling me with her. I followed. The bedroom door stood open, and the light from the living room lamps reached far enough to cast everything in a warm amber glow.

She led me through the doorway, and I went willingly.
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The bedroom was warm and dim, lit by the light spilling in from the hallway and a small lamp on the nightstand. She sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. Then she hooked two fingers into my belt loops and pulled me forward until I stood between her knees.

She didn’t rush. She started with my shirt, undoing the buttons from the top down with steady fingers. I watched her hands move with careful purpose. She undressed me like it mattered, as if each button were another small permission she gave herself. When the last one came free, she pushed the shirt from my shoulders, and it fell to the floor behind me.

Her palms pressed flat against my chest. She moved them down slowly, her fingers spread as she mapped the muscle, skin, and places where I carried tension. She traced my collarbone, the hollow at the base of my throat, and the ridges of my stomach. Then her fingers paused over the raised scar on my left side, about three inches long beneath my ribs.

“This one?” she asked.

“Mosul. Shrapnel.”

She leaned forward and kissed it. Her lips were soft and warm, and she lingered with her mouth against the ugliest mark on my body. Something behind my sternum broke open so quietly that I almost didn’t hear it.

She straightened and pulled her T-shirt over her head in one smooth motion. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were small and round, and her dark nipples were already tight. The lamplight warmed her skin and made her look like she’d been dipped in honey.

A delicate line of script ran along her ribs in a language I didn’t recognize. I wanted to ask about it, and I wanted to put my mouth on it. I saved both for later.

I dropped to my knees.

She watched me from above with her hands braced on the mattress. I found the zipper on the side of her skirt and slowly pulled it down. Then I hooked my fingers into the waistband and tugged. She lifted her hips while I pulled the skirt down her thighs, over her knees, and off her ankles before setting it aside.

She wore simple black underwear with clean lines, and I could see the shape of her arousal pressing against the fabric. She was hard.

My breath caught.

She was beautiful and aroused. She watched me with an expression I’d never seen before, careful and exposed. With sudden clarity, I realized this was the first time since I’d known her that she looked truly vulnerable.

She hadn’t looked this way when her ex appeared or when she told me about her past. She looked vulnerable here, in her bedroom, half undressed, with my face level with the most intimate part of her body.

She was afraid I’d stop.

I leaned forward and kissed her stomach. The muscles tightened beneath my lips. I kissed lower, following the line of her hip bone and the soft skin between her hip and thigh. When I kissed the inside of her thigh, she inhaled sharply and placed a hand on the back of my head. Her fingers curled into my hair without pulling, only holding me there.

I pressed my mouth against the warm skin of her inner thigh, breathed her in, and let myself feel everything. I felt her heat, the faint tremor in her leg, and the way her fingers tightened in my hair as my lips moved higher.

I hooked my fingers beneath the waistband of her underwear and looked up.

She stared down at me with parted lips and shallow breaths lifting her chest. Her eyes were glassy, and for a moment, I saw everything she was holding inside. I saw every man who had reached this point and pulled away, every time desire had come with conditions, and every time she’d braced herself for the moment the wanting stopped.

I held her gaze, and she nodded.

I slowly pulled the underwear over her hips and down her thighs. She lifted herself slightly to help. Then the fabric cleared her body, leaving her bare before me.

I saw all of her.

Her cock was hard, flushed, and curved slightly upward against her stomach. It was beautiful in the same way the rest of her was beautiful.

She exhaled as if she’d been holding her breath for years.

I leaned in and kissed the inside of her thigh again, then moved higher to the crease where her thigh met her hip. She whispered my name, and her fingers tightened in my hair.

I pressed my lips to the base of her cock. The sound she made was somewhere between a gasp and a prayer. Her fingers curled harder in my hair.

I kissed my way along her shaft. Her skin was hot and smooth beneath my lips, and I felt the rapid pulse underneath. I moved slowly, tracing her length with my mouth and learning her shape and weight.

When I reached the head, I paused with my lips resting against the slick, sensitive skin. My breath warmed her, and she trembled beneath me.

Then I opened my mouth and took her in.

She was fever-warm on my tongue and tasted like salt, skin, and something faintly sweet. The second was the weight of her, solid and real as she filled my mouth.

I’d never done this before. My body didn’t know the angles, pressure, or rhythm that came with experience. All I had was every blow job I’d ever received and the knowledge of what had felt good.

I started there.

I closed my lips around her and sucked gently, testing the pressure. Her hips bucked off the mattress.

“James.” My name broke apart on her lips.

I took her deeper and found a slow, steady rhythm. My lips stayed tight around her shaft as I moved my head. I wrapped my hand around the base where my mouth couldn’t reach and stroked her in time with each motion.

She was thick enough to make my jaw ache, but I didn’t care. The ache grounded me. It kept me inside my body instead of letting me drift into the place where I overthought everything.

Her thighs tensed against my shoulders. She was trying not to thrust, and I felt the effort in the muscles jumping beneath her skin. Her restraint made me want to break it.

I circled the head with my tongue as I moved upward, then pressed against the ridge beneath it. Her control cracked. Her hips rolled up, pushing her deeper into my mouth. I relaxed my throat and took what she gave me.

“Oh God,” she breathed. “Oh God, don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop.

My confidence grew as I learned her responses. I read her pleasure through the tension in her thighs, the pitch of her breathing, and the way her fingers switched between gripping my hair and smoothing it away from my face.

That second gesture undid me. She was shaking and gasping, yet she was still thinking about whether my hair was in my eyes.

I felt her getting close. Her cock swelled in my mouth, her breathing turned ragged, and her thighs tightened around my head. I wanted to take her there. I wanted to feel her come apart against my tongue and taste the end of every wall I’d ever built.

But she pulled me away.

Her hand tightened in my hair and firmly drew me up. I released her with a wet sound that sent a jolt through my own cock.

She was breathing hard. Her chest was flushed, and her eyes were wild. Her expression was half wrecked and half hungry, as if I’d brought her to the edge and she’d decided to jump on her own terms.

She leaned forward and caught both my wrists. She pressed them into the pillow above my head and circled my forearms with her fingers. She didn’t hold me hard enough to restrain me. She was testing me to see whether I’d allow it.

I did.

Heat flashed across her face. She rolled her hips against mine and ground down through the fabric of my pants. Her cock pressed against mine with only a layer of cotton between us.

The feeling was new, clear, and electric. I felt her firm weight against the hard line of me. My hips jerked upward, and a groan tore from my throat before I could stop it.

She smiled, satisfied rather than sweet.

She released my wrists and sat back. Her hands found my belt, and she opened it. She unzipped my pants and pulled my cock free. Cool air touched me for half a second before her hand closed around me.

Then she wrapped her fingers around both of us.

Her long, steady hand held my cock and hers together, side by side, touching from base to tip. Mine was thick, while hers was slightly longer and darker. Together, we filled her grip.

Heat shot through me so fast that I stopped breathing.

Nothing in my life had prepared me for the sight of another cock beside mine, both of us hard and leaking in a woman’s hand. The unfamiliarity should’ve been what I noticed most.

It wasn’t.

What I noticed was how good it felt.

She stroked us together slowly. Her thumb spread the slick gathered at both our tips. I had no point of reference for the friction of her skin against mine, the pressure of her grip, or the pulse I felt through her shaft.

My mind tried to place it inside a familiar framework, but the framework fell apart. There was only her hand, her body, and the crushing truth that I wanted more.

“Tessa,” I said. Her name left me like something I was surrendering.

She leaned down and kissed me. It was wet and messy, her tongue moving against mine while her hand kept stroking us. Her hips twitched with every upward motion as her arousal built against mine.

I kissed her with everything I had. My free hands gripped her waist, her hips, and the firm curve of her ass. I pulled her tighter against me, and she moaned into my mouth. The sound went straight through me.

Then she let go.

She released us both, and I made a sound that came too close to a whimper. She slid down my body, her breasts dragging over my stomach and hips. Then her face was level with my cock, and she looked up at me with focused intent.

She took me into her mouth.

Her lips stretched around me as she slowly lowered her head. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside of my shaft. Then she hollowed her cheeks and pulled back with enough suction to blur my vision.

She didn’t close her eyes. Her dark gaze stayed locked on my face as she studied every reaction, twitch, and sound I couldn’t hold back.

One of my hands twisted in the sheets, while the other gripped the headboard. I needed something solid because the rest of the world had become unreliable.

She took me apart with her mouth, steady and relentless. She switched between slow, deep strokes and tight pressure around the head, reading my reactions as if she could hear my nervous system.

She brought me to the edge. The climax gathered at the base of my spine, a tightening coil of heat. My breathing turned ragged, and my hips began moving on their own.

She took me deeper until her lips met her fist at the base. I was right there, balanced on the edge.

Then she pulled away.

Cool air hit my wet cock. I dropped my head against the pillow and groaned.

“Not yet,” she said.

Her voice was rough, and her swollen lips glistened. She looked like she knew exactly what she was doing and enjoyed every second of it.

“You’re going to kill me,” I said to the ceiling.

She crawled back up my body and settled her weight over my hips. Then she leaned down until her mouth was beside my ear.

Her cock was still hard against my stomach, and mine twitched against hers. The heat between us was almost unbearable.

She pulled back enough to look at me. Her smile was real, full, and wicked. It held equal parts promise and threat.

“No,” she said. “I’m going to ruin you.”

She reached across me to the nightstand and pulled a bottle of lube from the drawer. The movement pressed her body against mine and her breasts against my chest. I turned my head and kissed the curve of her shoulder because I could. Nothing stood between us anymore.

She sat back on my hips and looked down at me. “I want you inside me,” she said.

She opened the bottle and poured lube into her palm. Then she reached behind herself and wrapped her slick hand around my cock, stroking slowly from base to tip until I was fully coated. Her wet grip made my stomach tighten. She felt it and squeezed a little harder while watching my face.

She knew exactly what she was doing. She rose onto her knees, positioned me beneath her, and sank down.

Her tight, hot body took me in slowly, inch by inch. I gripped her thighs and forced myself to breathe. She was impossibly warm and close, and the pressure around my cock nearly overwhelmed me.

She lowered herself at her own pace, her jaw tight with focus and her hands flat against my chest. When she’d taken all of me, she stopped, and we both stayed still for a moment.

Then she moved.

She rode me slowly at first, rolling her hips in a rhythm I could only follow. Her back arched, and her head tipped toward the ceiling.

I lay beneath her and took in the full image. Her body moved above me, her breasts shifting with each rise and fall. Her cock was hard and flushed against her stomach, bouncing slightly with every thrust.

She was in complete control. She set the pace, depth, and angle, adjusting until she found what made her breath catch. Then she held that position and moved faster.

I reached for her.

My hand wrapped around her cock, and she gasped. Her composure cracked for the first time all night. Her rhythm faltered, and her eyes flew open. She looked down at me with such open surprise that I realized no one had done this for her before.

No one had touched her like this while she was in control or shown her that they wanted this part of her too.

I stroked her in time with her movements. She rode me while I matched her rhythm, sliding my fist up her shaft each time she rose and tightening around the head each time she dropped.

The two sensations destroyed everything else. I felt her body clench around my cock and the hot pulse of hers in my hand. The world narrowed to a single point of contact that was entirely her.

She moved faster, and I stroked faster. Her hands pressed harder into my chest, her nails digging into my skin. The small, sharp pain mixed with the pleasure and made both stronger.

She moaned in a low, steady stream.“I’m close,” she breathed.

“Me too.”

She leaned forward and moved her hands to either side of my head. Then she lowered herself until our foreheads touched. Her breath was warm and uneven against my lips.

Her hips kept moving in shorter, tighter motions as she ground against me. My hand stayed wrapped around her cock between our stomachs, stroking her in the narrow space between our bodies.

She came first.

Her cock pulsed and thickened before she spilled across my stomach in hot, slick waves. Her mouth fell open against mine, and the sound she made was closer to a sob than a moan.

Her body clenched around me at the same time. The deep, steady contractions squeezed my cock and pulled me over the edge.

I came inside her with my forehead against hers and my eyes open. I wanted to see her face. I needed to.

She shook above me as her climax continued to move through her, and I shook beneath her. We held each other’s gaze through all of it.

She stayed on top of me. She didn’t pull away or roll aside. Instead, she settled her weight against me and rested her head on my shoulder.

We lay there breathing hard, our hearts pounding against each other. Her cock slowly softened against my stomach, still pressed between us. I didn’t move my hand. I left it resting against her, warm and relaxed.

She turned her head and kissed my temple. The kiss was pure tenderness.

I wrapped both arms around her and held on.

I held her as if she were the first real thing I’d touched in years, because she was.
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I woke to daylight and the sound of her breathing.

She was curled against my left side with her head on my chest and one leg hooked over mine. Her loose hair spread across my skin in dark waves that smelled like coconut and sleep. Her hand rested on my stomach, her fingers slightly curled and rising with each breath I took.

I didn’t move.

Morning light came through the blinds. The sheets were tangled around our legs and half pulled from the mattress. There was lube on the fitted sheet and a smear on my hip. Her pillows had ended up on the floor, and neither of us had cared enough to fix anything.

I lay there and felt her weight against me, the warmth of her skin, and the soft press of her breasts against my ribs. She slept without any guard, as if she’d decided I was safe and her body believed it.

I didn’t know if I deserved that yet, but I wanted to earn it.

She stirred. Her fingers flexed against my stomach, went still, then moved again with purpose. She was awake.

She shifted and propped herself on one elbow. Her eyes were heavy with sleep, and a crease from the pillowcase marked her cheek.

“You stayed,” she said.

She didn’t sound surprised. She sounded like she was testing something she wanted to believe but hadn’t proven yet. She said it the way someone presses a bruise to see if it still hurts.

“You told me I was either here or I wasn’t,” I said.

Her mouth curved slightly. She traced one finger along my collarbone, following the bone from my shoulder to the hollow of my throat. Her touch was light and slow. It sent a current through me that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with being seen by someone who’d

I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her.

She kissed me back with one hand on my jaw. Her thumb traced the same line mine had traced on hers the first time. The balance of it settled into my chest like a key turning in a lock.

When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against mine. We closed our eyes and breathed the same air for a while.

The job was over. The contract would end. Her ex would become a note in a file I’d close and archive.

But I wasn’t leaving.

She settled against my chest again. I wrapped my arm around her and felt her relax one muscle at a time until her full weight rested on me.

Her fingers found mine and laced through them. She brought our joined hands to her chest, and I felt her heartbeat against my knuckles.

I closed my eyes. I was home.


FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE


I could tell you exactly how the evening would go before I even put my key in the lock.

Nicole would be at the dining table with her laptop open and her reading glasses sliding down her nose. There'd be something half-eaten on a plate beside her—crackers, maybe some of that sharp white cheddar she liked—and she'd look up when I came in but not all the way. More of a glance over the frames. A quick smile that said hi, I love you, give me ten minutes.

And that's exactly what I got.

I dropped my bag by the door and kicked off my shoes. "Hey."

"Hey." She didn't look up this time. Her fingers kept moving across the keyboard, and I caught the glow of whatever she was reading reflected in her glasses before she angled the screen slightly away from me. Not closed. Just tilted. I noticed but didn't say anything.

I loosened my tie on the way to the kitchen and pulled a beer from the fridge. The apartment smelled like the candle she always lit when she worked from home, something with cedar and bergamot that I'd never have picked out myself but now associated entirely with her. I leaned against the counter and watched her from across the room while I drank.

Six years. That's how long we'd been together, four of them married. Long enough that I knew the exact face she made when she was concentrating—this little crease between her eyebrows, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. Long enough that I still noticed.

Nicole was beautiful in a way that had only sharpened over time. Dark hair she usually wore up in a clip during the day, brown eyes that went almost black when the light hit them right, a mouth that always looked like she was about to say something clever. She was slim but curved in the places that made my hands stupid, and even now, in an old university T-shirt and leggings with her glasses on, she made my chest ache.

I loved my wife. That was never the question.

"You eat?" I asked.

"Crackers." She gestured vaguely at the plate without looking up.

"That's not dinner."

"It's a cheese plate. It's classy."

I smiled and started pulling things out of the fridge. Made us pasta with whatever was left in the vegetable drawer—garlic, cherry tomatoes, some wilting basil I rescued from the windowsill.

She closed her laptop when I set the plate in front of her, and we ate together at the table, talking about the ordinary things. Her coworker who couldn't figure out how to use shared drives. The leak in the bathroom ceiling that our landlord kept promising to fix. Whether we should go to her sister's thing next weekend or come up with an excuse.

Normal. Easy. Ours.

After dinner she curled into the corner of the couch with a book, and I sat on the other end with her feet in my lap, half watching a game I didn't care about. At some point I ran my thumb along the arch of her foot, just absently, and she made a small sound behind her book that traveled straight through me. I did it again. She lowered the book an inch and looked at me over the top of it.

"You're starting something," she said.

"Am I?"

"You know what that does to me."

I did know. That was the thing about six years—I had the map memorized. Every spot that made her breath catch, every sequence that worked. I knew that if I moved my hand from her foot to her ankle to the inside of her calf, she'd put the book down. I knew that if I pulled her toward me by her hips, she'd wrap her legs around me and tilt her head back so I could kiss her neck. I knew exactly how to make her want me.

So, I did all of it.

We made it to the bedroom in the usual way—her walking backward, my hands under her shirt, both of us smiling because even after six years there was still a low hum between us that didn't take much to turn up. She pulled me down onto the bed and I settled over her, and we fell into each other the way we always did. Familiar hands. Familiar sounds.

She was warm and wet when I slid into her, and she gasped the way she always gasped, and I moved the way I always moved—steady, deep, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her hip. She came first, her nails digging into my shoulders, and I followed a minute later with my face pressed into her neck. It was good. It was always good.

But that's exactly what I mean. It was always good in exactly the same way.

Afterward I rolled onto my back and she tucked herself against my side, her head on my chest. I traced lazy circles on her shoulder and stared at the ceiling and waited for the easy silence that usually came next. It didn't come. The silence was there, but it wasn't easy. It had a texture to it, like she was holding something behind her teeth.

"What's going on?" I asked.

"Nothing."

It wasn't nothing. I knew her "nothing" the same way I knew everything else about her, and this one had weight to it.

"Nicole."

"I'm just thinking." She drew a circle on my chest with her fingertip. "It's not a big deal."

"Okay."

I let it go. She'd tell me when she was ready, or she wouldn't, and pushing Nicole before she'd made up her mind about something was like trying to open a door by leaning on it harder. It only locked tighter.

But later, after she'd fallen asleep and I got up for water, I passed the dining table and saw her laptop still sitting there. The screen was dark, but I thought about the way she'd angled it away from me earlier.

It wasn’t the first time, either. Three, maybe four times in the past couple of weeks I'd walked into a room and caught her closing a browser tab or tilting the screen just enough that I couldn't see what she'd been reading. She never looked guilty about it exactly. More like someone guarding a thought that wasn't finished yet.

I didn't open the laptop. That wasn't us. We didn't snoop, didn't check each other's phones. But standing there in the dark kitchen with the faucet dripping and my wife asleep down the hall, I felt something weird. Not worry, not suspicion. More like the awareness you get when the weather's about to change and something in the air pressure has shifted.

Something was different. Something had been different for a while now, and I'd been letting the comfort of routine keep me from looking at it too closely.

I finished my water, set the glass in the sink, and went back to bed. Nicole shifted toward me in her sleep, her hand finding my arm the way it always did, and I closed my eyes and told myself it was nothing.

I almost believed it.
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One Thursday, we had Thai takeout and half-watched something on TV that neither of us was paying attention to. Now we were on the couch with a second bottle of wine open between us. Nicole had her legs tucked underneath her, her glass held loosely, her cheeks flushed the way they got after a couple drinks. She looked relaxed in a way that made me relax too, and for a while we just sat there in the kind of silence that didn't need filling.

Then she filled it.

"Can I ask you something?" she said.

"Always."

She turned her glass slowly in her hand, watching the wine catch the lamplight. "Do you ever feel like we only do things one way?"

I looked at her. "What do you mean?"

"I mean us. Our whole dynamic." She took a sip, casual, like this was any other Thursday-night conversation. "Who suggests dinner. Who drives. Who initiates in bed. Who's on top. It's always the same pattern. Have you noticed that?"

I had noticed, though I wouldn't have described it the way she just did. To me it was just how we worked. I handled certain things, she handled others, and in bed I led because that's how it had always gone. It hadn't occurred to me that she'd been keeping a ledger.

"I guess," I said carefully. "I didn't think it was a problem."

"It's not a problem." She set her glass on the coffee table and pulled her knees up to her chest, arms wrapped around them. It was a posture that made her look younger, almost girlish, which was at odds with the steadiness in her voice. "I've just been thinking about what it would be like if it were different."

"Different how?"

She met my eyes, and whatever she'd been building toward for the past few weeks was right there on the surface, close enough to touch. "What if I were the one in charge. Not just sometimes. Not just picking the restaurant or deciding what we watch. I mean really in charge. Of the decisions, the pace, the dynamic." She paused. "Of you."

"Of me," I repeated.

"I read something a few weeks ago that I haven't been able to stop thinking about." She said it simply, without embarrassment, the way Nicole delivered most things that would've made other people stumble. "About power exchange. About what it does for couples when one person gives up control completely and the other one takes it. And I realized that's what I want. Not in some abstract way. I want that with you."

I took a drink of wine because I needed something to do with my hands. My pulse had picked up and I didn't fully understand why. Nothing she'd said was threatening. Nothing was even that far outside the bounds of normal conversation between two married people on a Thursday night.

But the way she was looking at me—direct, unflinching, like she'd already made her decision—made my skin feel tight.

"So, what, like a dominance thing?" I tried for light. It came out thin.

"Yes."

No hedging. No softening. Just the word, sitting there between us on the couch.

I laughed, but there was no real humor in it. "Nicole, come on."

"I'm not joking."

"I know you're not. That's what's making me nervous."

She smiled at that, small and knowing. "Good. You should be a little nervous. That's part of it."

I rubbed the back of my neck and stared at the coffee table. I wanted to make a joke, steer us into safer water, but every deflection I reached for felt flimsy against the weight of how certain she sounded.

This wasn't a whim. She'd been sitting with this for weeks—the closed laptop, the loaded silences, the way she'd looked at me after sex like she wanted to say something and swallowed it instead. This was what she'd been swallowing.

"I don't even know what that would look like," I said.

"I know." She reached over and squeezed my hand once, then let go. "I'm not asking you to decide anything tonight. I just needed to say it out loud."

We finished our wine and talked about other things, or tried to. She was graceful about it, letting the conversation drift back toward normal, but I could feel the shape of what she'd said still taking up space in the room. It wasn't going anywhere. She'd placed it down carefully and left it there for me, and we were both going to have to step around it until I figured out what to do with it.

Later, in bed, I was on my side facing away from her when I felt her shift closer. Not touching me, just close enough that I could feel the warmth of her along my back. I thought she'd fallen asleep until she spoke.

"I think you'd be beautiful if you let go."

She said it quietly, almost like she was thinking out loud, and I wasn't even sure she meant for me to hear it. I didn't respond. I didn't know how. The sentence didn't make sense to me.

I lay there for a long time after her breathing evened out. I replayed everything she'd said and tried to find the part that should've bothered me, the line where I should've pushed back harder or laughed it off for real. I couldn't find it. What I found instead, the thing that kept me awake, was that nothing she'd said had felt wrong.

I didn't know what to do with that.
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A bottle was sitting on the bathroom counter when I got home the next evening. It wasn't mine. I picked it up and turned it over in my hand—shea butter and vanilla, the same lotion Nicole used after her baths. The one that made her skin impossibly soft and left that warm, faintly sweet scent on the pillows.

She appeared in the doorway behind me, leaning against the frame with her arms crossed. "Use that tonight. After your shower."

"This is yours," I said.

"I bought you your own bottle." She said it like it was nothing. Like she was telling me we were out of paper towels. "Just try it."

I stood there holding the bottle and waiting for her to explain further, but she just pushed off the doorframe and walked back down the hall. No elaboration. No negotiation. Just the instruction and the assumption that I'd follow it.

I showered the way I always did, but when I shut the water off, the bottle was right there where she'd placed it, and I found myself reaching for it instead of my usual stuff. The lotion was thicker than what I was used to, rich and slick between my palms. I worked it over my arms, my chest, my stomach. It absorbed slowly, leaving my skin with a softness that felt unfamiliar on my own body. By the time I was done, the bathroom smelled like her. I smelled like her.

I pulled on a T-shirt and sweatpants and came out into the living room. Nicole was on the couch reading, and she looked up when I walked in. Her eyes traveled over me, and something in her expression changed. Not a smile exactly. More like satisfaction.

"Come here," she said.

I crossed the room and stood in front of her, feeling oddly self-conscious in my own apartment. She reached out and took my forearm, turning it gently so the inside faced up. Then she ran her fingers along the skin from my wrist to the crook of my elbow, slow enough that I felt every millimeter of contact.

"That's better," she said softly.

My pulse was doing something embarrassing under her fingertips and I knew she could feel it. Her thumb traced a small circle on the inside of my wrist, right over the vein, and she held it there for a beat before letting go. The whole interaction lasted maybe ten seconds, but the charge of it sat on my skin long after she turned back to her book.

I sat down on the other end of the couch, and after a few minutes she patted her lap without looking up. "Come here. Put your head down."

I shifted over and laid my head in her lap, staring up at the ceiling while she read. Her free hand found my hair and started moving through it, slow and absent, her fingers combing from my forehead back to the nape of my neck. My hair was longer than I usually kept it. I'd been meaning to make an appointment for weeks but hadn't gotten around to it, and now it was long enough to actually run fingers through in a way it usually wasn't.

"I need a haircut," I muttered, mostly to myself.

"No, you don't." Her fingers didn't stop. "I like it like this. Leave it."

It wasn't a suggestion. There was no question mark at the end of it, no opening for discussion. It was a directive, quiet and absolute, delivered while she turned a page with her other hand like she hadn't just drawn a line in the sand. I opened my mouth to say something—I don't even know what—and closed it again.

She kept running her fingers through my hair, and I lay there and let her, and neither of us acknowledged the thing that had just happened. That she'd told me what to do and I'd obeyed without a word.

My scalp tingled everywhere her nails grazed. My whole body felt warm and loose and strangely attentive, like every nerve ending had dialed up a notch. I didn't fully understand what was happening, but I understood that I didn't want her to stop touching me.

Later that night, in bed, she kissed me and I reached for her the usual way—hand on her waist, ready to roll her underneath me. She stopped me. Both hands flat on my chest, she pushed me onto my back and swung her leg over me in one smooth motion, settling her weight across my hips.

"Stay," she said.

She pulled her shirt off and I reached up to touch her, but she caught my wrists and pressed them into the mattress above my head. Her grip was firm. Not painful, but certain. She held me there and looked down at me with an expression I'd never seen on her face before—dark, focused, completely in control.

She reached between us and guided me inside her with her free hand, sinking down slowly until I was fully buried. I groaned and my hips bucked up involuntarily, but she pressed down harder on my wrists and set her own pace. Slow, grinding, focused. She wasn't riding me for my pleasure. She was using me for hers.

I couldn't move. I couldn't set the pace. All I could do was lie there and feel her—hot, slick, impossibly tight—while she took exactly what she wanted. Her head tipped back and her lips parted, and when she finally came, she clenched around me so hard that it dragged me over the edge with her. I came harder than I had in months, maybe years, my whole body arching up into hers while she held my wrists pinned to the sheets.

She stayed on top of me for a long moment afterward, both of us breathing hard. Then she leaned down, her hair falling around my face, and pressed her lips to my ear.

"See?" she whispered.

She rolled off me and settled against my side like nothing extraordinary had happened. I stared at the ceiling with my heart slamming in my chest and my wrists still warm from where she'd held them down, and I didn't say a word.

I didn't have one.
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I used the lotion every night that week. She never asked me to again. She didn't have to.

I told myself it was practical. It was a good lotion, my skin felt better, end of story. But I knew what I was doing every time I smoothed it over my arms and caught her scent rising off my own body. I was obeying an instruction she'd only given once, and the fact that I hadn't stopped doing it said more than I wanted it to.

I hadn't cut my hair either. A guy at work mentioned it looked different and I changed the subject so fast I nearly pulled a muscle. At home I caught myself in the bathroom mirror, noticing the way it fell across my forehead now instead of sitting in its usual neat shape, and I'd feel that same low hum I'd been carrying around since the night she pinned my wrists to the mattress. Not arousal exactly. Something adjacent to it. Something that lived in the same neighborhood and shared a wall.

On Saturday afternoon, Nicole sat down across from me at the kitchen table with two mugs of coffee and a look on her face that told me this wasn't a casual conversation. She'd put her hair down, which she usually only did on weekends, and she was wearing a black tank top that showed off her cleavage. She looked good. She always looked good. But right now, she also looked like someone who'd made a decision.

"I want to talk about what's been happening," she said.

"Okay." I wrapped my hands around my mug and waited.

She didn't ease into it. That wasn't Nicole's style, and I should've known better than to expect a preamble.

"I've been exploring something called femdom," she said. "Female domination. Power exchange where the woman leads and the man submits. I've been reading about it, watching content about it, thinking about it constantly for the past couple of months." She held my gaze without flinching. "That's what I was looking at on my laptop. That's what I've been figuring out how to tell you."

I nodded slowly. The word "submit" made my stomach flip, but I kept my face neutral and let her keep going.

"There's a specific part of it that I'm interested in." She paused, and for the first time I saw a flicker of vulnerability in her expression. Not doubt—Nicole didn't really do doubt—but an awareness that she was about to cross into territory that couldn't be uncrossed. "I want to feminize you."

I paused. I was speechless.

"I want to dress you," she continued, her voice steady but softer now. "I want to do your makeup. I want to reshape the way you look and move and present yourself. Not to embarrass you and not as a joke. Because the idea of taking you apart and rebuilding you into something softer, something that's fully mine, is the most erotic thing I've ever imagined."

She let that sit. I stared at her across the table and tried to organize my thoughts into something coherent, but they kept scattering like pool balls after a break.

"I don't want to humiliate you," she said quietly. "I need you to hear that. This isn't about making you feel small. It's about making you feel like mine. Every version of you is already mine, but I want to create a version that only I get to see. One that only exists because I made it." Her eyes were bright and completely serious. "I want to worship what you become. That's the part I can't stop thinking about."

I sat there for a long time. Long enough that she reached across the table and touched my hand, not to pressure me but to check if I was still with her. I was. I was with her so completely that it scared me, because while she'd been talking, something had happened in my body that I couldn't explain away as curiosity or open-mindedness or wanting to be a good husband.

I was hard. Sitting at the kitchen table at two in the afternoon, listening to my wife describe wanting to put me in women's clothes, and I was hard. Not half-interested, not vaguely intrigued. Fully, undeniably, almost painfully aroused. And the worst part—or maybe the most terrifying part—was that the arousal wasn't coming from the idea of pleasing her. It was coming from somewhere deeper, somewhere I hadn't known existed until she pointed a light at it.

"Say something," she said gently.

"I need to think about it."

She studied my face for a moment, and whatever she found there made the corner of her mouth lift just slightly. "That's not a no."

I looked down at my coffee, then back at her. Her eyes hadn't moved from mine. She was still sitting across from me in her black tank top with her hair down and her shoulders bare, looking like the same woman I'd loved for six years and also like someone entirely new. Someone who'd just shown me a door I hadn't known was there and was patient enough to let me decide whether to open it.

"No," I said. "It's not."

She squeezed my hand once and let go. Then she picked up her coffee and took a sip like we'd just been discussing weekend plans, and I sat there with my heart hammering and my jeans uncomfortably tight and the dawning realization that the thing I needed to think about wasn't whether to say yes.

It was why every part of me already had.
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"One night," I said. "That's it. And if either of us feels weird about it, we stop."

Nicole nodded, but there was a certainty behind her eyes that told me she already knew how this was going to go. She'd been waiting for me to catch up, and now that I had, she was ready in a way that made it clear she'd been preparing for this moment long before I'd agreed to it.

She led me to her vanity. I'd walked past this thing a thousand times—a small white table against the bedroom wall with a round mirror and a scatter of products I'd never paid attention to. She pulled out the chair and told me to sit. I sat. My hands were in my lap and my knee was bouncing and I felt like I was waiting for a doctor's appointment, all nervous energy with nowhere to go.

"Give me your hand," she said.

She took my right hand and turned it palm-down on the table, spreading my fingers gently apart. Then she picked up a nail file and started shaping my nails with small, precise strokes. I watched her work. Her focus was absolute, her brow slightly furrowed, her lips pressed together in concentration. She held each finger like it mattered. Like this wasn't maintenance but creation.

When she finished filing, she reached for a small bottle of polish—deep red, almost burgundy—and shook it twice. "Stay still," she said, and began painting my thumbnail with a steady hand.

The brush was cool and wet against my nail. I watched the color spread in a single clean stroke, vivid and unmistakably feminine, and my stomach flipped. Not with nausea. With something closer to vertigo, like looking over a ledge and realizing the drop isn't as far as you thought.

She did all ten nails without speaking, then blew on them gently and told me to let them dry. While I sat there with my hands flat on the table, she opened a small bag and began laying out products beside the mirror. Foundation, a compact, two or three pencils, a tube of something dark.

"Close your eyes," she said, and I did.

Her fingertips on my face were light and sure. She smoothed something cool across my forehead, my cheeks, the bridge of my nose, blending with small circular motions that made my skin tingle. I could feel her standing close, her body heat along my left side, her breath warm against my temple as she leaned in.

"Open." I opened my eyes and she was inches from my face, holding a thin pencil. "Look up." She lined my eyes with careful strokes, her hand braced against my cheekbone for steadiness. Then something softer along my eyelids, blended with her fingertip. Then my lips—she traced them with color and pressed them together with her thumb, and the gesture was so intimate that my breath caught audibly.

She heard it. She didn't comment, but I saw the flicker of a smile.

"Look," she said, and stepped aside.

The person in the mirror was me. Unmistakably me—same bone structure, same eyes, same face I'd shaved that morning. But softened. My skin looked smoother, my eyes larger and more defined, my mouth shaped in a way that drew attention. My hair, still unstyled, fell across my forehead in a way that suddenly looked intentional rather than overdue.

Nicole stepped behind me and ran her fingers through it, pulling it back from my face, then letting it fall in a different direction. She tucked one side behind my ear and let the other hang loose. In the mirror I watched her hands move through my hair and I watched myself become someone I didn't recognize but couldn't look away from.

I'd expected to feel ridiculous. I didn't. I felt exposed, like a layer of something familiar had been stripped back and what was underneath was raw and unfamiliar and terrifyingly honest.

"Stand up," she said.

On the bed behind me, she'd laid out two pieces of clothing. A camisole in pale champagne silk with thin straps and a lace trim along the neckline, and matching shorts in the same fabric. Simple. Nothing costumish or exaggerated. The kind of thing she might have worn herself.

"Take your clothes off."

I pulled my T-shirt over my head and stepped out of my jeans and stood there in my boxers, feeling the air on my painted nails and my made-up face and my restyled hair. Nicole watched me from across the room with her arms folded, not reaching for me, not making it easier. Waiting.

I dropped my boxers and pulled on the shorts first, then the camisole. The silk settled against my chest and stomach like cool water, so light I could barely feel it and yet so present that every small movement sent it sliding across my skin. I shivered, and it had nothing to do with the temperature.

Nicole walked a slow circle around me. I stood still and let her look. When she came back around to face me, her lips were parted and her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were so dark they looked black.

"Look at you," she said.

Her voice was low and rough and thick with something I'd never heard in it before—not just desire but awe, like she was seeing something she'd imagined a hundred times and the reality was better than any of it. It was the most turned on I'd ever heard her sound, and she hadn't touched me once.

"Nicole—"

"Not tonight." She stepped forward and kissed my forehead, her lips lingering. "Tonight isn't about that. Tonight, I just needed to see you."

I slept in the camisole. She curled against my back with her arm across my waist and her face between my shoulder blades, and the silk moved against my skin every time I breathed. I fell asleep faster than I had in weeks, and when I woke up the next morning, my first thought wasn't embarrassment or regret.

It was that I didn't want to take it off.
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For days after, I couldn’t stop thinking about the feeling of silk against my skin. Not the makeup or the mirror, though those replayed too. The silk. The way it had moved against my chest when I breathed, barely there and everywhere at once. I'd be sitting in a meeting at work and the memory would surface without warning, just the ghost of that fabric sliding across my skin, and I'd lose track of whatever someone was saying about quarterly projections.

On Monday morning I sat on the edge of the bathtub with a cotton ball and nail polish remover, watching the deep red dissolve off each nail. The acetone smell was sharp and chemical, nothing like the vanilla lotion or the warm powder of the makeup Nicole had used. I wiped each nail clean and held up my bare hand and felt something I wasn't prepared for.

Loss. Small and irrational and completely real. I missed it. I missed the color on my hands, and I missed the way it had made me aware of my own fingers every time they moved. I'd spent three days catching glimpses of that dark red while I typed or reached for my coffee, and each time it had sent a tiny shock through me—part thrill, part disbelief, part something I still didn't have a word for.

I went to work and sat at my desk and performed the version of myself that existed in that building. Firm handshake, squared shoulders, confident eye contact. All of it felt slightly off, like a suit that fit the same as it always had but suddenly felt borrowed. I kept touching my hair, which was still unstyled and longer than anyone at the office was used to seeing. A colleague asked if I was growing it out and I said I was just lazy about appointments, and the lie came out so smoothly that it unsettled me.

By Wednesday I was irritable and I didn't know why. Or I did know why, but admitting it would've meant admitting other things I wasn't ready to look at, so instead I came home and picked a fight with Nicole about dishes.

Dishes. Six years of marriage and I'd never once cared about dishes in the sink, but suddenly it was a crisis. I stood in the kitchen and made my case with the conviction of a man who knows he's arguing about the wrong thing but can't stop because stopping would mean silence, and silence would mean thinking, and thinking would take me straight back to the vanity and the silk and the expression on her face when she'd said look at you in a voice I still heard every time I closed my eyes.

Nicole leaned against the counter with her arms crossed and let me go. She didn't interrupt. She didn't defend herself. She just watched me with that calm, knowing look that made me feel like a book she'd already read, and when I finally ran out of steam, she waited a beat before she spoke.

"You're not upset about the dishes," she said.

"I'm upset about the goddamn dishes, Nicole."

"You're scared because you liked it."

The sentence landed like a door slamming shut on every exit I'd built for myself. I stood there with my mouth open and nothing coming out because she was right, and she knew she was right, and there was nowhere left to go that she wouldn't see through just as easily.

"You liked how you looked," she continued, her voice quiet and even. "You liked how I looked at you. You liked sleeping in that camisole, and you've been miserable all week because you want to do it again and you don't know how to ask."

I couldn't argue. I'd used up all my arguments on dishes.

She uncrossed her arms and walked toward me, and something about the way she moved—like she was closing in on something she'd already caught—made my pulse jump. She stopped in front of me and lifted her hand to my jaw, cupping it firmly, turning my face toward hers. Her grip was light but it wasn't optional. She held me there and looked me in the eyes from six inches away.

"I liked it too," she said. "I haven't stopped thinking about it either. So, stop running from this."

Her thumb traced along my jawline and my eyes half closed. Her hand on my face felt like the beginning of something—the same authority she'd used at the vanity, the same certainty she'd had when she'd pinned my wrists to the bed. I wanted to lean into it so badly that my chest ached.

"I want to go further," I said.

She smiled, and it wasn't the gentle smile she gave me when I did something sweet or the polite smile she used on strangers. It was the smile from the night she'd circled me in the camisole. Hungry and patient and absolutely sure.

"I know," she said. "But I decide when and how."

She let go of my jaw and kissed me once, briefly, on the mouth. Then she walked past me and started doing the dishes, and I stood there in the middle of the kitchen feeling cracked open and terrified and more certain of one thing than I'd ever been in my life.

Whatever Nicole was building, whatever she had planned, I wasn't doing it just to make her happy or to be a good sport or to prove I was open-minded. I was doing it because some locked room inside me had a light on for the first time, and she was the one who'd found the switch.

I picked up a dish towel and started drying.
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She had a plan. I didn't know the details, but I could feel the architecture of it in every session she put me through over the next week and a half. Each one was more intense than the last. Each one went further. And each one ended the same way—with me aching and hard and her kissing me goodnight like she hadn't noticed.

She'd noticed. That was the whole point.

The second session was longer than the first. She sat me at the vanity again and took her time with the makeup, layering things she explained as she went—primer, foundation blended down my neck so there was no line, a warm shadow in the crease of my eyelid that made my eyes look wider and softer. She taught me the names of things. Highlighter along the cheekbone. Setting powder. A lip stain instead of lipstick because it lasted longer and looked more natural. I sat still and let her work and watched myself change by degrees in the mirror, and every time I caught my own gaze in the reflection, the person looking back felt less like a stranger than the time before.

The third session, she taught me to move. She stood behind me with her hands on my hips and adjusted my posture—shoulders back but not squared, weight shifted to one side, chin slightly down. "You walk like you're bracing for something," she said. "I want you to walk like you know you're being watched and you don't mind." She had me cross the room and come back, over and over, and each time she corrected something small. Shorter steps. Looser hips. By the end of the night my body felt like it belonged to someone else, someone more fluid, and I couldn't tell if I was performing or discovering.

The fourth session, she shaved my legs.

She ran a bath and had me sit on the edge of the tub with my feet in the water. She knelt on the bathmat beside me with a razor and a can of shaving cream and didn't say a word before she started. She lifted my left foot out of the water, rested my calf across her thigh, and sprayed a line of foam from my ankle to my knee.

The first stroke of the razor was slow and precise. She pulled it upward in a long, even line, and the foam parted to reveal smooth skin underneath, and I felt every millimeter of the blade's path like a lit fuse. She rinsed the razor in the bathwater and did it again, overlapping slightly, working her way around my calf with the kind of focus she'd given my nails that first night. Her other hand followed behind the blade, testing the smoothness with her fingertips, and each touch sent heat radiating up my leg into my groin.

She moved to my knee, then my thigh. The higher she went, the harder I breathed. She adjusted my leg gently, turning it outward so she could reach the inner thigh, and her knuckles grazed the edge of my boxers. I was rock hard by then and there was no hiding it, and she glanced up at me with dark eyes and a faint smile and kept going without acknowledging it.

By the time she finished both legs, the bathwater was cloudy with foam and my hands were gripping the edge of the tub and I wanted her so badly I could barely sit still. She ran her palms slowly up both shins, over my knees, along my thighs, feeling her work, and the sensation of her hands on my newly bare skin was so sharp and unfamiliar that I made a sound I'd never made before—something between a gasp and a moan that came from somewhere I didn't have control over.

She stood up and dried her hands on a towel and told me to get out of the tub.

On the bed she'd laid out a dress. Simple, black, fitted through the torso with a hem that would hit above the knee. It wasn't lingerie and it wasn't a costume. It was something a woman would actually wear on a Saturday night, and the fact that she'd chosen something real made my throat tight in a way I couldn't fully explain.

"Put it on," she said.

I dropped my boxers and pulled the dress over my head. It slid down my body and settled against my freshly shaved legs, and the fabric on that new skin was almost too much. I tugged the hem down and stood there breathing and not looking at the mirror until she told me to.

"Turn around."

I turned and faced the full-length mirror on the closet door, and my breath stopped.

The person looking back at me was beautiful. Not handsome, not passable, not interesting. Beautiful. The dress followed the lines of my body. My legs were smooth and long beneath the hem. My face, still bare from this session, looked different without the makeup—softer already, like the version of me Nicole was building had started to bleed through even without the products.

Nicole appeared behind me in the mirror. She put her hands on my waist and rested her chin on my shoulder, studying our reflection with an expression that was equal parts pride and hunger.

"Gorgeous," she murmured against my neck.

I was hard beneath the dress and shaking slightly and so turned on I could've come from a strong breeze. She pressed her hips against me from behind and I felt her warmth through the fabric and I started to turn toward her, reaching for her, ready to beg if I had to.

She caught my wrist and held it. "Not tonight."

"Nicole—"

"Tomorrow night." She kissed the hinge of my jaw then stepped back. "Tomorrow night is the night. I'm going to show you what I've been working toward."

She left me standing in front of the mirror in a black dress with my pulse between my ears and my whole body pulled taut like a wire.

I barely slept.
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She started with my skin.

Not the lotion this time. She'd bought something new—a body oil that she warmed between her palms before spreading it over my shoulders, down my arms, across my chest. Her hands moved in long strokes, and the oil left my skin with a soft sheen that caught the lamplight. She worked down my stomach, over my hips, along my freshly shaved legs, and by the time she finished I felt like I'd been polished into something precious. Every surface of me was smooth and warm and glowing, and she hadn't even started on my face yet.

"Sit," she said, and guided me to the vanity.

Tonight was different. Every other session had felt like practice, like she'd been learning what worked and filing it away. This was the performance. She laid out her products in a precise row—more than she'd ever used—and worked with a focus that felt almost ceremonial.

She applied primer with her fingertips, then foundation, blending it down my neck and across my collarbones until my skin looked flawless and even. She spent longer on my eyes than she ever had, building the shadow in layers—a warm nude base, a darker tone pressed into the outer corner, a thin precise line along my lash line that made my eyes look wide and striking. She curled my lashes and applied mascara with tiny upward strokes, telling me to look at the ceiling, then down, then straight ahead. My cheekbones got a sweep of color that gave them definition I didn't know they had. My lips she outlined first, then filled in with a deep rose that she blotted once with a tissue and reapplied, and when she stepped back to assess her work, the look on her face told me everything.

"Close your eyes for a second," she said. I heard her move behind me, felt her fingers in my hair. She styled it carefully, pulling the longer sections back and letting pieces fall forward to frame my face. Something cool slid against my scalp—a thin clip, holding one side in place. When she told me to open my eyes, the person in the mirror took my breath away. I looked like her work of art, and she looked like the artist who knew exactly what she'd made.

She kissed the top of my head and crossed to the bed. "Stand up and come here."

On the bedspread she'd laid out a set of lingerie that made my chest constrict. A bra in dark navy lace with delicate straps, cut in a way that was meant to be seen rather than hidden. Matching underwear, high-cut, sheer enough that they concealed almost nothing. And stockings—thigh-highs in a matte black with a thin band of lace at the top.

"I want to dress you," she said. "Don't move unless I tell you to."

She undressed me first, pulling my T-shirt over my head and kneeling to slide my shorts down. I stood naked in the warm light of our bedroom, oiled and made up and trembling so finely that I could feel it in my teeth. She didn't touch me more than she needed to. Every point of contact was functional—adjusting, positioning, fastening—and the discipline of it made me want to scream.

The underwear first. She held them open and I stepped in, and she drew them up my legs slowly, settling them at my hips with both hands. The lace sat against my skin, and I was already hard beneath the sheer fabric, straining visibly against it. She glanced down and her lips parted slightly, but she said nothing.

The bra next. She reached around me to fasten it at the back, her face close to my chest, her fingers working the clasps. The lace cups sat flat against me, decorative rather than functional, but the straps on my shoulders and the band across my ribs gave me the physical sensation of being held. Contained. Shaped.

Then the stockings. She knelt again and rolled the first one up my left leg, her hands guiding the fabric over my calf, past my knee, up my thigh. Her fingertips smoothed the lace band into place against my bare skin, and the contrast—the tight hug of the stocking below, the exposed skin above—made me dizzy. She did the right leg the same way, just as slowly. I stood there with my hands at my sides and my breath coming in shallow pulls and my entire body singing at a frequency I didn't know it could reach.

"Turn around," she said.

I turned and faced the full-length mirror.

The person standing there was me and wasn't me. I saw my own eyes, wide and dark and lined in a way that made them look luminous. I saw my own mouth, shaped and colored into something deliberate. I saw a body I'd lived in for thirty-two years made foreign and beautiful by lace and silk and sheer fabric and the steady hands of the woman standing behind me. My legs looked endless in the stockings. The lingerie fit like it had been chosen by someone who knew my body better than I did, because it had been.

Nicole stepped up behind me. Her hands settled on my waist and her chin rested on my shoulder, and we looked at each other in the mirror. Her eyes were almost black.

"This is what you look like when you're mine," she said.

Then she turned her head and pressed her lips to the side of my neck, right below my ear. Her tongue touched my skin in one brief, hot stroke.

My knees buckled. I caught myself on the edge of the dresser and made a sound that wasn't a word, and she wrapped her arm around my waist and held me upright and laughed softly against my throat.

"Not yet," she murmured. "We're just getting started."

She took my hand and led me to the foot of the bed. "Stand here. Don't move."

I stood. My legs were shaking in the stockings and my cock was pressing hard against the lace underwear and every nerve in my body was tuned to whatever she was about to do next. She stepped back from me, holding my gaze, and reached for the hem of her shirt.

She undressed slowly, like she wanted me to register each piece as it came off. The shirt first, lifted over her head and dropped. A black bra underneath, simple and unpadded, her nipples already hard enough to show through the fabric. She unhooked it from the front and let it fall, and her breasts settled heavy and perfect, and I made a sound in my throat that I couldn't help.

"Don't move," she said again.

Her jeans next. She unbuttoned them and pushed them down her hips, stepping out of them one leg at a time. Black underwear that matched the bra, cut high on her thighs. She left them on for now. She stood in front of me in nothing but those underwear, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, her body warm and real and close enough to touch. I wasn't allowed to touch, and I didn't know how to survive this level of restraint.

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. "Kneel."

I went down. My stockinged knees hit the carpet and I knelt in front of her with my hands at my sides, looking up at her face, and the angle changed everything. From down here she was above me in every way that mattered. Her thighs were at my eye level, slightly parted, and I could see the damp spot darkening the fabric between her legs. She was as turned on as I was. She'd just been better at hiding it.

She reached down and took my chin between her thumb and forefinger, tilting my face up. She studied me for a moment—the makeup, the styled hair, the flush spreading down my neck—and whatever she saw made her exhale hard through her nose. Then she pulled me forward and kissed me.

It wasn't gentle. Her mouth was hot and demanding and her teeth caught my lower lip. Her tongue pushed against mine with an authority that left no question about who was running this. I kissed her back with everything I had, my hands still at my sides because she hadn't told me I could use them. The obedience alone was enough to make my cock throb against the lace.

She broke the kiss and leaned back on her hands, spreading her thighs wider. She hooked one finger into the waistband of her underwear and pulled them to the side, exposing herself completely, and the sight of her—swollen, glistening, so wet that the inside of her thigh shone—made my mouth water.

"Make me come," she said. "And don't you dare touch yourself."

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against her. She gasped at the first contact, her hips twitching. I slid my tongue between her folds and tasted her—salt and heat and that specific tang that was only Nicole. I worked slowly, broad flat strokes from her opening up to her clit, and her hand came down on the back of my head and gripped my hair.

"Slower," she breathed.

I slowed. I narrowed my focus to her clit, circling it with the tip of my tongue, and her fingers tightened in my styled hair hard enough that I felt the clip pull free and fall away. She didn't care. Neither did I.

"Harder. Right there. Don't stop."

I pressed my tongue flat against her and increased the pressure. Her thighs clenched around my ears and her hips rolled against my face. She was vocal in a way she'd never been before. Not performative, but commanding, but directing me like an instrument she knew how to play.

Slower. Faster. Right there. More. Her heel dug into my back between my shoulder blades and I groaned against her. The vibration made her cry out.

My cock was aching, trapped and leaking against the lace, and I wanted to reach down and relieve the pressure so badly that my hands were fists at my sides. But she'd told me not to, and I didn't. The denial sharpened everything. Every sound she made, every pull of her fingers in my hair, every roll of her hips—it all hit harder because I had nowhere to put what it was doing to me.

She came with her hand twisted in my hair and her thighs locked against my head, her whole body curling forward over me as she shuddered and pulsed against my tongue. I felt her clench and release in rhythmic waves, and I stayed with her through all of it, slowing as she slowed, easing off as her grip loosened, pressing one last soft kiss against her before she pulled me away.

She sat there for a moment, chest heaving, looking down at me with glassy eyes and flushed cheeks and an expression that was raw and satisfied and full of something I could only call ownership.

"Get on the bed," she said. "On your back."

I climbed up and lay down, and she knelt beside me and ran her hands over the lingerie she'd put on me an hour ago. She traced the lace edge of the bra across my chest, the strap on my shoulder, the waistband of the underwear stretched tight over my erection. She was admiring it. Savoring what she'd built before she dismantled it.

Leaving the bra and stockings on, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of the underwear and drew them down. My cock sprang free, hard and flushed and slick at the tip.

She looked at me and smiled like a woman surveying everything she owned.

"Now," she said. "We're ready."

She reached across me and opened the bedside drawer, and I heard her take something out before I saw it. When she held it up, the air left my lungs.

A harness, dark leather with silver hardware, and attached to it a silicone cock in deep black—smooth, slightly curved, not exaggerated in size but undeniably real in its intent. She held it calmly, the way she held everything, and let me look at it without rushing me. She didn't explain what it was or what she planned to do with it. We both knew.

"This is what I've been building toward," she said quietly. She ran her thumb along the curve of it, almost absently. "I need you to tell me you want this."

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my temples. I was half naked beneath her, stripped of the panties, stripped of every defense I'd ever used, and she was asking me to give up the last thing I'd been holding onto. Not control—she'd taken that weeks ago. This was something deeper. This was the final wall, and she was standing in front of it with patient eyes and steady hands, waiting for me to open the door myself.

"Yes," I said. My voice cracked on the word and I didn't care.

She stood up and stepped into the harness, pulling the straps tight over her hips. She buckled them with practiced efficiency that told me she'd tried this on before, probably more than once, getting it right for tonight. The cock jutted from her body and the image was disorienting and electric—Nicole's slim waist, her full breasts, and this hard dark shape between her hips that reframed everything I thought I understood about us.

She climbed back onto the bed and told me to turn over. I rolled onto my stomach, then felt her hand on my hip guiding me up to my hands and knees. She ran her palm down my spine, slow and grounding, and I shivered beneath her touch.

I heard the cap of a bottle click open. A moment later, her slick fingers pressed against me, and I flinched—not from pain, but from the sheer vulnerability of being touched somewhere no one had ever touched me before. She didn't pull away. She kept her other hand on the small of my back, steady and warm, and circled gently until the tension started to release.

"Relax," she murmured. "I've got you."

She worked one finger inside me slowly, and I dropped my head between my arms and exhaled hard. The sensation was strange and invasive and overwhelming, a fullness in a place I'd never associated with pleasure. She held still, letting me adjust, then began to move—shallow, careful strokes that gradually deepened as my body opened for her.

"Look at you," she said, and her voice was thick with the same awe I'd heard when she'd first seen me in the lingerie. "You're taking it so well. Do you know how long I've wanted to see you like this?"

A second finger, more lube, and the stretch intensified. I bit down on my forearm and she told me not to muffle it, she wanted to hear me. I let the sound out—a groan that was low and raw and nothing I recognized as mine. Her fingers curved inside me and hit something that sent a bright jolt of pleasure through my entire pelvis, and I gasped and my hips pushed back against her hand involuntarily.

"There it is," she whispered.

She worked that spot until I was shaking, until my cock was dripping onto the sheets beneath me untouched, until I was making sounds I'd never heard come out of my mouth. Then she withdrew her fingers and I felt the blunt, slick head of the strap-on press against me where her fingers had been.

"Tell me again," she said.

"I want it. Please."

She pushed in slowly. The head breached me with a stretch that walked the edge between too much and exactly enough, and I buried my face in the pillow and clenched the sheets in both fists and felt my world reorganize itself around the fact of her inside me. She slid deeper by degrees, pausing when I tensed, pressing forward when I relaxed, her hands firm on my hips, until she was fully seated and I could feel the leather of the harness flush against my skin.

She held there. I breathed. The fullness was total—not just physical but emotional, existential, a surrender so complete that I couldn't find the edges of myself anymore. I was open and she was inside me and there was nothing left between us.

She started to move. Slow at first, pulling back and pressing in with a rhythm that was careful and controlled, her fingers digging into my hips. Each stroke dragged across that spot inside me, and the pleasure wasn't like anything I had a framework for—deep and diffuse and building not in a line toward a peak but in expanding waves that radiated outward through my whole body.

She leaned forward over my back, her breasts pressing against my shoulder blades, her mouth against my ear. "You're mine," she breathed. "Every part of you. You're so beautiful like this."

She picked up the pace. Her hips snapped against me harder, and I pushed back to meet each thrust. My cock was swinging heavy between my legs, untouched, aching, and the pressure inside me was building toward something I didn't know I could reach from this alone.

"Come for me," she said. "Let go."

It hit me like a wave breaking from the inside out. I came without a hand on my cock, my whole body seizing, spilling onto the sheets in long, wrenching pulses while she kept moving inside me, matching the rhythm of my contractions, drawing it out.

Every wall I'd ever built came down at once, and what was left on the other side was raw and trembling and completely hers.

She slowed gradually, letting me ride the last aftershocks, then stilled with herself buried deep inside me. She stayed there, draped over my back, her breath hot against my neck, her arms wrapped around my chest, holding me together while I shook.

She eased out of me slowly, and the absence was almost as overwhelming as the fullness had been. I collapsed onto my side and she unbuckled the harness and set it on the floor, then stretched out beside me and pulled my forehead against hers. We lay there breathing each other's air, her hand on the back of my neck, my eyes closed.

"Stay with me," she whispered. "You okay?"

I nodded. I wasn't sure okay was the right word. I felt scraped out and reassembled and so open that the air on my skin almost hurt. But I was present. I was right there with her, closer than I'd ever been, and I didn't want to leave.

She kissed me softly, once, twice, then pulled back and studied my face. Her thumb traced under my eye where the liner had smudged, and she smiled at whatever she saw—the ruined makeup, the wrecked expression, all of it.

"I'm not done with you," she said.

Something in my chest flared at that. Not anxiety. Hunger. A deep, aching want that I thought the orgasm would've satisfied but hadn't. If anything, it had stripped away the last layer of resistance, and what was underneath was raw need with no filter left to run it through.

She rolled onto her back and pulled me over her, and for a moment the position felt familiar—me on top, her beneath me, the geometry of every time we'd done this before. But nothing else was the same. I wasn't the same. I was smudged and shaking and cracked wide open, and she was looking up at me with an expression that held so much want and tenderness and authority that I couldn't tell where one ended and the others began.

She reached between us and took my cock in her hand, and the contact after everything that had happened made me hiss through my teeth. I was hard again, or still—I couldn't tell, the arousal was so continuous it felt like a state of being rather than a response. She guided me to her entrance and I felt the wet heat of her against the head, and I started to push in but her other hand came to my hip and stopped me.

"Only when I say," she told me. "I want to feel every inch of it."

She pulled me forward with her hand on my hip, controlling the angle and the depth, drawing me inside her one slow fraction at a time. The sensation of entering her after what she'd just done to me was dizzying.

I was so sensitized, so opened up, that I felt her around me with a clarity that bordered on painful. Every ridge, every pulse, the way her walls clenched when I bottomed out—it was all amplified tenfold, like she'd rewired my nerve endings and this was the first time I was using them.

I held myself over her on trembling arms and waited. She kept her hands on my hips, her fingers pressing into the bones, and she set the pace. A slow grind. A controlled withdrawal. A thrust she pulled me into with both hands and a sharp exhale. I moved only when she moved me, and the surrender of it was different from what had come before—quieter, more intimate, less about submission and more about trust.

She looked up at me, and I watched her take in what was left of the night on my face. The smeared liner. The faded lip color. The flush that ran from my cheeks down my throat.

"I love every version of you," she said. Her voice was steady but barely. "But this one is my favorite."

Something broke in me that wasn't a wall. It was the space where the wall used to be, collapsing inward, and what rushed in to fill it was so big and formless that I couldn't do anything but let it take me.

"Move," she whispered. "I want you now. All of you."

Her hands released my hips, and I moved. Not the old way—not the practiced, reliable rhythm I'd used a hundred times before. This was desperate and unguarded and completely without pretense. I buried myself in her and she arched up to meet me, and we found a pace that wasn't choreographed but felt inevitable, like we'd been working our way toward this exact rhythm for six years and everything before had been rehearsal.

Her legs wrapped around my waist and her nails dragged down my back, and I pressed my forehead against hers and kept my eyes open because I couldn't bear to lose her face for even a second.

She held my gaze and I held hers, and there was nothing between us—no performance, no role, no version of myself I was trying to maintain. Just me, whatever I was now, and her, who had known what I could become before I did.

The orgasm built slowly this time, deep in my core, tangled up with hers. I felt her start to tighten around me, felt her breath stutter, felt her fingers grip my shoulders hard enough to leave marks. I was right there with her, every nerve ending raw and singing. When she came I felt it ripple through her body and straight into mine.

It pulled me over the edge with her—not a sharp peak but a long, shuddering fall that we took together, her gasping my name, me gasping nothing because I'd run out of language entirely.

I stayed inside her afterward. I couldn't move. She held me against her chest with her arms wrapped around my back and her face pressed into my hair, and I felt her heartbeat against mine, both of them slowing by degrees until they were almost in sync.

I'd had good sex before. I'd had great sex before, some of it with her.

This wasn't sex. This was the end of a distance I hadn't known we were carrying, burned down to nothing and cleared away, and what was left was just us. No gap. No noise.

Just us.
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I woke up to sunlight and the smell of her and the faint chemical sweetness of makeup that had been on my face for too long.

The sheets were tangled around our legs. One pillow had a smear of dark liner across it like a brushstroke, and the other had a faint pink mark where my mouth had pressed against it during the night.

On the floor beside the bed, the navy lace bra lay crumpled next to one stocking. The harness was half under the nightstand where she'd dropped it. The room looked like the aftermath of something, and it was.

Nicole was on her side facing me, still asleep, one hand resting on my chest. Her hair was a mess and there was a faded mark on her collarbone from my mouth.

She was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. I lay still and watched her breathe and felt the quiet weight of the morning settle over both of us.

She stirred after a few minutes. Her eyes opened slowly, focused on me, and a smile spread across her face before she was fully awake. She lifted her hand from my chest and touched my face, her fingertip tracing beneath my eye where I could feel the grit of leftover liner still clinging to my lashes.

"Good morning, gorgeous," she said.

I laughed. She grinned and kept tracing—down my cheekbone, along my jaw, over my lips where the faintest ghost of color still remained.

"You're a mess," she murmured, but she said it the way someone describes a sunset. Like the mess was the whole point.

We lay there for a while without talking. Her leg hooked over mine and her fingers drew idle patterns on my chest.

I stared at the ceiling and let the events of the night before replay in full. The vanity. The lingerie. Kneeling in front of her. The sound of the bottle cap. The fullness. The fall. Her face beneath me in the dark, telling me I was her favorite.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

I took a breath. "I don't want this to be a one-time thing."

She propped herself up on her elbow and looked at me. Patient, attentive, the same steady focus she'd had the first time she sat me at the vanity. She didn't interrupt.

"Not just the sex," I said. "I mean all of it. The way you take over. The way I feel when you're in charge and I'm just—" I searched for the word. "Yours. The way you look at me when I'm like that. I've never felt anything like it, and I don't think I can go back to pretending I don't want it."

She was quiet for a moment. Her eyes moved over my face, reading it the way she'd been reading me for weeks—carefully, thoroughly, with the confidence of someone who already knew the answer but wanted to hear me say it.

"You're not just doing this for me," she said. Not a question.

"No. I'm doing it for me too." Saying it out loud was terrifying and obvious and long overdue, all at the same time. "I don't totally understand it yet. I don't know what it means about me or what it makes me. But I know I don't want to go back to before."

She reached over and pulled me toward her, wrapping her arms around me, tucking my head under her chin. I pressed my face against her throat and breathed her in—sleep and skin and the faded cedar of the candle she'd lit the night before.

"I told you," she said against the top of my head. "I decide when and how." Her arms tightened around me. "And I am nowhere near done with you."

I smiled against her neck and felt something loosen in my chest that I hadn't realized was still clenched. The last knot. The last bit of resistance I'd been holding onto out of habit rather than conviction. It let go, and what replaced it was a calm I hadn't felt in years. Maybe ever.

After a while we got up. She went to make coffee and I went to the bathroom, and on my way back through the bedroom I stopped in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door.

The person looking back at me was rumpled and bare-chested and marked with the remnants of the night before. Smudged eyes. A faint flush still coloring my chest. Hair unstyled and falling across my forehead. Smooth legs beneath boxers I'd pulled on out of habit.

I looked wrecked and soft and nothing like the man who'd walked through the front door a month ago with his tie loosened and his shoulders squared and everything in its expected place.

Nicole appeared in the doorway behind me, two mugs in her hands. She set them on the dresser and walked up behind me, sliding her arms around my waist, resting her chin on my shoulder. We looked at each other in the mirror the same way we had the night before—her behind me, me leaning back into her, the two of us framed in the glass like a photograph of people I was only now learning to recognize.

"Hello, gorgeous," she said quietly.

She turned her head and kissed the side of my neck, right below my ear, in the same spot that had nearly undone me the night before. I closed my eyes and felt her warmth along my back and her arms around me and her breath on my skin, and I let the last of whatever I'd been carrying fall away.

I was home. Not the apartment, not the bedroom, not the mirror.

Her. She was home. And the person she'd found inside me—the one I'd been too afraid to look for on my own—he was home too.

Finally.


WISH TO BE A GIRL


Hannah stole one of my fries and I let her.

We were at Rosie's, the diner two blocks from campus that smelled like bacon grease no matter what time of day it was. Tuesday nights were ours. Had been for over a year now, ever since we'd ended up at the same table during a fire drill at the library and she'd said, "If I die before I finish this econ paper, I'm haunting the dean." I'd laughed so hard I choked on my water, and that was it. She'd claimed me.

"You're not even going to fight me for it?" She held up the fry, golden and perfectly crisp, dangling it between two fingers like evidence.

"Would it matter if I did?"

"No." She popped it in her mouth and grinned.

That was Hannah. She took what she wanted, said what she meant, and made you feel like the most interesting person in the room while she did it. She was the kind of girl who could walk into a party knowing nobody and leave with six new friends and someone's jacket. Not because she tried. Because she was just her, and that was enough.

It was more than enough, actually. It was everything.

She had dark hair that she always wore down, thick and a little wild, like she couldn't be bothered to tame it. Brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she laughed, which was often. Full lips that she bit when she was thinking.

And a body that I tried very hard not to stare at — the soft curve of her waist, the way her jeans fit her hips, the little strip of skin that showed between her shirt and her waistband whenever she stretched. She was doing it right now, arching her back against the booth with her arms overhead, and I looked at my plate like the remaining fries required my undivided attention.

"You okay?" she asked. "You're quiet tonight. Quieter than usual, which is saying something."

"I'm always quiet."

"Yeah, but this is your broody quiet. Not your normal quiet." She leaned forward on her elbows and studied me. "What's going on in there?"

I wasn't much to study. I knew that. Average height, average build, brown hair that didn't do anything special. I had a decent face — not ugly, not handsome, just the kind of face that didn't stick in anyone's memory. I'd been told I had nice eyes, but only by my mom, so I didn't count it. Next to Hannah, I felt like a rough draft sitting beside a finished painting.

But she never made me feel that way. That was the thing about her. When Hannah looked at you, she looked at you, and you forgot that you weren't remarkable. She made ordinary feel like enough.

"Nothing," I said. "Just thinking."

"Be careful. Don’t hurt yourself," she teased. Then she reached across the table and squeezed my hand, quick and casual. Just her fingers pressing mine for a second before she pulled back to grab her coffee.

My skin buzzed where she'd touched me. It always did.

I'd been in love with Hannah for thirteen months. I knew the exact number because I remembered the night it hit me — we'd been watching some terrible horror movie on her couch and she'd grabbed my arm during a jump scare. Then she laughed at herself and buried her face in my shoulder. Her hair smelled like vanilla. Her breath was warm through my sleeve. And something in my chest just shifted, like a lock turning, and I thought, Oh. Oh no.

Thirteen months of sitting next to her and pretending my pulse didn't spike every time her knee touched mine.

Tonight, I was going to end the pretending. I'd rehearsed what I'd say at least a hundred times in the mirror, in the shower, on the walk over. I had the words lined up and ready. Hannah, I have feelings for you. More than friend feelings. I've had them for a while.

She stole another fry.

I watched her eat it, and I thought, Tonight. I'm telling her tonight.

My hands were shaking under the table.

[image: ]



Three drinks in, and I still hadn't said it.

We were at the Ledge, the rooftop bar on Fifth Street that we'd made our Friday-night ritual. It wasn't fancy — plastic chairs, string lights that half worked. A bartender named Cal always over-poured Hannah's gin and tonics because he was obviously in love with her. Everyone was in love with her. That was the problem.

She was sitting across from me in a green tank top that kept slipping off one shoulder, her legs crossed at the ankle, her sandals dangling off her toes. The city spread out behind her like she'd arranged it there for the aesthetic. Wind caught her hair and she tucked it behind her ear without pausing whatever story she was telling about her roommate's disastrous Hinge date. I laughed in the right places. I wasn't really listening.

I was watching her mouth move and thinking about what mine was supposed to say.

The fourth drink helped. Or hurt. Hard to tell the difference when your hands are sweating and your heartbeat is louder than the music coming from the speaker on the railing.

Hannah trailed off midsentence and tilted her head. "Okay, seriously. You've been weird all night. What's going on?"

She'd given me the opening. There was no version of this where I was smooth about it, so I just said it.

"I have feelings for you." The words came out flat, nothing like the way I'd rehearsed them. "More than friend feelings. I've had them for a while, and I didn't want to make things weird, but I can't keep pretending I don't."

For one horrible second, nothing happened. The string lights swayed. Someone at the bar laughed. Hannah stared at me, and her expression went through something I wasn't prepared for. It wasn't surprise. It was closer to pain.

"Reid," she said softly. Just my name. Like that alone could carry the whole response.

"It's okay if you don't⁠—"

"I love you." She cut me off, and for a wild, dizzying second I thought she meant it the way I wanted her to. Then she said, "But I can't feel that way about you. I just can't."

Can't. Not don't. Not won't. Can't.

I was too busy trying to hold my face together to notice the word she'd chosen.

"Yeah," I said. "No, yeah, I get it. Totally. I shouldn't have said anything."

"Don't do that." Her voice cracked. "Don't act like this doesn't matter. You matter to me more than almost anyone, and I need you to know that."

"I know." I didn't know anything. I knew that my chest felt like someone had scooped it hollow, and the drink in my hand tasted like nothing, and the city lights behind her were blurring because I was either drunk or about to cry and I refused to figure out which.

We tried to keep going after that. We ordered another round. She made a joke about Cal's pour. I smiled and it felt like lifting a barbell with my face. The conversation kept stuttering and stalling, full of pauses that used to be comfortable and now just felt like open wounds.

Around eleven, she said, "I should probably head home."

"Yeah. Me too."

We walked to the stairs together. The rooftop door was heavy and she held it for me, which she always did, and the normalcy of it made my throat ache. On the sidewalk, she turned to me, and I could see it in her eyes — this desperate, searching look, like she was trying to find the version of tonight where she didn't lose me.

She hugged me. Not the usual casual, one-armed thing. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pressed her whole body against mine and held on like I was the edge of something she was falling off of. Her cheek was warm against my jaw. Her fingers gripped the back of my shirt. I felt her heartbeat against my chest, fast and scared.

"Please don't disappear on me," she whispered.

"I won't," I said.

She let go. I watched her walk to the corner and turn left toward her apartment without looking back.

I walked home the long way, hands in my pockets, replaying every second of the conversation and looking for the moment I'd ruined everything. The streets were quiet. My phone was heavy in my pocket and I didn't touch it. I kept hearing her say can't, but all my brain would translate it to was no.

I didn't cry. I wanted to. But the night air was cool and the walk was long, and by the time I got to my apartment, the hurt had settled into heavy.

I left the lights off. I didn't want to see my own face.
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I couldn't sleep.

I'd tried for an hour. Tossed the covers off, pulled them back on, flipped the pillow to the cool side three times until there wasn't a cool side left. My brain wouldn't stop running the highlight reel — her face when I'd said it, the crack in her voice, the way she'd held onto me outside like I was already leaving.

I kept rewriting the conversation in my head, trying different versions where I was funnier or smoother or didn't say it at all, and every version ended the same way. With her walking to the corner and not looking back.

Around one in the morning, I gave up and went out to the balcony.

My apartment was on the fourth floor of a building that had no business charging what it charged. The balcony was barely big enough for one plastic chair and a dead plant I kept forgetting to throw away. But it had a view of the sky, or at least a sliver of it between the taller buildings on either side, and tonight that sliver was clear and dark and full of stars.

I sat in the chair in my boxers and a t-shirt that smelled like the bar. The air was cool enough to raise goosebumps on my arms, but I didn't go back inside. The discomfort felt appropriate. I was still a little drunk, that slow, heavy kind of drunk where the world is slightly off-axis and everything feels both muffled and too sharp at the same time.

I thought about Hannah's hands gripping the back of my shirt. The heat of her cheek against my jaw. Thirteen months of wanting her, and the closest I'd ever get was a goodbye hug on a sidewalk.

That's when I saw it.

A streak of light, bright and impossibly slow, dragging itself across the gap of sky between the buildings. Not a plane. Not a satellite. A falling star, burning white-gold against the dark.

I watched it until it faded, and then I laughed. It came out rough and humorless. Of course. A shooting star, right on cue, like the universe figured I could use the cliché.

I should've gone inside. But something about the silence and the dark and the leftover ache in my chest made me stay. Made me close my eyes.

"I just wish she could find me attractive," I whispered.

The words hung in the air for a second, thin and stupid, and then the breeze carried them off and they were gone.

I opened my eyes. Nothing had changed. The sky was still dark. I was still me, sitting in a plastic chair in my boxers, talking to nobody. I felt like an idiot.

I went back inside, locked the balcony door, and got into bed. I fell asleep around two thirty. My dreams were shapeless, restless things that I couldn't hold onto, full of warmth and light and the faint smell of her.
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The next morning, I woke up feeling like my skin didn't fit right.

Not in a painful way. More like the morning after a sunburn, when everything is warm and tender. The sheets against my legs felt more pronounced, and when I rolled over and my arm brushed my own stomach, I flinched. Not from pain. From sensation. Like someone had turned up the volume on every nerve ending I had.

I chalked it up to a rough night. I'd barely slept — kept drifting in and out of dreams I couldn't remember, and my body had that heavy, wrung-out feeling you get when your sleep isn’t restful. I dragged myself to the shower and stood under the water for too long, letting the heat pound the tension out of my shoulders.

That's when I noticed the first thing.

My legs were smooth. Not completely — there was still hair there — but it was thinner, finer, like it had been thinning out overnight. I ran my hand down my shin and the skin underneath felt different. Softer. Almost slick, the way skin feels after a good scrub, except I hadn't done anything. I checked my arms. Same thing. The coarse hair on my forearms had lightened, and the skin beneath looked clearer, like someone had buffed away a layer I didn't know was there.

I stared at my hand on my forearm for a few seconds, water streaming over both, and then I shrugged. New body wash, maybe. I'd grabbed a different brand last week — something with shea butter that my ex-roommate had left behind. Probably just that.

I toweled off, got dressed, and went to work.

The day was long and pointless. I worked part-time at the campus IT help desk, which mostly meant resetting passwords for professors who refused to write them down and explaining to freshmen that their laptops weren't broken, they just needed to restart them. I'd done it enough times that I could coast on autopilot, which was bad today because autopilot meant thinking about Hannah.

Around noon, I caved and texted her. Nothing heavy. Just a link to a video of a golden retriever falling off a surfboard, which I knew she'd like because she'd once told me her dream was to teach a dog to surf.

She responded in under a minute. Three laugh-crying emojis and then: omg his little FACE. Also, I'm eating the worst burrito of my life rn, pray for me.

I smiled at my phone like an idiot. She was still talking to me. She was still her with me. Maybe I hadn't ruined everything after all.

But underneath the relief, something else was happening that I couldn't explain. A warmth. Not emotional — physical. A low, steady hum that sat just beneath my skin, like my body was vibrating at a frequency I couldn't hear. It had been there since I woke up, and it wasn't going away. It wasn't unpleasant. If anything, it felt good, which made it stranger. Like a mild, full-body buzz that pulsed faintly every time I moved.

I shifted in my desk chair and felt the fabric of my jeans slide against my thighs in a way that made me catch my breath. My skin was still doing that hypersensitive thing. I pressed my thumb into my opposite wrist and the pressure sent a ripple of something warm up my arm. I stopped touching myself before it got weird.

That night, brushing my teeth, I looked in the mirror and paused.

My lips looked different. Fuller, maybe, or just more defined. The lower one had a softness to it that I didn't recognize, a slight pout that hadn't been there yesterday. I leaned closer, toothbrush hanging from my mouth, and studied my reflection. My skin looked good, too. Clearer. The rough patch on my jaw where I always got razor burn was just smooth, even skin.

I leaned back. Turned my head left, then right. Decided I was being paranoid and sleep-deprived and still a little messed up from Friday night.

I spit, rinsed, turned off the light, and went to bed.
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By Tuesday, I'd stopped looking in mirrors.

Not consciously. I didn't make a decision about it. I just started brushing my teeth with my eyes on the sink instead of my reflection, toweling off in the bedroom instead of the bathroom, keeping my head down when I passed the full-length mirror on the back of my closet door. It was easier that way. If I didn't look, I didn't have to explain what I was seeing, and if I didn't have to explain it, I could keep pretending that nothing was happening.

Something was happening.

Monday morning I'd pulled on my favorite jeans and they fit wrong. Not tighter overall — tighter in some places and looser in others, like my body had rearranged itself overnight. The waistband gaped slightly at the back, but the denim was snug across my hips in a way it had never been before. I buttoned them, tugged at the fabric, and told myself they'd probably shrunk in the wash. I'd been doing a lot of that. Telling myself things. Building a little architecture of excuses that I could live inside so I didn't have to look at the foundation.

The chest thing was harder to ignore.

It started Monday afternoon — a tenderness behind my nipples, dull and persistent, like a bruise I couldn't see. By Tuesday morning it was worse. I pressed two fingers against my chest in the shower and winced. The skin there was puffy, slightly swollen. When the spray hit directly, I had to angle away from it because the sensitivity was almost too much. I Googled "sore nipples male" and got results ranging from hormonal imbalance to chest workouts I hadn't done. I picked the hormonal imbalance explanation because it sounded clinical and temporary, and I closed the tab before I could read far enough to scare myself.

Stress, I decided. The thing with Hannah had thrown my system off. Cortisol. Adrenaline. Whatever hormones your body dumps when you get your heart broken and then can't sleep for two nights straight. That was all this was.

Except it didn't feel like stress.

That was the part I couldn't file away. The changes — the softer skin, the shifting proportions, the tenderness — should have felt wrong. Should have felt like symptoms. And part of me was alarmed, the rational part that knew bodies didn't just rearrange themselves without cause. But underneath the alarm was something quieter and harder to name. A warmth. A settling. Like a picture coming into focus that I hadn't realized was blurry.

I caught my reflection in a store window on my way to class Tuesday afternoon, and for a split second, before my brain caught up, something fluttered in my chest. The person looking back at me had a softer jawline, fuller cheeks, a face that looked less angular and more open. And for that one unguarded second, my first reaction wasn't what's wrong with me. It was something closer to oh.

Then the panic kicked in and I walked faster.

Hannah and I texted back and forth all week. Stupid stuff, mostly — memes, complaints about the heat, a running debate about whether hot dogs qualified as sandwiches. She was being normal, which meant she was trying, which meant she was thinking about Friday night as much as I was. But she didn't mention it, and I didn't mention it, and the silence around the subject was loud enough that we both just talked louder to cover it.

Wednesday night she texted: Wanna hang this weekend? I miss your face.

I stared at the message for a long time. My thumbs hovered over the keyboard while my stomach did something complicated. I wanted to see her. I always wanted to see her. But the idea of her looking at me right now made my pulse spike for reasons I couldn't untangle. Part of it was the rejection, still raw and tender like the skin on my chest. And part of it was something else — a nervousness that had nothing to do with Hannah and everything to do with whatever was happening to the person she'd be looking at.

Yeah, definitely, I typed back. Saturday?

It's a date, she replied, and then immediately: Not like that. You know what I mean.

I laughed, and it came out weak.
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I knew something else was wrong before I opened my eyes.

Something about the way the sheets draped over me was different. The weight of the fabric sat on contours that hadn't been there when I'd fallen asleep, pressing against curves that my body didn't have twelve hours ago. I lay still for a long time, staring at the ceiling, feeling the shape of myself beneath the covers and trying to convince myself I was still dreaming.

Then I got up and stood in front of the mirror, and I couldn't pretend anymore.

My boxers were cutting into my hips. Not riding up — cutting in, the elastic digging into flesh that had swelled past what the fabric could hold. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down an inch just to relieve the pressure, and the reflection staring back at me made my stomach drop.

My hips had widened. Not subtly, not ambiguously — widened, a visible flare outward that pulled the whole proportion of my body into something new. My waist had narrowed to match, nipping in below my ribs like someone had sculpted it overnight, creating a ratio that I recognized immediately because I'd admired it on women my entire life. My thighs were fuller, rounder, pressing together at the top in a way they never had before. The skin covering all of it was smooth and almost poreless, like airbrushed magazine skin, except it was mine and it was real.

I looked at my face. The jawline I'd known my whole life was gone, replaced by something softer, more tapered. My cheekbones sat higher. My eyes looked bigger, framed by lashes that were thicker and darker than they'd been a week ago. My lips were unmistakably full now, the kind of lips that would make you look twice. And my hair — my hair had grown at least an inch and hung in thick, shiny waves that caught the morning light from the window.

The person in the mirror was beautiful. The person in the mirror was not me.

I called in sick to work. My voice cracked on the phone, partly from panic and partly because even my voice sounded different — lighter, with a softness at the edges that my manager didn't seem to notice or at least didn't comment on. Then I sat on my bed with my laptop and started searching.

Hormonal disorders. Endocrine disruption. Environmental estrogen exposure. I went down every rabbit hole I could find, clicking through medical journals and forums and WebMD pages with the frantic energy of someone trying to prove that the house isn't on fire while standing in smoke. Nothing fit.

Every condition I found was gradual — months or years, not days. Nothing explained this speed, this specificity, this impossible overnight reshaping of bone and muscle and fat distribution into something that looked like it belonged to a completely different person.

I closed the laptop and sat there.

The apartment was quiet. The panic had crested and broken, and what was left behind was a strange, hollow calm. I was sitting on the edge of my bed in boxers that didn't fit, in a body I didn't recognize, and I had no idea what was happening to me.

My hands were resting on my thighs. Without thinking about it, I ran them upward, over the new curve of my hips, along the dip of my waist. The skin was so smooth it felt like touching warm silk. My fingers traced the flare from waist to hip and a shiver rolled through me, starting where my hands were and radiating outward through my chest and down my legs. My breath caught. I pressed my palms flat against the curve and felt the warmth of my own body push back into them, and for one unguarded second, the sensation was so good it made my eyes close.

Then I jerked my hands away like I'd touched a hot stove.

I sat there breathing hard, my fingers curled into fists on my knees, guilty and confused and shaking slightly. I didn't know why I'd done that. I didn't know why it felt the way it did — not wrong, not clinical, but good in a way that scared me more than the changes themselves.

I pulled on the loosest sweatpants I owned and didn't look in the mirror again for the rest of the day.
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I'd fallen asleep in an old cotton tee from a 5K I'd never actually run. At some point during the night, I'd rolled onto my stomach. The pressure against my chest was what pulled me out of sleep, a tenderness that flared into pleasure when the fabric shifted. I rolled onto my back and the shirt dragged across my nipples, and I gasped so hard I choked on my own breath.

I lay there for a few seconds, blinking at the ceiling, feeling my heart slam against ribs that suddenly had something in front of them that hadn't been there yesterday.

I didn't want to look, but I had to.

Small, soft swells had formed beneath each nipple, pushing the fabric of my shirt outward just enough to be unmistakable. Not large — barely a handful — but real, with weight and shape and a tenderness that pulsed with every heartbeat. The nipples themselves were different too, wider and darker than before, and when the air conditioning kicked on and cool air drifted across me, they tightened so fast it made me suck in a breath through my teeth.

I sat up slowly. The motion made them shift, and the sensation of their new weight settling against my chest sent a ripple of warmth through me that I wasn't prepared for. Not pain. Not discomfort. Something else entirely — a buzzing, radiating pleasure that started at the surface and sank inward, spreading down through my stomach and into my hips.

I lifted my hands. Hesitated. Then cupped them over the swells, gently.

They fit perfectly in my palms. Soft and warm, the skin impossibly smooth, and when I pressed the slightest bit I felt my nipples push against the center of each hand and my whole body lit up. I bit my lip and held my breath. My fingers curled slightly, instinctively, and the pressure sent another wave through me that made my thighs clench together.

I pulled my hands away and pressed them flat against the mattress.

My breath was uneven. My face was hot. Something between my legs was responding in ways that only confused me further, and I couldn't sort out what I was feeling because all of it was tangled together — the fear and the confusion and the thing I refused to call pleasure even though that's exactly what it was.

I was terrified. I was also something else. Those two things were not supposed to coexist, and the fact that they did made me feel unsettled.

I didn't go to work. I didn't go anywhere. I ordered food through an app and ate it standing in the kitchen because sitting at the table put me in view of the hallway mirror. I wore the biggest hoodie I owned, zipped all the way up, and tried to ignore the way the fleece lining felt against my chest — soft and constant and maddeningly good.

I lasted until early afternoon before I found myself in front of the bathroom mirror, turned sideways.

I'd meant to just check. A quick, clinical assessment. But I stood there longer than I planned, studying the profile that was getting harder to recognize and harder to look away from. The curve of the breasts beneath the hoodie was slight but visible, a gentle slope that followed the line of my narrowed waist and flared hips. My hair was longer again, falling past my ears now, thick and dark and catching the light in a way it never used to. My face in profile was soft, almost delicate.

I unzipped the hoodie halfway. Just to see.

The swell of skin that appeared in the gap between the zipper teeth was smooth and pale and undeniably feminine. I stared at it. I waited for the horror to come. It had been showing up on schedule for the last four days, reliable as a clock, that jolt of wrongness that sent me away from mirrors and into baggy clothes and rational explanations.

It didn't come.

What came instead was quieter. A tilt of the head. A slow exhale. A flutter behind my ribs that felt less like panic and more like recognition.

I zipped the hoodie back up and went to the couch. But I caught myself turning sideways in the dark screen of my phone twice that evening, checking the silhouette like it was something I might lose.
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The knock came at two in the afternoon, and I knew it was her before I checked the peephole.

Nobody else knocked like Hannah — three quick raps, a pause, then two more, like a secret code she'd invented and never explained. I stood in the hallway in my hoodie and sweatpants, frozen, staring at the door like it might go away if I didn't move.

"Reid, I can hear you breathing." Her voice was muffled through the door but clear enough. "Open up. I brought you soup because you said you were sick, and if you make me stand out here holding hot soup like an idiot, I will never forgive you."

I looked down at myself. The hoodie was zipped to my chin. The sweatpants were the baggiest pair I owned, the ones with the blown-out elastic that barely stayed up. It would have to be enough.

I opened the door.

Hannah's expression started with a smile — the easy, automatic kind she always wore when she saw me — and then it shifted. The smile didn't fall, exactly. It just stopped moving, stuck halfway while the rest of her face caught up with what her eyes were seeing. She stared at me. Her lips parted slightly. The container of soup tilted in her hand.

"Hey," I said, and even that single word felt dangerous because my voice wasn't the same and we both knew it.

"Hey," she said slowly. She was looking at my face the way you look at one of those optical illusions where the image flips depending on how you focus — seeing something familiar and something entirely new at the same time. "Can I come in?"

I stepped aside. She walked past me and set the soup on the kitchen counter without looking at it. Then she turned around and studied me again with her arms crossed, not in a defensive way, but like she needed to hold onto something.

"Okay," she said. "What's going on?"

"I told you, I've been sick."

"You don't look sick." She said it carefully, like she was picking each word with tweezers. "You look different."

"Different how?"

She tilted her head. "I don't know. Your face is — I don't know. It's softer? And your hair is longer, which doesn't make sense because I saw you a week and a half ago." Her eyes dropped to the oversized hoodie and I could tell she was cataloging what it was hiding. "Reid, are you okay? Like, actually?"

"I'm fine. Just stressed. Bad sleep." The excuses tasted stale coming out. I'd been chewing on them for days and there was nothing left.

Hannah stepped closer. I should have stepped back, but my feet didn't move. She reached up and touched my face — her fingertips on my jaw, light and warm, tracing the line of it like she was reading Braille. Her thumb brushed my cheekbone. I held my breath.

"Your skin," she murmured, almost to herself. "It's so soft."

I pulled away. Not fast, not angry, but enough to break the contact before it broke me. Her hand hung in the air for a second before she lowered it.

"Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to — sorry."

"It's fine."

It wasn't fine. Her touch had sent a cascade of warmth across my face and down my neck, and my body was still humming from it in a way that made me want to lean back in instead of away. I shoved my hands in my hoodie pocket and curled them into fists where she couldn't see.

We sat on the couch. She talked about school, about her roommate, about a new coffee shop that had opened near campus. Normal things. Safe things. But every few minutes her eyes drifted back to me, quick and furtive, like she was sneaking glances at something she wasn't supposed to be looking at. Each time she caught herself doing it, she looked away fast and picked up whatever sentence she'd been in the middle of.

When she stood up to leave, she paused at the door. She had her keys in one hand and her jacket over her arm, and she looked at me with an expression I couldn't read — half confused, half something else.

"Whatever's happening," she said, "you look good. Like, really good." A flush crept up her neck as she said it, pink and visible against her brown skin, and she broke eye contact before I could respond. "Anyway. Eat the soup. Text me."

She left. I locked the door behind her and stood in the hallway for a long time, my hand on the deadbolt, trying to figure out why the girl who'd told me she couldn't be with me had just blushed while telling me I looked good.
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I dropped the towel and didn't look away.

I'd been avoiding this for days — the full, unfiltered, nothing-between-me-and-the-mirror confrontation. Every shower had been eyes-forward, every change of clothes a speed round done facing the wall. But this morning, something shifted. I stepped out of the shower, caught my reflection in the fogged glass, and instead of flinching I wiped the condensation off with my palm and stood there.

The woman looking back at me was beautiful.

I didn't know how else to say it. She had full, soft breasts that sat high on her chest, round and symmetrical, the kind that filled a cupped hand perfectly. A narrow waist that swept outward into wide, curved hips. A round ass that I could see even from the front, the way it changed the line of my silhouette. Long, toned legs with smooth thighs that pressed together at the top. My face was delicate and striking — high cheekbones, wide dark eyes, full lips, a jawline that could cut you in the right light. My hair fell past my ears in thick, dark waves, still damp from the shower, curling slightly at the ends.

The only thing that didn't match was between my legs, still male, still mine. The last holdout of whoever I used to be.

I stared at the reflection and waited for the panic. The guilt. The wrongness. I stood there for a full minute, dripping on the bath mat, and waited.

It didn't come.

What came instead hit me so hard my vision blurred. A rush of something bright and overwhelming that started in my chest and expanded outward — joy, or something bigger than joy, the kind of feeling that doesn't have a clean name. My eyes welled up. Not from sadness. From the staggering, terrifying relief of looking at yourself and feeling like you're finally looking at you.

I ran my hands down my sides slowly, following the curve from ribcage to waist to hip. My skin was warm and still damp, and every inch of contact sent that familiar hum vibrating deeper. My palms slid over the flare of my hips and I felt the shape of them under my hands, solid and real and mine. I brought my hands up to cup my breasts, and when I squeezed gently, a soft moan slipped out of my mouth.

The sound surprised me. It was light, breathy, almost musical — nothing like the voice I'd had a week ago. I pressed my fingertips against my nipples and watched them stiffen under my touch, and the sensation was so immediate, so intensely good, that my eyes fluttered closed and I had to steady myself against the counter.

I liked this.

The realization landed like a dropped glass — sudden, sharp, impossible to pretend I hadn't heard. I didn't just tolerate what was happening to my body. I didn't just accept it. I liked it. The curves, the softness, the sensitivity, the way I looked, the way I felt. I liked all of it.

I opened my eyes and looked at the woman in the mirror, and she looked back at me, flushed and teary and startled by her own reflection, and for the first time in my life I didn't want to look away.

I got dressed with purpose for the first time in days. My old jeans didn't fit — not even close — but I had a pair of slim-cut ones at the back of my closet that I'd bought on sale and never worn because they'd always been too tight in the hips. They fit now like they'd been made for me. I pulled on a plain black t-shirt and it hugged my chest and waist in a way that made my breath catch. I looked in the mirror again. I looked good.

I went outside.

The sunlight felt different, or maybe I just noticed it more. People glanced at me on the sidewalk, casual double-takes, the kind I'd seen men give Hannah a thousand times but had never once received myself. A woman at the coffee shop complimented my hair while I waited for my latte. A man held the door on my way out and smiled like he meant it.

I walked home slowly, coffee warming my hands, the sun on my face, and I felt something I hadn't felt in a long time. Maybe ever.

I felt seen.
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I wasn’t even fully awake, but I knew something else had changed. It was an absence that woke me — the subtraction of something I'd felt every morning of my life without ever thinking about it. The familiar weight, the way fabric gathered and settled, the particular way my body had always arranged itself during sleep. All of it was gone, replaced by a smoothness, a closeness, a different kind of warmth that I could feel even before I moved.

I lay on my back in the gray light of early morning and stared at the ceiling for a very long time.

Then I reached down.

My fingertips traveled over my stomach, past my navel, down to where everything used to be. The skin was soft and seamless, curving inward slightly, and where my hand expected to find what had been there for twenty-one years, it found something else entirely. A soft, warm slit, tucked neatly between my thighs, the folds tender and delicate under my fingertips.

My breath stopped. Not a gasp — a full stop, like my lungs forgot what they were supposed to do.

I pulled my hand away. Pressed it flat against my stomach. Felt my heartbeat hammering under my palm. I counted to ten, then counted to ten again, and then I reached back down because I had to know.

I touched gingerly, just the pads of my fingers tracing the outer edge, and a bolt of sensation tore through me so fast and so sharp that my hips jerked off the mattress. I yanked my hand back and gripped the sheets, panting. It was nothing like what I'd felt before — not the focused, direct, point-and-click kind of pleasure I'd known my whole life. This was wide and deep, a shockwave that started where I'd touched and radiated outward through my pelvis and up into my stomach and down into my thighs, all at once, like dropping a stone into still water and feeling every ripple.

I waited until my breathing steadied. Then I touched again.

Slower this time. Careful. My fingers found the seam and traced it gently, parting the folds with a hesitancy that felt almost reverent, discovering terrain I had no map for. The skin was impossibly sensitive, slick with a warmth I hadn't expected, and each new millimeter of contact sent another rolling wave through me. I found a spot near the top, a small, firm point beneath a hood of soft skin, and when my fingertip grazed it I made a sound I didn't recognize — a high, breathy whimper that came from somewhere deep in my chest.

The pleasure built differently. Not a straight line climbing toward a peak, but a spiral, layering on itself, each wave arriving before the last one faded so they stacked and overlapped and multiplied. My thighs were trembling. My fingers moved in slow, experimental circles, learning pressure, learning rhythm, learning what made the waves crest higher. I slid lower and felt the opening — warm, soft, yielding — and the sensation of even that slight pressure at the entrance made my back arch and my toes curl.

I stopped.

Not because it was wrong. Not because I was scared. I stopped because I was overwhelmed — because the intensity of what my body was capable of feeling was so far beyond anything I'd experienced that I needed to pull back before I drowned in it. I lay there with my hand on my thigh, breathing hard, my whole body buzzing and pulsing and alive in a way that felt like being plugged into something electric.

I sat up slowly. The sheets pooled around my waist. I looked down at myself — the breasts rising and falling with my ragged breath, the narrow waist, the curve of my hips beneath the cotton, and now, between my legs, the final piece of something I hadn't known was being built.

I waited for the terror. I'd been waiting for it for days, expecting it to show up like an overdue bill, the emotional invoice for everything my body had done without my permission. I sat there on the edge of my bed, naked and trembling and completely transformed, and I waited.

It didn't come.

What came instead was just a deep, steady settling, like the last tumbler of a lock clicking into place. I looked at my hands, my thighs, the body that was fully and completely female now, and the word that surfaced wasn't wrong or broken or impossible.

It was whole.

I pressed my palm flat against my chest, felt my heart beating slow and sure beneath my new skin, and I thought: This is me now.

And for the first time, I didn't add unfortunately.

[image: ]


I bought a sundress and a pair of panties.

That sounds like a small thing, but it wasn't. I stood in the store for twenty minutes, fingering the fabric of a sage-green cotton dress with thin straps and a hemline that would hit just above my knees, and the whole time my hands were shaking. Not because I was scared. Because I wanted it. Not as a costume, not as a disguise, not as something to hide behind. I wanted to wear it because I thought it was beautiful and because, for the first time in my life, I thought I might be beautiful in it.

I was wearing it when I opened the door for Hannah.

She stood in the hallway with her bag over one shoulder and a joke half-formed on her lips, and then she saw me. The joke died. Her lips parted. A flush crept up from her collarbone, past her neck, into her cheeks, and she stared at me with an expression I had never seen on her face before. Not surprise — something hungrier than surprise and more vulnerable at the same time.

"Hi," I said.

She didn't answer right away. Her eyes moved over me — the straps on my shoulders, the way the fabric draped over my breasts and cinched at my waist, the bare skin of my arms, my face. When her gaze finally came back to my eyes, she swallowed hard enough that I could see her throat move.

"Hi," she said, and her voice was half an octave lower than usual.

I stepped aside to let her in. She walked past me slowly, like she was moving through something thicker than air, and sat on the couch. I sat on the other end and pulled my legs up beneath me, a gesture that felt so natural in this body that I didn't even think about it.

"I need to tell you something," I said. "And it's going to sound insane."

"Okay."

I told her everything. The wish on the falling star — how stupid I'd felt saying it, how I'd gone to bed expecting nothing. The first morning, the smooth skin, the thinning hair. The hips. The breasts. Every day of watching myself become someone new and trying to outrun the reality of it with rational explanations that never fit. I told her about the fear and the confusion, and then I told her the part that was harder to say out loud — that the fear had faded, and what replaced it wasn't grief or horror but something that felt terrifyingly close to relief.

"I feel more at home in this body than I ever did in my old one," I said. "I don't understand it. But it's true."

Hannah was quiet for a long time. She sat with her hands in her lap, her eyes on the coffee table, processing. I watched her face and tried to read it, but she'd gone somewhere I couldn't follow.

Then she looked up. "You wished that I'd find you attractive?"

The embarrassment hit like a wave. "Yeah."

She stood up. I thought she was going to leave. Instead, she crossed the space between us and stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell her perfume — something warm and woody that I'd loved for over a year. She looked down at me, and her eyes were bright and intense and a little scared.

"Well," she said. "Wish granted. Because you are the most beautiful person I've ever seen right now."

I shook my head. "Hannah, you turned me down two weeks ago."

"I know."

"You said you couldn't feel that way about me."

"I know." Her voice cracked, and I saw something shift behind her eyes — a wall coming down, the kind you can almost hear. "Reid, I'm a lesbian. I've known since I was sixteen."

The words hung between us. I felt them rearrange something in my understanding, like puzzle pieces rotating into place.

"The reason I said can't and not don't is because I meant it literally," she continued. "I loved you. I've always loved you. But I am physically, fundamentally incapable of being attracted to men. It's not a choice. It's not something I can override. I tried."

She knelt down in front of the couch so we were eye level. She took my hands. Hers were trembling.

"But you're not a man anymore," she whispered. Her thumbs traced circles on my knuckles and my whole body responded, heat blooming from every point of contact. "Your wish didn't make me straight. It made you into someone I can finally want."

My breath caught. My eyes burned. She was looking at me with an intensity that made my new body flush from scalp to toes, and I could see it in her face — not just affection, not just care. Desire. Directed at me. For the first time.

"Is this okay?" she asked, and I could hear in her voice that the question held everything — is this okay that I want you, is this okay that I kept this secret, is this okay that the universe rebuilt you and now I'm the reason.

"Yes," I said. "God, yes."

She kissed me.

Not all at once. She leaned in slowly, giving me every chance to pull away, and I watched her come closer with my heart hammering so loud I was sure she could hear it. Her hand came up to my jaw, her fingers light and warm against my skin, and she tilted my chin toward her and pressed her lips against mine.

Soft. Tentative. A question asked with her mouth instead of her words.

I'd imagined kissing Hannah a hundred times. In every version, I was myself — my old self — and it always played out like a movie scene, confident and certain and smooth. This was nothing like that. This was trembling and terrified and brand new, two people meeting each other at the edge of something neither of them had rehearsed.

I kissed her back.

The moment I did, something unlocked. Her lips parted against mine and the kiss deepened, and my body responded in ways I didn't have language for yet. Warmth pooled low in my belly, thick and liquid, settling into my hips and radiating downward. My skin tingled everywhere — my arms, my neck, the bare slope of my shoulders where the sundress straps sat. My nipples tightened against the thin cotton, and the friction of the fabric was suddenly exquisite, every slight shift sending a pulse of sensation straight through my chest.

Hannah's hands found my waist.

Her palms pressed against the curve where my ribcage narrowed, her fingers spreading across the fabric, and I shivered so hard she felt it. She pulled back an inch. Her eyes searched mine — dark, dilated, a little glazed — and I could see the question in them. She was checking. Making sure.

I nodded.

She kissed me again, and this time there was nothing tentative about it. Her mouth was warm and insistent, her tongue slipping against mine, and the taste of her — something sweet, lip balm or coffee or just her — made me dizzy. I brought my hands up to her neck, her jaw, mirroring the way she'd held me, and I felt her pulse thudding under my fingertips. Fast. As fast as mine.

She moaned softly into my mouth, a small, involuntary sound that vibrated against my lips, and the effect was immediate and devastating. Electricity shot from the base of my spine directly between my legs, to that new, achingly responsive place I'd barely begun to understand. I felt myself clench around nothing, a hollow, yearning pulse that was so foreign and so intense that I whimpered against her mouth without meaning to.

Hannah's grip on my waist tightened. She pulled me closer, pressing our bodies together, and I felt her breasts against mine through the layers of fabric — the warmth and softness and pressure of her — and the contact lit up every nerve ending I had. My hands slid into her hair. Her hands slid down to my hips. We were both breathing hard, trading air between kisses, and every time her fingers dug into the curve of my hips the warmth between my legs intensified, spreading like a slow fire.

"Is this okay?" she breathed against my lips.

"Don't stop," I said, and my voice came out low and shaky and completely unfamiliar in the best possible way.

She kissed the corner of my mouth. My jaw. The spot just below my ear where my pulse was hammering. Her lips were warm and her breath was hot, and when she grazed her teeth against the side of my neck I gasped and grabbed her shoulders to keep myself upright.

We were standing in the middle of my living room and it wasn't enough. I needed more contact, more skin, more of whatever this was that was building inside me like a wave climbing toward something I couldn't see yet. I stepped backward, pulling her with me, and she followed without breaking the kiss. My hip bumped the hallway wall. She pressed me against it, her thigh between mine, and the pressure against my center made my vision blur.

"Bedroom," I managed.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. Her lips were swollen, her hair was wrecked, her chest was heaving. She was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen, and she was looking at me like I was the same.

She took my hand and we stumbled down the hallway together, kissing, bumping walls, breathless and clumsy and laughing between gasps. She pushed open my bedroom door with her shoulder and pulled me through.

She guided me to the edge of the bed and I sat, my hands gripping the mattress, my heart going so fast I could feel it in my fingertips.

Hannah stood in front of me. Close enough that her knees touched mine. She held my gaze while she reached for the hem of her shirt, and then she pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion and dropped it on the floor.

She wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were full and round, the brown skin smooth, her nipples already stiff. I'd seen Hannah in bikinis, in low-cut tops, in outfits that left little to the imagination. But I'd never seen her like this. My mouth went dry.

The difference was that I didn't just want to look anymore. Looking used to be enough, back when I was someone who watched her from across rooms and memorized the way her clothes fell on her body like it was the most I'd ever get. Now I wanted to touch. Not from a distance, not through longing. I wanted to press my skin against hers and feel the softness meet softness, body to body, equal to equal.

She must have seen it on my face because she smiled — a small, knowing curve of her lips — and then she knelt in front of me.

Her fingers found the straps of my sundress. She slid them off my shoulders slowly, one at a time, her fingertips trailing down my arms and leaving a wake of goosebumps. The fabric loosened across my chest, clinging for a moment before she peeled it down, and my breasts were bare.

Hannah inhaled sharply. Her eyes dropped to my chest and she stared, and the look on her face was something between reverence and hunger. Her lips parted. I could see her breathing change.

"God," she whispered.

She leaned forward and pressed her mouth to my collarbone. The contact was warm, her lips soft against the ridge of bone. She kissed downward in a slow line — the hollow of my throat, the upper slope of my chest, the swell of skin where my breast began to curve.

When her lips closed around my nipple, I arched my back.

The sound that came out of me wasn't something I controlled. It was a cry — sharp and surprised and desperate — pulled from somewhere behind my ribs by the sheer force of the sensation. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue circling slowly, and the feeling was nothing like what I'd known before. When my chest was flat, my nipples had been afterthoughts, barely registering when touched. Now each flick of her tongue sent a bolt of heat from the tip of my breast straight to my core, a direct line of electricity that made my hips roll forward without my permission.

Hannah moaned against my skin, and the vibration made it worse. Or better. I couldn't tell the difference anymore.

She moved to the other breast and took her time, learning me. Soft kisses against the swell, then her tongue tracing a circle around the nipple before closing her mouth over it and sucking gently. I threaded my fingers into her hair and held on, gasping, my thighs pressing together as the heat between my legs built into something molten and insistent. She licked flat and slow and I whimpered. She grazed her teeth and I pulled her hair and she groaned.

She pulled back, breathing hard, her lips wet. Her hands were on my ribs, her thumbs tracing the lower curve of my breasts, and she looked up at me with dark, heavy-lidded eyes.

Then she reached for the hem of the sundress and tugged it down over my hips. I lifted without thinking, letting her slide it off, and it pooled around my ankles on the floor. All that was left were the panties — simple white cotton, the ones I'd grabbed off a rack two days ago without letting myself think too hard about what I was doing.

Hannah hooked her fingers in the waistband. The elastic pressed against my hip bones. She looked up at me, and there was so much want in her face that it made my chest ache.

"Can I?"

I nodded.

Hannah slid the panties down slowly, over my hips, down my thighs, past my knees. I lifted my feet and she pulled them free and set them aside, and then I was bare. Completely bare. Every new inch of me exposed under the warm light of my bedroom, and the vulnerability of it hit me like a wave — not shame, but a rawness so intense my hands trembled against the sheets.

She looked at me. All of me. Her gaze traveled from my face to my breasts to my stomach to the place between my legs where everything was new, and her expression made my breath catch. There was no hesitation in it, no uncertainty. Just want, open and unhidden, her lower lip caught between her teeth and her chest rising and falling faster than before.

"You're so beautiful," she said, and it didn't sound like a compliment. It sounded like something she couldn't hold in anymore.

She stood and undressed the rest of the way. Her jeans, her underwear — dark blue, lace at the edges — dropped to the floor, and then she was naked too. Her body was everything I'd spent a year secretly worshipping — the full curve of her breasts, the warm brown skin, the flare of her hips, the dark hair between her thighs. She climbed onto the bed beside me and the mattress dipped under her weight, rolling me toward her.

Skin met skin, and I nearly came apart right there.

Her warmth pressed against mine from chest to hip. Her breasts against my breasts, soft and full, our nipples brushing, and the sensation of that contact — body to body, equal in a way I'd never been before — sent a shudder through me that I felt in my teeth. She kissed me deeply, her tongue finding mine, and her hand began to travel.

Down my stomach. Slowly. Her fingertips tracing a line from my navel to my hip bone, then inward along the crease of my thigh. My legs fell open before I could think about it, an instinct I didn't know I had, and the anticipation alone — the closeness of her hand, the warmth of her fingers hovering just above where I needed them — made me whimper into her mouth.

When her fingers found my pussy, we both gasped.

Me, because the contact was electric. Her fingertips against my folds sent a shock of sensation through my entire body, so intense and so different from anything I'd ever felt that my hips jerked off the mattress. Her, because I was wet. I could feel it — slick and warm, my body's answer to everything that had been building since she'd kissed me in the living room — and when her fingers slid through that wetness, her breath hitched against my lips.

"Oh my god," I breathed.

She explored gently, parting my folds with careful fingers, learning the shape of me. When her thumb found my clit, I nearly screamed. The first direct contact was a jolt — sharp and bright, almost too much — and my hips bucked hard against her hand. She eased off, circling instead of pressing, finding a rhythm that turned the jolt into something deeper. Something rolling. The pleasure didn't climb in a straight line the way it used to. It came in waves, each one cresting higher, overlapping with the last before it faded, building in layers that made my whole body hum.

Hannah watched my face while she touched me. I could feel her eyes on me even when mine were closed, reading my reactions, adjusting. When she circled faster, my breath came in sharp gasps. When she pressed harder, my eyes rolled back and my mouth fell open. She was learning me in real time, and the attentiveness of it — the way she studied every sound I made and responded — was almost as overwhelming as the sensation itself.

She slid one finger inside me, and I gripped the sheets with both hands.

The fullness was new and exquisite. A deep, stretching warmth that radiated outward from my center, completely different from the bright surface pleasure of my clit. My walls clenched around her finger instinctively, and the feeling of that — my own body gripping her, pulling her deeper — made me moan so loudly I would have been embarrassed if I'd had any capacity left for embarrassment.

"Right there?" she whispered.

"Don't stop," I begged. "Please don't stop."

She pulled her hand away, and I made a sound that I will never live down.

It was a whine, the sound of someone who'd been climbing a staircase and had the whole thing yanked out from under them two steps from the top. My hips chased her fingers before I could stop them, rocking upward into nothing, and the loss of contact was so cruel it almost hurt.

Hannah laughed. Not at me — with me, because the sound I'd made was so pathetic that even I couldn't take it seriously. I laughed too, breathless and shaky, and for a few seconds the intensity broke just enough to let something tender rush in. She pressed her forehead against mine and we breathed together, noses touching, both of us flushed and trembling and grinning like idiots.

Then she moved.

She swung her leg over my thigh and straddled it, settling her weight, and I felt her against me — slick, hot, unmistakably wet. The sensation of her arousal pressed against my skin made my stomach flip. She was as turned on as I was. She wanted this as badly as I did. Something about knowing that — feeling the physical proof of it against my thigh — made the whole thing real in a way it hadn't been before.

She took my hand. Lifted it. Guided it between her legs.

"Here," she said, pressing my fingers against her. "Like this."

I'd touched women before. In college dorm rooms, in the back seats of cars, with the nervous, fumbling confidence of a guy who'd watched enough tutorials to think he knew what he was doing.

But I'd never touched a woman while being one.

I'd never had the same anatomy under my own fingertips as the anatomy I was touching, and the difference was staggering. I knew what her clit felt like because I had one now. I knew the sensitivity of the folds, the way pressure needed to build gradually, the difference between too light and just right.

My fingers found her with an understanding that I'd never had before, and when I pressed my thumb against the firm bud at the top of her slit, her breath hitched so hard her whole body shuddered.

"There," she gasped. "Right there. Just like that."

She was vocal in a way that made me braver. Every gasp, every whispered direction — faster, softer, right there, don't stop — taught me something new, and I listened the way she'd listened to me, adjusting, learning, paying attention to the way her body responded.

She ground against my hand, her hips rolling in slow circles, and with every press of her weight my thigh pushed upward between my own legs, giving me friction I hadn't expected. I gasped. The pressure against my clit was muted through the contact but steady, a persistent warmth that built with every movement she made, and I realized we were both climbing now — her from my fingers, me from the rhythm of her body.

Her breasts swayed above me. Full and gorgeous, the nipples dark and stiff, and I couldn't resist. I leaned up off the pillow and closed my mouth around one, sucking gently, tracing my tongue around the peak the way she'd done to me. Hannah cried out. Her hand shot to the back of my head and her fingers twisted into my hair, gripping hard, holding me there. I sucked harder. She pulled my hair harder. The feedback loop between us was electric, each reaction feeding the next.

Her rhythm changed. The slow grinding became faster, more urgent, her hips stuttering against my hand. I curled my fingers slightly, pressed my thumb in tighter circles, and felt her thighs begin to shake around mine. Her moans climbed higher, broke apart, turned into something ragged and desperate that made my own body pulse in sympathy.

She came with a cry that filled the room.

I felt it everywhere — the clench of her walls around my fingers, the shudder that ripped through her thighs, the way her grip in my hair went so tight it burned. Her back arched and her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened in a shape that was beautiful and wrecked all at once. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, each one making her contract around me, and I held her through it, my fingers still pressed inside her, feeling every pulse.

Watching her fall apart was the most intoxicating thing I'd ever seen. More than any fantasy, more than any imagined version of this. She was real and shaking and undone because of my hands, and I wanted to make her do it again.

She opened her eyes. Looked down at me. Her hair was wild around her face and her chest was heaving and she had the expression of someone who'd just been turned inside out.

"Your turn," she said.

She kissed down my body like she was writing something on my skin.

My throat first — soft, lingering, her lips pressing against my pulse while I swallowed hard beneath them. Then my collarbone, the hollow at the base of my neck, the slope of my chest.

When she reached my breasts, she slowed down in a way that made it clear she wasn't passing through. She kissed the curve of each one, took a nipple into her mouth and sucked gently until my back arched and my fingers twisted into the sheets. She spent long enough there that I was writhing by the time she moved on, my hips lifting off the mattress, searching for contact she hadn't given me yet.

She kissed down my stomach. Across the flat plane below my navel. Along the ridge of my hip bone, where her teeth grazed and made me gasp. Then she settled between my legs, her shoulders pressing my thighs apart, and she looked up at me.

Her eyes were dark and heavy. Her lips were swollen from kissing. She looked wrecked and certain and starving all at once, and the sight of her between my legs — between these legs, the ones I'd only had for a day — made something tighten in my chest that wasn't just arousal.

"I've wanted to do this to a woman for so long," she said.

Her voice cracked on the word wanted, and I felt it land in my body like a physical thing. The vulnerability in it. The years she'd carried it. She wasn't just touching me. She was finally being herself, the same way I was finally being myself, and the collision of those two truths in this bed, in this moment, was almost too much to hold.

"Then do it," I whispered.

Her mouth found me, and the world collapsed to a single point of blazing, pulsing light.

Her tongue was warm and wet, tracing my clit in soft circles that made my vision swim. The sensation was devastating — concentrated and radiant at the same time, pleasure blooming from the point of contact and spreading outward through my hips, my thighs, my stomach. I grabbed the pillow behind my head with both hands and held on because I needed to hold onto something or I was going to fly apart.

She slid a finger back inside me while her tongue kept working, and the combination of fullness and friction rewired every nerve I had. Her finger curled forward, pressing against a spot on the front wall that I didn't know existed until that exact second, and I moaned so loudly my voice cracked. My hips rolled against her mouth, meeting her rhythm, chasing the heat that was building inside me in spiraling, tightening layers.

Each wave climbed higher than the last. Each one arrived before the previous one faded, stacking, compounding, the pleasure folding over itself in a way that made my whole body tremble. She added a second finger and the stretch was exquisite — a deep, aching fullness that made my walls grip her tight. Her rhythm increased. Her tongue pressed harder, faster, more focused.

My thighs began to shake. I could feel them trembling against her cheeks, and I couldn't stop it, couldn't control anything anymore. The spiral was tightening toward something enormous, something I could feel gathering at the base of my spine and in the deepest part of my belly, building toward a crest I couldn't see but could feel approaching like a wall of sound.

It hit me.

Not a peak. A detonation. Pleasure erupted from my core and radiated outward in waves so intense my back bowed off the bed and my mouth opened in a cry that didn't sound like anything I'd ever heard come out of me. My body pulsed around her fingers — rhythmic, involuntary contractions that pulled her deeper with each beat. Wave after wave after wave, each one crashing before the last one ebbed, my whole body clenching and releasing in a cycle that seemed to go on forever.

Hannah didn't stop. She held her rhythm through the aftershocks, her mouth gentle now, coaxing every last tremor out of me until I was shaking and oversensitive and too much was spilling into not enough. I reached down with trembling hands and pushed her head away gently, gasping, and she let me, pressing one last kiss against my inner thigh before she lifted her head.

She crawled up beside me and pulled me into her arms. I pressed my face against her neck, sweaty and shaking and glowing from the inside out. Her heartbeat was fast against my cheek. Her skin was damp. She smelled like warmth and sex and the woody perfume I'd loved for over a year.

We lay there, tangled and panting, and I couldn't speak because there were no words for what had just happened to me.

She held me tighter, like she understood. We lay there for a long time without talking.

The room was warm and dim, the afternoon light softened by the curtains, and the only sounds were our breathing and the occasional murmur of traffic from the street below. Hannah was on her side, her head propped on one hand, her other hand resting on my stomach. Her fingertips traced slow, lazy patterns across my skin — circles, spirals, shapes that didn't mean anything except I'm here and I'm not going anywhere.

I played with her hair. Twisting a strand around my finger, letting it unravel, doing it again. Her hair was thick and soft and smelled like the woody perfume I'd been memorizing for over a year, and the fact that I could touch it like this — unhurried, without pretense, without the ache of wanting something I couldn't have — made my chest feel so full I could barely breathe.

"So," she said after a while. "What do you want me to call you?"

I thought about it. I'd been Reid for twenty-one years. The name fit the person I used to be, and I wasn't sure yet whether it fit the person I was now. I wasn't sure about a lot of things. Whether I wanted a new name or whether the old one could grow into this body. Whether pronouns mattered yet or whether I needed more time to figure out what felt right.

"I don't know," I said. "Is that okay?"

She kissed my shoulder. "That's okay. You don't have to know everything right now."

We talked. Really talked, the way we used to on her couch during movie nights, except now we were naked and tangled together and everything between us had shifted into something bigger than friendship. She asked me what I wanted this to be — us. I told her I wanted whatever she'd give me. She told me she wanted everything, and the way she said it, quiet and steady and sure, made my eyes sting.

"We already had years of the hard part," she said. "The loving-each-other part. We just couldn't figure out the shape of it."

"And now?"

She smiled. "Now we have the shape."

We talked about the practical things too. Identity. Paperwork. The cascade of conversations I'd need to have with people who'd known me as someone else — my family, my friends, the people at work who'd only known me for a few months but would still have questions. Medical stuff I didn't understand yet. How to navigate a world that would see me differently now and not always kindly.

It should have been overwhelming. Lying there listing everything I didn't know and couldn't predict and couldn't control should have sent me spiraling the way the first days of the transformation had. But Hannah's hand was warm on my stomach and her body was warm against my side, and none of it felt insurmountable from here. Terrifying, maybe. Complicated, definitely. But not impossible. Not alone.

"I'm scared," I said.

"I know."

"But I've never felt more like myself. Even when I don't know what to call myself yet, I feel more me than I ever did before. Is that crazy?"

She was quiet for a moment. Then she leaned over and kissed my forehead, her lips soft and lingering, and when she pulled back she looked at me with an expression that held so much tenderness it almost broke me.

"Then maybe this is who you were always supposed to be," she said.

I smiled. She smiled back. And for a while we just lay there, breathing in the same rhythm, her fingers still tracing those slow patterns on my skin.

Later, after she'd fallen asleep with her arm draped across my waist, I slipped out of bed and went to the window. The sky was dark and clear, the same sliver of stars visible between the buildings, and I stood there in the cool air and looked up.

I thought about the night on the balcony. The bitterness, the loneliness, the stupid, desperate whisper aimed at a streak of light I didn't believe in. I'd wished for her to find me attractive, and the universe had answered in the most sideways, impossible, literal way it could.

I scanned the sky, looking for another falling star. Not because I had anything left to wish for. Not because I needed the universe to rearrange itself again.

I looked because I wanted to say thank you.

Hannah stirred behind me, murmuring something in her sleep. I turned away from the window, climbed back into bed, and let her pull me close. Her breath was warm against the back of my neck. Her arm tightened around my waist. I closed my eyes and let my body settle against hers, every curve fitting together like we'd been designed for this all along.

For the first time in my life, I didn't fall asleep wishing I was someone else.

I already was who I wanted to be.


OUR NEIGHBOR’S SECRET


Audrey was on the couch, scrolling through something on her phone with her reading glasses low on her nose. She'd changed out of her work clothes an hour ago and was wearing one of my old T-shirts, the hem riding up just enough that I could see the curve of her thigh against the cushion.

I was in the kitchen finishing the dishes, half watching her from behind the counter. We'd eaten late, some stir fry I'd thrown together from whatever was left in the fridge, and the pan was still soaking in the sink.

I dried my hands on the dish towel and came around the counter.

She didn't look up. Her thumb kept moving across the screen, pausing every few seconds on whatever had her attention. I stood behind the couch and rested my hands on her shoulders, kneading gently, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin cotton.

"That feels good," she said without turning around.

I leaned down and kissed the side of her neck, just below her ear, where her skin was still damp and warm from her shower. She tilted her head to give me more room. I slid my hands down from her shoulders, over her collarbones, fingertips brushing just above the neckline of the shirt.

"You smell incredible," I said against her throat.

"I smell like CVS shampoo."

"Well, it’s working for you." I kissed the spot again, slower this time, and she made a small sound that wasn't quite a word. My hands moved lower, palms flat against her chest, and I felt her breath catch.

She set the phone face-down on the cushion beside her.

That was the signal. Not a dramatic one — just the phone going down, her hand finding my forearm, her body shifting slightly toward me. After five years together, I could read her like a book. The tilt of her chin. The way her fingers tightened on my wrist when she wanted me to keep going.

I came around the side of the couch and sat beside her. She turned toward me, her knee pressing into my thigh, and I pulled her in by the waist. She kissed me first, her mouth soft and already a little open, tasting like the wine she'd had with dinner. Her hand slid up the back of my neck and into my hair.

We made out like that for a while, her body slowly leaning into mine until she was practically in my lap. I ran my hand up the outside of her thigh, pushing the hem of the T-shirt higher, and she rocked forward against me. She wasn't wearing anything underneath it. I groaned into her mouth.

"Hi," she whispered, smiling against my lips.

"Hi, yourself."

She shifted her weight and straddled me, her knees sinking into the cushion on either side of my hips. The shirt bunched up around her waist, and I gripped her bare thighs, pulling her down against me. She could feel my erection through my sweatpants and she pressed into it, a slow roll of her hips that made my fingers dig into her skin.

"You're already hard," she said.

"You're not wearing underwear. I'm a simple man."

She laughed — that low, throaty laugh she only had when she was turned on — and kissed me again, deeper, her tongue sliding against mine. I slid one hand between us, my thumb brushing the crease of her inner thigh, and her breath stuttered. She was warm. Slick when I touched her pussy. She exhaled through her nose and bit my lower lip.

"I was thinking about something today," she murmured, her forehead resting against mine.

I knew that tone. It was the voice she used in the dark, late at night, when we were tangled together and her guard was all the way down. The voice that came with confessions she'd spend the next morning pretending she hadn't made.

"Yeah?" I kept my hand where it was, moving slowly. "Tell me."

"You know what I was thinking about."

I did. Or at least I was pretty sure I did. It was the thing she circled back to every few months, always when she was wound up and half out of her mind, always framed as hypothetical. What if. Wouldn't it be hot if. I'd want to watch.

The first time she'd said it, we'd been in bed after a party where some friend of a friend had been flirting with me all night. Audrey had practically dragged me home, fucked me like she had something to prove, and then afterward, lying on my chest with her hair fanned out across my skin, she'd said it quietly. Almost to herself.

I think I'd like to watch you with someone.

I'd thought she was kidding. Or drunk. Or both. But it had come up again. And again. Always in that same breathy, half-embarrassed voice, always when she was right on the edge or just past it. She'd describe it — another woman in our bed, me touching her while Audrey watched from the corner of the room or from right beside us. The details got more specific each time. She wanted to see my face. She wanted to see what I looked like when someone else made me feel good.

I never knew what to do with the information. Part of me thought it was just fantasy fuel, the kind of thing that sounds electric in the moment and ridiculous in daylight. Part of me wondered if she meant it. And a smaller, quieter part of me wanted it too.

We'd never acted on it. Never even come close. It lived in the space between us like a dare that neither of us was ready to take, and that was fine. It was ours. Just words in the dark.

"Tell me," I said again, my voice lower now, my thumb still circling slowly.

She rolled her hips into my hand and closed her eyes. "I was thinking about you with⁠—"

Our reverie was broken by three sharp knocks on the front door.

We both froze. Audrey's eyes snapped open. My hand went still against her.

"Are you expecting someone?" I asked.

"It's ten o'clock on a Wednesday," she said, which was a no.

The knocks came again, lighter this time, almost apologetic. Audrey climbed off me, tugging the T-shirt back down over her thighs. I adjusted myself in my sweatpants, which didn't do much, and stood up.

"I'll get it," I said.

Audrey grabbed a throw pillow and held it across her lap like a shield, pushing her glasses up with her other hand. Her cheeks were still flushed but her jaw was set. She looked annoyed.

I crossed the living room and checked the peephole. A young girl stood outside.

I opened the door and there she was.

She couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen, with dark hair cut sharp at her jaw and warm brown skin that glowed under the hallway's bad fluorescent lighting. She was barefoot, wearing a thin ribbed tank top and a pair of drawstring shorts that sat low on her hips.

She had her arms folded across her chest like she was trying to shrink into herself.

"Hi, I'm really sorry to bother you," she said. "I'm Sam. I live in 4F." She gestured vaguely down the hall. "I locked myself out like an idiot and my super's not answering and the locksmith said thirty to forty-five minutes, so." She let out a breath that blew her bangs off her forehead. "I tried everyone else. You’re the first person to answer."

"Come in," Audrey said from behind me before I could respond. She'd wrapped herself in the throw blanket from the couch, her legs tucked underneath her in the armchair now. "You're not going to stand in that hallway for forty-five minutes."

Sam smiled, grateful and a little embarrassed, and stepped inside. I backed up to give her room and that's when I caught it — the full picture of her, now that she wasn't half hidden behind the doorframe. She was small, maybe five-three, but she had a body that didn't match the word small at all. The tank top clung to her chest and left a strip of flat brown stomach exposed above the waistband of her shorts. Her ass was round and full, the kind that made the cotton pull tight across the back of her thighs.

I looked at her face instead. Then I looked at the kitchen. I told myself I was still turned on from my wife, and that otherwise this girl wouldn’t have affected me. But that was a thinly veiled lie.

"Can I get you something?" I said, already moving toward the counter. "Water, or we've got tea."

"Just water would be amazing."

I took my time filling the glass. Behind me, Audrey was asking where she'd moved from, how long she'd been in the building, whether she liked the neighborhood. Sam answered easily, her voice warm, like she was used to talking to strangers and didn't mind it. She told us she'd been here since August. She was taking classes at the community college and working at a bakery a few blocks over.

I brought her the water and she took it with both hands. Her nails were short and painted a dark mossy green. A couple of them were chipped at the edges. She looked up at me when she said thank you and held my gaze long enough to make it weird.

"I love your apartment," she said, glancing around. "It actually looks like adults live here. Ours is still all IKEA and milk crates."

"Oh, that’s mostly Chris," Audrey said. “He has a real eye for design.”

"Oh, wow." Sam looked at me again. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and I caught a tiny tattoo there, something small and dark. She touched my wrist and said, "Your wife's lucky. Most guys I know couldn't even pick out a lamp."

She'd done it casually, with a half-smile that could've passed for friendly. But her tone wasn’t friendly at all. It was almost…flirtatious.

I didn't know if she was doing it on purpose. She was young enough that it might've just been how she was. But my neck felt warm and I suddenly didn't know what to do with my hands.

"Audrey is giving me too much credit," I said, leaning against the counter.

I glanced across the room to check Audrey's face. I expected the look a normal woman got when someone was too friendly with her husband — this quick territorial flash, subtle enough that only I'd notice.

But that wasn't what was there. She was watching me with her chin propped on her knee, her lips pressed together in the shape of a smile. She looked entertained. She looked like she was taking notes.

I looked at the floor.

Sam stayed for maybe twenty more minutes. She sat on the edge of the couch with her knees pressed together, her ankles crossed.

She talked with her hands in a way that kept drawing my attention back to the bare strip of her stomach and the way her body moved beneath the thin fabric when she shifted positions. I kept my eyes on safe landmarks — the coffee table, the window, my own hands — and I answered her questions about the neighborhood, the laundry situation, and whether the guy in 3A always played music that loud.

Her phone buzzed and she checked it. "That's the locksmith. He's downstairs." She stood and set the water glass on the counter carefully, like she didn't want to leave a mess. "You guys are the best. Seriously. I'm going to bake you something. I'm not even asking, it's happening."

"You don't have to do that," I said.

"Already decided." She pointed at me with mock authority, then smiled at Audrey, then slipped out the door. The latch clicked and the apartment went still.

I started wiping down a counter that didn't need wiping.

"She was cute," Audrey said.

"Was she? I didn't notice."

"You didn't notice." Audrey's voice was dry as chalk. "You stared at the faucet for thirty seconds while she was talking to you. That's the opposite of not noticing."

"I was being polite."

"She liked you," Audrey said. "Your wife's lucky." She repeated it in Sam's cadence, almost perfectly. "That's not small talk."

I tossed the sponge into the sink. "I'm going to shower." Audrey's smile was still there when I left the room.

In the shower, I tried my best not to jack off to the thought of Sam, but I failed miserably.
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Two days later, there was another knock.

I was closer to the door this time, so I got there first. Sam stood in the hallway holding a foil-covered plate with both hands, grinning like she'd won something.

"I told you I was going to bake for you," she said. "Brownies. From scratch. Don't even try to say no."

She was wearing cutoff denim shorts and a cropped white top with thin straps that left most of her shoulders bare. Her hair was down, tucked behind one ear, and she had a thin gold chain around her neck that caught the light when she moved. I kept my eyes on the plate.

"You really didn't have to do this," I said, taking it from her.

"I really did." She stepped inside without waiting to be invited, which shouldn't have felt as natural as it did. She smelled like cocoa butter and something warm underneath it, vanilla or brown sugar.

Audrey looked up from her laptop at the kitchen table. "Sam, hey."

"I brought a bribe so you'll still be nice to me next time I get locked out," Sam said, sliding onto one of the barstools at the counter. She crossed her legs and the denim rode up on her thighs. I set the plate down and peeled back the foil without looking at her.

"These look amazing," I said, because they did and because I needed something to say.

"They're my grandma's recipe. The secret is browned butter." She leaned forward on her elbows, which pressed her arms together against her chest in a way I was absolutely not going to acknowledge. "Try one."

I broke a corner off and ate it. It was dense and fudgy with a crackled top, legitimately good. "These are incredible," I said.

"Right?" She beamed. Her whole face changed when she smiled like that — her eyes narrowed and her nose scrunched and she looked about too young, which made me feel immediately guilty for every other thought I'd had since she walked in.

Then she uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way and the guilt dissolved into something less noble.

She stayed for almost an hour. That was the thing about Sam — she didn't seem to have a clock running. She talked to Audrey about the bakery where she worked and about her classes and about a documentary she'd watched on fermentation.

She was genuinely interesting in a way that wasn't performative. She asked questions and actually listened to the answers. She remembered that Audrey had mentioned working in marketing and asked a follow-up about it.

But her body was aimed at me.

I noticed she'd be mid-sentence with Audrey, and her knees would be pointed in my direction. She'd laugh at something I said and her hand would go to the back of her neck, gathering her hair and lifting it off her skin for a second, exposing the long line of her throat before letting it drop again. She leaned on the counter close enough that I could see the faint shadow between her breasts where the cropped top gaped forward.

I busied myself with dishes. I refilled everyone's water. I reorganized the spice rack, which Audrey would later tell me was the most suspicious thing I'd ever done in our kitchen.

At one point Sam asked what I did for work and I told her about the firm, keeping it brief because nobody actually wants to hear about structural engineering. She tilted her head and her eyes drifted down my arms, then my chest, then back up. "Yeah," she said. "I could see that." The words were about the job. The look wasn't.

"Do you work out?" she asked. "Sorry, is that weird to ask?"

"It's not weird," Audrey said from the table. Her voice was perfectly neutral.

"I run," I said. "And there's a gym in the basement."

"I've been meaning to check that out." Sam bit her lower lip and nodded like she was filing the information away. "Maybe I'll see you down there sometime."

She left a few minutes later, squeezing Audrey's arm on the way out and giving me a little wave. The brownies sat on the counter, still half eaten.

Audrey shut her laptop then looked at me. "She was flirting with you," she said.

"She was being friendly."

"She asked if you work out."

"People ask that."

"Yeah, people who are flirting." Audrey stood and carried her mug to the sink, brushing past me close enough that I caught her scent.

I didn't have a good answer, so I broke off another piece of brownie and put it in my mouth.

Audrey hummed signaling she was done with the conversation but not done thinking about it. She rinsed her mug, set it in the rack, and walked down the hall toward the bedroom without looking back.

I stood in the kitchen eating a brownie that a beautiful eighteen-year-old had baked for me. I thought about the way she'd looked at my chest, and I thought about the way my wife had watched her look at my chest, and I didn't know what to do with any of it.

So, I covered the plate and went upstairs.

Eventually, we were lying in bed with the lights off. Audrey was on her side facing me, her head on my shoulder, one leg draped across mine.

"Can I ask you something?" she said.

"You're going to anyway."

She smiled against my shoulder. "Would you ever actually do it?"

I didn't ask what it was. I knew. The air in the room shifted the way it always did when we got close to this subject, like the walls moved in half an inch.

"Do what?" I asked, playing dumb because I needed the extra second.

"With someone like her." Audrey's voice was low and unhurried. "With Sam."

"Audrey, she's too young. She brought us brownies."

"She's eighteen. She's an adult." Her finger traced a slow line down the center of my chest. "And she didn't bring us brownies. She brought you brownies. I was just there."

I stared at the ceiling. The streetlight outside our window threw a pale stripe across the plaster, and I followed it with my eyes like it was going to help me out of this conversation.

"I'm serious," Audrey said. "I'm not testing you. I'm not going to get mad." She propped herself up on her elbow so she could look at me. In the dark, her eyes caught just enough light to look black. "I saw the way you were trying not to look at her. You were rearranging the spice rack."

"The spice rack needed rearranging."

"It didn't." She leaned down and kissed the hinge of my jaw. "I'm telling you she likes you. I could see it. The way she was sitting, the way she kept finding reasons to face you." Another kiss, lower, on the side of my neck. "And I wouldn't hate watching."

My body responded before my brain gave it permission. I felt myself getting hard under the sheet and I knew she could feel it too, because her thigh pressed right against it.

"You don't mean that," I said, but my voice had dropped and we both heard it.

"I've been meaning it for two years." She kissed my throat, then the hollow beneath it. Her hand slid down my stomach, fingers trailing just above the waistband of my boxers. "I just didn't have a face to put to it before."

I pulled her on top of me. She came easily, her knees bracketing my hips, and I kissed her hard enough that neither of us could keep talking. Her mouth opened against mine and she rocked forward, the thin cotton of her underwear the only thing between us. I gripped her hips and pulled her down against me, and she made that sound — that broken little exhale that meant she was already wet.

I rolled us over and settled between her legs. She hooked one ankle behind my calf and tilted her hips up, pressing herself against the length of me through the fabric. I pushed her shirt up and kissed her sternum, the underside of her breast, took her nipple into my mouth and felt her fingers tighten in my hair.

"I think about it," she whispered. "I think about what your face would look like if you fucked another woman."

I pulled her underwear to the side and pushed into her slowly. She gasped and arched off the mattress, her nails digging into my shoulders. She was slick and tight and impossibly warm, and when I bottomed out she wrapped both legs around me and held me there.

I started to move. Slow at first, then harder when she pulled me closer with her heels. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts against my ear, and I buried my face in her neck and tried to think about anything other than what she'd just said.

"Imagine her watching us," Audrey breathed. "Imagine her in the doorway."

My hips stuttered. I felt it hit me low in the gut, a hot jolt of something that was equal parts arousal and guilt.

"Imagine going to her after," she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "Imagine what she'd feel like."

I came so hard my vision went white at the edges. It rolled through me in waves, my whole body locking up, and Audrey held on with her legs tight around my waist and her hands flat on my back. I could feel her pulse hammering against my chest, or maybe that was mine. I couldn't tell.

I stayed inside her for a long time after, my forehead pressed to the pillow beside her head, both of us breathing hard in the dark. She ran her fingers through the damp hair at the back of my neck and didn't say anything.

I didn't say anything either.

There was a conversation we probably should've been having. Something about boundaries, or what this meant, or whether we were actually considering turning a two-year-old piece of pillow talk into something real. But the words felt too heavy to lift.

She fell asleep first. I felt her breathing slow beneath me, her body going soft, her fingers going still in my hair.

I rolled onto my back and thought about the girl down the hall in 4F. I thought about what Audrey had said. I thought about how hard I had come when she said it.

I didn't sleep for a long time.

[image: ]


Sam came again on Saturday bringing cookies.

She knocked around five with a Tupperware container and a smile. "Snickerdoodles," she said, holding them out. "I made way too many and my roommate's gone for the weekend, so."

She was wearing a sundress. That's the detail that stuck — not the cookies, not what she said, but the dress. It was pale yellow with thin straps, fitted through the waist and loose at the hem, and it moved when her hips moved.

Her legs were bare. She'd painted her toenails the same dark green as her fingernails, and I should not have been noticing any of it.

"Stay for dinner," Audrey said from behind me. "We're making pasta. There's always too much."

I looked at Audrey. She looked right back at me, calm and pleasant and completely aware of what she was doing.

Sam stayed for dinner.

She sat at the counter while I cooked, her bare feet hooked on the rung of the stool. Sam asked questions while I chopped garlic and heated oil in the pan.

"How long have you two been together?" she asked.

"Five years married," Audrey said. "Seven total."

"God." Sam said it like seven years was a geological era. "Do you ever get bored?"

Audrey laughed. "Of each other?"

"Of anything. Like, the routine." Sam shifted her hips on the stool, and the dress slid higher on her thighs. "I can barely commit to a shampoo brand. I can't imagine finding one person and just knowing."

"It's not like that," I said, draining the pasta. "You don't just know. You decide, and then you keep deciding."

Sam looked at me with an expression that made me feel like I'd said something more important than I meant to. "That's actually really beautiful," she said.

We ate at the table. It was easy in a way that surprised me. Sam was funny and curious. She asked Audrey about her job and seemed genuinely interested. She told us about a cake she'd ruined at the bakery that morning and laughed at herself in a way that made both of us laugh too.

After dinner we moved to the couch. Sam sat in the middle, close enough to me that her knee grazed mine when she shifted. She smelled like cinnamon and something floral underneath. Every time she turned to talk to me her hair swung forward and I caught a glimpse of the little moon tattoo behind her ear.

"Can I be honest about something?" she said, looking down into her glass.

"Always," Audrey said.

Sam bit her lip. "I haven't had a lot of experience with guys. Like, almost none." She said it quickly. "And I watch you two together and it's like — I'd kill to have someone look at me the way he looks at you."

The room got very still. I felt Audrey go motionless beside me.

Sam seemed to realize what she'd said and her eyes went wide. "That sounded weird. I didn't mean⁠—"

"It didn't sound weird," Audrey said quietly.

Sam looked at her, then at me, and something crossed her face that I couldn't decipher. It was too open to be calculation and too aware to be innocent. She tucked her hair behind both ears and stood up.

"I should go," she said. "It's late and I've already stolen your whole evening." She gathered the Tupperware and hugged Audrey, pressing her cheek briefly against hers. Then she turned to me and put her hand on my arm, just above the elbow, and squeezed. Her fingers were warm and small. She left them there for one second longer than necessary.

"Thanks for dinner," she said. "Really."

Then she was gone. The door was closed, and the apartment was full of her absence.

I started clearing the table. Audrey stood in the kitchen doorway with her arms crossed. When I glanced at her I saw that her cheeks were flushed. Not embarrassed. Not angry. Flushed the way she got after an orgasm.

"I want you to do something about that," she said.

I laughed because I didn't know what else to do. "About what?"

"About her. About Sam." Audrey's voice was steady but her color was high and her eyes were bright. "She basically told you she wants you."

"She told us she doesn't have experience with guys. That's not the same thing."

"She said she wants someone to look at her the way you look at me." Audrey uncrossed her arms. "That's exactly the same thing."

"Audrey."

"I'm serious." She said it without blinking. No smile, no playful lilt, none of the soft edges she usually wrapped this fantasy in. It was just a flat, clear statement from a woman who'd made up her mind. "I've been thinking about this for two years and now there's a girl who's interested and I'm telling you — I'm serious."

I put the plates in the sink and ran the water and didn't say anything.

Audrey watched me for a long moment, then turned and walked to the bedroom.

The faucet kept running. I stood there with my hands in the warm water and tried to figure out when this had stopped being a game.
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The next evening things got worse.

Audrey left for the pharmacy around seven. She kissed me on the cheek on her way out and said she'd be back in twenty minutes.

Sam knocked twelve minutes in.

I almost didn't answer. I stood in the hallway and looked at the door. I thought about pretending I wasn't home, which was ridiculous because she could probably hear the TV. So reluctantly, I opened it.

She was in leggings and an oversized off-the-shoulder sweater that hung loose on one side, exposing the strap of whatever she was wearing underneath. Her hair was pulled up in a messy knot and she had a smudge of flour on her jaw, like she'd come straight from baking.

"Hey," she said. "Is Audrey around?"

"She ran out for a bit. She'll be back soon."

Sam hesitated for half a second, then stepped inside like the invitation was implied. Maybe it was. She'd been over enough times now that the threshold between our apartments had worn thin, and I didn't have a good reason to leave her standing in the hall.

"I can wait," she said, settling onto the barstool that was already becoming hers. "Unless that's weird."

"It's not weird," I said, even though my pulse said otherwise.

I poured her a glass of water because that's what I did now. It was my role — Sam shows up, I pour water, I lean against the counter, and try to look at anything that isn't her. The routine had its own gravity at this point.

But tonight was different. Tonight, Audrey and I were here alone. I was aware of how close the counter was to Sam's stool, how I could see the line of her neck where the sweater slipped off her shoulder.

"Can I ask you something personal?" she said.

"Depends on how personal."

She smiled, but it was nervous. She rotated the water glass between her palms and didn't look at me. "You and Audrey. Are you guys, like — I mean obviously you're happy, but are you traditional? Like, strictly monogamous, don't-even-look-at-anyone-else traditional?"

My mouth went dry. "Why are you asking?"

"Because I think about you." She said it fast, almost tripping over the words, and then her eyes went wide like she'd heard herself say it out loud for the first time. "God. Sorry. I have no filter. I literally have zero filter and it's going to be a problem my whole life."

She pressed her palms flat against the counter and stared at them. The flour smudge on her jaw caught the light. I wanted to reach over and brush it off.

"Sam," I said.

"You don't have to say anything. I know it's weird. You're married and I'm your neighbor and I keep showing up at your door with baked goods like some kind of unhinged Welcome Wagon."

She laughed, but it was shaky. "I just — I've never met anyone like you. Like both of you, but especially you. You're kind and you actually listen when people talk and you have these hands that—" She stopped herself. Her cheeks darkened. "I'm going to stop talking now."

I didn't know what to do with my body. I was leaning against the counter with my arms crossed and every part of me was too aware of every part of her. My skin felt like it was running a low-grade fever.

I could smell her from here — that cocoa butter scent mixed with the flour on her skin.

"You don't have to apologize," I said. My voice came out lower than I intended.

"I do, though." She slid off the stool and stood, tugging the sweater back up onto her shoulder where it immediately started slipping again. "I'm going to go before I say something else I can't take back."

I walked her to the door, eager to see her leave and yet already missing her. She stepped into the hallway and turned around. We were standing closer than I'd realized — close enough that I could see the gold flecks in her brown eyes, close enough that if I leaned forward six inches, my lips would be touching hers.

She looked up at me and something settled in her face. The nervousness left and what replaced it was steady and clear and older than eighteen.

"If you two ever wanted company," she said, "I wouldn't say no."

Then she turned and walked down the hall. She didn't look back.

I stood in the doorway with my hand on the frame and the hallway went quiet around me. The fluorescent light at the end of the corridor buzzed and flickered. I could still smell cocoa butter.

Audrey came home ten minutes later with a pharmacy bag and a bottle of Malbec. She set both on the counter and looked at my face.

"What happened?" she said.

"Nothing."

She studied me the way she'd been studying me for a week, like I was some kind of puzzle. I didn’t come clean to her until we were in bed for the night.

We’d brushed our teeth and changed and went through the whole routine first. I kept thinking I'd let it go, that I'd just let Sam's words dissolve into the background noise of a strange week. But Audrey was lying next to me in the dark, and I could feel her waiting. She hadn't asked again since she came home, but she knew something was up.

"Sam said something tonight," I said. "While you were out."

Audrey didn't move, but the quality of her stillness changed. She went from relaxed to alert without shifting a muscle, the way an animal does when it hears something in the brush.

"She said if we ever wanted company, she wouldn't say no."

Silence. Three seconds. Five. Then Audrey sat up. She reached over and turned on the bedside lamp. The room was washed in gold, and she looked down at me with an expression I'd never seen on her face before.

"She said that?"

"Those were her exact words."

"And what did you say?"

"Nothing. She left."

Audrey pulled her knees up to her chest and pressed her lips together. Her eyes were bright and her breathing had changed. It was shallow and quick, and I realized with a strange lurch in my stomach that she was turned on.

Not processing, not weighing the implications, not doing the careful calibration I expected. She was aroused.

"This is the thing," she said. "This is what I've been talking about."

"Audrey."

"I know how it sounds." She held up a hand. "I know. But I've been thinking about this for two years and it's not going away, and now there's a girl who's attracted to you and she's basically offering, and I—" She stopped and pressed her palms against her eyes for a second. Then lowered them. "I want this. I actually want this."

I sat up against the headboard. The lamp threw shadows across the sheets and Audrey's face was half lit, her eyes dark and serious. She looked beautiful and slightly unhinged and completely certain.

"It's one thing in theory," I said. "You know that. Talking about it while we're—" I gestured vaguely at the bed. "That's different from actually doing it. She's our neighbor. She’s young. If it goes sideways⁠—"

"It won’t go sideways," she said.

"It could go very sideways. She's eighteen, Audrey. She has a crush and we'd be — what, inviting her into our bed? What does that make us?"

"It makes us two adults who are interested in a third adult who's interested back." She said it plainly. "She knows what she wants. I'm telling you what I want. The only person who hasn't said what he wants is you."

My eyes widened. She was right, of course.

"I'm not saying tonight," she said, softer now. She put her hand on my thigh over the sheet. "I'm not saying we text her right now and invite her over. I'm saying we stop pretending this isn't happening. I'm saying we talk about it like adults and figure out what it looks like."

"And if I said I wasn't comfortable?"

"Then we don't do it." No hesitation. "This doesn't work unless we both want it. That's the whole point."

I looked at her hand on my leg. Her wedding ring caught the lamplight, the thin gold band I'd slid onto her finger in a courthouse five years ago. I thought about what that ring meant and whether what we were discussing was a betrayal of it or an extension of it. I didn't have an answer.

"I don't know what I want," I said, which was the most honest thing I'd said all week.

Audrey studied me for a long time. Then she leaned over and kissed my forehead, finally turning off the lamp.

"You don't have to know tonight," she said in the dark. Her hand found mine under the sheet and her fingers laced through mine. "But it’s your decision now. You know that, right? Because everyone else has already said ‘yes.’"

"Yeah," I said. "I know."

Audrey squeezed my hand once, then rolled onto her side and pulled my arm across her waist. I held her close, her back against my chest, and listened to her breathing.
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I agreed to let Audrey invite her over on a Thursday. Audrey texted her and Sam replied in under a minute with a string of exclamation points that made Audrey laugh.

I cooked. Audrey set the table with the nice plates, the ones we usually saved for when her parents visited, and she lit a candle in the center that she'd never lit before. I didn't comment on any of it. We both knew what this was. We just hadn't said it out loud.

Sam showed up in a black top with a low neckline and jeans that sat tight on her hips. She'd done something with her eyes — liner, maybe, or shadow — that made them look darker and wider than usual. She brought a bottle of wine which made me question how she’d paid for it. When she handed it to me, her fingers lingered on mine.

She smiled like she knew exactly why she was here.

Dinner was electric. Every sentence had a second meaning humming underneath it. Audrey sat close to Sam and kept touching her — her wrist, her shoulder, the small of her back when she got up to refill their glasses.

She steered the conversation toward relationships, toward what people wanted, toward honesty. Sam responded to all of it, leaning in, matching Audrey's energy, but her eyes kept drifting to me across the table.

After we cleared the dishes, we moved to the couch. Audrey sat on one end, Sam in the middle, me on the other. The space between us was maybe six inches on either side.

Audrey put her hand on Sam's knee. Sam looked at her, then at me, and I saw her breath catch. I put my arm along the back of the sofa behind her. She made a small sound that traveled straight through me.

Sam leaned toward me. Her eyes dropped to my mouth. I could feel the heat coming off her body. I could smell that she’d added perfume, something she'd put on for this. Audrey's hand moved higher on Sam's thigh.

Sam's lips parted and the whole room contracted to the three of us on that couch. Then Sam pulled back.

It was sudden, like a rubber band snapping. She sat up straight and put her hands in her lap and her whole body changed. The confidence drained out of her posture and what replaced it was fear. Not shyness, not coyness. Real fear.

"Wait," she said. Her voice was smaller than I'd ever heard it. "I need to tell you something before this goes any further."

The room went still. Audrey's hand stayed on Sam's leg. I pulled my arm back to give her space.

Sam stared at her own hands. She was twisting the ring on her index finger, a thin silver band, turning it around and around. When she finally spoke, her voice was steady, but I could see her throat working.

"I'm…um…trans," she said. "I've been on hormones for three years. Everything you see—" She gestured at herself with a quick, almost dismissive motion. "This is me. This is how I live. But I haven't had bottom surgery." She swallowed. "I don't know if I will. And I need you to know that before anything happens, because I've been in situations where I didn't say anything and it—" Her voice cracked. "It went badly."

The silence that followed was the loudest thing I'd ever heard.

Audrey moved first. She took Sam's hand, gently untwisting her fingers from the ring, and held it between both of hers.

"Thank you for telling us," she said. Her voice was calm and warm and carried no hesitation. "That doesn't change anything for me."

Sam looked at her with wet eyes. "You mean that?"

"I mean it."

Sam's gaze shifted to me. She searched my face and I watched her read my silence, watched the hope in her expression start to dim as the seconds stretched out. I saw her jaw tighten, the beginning of a wall going up, the defense she'd probably built and rebuilt a hundred times.

"It's okay," she said quietly, already starting to pull her hand from Audrey's. "I get it. I should've said something sooner. I'm sorry, I⁠—"

"Don't apologize," I said. My voice came out rough. "I'm not — this isn't—" I stopped because I didn't have the sentence. I didn't have any sentence. I was still attracted to her. That was the thing I couldn't get around. "I need a minute," I said. "That's all. I just need a minute."

Sam nodded. Her chin trembled and she pressed her lips together to stop it.

Sam left quietly. No lingering at the door, no parting line, just a quick hug for Audrey and a glance at me that I couldn't decode. The apartment felt like the air had been let out of it. Completely deflated.

We cleaned up without talking. I washed the plates while Audrey blew out the candle and wiped down the table. We moved around each other the way we always did in the kitchen, but I felt the tension both of us were carrying.

We got into bed and Audrey turned off the lamp and lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. I could tell she was waiting for me to go first.

"I don't know what I'm feeling," I said.

"Okay." She said it simply, without judgment. "What parts don't you know?"

I tried to organize it. Everything from the last hour was jumbled together — Sam's face when she told us, the way her voice cracked, the fear in her eyes when she looked at me and I didn't say the right thing fast enough. The warmth of her skin under my hand thirty seconds before the world tilted.

"I'm not upset," I said, because that felt important to establish. "I want to be clear about that. Whatever I'm feeling, it's not that."

"I know it's not."

"I just—" I rubbed my face with both hands. "I don't know how to fit it together."

Audrey kissed my shoulder. "You don't have to figure this out tonight."

"I know."

"I mean it. There's no clock on this."

She settled against me, her head on my chest, and her breathing started to slow the way it always did — steady, deepening, gone within minutes. She could fall asleep anywhere, under any circumstances. I'd always envied that about her.

I stared at the ceiling.

The thing that kept circling back wasn't the reveal itself. It was the fact that I was still turned on. I didn’t know the first thing about sleeping with a trans woman, but I still wanted Sam.

And I didn't know what that made me. I didn't know if it needed to make me anything. I didn't know if the question itself was the wrong question, the kind of thing that only mattered if you insisted on putting a label on the answer.

I thought about Sam walking down the hallway to her apartment, alone, probably convinced she'd ruined everything. I thought about how brave it was to say what she'd said, knowing what she knew about how people react. I thought about the tremble in her chin that she'd tried to stop.

I thought about the fact that even now, I wanted to touch her again.
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She knocked on our door the next day. Sam was standing in the hallway in a denim skirt and a cropped top. Everything about her posture was different.

Her shoulders were drawn in. Her arms were crossed low over her stomach. She looked like someone who'd spent the last twenty-four hours convincing herself to walk thirty feet down a hallway and was already regretting it.

"Hi," she said. "Is this — I wasn't sure if I should come over. I can go."

Audrey appeared behind me before I could answer, reaching past me to take Sam's wrist. "Get in here," she said, pulling her gently through the doorway. "I was about to text you."

Sam let herself be pulled. She stood in our living room with her hands clasped in front of her. She looked scared.

"I'm sorry about last night," she said. "I should've told you sooner. Before things got⁠—"

"Stop," Audrey said. She guided Sam to the couch and sat beside her. "You told us when you were ready. That's when you're supposed to tell people."

Sam looked at me. I was leaning against the counter, the same spot I always stood in. The spot where I poured water and reorganized spices and pretended I wasn't watching her. Her eyes searched mine for something — permission, maybe, or rejection, or whatever she'd conditioned herself to expect from men who found out.

"We're good," I said. It came out simply because it was simple. Whatever I'd spent the night wrestling with, whatever questions I still didn't have answers to, this much I knew. "You didn't ruin anything."

Her shoulders dropped. Not all the way, but enough. She exhaled and some of the color came back into her face.

I put on music. We talked. Not about the reveal, not about what had almost happened on the couch, just normal things.

Sam told us about a woman at the bakery who'd ordered a cake shaped like her ex-husband's car so she could smash it at her divorce party.

Audrey told a story about a client who'd replied-all with a complaint about his boss. I talked about a bridge I was working on that kept failing its load simulations and Sam asked three follow-up questions that made me realize she'd actually been listening every time I'd mentioned my work.

The ease came back. Sam uncrossed her legs. Her laugh loosened. She leaned into the couch cushions and her knee drifted sideways until it rested against mine. I didn’t move away.

At some point the music shifted to something slower and the candle Audrey had lit on the coffee table caught the angles of Sam's face in a way that made my chest tighten. She was telling Audrey something about a recipe and her hands were moving the way they always did, quick and expressive. But I was watching the line of her throat and the bare strip of her stomach above the waistband of the skirt.

She caught me looking.

Audrey saw it happen, too. She'd been watching both of us with hope all night. I felt her gaze shift between Sam and me.

"You should kiss her," Audrey said.

Sam's lips parted and her eyes went wide. She turned to me, wondering what I’d do next.

I leaned in. I could feel my heartbeat in my throat, in my wrists, in the hand I brought up to the side of Sam's neck. Her skin was warm and impossibly soft. She didn't move toward me. She waited, trembling slightly, giving me every chance to stop.

I kissed her.

Her mouth was softer than I'd expected. She tasted so sweet it was almost excruciating knowing I’d waited so long.

For a second she didn't move at all. She just let it happen, frozen, like she couldn't believe it was real. Then her hand came up and gripped the front of my shirt, her fingers twisting in the fabric as she kissed me back.

Her lips moved against mine slowly, carefully, like she was afraid of wanting too much. Then I cupped the back of her neck and pulled her closer, and something broke open. She made a sound against my mouth — a half gasp and half whimper — and I felt it vibrate through my entire body.

When I pulled back, her eyes were still closed. Her hand was still fisted in my shirt. Her breath came in short, shallow waves. Her lips were parted and flushed.

I looked at Audrey.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were dark and fixed on us with an intensity that I recognized from the bedroom, from the moments when she told me exactly what she wanted.

She smiled then stood. She set her glass on the coffee table and held her hand out to Sam, who took it without hesitation. I followed them down the hallway to the bedroom.

The room was warm and golden and the sheets were pulled back. I stood just inside the doorway while Audrey led Sam to the edge of the bed.

They faced each other. Audrey was taller by a few inches, and she looked down at Sam with an expression I recognized but had never seen directed at anyone else. Tender and hungry at the same time. She tucked Sam's hair behind her ear, the one with the crescent moon tattoo, and Sam's breath shuddered visibly.

Then Audrey kissed her.

Audrey cupped Sam's face in both hands and kissed her slowly, deeply. Sam's hands came up to Audrey's waist and gripped the fabric of her shirt.

They looked beautiful together. Two women kissing in the soft light of my bedroom lamp, and I was watching. It was a dream come true.

But my mind was still a little frazzled, because I knew what was under Sam's skirt. I was watching two women kiss, and I was watching my wife kiss someone who had a cock. Both of those things were true at the same time, and I couldn't make them cancel each other out.

Sam made a soft moan against Audrey's mouth, and I saw it then. The denim skirt was short and fitted, and there was no hiding it — Sam was hard. The fabric tented at the front, pulled taut across a shape that was unmistakable. My stomach dropped, my pulse surged and I couldn't look away.

She was big. Even through the skirt I could tell she was big, the outline pressing against the denim in a way that seemed almost impossible on her small frame. This girl who barely came up to my chin, with her narrow waist and her soft breasts visible through the cropped top, had an erection that rivaled mine. Maybe exceeded it.

I didn't know what to do with that. My body had no such confusion. I was hard, achingly hard, and the sight of Sam's arousal pressing against her skirt wasn't diminishing that. If anything it was making it worse.

Audrey pulled back from the kiss and looked at Sam, then down. She saw it too. Her eyes widened slightly and her lips parted, and she looked at me over Sam's shoulder with an expression that was pure unfiltered want.

She started undressing Sam. Slowly, like she was unwrapping something precious. She slid the straps of the cropped top off Sam's shoulders and pulled it over her head. Sam's breasts were small and round and perfect, dark nipples already tight in the cool air. Audrey ran her thumb across one and Sam gasped, her eyes fluttering shut.

Sam reached for Audrey in return, her fingers finding the buttons on Audrey's blouse. She undid them one at a time, parting the fabric, and Audrey let the shirt fall behind her.

Sam unhooked Audrey's bra and it dropped to the floor. By comparison, Audrey's breasts were fuller and heavier, the ones I'd memorized over five years of marriage. Seeing Sam's hands on them sent a jolt through me.

Then Audrey unzipped the skirt.

The denim slid down Sam's hips and pooled at her feet. She was wearing a pair of thin black underwear, bikini cut. Her cock strained against them, the head visible above the waistband, flushed dark and slick at the tip.

The rest of her was all girl. It was like looking at two different truths occupying the same body, and neither one was a lie.

Sam's hands were trembling as she pushed Audrey's jeans down. Audrey stepped out of them and stood in just her underwear, dark cotton, already visibly damp. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them off.

She was bare and flushed and wet in a way that I could see from across the room. The lips of her pussy were swollen and glistening.

I stood in the doorway and looked at both of them. My wife, naked and dripping, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. Sam, half naked and hard, her cock thick against her stomach, her breasts rising with the same unsteady rhythm. Both of them turned to me at the same time, and the contrast hit me— Audrey's soft wetness and Sam's rigid length, both of them wanting, both of them waiting.

"Come here," Audrey said.

My feet moved before my brain gave the order.

"I want you to go down on her," Audrey said.

Three words. No room for negotiation. She was standing behind Sam with her chin on Sam's shoulder, her hands resting lightly on Sam's bare hips, and she was looking at me like she was handing me a key.

I stepped forward. The distance between the doorway and where Sam stood was maybe eight feet, but it felt like crossing into a country I didn't have a passport for. Sam watched me come toward her, her chest rising and falling in quick shallow breaths, her cock still hard and straining against the waistband of her underwear.

Audrey moved to my side. Her hands found the hem of my shirt and she pulled it over my head. Then her fingers went to my waistband, unbuttoning my jeans, and sliding the zipper down. She pushed them off my hips and I stepped out of them, and she hooked her thumbs into my boxers and pulled those down too.

I was fully hard. There was no hiding it and no point in trying.

Sam's eyes dropped to my cock and her lips parted. Her hand twitched at her side like she wanted to reach for me and was holding herself back.

"Oh my god," she said softly.

I stepped into her. I cupped her face and kissed her. This time there was no hesitation. Her mouth opened under mine and she kissed me back with a hunger that vibrated through her whole body.

Her hands flattened against my chest, her fingers spreading across my skin. I pulled her closer by the waist and our bodies pressed together, and I felt it — her cock against mine, hard and hot and undeniable, separated by nothing but the thin fabric of her underwear.

My brain short-circuited. The sensation was foreign in a way — another cock pressed against my own, rigid and thick, pulsing with the same blood-warm heat. I waited for the recoil, for some deep-wired part of me to flinch. It didn't come. What came instead was a surge of arousal so sharp it bordered on vertigo.

Audrey slid Sam's underwear down, freeing her. I felt Sam's cock spring up against my stomach, bare now, the skin impossibly smooth and hot. Sam whimpered into my mouth and her hips rocked forward involuntarily, dragging herself against me.

I dropped to my knees.

I was eye level with Sam's cock, and up close it was even bigger than I'd registered — thick, flushed dark, curving slightly upward, the head swollen and wet. It didn't look like mine. It looked like it belonged exactly where it was, on this body, framed by the smooth skin of her thighs and the soft curve of her hips.

I'd never done this. I'd never wanted to do this. I'd never, in thirty-one years of living, considered the possibility that I would be on my knees in front of another person's cock. But Sam was trembling above me, her fingers threading shakily into my hair. Audrey had moved behind her and was cupping Sam's breasts, her thumbs circling Sam's nipples.

The sound Sam made when Audrey's mouth found the side of her neck was so purely desperate that my hesitation burned away.

I leaned forward and took her into my mouth.

The taste was salt and skin and something sweet. She was thick enough that my jaw stretched to accommodate her, and I felt the weight of her on my tongue, heavy and solid and real. Sam's whole body jerked and she gasped, a broken sound that filled the room, and her fingers tightened in my hair hard enough to sting.

I didn't know what I was doing. I moved on instinct, on the memory of what felt good when it was done to me — slow at first, my lips tight around the shaft, my tongue working the underside.

I took her deeper and she moaned, high and ragged, her hips twitching forward. I could hear Audrey murmuring against Sam's skin, could hear the wet sounds of Audrey's mouth on Sam's breasts.

The combination of those sounds and the taste filling my mouth and the ache in my own untouched cock was overwhelming.

Sam's breathing went staccato. Her thighs tensed against my hands and her grip in my hair turned desperate. "I'm going to—" she started, her voice cracking. "I can't — I'm⁠—"

I didn't pull back. I don't know why. I don't know if it was instinct or intention or just the simple refusal to stop something that felt, against every expectation I'd ever held about myself, right.

I took her deeper and she came with a sound that was almost a sob. Her cock pulsed against my tongue, hot and thick and flooding my mouth.

I swallowed. It was bitter and salty. It slid down my throat and I swallowed again. Sam shuddered above me, her fingers loosening in my hair. Her whole body went slack. Audrey held her upright from behind, arms wrapped around her waist, chin on her shoulder, eyes locked on me.

I stayed on my knees, breathing hard, my hands on Sam's trembling thighs. My cock was so hard it hurt.

"On the bed," Audrey said. Her voice had dropped into a register I only heard when she was past the point of thinking, running on pure instinct. "Hands and knees."

Sam climbed onto the bed. She moved like someone in a trance, her body loose and liquid from the orgasm, her skin flushed dark across her chest and stomach.

She settled on all fours in the center of the mattress, her back arched, her knees apart. Her cock hung heavy and spent between her thighs, still thick, starting to stiffen again already.

Audrey opened the drawer of the bedside table and pulled out a bottle of lube. She pressed it into my hand without a word, her fingers closing over mine for a second, her eyes holding mine. She didn't need to explain. The weight of the bottle in my palm told me everything about what she wanted.

Then she moved to the bed. She lay back against the pillows and slid her hips forward, positioning herself underneath Sam. Her legs opened, her knees bent on either side of Sam's shoulders. Sam looked down at her.

Audrey reached up and tucked Sam's hair behind her ears. "Lick me," Audrey said.

Sam lowered her mouth and Audrey's eyes fluttered shut. A moan rolled out of her, low and broken, and her hand went to the back of Sam's head. Sam's tongue moved in slow, flat strokes. Audrey's hips lifted off the mattress and her fingers twisted in Sam's hair.

I uncapped the lube.

My hands were steady, which surprised me. Something had shifted in the last ten minutes, some internal argument that I'd been having with myself for days had finally gone quiet. I slicked my cock thoroughly, the lube cool against the heat of my skin.

I climbed onto the bed behind Sam.

She was open and exposed and impossibly beautiful. The narrow taper of her waist. The dark cleft between her cheeks. I put one hand on her lower back and she arched deeper, pressing back toward me, and a moan escaped her mouth against Audrey's body.

I positioned the tip of my cock against her puckered hole and pushed forward.

The resistance was immediate — tighter than anything I'd felt before, a hot ring of pressure that gripped the head of my cock and held it. Sam gasped and her whole body went rigid, her fingers clawing at the sheets on either side of Audrey's hips.

I stopped and waited, my hand stroking her back. She breathed out slowly, and I felt her body soften, opening around me in increments.

I pushed deeper. Inch by inch, feeling her stretch to take me, her breath coming in sharp little hitches that vibrated against Audrey's skin.

When I was fully inside her, the heat was overwhelming — tight, slick, clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. I held still and let her adjust, my thumbs tracing circles on her hips.

"Keep going," Sam whispered, her mouth still pressed against Audrey. "Please."

I pulled back slowly and pushed in again. Sam moaned into Audrey's pussy, and Audrey's back arched off the pillow.

The chain reaction was intoxicating. Every thrust I made drove Sam's mouth harder against Audrey, and every sound Audrey made sent Sam pressing back against me.

The three of us locked into a rhythm that felt less like something we'd decided and more like something that was happening to us.

I fucked her slowly at first. I wanted to feel everything — the clench and release of her body around my cock, the way her hips rocked back to meet me, the tremble in her thighs when I hit something deep inside her that made her cry out.

She was getting hard again, her cock swaying between her legs with each thrust, untouched and thickening. The sight of it — this girl on her hands and knees, taking me inside her while she ate my wife's pussy, her own cock heavy and dripping below her — was so far beyond anything I'd ever imagined wanting. It was so much better.

I went harder. Sam took it, pushing back, her moans muffled against Audrey. Audrey was loud now, louder than she ever was with me, her hips grinding against Sam's mouth, her hand fisted in Sam's hair. She looked past Sam's body and found my eyes. The expression on her face was wrecked — flushed, open, her lips swollen from biting them, tears still drying on her cheeks.

"Don't stop," she said.

Audrey came first. Her body seized, her thighs clamping around Sam's head, a sound tearing out of her.

Sam came next, her cock pulsing untouched, spilling onto the sheets beneath her. Her ass clenched around me so hard I saw stars. She moaned against Audrey's thigh.

I followed. The orgasm hit me from the base of my spine and pulled me under, and I buried myself inside Sam and held her hips and came in long, wrenching pulses that emptied me completely. My vision went dark at the edges. My arms gave out and I folded forward over Sam's back, my forehead pressed between her shoulder blades, my breath hot against her skin.

I pulled back and watched as Sam collapsed beside Audrey. Audrey slid to the side, creating space for me to lay between them.

Audrey was curled against my left side with her hand on my chest, her breathing slow and even, and Sam was on my right with her head on my shoulder, her fingers resting lightly on my stomach.

After a few minutes of silence, Sam shifted. She sat up carefully, pulling away from me like she was trying not to wake anyone, and swung her legs off the side of the bed. I watched her reach for her underwear on the floor, her bare back narrow and beautiful in the low light, the knobs of her spine casting tiny shadows.

"Where are you going?" Audrey said.

Sam looked over her shoulder. "I figured I should—" She paused, one hand holding the underwear, the other braced against the mattress. "I didn't want to overstay."

There was something in her voice I recognized from the night she'd told us. That preemptive retreat, the instinct to leave before being asked to leave.

"Stay," Audrey said.

Sam looked at me. She always looked at me when it mattered, like I was the variable she couldn't predict. Audrey was warmth and certainty. I was the question she kept checking.

I reached over and took the underwear out of her hand and dropped it on the floor.

"Stay," I said.

She let out a breath. Then she lay back down, settling into the space between us this time, her back against my chest, her head fitting neatly below my chin. Audrey shifted closer on the other side and draped an arm across Sam's waist, her fingers brushing my hip.

Sam was quiet for a long time. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest, still faster than resting, still coming down. Audrey traced slow circles on Sam's arm, her fingertip following the same path over and over, and Sam's breathing gradually matched the rhythm.

"I've never felt this normal after telling someone," Sam said. Her voice was small and clear in the dark room. "Usually, I leave and I feel like I've given something away that I can't get back. Like I'm less, somehow." She paused. "I don't feel less right now."

Audrey's arm tightened around her. She pressed a kiss to Sam's shoulder, then another, then rested her lips there.

"You're not less," Audrey said against her skin. "You're not less of anything."

I didn't say anything. I pressed my mouth to the top of Sam's head and breathed in — cocoa butter and sweat and the lingering trace of the perfume she'd put on. She tilted her head back slightly, pressing into the contact, and I felt her body relax one more degree.

Audrey reached up and turned off the lamp.

I didn't know what this meant for who I was, for the neat categories I'd always assumed I fit inside, for the story I'd been telling myself about what I wanted and who I wanted it with.

But I knew what I felt, lying in that bed with both of them. I felt full.

Sam's breathing deepened. Her body went heavy against mine, the way people go heavy when they truly let go, and I knew she was asleep. Audrey's thumb stroked the back of my hand once, twice, and then stilled.

I held on and then fell asleep.


HIS VACATION TRANSFORMATION


Lacy had this way of making everything feel like an adventure, even the three-hour drive down the coast with the windows down and the radio too loud. I loved that about her. I also envied it, because I'd never once in my twenty-three years on this planet been the guy who made things feel like anything other than exactly what they were.

She'd booked the hotel herself — a little beachside place with sun-bleached siding and balconies that overlooked the sand. It wasn't fancy, but it had character, and Lacy cared more about character than thread count. I carried both bags up to the second floor while she bounced ahead of me down the hallway, reading every room number out loud like she was counting down to something.

"Two-fourteen," she announced, slapping the keycard against the reader. The light flashed green and she shoved the door open with her hip. "Oh, this is perfect."

It was a standard room. Queen bed, flat-screen, a bathroom with those little wrapped soaps. But she said it like she meant it, and that was enough to make me believe it too.

I dropped the bags near the closet and pulled back the curtain. The ocean was right there, close enough that I could hear the waves even through the glass. Down below, a few couples were already staked out on the sand with umbrellas and coolers, and a group of guys were setting up a volleyball net near the waterline.

"Promise me we'll be exciting this weekend?"

I turned around. She was sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed, looking at me with those wide brown eyes that always made me feel like I was the luckiest man on earth.

"I promise," I said.

I meant it. Or, at least I wanted to mean it. Deep down I wasn't sure I could deliver. Exciting wasn't really in my repertoire. I was the guy who Googled restaurant menus before we went out so I wouldn't hold up the line, the guy who still folded his T-shirts the way his mom taught him.

Lacy never called me boring — she was too kind for that — but sometimes I caught her watching me with this patient little smile, like she was waiting for a version of me I hadn't figured out how to be yet.

She stood up and pulled her sundress over her head in one smooth motion, and every thought I'd been having evaporated.

Her body stopped me every single time. I don't know how it hadn't gotten old yet — we'd been together almost two years — but it hadn't. She unclasped her bra and her breasts fell free, full and round with soft pink nipples that tightened in the air conditioning. My mouth actually watered. She had these hips that curved out from a narrow waist, the kind of figure that looked painted on, and when she turned to dig through her bag I watched the muscles in her back shift under smooth, tan skin.

She stepped into a white bikini bottom that sat low on her hips and tied at the sides, then pulled the top over her head and adjusted herself into the triangles of fabric. There wasn't much to them. The top barely contained her, and the bottom was cut high enough that it showed off the full shape of her ass. She looked like something out of a magazine, the kind I used to hide under my mattress when I was younger.

"You're staring," she said, catching my reflection in the mirror above the dresser.

"Of course, I am. You’re beautiful."

She grinned and grabbed a sheer white coverup from her bag, pulling it on over the bikini. It didn't cover much of anything — I could see every line of her body through it, the dark of her nipples, the dip of her navel — but I supposed that was the point.

I changed into my swim trunks while she put her hair up in one of those messy knots that women somehow make look fashionable. My trunks were navy blue board shorts, nothing special. I caught a glimpse of myself in the same mirror and felt that familiar pang of asymmetry. Lacy looked like she belonged on this beach, and I looked like the guy holding her towel.

"Ready?" she asked, sliding her sunglasses on top of her head.

I grabbed the room key off the dresser. "Ready."

She took my hand and pulled me toward the door, and I followed the way I always followed Lacy — willingly, a half step behind, hoping that wherever she was leading would turn me into someone worth keeping up with.
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I hadn’t noticed on the way up how much the hallway already smelled like salt air. Lacy was already a few steps ahead of me, her coverup floating behind her like she'd brought her own breeze. I pulled the door shut and checked the handle twice out of habit.

"You don't have to do that," she said without turning around. "Nobody's going to steal our stuff."

"You don't know that."

"Greg, we don’t have anything valuable in there."

I let it go. She was probably right. She was usually right.

We'd made it about four steps down the hall when the door to two-sixteen opened and a couple stepped out. Or rather, stepped into us — we nearly collided, close enough that I caught a whiff of the woman's perfume, something warm and expensive that didn't belong in a hotel like this.

"Oh, sorry about that," the woman said, laughing and pressing a hand to her chest.

She was striking. That was the word that came to mind before I could filter it into something less obvious. Mid-thirties, maybe a little older, with dark hair cut just above her shoulders and cheekbones that caught the overhead light. She had on a fitted linen dress, and her body underneath it was lean.

The man beside her was tall, at least a few inches on me, with a hard jaw. He had that specific kind of attractiveness that made you aware of your own looks, and how they probably didn’t measure up. Broad shoulders, a deep tan that wasn't from a weekend trip, and graying temples that somehow made him look better instead of older. He wore a linen shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, and he smiled at us with the smooth confidence of someone who'd never once Googled a menu in advance.

"No worries at all," Lacy said, and I watched both of them look at her.

Then something happened that I didn't quite have the vocabulary for at the time. The woman's gaze moved to Lacy's face and stayed there — not a glance but an actual look, the kind you give a painting you're considering buying. And the man did something similar, except his attention drifted to me. Not my face exactly, but lower. My chest, my hips, my legs. It was fast, maybe two seconds total, and then his eyes came back up with that same easy smile.

My skin prickled. I didn't know what to do with it, so I did what I always did with feelings I couldn't figure out — I filed them away and pretended they didn't exist.

"I'm Nicole," the woman said, extending her hand to Lacy first. "And this is my husband, Liam."

"Lacy." My girlfriend shook Nicole's hand and then Liam's, and I noticed she held Liam's grip for just a beat longer than necessary. Or maybe I imagined it. I was already off-balance.

"Greg," I said, shaking Nicole's hand. Her fingers were cool and she squeezed with more pressure than I expected. When I shook Liam's hand, his palm swallowed mine. He had a firm grip without being aggressive about it, and he held eye contact the entire time with an expression I couldn't read.

"You two heading to the beach?" Nicole asked, leaning against her doorframe like she had nowhere to be.

"We are," Lacy said.

"Well, enjoy yourselves," Liam said. His voice was lower than I'd expected, smooth like syrup. "The water's perfect today."

Lacy laced her fingers through mine and squeezed. "Oh, we plan to."

She said it with this tone I recognized. It was playful and a little loaded. It was the voice she used when she was performing for an audience. Nicole's mouth curved into a slow smile, and Liam's eyes flicked between us like he was solving a puzzle.

"I'm sure you will," Nicole said.

We said our goodbyes, and Lacy pulled me down the hall toward the elevator. I could feel them still standing there behind us. I didn't turn around to check, but the weight of their attention sat at my lower back, like a hand I couldn't brush off. There was something in the way they'd looked at us, like we'd been noticed in a way that went beyond neighborly friendliness.

Lacy pressed the elevator button and the doors opened immediately. She stepped in and tugged me after her. The moment the doors slid shut I felt the pressure release. It was just us again, reflected in the brushed metal walls, and I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding.

"They seemed nice," Lacy said casually, watching the numbers tick down.

"Yeah," I said. "Nice."

She glanced at me sideways. "You okay? You got quiet."

"I'm always quiet."

She bumped her shoulder against my arm and smiled. "Fair point. I mean quieter than usual."

The elevator hit the lobby and the doors opened to sunlight and the sound of the ocean. Lacy stepped out ahead of me, already moving toward the beach like she'd been magnetized by it, and I followed behind her the way I always did. But somewhere in the back of my mind, I was still standing in that hallway, trying to figure out why a man I'd just met had looked at my body the way men usually looked at hers.
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Lacy stretched out on the towel like a cat finding a sunbeam, with one knee bent and her arm draped over her eyes. I sat next to her in the low beach chair we'd borrowed from the hotel lobby, pretending to read something on my phone while mostly just watching her breathe. The sun hit the sheen of oil on her stomach and made her glow like she'd been lit from the inside.

I wasn't the only one looking.

A guy walking past with a surfboard under his arm turned his head so far I thought he'd trip. Two women on a blanket nearby glanced over and then leaned into each other to whisper something. A dad building a sandcastle with his kid looked up, did a double take, and then went back to packing sand with a guilty expression. It was like this everywhere we went. Lacy existed at a frequency that people couldn't help tuning into, and she either didn't notice or didn't care.

I should've felt lucky. And I did, mostly. But there was another feeling underneath the pride, something I didn't like to acknowledge. It sat in my chest like a low hum, this quiet certainty that one day the math wouldn't add up anymore. She'd look at me across a room and finally see what everyone else probably already saw — that she was champagne and I was tap water, and no amount of love was going to change the chemistry.

It wasn't just the way she looked. It was the way she lived. Lacy said yes to everything. She'd try any food, talk to any stranger, book any trip. She'd gone skydiving on her twenty-first birthday while I spent mine at the same Italian restaurant I'd been going to since I was twelve. I loved her fearlessness the way you love a quality you know you'll never have — with admiration and a thin edge of something close to grief.

She'd been still for about twenty minutes, long enough that I thought she'd fallen asleep, when she suddenly gasped and sat straight up.

I flinched. "What?"

She was already on her feet, sand falling off her thighs as she grabbed my hand. Her eyes were locked on something down the beach, and her whole body had that electric quality she got right before she dragged me into something I wasn't prepared for.

"They're playing volleyball over there," she squealed, pulling at my arm. "Come on, let's see if we can join."

I looked where she was pointing. About fifty yards down, a group had gathered around a net, and a game was already in progress. They looked like they knew what they were doing — diving for saves, calling out formations, the whole thing. I looked back at Lacy with what I hoped was a reasonable expression.

"But I don't know anything about volleyball."

She rolled her eyes with a grin that made the protest feel as flimsy as it was. "All you do is try and hit it over the net. It's not a championship game or anything."

"It looks kind of like a championship game."

"Greg." She said my name the way she always did when I was overthinking — gently, but with a firmness that told me the decision had already been made. "We promised we'd be exciting this weekend. Remember?"

I did remember. I remembered it like signing a contract you didn't fully read.

She pulled my hand harder, and I let myself be dragged up to standing. Sand clung to the backs of my legs and my towel bunched under my feet. She was already moving, tugging me toward the net. I stumbled after her, squinting against the sun, telling myself it was just volleyball and that nobody had ever died from being bad at a beach sport.

Although I hadn't actually verified that.

The group spotted Lacy before we'd even made it halfway there. I could see the shift happen in real time. One guy nudged another, someone shielded their eyes from the sun to get a better look, and by the time we reached the net, they'd already stopped playing. A ball rolled past someone's foot and nobody bothered to pick it up.

"Hey," Lacy said, slightly out of breath from half-jogging across the sand. "Room for two more?"

"Absolutely," said a tall guy with bleached-out hair and a tattoo sleeve that wrapped around his left arm like ivy. He said it to Lacy's face, but his eyes had already made the round trip south and back. "We could use some fresh competition."

The group was five of them — four guys and one girl, all somewhere in their mid-twenties, all with the deep tans that said they'd been here longer than a weekend. The girl had short blonde hair and a nose ring, and she smiled at Lacy the way people always smiled at Lacy, like she'd just made their day better by showing up.

"I'm Tess," the blonde girl said, sticking out her hand. "These idiots are Jake, Marcus, Devon, and that one's Chris."

She pointed at each of them in turn, and they each gave some variation of a wave or a nod. Lacy introduced us both. I flashed the tight-lipped smile I used when I was surrounded by people I didn't know and couldn't think of a single interesting thing to say.

"Fair warning though," Jake, the tattooed one said as he spun the volleyball against his hip. "This is a high-stakes game."

Something in my stomach tightened. "What kind of stakes?"

"Each person on the losing team has to let someone from the winning team dictate what they wear for the rest of the day." He said it like he’d made this pitch before.

I blinked. "What they wear?"

"Yep." Marcus, a stocky guy with a buzzcut and a sunburn across his nose, grinned wide enough to show his back teeth. "One time I had to wear a stupid sombrero everywhere. To dinner, to the bar, to the gas station. Everywhere."

The group burst out laughing, including Marcus, who clearly enjoyed the memory more than the humiliation. Devon — tall, skinny, wearing board shorts that went past his knees — shook his head and added, "Dude wouldn't even take it off in the shower."

"Commitment to the bit," Marcus said, shrugging like it was obvious.

Lacy turned to me with an expression I recognized immediately. It was the expression that preceded every bad idea I'd ever gone along with. Her eyes were bright, her lips were pressed together like she was physically containing her excitement, and I could feel the ground shifting under me before she even opened her mouth.

"Well, since I'm the only one that'll be around you the rest of the day," she said slowly, "I guess we should play on separate teams."

The words hit me on a delay. I processed them slowly. First the sound, then the meaning, then the panic.

"What?"

"Come on, it'll be fun." She grabbed both of my hands and squeezed them, bouncing slightly on the balls of her feet. The motion did things to her bikini top that I tried very hard not to notice in front of five strangers. "You promised we'd be exciting this weekend."

There it was. The promise, deployed like a weapon, perfectly timed and impossible to argue with. I looked at her face and then at the group, who were all watching me with various degrees of amusement. Jake was already tossing the ball from hand to hand. Tess had her arms crossed and was smiling like she knew exactly how this was going to end.

I sighed. It came out long and slow, like air leaving a tire, and Lacy's face split into a grin before I even said the words.

"Fine," I said. "But I'm genuinely terrible at volleyball."

"Noted," Jake said, pointing at me. "You're on our team."

Lacy clapped her hands together once, delighted, then jogged around to the other side of the net where Tess and Devon were waiting. She looked back at me through the mesh with a patient little smile.

I'd like to say I held my own. I'd like to say I rose to the occasion, found some hidden athletic talent buried under years of overthinking, and became the dark horse of this beach volleyball game. I'd like to say that, but I'd be lying through my teeth.

The ball came to me six times in the first ten minutes. I missed it four of those times completely — not shanked it, not hit it out, just flat-out missed — and the two times I did make contact, I sent it sideways into the sand like I was trying to dig a trench. Jake, to his credit, didn't say a word. He just clapped his hands together after each disaster and said, "No worries, bro, next one." Marcus laughed, but it was the kind of laughing you do with someone, not at them, and Chris kept feeding me easy setups that I proceeded to butcher with remarkable consistency.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the net, Lacy was a revelation.

She moved like she'd been playing her whole life. She bumped, she set, she dove into the sand and popped back up with her hair full of grit and a grin on her face that could've powered a small city. Tess high-fived her after every point and Devon kept calling her "MVP" in a way that started ironic and became sincere somewhere around the third rally.

I watched my girlfriend spike the ball past Jake's outstretched hands and felt two things at the same time — absolute adoration and the sinking certainty that my team was going to lose because of me.

The game ended 21–14, and it wasn't as close as the score suggested.

My team groaned in unison, the theatrical kind of groan that people do when the loss is expected and the stakes are absurd enough to be funny. Marcus dropped flat onto his back in the sand and stared up at the sky. Jake shook his head slowly, then pointed at me with a grin that absolved me of everything.

"You warned us, man. I'll give you that."

"I really did," I said, and the whole group laughed, mine and Lacy's together, and I felt that rare warmth of being in on the joke instead of being the joke. Even though I was, technically, the joke.

"Alright, losers," Tess announced from the other side of the net, rubbing her palms together. "Line up. Time to claim our victims."

The winning team huddled briefly, and then they started picking. Tess chose Marcus immediately, probably because his sombrero story had given her ideas. Devon picked Jake, and Chris — who'd swapped sides at some point to even the numbers — picked the remaining guy whose name I'd already forgotten. Each selection was met with exaggerated dread from the loser and cackling from everyone else.

Which left me and Lacy.

I looked across the net at her and shrugged, giving her the best easygoing smile I could manage. This was fine. She'd probably put me in a funny hat or make me wear a Hawaiian shirt to dinner. Something goofy and harmless that we'd laugh about in the car on the way home. That was Lacy's style — fun, playful, never mean.

But the look on her face didn't match the script I was writing in my head.

She was staring at me with her lips slightly parted and her head tilted, and there was something behind her eyes that I'd never seen before. It wasn't playful. It wasn't goofy. It was focused, like she'd been waiting for this specific moment and it had finally arrived. The afternoon sun was behind her, lighting up the edges of her hair, and she looked beautiful and slightly terrifying at the same time.

"We're going to have so much fun," she said.

She didn't say it loudly. She said it just for me, low enough that the group's chatter swallowed it before it reached anyone else. Her smile was slow and deliberate, and it reached her eyes in a way that told me she'd already planned this. Not in the last five minutes. Not since the game started. Maybe since before we'd even left home.

I swallowed hard, and the lump in my throat went down like a stone.

"What exactly are you thinking?" I asked.

She just smiled wider and shook her head, sand dusting off her shoulders as she walked toward me. She kissed me on the cheek, quick and light, and then whispered against my ear.

"You'll see."

The group started dispersing, everyone exchanging numbers and making plans to meet up later to show off their outfits. I stood there in the sand with the sun baking my shoulders, watching Lacy chat with Tess like nothing unusual had just happened, and tried to convince myself that the nervous flutter in my stomach was just the heat.
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The hallway had apparently become our social hub for the weekend, because the older couple was there again. Nicole was locking their door while Liam waited beside her with his hands in his pockets, and they both turned at the sound of our footsteps on the carpet.

"You've got to be kidding me," Nicole said, laughing. She had a beach bag over one shoulder and her sunglasses pushed up into her dark hair. "Are we ever going to get our timing right?"

"Seriously," Lacy said, grinning as she dug the keycard out of the little wristlet she carried everywhere. "It's like a revolving door up here."

Liam chuckled, a low sound that carried down the hall. "Ships passing in the night. Or the afternoon, I guess."

I laughed. Or I tried to. What came out was this tight, breathy sound that didn't convince anyone, least of all me. I could feel their attention shift to me the same way it had earlier — Nicole's gaze sweeping over my face and then drifting down, Liam's eyes doing something similar but slower. It wasn't rude, and it wasn't obvious enough that Lacy seemed to notice. But I noticed. They were looking at me, sizing me up.

"You two been at the beach?" Nicole asked, though the answer was clearly written in the sand on our legs and the sun on my shoulders.

"We played a round of volleyball," Lacy said. "Greg lost."

"I lost spectacularly," I corrected, because if you're going to be bad at something you might as well own it.

Nicole smiled at that, and something about the way her eyes lingered on me made the back of my neck warm. Liam put his hand on the small of her back and tilted his head toward the elevator.

"Well, we'll let you two go inside," he said. "Enjoy the rest of your afternoon."

"You too," Lacy said, and we traded the kind of small waves that neighbors give each other before she swiped the keycard and pushed our door open.

I followed her inside and the door clicked shut behind us. The air conditioning hit my sunburned skin. I was already reaching for the television remote when Lacy's voice cut through the room like a blade.

"Strip."

I turned around. She was standing by the foot of the bed with her arms crossed, her weight shifted to one hip. She'd already taken off her coverup and was back in just the white bikini, sand still clinging to her calves.

"What? Why?"

"Because you lost the bet." She said it like she was reminding me the sky was blue. "Now I'm going to dress you up."

I stared at her for a long second, waiting for the punchline. When it didn't come, I let out a laugh that was more air than sound. "I didn't think we were really taking that bet seriously. It's not like any of those people will see us again."

"So?" Lacy stuck out her lower lip in that pout she knew I couldn't resist. "It'll be fun. I want to do something exciting."

There was that word again. Exciting. The one I'd promised her, the one she kept pulling out of her pocket at exactly the right moment to make me feel like I owed her something I didn't know how to pay.

I sighed. It was becoming the soundtrack of my weekend. Then I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my swim trunks and pushed them down over my hips.

The fabric peeled off my skin and dropped to the carpet. I stood there naked in the cold air, my cock hanging between my thighs, and watched Lacy's eyes drop to it like a reflex. She licked her lips — a quick, unconscious swipe of her tongue across her bottom lip — and I felt the blood start to move south before I could stop it. I thickened just enough that she noticed, and the corner of her mouth twitched.

For a second, I thought she might close the distance between us. She had that look, the heavy-lidded one that usually led to her pushing me onto the bed and climbing on top of me. But instead, she turned to her suitcase, unzipped it, and pulled out two items that she held up like a game show hostess presenting prizes.

In her left hand, a pair of panties. Pink, lacy, with delicate scalloped edges and a tiny bow at the front. In her right hand, a yellow sundress — not a beach coverup, an actual dress — with thin straps and a hemline that would fall mid-thigh on her, which meant it would barely cover my ass.

My half-erection wilted. My mouth went dry.

"What are you doing with those?" I heard my own voice come out higher than I intended.

Lacy's smirk spread slowly, the way sunrise fills a room. She dangled the panties from one finger and tilted her head.

"Dressing you up, of course."

My hands were shaking when I took the panties from her. I told myself it was because the air conditioning was cranked too high and I was standing there with nothing on, but that was a lie and we both knew it.

"Go on," Lacy said softly. She'd sat down on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs, settling in like she had VIP tickets to the greatest show on earth.

I stepped into them one leg at a time, the way you step into cold water — slowly, with your whole body bracing for the shock. The fabric slid up my calves, over my knees, along my thighs. It was so light I could barely feel it, and then suddenly I could feel nothing else. The lace settled against my skin. When I pulled them up the final inch, the panties cupped me in a way that made my breath catch in my chest.

They were snug. The fabric was thin and slightly stretchy, and it held my cock against my body with this gentle, constant pressure that I was absolutely not prepared for. The lace grazed the underside of my shaft and the satin lining pressed smooth and cool against my balls. Before I could think a single rational thought, I felt myself start to swell.

No. Not now. Not from this.

But my body didn't care what my brain thought about it. The blood rushed in fast. Within seconds I was half-hard and straining against the pink fabric in a way that was impossible to hide. The tiny bow at the front sat just above the growing ridge of my erection like a garnish on a plate I hadn't ordered.

Lacy's eyes went wide. Her lips parted and her gaze locked onto the front of the panties with an expression caught somewhere between surprise and delight.

"Are you . . . are you getting hard?"

I slapped both hands over my crotch. "No."

"Greg."

"No."

She chuckled and stood up from the bed. She crossed the distance between us in two steps, and I could feel the heat of her body before she even touched me. She leaned in close, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. When she spoke her breath was warm and slow against my skin.

"Do you like wearing my frilly panties, Greg?"

I swallowed. My throat clicked. I could smell her sunscreen and the faint salt of the beach still on her skin, and my cock twitched hard against my palms.

"I don't—" I started, but my hands shifted as I tried to cover more of myself and my fingers grazed along the length of my shaft through the lace. The friction sent a jolt straight through me and I sucked in a breath through my teeth.

Lacy reached down and gently pulled my hands away, one at a time, like she was unwrapping something. I didn't resist. I couldn't. She looked down at the outline of me straining against the pink fabric and then she pressed her palm flat against it, cupping my cock through the panties with a firm, deliberate pressure that made my knees soften.

"You look so good in them," she murmured. Her fingers curled slightly, tracing the shape of me through the lace. "So pretty."

The moan came out before I could catch it — this low, involuntary sound from somewhere deep in my chest that I'd never heard myself make before. It hung in the air between us and Lacy smiled like she'd just won something far more significant than a volleyball game.

Then she stepped back. Just like that, her hand was gone and the cold air rushed in to fill the space where her warmth had been. I stood there throbbing in her panties, my cock pressing hard against the fabric, and felt like I'd been edged to the brink of something and then abandoned on the cliff.

"Now put on the dress," she said, holding up the yellow sundress like we were just getting started.

I took it from her without arguing. I didn't trust my voice to say anything coherent, and I definitely didn't trust myself to admit what I was actually feeling — that the panties felt incredible, that the lace against my skin was doing something to my head I couldn't explain, that some locked door inside me had just cracked open and I wasn't ready to look at what was behind it.

I pulled the dress over my head. The fabric was light cotton, breezy and loose, and it fell around my body in a way that felt foreign and strangely freeing at the same time. The straps sat on my shoulders and the hemline hit me about four inches above my knees. I could feel the air on my bare thighs and the lace of the panties underneath, and every nerve in my body was lit up like a switchboard.

Lacy looked me over with her bottom lip between her teeth. She nodded slowly, approvingly, like a sculptor examining her own work.

"Time to do your makeup."

The words took a full three seconds to register. "What?"

"You heard me." She pointed at the bed. "Sit down."

I sat. I don't even remember making the decision to sit. My legs just bent and the mattress caught me. Then Lacy was standing over me with a cosmetics bag. She unzipped it and pulled out things I never fully understood. Tubes and compacts and brushes of varying sizes. She arranged them on the bedspread beside me like surgical instruments.

"Close your eyes," she said.

I closed them. Her fingertips touched my face and I flinched, and then I forced myself to hold still as she began smoothing something cool and liquid across my skin. She worked in silence for a while, tilting my chin this way and that, her breath warm on my face as she concentrated.

I felt the soft drag of a brush across my eyelids, the careful pressure of something being drawn along my lash line, the waxy press of color against my lips.

"Open," she said finally.

I opened my eyes. She was holding up her phone with the front camera on so I could see myself, and the person staring back at me was someone I'd never met. My cheekbones looked higher, my eyes looked wider and darker, my lips were a shade of pink that matched the underwear I could feel hugging my hips. I looked…pretty.

Lacy set her phone down and knelt beside her suitcase. She came back with a pair of strappy flat, tan, leather sandals and placed them on the floor in front of my feet.

"Put these on."

I slid my feet into them. They were a little tight but they fit well enough, and the thin straps buckled around my ankles in a way that made me feel more exposed than the dress did.

Lacy stood back and looked at me. The full picture, head to toe. Her expression was something I'd never seen directed at me before.

"Come on," she said, grabbing her keycard and heading for the door. "Let's show you off."

Every cell in my body seized. "Lacy, people are going to see."

She turned back to me with her hand on the door handle. Her smile was calm and sure and completely untouched by my panic.

"Exactly."
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The boardwalk was crowded. Families with strollers, teenagers on skateboards, couples sharing funnel cakes from paper plates. I kept my head down and my arms tight against my sides, waiting for the laughter, the pointed fingers, the inevitable "dude, what the hell."

It never came.

The first person who looked at me was a woman in her forties carrying a shopping bag from one of the boutiques. She glanced at me, then at Lacy, and gave us both a friendly nod. She didn't flinch. She didn't look confused. She just saw two women walking together and kept moving.

The second person was a guy my age in a tank top and backwards cap. He looked at me and his eyes did the same thing I'd seen men do to Lacy a thousand times — a quick sweep downward, a pause at my legs, and then back up with an appreciative tilt of his chin. He liked what he saw. He thought I was a woman with short hair and decent legs, and that realization hit me like a wave I hadn't seen coming.

It kept happening. A man leaning against the railing turned his head as we passed. Two guys at a juice stand elbowed each other and watched us walk by. An older woman at a souvenir shop looked me up and down and said, "Cute dress, honey," without a trace of irony.

I didn't know what to do with any of it. My brain was trying to process the fact that I was passing as a woman. The feelings that came with that were so tangled I couldn't separate them. There was relief that nobody was laughing. There was confusion about why I cared. And underneath both, something warm and electric.

Then the catcalling started.

A group of three guys on a bench spotted us from about twenty feet away. One of them leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and let out a low whistle.

"Damn, ladies. Where are you two headed?"

"Come hang with us," another one called out, spreading his arms wide like he was offering us the whole boardwalk. "We'll buy you drinks."

Lacy laughed and waved them off. She'd been dealing with this since she was fifteen and it rolled off her like rain. But hearing them direct it at both of us, at me, made my skin crawl in a way that went beyond embarrassment. This was what she lived with constantly. This was the background noise of her life.

I looked at Lacy walking next to me in her bikini and sheer coverup, her body on full display for every guy on this boardwalk, and felt a sudden protective irritation that surprised me.

"I don't like this," I said, and I meant all of it: the staring, the catcalling, the way men looked at her like she was public property. But mostly I meant myself, out here in the open, feeling things I didn't have permission to feel.

Lacy sighed. She hooked her arm through mine and squeezed.

"Fine. Let's take you one more place." She steered us back toward the hotel entrance, her stride relaxed. "It'll be chill. Just the hotel restaurant, okay? I'm hungry anyway."

My stomach answered before I could. It growled loud enough that Lacy looked down at my midsection and raised an eyebrow.

"See? Your body agrees with me."

"My body's been making terrible decisions all day," I muttered.

She laughed at that and pulled me through the lobby doors. I caught our reflection in the glass as we walked through and felt that warmth pulse through me again before I could shut it down.

The hotel restaurant was just off the lobby, a casual open-air place with wicker chairs and ceiling fans. It was low-key enough that I felt my shoulders drop an inch as we walked in. This was fine. This was just dinner. I could be a guy in a dress eating a club sandwich, and nobody in this sleepy beachside restaurant would care enough to look twice.

At least that's what I told myself as the hostess smiled at us and said, "Table for two, ladies?"
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We'd just gotten our food when I spotted them.

Nicole and Liam were sitting at the bar on the far side of the restaurant, angled toward each other on tall stools with cocktails in front of them. Nicole had changed into a black halter top and white linen pants, and Liam was in a fitted navy polo that made his shoulders look even broader than I remembered.

Nicole saw us first. She lifted her hand in a wave, and then she leaned into Liam and said something near his ear. He turned, found us, and smiled. Nicole made a gesture with her hand — a little pointing motion between their seats and our table, the universal sign for "mind if we come over?"

Lacy waved them over before I could swallow my bite of sandwich.

"What are you doing?" I hissed across the table.

She smiled. "Having fun."

They crossed the restaurant with their drinks, Nicole leading and Liam a step behind with his hand resting casually on the small of her back. When they reached our table, both of them looked at me, and I watched the recognition settle across their faces like a curtain being drawn.

Nicole's eyes moved from my face to the yellow dress to the makeup, and then back up. Her expression didn't shift into shock or confusion. It shifted into interest. Liam's gaze traveled the same path, slower, and his jaw tightened.

"Well, this is a fun surprise," Nicole said as they slid into the two empty chairs. She set her cocktail down and folded her hands on the table like she was settling in for a long conversation. "I didn't realize you guys were so adventurous."

Lacy laughed, easy and warm, like this was the most natural thing in the world. "Oh yeah, we are."

My club sandwich sat in front of me untouched. I could feel the lace of the panties against my thighs under the table and the straps of the dress on my sunburned shoulders. I was suddenly hyperaware of every single thing I was wearing and not wearing. I picked up my water glass just to have something to hold.

Nicole and Liam sipped their drinks in tandem, studying us the way you study a menu when everything looks good. There was a quality to their silence that felt practiced, like they'd done this before. Like they’d sat across from a younger couple and waited for the right opening.

Nicole found it.

"You know," she said, swirling the ice in her glass with a slow rotation of her wrist, "we're pretty adventurous too."

The way she said it wasn't casual. It was a door being left open on purpose, and she was watching to see which one of us would walk through it first. Lacy tilted her head slightly, her interest sharpening like a lens coming into focus.

"Oh?"

Nicole nodded. She glanced at Liam, and something passed between them — some married-couple shorthand that didn't need words. He gave an almost imperceptible nod, and Nicole turned back to us with a directness that pinned me to my chair.

"We have an open relationship. We like to fuck other people." She said it the way most people say they like hiking or trying new restaurants. "But preferably, we like to watch it happen."

The water I'd been drinking left my mouth in a spray that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried. It hit the table and my napkin and the front of my dress, and I coughed so hard my eyes watered. The couple at the table behind us turned to look, and I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me whole.

"Greg," Lacy scolded, her hand landing on my arm with a firm squeeze. Her tone was the one she used when I'd embarrassed her in front of people she wanted to impress, which told me everything I needed to know about how she was receiving this information.

Liam chuckled and picked up a napkin. He held it out to me. When I took it, our fingers touched. It was brief, maybe half a second, but something passed through that contact like a current through a wire. His skin was warm. His fingers were thick and steady. I felt the shock of it travel up my arm and settle somewhere behind my sternum.

I pulled my hand back and dabbed at the table, avoiding everyone's eyes.

"Have you two ever opened up your relationship?" Nicole asked, her voice gentle now, like she was easing us into a warm bath.

"No," I said immediately.

Lacy's hand found mine on the table and covered it. Her fingers laced through mine and squeezed. When I looked at her, she was watching me with an expression that was equal parts tenderness and resolve.

"But we want to," she said.

I stared at her. My mouth opened but nothing came out. We'd never discussed this. We'd never even hinted at this. But the way she said it like she'd been carrying it around told me she'd been thinking about it for longer than this weekend.

Nicole's lips curved into a smile that was warm but unmistakably hungry. She looked at Liam again, and this time when she turned back to us there was a flush creeping up from the neckline of her halter top.

"That's interesting," she said. "Because I've always wanted to try a girl." She paused, and her eyes moved to me in a way that made my pulse jump. "And I've never seen my husband take a femboy before."

The word made something twist in my gut.

"A femboy?" My voice cracked on the second syllable and I hated myself for it.

Liam spoke for the first time since they'd sat down. His voice was quiet but it filled the space between us completely, and his dark eyes held mine without blinking.

"You."

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my fingertips. The restaurant sounds around us faded. I looked at Lacy. I looked at Nicole. I looked at Liam, whose gaze hadn't wavered, whose expression was patient and steady and completely serious.

I didn't know what was happening. My brain was throwing up error messages faster than I could read them. But my body was doing something entirely different.

Lacy turned to me and licked her lips. "Should we go upstairs?" she asked.

She asked it like she was suggesting we check out the pool. Like this was a reasonable next step in an ordinary evening between two ordinary couples, and not the most insane sentence anyone had ever spoken to me.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out. My brain was screaming, but the sound wasn't reaching my vocal cords.

Nicole set her napkin on the table and stood up. Liam followed, draining the last of his drink and setting the glass down with a quiet clink. They moved in sync, the way long-married couples do, and Nicole looked at us with an expression that was an invitation and a dare wrapped in a smile.

"Follow us," she said.

Lacy was already standing, pulling me up by the hand.

[image: ]


The elevator was small enough that the four of us stood close together, shoulders nearly touching. Lacy held my hand and I could feel her pulse through her fingertips.

Nicole stood on her other side with her eyes forward, a faint smile on her lips. Liam was behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off his chest without him actually touching me. We rode the elevator up in complete silence.

The hallway on the second floor felt longer than it had every other time I'd walked it. Nicole produced her keycard and opened the door to two-sixteen. The room that appeared was the mirror image of ours. It had the same layout, same furniture, and the same ocean view through the sliding glass door. But it smelled like them, that heady perfume of Nicole's mixed with something woody and clean that I assumed was Liam's.

Nicole turned around the moment the door clicked shut.

She didn't look at Liam. She didn't look at me. She looked at Lacy with an intensity that transformed her face from casually beautiful to something predatory. Then she stepped forward, slid her hand along Lacy's jaw, and kissed her.

It wasn't the careful, exploratory kiss of someone trying something for the first time. Nicole kissed my girlfriend like she'd been thinking about it longer than she’d known us.

Her fingers curled into Lacy's hair while her other hand found the curve of her waist through the sheer coverup. Lacy made a sound against Nicole's mouth — a soft, surprised hum — and then she melted into it, her hands coming up to rest on Nicole's shoulders.

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I stood there and watched another woman kiss my girlfriend. Watched their lips part and come together. Watched Nicole's tongue slide against Lacy's lower lip. And every drop of blood in my body rushed south so fast I felt dizzy.

My cock stiffened against the lace panties and pressed hard against the fabric of the yellow dress, and I was so fixated on the two women in front of me that I didn't register Liam's presence behind me until I felt his breath on my neck.

It was warm and teasing, measured like everything else about him. It moved across my skin just below my ear, and every hair on my body stood up at once.

"You look beautiful," he whispered.

The words sank into me. My cock throbbed in the panties and my hands hung at my sides, useless, because I didn't know what to do with them. I didn't know what to do with any of this.

I was achingly, obviously hard, and I was confused in a way that went beyond the intellectual and into something cellular. I liked his breath on my neck. I liked that he'd called me beautiful. I liked it more than I wanted to admit, and the fact that I liked it terrified me almost as much as the erection straining against my girlfriend's underwear.

In front of us, Nicole pulled back from the kiss and tugged Lacy's coverup off her shoulders. It fell to the floor.

Lacy reached behind her own neck and untied her bikini top. Her breasts spilled free. Full and round, her nipples already tight and flushed. Nicole inhaled sharply at the sight, and her hands moved to Lacy's chest with a reverence that made something twist in my stomach.

Nicole pulled her halter top over her head. Her breasts were smaller than Lacy's but firm, with dark nipples that stood out against her tanned skin. Lacy's eyes dropped to them and her lips parted, and then both women were undressing with an urgency that left clothing scattered across the carpet like debris. Nicole's linen pants. Lacy's bikini bottom. Nicole's underwear — black, simple, expensive-looking.

They stood naked in front of each other, breathing hard, and the contrast between them was stunning. Nicole's lean, athletic body next to Lacy's soft curves, dark hair against light, experience against eagerness.

Behind me, I heard the quiet sound of buttons being undone. One by one, Liam's shirt opened down his chest. The fabric rustled as he shrugged it off his shoulders, and I could feel the heat of his bare skin behind me now, inches from my back.

Nicole took Lacy's hand and led her to the bed. They climbed onto it together, a tangle of limbs and skin. Nicole's mouth found Lacy's breast first. She closed her lips around my girlfriend's nipple and sucked gently.

Lacy arched her back and gasped in a way that sent a bolt of electricity straight through my cock. Nicole's tongue circled the stiff peak while her hand found the other breast, kneading and squeezing. Lacy's fingers threaded into Nicole's dark hair.

Then Nicole moved lower. She kissed down Lacy's stomach, across the soft plane below her navel, and settled between her thighs. Lacy's legs fell open and Nicole pressed her mouth against my girlfriend's pussy with a slow, deliberate pressure that made Lacy's whole body shudder.

I could see Nicole's tongue move in long, flat strokes that parted Lacy's folds. It drew a moan out of her that I recognized from the hundreds of times I'd put my own mouth in that exact spot.

Liam's arms wrapped around my waist from behind.

His forearms were thick and warm against my stomach through the thin cotton of the dress, and he pulled me back gently until my shoulders rested against his bare chest. I could feel the defined ridges of his muscles against my back, the steady rhythm of his breathing, and the undeniable hardness pressing against my ass through his pants. His lips found my neck. It wasn’t a breath this time but an actual kiss, soft and open. His mouth was warm and wet against the sensitive skin below my ear.

"Do you like the view?" he murmured against my throat. His lips dragged across my skin as he spoke, and I shivered hard enough that he must've felt it through my entire body. "My wife looks so good between your girlfriend's legs."

On the bed, Nicole was licking Lacy with a steady, focused rhythm, her hands gripping the insides of Lacy's thighs to hold her open. Lacy's head was turned toward us, and her eyes found mine across the room. She was flushed from her cheeks to her chest, her lips swollen, her hair fanned out across Nicole's pillow.

She watched me standing there in her dress with another man's arms around my waist and another man's mouth on my neck. The look on her face was something I'd never seen before.

She looked like she was exactly where she wanted to be. And so, terrifyingly, did I.

I turned my head to say something. I don't know what. Maybe "wait," maybe "I'm not sure," maybe just his name. But the words never made it out.

Liam's hand caught my chin, his thumb and forefinger gripping me gently but firmly. He turned my face the rest of the way toward his.

Then his mouth was on mine.

His lips were warm and sure. The kiss was nothing like kissing Lacy. There was no softness to it, no tenderness, just a steady pressure that opened me up before I'd decided to let him in.

His tongue slipped past my lips and found mine, and the sound I made was so foreign I barely recognized it as my own. It was surrender. It was the noise of every wall I'd ever built cracking down the center.

I kissed him back. I don't remember choosing to, but I did, my tongue moving against his while my brain screamed objections that my body overruled without a second thought. He tasted like smoke and citrus and something darker underneath. My cock was so hard against the panties that the pressure had become its own kind of agony.

His hands slid down from my chin, trailed along my chest through the thin cotton of the dress, and continued south past my stomach until his palm pressed flat against my erection. His fingers curled around the shape of me through the fabric, and he squeezed with a confidence that told me he knew exactly what he was doing.

Then he stroked one long, slow motion from base to tip, and I moaned into his mouth so hard my knees buckled.

He caught me. One arm wrapped around my waist and held me upright while his other hand kept moving, stroking me through the dress in these slow, maddening passes that made the lace of the panties drag against my shaft with every motion.

I was leaking through the fabric, a damp spot forming against the cotton, and I could feel every thread of lace like it had been wired directly to my nervous system.

Liam broke the kiss and guided me across the room toward the armchair by the window. His hand was on the small of my back, warm and steady. My legs moved because his hand told them to.

When we reached the chair, he turned me around so I was facing the bed. Then he pressed gently between my shoulder blades.

I bent over. I gripped the arms of the chair and bent at the waist, and I didn't ask myself why. The thinking part of my brain had gone quiet somewhere between the kiss and his hand on my cock, and what was left was just sensation and instinct and the pounding of my heart in my ears.

He gathered the hem of the dress and pushed it up over my hips, bunching the yellow fabric at my waist. The air hit the backs of my bare thighs and the curve of my ass, covered only by the pink lace that had started all of this.

I felt exposed in a way I'd never experienced — bent over in a stranger's hotel room, dressed in women's clothing, presenting myself to a man I'd met six hours ago.

On the bed, Lacy and Nicole had shifted. Nicole was on her back now with her knees drawn up and Lacy's head between her thighs. My girlfriend's tongue moved against Nicole's pussy with the same enthusiasm she brought to everything.

Nicole's fingers were knotted in Lacy's hair. Her back arched, her small breasts rising and falling with quick, sharp breaths. But Lacy's eyes kept drifting to me. She'd look up from between Nicole's legs and find me across the room, bent over the chair with my dress hiked up.

The expression on her face was incendiary, equal parts love and lust and something possessive that said she wanted to watch every second of what was about to happen.

I heard a cap open behind me. A quiet click, followed by the slick sound of liquid being spread across skin. Liam's fingers hooked into the waistband of the panties and tugged them down, not all the way off but just enough to bare me. The lace caught below the curve of my ass and stayed there, framing me like a border around a photograph.

His fingertip found me first. Slick and warm, circling my hole with a patience that made me grip the chair harder. He didn't push in right away. He just rubbed, slow and steady, letting the lube warm against my skin, letting me feel the pressure without the stretch. Then one finger eased inside, and my breath left me in a shaking rush.

It was strange. It was invasive and intimate and completely different from anything I'd ever felt. He worked slowly, sliding in to the first knuckle and then deeper, curling slightly as he pulled back. The stretch gave way to a fullness that radiated outward from the center of me.

A second finger joined the first and I dropped my head between my arms and made a sound I’d never made before.

Behind me, I heard his zipper. The metallic sound of teeth parting, the rustle of fabric being pushed aside. Then something thicker than his fingers pressed against me — blunt, smooth, and hot. The head of his cock rested against my hole, not pushing, just there. A question asked in skin instead of words.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," Liam said. His voice was rougher now, stripped of that easy smoothness from the restaurant. His hand rested on my hip, his thumb tracing a small circle against my skin.

From the bed, Lacy moaned. It was high and breathless and unmistakable. Nicole and Lacy were in the sixty-nine position. Nicole was eating Lacy out from below and was touching her while Lacy licked her.

The sound of her moan cut through the room and landed directly in the base of my spine. My girlfriend was being pleasured by another woman ten feet away from me. She was moaning while she watched a man press his cock against my ass. Somehow that single sound made me braver than I'd ever been in my entire cautious, careful, menu-Googling life.

"Don't stop," I said.

Liam pressed forward and the head of his cock breached me in one slow, steady push.

The pain was immediate and sharp, a burning stretch that lit up every nerve ending I had. I winced hard enough to bare my teeth and gripped the arms of the chair until my knuckles went white.

But underneath the pain, threaded through it, was pleasure. It was deep and rolling and nothing like anything I'd ever felt from the front. It radiated outward from where he filled me, hot and completely overwhelming.

He eased in inch by inch, giving me time to adjust. I could feel every ridge of him as he slid deeper. My body resisted and then opened, resisted and then opened, a rhythm of tension and release that made me gasp each time I gave a little more.

When he finally buried himself to the hilt, his hips flush against my ass, I felt so full that the air seemed to leave my lungs on its own.

Across the room, Nicole and Lacy came.

Their orgasms were loud cries that broke in the middle and dissolved into a series of breathless moans.

Then Lacy was beside me. She must've crossed the room fast because I didn't see her move, but suddenly she was kneeling on the carpet next to the armchair, her face level with mine. Her hand found my hair and stroked it back from my forehead, her fingertips trailing down my temple and along my jaw. She was still flushed from Nicole's mouth, her lips swollen and wet, and she smelled like sex and sunscreen and the salt that had been on her skin all day.

"You look so hot right now," she murmured, her thumb tracing the line of my cheekbone through the makeup she'd applied an hour ago. "My little femboy."

The word hit differently coming from her. She said it the way she said "baby" or "sweetheart.” A tender nickname.

I tried to respond but Liam pulled back and thrust forward again, and whatever I'd been about to say turned into a groan that vibrated through my chest and into the cushion beneath my cheek.

The angle had shifted and he hit something inside me that sent a white flash behind my eyes. My cock jerked against the panties and I felt a slick pulse of precum soak into the already-ruined lace.

He found his rhythm. Deep, steady strokes that built in speed until the sound of his hips meeting my skin filled the room.

Each thrust pushed me forward into the chair and dragged the fabric of the dress across my stomach. I could hear his breathing change behind me, becoming rougher, faster, losing the composure that had been so effortless all evening.

"You make such a pretty girl," he grunted, his hands gripping my hips hard enough that I'd feel the bruises tomorrow. His voice was wrecked, nothing like the smooth baritone from the restaurant. "But I like you even better knowing you have a cock."

He shifted his weight and his right arm came around my front, sliding between my stomach and the chair cushion. His hand traveled down past the bunched fabric of the dress and slipped inside the front of the panties.

His fingers found my hard, aching cock and wrapped around it with a firm grip. He stroked me in time with his thrusts, his fist tight around my shaft while his cock hit that spot inside me again and again. The dual sensation collapsed every coherent thought I had into a single blinding point of need.

My cheek was pressed into the cushion and I couldn't see straight. Lacy was still beside me, her face inches from mine, and she was watching everything. She was watching Liam's hand moving inside my panties, my face twisted with pleasure, and the dress bunched around my waist like a flag of surrender.

"Come for me, baby," she moaned.

She said it against my ear, her lips brushing my skin, and the sound of her voice tipped me over the edge like a hand pushing me off a cliff. The orgasm started deep and rolled through me in waves that I felt in my teeth. My cock pulsed hard in Liam's fist and I came in hot, thick bursts that filled the panties. It spilled over his fingers, soaking through the lace and onto the chair cushion beneath me.

A sound tore out of me that was barely human, and my whole body clenched around Liam as I rode it out.

He followed seconds later. His thrusts went erratic, his grip on my hip bruising, and he buried himself deep and held there. I felt him swell inside me and then the pulsing warmth of him letting go, his cock throbbing in slow, heavy beats as he groaned through clenched teeth.

His forehead dropped to the space between my shoulder blades and his breath came hot and ragged through the cotton of the dress.

Liam eased out of me with a slow, careful motion that still made me gasp. The sudden emptiness was its own kind of shock — a hollow ache that pulsed once and then settled into something duller. Something I'd be feeling for the rest of the evening.

I stayed draped over the armchair with my cheek pressed into the cushion, my breathing ragged, my body so spent that I wasn't entirely sure my legs would hold me if I tried to stand.

Lacy's lips found mine. She kissed me softly, her mouth warm against the corner of mine while my face was still half-buried in the fabric. Her fingers traced along my hairline and tucked a strand behind my ear. Her eyes were so close to mine that I could see the tiny flecks of gold in the brown.

"You did so good," she whispered. "I'm so proud of you."

Something cracked open in my chest when she said that. I smiled against the cushion.

"Is this exciting enough for you?" I asked.

She beamed. Her whole face lit up, every feature rearranging itself into pure, uncomplicated joy. "Hell yeah."

I would’ve kissed her again, but the sound of ice clinking against glass pulled us both back to reality. Liam had zipped himself up at some point while I wasn't paying attention, and he stood beside the armchair holding two glasses of water like a host who'd remembered his manners.

"Here," he said, handing one glass to Lacy and offering the other to me. "You'll want this."

I peeled myself off the chair and took the glass. The water was cold and I drank half of it in one pull, feeling it travel down my throat and into my empty stomach. My legs were shaky but functional.

On the bed, Nicole was smoking a cigarette. She'd produced it from somewhere, and she lay against the pillows with her knees bent and angled together.

Smoke curled up from her fingers toward the ceiling fan, and she watched us through it with heavy, satisfied eyes. She looked like a painting.

Liam crossed the room and settled onto the bed beside her. He stretched out on his back and Nicole shifted to rest her head against his shoulder, the cigarette held loosely between two fingers.

They looked so natural together that it was hard to believe they'd been with anyone else five minutes ago. They had a gravity between them that I wanted with Lacy.

Lacy pulled her bikini bottom back on and retied her top behind her neck. I straightened the dress as best I could and smoothed it down over my thighs, which was a bit like putting a Band-Aid on a car wreck but at least I felt less exposed.

We stood side by side, sipping our water, and the room settled into a quiet that wasn't awkward but wasn't quite comfortable either.

Nicole took a drag of her cigarette and exhaled slowly. "You two are welcome to stay." She patted the mattress beside her with her free hand, her palm flat against the white sheets. "The bed is big enough for all four of us."

The offer was genuine. I could hear it in her voice and see it in the way she'd made space, shifting her legs to open up the far side of the bed. Liam nodded beside her, his arm behind his head, looking at us with that same patient expression he'd worn all day.

Lacy smiled. "Thank you for the offer, but I think we should go back to our room for a bit."

Nicole and Liam both nodded. They'd done this before, I realized. They knew the rhythm of it — the heat and the aftermath and the quiet processing that came when the adrenaline faded and left you alone with what you'd just done.

I was relieved. Not because I wanted to escape them, but because my head was so full of new information that I needed somewhere private to sort through it. Every sensation from the last hour was still echoing through my body, and I needed to sit with it. I needed to figure out who I was on the other side of this, and I couldn't do that in the room where it happened.

Lacy took my hand and led me toward the door. I set my empty water glass on the dresser as we passed it.

"See you around," Lacy said over her shoulder, and it sounded like a promise.

"You know where to find us," Nicole replied.
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The door to two-fourteen clicked shut behind us and the silence of our own room felt like coming up for air. Everything was exactly as we'd left it — my swim trunks on the floor, the curtain half-drawn. It looked like a room where nothing remarkable had happened.

Lacy stood in front of me and lifted the hem of my dress. I raised my arms and she pulled it over my head, her expression free of mischief now.

She knelt and slid the panties down my legs without flinching at the state of them, set everything on the dresser, and then undressed herself until we were both standing there with nothing between us.

She took my hand and walked me to the bathroom.

The shower was small enough that two people had to stand close. She turned the handle, tested the water, and pulled me in after her. The heat hit my shoulders and I closed my eyes and let it work into muscles I hadn't realized I'd been clenching.

Lacy squeezed soap into her palms and started washing me. She began at my shoulders and worked down in slow circles. She rubbed my arms, my chest, my hips, the tender places where Liam's fingers had gripped hard enough to leave marks.

When she finished, I took the soap from her. I traced the familiar geography of her body, and when my palms grazed over her nipples they stiffened instantly against my skin. I washed her stomach, her waist, her hips, and by the time I stood back up my cock was hard and pressing against her thigh.

She looked down between us and then back up at my face, and the question in her eyes was the simplest one anyone had asked me all day.

I scooped her up by the curve of her ass and pressed her back against the shower wall. She gasped at the cold tile and then laughed, her legs wrapping around my waist, her arms hooking behind my neck.

"What are you doing?" she laughed.

I shifted my hips, found her center, and pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. She was warm and slick and so familiar that it made my chest ache after the strangeness of everything that had come before.

"Being exciting," I said.

Her laugh turned into a moan when I thrust deeper. I braced her against the wall and found my rhythm, my hips rolling against hers while the water beat down on my back. I slid a hand between us and pressed my thumb against her clit in a slow circle that made her grab the back of my neck hard enough to leave nail marks.

"Right there," she breathed. "Don't stop."

I didn't. She kissed me deep, and her moans echoed off the tile and mixed with mine. When her orgasm hit, she clenched around me so tight it pulled me over the edge with her. I came buried deep inside her with my face in her neck while the water turned cool around us.

We dried off without talking. The silence was comfortable and healing. The bed was cool when we climbed in, and through the sliding glass door I could hear the ocean arriving and retreating.

Lacy curled into me with her head on my chest. Her breathing slowed within minutes, heavy and easy. I pressed my lips to the top of her head and stared at the ceiling.

I smiled. I thought about the yellow dress folded on the dresser and the pink panties on top of it, and the way Lacy had looked at me when I wore them — not like I was ridiculous, but like she was seeing a version of me she'd always suspected was there. I knew I'd wear a dress for her again. Not because I lost a bet, but because I wanted to.

I closed my eyes and fell asleep with a smile on my face.


PLAYING DIRTY


I looked down and saw the water swirling dark around my feet, black ribbons spiraling toward the drain like something out of a horror movie. For a second, I just stood there, brain not quite catching up, and then my hand went to my hair. My fingers came away streaked with ink.

"What the⁠—"

I killed the water and shoved the curtain back so hard the rings scraped against the rod. The mirror was still fogged, so I swiped my forearm across it and stared at myself. My hair—normally the kind of dirty blond that girls on dating apps called "sun-kissed" when they were being generous—was streaked through with ugly, uneven black. It looked like a botched dye job from a YouTube tutorial gone wrong. Ink was already dripping down my temples and pooling along my jawline.

I grabbed a towel and wrapped it low around my hips, not even bothering to dry off. Water tracked behind me on the hardwood as I stormed down the hallway toward the living room, leaving wet footprints like evidence at a crime scene.

I heard them before I saw them. Maya was doubled over on the couch, wheezing, her dark curly hair shaking with every laugh. Chris sat on the arm of the recliner with his phone mounted on one of those cheap tripod grips, the little red recording light glowing like a taunt. He had that grin on his face—the one he always wore when he knew he'd nailed a good bit for our social media page.

"What the hell did you do to my shampoo?" I said, standing there dripping on the rug like a wet dog someone had dragged through a printing press.

Chris didn't even try to hide it. "It's ink, bro."

Maya was still going, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. She pointed at me and managed to get out, "Dude, how did you not see it when you squirted it in your palm?"

I groaned and tilted my head back toward the ceiling. "My eyes were closed, okay?"

That only made it worse. Maya collapsed sideways into the couch cushions, and Chris's laugh went loud and sharp, the kind that echoed off the walls of our cramped apartment. He held the phone steady, though—he always did. Content was content, and Chris never missed a shot. After another few seconds of them wheezing at my expense, he finally tapped the screen and the red light went dark.

"You're welcome for the engagement," I muttered, already turning back toward the hallway.

"Love you, roomie!" Maya called after me.

I didn't answer. I just closed the bathroom door behind me and stepped back into the shower, cranking the hot water until the room started to fog again. The ink was already staining the grout between the tiles, and I had to work my fingers through my hair over and over, watching the black water thin out to gray and then finally run mostly clear. It was going to take days to get all of it out. My scalp felt raw by the time I gave up trying.

I stood under the spray with my eyes closed and let the water hit the back of my neck. They'd gotten me good—I had to admit that, even if it pissed me off. Our account had been climbing steadily all semester, and the pranks kept escalating because that's what the algorithm rewarded. Chris had started it by putting plastic wrap over my doorframe. I'd retaliated by filling his shoes with shaving cream. Maya superglued a quarter to the kitchen floor and filmed Chris trying to pick it up for three straight minutes.

But ink in my shampoo was a new level, and it had Chris written all over it.

I tilted my face into the water and let my mind wander. I wasn't actually mad. That was the thing about living with those two. It was impossible to stay angry when the whole point was that we were all in on the joke, even the person getting pranked. But the scoreboard in my head had shifted, and I didn't like being behind.

I needed something good. Something that would make Chris's ink stunt look amateur by comparison. Something the audience wouldn't see coming.

I didn't have it yet, but I'd figure it out. I always did.
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I waited until I heard Chris's car pull out of the lot before I made my move. His beat-up Civic had a distinct rattle in the exhaust that I could pick out from three floors up, and once it faded past the stop sign at the end of the block, I knew I had time.

Maya's door was cracked open, which in our apartment meant she was available but not inviting. I pushed it the rest of the way and leaned against the frame. She was sitting cross-legged on her bed with a little round mirror propped against a stack of textbooks, her face half done. One eye was lined sharp and dark, the other was still bare. A scatter of brushes and palettes covered the comforter around her like she'd dumped an entire Sephora bag and just worked from the wreckage.

"Hey," I said. "I need your help with my next prank."

She didn't even turn. Just glanced at me through the reflection, her one finished eye narrowing slightly. "No." She dragged the liner along her lower lash line with a steady hand. "You know how I don't like to take sides with these things."

"Oh, bullshit," I said, stepping into the room. "It's not like you warned me about the ink in my shampoo."

Maya snorted at that, her shoulders bouncing once. I could see the corner of her mouth twitch. "That was different. I knew about it. I didn't help."

"Right, because silence is so neutral."

She didn't take the bait, just leaned closer to the mirror and started blending something under her cheekbone with a tiny sponge. Maya had this way of making you wait when she knew you wanted something. She'd done it since freshman year, and it drove me crazy every single time.

"Come on, Maya," I said, and I wasn't above letting it sound like begging. "He put ink in my shampoo. My hair's still gray in the back. I need this."

Her sigh was long, dramatic, which meant she was already caving. Then she set the sponge down and turned to face me, one eyebrow perfect and the other barely filled in. It made her look like she was giving me half of her attention, which was probably accurate.

"Okay," she said. "What's your big idea?"

I leaned against her dresser and crossed my arms. "I want to catfish him."

Maya blinked. Then she tilted her head the way she always did when she was trying to figure out if I was serious. "Good luck with that. As far as I know, he's not gay."

"Exactly," I said. "That's why I need your help dressing me up as a woman."

The silence lasted about two full seconds. Her lips parted, and I watched the reaction move across her face in stages—confusion first, then disbelief, then something sly as the idea clicked into place. Her eyes swept over me, and I could practically feel her measuring my jawline, my shoulders, my brow, running the whole project through some internal feasibility assessment.

Then she smiled. Not the polite one she used on strangers or the sarcastic one she saved for bad takes in group chats. This was the real one—wide and slightly unhinged, the one that meant she was genuinely delighted by something.

"Yeah, okay," she said, reaching for a makeup brush and pointing it at me like a wand. "I can help with that. Right after I finish my makeup.”
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We started with the camera. Maya had a small GoPro that she used for her own content sometimes, and we mounted it on the bookshelf above the TV, angled down toward the couch. The lens was small enough to disappear between a stack of paperbacks and a dead succulent. Seriously, how did Maya always kill those things?

"Okay," Maya said, stepping back and checking the angle on her phone. "He won't see it unless he's looking for it. Which he won't be, because he's Chris."

I couldn't argue with that. Chris was observant about exactly two things: his camera angles and whether someone had eaten his leftovers. Everything else sailed right past him.

"So, here's what I'm thinking," I said. "You introduce me as a friend. Someone he hasn't met. I flirt with him a little, we get it on camera, and then I reveal it's me and watch his face collapse."

Maya nodded slowly, already working through it. "What's your name going to be?"

"Kylie."

She gave me a flat look. "No. Kylie is too obvious. One syllable away from your actual name, and Chris isn't that stupid." She paused. "Go with Michelle or something."

"Michelle," I repeated, trying it on. It felt strange in my mouth, like borrowing someone else's jacket. But it was generic enough to be forgettable, which was the whole point. "Yeah, fine. Michelle works."

"Good." She turned toward her closet and started pushing hangers aside with quick, decisive movements. She knew her wardrobe the way Chris knew his camera lenses. Every piece was cataloged, every option ranked. After a few seconds, she pulled something out and held it up against herself for scale.

It was a black dress. Tight, short, with a neckline that would've left very little to anyone's imagination. The fabric had a slight sheen to it, perfect for catching the light in a dark club. Maya wore it well—I'd seen her in it on Halloween—but the idea of me wearing it made something tighten in my chest.

I swallowed. "Isn't that a little . . ."

"Slutty?" She grinned. "That's the point. If you want Chris to buy it, you need to look like someone he'd actually be into."

She wasn't wrong, but the thought of squeezing into that thing made my skin prickle. It wasn't just nerves. There was something underneath the nerves, something quieter and more curious, and I shoved it down before it could fully surface.

"I don't think I can pull that off," I said, which was easier than saying what I actually meant.

Maya studied my face for a second, and whatever she saw there made her relent. "Fine," she said, and slid the dress back into the closet without pushing it. She rifled through a few more hangers and came out with two pieces instead—a denim skirt that hit roughly mid-thigh and a fitted crop top in a soft dusty rose color. The skirt had a little give to it, stretchy enough to be forgiving, and the top was simple without trying too hard.

"This," she said, holding them out to me. "Casual but cute. Like you're going shopping, not a nightclub."

I took them from her and held the skirt up against my waist. It looked impossibly small, but Maya was only a couple of inches shorter than me, and she carried her weight in her hips, so the fit might actually work. The fabric felt soft between my fingers, lighter than I expected.

"Yeah," I said. "That's better."

"Go ahead and change," she said, already turning her back to me. She picked up her laptop and started answering some emails. The idea of undressing near her did something weird to my chest, but we’d always been platonic. Same with her and Chris. So, no big deal right?

I turned away from her even though she wasn't watching and pulled my shirt over my head. The air in Maya's room was cooler than the rest of the apartment, and it hit my bare skin in a way that made me hyperaware of the situation. I was standing shirtless in my roommate's bedroom, about to put on her clothes. Totally normal prank stuff.

I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up over my hips. The denim stretched, but not enough. It caught on the bunched fabric of my boxers and wouldn't sit right, riding up in the back and bunching awkwardly in the front. I tugged at it a couple of times, trying to make it work, but the waistband kept rolling and the whole thing looked wrong.

I cleared my throat.

Maya glanced over her shoulder from the laptop, and whatever she'd been expecting, it wasn't what she got. Her fingers froze on the keyboard. I watched her eyes move from my face down to my bare chest and then to the skirt, and something shifted in her expression—something quick and unguarded that she smoothed over almost immediately. She blinked once, twice, and then her gaze dropped to where my navy boxers were peeking out beneath the hem.

She started laughing.

"Oh my god," she said, pressing her hand over her mouth. "You look like a frat guy who lost a bet at a mixer."

"Thanks for the support," I said flatly.

She closed the laptop and swung her legs off the bed, still grinning. "You can't wear boxers under that. The fabric's too long and the skirt's too fitted. Got any briefs?"

I shook my head. "Not really. I'm a boxers guy across the board."

Maya laughed again, shorter this time, and I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes. She looked at the skirt, then at me, then back at the skirt with the expression of someone solving a logistical problem she found genuinely entertaining.

"Guess you're going commando then."

I shifted my weight and felt the denim pull tight across my thighs. The skirt hit a few inches above my knees, and even standing still, I could feel how little coverage it actually offered. Going commando in my own shorts was one thing. Going commando in a skirt that barely qualified as clothing was something else entirely.

"My dick might be a little obvious," I said, keeping my voice as neutral as I could manage.

Maya arched a brow. She held the look for just long enough to make me feel like I was being evaluated, and then something in her face shifted—half amusement, half something I couldn't decipher. "There's only one other solution then."

I felt my throat tighten before my brain even finished the thought.

She stood up and walked to her dresser, pulling open the top drawer. She didn't rummage. She reached in, moved one thing aside, and came back with a pair of panties pinched between her fingers. They were pink, lacy, and impossibly small—the kind with a delicate scalloped edge along the waistband and not much fabric beyond that.

She held them out to me with a perfectly straight face.

"Slide these on."

I stared at them. The lace was sheer enough that I could see her fingertips through the fabric, and my stomach did a slow, uncomfortable flip that had nothing to do with the prank. My mouth went dry, and I was suddenly very aware of my own breathing, of the fact that I was standing half-dressed in her room while she dangled her underwear at me like it was nothing.

I swallowed hard.

"Turn around at least," I said.

Maya raised both hands in surrender and spun on her heel, facing the window. I could see her reflection faintly in the glass, but the angle was wrong enough that it felt like privacy. It would have to be enough.

I reached under the skirt and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers, sliding them down over my thighs. The denim brushed against my bare skin as I stepped out of them, and the sudden exposure sent a weird jolt through me. It wasn’t unpleasant, just unfamiliar. I kicked the boxers aside and picked up the panties, trying not to think about whose drawer they'd just come from.

The lace was softer than I expected. I stepped into them quickly, pulling them up before I could overthink it, and felt the fabric stretch and settle against me in a way that was entirely foreign. Everything was held close, compressed, the lace delicate against skin that had never touched anything like it. I adjusted myself through the thin material and tugged the skirt back down into place.

"Okay," I said. "You can turn around."

Maya turned, and her eyes went straight to the skirt first, checking the lines. Whatever she saw must have worked, because she nodded once with professional satisfaction. But then her gaze moved up—across the bare strip of my stomach, over my chest, to my face—and something flickered behind her expression that I couldn't quite read. Her lips parted slightly, and I caught the shift in her pupils, the way they opened wider for just a fraction of a second before she blinked it away.

I didn't know what that was. I filed it somewhere in the back of my mind and didn't touch it.

"Crop top," she said, tossing it to me.

I pulled it on. The fabric was thin and fitted, hugging my torso in a way that made me acutely aware of every contour. It ended a good three inches above the waistband of the skirt, leaving a band of my stomach exposed. I'd never worn anything that left my midsection bare on purpose, and the air against that strip of skin made me feel more naked than I was.

Maya pointed at her vanity. "Sit."

I sat down on the little cushioned stool, and suddenly I was surrounded by her world—bottles and tubes and compacts arranged across the surface in an order that made sense only to her. The mirror was ringed with warm light, the kind that made everything look softer, and my reflection stared back at me looking vaguely ridiculous. A guy in a crop top and a denim skirt, bare-faced and blond and completely out of his depth.

"Close your eyes," she said, and I did.

Her fingers were warm against my skin. She started with something cool and liquid across my eyelids, smoothing it out with a brush so soft I could barely feel the bristles. I sat still and let her work, aware of how close she was standing, the faint smell of her perfume mixing with the chemical sweetness of whatever she was applying. Her breath grazed my forehead when she leaned in to get the angle right.

She didn't talk much while she worked. Just the occasional quiet instruction—look up, hold still, press your lips together. I felt the drag of liner along my lash line, the soft press of something powdery across my cheekbones, the sticky glide of lip color that tasted faintly like vanilla. Every touch was precise and professional, but it still felt strangely intimate to have someone's hands that close to my face for that long.

"Almost," she murmured, and I heard her step away briefly. When she came back, she was holding a wig—long, dark, somewhere between brown and black, with a slight wave to it. She fitted it over my hair carefully, tucking the stray blond edges underneath, and adjusted the part until she was satisfied.

"Open your eyes."

I opened them and didn't recognize myself.

The person in the mirror was a girl. Not a guy in costume, not a half-assed drag act—an actual girl. The wig framed my face in a way that softened my jaw, and whatever Maya had done with the contouring had reshaped my cheekbones into more feminine. My eyes looked bigger, darker, the liner giving them a slight cat-eye tilt that changed my entire expression. The lip color was a muted rose, a color that could pass as natural.

"Holy shit," I whispered.

Maya appeared behind me in the mirror, resting her chin near my shoulder. She was smiling, but it wasn't her usual smirk. It was something warmer, like she was admiring her own work and the canvas it sat on at the same time.

"One more thing," she said, and set a pair of heels on the floor beside me. They were black, strappy, with maybe a three-inch lift—nothing insane, but enough to change the way I'd have to stand and move. I slid my feet into them and stood up carefully, finding my balance.

The added height shifted everything. My posture straightened, my hips tilted, and the skirt fell differently against my thighs. I turned back to the mirror and felt something I wasn't prepared for. I looked good. Not funny-good, not ironic-good. Actually, genuinely attractive in a way that made my brain stutter.

Maya was watching me from a few feet away, leaning against her dresser with her arms crossed. Her eyes moved over me slowly, and the look on her face had nothing platonic about it. It was the way someone looked at you across a bar when they were deciding whether to come over, and she wasn't even trying to hide it.

The air in the room felt different. Heavier. Like we'd crossed some invisible line while I wasn't paying attention, and neither of us knew how to step back over it.

Maya reached down and grabbed the hem of her leggings without a word of warning.

"Whoa," I said, but she was already peeling them down her thighs and stepping out of them like I wasn't even there. Her legs were bare and brown, toned from the spin classes she swore she hated but never missed. She tossed the leggings onto her bed and then pulled her t-shirt over her head in one smooth motion, and suddenly she was standing in front of me in nothing but a plain black bra and a pair of cotton underwear.

I caught her reflection in the vanity mirror before I could stop myself. The curve of her waist, the soft dip of her navel, the way her hips flared out from a narrow torso. I'd lived with this girl for over a year and had never seen this much of her at once. My mouth went dry for the second time in twenty minutes.

"What are you doing?" I managed, keeping my eyes fixed on her face in the mirror because looking anywhere else felt dangerous.

She didn't even glance up. She was already rifling through the clothes on her bed, sorting through options with the same brisk efficiency she'd used on me. "Getting changed. It has to look like we were out together and came back home. I can't look like I've been lounging around all day while you look cute."

The word "cute" landed in my chest and stayed there.

I told myself to look away, but the mirror made it almost impossible. Maya's bra was doing structural work, holding the full weight of her breasts in a way that the soft cotton barely contained. They pressed together when she leaned forward to grab a dress from the pile, and the sight triggered a thought so unexpected that it caught me completely off guard.

I wondered what it would feel like to have my own pair. The weight, the presence, the way they'd shift under fabric. The crop top was snug against my flat chest, and for one strange, fleeting second, something in my brain tried to fill in the gap.

I shut that down immediately. It was the costume. It was the makeup and the wig and the heels messing with my head, blurring some line that I needed to stay firmly on one side of. I was doing this to prank Chris. That was it.

Maya pulled a casual dress over her head. It was sage green, loose but flattering, the kind of thing she'd wear to a coffee shop or a farmer's market. It fell just above her knees, and she adjusted the neckline without checking the mirror. Then she gathered her curls and twisted them up into something cute but messy, securing it with a clip she pulled from between her teeth. The whole transformation took maybe ninety seconds, and she looked like she'd spent an hour on it.

"There," she said, turning to face me. "Now we match energy."

She opened her mouth to say something else, but the sound of the front door stopped her. The heavy click of the latch, the familiar groan of the hinges we kept saying we'd WD-40, and then the dull thud of keys hitting the kitchen counter.

Chris was home.

Maya's eyes locked onto mine. Her lips curved into a slow, conspiratorial grin, and she held one finger to her lips.

"Showtime," she whispered.

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my teeth.

Maya walked out first, casual as anything, and I followed a half step behind on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else. The heels changed my entire gait, forcing me to take shorter steps and keep my weight forward, and I had to concentrate just to walk in a straight line down the hallway.

The skirt swished against my thighs with every step, and the panties underneath kept reminding me they were there in ways I was trying very hard to ignore.

Chris was in the kitchen with a paper grocery bag on the counter, pulling out items one at a time with the methodical energy of someone who was already thinking about what to make for dinner. He had a can of diced tomatoes in one hand and a box of pasta in the other when he looked up and saw us.

He stopped cold.

The tomatoes stayed suspended in midair. His eyes went past Maya and landed on me, and I watched his expression cycle through something I'd never seen on his face before. Not recognition. Not confusion. Something else entirely, something that started at my legs and traveled upward with a slowness that made my skin prickle under the crop top.

"Hey," Maya said, breezy and rehearsed. "This is my friend Michelle. She's in my stats class. Michelle, this is Chris."

I waited for it. The squint, the double take, the bark of laughter followed by a pointed finger and a "dude, what the hell." I braced for the moment his brain would catch up with his eyes and the whole thing would be over.

Part of me almost wanted it, because standing there while he looked at me like that was doing something to my nervous system.

But the moment didn't come.

Chris set the tomatoes down on the counter and smiled—not his usual grin, not the one I saw every day across the breakfast table. This was different. He straightened up a little, squared his shoulders without seeming to realize he was doing it, and I recognized every single one of those micro-adjustments because I'd done them myself a hundred times when a pretty girl walked into a room.

He was attracted to me.

The realization hit like a glass of cold water poured directly into my chest cavity.

"Nice to meet you, Michelle," he said, and his voice had dropped into a register I'd only ever heard him use at bars. He leaned against the counter with one hand, easy and relaxed, and something about the way he held my eye contact made me feel like the kitchen had gotten significantly smaller.

"You too," I said, pitching my voice slightly higher than usual. It came out smoother than I expected, almost natural, and I could feel Maya vibrating with suppressed laughter beside me.

She steered us toward the living room before things could stall. "I was gonna put on a movie. You in?"

Chris shrugged, still looking at me. "Depends. What movie?"

Maya grabbed the remote and pulled up his favorite—an action thriller from a few years back that he'd watched so many times he could quote entire scenes from memory. It was a calculated choice, and I had to hand it to her for the strategy. Nothing made Chris more comfortable than familiar territory.

"Oh, nice," he said, perking up. "Good taste."

"It's actually Michelle's favorite," Maya said without missing a beat. She settled onto one end of the couch and tucked her legs underneath her, leaving the middle cushion open like a trap.

Chris looked at me again, and this time there was genuine interest layered on top of the attraction—the kind of look a guy gave when he thought he might have something in common with a girl he already found hot. "Seriously? Most people haven't even seen it."

I shrugged and smiled, keeping it small and a little shy. "What can I say. I've got good taste."

He grinned at that, wide and easy, and grabbed his drink off the counter. "Yeah, all right. I'm in."

I ended up in the middle because Maya engineered it that way. She had chosen the far left cushion before I could claim it, leaving me no choice but to sit between her and Chris. The couch wasn't big—our apartment wasn't big—so my thigh was pressed against his within seconds of sitting down, and I had to cross my legs to keep the skirt from riding up.

The movie played, but none of us were really watching it. Chris kept making comments about the fight choreography, and I responded in character, pitching my voice up and laughing at things that were only half funny. Maya played wingwoman from the other side, nudging me with her elbow whenever Chris said something she wanted me to react to.

Somewhere around the second act, Chris's arm drifted to the back of the couch behind my shoulders, and I pretended not to notice.

The weird part was that I was actually having fun. Chris was charming when he wanted to be, and watching him turn it on for "Michelle" was like seeing a side of him I'd only ever observed from the outside. He told stories I already knew but made them sound different, better, polished up for an audience of one. I laughed in the right places because I knew where the punchlines were, and he mistook my familiarity for chemistry.

By the time the credits rolled, the energy on the couch had shifted. Maya stretched her arms overhead and looked between us with the exaggerated innocence of someone who was about to throw a grenade.

"You know what," she said, like the thought had just occurred to her. "You two would actually be really good together."

"No," Chris and I said at almost the same time, and then he laughed, and I laughed, and Maya grinned like she'd proven her point.

"I'm just saying," she continued. "The vibe is there."

I played the part. Ducked my chin, let a small smile pull at the corner of my mouth, and glanced at Chris from under my lashes the way I'd seen girls do when they were interested but didn't want to say it outright. He caught the look and held it, and the warmth behind his eyes shifted into something darker and more direct. He wasn't just flirting anymore. He was looking at me like he was already thinking about what came next, and the intensity of it sent an electric current through my ribcage.

"I dare you guys to kiss," Maya said.

I turned and glared at her. She met my stare with wide, guileless eyes and then tilted her head subtly toward the bookshelf. Toward the camera. The message was clear: For the prank. Think about the footage. It'll be hilarious.

And she was right. Chris kissing someone he thought was a random girl, only to find out it was his roommate—that was the kind of content that went viral overnight. That was the whole point of this. I was doing this for the prank.

I turned back to Chris and felt my pulse throbbing in my wrists. "I'm game if you are."

Chris's mouth curved into something slow and confident. He leaned back slightly and looked me over with the comfortable arrogance of a guy who'd never been turned down and didn't expect to start now. "Sure," he said, casual as breathing. "I don't mind kissing a hot chick."

I giggled. It came out so naturally that it startled me—light and feminine and nothing like any sound I'd ever made before. Chris's eyes flickered at the sound, and I saw his jaw tighten in a way that told me he liked it.

Then he moved closer.

His hand came up and cupped the side of my face, his thumb resting along my jaw and his fingers sliding into the wig just behind my ear. His palm was warm and rough against my cheek, and the gentleness of the gesture didn't match the look in his eyes, which was anything but gentle.

He held me there for a beat, studying me up close, and I had the terrifying thought that this was the moment he'd finally see through it. That he'd feel the angle of my jaw under his thumb and know.

He leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn't soft. It wasn't a peck for the camera. His mouth pressed against mine with a confidence that left no room for hesitation, and before I could process what was happening, his lips parted and his tongue slid against my lower lip. I opened for him on instinct—pure, thoughtless instinct—and then his tongue was against mine, slick and warm.

He kissed the way he did everything: deliberate, focused, a little possessive. His hand tightened on my jaw, tilting my head to the angle he wanted, and I let him because my brain had gone completely offline. The sound of Maya breathing on the other end of the couch, the hum of the TV on the menu screen, the faint traffic noise from outside—it all dissolved into static behind the wet heat of his mouth.

I felt myself getting hard.

It happened fast, a rush of blood that I couldn't have stopped if I'd tried, and the lace panties suddenly felt like the only thing standing between me and total exposure. The fabric tightened around me as I stiffened, thin and unforgiving, and I shifted my hips back into the couch cushion as subtly as I could, trying to angle my body so that nothing was visible beneath the skirt.

My heart was slamming against my ribs, and I couldn't tell anymore if it was from the kiss or the panic.

Chris pulled back just far enough to look at me, his eyes half-lidded and his lips slick. He was breathing harder than he'd been a minute ago, and his thumb traced a slow line along my cheekbone.

"Not bad, Michelle," he murmured.

I swallowed and pressed my thighs together under the denim, praying he couldn't feel what I was fighting to hide.

"I want to have a threesome." Maya said it the way someone might announce they were ordering pizza. Flat, direct, no buildup.

Chris and I broke put more space between us. My lips were still tingling from the kiss, and I could feel the faint dampness of his mouth cooling on my skin as I turned to stare at her. My jaw went slack, and I didn't bother to close it because my brain was too busy short-circuiting to send instructions to the rest of my face.

This wasn't the plan. The plan was the kiss, the reveal, the camera, the look on Chris's face when he realized he'd just made out with his roommate. That was the ending. That was the punchline. Whatever Maya was doing right now wasn't in any version of the script we'd discussed.

Chris shifted beside me, and I could feel the confusion radiating off him. He leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and looked at Maya with the careful expression of someone trying to figure out if they were being set up.

"Maya," he said slowly. "We've never done anything like that before. I don't want it to ruin our friendship."

She didn't flinch. Her body angled toward both of us, and the look on her face wasn't playful or teasing. It was hungry in a way I'd never seen from her. Not once in the entire time we'd lived together.

"Sex is just sex, Chris." Her voice was steady, but there was a roughness underneath it, a thickness that hadn't been there five minutes ago. "It was hot watching you two kiss, but I don't want to just watch. I want to join in."

Before I could respond, before I could even begin to formulate a sentence that made sense of what was happening, she turned to me. Her hand came up and cupped my cheek the same way Chris's had, her fingers smaller and softer, her touch lighter but just as dominating. She held my gaze for a single second, and then she kissed me.

Her mouth was different from Chris's. Where he'd been firm and possessive, Maya was slow and searching, her lips parting against mine in a way that felt like a question. Her tongue brushed mine gently at first and then deeper as I failed to pull away. She tasted like the lip balm she always wore, something between mint and vanilla, and her thumb stroked my cheekbone while she kissed me with a patience that made my chest ache.

I pulled back just enough to breathe, my forehead almost touching hers. "What are you doing?" I whispered, quiet enough that Chris couldn't hear.

Her eyes were dark, the pupils blown wide, and she was breathing through parted lips. "You look so good," she said, just as quietly. "I can't help myself."

I stared at her. She stared back. And I understood with a sickening, thrilling clarity that she wasn't performing for the camera. She wasn't playing a part or setting up a bit. She wanted this. She was serious.

My cock strained against the panties, painfully hard now. My body was responding to two different people's touch in a way that my brain couldn't reconcile. I was a straight guy in a wig and a denim skirt sitting between my two best friends, both of whom had just had their tongues in my mouth, and I was more turned on than I'd ever been in my life.

None of this was how it was supposed to go.

Maya moved before I could overthink it.

She swung one leg over my lap and settled onto me with a confidence that made it clear she'd been thinking about this longer than the last five minutes. Her knees pressed into the couch cushions on either side of my thighs, and the weight of her pinned me in place as her hands slid up my chest over the thin fabric of the crop top. She sank down against me until there was nothing between her body and mine but two thin layers of fabric.

She knew. The second she settled, I saw it in her face. She could feel me through the panties, hard and pressed flat against my stomach, and instead of pulling back, she rolled her hips.

The friction nearly ended me. She rocked forward in a slow, teasing grind, her weight dragging across the length of me through the lace and whatever she was wearing underneath her dress.

To Chris, sitting beside us on the couch, it looked like nothing more than two girls making out. Maya's body blocked everything, her thighs shielding the evidence, and the motion of her hips could've passed for simple enthusiasm. Only I knew what she was actually doing, and the realization that she was hiding me—protecting the secret while using it for her own pleasure—made my head swim.

I kissed her harder. My hands moved on their own, sliding from her waist up along her ribs until my palms found the curve of her breasts through the dress. They were full and warm, heavy against my hands even through the fabric, and when I squeezed gently, she moaned into my mouth. The sound vibrated against my lips and traveled straight down my spine.

I heard Chris exhale. A long, controlled breath, the kind a guy lets out when he's trying to keep himself in check. I glanced over and saw him leaned back into the couch, legs spread, one hand resting over the front of his jeans where the outline of his erection was impossible to miss. He wasn't touching himself yet, but his fingers were pressing against the denim like he was holding something back.

Then he stood up.

He moved behind Maya with a confidence that surprised me. There was no hesitation, no asking permission, just his hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress and pulling it down in one smooth motion. The fabric loosened around her shoulders and he guided it down until it pooled at her waist, bunched between her body and mine.

Her bra was simple, and her skin was flushed across her chest and up the sides of her neck. Chris stood behind her and bent down, pressing his mouth to the spot where her shoulder met her throat. Maya's head fell back against him, her eyes closing, and I watched his lips drag slowly up the column of her neck while his hands found the clasp of her bra.

One small click, and it fell away.

Her breasts spilled free, and the sight of them up close sent a pulse through me so strong it felt like a small earthquake. They were full and round, with dark, tight nipples begging to be teased. Chris's hands came around from behind, his broad palms cupping her from underneath, and I watched his fingers sink into the soft flesh while Maya made a sound low in her throat.

I reached up and covered her other breast with my hand, my thumb finding her nipple and brushing across it. Her skin was impossibly warm. She arched into both of us at once, pressing forward into my palm and back into Chris's chest. Chris's knuckles grazed mine across her sternum, his skin rough against the back of my hand, and I didn't pull away.

Maya slid off my lap and her hand found my wrist, pulling me down with her. My knees hit the carpet, and we knelt together in front of Chris. He was looking down at us with an expression that was equal parts disbelief and raw want, his chest rising and falling faster than normal.

Maya reached up first. Her fingers worked the button of his jeans, then the zipper, and then she was tugging them down over his hips along with his boxers in one decisive motion. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed and already hard enough that it didn't need any help finding its angle.

I'd seen Chris shirtless a hundred times—we were roommates, it was unavoidable—but I'd never seen him like this. The sight of him fully erect inches from my face sent a jolt through me.

Maya wrapped her hand around the base and took him into her mouth first. Chris groaned, his head tipping back, and one of his hands settled on the back of her head, fingers threading into her dark curls. She worked him slowly, her lips stretched around his shaft. I watched from six inches away with a heartbeat so loud I was sure both of them could hear it.

Then Maya pulled off and looked at me. She didn't say anything. She just tilted his cock toward my mouth and waited.

I should've stopped. This was the point where any sane person would've called the whole thing off, revealed the prank, and dealt with the fallout. But sanity had left the building somewhere around the time Maya had started grinding on me, and the person kneeling on this carpet wasn't Kyle the roommate anymore. She was Michelle, and Michelle didn't have to overthink any of this.

I leaned in and took him past my lips.

The taste was salt and warm skin, and the weight of him on my tongue was heavier than I expected. I didn't know what I was doing, but I'd been on the receiving end of this enough times to have a working theory. I kept my lips tight and took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks the way I knew felt good. The sound Chris made above me was guttural and unguarded in a way I'd never heard from him before.

"Fuck," he breathed, and his hand found the back of my head, fingers tangling in the wig.

We traded back and forth. Maya would take him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she bobbed, and then she'd pull off and I'd replace her, my mouth picking up where hers left off. Chris's hand moved between us, cupping the back of whichever head was on him, and occasionally Maya and I would pull away at the same time and find each other instead. Her mouth would meet mine in a messy, open kiss, our tongues sliding together while Chris watched from above with glazed eyes and a slack jaw. Then one of us would return to him, and the cycle would continue.

I loved it. That was the part that terrified me most. Not the act itself, but how much I loved being on my knees, being guided, being used the way he'd use any girl he'd brought home. The panties were soaked with precum, my cock straining against the lace, and every time Chris's fingers tightened in my hair, I felt myself pulse harder.

Maya pulled back and wrapped her hand around him, stroking fast while she looked at me. "Open your mouth," she murmured, low enough that it was just for me.

I did.

Chris's breathing had gone ragged, his abs tightening, his thighs rigid on either side of us. Maya angled him toward me and stroked him through it, and I felt the first hot pulse hit my tongue before I registered the groan that tore out of his chest. He came in thick, uneven spurts, his cock twitching against my lower lip, and I held still and took it because some part of me that I didn't fully understand yet wanted to.

I swallowed. It was bitter and warm and not something I'd ever imagined doing, and yet my body responded to it with a surge of arousal so intense that my thighs trembled beneath the skirt.

Chris was staring down at me with heavy-lidded eyes, his chest heaving, his hand still resting against the wig like he'd forgotten it was there. He looked wrecked in the best possible way.

"Jesus, Michelle," he whispered.

Chris turned and sprawled on the sofa, looking at me with a satisfaction that was still softening at the edges. Then his gaze shifted to Maya, who was kneeling beside me on the floor with her lips swollen and her chest bare, and something recalibrated behind his eyes.

"I think we should repay the favor to Maya," he said, and it wasn't a suggestion.

I nodded because Michelle would've nodded, and because the part of me that was still Kyle wanted it too. Maya deserved to be the center of this after engineering the whole thing, and the thought of putting my mouth on her made my pulse kick up.

Chris reached for Maya and pulled her up onto the couch, guiding her until her back was pressed against his chest. He settled her between his legs, her body cradled against his, and his hands came around to cup her breasts from behind while his mouth found the curve of her neck. Maya's head fell back against his shoulder, and I could see his cock pressing against the curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her underwear, not inside her, just there. It was hard again already and grinding against her with a lazy movements.

I knelt between her legs and hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties. She lifted her hips to help me, and I slid them down her thighs and off her ankles, tossing them somewhere behind me. She was bare in front of me now, her thighs parting as I settled between them, and the sight of her made my mouth water.

I lowered my head and tasted her.

She was slick and warm, and the first press of my tongue against her drew a sound out of her that filled the entire room. I licked slowly at first, learning the terrain, finding the spots that made her breath hitch and the ones that made her hips buck. Her clit was swollen under my tongue, and when I sealed my lips around it and sucked gently, her thighs clamped against the sides of my head and her hand shot down to grip the wig.

Behind her, Chris was watching me work while he rolled her nipples between his fingers. I could feel his eyes on the top of my head, and the knowledge that he was seeing "Michelle" go down on our roommate added a layer to the whole thing that was dizzying. Maya was caught between us—my mouth below, his hands above—and she was coming apart in increments, her moans getting shorter and sharper as I found my rhythm.

I flattened my tongue and dragged it the full length of her, bottom to top, then circled her clit with the tip before sucking again. Her back arched against Chris's chest and her grip in the wig tightened hard enough that I felt the cap shift.

I pushed two fingers inside her, curling them forward while my tongue kept working, and she shattered. Her whole body seized, thighs trembling, stomach clenching, a broken moan spilling out of her as she pulsed around my fingers.

I stayed there through the aftershocks, lapping gently until she pushed my head away with a breathless laugh.

She lay against Chris's chest for a long moment, her body slack and glowing. Then she lifted her head and looked down at me with eyes that were still dark and half-focused, and she said something that turned my blood to ice and fire simultaneously.

"I want to see Chris fuck you, Michelle."

The room went very still.

Chris made a low sound of agreement against Maya's shoulder, his hand already sliding down her hip like the idea was the most natural thing in the world. He was looking at me over her shoulder with that same hungry confidence, and I realized with dawning panic that he expected to find something very specific when he got under my skirt.

I stared at Maya. My eyes must have said everything my mouth couldn't, because she held my gaze with a steadiness that was almost calming. She knew exactly what she was asking. She knew the logistics, the impossibility, the risk of the whole thing collapsing right here.

"Bend over," she said softly. Then, quieter, just for me: "I want to watch him fuck your ass."

My brain screamed at me to stop. To stand up, pull off the wig, and end this before it went somewhere I couldn't come back from. But my body was already making the decision for me, every nerve ending overruling every rational thought, and the ache inside me was so overwhelming that reason didn't stand a chance.

I turned and bent over the arm of the sofa.

The position put my face in the cushions and my hips in the air, the skirt riding up the backs of my thighs. I reached down between my legs and pressed my cock flat against my stomach with one hand, tucking it up and holding it there, hidden beneath the bunched fabric. My fingers were shaking. Everything was shaking.

I felt Chris move behind me. His hands gripped the hem of the skirt and pushed it up over my hips, bunching it at my waist, and the air hit my bare skin everywhere the panties didn't cover. Then his thumb hooked into the lace at my hip and tugged it to the side, and I heard his breath catch at the sight of me, exposed and waiting.

I buried my face in the cushion and held on.

Chris's mouth found me before I was ready for it.

His tongue pressed flat against me, warm and wet, and the sensation was so unexpected and so overwhelmingly good that a moan tore out of me before I could swallow it. He licked slowly, working me open with a patience that didn't match the urgency of everything that had come before. My fingers dug into the cushion, and my whole body shuddered against the arm of the couch.

I couldn't help it. My free hand found my cock, still pinned against my stomach, and I started stroking. The angle was awkward—I was trying to keep the motion hidden beneath my body, my wrist pressed tight between my hips and the upholstery—but the combination of his tongue and my own hand was too much to resist. I stroked in tight, careful pulls, timing them to the rhythm of his mouth, praying that the movement wasn't visible from where Maya was sitting.

Then Chris reached around my hip.

I froze. Every muscle in my body locked up at once, my hand going still on my cock, my breath catching so hard it hurt. His fingers slid along my inner thigh, moving inward with a confidence that told me he was reaching for something specific, and in approximately two seconds he was going to discover that the girl he'd been hooking up with didn't have what he was looking for.

This was it. The whole thing was about to implode.

Then his hand found my cock.

I waited for the recoil. The confusion, the anger, the what-the-fuck moment that would blow the entire night apart. But it didn't come. Instead, his fingers wrapped around my shaft with a grip that was sure and unhesitant, and he started stroking me with the same steady rhythm he'd been using with his tongue.

A sound came out of me that I didn't recognize—low and desperate and cracked at the edges. My brain was screaming questions, but my body refused to stop long enough to ask them. Chris's hand was rough and calloused. He knew exactly how much pressure to use, and I was leaking against his palm, slick and throbbing. I was too far gone to do anything but take it.

Maya was across from us, her back against the opposite arm of the couch with her legs spread and her fingers between her thighs. She was watching with dark, heavy-lidded eyes, her mouth open, two fingers moving inside herself in slow circles. Then her gaze dropped to where Chris's arm disappeared beneath my skirt, and I saw confusion ripple across her face.

"Wait," she said, her voice breathy and uneven. "Did you know Michelle was trans?"

She was improvising. Trying to keep the illusion alive, trying to give me cover. But Chris was already lining himself up behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against my ass, slicked with spit. The pressure was enormous and terrifying and exactly what I wanted.

Without answering her question, he pushed inside me in one long, controlled thrust.

The stretch was searing. I gasped into the cushion, my hands clawing at the fabric, and for a moment everything was just sensation. He was buried in me to the hilt, his hips flush against my ass, and his hand never stopped moving on my cock.

"No," Chris said, his voice rough and strained against the back of my neck. "I knew she was Kyle, though."

The words hit me like a concussion wave. My head came up from the cushion and I heard Maya's sharp intake of breath from across the couch, her fingers going still between her legs. The room telescoped around the three of us, and for a suspended second nobody moved.

Then Chris pulled back and thrust into me again, harder this time, and the sound I made was involuntary and absolute.

"I knew this was another prank," he grunted, setting a rhythm that drove the air out of my lungs with every stroke. His hand tightened on my cock, jerking me in time with his thrusts, and his mouth was close enough to my ear that I could feel every word against my skin. "So, I played along."

He bottomed out and held there, grinding deep, and I clenched around him without meaning to. A groan rumbled through his chest and transferred directly into my spine.

"But you looked so fucking hot, Kyle." His voice was wrecked, barely held together. "And when Maya dared us to kiss, I knew I wouldn't be able to stop."

The confession undid all three of us at once.

I came first, or maybe we all started at the same moment—I couldn't tell because my body went white-hot and formless, my cock pulsing hard in Chris's fist, spilling over his knuckles and onto the couch cushion beneath me. The orgasm ripped through me in waves, and I clenched tight around him as it hit, which dragged him over the edge with me. I felt him swell inside me and then the hot, pulsing rush of him letting go, his hips stuttering against my ass, a broken groan buried in the back of my neck.

Across the couch, Maya cried out at the same time, her back arching, her fingers working frantically as she watched us come apart together. Her thighs shook and her head fell back, and the sound she made was raw and unguarded and beautiful.

The three of us stayed there, breathing hard. Chris's forehead rested against my shoulder blade, his hand still loosely holding my softening cock, and I could feel his heartbeat hammering through his chest into my back.

Chris pulled out slowly, and the loss of him left me feeling hollow in a way that caught me off guard. I slid off the arm of the couch and collapsed face-first into the cushions, the skirt twisted around my waist, the wig half off, the crop top pushed up to my ribs. I didn't have the energy to fix any of it. Every muscle in my body had been replaced with something warm and liquid, and the cushion smelled like sweat and sex and the faint vanilla of Maya's lip balm.

Maya’s eyes were closed and there was a lazy, satisfied curve to her mouth that made her look like she'd just woken up from the best nap of her life.

Chris, naturally, was the first one on his feet.

He stood in the middle of the living room, his dick still out, and crossed his arms over his chest. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, still half-hard and slick, and he had the audacity to look smug. He raised one eyebrow and looked between us like a detective who'd just solved an easy case.

"So," he said. "Where's the camera?"

Maya and I looked at each other. The sheer absurdity of the situation—the prank that had devolved into the most intense sexual experience of my life, orchestrated by a guy who'd apparently been three steps ahead the entire time—hit us both at once. Maya snorted first, and then I started laughing, and within seconds we were both wheezing the same way they'd wheezed at me when I'd walked out of the bathroom with ink in my hair.

"Above the TV," Maya admitted, waving one hand vaguely in its direction.

Chris turned and walked over to the bookshelf, and I watched his cock bob with every step, still leaking a thin trail that caught the light. He reached between the dead succulent and the stack of paperbacks and plucked the GoPro free, holding it up to examine it with the same careful eye he used on his own equipment. The little red light was still glowing.

He looked into the lens and smiled. Not his content smile, not his prank smile—something realer and dirtier, the kind of grin that belonged in a locked folder.

"I really hope you save this footage," he said. "I need something to jack off to later."

Maya propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts still bare above the bunched fabric of her dress. She tilted her head and gave him a look that was half challenge, half invitation.

"Or," she said, "we could just do this again sometime."

The room got quiet. Chris lowered the camera and looked at me, and then Maya looked at me, and I realized they were both waiting. Not performing, not scheming, not setting up the next bit. They were genuinely asking, and the answer mattered.

I was still sprawled across the couch in a wig and a skirt and a pair of lace panties that would never be the same. My lips were swollen, my body was spent, and somewhere beneath the exhaustion, a low ember of want was already starting to glow again.

I thought about saying something clever or deflecting with a joke the way I normally would, but nothing about the last two hours had been normal, and I was done pretending otherwise.

I nodded. Shy about it, quieter than I expected to be, but certain.

Chris grinned. Maya smiled. And the camera light blinked red between us like a secret all three of us had agreed to keep.


THEIR GOOD GIRL


I knew trouble was waiting for me before I even got the door open. Two wineglasses on the counter meant Jess was here, and two wineglasses before five o'clock meant they'd been at it for a while. I dropped my keys on the side table and heard them before I saw them. My wife only hit that specific pitch of laughter when her best friend was around.

They were curled up on opposite ends of the couch, a half-empty bottle of rosé between them. My wife, Callie, had her legs tucked under her, still in the oversized flannel she'd clearly been wearing all day. Jess sat cross-legged with her dark hair piled up in one of those messy knots that still managed to look good, her bare feet propped on the cushion between them.

They both looked up when I walked in. Something passed between them—one of those wordless exchanges women perfected in some class men were never invited to—and they burst out laughing again.

"Hey," I said, loosening my tie. "Good to see you, Jess."

Jess pressed her lips together like she was physically trying to hold something in. She glanced at Callie, then back at me, and just said, "You're right."

I stopped and looked between them. "Right about what?"

That set them off again. Callie covered her mouth with her wine hand, which was dangerous for the couch, and Jess tilted her head back against the armrest with her eyes squeezed shut.

"Okay." I crossed my arms and leaned against the doorframe. "What are we talking about?"

Callie collected herself first, barely. She had that look. The one where her eyes got bright and her cheeks flushed and I could tell she felt clever.

"I was just telling her how pretty you are," she said.

Jess nodded, entirely too serious. "Yep." Jess popped the “p.”

I stood there for a second, waiting for the rest of it. But that was apparently the whole joke. My wife thought I was pretty, her best friend agreed, and this was the funniest thing that had happened to either of them all day.

"Pretty," I repeated.

"Gorgeous," Callie corrected, swirling her glass. "I said pretty, but I'm upgrading."

I shook my head, smiling. I couldn't help it. There was something about the two of them together that turned my thirty-four-year-old wife into a sorority pledge, and I'd stopped pretending it bothered me a long time ago. If anything, I liked this version of her—loose and giggly and a little reckless. It usually worked out in my favor later.

"You're both hilarious," I said. I pushed off the doorframe and headed for the kitchen, pulling open the fridge. I grabbed a beer and cracked it against the edge of the counter the way Callie always told me not to. "I'm going to take my pretty face upstairs. You two try not to finish that bottle before dinner."

"No promises," Jess called after me.

I took the stairs two at a time, their laughter trailing up behind me like perfume. It was warm and easy and I didn't think anything of it. That was the problem. I didn't think anything of it at all.

I never thought there’d be more to it.

[image: ]


I was halfway through brushing my teeth when I heard the front door close and the deadbolt turn. A few seconds later, Callie's footsteps came up the stairs, light and quick. She was still riding the high of a good night.

I caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror as she appeared in the doorway, cheeks pink, eyes still bright from whatever the last hour of conversation had been about.

"Did you have fun tonight?" I asked around a mouthful of toothpaste.

She leaned against the doorframe. Her smile hadn't faded at all. "Oh yeah. I always do with her."

I shook my head and kept brushing. There was something about the way she said it that felt loaded, but everything felt loaded when Callie and Jess had been hanging out. I spit, rinsed, and reached for the towel.

She came up behind me before I got there.

I felt her first—the press of her body against my back, her chin hooking over my shoulder, her arms sliding around my waist. She was warm, and smelled like the shea butter lotion she always put on her hands. I watched our reflection for a second. Me in just my boxers, her behind me in that oversized flannel, her fingers spread flat against my stomach.

"Hi," she murmured against my shoulder blade.

"Hi yourself."

Her hand moved down. Her fingers slipped past the waistband of my boxers and wrapped around my cock with the kind of confidence that only came from years of marriage. I was already half-hard from the press of her body, and her grip finished the job in about two seconds.

I braced one hand on the edge of the sink. "Fuck."

She squeezed gently and started stroking, her palm warm and firm, her thumb dragging along the underside in a way that made my vision blur. I spit the last of the toothpaste into the sink because it was either that or choke on it. My hips pushed forward into her fist without any input from my brain.

"God, you're hard," she whispered. Her voice had dropped into that low register she used when she wanted something, and I could feel her smile pressed against the back of my shoulder. "I'd love to see this huge cock stuffed inside . . ."

My eyes rolled back. Every nerve in my body zeroed in on her hand, her voice, the image she was building. My thighs locked and I felt the orgasm rising fast—too fast—building from somewhere at the base of my spine.

". . . a pair of my panties."

I came. Not a gradual build, not a slow crest—it hit me like a trapdoor opening. My whole body jerked forward, and I gripped the sink hard enough to hear it creak. I spilled over her fingers, while those words hung in the air between us like smoke from a gun.

She kept stroking through it, gentler now, easing me down. I could feel her chest rising and falling against my back, steady and satisfied. When I finally opened my eyes, I caught her reflection in the mirror. She had this look—not quite a grin, not quite surprise. A smirk. The kind that said she'd gotten exactly what she wanted and was already thinking three moves ahead.

"Well," she said softly. She pulled her hand free and kissed my shoulder. "Good night."

I stood there gripping the sink while she washed her hands next to me like nothing had happened. She hummed something under her breath, dried off, and padded into the bedroom. By the time I followed her, she was already under the covers, phone in hand, scrolling like she hadn't just detonated something inside my head.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling.

It didn't mean anything. I came because she was touching me, because her hand was on my cock and she was whispering in my ear. I was a simple goddamn machine that responded to simple inputs. The timing was coincidental. That was it. She'd been building me up and the words just happened to land at the same moment the orgasm did.

Except I kept hearing it. A pair of my panties. And I kept feeling the way my body had reacted—not with hesitation, not with confusion, but with a full-throttle, zero-resistance release that had left me shaking.

I rolled onto my side and looked at her. She was already asleep, lips slightly parted, one hand tucked under her pillow. Peaceful. Done with it.

I wasn't done with it.

I lay awake for a long time, turning it over and over, trying to find the angle that made it make sense. The house was quiet. The ceiling fan ticked softly overhead. Callie's breathing was slow and even beside me, and I envied every single exhale.
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It had been four days, and I still couldn't stop thinking about it.

I'd tried. I'd buried myself in work, stayed late at the office twice, gone for a run that nearly killed me. But every time my mind went quiet—in the shower, in traffic, in the ten seconds before sleep—it came back. Her hand around my cock, her voice in my ear, and those five words that had no business making me come.

A pair of my panties.

So, when I came home Friday evening and found Callie and Jess cross-legged on the living room floor with a drag competition show on the TV, I felt the universe leaning on me with both hands.

"Hey, babe." Callie barely looked up. On screen, someone in a sequined bodysuit and a wig the size of a traffic cone was lip-syncing to a song I half recognized. Jess was riveted, clutching a throw pillow against her chest like it was a life vest.

"Hey." I stood behind the couch for a moment, watching. One of the queens strutted across the stage in heels I couldn't have stood up in, much less walked in, and I felt something tighten in my chest that I was even having that thought. "What are we watching?"

"Shh," Jess said without turning around. "She's about to get eliminated and I need to mourn."

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and dropped into the armchair, trying to watch, trying to be normal. But the show wasn't helping. Every shot was silk and lace and transformation—men who'd turned themselves into something else entirely. Something beautiful. My beer went warm in my hand. I wasn't watching the competition anymore. I was watching the details. The way the fabric moved. The way it sat against skin.

I took a long pull from the bottle and stood up. "I'm gonna head upstairs for a bit."

Neither of them noticed. Jess had her hand over her mouth and Callie was laughing at Jess's reaction to whatever was happening on screen. I might as well have been furniture.

I took the stairs slowly, telling myself I was just going to change. Take off my work clothes, put on sweats, come back down. That was the plan. That was the whole plan.

Our bedroom was dark except for the light spilling in from the hallway. I walked past the bed, past the bathroom, and stopped in front of our dresser. The top drawer. I knew what was in the top drawer.

I pulled it open.

Her underwear was organized the way she organized everything—loosely, with good intentions that had collapsed within a week of implementation. Cotton on one side, the nicer stuff on the other. Date night versus weekdays. I stood there looking at it like I was defusing a bomb.

My hand moved before my brain gave permission. I reached past the plain cotton, past the black seamless pairs she wore under leggings, and my fingers found something lacy. I pulled out a pair of pink, delicate, panties with a tiny ribbon at the front of the waistband. They weighed almost nothing. I'd seen Callie wear these a dozen times and never thought twice about it. They were just underwear. Her underwear.

I rubbed the fabric between my thumb and forefinger. It was softer than I'd expected, which was a strange thing to think because I'd touched them before—pulling them off her, finding them tangled in the sheets, tossing them into the laundry. But I'd never touched them like this. Feeling the way the lace caught slightly against the rough skin of my fingertips.

I wasn't picturing them on her. That was the problem. I was picturing them on me. Picturing the lace stretched over my hips, the fabric pulled tight across the front, the waistband sitting low where my boxers usually sat. The image hit me with so much clarity it felt like a memory instead of a fantasy.

My cock stiffened against my thigh, sudden and undeniable. I looked down at myself like my body had betrayed me in broad daylight.

"Fuck," I whispered. "Why am I hard right now?"

I knew why. I just didn't want this to be the reason.

"Oh my God."

The voice came from the doorway. I spun around and the panties were still in my hand because I’d been caught off guard. Callie stood in the doorframe with Jess right behind her, both of their faces lit up with identical expressions of delighted shock.

Callie's eyes dropped to my hand, then to the open drawer, then back to my face. Her lips parted. I watched the grin build in slow motion, starting at the corners of her mouth and spreading until it reached her eyes.

Jess leaned past Callie's shoulder and looked at me with her eyebrows halfway up her forehead. She didn't say a word, but her mouth formed a perfect little O that collapsed almost instantly into a grin that matched my wife's.

I stood there holding my wife's pink lace panties in the dark bedroom with a hard-on pressing against my khakis. "What are you two doing up here?" My voice came out about half an octave higher than I wanted it to.

Callie had a small black tube in her hand that I hadn't noticed before, and she held it up like a hall pass.

"I wanted to show Jess this new lip stain I bought," she said. Her voice was innocent. Her face was not.

"Yeah," Jess added, nodding slowly"I was going to try it on." She paused just long enough for the silence to grow teeth. "Looks like you want to try something on too."

I shoved the panties back into the drawer and shut it, possibly harder than necessary. The little ceramic dish on top of the dresser rattled and I caught it before it slid off. Real smooth.

"Nah," I said. I leaned back against the dresser and crossed my arms, going for casual and landing somewhere in the neighborhood of desperate. "I just like to smell my wife's pussy on her panties sometimes."

It sounded worse out loud than it had in my head, which was impressive because it hadn't sounded great in my head either. I'd been going for aggressively masculine—the kind of thing that would steer the conversation back toward territory where I was a red-blooded husband who liked the way his wife smelled and nothing more. Instead, I sounded like a man who'd picked the first available lie and ridden it straight off a cliff.

Callie tilted her head. Jess pressed her lips together. Neither of them said a word for about three seconds, and in that silence, I watched my excuse die a quiet, dignified death.

"Uh-huh," Callie said.

"Totally," Jess agreed.

They moved at the same time, stepping into the room like they'd choreographed it. Callie came around to my left and Jess drifted to my right, and before I fully registered what was happening, I was cornered against the dresser with nowhere to go. The drawer handles pressed into the small of my back.

Callie stood close enough that I could smell the shea butter on her skin. She pushed out her lower lip in a pout that she'd been weaponizing since our second date, and her fingers found the front of my shirt. She tugged the fabric gently, pulling me toward her by a few inches.

"Please," she said. "Let us play a little dress-up." Her eyes were soft but her grip wasn't. She tugged again, and I felt the cotton go taut across my shoulders. "It'll be our little secret."

I looked at Jess. She was standing just to the side with her arms at her waist, watching me with an expression that was equal parts amusement and curiosity. When she caught my eye, she raised her right hand and pressed three fingers together in a scout's honor salute. Her grin was the least reassuring thing I'd ever seen.

I looked back at Callie. She was still pouting, still holding my shirt, still standing close enough that I could feel the heat of her through the flannel. Behind us, the drawer full of panties sat closed but hardly forgotten. Downstairs, the drag show was probably still playing to an empty room.

I exhaled through my nose and stared at the ceiling for a long moment.

"Fine," I said. "But just for tonight."

Callie's pout broke into a smile so fast it was like watching a magic trick. She looked at Jess and something passed between them—that silent language again, the one I'd never been taught—and when they turned back to me, they moved together.

Callie's hands went to my shirt buttons, starting at the top, working down with quick fingers. Jess stepped closer and reached for the hem, pulling it free from my waistband. I stood there with my arms slightly raised, feeling the cool air hit my stomach as the fabric parted, and I had the distinct sensation of standing on the edge of something I couldn't see the bottom of.

"Just for tonight," I said again, quieter this time. I wasn't sure who I was reminding.

Neither of them answered. Callie pushed the shirt off my shoulders and Jess caught it behind me, tossing it onto the bed. My wife's fingers trailed down my bare chest—light, exploratory, like she was seeing me for the first time. Then her hands found my belt buckle and she looked up at me with those bright, scheming eyes.

"Just for tonight," she echoed.

Callie undid my belt with both hands and pulled it through the loops in one smooth motion, dropping it on the floor without looking. Jess was already crouching to untie my shoes, and I stood there with one hand on the dresser for balance while she pulled them off one at a time, followed by my socks. The efficiency of it startled me. They weren't fumbling. They weren't hesitating. They moved like they'd talked about this before.

My pants came down next. Callie hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them over my hips, letting gravity do the rest. I stepped out of them and she kicked them toward the growing pile on the floor. That left me in my boxers with both of them standing close enough to touch, and the room felt about ten degrees warmer than it had two minutes ago.

"These too," Callie said, snapping the waistband lightly against my hip.

I swallowed. My hands went to my waistband and then stopped, because Jess was right there. She'd seen me shirtless at the pool, at barbecues, but this was different and we all knew it. Callie didn't wait for me to sort it out. She tugged them down herself, and just like that, I was naked in front of both of them.

I told myself the reason I was half-hard was obvious. Two women. Undressing me. Any man in America would've had the same reaction, and I clung to that explanation like a life raft because the alternative was a conversation I wasn't ready to have with myself.

Callie turned back to the dresser and opened the top drawer. She reached in and pulled out the pink pair I’d been holding, and held them up between us with both hands like she was presenting a gift.

"Step in," she said.

I looked down at them, then at her. Her expression was steady and warm, almost tender, like she understood that this moment was heavier than the laughing and teasing that had gotten us here. I put one hand on her shoulder and stepped in, first the left foot, then the right.

She pulled them up slowly. The lace grazed my calves, then my knees, then the inside of my thighs, and the sensation made every hair on my legs stand up. When she eased the waistband over my hips and settled the fabric into place, I felt the lace stretch across my cock—snug, impossibly soft, nothing like the cotton I was used to. My breath caught in my throat and stayed there.

I was hard. Fully, unmistakably hard, and the panties did absolutely nothing to hide it. The pink lace pulled taut over my erection, the head visible through the pattern, the ribbon at the front sitting just above where the shaft began. I stared down at myself and didn't recognize what I was looking at.

I glanced toward Jess. She was watching the whole thing with an expression I couldn't quite read. Her eyes moved from the panties to my face and back again, and I saw her throat work as she swallowed. She wasn't laughing anymore. Whatever this was, it had crossed some line for her too.

She'd never seen me naked before. We'd known each other for years, shared dinners and holidays and the kind of easy physical affection that came with being close friends. But she'd never seen my cock, and she'd certainly never seen it straining against her best friend's underwear. The fact that she was still here, still watching, still looking at me the way she was looking at me, made my pulse hammer inside of my wrists.

Callie opened the drawer again and pulled out a bra—blush pink, not quite matching but close enough. It was simple, lightly padded, with thin straps and a clasp in the back that I'd unhooked a hundred times from the other side.

"Arms up," she said.

I raised my arms. She slipped the straps over my shoulders and reached around to fasten it behind me. Her breasts pressed against my chest while she worked the clasp, and I felt the band settle around my ribcage, snug and foreign. The cups sat flat against my chest, empty but present, and I became hyperaware of the straps pulling gently at my shoulders.

Jess walked to the closet. I heard hangers sliding along the rod, and she emerged a moment later holding a dress I vaguely recognized. It was a little black thing with thin straps and a hemline that hit about mid-thigh. She held it up against herself first, checking the length, then looked at me and nodded like she'd solved an equation.

"This one," she said to Callie.

They put it on me together. Jess gathered the fabric and lowered it over my head while Callie guided my arms through the straps. The material slid down my torso like cool water. It clung in places I wasn't used to being clung to. It caught on the bra, settled over my hips, and stopped just above my knees. The fit wasn't right, obviously. My shoulders were too broad and the chest sat wrong and the hem pulled higher on one side than the other. But it was on me, and I was in it, and the mirror on the back of the closet door showed me someone I didn't entirely recognize.

Jess stepped back and studied me with her head tilted, one finger tapping her lower lip. Then she looked at Callie with that silent language again, and her grin came back.

"We should try the new lip stain on him," she said.

"No," I said. "Absolutely not. The clothes are one thing, but I'm not⁠—"

"Please." Callie stepped between my knees and put her hands on my shoulders. She dipped her chin and looked up at me through her lashes, deploying a move that had been ending arguments in this house since before we were married. "Just a little. Just the lip stain. I want to see how it looks."

"Callie."

"For me." She squeezed my shoulders and let her thumbs trace small circles against the straps of the dress. "Please."

I'd like to say I held out. I'd like to say there was a negotiation, a principled stand, some version of resistance that lasted longer than a single exhale. But the truth was that I'd been giving in to this woman since the night I met her, and we both knew the outcome of this conversation before it started.

"Fine," I said. "Just the lip stain."

"Just the lip stain," she agreed, already turning to grab the little black tube from the dresser.

I sat on the edge of the bed with my hands on my knees and my jaw tight. Callie stood over me and uncapped the tube, revealing a felt tip that was smaller than I expected. She tilted my chin up with two fingers, and I felt the applicator touch my lower lip—cool and slightly wet, dragging from one corner to the other with careful, even pressure.

"Hold still," she murmured. She did the upper lip next, tracing the shape of it with the kind of focus she usually reserved for eyeliner on herself. I sat there breathing through my nose while Jess watched from a few feet away, her arms crossed, her head tilted, studying me like I was a canvas that was starting to come together.

Callie stepped back and examined her work. "Give it a minute to set."

I sat with the stain drying on my lips and tried not to lick them. It felt like nothing—a faint tightness, barely there—but I was acutely aware of it in the way you become aware of something new on your body. After about a minute, Callie came back with a damp washcloth and wiped gently, pressing and lifting, pressing and lifting, until she was satisfied.

"Oh," Jess said quietly from behind her. Just that. Just oh.

Callie looked at her, and whatever she saw in Jess's face made her turn back to me with renewed purpose. She reached for her makeup bag on the nightstand.

"You said just the lip stain," I reminded her.

"I lied." She pulled out a mascara wand and held it up. "Close your eyes."

I closed my eyes. I don't know why. Maybe because it was easier than fighting it, or maybe because some part of me wanted to know what came next. She held my chin steady and I felt the tiny brush against my upper lashes, combing upward in short, careful strokes. She did one eye, then the other, blowing gently on each to dry them. Her breath was warm and sweet against my skin.

"Look up," she said, and I did while she got the lower lashes. The brush tickled and my eyes watered slightly, but she caught the moisture with her thumb before it could smudge anything.

Jess disappeared into the closet and came back with a pair of black heels with a strap across the ankle. She knelt in front of me and lifted my right foot, sliding the shoe on with one hand and buckling the strap with the other. Her fingers were warm against my ankle. She did the left one the same way, and when she was done, she stayed crouched for a moment, looking up at me with an expression that had lost every trace of humor.

"Stand up," she said. "Let me see."

I stood. The heels changed everything. My calves tightened, my posture shifted, and the dress fell differently. The hemline lifted slightly, the fabric pulling against my hips in a way that hadn't happened before. I wobbled for a second and Callie caught my elbow, steadying me.

"Sit back down," Callie said. "One more thing."

She climbed onto the bed behind me and I felt her fingers in my hair. She raked it back from my forehead and started working it with her hands, pulling it to one side, tucking pieces behind my ear, creating a shape that had more style than the way I usually wore it. My hair was long enough on top that she had something to work with. She used a small clip to pin one section back while leaving the rest to fall forward over my brow. Her fingernails scraped lightly against my scalp and I felt it all the way down my spine.

"Okay," she said. She slid off the bed and came around to stand beside Jess. They looked at me. And then they stopped looking at me like a joke or an experiment and started looking at me like something surprising.

Callie's hand found Jess's arm and gripped it. Jess's lips parted. Neither of them spoke, and the silence lasted long enough that I started to feel something shift in the room.

"What?" I asked.

Callie just took my hand and pulled me up from the bed. She walked me across the room, the heels clicking softly on the hardwood, and positioned me in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door.

I looked.

The person in the mirror was me. I knew that because I could trace every familiar landmark—the breadth of my shoulders, the angle of my jaw, the small scar above my left eyebrow from a skateboarding accident in seventh grade. All still there. All still mine.

But the overall picture was something else entirely. The dress draped over a body that suddenly read differently, the bra giving shape beneath the fabric. The panties were invisible under the hemline but I could feel them, the lace pressed against me. The heels lengthened my legs and changed my posture into something that looked almost graceful. And my face—my own face—looked back at me with berry-stained lips and dark lashes and a sweep of hair that softened every angle I was used to seeing.

I looked pretty. No. I looked hot.

"Holy fuck," I said. In the mirror, I saw Callie and Jess standing behind me, pressed together at the shoulder.

They drifted away from me like they'd been pulled by the same current. Callie touched Jess's elbow and guided her toward the far corner of the bedroom, near the window, where the two of them began whispering. I stood in front of the mirror, watching their reflection while they watched mine.

I couldn't hear what they were saying. I caught fragments—Callie's low murmur, the sharp pop of one of Jess's consonants, something that sounded like a question followed by something that sounded like an answer—but the specifics stayed just out of reach. What I could see was the way they kept glancing back at me. Not the way you glance at someone you're making fun of. The way you glance at something you're deciding what to do with.

My mouth went dry. I turned away from the mirror because watching myself watch them was too many layers of strange for one evening. I smoothed the dress over my thighs without thinking about it, and then I thought about the fact that I'd just smoothed a dress over my thighs without thinking about it, and that sent me somewhere I wasn't ready to go.

The whispering stopped. I heard Jess exhale—a short, decisive breath, almost a laugh—and then Callie was walking toward me.

She crossed the room slowly, her bare feet quiet on the hardwood. Her face had changed. The giddiness was gone, replaced by something more focused.

"I want to share you with her," she said.

The words landed like a stone in still water. I felt the impact in my chest first, then my stomach, then lower. It was a slow, spreading heat that I recognized immediately because I'd imagined this exact sentence more times than I could count. Different settings, different contexts, different versions of the conversation that led to it, but always these words. Always this offer.

I swallowed. My throat clicked. "Okay. When?"

Callie held my gaze, and I watched the corner of her mouth lift by a fraction. Behind her, Jess was still standing by the window with her arms at her sides, her dark hair catching the lamplight, her chest rising and falling.

She was beautiful. She'd always been beautiful. But right now, standing in that golden light with her eyes on me and my wife's offer hanging in the air between us, her beauty felt like something I was allowed to do more with than just notice.

Every man I knew had this fantasy. Two women. It was the standard-issue daydream, the thing you half-joked about and never actually expected to happen. And here it was, being handed to me on a Friday night in my own bedroom by the woman I'd married.

But I was wearing a dress. I was wearing a bra and panties and heels and lip stain and mascara. The fantasy I'd imagined had never once looked like this. In the version I'd pictured, I was shirtless and confident and undeniably male, and they were the ones being undressed. Not the other way around. Not even close to the other way around.

I looked at Callie and I knew—before she said it, before the word left her mouth—what the answer to my question was going to be. I knew because of the dress and the makeup and the way they'd both looked at me in the mirror. I knew because my wife was three moves ahead, like she always was.

"Tonight," she said, and my stomach sank.
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I opened my mouth but nothing came out. The yes was there—I could feel it sitting right behind my teeth, ready, obvious—but my body wouldn't release it. Too many signals crossing at once. Want and hesitation and the persistent, disorienting awareness of panties against my cock every time I shifted my weight.

Jess read the silence before Callie did. She uncrossed her arms and walked toward me with a kind of calm that made the heels of my borrowed shoes feel even less steady than they already were. She stopped close, closer than she'd ever stood to me, and I could smell her for the first time as something other than background—something warm and slightly citrus.

She put one hand on the side of my neck and kissed me.

It was soft and slow. Her lips were warm and slightly wet as she pressed them against mine with just enough pressure to make it real. I felt the berry stain on my mouth meet whatever gloss was on hers, and for a half second my brain went completely blank—no thoughts, no resistance, just the raw, unfamiliar electricity of a mouth that wasn't my wife's.

I kissed her back. My lips parted and I leaned in. My hand found her hip automatically. The kiss deepened just enough to feel the edge of her tongue before she pulled away. The whole thing lasted maybe five seconds, but it shocked my entire nervous system.

The shame hit at the same time as the arousal, tangled together so tightly I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. I was kissing another woman. My wife was watching me kiss another woman. And I was doing it in a dress and panties. The wrongness of all of it—every layer, every angle—was feeding something dark and hungry inside me.

Jess stepped back and held my gaze. Her pupils were wide, and I watched her chest rise with a breath that was slower and deeper than normal.

"Don't decide anything yet," she said. Her voice was quiet but steady. "Just watch us. And feel free to join in."

She turned to Callie, and something between them unlocked. Jess reached for the hem of her own shirt—a simple gray tee—and pulled it over her head. Underneath, she wore a black bra, unlined, simple. Her stomach was tanned and flat. A thin gold chain rested against her collarbone.

Callie started on her own shirt, another flannel. But halfway down, Jess's hands replaced hers, finishing the last three buttons and pushing the fabric off Callie's shoulders. Callie shrugged it free and it fell to the floor behind her. She was braless underneath. She'd been braless all evening, I realized. Her breasts were bare, familiar and still somehow new in this context.

Jess unhooked her own bra and let it drop. Her breasts were smaller than Callie's, slightly fuller at the bottom, with dark nipples that were already drawn tight. Callie's hands went to the waistband of Jess's jeans, unbuttoning and unzipping them.

Jess returned the favor, tugging Callie's leggings down over her hips. They helped each other the rest of the way—stepping out of jeans, peeling off underwear, kicking the pile aside—until they were both standing in the middle of the bedroom completely naked.

I didn't move. I couldn’t breathe. I stood by the mirror in my heels and my dress and my empty bra and watched two women I knew well become something I'd never seen them as before.

Callie moved first. She cupped Jess's face with both hands and kissed her, and this was nothing like the quick, soft press Jess had given me. This was slow and open. I could see their lips part, could see the wet slide of Callie's tongue meeting Jess's, the way Jess tilted her head to deepen the angle.

Callie's thumbs traced Jess's cheekbones while their mouths worked against each other, and the sound of it was like music to my ears.

Jess's hands moved down Callie's body, trailing over her ribcage, her waist, the curve of her hips. Callie broke the kiss and dipped her head, pressing her lips to Jess's jaw, then her neck, then lower.

She kissed across Jess's collarbone and down the slope of her chest until her mouth found Jess's nipple. Jess's head tipped back and her fingers threaded into Callie's hair as my wife's lips closed around the dark peak, her tongue visible in flashes as she circled and sucked.

Jess pulled Callie back up and returned the favor, bending to take Callie's breast in her mouth with a gentleness that made my wife's breath hitch. Callie's hand came up to cradle the back of Jess's head, holding her there, and I watched Jess's cheeks hollow slightly as she drew the nipple deeper. Callie's eyes fluttered shut and a small sound escaped her. It was a sound I knew well, a sound I usually caused, now being pulled from her by someone else's mouth.

They moved to the bed without separating. Jess lowered Callie onto the mattress and climbed over her, their legs tangling together as they found each other's mouths again. The kiss was lazier now, deeper, their bodies pressed flush from chest to thigh. Callie's hands roamed down Jess's back and Jess rocked her hips gently against my wife's, and the two of them moved together in a sensual rhythm.

My cock was so hard it hurt. The lace of the panties was stretched to its limit, the fabric damp at the tip where I'd been leaking since the kiss. The dress did nothing to hide what was happening underneath. I pressed my palm against myself through the fabric and the pressure sent a shock up my spine that nearly buckled my knees.

I couldn't stand here anymore. I couldn't just watch. Every cell in my body was pulling me toward that bed, toward the tangle of their limbs and the sounds they were making and the heat I could practically feel from across the room.

I took a step forward, and the click of the heel on the hardwood made them both look up.

I stopped at the edge of the bed and stood there like a man waiting to be told where to sit in someone else's house. The heels put me a few inches higher than normal, and I looked down at the two of them tangled on the mattress, their skin flushed, their breathing uneven. I didn't know what to do with my hands.

Callie propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me with an expression that was equal parts tender and commanding. She reached out and ran her fingers down the front of my dress, stopping just below my navel, where the fabric tented over the obvious shape of my erection.

"I want to watch you eat her out," she said.

The directness of it hit me like ice cold water. Not because I didn't want to—I did, badly, in a way that was making my hands shake—but because hearing my wife say it out loud made it suddenly real.

This wasn't a fantasy I was having in the shower. This was a set of instructions being given to me in a dress and heels.

Jess shifted on the bed, reading the cue before I'd even processed it. She moved up toward the headboard, settling her back against the pillows, and let her knees fall open.

My mouth went dry.

She was completely bare, and the light caught the sheen of moisture between her thighs. She wasn’t embarrassed or performing. Just open, and the openness of it was more intimate than anything else that had happened tonight.

I climbed onto the bed. The dress rode up as I crawled forward on my hands and knees, the hem bunching around my thighs, and I felt the pull of the panties shifting with every movement.

I settled between Jess's legs and her thighs bracketed my shoulders, warm and firm. I could smell her. She was musky and sharp and absolutely nothing like my wife. But the novelty of it made my cock throb against the mattress.

I lowered my mouth to her.

The first taste was electric. Her skin was hot and slick and I pressed my tongue flat against her, dragging upward until I found her clit. Jess's hips rocked toward me and a sound left her throat, like she hadn't been fully prepared for how it would feel.

I circled her with the tip of my tongue, slow at first, learning the terrain, then settled into a rhythm that made her thigh muscles twitch against my ears.

Callie slid off the bed. I heard her bare feet on the floor, felt the mattress shift as her weight left it, and then she was moving. Circling. I couldn't see her from where I was, my face buried between Jess's legs, but I could feel her presence behind me the way you feel someone watching you through a window.

"Yeah," Callie said. Her voice came from somewhere near the foot of the bed, low and approving. "Just like that."

Jess's fingers found my hair and gripped gently, guiding me without steering. I sucked her clit between my lips and she gasped, her back arching off the pillows. The taste of her was everywhere, and I worked her with my mouth until her breathing was short and ragged.

Behind me, I heard a drawer open. Then it closed, and whatever she'd taken out, she didn't mention.

"Now I want you to fuck her," Callie said. Her voice was closer now, right behind me. "Stay in that position, though. On top. And keep your clothes on." A pause. "Just tug your panties to the side."

I lifted my head. Jess looked down at me from the pillows, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips swollen, her dark hair fanned out in a mess. She gave me the smallest nod.

I reached between my legs and hooked my thumb under the edge of the panties. The lace resisted for a second before I pulled it aside, and my cock sprang free. It was hard, aching, the head slick with everything that had been building since the kiss. I kept the fabric pinned to one side with my thumb and shifted my hips forward until I felt the wet heat of her pussy against me.

The strangeness of it was almost paralyzing. I was about to fuck a woman who wasn't my wife, with my wife watching, while wearing her clothes.

Every rule I understood about how sex was supposed to work had been quietly dismantled over the last hour, and I was kneeling in the wreckage of it with my cock pressed against another woman's pussy while wearing a dress.

I pushed inside her.

Jess's hands flew to my neck, her fingers locking behind it, and she pulled me down as a moan broke from her chest that I felt vibrate through my own ribs.

She was tight and soaked and blazing hot. She was different from Callie. The sensation of her around me made my vision white out at the edges. I sank in to the hilt and held there, breathing hard, the dress pooled around my waist.

"Yeah," Callie said again from behind me. "Just like that."

I started to move. Slow, deep strokes that made Jess's nails dig into the back of my neck. The panties bit into my thigh where I'd tugged them aside, a thin band of lace stretched taut. The friction of it against my skin was a constant reminder of what I was wearing, and who I was supposed to be in this moment.

Then I felt Callie's hands on me. Her warm palms settled on my ass, and she gathered the skirt of the dress in her fists and pushed it up over my hips. The cool air hit the exposed lace of the panties, the bare skin above them, and I felt completely open. I was buried inside one woman while the other stood behind me, lifting my dress like she was unwrapping something she'd been planning to open all night.

I heard a low click. A small, plastic cap opening. Then something cool and slick dripped against the base of my spine and ran downward. I registered it distantly, like a dream, because most of my attention was consumed by the heat of Jess around me and the grip of her fingers on my neck.

Then I felt it. The blunt, smooth press of silicone against my asshole. My entire body locked. I was buried to the hilt inside Jess, and my wife was behind me with something that she wanted to push inside me.

"What are you doing?" My voice came out wrecked, caught somewhere between a groan and a question.

Callie's free hand rested on the small of my back, steadying me. "I want to watch your girly little ass take this huge cock," she said.

The words went through me like voltage. Every protest I'd been assembling dissolved the instant she said girly little ass in that low, honeyed voice. My cock pulsed inside Jess so hard that she gasped beneath me, and I clenched my jaw against the orgasm that nearly ripped through me right then.

Fuck. I pressed my forehead against Jess's collarbone and squeezed my eyes shut. Why does that sound so hot? Why does every single thing she says tonight sound like the hottest thing anyone has ever said to me?

I didn't say no. I didn't say anything. And Callie took my silence for what it was.

She pressed the toy forward. The tip breached me slowly, slicked with whatever she'd poured, and the stretch was immediate and enormous and unlike anything I'd ever felt.

My breath left me in a sharp, involuntary grunt and my fingers dug into the sheets on either side of Jess's head. It burned and it ached and it kept going—deeper, wider, a steady, relentless pressure that filled me in a direction I'd never been filled before.

"Breathe," Callie said behind me. Her hand rubbed a slow circle on my lower back. "Relax. Let it in."

I tried. I breathed out through my mouth and felt my body loosen incrementally, and she slid it deeper. Another inch. Another. The fullness was staggering. It pressed against something inside me and sent a bolt of sensation straight through my cock. Jess whimpered beneath me. She must have felt me twitch inside her, or swell, or both. Her legs wrapped around my waist.

Callie began to thrust. Shallow movements that drove the toy against my prostate with each push. The pressure built in a way I had never experienced. It wasn't like a normal orgasm building from the outside in. This was deeper. This was a wave that started in my core and radiated outward until my thighs were shaking and my arms could barely hold me up.

"That's it," Callie murmured. She pushed the toy deeper and held it there, grinding gently, and the sustained pressure against that spot broke something open inside me.

I came. Not the way I usually came. It wasn’t the sharp, focused peak I was used to. It was something sprawling and overwhelming that rolled through my entire body in waves.

My cock jerked inside Jess and I felt myself spill into her, pulsing hard, over and over, the orgasm dragging on longer than any I'd ever had. A sound left my mouth that I didn't recognize, something raw and open and completely beyond my control.

Jess tightened around me at the same moment. Her back arched off the mattress and her nails sank into my shoulders and she came with a cry that was half breath, half voice. Her thighs clamped against my hips, her body pulling at mine in rhythmic, shuddering contractions.

I felt her orgasm around my cock while Callie's toy was still buried inside me, and the sensation of being caught between them—filled and filling, taken and taking—was so intense that my vision went dark at the edges.

I collapsed onto Jess's chest. Her heartbeat hammered against my cheek, fast and wild. Her hands slid from my shoulders to my hair, holding me gently while both of us tried to remember how breathing worked. Behind me, Callie eased the toy out slowly, and the absence of it left a hollow ache that I already, terrifyingly, wanted back.

"Now I want you on your knees," Callie said. "To serve me."

Her voice reached me through a fog. I didn't question them. I didn't weigh them. I just moved.

I pulled out of Jess slowly, and she let out a soft, satisfied sound as I slid free. I eased off the bed on unsteady legs, the heels catching briefly on the sheets.

I dropped to my knees on the hardwood beside the mattress. The dress settled around my thighs and the empty bra shifted against my chest. Jess rolled onto her side behind me, curling into the pillows, watching.

Callie walked around the bed and sat on the edge directly in front of me. She planted her feet on the floor on either side of my knees and let her thighs fall open.

I was eye level with all of her. She was soaked. Not just wet, but glistening, swollen, and visibly aroused in a way I'd only ever seen after sustained foreplay. She hadn't been touched tonight. Everything I was looking at was from her watching me.

"Look how wet you got me," she said. She leaned back on her hands and tilted her hips toward me. "I need you to clean up this mess."

My eyes rolled back before I could stop them. My throat worked around a hard swallow and I gripped my own thighs through the dress just to keep my hands from shaking.

This was not my wife. Or rather, it was my wife, but it was a version of her I'd never met. This was someone who'd been living underneath the woman I married, waiting for the right door to open.

In six years together, she'd never spoken to me like this. She'd never looked at me like this. She'd never sat with her legs spread in front of me on her knees and told me to serve her like I existed for exactly this purpose.

I leaned in. I slid my hands up the inside of her thighs and pressed my thumbs gently against her, parting her, and used one thumb to tug up on the hood above her clit, exposing the swollen bud underneath. She sucked in a breath. I covered her with my mouth and the familiar taste of her flooded my senses, grounding me.

I worked her slowly, circling her clit with the flat of my tongue, then the tip, alternating pressure the way I'd learned over years of reading her body. Her thighs tensed against my cheeks and her hand found the top of my head, her fingers threading through the styled hair that Jess had pinned earlier.

"That's it," she whispered. Her hips rocked gently against my mouth. "Such a pretty girl."

My cock twitched so hard against the lace that I gasped against her skin.

"You're being such a good girl for me," she said.

I was hard again. Fully, almost painfully hard, straining against the panties that were already stretched. The words hit some circuit in my brain that bypassed every filter I had, and the arousal that flooded through me was so intense that I moaned into her with my mouth still pressed against her.

Callie's breathing changed. Her fingers tightened in my hair. I knew this rhythm. I knew exactly where she was.

"I'm going to come soon," she said, her voice catching on the last word. "But I want you to come with me." She looked down at me with dark, heavy-lidded eyes. "Touch yourself."

I reached between my legs with one hand and tugged the panties aside for the second time that night. My cock was slick and oversensitive from before, and when I wrapped my fist around it the sensation was almost too much. I stroked myself in time with the rhythm of my tongue against her.

Callie's thighs clamped against my ears. Her hips lifted off the mattress and she held my head against her with both hands, grinding into my mouth as a long, shuddering moan tore out of her.

I felt her pulse against my tongue. I felt the muscles of her thighs quake. The desperate, intense sound she made pushed me over the edge right behind her.

I came, spilling over my own fist and onto the hem of the dress, my mouth still pressed against my wife. The orgasm was sharper this time, more focused, and it ripped a sound out of me that vibrated against her skin, making her gasp one final time before her body went slack.

I rested my forehead against her thigh. Her fingers loosened in my hair and slid down to the back of my neck, resting there gently. Behind me, from somewhere in the pillows, I heard Jess exhale slowly, like she'd been holding her breath the entire time.

The room settled. My knees ached against the floor. The dress was ruined. The panties were ruined. The mascara had probably run down my face from sweat and tears I hadn't noticed shedding.

And I'd never felt more alive in my entire life.
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Jess got dressed quietly. She pulled her clothes on in the reverse order she'd taken them off. She ran her fingers through her hair until it looked close enough to the way it had when she'd arrived. The transformation back into Callie's best friend was so seamless it almost made me doubt the last hour had happened at all.

I sat on the edge of the bed and watched them walk downstairs together. Their voices were low and easy, already slipping back into the cadence of a normal Friday night. I heard them laugh about something in the hallway. I heard the clink of wineglasses being set in the sink. Then the front door opened and Callie's warm voice carried up the stairwell.

"Text me when you get home."

"Always do." Jess's voice was already outside, half-swallowed by the night air. Then, lighter: "This was fun. We should do it again sometime."

"Definitely," Callie said, and I could hear the smile in it.

The door closed. The deadbolt turned. And just like that, it was over. Or, at least the part of it that included a witness. I sat on the bed in the ruined dress with my hands on my knees. I listened to my wife's footsteps come back up the stairs.

She appeared in the doorway and leaned against the frame, arms crossed. She looked at me with an expression that was softer than anything she'd worn in the last hour. The commanding edge was gone. The scheming brightness in her eyes had settled into something quieter, something closer to the woman I ate breakfast with every morning.

"Come here," she said.

I stood up and she met me in the middle of the room. She reached for the straps of the dress and eased them off my shoulders, guiding the fabric down my arms, past my waist, until it pooled at my feet. Her hands were gentle.

She unhooked the bra and slid it off, tossing it toward the dresser. Her fingers traced the red lines the band had left across my ribcage, and she pressed her lips to one of them. It was a small, quiet kiss that made my chest tighten.

Then she knelt in front of me and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties. She pulled them down slowly, the lace dragging against my skin one last time, and I stepped out of them. She set them aside without looking at them and stood back up to face me.

"You looked so pretty for me tonight," she said.

I reached for my boxers on the floor and stepped into them, pulling them up over my hips. The cotton felt heavier than I remembered. It was rougher, less like something comfortable and more like putting on a uniform. I ran both hands through my hair, messing up whatever they had done to it earlier, pushing it back into the shape I recognized.

I looked at her. She was waiting to see if I was okay. She was waiting to see who I was on the other side of this.

"I felt pretty," I said.

It came out quieter than I intended. It came out honest, which was worse.

Callie's face did something I wasn't prepared for. It crumpled and opened at the same time—not sadness, not pity, but something raw and relieved, like I'd said the one thing she'd been hoping I'd say. She stepped forward and kissed me hard, both hands on my jaw, her mouth firm and certain against mine.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright. She took my hand and laced her fingers through mine.

"Come on," she said. "Let's go to bed."

We brushed our teeth side by side. She washed the remaining makeup off my face with a cotton round. It was soaked in something that smelled like cucumber, tilting my chin the same way she had when she'd put it on, but slower now.

I watched her in the mirror and she smiled at me.

We climbed into bed and she curled against my side the way she always did, one leg thrown over mine, her head on my chest. Her breathing slowed within minutes. She was out. The woman could sleep through anything, including the demolition of her husband's entire understanding of himself.

I stared at the ceiling. The fan ticked overhead. My body was heavy with the kind of exhaustion that follows something seismic.

Things felt almost normal. My wife's weight against my side was the same familiar comfort it had always been. I could almost convince myself that tomorrow would be a regular Saturday with coffee and errands and the easy amnesia of routine.

But the top drawer of the dresser was six feet away, and I could feel it like a low hum in the walls. I thought about her other panties, how the lace would feel against my cock. I knew how it felt to be looked at in them, to be touched in them, to be called pretty while wearing them.

I closed my eyes and waited for sleep. It came eventually, but not before I'd admitted, in the privacy of my own silence, that just for tonight had been a lie from the moment I'd said it.


WIFE NEXT DOOR



CHAPTER ONE




The apartment next door had been empty for nearly a year, and I’d enjoyed the solitude more than I probably should have. Fewer people to fake hellos with. Fewer awkward pauses by the mailboxes. Fewer forced conversations about the weather, rent increases, or whatever noise somebody’s dog had made the night before. I didn’t have a neighbor on my other side, either, since my unit sat at the end of the hall. For almost a year, I’d gotten used to entering my apartment in silence and not hearing anything through the walls except the faint hum of the building settling around me.

But when Summer and Nate finally moved in, I wasn’t as annoyed as I’d expected to be. Especially not once I got a good look at Summer. She was the most attractive woman I’d ever seen in real life, gorgeous from head to toe in a way that didn’t seem fair. Long, wavy blond hair. Perfect curves. A bright, dazzling smile that made me want to grab her by the waist and pull her in close before I’d even learned her name.

I was single and a little lonely, but watching Summer go in and out of the building from my bedroom window was enough to make me stop pining for a girlfriend. I started looking forward to those brief glimpses of her more than I wanted to admit. Sometimes I’d see her walking down the sidewalk with her purse over one shoulder, or heading out to her car with that easy, confident sway in her hips. Sometimes Nate was with her, though not often. Every time I saw her, I pictured what it would feel like to hold her. To slide my hands around her waist. To have her look at me the way she probably looked at him.

At least, I thought Nate was her boyfriend at first. He could’ve been her husband. I rarely saw him, so it was hard to tell much of anything about their relationship. Maybe he worked nights. Maybe he traveled. Maybe he was just the kind of guy who stayed inside while a woman like Summer walked around making other men stupid. The rest of the time, the two of them mostly kept to themselves.

Except, of course, for the day that would change my life forever. The day Summer introduced herself. She knocked on my door wearing a denim miniskirt and a black crop top that showed off her tight, smooth stomach. The outfit looked casual, like she’d thrown it on without thinking, but that somehow made it worse. She looked effortlessly sexy, like she couldn’t help it. It took me a few seconds too long to find my voice because her body had completely wrecked my ability to act normal.

“Hi, I’m Summer,” she said, stretching out her long, slender arm.

I took her hand in mine and felt an electric shock shoot straight through me. Her skin was soft and warm, and for one insane second, I didn’t want to let go. She had one brow cocked and a smirk playing at the corner of her lips, but I didn’t know why. I soon would.

“Brandon,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“I’ve seen you around,” she said. “Sometimes I catch you when I’m looking through my window.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I know what that’s like,” I said.

“I hate to bother you, but do you have a cup of sugar I could borrow?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t.” I leaned against the doorframe, unable to take my eyes off her. “I don’t do much baking.”

As soon as I said it, I became painfully aware of what I was wearing. Skinny jeans. My tightest shirt. The kind of outfit that made me look leaner than I already was. She probably thought I was gay or something. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but it wasn’t exactly the impression I wanted to give a married woman I was already imagining naked.

“Oh, sure. No problem,” she said. “I must admit. I didn’t really come to borrow sugar.”

“Oh?”

“Nate—my husband—works pretty late and I can get a little lonely. He’s either sleeping or working when I see him. I was hoping to get to know a few of the neighbors. Maybe have a get-together or something.”

I would’ve done anything she asked me to, but parties weren’t my thing. Even the idea of standing around with plastic cups and pretending to remember people’s names made me want to shut my door and never open it again. “I’m trying not to get to know our neighbors,” I said. “I’m kind of a loner. We could always go out for coffee together, though.”

She eyed me suspiciously, but kept a smile plastered to her face. For a second, I wondered if I’d gone too far, or maybe not far enough. Then she seemed to let go of whatever suspicion had crossed her mind and giggled.

“You’re pretty unique, you know that?”

I crossed my arms over my slender chest, suddenly wishing my biceps were bigger. “Am I?”

She laughed, and the slightest hint of pink rose to her cheeks. But when she lifted her eyes back to mine, something in them had changed. I could almost pick up on a little determination there, like she was playing a game and had just realized I might be useful. “You may be exactly the type of friend I’ve been looking for.”

“Don’t get along with girls?”

My question made her eyes sparkle. There were a million thoughts in her head I couldn’t discern, and every one of them made me want to know more. “Something like that.”

“So are we on for a coffee date?”

“I’ve got a better idea. What about a movie date? At your place? Tomorrow night?”

“Sounds intimate.”

“Not at all,” she said. “Just don’t get me drunk first.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” I teased, hoping my efforts at flirting were paying off. I knew I shouldn’t fuck around with another man’s wife, but you just don’t pass up a girl like Summer. Not when she shows up at your door in a tiny skirt and gives you that smile. Not when she looks at you like she’s already thought about doing something bad.

She laughed at my joke, then blushed again. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to steal this girl away from Nate.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Brandon.”

She turned on her heel and walked back to her door. Just before she went inside, she looked over her shoulder and smiled again, batting her eyelashes flirtatiously. When she wasn’t looking anymore, I let my eyes drop to her ass and watched the way it moved beneath that little denim skirt as she slipped back into her apartment.

Then I rushed to my room to jerk off, already hard, already thinking about her smile, her stomach, her hand in mine, and all the ways I shouldn’t want another man’s wife.


CHAPTER TWO




I cleaned my place while I waited for Summer to show up. Not a deep clean, exactly, but enough to make it look like I hadn’t been thinking about her all day. I cleared the coffee table, shoved a few things into drawers, wiped down the kitchen counter, and tried not to seem like the kind of guy who’d cleaned because another man’s wife was coming over to watch a movie.

I could hear her through the wall while I worked. Faint movements. A closet door sliding open. The soft thump of footsteps moving around her bedroom. She must’ve been getting ready, and I couldn’t help wondering if she was trying to look good for me. It was a stupid thought. Dangerous, too. But once it got into my head, I couldn’t push it out.

Sure, she was married, but married people did a lot of things they shouldn’t.

I decided to do the same thing and dress well. I put on a casual white button-up and some dark-wash jeans, then stood in front of the mirror longer than I wanted to admit. I was lean and looked damn good in fitted clothes, even if I wasn’t the kind of guy who filled out a shirt like some gym-obsessed asshole. I checked my reflection and swept a hand through my dark hair, watching it fall over one eye. It was neat enough to do for now. Casual enough to pretend I hadn’t tried.

A few moments later, I heard a knock at the door. My stomach tightened before I could stop it. I smiled as I made my way over, then pulled the door open. My jaw dropped at the beautiful sight in front of me.

There Summer stood, wearing a tight black dress that pushed her breasts up to a height I couldn’t ignore. The fabric clung to every curve like it had been made for the sole purpose of ruining me. She looked like she was about to go out for a night on the town, not sit on my couch watching movies with the quiet loner next door.

“You look good,” she said, eyeing me from head to toe.

“Nothing compared to how good you look,” I said with a slight purr in my voice. “Come on in. Would you like something to drink?”

“Just a water. Thank you.”

I admit, it felt strange having another man’s wife over. I thought about the repercussions a thousand times while I got her water from the kitchen, but I still couldn’t make myself regret opening the door. I couldn’t pass up a night with a woman like Summer. I doubted anyone could. She was gorgeous and sweet and had this way of making every nerve in my body spark to life. She made my cock hard every time she smiled.

I showed her to the sofa and pulled up the streaming service. “What are you in the mood for?” I asked.

“Something light,” she said. “It’s been a rough week.”

Her answer piqued my curiosity. “Oh?”

Her hands collapsed in her lap, and she looked at the floor. “Yes. I mean, I probably shouldn’t be telling you this. My marriage isn’t so hot right now.”

I praised whatever forces had brought this beautiful woman to my couch while she was struggling with her marriage. It felt wrong, but not wrong enough to make me stop. “I’m a good listener,” I said, resting my hand on her bare knee.

Her skin was warm under my palm. Smooth. Soft. I couldn’t help noticing the goose bumps that traveled across her leg when I touched her. I hoped it was a good sign, because every part of me wanted it to be.

“Well, it’s just that my sex life with Nate hasn’t been so good,” she said. “Every time he has a fantasy, I do it for him, but he won’t do mine. He says they’re perverse.”

I couldn’t have been happier at her words. A woman with a wild side in bed? A wild side that wasn’t being fulfilled? Thank you, universe.

“That’s a shame. If you don’t mind me asking, what kind of fantasies?”

She looked up at me with her big blue eyes. They were round and full of hope, like my answer mattered more than it should have. “I want him to dress as a woman for me.”

My mouth went dry, and my throat tightened. “Oh?” I asked, trying not to seem confused by her reply.

“You think it’s weird, too. It’s fine.”

“No, no. Not at all,” I lied.

I didn’t want to let a woman like Summer down, no matter how strange her fantasy was. I’d been hoping she meant something different, something easier. Schoolgirl role-play. Blindfolds. A little dirty talk. Something normal enough for me to jump into without having to think too hard. This was not what I’d expected.

“You don’t think I’m perverse?” she asked, wiping a tear from her cheek.

I gripped her knee this time and shook my head. “Not at all. I think he’s crazy for not giving in to your fantasies. Any guy would be lucky to go to bed with you, no matter what they’re wearing.”

She threw her arms around my neck, pressing her breasts tight to me. “Oh, Brandon. That makes me so happy.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and kept her close. She smelled like vanilla and rose, soft and warm and expensive in a way that made my head feel light. I buried my nose in her blond hair and inhaled. She pulled back, but only far enough that our noses could almost touch. Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine.

I couldn’t resist pulling her onto my lap so she could feel what she was doing to me.

She huffed into my mouth as I slid a hand up her back. I moved it along her ribs, daring myself to go farther, inching slowly up to her breast. When I cupped it in my hand, I lost myself to the dizzying sensation of her. The weight. The warmth. The way she kissed me like she’d been waiting for permission to stop being good. She was everything I could ever ask for, and she was sitting right there on my lap, making it impossible to remember why I was supposed to feel guilty.

“Please,” she begged.

“Mmm, yes?”

“Please,” she moaned. “Put on my panties.”

I bit my lip at her request, trying to mask my discomfort before it showed on my face. Then I talked myself into it. I could do it. It was just a little piece of fabric. A stupid, flimsy thing to get through if it meant I got to fuck a woman like Summer. This was what she wanted. This was what her husband wouldn’t give her. If I could provide it, I’d be better than him. I’d be the man who didn’t flinch. I’d be the one who gave her what she was begging for.

I exhaled and agreed before I could overthink it any further. Summer climbed off my lap and reached under her skirt, her movements slow enough that I couldn’t look away. A second later, I saw a black lace thong slide down her legs. It caught briefly at her thighs, then slipped lower, all the way to her ankles. It was wet from her arousal, and the sight of that made the whole strange request feel a lot more worth it.

She set the panties on the side of the couch and leaned forward. Her fingers worked at the buttons on my shirt until it was spread open, and the cool air touched my bare chest. She smiled at the sight of me, at my narrow frame and smooth skin, like she’d found exactly what she’d been hoping for. “Your skin is so smooth,” she said, running her hand across it. “Like a woman’s.”

My chest tightened, and I exhaled through the discomfort. I didn’t know how to take that. I didn’t know if I was supposed to feel insulted or flattered or turned on. But when she moved her hands to my pants, I noticed my cock had only gotten harder. Her strange fantasy was actually turning me on, even while part of me wanted to pull back and laugh it off like a joke.

She pulled my jeans and briefs down, taking my shoes and socks off with them. I lay naked on my couch for her to gaze at, exposed in a way that felt almost worse because she wasn’t embarrassed for me. She looked me over with interest, like my body belonged to her now. “It’s small too,” she said, glancing at my cock. “That’s even better.”

I didn’t appreciate her comment on the size of my cock, but the fact that she liked it made up for more than it should have. My face heated, and my pride took a hard little hit, but my body didn’t seem to care. “Good,” I said. “I want to please you.”

Her eyes darkened, and she narrowed them on me. “Good girl,” she said. “You’re going to do what I say from here on out.”

I was taken aback by her confidence and her new sense of control. She’d been such a sweet, shy thing before, soft-voiced and nervous on my couch. Now she was sliding her wet panties up my calves and staring at me like I was her toy to use. The shift should’ve scared me more than it did. Instead, it made my pulse jump and my cock twitch against my stomach.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, but the rush it gave me was worth every strange second. The panties slid farther up my legs, tight and damp and delicate against my skin, until they cupped my cock and balls. Summer ran her hand over the front of them and moaned with delight, like the sight of me wrapped in her lace was doing something filthy to her.

I watched her expression change as she stared at me in her panties. Her lips parted. Her eyes moved over my body with a slow, greedy focus that made me feel both ridiculous and wanted. The wet stain rubbed against the base of my cock, warm from her body and now pressed tight to mine. It was difficult to keep from coming.

“You look so fucking hot in these,” she said in a low voice. It almost sounded like a growl. “You look like you’re enjoying them too.”

“Fuck, I guess I am,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks flush with heat.

“Mmmm. Tell me how much you like wearing my panties.”

“I love it,” I said, leaning forward and feeling the strip of fabric between my ass cheeks shift. “I love wearing your tight, wet panties.”

“You’ll love it even more once I fully dress you up,” she said. “And then we’ll have some real fun.”

“How much more is there to do?”

“Oh, tons. I’m going to put you in a bra and a dress. Find you some heels. Do your makeup. Shave you. I’m going to feminize you until you don’t recognize yourself. And then you’re going to be my little sissy slave.”

Her plan was intimidating, but my cock throbbed at her words. I should’ve been more nervous. I should’ve had more questions. But the way she looked at me made it hard to think about anything except doing what she wanted. I would be any kind of slave to a woman like Summer. “Yes, madam,” I replied intuitively, not completely sure what I was getting myself into.

“Good girl,” she said. She stood up and took my hand. “Let’s get you into the bath for a nice shave.”

I showed her to my bathroom, and she turned on the hot water like she’d done this before, like she’d already planned every step in her head. As it ran, she teased my cock through the lace thong, stroking me through her wet panties with just enough pressure to make my legs feel unsteady. “Don’t you dare come,” she warned, but holding back was difficult.

Once the water was ready, I stepped in and let her lather my legs with shaving cream. The whole thing felt surreal. Summer crouched beside the tub, focused and careful, dragging the razor along my skin in slow, clean strokes. Each pass left me smoother than before, and the sensation was fresh and unnerving. My skin felt smooth and exposed. And yet my body would soon be covered in tight, binding clothes. I wondered what kind of outfit she would pick out for me and hated that the thought made my stomach flutter.

“Time to go next door and find you one of my outfits,” she said as she dried me off.

I put on my clothes over her panties and followed her to her apartment, feeling the lace shift beneath my jeans with every step. Her place was small and filled with modern furniture. Sturdy furniture. The kind of furniture you could fuck on for hours without breaking it. I noticed that before anything else, which probably said something awful about me.

We entered her bedroom, and she walked toward her closet. “Get over here, so I can dress you,” she said.

I walked toward her nervously, my hard but small cock trapped between my legs. The panties made me feel aware of every movement, every brush of fabric, every embarrassing little throb I couldn’t control.

“Here are some new panties,” she said.

She held out a pair of white lace panties with a heart design on the back. I took them from her, my fingers brushing the soft fabric, and slid my legs through them. It felt strange to push a pair of smooth legs through something so delicate and feminine. The lace skimmed over my shaved skin, light and soft in a way my own underwear had never been. I slid them up to my hips until they cupped my cock, and then I fell back into a state of bliss.

Why does this feel so good? I was filled with panic at the thought that I was enjoying wearing women’s panties. Not just tolerating them. Not just doing it because Summer wanted me to. Enjoying them. I tried to shove the strange feelings down as far as they would go, but I couldn’t deny the pleasure moving through me. I couldn’t deny the way my body seemed to settle into it.

“Now this,” she said. “Do you know how to hook one of these?”

Summer held out a matching white bra. It had two small cups that were heavily padded, soft and rounded in her hands. I shook my head. I’d unhooked a bra before, but even that had taken what felt like hours. Hooking one onto myself felt impossible.

“Hold out your arms,” she directed.

I extended my slender arms forward, and she slid the bra straps up my shoulders. The elastic pulled lightly against my skin, and the padded cups settled against my bare chest, strange and snug. Then she walked around behind me and hooked it. “You have a really cute butt, actually. Did you know that?”

I shook my head and blushed. I couldn’t believe she was checking out my ass while it was covered in lacy panties. I couldn’t believe I liked knowing she was looking. “Thanks,” I replied.

“No, really. You aren’t just going to be able to pass as a woman. You’ll pass for a sexy woman,” she said.

I blushed again and lowered my head. Why does this feel like a compliment I want to receive?

She walked back toward her closet and picked out a short black skirt. She spread open the waist and lowered herself to the floor. As she crouched down, I could see down her dress, and I noticed she was wearing a black lace bra that looked similar to my white one. I felt so conflicted. I felt like bonding with her over bras as much as I felt like fucking her hot little ass.

Why does this feel more exciting than it should? I shouldn’t want this, but I do. Fuck, do I want this.

I gulped again and stepped into the miniskirt. She slid it up my legs and fastened it at my waist. It hugged my hips perfectly, and I had no idea I even had hips until the skirt showed them to me. This is insane. It feels too good, too right. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand feeling so comfortable in a new version of my body.

“Now. Here’s the fun part,” she said.

Little did Summer know, I was already having more fun than I was prepared for.

“Pick a top.”

She spread out five different shirts, all made of the same silky material but in different colors and with different sleeves. I gravitated toward the blue one, but I was desperate to pick something I wouldn’t like. Something that would prove I was still only doing this for her. So I reached for the pink.

The blouse had a strappy design in the front that I couldn’t quite figure out. Summer giggled, then helped me secure it to my torso. As she slid it over my head and I felt it fall to my waist, I felt instantly transformed. It was strange and alien, but it felt good too. The silky fabric skimmed over the padded bra and tucked in at my waist, changing the shape of me in a way that made my breath catch. I couldn’t have felt more like an incredibly sexy woman in that moment.

That is, until she added the heels.

“Gorgeous,” she said. “Damn. You’re making me want to fuck you.”

My eyes widened, and my cock hardened. She’s just teasing. I can’t fuck a married woman in her own place. What if her husband comes home? She laughed when she saw my expression, then crouched down again to put the heels by my feet.

“I can’t believe this is your fantasy,” I said as I stepped into the shoes.

She flashed a smile as she looked up at me. “I have a feeling it’s becoming yours too. Just wait until you’ve been fully transformed.”

I didn’t tell her, but I was eager to see the final look.


CHAPTER THREE




Summer taught me how to do my makeup with a patience that made the whole thing feel more intimate than it should have. She stood close, tilting my chin this way and that, brushing powder over my face, darkening my lashes, and making little pleased sounds whenever something looked right. She’d even found a medium-length dark-haired wig for me to try, and once she settled it into place and brushed it around my face, something in the mirror changed. By the time she was finished with me, I felt more like a woman than I ever thought possible, and the worst part was that I was starting to get comfortable with it.

Summer looked me up and down and chewed on her lip. Her eyes moved from the wig to the blouse, then lower to the skirt and heels, taking in every inch of what she’d made me into. “You look so fucking hot,” she said. “I just want to bend you over the bed and fuck you with my dildo.”

“You want to what?” I asked, wondering just how far this would go.

“You heard me. I want to see your pretty ass get fucked while you’re all dolled up. You look so hot as a woman.”

I felt hot, and though I was afraid of her suggestion, my body was excited by it. The fear and arousal twisted together until I couldn’t separate them anymore. “Fuck, Summer,” I moaned.

Just then, her apartment door swung open. “What a fucking day!” called Nate from outside the bedroom door.

Summer’s eyes went wide when he appeared in the doorway. For one awful second, every part of me froze. I was standing there in her clothes, in her wig, with makeup on my face and a hard cock hidden under lace, and her husband was looking right at me.

“Who’s this?” he asked.

He didn’t seem to know that I was a crossdresser, and I breathed a tiny, shaky sigh of relief.

“This is Brandi,” she said, quick on her feet.

“Brandi?” Nate spoke in a tone that made me feel like a piece of meat he wanted to devour. His eyes dragged over me without shame, lingering on the shape Summer had created, on the skirt riding high on my thighs, on the padded bra beneath the silky top. I suddenly had the urge to let him devour me.

Summer picked up on his tone too and decided to run with it. “Honey?”

“Yes?” asked Nate.

“Honey, you know that fantasy you’ve always had that I never fulfilled?”

His eyes shot open wide, and his jaw dropped. “Two girls?”

“Two girls,” she said with a smile and a nod. “That’s what I brought Brandi over for.”

I turned to her, panic flooding my veins. “Summer, what are you⁠—”

“Just go with it,” she whispered, pushing on my lower back and urging me toward her husband.

I felt awkward trying not to trip in my heels on my way over to him. Every step felt too small, too careful, too feminine. The skirt shifted against my thighs, the panties held me tight, and I could feel Nate’s attention crawling over me the closer I got.

“Well, well. Happy Holidays to me,” he said with a smile that sent a chill down my spine.

His hands gripped my hips, big and firm, and then his lips pressed to my neck. My body tingled with warmth as he ran his hands over it, feeling the curves and softness Summer had built into me. I was just a toy to him, something to be used and tossed aside after.

And it drove me fucking wild.

Before I knew it, I was pushing my lips to his and welcoming his tongue into my mouth. He kissed me like he already owned me, like he didn’t need to ask permission because I’d been placed in front of him for exactly this. I slowly dropped to my knees and unfastened his jeans. I’d never done anything with a man before, and I was a little scared, but the lingerie and the dress made me feel like their little slut. I wanted them to use me like one.

I shoved his pants and briefs to his ankles and gasped at the sight of his long, thick cock. It throbbed in front of me, heavy and real and impossible to ignore, begging to fuck every hole of my body. My mouth went dry as I stared at it. I should’ve backed away. I should’ve said something. Instead, I leaned closer.

Summer dropped to her knees beside me. “Go on,” she said. “You know you want it.”

She gripped the base of his cock and placed her other hand on the back of my head. The touch made my stomach flip. She wasn’t just watching me now. She was guiding me.

“Open wide for him.”

I opened my mouth, and she guided my head onto his cock. Nate looked down at his two girls, almost ready to blow at the sight of us. Fuck, it was nice to be looked at like that. Desired like that. Not as Brandon from next door, but as Brandi, dressed up and pretty and down on her knees where they wanted me.

I wrapped my lips around his thick, bulbous head and moaned as he inched it toward the back of my throat. It stretched my mouth open wide, making me feel filthy and used in a way that sent heat racing through me. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be watched by the two of them while his cock filled me. I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted to be good at it.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Your friend is so hot, Summer.”

My cock pulsed at his compliment, despite the panic still surging through me. He could find out any moment what I was hiding. He could find out soon that I wasn’t really a girl all over. I hoped he didn’t. I hoped I could stay his girly little slut for the rest of the night, pretty and useful and wanted.

He thrust his hips back and forth, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I gagged and choked on his thick cock, and the sound only seemed to turn him on more. His hands found my hair, careful enough not to pull the wig loose but rough enough to remind me who was in control. My eyes watered, my lips stretched around him, and I let myself sink deeper into the part Summer had dressed me for.

“That’s it,” said Summer, pushing my head and holding it on his cock. “Take it. Fucking take it deep.”

I did. I took it fucking deep. I took it as hard and deep as I could, letting him fill my mouth until my throat tightened around him and my lungs burned for air. Then she pulled my head back and let me gasp.

“Mmm,” she said. “That’s it.”

While I caught my breath, she took Nate’s cock between her lips and swallowed him whole. She had lots of practice sucking down his cock. She gagged and sputtered, but she looked like a pro, hardly needing to come up for air. Watching her made me feel strange all over again. Part of me wanted to compete with her. Part of me wanted to learn from her. Part of me wanted to be exactly what she’d made me.

I lowered myself to Nate’s balls and sucked them into my mouth. “Fuck,” he groaned, rocking his hips against our faces.

Summer passed his cock back to me, and I practiced choking it down as much as I could. I swallowed him until I was drooling down my chin, messy and ruined and too turned on to care. He pulled back and brushed his thumb down my cheek.

“Brandi, you’re so fucking sexy. Be a good girl and show me that sweet pussy.”

I panicked and looked at Summer. What could I do? My stomach dropped, and for a second, all the heat in the room turned sharp. The fantasy had worked because he couldn’t see what I was hiding. One wrong move, one lifted skirt, and it would all be over.

“I have a better idea,” she said, standing up and taking off her dress.

It fell to the floor in a heap, reminding me that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, then tossed it aside. I took in the view of her full, delicious breasts, soft and bare and perfect. Her nipples were hard and pink, and I wanted to wrap my lips around them until she moaned my new name.

“I want Brandi to lick my pussy while you fuck her ass.”

“What?” I asked without thinking.

First she wanted to use a dildo, and now she wanted her husband to fuck me? My pulse slammed hard in my chest. I was tempted to say no, to stand up and take off the wig and end the whole thing before it went too far. But I was enjoying being her little slave. I was enjoying the way Nate looked at me, the way Summer controlled me, the way my body kept betraying every version of myself I thought I understood. If I left now, I might never get to explore her fantasies again.

And Summer’s sexual fantasies were becoming my own.

“Don’t worry,” said Nate, holding my neck in his firm grip, “I’ll be gentle.”

Fuck.

Summer crawled onto the bed and spread her legs for me. Her pussy was slick and open, flushed and inviting, and the sight of it made my mouth water before I even moved toward her. She wiggled her finger, calling me closer, and I hesitated only for a second before climbing onto the bed. I slowly made my way between her legs, careful in the heels, aware of the skirt brushing against my thighs and the strange little tug of lace against my skin. The scent of her made me dizzy with euphoria.

Summer slid her fingers into my hair and directed me toward her beckoning pussy. I lowered my mouth to her and licked up and down her delicious, creamy folds, learning her by taste and sound. She was warm and wet against my tongue, and every small gasp she made went straight through me. I slid a finger inside her until her hips rolled back and forth on the bed. Then I circled the pad of my thumb over her clit until she was begging for more. I couldn’t stop. I wanted to make her scream my name.

I reached a hand up for her perky tits and massaged them as I kept licking her. Her nipples hardened under my fingers, and I rolled them gently, teasing her until her thighs tightened around my shoulders. Every part of her body seemed to respond to me, and that only made me want to work harder. I wanted to be perfect for her. I wanted to be the pretty thing she’d made me into.

Just then, I felt Nate’s strong body behind me, close and heavy and impossible to ignore. His hands found my hips, then slid under the hem of my miniskirt, inching it up over my ass. Panic shot through me. I pulled my cock toward my stomach with one hand and hoped he wouldn’t notice, but he did.

“What the hell is this?” he asked when he noticed me.

Summer sat up on her elbows to gauge his expression. For a second, everything went still except the pounding of my heart.

“Did you know she has a fucking cock?”

“Yes, I knew,” she spat. “So what? I want to see you fuck her ass while she makes me come. You know you’d love to feel your balls slapping against hers.”

“Fuck,” he groaned. “It’s fucking perverse. But this girl is hot as fuck.”

“Stop calling it perverse,” she snapped. “It’s hot and you know it. Just shove that big, fat dick in her ass and take her like the slut she is.”

My body trembled at her words. I was caught between them, trapped between Summer’s spread thighs and Nate’s hard body, waiting to be used for their pleasure. I should’ve been more afraid. I should’ve pulled away. Instead, I stayed exactly where I was, shaking and turned on and desperate to find out what it would feel like to belong to them completely.

Nate groaned, but his hands stayed on my ass as he considered fucking me. He massaged me slowly, spreading me open with his thumbs, and I couldn’t believe I was actually hoping he’d go through with it. Then he licked his thumb and rubbed it around my puckered hole. The wet pressure made my breath catch. He slipped inside, and I moaned against Summer’s beautiful cunt.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Take it. He’s going to stretch you nice and wide for his big cock.”

I moaned again, and the vibration must’ve tickled Summer because she twitched against my mouth. Fuck, this was all so unexpected. The whole night had spun so far out of anything I understood that I couldn’t tell where my nerves ended and my arousal began. I only knew that I wanted more.

Nate worked his thumb in deeper and then slid two fingers in its place. I moaned as I licked and slurped at Summer’s puffy pussy, trying not to lose focus while her husband opened me up from behind. I worked my fingers deep inside her slit while Nate worked his fingers inside me, and the rhythm of it made me feel filthy in the best possible way. I was pleasing her while he prepared me, caught in the middle of their marriage like the dirty little secret I’d become.

He pulled his fingers out and brought them around for me to taste. I licked them clean without even thinking, and I trembled when he called me a good girl. The words hit me harder than they should have. My body reacted before my mind could catch up.

I heard a bottle of lube open and felt its slick drops greet my ass. Nate rubbed it around and worked it inside with his fingers. It was warm and wet and obscene, making every touch smoother, easier, more deliberate. I shouldn’t have wanted a guy to fuck my ass while I wore a slutty little dress, but I did. I wanted him to fuck me like the slutty girl Summer had made me out to be.

I felt his cockhead press against my ass.

“This is going to hurt,” he warned, and then he pushed in.

I cried out against Summer’s pussy as he buried his cock deep and hard inside me. The stretch was sharp at first, almost too much, and my hands gripped Summer’s thighs as my body tried to adjust. Then the pain blurred into pressure, and the pressure turned into something hot and full and terrifyingly good. He was inside me. Nate was actually inside me, fucking me while his wife watched.

“Fuck,” she moaned as she watched her husband fuck me from behind.

His hands were on my hips, holding me in place as he slammed into me over and over. His balls slapped against mine, and the sound made my whole face burn. I reached down for my cock, stroking it as he fucked me, unable to stop myself. Every thrust pushed me forward into Summer, and every gasp I made disappeared against her wet cunt.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be their dirty little slut. To be their sex toy. Nate slapped my ass, and Summer held my face buried between her legs. I licked and sucked while I stroked my cock, losing myself in the heat of her body and the rough, steady drive of his hips behind me. I wasn’t thinking like myself anymore. I wasn’t thinking like Brandon. I was thinking like Brandi, their dressed-up little plaything, made to take whatever they wanted to give me.

Summer was the first to come. Her hips rocked and her back arched as she let out a squeal. Her thighs tightened around my head, and her fingers twisted in my hair while her body trembled and glistened beautifully with sweat. I kept licking her through it, desperate to draw out every shiver, every helpless little sound.

I came next, shooting my load all over Summer’s bedsheets while Nate filled my ass with his long, thick cock. My orgasm tore through me before I was ready for it, leaving me shaking and breathless against her thigh. Nate pounded me harder, working his cock deeper inside me. Fuck, it felt so good. Summer stroked my face tenderly as he slammed in from behind, and the softness of her touch only made the roughness of him feel better.

“You’re doing so good,” she said. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of him.”

I tried. I tried so hard. Summer rested my head in her lap and ran her hands down my back while Nate kept fucking me. The two of them felt so good. So natural. Like I belonged between them forever. Like I’d been waiting for someone to strip away every excuse I’d ever made and show me exactly what I was willing to become.

“Fuck!” cried Nate as his cock swelled deep inside my ass.

I felt his hot, sticky come shoot deep until it had nowhere else to go. It spilled from my ass and down my balls, slowly dripping to the bed. His cock throbbed inside me as he collapsed against my back, heavy and sweaty and spent. His lips found his wife’s, and they kissed as he caught his breath, keeping me pinned between them like I was still part of the moment. Like I hadn’t been used and forgotten. Like I belonged there.

He pulled his cock out slowly and collapsed onto the bed. I fell to the other side, weak and shaking, my makeup probably ruined, my wig crooked, my body still humming from everything they’d done to me.

“Fuck, Summer. Where did you meet Brandi?” he asked.

“It’s a funny story,” she said. “She’s our next-door neighbor.”

“I thought a guy lived next door?” he asked, raising himself up on his elbow.

“I was a guy,” I replied. “Until today.”

“Well, Brandi,” he said, “how’d you like to be our girl when we’re feeling adventurous?”

“Just say the word and I’m there,” I said, surprised at my own conviction.

From then on, I dressed as a girl every time Summer ordered me to. I took Nate’s cock any time she ordered me to. I choked down his dick or ate her pussy or denied my orgasm any time she told me to. I was Summer and Nate’s plaything, dressed up and passed between them whenever they wanted me, and it was everything I never knew I wanted.


NEW THERAPY



CHAPTER ONE




My mom and I had made a deal. I didn't have to go to college if I agreed to go to therapy. It seemed like a fair trade at the time. I did not want to spend four more years in school.

At first, I was hesitant. I've always been an introverted person who preferred to keep my thoughts and feelings to myself. The idea of sharing them with a group of strangers was daunting, to say the least. But as it turns out, group therapy wasn't as bad as I thought it would be.

In fact, it was almost comforting to sit among these people who were struggling with their own issues. With so many other voices and problems to focus on, it was easy for me to blend into the background and become a fly on the wall. No longer was I forced to confront my own inner turmoil; instead, I could just observe and listen.

But let's back up a bit. You're probably wondering why my mom felt the need for me to go to therapy in the first place. Well, she's always been a big believer in therapy ever since my dad left her when I was just a kid. She sees her therapist every week without fail, and while I'm glad it helps her, sometimes I think she takes it too far.

She analyzes herself and everyone around her constantly, always trying to improve herself or solve someone else's problems. And now, she thinks that therapy is the answer for me too. She wants me to have some direction in life, and she believes that therapy will provide that for me.

I disagree though. Sure, I may have some normal teenage angst and uncertainty about my future, but that doesn't mean I need therapy. All I want is some time to figure things out on my own - without being suffocated by college or my mom's constant need to fix me.

So, I've been rebelling in my own way. Instead of going along with my mom's plans for therapy and college, I spend my days playing video games and hanging out with my friends from high school. We go to the movies or sneak into bars (even though we're not old enough) and some of them try to pick up girls. But not me - I have other priorities at the moment.

Every Monday, I begrudgingly attend group therapy for two hours. It's a requirement for the next year, or until I "come to my senses" as my mom likes to say. But if pretending to be a little crazy means I get some freedom, then so be it.

The first few weeks went by without much incident. The group psychologist, Vivian, hardly even noticed me. But oh man, did I notice her. With her slender frame and white trench coat that she always wore as if she were playing doctor, she was hard to miss. She seemed almost too eager to guide us through partnering exercises and offer her insights on our problems.

I couldn't help but fantasize about her bending over in front of me during those sessions - just getting a glimpse of her behind was enough to send me into a frenzy later that night when I was alone. It wasn't like I wanted a relationship or anything; I had more important things to focus on right now.

But as the weeks went by and Vivian continued to innocently flaunt her body around the room, something inside of me started to stir. Maybe it was because she was so different from every other woman in my life - aloof yet intriguing, professional but still sexy.

Or maybe it was all part of my subconscious desire to rebel against my mother's wishes and do something wild and reckless. Either way, this harmless fantasy slowly started consuming more and more of my thoughts.

And before I knew it, I found myself looking forward to those two hours of group therapy every week - not for the supposed self-improvement or growth, but for the chance to see Vivian and indulge in my little fantasy. It was just a harmless distraction from all the pressure my mom had been putting on me. At least, that's what I kept telling myself.

But as time went on and my infatuation with Vivian grew stronger, I couldn't shake off this nagging feeling that maybe there was something more going on here - something deeper that I wasn't ready to confront just yet.

Unfortunately, before long the image of Vivian lingered with me into the following mornings. Her image lingered until our next session. I quickly became infatuated with her. Wondering how her body would feel against mine. Wondering what her dominating figure would do to a slender boy like me.

I couldn't help but stare at her, the way her blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, the way her piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through me. She was beautiful, no denying that. But what caught my attention even more was the way she carried herself, with a sense of confidence and intelligence that was both alluring and intimidating.

For weeks I had been admiring her from afar, too nervous to approach her. But maybe I stared a little too hard one day, because she finally seemed to notice me. Only she wasn't interested in my body like most girls were. She was interested in my thoughts and emotions.

She would often catch me off guard with her questions, leaning in close as if trying to unlock the secrets hidden within me. Her curiosity was almost palpable, making me feel like a lab experiment under scrutiny.

"You don't seem to fit in," she said one day, tapping a blue pencil against her chin as she studied me. "Why are you here exactly?"

I knew I had to lie. I didn't want to risk being thrown out and forced back into school. "I'm... confused," I said hesitantly, unsure of where I was trying to go with that.

My partner for the day, a chubby guy named Fred whose biggest problem was that he was too nice to everyone, watched us with the same intensity as Vivian did. It made me feel like I was under a microscope, worried that I would be discovered as a fraud.

But Vivian seemed to fill in blanks that weren't there, making assumptions about me that were far from accurate.

"Oh," she exclaimed with realization, her eyes widening. "You're confused about your body. It all makes sense now, seeing how you dress in an androgynous way."

I looked down at my outfit in confusion. My black jeans were slightly tight and my white shirt had a bit of a sheen, but I wouldn't call it androgynous. I shrugged off her assumption and simply replied, "Sure."

"It must be hard for you," she said sympathetically, resting a soft hand on my shoulder. "I hope you feel safe here. No one will judge you for who you are."

"Yeah, whatever," I said, trying not to laugh at her assumption.

"You brush it off because it's too painful for you to deal with," Vivian continued, now speaking almost in a motherly tone. "I can see a whole cloud of hurt in you. But don't worry, we'll get you talking soon. For now, just take it easy and get comfortable."

I nodded, not wanting to argue with her anymore. She strutted off to the next couple, leaving me alone with Fred.

"Wow," he said after a moment of silence. "I had no idea you were trans. Sorry if I've used the wrong pronouns."

I waved his concern away. "Don't worry about it; it's fine. I'm cool with he/him or whatever works. Let's talk more about you."

Fred went on to tell me about himself, but I couldn't help but feel insulted by Vivian's assumptions. Especially since every night I dreamed about taking her like an alpha man would, showing her that I was just as masculine as any other guy.

My stomach twisted in nervous anticipation. Vivian was everything I wanted - beautiful, smart, and confident. And now she was intrigued by me, or at least my potential to add some excitement to her otherwise mundane therapy sessions.

As I sat across from her, the tingle in my belly only grew stronger. The way her eyes widened and burned with a fire when I mentioned being trans - it was like she could see right through me. And the thought of spending more time with her, even if it meant pretending to be someone else, sent shivers down my spine.

But then there was the issue of my growing arousal. Any time alone with Vivian would mean playing along with this charade that I was a woman, and that thought both excited and terrified me.

I tried to calm myself down as we listened to Fred drone on about his nice personality. But the more I thought about having to maintain this facade around Vivian, the more my body reacted - becoming increasingly aroused and sensitive.

Maybe it was the thrill of wearing a mask around an attractive woman, or the way it seemed to pique Vivian's interest in me. Or maybe it was something deeper that I couldn't quite understand yet.

But I wouldn't find out until much later - until Vivian started coaxing it out of me.

As the rest of the group left for the night, Vivian placed a hand on my shoulder to stop me. "I'd like to speak with you for a moment, Tyler," she said, her fingers lightly brushing against my skin. "Or do you have another name you'd prefer?"

My mind went blank for a moment, my thoughts consumed by her touch. "Tyler is fine," I managed to say, turning to face her.

The room suddenly felt much bigger and emptier with just the two of us in it. I couldn't help but notice the missing button on Vivian's blouse, revealing a hint of her soft breasts underneath. My gaze lingered there, unable to tear away.

Vivian's voice brought me back to reality. "Would you like some one-on-one time? It isn't typical, but I'm afraid you're not going to be comfortable in group therapy alone."

Under normal circumstances, I would have declined. After all, I didn't have any real problems or need for therapy. But then again, these were far from normal circumstances and the idea of spending more time with Vivian was too enticing to pass up.

"Yes," I blurted out, answering with my dick instead of my head. "I would love that."

A mischievous smile spread across Vivian's face as she wrinkled her nose. "Great. Let's meet tomorrow... say 10 a.m.?" Her arms reached out towards me in a warm embrace and all I could think about were her full breasts pressing against my body.

In that moment, I didn't mind playing along with this feminine distraction - even if it meant pretending to be someone else just to get closer to Vivian.


CHAPTER TWO




The morning of our meeting, my nerves were in a constant state of turmoil. I pulled into the desolate strip mall and parked in front of the abandoned storefronts, feeling a sense of unease settle over me. This was already an isolated place for our therapy meetings, but now it seemed even more secluded with the absence of any other cars or signs of life.

My heart pounded as I stepped out of the car, adjusting my coat around my waist to hide my trembling hands. Why did I agree to meet Vivian alone? The thought made me break out in a cold sweat. But I couldn't back out now, not after everything she had done for me.

I took a deep breath and looked up at the gray sky, steeling myself for what was to come. As I made my way towards the glass door, doubts and fears flooded my mind. Could I really pull off pretending to be trans? Would anyone believe me? And why did the thought excite me so much?

But before I could turn back, I pushed open the door and walked inside. Vivian was already there, her back turned to me as she busied herself with something on her desk. She spun around quickly when she heard me enter, and my heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.

Her outfit today was different from her usual professional attire - her blouse was tighter, hugging her curves perfectly, and her skirt accentuated her hips in all the right ways. Her wavy blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft curls, and I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she looked.

"Tyler," she greeted me with a warm smile, walking briskly towards me. "I'm glad you came."

A sense of calm washed over me as she took my hand in hers and led me across the room. The lights were dimmed except for a flickering bulb here and there, giving the space an eerie atmosphere.

"I have a few things set up back here," she said, her voice filled with excitement. This was definitely not our usual therapy session. She led me down a narrow hallway until we reached a room at the back. It was brighter in there, with skylights on the ceiling giving it a more intimate feel.

"What room is this?" I asked, but she ignored my question. My eyes quickly scanned the space and I realized what it was - a dressing room.

In one corner of the room was a large chest, likely filled with various clothing items. Another corner had a full length mirror framed in gold antique detailing. And in another corner stood a folding privacy screen with dresses hanging from it. A sense of unease washed over me, but before I could voice my concerns, Vivian turned to me with a smile that made my heart race even faster.

"I want to help you," she said, taking both of my hands in hers. "Let me help you reach your full potential. Embrace your inner girl for just a day. We can do this as often as you'd like."

My mind couldn't process what she was suggesting. Was she asking me to dress up as a girl? But why? What did that have to do with my therapy?

Before I could even respond, Vivian pressed her finger to my lips. "Don't fight it," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. "I knew there was something different about you. Something buried deep inside that you're struggling with."

Her words hit me like a ton of bricks and I felt tears welling up in my eyes. She saw through me, saw past all of my defensive walls and saw the real me.

Vivian's soft eyes swept over my face and I found myself leaning into her touch instinctively. The next thing I knew, her lips were on mine and all coherent thoughts flew out of my mind. I was consumed by the taste of her, the scent of her rose perfume, and the feel of her skin against mine.

When she finally pulled back, I felt a sense of emptiness wash over me. I wanted more of her - more of her kisses, more of her touch, more of her in my life. In that moment, I would have given her anything she wanted.

"I want to be yours completely," I found myself saying, surprising even myself with the intensity behind my words.

Vivian's smile widened and for that brief moment, I felt like everything was perfect. But then reality hit me like a ton of bricks as I remembered why we were really there - because there was something wrong with me. And no amount of pretending or dressing up could change that.

"I'm not-" I started to say, but Vivian cut me off.

"Don't worry about labels or what others might think," she said firmly, placing a finger on my lips once again. "Just let me help you. Let go of all your worries and fears and embrace this side of yourself."

I couldn't deny the appeal of letting go and just being someone else for a while. But at the same time, I knew it wasn't that simple. There were still parts of myself that I needed to come to terms with before I could fully accept who I was.

But in that moment, with Vivian's hand in mine and the promise of a new identity awaiting me, it was easy to forget all those doubts and fears. And so, with a deep breath and a newfound sense of determination, I nodded my head and allowed her to lead me towards the chest full of clothing, ready to embrace whatever adventure lay ahead.

"I'm sorry," she said, her voice filled with genuine remorse. "I don't know what came over me. That was very unprofessional of me."

I shifted uncomfortably in the plush armchair across from her. This wasn't a traditional therapy session, but I couldn't deny that it was cathartic in its own way.

"This isn't really therapy, though," I reminded her softly. My gaze drifted towards the privacy screen behind her. The racks of clothes and piles of lingerie beckoned to me, promising a momentary escape from the weight of my daily responsibilities.

A small smile tugged at the corners of her lips. "You're right. I suppose it isn't." She gestured towards the screen. "Why don't you go ahead and try some things on?"

My body tingled with anticipation as I stood up and made my way towards the outfits. I could feel her eyes on me, their intensity sending shivers down my spine.

As I ran my fingers over the silk dresses and delicate lace, I felt a sense of excitement building inside me. It had been so long since I allowed myself to indulge in something purely for my own pleasure.

But then a nagging voice crept into my mind, reminding me that this wasn't normal. That I shouldn't be doing this. But as my hands grazed over an emerald green A-line dress with a plunging neckline, I couldn't resist anymore.

In a rush of adrenaline, I stripped off my clothes and slipped on a pair of black lace panties. A thrill rushed through me as I adjusted them over my cock and balls, feeling the soft fabric against my skin.

I couldn't believe how good it felt just to wear lingerie. It made me feel sexy and confident in a way that nothing else ever had before.

Hearing Vivian clear her throat from behind the screen brought me back to reality. This wasn't just for me, it was for her. I quickly turned around and picked up the matching bra, fumbling with the clasps as I tried to fasten it from an unfamiliar angle.

But as the silk caressed my chest and nipples, I couldn't hold back a moan of pleasure. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

I ran my hands over my body, reveling in the sensual fabric. But as much as I was enjoying myself, the thought of exposing myself like this to another person terrified me.

My eyes fell on a pair of black stilettos and without hesitation, I slipped them on my feet. Suddenly, with every item of clothing I put on, I felt more and more transformed.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped out from behind the screen one leg at a time, feeling a rush of adrenaline as Vivian's eyes widened in appreciation.

"Wow," she breathed, running her hand along her neck. "Do you like it?" she asked eagerly.

I nodded shyly, blushing at the attention but unable to deny how good it felt to dress up like this.

"Mmmm," she moaned again, her words sending shivers down my spine. "Look at the outline of your cock in that beautiful silk. I bet you wish you had a nice, beautiful pussy there instead."

My heart skipped a beat as I nodded again. It was strange how sincere it felt, even though it went against everything I believed about myself.

"I have something else for you," Vivian said, holding up a small orange bottle. My curiosity piqued as she explained that it was a little medicine to help me relax and fully embrace this experience.

As she grinned mischievously and my mind raced with possibilities, I couldn't deny the anticipation building within me. What would this medicine do? How far was I willing to go for this thrilling escape?

I licked my lips nervously, not fully understanding what was happening but unable to resist its pull. I wanted more. I needed more.

Vivian's eyes sparkled with ideas and it made me wonder what other surprises she had in store for me. But as my mind whirled with questions and excitement, one thing was certain: this was going to be a night to remember.

With trembling fingers, I reached out and let her drop a small pill into my palm. Without hesitation, I swallowed it dry and waited for the effects to kick in. But nothing came. No drowsiness, no sudden change in mood or perception. Just the same dull emptiness that had been haunting me for months.

"You'll want to take one every day," Vivian instructed as she handed me a small bottle of pills. "In a few weeks, you should start to feel a little different. A little more like your true self."

"A few weeks?" I repeated incredulously. How could I wait that long? How could I endure another day feeling trapped in this body and mind?

"Patience is key," Vivian said with a gentle pat on my shoulder. "Trust me, it will be worth it."

I nodded silently, not wanting to upset her. She had been my best friend since childhood and had always been there for me when I needed someone to lean on. But this time, her solutions seemed extreme and unfamiliar.

As if reading my thoughts, Vivian ran her hand over my ass cheeks, causing me to coo subconsciously in response. Then she gave me a playful spank before saying, "Good girl," again.

"Next outfit," she added with a sly smile. My cock was already straining against the fabric of my underwear, begging to be touched. I quickly moved behind the screen again and began stripping off the bra and panties slowly, savoring the sensation of the silky fabric sliding against my skin.

Vivian's giggles from the other side of the screen only added fuel to my arousal. When my erection was finally free, I was half tempted to jerk off right then and there so I wouldn't embarrass myself in front of her later. But I knew Vivian would notice eventually anyway, so I resisted the urge and moved onto the next outfit.

I stepped out of the stilettos and draped the discarded articles of clothing over the screen, giving Vivian a tantalizing peek at what was to come. As I reached for the white lace panties and matching bra, my heart began to race with excitement.

But it wasn't until I slipped into the green dress that hung over the screen that I truly felt transformed. It hugged my waist and hips perfectly, making me feel like I had real curves. The padded bra added some much-needed fullness to my chest, giving me the illusion of breasts.

I couldn't help but brush my hands over my new figure and smile uncontrollably, feeling more like myself than I had in a long time.

Stepping out from behind the screen, I paraded my new outfit for Vivian's approval. "What a good girl you are, Tyler," she said with a satisfied nod. "But for today, your name will be Polly."

I nodded eagerly, basking in her praise. It felt freeing to adopt a new name, a new identity even if it was just for today.

Vivian curved her index finger at me and wiggled it encouragingly. "Strut for me. Shake those hips," she instructed with a playful glint in her eye.

Feeling self-conscious yet exhilarated, I placed one feminine leg in front of the other and tried my best to sway my hips like a woman as I walked towards her. Her approving smile only spurred me on.

"Beautiful," she exclaimed when I had reached her place at the opposite end of the room. She reached out and gently rested her hand on my hard cock, causing me to shiver with pleasure. "I love knowing there's a dick under all that feminine fabric," she whispered teasingly in my ear. "I bet you love dressing like a girl."

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment at her words, but I couldn't deny the truth. "Yes, I do," I admitted with a shy smile.

Vivian's eyes sparkled with mischief as she gently squeezed my balls, sending a surge of pleasure through me. "And you'll love feeling like one too," she said with a mischievous grin.

She then spun her finger around in a circle and said, "Give me a twirl." Like a proud girl, I turned around, showcasing the entire outfit for her.

"I bet you love wearing a cute little dress with cotton panties," she said with a knowing look.

I blushed even deeper at her words, but it was true. There was something freeing and exciting about wearing lingerie and clothing that didn't fit my gender identity. It allowed me to explore and express a different side of myself that had been hidden away for so long.

With Vivian by my side, encouraging and supporting me every step of the way, I felt more confident and comfortable than ever before. And as we continued our playful game of dress-up, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her friendship and the sense of freedom it brought me.

“Good. Now press yourself against the wall.”

I wasn’t sure what Vivian was about to do to me, but I didn’t want to disobey. I stood next to the wall, pushing my hands and chest into it and poking my butt out while I waited.

“Good girl,” she said, walking toward me. She kneeled behind me and tickled her finger against my calves, then my thighs, and finally slid it between my legs. I felt a light tickle against my balls through the lace fabric and moaned.

“You like that, do you?” she said. Then she let her hands caress up and down my legs, moving faster the more turned on she got. I could tell she wanted to stay in control but was too ready to come to wait too long.

Soon, I felt her hands fumbling with my panties. I exhaled as she reached under the skirt and looped her fingers around the waistband of my panties. She pulled them down over my ass and let the fabric stretch around my thighs. They were pulled down as far as possible without having to unhook the garter belt clasps.

She teased my asshole with her finger. “You have such a nice ass,” she whispered, now leaning over my shoulder with her lips pressed to my ear. Her breath traveled down my neck and sent a chill through my body. She circled her finger around my hole and then slid it up and down my crack.

Then she pulled her finger away and I felt an emptiness replace it.

“We’ll warm you up in no time. But I think that’s enough therapy for today.”

“Please,” I said, “I don’t want to stop. It feels so good.”

“Patience, Polly. It’s about to get even better. The pill you just took? They’re fast acting hormones. Over the next few weeks you’re going to feel more like a woman. You’re going to have urges you’ve never had before. But they’re going to feel exciting. And I’ll be there to guide you.”

My heart was pounding. Did she say hormones? I couldn’t take hormones while living with my mom. She’d know something was up.

I caught my breath and reminded myself that I didn’t have to take them. But by the time I made it back home in my boy clothes, the curiosity had a hold of me.

I stared in my bathroom mirror naked, wondering what would happen if I kept taking those pills.

So I popped another, telling myself I’d stop any day now. But a week passed and I had kept taking them. And I was finally starting to notice some changes.


CHAPTER THREE




In a week’s time, my body was already feeling different. I don’t know why I took those pills every day, but I did. And my body changed in ways that I still couldn’t believe.

It started from inside. I had mood swings as I adjusted to the medication. I cried occasionally, but it felt good. I felt things with more intensity than I ever had before. My nerves were wired but also more easily stimulated. I must’ve come five times a day because I couldn’t help myself.

And my orgasms were different. Longer and all encompassing. My body felt completely submissive to the sensation. It over took me like wave after wave of an ocean.

I was hooked on the sensations, and they even made group therapy more bearable. So far, my mom hadn’t noticed a change in me, but I had been locking myself away a little more too. I locked myself away to touch myself and explore the new sensations in my body.

I’d even started shaving my legs. On my next private session with Vivian, she took notice with a grin. “How have you been feeling?” she asked me.

“Incredible,” I said with a heavy breath. “I didn’t know I could feel this good. This sensitive.”

“The sensitivity might wear off the longer you take them,” she said. “My advice is to enjoy it as much as you can while you can.”

“How so?”

“Well,” she said. “I have an idea for our next group session. You’ll have taken it for two weeks and I thought maybe you could come out to the group. I’ve hand selected a few people I think will be quite accepting of your new body. How does that sound to you?”

I bit my lip and stared down at the red dress I’d been given for the day. “I’m just…nervous.”

“Don’t be,” she said, touching my bare shoulders with her soft hands. “The people I’ll be putting you with can help you explore every sensation of your new body.” She ran a hand across my chest and sighed. “You’re growing a tiny pair of breasts, I see.”

“What?” My eyes were saucers as I looked where her hand was. I peeked down the dress and saw two very small mounds on my chest. They were too tiny to notice until she pointed them out. But as her hand ran across the sensitive skin, my nipples sparked with heat that pulsed through the rest of my body. “Why does everything feel so good?”

“Because this is what you were meant to be,” said Vivian. Her mouth hung open and her breaths were long. Her eyes were round and inviting. She leaned in and pressed her warm mouth to mine.

---

Her tongue slithered between my lips. My body grew hot and my legs quivered. Her saliva tasted like honey. Without thinking, I placed my hands on her hips and brought her into me. My fingers danced at the hem of her blouse, working up the courage to touch her skin.

Before I knew it, her hands had slid to my breasts, cupping them gently. I felt my nipples perk up and harden under her caress. I plunged my fingers into the waist of her skirt and cotton panties to cup her ass. Again, I pulled her into me until her hips rested against my pelvis. We dropped our bodies to the floor and I rocked against her.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I told her. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“I’ve wanted this for a while,” she confessed, biting her lip. At this, I slid her blouse up over her head revealing her perfect breasts in a black lace bra. She had such a flirty style for a therapist.

I brushed her hair out of her face and trailed my fingers down her neck and landing on her chest just where I imagined her lungs would be. She breathed heavily against me as I traced the lines of fabric covering her breasts. Her lips hung in a perfect pout as she anticipated the moment I would finally rest my hands against her nipples which were already hardened through the lace fabric.

I knew I could be a bit of a tease, and I would be no exception with Vivian. Instead of cupping her breasts, as difficult as it was not to, I slid her skirt down over her hips, exposing her black cotton panties and the beginning curve of her thighs. I traced the lines of fabric and watched her squirm at my touch. Her hips shook and swayed.

I brought my lips to her stomach and kissed her taut skin. She ran her fingers through my hair and moaned softly. The sound of her moaning because of me made me harder than I already was. It was torturing me to tease her rather than dive into her, but I wanted it to be unforgettable.

I kissed my way up to her chest, my fingers still dancing on her hips. I bit at the center of her bra and pulled it up over her breasts with my teeth. Her breasts released themselves gracefully and I kissed my way to her right areola, then her left. Her moan was soft but passionate and I pressed my pelvis into her hips again. I was beginning to lose control and I knew it.

I wrapped my lips around her nipples, sucking one last time before moving my lips down her torso to her panties. I stopped just above the waist band and guided her to the bed. I turned around to face her as she lay on her back, and I couldn’t wait to ravish her beautiful body.

She brought her hand to her face and gently bit her knuckles in anticipation. I curled the tips of my fingers under the black fabric of her panties and slid them down slowly, celebrating each new inch of skin that appeared before me.

Soon I caught a glimpse of Vivian’s cute little triangle of hair just above her heavenly mound. She maintained everything well and her skin was clean and soft. I tossed her panties to the side, gripped the inside of her knees and pushed her legs up and to the side.

Her slit glistened and her folds bloomed outward as if inviting me to go deeper. I kissed the insides of her thighs and the moans she let out were like a symphony. Finally, I neared her entrance and I took it in like a work of art, because to me, she was.

I gently kissed the outer mound which was hot against my lips. My breath tickled her and she tossed her hips closer to me. I kissed her slit in appreciation and slid my tongue out to meet it. I could feel her legs tighten around me, and I knew I was exactly where I wanted to be. I traced her delicate folds with my tongue, learning their every curve and line.

I reached my hands around her hips and lightly tickled her stomach, sending chills from her navel down to meet me. I felt her fingers weave into my hair and I was euphoric. Finally, I parted my lips and wrapped them over her mound, sliding my tongue just barely into her, sliding past only the outer most folds of her wet cunt.

She pushed into me and I slid my tongue up to meet her clit. I flattened my tongue and lay it lightly against her, letting her rock back and forth. I studied her every movement and once I felt confident in her rhythm, I resumed licking her clit, more softly this time.

I could tell by her shaking and moaning that I was on the right track and I kept up with her pace. I looked up at her as she squirmed, her head arched back and her mouth hung open. Her breasts fell neatly to the side and her back curved into a small crescent as I brought her to orgasm.

Her legs shook in small bursts and her slit clenched and unclenched under my tongue. I smiled over her mound and had never felt more satisfied.

When she finally came to, she looked down at me with those sparkling eyes and smiled. I crawled up over her and planted a kiss on her forehead. She raised her lips up for a more passionate kiss and embraced me.

More than ever, I was ready for what Vivian had to give me.


CHAPTER FOUR




In the next week I’d played more with my body than ever. When mom wasn’t home, I stole her makeup and watched tutorials. I’d become so good at makeup by the next therapy session that I almost wore a full face inside. But I still wasn’t sure what to expect, or who to expect, so I kept my appearance neat and boyish.

I walked inside the room and noticed only men sitting in a circle. They looked like a pack of hungry wolves. I recognized some of them from partner exercises, but a few of them were new to me.

“Good, you’re here,” said Vivian, waving me to the center of the circle. “We’re going to have a lot of fun today.” She turned to one of them men and asked him to lock the door.

Adrenaline raced through me at the prospect. Why would the door need to be locked? My cock was hard from the anticipation, but I was embarrassed by it. One of the men noticed my erection through my pants and I caught him licking his lips.

I was terrified, but I trusted Vivian. She turned to me with a smile and said, “Strip.”

I dropped my shorts and revealed my briefs to everyone. I kicked off my shoes and stepped out of the bunched fabric around my ankles. I noticed everyone’s eyes widened and I looked down to find my cock was even harder. My cheeks burned. I couldn’t hide that I was turned on. I couldn’t hide much of anything.

“It’s okay,” said Vivian. “They all know your secret. You’re safe here.” She watched me with a kind smile, then, in one swift motion, she tugged my briefs down.

My erect cock was fully visible to everyone. A few of the guys were palming themselves through their pants. Oh my god. What is happening? I was scared, but my body tingled with excitement. I liked exposing myself to these strange men. I kept telling myself to run but something inside me planted my feet to the floor.

“Time to play dress up,” said Vivian with a grin. Her eyes sparkled as they gazed on my cock. “We need to hide that dick of yours.”

My cheeks heated up again as the guys panted around me. I knew I should hide myself or run off, but I didn’t want to. I felt liberated. Despite the cock between my legs, I felt feminine too.

Vivian leaned over a shopping bag and pulled out the white cotton panties I recognized from the day before. “Why don’t you put these on,” she said, handing them over to me. I swallowed and then took them hesitantly. I was reluctant to dress in them with an audience. But part of me wanted to put the panties on in front of everyone. That thought of it alone made me quiver.

I stretched the fabric out to step into. I slid one foot in and then the other. I closed my eyes as I started pulling the panties up my thighs. I felt the soft cotton brush against my smooth legs and I moaned. I heard a few men moan, but I didn’t mind. This was the sexiest experience of my life, even if it was something I shouldn’t be doing at all.

I opened my eyes and saw a few guys’ stroking their cocks. They’d removed them from their pants and stroked them out in the open. Oh fuck, I thought. I wanted to take one into my mouth. I wanted to suck them dry.

I wondered if any of them wanted me as badly as I wanted them. I hoped they did. Vivian reached into the shopping bag for a matching bra and stood up to put it on me. She slid the straps up to my shoulders and I looked around the room. A few of the guys were stroking themselves harder to the sight of me in lingerie.

I looked at Vivian who seemed pleased with herself. I thought about how badly I had wanted Vivian the day before, and how strange it was that today I wanted a man. Maybe I really was meant to be a woman. Maybe Vivian knew something I was never willing to admit.

She reached in the bag for a short, tight fitting red dress. Following that was a pair of black fishnet stockings. Vivian unzipped the back of the dress and I stepped inside of it. She slid it up my hips and zipped it back up. She helped me roll the stockings up my smooth legs. I loved the way they pressed against my skin. I felt bound in a way, and wondered how girl clothes could feel so good. Then Vivian pulled out a pair of red heels. I loved how striking the red heels were against the black stockings. I slid my feet into them, and instantly felt transformed.

I couldn’t believe how feminine I felt inside a pair of heels and a tight dress. The hormones accentuated every piece of fabric. It felt meant for me. I loved the hugging tightness of girl clothes on my new, sensitive body.

Vivian reached in the bag again. I watched eagerly to see what she’d pull out next. It was a blond wig. She placed the wig on my head. It was long and wavy. It fell around my shoulders and curved around the padding from the bra. I felt sexy. Every head in that room was turned toward me. Every expression was filled with lust.

I looked at Vivian who seemed more alive with fire than ever. I wondered what was going on through her head. She smiled as she spoke, “Now to explore your new form.” The men nodded with eager expressions.

Vivian ordered me to get to my knees. She knew I’d do anything for her at this point. I dropped, awaiting her next command. She whispered something to a guy named Tim. Tim’s pants were still on, but not for long. I watched him unzip them and pull out his big, hard cock.

“What’s going on?” I asked with a tremble to my voice. But deep down I knew. And deep down, I wanted it more than anyone.

She leaned down and pressed her lips to my ear. Her breasts hovered directly in front of my face. “You’re going to learn how to be a good girl. You’re going to learn how to swallow a big cock. I want you to drink every drop of his come. I want you to make me proud.”

“What? What do you-“ but I couldn’t finish. She had slid her fingers between my lips and gently pulled my jaw open. She ordered Tim to put his cock inside. He looked at me with desire. Like I was his toy – his plaything. I wanted to tell him how much I wanted his cock.

I’ll show him, I thought. I’ll give him the best head anyone’s ever gotten. I stuck out my tongue to show that I was willing. He laid his cock on my tongue and I fell into a daze. It was the most amazing feeling in the world.

I wrapped my lips around his head and began to suck. He moaned and leaned his head back. I loved that I could give a man so much pleasure. It was intoxicating to make another man moan while I was dressed like a girl. While I felt like a girl – inside and out. I wanted to make him come harder than he ever had before. I wanted every man in that room to need me to fulfill their desires.

I reached around and grabbed his ass, pulling him into me. I swallowed his whole cock until it slid down the back of my throat. He looked down in awe and stroked my cheek. The whole room was watching, making my heart pound against my ribs.

Soon he was spilling his come into my mouth. I swallowed every single drop. Tim removed his cock from my mouth and panted, looking behind me inquisitively.

Then I realized what he was looking at. I felt a guy come up behind me and push my dress over my hips. He pulled my panties down and ran his cock between my ass cheeks. He spit and massaged it into my ass.

His head pushed against me and stretched me open. I moaned, but my mouth was soon replaced by a new cock. I choked and gagged, feeling like such a good little slut. Vivian praised me over and over. “Such a good girl,” she said. “Take those cocks like a good girl.”

I did. I took every cock in that room. Each guy took turns coming deep inside my ass. By the end of it, I was full of their come until it spilled out of me. When the last guy plunged deep inside me, and a new cock shoved its way deep inside my throat, I finally came.

. My cock exploded come into my red dress. I felt the warm pool of liquid cover my stomach. My whole body quivered and shook. It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. I loved being filled over and over again. I loved having come spill from my ass. I loved feeling dirty.

But more than anything, I loved feeling feminine. I loved obeying Vivian.

The guys cleaned up and Vivian helped me to the nearest bathroom. “Why don’t you say we make this a regular thing?” she asked with a smile, while she wiped me down with a warm cloth.

“Only if we can still have our private sessions,” I said, hoping I would still have a chance to make Vivian come hard.

“Oh, those are forever,” she said. Her warm lips pressed against mine and I knew she meant it.

I kept my new identity hidden from my mom for the rest of the year until I finally started college. I still went to my group therapy sessions, but I became a girl full time. Sometimes, I held a few “sessions” on campus.

And I’d never been happier. I’d never had so much freedom.


#BODYGOALS



CHAPTER ONE




I scanned back through my daily video and cringed at what I saw. I had lost a little weight over the course of the past year. But that’s what happens when an already lanky guy like me fills his schedule up with a full time job and a heavy social media presence.

Beth’s hands slid over my shoulders and she kissed my head. “Lookin’ good,” she said, eyeing the video playing on my screen. I’d told her I liked being alone when I worked on my videos, but Beth never listened to me. She was nosy. She was always curious about my side gig aspirations.

“I look terrible,” I said, accepting her eyes on my work. “I’ve lost weight again.”

“I like you a little thin,” she said. “You’re just my type.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think I need to put on a little muscle. I’d probably get more views if I could look more alpha somehow.”

She slid her hands down my chest and kissed my neck. “I hate alpha dudes,” she said. “Trust me, you look better this way.” I shrugged and minimized the editing program for now. I was tired of looking at myself. Beth pulled back and scoffed as if I’d just insulted her. “What’s the matter with you Shane?”

“Nothing, I’m just tired of working. Maybe I’ll head on upstairs to bed.”

“Why do you work so hard on these things? You’re never going to be famous from it or anything. You make plenty of money at your programming job.”

“Thanks for your vote of confidence,” I told her. “Maybe I don’t want to do programming my whole life. Maybe I want to be my own boss. Work from home.”

“Pffft. It’s not all it’s cracked up to be, believe me. I’m home all day, but at least I have some friends to hang out with.”

“I have friends…”

“Who?”

I tried to think of someone, but the only names that came to mind were coworkers. Coworkers that I never spent time with outside of work.

“Exactly,” she added.

“I think you’re just worried I’ll ditch the high paying gig to work from home. Then you might have to get a job.”

“That’s not it at all,” she said. “But to be fair, I do work. I have a side gig of my own.”

“Your little bracelets? But you make fun of me for my videos?”

“Because you’re putting yourself out there so much. We don’t have any privacy with something like that.”

“Since when do you care about privacy? Your blog puts our entire life online.”

She threw up her arms and walked out of the room. “I can’t deal with this anymore,” she called from down the hall.

I frowned and pulled up the video I’d been working on. Maybe I’ll start going to the gym. Put on a little muscle. Eat healthier.

I’d decided that I’d start the next day. I would do it whether Beth liked it or not.


CHAPTER TWO




I decided to hold myself accountable by adding #bodygoals to all of my new social media posts. I also searched the tag for inspiring photos. While most pages using that tag were full of hot, fit women, I occasionally found a male post.

I started following a few of my favorite accounts and learning some exercise tips from them. I made plans to go the gym that night, but was surprised by my wife’s new support the next day.

“I want to apologize,” she said when we were standing in the kitchen making breakfast. “I should be more supportive of your goals. Especially when your health is involved.”

“That means a lot, Beth. Thank you.” I leaned in to kiss her on the cheek and she accepted.

“You’re welcome, of course. To make it up to you, I’ve picked up some miracle pills for you. They’re all the rage in the diet community. I may even take a few myself.”

She handed me the bottle and I looked it over. The label looked professional enough, though it was peeling slightly in one corner. “Thanks,” I said. “But I’d like to do this without supplements.”

She laughed and threw her head back. Her blond ponytail stretched down her back. Her false eyelashes fluttered as she giggled, and then she caught her breath. “Good luck,” she said. “Trust me, you’re going to need those pills.”

I told her I’d think about it and then I took them to work. I loved my wife, but it was nice to get some distance from the diet talk. My goals were really just to eat more and lift heavy. I didn’t have plans to do anything crazy like take pills.

Still, on my lunch break I found myself analyzing the bottle again. I wondered what would happen if I took them. Maybe my workouts would be easier. Maybe I’d gain muscle faster. The sooner I built muscle, the sooner I could grow my following. Then I could quit and work from home.

I wondered what had made Beth change her mind so suddenly. She wasn’t one to give up like that. She could hold a grudge or an opinion for years. Maybe she was trying to change too.

I’d always known Beth was a bit domineering. It’s part of what attracted me to her. I usually didn’t mind her snide remarks or her jokes, because our sex was so good. She had no problems riding me or telling me exactly how she liked it. I especially loved when she’d sit on my face until she came.

Occasionally she’d humiliate me. It was weird at first, but it grew on me.

I turned the bottle over in my hands. My fingers gripped the cap and twisted until it popped off. I inspected the contents inside. They seemed normal enough. I decided to try them out at first. If I didn’t like them then I would stop. That’s simple enough.

I swallowed a pill down dry and then finished my lunch. I didn’t feel any different by the time I left work and headed to the gym. Maybe they’re just placebo pills, I thought. That would be Beth’s style. Pills that wouldn’t help me at all.

I laughed to myself, thinking I’d figured it out. I picked up some weights and practiced what I’d seen online. But I felt insecure the whole time I was lifting. My weights were small and so was I. Looking at my reflection in the gym mirror on amplified my insecurities. The two guys on either side of me were both huge. They stared at me on occasion with a smirk.

Eventually, one of the guys came over and introduced himself. “You seem new. Mind if I give you some pointers on your posture? The name’s Rick.”

“Actually, that’d be great. I’m Shane.” I held out my hand and he took in a firm grip. Rick was built from head to toe and very tan. His hair was dark, but not quite black. His eyes were piercing blue. They seemed to shoot right through me. The way he looked at me made me feel funny, but I was happy to have some help with the weights.

“You’re going to want to focus on your lower half at first. A lot of guys make the mistake of lifting for the upper body, chasing those biceps. But you want strong legs to help with stability. Let’s work on building your thighs and backside. Then we’ll move to upper body. Do you need a trainer by the way?”

“Um, sure.” His advice sounded solid so far, but what did I know? “How much do you charge?”

“I like you, Shane. Why don’t I do it for free?”

Red flags went up. “Why? Why for free? No one does anything for free.”

He laughed. “Relax, would you. I’m here every night at this time. Are you planning to be here as well?” I nodded. “Well, good. I can train you while I work out. No need to charge you.”

I shrugged and felt guilty for mistrusting him. But the deal still made me feel a little uneasy. “Sounds good, Rick,” I said.

“Okay, now let’s work on those legs.”

Rick and I worked out for an hour. By the end of it I felt wiped. We focused on glutes more than anything, but I trusted Rick’s judgement. After all, he looked even bigger than the guys I was trying to look like.

I drove home, admiring my sweat and panting. When I stepped inside, the first thing Beth did was ask me about my workout. Maybe she really was trying to support me.

“It was great,” I said. “I met this guy…Rick. It was kind of weird, but he offered to train me for free.”

“That’s incredible!” she said, wrapping her arms around me and pressing her breasts to my body. “Did those pills help at all?”

“I didn’t feel anything yet, but I’ll let you know if I do.”

“Sure thing. They may take a few days to kick in. Give it time. Oh, I’m just so glad you’re having a good time.”

She hugged me again, and I couldn’t stop focusing on her sexy curves. “I need to take a shower,” I said, hoping I’d get to fuck her before the night was through.

“Well I’ll have dinner ready for you when you come down.”

“Thanks,” I said. Her lips crashed into mine and her breath quickened. Fuck, she must want me as much as I want her. I wondered if the workout had released some kind of pheromone. Or maybe she liked seeing her husband sweaty from hard work.

It didn’t matter what it was, I knew I was getting laid that night. I rushed up for a shower and met Beth for dinner. But Beth surprised me. She wore a tight black dress at the table that pushed her breasts up high.

“You look nice,” I said, frowning at my jeans and t-shirt I threw on.

“Don’t feel bad,” she said. “I wanted to look nice for you.”

“You look good enough to eat,” I teased.

“Mmm. Then why don’t you come over for an appetizer.”

“Come over?”

“Crawl under the table to me. I’ll have a surprise waiting for you.”

In our years of marriage, she’d never suggested something like this before. I was intrigued. I slid under our dining room table and crawled to her soft, bare legs. I kissed her ankles, then her calves, and then her knees. Her hands reached for the hem of her dress and inched it up to her hips. Her thighs split wide and the sweet aroma of her wet pussy hit me like a tidal wave.

She wasn’t wearing any panties and her pussy was shaved.

“This is your reward for working so hard,” she said, scooting her hips to the edge of her chair. It was strange not seeing her face. Almost like that pussy could belong to anyone – even a stranger. The thought of it thrilled me. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and leaned my face in. I stretched out my tongue and dragged across her soaking wet slit.

“You taste delicious,” I told her before clamping my mouth on her mound.

Her fingers found my hair and gripped the strands. Her thighs closed in on my head to hold me in place. “You’re such a good boy,” she moaned. “I want to smother you in my wet pussy.”

I moaned, but I couldn’t respond. My mouth was fastened to her cunt, licking furiously until her thighs began to quiver. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to make her happy.

She held back at first. I could feel the tension in her thighs and the walls of her pussy clenched around my tongue. She wanted to torture me. She wanted to prolong the pleasure. But after enough time she let go and her body shook. Her pussy contracted and she let out soft whimpers.

“Thank you,” I told her when she released my head from the clutches of her thighs.

“You’re welcome,” she said. “Now sit up and eat your dinner like a good boy.”

I did as I was told. I returned to my seat and ate, marveling at the way her pussy became the perfect condiment to my food. Every bite tasted like her. It prolonged the pleasure, but I knew before the night was out I’d be tugging my cock to the memory.


CHAPTER THREE




A few weeks passed and every night I was rewarded by Beth. I finally started feeling different from the pills, but it wasn’t at all what I was expecting. I was aroused constantly, but in a strange sense. My body tingled and felt warm. Like I wanted to be touched all over. Like I wanted my nipples sucked and my ass played with.

I was relieved to see some progress from lifting, though. My chest was growing. However, Mark was still working my legs. We only did arm and chest exercises once a week. And my biceps hadn’t grown at all. I couldn’t quite figure out why my chest was getting larger.

I thought the best person to ask would be Mark during our next session.,

“Does working out make you feel different at first?” I asked. “I feel like I have a million new sensations going on through my body at once.”

“It can,” he said. “What exactly do you mean?”

My cheeks flushed. I was embarrassed to be talking about such a sensitive topic. “I’m aroused more often,” I said. “And in a different way than before.”

He shrugged like it was no big deal. “Probably just the extra testosterone. Maybe it’s from increased blood flow during exercise. I wouldn’t overthink it. Now, ready to do some squats?”

I frowned. “I thought we could do more arm stuff today.”

“No, no,” he said. “You’re not ready for that yet.”

“Ok,” I said as he led me to the squat rack. I placed my body underneath the bar and lifted while he spotted me. As I did my squats, I watched my form in the mirror and noticed something different about my body. My legs and ass were growing a little bit, but my body looked curvier. It wasn’t thick, bulging muscle I noticed, but soft curves. I had hips and an ass that I’d want to fuck if it crossed my path.

I put the bar back on the rack and pulled my t-shirt tight around my waist. My chest was bigger, alright. But I could’ve sworn it looked like I had small breasts.

On top of everything, I caught Mark eyeing me but trying to hide it. When my gaze moved to his groin I noticed a small bulge in his pants. My eyes widened in the mirror and I shot my gaze anywhere but Mark.

“I, uh, have to go. I forgot that I have a prior engagement. See you later,” I said, grabbing my things and rushing out of there as quickly as possible.

“I hope to see you tomorrow!” he called out, but I sensed an eagerness in his voice. An eagerness that had me both worried and aroused at the same time.

What the hell is going on with me?

I sat in my car for a few minutes going over everything in my head. Then I saw the diet pills sitting in my car’s cup holders. I picked them up and surveyed the label. I studied the side effects. Everything seemed normal. Nothing about growing breasts or becoming more feminine.

Then I thought about how Beth had been treating me lately. How she’d been so supportive of my new goals. How she gave me the pills.

My head began to spin. I drove home as quickly as I could to talk to her. But when I got home, she was nowhere to be found. A note was sitting on the kitchen counter.

Girls night, it read. Be home by ten.

I bit my lip and felt the panic rise in me. I rushed upstairs to dig through her things in search of any evidence for what was going on. Boy did I find some. In the top drawer of her dresser I found a bottle with a torn off label.

I pulled the diet pills out of my pocket and picked at the corner of its label. As I peeled it back, I started to notice a smaller label underneath. The bottle Beth gave me was full of hormone therapy pills. Beth was slowly turning me into a woman.

I sat on the edge of the bed and felt my chest tighten. I gripped my breasts with my hands and a warm buzz spread through me. I didn’t know whether to hate or love my new body. It was the complete opposite of what I wanted.

But as I lay back on the bed and let my bare hands wander up underneath my shirt, I fell in love with the sensation. My fingers found my nipples and rolled them gently. My body was overcome with hot electricity. I tasted metal as I bit hard on my lip.

I had to explore this further. I took off all of my clothes and jumped in the shower. The water felt especially good running down my backside. I poked out my ass and ran a hand between my legs as if I had a pussy. And suddenly everything felt right.

I cupped my cock and massaged it while pinching my nipple with my other hand. I moaned into the falling water and enjoyed the way every drop caressed my skin.

I pulled on the shower head and lowered it between my legs. I let the pulsing water massage my cock and balls until my body shook with ecstasy. I sighed and braced myself against the wall of the shower. And then I came, with only the stimulation of the shower to get me off.

My orgasm was long. Much longer than usual. I felt like I could sit in that sensation all day. It was heady and dream-like. Vivid colors exploded behind my eyes.

I couldn’t believe how much soft intensity there was to a feminine orgasm. It was beautiful and exciting. I wanted to feel it again and again.

I cleaned my body and dried off. And then I had the strange urge to try something new while Beth was gone. I glanced at the clock to see how much longer I had. One hour. Plenty of time.

I opened Beth’s underwear drawer and found her sexiest lingerie. A bright red, satin bra with a matching thong. I’d always loved that set on Beth and wondered if I could love it on me too.

I held the soft fabric in my hands and chewed on my lip. Was I really about to wear my wife’s underwear? I knew that if I put on that thong I may never come back the same.

But I wasn’t so sure I wanted to be the same man anymore. Maybe it was the pills or maybe I was finally discovering who I was meant to be. All I knew was that I wasn’t done playing girl yet. Even if it was the exact opposite of where this journey had started.


CHAPTER FOUR




I slid the thong up my legs and felt a shiver down my spine. It was so soft and delicate, and it made my skin tingle. I loved the way it cupped my cock and balls, but I loved even more the way it slid nicely into my ass. My ass was getting firmer and rounder due to the exercise, and Beth’s thong made me appreciate it even more.

I slid the bra straps up my arms and onto my shoulders. I hooked it behind me and smiled as I filled it out perfectly. I felt strangely proud of my body inside the satin red set. I walked over to Beth’s full length mirror and admired my feminine body.

I poked out my ass a little and felt my heart flutter. I squeezed my breasts and smiled at the cleavage I was able to form.

But when the door opened behind me and Beth walked through, I nearly had a heart attack. My cheeks went bright red and adrenaline raced through my veins. I was shaking as Beth gawked at my body.

“Decided to steal something of mine, did you?” She folded her arms across her chest, her trench coat puckering around her breasts.

I stood up straight and tall and slid on a nearby robe. “I should be upset with you,” I argued when I finally found my voice. “What have you been giving me? I have full breasts. I was just trying to make sure it wasn’t my imagination by borrowing one of your bras.”

Good cover, I told myself.

“And you needed my thong to do that as well?”

Shit.

“Just face it,” she said with a devilish smile. “You like becoming a woman. You like being used like a little slut. And you love having perky little tits to fill up nice lingerie in.” She walked up to me and gripped my chin in her hand. “Tell me what else you love.”

“What…do you mean?”

“About the pills,” she said. “What else do you love?”

I trembled in her grip as I tried to form the words. “I love the way I come. I love my new figure. I feel things with such intensity. I’m almost overwhelmed by it.”

“Are you going to stop taking the pills now that you’ve found out?”

The thought hadn’t crossed my mind yet. Now that I was faced with that dilemma, I knew the answer was no. I shook my head, but worried about showing up to work in the coming weeks with more feminine features.

“I didn’t think so,” she said. “So let me help you make the most of it. Go shave those pretty little legs and I’ll turn you into a vixen. And then we’ll find some poor sap for you to seduce.”

I swallowed and rushed to the bath to shave my legs. I knew of just the sap to seduce. Rick had already been checking me out from the start. He’d be an easy target once I was all dolled up.

The only question now was whether or not to tell him it was me under the feminine costume. What would a guy like Rick say to something like that?

I reemerged with smooth legs that felt sensitive. Beth ran her hands up and down my soft skin, sending tingles through my entire body. “Perfect,” she moaned before kissing me hard on the lips. “You’re going to make such a pretty girl.”


CHAPTER FIVE




Beth let me keep on the satin lingerie. She pulled out her best black dress and helped me put it on. It hugged my figure perfectly, making me feel only more girly. Next were strappy little heels and a wig. Finally, all that was left was a little bit of makeup.

I admired the way my blond locks draped around my shoulders. Beth did a wonderful job at makeup, giving me bright red lipstick and deep eyeshadow. I looked glamorous and was almost starting to turn myself on.

“You look perfect,” she said, her cheek next to mine in the mirror. “Now, how should we find a target? A club? A bar?”

“I know just the one,” I said, remembering a piece of small talk between Rick and me. He’d told me about his favorite club. He went there every Friday to pick up chicks. I wondered if he’d pick me up if we went there.

“Well then,” she said. “Let’s get a move on.”

---

The drive to the club only heightened my nerves. I’d agreed to Beth’s idea in the moment, but now it was seeming like a huge mistake. Liking my new body was one thing, but committing to seducing my personal trainer? I wasn’t sure I could actually go through with it.

Once we were inside, though, and the colored lights spilled over our bodies, I came alive. I wanted to sway my hips and move to the music. It was out of character for me. I’d never been a dancer before, or a partier for that matter. But the heels, makeup, and pushup bra turned me into a whole new being.

“I’m going to get a drink,” said Beth. “You look for your guy.”

I nodded and felt gratitude for a few moments alone. As alone as you can be on a crowded dance floor. But it wasn’t long before I happened upon Rick. He was in the center, already grinding against some girl. She looked a bit too drunk, but that wasn’t stopping him. I decided to flaunt my new body nearby and see if I could catch his attention.

It didn’t take long. I swayed my hips and lifted my arms above my head. I loved feeling my perky breasts push out as I danced. As if I was calling him over, he stopped dancing and moved closer. Without a word, he stepped up behind me and wrapped his strong arms around my waist.

My body heat rose in temperature and my head felt dizzy. I could feel Rick’s erection against my ass as we danced. “What’s your name, sweet thing?” he asked. His lips touched my ear and his words vibrated against my skin.

“Shania,” I said quickly, proud of how fast I could think on my feet.

“Shania, you look beautiful tonight. Mind if I keep dancing with you?”

“Not at all,” I said, dropping my arms behind me until they wrapped around his neck. His hands pressed flat against my stomach, moving my body with his as if we were fucking right there on the dance floor.

“Mmm, Shania. You really know how to get a guy going. If you’re not careful, I may have to teach that sweet body a lesson.”

“Maybe I want to be taught,” I said, feeling my throat tighten from nerves. Did I really just say that to Rick?

I noticed Beth walking in my direction, but when she saw me with Rick, she dipped back into the crowd. She watched us from a distance, and I wondered how she felt seeing me in a man’s arms.

“Well come with me, sweetheart,” said Rick. “I know of just the place we can go for some thorough schooling.”

He took my hand and led me through the crowd. Every time I looked over my shoulder, Beth was a few steps behind. I wondered where he was taking me as we slipped down a long, dark hallway and into the men’s restroom.

Once inside, he pushed me up against the wall and locked his mouth on mine. The two of us gasped like horny teenagers until he backed me into one of the stalls. Once he shut the stall door, I heard the main door swing open.

I heard Beth’s heels clicking as she moved into the stall beside us. Rick didn’t seem to notice her feminine presence.

“Mmm, baby. I want you to suck this big juicy cock I have for you,” he groaned. He pushed on my shoulders until I dropped to my knees. I felt so dirty as I kneeled onto the tile of a public restroom with this guy about to pull out his cock. But I loved how much it turned me on. Especially knowing that my wife was listening in the stall next door.

He worked at his pants until he had successfully pulled his thick shaft from his briefs. He wasn’t lying about it being juicy. It was long and thick, dripping with precum and ready for a good fuck. I felt strangely attracted to the sight of it. But moreso, I was curious. Curious as to what it felt like to suck another guy’s dick. Curious as to what he tasted like.

He gripped my hair in one hand and slapped his cock against my cheek. “Yeah, baby. You want to suck this like a good little slut? I saw how much you wanted to be fucked on the dance floor. Girls don’t move like that unless they like it rough.”

My cock was hard, and my belly fluttered. I felt an ache between my legs that was different than before. Like I wanted to be filled, deep and fast by Rick’s cock.

I parted my lips and Rick wasted no time shoving his cock inside. I gagged in an instant as he thrust it down deep. I could’ve pushed back, but I loved how he dominated me. He fucked my throat rough, giving me just enough space between each thrust to catch my breath.

His bulbous head pushed against my throat. His veins throbbed against my tongue. He was salty and musky. Everything felt so deliciously filthy.

I loved being his slut. I loved being Beth’s good girl. But mostly, I loved the way my body responded to everything now. It responded fully, with warm tingling sensations throughout. My euphoria was heady and all consuming. I felt like I was drowning in ecstasy, and I loved every second of it.

“Oh baby, you’re going to make this hard cock come. You want me to come for you?”

I nodded. I really did want him to come. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to swallow. I wanted Beth to hear his groan of satisfaction from the other side of the wall.

“Yeah, that’s it. Just like that. Fuck, I’m gonna blow.”

And he did. Waves of his hot, sticky come flooded my mouth. It was a struggle to choke it all down, but I did my best. I wanted to be a good girl. I wanted to do everything that a good little slut would do in a club bathroom.

“Mmm, baby. Now it’s your turn to get pleased,” he said. I panicked. He didn’t know I had a cock underneath my little dress. Maybe I could get him to fuck my ass. Maybe I could get away without him not even knowing.

But he surprised me. He picked me up by the shoulders and pushed me against the wall of the stall. He lowered himself slowly while lifting up my skirt. I tried to stop him. I pushed on the bottom of my dress and clamped it to my thighs. Fighting him was a turn on, but I wasn’t brave enough to let him find out what I was hiding.

He laughed at me. A hearty laugh. The kind of laugh that told me I couldn’t stop him. It was no use to try. “Come on, Shania,” he said. “Let me see that cute little cock.”

My eyes shot open and I clamped my thighs together. I couldn’t believe my ears. Did he mean to say that?

“Come on,” he said again with a laugh. “I know it’s you, Shane. Sure, maybe I didn’t at first, but I’ve been staring at that ass for weeks. Not to mention those stunning blue eyes of yours.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. Part of me wanted to let go and surrender, and the other part of me wanted to keep fighting. So I kept fighting, just until he got forceful enough to turn me on. He tore my hands away from my dress and pinned them behind my back.

“Stop hiding. I want a taste of you,” he said.

One hand held my wrists behind me and the other lifted my dress. He sniffed my panties and kissed along my semi-hard shaft. It didn’t get full hard anymore, but my orgasms felt amazing. I moaned as his nose nudged my panties out of the way. He gripped my cock and pulled it through the side. He licked it and kissed it. Then he shoved all of me in his mouth and sucked.

I felt a little embarrassed. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me harder than I was already. But he seemed to like the way I rocked my hips against him. He seemed to like the way I moaned as he sucked.

He reached up with his free hand for the top of my dress. He tugged it down underneath my breasts and popped them free of the bra. My bare nipples hardened in the cool air. His fingers played with the little nubs until I was begging to come.

“Not yet,” he moaned, pulling his mouth free. He stood up and wrapped his lips around my nipple. He sucked in and I threw my arms around his neck. He laughed. “That’s a good girl. Now I know how bad you want it.”

“I do,” I begged, hoping Beth could hear. “I want your cock deep inside me.”

“Then turn around,” he said. “And stroke that cock while I fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.

I spun around and he pushed me hard against the wall. My bare breasts touched the cold metal wall of the stall and it sent a shock through me. The cold stung my nerves and made me whimper with desperation. “Fuck me,” I begged.

He lifted my skirt up to my hips and pulled my thong down my ass. He spit on his cock and then spit on my ass. He massaged his cock between my cheeks, prepping me for it to slide inside. Nothing could’ve prepared me for how much he’d fill me.

I looked up and saw Beth hovering over the stall. “What the fuck?” asked Rick when he saw my wife.

She smiled and propped her arms up along the metal. “Don’t let me stop you,” she said. “I want to see you fuck my sissy husband senseless.”

Rick laughed. “Now I get it,” he said. “Well both of you are going to get your wish tonight.”

With one thrust he pushed himself deep inside of me until I moaned. Beth smiled as she watched him pound me from behind. He gripped my hair and tugged my head back. With his lips to my ear, he whispered, “Come for me. Tug that sissy cock of yours.”

I reached for my cock and massaged it in my hand. Thick heat flooded my body. I was delirious with pain and ecstasy. His cock tore me open, but the fullness felt too good to deny. He and I both watched Beth as he fucked me. I felt my body slam into the metal over and over again.

And then I let out a whimper.

“Looks like the slut wants to come,” said Beth, her smile growing wider. “Should we let her?”

“Just…a…second,” groaned Rick. His cock grew inside me. It pulsed against my insides, begging to come. “Come…now!”

I whimpered again and dribbled a small load of come onto the stall. I felt Rick’s thick, heavy load fill me deep. Beth smiled the entire time, loving the show we gave her. I couldn’t have been happier to give her anything.

“Fuck!” Rick cried as he emptied the last of his seed in me. I loved the warm sensation of it flooding my ass. He pulled out his cock and I felt it drip down my leg. My thighs felt weak, making it difficult to stand and walk afterward.

Beth started clapping after leaving here stall. Rick buckled his pants and opened ours. I stayed against the wall while I recovered, feeling covered in filth and come. I loved all of it.

“When can we do this again?” Beth asked Rick.

He moved up to her until there were only a few inches between them. “Got your phone on you?”

She pulled it from her purse and handed it over. He typed in his number and then kissed her cheek. “See you and your slut soon.”

He left the bathroom and Beth rushed to my side. “You were wonderful,” she said while stroking my hair. “That image is going to last me for a while.”

“I’m so happy I could please you,” I told her. “What now?”

“Now, we go home. You recover in a nice bath and we’ll watch a movie in bed. Now you’re rewarded with rest. We need you feeling good again next time we see Rick.”

“Thank you,” I said. “For everything.” And I meant it. Taking those pills was the best thing that could’ve happened to me. I was on a new journey. I couldn’t have been more excited for life. I wanted to feel everything and then experience it again. I wanted to bathe in my ecstasy.

Beth had given me a new life. She’d given me a new body. Even if it wasn’t the body I originally intended.


HIS TRAINING


When Jolene moved into the townhouse next door to mine, everything in my life changed.

Normally, if gaining a new neighbor changes one’s life, it would have to be in a rather substantial way, considering most people don’t ever speak to their neighbors. Point in case; whenever some serial killer is arrested and they speak to the neighbors, it isn’t like they have a litany of characteristics and personal facts about the person. I suppose I was that sort of person; if somebody had moved in next to me and done something heinous, I probably would be the last to know it. I was only focused on my own pathetic little life; my own insecurities and shortcomings, of which there seemed plenty.

I’d just started college, and things weren’t exactly humming along nicely. In fact, things weren’t much different from high school; not good. I was a short, skinny, and forgettable blonde-haired eighteen year-old boy living in mostly obscurity. The only real difference in my life was that I’d now attended the most prestigious University in the region. I’d traveled about eight-hundred miles to get there, too, and found myself all the more alone than before. That’s saying quite a lot, considering I really only had one friend back in High School, a girl who seemed to have interest in reciprocating the sexual feelings I’d had toward her. “You’re more like a brother,” she’d told me with an enthused grin as I finally worked up the nerve to tell her how I truly felt. And yes, I’d waited until the moving van was full and the sun was setting on my last day in town; courageous, huh? But, I guess I did that because I sort of knew how it would go.

Jackie was gorgeous; way too gorgeous to spend the afternoons during high school battling fantasy creatures on her computer with me. Our video gaming seemed to extend for hours, nearly every day. But that did little to distract me from the fact that I’d found her perfect in every way. I’d known her for a couple of years, and I’d watched her date guy after guy. Each time, the pattern seemed to remain the same. Jackie would date some jock or self-proclaimed badass, who usually tried to control her and change her interests, and eventually, she would kindly tell them to fuck right off. I would be there waiting, mouse and keyboard in hand, for the continuation of our gaming rituals. She would vent to me about the guys, and sometimes the mention of sex would make its way into the conversation. I’d be lying if I said that Jackie’s casual mentions of having had sex with the assholes she seemed to always date, had had no effect on me. In all honesty, while I gave a sympathetic chuckle or a consolatory ‘what an asshole,’ I was hosting a lump of lead in my stomach that seemed to splinter and writhe in my bowels like some sort of gargantuan reminder that I would probably die a virgin while the worst kinds of guys would end up fifty and still going home with the hottest girls in the room.

All right, so I don’t exactly think of myself as some super nice guy, while every other guy – especially those that Jackie dated – as assholes. To be honest, I didn’t know them well. But I had everything Jackie had told me to go off of; and I figured that was well enough to make a judgment, especially when feigning sympathy for my best and only friend.

But, I was jealous. Fuck, was I jealous. Jackie was a bit older than me, so she’d turned eighteen nearly a year before me. Now that I’m eighteen, she’s nineteen and has all the proper experience that I suppose comes along with it. I turned eighteen six months ago, not long before I graduated high school, but plenty of time before I’d decided to confess my feelings to Jackie. I stood there, wringing my hands nervously, probably sweating and running a hand compulsively through my shaggy blonde hair, laughing anxiously. I can’t remember exactly what I was doing, but I know Jackie was doing mostly all of those things, too.

“I’m sorry, James, I just don’t like you in that way,” she said, her blue eyes shifting toward the pavement. She teased her long, flaxen bangs and I turned my eyes down, too – past her washed denim jeans, clung perfectly to her slender but curvy legs, until I found our shadows, and stretched out down the street in the dusk, as if reaching for something that was never going to happen.

“Oh, sure. No, no, I get it. That’s cool,” I said, before giving a half-hearted wave and adding, “I’ll see you around sometimes, huh? I mean, I don’t know, I’ll…” I said, before trailing off. I’d lost the plot in the middle of my own send-off. And that was that. I got into the moving van, and had a lovely eight-hundred mile drive to think about and agonize over every last pathetic word of our parting.

I felt like a complete idiot. And it didn’t seem to get a lot better when I started college. Sure, things were different in their own way. College life is bigger; the campus is giant, the students are more independent, the girls are hotter than I ever could have imagined – not that I was going to benefit. Everything seemed overwhelming. So, I focused on my studies, and tried to keep myself out of trouble. I became a self-avowed ‘celibate’ for lack of a better term. Unlike those who were disinterested in physical relations, I was not alone by choice.

And to make matters worse? Girls noticed me. When I arrived at college, something about my khakis, polo shirts, clean-shaven, smooth complexion and tidy, blonde hair, seemed to fixate a few of them. But I could never act on the attention. Flirtatious glances and batted eye-lashes in the library never seemed to elicit more from me than hot skin that had probably turned cherry red, before I ducked outside with a fast heart and knots in the pit of my stomach.

I guess I’ve always been bad with girls, though, so it wasn’t exactly a newfound discovery. My utter disaster with Jackie only made matters worse. Oh, did I mention that she not only revealed her disinterest in me as boyfriend material, but that she also informed me she’d gotten back with a guy she’d dated and dumped before; one of the guys who’d forced her to swallow; a real fucking gentleman, right? Um, but I digress.

The point is; girls have never been my strong suit. And I was quickly getting desperate for any sort of victory in the love department. I wanted to experience dating; I wanted to connect and engage with a girl who wanted to share everything about herself with me, and who wanted me to do the same with her. I wanted held hands, picnics and trading secrets; all the sappy stuff people claim they hate. I wanted it; even if only a taste.

So when Jolene moved into the townhouse next door, I was naturally an easy target for her. Why? Oh, well, she was blonde-haired, blue-eyed, with a southern drawl that left my knees weak. The only thing about her that wouldn’t normally have ticked all the boxes for me was the fact that she was older; thirty-five, to be exact. But if she hadn’t told me this, I wouldn’t have guessed a day over twenty-five. She seemed to have had the tutor or babysitter thing down very well. She had a carefully matured complexion, but a radiant, youthful glow and an aura of confidence that could only have been gained through years of experience.

Experience doing what, you might ask? Well, I would find out soon enough.

Of course, it all started with a simple smile; I was only trying to be polite, even though I was terribly introverted, and the last person I could be calm around was a beautiful woman like her. It didn’t help matters that Jolene seemed like an older doppelganger of Jackie. I was coming home one Saturday afternoon from the library, when I pulled into my driveway and saw her standing there.

She watched as a pair of hulking movers huffed and waded through the perfectly manicured front lawn and into the house. She wore a pair of short, black shorts and a tight little pale-yellow button-down shirt that she’d tied just beneath her breasts. Even from my car I could see the hint of black bra as well as the faint outline of the undergarment beneath the thin yellow shirt. She gave a small wave and a smile, with her cherry red lips curving into an indulgent grin. I couldn’t tell yet that she’d had sparkling blue eyes, because she hid them behind a sleek pair of sunglasses. Her hair, yellow as her shirt, had been done up in a sort of bun doo, too. If I’d known better, I would have preferred to never see it down, because I would have known just how tortuous it would be for me to Jolene in all her glory. I should have appreciated the nuanced ways in which she’d conserved herself on the day I’d met her.

“Hi,” she called, as I stepped out of my car. I actually turned over my shoulder, thinking she’d been talking to somebody else, I kid you not. But she laughed and repeated her greeting. “You there, in the black shirt,” she smiled.

“Me?” I asked.

Jolene giggled at this and nodded, before waving me toward her. “Come here,” she said, with a playfulness that couldn’t quite fully mask the tone of discipline I would soon enough learn Jolene harbored in every word she spoke. “Come on,” she repeated, with a hint of impatience, again, masked by a sort of effervescent giggle.

“Um, hi,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck as I neared her, trying not to trip. “Moving in?” I asked.

“Well, welcome to the college. Are you a Freshman, too?” I asked.

Jolene bowled over in laughter. “Oh my goodness; you’re quite the gentleman,” she smiled. “Honey, I’m much too old to be a freshman in college,” she continued. “My name is Jolene. I’m one of the new physical therapists for the college football team.” I couldn’t believe it, and immediately started to wonder what sort of physical therapy she provided to the team. Because if the players had any sort of the sex drive that I’d had – and there seemed a high probability of it – they would rather Jolene massage something other than their legs.

I bit my lip and stumbled over my words. It was all I could do to avoid looking at Jolene’s big, round boobs, and the exposed skin of her navel and hips – milky soft and pinkish-pale.

“Um, nice piercing,” I said, eyeing her belly-button. Fuck, did I really just point out her belly-button? I thought.

“Oh, well,” Jolene said, smiling with a quiet excitement. “Aren’t you kind to notice?”

“I’m James,” I finally said, extending my hand. Jolene laughed and eyed my hand, hanging between us. “Well, delighted,” she said, before bowing over and kissing it. She laughed as I pulled my hand back with shock.

“Um, sorry,” I said. “I guess I don’t know why I did that, exactly.”

“Well, normally the lady in the situation does that; maybe it was a Freudian slip sort a’ thing,” she giggled.

“Huh?” I asked. My mind began trying to decipher what exactly she’d meant by the remark, but Jolene had already started onto something else as I began to break it down.

“So, you obviously go to the college as a student,” she said.

“Why do you say that?” I asked, with a hint of defensiveness.

“Because you’ve got those same doughy cheeks that all the boys your age have,” she said, “Not to mention the same big, wandering eyes,” she added with a wink and a smile.

“Um, right,” I said, nervously rubbing the back of my neck and shifting my eyes about the area. Of course, the only continued to settle right on her cleavage, as I silently reprimanded myself.

“So you’re moving in, huh?” I said, before realizing I was simply going in circles with the conversation.

“Say, why don’t you come on over tonight and we can chat a little more? I’m sorry to say that I’ve gotta’ finish up out here, hun,” she interrupted.

“Tonight? Like, me come over to your place?” I asked.

“Well, I could come over to your lair, instead,” she said, licking her upper lip. She let her tongue hang on it for a moment. I don’t know what it was exactly, but the sight of seeing the tip of her tongue stuck to her lip like that – turned up toward her nose – left my body aching with arousal. I became so disheveled by the sight that I actually agreed to come over later that night.

By the time I’d processed what had even happened, Jolene had stepped toward her townhouse and started clapping toward one of the movers. I went back into my apartment, trying to comprehend what had happened. Had I somehow successfully asked a woman out? Of course not, I thought. It wasn’t as though I’d done any of the inviting, anyway. She’d be the one inviting me.

I felt like a fool. Of course, I wasn’t looking to hang out with anybody that night, as it was. I wouldn’t have felt as though I’d botched an opportunity if I’d walked away without inviting Jolene over to my place. Rather, I would have felt perfectly in my place in not even thinking to ask something like that.

But suddenly, I had a date. Well, maybe not a date, but I was going to be seeing a gorgeous woman that night.

As I showered and shaved just about every inch of my body, it dawned on me. “Of course,” I said to myself as I stared down my wet face’s reflection in the mirror. “She’s probably married; probably has kids, too. Just because I didn’t see them doesn’t mean anything,” I said. The realization, admittedly, helped quell the jackhammer heart rate in my chest. The more time passed, the more I’d convinced myself that this had to be the arrangement. And by the time dusk crawled through the sky, turning the clouds the shade of pink cotton candy; I’d been perfectly calm about the whole event.

I started over to the townhouse next door without so much as an anxious thought, because surely Jolene would be introducing me to her husband and maybe her kids. If not her kids, then the two dogs she shared with her husband.

But when I knocked on Jolene’s door and she answered, there had been no husband to speak of. “Come on in, darling,” she smiled, and stepped aside.

At once, I entered the tiny foyer. It’s always fascinated me how somebody with the very same set of walls could create a space that felt so wildly different from your own home. I felt that very way entering Jolene’s house. The house had the scent of amber and tobacco, along with some sort of floral scent. On the wall had been a few various pieces of rustic art, and even a couple of trophies on shelves and plaques hanging on the walls. Jolene’s furniture had been equally western, in a sort of vague way that I couldn’t exactly specify if I were being entirely honest. There were a few hints of cattle-hide on a throw draped near a big, cushy sofa, a presumably homemade quilt, and a coffee table and stands that appeared to be about as solid wood as anybody could find in this day and age.

Meanwhile, next door, I’d had the dwellings of an introverted college freshman; a laptop, bald white walls and a sort of stale scent that came with an empty space. I felt secretly humiliated that Jolene had such a cozy, homely space. Admittedly, I kind of wanted to stay there. Sure, the fact that she’d let her hair down and swapped her black shorts out for a much thinner, looser pink fabric of shorts didn’t hurt. I looked at her legs as she took a seat on her sofa, extending them before her. Her feet were smooth, with perfectly painted off-white nails, which seemed to match her fingers. She seemed like something out of an advertisement for a Western wear store, or perhaps a hunter’s lifestyle magazine. Only, it wasn’t overt or obnoxious in any way; it had all the nuance and subtlety of a highly intelligent interior decorator. At least, that’s how it seemed to me; I wasn’t exactly an expert.

“So,” she said, crossing her legs. “Can I get you some iced tea or something? I’ve got hard iced tea, too,” she winked.

“Tea is fine; probably just the regular stuff, though,” I said with a nervous chuckle. I patted down my blue red shirt and cargo shorts. I couldn’t help but feel like some kind of immature geek next to her. What am I doing here? What could she honestly want to spend the evening talk to me about, anyway? I thought, rife with insecurity.

Jolene came back with a pitcher of tea, setting it down on the coffee table beneath a large cork disc. She poured each of us a glass and took a sip from hers. “Mm,” she smiled. “That’s just perfect,” she smiled.

“Um,” I said, feeling a bit more comfortable as I took a seat on the other end of the sofa and took a tip of my tea. “So, where are you from? You definitely don’t seem like you’re from around here.”

“Neither do you,” she laughed.

I shrugged, “Guilty. I’m from Chicago.”

“Oh, well, now that’s a nice place. I’m from the south, myself. I’m originally from South Carolina, if you couldn’t tell,” she winked, brushing her blonde bangs to the side and giggling.

“What does your girlfriend think of you being down here at college?” She asked.

“My girlfriend?” I asked, likely turning a touch red.

“Oh, well, I’m sorry; boyfriend, then,” she said.

“Oh,” I laughed, shaking my head. “No, I’m into girls. I mean, either way is fine… I mean, not that either way is fine for me. I just meant…” I said, stumbling and stuttering over every sentence.

Jolene laughed put up her hand. “Honey, honey, honey. Relax!”

“Sorry,” I said, shrugging. “Um, anyway, I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Well, that’s a little hard to believe,” Jolene said.

“Well, what about you? Where’s your husband?” I asked.

“I think you mean my wife,” Jolene said staunchly.

“Oh, shit, sorry,” I corrected, straightening up. I knew it… I knew there had to be somebody, I thought.

Jolene burst into laughter, however. “Honey I’m yanking your snake,” she said.

“Oh, damn… I… I should’ve figured,” I laughed. “I mean, I don’t know. You could have been into girls,” I said, blushing.

“Well, not as much as you are,” she winked.

“I mean,” I continued, rubbing the back of my neck, “I don’t know.”

“Out with it; how is it that a sexy young man like you doesn’t have a pretty little thing sneaking her tush’ over to you apartment in the middle of a school night?”

I couldn’t help but blush. And my cock, apparently, couldn’t help but swell in my shorts and boxers, either. The idea of any of the girls on campus sneaking over to my apartment in the middle of the night had been enough to arouse me more than I’d needed at that point in my life.

“I don’t know,” I dismissed. “Um, what are those trophies for?” I asked, pivoting to a different subject. I’d hoped to turn Jolene’s eyes away from my lap. I could tell her curious eyes were wandering a bit too close for comfort; the last thing I’d wanted was for the sexy, older girl next door to realize what a klutz I’d been, getting an erection over every little thing she said.

“Well, now, those are my trophies from when I did beauty competitions; coaching, chaperoning, managerial, mostly. That was back in Carolina; feels like ages ago,” she said.

“Wow,” I said, eyeing the trophies. “You must’ve been really good.”

“Always the runner up,” Jolene said without missing a beat. “Of course, if I’d had a pretty little face like yours to work with, I mighta’ won one of those darned things.”

“Mine?” I said, cocking my brow. “Oh,” I continued, chuckling. “Like, male beauty competitions?” The moment I’d said this, I didn’t find any more clarity or reassurance in what Jolene had been getting at. “Well,” I corrected. “There aren’t male beauty competitions are there?”

“Honey, it was a silly little joke,” she said, leaning toward me and lowering her voice, as though she’d needed to feign some sort of modesty. “A silly little joke to point out what a pretty man you are; hopefully you don’t mind?”

“Me?” I laughed, “Of course not.”

“Well, that’s good,” Jolene laughed, and sipped her tea. “Because that hair you’ve got is the last thing I needed today to make me feel jealous of a college boy, and I’m having a hard enough time keeping up with the girls around here.”

We both laughed at this, and I shook my head. “Yeah the girls around here are…” I said, before trailing off. I poked my eyes to and fro, nervous.

“You can say it; you think they’re attractive,” Jolene said, before cocking her head and scrunching her brow toward me. “How old are you?”

“Eighteen,” I said.

“Well, then, you’re much too old to be feeling bashful,” Jolene said. “You shouldn’t be shy about seeing girls, let alone merely talking about them,” she continued.

I didn’t quite know what I’d managed to step into that evening. Only hours before, I’d never met Jolene, and my life continued on as a series of perpetually uninteresting and banal situations. Suddenly, I was hanging out in this attractive older woman’s apartment, sipping tea, and eyeing her bare legs as I tried to contain my physical reactions and all as she prodded me over my lack of sexual experience. I couldn’t tell whether I should feel guarded or enchanted. Jolene seemed like some sort of porn actress come to life; like we were in the beginning stages of a cheesy porn video where she’d come onto me and suddenly I’d find myself getting my dick sucked rather than repairing her computer. It all seemed surreal. And because of that, I admittedly felt a bit concerned. Considering my luck with women, I’d sooner expected my dick to end up in a jar somewhere, rather than inside Jolene’s mouth – that much was certain. I had little reason to believe Jolene had actually found me attractive; I suppose I couldn’t allow myself to believe it. How could, after all, a woman like Jolene be interested in me, and not a girl like Jackie? Jackie now seemed like half the woman that Jolene appeared to be; almost literally. Jolene’s curvy frame, giant boobs and healthy golden hair dangling over her shoulders, accentuating her green eyes and cherry-red, pouty lips, left me forgetting all about the girl that had broken my heart.

But what did Jolene want? Did she actually want me? I wasn’t about to let myself believe it.

“I don’t know,” I continued. “I’ve just not met the right girl; you know?”

“Uh-huh,” Jolene said, dismissively. “I can read it on your face. Some little hussy had your eye. But, you’ve never done that dirty little deed, have you?” Jolene said.

“What?” I said, shifting nervously in my seat. Is she actually asking me whether I’ve had sex? I thought. I laughed and blushed; it was all Jolene needed from me, to know the truth.

“Mm-hm,” Jolene nodded, grinning from ear to ear. “You’re a virgin, huh? Well, that’s adorable,” she said.

“Come on,” I huffed, more frustrated than charmed. “It’s not like that. I’ve had plenty of… I mean, I’m just not interested in…”

“Honey, relax. You’re not sure how to act around girls, are you? Well, trust me; it’s not a big deal,” Jolene explained, with wide, enthused eyes. “And guess what? You’re in luck, ‘cause I’m gonna’ to help you change that faster than a tadpole turns into a toad.” Jolene giggled and stood over me. She suddenly seemed seven foot tall and built like a tank. Was she always this big? This intimidating? I thought. There had been something about the woman’s tone and demeanor that left me unsure whether I could decline her offer to help. Of course I knew that I could if I’d really wanted. But there had been something about Jolene’s approach that left me unwilling to stop her. Why, I thought, not hear her out? She’d coached beauty queens, after all. She’d been around beautiful girls all her life. Even though my heart sped in my chest and my skin grew blazing hot with nervousness, I couldn’t help but let Jolene push me into whatever situation she’d liked. I was helpless before her beauty. There I was, a pathetic, skinny college boy, who hadn’t been man enough to face the petite and harmless college girls on campus; I certainly couldn’t have stood toe to toe with this older, wiser vixen.

“That’s not necessary,” I said with a nervous laugh, for good measure.

“There is no reason why cute boys like you shouldn’t be having the time of your life in college,” Jolene rebutted. “I’ve seen it too many times to count; every college I’ve worked at.”

“You’ve worked at other colleges?” I asked.

“Well, of course. State and private; and they all have the same thing in common. The jocks are getting’ their pick of the litter and the skinny boys like you are sitting on the sidelines, not even trying. Now, if you ask me, there’s something wrong with that. And it’s a darned shame, too, because all the girls I ever worked with at those beauty pageants just wanted a nice young man to treat them right. He didn’t have to be the biggest or the strongest. Now, I’m not sayin’ it didn’t help,” she chuckled.

“Well, it’s not like you’re willing to date me; so why should some college girl?” I blurted. Shit, I thought. Did I really say that?

“That brings us to our first little rule, honey. You don’t get snippy with me; you understand?” Jolene’s tone remained friendly and affable, but a brick wall seemed to reside just behind the pillow-softness of her mannerisms. She held a subtle sternness and tone of authority that I would eventually come to understand. Soon enough, I’d realize that behind Jolene’s smiles and good graces, resided the authoritarian expectations of a sports coach or prison warden. If I’d known early enough, I might’ve been able to decline Jolene’s offers to help, and save myself some serious trouble.

But instead, I simply taunted Jolene with a few more smart-ass remarks. The insecurity in me came full-force, calling every compliment Jolene brought at me into question. I needed validation that she hadn’t simply been putting me on. If she thought I was so ‘cute’ or whatever, why wasn’t she going to do take advantage of my unattached status? I thought I’d had the upper hand, then.

Jolene put to bed any competition, when she’d gone up to her bedroom and come back down with a pair of lacey white panties in her fist. She unclenched it and they blossomed open like some kind of sea plant. Of course, my cock swelled the moment I saw her of all women, holding such provocative underwear.

“What is that?” I asked, wondering if things were starting to get a bit out of hand. Did I dare say this, though? Of course not; because, well, when a gorgeous woman is holding her panties out in front of you, you sure as shit don’t stop her.

“Come on,” Jolene said. “Up, up,” she demanded. “Stand, already,” she continued, snapping her finger and stomping her foot against the wooden floor.

“What?” I asked, with a hint of annoyance.

“First things first; while I’m helping you, you’re gonna’ be calling me ‘ma’am.’ Is that understood? And there won’t be any more of this ‘what’ nonsense,” Jolene said, mimicking my moping, defeatist tone.

“Come on over here and get these,” Jolene said.

“What are these for?” I asked. I didn’t dare reach out and try to take the panties. I could hardly keep my boner hidden in my shorts, which had formed simply from seeing the panties. I wasn’t about to go after them, for my sake, or for Jolene’s.

“You’re gonna’ go in that bathroom down the hall, you’re gonna’ get out of those shorts and you’re gonna’ put these panties on,” Jolene said. My eyes must’ve turned about the size of golf-balls, because Jolene quickly snapped, “Are you listening to me?”

“I don’t understand,” I finally admitted, through heavy, fast breath. “You want me to wear your panties? Why?” The mere mention of doing so left my cock swelling in my shorts, as much as I’d hated to admit it.

“Honey, something you don’t understand is that you have an internal fear of girls. Look at you; you’re looking at a pair of delicate, soft little panties, right? Well, these are the very same sort of panties that hug the perky little butts of all the college girls you’re drooling over on campus. The sooner you get over the novelty of these panties, the sooner you’re closer to your transformation.”

I didn’t ask Jolene what she’d meant by the word ‘transformation.’ Naturally, I’d expected she meant my transition from a loser to a person who is successful with women. And the word ‘transformation’ had been the least of my concerns in that moment. I continued to stand there, dumb-founded. “I don’t… what do I… I can…?” I mumbled.

“These are yours. Don’t worry if you get them messy,” she said, cocking her brow and grinning. “And I know you will.”

Jolene sat the bunch of panties in my palm, and I bit my lip. My cock flared in my shorts and I exhaled. For a moment, I lost myself, until I heard a loud, sharp clapping. “Move, move, move. Get that skinny little butt in the bathroom. I want you standing out here in those panties in one minute!” Jolene shouted.

“Wh… one minute? I…” I stuttered, as Jolene grabbed her phone from the walnut coffee table. “Fifty-nine seconds…” she said, starting to count.

I rushed to the bathroom and stepped inside. The mango-yellow walls and Spanish décor caught my eye, before I realized I had no time to take in the atmosphere of Jolene’s townhouse. I rustled my shorts and felt them fall to my feet. I kicked my shoes off, and yanked my boxers, before grabbing the panties and tugging them up my naked legs. At once, I felt the lacey, delicate cotton hugging my cock and balls. My ass felt sculpted and soft in the thin little panty, and I bit my lip, looking at myself in the mirror.

“Holy shit,” I gasped. Not only did I feel more sexually heightened than ever before in my life, but I somehow became attracted by my own reflection. My skinny legs and tiny butt complimented the size of panty that Jolene had given me, and despite my cock’s rigid length pressing against the front of the lacey undergarments, I could have sworn I’d been looking at the bottom half of a sexy college girl.

I bit my lip and exhaled through my teeth, grinning. “What the fuck am I doing?” I asked myself. Of course, I already knew. As kinky as it’d been to wear Jolene’s panties, I knew I would do just about anything she’d asked me. Sure, I was more nervous than ever in my life; nervous about where the evening might lead. But I couldn’t stop myself. I began wondering if I’d been about to go from virgin to playboy in one short night.

“Let’s see those panties, hun’,” Jolene called.

Fuck… am I seriously going to go out there in these things? I thought. What about my fucking boner? What about my PRIDE?! I’m straight for fuck’s sake!

“Come on! Move it!” Jolene shouted. Somehow, like a spark beneath my ass, I jumped and started out of the bathroom, hopping down the hall and into the living room, where Jolene waited, tapping her foot and eying her phone.

“Mmhm,” she nodded, and grinned. Her eyes immediately turned down toward the panties. I knew she must’ve been able to see my dick through the transparent crème-colored panties. “Well,” she started. “You pull those off nicely. If it wasn’t for that stubborn little…” she said, before tapping my cock on its head through the panties.

I singed and inhaled sharply. “Fuck,” I moaned, knowing she’d been about to make me cum, simply from touching me. Jolene grinned, before returning to her ‘all-business,’ stoic expression. “So, you like it when I rub that little clit of yours, huh?”

“Huh?” I asked, scrunching my brows. “Clit?”

The very moment I said this, I felt Jolene’s hand back down on the head of my cock. “Fuck,” I groaned. My sack tightened and grew hard in the panties, and Jolene smiled.

“I’ve got just the thing for that, though,” she said.

Holy shit, is she about to… I became too wound-up to even finish the thought. Jolene knelt before me and licked her lips, grinning. “Oh yeah, that’s a stubborn little dick, huh?” She said, slapping my cock, before standing back up and starting toward her stairway. “You stay right there, missy.”

I waited; standing and crossing my legs before sinking my hand into the panties. I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing. How had I allowed myself to get into such a wild, weird situation?

Oh, that’s right; I was horny – and desperately. Jolene shouldn’t have been able to get me into such a position, though. And I knew it. I knew that what I was doing had not only been humiliating and a touch degrading, considering I’d had no interest in wearing girl’s panties, but more than anything, it became arousing. That’s right. The thin cotton pouching my cock and balls left me singing with lust as Jolene ran her hand over the sensitive head of my cock.

“Uh-huh, this’ll do perfectly,” Jolene called. I turned over my shoulder to see her stomping down the hallway toward me, grinning from ear to ear and clutching a giant, realistic pink rubber cock in her hand; so thick her fingers couldn’t even lock completely around the shaft.

“What is that?” I asked; not because I’d been playing stupid, but because I had no idea the fake-cock’s relevance to me, after all.

“Well,” Jolene chuckled, and stood before me. She towered over me, and I suddenly felt so weak, so servile and submissive. I suppose being a total straight guy and wearing panties before a domineering and gorgeous woman is a great way to feel that way, though.

“Let’s just see what kind of dirty little gal you are,” Jolene smiled. She brought the rubber cock against my panties and began to rub it against the top of my cock. I inhaled and bit my lip as my eyes shut and I felt a shudder of bliss up and down my legs.

“What are you… what is the dildo for?” I continued, as I felt the big, rubber toy now against the underside of my own cock. My arms fidgeted with restlessness, matching my legs and my hips, which thrust against the rubber cock, instinctively, chasing the delightful feeling that Jolene had gifted my shaft.

“See, you love this big ol’ dick, don’t you?” She said.

“Come on; I’m serious. It’s one thing for you to put me in panties, but why are you rubbing a cock against my dick?” I said, pushing the dildo away.

Jolene frowned and shook her head. “Oh, goodness. I can see you’re going to be a bigger project than I thought.”

Jolene handed me the big, rubber cock. I don’t know why, but I accepted it, holding it in my hand. The rubber was warm and stodgy in my palm, with fake veins spread across it. I looked down at the massive, flared head, in my mind, comparing it to my own cock. The dildo had been three, probably four times bigger than my own in length and width. It had been hard to not feel insecure in the moment.

“Honey, you’ve got a problem with girls. So, you’ve got to get into the mind of us,” Jolene explained. “I know it seems weird; trust me, I know you don’t understand this. But, the sooner you start understanding women, the sooner you’ll going to get where you’re goin’ and find the person of your dreams.”

Jolene was right; I didn’t understand. I didn’t have the slightest idea how wearing girl’s panties and being aroused by a massive dildo could possibly lead to me becoming a sort of Casanova. But Jolene turned her big, emerald eyes toward me and flicked her bangs playfully. Her million-dollar smile could have gotten me to do just about anything. And if it meant spending more time with my new sexy neighbor – learning exactly what sort of things she was looking for in a man - I wasn’t about to say no.

“I guess you’re right,” I shrugged. “I don’t understand.” I sighed. “But, I guess if you’re willing to help me out, I’ll go along with all of it.”

Just then, an excited grin came over Jolene’s lips. “Well, I’ve got to say, you have the potential to become the hottest thing on campus, I’ll tell ya’ what!”

“Yeah? I don’t know,” I said, with a touch of defeat already forming in my tone.

“Jamie, you’ve just got to work at this. You’ve got to do what I say, when I say it. If I tell you to jump, honey, you’ve got to ask ‘how high?’ and not a word more. I’ve been around beauty pageants and men’s locker rooms my whole life, and let me tell you something; boys ain’t any more honest than they are in the locker room, and girls ain’t any more honest than when they’re tuggin’ pantyhose up their legs together and about to shuffle on out to the stage.”

“What does all that mean?” I asked.

“Well, what it means, honey, is that I know what boys and girls want. And if you let me train you, before you know it, you’re going to be exactly what they want.”

“So, what do I do?” I asked.

“Well, I’m glad you asked,” Jolene continued. She started over to her television and mashed a few buttons on her phone. After a moment of head-scratching and profanity, Jolene turned up toward the television screen and pressed a final button on her phone.

“Now, I want you to sit that cute little tush’ right there on that couch,” Jolene said. “Come on,” she added, with a little clap.

I obeyed and sat back on the sofa. “Spread those legs,” she said. Again, I obeyed.

“Now, you’re gonna’ watch this little video on the TV. And while you’re doing that,” Jolene continued, grabbing the dildo from my hand, “You’re going to take this big boy and use it back here.” Just then, Jolene pointed the giant pink dildo down and rubbed the head of it against my asshole through my panties. At once I could feel the stout rubber head teasing my ass with her blunt touches.

“Um, what?” I asked. “You want me to touch my… my ass, with the dildo?”

Jolene nodded and grinned. “That’s exactly what I want you to do. You’re gonna’ watch this video and use that dildo like I told you. And while you’re doing that, with your other hand, you can go on and please yourself however you like.”

This is so fucking weird… should I actually do this? Or should I tell this woman to fuck off and go home? I thought as she brought up the video on the screen. I became conflicted. In one hand, I was sitting in some hot girl’s living room, in her panties and nothing but. Yet, on the other, I was being asked to tease my ass with a giant dildo while I watched some video on her TV, and all while she simply sat there? And watched? I didn’t know what to think.

But already, the sensation of the rubber cockhead against my asshole left me strangely fixated on continuing the sensation. I’d never played with my ass before, so I wasn’t quite sure what to expect. What happened though left me secretly aching to continue. I looked at Jolene, who sat in a big, comfy chair across the room. She grinned, shifting her eyes between me and video that was starting on the screen. She smiled as if she’d been very excited to see my reaction to whatever was starting to play.

“That’s it; move that big ol’ snake, get it right against your backdoor,” she said. “I want to hear those moans, young lady.”

By then, Jolene had probably made three or four odd references to me with a vague, possibly feminine slant. She’d called me ‘Jamie,’ she’d said ‘gal’ and now, she’d referred to me as ‘young lady.’ Try as I could, though, I couldn’t think much about it. My body became too fixated on the pleasure on my ass. The warm rubber cock pushed against my ass and I bit my lip, almost wishing I’d been alone so that I could try pushing it farther, perhaps even inside myself. I felt the bruise – the swollen ache of my opening being pressed against by the big, brutish cock, and I couldn’t care less about how it might’ve looked – it simply felt too nice. And just as I’d dismissed Jolene’s feminine references toward me as some sort of southern slang I didn’t understand, I clearly didn’t want to rock the boat with her. I didn’t want to stop the strange, kinky lust that Jolene had introduced me to. I wasn’t about to tell anybody about it, outside of Jolene, but I couldn’t help but let my carnal desires get the best of me in that moment. It didn’t matter that a gorgeous woman was watching me, even instructing me at times, to tease my ass with a dildo while I was wearing panties; I was too damn horny to stop myself.

“What is this?” I uttered, in-between quiet sighs, as a strange video began to play, which I immediately recognized as pornographic. Beyond that, however, it wasn’t quite like anything I’d been used to.

“It’s a training video. You’re gonna’ watch this a dozen or so times and you just do whatever you feel like doing to that video,” she winked.

The video started with a short explanation that the imagery would be from the ‘female point of view’ to better understand what women experience during sex. So, a blowjob began to play out, but from the viewpoint of the giver. The camera moved back and forth over the length of a man’s cock. Suddenly, it switched to video of a big, muscular jock fucking a guy dressed in girl’s clothing.

“What was that?” I asked. But the video changed; this time, to a clip of a man and woman having sex in missionary position. But again, the video was from the woman’s point of view, with the camera looking down a woman’s breasts and navel, watching a big, long cock pump in and out of her. I felt my cock swell harder and harder upon seeing this. After all, the porn I watched had never been from the female point of view. Something deep inside me stirred, and I felt myself more and more fascinated as the various clips played on.

“There you go; now yer’ getting’ it,” Jolene laughed. “I can read it on those naughty eyes.”

“It’s weird, but it’s kind of nice,” I confessed. Jolene nodded, and insisted I not stop teasing my ass with the head of the dido. So, I obeyed. But now, I began to stroke myself over and over. “That’s it,” Jolene continued. “Imagine yourself in the girl’s position, with those big, muscular men over you, pinning you down on the bed and just fucking you deep and hard.”

“Imagine that tight little butthole you’ve got there, broken wide open and taking in a real man’s one-eyed monster,” she giggled.

“Fuck,” I groaned. I couldn’t follow entirely coherently. I became far too aroused and fixated on the imagery on the video. Jolene’s words slipped in here and there, narrating the video I watched, with almost the very things I began to think. I started to actually think the same things she said. She asked me to imagine being on my back with my legs spread open, taking in a nine-inch cock? Well, I did. I imagined it, all as I pushed the rubber cock harder and harder against my ass, to the point that I felt the tip press inside me. I stroked my cock hard and furious as the video played on, with pre-cum oozing down the front of my cock, providing lubricant for the act.

Jolene watched on, and undoubtedly heard my whimpers of pleasure. “Come on, you dirty little slut,” she laughed. “Don’t cum just yet. You need to make it through this video a couple more times.”

And so, over the next hour, I watched the video, and Jolene commentated throughout, watching me jerk my cock and tease my ass. By the point I was about to explode, Jolene turned toward me and said, “All right; you can cum. But I’m not gonna’ let you do it without talking you through it.” The head of the dildo was entirely inside my ass, stretching me open as I’d pulled my panties to the side.

The climax built up, deeper and deeper, and all as Jolene began to talk. “You’ve got a big dick deep in that girly little ass of yours. Oh, he’s pounding you nice and hard, stretching you wide open. And you’re moaning like a girl, because there’s nothing you want more than to be filled by a real man, isn’t that right? There’s nothing you want more than to shoot your load while he’s deep inside you, is there?”

As Jolene said this, I shoved the head of the dildo a few inches deeper and felt rattling pressure deep inside. “Oh fuck… I’m gonna’… I’m gonna…” I cried out, tightening my eyes as Jolene cheered. “Cum all over that big dick!” She shouted, as the ropes of cum drizzled from the tip of my cock. My climax thumped deep behind my cock, and all as endless white drizzle frosted the inside of my new panties, until the orgasm weakened and I tried discretely to pull the rubber cock from my ass.

But Jolene saw everything. She smiled and shook her head. “Oh, yeah. You’re a natural. This is going to be a breeze for you, hun,’” she said. She stood and put her arms on her hips.

“Now go on home and take that dildo with you. I’m gonna’ text you the link for that video. And I’m going to be checking in with you three times a day for the next week. You’d better practice.”

I blushed and gripped the dildo in my fist. I couldn’t believe I’d masturbated in front of such a beautiful woman, all while in panties, and even fucking myself with a dildo. I’d never thought I could be capable of any such thing. Yet Jolene had brought all of it out of me. I didn’t know just how compelling she could be.

And only later would I realize that I didn’t know the half of it.
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Over the next week, Jolene texted me three times a day, just as she’d promised. Each time, she was stern and to the point, only asking whether I’d watched my ‘training videos’ or not. I’d always watched them before she texted; I couldn’t resist. In fact, I’d been watching them probably every hour, and touching myself with the dildo just the same. Jolene had given me five pairs of panties to use during the week, too. Two thongs and three normal cotton panties.

I most enjoyed the thongs; kinky and especially taboo for a guy like me to be wearing. I wore them to school each day, walking around the college campus with a dirty little secret. Truth be told; Jolene hadn’t even asked me to do it. But, I knew she would be proud when I eventually revealed this to her. I suppose most of what I’d been doing was to please her. I tried asking her little things during the day when she would text, but Jolene was only interested in whether I’d been following my training or not. She was committed. I could see why she’d been involved in competitions and team sports her whole life; she had the heart of a champion, and seemed to want to inject the very attitude into me. But could she honestly do it? I couldn’t help but feel defeat at every turn. While I felt a bit more liberated wearing the panties on campus and even wearing my hair down, I didn’t feel as though girls were picking up on my newfound confidence.

No, girls seemed to have very little interest in me – same as always. Guys on the other hand? Well, I could swear I caught a few checking me out. I couldn’t say for certain. But there was one little ‘incident’ in the library, when I realized I’d left a hint of my thong sticking out as I’d sat in one of the computer lab chairs. I looked over my shoulder to see an incredibly handsome guy looking at it. Funny thing is, he wasn’t laughing. He wasn’t giving the expressions I would have expected; disgust or dismissal. Instead, he cocked his brow, and seemed to convey with his eyes, an unmistakable interested in what he was seeing.

Normally, it would have put me off. But as the week trudged onward, I found myself more and more fixated on the men on campus, especially the jocks; the muscular ones and the ones with chiseled jaws. What else is in those pants? I thought, eyeing one of the football players as he pulled a cell phone from his practice sweat pants. I bit my lip and looked toward him, before catching myself and quickly hurrying off.

When I came home one afternoon, I found a small bag with a note attached. “Get used to these things. Try them ALL on and wear them the entire time you’re home,” the note read. I looked into the bag, finding makeup, bras and other women’s clothes.

I didn’t know what to do. But, since I was noticing some interesting changes in my confidence, I did it. I took the supplies inside, and later that night, decided to try on a bit of the makeup Jolene had gifted me. I slid the ruby-red lipstick over my lips, and I even watched an instructional video online showing me how to use the foundation, shadow and eye-liner. I tried my best to combine certain things in ways that matched pictures of pop-stars and celebrities I found attractive online.

Eventually, I settled on a nice little routine of makeup to match my long, blonde locks and a crème colored thong Jolene had given me. I found a tight white t-shirt and tiny jean shorts to try on, not to mention a bralette she’d included. After experimenting all night long, I looked at myself in the mirror and gasped.

“Fuck,” I said, looking at my reflection. “What the fuck am I doing?” I whispered. Standing in the mirror was a certified college girl, from head to toe. I’d even painted my toe and finger nails, as Jolene had included paint for this, too. She’d clearly wanted no stone unturned in my ensemble, and she’d gotten it.

I texted Jolene. “Are you trying to turn me into a girl?” I asked her. “Is dressing up like a girl really part of my training? I don’t understand.”

After a long pause, I finally received a text from Jolene. “YES honey! Very important. Glad to see you’ve been listening to me ;). Come by my place tomorrow night and it will all make sense.” she wrote back. “In the meantime, watch your training video and make sure you’re showered and shaved all over tomorrow. I want you dressed in all your clothes and makeup when you come over.”

I wasn’t sure how to feel when I read Jolene’s text. All I knew was that the thong turned me on. The bralette and the girlish attire did the very same thing. So, I wore all of it for the rest of the evening, just as Jolene had asked me to do that week. I put on the training video and grabbed the big rubber cock. I couldn’t keep up with my own agitated lust. I blasted through the video and eventually found myself in a sticky mess, in need of washing my clothes before I saw Jolene!

Needless to say, when the following evening rolled around, I was a bit of a nervous wreck. I didn’t know what Jolene had planned for me, and the pounding heart in my chest had been evidence of that, thudding in my ribs as I walked the dozen or so steps next door and knocked on Jolene’s door.

The door was pulled open and Jolene stood in the doorway. “Oh my… wow,” she said, with a laugh and expression of disbelief. “Jamie, girl, you are… I can’t even…” she continued. “Come on, hon.’ Come inside, already.”

I stepped into the foyer of the townhouse, hoping to make a decent impression in the flats Jolene had gifted me, to go along with the short banana-yellow skirt and clingy, tight white shirt that showed my belly. I bit my lip and shrugged. “Do you think it looks… okay? I guess I don’t understand all of this,” I said, repeating my concerns.

“But you like it, don’t you?” She asked.

Suddenly I found myself confronted with a question I hadn’t been prepared to answer. “Um… I don’t know,” I said, teasing my bangs. “I think I might,” I admitted in a whisper.

“Of course you do,” Jolene laughed. “I knew exactly what you needed when I first saw you last week, that’s for sure.”

“But how is… this… what I need? How is it going to help me get girls?” I asked.

“Well, honey, are you starting to think about girls more? Or are you thinking about men more?” Jolene asked. I scrunched my brow. “I… um… I’m kind of thinking about men more, to be totally honest.”

“You’re thinking about big ol’ muscular brutes and their big, swingin’ swamp monsters, ain’t ya’?” Jolene giggled.

“Um,” I started, laughing nervously. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was sure the blush across my cheeks said it all. And Jolene knew. She nodded and grinned.

“See, honey, I told you I’d fix your little girl problem,” Jolene laughed, gesturing for me to follow her down the hallway.

“But, I’m not meeting girls yet,” I complained.

“Honey, I know you aren’t talking back to me,” Jolene said with a hint of authority. She turned over her shoulder with a straight face; the sort of expression that taught me very quickly to refrain from questioning her motives.

“I told you I’d fix your girl problem,” Jolene repeated. “I never said I’d help you meet girls,” she winked.

“Wait… what? What do you…” I started, just as we entered Jolene’s living room and I saw a guy, probably my age, reclined on Jolene’s sofa. He had his arms outstretched and seemed perfectly content with himself. He had a quiet grin on his lips, but his dark, cinder-brown eyes seemed all the more excited as they immediately locked onto my body and followed me across the living room. He was massive; muscular with large, roped biceps and thick thighs, hardly contained by his tight clothes. He was all muscle, though. He dragged a hand through his short, styled dark hair.

“Um, hi,” I said, with a little wave. I couldn’t help but toss my wrist about; I felt weak and waifish compared to the man’s immediate image of strength.

“Hey,” he said.

“Honey, this is Clark; he plays on the college football team,” Jolene said. I gave a small wave again. “Um, hi. I’m…” I started, before Jolene finished “Jamie. This is Jamie.”

“Yeah you are,” Clark said, smiling. “Nice to meet you. Jolene says you’re doing a little project and she wanted my help. At first I was a little unsure, but when she told me what I got to do, I couldn’t turn it down. Normally you gotta’ work hard to get some ass on campus, but, hey, anything for science or whatever,” he added, winking.

“Jamie, why don’t you go on and sit down there next to Clark,” Jolene instructed.

I obeyed her, sitting on her sofa beside the hulking college boy. He looked me up and down, smirking. “Damn, Jolene, you’re a wizard or something.”

Jolene smiled and curtseyed.

I didn’t know what was going on. All I knew was that I couldn’t seem to stop looking at Clark, sneaking glances at him. After a bit, my cock started to twitch to life, right there in my panties, beneath the skirt. I’d already felt so humiliated being dressed up like a girl. Of course, I’d also felt sexier than ever before in my life. And I felt all the more so as Clark continually eye-fucked me, and licked his lips like a hound waiting for dinner. Suddenly I felt like such an innocent, lithe and submissive college girl next to him. I could smell his clean musk and his sporty cologne invading my senses – awakening something deep inside me that Jolene’s training had clearly created. And now that it was being brought out, I didn’t know if I would be able to keep myself pure and reserved.

I just kept biting my lip and looking over the jock. My eyes turned down to his shorts; they were loose, but I wondered what might be inside them, and how big it might be. Is it as big as my dildo? Oh, fuck… a real dick that’s as big as that one? No way… of course, he’s a giant… I continued.

“So, you like my little creation, huh?” Jolene asked, strutting about the living room, pacing back and forth.

“Fuck yeah,” Clark said.

“Well, I’m mighty happy to hear that,” she chuckled.

“Jamie, girl, what do you think about Clark? Isn’t he muscular?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Clark, honey, why don’t you take that shirt off and give Jamie a real show,” Jolene giggled.

Smoothly, Clark removed his shirt, until he was a series of ripped abs, sculpted chest muscles and wide shoulders. “Fuck,” I muttered beneath my breath.

“Uh-huh,” Jolene smiled.

“What else do you have for Jamie?” Jolene asked.

“Really?” Clark asked, with a bashful grin.

“Really,” Jolene said.

“Okay Miss B. Anything you say,” he smiled, and reached down. I watched as Clark yanked his shorts off his body, until he was in nothing but a pair of tight trunks; trunks which seemed far too small to contain the massive bulge inside them. “Oh shit,” I whispered.

Jolene laughed. “Honey, he’s all yours for the taking. Are you just going to sit there all wet and wound, or are you going to do something about it?” Jolene said, eyeing me.

“What? Me?” I asked.

“Um, yes, honey; let’s see you put that practice you’ve been doin’ all week to good use,” Jolene said.

“You want me to…” I started, as it dawned on me just what Jolene had intended. My heart sped in my chest, and my knees became weak. But my ass and my cock seemed to beg for it, as unthinkable as the idea seemed. I started thinking about those videos I’d watched all week, full of guys just like Clark, fucking the brains out of guys like me, who’d been dressed up as girls – again, just like me. And I thought about the big rubber cock against my asshole as I clenched and moaned toward climax.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“Honey, I’m asking you to yank those drawers off Clark, here, and pleasure him the way a good girl is supposed to please her man,” Jolene said, with her head cocked in frustration.

“What? Um… fuck,” I said, laughing nervously.

“You don’t have to do it, honey, but if you fail this test then I’m afraid there ain’t much more I can do for you and your problem with girls,” Jolene continued, with a hint of disappointment in my reluctance. How could she blame me, though? It had been one thing to dress as a girl. But now, while dressed as one, to do something sexual with another guy? I was straight. At least, I used to think I was.

No; I was definitely still straight. I still liked girls. Only, I seemed to like their panties even more. And now, I seemed to like the idea of having sex with guys just like Clark. So what was I doing waiting? Could I actually go through with it?

“Um,” I said, with another, final nervous laugh. I moved my head over Clark’s massive thigh and gasped. “You’re so… big.”

“That’s just the start,” he smiled. “Come on over here and get the main course, already.”

Just then, Clark reached into his trunks and pulled out his hard cock; easily as big, if not bigger than, the dildo Jolene had given me. I watched the giant, ruddy shaft throb in his fist, and my lips hung open. “Holy fucking shit,” I cried.

“Come on,” Clark urged. “Get that sweet little mouth on this thing, already.”

“Um…” I hesitated, before turning back and looking at Jolene. I didn’t want to disappoint her. I wanted, if anything, to satisfy her. For all I knew, I still had a shot with her. Granted, I knew my odds were probably next to nothing. But, in the moment, I couldn’t seem to find a reason that would allow me a clean conscience. I couldn’t find a way to do what I then realized I’d actually wanted to do: suck Clark’s dick.

“Come on,” Clark groaned again, stroking his cock lazily. “Just put your hand on it.”

I agreed, and gripped my fingers around the monstrous shaft. I gasped and laughed as I felt the throbbing veins in my palm. Without anything further, I leant forward and put my mouth on it.

“Holy shit,” Jolene laughed. “Get it, girl!”

Suddenly, I had another guy’s cock in my mouth. Clark’s dick-head was smooth and spongy against my tongue, with the crest of his head brushing against the roof of my mouth. Fuck… is this real? Am I really doing this? And is my cock seriously rock-hard right now? I thought, as I tasted more and more of the jock’s shaft in my mouth. I felt Clark’s big, strong hand against my hair, guiding my mouth deeper on his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” Clark groaned. “This sissy boy can suck a dick,” he continued.

“He’s a girl, now,” Jolene said. “At least, during his training he is!”

“Well, fuck, she can suck a dick, then,” Clark laughed.

I then realized that Clark knew I was a boy in girl’s clothing. I felt a slight relief at this, knowing there wouldn’t be any surprises if my skirt came off. Of course, when I thought about that, my body became all the more uncontrolled in its lust.

“Come on,” Clark moaned, as my mouth bobbed up and down on his massive fat shaft. I stretched my mouth wide to accommodate the thickness, but nothing could alleviate my lips stretching to their limit.

Clark then pulled me off his shaft. I looked at his cock, wet with my saliva, and couldn’t help but grin with satisfaction.

“Come on little sissy,” Clark growled, and tossed me onto the sofa. At once, he pulled my ankles into the air and spread my legs. His eyes turned down, and I knew he was looking into my skirt, right down at my panties. He grinned and shook his head. “Fuck, that’s a nice sight.”

“Yeah?” I asked, hopeful. My cock flared in the panties as Clark began to peel my skirt back. He yanked my panties clean off my legs and feet and tossed them to the side, before rolling my skirt back more.

At once, I watched as the jock lowered between my legs and licked his lips. Jolene watched on with amusement, as I moaned and shuddered when Clark’s mouth met my ass. I felt his tongue brush and tease along my asshole, and I could only grab the sofa pillows in my fists, crying out in pleasure.

“Oh, Jamie, you dirty little slut. I knew you’d make a dirty girl, but I had no idea how quickly you’d dive into it,” Jolene giggled.

“Fuck,” I cried out, as Clark’s wet tongue waded right into my ass, slipping inside and massaging my entrance as I could only wail with delight. “Yeah, you like it, don’t you, you little pussy boy?” Clark growled.

“You do, don’t you, Jamie?” Jolene asked.

“I do… I… I do,” I cried out.

“You like being dressed as a hot little college girl while you get your pussy eaten by a real man, too, don’t ya’?” Jolene continued.

I could only nod in return, as Clark continually sank his tongue deeper against my ass. His big, strong hands massaged my cock and balls, but more so to keep them out of his face. He spanked them a few times, before pulling back.

“How’d you like a big dick in that tight little hole of yours?” Clark grinned.

“Me? Inside… inside me?” I asked, with a hint of terror. I looked down at Clark’s massive cock as it pointed right at my asshole. I clenched in response.

Before I could decline, I felt Clark massaging the head of his big, warm cock against my tight, ruddy opening. At once, I felt the utter bliss return to my ass – the same sensation as the dildo Jolene had gifted me.

And so, there, on my back, with my legs up in the air, my hair and face all made-up like a girl, I practically begged for another man to fuck me. I knew I couldn’t reason with my body; my mind didn’t want to accept that I was horny as fuck over Clark’s body, nor did it want to accept that Jolene’s training had made me into a proper girl. But there I was, spread eagle and begging for cock, asking for it through my cherry-red lip gloss.

I watched as Clark grabbed his cock and lined it up with my ass. He started to thrust into me, working his spit into the tight seal around it. At once, my eyes watered up and the unbelievable pain spread throughout my core, as Clark’s massive cockhead broke me open and drove slowly into me.

“Oh, fuck… she’s so tight and warm,” Clark grinned.

“Good job, honey,” Jolene told him, patting the monstrous jock on his shoulder. “You pop that sissy boy’s cherry for as long as you like, you hear? I want Jamie to be a proper college girl by the time we’re done here.” She turned to me and continued, “We’re gonna’ make you the biggest slut on campus, honey girl.”

“Oh, fuck!” I wailed, as Clark’s cock sank entirely into me, stretching me and filling me like a warm missile sunk down into my bowels. I felt him throb and pulse, as he pulled back and sank back into me.

All the while, my own cock grew soft. I started to stroke it, but it remained completely flaccid, overtaken by the pain and intrusion of Clark’s massive cock. “Oh, now isn’t that a sight,” Jolene laughed. “That little clit of yours is finally small, just the way it oughta’ be!”

I bit my lips as Clark’s cock thrust into my ass until the deepest point of my bowels, before pulling back. His face was consumed with hunger, with ravenous need to fulfill the growing lust in his muscles. He buried his cock, over and over, until I started to feel – not pain – but pleasure, even.

“Oh… oh, fuck,” I whimpered with pleasure, as Clark’s cock pressed against what could only be my prostate. I felt the massage deep inside me, tickling and teasing me somewhere behind my cock.

“Come on… come on,” I suddenly found myself begging, asking for it, in my best impersonation of a college girl, on her back and pleading to be stuffed with cock. I felt Clark’s massive, sweaty biceps beneath my palms, as I gripped his arms and cried out.

“Fuck, I’m gonna’ cum,” Clark growled, pounding my tight little girlish asshole with every ounce of strength. His thighs flexed as he pumped deep and fast. All I could do was enjoy the ride and wail with bliss as the massive, throbbing cock split me open and stretched me full.

Jolene started to ask where I wanted Clark to cum. But I interrupted. At once I begged, “cum inside me… inside me!” I wailed. “Fill me.”

“Oh, honey,” Jolene said with a surprised grin. “You are one dirty little slut boy.” She laughed and shook her head. “I knew you’d be a natural looking like a girl. But I sure didn’t think you’d be on this couch with your legs spread so soon! And you’re so cock-hungry you didn’t even take your skirt off! The football team is gonna’ love a good little sissy boy like you, I’ll tell you what!”

Jolene continued, but I couldn’t hear her. I was a million miles away. I was in my very new identity, getting fucked by a biggest, muscular jock, and all while dressed up like a cute college girl. A week ago, it would have been impossible – laughable – utterly ridiculous. Me? Dress up like a girl? But Jolene had completely changed my life, and so quickly.

She said she’d take care of my ‘girl problem’ and she was right. She made me into a cock-hungry, submissive girl, myself. I didn’t have to worry about getting girls to like me, because now, I was one of the girls, too.

“Oh, fuck,” Clark groaned. And with one long, guttural growl that seemed to last forever, the massive college boy drove his cock as deep into me as it could go, painting my bowels with rope after rope of virile seed.

I could only grip his arms and smile as his cock throbbed violently inside me. His orgasm seemed to last forever, with his shaft pulsing wildly, over and over. “Fuck,” he exhaled and shook his head. He looked down and grinned. “You’re tight little ass drained me.”

“Good,” I smiled.

Clark began to pull out of me, and soon I felt the void deep in my ass. Clark had broken me open – deflowered me – and left a pool of real man’s seed inside as a memento. I closed my legs and brought my skirt down, catching my breath and trying to adjust my clothes and my hair.

“Don’t bother, hon.’ You’re gonna’ look like you got pounded no matter what you do,” Jolene laughed.

I was disappointed that I hadn’t been able to cum. My cock never got hard after Clark was inside me. But in a way, I was left with an utter delight. The sensation hadn’t been ruined by my own selfish needs; something Jolene commended me on.

“You didn’t rub your clit once. You made it all about Clark. Honey, I’m downright impressed by you,” she smiled, as Clark shuffled off to take a shower.

“Why don’t you go home and change. But get back here soon. We’ve got a lot more work to do.”

“More?” I asked, wide-eyed.

“Honey, we’ve got to learn you deep-throating, facials, double-penetration, so much more,” Jolene said, excitedly.

I didn’t know what to think. I grabbed brushed my clothes down and started for the door. My body was raw swollen, to the point where I could barely stand straight. I felt soreness deep in my ass, and could only smile, because it was a nice sort of soreness; which I know doesn’t make very much sense, unless you’ve been through what I have!

As I started my shower and disrobed, I tried to comprehend what had just happened. I’d been turned into a girl, and fucked by a football player. I was so far from my normal “identity” of a loser college nerd who couldn’t get girls.

Suddenly, I was attractive enough to woo the college football team? I couldn’t believe what Jolene had done to me. And I already knew that I was going to be going next door again, after my shower. I couldn’t help but feel a bit cheapened by Jolene – turned into a college slut to service her football players. She’d eventually confess that it was part of her program at the college to help her players rehabilitate sooner. I felt a bit used in that way.

But, how could I be upset? Jolene had turned me into a new person. She gave me everything I wanted, just… not exactly in the way I’d expected!

Jolene had changed my life. And I knew, deep down, we were only getting started…


PRETTY ENOUGH TO PASS


When I was eighteen, I used to get bullied pretty relentlessly.

It was one of those things that felt especially unfair—almost absurd—given that I was a senior. Supposedly the top of the food chain, right? The final year was meant to be a victory lap, not a gauntlet. And what made it all the more baffling was that I’d managed to fly under the radar for most of my academic life. Previous years had been uneventful. Freshman through junior year passed in a blur of quiet anonymity. I wasn’t exactly popular, but I wasn’t a target either. For a long time, I was nearly invisible.

I had a few friends here and there—mostly bookish, socially awkward guys who shared my obsessive love for one particular video game. We'd huddle in the back of the cafeteria or gather in basements with pixelated worlds glowing across our screens. But no one ever stuck around for long. By the time midterms rolled around, they’d transfer, drop out, or drift off into new friend groups. And so I was left to navigate the crowded hallways alone, keeping my head down, dodging attention like it carried a virus.

And in a way, it did.

Because the last thing you wanted—especially if you were a lanky, uncertain eighteen-year-old with shoulder-length blond hair (the kind of hair my aunts and cousins gushed over at family barbecues), and a painfully visible lack of confidence—was to be noticed. Least of all by the jocks.

Yes, I know how that sounds—textbook cliché. But I went to a textbook kind of school. Letterman jackets. Cheerleaders. Fluorescent lights that made everyone look half-sick. Nothing poetic about it.

What I wasn’t prepared for—what I couldn’t have predicted—was the shift that came that final year. Over the summer, I’d done nothing remarkable. Played hours of video games in my darkened bedroom. Helped my uncle haul boxes around his sweltering storage facility. Grew out my hair a little more. That was it. Nothing transformative. And yet, when I came back that fall, something felt... off.

Suddenly, people were noticing me. But not in the way you hope to be noticed.

The popular kids—especially the girls—seemed to single me out, though not for friendship or flirtation. I’d hear my name whispered in the back of classrooms, usually followed by suppressed laughter. Sometimes, one of the girls would lean in close during biology or English, their perfume sweet and dizzying, and purr something like, “Alan, how do you get your hair to look so good?”

I’d glance at her, heart skipping, the kind of hormonal rush only an eighteen-year-old boy can know. I’d stammer something—probably about shampoo or genetics or how I just woke up like this—only to realize too late that her smile was performative, her words bait. Her friends would be giggling behind their binders, eyes full of cruel delight.

I’d force a scowl, scoff under my breath, and whip around to face the whiteboard, pretending none of it had gotten under my skin. But of course it had. I’d burn red from the collar up. The teacher would call out my name—Alan, eyes up front, please—and I’d feel the full weight of being both humiliated and falsely accused.

It went on like that for weeks. Every day felt like an ambush.

By October, I’d made a silent vow: get out of this place as fast as humanly possible. No prom, no yearbook, no second semester nostalgia. I just wanted to be gone.

When I found out from one of the guidance counselors that I had enough credits to graduate early, I latched on to the idea like a lifeline. Winter break would be my escape hatch. December first, to be exact.

I started visiting Mr. Larson’s office every few days just to “check in.” I must’ve confirmed my plans with him half a dozen times, paranoid it was all a clerical error. But he assured me every time: it was real. I could leave. And once I had that confirmation, I counted down the days like a prisoner marking lines on the wall.

Now that I had an actual game plan—an exit strategy—I clung to it with everything I had. Getting out by winter break became the singular light at the end of a long, narrow tunnel. Every morning was a countdown. Every humiliating moment was one I told myself I could survive, just a little longer.

Beyond that, though, I had no real plans. Not for college. Not for life. The only thing that mattered was escape—getting out of school in one piece. I imagined I’d spend the rest of my waking life starry-eyed and euphoric just to be free, thrilled that my Uncle Robert would let me man the tiny, overheated maintenance office of his storage facility. Okay—so maybe I’m being a little sarcastic. But at the time, the fantasy of solitude, of silence, of being somewhere no one knew my name, felt like salvation.

It wasn’t until about halfway through the semester that I realized I needed more than an escape. I needed direction—something resembling a future. That epiphany, unfortunately, came at the expense of one of the more degrading moments of my life.

It happened just after lunch on a Tuesday. One minute I was heading down the hallway, minding my own business, and the next, I was stripped down to my boxers and shoved—headfirst—into one of the full-sized lockers near the gym.

“This’ll teach you to flirt with my girl, ass-wipe,” Brent sneered, elbowing me hard in the ribs as he barked at his offensive line to “make it fit.”

I remember the sting of metal against my knees. The chill of the locker’s walls against my bare back. The stench of sweat and mildew and old gym towels. I remember the sound of their laughter—booming, triumphant, like they were gladiators dragging a kill through the dirt.

“I didn’t flirt with anyone,” I’d shouted, my voice raw with fury. But my words were drowned in their jeers and hollering. No one was listening. And deep down, I already knew the truth. I’d been set up.

Veronica, Brent’s girlfriend—his bleached-blonde cheer-captain of a girlfriend—had started it. She sat behind me in biology and liked to whisper things over my shoulder, just loud enough to be heard, just soft enough to be mistaken for flirtation. I knew she’d spun some story—probably told Brent I was pining after her or confessing my love in the margins of my notebook. It wasn’t just untrue. It was laughable.

I wasn’t exactly chasing girls back then. And I sure as hell wasn’t chasing anyone at that school.

Eventually, Coach Daniels heard the commotion and summoned the janitor—who, in his own agonizingly slow fashion—ambled down the hall with a ring of keys and a vaguely amused expression. He opened the locker, and I stumbled out, humiliated and trembling, wearing nothing but the skimpy boxer briefs my tormentors had so “generously” left me in.

Coach Daniels, arms crossed over his barrel chest, looked me over with thinly veiled disdain.

“Make something of yourself, Penmeyer,” he said gruffly. “Or you’re gonna be a loser for the rest of your life. Now get some clothes on.”

I said nothing. My fists were clenched so tightly that half-moons from my nails dug into my palms. I bit down on my tongue so hard I tasted blood. Rage bubbled in my chest, but there was nowhere to put it. No one who cared to listen.

So I stood there. In the dim hallway. Barefoot and burning with shame. The building was silent, save for the hum of fluorescent lights and the distant buzz of a lawn mower outside. Afternoon sunlight spilled through the tall windows in slanted gold lines, painting the tiled floor with a soft, surreal glow. But the shadows—those long, deep shadows creeping toward me from the edges of the hall—felt colder, sharper. Like fingers reaching for me. Like the space itself knew I didn’t belong.

And then came the sound: sharp, deliberate.

The click of heels.

I turned my head slowly, dread pooling low in my belly. A shadow stretched across the floor—a slim silhouette with the unmistakable curve of a woman’s hips and the sleek confidence of someone who owned every inch of her stride.

I tried to turn away, as if modesty could erase the moment. As if hiding would make me vanish.

That’s when I heard it.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk.”

I glanced back over my shoulder and froze.

Standing a few feet behind me was a woman—tall, poised, and striking in a way that stole the air right out of my lungs. She looked to be in her mid-thirties, though there was something timeless about her—something almost cinematic. Her blonde hair was perfectly styled, tumbling past her shoulders in soft waves that caught the afternoon light. She wore a fitted white blouse with one too many buttons undone, and a short black skirt that showed off toned legs in a way that felt deliberately provocative, especially for someone who looked like she might be a teacher.

My eyes must’ve gone wide, because she gave a soft, indulgent laugh—low and amused, like she was used to being stared at—and shook her head ever so slightly.

“Yeah,” I muttered, embarrassed and defensive, “get a real good look.” I folded my arms across my bare chest. “Don’t you have somewhere else to be?”

There was a pause.

“My goodness,” she said at last, her voice like velvet laced with something firmer beneath. “Aren’t we hot-headed?”

I wasn’t sure how she did it—how someone could sound so gentle, so feminine, and still carry that much command in a single sentence. She spoke slowly, deliberately. Like every word had been handpicked. Like she never rushed, because people always waited to hear what she had to say.

I shifted awkwardly under her gaze, every inch of exposed skin suddenly twice as aware of itself.

“What do you want?” I asked, trying to sound sharper than I felt.

She tilted her head, studying me with eyes that were both curious and knowing. I tried to place her—some staff member maybe, a substitute I hadn’t noticed? But no, her face didn’t match anyone in my mental yearbook. And I would have remembered someone like her. She was the kind of woman they used to sell luxury perfume or to lean against cars in glossy ads—part seduction, part enigma.

“Well,” she said, smiling modestly as she crossed her arms and shifted her weight to one hip, “I simply want to help.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Who are you?”

“My name is Miss Morris,” she replied, as if the name itself carried weight.

“Are you a teacher or something?” I asked. “I just—I haven’t seen you around, is all.”

I was still turned away from her, pretending the shadows at the edge of the hallway could swallow my shame. My boxer briefs clung to my hips, damp with sweat and humiliation.

She laughed lightly. “No, no. I’m not faculty here. I’m a counselor—visiting, technically. I’m giving a series of lectures to your school’s counseling department. But I teach full-time at the college in Snyderville.”

“Oh,” I said, grateful for any excuse to end the conversation. “Well, then, you probably have somewhere to be. I was just leaving.”

I turned to go, desperate to disappear.

“Now hold on,” she said gently, her tone soft but impossible to ignore.

I stopped but didn’t face her. “What?” I asked, my voice cold and brittle. I wasn’t interested in being comforted, pitied, or worse—seen. Especially not by someone like her.

“I just think it’s a shame,” she said, stepping closer. “A young man like you—handsome, intelligent—shouldn’t have to be reduced by the insecurities of others.”

I turned my head slightly, wary but listening.

She smiled, her eyes glinting with something unreadable. “I’m teaching a night course while I’m here. A short seminar on the evolving dynamics of female identity in modern society. And something tells me,” she said, pausing to let her words land, “that you would be perfect for it.”

I blinked. “What? Why would I⁠—?”

She held up a hand, graceful and dismissive. “Because you’re observant. Because you’ve clearly been forced to think outside the narrow roles people try to shove you into. And because, whether you realize it or not, you’re already challenging expectations—just by being exactly who you are.”

I didn’t know what to say to that.

Her eyes softened. “You’re stronger than you think, Alan. The boys who shoved you into that locker? Someday, they’ll be asking you for a job—or for forgiveness. And I suspect you’ll be in a position to offer both.”

I didn’t know who this woman was or what her angle might have been, but she knew how to get through to me. That much was clear.

Her words didn’t feel rehearsed or manipulative, but they had a strange, surgical precision—like she knew exactly which part of me was weakest and aimed straight for it. And it worked. That meandering blend of compliments and challenges had wormed its way under my skin, and before I even realized it, I found myself turning toward her, more attentive now, if only begrudgingly.

“So I’m just another loser who gets bullied,” I muttered, my voice sharp with sarcasm. “Why would you care?”

Her lips curved. “Honey, my sole purpose in life is helping young men like you reach their fullest potential. Believe me.”

The way she said honey—casual, familiar, with a trace of amusement—sent a little pulse of heat through my stomach. I crossed my arms, trying not to let her see the way her attention unsettled me.

“I thought you said you were a professor,” I challenged, thinking I might catch her in a contradiction.

“I am,” she replied smoothly. “A professor of men’s studies, as a matter of fact.”

“But you said you were teaching some class called Girl Problems or something.”

Miss Morris laughed, a low, indulgent sound that made my skin tighten. “Cute,” she said, drawing the word out like a caress. “But no—I said The Female Identity.”

“Okay.” I shrugged, feigning disinterest. “So what does that have to do with me? Or with men, for that matter?”

She tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “Why don’t you show up and find out for yourself? Unless, of course, you’d prefer to keep doing what you’re doing now—getting shoved into lockers and mocked by idiots.”

Without waiting for a response, she stepped forward and handed me a business card—thick, expensive cardstock with embossed lettering. Her name was printed in elegant serif font across the top: Dr. Genevieve Morris, Visiting Professor, Department of Gender and Cultural Studies. Beneath it, a short list of course titles and room numbers, complete with dates and times. One line, in particular, stood out: The Female Identity: Fluidity, Power, and Transformation.

By the time I looked up, ready to toss back another sarcastic remark, she was gone.

Just… gone. Like smoke trailing off into the dark edge of the hallway.

I stared down the corridor, but she’d already vanished—no sound of heels, no lingering scent of her perfume, nothing but silence and that damned business card in my hand.

After a few seconds, I shoved it into my wallet—the same battered wallet I’d found earlier, dumped into a trash can near the side entrance of the school, courtesy of Brent and his goons—and ducked into the boys’ locker room. I found a spare pair of basketball shorts and a jersey that probably belonged to a freshman, changed quickly, and slipped out the back door. All I wanted was to get home without seeing another human being.

By the time I dropped my backpack onto the floor of my room, the whole day had mostly been filed away, like all the others—another humiliating entry in the running log of my school experience. I’d learned to do that. To bury things fast. To make space for the next round of damage.

But one thing refused to be buried.

Her.

That woman. That voice. That look in her eyes when she said I wasn’t meant to stay invisible.

Later that evening, I sat on my bed with the TV on mute, flipping my wallet open and pulling out her card again. I turned it over in my hand, running my thumb along the edges, rereading the words as if they might rearrange themselves into something more believable.

The Female Identity.

I muttered it under my breath, as if saying it aloud might make it make more sense.

What the hell did that have to do with me?

She was probably just some guest lecturer getting paid per head—probably running a sales pitch disguised as a seminar. Selling empowerment like it came in bottles or time-share weekends. I rolled my eyes and tossed the card onto the nightstand.

And yet... she was attractive.

God, so attractive. And that was enough to keep my eighteen-year-old brain tangled in knots. Leave it to hormones to turn a weird, fleeting encounter into a cinematic obsession.

Still, one thing she’d said stuck with me more than the rest.

You don’t have to keep living like this.

She was right about that. I only had a month left in this hellhole, but maybe—just maybe—whatever this class was, it could be something different. Something that made the final stretch a little more bearable.

So I drove to the college in Snyderville, still half-convinced this was a terrible idea.

It wasn’t exactly close—forty-five minutes from my house if traffic was light—but I made the trip anyway, gripping the steering wheel with equal parts skepticism and curiosity. I found the building where Miss Morris said the class would be held: a towering, beige-brick structure that looked more like a municipal courthouse than anything educational.

Like a gullible idiot, I even showed up on time.

Worse—I brought a spiral notebook. A cheap one, with a black plastic cover and the remnants of a sticker still clinging to the front. I don’t know what I thought I was going to write down. Notes? Insights? The names of all the other guys dumb enough to fall for whatever scheme this woman was running? Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew there was a real possibility that I was walking into a scam. Maybe not a money scam, exactly—but some kind of ego trap, or performance piece, or humiliation kink disguised as an academic experiment.

Still, I came.

I stood outside the doorway and peeked inside. And immediately realized this wasn’t just a classroom—it was an auditorium. High ceilings. Tiered seating. A wide stage at the front with a gleaming podium and a blank projection screen. The kind of room used during the day for serious lectures: macroeconomics, biology, probably some pre-law symposiums. But tonight? The room was almost empty.

A dozen, maybe fifteen students were scattered throughout, most of them sitting with a noticeable degree of tension in their shoulders. Upright postures, tightly crossed arms, clenched jaws. One guy was tapping his pen against his notebook like a metronome on overdrive. Another scowled at him across the row. The irritation was mutual, and thick in the air.

Then there were a few guys I recognized—or rather, I recognized the type. Thin frames, hunched backs, oversized glasses sliding down narrow noses. Acne-scattered cheeks and anxious glances that ricocheted from seat to seat. Social outliers. The kind of guys who knew the layout of comic book stores better than their own neighborhoods.

I didn’t wear glasses. My skin was clear. But that didn’t change the sting I felt seeing them. Because I knew I belonged here—just like them. Whether I wanted to admit it or not.

Suddenly, the whole thing felt like a setup. Like Miss Morris had spent her afternoon collecting men from society’s peripheral zones. Lonely. Overlooked. Labeled losers. And now we were all here—lined up like awkward little lambs, waiting for whatever strange sermon she had planned.

I turned to leave. The notebook hung limp in my hand, a stupid prop for a class I didn’t even believe in.

But then I heard her voice—low and confident, drawing nearer from the opposite end of the hallway.

“Leaving so soon, Mr. Penmeyer?” she cooed.

I flinched. Turned slowly. Clutched my notebook tighter. I could feel the heat rising to my face—an embarrassing shade of red blooming across my cheeks.

“I don’t know,” I muttered, shrugging. “Maybe. This just... probably isn’t for me.”

She stepped closer. Close enough that I noticed she had a couple of inches on me—even in heels. Her perfume was subtle but expensive, the kind that lingered long after she was gone.

“Well,” she said lightly, “if that’s how you feel.”

She gave me a once-over, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “By the way—it’s nice to see you in something other than boxers for class,” she added with a wink. “Though personally... I preferred the look with less.”

And with that, she turned and walked into the room as if she’d said nothing out of the ordinary. No smirk. No glance back. Just the smooth sway of her hips and the click of her heels against polished tile.

I groaned under my breath, rolled my eyes, and followed.

She’d won. Of course she had.

And as I was about to learn, Miss Morris always won. She always got exactly what she wanted.

I slipped into the room quietly and made my way toward the front—out of some idiotic impulse to impress her, or at least be noticed. I slid into a chair in the first row and stared up at the stage while she busied herself at the podium, adjusting her laptop and flipping through a stack of papers with methodical ease.

Only then did I glance around and realize something odd.

I was the only one sitting up front.

The nearest student was at least three rows behind me, and even they looked like they’d chosen their seats under duress. Meanwhile, I sat alone, exposed under the harsh wash of overhead lights, notebook open on the tiny desk attached to my seat like I was here to learn.

Maybe she’d give me preferential treatment, I thought, already drunk on the fantasy. Maybe I’d become her favorite. Her protégé. Her special student.

Even though I still had no idea what The Female Identity was supposed to mean—or what she wanted from me.

“Gentlemen,” Miss Morris began, her tone smooth and commanding, “welcome to Course 309, The Female Identity. I will be your professor for the next two weeks.”

She clasped her hands together at her waist, the faint glint of her rings catching the overhead light. There was a visible spark of pleasure in her emerald-green eyes—a kind of giddy anticipation that suggested she lived for this moment. For the unveiling. The performance. The power.

She went on to explain the general framework of the course—its themes, objectives, and the “transformative experience” it was designed to offer—but truthfully, I couldn’t have repeated a word of it if I tried. My attention was hopelessly divided between the cadence of her voice and the way she moved—measured and fluid, every gesture deliberate, every glance strategic. She had a presence that made it difficult to focus on anything but her.

Blonde hair pinned with just enough mess to seem unintentional. A fitted blouse with a satin sheen that caught along the curves of her body. Legs that moved like poetry beneath the hem of a sleek black pencil skirt. She didn’t just command the room. She owned it.

“You’re all here,” she said, pivoting in front of the podium, “because you lack certain…”

She paused, her gaze drifting slowly across the rows of young men.

“…characteristics.”

The word landed softly, but with weight. Like a challenge dressed in silk.

She smiled again—warm, confident, and somehow just a little dangerous.

“You’re unsuccessful in your current form,” she continued, her voice smooth as honey. “But by the time this course is finished, you will become exactly what you were always meant to be.”

A chill of curiosity slid down my spine.

Until now, I’d been restless—tapping my foot beneath the fold-down desk, trying to make sense of what I’d walked into. But something about the way she said meant to be caught on the edge of my mind like a fishhook. I needed to know more. Fast. Before I gave away even more of my already limited time to something meaningless.

I raised my hand.

Then dropped it.

But then—feeling the heat of her gaze sweep over the room again—I raised it once more, higher this time, and steadier.

Miss Morris stopped mid-sentence. Her eyes snapped to mine, and her lips curled into a curious smile that made my breath falter. Her green eyes sparkled with something unreadable—amusement, maybe. Or anticipation.

“Yes?” she purred, her voice low and luxurious, coaxing.

I cleared my throat, rubbing the back of my neck with one hand. “I just… I wanted to ask what this class is actually about,” I said, hesitating. “You’ve been kind of vague.”

There was a beat of silence, followed by a warm ripple of laughter from her throat.

“Oh, I see,” she said, tilting her head. “You’re very busy.”

She turned and walked gracefully back to her leather attaché case on the podium, her heels clicking like punctuation on polished tile. Her fingers combed through its contents—methodical, unfazed—before she drew out something delicate.

A pale pink bra.

Lace. Underwire. Feminine and soft and scandalously out of place in an academic setting.

The boys around me whispered, their murmurs rising into something between confusion and awe. One of them hissed “whoa” under his breath.

Me? I didn’t move.

Or at least, I didn’t show it. But inside, my heart had skipped more than just a beat.

Miss Morris didn’t hesitate. She clutched the bra by its center, strode directly toward me, and when she reached the edge of my desk, she tossed it in a single fluid motion.

The lacy garment landed in my hands with a whisper. I fumbled it, nearly dropped it, then caught it by the strap just in time. The silk brushed across my fingers—soft and strange and startlingly intimate.

I felt a flicker of pride for not letting it hit the floor. I even smiled, briefly.

“Mr. Penmeyer,” she said, her voice now firm and unmistakably pointed. “What are you holding?”

Five pairs of eyes were suddenly on me. Their stares felt hot—curious, expectant. I shifted in my seat and looked back at her, raising one brow.

“A… bra?” I offered cautiously.

“Wrong,” she replied, her tone sharp, immediate.

She stepped closer, her voice low enough now that only I could hear the next line. “It’s your bra,” she said. “You’re going to wear it.”

I swallowed hard—more air than breath—and let out a quiet, disbelieving chuckle. The absurdity of it all hit me at once. I shook my head and leaned back in my seat, casting a glance around the room for validation. Surely, someone else had to be as shocked—or amused—as I was by Miss Morris’s request.

But the other students remained still, their expressions unreadable. No smirks. No laughter. Just a mix of confusion, discomfort, and guarded curiosity. If anyone else thought this was a joke, they weren’t showing it.

“I don’t think so,” I said finally, letting the corners of my mouth lift with reluctant amusement.

Miss Morris placed a hand on her hip and smiled—again. A subtle, knowing smile. One side of her mouth quirked upward, her brow lifting in tandem as she casually reclaimed the bra. She dragged it across the top of my desk, back and forth, as though dusting it with lace. Her fingernails traced the fabric with slow, deliberate elegance.

“Well then,” she said airily, “enjoy spending the next six more months at this school.”

And just like that, she turned from my desk, the bra swinging lightly in her hand as she began strolling down the aisle.

“Clark,” she called, shifting her gaze to another student seated two rows behind me, “how about you? Are you going to participate? Think you have what it takes to be my star student?”

Before the boy could answer, I stood abruptly, cutting her off. “I’m graduating next month,” I said, voice tight with defiance. “I don’t need this. I’ve got real college classes to worry about soon—not whatever this is.”

I gestured vaguely to the room, to the absurdity of the lace, to the strange performance unfolding around me. I was already halfway out of my row, notebook in hand, when she spoke again.

“Don’t be so sure about that,” Miss Morris said, her voice casual—almost light. But there was a current of something sharper beneath it.

I froze.

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She turned back toward me slowly, the bra now looped around one finger like a cat’s toy. “You don’t have enough credits to graduate. Not yet.”

I blinked. “That’s not true. I already talked to the counselor—Mr. Larson. He said I’m good to go. December first. I’ve already confirmed it.”

She took a few measured steps toward me, each one precise and echoing faintly in the hushed auditorium. “I know. You’ve been diligent. You’ve double-checked. Triple-checked, even. But, as I told you before, I’m conducting a seminar for the counseling staff at your school.” She smiled. “Today’s topic? How to Deliver Unpleasant News.”

The air seemed to shift.

I stared at her, jaw tight, still halfway between standing and storming out. But something in her voice kept me rooted.

“Apparently,” she continued, “your dear Mr. Larson let something slip during our session. He mentioned that one of his students—he didn’t name names, of course, but he did say the student’s initials were A.P.—was told he had enough credits to graduate… when in fact, he’s still missing one.”

My gut twisted. The air inside me turned heavy, sharp. My palms felt damp against the cheap plastic spiral of my notebook.

She took another step, now directly in front of me, her gaze steady.

“Mr. Larson didn’t say it directly,” she added, voice like velvet, “but I put the pieces together. I’m quite good at puzzles.”

I looked around the room again. No one moved. The other young men just watched—some curious, others bored, a few entirely detached. No one looked at me with pity. No one offered support. I was alone in the spotlight, as if they were waiting for the scene to finish. Waiting to see if I would bolt—or bend.

I sat down slowly. The edge of the desk dug into my palm as I lowered myself, heat rising behind my ears. A quiet wave of something between humiliation and disbelief washed over me.

“I believe,” she went on breezily, “Mr. Larson plans to break the news after the weekend. Thought it might be easier that way.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Her smile deepened. “Well, let me make you a deal.”

She crossed her arms, the bra still dangling from one finger like a charm on a chain.

“You stay. Participate. Do what I ask in this evening class—just for the next two weeks—and I’ll have a word with Mr. Larson. I’ll speak to my department, have them convert the course into transferable college credit and advocate for those credits to be applied toward your school transcript. We do it all the time for dual-enrollment programs.”

She leaned forward slightly, her words now a whisper designed just for me.

“Do this, and you’ll graduate early, just like you planned. Walk out of that school for good. No catch. No locker room drama. No jocks. Just freedom.”

She let the silence settle.

I stared up at her, caught somewhere between dread and curiosity, logic and longing. There was something magnetic about her offer—not just the promise of graduation, but the control she seemed to wield over every inch of this reality.

“Of course,” she added softly, her lashes lowering, “you could always walk away now.”

How she managed to seemingly invest so much into her conversations with me, only to pull all of her chips out in the last moment left me perplexed and feeling downright vulnerable; more vulnerable than anything I’d ever experienced. But why? I didn’t know her; I had no connection to the domineering woman. But she was gorgeous, she had paid me a certain degree of attention, and she seemed to be everything I’d wanted to me—dominant, commanding and confident—only, as a man, of course.

Miss Morris knew she’d caught me in a tough spot; she knew I wasn’t going anywhere, despite the look of contemplation playing on my eyes. She knew that she’d found my weakness. Even if she had been bullshitting me, how would I know until Monday? And by Tuesday, it would be too late; signups for the next semester would be starting and my fate would be sealed. Six more months of the assholes on the football team shoving me into lockers; the assholes on the basketball team taking my things and holding them high over my head—laughing and jeering to one another until I ultimately give up and find my belongings in the locker room trash and toilets; I couldn’t do it. There was no way I was going to go back for another semester, no matter what it took. It didn’t even matter how strange and bizarre Miss Morris’s requests could have possibly been—nothing, I imagined, would compare to the alternative.

“Ok, so what do I have to do?” I asked.

“Well, take Lucy here,” she said, giggling, and hanging me the shiny pink bra. “She’s yours for the next two weeks. I want you to get very familiar with it. Your homework is very simple; wear this bra at home before the next class, and write paragraph-long paper on how it makes you feel.”

“Gentlemen?” Miss Morris said, starting from my desk and turning toward the rest of the audience. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about any of you. You’re going to wear these,” the woman said, arriving at her desk, reaching into her case and extracting a handful of differently colored and styled brassieres. One by one, she tossed them toward the men in the class. I noted each of them; how only I had been obviously college-aged. The others seemed older, as though they’d been doing a sort of continuing education class. Whatever their circumstance, I couldn’t bother myself with it. The only thing I cared about from then on would be pleasing Miss Morris—doing whatever she said.

And while the immediate assignment of wearing a bra for homework was downright ridiculous, I wasn’t about to question it. I stuffed the bra in my pocket, and already knew I would simply write the paper without wearing it; why on Earth would I wear it, anyway? I was a guy—a straight guy at that, who had no interested whatsoever in wearing girl’s clothes.

Or so I thought.

After two hours of Miss Morris’s introductory class, I felt strange. I felt as though something inside me had changed. We’d spent the two hours watching a presentation given by the blonde woman, with various slides and odd videos. Miss Morris explained to the audience that the brief class would be about embracing our ‘female identity’ to form a better understanding with women and thus, as she put it, ‘the world.’ What did it mean, exactly? According to her, it meant that by the time the course had ended, guys like me—a phrase she continually used, and to which I took some offense to—would never have problems with girls, or guys, ever again. We would never find ourselves bullied by jocks, and ignored by women; a high bar she’d set, and a promise that I’d hardly expected.

Later that evening, I sat at my desk and tried to comprehend what I’d just taken part in. I tried to figure out why I’d even gone—what had compelled me to do it. Of course, I already knew the reason; it was for Miss Morris. The motivations of an eighteen year-old guy are always simple—the possibility of sex, regardless of how impossible the odds. I was no different. Somehow, I actually thought a woman like her had any interest in my beyond utilizing me for her weird course.

I felt an itch of frustration. Trying to focus, I ran my hands down my jeans, and it was then that I remembered the bra in my pocket. I quickly slid toward my bedroom door, shut and locked it, and came over to my bed, before unraveling the thin, lacey strap from my pants. I held it up for a moment. I shook my head and laughed. “Wear it…” I said to myself, laughing. “Who does she think she’s talking to?”

I couldn’t believe Miss Morris’s invitation to do something so wild, so ridiculous as to wear a woman’s bra. I stood and faced a mirror in my room, laughing as I held the lacey pink bra up to my chest. I gave my best pursed lips pose as I stretched it over my chest, but immediately started to laugh. I set the bra down, and grabbed a piece of paper, beginning to write out the brief essay she’d prescribed. As I started to write, I felt another itch of frustration. I couldn’t explain it, really, but it felt like a hunger—a need to do something. I couldn’t focus, and I certainly couldn’t write anything. Instead, I grabbed the bra and toyed with it in my hands again. I turned to the mirror a second time, and held the bra to my chest a second time, too. Only, this time I didn’t laugh. This time, I started to think about the slides Miss Morris had shown in the class that day; images of masculine looking women, along with strangely complicated and seemingly cryptic explanations of the ‘female I.D. and ego.’ Truth be told, I paid little attention. I watched attentively, but I couldn’t understand what Miss Morris had been talking about.

Yet, standing there that evening, I felt a twinge of excitement. Sure, I was holding a woman’s bra—Miss Morris’s bra, perhaps? But it wasn’t like that; I didn’t find myself turned on because of it. Instead, I found myself curious to experiment—curious to actually wear it. I couldn’t believe myself. And yet, I couldn’t stop myself, either.

I looked about the room, as if to check and make sure my parents hadn’t somehow unlocked my door and were standing in my doorway, horrified. I slowly lifted my shirt and tossed it on my bed, before grabbing the bra and sliding my arms through the hoops. I looked at my back in the mirror, as I worked the hook, latching it tight. I turned, and looked at myself, and the pink bra hugging my tight, flat chest.

Something happened; something I couldn’t have begun to understand. I liked it. I actually liked it. I wore it around the room, telling myself it was purely for ‘homework’ and nothing more. I continued, pacing about, but always sure to keep myself within view of the mirror, so I could see my reflection. I continued to wear the bra all evening, before stuffing it in a pile of clothes in my closet.

The night before Monday arrived, and I finished my brief essay. Well, I attempted to keep it brief. But the essay ran over two pages of enthused rambling; how I’d felt wearing the bra, and how it made me feel—natural, and unlike any other time in my life.

When I arrived at class that Monday evening, however, I wondered if I could actually turn it in; if I could actually admit to another living person what I’d done. I had little intention of doing so, until Miss Morris came to my desk and stood over me, wearing a tight, black business suit that delineated her curves and left a hint of cleavage, allowing me to see her bra—pale pink, just like the one I’d worn.

I’d been early to class, and was the only person there; or so I thought.

“The other students… well, they’ve dropped the course,” Miss Morris said, with a touch of sadness.

“Oh,” I returned. “Why?”

Her emerald eyes turned down at me, confused. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Why did they drop? Was it too hard or something?” I said, with a hint of pride in my tone.

“Well, I suppose. I asked a lot of them, after all. Not many men are comfortable with wearing women’s clothes,” she said. “It was an experimental course, and it seems that it’s failed before it really even truly began,” she continued.

“So that’s it? The class is over?” I asked, with a hint of concern in my voice. Suddenly, I realized that my odd little experiment a few nights prior, would be the only time I would get to do something as wild as wear a woman’s bra. I would have no ‘assignment’ to do so in the future; and then what? I certainly wasn’t about to admit to doing it out of pure joy. No, I’d done it because Miss Morris had dangled the prospect of early graduation over me—no other reason, I’d told myself.

“I don’t understand—what about…” I started, as Miss Morris interrupted.

“Alan, you don’t have to keep playing along. I appreciate your interest in the class, however,” she explained. “Oh, and by the way, I spoke to your counselor earlier. Consider our little agreement fulfilled,” she said.

“That’s nice,” I said. “But, well… at least take my paper,” I said, handing her the essay I’d written.

Miss Morris seemed visible shocked that I’d actually completed the assignment. I curious grin came over her lips as she started to read the paper, standing before me. “Is this true?” She asked, turning her eyes down toward me.

“I guess so,” I confessed.

“Well, then I suppose the class isn’t cancelled, after all,” she explained. “That is, if you’re willing to continue.”

“I think I am,” I said, truthfully eager to see what she’d planned for that night.

“Well, it might be a bit strange lecturing to only one person, but I think we can make this work; you are my special project, now,” she said, with a smoothness to her voice. Her confidence seemed to grow from reading what I’d written in my little essay. She seemed convinced that what I’d written had indeed come from a real experience, and not, as I’d anticipated, chiefly from lying about wearing the bra.

I felt a bit weird being the only student in the class, then. But, the lights dimmed, and Miss Morris began her slideshow, and I felt as though I could simply convince myself that somebody else—somewhere in that room—had been watching along, and studying along. I started to feel a sense of pride in excelling at the class when so many others had already failed. I wanted to show Miss Morris that I would indeed be her ‘special project,’ and that I would do whatever she asked of me, even after being rewarded with early graduation.

By the time her slideshow presentation had ended, I felt even weirder than before. She employed visuals and audio effects that left my mind spinning—nearly unable to keep up. But I only wanted more.

With the room still dim and only the projection screen to light the room with its faint, tungsten bulb, Miss Morris approached me, clutching something in her hand. “Here you are,” she smiled. “You earned these. I want to see what you have to say about wearing these,” she said. “After everything we went over today, I think you’re more than ready for a bit of field work.”

What HAD we gone over? I wondered, as I opened my hand and felt the incredibly soft, silky material in my palm.

“I want an essay on this first thing Wednesday evening. Oh, and one more thing; I’d like to see you do a bit of your own work. Find one other item—could be makeup, a skirt, whatever you like, so long as it’s a woman’s garment—and experiment with that too, and add it into your essay. If you are as ‘special’ as I think you are; well, then I will have a surprise for you after class on Wednesday.

Miss Morris grabbed her bag and left the class, with the projector still humming and flickering against the wall. I found myself totally alone as I stretched out the skimpy silk panties she’d put into my hand. “Whoa,” I whispered, feeling a rush of excitement. I didn’t know what it had been, exactly, that left me feeling so… so alive… but I couldn’t deny it. In fact, I knew I wouldn’t be able to wait until I’d gotten home to do my ‘homework.’ I bit my lip, looked about the lecture hall. A thrill came over me, and I unbuttoned my jeans.

What am I doing? I thought to myself. But I knew the answer, even if it seemed completely impossible; even if my heart sped, my hands grew balmy, and my legs weak.

I looked about the room one more time and tugged my jeans down my legs, along with my boxers, until I’d been totally bottomless—no pants, no underwear, nothing—and all in public! I felt the cool breeze of the auditorium air conditioning on my most sensitive skin, as I stretched the panties around my ankles and pulled them up. I didn’t know what had gotten into me. Only a few days before, I’d laughed and threatened to leave the classroom over the notion of ever wearing a bra. And now, after only a few of Miss Morris’s lectures, I’d been more enchanted than ever. I felt suddenly like I’d connected, truly, to the female identity inside myself. I knew that whatever Miss Morris had done, I had consciously received it. She’d not needed to play any mind games or tricks on me. She hadn’t needed to resort to anything subliminal, either. Instead, she’d marinated my mind with the feminine ‘ego’ and I’d realized that I connected to that more than I ever did to my so-called masculine side.

“Who needs it,” I muttered, speaking of my male identity. I could only focus on the panties that now cradled my most sensitive, most private area, hugging me like a rich, soft pouch.

My heart continued to race, and jumped more so when I heard a voice approaching the doorway. “Shit,” I gasped, as the lights turned on in the room. Miss Morris entered, walking briskly to the podium.

I froze in place, hoping she wouldn’t notice me, sitting there in one of the chairs, in nothing but a t-shirt and panties of all things. What on earth would she say?

She reached for her desk, grabbed a folio and quickly started back toward the door. I finally exhaled and sat back up, shaking my head. But I was far from free.

“Alan?” She asked.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Miss Morris grinned excitedly. I could see her tongue dragging along her lips, indulgent. “Well, well, well; you are coming along nicely,” she said. “Goodness… I don’t know if I’m going to be able to wait until Friday,” she laughed, turned toward the door, and exited.

I grabbed my things in a mad rush, and started for the door. Only once I’d reached the hallway—empty and dark—had I realized I’d still forgot to put my jeans back on. I quickly pulled them up, and drove home, hoping to put it all behind me.

“What is she doing to me?” I asked myself, staring up at the ceiling. I was still wearing the panties—I couldn’t bear to take them off; how could I? I loved the sensation of the silk fabric hugging my skin far too much. When I wasn’t in bed contemplating my situation, I was strutting myself in front of my mirror, now in both my bra and panties. I flirted with my reflection, occasionally bumping my butt out and turning, before doing a little catwalk to and from the mirror.

I experimented all evening, and so much so, that I’d skipped school the following day to continue my little project. While my parents were at work, I even snuck a bit of my mom’s makeup back to my room and continued ‘experimenting.’ “She’s going to love this,” I said, thinking of Miss Morris’s reaction when I wrote about trying on makeup while in nothing but my bra and panties. I watched a few videos online, too, to learn exactly how to properly apply all of it. By the time I’d finished, I could hardly recognize myself. I puckered my lips, bent over for the mirror and looked in awe at the reflection staring back toward me.

What was she doing to me? I kept asking the question, but I could come up with a proper answer. How was it that only a week before, I’d been getting stuffed into a locker—still bumbling about as my old, inadequate self. And yet, now, I was strutting before a mirror, feeling more confident and proud than ever. Granted, I wasn’t exactly me, anymore. Perhaps that’d had something to do with it.

By the time I arrived at the lecture hall that Wednesday night, I was more my new identity than my old one. I handed my paper to Miss Morris, who read it while she played a video for me to watch during the evening class. The video featured women doing catwalks down a runway, along with clips of men looking into the camera and saying things like ‘Look at you, you beautiful sissy… the things I’d do to you.’ I didn’t know what the point of the videos had been; normally, Miss Morris lectured. But now, she only played the videos. Three hours of videos; images of woman putting on makeup, giggling and talking about their feelings, with images of men talking to the camera—talking to me, almost—about what I ‘sissy’ I was and all the wild things they wanted to do with me the moment they had the chance.

I sat in my desk, with the darkness hiding my body, and I felt the tinge deep in my body—the tight, tense sensation of swelling up between my legs. I didn’t know what was going on. But, as the video played on, I found myself watching the images of women dressing up, and pining to join them—hoping to try on the various dresses and blouses that they were sampling. And when the images of men speaking to me—or, the camera, at least—arrived on screen, I found my body more tightly wound than any other time. I suddenly felt as though they were right in the room, talking to me and seeing me dressed in the bra and panties that Miss Morris had given to me. I felt as though I were standing before them as they looked at my skin, looked at the lacey fabric hugging it; I imagined that they were particularly watchful of my perky tush and the taut pouch formed by the tight panty.

Miss Morris stopped the projector around the three hour mark, and turned the lights back on. She had been shaking her head and smiling. “Andrea; you are the one,” she said.

“And—Andrea?” I asked. “You mean Alan?”

“Who is Alan?” She asked. “I only see Andrea; the consummate sissy—the perfect, obedient college girl.”

I felt a sense of betrayal, then, as my body responded happily to these remarks. I grew tight and swollen in my jeans to be called ‘Andrea’ instead of Alan. Miss Morris looked down, seemingly right at my lap, and her green eyes flashed with delight.

She giggled indulgently and dragged a hand through her hair.

“You know, I’ve been holding these evening lectures for some time; there were some students here and there that had potential; but none as committed to the craft of the female identity as you have been.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked.

Miss Morris nodded. She reached into her pocket and extracted a small piece of paper. She handed it to me and started toward the podium to grab her things.

“I want you cleaned and shaved all over; wear your clothes, and work on your best female voice. This is your final exam; I want you to assume the female identity in every conceivable way. Show me that you are the perfect female,” Miss Morris said.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a few clothes, tossing them toward me.

“Remember; I want you cleaned, inside and out,” she winked.

I paid little attention to exactly what she’d been saying. I found myself more interested in whatever it had been that she’d handed me. I studied the clothes; a pair of tiny, tight denim jeans, along with a pair of bright orange cotton panties, a pair of crème colored shoes, along with a bright pink t-shirt that had written across the front of it “Princess.”

I looked at the note that she’d given me, too, just as she slipped out the classroom door. It was an address, along with a date: Friday night at 7pm. On the back of it, Miss Morris scrawled her directions for me; wear all the clothes, along with repeating her insistence that I be clean and shaved—close shaved, to be more exact. I didn’t know what she’d been planning, but I already started to grow excited over it, by the time I’d grabbed my things and headed back home to try on my new things.

Friday evening came around, but it took what felt like a lifetime to arrive. I’d practiced my walk, my voice, my everything. The clothes Miss Morris had given me had fit perfectly; she seemed to know exactly what sizes would suit me, leaving me wondering whether she’d done this before.

I pulled up to the house, which proved almost more of a mansion, just before the time listed on the card. Sunset had left the sky hues of dark purple and orange, colliding like two identities that wrestled for dominance. My heart thumped in my chest, but my body was hardly nervous. Rather, I was excited. Excited for whatever Miss Morris had planned for me. If it was a final exam she’d been planning, then I intended to ace it, by whatever means necessary. Of course, a naughty part of me had hopes that whatever it had been, included Miss Morris finally rewarding me for helping me with her course—rewarding me sexually. A guy could dream, anyway, even a guy dressed in girl’s clothes!

I brushed those clothes down, looked at my hair in the mirror, as well as my makeup, before making my way out of the car. I felt so dirty and free walking around in the cool evening air in such cute girl’s clothing. The dainty little jeans and panty left the cool breeze running inside of it, sliding around my taut sack and my tucked shaft. I started to swell from the sheer notion of being seen fully dressed—fully in character.

When I knocked on the large, ornate double doors, Miss Morris came answering it nearly a minute later.

“Well,” she said, as she pulled it open. “This is something else.”

“How did I do?” I asked.

“Oh, you look marvelous; but this is hardly your final exam,” she chuckled. “Follow me for that, please.”

I shut the door behind me, effectively leaving my old identity forever. Now, I was inside Miss Morris’s house; whatever she had planned, I would experience it as ‘Andrea’.’ If a room full of people were to jump out and shout ‘surprise,’ for example, they would only see the blonde college girl dressed in a playful pink t-shirt and tiny jean shorts that hugged my skinny frame.

“In here, please,” Miss Morris said, guiding me into a bedroom.

“Now, let’s get those jeans off, please,” she started.

“Really?” I asked. My heart fluttered. Was I about to get what I’d been hoping for from the dominant, buxom blonde?

I happily obliged her, tugging the jean shorts right off my body, until I was in only the silky pink panties she’d given me on my second lecture.

“Mm-hm,” she nodded, grinning approvingly.

She headed toward a nightstand and pulled a drawer open. “Get on your back and gets those legs spread wide open, missy,” she insisted.

I did as she’d asked, and felt the cool fabric of the bed-sheets beneath the thin fabric of the t-shirt.

I didn’t see what Miss Morris had grabbed, until she came before me, standing over me at the front of the bed. She held something—I wasn’t sure what, exactly. It seemed like a small plastic contraption.

“Panties off, please,” she smiled.

“Really?” I asked, a bit hesitant, but ever ready to fulfill her ever command.

Miss Morris nodded.

“We don’t have much time to get you ready,” she continued. “So, let’s get those off.”

I felt so strange, so exposed doing it; but I obliged. I peeled the fabric from my body and suddenly felt the cool air of the air conditioning against my genitals. Suddenly, as the panties fell off my legs and feet, I was lying on the bed, totally bottomless—my half-hard shaft and ever tightening sack in full display.

Miss Morris reached down, and I could only look up toward the ceiling. Holy shit… is she going to give me a hand job? A blow job? Holy shit, I thought—my mind racing with excitement.

I looked down my navel as I felt tightness suddenly around my shaft. “There we go,” Miss Morris said, as she snapped the apparatus shut around it. I felt the cold plastic on my penis—my member swelling inside it, desperate to grow, yet unable to.

“Wh-what is it?” I asked, confused.

“That’s a little cage, to keep your stubborn penis from ruining your final exam,” she said. “You’ll be thankful I did that; you don’t want that dirty little thing to get in the way of truly becoming ‘Andrea,’ do you?”

“No, I don’t,” I said, reluctantly. “But, what is the exam, then?” I asked, starting to cross my legs instinctively, so as to not be seen in such a vulnerable, silly way by the professor. She looked down and pulled my legs apart. “Keep those legs open, missy,” she chided. “Turn on your belly. I need to make sure you cleaned and shaved, as I instructed.”

I agreed, and felt the cool, silk sheets on my belly. I felt Miss Morris running her fingers up and down the back of my thighs, before teasing my asshole. “Oh!” I jumped, biting my lip. My tight opening puckered as I groaned.

Miss Morris only laughed.

“Well done; that will count well on your final mark,” she said. “Now, let’s get those panties back on. Kevin and Robert will be here any moment.

“Kevin and Robert? Who are they?” I asked. But Miss Morris only hurried me. I put the panties back on—happy to have the soft fabric hugging my ass and sack. Just as I did this, I heard a knock on the bedroom door.

Miss Morris stepped back, opened it, and greeted the person behind it. “Right in here, boys,” she said, stepping to the side.

In walked two hulking college jocks. They seemed like they were my age, if not a few years older. One had short blonde hair, and the other short dark hair. Each had blue eyes, chiseled jaws, and striking features. Muscles seemed to bulge from beneath their white, nondescript gym shirts and shorts.

“Mm, nice,” one of them said.

“Andrea, this is Kevin,” Miss Morris said, motioning toward the blonde. “And that,” she said, pointing next to the dark-haired jock, “Is Robert. They are going to be your final exam; they are going to make sure you fully understand your female identity.”

“Hi,” I said.

“She’s cute,” Kevin grinned.

“Go on and sit next to her, gentlemen,” Miss Morris said.

The two young men sat on either side of me, towering over my slender frame. “Robert and Kevin are sophomores at the college; they are students from another class of mine. I felt they were the perfect candidates for this exam,” she explained. “They have all the physical features that a cute college girl like you would find most acceptable for her entry into womanhood.”

I started to form ideas about what was being planned before my very eyes, though I could hardly accept it. They weren’t about to… with me? There was no way, I thought. And yet, having their warmth beside me—their brawny, corded biceps against my lithe, girlish arms—as well as their sporty cologne and musk swelling about my senses; I could hardly stop imagining that the two college boys were in fact there to fuck me.

What must you be thinking, you dirty little whore, I thought to myself. In your dreams would two hot guys like this want to fuck you, you sissy girl.

“You see, Andrea; you’ve passed each of my tests. And now, your final exam is very simply. To become a true woman, you need to prove to me that you respond just as a woman would, when in the presence of these two strapping young men. How do you feel? Do you feel… aroused by them?” Miss Morris asked.

I didn’t want to answer, but my cock swelled in the cock cage—painful, almost. My body craved each of the men. I didn’t know why. I couldn’t believe what had happened to me. I was sitting between two college men, dressed as a girl, and actually craving them and not Miss Morris. What had Miss Morris’s lectures brought out of me? The female identity; exactly as she’d promised when she’d first invited me.

“I do,” I replied.

“What does it make you want to do with them?” Miss Morris asked—an excited glare in her eyes.

“It makes me want to do something rather naughty,” I confessed.

“Like what? Be specific,” she urged.

“It makes me want to, um…” I hesitated, playing along with my newfound persona. “It makes me want to see them naked.”

“Oh? You’d like that, huh? Gentlemen?” Miss Morris said. Just then, each of the college jocks stripped from their shorts, revealing that each of them had been gifted with massive cocks swinging between their muscular thighs. Kevin’s had been a bit longer and pinker. Robert’s however, had been thicker and a bit more tawny.

“So, you like what you see, huh?” Miss Morris asked. I nodded, biting my lip. “Of course you do, you dirty girl.”

“Why don’t you show me what you want to do,” she continued. “I doubt Kevin and Robert will mind,” she giggled.

Without further thought or hesitation, I gripped both cocks in each of my hands. I tried to wrap my fingers around the shafts, but failed. The sheer power pumping through the veins and ridges of each cock, left me feeling wet—as a woman might. It left me feeling intensely hollow inside—as though I’d needed to be filled by them.

“Mm, nicely done,” Miss Morris said, marking something on a notepad. The two jocks groaned quietly as I held their cocks. I began stroking them. I couldn’t help but smile and giggle at the sight of their delight. I stroked as fast and hard as I could, watching each cock blossom to full hardness.

“Fuck,” Kevin exhaled.

“What would you like to do now?” Miss Morris asked. “You’re a naughty girl in her panties, with two handsome men standing here—their cocks big and hard; what do you intend to do about it?”

“She’s hot Miss Morris,” Robert blurted.

“Yeah; I just want to get those panties off her,” Kevin grinned.

“In time, gentlemen!” Miss Morris laughed.

The pleas of each man left me aching with passion; I felt an arousal swelling through my body like never before. I’d felt like the prettiest girl in the world to leave two sexy guys like this in such a state of desperation. I loved every second of it. I never wanted it to end.

Without answering Miss Morris, I brought my mouth toward the head of Kevin’s cock. I kept my eye contact with him, so I could watch his face when my soft, wet lips spread over the head of his member. “Fuck,” he growled, as my warm, soft mouth slid over his powerful rod. I sucked gently. It felt strangely as if I knew exactly what to do; as if I’d been made for this very thing! I pulled off and stroked his cock, wet with my saliva, as I turned and paid the same favor to Robert’s thick cock. The dark-haired jock groaned, and I felt his hips thrust forward.

I alternated back and forth for some time; too excited by the sensation of each spongy, firm cockhead massaging the roof of my mouth to ever stop. I felt my body tighten with lust-with desperation to be filled. Pre-cum oozed from my cock and wet my panties horridly. I’d never felt so embarrassed and excited in all my life.

“Goodness, Andrea. You are one cock-sucking little vixen,” she laughed. “I thought you had potential, but this is… you’re exceptionally gifted!” Miss Morris gushed. “I think it’s time to get on the bed—on your back—and let Kevin and Robert fully initiate you. Are you interested in that?” Miss Morris asked. “You may decline, of course; but something tells me you won’t,” she chuckled.

I jumped from my knees and onto the bed. I landed on my back, laughing as my legs flung into the air and my butt had been exposed. I bit my lip and watched as Kevin and Robert each grabbed at my panties—massaging my body beneath it.

As Kevin walked toward the nightstand, Robert lowered his face toward my ass. He held my thighs up into the air, and at once, I felt him pull my panties to the side near my ass. “Oh!” I cried out, as I immediately felt his warm tongue caressing and teasing over my asshole. “Fuck,” I gasped.

“Mm,” Robert purred, brushing slow and indulgent over my tight, ruddy opening. “Tastes like vanilla,” he laughed. “She’s got one sweet hole.” He wasted little time in sucking on his finger and sliding it inside me.

“Oh… shit,” I whimpered with delight. I felt myself broken open around him, with my panties still hugging my hips and pulled the side.

Kevin came back around with a bottle of what looked like lube. He handed it to Robert and said, “Catch, bro.”

I eyed Kevin’s long, still-hard cock. He must’ve seen my desire, because he came over, straddled his thighs on either side of my head, and towered over my face, letting his cock-head sit down against my lips and nose.

“Fuck, she feels so good,” Robert groaned, pulling his finger from me. I looked down—all I could see was my pink shirt that read ‘princess,’ along with the bra beneath it, that made it look almost as if I’d had breasts, as well as the silky pink panties. I felt like a woman—a real one, especially with Robert hungrily teasing my ass.

“Your pussy is wet, isn’t it, Andrea? I’ll bet you’d like to do something about that?” Miss Morris grinned.

“I do,” I said.

“Robert?” She said, turning to the dark-haired hunk, which began sliding lube over his thick, meaty shaft. When he’d finished, he lined the firm, purplish head against my warm hole, and began to press inside.

“Oh… fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs, as my delicate pussy spread open around his massive, demanding tool. Robert sighed with bliss and pushed into my tight, reluctant opening once more, sliding deeper into my tight canal. I stubbornly opened up around his girth, and felt the warm throbbing deep inside my body. I groaned, growled and grabbed the bed-sheets in my fists, trying to endure the fire of being unlocked by such a massive man. I grabbed Kevin’s cock and began to suck it once more, using it to turn my attention from the pain.

I moaned over and over on the long, pink cock. Kevin moaned, too, gripping his thighs in his big, strong hands, as he shoved his shaft deeper into my tight mouth.

“Come on… come on,” Robert groaned, thrusting my ass and opening me up more and more. I whimpered and wailed in my best feminine tones—a feat I knew Miss Morris would reward on my marks.

“Fuck,” I groaned, pulling for a moment from Kevin’s big cockhead, before he happily slid it back down my throat.

I couldn’t believe it; I was being skewered like a shish -kebab at both ends. I’d never felt so feminine—so vulnerable and so used in all my life. And I couldn’t get enough of it. The student Miss Morris had invited to her course, had little to do with her, now. Suddenly, Andrea was not to be controlled. She was me; and I’d known no previous identity. I felt as though I’d always been Andrea, and always would be.

“Fuck,” Robert groaned. “I’m getting close to cumming,” he said, grabbing my ass, as though to signal to me.

“Andrea, where would you like Robert to cum?” Miss Morris asked.

“Wherever you want him to,” I said, as Kevin withdrew his cock from my mouth to let me answer.

“Well, then,” Miss Morris chuckled. “Let’s fill that tight pussy with sperm, hm?” she said.

Robert wasted little time. After only a moment, I heard a growl ripple through the bedroom. His thrusts became slow and irregular, and I felt the throbbing deep in my core as ropes of warm seed blasted against my mushy bowels. I could only moan on Kevin’s cock as I felt the warmth injected into me. Kevin seemed delighted by the development, shoving his cock impulsively deeper into my mouth and closing in on my throat as Robert growled and groaned toward finish.

“Fuck,” the big, hulking jock exhaled, and began to withdraw from my ass.

“Well, well, well,” Miss Morris giggled. “That is quite a load.”

“Andrea, are you hungry for more sperm? Are you ready to try swallowing?” Miss Morris asked.

I wanted to, too. I could barely resist. But the hollowness that had been left by Robert’s cock pulling out of me left me ravenous and desperate to be filled and stretched once again.

Kevin withdrew his cock once more to let me answer. I looked up toward Miss Morris, teasing my messed hair and exhaled “I want Kevin inside me.”

“Fuck yeah,” the blonde smiled, as though he’d assumed he wouldn’t get to fuck me. The excitement on his lips left me aching for his cock all the more.

“Well, then, you’d better get going, Mister,” Miss Morris said. “Andrea is one hungry slut, after all.”

Within moments I felt Kevin’s smooth cockhead slid easily into my used hole, sliding against my panties that had been pulled to the side. I reached down and offered to hold them to the side. I felt it was my proper role as the girl, after all. Kevin thrust smooth and deep, pushing his longer shaft even farther into my bowels—now thick with Robert’s warm seed.

The blonde hovered over me, before coming down and planting kisses and bites along the curve of my neck, as he pushed his cock all the way inside me. I reached down and massaged his sack—a thoughtful task that Miss Morris had not missed. “Well done, Andrea. You’re the perfect girlfriend, I would say.” Robert nodded and grinned. “Fuck yeah she is.”

“I think Robert is going to be ready for another round by the time Kevin is finished,” she laughed. “I think we could keep this going all night; one after the other, until that new pussy of yours is broken open and christened!”

The idea felt like music to my ears. I didn’t know what had happened to me over the past week; all I knew was that I was now Andrea. I wore her clothes, and I craved cock, just as she would anytime she wore her pink t-shirts, her tight jeans and her cute panties. I was Andrea—the college girl of Robert and Kevin’s dreams… and apparently, my own; she was what I’d always been destined to become—who I’d been running toward, but hadn’t realized—not until Miss Morris had shown me the way.

“Oh fuck…” Kevin groaned. “I’m cumming.”

The cute blonde tightened his face and grit his teeth as a visceral growl escaped his lips and he hunched forward. I felt his cock throb, just the same as Robert’s. But I felt Kevin’s spurts—stronger than Robert’s—painting the depths of my canal.

Kevin groaned a few final times, exhausted with bliss, as he pulled out of my warm, oozing rear. “Look at that used pussy,” Miss Morris said, starting toward me. She sat beside me and grabbed my ass in her hand.

“How did you like your final exam, Andrea?” She asked.

I lay on the bed, on my back, looking up at the ornate ceiling, without a care in the world. For the first time I could ever remember, I felt truly at peace—truly happy with whom I was. I could only laugh in that moment. Miss Morris asked me again, but I continued to laugh, shaking my head.

“I’m sorry; it’s just that… it was perfect. This is perfect,” I said, as Kevin and Robert had been instructed to shower and prepare for another round later in the evening—a prospect I’d already grown aroused over.

“Well, then,” Miss Morris started. “You’ve passed. Congratulations. You have excelled in understanding the female identity.”

“So I’ve finished the course?” I asked, as I felt the warm seed sliding inside my tight pink panties, leaving me feeling like the certified sissy slut I’d worked so hard to become, and had been so overjoyed to realize.

“Oh no,” she giggled. “No, it’s only just begun.”

“Perfect,” I said, looking up toward the ceiling and smiling.


IN TOO DEEP


“This is bullshit.”

Miles sighed with a heaviness that seemed far too old for his twenty-one years and raked both hands through his short, wheat-blonde hair. He leaned forward, elbows pressing into the cheap laminate surface of the desk that occupied the cramped heart of his dingy corner cubicle. The overhead fluorescents buzzed faintly, casting him in a pallid glow that only emphasized the frustration gathering in the crease between his brows.

“Something’s got to give,” he muttered, his voice a low rasp. The words hung in the stale air, quickly swallowed by the constant drone of copy machines and muffled conversations. He exhaled again—sharper this time, as though trying to rid himself of the weight pressing down on his chest.

His fingers, softer and more delicate than he liked to admit, massaged small circles into his temples. They were too fine for this work, he thought—not meant for balancing coffee trays or ferrying mail carts up and down gray hallways. These hands should be writing something that matters, he whispered, almost inaudibly, the confession tumbling out before he could stop it. “Not running errands for the jackasses upstairs.”

Two weeks into what was supposed to be his dream job—the very position he’d spent sleepless nights and caffeine-soaked mornings chasing through college—and he already felt himself sliding toward the familiar pit of exploitation, that endless churn of unpaid overtime and the constant reminder that he was replaceable. His paycheck barely covered rent and the gnawing interest of his student loans. The reality was nothing like the picture he’d painted for himself.

A sudden rap against the thin cubicle wall pulled him from his spiraling thoughts. Miles straightened abruptly, the chair squeaking beneath him as he adjusted his powder-blue button-down. His mother had insisted the color matched his cobalt eyes—eyes that, she’d said, were his best feature. They’d always drawn attention, and though he hated to admit it, he had learned to use them when charm alone wouldn’t do. Clearing his throat, he braced himself, plastering a professional expression across his tired face.

His supervisor, Elias, leaned around the corner. “How’s it going, Miles?”

Elias was in his early forties, though the years had played unevenly across him. His posture carried the energy of a man still clinging to his thirties, but the thin band of ashen hair circling his scalp and the wisps combed over the top betrayed the truth. He smiled with the warmth of a counselor, practiced and patient. Miles knew better. That smile was the prelude to another errand.

“Um,” Miles began, forcing the corners of his lips upward. The effort felt unnatural, his face stiff with exhaustion. “Good… fine, so far, Elias.” His voice cracked slightly, betraying his fatigue.

Isn’t it enough that I’m already his errand boy? Miles seethed inwardly. And to make it worse, he insists on calling me ‘Miles’ like I’m some gigolo out of an ’80s soap opera.

Elias continued, oblivious to the younger man’s inner protest. “We’ve got a tip that the Wildcats are dealing with some internal drama at their practice facility. Apparently their star rookie, Julian—yeah, that’s his name—is threatening to leave the team.” He tugged absently at the pocket of his khakis, a nervous tic. “I don’t have the full story yet, but it sounds like something we should cover.”

Miles’s heart gave a sudden, desperate leap. Is this it? Finally, my shot? Hope flared in his eyes, sharp and dangerous, like sunlight breaking through a week of storms. His body leaned forward instinctively, posture sharpening—not the hollow mimicry of attentiveness he usually donned, but genuine interest at last.

“Anyway,” Elias went on, as though unaware of Miles’s anticipation, “Nora’s driver is out today—jury duty, I think. Whatever the case, she needs a lift to the facility. You’ve got a car, right?”

The hope curdled in his chest. “Yeah,” Miles said. He stretched the word into something resembling agreement, though every muscle in his jaw longed to twist it into a scowl.

He wondered, fleetingly, why he hadn’t lied—claimed to take the bus or walked to work every morning. Maybe then he would have earned a scrap of sympathy, a reprieve from these humiliating little assignments. But the moment passed, and with it, his chance.

“Great.” Elias’s smile broadened, though his eyes flickered with hesitation. “Is it… a nice car?”

Miles nearly laughed, though the sound would have been bitter. “It’s fine,” he said, his voice edged with sarcasm. “But whether it’s good enough for Nora Brookmeyer—the queen of Sports Scoop Tonight Exclusive—that’s another story.”

Elias’s smile faltered, his brow knitting in quiet rebuke. “Nora is our biggest persona here at the station. I didn’t realize you had a problem with that.”

For a moment, Miles considered telling the truth—that he resented Nora, resented her glamorous career and her name splashed across headlines while he was still stuck licking envelopes. But the thought of his rent check, of the loan notices piling on his desk at home, pulled him back into line.

He turned, forced his lips into something that almost looked like admiration, and smoothed the sarcasm from his voice. “Are you kidding, Elias? I love Nora. I just want her to be comfortable on the ride over. I’d hate for her to think less of the station just because of my car.”

The smile held this time, fragile but believable, as though politeness could disguise the simmering frustration beneath.

“Well,” Elias said with a weary sigh, “come here.”

Miles rose reluctantly from his chair, the wheels squeaking as though protesting along with him. He trailed after his supervisor down the narrow corridor, the stale office air gradually giving way to the brighter expanse of a hallway lined with floor-to-ceiling windows. Outside, the late-afternoon light gleamed against rows of parked cars, the sun catching chrome and windshields until everything shimmered with artificial brilliance.

“Which one of those is yours?” Elias asked, gesturing toward the lot with a pointed finger.

Miles shifted uneasily, his throat tightening. “Um, it’s the red one, over in the corner,” he said at last, his voice clipped as his gaze flicked to the solitary vehicle parked at a distance from the others, as if even the car itself carried a sense of isolation.

Elias followed his line of sight, then shook his head. His sigh this time was sharper, the exhale laced with impatience. “Take one of the cars from the garage,” he instructed, already pulling his phone from his pocket. His tone was dismissive, a final verdict rather than a suggestion. “And get her there as soon as possible. I’ll text her and let her know to meet you downstairs.”

Frustration knotted in Miles’s stomach, mingling with a sharp pulse of anxiety. It was one thing to fetch coffee and shuffle stacks of papers like some eager intern. But chauffeuring the station’s most lauded personality? That felt different. That felt humiliating. A servant, not a journalist. And worse—his body betrayed him with a nervous tremor in his hands as he pressed the elevator button, silently cursing himself for the weakness.

The elevator hummed as it descended to the underground garage, its mirrored walls reflecting a young man trying too hard to look composed. He smoothed his powder-blue shirt, squared his shoulders, and wished the reflection staring back at him looked more formidable, less delicate.

At the security desk, the guard barely looked up before sliding a key fob across the counter. “Take whichever’s the nicest,” the man said with a knowing smirk. “It’s for Nora.”

Of course it was.

Moments later, Miles settled behind the wheel of a sleek luxury car, the leather cool and foreign beneath his palms. He adjusted the seat, fumbling with controls that seemed deliberately designed to mock his inexperience. As he familiarized himself with the dashboard, movement caught his eye—fast, deliberate strides clicking against the garage floor.

Nora Brookmeyer.

Even from a distance she radiated confidence, the kind sharpened into armor after years in front of the camera. At twenty-nine, she looked every bit the polished sportscaster her reputation promised. Her tawny hair, teased into glossy curls, framed a face perfected with meticulous layers of foundation, bronzer, and shimmer. She primped even as she approached, tossing curls with practiced ease, and when her dark red lips curled into a smile, Miles felt the falseness of it like a slap.

“Well, hello there,” she called, voice lilting, performance-ready. The cloying haze of hairspray and perfume arrived with her, filling the car before she even touched it.

She leaned into the passenger side door, tilting her head with calculated charm. “So, you’re driving me? Wow. Elias really is lowering his standards.” Her laugh was brittle, punctuated by a dismissive huff. “No offense, kid.”

Miles’s jaw tightened. “I’m not a kid,” he whispered, just soft enough that she wouldn’t hear. Saying it any louder would have been pointless; she’d already dismissed him.

Sliding gracefully into the seat, Nora crossed her legs, her skirt tugging just high enough to suggest she knew exactly where his gaze would fall if he weren’t careful. She didn’t look at him when she asked, “So, how are you doing?”

“Um… fine, I guess,” Miles said, gripping the steering wheel as he turned the ignition. The engine purred to life, but her sudden pivot caught him off guard.

“Ugh, hold on. Did you say something?” she asked, her head snapping toward him with passive curiosity.

“What? You… you asked how I was doing, didn’t you?” His confusion lingered, but then he noticed it—the sleek device clipped to her ear, the way her lips moved half a beat ahead of his response. She wasn’t speaking to him at all.

Lovely. He rolled his eyes toward the windshield, swallowing the sting of irritation.

He eased the car out of the parking spot, trying to focus on the road as Nora fidgeted beside him, endlessly primping. She adjusted her neckline again and again, tugging fabric until her cleavage hovered just shy of indecency. It wasn’t for him—it was for the camera, for her audience—but he felt the performance nevertheless, as though he’d been unwillingly cast in her rehearsal.

“So,” she said breezily, glancing at her phone, “you’re fine with holding this for me and filming, right?”

Miles kept his gaze fixed ahead, teeth clenched against the dull throb of her voice as she prattled on about co-anchors and scandals, gossip so empty it made his skull ache.

“Um, hello?!” she snapped suddenly, her head whipping toward him, eyes wide and indignant.

He startled. “Me?”

“Uh, yeah,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “I asked if you can hold my phone and film while I talk with Julian.”

“Oh. Yeah, I think so,” Miles said, forcing steadiness into his tone.

Her smirk returned, triumphant in its own way. “Well, I guess we’ll find out.” She turned back toward the window.

“You know, it didn’t used to be like this,” Nora said with a sigh, her tone sliding into the theatrical cadence of someone who expected an audience at all times. “A couple of years ago, this place was actually classy. Then some asshole company bought us out and started cutting every corner they could. I used to have a badass sports car lease and everything. I’m the top talent around here, so the fact that they treat me so… pedestrian…” She drew out the word, her lips curling around it with disdain. “It’s idiotic.”

Miles wasn’t entirely sure whether she was talking to him or to some invisible companion on her headset. He gripped the steering wheel tighter, his knuckles blanching. Was he supposed to respond? Or would answering risk interrupting another of her mid-drive monologues, the kind that seemed to float between casual rant and live performance?

“That sucks,” he murmured at last, keeping his voice low—meant as much for himself as for her. If she hadn’t been speaking to him, maybe she wouldn’t even hear.

But she snapped her mirror down and tilted it toward herself. “I know, right?” she said, fluffing her thick bangs with a quick flick of her wrist. Her tone suggested she had, in fact, been waiting for agreement all along.

Then, with startling nonchalance, she pressed her palms together beneath her breasts, squeezing them upward until they seemed to defy the neckline of her blouse. She angled her head, lashes batting toward her own reflection. “How do my ladies look?” she asked.

Miles blinked, his mouth drying. “Wh-what?” He turned his head before realizing the car had drifted slightly off course.

Nora gave her chest another squeeze, her cleavage swelling between her manicured fingers.

“Shit,” Miles hissed, jerking the wheel to correct their lane. Horns blared from the cars around them. His pulse thundered. “Sorry,” he muttered.

“They look good,” Nora decided, not waiting for his answer, her lips curling into a slow, satisfied grin. The amusement in her eyes made him feel like the punch line of a joke he hadn’t been clever enough to catch.

Trying to recover, Miles cleared his throat. “Sorry about your regular driver,” he offered, forcing the words into something that sounded conversational. Maybe if she softened toward him, this wouldn’t feel so much like servitude.

“He’s a bonehead,” she said easily, sliding the mirror back into place. “A real pervert too. Not like you.” She turned her head then, regarding him more directly for the first time. “You’re new here, right? Don’t let this industry turn you into another fat, old pervert, okay?”

Her words hit harder than he expected. Don’t let this industry turn you. The phrasing lingered, oddly intimate, as though she were giving him instructions on how to preserve something fragile.

“Um…” Miles faltered, searching for a response that wouldn’t sound naive. None came. He fixed his gaze on the highway instead, watching the brake lights ahead flare red. “Shit,” he muttered, flicking his turn signal and veering toward the exit ramp.

“What are you doing?” Nora shrieked, clutching at the door handle. “The facility is that way!” She jabbed her manicured finger toward the clogged freeway ahead.

“I know, but there’s an accident up there,” Miles said quickly.

“And how do you know that?”

“I used to drive this way for college,” he explained, taking the ramp smoothly despite his racing nerves. “Every day. Trust me. We’ll get there faster through Cherry Street.”

Nora gave a pout that bordered on theatrical, her lower lip pushed out in performative protest. Then, softening, she smirked. “Well, let’s hope you know what you’re doing, pretty boy.”

The words hung in the air, light yet weighted, teasing yet dismissive.

Pretty boy.

The label clung to him like static, and Miles didn’t know whether to be flattered or offended. Did she actually find him attractive? Or was she just the kind of woman who tossed around pet names the way other people tossed coins into fountains?

But she had said pretty, not handsome. The distinction nagged at him. Pretty implied delicacy, softness. Feminine. His chest tightened as he bit his lip, willing himself to think of something clever to say back. Nothing came.

“How do you know I’m not a pervert?” The words slipped out before he could stop them. As soon as they left his mouth, heat spread up his neck, shame burning his cheeks.

Nora chuckled, low and husky, her gaze flicking from the passing buildings outside to his profile. “I don’t know,” she admitted, smirking. “You just have those cute, innocent eyes. Like they’ve never even seen a naked girl.”

Miles’s ears burned. “Okay, well—that’s where you’re wrong,” he stammered. “I’ve seen… a lot… of girls naked.”

Her laughter came quick, rich, unrestrained. The sound filled the car, echoing against the leather interior. And in that instant, he realized she didn’t believe him. She had seen right through him, pierced whatever thin shield of masculinity he thought he’d managed to present. She’d found him out: twenty-one, still a virgin, and trying far too hard not to look it.

“Honey,” Nora said at last, her laughter easing into something almost maternal. She reached up, adjusting the curl of her hair as if nothing in the world could fluster her. “It’s okay. You’re new to this industry. You’re new to life. Savor it.”

Her voice had softened, but Miles couldn’t decide if it was reassurance or condescension. Either way, the word honey clung to him just as tightly as pretty boy, the kind of word that made his chest flutter in ways he didn’t want to examine too closely.

“You’re not much older than me,” Miles reminded her, watching as Nora produced a slender glass bottle from her handbag. She spritzed her wrists, then tilted her head to mist behind her ear. Within seconds, the air inside the cramped luxury car thickened with the heavy sweetness of vanilla and chemical musk. The fragrance enveloped him, cloying and intoxicating at once, making his chest tighten. He couldn’t decide whether he liked it or loathed it.

“How old are you?” she asked casually, snapping the cap back onto the perfume. “Seventeen or something?”

Miles blinked, incredulous. “What? No. I’m twenty-one—almost twenty-two.”

“Oh.” Nora arched one manicured brow, her tone dismissive. “Still seven years behind me, hun. And trust me, I’ve lived more in those seven years than you’re ever going to live, even if you make it to one of those hundred-year-old ladies we trot out for the ‘Silver Sunset’ puff pieces.”

Miles tightened his grip on the wheel. “What makes you so sure?”

“Babe.” Nora’s laugh was husky, cynical. “I’m the biggest name at this station—hell, in this entire town. And I didn’t get here by keeping my legs closed. How do you think we’re getting into that locker room today? You think we’re going to waltz up and politely ask those boys for quotes?” She smirked, eyes flashing with mischief. “Please. A wink, a smile, a bat of my lashes—and the understanding that if I need to do something to get the story, I’ll do it.”

She stopped then, as if realizing how far she’d gone. Her grin evaporated. She turned sharply toward Miles, her eyes narrowing. “That’s off the record. I never said any of that. And if you told your little friends, they’d never believe you anyway. Nobody would.”

“Calm down,” Miles said, though his heart had quickened. “I’m not going to tell anyone. Honestly, I couldn’t care less. I’d almost rather be…” He hesitated, the words spilling out before he could censor them. “I’d almost rather be blowing athletes than scrubbing toilets upstairs. At least in your job you get to decide when to get fucked. Me? I’m just doing it for free.”

The words shocked even him. His cheeks burned, but before he could retract them, Nora’s eyes went wide, and then she burst into laughter.

“Oh my God,” she gasped between peals, her face reddening beneath its careful coat of blush. “Okay. Maybe you’ve got a point.”

Miles forced a laugh, trying to mask his mortification. “It’s just… I came here to be a sportswriter. I went to college for this. Journalism. Top of my class. And now? They won’t let me touch a story.”

“No, they won’t,” Nora said simply.

The bluntness stung. Miles turned, almost insulted by how quickly she confirmed the thought he’d only just voiced. Sympathy, apparently, wasn’t in her vocabulary.

“You’re not going to get a piece, not anytime soon,” she went on, twirling a lock of hair around her finger. “Jerry, Elias, Trevor—it’s a boys’ club up there. Always has been. Maybe if they didn’t think you were gay or something…”

Miles’s head snapped toward her. “What? They think I’m gay? What the fuck does that have to do with anything?”

“Well, nothing,” she said with a shrug. “Not to normal people. But those assholes? They’re small-minded. And insecure. If you’re not one of them, you’re an outsider. You can kiss their asses and maybe get tossed a crumb, but probably not. Or…” She leaned back, her lips curving into a sly smile. “You fall ass-backwards onto something juicy and hold it over their heads until they choke.”

Miles huffed a laugh, startled by how specific she sounded. “That’s oddly detailed.”

“I’m just speaking from experience,” Nora said, her grin widening. There was something conspiratorial in her expression, as if she carried a secret she was daring him to ask about.

Miles bit. “And what experience would that be?”

They were pulling into the practice facility lot now. The sight hit him with surreal force—actual professional athletes, men he’d idolized growing up, leaning casually against railings and chatting outside the entrance. He couldn’t believe he was close enough to make out their faces.

“When I got hired,” Nora began, her tone light but her words edged with steel, “nobody saw me as anything but a secretary with an ass they thought was there to slap. I tried filing complaints, but corporate laughed them off. This was before I learned how the real world worked.”

She smiled faintly, brushing a curl behind her ear. “Then I found out our station had been locked out of covering a golf star—big name, huge story. So I tracked him down. Got on his private bus. And let’s just say, I gave him a reason to loosen his lips. Voilà. Exclusive.”

Miles’s mouth fell open. “You…?”

“Flirted a little,” Nora finished breezily. “That’s all it took. He gave me details nobody else had, and suddenly I wasn’t just some secretary anymore.”

Miles let out a sharp breath. “So, your advice is to be a hot girl. Thanks.” His voice dripped sarcasm.

“Well, yeah.” Nora laughed, tossing her hair back. “I guess it is.”

Her giggle lingered in the air, sweet and mocking, as if she hadn’t even realized—or hadn’t cared—that the person she’d been counseling was in no position to make use of such advice.

“Showtime,” Nora said, her tone snapping back into the brisk authority she’d carried when she first met him.

Miles climbed out of the car, the muggy summer heat pressing against his skin like a damp second shirt. Sweat prickled the back of his neck almost instantly, and he tugged at his collar as he rounded the hood. Nora extended her phone toward him without breaking stride.

“Here. Stay a few feet back the whole time, and don’t get in my way. Oh, and try not to snoop through my photos while I’m busy flirting with the players.” Her stride was so fast and purposeful that Miles had to lengthen his steps into something dangerously close to a jog to keep up.

Inside the building, Nora’s demeanor flicked on and off like a switch. One moment she was composed and aloof; the next, she radiated flirtatious charm, leaning close to the athletes, touching an elbow, tossing her hair. Every time—astonishingly, infuriatingly—it worked. Doors that stayed firmly shut to the other reporters, especially the older men in their crumpled shirts and sagging bellies, swung wide open for her. Miles watched in stunned disbelief as she was ushered into locker rooms and even shower areas, her laughter trailing behind her like perfume.

He tried to catalog what he was witnessing, unsure if the lesson was sobering or enlightening. Was this empowerment? Or just another form of survival in a world where everything had a price? He wanted to hate her for it—for the ease, for the cynicism—but he couldn’t. She was playing the only game she’d been allowed to play.

Still, Miles’s thoughts slipped into places he hadn’t meant them to go. As he filmed her conversations, his gaze betrayed him, lingering on the players she teased. With each man she touched, he found himself wondering. Did she sleep with him? Has she taken him in her mouth? How big is he… and why am I even thinking about that? His pulse quickened, shame and arousal twisting together in ways he didn’t dare name.

More than once he caught physical moments—hands grabbing at Nora’s chest, a playful slap across her ass. The men grinned and winked, and she let them. Miles’s stomach knotted. He told himself he disapproved, that he’d never treat a woman so carelessly, but his body betrayed him: he was excited. Envious, even. Not of her—but of them, the ease with which they inhabited this game he knew he could never win.

The thought sank in like a stone: he wasn’t that kind of man. Maybe he wasn’t any kind of man at all. Maybe he was destined to keep fetching coffee and emptying wastebaskets while Elias and his cronies churned out idiotic articles about athletes’ bathroom habits.

By the time they drove back toward the station, silence had stretched between them. Miles stared out at the blur of traffic lights and billboards, wrestling with the hollow ache in his chest.

“You did a good job,” Nora said suddenly, breaking the quiet. She gave him a sidelong glance. “You’re not a slimeball like the rest of them.”

“Um… thanks,” Miles said. The words tasted flat in his mouth. “Probably because I’m such a loser.” He winced the moment it came out. A woman like Nora didn’t want to babysit his self-pity.

“Come on,” she said, shaking her head. “A loser? Give me a break.”

“Well, I feel like I’ll never get to write anything real under Elias,” Miles admitted. The frustration spilled faster now, harder to contain. “I can’t just—grow a pair of boobs, you know?”

“No,” Nora said, smirking faintly. “You can’t.” She paused, then added with a sly laugh, “Though you could get implants.”

Miles choked on a laugh of disbelief. “I’m not turning myself into some kind of hot girl just to get into locker rooms.”

“Well…” She trailed off, her tone dipping low, more thoughtful than playful. “Let’s see how desperate you get.”

The absence of humor caught him off guard. Something in her gaze—quiet, knowing, touched with experience—left him unsettled, curious, and reluctant to press further.

After a beat, she smiled again, lighter this time. “It’s a shame, though,” she said, her voice teasing once more. “You’d make a cute girl. Prettiest boy I’ve ever seen, actually.”

Miles’s grip tightened on the steering wheel. “What?”

“You’ve got those big blue eyes,” she continued, her tone airy, almost sing-song. “That soft blonde hair—of course it’s short, but that’s nothing a wig couldn’t fix. A little makeup, some toilet paper in a bra… Honestly, you’d be adorable.” She laughed then, shaking her head as if to scold herself. “Listen to me, I’m ridiculous.”

But the words lingered, heavy and charged, refusing to vanish into the air between them.
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Let’s see how desperate you get.

The phrase stuck in Miles’s head like gum on the sole of his shoe—sticky, persistent, impossible to ignore. He heard it again and again as he went through the motions of another day. Printing off articles for Elias. Emptying trash bins no one else touched. Pushing the vacuum back and forth across the beige carpet of the conference room, his reflection staring back at him in the darkened television screen mounted to the wall.

On the other side of that same wall, the senior writers were deep in yet another meeting. Their voices carried easily, rich with self-importance and cheap laughter.

“Supposedly, he’s fucking a girl on the side whenever he plays in Detroit,” one of them said, and the room erupted into a chorus of cackles.

Miles pressed the vacuum harder into the carpet, the roar of its motor helping drown them out. How much more of this could he take? Their crass jokes. Their lazy, phoned-in gossip disguised as sports reporting. This isn’t what I went to school for. He imagined the headlines he could write, the stories he’d dreamed of telling. But he wasn’t writing anything—not even captions for highlight reels. He was just another grunt, scrubbing floors and swallowing bitterness.

Even if they ever tossed him an assignment, he thought, it would be some fluff about an athlete’s love life or bathroom habits. A gossip rag with a sports logo. Not journalism. Not what he’d worked for.

The vacuum’s steady drone gave him a small comfort, a hum he could hide inside. It dulled their voices, dulled his anger, dulled the sting of failure that lived behind his ribs like a constant bruise.

But then, unbidden, he thought of his interview.

He saw Elias again in that office, leaning back in his chair with the self-satisfaction of a man who thought himself a gatekeeper. He remembered the way the man’s fingers laced together, his grin wide as he skimmed Miles’s résumé.

“Okay, so you graduated with a 4.0 in journalism, sports focus. You’ve got some clips here… they look good.” Elias paused, then smirked. “Unfortunately, we just aren’t hiring sportswriters anymore. Nobody is.”

The words had stung like a slap, but the smirk—that had been worse. Like Elias had enjoyed saying it. Like telling Miles there was no place for him had been some kind of sport in itself.

“I’d be willing to do anything,” Miles had said back then, desperate. “Just to get my foot in the door. To learn from you. And maybe if someone retired or…”

Elias laughed then, the sound cruel in hindsight. He’d leaned forward and extended his fist, like they were teammates instead of predator and prey. “If you’re willing to do anything, we could use you for tasks here and there.”

Tasks here and there. Miles grimaced at the memory. That had been the trick of it, hadn’t it? The phrasing that had signed him away into a role that was nothing more than busywork dressed in false promise.

The vacuum sputtered to a stop. He wrapped the cord mechanically, though his ears sharpened again, catching the low murmur of voices from the conference room.

“Something’s going on with Julian,” a man said. “He knows whether he’s staying with the Wildcats or signing with the Dragons, but he won’t tell anybody. Clammed right up.”

Miles froze, pulse quickening. This was it—the kind of scoop he dreamed about. He pressed closer to the wall.

“So send in Nora,” someone else said.

A pause, then Elias’s voice: “Julian’s tired of her. She’s not his type. He likes blondes. Bright blondes. And he’s got a thing for A-cups. Always has.”

Another voice scoffed. “Bullshit.”

“Then why do you think every girl you see him with in the tabloids has a flat chest?” Elias shot back.

The room chuckled again, as if this insight were as weighty as breaking news.

Miles exhaled sharply, tearing himself away from the door. He shoved the vacuum into the janitor’s closet, fury bubbling in his veins. He didn’t just wish he could write that story—he knew he could. Better than any of them. But no one was ever going to hand him the chance.

Not unless he made one.

Nora’s words came back, sultry and mocking all at once. Let’s see how desperate you get.

He bit his lip hard, his thoughts spiraling into dangerous territory. What if he did what she had suggested? What if he dressed the part of a “bright blonde” with a flat chest and batted his lashes the way she did? Would Julian talk to him? Would he slip, spill the truth the way he had with Nora once upon a time?

The very thought made his chest tighten. His mind conjured the image unbidden: himself in a wig, powder dusting his cheekbones, lips glossed to a sheen. Sliding into the practice facility as someone new. Someone alluring. Someone powerful in a way he never was as Miles.

He shook the thought off with a groan, dragging a hand through his hair. Not in a million years would that work.

And yet the image lingered, refusing to be shaken, as stubborn as the perfume Nora had left clinging to the seat beside him.

He started back down the hallway and noticed the meeting had ended. The writers were spilling out of the conference room, laughing too loudly, slapping each other on the back, reeking of entitlement and stale coffee. Their voices carried down the corridor like a pack of rowdy teenagers who had never grown up.

One of them—a senior writer Miles didn’t recognize, his gut straining the buttons of his shirt—locked eyes with him. A sneer curled across the man’s lips.

“Make those urinals shine, kid, or I’m gonna have to use your desk instead.”

The laughter of his colleagues echoed behind him, and before Miles could retreat, the man made a crude gesture, miming the unzip of his fly and the casual flick of his hips, as if to piss on the carpet—or on Miles himself.

Heat rushed to Miles’s cheeks. He bit down on his tongue until he tasted copper.

“Fuck this,” he muttered under his breath, forcing himself to keep moving.

But inside, something shifted. He knew he had no choice—not if he wanted respect, not if he wanted more than scraps. If he was ever going to claw his way out of grunt work and into a seat at that table, he would have to do something bold. Something reckless. Something desperate. He would have to get a story of his own, even if it meant crossing a line he could never uncross.

[image: ]


That night, Miles paced the small square of his bedroom like a caged animal. His laptop glowed from the desk, the screen displaying a shopping cart filled with absurdity: a luscious blonde wig, soft curls tumbling down the model’s shoulders. A makeup kit with glossy palettes of color that both terrified and intrigued him. A shiny pink skirt and matching halter top that clung indecently to the mannequin in the product photo. And a bra—complete with silicone inserts promising “realistic bounce and feel.”

His heart pounded as he hovered over the trackpad. He kept adding things, removing them, adding them again, circling the decision like prey he wasn’t brave enough to strike.

“This is insane,” he whispered, raking his fingers through his short blonde hair. His reflection in the darkened window looked back at him, blue eyes wide and haunted. “No way can I do this.”

But then another thought crept in, sharp and undeniable. No way can I find a writing job in this town, either.

He shut his eyes, adrenaline coursing through his veins, making his fingertips tremble. With one final breath, he clicked Place Order.

A confirmation page blinked onto the screen. The items would arrive the next day.

He sat back, staring at the glow until it blurred. Whether he could bring himself to actually put them on, to step into that other version of himself, was a question for tomorrow.
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The following day dragged like wet cloth. Miles checked his phone compulsively, refreshing the tracking app every hour, every half-hour, every ten minutes. Each time it confirmed the same thing: Out for delivery.

By the time the notification arrived—Package Delivered—he could barely concentrate. The office air felt thick, oppressive, the laughter of his coworkers like static in his ears. Every sneer, every condescending order reminded him of the pink box waiting at his doorstep. The box felt like possibility, like escape, like a secret daring him to open it.

He endured the day, careful to keep his head down, careful to avoid Elias’s smirk or another crude joke from the writers who still thought of him as a janitor with delusions of grandeur. But the bitterness in his stomach grew heavier with every step he took across the newsroom.

By five o’clock, his hands itched. His legs carried him to the parking lot as if on autopilot, faster than he intended. He unlocked his car with shaking hands and sped home, heart thudding with the kind of anticipation that bordered on arousal.

Whether he would actually go through with it—that was still unclear. Whether he would really slip the wig over his head, paint color onto his lips, tug the skirt across his hips. He didn’t know. But he did know this: if he didn’t try, if he didn’t at least see what he looked like—what he felt like—he would regret it every single time Elias barked an order, every time some smug old writer laughed at him, every time he walked through those newsroom doors carrying bitterness like a stone in his gut.

It wasn’t just a package waiting at home. It was a test. A mission. Maybe even his only chance.

When Miles arrived home, the first thing he saw was the large brown package resting squarely on his doorstep. His heart lurched into his throat.

He glanced up and down the walkway, eyes darting nervously across the parking lot and toward the other apartment doors. What would his neighbors think if they saw it—if they guessed what he had ordered? The thought made his pulse quicken.

The box sat exposed, careless in its placement, as if daring someone to discover it. For a brief, stomach-turning second he imagined one of the porch pirates he’d heard about over the holidays swooping in and ripping away his secret. The local news had run segment after segment about stolen deliveries. His face burned as he pictured some stranger opening the package, holding up the wig or bra to the light, mocking the poor sap who’d ordered them.

But no. Luck, for once, was on his side. The box remained untouched. His “naughty delivery,” as he thought of it with both dread and excitement, had slipped safely into his hands.

He scooped it up quickly and slipped inside, locking the door behind him.

The cardboard flaps gave way beneath his trembling fingers, and the sight of the contents sent an electric jolt through his chest.

A strange rush overtook him—a cocktail of adrenaline, curiosity, and something darker, headier. The wig, soft and gleaming. The compact case of makeup, shades glinting with possibility. The pink skirt and halter top that shimmered beneath the light like something far too bold for his quiet life. And at the bottom, the bra—its cups padded with firm, silicone mounds meant to transform the flat chest of any boy reckless enough to wear it.

He laughed nervously, though the sound was thin and tight. “This is crazy,” he muttered, but his hands betrayed him, already tugging the wig free from its netting.

It was more realistic than he’d dared to imagine. The strands shone a bright, eye-catching blonde, draping past his shoulders, bangs falling neatly into his line of sight. He placed it on his head, adjusting it clumsily at first, then discovering the small hooks hidden inside, a system designed to anchor the wig securely against his short hair.

He turned toward the mirror and froze.

The reflection staring back at him wasn’t simply Miles with a wig. It was something softer. Younger. Beautiful, even.

He laughed again, shaking his head, but this time the laugh was genuine—startling in its release. “Hey, I’m…” He hesitated, tongue grazing the corner of his mouth as the name rose unbidden. “I’m Miley.”

The word lingered, delicate and dangerous, yet it felt right. His lips curled into a smile. “Yeah. Miley.”

For the first time in longer than he could remember, the smile felt real.

He tilted his head, brushed the bangs aside, and studied himself. The wig framed his face in a way that changed everything. Not entirely male. Not entirely female. Something else. Something freer. Miley is going to be sexy, he thought. Miley is going to be confident as fuck.

His fingers dug into the box again, retrieving the bra. Black lace, intricate and feminine. Its weight surprised him—the silicone inserts heavy, firm, promising shape and fullness he’d never known.

He shoved his arms through the straps, awkward at first, then paused. With a frustrated groan, he stripped his T-shirt over his head, tossing it aside. The air was cool against his bare chest, but the bra’s interior was cooler still as he fastened it around his ribcage.

The sensation made him shiver. The silicone pressed snugly against his nipples, stiffening them almost instantly. He bit his lip as he turned back to the mirror.

The sight left him breathless.

Long blonde hair tumbling past his shoulders. Lush breasts straining against black lace. His boyish frame softened, transformed.

“Damn,” he whispered, grinning in spite of himself. “I look good.”

Heat pooled low in his stomach. He wasn’t sure if it was pride, embarrassment, or desire. Maybe all three. The reflection staring back at him was dangerously close to the kind of girl he had always wanted—except now, she was him.

He crossed his legs, instinctively trying to complete the illusion. But the effect was ruined by the sight of his khakis, wrinkled and utterly out of place.

His grin faltered into a frown of impatience. “I’ve got to make this believable,” he said aloud, voice husky, before shoving the pants down his hips and stepping out of them.

Suddenly, a sharp swell of tension gripped him low in his belly, radiating into the base of his cock. His gaze had fallen on the last item nestled in the box: a pair of panties, delicate and pink, folded like a secret too dangerous to leave out in the open.

His breath caught. His lips parted. His eyes widened, glassy and uncertain, as if the fabric itself were staring back at him, daring him to make a choice.

Am I really going to wear this?

His hand trembled as he reached for it. The thong was impossibly soft, a whisper of silk that seemed to dissolve in his grip. His cock throbbed instantly, lengthening and hardening as though it already knew what the rest of him refused to admit.

The ache that followed was almost painful.

It was the kind of underwear he had only ever fantasized about—a forbidden piece he had imagined peeling off a girl he would never have. The cruel truth hit him again: he had yet to undress anyone in his life. His experience with women existed only in fantasies, in porn, in the unreachable space between longing and shame.

Frustration boiled in his chest as he clutched the thong tighter. “Maybe I was never meant to succeed at anything,” he muttered, the words falling heavy, defeated, a confession no one would hear but him.

But standing there, chest heaving, bra cupping fake breasts, blonde wig framing his flushed face, Miles realized he had come to a crossroads.

He could dismiss it all. Put the clothes back in the box. Forget the wig, the bra, the thong. Pretend none of it had ever touched his skin. Pretend he wasn’t throbbing at the sight of himself in lace. Pretend he wasn’t desperate enough to cross lines other men wouldn’t even think about.

Or he could lean into it. He could be ridiculous. Wild. Bold in a way that terrified him. Bold enough to seize the kind of story that would never be handed to him.

His mind spun with strange, half-formed images. Other young men—vague, faceless rivals—fresh out of college, standing at the same threshold he was. He imagined them pulling on the wig without hesitation, sliding into skirts and heels, painting their mouths crimson before sashaying into Julian’s arms. He could almost see them—these phantom competitors—flirting with the Wildcats’ star, seducing him, coaxing out the story. He pictured them rewarded for their boldness, standing where he should have stood, being promoted where he was ignored.

The line between possible and impossible blurred.

He stared at his reflection. Bare legs. The bra’s weight pulling at his chest. The cascade of blonde hair spilling down, framing his face with softness that made him nearly unrecognizable.

The laugh that had bubbled up earlier was gone. This time he didn’t laugh at all.

Instead, he looked down and saw his cock, thick and heavy, jutting forward in shameless contrast to the girl he was becoming in the mirror. It pulsed, impossibly hard, and he felt dizzy at the sight of it.

He glanced around the room, irrationally afraid someone might have snuck in to watch, that a shadow in the corner might expose his secret. But no—he was alone. Alone with the pounding of his heart, the rush of his breath, and the silken thong trembling in his hand.

He swallowed, furrowed his brow, and stepped into it.

The fabric slid up his thighs like a caress, smooth and cool. When it settled against him, snug and merciless, he let out a broken moan.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his voice ragged.

The thong hugged his cock tightly, straining against the impossible shape beneath, pushing him downward into a tent that bulged obscenely between his thighs. The pressure was sharp, almost sore, but it made his body hum in ways he didn’t understand.

He crossed his legs instinctively, trying to soften the bulge, to make the silhouette more believable, more feminine. The mirror rewarded him with a glimpse of someone new—someone fragile, alluring, dangerous.

His chest rose and fell as he reached back into the box. This time, he pulled out the soft pink T-shirt, the one cut snug around the waist.

He drew it over his head, letting the fabric fall across his chest and settle over the bra. He smoothed it down, tugging at the hem until it sat neatly against him.

“Fuck…” Miles blurted, his voice raw with disbelief as he stared at the reflection. The sight left him dizzy, unsettled in the deepest, most existential way. Who the fuck am I? Who am I even looking at?

The girl in the mirror—the sexy blonde with flushed cheeks and a bra full of round, perfect tits—was both alien and intoxicating. His chest heaved as his eyes roamed over her. The longer he looked, the less she seemed like him at all, and the more she felt like someone else entirely.

“Hey, you,” he whispered, then raised his voice higher, shaping it into the closest approximation of a female tone he could muster. His lips curved into a smile, his tongue grazing their edge. “I wanna fuck you so, so bad.”

Heat surged through him as he continued, licking his lips, experimenting with the role. “I want to suck that big cock you’ve got,” he said, dirty words spilling from his mouth—but when they bounced back at him, it wasn’t Miles speaking them anymore.

It was her.

The girl in the mirror.

A stranger, mysterious and blonde, who had somehow taken root in his bedroom, taunting him with her sultry grin and brazen hunger.

His cock swelled harder with every filthy word, stretching against the thin front of the pink thong until the bulge betrayed the illusion of smooth femininity. He shifted awkwardly, biting his lip, unsure how to disguise the evidence of himself that stubbornly refused to disappear.

But he already knew there was one way to make it disappear.

His hands trembled as he tugged the thong down just enough that its band hugged beneath his balls, freeing his shaft. He wrapped his fingers around his length, stroking with deliberate, shaky pulls, eyes never leaving the mirror.

He focused only on the reflection above his waist—the wig, the lashes, the bra, the girl. The girl who wasn’t Miles at all.

“Stroke that big, juicy cock for me, baby,” he said, pitching his voice higher, coaxing himself, coaxing her.

He dropped lower, his knees meeting the carpet as he crawled closer to the mirror. His cock jutted straight upward now, inches from the glass, his hand working faster. His balls slapped lightly against the band of the thong with every motion, the sound obscene, arousing.

“Are you gonna cum all over me?” he moaned, pressing his lips to the air as though kissing his reflection. His breath fogged the mirror. “Cum all over my tits. Spray me, baby… I want you to spray me all over.”

The fantasy overtook him. His vision tunneled, fixated only on the blonde girl’s lips parting in desperate invitation.

A flicker in the mirror caught his eye, and he turned his head just slightly, glimpsing his own ass in profile. The thin pink thong disappeared between his cheeks, the string riding snug against his crack. His hips were slimmer than he’d ever realized; his waist, narrower. For a disorienting moment, he believed the girl was real—that she existed apart from him, bending, showing herself off.

“Fuck…” he moaned, voice breaking into something higher, softer, breathier than his own.

He turned fully, arching toward the mirror, his ass presented. He bent forward, hands bracing the floor, his reflection now nothing but a round backside and the taut line of a thong splitting him open. His cock throbbed wildly beneath him, swinging as he stroked harder.

Curiosity spiked hotter than shame. He licked his finger, heart hammering, and slid it back between his cheeks. His breath stuttered out of him in a desperate rush as the slick fingertip teased the tight ring of his opening.

He had never touched himself there before. Never even considered it. And yet the moment he pressed inward, his whole body convulsed with sensation. A sore, stretching ache gripped him, sharp at first, then molten.

His moan came out high, coquettish, startling him with how much it sounded like her.

“Yes,” he whimpered, his hips jerking. “Yes, fuck me… please, fuck me.”

His finger pumped into his ass, deeper each time, while his other hand stroked his cock furiously. The reflection confirmed the fantasy: not a young man in a wig, but a blonde girl bent over, moaning as she was finger-fucked in her tight, virgin ass.

The sight was enough—more than enough.

The orgasm surged from deep within, unstoppable, clawing up through his body until it tore through him.

The conquest shifted. It was no longer about spilling himself against the mirror, marking his own reflection with lust. No—the mission had changed. Now the goal was to see only her in the glass. To believe in the illusion fully, to surrender to it completely, until the boy disappeared and the girl reigned.

He kept his gaze high, refusing to look down at the jut of his cock. It wasn’t what he wanted anymore. He wanted to erase it, to forget it. Instead, he pretended the hardness between his thighs no longer existed. In his mind, his cock had transformed into the very finger pumping inside him. He imagined the release flowing backward, spilling from that finger, hot and thick, flooding his own ass as though she—Miley—were being filled.

The fantasy became unbearable. With a strangled cry, he shuddered violently, ropes of semen striping the carpet beneath him, sticky white evidence of the impossible desire that had consumed him. He gasped, his body trembling with the force of it, sweat beading at his temples.

Slowly, breathing ragged, Miles tucked his softening cock back into the pink thong. This time, the skimpy pouch received him easily, his cock limp and his sack drawn tight from release. He exhaled a long, shaky breath, letting the last ripples of climax ebb through him.

He turned back to the mirror. And what he saw made his chest clench.

He had expected disgust. Shame. The crash after the high. But instead, his heart gave a strange flutter of excitement. The wig framed his flushed face. The bra rounded his chest with perky, artificial curves. The thong hugged his hips, still damp with the bead of cum seeping into its fabric. And when he pulled the skirt from its plastic sleeve, held it against himself, and slid it up his legs, the transformation deepened.

The snug pink fabric smoothed against him, concealing more than he feared it would. It hugged him in a way that flattered rather than betrayed. And with it, the illusion solidified. He no longer felt like a boy dressing up. He felt like someone new, someone becoming.

He lingered there, staring, then set the makeup kit out on his desk like sacred tools. Lipstick. Eye shadow. Foundation. Liner. He didn’t know the first thing about how to apply them properly, but he knew there would be time—tutorials, practice. Already, the thought of contour and lashes and gloss made his pulse race. If the wig and bra and skirt could do this much, what would happen when he learned to wield the full arsenal?

Could I really look more like a girl than I do right now?

The question made his cock twitch faintly in the thong, despite his orgasm minutes earlier. He pressed his thighs together, savoring the pressure, the sticky wetness against lace.

He should have felt ashamed. Instead, he felt powerful.

For the first time in his life, Miles had succeeded at something unexpected—he had seduced himself. He had aroused himself to the point of losing control, simply by becoming her.

And now came the more dangerous question: would this remain a secret, a perverse little role-play in the privacy of his bedroom? Or could it become something more practical, more daring? Could he really step out of his apartment and into the world like this?

The very thought made his stomach flip.
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That night, he sat cross-legged on the floor with his phone balanced against a stack of books, watching tutorial after tutorial. He followed every stroke of a brush, every dab of powder, every curve of liner. By the time he finished applying each piece—foundation, shadow, liner, mascara, and finally a slick coat of lipstick—his hands shook, but his reflection did not betray him.

What looked back from the mirror was no longer an experiment. It was her.

Miley.

She was gorgeous. A blonde bombshell with bedroom eyes and lashes that fluttered like they’d been born for it. A girl with lips begging to be kissed, tits perfectly outlined in lace, and a tiny skirt that clung like it had been sewn for her alone.

He bent down before the mirror, overwhelmed, and found himself spreading his legs, presenting just as he had earlier. Only this time, he had added a prop. The banana was still warm from the microwave, slicked with lube, filling him in a way his finger never could. He gasped and pushed, back arching, his wig swaying as he moaned in Miley’s voice.

The reflection undid him. Not a boy pretending, but a girl on her knees, taking it, craving it.

By the time he collapsed onto the carpet, his entire body quivering with release, he knew the truth: this wasn’t a fluke. Miley wasn’t a one-time fantasy. She was real, and she was powerful.

She was everything Miles wasn’t.

When he stood and adjusted the wig, straightened the skirt, reapplied the gloss, the decision came without hesitation. He couldn’t hide her. Not tonight. Not ever again.

Dr. Frankenstein had made his monster. Dr. Jekyll had unleashed his Hyde. But what Miles had created was no monster at all.

It was Miley—confident, cool, liberated.

And before the night was over, she would make her debut.

He grabbed a clutch bag he’d bought on impulse with the rest of the order, slung it over his shoulder, and slipped on a pair of flats. His pulse drummed in his throat as he stepped into the humid summer night.

Miley was free now. And she was already strutting downtown to a bar that had no idea what had just been born.

He parked his car and stepped out, the humid night air pressing against his freshly powdered skin. His hands instinctively went to his skirt, smoothing the fabric over his hips, tugging the hem straight. The padded bra was fussy, its rubber mounds shifting every time he moved too sharply, but Miley adjusted them with the ease of a girl who knew how to make herself look right.

He caught his reflection in the passenger window. The neon glow of Main Street shimmered across the glass, wrapping him in pinks, purples, and electric blues. For a breathless moment, he didn’t see Miles at all. He saw a starlet staring back at him, a blonde siren caught beneath stage lights, ready for her cue. Miley smiled at herself, glossy lips curling, her reflection almost winking back.

The bar he’d chosen was called The Stone—an Irish pub with a sports-bar twist, tucked into the ritziest stretch of downtown. Everyone at the station knew it was a haunt for local athletes looking to drink without paparazzi snapping their photos. Reporters weren’t welcome. The owner, Jersee, was infamous for running his place like a velvet-roped nightclub, flamboyant and bossy in equal measure. Which, of course, made it the perfect place for a girl like Miley to make an entrance.

Miles’s heels clicked against the concrete as he drifted down the long sidewalk toward the doors. His nerves fluttered, but the skirt swished against his thighs, and with each step, Miley grew bolder.

Halfway down the block, two college guys approached. One was stout, with a copper buzz cut and shoulders like a wrestler’s. He gave a low, sharp whistle, eyes tracking every curve of Miley’s body.

The other—taller, leaner, with jet-black hair and a jawline carved from stone—grinned openly. His eyes lingered on her ass, and he smirked. “Fuck, that’s some ass,” he drawled.

The words hit like a spark.

Any normal girl might have rolled her eyes, quickened her step, cursed under her breath. But Miles wasn’t a normal girl—he wasn’t a girl at all. And yet, the attention flooded him with heat.

His cock stirred in the thong, swelling against the satin, and his heart kicked. He wanted more. He wanted the whistles, the grins, the greedy eyes crawling over him. He wanted to feel their hands, even the smack of a palm against his ass. He wanted to be seen.

Used.

Miley wanted to be the center of it all—every look, every catcall, every filthy fantasy. And Miles, for reasons he couldn’t name, found himself craving it too.

He threw a glance over his shoulder as he passed. The two guys were still watching, still grinning. Their eyes followed him like hands.

If only they knew, he thought, a laugh bubbling up in his throat. He bit his lip and giggled, savoring the delicious, dangerous secret.

They thought he was a college girl out for a drink. They believed the illusion. That was all that mattered.

He liked knowing he’d fooled them. Loved it, even. The thought that they found him attractive—her attractive—made his cock twitch again, though soft enough to leave no telltale bump beneath his skirt. He looked down at his flat silhouette, whisper-thin thong hugging him tight, and for a flicker of a moment, he imagined the truth: that he didn’t have a cock at all. That he was smooth between the thighs, aching with a void that only someone else could fill.

He clenched his ass cheeks as he walked, shivering at the fantasy. Miley, you’re turning me into such a slut, he thought, smiling to himself.

The thought of actually going home with a guy—letting someone see, touch, fuck—seemed impossible. Or at least, it had yesterday. But now? Now his brain teemed with fantasies he couldn’t control.

“What’s happening to me?” he whispered, breath ghosting into the night air. His cock pulsed again inside the thong, betraying his body as he remembered the catcalls, the hunger in their eyes. What will happen when I go inside? What if someone else notices me? What if they want more than a smile?

He told himself firmly that he wasn’t here for that. He was only here for a drink, maybe to stand out a little, then go home. But he didn’t take the possibility off the table either. Not anymore.

He reached the doors and placed his hand on the brass handle. The heavy wood swung open on its hinges, and the sound washed over him immediately.

The Stone was upscale in a way that surprised him—polished brass railings, etched glass partitions, and steel accents that glinted in the dim, golden light. It was a place of expense accounts and cocktails served in heavy crystal, hardly the kind of dive where a girl in a pink skirt should belong. Which was precisely why Miley did.

The air hit him thick—fried food and cologne and the faint, stubborn trace of cigarette smoke that clung to every bar downtown. He passed a row of tall ceramic planters, each with a palm frond stretching upward as if posing for a photograph. The brass stanchions and velvet ropes coiled near the entrance stood waiting for the weekend crowd, but on this weeknight the room felt open, humming, alive.

He drifted toward the bar, heels soft on the tiled floor. A cluster of men in business suits occupied one corner, deep in conversation, too wrapped up in their own worlds to notice the blonde starlet sliding into the room.

The bartender turned as Miles slid onto one of the stools, the soft leather creaking beneath him. The name of the adjoining hotel was embroidered in gold along the backrest, lending the place a sheen of polish.

The man behind the bar was tall, broad through the shoulders, with the rugged, smoky handsomeness of middle age—salt beginning to creep into the black of his hair, but with eyes that still held a cinder’s glow. His voice was low and smooth, the kind of voice that belonged to a man who didn’t need to shout to be heard.

“How’s it going?” he asked.

Miles startled, answering at first in his own voice before catching himself, sliding quickly into Miley’s softer, lilting tone. “Um… hi,” he said, adding a coy little wave and even a wink, his nerves buzzing.

The bartender smiled faintly. “Are you waiting for somebody?”

Miles straightened, crossing his legs, the skirt brushing against his thighs. “Why? Because a girl like me doesn’t belong in a place like this?” he teased, though the words carried more bite than he intended. Heat bloomed across his cheeks.

The man chuckled, holding up his palms. “Whoa, easy there. I only meant—are you meeting a hotel guest? Or do you want to order now?”

“Oh.” Miles laughed, trying to play it off, though his voice cracked slightly. “Sorry. I just… well, I’m new in town. Don’t really know anyone yet. Thought I’d grab a drink and, you know, see what’s out there for me.” He gave a self-effacing shrug, improvising as quickly as he could.

“It’s all good,” the bartender said, reaching for a glass and polishing it absently. “Third Street has a great nightlife. Heats up around midnight.”

Miles tilted his head, batting his lashes with effort. “Any bars with cute guys? I mean—besides this one?” He let out a nervous giggle, the sound bubbling up higher than he expected.

The bartender smirked, clearly amused. “There’s The Palms. Popular with college kids. Probably more your speed.”

Miles smiled sweetly. “What makes you think I’m a college kid?”

The man shrugged. “Call it a hunch.” His eyes drifted briefly to Miley’s skimpy pink outfit, lingering for half a beat longer than professional courtesy required.

Miles swallowed, fingers brushing the counter. He almost ordered a beer, then stopped himself. Beer wasn’t Miley’s drink. “Can I get a…” he hesitated, then brightened. “A screwdriver.”

“Sure,” the bartender said, reaching for the vodka. “But I’ll need to see some I.D.”

The words froze Miles’s blood. His heart began to pound, palms growing clammy against the bar top. He hadn’t thought this far ahead. There was no way he could hand over his real I.D.—no way to explain that the blonde starlet on the stool was actually Miles, twenty-one, intern, and errand boy. His mind scrambled. Do I bolt? Pretend I left my wallet at home? He’ll think I’m just some dumb kid who tried to sneak a drink. He’ll never know the truth.

“Um… actually⁠—”

“Just give her the damn drink, Ben,” a voice cut in.

Miles stiffened.

The bartender sighed, rolling his eyes but smiling all the same. “Julian, don’t start.”

Miles turned, pulse thrumming in his ears, and nearly forgot how to breathe.

There he was. Julian. Blonde, statuesque, the star athlete whose name had been on every gossip rag and every sports broadcast. The same man Nora had interviewed with those bedroom eyes. The same man Elias and the others had been talking about behind closed doors.

And now he was here, leaning down behind Miles, his presence overwhelming, his cologne sharp and masculine, mingling with the musk of cigarettes and alcohol.

“C’mon, Ben,” Julian said, placing a warm, heavy hand on Miles’s bare shoulder. “She’s twenty-one. Looks plenty old enough to me.” He winked, and the casual intimacy of it nearly undid Miles.

“Oh, um…” Miles forced a smile, channeling Miley’s higher voice. “Of course I am. Thanks for sticking up for me.” The words came out breathy, wavering with nerves.

Julian slid onto the stool beside him. Up close, he was even more devastating—chiseled jawline roughened with stubble, blue eyes alive with mischief, his frame so effortlessly athletic it radiated power.

“Mind if I pay for that?” Julian asked, nodding toward the bartender, who was already pouring orange juice into the glass.

Miles’s stomach flipped. The screwdriver would go untouched—he knew he couldn’t risk getting drunk tonight. Not when his ruse already balanced on a razor’s edge. But the gesture, the athlete sitting close, the scent of sweat and spice filling his nose—it was dizzying.

And then the darker thought struck him: What if he recognizes me? What if he sees past Miley and finds Miles hiding underneath? What happens if word gets back to Elias, or the station? Would it ruin me? Would it ruin everything?

“So, you said you’re new in town?” Julian asked as the bartender slid a beer toward him. The athlete waved it away with an easy grin.

“You know I don’t drink during the season, dude,” he said, his voice carrying that casual authority of someone who was used to being listened to.

Miles, trying to think on his feet, blurted, “You certainly smell like you do.” The words slipped out before he could stop them, and his stomach dropped instantly.

But Julian only laughed, shaking his head, the sound warm and unbothered. “Okay, fair. Maybe I spend time with a few hedonists, if you want to call them that.” His eyes gleamed with mischief. “But seriously, I’m all about the job.”

Miles tilted his head, giving an innocent smile. “What do you do?” he asked, as if he hadn’t already memorized every stat line the man had racked up this season.

Julian blinked, visibly thrown. He shifted in his stool, leaning forward with renewed interest. “Wait—you don’t know?” His grin widened, boyish despite the stubble roughening his jaw. “Wow. That’s… refreshing. Different.”

“Should I know?” Miles asked, letting his voice tilt upward with girlish curiosity.

Julian chuckled and spread his hands. “I’m an athlete.”

Miles widened his eyes. “Wow.” He let the word linger, airy with admiration. He crossed his legs beneath the bar, skirt riding up just slightly as he shifted. The motion wasn’t lost on Julian; his gaze flickered downward, then back up with a smirk.

“So,” Miles said, biting gently at his lower lip. “What kind?”

Julian leaned back, eyes narrowing with playful secrecy. “Well, that’s for me to know and for you to find out.”

Miles felt the shift deep inside himself—Miles fading, Miley taking the wheel. He let his gaze drop to Julian’s lap, lingering just long enough before dragging it back up to meet the man’s eyes. He smiled, coy and practiced. “And how does a girl go about finding out, anyway?”

The move was bold, maybe reckless. Careful, Miles, he warned himself. But the truth was clear: he’d already gone too deep to pull back. Miley was here now, and she wanted to play.

Julian’s eyes softened into hunger, the corner of his mouth quirking up as though he’d been waiting for that very line. His jeans stretched taut against his thighs, and Miles—no, Miley—couldn’t help but wonder what lay beneath, thick and heavy, restrained only by denim. The thought sent a twitch through the thong’s pouch, and his heart hammered faster.

Miley brushed her bangs aside with a light flick of her fingers, flashing a flirtatious smile. She giggled softly, her glossed lips shimmering in the bar’s dim light. She knew her makeup was perfect, her lashes batting with deliberate timing. She was ridiculous, she knew—but also irresistible.

This was the moment she had fantasized about. Fate had delivered Julian to her, here, now, in this bar. All she needed was to coax him, to keep him leaning closer, to slip past his guard until he gave her the truth. Was he staying? Was he signing? If she could bring that scoop back to the newsroom before Elias or Nora even had a clue⁠—

They’d choke on it.

But she had to hold her nerve. Miley had to stay calm.

Julian cleared his throat, his eyes sliding over her body as though cataloging every curve. “You’re asking me how a girl like you finds out?” He smirked. “I’d say you’ve got plenty of gifts… and I’m sure more than a few talents.”

“Julian,” the bartender muttered, half a warning, half a sigh. Clearly, he’d seen this act before. But his tone lacked heat—just weary indulgence.

Miley laughed, effervescent and teasing. “What kind of talents are you talking about?” She leaned an elbow onto the bar, letting the movement push her padded breasts higher. “You’re the athlete. Let’s talk about your talents.”

Julian grinned, leaning closer, the scent of his cologne and sweat washing over her. “Well,” he said, voice dipping low, “I’ve got a big bat.”

Miley giggled, covering her mouth delicately. “Whoa. Okay. Now we’re getting somewhere.”

Her thighs pressed together beneath the skirt, heat pooling low in her belly as the tension between them coiled tighter.

He found himself unable to keep still. His hands had grown restless, rebellious, no longer his own. They drifted toward Julian almost of their own accord, fingers grazing the solid curve of the athlete’s bicep. The skin beneath his touch was smooth, warm, and unyielding, like steel wrapped in silk. The brief contact sent a wild flutter through him, his body shivering with an appetite he couldn’t name.

What am I doing? How far is this going to go? Why the fuck am I touching him?

Miles had no answers. Because it wasn’t Miles anymore.

It was Miley.

She was here, taking control, her hunger eclipsing his fear. Miley wanted something he couldn’t admit out loud. She wanted Julian. She wanted the scoop, yes—but she wanted the man too. She wanted his attention, his eyes, his body. She wanted to test what it meant to be seen, desired, maybe even claimed. And Miles, powerless, could do nothing but follow where she led.

His cock swelled shamelessly beneath the tight pouch of his thong, straining inside his skirt, betraying him with every beat of his heart. His thoughts twisted dirty: What would that “big bat” he bragged about feel like inside me?

Miles swallowed and forced a smile. “So… you’re a batter, huh?”

Julian leaned closer, a smirk curling over his lips. “And you look like you know how to catch a few balls,” he said, punctuating it with a wink.

The boldness struck Miles like a blow and a caress all at once. He twirled a lock of blonde wig between his fingers, careful not to tug too hard. The illusion had to hold. I can’t believe he hasn’t seen through me… it must be the lighting.

But then he remembered the mirror. The way he’d looked last night—how convincing he’d been even to himself. How Miley had stared back at him like a stranger who was real, alive, hungry. She wasn’t just an act.

“Maybe so,” he said, eyes darting playfully side to side.

“Julian, my man,” Ben muttered, polishing a glass. “You’re asking for it.”

“Bud out, Benny.” Julian laughed, his tone warm but dismissive. “I know I’m asking for it.” He turned back to Miley, grinning like a wolf who had spotted prey. “The question is—what are we going to do about it?”

His stare pressed into Miles like a hand, heavy and expectant.

Miles’s voice wavered, though he pushed through, feigning nonchalance. “Are you on a team? Like… are you signed for a few seasons or anything?”

For a fraction of a second, something shifted in Julian’s expression. Even Ben’s shoulders stiffened as the words hung in the air.

Miles’s heart kicked into his throat. Shit. Too blunt. Think. Pivot.

He laughed nervously, twirling his straw. “I mean—do I need to worry about your wife showing up? You know, commitments. Are you tied down? Like… to a team. Or a wife.” He forced the metaphor, desperate to keep afloat.

Julian’s laugh broke the tension. He cocked a brow, intrigued. “No wife. But I like that—being on a team is like being married.”

“You’ve never been married, Julian,” Ben muttered.

“Bud out, Benny,” Julian shot back, flicking his wrist with careless flair. Then he leaned closer, eyes gleaming. “I don’t have any commitments. So why don’t we make one?”

Miles blinked. “What?”

“I’ve got a penthouse right upstairs.” Julian’s tone was casual, but his eyes promised something far from casual.

Miles’s pulse thundered. Fuck. Upstairs? Go upstairs with him?

His thoughts spun. Maybe Julian just meant another drink. Maybe he meant to talk. Miles could always leave if it got too far. He was still in control, wasn’t he? I’m a grown man. I can walk away whenever I want.

But then another voice whispered: Do you even want to?

He bit his lip, heat flooding low in his belly. Fuck… I really want to.

Julian waved a hand in front of his face. “Earth to hot girl.”

Miles blinked, then found his voice. “I was just wondering what you were waiting for.”

The athlete grinned, triumphant. He slipped his large hand over Miles’s, engulfing it, and gave a gentle squeeze. The contact made Miles’s knees quiver beneath the bar.

“Come on.”

Before Miles could second-guess himself, Julian was guiding him off the stool, leading him through the back of the bar. The press of his palm, warm and firm, made Miles’s body hum with nerves and want.

The hallway dimmed as they approached the elevator. Julian pressed the button with the confidence of a man who always got what he wanted. He turned back, that wolfish grin still painted across his face.

The brass doors slid apart with a soft chime, and Miles followed Julian into the elevator’s polished interior. His pulse thundered in his ears as his eyes betrayed him, roaming down the length of the jock’s body. The tight denim clung to Julian’s thighs, outlining every line of muscle, every taut curve of his hips. But what Miles couldn’t look away from—what his hungry gaze kept returning to—was the formidable swell in the front of those jeans.

God, what does his dick look like? What if I just… got a peek?

The thought made his cheeks burn. It wasn’t Miles thinking it—it was Miley. It had to be. It felt like the wig itself had burrowed into his mind, like some intoxicating parasite, rewiring him into the kind of reckless, cock-hungry girl he’d never imagined himself becoming.

But how could he help it?

Miles reminded himself, desperately, that this was supposed to be about the story. The scoop. The career-making detail no one else could get. Yet the truth was undeniable: the story had already taken a backseat to something else. Something hotter. Hungrier.

The elevator shuddered, then rose smoothly, climbing into the night. Gravity tugged at his knees, leaving them weak as the box ascended floor after floor. His stomach swooped like he was on a roller coaster, every nerve lit with panic and arousal.

When the doors finally opened, Miles drew in a sharp breath.

“Wow,” he gasped.

The penthouse sprawled out before him like something from a magazine. The floor gleamed with white marble, cool and pristine, while brushed steel fixtures caught the glow of the recessed lights. Along the far western wall, an expanse of floor-to-ceiling glass revealed the city skyline, glittering like spilled jewels against the velvet night.

“Shit… this is amazing,” he whispered, nearly forgetting to soften his voice into Miley’s.

Julian smiled, watching him with amusement. “I know, right?”

Miles drifted toward the window, drawn by the view. But before he could press closer, Julian’s presence was suddenly behind him, overwhelming, inescapable.

He felt it then—the very mound he’d been staring at in the elevator—firm and undeniable, pressing into the cleft of his ass.

A choked moan slipped out before he could stop it. His lips parted, and his body trembled. Fuck. What am I doing? I can’t do this. I shouldn’t do this. His heart hammered faster, caught between dread and desire.

“I—” he started, meaning to protest. To stop this before it went any further.

But the words dissolved on his tongue.

Instead, he bit down, hard, on his lip, staring out at the glittering city below. For a dizzy, surreal moment, it felt like he ruled it all—like he was queen of a kingdom that had once spat him out as nothing. No Elias sneering at him. No bosses laughing behind conference room doors. Just him—her—standing above the world with Julian Stone pressed flush against his ass, breathing hot against the side of his neck.

Gooseflesh prickled along his arms as Julian’s strong hands slid lower, fingertips skimming the bare skin of his thighs, teasing higher, brushing the hem of his skirt.

“Fuck…” Miles moaned, voice high, trembling.

Julian reached for a remote and clicked it casually. The lights died in an instant, and the room was swallowed by shadow. Only the city remained, a thousand neon lights casting Miles’s reflection back at him in the glass.

His chest heaved. His heart galloped. The athlete’s fingers crept under his skirt, stroking dangerously close, and Miles panicked. Fuck. He can’t touch my dick. He can’t find out. What do I do?

“You know,” Julian murmured between soft kisses along his neck, teeth grazing skin, “I don’t usually bring girls up here.”

“Oh?” Miles managed, his voice strangled. The lips on his throat left him weak, pliant.

“I’m a big star,” Julian whispered, the words rumbling against his skin. “I can’t take risks. Girls might try to get pregnant. Blackmail me. Use me.”

Miles froze. His blood turned cold. What does he mean? Is he testing me? Does he know? Am I busted? His hands twitched at his sides, restless with dread.

“Oh?” he echoed, forcing out a laugh, strained and brittle. “Well… I’m a girl.” His voice cracked, but he pushed through. “Why did you bring me up, then?”

Julian chuckled, low and knowing.

“Because I can usually tell which girls will play by my rules. There are the straight-laced ones, the proper ones—they don’t bend. But girls like you?” His lips brushed Miles’s ear. “Girls who scream fun? I can tell you’re the kind who likes to get a little dirty.”

Heat surged back into Miles’s veins, heady and dangerous.

“Oh yeah?” he whispered. “Well… that’s true. I am.”

The words shocked him even as they left his mouth. But Miley—oh, Miley leaned into them.

He turned, eyes wide, lips parted—and pressed them to Julian’s.

The contact was explosive.

Julian kissed him back instantly, hungrily, his tongue thrusting forward, claiming, dominating. Their mouths collided, their tongues tangling, and Miles whimpered into him, knees quivering, body surrendering.

Oh God. I kissed him. And he kissed me back.

Julian pulled back from the kiss, his breath hot and impatient, his hands already lowering toward the swell of Miles’s padded bra. But Miles—Miley—moved faster.

A daring smile tugged at his glossed lips as he slipped down from the couch, sinking to his knees on the cool marble floor. His skirt hiked up around his thighs, a deliberate invitation. “Maybe you need to play by my terms, too,” he teased, voice husky, and let his fingers wander boldly over the bulge straining against Julian’s jeans.

The sheer size of it made his pulse hammer. He toyed with the button, flicking it open with a practiced little twist, then tugged the zipper down slowly, savoring the rasp of teeth parting under pressure. The massive mound surged forward, swelling against the fabric until he reached inside and freed it.

The cock that spilled out was obscene.

Thick. Heavy. Alive. It sprang forward with weight and heat, the flushed head bobbing close enough to brush his lips. Miles’s eyes went wide, crossing slightly as the thick, pink crown hovered inches from his face.

Fuck… how big is this thing? Holy shit.

He pulled back with a gasp, awe and panic colliding in his chest. “Oh my God…” he whispered, breath catching as the veined shaft loomed over him, stiffening by the second.

He couldn’t resist touching it. His fingers curled around the base, tentative at first, then firmer as he stroked upward. The skin was hot, taut with veins that pulsed under his grip. Each stroke made Julian’s hips twitch ever so slightly, the sheer mass of him demanding attention.

Julian chuckled, shaking his head as if the scene were familiar, routine. “So, you’re really gonna put those sweet lips around this thing, huh?”

It was a challenge.

Miley accepted it.

With a wink and a flutter of lashes, he leaned in and parted his lips, wrapping them around the swollen head. The taste of skin and salt filled his mouth as the thick crown spread him wide. The spongy head pressed against the roof of his mouth, rubbing, testing. Miles’s tongue darted forward instinctively, swirling around the ridge, teasing the slit.

Julian groaned, fingers tangling in the blonde wig. Panic shot through Miles’s body at the tug—fuck, if it comes off…—but miraculously, it held. The illusion remained intact.

A flicker of guilt tried to surface. This is wrong. He doesn’t know. I should stop.

But Miley silenced the thought.

Because Julian wasn’t innocent either—bringing a stranger upstairs, pressing his body close, expecting sex as easily as ordering a drink. And besides, in this moment, Miles wasn’t Miles. He was a warm mouth. A hungry girl. A hole aching to please.

Julian’s hand tightened, pushing him lower. Miles gagged as the thick shaft pressed deep, the back of his throat fluttering helplessly around it. His eyes watered, but when he pulled back, gasping for breath, the sight of Julian’s spit-slick cock bobbing inches from his face only made his own body throb harder.

“Fuck yeah,” Julian groaned, his voice deep and raw.

Miles bit his lip, saliva dripping down his chin. A flicker of resentment stirred—resentment at being treated so cheap, so mechanical.

But Miley wanted it. Miley wanted to be used, degraded, swallowed up whole by this man’s power. The ache between his thighs was unbearable, his cock twitching uselessly against the lace of his thong, trapped and aching.

He leaned forward again, sliding his lips back over the thick shaft. The plush head pushed past his tongue, pressing relentlessly against his throat. Again the gag reflex sparked, but this time he lingered longer, eyes shut tight, his whole body trembling with the effort.

“Come on…” Julian growled, hand guiding him with firm insistence.

Miles whimpered around the cock, the sound muffled but desperate. His throat spasmed as Julian pressed him deeper still.

And with each thrust, the line between Miles and Miley blurred further—until he wasn’t sure if he was fighting the gag or surrendering to it.

“What do you think of my cock?” Julian asked, his voice low, teasing, already confident in the answer.

Miles looked up at him, eyes wide, lips glistening with spit. “I fucking love it,” he said, his voice trembling but hungry. His fingers clutched at the athlete’s thighs, feeling the sheer density of muscle beneath the denim.

Julian smirked. “Good. But there’s somewhere else I want to put it.”

Miles licked his lips, tasting his own saliva, his chest rising and falling in quick little bursts. “Oh yeah?”

Julian leaned forward slightly, eyes gleaming. “Remember what I said about playing by my rules?”

Miles nodded, still kneeling on the floor, still playing the role of the eager blonde co-ed.

“I only do anal,” Julian said flatly, as if the statement required no apology, no negotiation. “Take it or leave it.”

Miles blinked, then let out a sudden, girlish giggle.

Julian cocked a brow. “What’s funny?” Suspicion laced his tone.

Miles flicked his blonde bangs aside with a playful toss of his head. “Because I only do anal too.”

For the first time, Julian’s cocky smile faltered into surprise, then broke into a deeper grin. “Seriously? Oh, fuck. You’re one dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

Before Miles could answer, Julian grabbed his wrist and hauled him up from the floor. The athlete’s strength was dizzying, irresistible. He led Miles across the room to a broad ivory leather sofa and bent him over the armrest with casual authority. Miles’s ass arched high into the air, his pink skirt riding upward, baring the round swell of his cheeks.

“Fuck yeah,” Julian growled, yanking the skirt higher until the pink thong came into view, thin fabric disappearing neatly between the cheeks of his ass. The jock’s big palm came down with a sharp smack, the sting blooming across Miles’s skin, followed by a rough grab that kneaded his flesh.

Miles whimpered into the cushions, praying the dim lighting would keep Julian from noticing the betraying bulge of his balls hidden by the thong. He swallowed, then pushed his hips back just slightly, daring, wanting. “I like to keep the thong on,” he said breathlessly, pitching his voice higher, more feminine. He peeked over his shoulder, batting his lashes. “Just pull it aside and fuck me. Why waste time with pussy when I’ve got a tight, wet little ass begging to choke that big dick?”

Julian’s breath hitched. “Oh, fuck yeah.”

He spat into his palm, slicked his cock, and gave it a few slow strokes. Then he bent down, his hot tongue dragging across Miles’s puckered hole.

Miles gasped, eyes wide, back arching violently. “Oh—fuck!”

Julian licked again, then circled his tongue over and over, coaxing the tight ring of muscle to loosen. Miles moaned high and sharp, clutching the cushions, disbelief and hunger warring inside him. He couldn’t believe he was letting this happen—letting a man bury his face in his ass—but he couldn’t stop either. Every swirl of Julian’s tongue made him shiver, made his cock twitch inside the thong.

“Fuck me,” Miles begged, his voice breaking. “Come on. Split me open with that big dick. I need it.”

Julian chuckled darkly, then pushed a finger inside. Miles groaned, biting down on the leather cushion, the ache sharp but intoxicating. Another finger followed, stretching him, filling him.

When the jock finally pressed the swollen head of his cock against Miles’s ass, Miles bit his lip until it almost bled. The pressure was immense, the blunt crown grinding against his tight ring, demanding entry.

Then, with a steady thrust, Julian pushed past the resistance.

Miles wailed, his body shuddering as the massive cock forced its way inside, inch by inch. The stretch was unbearable, burning, tearing him open. Yet even through the pain, ecstasy pulsed at his core.

“Fuck,” Julian groaned, gripping Miles’s hips as he slid deeper, burying himself in the trembling body bent over his sofa.

Miles clawed at the cushions, crying out, overwhelmed by the pain and the sheer size filling him. But the pain blurred quickly into something sharper, sweeter. His hole spasmed around the cock, gripping it, craving more.

Julian set a rhythm, pulling out just enough to slam back in, each thrust shoving Miles forward against the leather. The sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the sleek penthouse, vulgar and wet.

Miles sobbed and moaned, his face pressed into the couch, his body breaking open. But even as the soreness spread, a new pleasure lit up deep inside him. Julian’s cock was grinding against something within—a spot that sent fireworks bursting behind his eyes with every stroke.

“Oh God,” he whimpered, high and raw. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Julian groaned above him, his thrusts faster, deeper, more demanding.

And suddenly, Miles realized the story didn’t matter anymore. Elias didn’t matter. His job didn’t matter.

All that mattered was this moment: being filled, owned, split apart by the big, muscular athlete who was fucking him like a dirty little fuckdoll.

The line between Miles and Miley dissolved completely.

And she was screaming for more.

Julian’s hand cracked against Miles’s ass, sharp and demeaning, the sound echoing through the marble-and-leather penthouse. His palm lingered, kneading, claiming. “You dirty little cock-tease,” he snarled, his voice guttural with lust. “You love this dick buried deep in your ass, don’t you? You love being my little whore.”

Miles’s head snapped back, blonde wig swaying, his lips parted in a desperate cry. “Fuck… yes! I want it deeper—harder!” His voice was higher now, less a performance and more a confession, torn from some raw part of him he didn’t know existed. The pitch had grown authentic, as if Miley herself were speaking through him, abandoning pretense for truth.

Julian groaned, a visceral rumble from deep in his chest, and Miles knew what was coming. The athlete’s rhythm grew ragged, thrusts faster, rougher, each one slamming Miles’s ass down on his thick shaft with merciless force.

Miles barely had time to brace before the fire consumed him. The pressure in his gut coiled and snapped, spilling over like a dam breaking. His body convulsed, hole spasming tight around Julian’s cock. “I’m cumming!” he screamed, voice cracking as white-hot pleasure tore through him.

“Not before me, you greedy little pussy!” Julian growled, his hand slapping hard against Miles’s cheek before locking down on his hips. He yanked him back with brutal force, grinding his ass to the hilt, impaling him on the full length of his cock.

“Ohhh—fuck!” Miles howled, the cry echoing off the glass walls as his orgasm erupted. Hot seed burst into his thong, spurting against the lace, soaking the inside of his skirt. His cock twitched helplessly, trapped and leaking, as he shook with release.

And then Julian’s roar filled the room. His cock throbbed violently, swelling inside Miles’s ass before spilling over. The first hot pulse flooded deep, followed by another, and another—thick ropes of virile cum pumping into his bowels. Miles’s body clenched tight around the cock, milking it, holding it, refusing to let go. He felt every drop, every shuddering spasm, until his insides were drenched, until he could no longer tell where his body ended and Julian’s pleasure began.

The athlete grunted, hips jerking as he emptied himself, stuffing Miles until the cum leaked around the shaft, slick and obscene.

When Julian finally stilled, both men were trembling. Miles collapsed forward, chest heaving, face pressed into the cool leather cushions. His hole fluttered around the thick cock still lodged inside him, clinging, reluctant to let go.

At last Julian eased back, sliding free with a wet sound that made Miles gasp. Miles could feel the mess seeping out, soaking the thong, warm and humiliating, yet thrilling in a way he couldn’t explain.

Julian chuckled, still catching his breath. He tugged the thong string neatly back between Miles’s cheeks, almost ceremonious, like covering up a treasure only he had discovered. Then he gave another firm smack to Miles’s ass. “You’re one wild girl,” he laughed. “I’ve never had anyone take it like that before.”

Miles pulled himself upright slowly, legs trembling, his wig slightly askew, his cheeks still flushed. He forced a breathless smile. “Well… let’s just say I’m not your typical girl.”

Julian grinned, but his next words landed like a bomb. “It’s a shame I’m signing with Seattle next month.”

Miles’s eyes widened. For a moment, the soreness in his ass, the cum in his thong, the heat still burning through his body—all of it vanished beneath the realization. He had stumbled, miraculously, into the very secret he had set out to uncover. The scoop. The career-making story.

“Oh,” Miles managed, voice tight. “That is a shame.”

Julian leaned back against the sofa, still smirking. “I’ll be back here once a month, though. Maybe you can take care of my place while I’m gone?”

Miles blinked. “Are you serious? You don’t even know me.”

Julian laughed, shaking his head. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I only fucked you balls-deep, but I suppose that doesn’t really count.”

Miles smirked despite himself, his voice soft but certain. “Trust me. That counts for something.”

Julian’s grin grew wolfish again. “Guess I’ll just have to get to know you better. Why don’t you stay the night?”

“Really?” Miles asked, caught between relief and something dangerously close to excitement.

“Yeah,” Julian said simply. His hand slid down, cupping Miles’s ass possessively, tugging him close again. His eyes narrowed, searching, as if trying to read something hidden behind the blonde wig, the lashes, the painted lips. “I’m not done with you yet.”

For a breathless moment, their eyes locked—blue on blue, two secrets staring at one another.

“Something tells me you’ve got a lot I don’t know,” Julian said.

Miles laughed nervously, his heart still racing. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“So you’re staying?”

Miles hesitated. Who was he now? Still Miles, the frustrated intern? Or Miley, the daring, dangerous slut who had just given herself to a man she wasn’t supposed to want? He didn’t know anymore. The only certainty was the strange pull in his chest—the feeling that Miley wasn’t just a disguise. She was real. And she wanted this.

He knew one thing for sure: he wouldn’t betray Julian’s secret. Not to Elias, not to anyone.

So he smiled, trembling but resolute, and answered. “Of course.”
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The apartment was silent when Miles finally let himself back inside. He shut the door and leaned against it, exhaling hard, as if the weight of the night had only just caught up to him. His body still ached—his thighs sore, his ass tender, his lips swollen from Julian’s kisses—but it wasn’t just his body that felt different.

It was him.

He drifted to the mirror, the same one where Miley had first been born. The wig was slightly tangled, lashes clinging to his lids, lipstick smudged into a faded stain. He should’ve been embarrassed, even disgusted. But when his reflection stared back at him, he didn’t see shame. He saw her.

Miley.

Her blonde hair framed his face just so, softening his jaw, brightening his eyes. Her skirt was wrinkled now, her thong stained and sticky beneath, but she looked every bit the girl who had been desired, taken, filled. Every bit the girl who had been kissed like she mattered, fucked like she belonged.

And the truth was—she had loved it.

Miles touched the mirror, his fingers brushing the glass where hers reached back. “Do I even want to go back?” he whispered. His voice wavered, deeper than hers, but softer now, fragile with doubt. “Or do I want to stay you?”

He thought about Julian’s weight against him, the way his body had responded with a hunger he’d never known before. He thought about the way the world had looked from behind her lashes—how every catcall, every hungry glance, had made him feel powerful, alive.

Was he still Miles? Or had he been someone else all along, waiting for this moment, waiting for Miley to step forward and claim the space he’d been too afraid to occupy?

His chest rose, fell, rose again. He didn’t know the answer.

But as he peeled off his skirt and thong, cleaned himself, and finally curled into bed, he realized something undeniable: he wasn’t sure he ever wanted to stop.


HIS BIG PRIZE



CHAPTER ONE




I stared at the glass of whiskey sitting on my desk, positioned precariously beside the mountain of paperwork awaiting my attention. The amber liquid shimmered under the dull glow of my office lamp, a small indulgence amidst the drudgery of my profession. My work was long and tedious. I could never call it boring—being a lawyer for high-profile clients came with its share of intrigue—but it was undoubtedly exhausting. The constant demands, the endless negotiations, the ceaseless battles in and out of the courtroom.

And then there was the other war I fought—the one raging inside me. Because, beyond being an overworked attorney, I was also a sex addict. The craving gnawed at me, insatiable, demanding its next fix. I ached for the next time I could bury myself deep in some velvety, wet pussy, losing myself in the primal relief it provided.

Every day, I fought the urge to disappear into my private bathroom, to give in to temptation and stroke my cock to whatever filth I could pull up on my phone. And every day, I failed. Today would be no different. The battle in my mind was already lost the moment I felt my chair scrape against the hardwood floor as I pushed myself away from my desk. My resolve crumbled like ash.

Is this really how I want to live my life? The thought surfaced, unwanted, unwelcome. It always did. But I knew the answer, didn’t I? If I wasn’t jerking off to some perfect-bodied slut on my screen, I was making arrangements to have one in my bed by nightfall. Because relationships weren’t an option for me. I didn’t have the time, and even if I did, I was an asshole. I knew it. I accepted it. I couldn’t give a woman the emotional validation she craved, the soft words, the whispered promises.

I stepped into the bathroom, shutting and locking the door behind me with the finality of a condemned man sealing his fate. My fingers worked the zipper of my tailored slacks with practiced ease, freeing my throbbing cock and the heavy ache in my balls. The anticipation alone sent a shudder through me.

I pulled up my favorite video—one I’d watched more times than I cared to admit. A gorgeous brunette, her mouth stretched wide around one cock while another slammed into her from behind, her moans desperate, needy. The sight of her, the slick, obscene sounds filling my ears, sent a jolt of pure hunger through me. My grip tightened, my hand working furiously, chasing that inevitable high. My breath hitched, my muscles tensed, and when release finally crashed over me, I groaned, spilling into the toilet.

But it wasn’t enough. It never was.

I did it again. And again. Until my cock was raw, my body spent, and still, the craving lingered, whispering that I should go one more round. I might have, too, if I hadn’t heard Chris’s voice from the other side of the door.

“Hey, boss?” His voice was hesitant, laced with the cautious tone of a man who knew exactly what I was doing but was too afraid—or too polite—to call me out on it.

My employees knew. Of course, they knew. Just like they knew about the trouble I sometimes got myself into at night—the kind of trouble that required a discreet phone call and a well-placed bribe to make disappear. More than once, I’d had to rely on them to clean up my messes.

I sighed, shoving my still-sensitive cock back into my pants and buttoning up. I turned on the sink, washing my hands with a focus that had nothing to do with hygiene and everything to do with trying to scrub away the filth I felt inside. It never worked.

When I reentered my office, Chris was standing there, small and mousy as ever, his nervous energy practically vibrating off him. He was a decent enough kid—hardworking, loyal—but he would never be the kind of cutthroat lawyer this firm required. Despite his admiration for me, he simply didn’t have it in him. But I let him believe otherwise. Let him think that one day, he might take my place. It kept him motivated. And I wasn’t planning on giving up my position anytime soon.

“What is it?” I asked, adjusting my lapel with a sharp tug.

Chris hesitated, shifting on his feet. That look was back—the one that made him seem like an innocent lamb in the presence of a wolf. Judgment laced with concern. He’d never say anything outright, never call me out on my shit, but it was there in his eyes. If I had any reason to exploit him, I might have. But Chris had nothing I wanted beyond his usefulness as my secretary. Of course, I never called him that.

“I’m here to remind you about the charity auction tonight. The organization wants to confirm your attendance.”

I scoffed, exhaling a humorless chuckle. “Do I look like I want to go to a charity auction?”

Chris didn’t answer, but he didn’t have to. He knew the game as well as I did. These events were less about philanthropy and more about power, about networking, about being seen in the right places with the right people.

But then again, those events were also crawling with beautiful women—women who were bored, desperate for attention, eager for something… or someone… to make the night more interesting.

I exhaled, running a hand over my jaw. “Fine. Tell them I’ll be there.”

Chris nodded and turned to leave. I watched him go, my mind already shifting, calculating. Maybe tonight would provide the distraction I needed. Maybe it would be just another indulgence in a long list of sins. Either way, I knew one thing for certain.

The hunger would return. And I would feed it. Like I always did.

Chris coughed and looked down at his clipboard, his fingers tightening around the pen poised above his to-do list. He was just about to cross something off when he hesitated, his eyes flicking back up to meet mine. Clearing his throat, he shifted his weight from one foot to the other, clearly debating whether or not to speak.

"Sir, it’s just that…"

"What? What is it?" I snapped, running a hand through my hair, immediately regretting the copious amount of gel I had applied that morning. The strands stuck together in a stiff, immovable mass, a minor annoyance added to an already frustrating day.

Chris hesitated again, then finally spoke. "It’s just that it’s your type of auction. I figured you’d want to go."

I frowned. "What does that mean?"

"Women, sir. They’re auctioning off dates with women. I just figured it was something you’d be interested in."

"Dates?" I let out a sharp laugh, leaning back in my chair. "Is that all? What good is a date to me?"

Chris, to his credit, didn’t falter. "I know what you’re thinking, sir," he said, his tone cautious yet assured. "But I’m sure any of those women would gladly be willing to do more with a man of your importance."

I arched a brow, a slow smirk tugging at the corner of my mouth. "Is that so? Chris, are you hitting on me?"

The poor kid practically turned red. His shoulders stiffened, his mouth opening and closing like a fish gasping for air. I laughed, deep and rich, reveling in the way he fumbled over himself. "Relax, I’m only kidding. And stop calling me ‘sir.’ My name is Bruce. How many times do I have to tell you that?"

"Sorry, sir—er, I mean Bruce." He winced, clearly annoyed with himself.

Shaking his head, Chris turned toward the door, his hand on the handle, ready to make his escape. Yet as he pulled it open, something twisted in my stomach, an inexplicable feeling I didn’t entirely understand. I clenched my jaw, debating for a split second before calling out to him.

"You know what? Go ahead and tell them I’ll be there. Maybe it’ll do me some good to give back."

Chris stopped, his face breaking into a genuine smile as he nodded. "Of course. I’ll let them know."

I watched him disappear into the hallway, the echo of his footsteps fading into the distance. I exhaled slowly, rolling my shoulders, already wondering what the night would have in store for me. If nothing else, it promised to be… interesting.


CHAPTER TWO




I put on my best suit, not that I needed it. I could have shown up in a sack and still turned heads. Women were suckers for a famous name, even when they couldn’t quite place where they had heard it before. Even if I secretly didn’t have a penny in my bank account, the illusion of wealth and influence was enough. Fame meant something to people—something I’d never fully understand. All I truly wanted was seclusion, privacy to do what I wanted without the prying eyes of the world scrutinizing my every move.

My driver pulled up in front of the concert hall hosting the auction, the polished exterior gleaming under the city lights. I still couldn’t believe I had agreed to attend. As I stepped inside, the ballroom was already teeming with pretentious socialites, all vying to outdo one another in displays of wealth and influence.

I had more money than all of them combined, yet I never felt the need to flaunt it. I saw them for what they were—shallow, desperate for validation, clinging to their bank accounts as if they defined their worth. I kept my distance, walking the perimeter of the room, my gaze scanning for something—anything—to hold my interest.

Then, I spotted it: a long, dark hallway, an uncharted escape from the cloying artificiality of the ballroom. It piqued my curiosity. Not a single guest seemed to wander down its length. Without hesitation, I slipped into the shadows, relishing the momentary silence as the sounds of forced laughter and clinking champagne glasses faded behind me.

And then, out of nowhere, I heard giggling. A soft, feminine chorus of laughter. My pulse quickened, my curiosity now mixed with something more primal. My body responded before my mind did, an ache tightening in my core as I followed the sound.

Farther down the hallway, I reached a door, cracked just enough for a thin sliver of golden light to seep through. The laughter grew louder. I pushed the door open just slightly, just enough to peek inside.

Women were changing. The sight hit me like a punch to the gut. Bare skin, soft curves, delicate lace barely covering smooth, supple flesh. Breasts full and high, backs arched as they adjusted dresses, sheer panties hugging round, perky asses. My lips curled into a smirk. Maybe these girls did want to get laid after all.

They were half-dressed, carefully applying makeup and perfecting their hair. Amidst the chatter, I caught snippets of conversation about the auction.

“How much do you think Brianna will get?” one girl asked, adjusting her lipstick.

“Oh, probably at least ten grand,” another answered casually, smoothing down the hem of her dress.

“What about Georgia?”

“Twenty, I’m sure.”

“And what about Louisa?”

The room erupted in laughter, their voices rich with amusement. Louisa, it seemed, wasn’t present.

“Five dollars for Louisa,” one of them joked, sending another wave of giggles through the room.

Then, abruptly, the laughter ceased.

A second door opened, and out stepped a woman—a vision of curves wrapped in a stunning red dress. She exuded confidence, but there was something else in her eyes, something vulnerable beneath the carefully composed facade.

“Oh, hi, Louisa,” one of the girls said, her voice taking on an exaggerated sweetness that made my skin crawl. “We were just guessing how much you’d go for.”

“I said a million,” another brunette lied smoothly, flashing a saccharine smile.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. These girls must be out of their minds. Louisa was the most beautiful creature I’d ever seen, and she had my cock throbbing already. I bit my lower lip as my eyes swept across her gorgeous figure. I couldn’t help but picture ripping that dress right off her and pinning her up against the wall.

I couldn’t control myself any longer, even if it meant getting caught. I slid my hand down my pants and tugged on my cock while I watched the sexy Louisa lean over the vanity counter to do her makeup.

“You guys are too kind,” she told them while she dragged pink gloss across her lips. But I could tell she didn’t take them seriously. She had a brow cocked and her voice had a hint of sarcasm in it. I’d have felt bad that she’d been teased, if I wasn’t so distracted by all the filthy things I wanted to do to her.

I stroked faster as I thought about pumping in and out of her juicy, puffy pussy. I imagined her screaming my name and pressing her firm tits to my chest. I wanted to devour her all night long until we’d both come so hard we couldn’t take it anymore.

I wanted to make her numb with me.

I muffled a moan as I came in my pants, cursing under my breath at my lack of discretion. I knew I’d immediately need to rush out to my car to grab a new pair of slacks. I’d learned a long time ago to keep a spare pair of pants around.

For a moment, Louisa’s gaze met mine in the reflection of their mirror. I quickly disappeared into the shadows and called my driver.

“Already?” he asked.

“I don’t need your comments on my lack of will power,” I scolded him. “Just bring me the pants.”

“Yes, sir,” he said.

I knew without a doubt, that I’d be winning Louisa later. I refused to go home empty handed and she was the only one of those vapid women that I wanted. My blood boiled at the memory of those girls’ conversation.

Five dollars, they joked. How could a girl like Louisa only be worth five dollars? To me and my wild imagination, she was worth millions. I only hoped I wouldn’t have to pay millions to actually take her home with me.


CHAPTER THREE




I grabbed a glass of wine and moved through the crowd, exchanging polite nods and meaningless conversation while I waited for the auction to begin. The air was thick with expensive perfume and the scent of old money, the kind that made people believe they were more important than they actually were.

Helen Newsom found me, as she always did. No matter where I went, she seemed to appear, like a persistent shadow draped in silk and diamonds. Tonight, she wore a crimson gown with a plunging neckline that left little to the imagination, and the scent of her overpowering perfume clung to the air between us. Her smile stretched wide, exaggerated and practiced, as she leaned in too close, her breath laced with sherry.

"Bruce! Long time no see," she purred, her fingers grazing my arm.

I glanced at her briefly, my gaze flicking over her figure before moving on. My mind, however, was still preoccupied with Louisa.

"When do you suppose this thing starts?" I asked, eager to change the subject.

"Why? Are you playing tonight?" Helen teased, her voice laced with suggestion. "If you’re looking for a date, honey, I’m available."

Of course, she was. I studied her golden hair, pulled into a tight bun atop her head. Despite her efforts to maintain a youthful appearance, time had etched faint lines around her eyes. She was attractive, no doubt—most men would trip over themselves for a chance to be with her. But I already knew she wouldn’t be compatible with my particular tastes in the bedroom.

"I’m not looking for a date," I said, my tone clipped. My eyes narrowed slightly, and she pulled back, swallowing hard. But the momentary tension was too much for her to sit with, so she forced out a bright, airy laugh.

"Oh, you," she said, playfully swatting my shoulder.

I forced a tight smile and turned my attention toward the stage just as the lights dimmed. Spotlights flared to life, illuminating the auction block. The shift in atmosphere provided the perfect excuse to separate myself from Helen’s presence. I slid into my seat in the middle of the concert hall, anticipation curling in my stomach as I waited for Louisa.

One by one, the women were presented and bid on. The process was predictable, routine, yet each time another name was called, I felt a flicker of anxiety. What if she wasn’t here? What if she had changed her mind?

But then again, if she appeared last, my competition would be thinner. It was a gamble—one that had me on edge as the night progressed.

Finally, the auctioneer’s voice carried through the hall. "And now, we have the final girl of the evening. I don’t have to tell most of you how special she is."

His tone was peculiar, almost reverent. My brow arched. Special. That much, I already knew. But there was an undercurrent in his words that made me wonder if others knew something I didn’t.

Still, my curiosity didn’t stop my hand from moving when the bidding began. My paddle shot up, my offers coming swift and unrelenting. The numbers climbed, and for a time, a few determined men tried to challenge me. But they must have known it was a lost cause. I had more money than most of them combined. Winning one of these was effortless—almost boring.

"And Louisa goes to number forty-seven, in the middle row there," the auctioneer announced, rapping his gavel as he pointed toward me.

The auction concluded, but I had already pushed to my feet, slipping away from my seat and toward the ballroom.

I waited for her, for the woman who had managed to do something none of the others had—she had intrigued me. And it wasn’t just about lust, though that was undeniably there. No, there was something more. Something that made me consider—for the first time in a long time—that I might actually want to impress her.

Maybe even court her.

Maybe even know her.

“Mr. Simmons,” said a sultry voice from behind me. I turned, and there she was—Louisa.

“Hello, beautiful,” I said, holding out my arm for her to loop hers through. Like a lady, she slid her delicate arm through mine and rested her head on my shoulder. She smelled of lilac and vanilla, a heady combination that sent a thrill down my spine. In that moment, I wanted my entire penthouse to be infused with her scent, a lingering reminder of her presence long after she was gone.

“I’m so happy you bought me,” she said, her voice a smooth melody against the backdrop of the bustling ballroom. “I’m very familiar with you.”

I winced slightly, a flicker of wariness creeping in. Was she only interested in my money? Then again, I reminded myself that I was only interested in one thing from her, or at least that was what I kept telling myself. The way she looked at me, however, unsettled that certainty.

“You like wealthy men, do you?” I teased, my tone light as we made our way toward the exit.

She pulled away slightly and turned to face me, her expression unreadable. “Not at all. There are plenty of wealthy men here tonight,” she said, her eyes glinting with something mischievous. “But you were on my radar. You have an interesting reputation. I’m curious how far that reputation will actually take us tonight.”

My pulse quickened. The way she spoke, the challenge laced in her tone, sent a rush of heat through me. My pants tightened as I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. She wasn’t just another woman looking for a rich, easy target. No, Louisa was something else entirely. She was a storm I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

“Are you certain you can handle me, Miss Louisa?” I asked, keeping my voice steady despite the fire burning inside me.

Her lips curled at the edges, a slow, knowing smile that sent a fresh wave of anticipation through me. “More than certain,” she said smoothly. “I’m wondering, though, Mr. Simmons, if you can handle me.”

I scoffed, though I worked hard to mask the flicker of intimidation she sparked in me. It was as if I were a schoolboy again, facing his first real test. I wasn’t just Bruce Simmons with the reputation—I was a man standing before a woman who might very well turn my world inside out.

“I’m more than eager to find out,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire.

As if on cue, my driver pulled the car around. I opened the door for her, watching as she slid in with effortless grace. The moment I joined her in the backseat, I felt the heat of her body radiating toward mine, the air between us crackling with electricity.

Once I was certain the driver’s attention was fixed on the road ahead, I turned to Louisa and captured her lips with mine. Her mouth was soft, warm, and inviting, and the way she responded sent a fresh jolt of hunger through me.

“You must know,” I murmured against her lips, “that you were the most beautiful woman in the room tonight.”

She smiled, her fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path down to my knee. “You really know how to prey upon a girl’s heart,” she said, her voice teasing.

But I could tell she was playing my game, and that only made me hungrier for her.

I cupped her neck and leaned in for another kiss. She turned her head to the side and blushed. “Maybe we can save the kisses for another time,” she said. “I’d like to do something else first.” She slid down on the floor of the car between my legs and ran her hands up and down my thighs. My cock was rock hard as she studied the outline in my pants.

“You don’t take long to get ready,” she said with a smile.

“Not when a girl is as gorgeous and slutty as you are,” I told her. She unzipped my pants and pulled my cock free. She licked her lips and rubbed the tip of my cock against them. “Fuck yeah, baby,” I moaned. “Show me how bad you want me.”

She parted her lips and swallowed me whole. I gripped the seat to keep from coming too quickly. The suction in her velvety mouth was strong. Her jaw created a vice around my cock and I wanted to explode. I reached my hands down to her hair and gripped it in my hands. Her head bobbed up and down on my lap while her fingers massaged my balls.

Louisa moved so far down on my shaft that she started to gag. “Oh fuck,” I groaned, watching her suck me like a pro, wondering where she learned to be so dirty. “Just like that, baby. Fuck yeah.”

Her mouth was like a machine, knowing every sensitive spot to lick and suck. Her tongue flicked along my shaft. Her hands squeezed my balls so tight I thought I’d scream. My eyes scoured her body, taking in the beautiful sight of her curves. But there was one curve I hadn’t noticed before, and it made my breath stop.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I focused on the bulge between her legs. Her mouth sucked and sucked while I tried to convince myself I was seeing something else. But it wasn’t. It was undoubtedly the outline of a cock inside her tight dress. I knew I should pull back and question what I’d gotten myself into, but I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop even knowing she might have a huge cock tucked inside her panties.

I groaned and my eyes rolled back as I felt my orgasm build in the core of me. “Fuck!” I cried out as my hot, sticky load filled her mouth. She swallowed every drop and then pulled back with a smile.

“I hope that was a good enough introduction to what you’ll get with me,” she said.

“It was definitely an introduction,” I said, helping her up to the seat. I reached over her to grab the seatbelt and pulled it around her. As I moved my arm, I deliberately brushed it against her cock on the way to the buckle. She blushed and chewed on her lower lip at the realization of what I’d found. “No one told me you had a little secret.”


CHAPTER FOUR




“I thought you knew,” she said, her voice softer now, almost cautious. “Almost everyone knew.”

I thought back to the dressing room, to the way the other girls had laughed. Their teasing, the way they had spoken about her as if she were worth nothing. I clenched my jaw. “Seems I was the only one left in the dark.”

She lowered her gaze. “I’m sorry,” she murmured as the car slowed to a stop in front of my building. “I can go. I never meant to surprise you like this.”

The moment she reached for the door handle, something inside me tightened. I could have let her go. It would have been easy to let this curiosity fade, to let her slip back into the night like a whisper of something unfinished. There were plenty of other women willing to step into the shadows with me. But none of them intrigued me the way she did.

“Louisa,” I said, my voice low but firm as I reached for her shoulder.

She turned, her wide blue eyes searching mine. The hesitation was there, but so was something else. Something daring.

“I’d like you to come upstairs with me,” I said.

She hesitated, and for the briefest moment, I wondered if she would refuse. But then she smiled, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Are you sure? You don’t owe me anything.”

“That’s not true,” I replied smoothly. “I bought you, after all. I at least owe you a date.” I gave her a slow, deliberate smile. “Why don’t you come up for a glass of wine?”

She studied me, her lips parting slightly, before nodding. “I’d love that.”

With my hand resting lightly on the small of her back, I guided her toward the building’s entrance. The doorman, as always, greeted me with a respectful nod before opening the doors. Inside, the scent of polished marble and expensive cologne filled the air, a stark contrast to the cool night outside. We stepped into the elevator, and as the doors slid shut, silence settled between us. Not awkward, but charged. Anticipatory.

“Your building is beautiful,” Louisa said as we stepped into the final hallway leading to my penthouse.

I smirked. “Wait until you see my place.”

A swipe of my key card, and the heavy door swung open, revealing the sleek, modern suite beyond. The floor-to-ceiling windows showcased the glittering city skyline, a breathtaking display of light and movement. The interior was immaculate, a perfect balance of luxury and restraint. Dark leather furniture, a glass fireplace flickering in the corner, and a kitchen straight out of a designer magazine.

Louisa stepped inside, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood as she moved toward the window. “It’s breathtaking,” she murmured, pressing her fingertips to the cool glass as she gazed out at the city below.

“So are you,” I exhaled, coming to stand beside her.

She turned her head slightly, a knowing smile curling her lips. “How about that wine?” she asked, stepping away before I could touch her.

I watched as she moved toward the kitchen, effortlessly finding her way. She seemed entirely at ease, as though she had been here before, as though she belonged.

She reached for a bottle of red sitting on the counter and held it up, raising a brow. “Predictable,” she mused, before pulling out the cork with a practiced ease.

I chuckled. “Am I that easy to read?”

She poured us each a glass, her movements fluid, confident. “I wouldn’t call you predictable,” she said, handing me a glass. “I didn’t expect you to invite me upstairs, after all.”

I took the glass from her, our fingers brushing. “True,” I admitted, swirling the deep red liquid before taking a slow sip. My eyes never left hers. “Then again, maybe you don’t know my reputation as well as you think.”

She leaned against the counter, the city lights reflecting in her eyes. “Oh, I know your reputation,” she said. “The question is, do you know mine?”

“I’ve never heard of you hooking up with a trans woman before,” she said, her puffy lower lip lowering as her breath quickened. I stepped in close to her and wrapped an arm around her waist.

“No,” I said, “but I’m quite the curious cat. I love having a taste of new things. And I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since the moment I first saw you.”

She placed her soft hands on my chest and turned her face to the side. “You flatter me, Mr. Simmons.”

I gripped her wrists tight and kissed her hard. “Call me, Bruce,” I growled.

The room was electric as I hiked up her skirt, the fabric whispering against her skin. I grabbed her ass, my hands sinking into her supple flesh like it was ripe, yielding fruit. Her thighs were barely covered by a lace thong, the black fabric a stark contrast against her creamy skin. "You're so fucking sexy," I growled, my voice low and hungry. "I bet you like to be fucked like a dirty little slut."

A soft purr escaped her lips, a sound so primal and inviting that it sent a shockwave of desire through me. She turned away, arching her back as she bent over the cool marble counter. My gaze was drawn to her backside, her perfectly curved buttocks framed by the thin strip of lace that disappeared between her cheeks. A hint of her own balls dangled enticingly between her legs, a secret she kept tucked away. She turned her face over her shoulder, her eyes heavy-lidded and dark with lust. "You sure you don’t mind that I'm different?" she asked, her voice a sultry whisper.

I pressed my erection against her ass, my body aching with need. I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her soft skin. "Does it feel like I mind?" I rasped, my breath hot on her neck. "I fucking love that you're different." Every curve, every secret she kept hidden, only served to ignite my desire, to draw me in until I was consumed by her.

Her hands ventured behind her, fingers tracing a delicate path until they found the zipper of my pants. With a slow, tantalizing pull, she unzipped them, the metallic hum echoing my escalating heartbeat. I slipped my cock out of my briefs, feeling the cool air against my heated skin, and slid it between her soft, yielding ass cheeks.

"You think you can handle this monstrosity?" I whispered, my voice hoarse with anticipation.

"Your delicious cock?" she asked, her voice a sultry purr. "I won’t just handle it, I’ll savor every inch of it."

"You fucking asked for it," I growled, my voice thick with lust. I hooked my fingers into the delicate lace of her panties, tearing them down to her knees with a rough, urgent tug. She moaned softly as I spread her legs apart, her breath hitching in anticipation.

Reaching inside one of my kitchen drawers, I pulled out a bottle of lube. She giggled at my unconventional hiding place, the sound like music to my ears, making my cock twitch with eagerness. I poured a generous amount of lube onto my palm, coating my cock until it glistened in the dim light. I then circled her tight entrance with my fingers, gently preparing her for what was to come.

With a slow, deliberate motion, I pressed the tip of my cock to her entrance, feeling her body yield as I pushed in.

"Harder," she begged, her voice a desperate plea. "More."

I slammed my cock deep inside her, filling her completely until I was balls deep. "Fuck, Louisa," I groaned, my voice a guttural rasp. "You feel so tight. You’re going to suck me dry." Every sensation was amplified, every touch electric, as we moved together in a dance as old as time itself.

Her delicate hand reached back, grasping mine with urgency, and guided it around her waist. She pressed my fingers firmly around her throbbing cock, helping me find a rhythm as we stroked her together. My other hand wandered up to her breast, rolling her taut nipple between my thumb and index finger through the silken fabric of her dress.

"Oh," she gasped, her voice a sultry whisper as I stroked her cock and plunged deep into her ass. "Harder," she pleaded, her breath hitching with each thrust.

I obliged, increasing my pace, my hips slapping against her flesh as I stroked her cock in tandem with my thrusts. My balls tightened, and my body tensed, the pressure building like a storm ready to burst. "Fuck, Louisa," I groaned, my voice raw with lust. "I’m going to come so deep inside you."

"Please," she begged, her voice a desperate whimper. "Fill me with your hot cum."

Her cock swelled in my hand, pulsing with her impending orgasm. I exploded inside her, my release surging deep into her warm, welcoming ass. Her cock twitched against my palm, her moans filling the air as she came, her essence spilling onto my kitchen counters.

She turned to face me, her cock still proudly erect between her soft, shaved legs and curvaceous body. "You’re absolutely beautiful," I murmured, pressing my body against hers, our lips meeting in a passionate, lingering kiss.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, her breasts pressing firmly against my chest. "You’re the best lay I’ve ever had," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

We stayed like that for a while, our bodies still connected, our breaths slowly returning to normal. I couldn’t stop looking at her—Louisa, this stunning, fearless woman who had shattered every preconceived notion I didn’t even realize I had. Her skin glistened under the dim kitchen light, and her eyes held a softness that made my chest ache in the best way.

“Stay,” I said softly, my voice almost breaking. It wasn’t a request; it was a plea. I didn’t want this night to end. “Stay with me tonight.”

She smiled, that same confident, teasing smile that had drawn me to her in the first place. “You sure you can handle me?” she asked, her tone playful but her eyes searching mine for something deeper.

“I don’t know,” I admitted with a chuckle, running a hand through her hair. “But I want to find out.”

She leaned into my touch, her body relaxing against mine. “Okay,” she said simply, and it felt like the whole world shifted in that moment. Like something inside me clicked into place.

We moved to the bedroom, our fingers intertwined, and I pulled her into my arms as we settled under the sheets. Her head rested on my chest, and I could feel the steady rhythm of her heartbeat against my skin. For the first time in years—maybe ever—I didn’t feel that restless need to chase after something more. Louisa was here, real and warm and perfect in ways I couldn’t even articulate.

As I drifted off to sleep, one thought kept looping in my mind: This is it. My sex addiction had always been about filling some void, chasing a high that never lasted. But Louisa? She wasn’t just another fleeting thrill. She was everything I hadn’t known I was looking for.

And for the first time in my life, I felt satisfied.


HIGH STAKES



CHAPTER ONE




The guys were making fun of me again, but it wasn’t anything new. The four of us had grown up together, and I’d always been bad at sports. That didn’t keep me from playing them every summer with the guys, but it did mean I was the target of their amusement for a few hours after.

“Mason, we’re always having to carry your ass to beat the other guys,” said Sam.

“Yeah, bro. You play worse than my mom!” shouted Aaron.

“Yeah, well he plays better than my sister. That’s for sure,” said David. David was my best friend and while he joined in the teasing, he kept it minimal. I always appreciated that from him.

The four of us continued walking down the empty street as the sun set. I shoved my hands into my pockets and stared at my feet. There was a smile on my face despite their teasing. I was just happy to have a few close friends.

“Everyone plays better than your sister,” said Sam. “A monkey could play better than her.”

Aaron jumped back in. “Well a monkey could play better than Mason. Monkeys are smart. You have to pick a stupid animal. Like a…”

“Like you Aaron?” teased David. I smiled wider and shook my head. David was good at deflecting in my defense, but he didn’t have to. I was used to the light teasing, and I didn’t care that I was bad at sports. I just liked hanging out with the guys and feeling part of a team. Besides, when we weren’t playing sports, we all got along pretty well. We shared similar interests, knew all the same people, and had fun just hanging out together. We even liked to catch the same movies and go to the same bars.

The only thing I truly didn’t have in common with any of them was the desire to chase hot girls all night. I tried to get into the spirit of it, but it just wasn’t my thing. I didn’t know why. I assumed I was more of a gentleman than them. I faked the interest anyway.

“Come on,” said David, nudging my arm with his elbow on our way to the car. “Let’s all go get a few beers.”

The other two hollered and threw their fists in the air, but I knew it was just another time I’d have to fake enthusiasm for drunken girls. “Sounds great,” I lied.

The four of us piled into David’s car and drove to The Pit. I always laughed at the name as it reminded me more of a biker bar or underground club or something. But in reality, it was a bar on the edge of our city’s college campus and it was the best place to find good looking girls.

If you were into that sort of thing anyway.

Usually, the teasing stopped by the time alcohol was involved and girls were around, but not today. The beer only seemed to fuel the jabs from earlier.

“Seriously, man. When did you get so bad at sports anyway? We all grew up playing the same games. You just never hit puberty or something,” joked Aaron.

“Yeah, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a girl underneath all those baggy clothes. You really could pass for David’s sister,” joked Sam.

“That’s fucking gross,” said David.

I felt David’s body tense beside me in the booth. I flicked my gaze to him with uneasiness in the pit of my stomach. I thought it was a gross idea too, but for a different reason. One I wasn’t really sure of at the time. I wondered what made it gross to David though, unless it was just the thought of me being a girl after all these years.

“Yeah,” I added. “Don’t be so fucked up.” I wanted to steer the conversation away from me, but it’d been hard all afternoon. The guys were more determined than ever to keep up the teasing. “Check out that hottie,” I said, angling my head toward a short but curvy woman at the bar.

“Eh,” said Sam, bringing a beer bottle to his lips. “Too much hip.”

“What?” asked Aaron. “Girl’s got perfect hips. It’s her chest that is too small.”

“You guys are both crazy,” said David. “I think she’s perfect. Good eye, Mason.”

I wanted to feel proud from David’s compliment, but I didn’t. Instead, I found myself hunching in my seat, feeling my gut twist. I wondered if he really found her attractive. If he’d get up and go ask for her number. “Yeah, I know a beautiful girl when I see one.”

The guys continued arguing over her attractiveness while I stared at the wood patterns on our table. It wasn’t the first time I felt like something was wrong with me – that I was different. Again, I chalked it up to being shy or a gentleman, but the truth of it was I’d yet to find a girl that excited me the way most girls excited them.

Maybe I’m just picky.

Maybe I have high standards.

I haven’t met the one.

No matter what excuse I told myself, it seemed absurd. Most guys didn’t need to meet their true love to find a girl attractive. And it wasn’t that I was incapable of finding girls attractive, but it felt different. I appreciated their bone structure or their eyes. I loved their smiles and the way they laughed. Their bodies may as well have been all the same to me, despite the various shapes and sizes they came in. I just didn’t have the urge to take their clothes off and stick my shaft in them.

Though that was a different thing altogether, and sometimes another excuse I fed myself. My dick was small and unimpressive. Maybe I was just afraid of being laughed at or rejected. Despite that being a genuine concern, I knew deep down that wasn’t the reason I wasn’t attracted to most girls.

“If you like her so much, why don’t you go hit on her?” asked Aaron.

“Yeah, you never ask girls out,” said Sam.

“Not true,” I lied. “I have, I just get shot down.”

“Maybe someone tells them how bad you are at sports first,” joked Aaron.

The guys burst into a fit of laughter and my thoughts wandered back to the one and only time I hit on a girl. It was awkward as hell, but I’d been trying to prove something to myself as much as the guys. I’d been trying to prove I wanted her as much as I said I did.

Her name was Renee and she was gorgeous. She had straight, sparkling teeth and wild green eyes that seemed to glow against her dark hair. She laughed at my jokes and she was kind. I thought that maybe if I went home with a girl like that, I could be into it just like any other guy.

But I didn’t even have the chance. She let me down gently, but she turned me down nonetheless. “I think you’re really sweet,” she’d said. “And cute. But you’re just not quite my type. No offense.” She’d squeezed my arm for reassurance and smiled wider than she had all night. But I never got to have a go with her to find out if I’d like it. Deep down, I already knew the answer.

“Have you ever even done it with a girl before?” asked Aaron, snapping me from my memory. I hesitated, my throat closing up around which answer I should give. I almost feared lying more than telling the truth.

David’s eyes widened on me and I sensed a hint of pity. He wrapped an arm around me playfully and brushed his knuckles on my scalp, giving me a knuckle sandwich. “This guy? Of course he has!” he yelled. David saved my ass again, but I wasn’t sure why. I wondered if he could read virginal all over my face.

“Okay then,” said Sam. “With who?”

David stumbled, but recovered quickly. David had quite the poker face when it came to lying. It was a talent of his I envied, since I felt like I had so much to hide. “You know, that girl Brittany. Sophomore year? In the bathroom.”

Aaron and Sam looked at each other with confused looks, but ultimately surrendered to the story with big grins. “Alright man! Why didn’t you ever tell us?”

“Because he’s a gentleman,” said David, pushing his shoulder into mine and sipping from his beer. “He didn’t want to hurt Brittany’s reputation.”

“What reputation was there to protect?” asked Sam. “That girl got around.”

For a moment, the topic of conversation had strayed from me and my inexperience. Both in sports and girls. But it wouldn’t be long before I’d be the brunt of their jokes again.

The four of us paid our tabs and piled into David’s car again. “You guys want to go to my place and play some poker? Parents are away and my sister’s having a girl’s night with her friends,” he said.

“Oh, I’d love to,” said Aaron, “but I don’t know if I can handle watching Mason suck at anything else.”

“I don’t suck at poker,” I argued.

Sam slid into me in the back seat and whispered, “Yeah, man. You kinda do suck.” Then he leaned forward between Aaron and David in the front seat. “But you know. We could use that to our advantage. We could make it a little more interesting.”

“If you’re talking about strip poker, I’m not gay and I’m not going to play that game with you queers,” said Aaron.

“You think I want to see you naked? Because I don’t,” said Sam. “I was thinking we could do the opposite in fact.”

“What do you mean?” asked David without taking his eyes off the road.

“I mean…we put clothes on instead. Just different clothes. Girl clothes. That way whoever is the biggest loser can become the girl they really are.”

I shrunk in my seat and David’s eyes shot to the rearview mirror, landing on me. “I don’t know,” said David. “That seems kind of messed up. Where are we going to get girl clothes anyway?”

“What about your sister’s room?” said Aaron. “You said she wouldn’t be home.”

“I am not leading a bunch of young guys into my sister’s bedroom to go through her laundry. I may not get along with her that well, but that’s disgusting.”

“Okay, then. Your mom’s,” said Sam with a laugh.

David pulled the car onto the side of the road and turned to face them. “I have half a mind right now to drop you off here and make you walk. Are you guys crazy or something?”

“Okay, okay,” said Sam. “Bad idea. Let’s just play regular poker.”

“Thank you,” said David, turning around and starting the car again. “Seriously, you guys get crazier with age.”

I breathed a sigh of relief that the idea had been suspended, but I should’ve known it would be too good to be true. Because when we got to David’s house, it was as if fate was on Sam and Aaron’s side. Because once we were in the kitchen, we couldn’t help notice the five different shopping bags on the counter. And they weren’t filled with groceries.

“What the hell is this?” asked Sam, looking around at the shopping bags on the counter. He reached in and pulled out a few articles of girls’ clothing new with the tags attached. “Looks like we can play sissy poker after all.”

I turned to David and waited for him to argue back like usual, but he didn’t. His eyes traveled over the short pink dress that Sam held up and then they shot to me. With his eyes glazed over, he agreed to the game. I swallowed the lump in my throat and twisted the toe of my shoe against the tiled floors. I knew if I wanted out of this situation that I was on my own.

I’d have to play and win or else be stuck in that little dress later. It was that, or admit I was terrible at every game we played together. If I chose to wimp out, I’d have to deal with their harsh teasing even more.

Unfortunately, I was also just arrogant enough to think I could win. “Let’s play,” I said.


CHAPTER TWO




For added torturous effect, Sam hung the dress over the back of a nearby chair while we played. Aaron dealt the cards and David grabbed everyone another beer. I sat there looking at my cards with shaky hands, more nervous than ever.

I never minded playing games and losing around my friends, but this time the stakes were too high. There was so much to lose if I didn’t win. If anyone else lost, it’d be a funny joke to see them in a dress. But if I lost, I’d be painted as the girl of the group from now on. Not that they didn’t already treat me like that.

“So how does this work?” asked David. “First round loser wears the dress?”

“No way,” said Sam. “This has to be about the worst player losing. Let’s do five rounds. Whoever loses the most hands gives us a little fashion show.”

I chewed on my lip as I stared at my hand. I might be good enough to win a round or two, but I doubt I could keep from being the worst player. David sat next to me, but he didn’t look at me. He’d been tense since the dress had first been revealed, and I didn’t know why. I hated how the distance felt. I realized then how accustomed I’d been to him sticking up for me and getting me out of tough situations. He was always so sympathetic and encouraging.

I did my best, but I wasn’t as good as I had hoped. The first round I won by a thread with a good bluff. If I hadn’t have fooled Sam, my cards would have showcased me as the first loser.

All the guys were silent for the second round. Everyone seemed to take this game far more seriously than any other game we played. The guys always laughed and joked around when we played sports or cards, but not tonight. Tonight, each boy had a stern face only half visible from the dim light. They occasionally took swigs of beer, but were mostly too focused even for that.

Sam and David folded, and I lost to Aaron. I was one step closer to wearing that frilly pink dress. I stared at it while David dealt the next hand. There were ruffles along the neckline and an elastic band running through the waistline to cinch it in. My pants tightened as I looked at it, and I felt a small bulge growing. I wasn’t sure why the dress was turning me on, but that fact only made me more uneasy.

What if wearing it turned me on? What if the guys saw how it made me feel? I’d never be able to live that down.

I knew without a doubt that I had to win this hand and the next, or else. David and Aaron folded, leaving it down to me and Sam. It felt like every round was going to be a standoff between me and one of the guys.

Sam watched me over his cards with his blond hair hanging in his eyes. He glared, but to the side of his cards I caught him smirking. I sat upright, trying to look tough. The bastard thought he had me and I refused to let him win.

Fortunately, my cards were good, so I didn’t have to bluff. I won the round and Sam cursed under his breath. Aaron laughed and teased Sam the way he usually teased me.

“Better watch out, Sammy, or you’ll be the one in a short little skirt.”

“Shut up, man,” he said, holding his sharp gaze on me. “Game’s not over yet.” Round three started and it was my turn to deal. “No cheating now,” said Sam, still bitter from his last loss.

“I don’t cheat,” I said firmly.

“That’s obvious,” said Aaron with a chortle. “Otherwise he’d win more often.”

“There’s more on the line this time,” said Sam. “He’s got a reason to cheat.”

“Because of that?” I asked, pointing to the dress. “Please. I’m not that insecure in my masculinity.” I tried to sound tough despite my knees knocking together under the table.

“What masculinity?” asked Sam with another smirk.

“Come on guys,” David interjected, “let’s just play the game.” I turned my eyes to thank David with my expression, but he didn’t look at me. My heart dropped and I started wondering if I’d made him mad. Did I do something to upset him? He’d never avoided me so much before, and it made my chest ache.

I picked up my cards and frowned at my set. I wouldn’t win this round with my cards alone. Unfortunately my emotions were too volatile to bluff well either. I shifted awkwardly while Aaron studied my face. He smiled at me, his dark eyes and hair shrouding his thoughts. But he seemed to be reading mine.

Shit, Mason. Get it together. They’re going to read you like a book if you can’t stop fixating on what’s wrong with David.

David and Sam folded, pitting me against Aaron. I cursed under my breath, knowing he knew my cards were crap and likely hadn’t gotten better. I tried to bluff anyway. I lifted my chin and smiled as if I was proud of the cards in my hand.

“I’m not buying it,” said Aaron. “Let’s see your cards.” I swallowed hard and laid them down slowly. Aaron’s hand was better. “Two losses for you,” he said. “One more and you’ll be our little queen for the night.”

“I won’t lose the next two,” I said. “You can bet on that.”

“I wouldn’t take those odds in a million years,” said Sam.

“What about you David?” asked Aaron. “You’ve been awfully quiet tonight. Would you take those odds?”

David turned his gaze from the table and huffed. “Come on guys. This is childish.”

“Everything we do is childish,” replied Sam. “That’s never stopped you from joining in before.”

I stared at David’s tan neck as he swallowed the lump in his throat. His soft brown hair was combed back, but a little disheveled from the game earlier. A few drops of sweat hung at his brow. The heat from his body emanated toward me. I don’t know why, but I was compelled to touch him. To let him know I was here for him. I didn’t know what was going through his mind at that moment, but I wanted to. I wanted to know more than anything.

But I didn’t touch him. I didn’t need Sam and Aaron calling us queers all night. I was also certain that was the last thing David would want. Instead, I sat on my hands and clenched my teeth, waiting for the next round to start.

Aaron passed out the cards and we played again. It was the fourth round and David folded quickly. He usually wasn’t this bad at poker. He was usually pretty good. I couldn’t help but wonder if something was going on. If he had thoughts getting in the way of the game. I desperately wanted to know what thoughts they’d be.

When Sam and Aaron weren’t looking, David leaned in toward me. “You should fold this time. No sense in getting another loss.”

I lifted my gaze to him and cocked my brow. “You don’t think I can win?”

He tilted his head and dared me with his eyes. “Do you really want to take that chance?”

I didn’t know what David was getting at. Was this his way of sticking up for me? If it was, I didn’t like it one bit. I’d rather him have just refused the game from the start.

“If I fold, I still lose,” I told him. “They want to know I can win, not just drop out. They’re never going to let me live it down.”

David’s brows furrowed tight, and his eyes turned sharp. “Oh? And you think they’ll let you live down wearing that dress?”

“At least I’ll have tried. What’s the big deal?”

“Fine,” he said louder, “do what you want.” With one thrust, he pushed from his seat and threw himself on the sofa behind us.

“What did you do to him?” asked Sam.

“What? Nothing…I don’t know what’s-“

“I fold anyway,” said Aaron who turned his cards over and joined David on the sofa. “What’s up with you man?”

“Nothing,” he said. “I think I’ve just had one too many beers.”

I knew that was a lie. He’d only had two and I’d seen him drink far more without ever acting like an idiot or getting angry. I went up against Sam and won, feeling proud of showing David up. But when I went to collect the cards, I peeked at David’s hand and my stomach dropped.

David’s cards would’ve beat all of us. David was folding on purpose. I wondered how many other rounds he’d thrown in.

“Well,” said Sam. “I guess next game it’s either you or me that wears the little pink dress. Why don’t you say we take a little intermission before we find out who the real girl is?”

“Sounds good,” I said, hoping a break could help me recover my thoughts. Maybe when I returned I could bluff better. By now, I’d stopped counting on my cards to win me the game.

I excused myself to the bathroom and locked the door behind me. My heart raced and my hands shook at my sides. Something was off. I was overcome with too much emotion. I never cared about anything this much, and I couldn’t figure out what was wrong. This wasn’t just about winning anymore. It wasn’t even about the dress or being called a queer.

My body shook and trembled from worrying about David’s intentions. I just couldn’t figure why he’d been throwing the game.

I turned on the faucet and splashed my face with water. I glanced at my reflection and felt my stomach knot. My features were a little feminine. They always had been. It never made me feel that uneasy until people pointed it out or called me girly. My friends had gotten worse about the teasing over the years, but they were my friends. I never told them that sometimes I felt like an outcast in my own group. I never told them that it felt like I didn’t fit in with boys I considered brothers.

I touched my cheekbones and my full lips. I ran a hand through my dirty blond hair. I’d been accused in the past of having my hair dyed, but I didn’t. It was naturally streaked with hints of brown and lighter blond. People claimed I got highlights to look more feminine, but that couldn’t be farther from the truth. I usually just brushed it off their petty rumors, but their words still lingered in the days that followed.

Tonight, the memories of all the teasing hit me like a punch in the gut. I didn’t want to blame my friends for something they weren’t doing, but I couldn’t help but feel like a target. The fact that the loser tonight would wear a dress was just the final touch. Part of me was intrigued by the idea – more than I should be. But part of me was disgusted and infuriated at the friends I’d always made excuses for.

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. I was going to march right back out there and win. I wouldn’t let these guys show me up anymore; I refused. I believed in myself, and as long as David kept folding his good hands, I knew I had a fighting chance.

Then it dawned on me why he’d been folding. He didn’t want to beat me and put me in that position. Because if he hadn’t folded, he’d have won every time. Especially when I realized I could never bluff him. David knew me better than anyone and could easily kick my butt at poker.

I rested my hand on the doorknob preparing to make my entrance, but I was stalled by a strange longing for David that felt familiar at the same time. A deep urge swept through me. I wanted to thank him for always sticking up for me. For throwing his good hands. I wanted to tell him he was my best friend. To wrap my arms around him and press my body tightly to him.

I caught myself and stepped back from the door. The bulge in my pants grew and adrenaline raced through me. I was wired and on edge. Was this what it felt like? Could I really have romantic feelings for David?

I shook my head. It couldn’t be. I was grateful to him. That was all. He was my best friend and I was closer to him than most everyone I knew. I exhaled again and swung the bathroom door open.

“Took you long enough,” called Sam. “In there fixing your makeup?”

“He’s getting all dolled up for when he has to wear that dress,” added Aaron.

David was still sitting on the sofa, and this time his eyes were directly on mine. His expression was pained. His brows slid apologetically to the side. His lips had the slightest downturn in the corners of his mouth.

As my gaze traveled down, I noticed the slight dip between his pectorals that showed above the neckline of his black v-neck. I cursed the urge I felt to touch his skin there. My eyes traveled to his faded grey jeans, and my fingers wanted to dance on the zipper. Then I noticed the small hint of a bulge in his pants. I looked away quickly so he wouldn’t catch me staring. My body tensed as I moved around the couch to the card table behind it. I approached the table almost out of breath. Was it possible that David was attracted to me as much as I was to him? Was that why he was always looking out for me? Always protecting me?

It was all too much for me to process. I wasn’t even certain how I felt about him yet. I told myself we were just friends, but it didn’t sit right with me. It felt like there was something more. Something heated. Maybe it was just my imagination. I started to wonder if the beers were affecting me. Or maybe it was just the tension of our game.

The guys joined me and Sam dealt the cards, but the stakes seemed higher than before. If David folded, I knew I’d be questioning his feelings for me, wondering if there was something deeper there. But if he didn’t, I could lose. I’d have to wear the pink dress with an ocean of conflicting thoughts in my head.

The round seemed to take forever. Five minutes felt like five hours and my nerves were wired by the time Aaron folded. I waited anxiously for David to fold like he did every other round, but it was Sam who threw in his hand.

It was the only time I’d gone up against David the entire game, and I hoped it was because he had bad cards. I hoped it was because he knew he would lose, thus protecting me yet again.

I stared at him over the top of his hand and his eyes seemed dark and heated. I must’ve been sweating bullets as I tried my best to bluff a better set of cards. I knew he could probably see my frazzled nerves. One short glance at me and he’d know my hand sucked. The question was whether or not he would let me win anyway.


CHAPTER THREE




I watched David intently as he made his next move. He lowered his cards slowly and I waited for him to fold. But he didn’t. He’d been folding all night and he picked the last round to play through.

“Let’s see your cards, Mason,” he said. His voice was deep and commanding. It seemed different than his usual lighthearted tone. He lowered his cards upright on the table and my lips trembled.

David’s cards won.

I turned my head to the side as I lay my set down. Sam and Aaron laughed, but David kept silent. The heat of his gaze burned me up from the inside out. When I lifted my eyes to him, I felt bound to him, and suddenly the laughter to my side didn’t matter.

“Guess you get to wear the dress!” cried Sam who was probably relieved it wasn’t him.

“I knew it,” said Aaron. “I fucking knew you’d lose. I can’t believe you risked playing at all.”

They continued joking, but I didn’t so much as glance at them. Instead, my eyes remained fixed on David, trying to discern what he was getting gout of all of this.

I stood up and picked up the dress forcefully. I couldn’t help feeling a little betrayed and confused. Why had David folded all of his hands just to beat me when it mattered most? Was he tired of protecting me? Was he tired of defending me?

Not that I could blame him if he was. I must’ve been a handful, like a sad little brother tagging along. I felt small and utterly humiliated. But I knew it wasn’t nearly as bad as it was about to be. I glanced at David one last time before heading to the bathroom. In his eyes I thought I caught a hint of an apology, but I was tired of trying to read David’s thoughts.

I locked myself in and removed my boy clothes until they were reduced to a pile on the floor. I stared at my body in the mirror. I was slender, but toned. I was soft everywhere. If it weren’t for my small package, I might look completely like a girl.

“Toughen up,” I told myself. “You’re just as much a man as they are and it’s only a little dress.”

But when I slid the pink fabric over my head and waist, I knew that wasn’t the whole truth. My skin came alive under the soft satin. My cheeks flushed pink at the sight of my own girly reflection.

I was convincing as ever. So much so, that I became nervous to leave the bathroom. It would be one thing to have the body of an alpha male in a dress for a bet. It was another to look just like a girl once the dress was on.

What if it changed the way they looked at me? What if it changed the way David looked at me? He’d already been acting so different around me. He already seemed like he wanted nothing to do with me.

My lungs burned and my eyes watered. What if this was the end of my childhood friendships? All because of a stupid bet that I agreed to? How could I have been so naïve?

I was jolted by a bang on the door. “Come on, pretty thing,” yelled Aaron from the other side. “You ready to show us your new look?”

I balled my hands into fists and huffed. Toughen up. You’re just a boy fulfilling a bet. This doesn’t make you a girl. Feeling good in a dress doesn’t make you a girl either. But telling myself I wasn’t a girl didn’t completely settle the nausea. I was sick to my stomach at the split I felt in my body.

Don’t analyze this now, I thought. Just go out there and pretend like everything is normal.

But when I opened the door and saw Aaron’s face, I knew it would never be normal again. I expected him to laugh and tease. I waited for it. Instead, his eyes widened and filled with pity. He swallowed, stepped to the side, and gave me room to walk down the dark hallway.

With shaky legs, I entered the living room where David and Sam waited on the sofa. Sam didn’t laugh either. He lowered his gaze and cleared his throat.

Despite David’s odd behavior all night, he was the only one with a normal expression in the moment. “Looking good,” he said with a teasing smile. But his words felt genuine. Like a real compliment.

Sam lifted his gaze and Aaron joined us in the living room. “Well, that wasn’t as interesting as I thought it’d be,” said Aaron, lifting his beer to his lips.

Sam rubbed the back of his neck and laughed. “Yeah. To be honest, I thought you’d put up more of a fight,” he added.

I shrugged. “A bet’s a bet. So, I guess this gives you new material to tease me with.”

“Ah, shit,” said Aaron. “We really should calm that stuff down.”

“Yeah,” said Sam. “I don’t want you thinking we hate you or anything.”

My heart swelled with joy. I sat in the nearest chair and clasped my hands together. “I could never think that,” I told them. “We’ve been friends since grade school. I know you guys just like to give me a hard time.”

“I know,” said Aaron. “But we need new jokes anyway. The same old ones are getting old.”

“Yeah, besides no one picks on David anymore,” teased Sam. “Think he needs a little more taunting.”

David smiled and looked at his lap. “Yeah, you know…I feel pretty left out. You guys never pick on me.”

“That’s because they know you’ll kick their asses,” I said. David brought his eyes up to mine and his smile held firm.

“I guess that’s true.”

Aaron stretched and feigned a yawn. “Well, I don’t know about you guys, but I should probably head home to bed.”

“Really? That sucks since you’re my ride,” said Sam. “Oh well, guess we’ll catch you guys tomorrow?”

“Sure thing,” said David.

“Sounds good,” I added.

David and I watched as Sam and Aaron let themselves out. The darkness surrounded us and my body tensed in response to the silence. I was glad that the guys had gone easy on the ridicule, but there was still something bothering me.

“I know you had good hands all night,” I told David. “I know you folded on purpose.”

His eyes refused to meet mine, searching for anywhere to look but at me. “Yeah? So?”

His dismissiveness caught me off guard. I hunched forward while I searched my thoughts. “So…um…why did you throw the game?”

“I was looking out for you, like I always do,” he said.

“Not the last round.”

I watched David’s body shift and twist in his seat. I waited what felt like a small eternity for him to answer, but he looked as if he wanted to avoid the discussion altogether. I couldn’t let it go, though. I had to know what was going on with him.

“You’ve been weird all night,” I said.

“I’ve been weird?” he argued with wide eyes full of fire. “You’re the one that wanted to play this stupid game and take the damn bet. You’re the one that wanted to wear that thing.” He stretched a finger out and pointed at my dress.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Is this what he thought of me? “I didn’t want to wear a pink dress in front of guys who have relentlessly called me a girl for years. I wanted to prove something to them. To show them I could beat them. Sorry I was wrong. Sorry if it upset you.”

David ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “This is so messed up,” he said. “It never should’ve gone this far.”

I couldn’t stand to sit across from him any longer. I moved to the sofa and squeezed my body close to his. I expected him to back away, but he didn’t. He kept one arm stretched along the back of the sofa and looked down at me with dark, thoughtful eyes.

“What’s up with you? Why is this such a big deal?”

He looked at the ceiling and clenched his jaw. “Because,” he started. He hesitated as if the words were acid coming up his throat. “Because I wanted to see what you’d look like in that stupid thing.”

“In the dress?”

He pressed his hand to his forehead and closed his eyes. “Yes. I wanted to see you in the dress, okay?”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a flutter in my belly.

“And,” he continued, “it’s not even a big deal for you. I guess I thought…maybe you wanted to wear it. That maybe that’s why you played the game in the first place.”

I folded my hands in my lap while I processed his words. I picked at my fingernails and tried to find the right response. The truth was a part of me wanted to wear the dress, but another part of me was terrified. How could I explain that to him? How could he possibly understand the storm building inside me right now? The same storm that made me want to reach out and touch him. The same storm that made me feel cute and flirty in a flouncy pink dress. The same storm that excited me to be wearing nothing underneath it, and hoping David liked that.

“I didn’t not want to wear it,” I admitted. “But you can’t tell Aaron and Sam that. I’m just tired of being the joke of the group. I don’t usually care, but lately it’s bothered me more than usual.”

David’s eyes watched me closely. He swallowed and cleared his throat. “I’m tired of it too,” he said. “Because you’re definitely not a joke to me.”

His hand rested on my head and stroked down to my neck. His thumb stretched over my cheek and brushed the skin. I turned my head to him and felt my chest tighten. His eyes shifted across my face, but his lip trembled. Did he want me? Was he looking for some kind of confirmation that I wanted him?

I placed my hand on his thigh and gave it a squeeze. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. I always feel protected by you, and I guess tonight confused me.”

“Tonight confused me too,” he said, moving his hand so it gripped my chin. He leaned in closer until his lips were inches from mine. “In fact, I don’t even really know what I’m doing now.” His lips brushed against mine and I felt my shaft twitch. I didn’t have to think twice about kissing him back. I gave him all of me.

I pressed my hands to his chest and dragged my knuckles along the neckline of shirt. His lips parted and our tongues met. He was gentle and soft, like he treasured me. I’d never felt so vulnerable and safe at the same time.

Our kiss intensified, and our breath quickened. I climbed onto his lap and kissed along his neck. I lowered myself slowly between his legs and fumbled with his jeans. He brushed his fingers through my hair and smiled with concerned eyes. “You don’t have to-“

“I want to,” I said with more certainty than I’d felt in a long time. “I’ve wanted to all night.”

“Fuck,” he groaned as I pulled his cock free from his briefs. I gazed at its length and girth, wondering if I could possibly swallow it down. But the desire to try was there, so I opened wide and took him in.

It was salty and he smelled of musk. My body tingled as he slid back and forth along my tongue. Both of his hands rested on the back of my head and I gagged a little as I tried to swallow him down.

“Careful,” he said, pulling his hips back until he slid out of me. “It’s your first time.”

“You can read me like a book, can’t you?”

“I know you, that’s all,” he said. “Just go slow.”

I did what he asked and slowed down my rhythm. His sighs and his groans set my body on fire. I wanted David more than I ever wanted any girl. Knowing he wanted me made me come alive.

His cock twitched on my tongue and he hunched forward. I could tell he was about to come and I smiled at the thought. I reached for his balls and playfully squeezed them until he filled my mouth with his hot, sticky come.

He trembled as I swallowed, and neither of us let up until he was completely through. I pulled off of him and tried to collect my thoughts.

“That was amazing,” he said with a slight frown. “What can I do for you? I mean…what do you like?”

I rested my hands on my thighs and sighed. “I don’t know,” I said. “I think maybe I should go now.”

“Oh,” he said with the look of a sad puppy. “Yeah, okay.”

I went to the bathroom and changed back into my normal clothes. On my way to the front door, I turned to David. “I’m sorry,” I said. “This is a lot to process.”

He stood and met me in the foyer. He wrapped me in his arms and sighed. “I understand. It is for me too.”

“I’ll call you later,” I told him to which he smiled.

I left David’s with the biggest knot in my stomach, and I could hardly catch a wink of sleep that night.

I’d just gone down on my best friend while wearing a dress, and what confused me most was how much I enjoyed the whole thing.


CHAPTER FOUR




I slept in late the next day and was grateful for the added rest. When I woke up, my parents and sister were gone, leaving me home alone. I was grateful for that too. The last thing I needed was to participate in small talk with everything going through my mind.

But having the house empty, also meant a chance to explore more of the things that were plaguing me. Ever since I’d put on that dress, I’d been curious to try dressing up in other ways too. I knew it was wrong and unthinkable, but I was desperate to satisfy my curiosity. I was desperate to know once and for all how I felt. So I snuck into my sister’s bedroom and dug through her clothes.

I found a pair of white lace panties and a matching bra. I searched her closet for a dress and a pair of shoes. I found a sparkling blue gown and blue satin heels. But I also found a long, blond wig and remembered it from Anna’s theater days.

I carried the items back to my room and stripped down. But before trying anything on, I wanted to prep my entire body. I started a bath and soaked in it to soften my skin. Then I shaved every strand of hair from my legs and pelvis.

I toweled off and put on lotion, feeling chills as my fingers caressed the smoothness. I liked feeling smooth all over, and I even liked how my reflection looked in the mirror with no hair.

While in the bathroom, I noticed my sister’s makeup bag. With a knot in my stomach, I reached forward and pulled out a tube of lipstick. I smeared the bright pink color on my lips and puckered up. I looked hot. Like a girl even I might hit on. I found some mascara and blush and added them to my face. For the first time in years, I didn’t cringe at my feminine features. I was happy to have them. Maybe I can grow into them. Embrace them.

I returned to my room and dropped the towel on the floor. I bit my lip as I pulled the panties up my legs. The lace contrasted with my smooth skin, and I loved the way the delicate fabric cupped my small cock.

I put on the bra next and then the dress. Everything fit me perfectly and hugged my small curves. I slid into the heels and finally secured the wig on last.

I stepped up to my full length mirror and smiled. I was convincing alright, but for once I wasn’t ashamed of that. I looked stunning and for the first time in a while, I felt comfortable in my own skin. I practiced fashion poses and twirled in my new outfit.

My chest swelled and I took a deep breath. What if something good came from all of my friends’ teasing? As harmless as they meant it to be, maybe their jokes held some truth to them. Maybe I was meant to be a girl all along.

It was too much at once to say for certain, but I felt happier in that dress and wig than I’d felt in a while. But when I heard a knock on the door, my heart sank. There wasn’t enough time to take everything off and put it all back.

“Mason?” David called from the porch. “It’s David!”

I breathed a sigh of relief and checked my reflection one more time. I knew I shouldn’t answer the door in my sister’s clothes, but I didn’t know what else to do. Part of me wanted David to see me all dolled up. Part of me wanted to keep it to myself a little bit longer.

I touched the strands of my blond wig and took a deep breath. I decided to let David see me. I wanted to know how he would react, especially after last night. I wanted to make sure he didn’t have any deep regrets, and if he did, I wanted to move past them.

I pulled open the front door carefully so that I wasn’t visible to any neighbors outside. David stepped into the foyer and smiled at the sight of me. “Wow,” he said, his eyes scanning me from head to toe. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat up. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I tried calling. I had to see you. To make sure you were okay. I know I should’ve given you more time…I know I should’ve waited for you to call me.”

I laughed and pressed my hand over his mouth. “It’s okay. I’m glad you came.”

He pulled my hand gently away from his lips and smiled. “You are?”

I cocked my head as I considered his question, just to be sure. “Yeah,” I said. “I am.” I stepped back and twirled in my dress. “So? What do you think?”

“I think you are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he said. “If that’s okay for me to say.” He took my hands and pulled me into him.

I laid my head against his chest and listened to his racing heart. “It’s the perfect thing to say,” I said.

He took a step back and lifted my chin. His eyes scanned my face like the night before, but everything felt different in the daylight. There was truth to it. Like we didn’t have to hide how we felt. We were both open and honest with what we wanted.

“How do you feel?” he asked me.

“About what?”

“Everything. Anything. How do you feel about me? About what we did last night?” His eyes were filled with questions and his chest moved up and down rapidly with his breaths.

“I feel really good about it,” I said with a smile. “How do you feel?”

“I feel like I want to do it again. Especially with how hot you look right now.”

I laughed and looked away, but he pulled me to him. He pushed his lips against mine and I inhaled the scent of his spiced cologne. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he wrapped his arms around my waist. I felt like his girl, and it was the best feeling in the world.

“Have you given any more thought to how I can repay you?”

“Repay me?”

“For the amazing blow job you gave me,” he said. His hands traveled from my waist down over my ass. He gripped it hard and pulled me in close to him.

I turned my eyes downward, feeling hot embarrassment creeping over me. “I don’t know if you’d be into it,” I said.

“If it’s for you, I’d do anything,” he said.

I searched his eyes before answering. “I want you to take me. From behind. Like I’m your girl. I want you to fill me up and make me yours.”

His hot mouth latched onto mine and he picked me up in his arms. He was stronger than I realized as he carried me down the hall and into my bedroom. He laid me on the bed and climbed over me, his tongue swirling around mine and his hands hiking my dress up over my hips.

He looked down at the white panties and the bulge in his pants grew bigger. “Fuck, that’s sexy,” he said. My shaft twitched at his words. I liked wearing pretty things for him, and it meant the world to me that it turned him on.

He tugged the panties down and slid them off my legs. “Did you shave?” he asked.

I smiled and nodded. He kissed his way up my calves and my inner thighs, spreading them wide. Then he took my rod into his mouth and sucked until I begged him to take me. “Please,” I said, “I want to feel you.”

He moved up my body and kissed me passionately. He wrapped an arm around my waist and in one motion flipped me onto my stomach. I pressed my fingers to my lips with a smile, wondering how I could be so lucky.

David unzipped his pants and pulled his big monster free. It was hard in his grip and desperate for release. I passed David a bottle of lube from underneath my bed and he lathered it over his shaft. Then he slipped two slick fingers into my ass.

My breath quickened as he moved them in and out. “How does that feel?” he asked with a deep, commanding voice.

“It feels good,” I choked out through dry lips. It felt really good.

“Good,” he said. “Because I’m going to slip another one in.”

I big on my knuckles and nodded. He slipped in a third finger and worked them around slowly. I felt myself stretching open for him and I couldn’t wait to stretch around his thick girth.

“Please,” I begged, reaching around to take ahold of him. “Give me your cock.”

He growled and removed his fingers quickly. He pressed the tip of his cock to my ass and eased in slowly. I felt myself splitting and stretching for him, but he was gentle. I loved how gentle he was with me.

He leaned his body over me and held my hands above my head. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered. “I can’t wait to make you mine.”

I smiled as he pushed in deeper. “I’m already yours, David,” I said.

“Mmmm, say it again.”

“David, I’m yours.”

His hand gripped my left hip and pinned it to the bed. He pulled out slowly and thrust back in. He filled me up over and over until neither of us could hold back. His dick swelled inside me and I came as his hot load filled me deep.

“Fuck,” he breathed as he came down. “You’re incredible.”

He pulled out and rolled over to face him. I touched his cheek with my fingers and said, “So are you.” He kissed me hard and pulled me into his arms.


CHAPTER FIVE




For nearly an hour we laid in silence, inhaling the scent of one another. I knew my family could come home at any second, but it was hard to pull away.

“Guess I should get dressed,” I said, looking up at David’s sharp features. He smiled and gave me a kiss before letting me out of his arms. I climbed up and exchanged my girl clothes for boy clothes, feeling strangely alienated in my old outfits.

“We don’t have to right away,” David started, “but I’d like to tell the guys. If you’re comfortable with it, that is.”

“Tell them what?” I asked, sliding a t-shirt over my head.

“That we’re dating,” he said. David propped himself up on one elbow and looked at the sheets. He ran a hand over the bed as if to distract himself from his thoughts. “Unless you want this to be casual.”

I moved to the bed quickly and sat down. “No,” I said. “I don’t want this to be casual if you don’t. I just don’t know how the guys will take it.”

“I just don’t want to pretend around them, you know?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Trust me, I know.”

“Well then, when you’re ready let’s give it a try.”

I took David’s hand in mine and kissed his knuckles. “As long as you’re there, I’m ready now.”

He smiled and cupped my face in his hand. He leaned up and kissed me. “Let’s tell them tonight, then.”

“Okay,” I said, but I was still nervous. I appreciated David wanting to come out in the open, but I wasn’t sure what they’d say. Would they tease us? Would they think we were lying?

I knew, though, that if I could come out to Aaron and Sam that I could finally embrace the woman I felt like I could become. The woman I wanted to become. The woman I wanted to be for David. The woman I wanted to be for myself.


EPILOGUE


We met the boys at our favorite bar, but things were different this time. Aaron and Sam didn’t tease me once, and underneath the table David held my hand. My stomach fluttered and my cheeks were on fire, but I was happy. I was deeply and passionately in love with David.

“Beers as usual?” asked Aaron.

“Just a minute, guys,” said David. “Before anyone gets wasted, we have something we want to say.”

I waited for them to crack jokes, but their expressions were serious. “Oh,” Sam said. “No problem. Go ahead.”

“It’s not the easiest thing to express,” said David. He glanced at me and gripped my hand harder. “Do you want to tell them?”

I straightened up in my seat and nodded. “Yeah,” I said. “I think that would be best.” He smiled at me and lowered his head, giving me the space to speak.

“The other night,” I started with the full attention of Sam and Aaron, “when I put on that pink dress…I realized something that I’d been hiding from myself for a while. I’m still not completely sure what to do with everything. There are a lot of new feelings to process. But one thing I wanted to-“ I looked at David, “we wanted to share with you guys…is that we’re kind of…sort of…dating.”

I tensed my back in response to the jokes I figured would come. But they never did. Sam and Aaron looked at each other and shrugged.

“That’s cool,” said Aaron.

“Yeah,” added Sam. “Thanks for telling us. I know it wasn’t easy.”

“I know we’ve been hard on you, Mason,” said Aaron. “We never meant anything by it.”

“I know,” I said with a smile. “I’m not upset about any of it. But you guys should know…that you might start seeing me in girly outfits more often. Just so you’re not surprised if and when it happens.”

“That’s cool with me,” said Aaron.

“Yeah, me too,” said Sam.

“Thank guys,” David added with a big smile. “Now how about I grab us some beers?”

We all nodded and David slipped out of the booth to place an order. Sam leaned forward and kept his voice low. “So, Mason. How does all this work? Is there another name you want to go by? Anything we should be careful about?”

The butterflies in my stomach grew stronger as I considered his question. “I’ll let you know. For now, I just want to enjoy a drink with my friends.”

“Deal,” he said.

“Cheers,” Aaron added once David came back with the beers.

I watched the guys as we all sipped from our drinks. My smile was wide and my heart was full. For the most part, nothing had changed in our dynamic. The guys still joked and teased each other, but the jokes were different. They were more wholesome than they’d been before. More careful and innocent.

When I looked at David, I couldn’t help but smile. A few times, I even leaned against his arm and took his hand in mine. The guys never flinched at the sight of us together, and I’d never felt so grateful to them.
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