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HIDING IN HER SKIRT


“Well?” the voice over the phone asked, thin and impatient through the tiny speaker.

“Well, what?” Malcolm shot back. He lay sprawled across the edge of his dorm bed, one leg hooked over a flattened pillow, heel knocking softly against the cheap fabric. His burnt cinnamon hair fell into his eyes in messy waves that refused to stay tamed no matter how many times he pushed it back. The room smelled faintly like laundry detergent and old carpet, the hum of the mini fridge filling the quiet between breaths as he waited for Dave to get to the point.

“Are you going to the party tonight?”

“Dude,” Malcolm said, groaning as he forced himself upright and rolled his cinder-dark eyes toward the ceiling. “I already told you, Dave. I can’t go anywhere for at least, like, a few weeks, or Jared is going to find me and totally kick my ass. I just started college. I just started the track team, for fuck’s sake. If he breaks my legs, then what am I going to do? Panhandle outside the student union for the next year to cover my medical costs?”

Dave let out a long, dramatic groan that crackled with static in Malcolm’s ear. The sound made Malcolm wince. It had been bad enough making a complete idiot of himself, getting blackout drunk at the first frat party he’d ever been invited to. But accidentally pissing on the star quarterback’s pride and joy, a restored ’69 cherry-red convertible that everyone on campus worshipped like it was sacred? Malcolm felt his stomach tighten every time he remembered the look on Jared’s face when he realized what had happened. Half the time Malcolm didn’t even want to step foot outside his dorm, let alone wander into another party packed with athletes and loud music and judgmental stares.

His second-best survival strategy had been to hole up in his room and pretend he didn’t exist. No answering the door. No late-night trips across campus. Just headphones, protein bars, and hoping he never heard a fist pounding against the wood followed by a string of angry curses. So far, he’d been lucky. Either Jared didn’t know it had been him, or he hadn’t figured out where Malcolm was hiding yet. But Malcolm knew luck never lasted long, and the last thing he wanted was to go looking for trouble himself.

“Nobody knows it was you,” Dave insisted.

“How do you know that? It’s bad enough that I even told you,” Malcolm muttered. He tugged down the hem of his grey T-shirt, smoothing it over his waist as he swung his legs off the bed. The fabric clung lightly to his skin, still warm from lying down. He brushed at imaginary wrinkles on his shirt and boxers before crossing the small space to the mirror hanging crookedly over his dresser. Fluorescent dorm lighting washed over his reflection, highlighting the faint shadows under his eyes. First, he checked for bloodshot redness. Then he tilted his head, studying himself like he was trying to figure out if he could pass for confident tonight, if he tried hard enough.

“You didn’t tell me, bro. Remember?” Dave said. “I told you, because you were black-out drunk. Just be glad it was only me, Chris, and Rodney, all right? Nobody else saw you. By the time Jared found out, we were already one or two lawns down the street trying to find Rodney’s hatchback.”

Malcolm let out a slow breath, fingers brushing through his hair as he looked over his reflection. His shoulders were narrow, his waist slim from years of running. He looked more like a distance runner than a fighter, and he knew it.

“It’s too risky,” he murmured, eyes drifting down his own frame before he sighed. “Do you think I look too girly or something?”

“Wh… what?” Dave asked, the confusion in his voice immediate.

Malcolm swallowed, his gaze flicking from his own eyes to the curve of his jaw, the softness that never seemed to harden no matter how many miles he logged on the track. “If I had a ton of muscle like those football assholes, I wouldn’t be hiding in my dorm room right now. But instead, I’m skinny and soft-featured.” He huffed out a laugh that didn’t sound very amused. “I look like the kind of guy people don’t take seriously. Like I’m easy to push around.”

“Dude, this is not the time,” Dave shot back, frustration sharpening every syllable until it almost buzzed through the phone speaker.

“That’s why Aria wouldn’t ever get with me at the party, remember?” Malcolm sighed, letting his head tip back as he stared at the faint water stain spreading across his dorm ceiling.

“She wouldn’t get with you because she’s Jared’s fucking girlfriend, of all people. Are you trying to get yourself killed? Because if so, I just want to know what to tell the reporters when they find your body in some ravine later on,” Dave said, his voice slipping into that half-serious, half-exasperated lecture Malcolm had heard a hundred times. “Just go to the party with us, have fun, hook up with any other girl than Aria, and don’t piss on any giant guys’ cars. Maybe we could actually have a legendary night.”

“You always did have a way with words,” Malcolm muttered, laying the sarcasm on thick as he paced barefoot across the thin carpet. The floor felt gritty under his toes, and he kicked an empty water bottle out of the way without thinking.

“Fuck you, dude,” Dave laughed. “You coming, or not? Jared isn’t going to be there. I already told you, there’s a game tonight. Nobody even remotely connected to him is going to be there.”

“It’s at Aria’s house, dude. The second the game is over, Jared is totally going to come over and guard his turf,” Malcolm said, scanning the cluttered room for his jeans. His eyes darted from his desk chair to the pile of laundry by the closet before finally landing on a fresh pair of denims hanging off the bathroom door, the skinny legs swaying slightly like they’d been waiting for him to notice. He grabbed them and tucked the phone between his shoulder and ear, hopping awkwardly as he tried to pull one leg through. “I… I don’t know. Maybe I’ll think about it.”

He already knew he was going. The decision had been made the moment he’d heard Aria’s name attached to the address. After the way she’d laughed at his dumb jokes last time, the way she’d leaned in close at the tiny gazebo behind the frat house while the bass from inside thumped through the night air, he couldn’t let that thread just disappear. If he showed up, maybe she’d remember him. Maybe they could pick up right where things had almost gone too far, only this time without Jared lurking somewhere nearby.

He’d been lucky before. Jared had been busy taking snorkel-shots with half the offensive line, completely distracted while Malcolm hovered in that dangerous, electric space between flirting and something more. Malcolm caught his reflection again and hesitated before grabbing the hem of his grey T-shirt and pulling it up over his head. Cool air brushed over his bare skin as he tossed the shirt onto the bed, leaving himself standing there in nothing but his boxers.

He studied his body in the mirror, shoulders narrow, hips slim, muscle built more for endurance than power. There was a softness to him that he couldn’t hide no matter how hard he tried to stand straighter. He winced, dragging his fingers through his long, wild bangs until they stuck up in every direction.

Bad enough I’ve got the body of a girl, I definitely don’t need the hair of one, he thought, turning his head side to side. He made a mental note to get it cut after the weekend. Maybe shorter hair would make him look tougher, harder to recognize. If anyone had tipped Jared off that the guy who’d disrespected his car had long hair and a slim frame, maybe a shaved look would throw him off. It felt ridiculous, like he was planning some low-budget disguise, but the alternative was getting cornered by a pissed-off quarterback built like a brick wall.

Malcolm sighed and pulled his jeans up, the denim hugging his thighs as he adjusted the waistband. He couldn’t help thinking about how badly things had started with the football team. He’d imagined college differently. He’d pictured himself finally fitting in somewhere, maybe even making friends with guys like them instead of being the easy target. If Dave was right, and nobody knew it had been him, maybe there was still a chance to fix that. Maybe he could keep his head down, play it cool, and slowly blend into the background until he wasn’t just the awkward new kid anymore.

High school had been a blur of locker room jokes and girls who barely noticed him unless it was to laugh. College was supposed to be his reset button. Easy sex, easy grades, a smooth four-year ride toward something better. Instead, he found himself standing half-dressed in a dorm room, juggling lies and bad decisions, still chasing the same approval he’d never quite managed to grab. And even knowing all that, he felt a spark of excitement build in his chest at the thought of the music, the lights, and maybe seeing Aria look at him again like he mattered.

Malcolm found a red polo shirt crumpled over the back of his desk chair and tugged it over his head, the thick cotton sliding down over his slender torso and settling against his skin. The fabric smelled faintly like detergent and something warmer, like the lingering heat from his own body. He exhaled slowly and stepped closer to the mirror, studying himself from different angles as if he were trying to figure out who the person staring back at him really was. His fingers moved automatically, brushing his bangs to the side until they framed his face in a way that felt a little more intentional. He forced a small smile, then let it fade when it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

In the quiet hum of his dorm room, he felt that familiar weight press in on him again. It had crept up a few times since he’d arrived at college, a low, restless ache he couldn’t quite name. He wasn’t sure what left him feeling so hollow, so strangely disconnected even when everything around him was loud and busy and full of people. Parties and cheap drinks and crowded rooms didn’t really distract him from it. If anything, they made the silence afterward feel heavier.

Maybe it was his lack of experience with women. Or maybe it was the way he’d never really tried that hard, always hovering on the edge of something without stepping fully into it. Lacey had been the first girl he’d felt genuinely drawn to in a long time. The memory of those late summer nights came back to him in flashes, lazy kisses behind hedges, her hand tugging at his waistband while the streetlights flickered overhead. Aside from a few distracted blowjobs she’d given him before he left for college, he’d mostly stayed a virgin, never quite crossing the invisible line he kept telling himself he’d cross someday.

He looked at his reflection again, remembering how awkward and unfinished those moments had felt. Still, he couldn’t deny the gratitude that came with them. They’d given him just enough confidence to walk up to the gorgeous blonde at the last frat party and actually talk to her like he belonged there. Finding out the next morning that she was Jared’s girlfriend had dropped a heavy knot into his stomach and done nothing to ease the migraine that had throbbed behind his eyes like a carnival hammer slamming down again and again.

Even so, Malcolm had kept chasing the idea of her. He’d wanted the tall, slender head cheerleader for himself, even knowing he was so far out of her league it felt like a joke. Maybe being on the track team gave him a tiny bit of overlap with her world, but he knew it barely mattered. She moved through parties like she owned the air around her, confident and untouchable, while he lingered at the edges hoping for a chance.

And this much he knew for sure. Whether he could actually stop himself from wanting her was a completely different question.

All he’d wanted that night was to feel her skin against his, to close the distance until the noise of the party disappeared and it was just the two of them breathing in the same space. He imagined slipping his fingers beneath the waistband of her panties, the warmth there, the soft give of fabric and skin as he explored somewhere he’d only ever really fantasized about. There was something about that sensation that had become a quiet fixation for him, the feeling of a girl shifting against his hand while he hovered between nervousness and heat.

Standing there now, he caught himself drifting too far into the thought. His breath slowed, his chest rising as he stared at his own reflection, trying to picture it. Almost without thinking, he slid his hand down inside his boxers, testing the edge of the fantasy, then froze and shook his head hard, a sharp wince crossing his face.

What are you doing, weirdo? the voice in his head snapped, loud enough to make him pull his hand back out like he’d touched something hot.

For a brief second, though, another thought slipped through before he could stop it. He wondered if the sensation would feel different, maybe even better, if he were wearing a pair of panties himself. The idea lingered longer than he wanted to admit. And it wasn’t the first time it had crossed his mind, either.

By that afternoon, Malcolm had caught himself circling the same thought over and over again. It wasn’t only what had been inside a girl’s panties that turned him on. If he was honest with himself, it might have been the panties themselves. The idea kept slipping into his mind at the worst moments, quiet and persistent. He found himself remembering the sensation of thin fabric stretched over warm skin, the way cotton or satin had felt beneath his fingertips when he’d slid his hand under a waistband before. In his most unguarded moments, he wondered what his own most private parts would feel like wrapped in that same soft material.

He imagined cool, creamy satin cradling his cock and his balls, the silky texture hugging sensitive skin instead of the rough compression of his usual underwear. In his head, the fabric slid easily against him, brushing over the delicate underside of his cockhead and gliding along the softer, heavier weight of his sack. The thought made his chest tighten with something that felt equal parts curiosity and heat. Would it make him feel more confident? More natural? Or would it just unlock something inside him he wasn’t ready to face?

Every time the idea surfaced, his first reaction was to shove it away. I’d be fucked if somebody found out, he kept thinking, the fear of judgment always arriving before the fantasy could fully settle. He couldn’t tell if it was even socially acceptable for him to want something like that, and the uncertainty gnawed at him. The problem was that the curiosity never really disappeared. It came back like an unfinished dream, drifting into his thoughts late at night or when he stood alone in front of the mirror. Each time it returned, it left him a little more restless, a little more desperate to find out whether the thrill came from the girls he’d watched wearing those garments or from the possibility that he might feel different wearing them himself.

The image of tight, shiny panties hugging his bulge lingered longer than he wanted to admit. He imagined the fabric stretched over him, outlining his average but undeniably masculine shape, creating a contrast that both embarrassed and excited him. The thought refused to stay quiet, lighting up corners of his mind that had felt dull for weeks.

Malcolm glanced down as tension coiled through his body. Heat spread across his waist and slid between his skinny thighs until his cock began to swell beneath his jeans. He swallowed hard and grabbed the growing bulge behind the zipper, squeezing through the denim as if he could push the feeling back down.

I can’t do this right now. I’ve got to get to that party, he told himself, trying to steady his breathing.

His body didn’t listen.

Almost without thinking, he stepped toward his bed and shoved his jeans down to his smooth, hairless calves. The cool air hit his skin as he freed himself, revealing the hard outline pressing against the thin fabric of his white briefs. He reached down and slid a finger inside, instantly annoyed by the rough, stiff material rubbing against him. Men’s underwear always felt heavy and practical, never soft or indulgent. It had frustrated him for years, even before he understood why.

“We have everything on the outside of our body, yet they get the soft, sexy clothes,” he’d once muttered to himself late at night while scrolling through a soft-core site, half amused and half irritated by the unfairness of it.

He often found himself drawn to images of slender girls posing in panties and thongs, less interested in explicit sex than in the way they looked comfortable, confident, and quietly powerful in their own skin. He liked the teasing smiles, the way they spread their legs just enough to suggest more without giving everything away. Recently, his browsing had drifted toward pantie-focused fetish sites, places where the garments stayed on even during more intense moments. Some images featured panties cut open or torn down the center, fabric stretched and altered but never fully removed. Something about that contrast only deepened his fascination, feeding the strange pull he felt toward the texture and symbolism of the underwear itself.

Standing there now, his breathing uneven, Malcolm felt that same hunger rise again. The thought of panties wasn’t just a passing curiosity anymore. It had begun to feel like a key turning slowly inside him, unlocking desires he wasn’t sure he could ignore much longer.

Malcolm lay back across the top of his bed, the thin mattress dipping beneath his shoulders as he exhaled slowly. The faint smell of detergent clung to the sheets, mixed with the warm, lived-in scent of his dorm room. He slid one hand down into his briefs, the tight cotton pressing around his wrist as he found the heated weight of himself. The friction of the fabric against his skin felt close enough to the fantasy in his head that his hips shifted instinctively, chasing the sensation.

He let his eyes drift half closed, breathing uneven as he imagined a pair of soft, crème-colored silk panties hugging his waist instead of the plain white briefs. The thought made his stomach tighten. His fingers brushed over the sensitive head of his cock, and his breath caught in his throat.

“Fuck,” he murmured, voice low and shaky.

He gripped his shaft through the confining fabric and began to stroke as best he could, the motion awkward but familiar. Heat spread up his legs in slow waves, settling at the base of his cock where pleasure gathered and pulsed. His body throbbed in his hand, each movement sending small flashes of sensation through his spine. With his free hand, he drifted lower, cupping his balls and rolling them gently in his palm, savoring the weight and warmth there.

“Yes… just like that,” he whispered, barely aware of who he was speaking to.

In his mind, the touch wasn’t entirely his own. He didn’t let himself linger too long on that thought, didn’t want to pull apart what it meant that his fantasies sometimes blurred with the idea of someone else guiding him, exploring him through the imagined softness of silk. Instead, he let the feeling carry him, murmuring under his breath as if someone unseen stood beside him, urging him forward.

“Just like that,” he repeated, voice tight with anticipation.

His second hand slid lower, fingertips brushing past his sack until they hovered at the sensitive skin beneath. He hesitated only a second before tracing the tight ring of muscle there, a slow, teasing motion that made his hips jerk. “Oh… fuck,” he moaned, the sensation racing up his spine like a sudden spark. His breath came faster, chest rising and falling as the delicate tickle spread through his body and settled deep in his core.

He pressed gently, letting a finger slip just inside, the intrusion sending a sharp, electric pulse through him. The warmth and pressure made his vision blur for a moment. He clenched his teeth, holding back a louder sound as pleasure surged and tangled with the steady strokes of his other hand. The dual rhythm built quickly, his body tightening around the sensations until he felt himself drifting toward that familiar edge.

“Oh… uh… oh, fuck,” Malcolm whimpered, voice thin with need.

Tension wound through his slender frame like a cord pulled too tight. His muscles trembled, breath hitching as he moved faster, chasing the rising wave. Every motion felt sharper, heavier, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter until it finally snapped.

The climax crashed through him, hot and overwhelming. His back arched as the rush shot down his spine and surged through his cock, pulses of pleasure radiating outward until he felt himself spilling, warm and thick, across the red fabric of his polo. The sensation left him shuddering, fingers tightening reflexively as the last tremors faded.

“Ah, fuck,” he exhaled, blinking down at the mess with a frustrated laugh. He hadn’t meant to come that fast. It always snuck up on him like that, catching him off guard just when he thought he had more control.

He shook his head, still breathing hard, and pushed himself upright. After a moment, he moved to clean himself up, stripping off his clothes and heading for a quick shower. The hot water helped steady his thoughts, washing away the lingering tension. By the time he dressed again and grabbed his keys, the party waited at the edge of his mind like a promise he couldn’t quite ignore.
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“I knew you’d show up,” the slender college boy with butterscotch hair said, a wide grin curling across his smooth pink lips as he leaned against the porch railing like he’d been waiting for this exact moment.

“Hey, Dave,” Malcolm replied, slowing his steps as he approached the chaotic scene unfolding at the house at the end of Elm Street. Music thumped through the siding hard enough that he could feel the bass in his ribs before he even reached the driveway. The sky overhead had slipped into deep purple, swallowing the last streaks of pastel dusk, and small drops of rain drifted down with a low roll of thunder somewhere in the distance. Lightning flashed faintly behind the clouds, turning the wet pavement silver for a split second.

Cool spring air brushed against Malcolm’s forearms, raising goosebumps along his skin. It felt like strange weather for a party, but he’d been at college long enough to know that nothing short of a natural disaster stopped a house full of drunk students from gathering. Even then, they’d probably just move the keg inside.

Dave rushed forward and threw an arm lazily around Malcolm’s shoulders, pulling him close in an easy, familiar half-hug that smelled faintly like cheap cologne and beer.

“So, you’re going to bang Aria tonight, huh?” Dave asked, his hazel eyes bright with excitement as they started up the driveway together. Rodney trailed a step behind them, quiet as always.

The redhead had been Dave’s friend first, someone Malcolm had only started seeing at parties once Dave began dragging him along. Malcolm liked Rodney well enough. There was something thoughtful in the way the freshman watched everything, olive-green eyes scanning people instead of trying to outshine them. Still, Malcolm couldn’t quite figure him out. He was used to guys like Dave, loud and obvious, the center of every conversation. Rodney felt different, like there was something tucked behind his silence that Malcolm hadn’t learned how to read yet.

Rodney brushed a hand through his rust-colored hair as they walked, keeping pace but never quite stepping into the spotlight of Dave’s chatter. The noise from the party spilled out into the cool night air. Cars lined both sides of the street, and clusters of sorority girls and frat guys rushed across the perfectly trimmed lawn of Aria’s parents’ estate. Someone had strung lights along the porch railing, casting a warm glow over the crowd.

Rumor had it her parents were at their winter home in Miami for another month, which meant this place would probably host half the parties on campus before they came back. Malcolm felt a rush of anticipation at the thought of finally stepping inside.

As they made their way toward the crowded porch, his eyes flicked constantly through the sea of faces, searching for any sign of Jared. His heart thudded harder with every step, adrenaline creeping into his bloodstream until his hands felt strangely loose and tight at the same time. He wasn’t sure he could hold a plastic cup without spilling it.

He scanned the yard again, this time looking for Aria. She’d been out for the first few weeks of football season with a sprained ankle, which had created the perfect opening for Malcolm to get closer to her on nights when the team was busy at games. He still didn’t understand why she hadn’t watched from the sideline. He’d always assumed cheerleaders were expected to be there no matter what. But honestly, he didn’t care about the reason.

All he cared about was finding her tonight.

At the very least, he wanted a kiss. Something real enough to justify all the bragging he’d done to Dave over the last week. The thought made his stomach twist with a mix of excitement and dread. Because somewhere in the back of his mind lingered the inevitable image of Jared’s fists, the moment the quarterback found out that the same guy who’d ruined the leather interior of his car had also gotten close to his girlfriend.

“Drink?” Dave shouted, already raising his voice to compete with the surge of music and chatter rolling off the front porch. The bass thumped through the wooden boards under their feet, vibrating up through Malcolm’s sneakers. Malcolm nodded and flashed a quick grin as Dave jerked his chin toward the kitchen, where a few kegs had been tapped and set up in a crooked line that looked like it had been assembled in a hurry.

As Malcolm stepped inside, warm air wrapped around him, thick with the smell of beer, perfume, and damp clothes from people tracking rain inside. Near the keg, he spotted Aria. She stood with one hand on her hip, leaning toward a frat guy and gesturing at the keg stand like she was arguing about where it had been placed. Even from a distance, she looked completely at ease in the chaos, her blonde hair catching the flashing lights from the living room.

Dave and Rodney disappeared into the kitchen crowd without hesitation, already swallowed by noise and movement. Malcolm slowed his pace, his focus narrowing until Aria was the only thing he really saw.

She turned at just the right moment, her eyes landing on him. A friendly grin spread across her lips. “Hey, mystery guy,” she called over the music.

“Mystery guy?” Malcolm echoed, his voice softening into a bashful laugh as he stepped closer.

“Well, I didn’t get your name last weekend,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “You took off before I could ask whether you were in any of my classes this coming semester.”

“Oh, right.” Malcolm rubbed the back of his neck, suddenly aware of how stiff he felt. “Uh, well… I’m Malcolm. I guess last weekend turned into kind of a blur. Sorry.”

He tried to meet her emerald-green eyes, but his gaze kept drifting. Her slender, curvy frame made it hard to focus on anything else. Skinny white denim hugged her hips, and a form-fitting camisole clung to her torso, outlining the generous curve of her breasts in a way that made his throat go dry. He swallowed and forced himself to look back at her face.

The music surged louder, drowning out half their words. Malcolm attempted a few awkward lines of conversation, leaning closer to hear her responses. Every few seconds, he glanced sideways toward the kitchen, searching for Dave’s reaction like he needed silent reassurance that he wasn’t completely blowing it.

“You want to go somewhere a bit quieter?” Aria shouted suddenly, raising her voice over a bass-heavy track that shook the walls. Cheers erupted from the living room as someone chugged a drink, and a wave of bodies shifted around them.

Malcolm nodded quickly.

With a quick smile, Aria reached for his hand. Her fingers slipped between his, warm and confident, and she pulled him through the crowd. People pressed in from all sides, laughter echoing as they squeezed past groups dancing in the hallway. The staircase ahead was just as crowded. Couples leaned against the railing making out, others perched on the steps with plastic cups in hand, nodding their heads to the music.

It felt like pushing through an ocean of bodies.

Aria led him upward anyway, weaving between people with practiced ease. Malcolm’s heart sped as he climbed behind her, his eyes drawn to the way her jeans hugged her ass, shifting with each step. He forced himself to look away, then looked back again before he could stop himself.

At the top of the stairs, she turned and flashed him a grin, her eyes wide and bright. She tilted her head toward the right, silently guiding him down a narrower hallway. His hand stayed locked in hers, the simple contact grounding him even as his nerves buzzed.

They stopped in front of a closed door.

Aria glanced around, scanning the hallway for anyone paying too much attention, but most people were too drunk or too distracted by the music spilling up from downstairs to notice them. Malcolm’s chest tightened as he realized what was happening. Somehow, he’d ended up alone with the head cheerleader, the host of the party, her hand still wrapped around his.

For a moment, it felt unreal. Like he’d stepped into someone else’s night instead of his own.

Aria pulled a small key from the pocket of her jeans and slipped it into the knob with quick, practiced ease. Malcolm watched the brass handle turn, the quiet click of the lock sounding strangely loud compared to the distant roar of the party behind them. The door opened to reveal another narrow stairwell, dimly lit and lined with polished wood that smelled faintly of cedar.

He stepped inside after her. She closed the door gently and locked it again, sealing them away from the noise. The shouting voices and pounding music faded into a distant hum as they climbed the rich wooden steps together. With every step upward, the chaos of the party felt farther away, replaced by the softer sounds of rain tapping against the roof overhead.

When they reached the top, Malcolm slowed, taking in the space around him. Large wood rafters stretched across the ceiling, giving the room a warm, private feel. The soft glow from a bedside lamp illuminated pink and white accents scattered throughout the room. It didn’t take him long to realize where he was.

Holy shit, he thought, his pulse thudding so hard he wondered if she could hear it over the faint bass still vibrating through the walls.

The rain outside grew louder, pattering steadily against the sloped ceiling while an occasional rumble of thunder rolled through the distance. The party noise faded until it felt like a memory.

“Well?” Aria asked, turning to face him with a playful tilt of her head.

“This is a lot better,” Malcolm said with a nervous smile, rubbing his palms against his jeans as if he needed something to ground himself.

His eyes drifted to the bed across the room. It looked huge and soft, covered in layered pink and white sheets and plush throws that made the whole space feel cozy and intimate. Aria led him toward it without hesitation, and they sat down together on the edge. The mattress dipped slightly under their combined weight.

“So, are you a freshman?” she asked casually.

The question caught him off guard. He hesitated, feeling the sudden pressure to sound cooler than he felt. “What? Me? Uh, no way,” he said quickly, forcing a small laugh. “I’m a… sophomore.”

Even as he said it, he felt the lie sitting awkwardly on his tongue. He didn’t want to push it too far, but something about being here, alone in her room, made him want to seem more experienced than he really was.

“Cool,” Aria said, brushing her bangs to the side and batting her lashes lightly. “Well, I’m a sophomore too,” she added with a grin.

Malcolm nodded, his throat suddenly dry. He shifted slightly on the bed, trying to ignore how aware he felt of her body beside him. “Um… do you… have a boyfriend?” he asked.

He already knew the answer. Dave had made sure of that. Still, he needed to hear it from her, needed some kind of permission even if it was only symbolic.

“Well…” Aria began, her fingers twisting together in her lap. “Actually, I do have a boyfriend,” she admitted, then quickly added, “But we’re kind of open. Like… we’re not exclusive, if that makes any sense.”

“Oh, really?” Malcolm said, the words slipping out faster than he intended. His chest tightened with a burst of nervous excitement, and he felt like he might launch off the bed if he didn’t stay perfectly still. He wanted to lean in, to close the space between them, but instead he just held her gaze, getting lost in the clear green of her eyes.

Something about her tone made him wonder if there was more to the story.

“I guess I kind of heard that your boyfriend might be… Jared Lance? The school quarterback?” Malcolm asked carefully, a faint flush creeping across his cheeks.

“Yeah, that’s true,” Aria said with a small shrug.

The name landed in Malcolm’s stomach like a weight, the earlier rush of excitement replaced by a brief, sinking feeling. He pictured Jared’s broad shoulders, the easy confidence that came with being untouchable on campus. But before he could spiral too far into doubt, she smiled again.

“But, like I said, we’re not exclusive.”

“Well, that’s good,” Malcolm said, forcing a relaxed tone even as nerves buzzed through him. “He just… seems like kind of a hothead. I’m surprised anybody wouldn’t want to be exclusive with you,” he added with a shy smile.

Aria laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I don’t really have an answer for that,” she said. Then her expression softened, her focus settling fully on him. “But enough about him, okay? I brought you up here because I wanted to get to know you a little better.”

He’d wanted to stop her. Part of him had been dying to ask why she’d picked him, of all people, why she’d looked at him like he was worth pulling upstairs and away from the party. In Malcolm’s mind, Aria already had everything. Head cheerleader. Star quarterback boyfriend. The kind of couple that looked like they’d been cast straight out of some glossy college movie poster. And yet she was sitting here with him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body through the thin air between them.

He barely had time to make sense of it before she leaned in.

Her lips pressed against his, soft and sudden, and Malcolm froze for half a second before clumsily returning the kiss. He tasted something sweet on her mouth, maybe lip gloss or the last sip of a fruity drink. His hand moved instinctively, sliding down along her curvy sides, fingertips brushing over the smooth fabric of her top. Heat rushed through him as his cock swelled hard inside his briefs, throbbing with the rush of adrenaline and disbelief.

Then, just as quickly as it had begun, Aria pulled away.

A faint vibration buzzed somewhere nearby, breaking the moment. “Hang on, just a second,” she murmured, reaching for her pink smartphone on the nightstand. She pushed her hair back absently while staring at the screen, her brows knitting together.

“Ugh… fuck,” she muttered under her breath.

“What’s wrong?” Malcolm asked, watching her eyes flick across the room as if she were already somewhere else.

“Um… I guess the game got rained out, and Jared just showed up downstairs,” she said, her voice lowering. “I’d better go down for a minute. Why don’t you stay up here and… I’ll be back in like fifteen minutes, okay?”

Malcolm blinked at her, still catching up. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, yeah. He just wants to stop by, have a few shots, and then he’s going to an after-party or something. I don’t know,” she said, already half turned toward the stairwell.

“An after-party?” Malcolm laughed nervously. “But there wasn’t a game.”

“Malcolm… you’re asking the wrong girl, seriously,” Aria said with a shrug. A quick grin flickered across her lips as she mouthed, “Sorry,” then slipped out the door and disappeared down the stairs.

The lock clicked behind her.

Suddenly he was alone in the head cheerleader’s bedroom.

Malcolm stood there for a moment, listening to the rain against the roof and the faint pulse of music below. He wandered slowly around the room, eyes drifting over her pink desk cluttered with makeup and notebooks, posters of pop stars he didn’t recognize, and the partially open doorway leading to her bathroom and closet. The quiet felt strange after the intensity of the kiss, like he’d stepped into a pause that wasn’t meant to last long.

His phone buzzed sharply in his pocket, making him jump.

He fumbled it out of his tight jeans and saw Dave’s name flashing across the screen. Malcolm answered and pressed it to his ear, the distant roar of the party bleeding through the line behind Dave’s voice.

“Dude,” Dave said, breathless.

“Dude, you’ll never guess where I am. I’m in Aria’s bedroom,” Malcolm started, unable to keep the excitement out of his voice.

“Fuck that, bro,” Dave cut in. “You’re in deep shit. Rodney ratted you out. Jared knows you pissed on his car, and he knows you’re at the party. He just went inside with a few of his teammates, and they’re asking around trying to find you.”

Malcolm felt the world tilt sideways. A prickling, pins-and-needles sensation spread across his arms and chest as the room seemed to spin.

“Wh… what?” he stammered. “You’re joking, dude. Right?”

“No, man. I’m back down the street by the car,” Dave said quickly. “Seriously, get out of there and come down here so we can get the fuck out. I’ll drive you to your car when you get here.”

“Dude,” Malcolm whispered, panic creeping into his voice. “I’m in Aria’s bedroom. It’s in the fucking attic. There’s no way I can get out of here. What the hell am I supposed to do? Use the power lines like a fucking ski lift?”

“Then you’d better think of something,” Dave said. “He’s going to beat the shit out of you for his car. But if he finds out you’re fucking around with Aria… man, you’d better tell me what song you want them to play at your funeral.”

“Shit,” Malcolm breathed, heart hammering as he glanced toward the locked door and the narrow stairwell beyond it. “I’ve got to go.”

Malcolm paced the room in tight circles, running a hand through his damp hair as his thoughts spiraled. The rain tapping against the roof sounded louder now, almost urgent, like it was counting down the seconds he had left. After another restless lap, he forced himself toward the stairwell and crept down slowly, each step careful to avoid creaks.

When he reached the door, he eased it open just enough to peek through the crack.

The music had stopped.

Instead of bass and laughter, the house felt heavy with tension. Jared’s voice cut through the air, sharp and furious, demanding to know where “that asshole” was hiding. Malcolm couldn’t make out every word, but the tone was enough. Somewhere below, a few deeper voices responded, probably teammates trying to calm him down or help him search.

Malcolm’s chest tightened. His heart slammed against his ribs like a sledgehammer, sending waves of numbness through his arms. Every terrible idea rushed through his head at once. Maybe he could slip out. Maybe he could blend into the crowd. Maybe he could just pretend nothing had happened.

Then someone down the hallway turned their head slightly, squinting toward the attic stairs as if they’d heard something.

Malcolm froze.

Before the person could step closer, he pulled the door shut and slid the latch into place with shaking fingers. He pressed his back against it and exhaled slowly, trying to steady his breathing. The sound of Jared’s voice echoed faintly through the wood.

He hurried back up the stairs and crossed the attic, glancing toward the windows. Rain streaked down the glass, turning the outside world into a blur of grey. The steep angle of the roof beyond made his stomach twist. One wrong step and he’d be sliding straight off the shingles into darkness.

“Yeah, that’s not happening,” he muttered, shaking his head.

His eyes landed on the doorway to Aria’s bathroom.

He stepped inside cautiously. The room smelled faintly of vanilla shampoo and something floral. A few pieces of clothing lay scattered across the floor, and a hair straightener rested on the counter, still plugged in but switched off. Makeup palettes and brushes filled small organizers near the sink, everything neat but clearly used.

He turned toward the walk-in closet beside it.

The moment he stepped inside, he paused. Racks of clothes stretched along the walls, organized by color, soft fabrics brushing against each other in quiet rows. Shoes lined the bottom shelves, and a few drawers sat partially open. The faint scent of detergent and perfume lingered in the air.

Then he saw them.

A pair of pink panties hung loosely from the edge of one drawer.

His breath caught. Almost without thinking, he stepped closer and pulled the drawer open a little more. Inside lay rows of delicate underwear. Lace, cotton, satin. Panties and thongs folded neatly in soft shades of teal, blush, ivory.

His body tensed, heat flickering low in his stomach even though panic still pulsed through him. It felt absurd, standing there in the middle of a possible escape, yet unable to look away.

He glanced over his shoulder toward the door, then nudged it closed with his foot.

The soft click sounded louder than it should have.

Malcolm reached down and picked up a teal-green lace pair, holding it carefully in his hands. The fabric felt impossibly smooth against his fingertips, lighter than anything he owned.

“Fuck,” he whispered under his breath, feeling a tightness spread across his midsection.

He held the panties against his waist for a second, staring at himself in the mirror on the closet wall. His thoughts tangled together, half panic, half fascination. What the fuck am I going to do? he thought, his pulse racing.

Jared was downstairs, looking for him. Aria could come back at any moment. And there he was, standing in her closet, clutching something he’d only ever imagined touching.

His mind raced with a different fear now. Would Aria realize the long-haired guy she’d kissed upstairs was the same long-haired guy Jared was hunting? Would she keep quiet, let it stay a secret between them? Or would loyalty pull her downstairs, leading Jared straight back up here?

The questions hung heavy in the quiet closet as the rain continued to fall outside, steady and relentless.

“If I could disguise myself,” he thought, the idea slipping out with a tired, almost hopeless edge. “I’m just going to have to own up and get my ass kicked,” he added under his breath, still clutching the panties in his hand like they were some kind of lifeline.

His eyes drifted around the closet again, searching for anything useful, anything that might buy him even a few seconds of anonymity. That was when he spotted it. A big blonde wig hung from a hook near the back wall, the curls soft and glossy under the warm closet light. It looked like something pulled straight from a beauty pageant, all volume and shine. He let out a quiet, incredulous laugh and set the panties down on the edge of the drawer.

Turning slowly, Malcolm felt a strange clarity settle over him. Makeup lined the vanity in the bathroom. Racks of clothes surrounded him. Panties, wigs, accessories. Everything a girl might need for a night out sat within arm’s reach.

“Shit,” he muttered, the idea hitting him all at once. I could… disguise myself like a chick.

He shook his head immediately, laughing under his breath. “That’s fucking ridiculous. Somebody would notice.” But even as he said it, his thoughts kept racing. Would they notice if he kept his head down? If he moved fast? If he slipped through the crowd while everyone was distracted?

“Fuck,” he whispered, a grin tugging at his lips despite the panic buzzing through his chest.

He moved quickly, urgency taking over. Shoes kicked off first, thudding softly against the closet door. Then he yanked his pants down, followed by his briefs, leaving himself bare in the warm, quiet space. For a second he paused, half out of breath, feeling the cool air brush against his skin.

As he reached to pull his briefs back on, the open drawer caught his eye again.

The realization landed hard. If he was really going to do this, he might as well do it right.

He hesitated only a second before stripping the briefs away completely. Standing there, naked in the head cheerleader’s closet, sent a rush of heat through him that he couldn’t ignore. Clothes surrounded him in endless rows, soft fabrics brushing his arms as he shifted. The intimacy of the space made his cock stir, swelling stubbornly between his legs despite the situation.

“Shit,” he whispered again, glancing down and squeezing himself lightly, hoping to calm the growing erection.

He knew exactly what had triggered it. Being surrounded by Aria’s things, by pieces of her life that felt private and off-limits, made his pulse race in a way that mixed fear with something far more electric. The danger only made it worse. The thought of Jared downstairs, furious and searching, sent adrenaline surging through his veins, and that tension fed directly into his arousal.

For a moment he wanted to linger, to explore the feeling, to let himself sink into the fantasy he’d spent so many nights imagining. But reality snapped back hard. He was trying to escape, not get lost in his own head.

He shook himself, forcing focus. Survival first.

Malcolm reached into the drawer again and pulled out a vermilion thong. The silk slid through his fingers, smooth and cool, the color rich and bold against his skin. “This,” he murmured, a nervous grin flickering across his face.

He stepped into it carefully, guiding the fabric over his feet and up along his calves. The material felt lighter than anything he’d ever worn. As he pulled it higher, he held his breath, unsure how it would fit. The waistband settled snugly around his hips, hugging him in a way that made his stomach flutter.

He turned toward the tall mirror at the back of the closet.

“Mm,” he breathed softly, shifting his weight as he looked over his reflection. The thong left his ass exposed, smooth skin catching the soft ambient light. He twisted slightly, studying the way the fabric framed his body, the unfamiliar silhouette sending a shiver through him.

When he looked down to adjust himself, reality hit again. His cock refused to settle into the small front pouch, still half-hard and uncooperative. He pressed the silk gently against the underside, trying to coax it into place, his breath hitching as a faint sheen of pre-cum gathered at the tip.

For a moment he just stared at himself, caught between disbelief and fascination. He bent forward slightly, watching the angle of his hips in the mirror. The curve of his backside, framed by the thin strap, looked almost unreal to him. In the soft lighting, with his hair falling around his face, he could almost convince himself he was looking at someone else entirely.

Malcolm’s breath grew shallow as tension curled through his body again. His hands felt strangely light, almost disconnected, as he brushed his palm over the silky thong. The fabric slid against the underside of his hard cock while he angled himself upward against his belly, chasing the sensation with slow, deliberate strokes. The softness of the material made his skin feel hypersensitive, every movement sending small sparks through him.

For a moment, his mind drifted. He imagined the same thong wrapped around Aria’s hips instead of his, hugging the warm curve of her body, the fabric pressed against her most delicate places. The thought hit him hard, blurring fear and desire together until he felt the rush building far faster than he expected.

He swallowed, trying to slow down, but his hips moved almost on instinct. The silk slid smoothly beneath his palm, and the tension coiled tight in his core. His thighs trembled as pleasure surged upward, gathering at the base of his cock like a wave ready to break.

“Fuck…” he whispered, voice barely audible.

The climax hit suddenly. His shaft throbbed hard in his hand, knees buckling slightly as the release rushed through him. Heat shot up his spine and flooded his head with dizzy, chemical bliss. Thick ropes spilled forward, landing against the closet floor as he groaned low and deep, unable to tear his eyes away from his reflection in the mirror.

His chest rose and fell in heavy breaths. The last pulses faded, leaving him trembling and flushed. A few pearly drops slid down the underside of his shaft, and he wiped them away with his palm before absentmindedly brushing his hand against the soft crème carpet.

For a moment he just stood there, staring at himself, trying to process the absurdity of it all. The panic, the thrill, the impossible situation he’d gotten himself into. A small, disbelieving smile crossed his lips before he shook his head sharply.

Okay. Enough.

He turned back to the drawers, forcing himself to focus. Digging through them, he found a pair of white knee-high socks. As he rolled them up his legs, his cock finally softened enough for him to tuck it carefully into the small silky pouch of the thong. The fit felt snug, almost too intimate, and he couldn’t stop himself from turning slowly in the mirror to see both his front and back.

He imagined Aria wearing the same piece, and the thought sent a faint shiver through him.

Quickly, he scanned the racks for something else to wear. Time was running out. At any moment, Aria could come back upstairs. Worse, Jared could decide to search every inch of the attic.

Malcolm grabbed a small red flannel skirt and stepped into it, pulling it up over his hips. The zipper slid closed behind him with a soft sound, the fabric hugging him tightly. Next he reached for a white button-down blouse, holding it up against himself before realizing he’d missed something.

“A bra…” he muttered under his breath.

He hesitated, biting his lip. I don’t really need a… shit. The thought spun around in his head for a second. If he was going to pull this off, he needed to look convincing. And a small, secret part of him didn’t hate the idea of taking a souvenir from tonight.

He grabbed a white lace bra from a hanger and fumbled with the straps, clumsily fastening it around his chest. The cups looked small, maybe meant for a petite frame, and he adjusted the band until it sat flat against his skin. Once it felt secure enough, he slipped the blouse over his shoulders and began buttoning it down the front.

He stepped back toward the mirror.

For a second, he winced. Not quite right yet.

He needed the wig. Maybe a little makeup to soften his features.

Glad I shaved everywhere this afternoon, he thought, glancing toward the bathroom where a razor still rested on the edge of the tub. He grabbed the blonde wig from the hook and carefully pulled it over his head, tucking his own hair underneath until the curls framed his face.

Back in front of the mirror, he noticed the blouse hung open slightly at the bottom. He buttoned the remaining buttons, only to realize the cut left a strip of his midriff exposed above the skirt. The look felt almost surreal, like something pulled straight from a late-night fantasy.

He stared at himself a moment longer, head tilted.

For someone trying to disappear, he had to admit he was getting dangerously close to pulling it off.

Malcolm shook his head hard and pulled the wig back off, the synthetic curls slipping through his fingers as frustration bubbled up in his chest. “Fuck,” he muttered, chewing the inside of his cheek while he tried to figure out how the damn thing was supposed to sit. He adjusted it once, then again, tilting his head and squinting at his reflection from different angles before finally tossing it aside onto a pile of folded sweaters.

Only then did it hit him. He already had long hair.

A short, disbelieving laugh escaped his throat. Maybe he didn’t need the wig at all. Maybe his own messy, shoulder-brushing hair could pass well enough if he styled it right. He stared at himself in the mirror, turning his head slowly. If anyone questioned it, maybe he could just look like some over-the-top party girl leaning into a porn-star schoolgirl vibe.

“Close enough,” he murmured, half amused, half terrified.

He ran his fingers through his hair and tried to tease it into shape, frustration tugging at his movements. After a second of searching, he found a can of hairspray near the vanity and gave a cautious spritz. A citrusy cloud drifted into the air, sharp and artificial, clinging to his senses as he fluffed his hair until it framed his face with a little more volume.

Satisfied enough, he brushed down his clothes and stepped back into the bathroom. Makeup kits lay open across the counter like an invitation he wasn’t sure he deserved. He hesitated, then dove in with nervous determination. A few clumsy guesses, a few frantic swipes with makeup remover when he messed up, and eventually he managed something that looked… passable. Soft shadow around his eyes, a touch of lipstick, a hint of rouge warming his cheeks.

He leaned closer to the mirror, studying the result.

Then he slipped his feet into a pair of Aria’s cherry-red low heels. The unfamiliar height shifted his balance, forcing him to straighten his posture. He tilted his head, lips parting into a surprised smile.

Malcolm laughed softly and puckered his lips at his reflection. “Fuck… you pulled it off,” he whispered, voice low and breathy. Then he raised the pitch, teasing himself with a playful tone. “You pulled it off, darling. Look at how sexy you are. I just want to fuck you right here, right now.”

The words sent a faint rush through him, and he felt his cock stir beneath the skirt. Panic flickered immediately at the thought of a visible bulge ruining everything. He inhaled sharply, forcing himself to calm down, and glanced over his shoulder toward the bedroom, making sure no one had come back upstairs.

The coast was still clear.

Malcolm stepped out into the room, moving carefully on the heels as he crossed toward another mirror positioned near one of the windows. Rain streaked down the glass behind him, turning the outside world into a blur of motion. He stared at his reflection, heart pounding.

This isn’t going to fucking work… there’s no way, he thought, anxiety tightening his chest. I just need to open the door and run like hell down the stairs and out into the front yard.

He repeated the plan in his mind like a mantra as he moved toward the stairwell. Each step felt heavier than the last. When he reached the door, he extended his hand toward the knob, breath caught halfway in his throat.

Voices.

Muffled conversation filtered through the other side of the door. Fear slammed into him instantly, sending his pulse racing. The knob twitched, and realization hit a second too late.

The door began to open.

Malcolm froze as Aria and Jared appeared in the doorway, both staring at him with puzzled expressions. His eyes widened, red-painted lips parting in silent shock.

“Um, hi,” Jared said, a crooked grin tugging at his mouth as he looked him over.

“Excuse me, this is a private room and…” Aria started, her voice trailing off as she studied the figure standing at the bottom of her attic stairs. She squinted slightly, brow tilting in curiosity.

Malcolm’s heart pounded so hard he thought it might give him away. For a split second that felt like forever, he waited, breath held tight in his chest, wondering if she had already realized exactly who was standing in front of her.

“Um… there you are,” Aria said, her voice tight with something that felt like disbelief wrapped in a thin layer of reprimand. Her eyes moved slowly over Malcolm’s body, lingering just long enough to make his stomach twist. He mirrored her expression without thinking, hoping she understood what he’d been trying to do. Still, there was a sharpness in her gaze that hadn’t been there before. A flicker of anger. And something else he couldn’t quite name.

“Who is this?” Jared asked.

The tall, clean-shaven jock stepped forward, easily towering over both of them. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, and his blue eyes dragged over Malcolm from head to toe with an amused, curious grin. He pushed a hand through his neatly styled dirty-blonde hair, completely at ease in a way that only made Malcolm’s nerves worse.

“What were you two doing up here?” Jared added, his tone casual but edged with interest.

“Um…” Malcolm started, forcing his voice into the higher, softer tone he’d practiced in the mirror. For one fragile second, relief flickered through him. Somehow, Jared seemed to be buying it.

“Well, babe,” Aria said smoothly, sliding closer to Jared and tracing a finger along his chest. She looked up at him through thick lashes, her expression shifting into exaggerated innocence. “I wanted to do something nice for you after that asshole ruined the interior of your car. So, this is… Ron… Rene.”

“What do you mean?” Jared asked, glancing between them, confusion mixing with amusement.

“Yeah,” Malcolm added quickly, still playing the part. “What do you mean?” His eyes cut toward Aria, silently pleading, trying to remind her of the kiss upstairs. He wanted her to understand without exposing him. But as she kept talking, a colder realization settled in his chest.

“Well, she really wanted to meet you and make you feel better,” Aria said, giving a small wink that didn’t reach her eyes.

“I did?” Malcolm asked, his voice cracking slightly despite his effort to stay composed.

“That’s right,” Aria continued, her tone syrupy sweet. “You were just telling me how you couldn’t wait to give Jared the blowjob of his life, remember? After all, it seems only fair… after what happened to his car.”

The way she emphasized those last words hit Malcolm like a punch to the gut.

Understanding crashed over him. She knew. She’d figured it out the moment she saw him dressed like this. He’d underestimated her completely. A dizzy, sinking feeling spread through his chest as the room seemed to tilt around him. Only minutes ago she’d been kissing him. Now she was setting him up, weaving him into some twisted punishment that let her keep control of the situation.

Did she want revenge too? Had she heard about the car already?

His thoughts tangled together, slipping out of focus as panic and humiliation fought for space in his head.

“Babe, you didn’t have to do that,” Jared said with a slow, mischievous smirk. His eyes drifted over Malcolm again, lingering openly now, curiosity turning into something darker and more interested.

“Oh, I insist,” Aria replied, her voice tightening just enough to betray the frustration underneath. She glanced back at Malcolm, her eyes hard for a split second before softening again for Jared. “Because there’s nothing worse than someone who tries to get out of taking responsibility for something they’ve done.”

The words landed heavy.

Malcolm felt the pit of his stomach drop as realization settled in fully. She knew everything. The disguise, the car, all of it. His heart raced as he wondered how far he’d have to go to keep Jared from realizing who he really was. Or if that was even possible anymore.

“Well, shall we?” Aria said lightly, tilting her head toward the stairs as if this were nothing more than another private joke.

“Wh… what?” Malcolm stammered, the word catching in his throat.

“Yeah, let’s do this,” Jared added with an easy grin, already turning and heading up the stairs ahead of them like he owned the space.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Malcolm whispered harshly once the door shut behind them, his voice shaking as he stared at Aria.

“Nice costume,” she murmured, the corner of her mouth twitching. Her eyes swept over him slowly, lingering just long enough to make his pulse spike. “You’re going to have to either do what I say or let Jared find out it’s you under all that stuff. Either way, I think it’s only right that you face some kind of consequence for damaging his car.”

Her tone softened slightly, but the words landed heavy. “You know he restored that car with his dad, right? And that he passed away last summer right after they finished?”

Malcolm’s stomach dropped. “No… I didn’t know all that. I was shit-faced, okay?” he whispered, panic creeping into his voice.

“Well, you can leave right now,” she said with a shrug. “But he’s going to come looking for you, and I’m not going to stop him. Or… you can man up, accept your punishment, and this stays between us.” Her eyes flashed with something mischievous and calculating. “I’ve always wanted to see something like this anyway. You do this, and I’ll convince Jared you didn’t do it.”

She leaned closer, voice lowering. “So come on. Do it for me.” She winked and hurried up the stairs, calling Jared’s name.

“Fuck,” Malcolm breathed once she was gone. His hands trembled at his sides. So close to freedom, and now cornered. The only way out felt impossible, something he never imagined himself doing. Yet the image crept into his mind anyway, uninvited and vivid. Jared’s body. Aria watching. Himself playing the role he’d dressed up to be.

His cock stirred beneath the skirt, swelling despite the knot of fear in his chest. He brushed a hand over the front of the fabric, trying to still the movement, but the pressure only made him more aware of himself.

Despite everything, the idea didn’t feel entirely foreign. Terrifying, yes. Confusing. But not entirely unwanted.

He swallowed hard and followed her upstairs.

The bedroom felt warmer now, heavy with tension. Aria stood near the window, watching him with a sly smile that curled slowly across her lips. Jared sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread slightly, leaning back on his hands as if he had all the time in the world.

Malcolm exhaled slowly. Was he really going through with this? Was this really happening?

He stepped closer.

“Well, don’t look so excited,” Aria teased, her voice soft but edged with amusement.

Heat rushed to his cheeks. He forced a small, nervous smile and lowered himself onto his knees in front of Jared. The position made his stomach twist with nerves. He waited, unsure of what to do next, eyes flicking between them.

“Go on,” Jared said, nodding toward his zipper.

Malcolm hesitated. “Me?”

“Duh,” Jared replied with a laugh, glancing toward Aria as they both shared an amused look.

Swallowing hard, Malcolm reached forward. His fingers felt clumsy as he grasped the zipper and slowly pulled it down. The soft metallic sound seemed louder than it should have. He slipped the button free and tugged the waistband loose, sliding the denim down Jared’s hips.

Through the tight fabric of Jared’s briefs, the outline of his cock was unmistakable. Long. Thick. Heavy enough that Malcolm’s breath caught in his throat without warning.

A quiet gasp escaped him before he could stop it.

Out of curiosity more than anything else, Malcolm reached forward and pulled down Jared’s briefs. The moment the fabric slid out of the way, reality hit him harder than he expected. This wasn’t a fantasy or a joke anymore. It was real. His mouth fell open slightly in stunned silence, and before he could gather himself, Jared guided his head forward.

The sudden pressure made Malcolm gasp as Jared’s thick cock pressed into his lips. He tried to steady himself, but the stretch caught him off guard. A muffled moan slipped out as his mouth filled, warmth and weight overwhelming his senses. He gagged softly, instinctively trying to pull back, but Jared’s hand came to the back of his head, holding him there.

Malcolm’s breath hitched. He forced himself to breathe through his nose, eyes watering slightly as he adjusted to the rhythm. The room felt smaller, hotter, every sound amplified. After a moment Jared pulled back, giving him a second to gasp for air.

“Fuck yeah,” Jared groaned, voice thick with approval.

“You like how this little slut sucks cock?” Aria teased, leaning close to her boyfriend. Malcolm’s eyes flicked up just in time to see Jared nod, his gaze still fixed downward. Aria pressed a slow kiss to Jared’s mouth, and when they pulled apart both of them watched him closely, as if waiting to see what he’d do next.

Jared pushed forward again, guiding himself back into Malcolm’s mouth. This time the motion grew rougher, more deliberate. Malcolm’s hands braced lightly against Jared’s thighs as he tried to keep pace, heat pooling low in his stomach despite the panic fluttering through his chest.

“You know what I really want to see?” Aria said suddenly.

Malcolm’s eyes darted toward her, widening in alarm.

“I want to see you fuck her tight little asshole,” she continued softly, her voice laced with curiosity and challenge. “I have it on good authority that it would be her first time.”

Malcolm tried to protest, a muffled sound trapped behind Jared’s cock. The words wouldn’t form. His body trembled, caught between reluctance and a confusing surge of arousal he didn’t want to acknowledge.

“Oh baby,” Jared murmured, voice low and eager. “That would be so fucking hot.”

He withdrew from Malcolm’s mouth, and Malcolm inhaled sharply, chest rising as he struggled to catch his breath. Part of him wanted to crawl away, to stop everything before it went further. Another part stayed rooted in place, his cock pressing hard against the thin fabric beneath his skirt, betraying every anxious thought racing through him.

Jared stood, and Aria moved behind Malcolm, guiding him gently but firmly onto the bed. The soft spread pressed against his chest as he lay flat on his stomach, fingers clutching the fabric. He muttered a curse under his breath, tension running through every muscle.

Strong hands gripped the edge of his skirt and lifted it, exposing his ass to the warm air of the room. Malcolm instinctively shifted his hips, pulling his cock and balls beneath him to keep them hidden. The fear of being exposed lingered sharp in his mind.

Aria’s soft moan reached his ears as she watched, her breath quickening.

Jared slid the thong aside, his touch careful but confident. A moment later Malcolm felt the cool brush of moisture followed by the press of a slick finger testing his tightness. He gasped quietly, the sensation sending a shock through his body. It felt intense, unfamiliar, and undeniably stimulating. Heat rushed to his cheeks as his cock throbbed against the bedspread.

Jared’s finger moved slowly, exploring, drawing low sounds from Malcolm’s throat that he couldn’t quite control. Even as he told himself he shouldn’t like it, pleasure coiled through him, heavy and undeniable.

When Jared withdrew his hand, Malcolm barely had time to brace himself before he felt the blunt pressure of Jared’s cock against him. The first slow push made him tense, a small whimper escaping as he adjusted to the stretch. Aria’s breathing grew heavier behind him, her voice urging Jared on in soft encouragement.

He moved deeper, carefully at first, then with growing confidence. Malcolm’s body reacted in waves, the initial sting softening into a strange, spreading warmth. His fingers tightened in the bedspread as sensation rolled through him, each movement drawing a confused mix of pleasure and vulnerability.

Jared’s pace quickened gradually, hips pressing forward in steady rhythm. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with Aria’s quiet gasps. Malcolm bit down on his lip, trying to keep himself from losing control, aware of how exposed he felt in that moment.

The rhythm built until Jared gripped his hips tightly, letting out a rough groan as he finished. Malcolm felt the warmth spill inside him, his body trembling from the intensity of it all. The aftermath left him breathing hard, unsure whether he felt more overwhelmed or strangely exhilarated.

Jared pulled away and adjusted his clothes, giving Malcolm a firm slap on the ass that made him jolt slightly. Aria stepped closer, gently sliding his panties back into place and smoothing the skirt down over his hips.

Malcolm stayed still, afraid to roll over, painfully aware of the hard length pressed against the mattress beneath him and hoping it stayed hidden just a little longer.

“I’m going to go grab a beer,” Jared said, his voice casual again, as if nothing intense had just happened. He stood from the edge of the bed and adjusted his clothes, giving Malcolm one last lingering look before turning toward the door.

“I’ll be right down, babe,” Aria called after him.

The door clicked shut, and the room felt quieter instantly. Rain tapped softly against the roof while the distant noise of the party drifted back in like a muffled echo.

Aria climbed onto the bed beside Malcolm, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached out and ran her fingers through his hair, nails grazing lightly across his scalp. The gentle touch sent a shiver through him that he hadn’t expected.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” she murmured, voice low with satisfaction.

“Glad you enjoyed it,” he replied, unable to keep a hint of bitterness from slipping into his tone. His body still buzzed with leftover heat, and he hated how obvious it felt.

“I hope you did,” she said softly, tilting her head as she studied his face. “Because that won’t be the last time you take a cock in that pretty little ass of yours.”

His mouth fell open before he could stop himself. He turned toward her, eyes wide with a mix of confusion and worry. “What do you mean?”

Aria’s smile didn’t fade. If anything, it grew more playful. “You didn’t think this was all I wanted, did you?” she asked, her voice almost teasing. “You’re going to be my personal little secret from now on. Unless, of course, you want Jared to find out who ruined his car.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, the reality settling over him in slow, heavy waves.

She giggled softly, brushing her hand down his shoulder before sitting up. “You’re funny,” she said, as if she were discussing something harmless. “But you’re mine. Every weekend until you decide you’ve had enough… or I get bored.”

She slid off the bed and straightened her clothes, pausing at the doorway. Turning back, she gave him a small smile that held both promise and warning. “See you around.”

Then she disappeared into the hallway, leaving him alone with the quiet hum of rain and distant music.

Malcolm lay back slowly, staring up at the ceiling. His body felt heavy, warm, and strangely alive. He closed his eyes and let himself drift for a moment, replaying the sensations still lingering in his muscles, the memory of strong hands and intense closeness refusing to fade.

A slow smile crept across his face despite everything.

Maybe he should’ve felt more terrified. Maybe he should’ve hated what had just happened. Instead, his cock hardened again beneath the thin fabric, reacting before he could argue with it.

He exhaled slowly, a conflicted laugh slipping out under his breath.

Maybe this wasn’t going to be such a simple situation after all.
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PRETTY WHEN SHE’S BAD



CHAPTER ONE




It was spring break during our first year of college, and thanks to our proximity to some of the best beaches in Florida, my friends and I were heading to Daytona. I couldn’t have been happier. Going into freshman year, I’d been nervous about making friends. High school had been rough, to say the least. I was too thin, too soft-spoken, too feminine—whatever that was supposed to mean—and the bullying never really let up. I’d been afraid college would be more of the same.

And maybe it would have been, if it hadn’t been for my roommate, Matt.

“Promise me one thing, Shane,” he said as he packed his suitcase the night before our trip.

“What’s that?” I asked, gripping the edge of my bed. The mattress dipped under my weight, and I rocked back and forth, my excitement bubbling over. My mind was already there—on the sand, under the sun, surrounded by hot girls in bikinis. I’d never had a girlfriend. Hell, I was still a virgin. But with a guy like Matt by my side, I figured anything was possible. I could almost picture it: meeting someone on the beach, flirting over drinks, maybe finally getting to second base—or beyond.

“Promise me we’re getting fuckin’ laid this week,” he said with a crooked smile.

We both nodded like we’d just made a sacred vow. My heart pounded, and, to my confusion, my cock stirred beneath my shorts. It wasn’t the idea of sex that turned me on. It was the way Matt said it—so confident, so commanding. There was something about his voice, the way he leaned over his duffle bag, muscles flexing under his T-shirt. He wasn’t just talking about getting lucky. He was declaring it. And I couldn’t help reacting.

Matt never had trouble getting laid back on campus. If anything, he seemed annoyed by how easy it was. I knew he just assumed the girls in Daytona would be hotter, drunker, easier. That wasn’t the right way to think, of course, but I knew that was where his mind went. He could be a jerk sometimes, but for the most part, he was good to me. And because he treated me like a real friend, I let a lot of things slide.

“You’re not packing?” he asked when he noticed me still rocking in place.

“I already did.” I leaned forward, reaching under my bed until my fingers found the strap of my blue duffle. I dragged it out across the worn dorm floor and slapped the side proudly. I’d packed two days ago—I’d been that excited.

“Well, look at that,” Matt said, zipping up his own backpack. We were college guys. No one brought proper suitcases.

“Don’t sleep in tomorrow,” he added. “The guys want to hit the beach before we check into the hotel.”

“No problem.” I doubted I’d sleep much at all.

The other guys coming on the trip were more his friends than mine, but they tolerated me because I was close with Matt. If he hadn’t introduced me, I knew they wouldn’t have given me the time of day. Still, being part of a group, even loosely, was better than being a target. I’d take fake friendship over honest bullying any day.

We went to sleep not long after that, and to my surprise, I managed a decent amount of rest. The next morning, sunlight streamed through the blinds and woke me early. I checked the time. We still had a couple of hours before we had to leave. I sat up and grabbed my phone, scrolling through social media while Matt continued to snore on the other side of the room.

That’s when I saw her.

Amber Jacobs. My biggest crush since sophomore year of high school. She was posing in a bright pink bikini, her arm draped around her best friend, Lauren. Their breasts were practically touching, and the way they leaned into each other made it hard to tell whether it was a friendly picture or something far more intimate.

My cock twitched.

The caption said they were headed to Daytona, too—same week, same city. A slow smile spread across my face. The idea of running into them, of even being in the same zip code, felt like fate teasing me with possibility.

God help us if we did.

Matt finally woke up, groggy but grinning, and we made our way to the cafeteria for breakfast. The sun was already high, casting golden light over the campus and making everything feel full of promise. The day couldn’t have been more perfect for a drive. We wasted a few hours doing nothing in particular—checking our phones, tossing clothes into the back seat, blasting music from Matt’s Bluetooth speaker—until it was finally time to meet up with the other guys.

When we arrived, I could already tell a few of them had started drinking.

“Hey, scrawny,” Phil called out, slapping my shoulder as we approached. “You ready for some hot beach action? Or are you still a virgin?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but Matt stepped in before I had the chance.

“Of course he’s not,” he said smoothly. “He had to kick a girl out of our room this morning just to make it here in time.”

“Bullshit,” Phil shot back, laughing as he delivered another playful punch to my arm. His grin was the same as always, smug and irritating. He wore dark aviators, his bleached blond hair styled like he’d seen too many reality shows and copied the worst one. Compared to Matt, Phil looked like he was trying too hard.

Matt didn’t have to try. His features were naturally handsome, effortlessly so. He had dark, tousled hair that constantly fell into his eyes. Every time he brushed it back with his fingers, I found myself holding my breath. His hand would slide through those thick locks and for a second I would forget where I was. It made me feel ridiculous. Like a girl with a crush. So I tried to ignore it. I had to.

But it wasn’t just his face. Matt’s body had been sculpted through years of sports and gym workouts. He was lean from all the cardio, but broad across the chest and shoulders, with muscular arms that always seemed to stretch the sleeves of his T-shirts. His figure was the complete opposite of mine, and sometimes I wondered what it would feel like to be that strong, that solid, that desirable. Girls loved him for it. They noticed him everywhere we went.

Phil, on the other hand, had to rely on his loud personality. He was the kind of guy who insulted women just to get a rise out of them. Somehow, that always seemed to work in his favor. A few drinks later, and his arguments with them usually turned into something else entirely. I didn’t understand how, but I’d seen it happen enough times to stop being surprised.

Matt had his moments, sure. He could be cocky or a little thoughtless. But he wasn’t like Phil. Phil was the kind of guy you had to keep an eye on. A class-A jerk with a grin that didn’t reach his eyes.

We piled into two cars and drove for a few hours until the ocean finally came into view. Our hotel stood tall along the coast, glinting in the sunlight. We didn’t bother checking in right away. Instead, we parked, tossed off our shoes, and walked past the building until our sandals hit the sand. There were five of us total—Matt, Phil, Jeremy, Ryan, and me. The others barely acknowledged me, at least not directly. Jeremy and Ryan were the type who talked near me rather than to me. They’d respond if I said something, maybe even laugh, but they rarely initiated conversation. That used to sting. Lately, I just accepted it. Being included, even as background noise, was still better than being alone.

We wandered the beach for a few minutes, the heat from the sand soaking through the soles of our feet. Eventually we picked a spot at random and dropped down, propping ourselves on our elbows to watch the waves roll in.

It didn’t take long for all our eyes to drift toward the volleyball net set up nearby. A group of girls were playing—tanned, toned, and bouncing with every movement. Their shrieks and laughter carried across the sand, catching everyone’s attention.

And then I saw her.

A bright pink bikini. Light brown hair that shimmered in the sun. Amber Jacobs.

My heart skipped. She was really here.

“Oh shit,” said Phil, sitting up straighter. “That’s Amber and Lauren. I knew this was the right beach to hit.”

My stomach turned. Phil recognized her too? Did he have a thing for Amber?

“Man, Amber is so hot,” Jeremy chimed in, whistling under his breath.

Matt and Ryan both nodded in agreement, practically drooling.

I looked away, cheeks flushing. A tight, sour feeling formed in my chest as I fought back a pout. Everyone was going to be chasing her. I wouldn’t stand a chance. Not next to guys like them.

Not when I barely even knew who I was.

The five of us sat there watching the volleyball bounce back and forth across the net. Or rather, we watched the girls’ asses as they jumped, twisted, and dove across the sand. Their bikini bottoms clung to their hips, riding up with each movement. Every so often, Amber or Lauren would run their hands across their curves to adjust the fabric, tugging it back into place in a motion that was somehow more provocative than if they’d just left it alone.

My cock began to stiffen inside my shorts. I shifted my hips and turned my gaze toward the ocean, hoping the crashing waves and salty breeze would calm it down. It wasn’t just the girls, though. It was everything. The heat, the bodies, the closeness. The possibility.

Then I felt something nudge my leg.

I looked down to see the volleyball resting beside me. A moment later, Amber jogged over, her skin glowing with sweat and sunlight. She bent down to retrieve the ball, and for a second, her breasts hung just inches from my face. I forgot how to breathe.

“Sorry about that,” she said, flashing a smile so warm I thought I might melt into the sand.

“No problem,” I managed, trying to sound calm even though my pulse was thudding in my ears. Her eyes lingered on me for a moment longer, and for the first time I noticed how green they were—bright and sharp, like sea glass.

“We’re having a little bonfire here tonight,” she said, giving the ball a small bounce against her palm. “You should come.”

Her gaze flicked to the rest of the group, almost like she had just remembered they were there. “You guys can come too,” she added politely.

“We’ll be there,” Phil said instantly, leaning forward with a grin. Of course he would jump at the chance. He never passed up an invitation from a hot girl.

Amber turned back to me and winked before jogging away, the volleyball tucked under her arm. I watched her go, my heart sinking and soaring at the same time. I felt heavy with nerves, like something inside me had been dropped into deep water.

Maybe I was imagining it. Maybe I was just desperate. But it had seemed like she was more interested in me than anyone else.

Don’t be stupid, I told myself. She’s Amber Jacobs. You’re... you.

Still, I couldn’t stop replaying the moment in my head.

“Dude,” Matt said, slapping the back of his hand against my shoulder. “She wants you.”

“No way,” I said, trying to laugh it off, even as my chest fluttered with hope. “You think?”

“Yeah, man. She didn’t even notice us at first.”

Phil scoffed. His ego had clearly taken a hit.

“She was probably just being nice,” he muttered. “Guy’s a twink or something. Totally looks gay. Feminine as hell.”

Matt rounded on him. “Shut the fuck up, Phil. You’re such an asshole.”

A small smile tugged at my lips. Matt was always standing up for me. Always in my corner. And sometimes I wondered how much easier his life would be if I wasn’t his friend. He could have done what most guys did—kept his distance, avoided me, laughed along with the rest. But he didn’t. He never had.

Not that I was about to give him up. Not now. Not ever.

The others fell quiet, and for once, it felt like Matt’s words carried some weight. Maybe it was because they all knew he was attractive, even if none of them would ever admit it. Maybe it was because Matt could pull any girl he wanted. Or maybe it was just the unspoken fact that everyone wanted to be him. But in that one perfect moment—when Amber bent over in front of me, when she winked just for me—they all wanted to be me.

And that felt pretty damn good.

We lingered on the beach until the girls finished their game, pretending we weren’t watching them even though we clearly were. Once they’d packed up their things and left the court, we finally stood and dusted off the sand. No one said it out loud, but we all wanted to avoid looking too eager. It wouldn’t do to follow them straight to the hotel.

So we waited ten minutes. Then we grabbed our bags and made our way to the front desk.

When we got to the room, I stopped in the doorway and blinked.

Two queen beds. Five guys.

“Who’s taking the sleeper sofa?” Jeremy asked as he tossed his bag onto the nearest mattress. His short red hair was already damp with sweat, and despite it only being mid-afternoon, a rough shadow had begun to darken his jaw.

“Shane should take it,” said Phil, predictably.

“Dude,” Matt said, his voice low with warning.

“I’m not being a dick,” Phil replied. “He’s just smaller than the rest of us. It makes the most sense.”

“It’s okay,” I said quickly, setting my duffle on the folded-up sofa. “I don’t mind.”

And I didn’t. For once, I wanted to make things easier for Matt. I didn’t want to be the reason he had to argue or rearrange anything. The pullout was narrow and probably uncomfortable, but I could deal with that.

The guys spent a few minutes arguing over what to do first. Phil and Ryan were pushing hard to get beer. They wouldn’t admit it out loud, but their morning buzz was clearly fading, and the restlessness in their voices made it obvious. Unfortunately for the rest of us, we were underage. That ruled out joining them at a bar, even if we tried to sneak in.

“I’ll grab some from the store and bring it back,” Phil said, already turning toward the door.

Ryan nodded in agreement, and just like that, the two of them were gone, leaving the three of us behind in the room. I didn’t mind. If anything, I was relieved. The atmosphere always felt lighter when Phil wasn’t around, like I could finally breathe.

Not long after they left, a sudden burst of giggling echoed through the hallway outside.

Matt jumped to his feet and rushed to the peephole. “No fucking way,” he said, peering out. “The girls are running around in bikinis out there.”

“No way,” said Jeremy, who immediately leapt up and joined him. “Shit, they are.”

I stayed on the sleeper sofa, shifting uncomfortably as the familiar pressure returned between my legs. Just the thought of girls—barefoot and giggling, their bikinis barely clinging to their curves—was enough to get me hard again. I clenched my hands in my lap, trying not to look like I was struggling. It was getting frustrating. I wished I had lost my virginity back in high school, like everyone else seemed to. Maybe then I wouldn’t be so easily turned on. Maybe I wouldn’t feel like such a goddamn virgin.

The girls disappeared down the hall as quickly as they had come. The rest of the afternoon dragged. There was a little beer and a lot of waiting. None of us said it out loud, but we were all thinking the same thing. The real fun would begin that evening at the bonfire.

From our hotel balcony, we had the perfect view of the beach. When we saw the girls walking down toward the shoreline, we didn’t hesitate. We grabbed our towels, slipped into our flip-flops, and followed after them like moths to flame.

All five of us wore our swim trunks and loose T-shirts, the kind of casual uniform that said we were ready for anything. The sky overhead had deepened into a rich navy, and even with the glow of the nearby hotels, the stars still shone in clusters above us. I tilted my head back to look, letting the night sky pull me out of my nerves for a moment—until I nearly tripped over a piece of driftwood in the sand.

Laughter rang out. I snapped my gaze forward.

There they were. A group of girls clustered around a small fire, their silhouettes glowing in the flickering light. They were sprawled on beach towels and sitting on coolers, their skin golden in the firelight. Most of them still wore their bikinis, though now they were layered beneath oversized tank tops or loose, gauzy T-shirts that clung slightly to their bodies in the breeze.

“Hey, boys!” Lauren called out with a wave.

We jogged the last few steps across the sand, kicking up grains as we joined them around the fire. One by one, each of us found a place to sit. Somehow, each guy ended up nestled between two girls, and I was no exception. Their skin was warm from the fire and the sea air, and the scent of coconut sunscreen still lingered around them like perfume.

“We were just about to start a game of Truth or Dare,” Lauren said with a wicked little smile.

The guys exchanged glances. Their eyes lit up like someone had just offered them front-row tickets to the hottest show in town.

Truth or Dare. With girls in bikinis. Everyone knew what that meant. Kissing. Dares that led to skin. Secrets that turned into flirting. It was the kind of game that boys dreamed about on slow, boring nights.

And I had secretly hoped that was all it would be. Just a little harmless fun. A few kisses. A chance to blend in.

But I was about to find out just how wrong I was.

Because this night—this stupid little game—would change everything.

Forever.


CHAPTER TWO




The game started off like any other. Amber dared Lauren to kiss Phil. Lauren dared her friend Cindy to flash the circle. It was playful and just risqué enough to keep everyone interested. The girls giggled behind their hands, and the guys leaned forward, already half-hard from the sight of bare skin and the promise of more.

No one picked “truth.” That would’ve made you look soft, like you couldn’t handle the heat. And no one wanted that.

But somewhere along the way, the game started to shift. Maybe it was the firelight, flickering against everyone’s faces like we were at summer camp telling ghost stories. Maybe it was the sound of the waves, crashing in the darkness behind us like something heavy and unseen. Whatever it was, a tension crept in. The kind that made your skin prickle.

It was Matt’s turn, and Amber was the one asking the question. I noticed the way her eyes lit up. She already had a dare in mind. She leaned forward, biting her lower lip with that mischievous smirk she wore so well. Her body language made it clear—this wasn’t random. She was setting something up.

“Truth or dare?” she asked.

Matt didn’t hesitate. Of course he picked dare. He always picked dare.

“I dare you to kiss…”

Matt sat up straighter, already smiling, probably expecting to be told to kiss Cindy or Lauren. But then Amber finished her sentence.

“…Shane.”

The entire circle burst into laughter. Matt’s smile vanished.

He turned to me, wide-eyed. The horror on his face almost matched the heat rushing into mine. I didn’t want him to kiss me. Not really. Not here. Not like this. But my body betrayed me. My cock stirred slightly in my shorts, as if responding to the attention. Maybe it was the way the girls were watching, their eyes locked on us, waiting to see what we would do. Maybe it was the giggling, the suggestion of something taboo. I didn’t want to kiss Matt in our dorm room, but this wasn’t the dorm room. This was something else entirely.

“No way,” Matt said quickly. “Shane’s like a brother to me.”

The girls howled with laughter.

“Don’t tell me you’re a little pussy,” Amber said, her voice playful but firm. The way she spoke made my body hum. She might’ve looked soft and sweet, with her long legs and perfect hair, but she wasn’t shy. Amber liked to be in control. She got what she wanted and used her beauty like a weapon. And right now, she was pointing it directly at Matt.

He looked back at me, cheeks flushed. I couldn’t tell if it was from the firelight or from the embarrassment. Maybe both. My face was burning too. He mouthed the words I’m sorry and leaned across the blonde girl sitting between us. I leaned forward, heart pounding.

Our eyes closed. Our lips puckered.

We kissed. Just a brush of lips, light and quick.

Then we pulled apart.

“There,” Matt said, as if it were a chore he had completed.

“That was a weak kiss,” Amber teased. “You can do better than that.”

“You didn’t say what kind of kiss,” Matt replied, trying to laugh it off.

“You’re right,” she said with a smirk. “I won’t forget that next time.”

The girls giggled and whispered to each other. Matt rolled his eyes and turned to Lauren.

“Your turn. I dare you to grab Phil’s shorts. You know where.”

Lauren rolled her eyes like it was nothing, then reached over and cupped Phil through his trunks. He let out a triumphant grunt, and everyone laughed again.

Then Lauren turned to me, her eyes sharp and shining in the firelight.

“Truth or dare?” she asked.

My heart skipped. With the way the game had turned, and the wicked glint in Lauren’s eye, I was tempted to pick truth. But I knew how that would look. Weak. Afraid. And I already had enough of that reputation. I couldn’t risk confirming it.

“Dare,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“I dare you to…” She paused. Amber leaned in and whispered something in her ear. Whatever it was made Lauren light up.

“…to wear a pair of panties.”

The entire circle erupted into laughter. I slouched lower, wishing I could vanish into the sand. My face flamed with embarrassment. I immediately regretted not picking truth. I would’ve rather admitted anything than this. Wearing panties in front of a group of hot girls and cocky guys was a different kind of humiliation.

“You’d look good in a pair of panties,” Phil sneered.

Ryan and Jeremy nodded along, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. Even Matt looked shaken. He hung his head, clearly uncomfortable.

I could see that he felt sorry for me, and that made it worse.

I didn’t want him to speak up. Not this time. Not in front of everyone. I needed to handle it myself.

So I sat up, took a breath, and nodded.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

The group quieted, surprised. I was surprised too.

“But where the hell am I supposed to get a pair of panties?” I asked, hoping someone would backpedal.

Amber stood up slowly. Her loose skirt billowed around her legs, caught by the ocean breeze. She smiled like she’d been waiting for this all night. All eyes turned to her.

Without breaking eye contact, she slid her skirt up her thighs, inch by inch. The fire cast shadows along her legs, and the tension was thick enough to choke on.

She reached under the hem, hooked her thumbs into the waistband, and pulled down a pair of black panties—lace, delicate, still warm from her skin.

Gasps and groans filled the circle.

Her skirt dropped back into place as she stepped forward and held the panties out toward me.

No one had seen much, but that didn’t matter. The image of those panties being peeled from her body was already burned into everyone’s minds.

Especially mine.

Amber stretched her hand across the fire, and I took the panties from her fingers. The lace felt impossibly delicate in my palm, soft and warm from her skin.

“I don’t exactly have a discreet way to change like you did,” I said, my voice tight with nerves.

“Don’t worry,” she replied with a teasing smile. “We’ll close our eyes.”

She turned to the circle and clapped her hands together. “Everyone cover your faces. No peeking.”

“Gladly,” Phil said with a loud snort. “Like I want to see that girly boy’s tiny cock. If he even has one.”

Laughter followed, but I barely heard it. My cheeks burned—not just from shame, but from how close Phil had come to the truth. I hated that his words stung the way they did. My size had always been a source of anxiety, another item on the list of reasons I hadn’t chased sex back in high school. I didn’t want to disappoint someone. I didn’t want to see disgust on their face.

Once the others had covered their eyes, I took a breath and glanced down the beach to make sure we were alone. The shoreline was clear. No one was walking nearby.

Slowly, I slid my swim trunks down and stepped out of them, standing exposed in the firelight. The breeze kissed my skin, and the panties felt cool as I lifted them from my hand and wrapped them around my ankles.

The second they touched my legs, something shifted. A warm tingle crept up my thighs, curling into my belly. It wasn’t just nerves. It was something else. Something strange and thrilling.

I bent slightly and pulled the panties up, inch by inch, over my thighs, over my growing erection. I paused to check if anyone was cheating.

One person was.

Amber.

Her fingers were parted just enough for her to peek through, and her eyes were locked on me. Specifically, on my cock—small, yes, but hard and twitching as I slid the panties into place. Slowly, she dropped her hands altogether and watched openly, her expression unreadable.

I hesitated, then tugged the panties the rest of the way up, stretching the band over my hips, letting the soft lace press snugly against my skin. The fabric hugged me tightly, wrapping around my cock like it belonged there.

Amber shifted in her seat, visibly adjusting herself. Her legs pressed together. She looked me in the eye, and for a brief second, everything else faded. The fire, the laughter, the sound of the waves—it all dissolved.

It was just me and her.

We held that gaze longer than we should have, neither of us speaking. My heart thundered in my chest. Her green eyes burned with something I didn’t yet understand. Desire, maybe. Or ownership.

I pulled my trunks back up, careful not to disturb the panties underneath, and stepped back toward the circle.

“All right, you can look now,” Amber said cheerfully.

I tugged on one of the side strings of the panties, lifting it above the waistband of my shorts just enough for everyone to see.

The group erupted into laughter, but it was light and fleeting. The game moved on quickly, as if daring a guy to wear a pair of panties was no big deal. As if I hadn’t just crossed a line I hadn’t known existed.

I sat down again, the lace rubbing gently against my ass and cock. My skin felt hypersensitive. I closed my eyes for a moment, and the world seemed to spin beneath me.

When I opened them again, Amber was staring straight at me. Her eyes glowed with something more than curiosity. Lust. Possession. Determination.

She wasn’t finished with me. I could feel it. I just didn’t know what else she wanted.

My heart pounded, and my cock twitched again against the soft, feminine fabric.

But when the group finally broke up, Amber didn’t pull me aside. She didn’t whisper in my ear or give me a secret smile. Instead, she stood and walked away with her friends like nothing had happened. Like that intimate moment had existed only for me.

Back in the hotel room, the mood was casual. Loud. Careless. The guys seemed to have completely forgotten I was still wearing panties.

That is, until we started getting ready for bed.

One by one, the boys stripped off their shirts and tossed them to the floor. Trunks came next, leaving them in boxers or nothing at all. No one batted an eye. This wasn’t new to them.

But when I pulled my trunks down, everything changed.

Matt looked at me and froze. His eyes dropped, and he swallowed hard.

He was staring directly at the black panties stretched tight across my ass.

My body tensed, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t.

His gaze lingered for a moment longer than it should have. Then he looked away.

The others noticed next.

Phil pointed and laughed. “Good dare,” he said smugly.

Ryan and Jeremy chuckled along with him.

Their teasing seemed to snap Matt out of whatever trance he had fallen into. He forced a laugh and looked away, pretending not to care. But something in his face had changed. He looked confused. Flustered.

I couldn’t stop wondering what he had seen. What he had felt. What I had.

The boys passed around another beer or two, their attention drifting elsewhere. One by one, they crashed on the beds, too drunk or too tired to care.

I didn’t bother unfolding the sofa bed. I lay down on it as-is, still wearing the panties.

My heart was still racing. My body still humming.

I had a feeling I wouldn’t be getting much sleep.
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The next day, we got dressed and headed out for an early lunch at a casual spot near the boardwalk. Everyone was a little slow-moving, nursing the remnants of the previous night’s drinks and dares. We had barely made it into the lobby when we ran into the girls. For a moment, all conversation stopped. An awkward silence settled over both groups as we exchanged cautious glances.

The only exception was Amber.

She looked straight at me, calm and confident, with a smile that curled the edges of her lips like she knew a secret no one else did. Without hesitation, she crossed the space between us and placed her hand gently on my shoulder. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“Still wearing those panties, I hope,” she whispered, low and sweet, but firm enough to send a shiver down my spine.

My chest tightened. I had, in fact, slipped the panties back on that morning. Not because anyone told me to, but because I liked the way they felt. The softness, the snug fit, the quiet thrill of the secret. I hadn’t planned to tell anyone, not even Matt. It was something I intended to carry quietly, hidden beneath my clothes.

But with Amber, I couldn’t lie. Something about her—the way she looked at me, the way she touched me—made me want to confess.

I nodded, barely breathing. “Yeah,” I murmured. “I’m still wearing them.”

“Good boy,” she whispered, and the praise sent heat surging through me. She kissed my cheek lightly, possessively, then patted my shoulder before stepping back.

The guys stared at us, open-mouthed. None of them had expected that kind of attention. Especially not for me.

Amber turned back to her group with a casual toss of her hair. As she rejoined the other girls, she glanced over her shoulder.

“The girls and I want you to come to our room later,” she said, just loud enough for me to hear. “Room two twenty-four. Come alone. No friends.”

I nodded once more, glancing around to make sure the others hadn’t heard. No one seemed to catch it, though Phil squinted at us suspiciously as the girls disappeared into the elevator.

“Dude,” Phil said, smacking my arm. “She was all over you.”

I gave a nervous chuckle, trying to play it cool, but my insides were twisting into knots. The look on Phil’s face, the way the others glanced at me—like I had suddenly leveled up—should’ve made me feel proud. Maybe even excited.

But I didn’t feel proud. I felt exposed.

Amber had dared me to wear her panties. And I liked it. Enough to do it again. Enough to keep them on the next morning. And now she knew.

All through lunch, my appetite was gone. The others dug into their burgers and fries, laughing and teasing each other, but I barely touched my food. My thoughts were elsewhere, spinning around Amber’s voice in my ear and the feeling of lace hugging my skin.

Surely she wouldn’t tell anyone. Would she?

After we paid the check, we wandered back out onto the beach. The girls were nowhere in sight, and I half wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. But the memory of her lips on my cheek still lingered, warm and electric.

Eventually, the guys waded into the ocean to cool off. The sun was high, the waves gentle. It was the kind of perfect, carefree moment I was supposed to enjoy.

“Come on, stud,” Phil called, already chest-deep in the water.

I shook my head. “I think I’m gonna go lie down for a bit.”

They shrugged and turned back to the waves, assuming I was just tired.

What they didn’t know was that I didn’t want to get Amber’s panties wet.

And they definitely didn’t know I had been secretly invited to join the girls in their room. For what, I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to find out. But my feet were already carrying me back toward the hotel, my hands shoved deep into the pockets of my swim trunks.

As I reached the boardwalk, I glanced back one last time to make sure no one was following me.

No one was.

But Matt stood waist-deep in the water, watching me go.

What the hell is he thinking right now? I wondered.

The lobby was quiet when I stepped inside, the air cool against my skin. I found the elevator, took it to the second floor, and walked down the hall until I reached room 224. I hesitated for a moment, then knocked lightly, barely loud enough to be heard.

The door swung open almost immediately.

Lauren stood in the doorway, her gaze sweeping over me from head to toe. She wore a purple bikini top and tiny denim shorts, her expression somewhere between amused and predatory.

“Well, well,” she said with a grin. “Get ready, girls. Our new toy has arrived.”

I swallowed hard. My pulse throbbed in my throat.

I knew nothing good could come from being someone’s toy. But I also knew I wasn’t turning back.

Despite everything, I stepped into the room. Lauren closed the door behind me with a soft click.

The girls were already gathered in the suite, lounging on the beds and floor with cocktails in their hands and wicked smiles on their faces. As I entered, they stood and circled me slowly, running their hands over my arms, my shoulders, my chest. The contact made my skin light up with electricity.

Amber moved in behind me, pressing her palm lightly to the small of my back.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her voice low and silken. “We’ll be gentle.”

For now.


CHAPTER THREE




A swarm of hands moved across my body, exploring every inch with teasing confidence. Amber’s fingers slipped into the waistband of my swim trunks and began tugging them down. She slid them over my hips and let them drop to the floor, her smile widening as her gaze landed on the black lace panties I still wore.

Her palm drifted across the front, caressing my cock through the thin fabric. I leaned my head back and groaned, overwhelmed by the sensation. The sound drew giggles from the other girls, their amusement only adding to my rising arousal and embarrassment. My shirt was stripped from me in a single motion, and I kicked off my sandals without protest.

“Why don’t we get you a fresh pair of panties?” Amber asked, her tone light but commanding.

I stared at her, caught somewhere between confusion and submission. My throat was dry. I swallowed hard and gave a small nod.

She snapped her fingers, and Lauren moved immediately, like an assistant trained to anticipate her every whim. She dug into a half-open suitcase that sat on one of the beds, the contents spilling out in colorful waves of lace and satin. As I watched her, my mind flashed with images I couldn’t contain—of these girls sharing beds, wrapped in each other’s arms, sleeping skin to skin. There were five of them, just like us. They’d have to sleep two or three to a bed. The thought made my cock twitch with new urgency.

And now they wanted me naked. They wanted me in a new pair of panties.

Amber knelt in front of me and hooked her fingers into the waistband of the black lace. Slowly, she peeled them down, dragging the fabric over my ass and down my thighs. My cock sprang free, stiff and shameless, and for a moment she paused. Her eyes lingered on it, curious. She licked her lips with deliberate slowness.

A silent, desperate part of me begged her to take me into her mouth. But instead, she looked up at me and smiled.

Behind her, the other girls stifled laughter. This was the first time they had seen me like this, completely exposed. My cock wasn’t much to brag about, and their reactions made that clear.

Amber, however, didn’t join them. Her expression was unreadable. Focused. I couldn’t understand why her response was so different from the others. Maybe there was something about my body—slim, smooth, awkwardly feminine—that tempted her. Or maybe I was imagining everything. I didn’t know. All I knew was that I wanted her eyes on me, even if it made my heart race.

She helped me step out of the black panties and handed them off without looking.

Lauren returned with a bright red bra and thong set. I blinked.

“I can’t wear that,” I said, pointing at the string that was meant to wedge between my ass cheeks. “There’s no way.”

Amber shook her head, undeterred. She held out the thong by the waistband. “You don’t have a choice,” she said calmly.

Her voice sent a ripple down my spine. I shivered and stepped forward, letting her guide my legs through the delicate loops of elastic.

She pulled the thong up with slow, deliberate movements, letting the fabric glide along my thighs. Her cheek brushed my cock briefly as she worked, and it jerked in response. I wasn’t sure if the touch had been accidental or something far more intentional.

Amber adjusted the band around my waist and hips, then smoothed the string into place between my cheeks. The sensation was foreign and uncomfortable, but the pressure against my cock was exquisite. The friction sent jolts of pleasure through me. I was conflicted. The whole thing felt wrong, humiliating even, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt.

I should have been the one taking control. I should have been fucking these girls, not standing here while they dressed me like a toy.

And yet, I was the only guy they wanted to see naked.

I turned toward the sliding glass doors, gazing out at the stretch of ocean beyond. Somewhere out there, my friends were still swimming, laughing, completely unaware of what was happening to me.

Amber stood and unhooked the straps of the bra, sliding them up my arms and around my back. My heart thudded in disbelief. Panties were one thing—a dare, a joke that had turned into a quiet fetish—but a bra?

I didn’t even have breasts. I barely had a chest. What was the point?

But Amber didn’t stop. She fastened the clasp and adjusted the cups, which, to my surprise, fit better than I expected. They were small, padded, almost like they’d been chosen just for me. I looked down, and something in my chest twisted.

I looked too much like a woman.

My hips curved more than I had realized. My legs were long and smooth. My waist, cinched by the red lace, gave me a feminine shape that had never been obvious before. I felt a flicker of discomfort, but it wasn’t quite shame.

It was something closer to awe.

I had only ever worn loose, oversized boy clothes. Feeling this lingerie cling to my body—soft, silky, sensual—was like slipping into new skin.

But Amber wasn’t finished.

This had only been an intermission.

“Doesn’t he look lovely?” she asked the room, her voice casual, almost proud.

The other girls nodded in agreement. Their smiles were sly and knowing, as though they shared a secret I wasn’t in on. I felt my pulse climb as I glanced around the circle.

Then I saw it.

Lauren had pulled a dildo from the same suitcase that held the lingerie. It was long, thick, and flesh-colored. In any other situation, I might have been thrilled to know these girls traveled with toys. I would’ve pictured them in the hotel beds, moaning into each other’s mouths, playing out every fantasy I’d ever had about late-night sleepovers.

But this wasn’t for them.

This was for me.

Lauren held it up with both hands, a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips.

“On your knees, honey,” Amber said.

Her voice held fire. Not anger, but something wilder—possession, hunger, dominance. The look in her eyes was almost terrifying. It was powerful. Consuming. And it was aimed directly at me.

She placed both palms on my shoulders and gently pushed me downward.

I sank to my knees without resistance. My eyes stayed locked on hers the entire time.

I knew exactly what she wanted.

And still, a part of me whispered that this couldn’t be happening. That there had to be some mistake.

But I didn’t get up. I didn’t say no.

I just knelt there, trembling in lace and firelight, waiting to see what they would do next.

Once I was on my knees, Amber stepped in front of me and brought her thumb to my lips. Without needing to be told, I opened my mouth and let her slide it in. I closed my lips tightly around it and began to suck, slow and eager, like it was something more intimate than a thumb.

She tilted her head back and gasped softly, as if I were already pleasuring her. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second, then opened again with a blazing intensity. That wildfire gaze returned to me and wrapped around my entire body.

With her other hand, she gently tugged my jaw open. Before I could speak, before I could even catch my breath, Lauren appeared beside her and pushed the dildo into my mouth.

There was no time to protest. No chance to turn away.

It was already between my lips, sliding over my tongue, filling my mouth inch by inch. The rubber was smooth and slick with lube, and it glided back and forth with practiced ease.

And the worst part? I liked it.

I liked the way it pressed against the roof of my mouth. I liked how it nudged the back of my throat. I liked seeing five pairs of wide, feminine eyes looking down at me, some amused, some awestruck. They grinned, they giggled, and I gave them a show.

They loved seeing me like this—on my knees, in lingerie, sucking cock—and I loved doing it for them.

Lauren pushed it deeper. I gagged slightly as my throat stretched to take more. My body trembled under the strain, but I didn’t pull away. I let it happen. I wanted to feel it all. While the other girls stroked their hands along my shoulders, chest, and arms, Lauren worked the dildo back and forth. The rhythm was relentless, but not cruel. It was... intentional.

They were breaking something in me.

Or maybe uncovering it.

Most of the girls were giggling, whispering between themselves, but Amber was different. She wasn’t laughing. She looked hungry. Obsessed. Her eyes were locked on my mouth, wide with heat and focus. She panted softly, her breathing ragged, and whispered to herself over and over, “Good girl. Good girl.”

Those two words—spoken with reverence—reverberated in my skull.

Then, to the surprise of everyone, she began to undress.

She peeled off her T-shirt first, then wiggled out of her denim shorts. Beneath, she wore a strappy bikini, which she discarded next, her movements graceful and deliberate. Her skin gleamed in the low light, taut and golden and glistening.

Lauren followed her lead, pulling off her top and shimmying out of her shorts. The others hesitated for only a moment before joining in. Soon, all five girls were nude, their bodies glowing with heat and anticipation. They didn’t seem to fully understand what was happening, only that Amber had started it. And whatever Amber did, they followed.

My cock throbbed inside the red thong. I could feel the slick fabric pressing tight against it, holding every pulse and twitch. I thought of my friends outside on the beach, swimming in the ocean, totally oblivious.

If they only knew.

But maybe the price for this was wearing lace panties and letting five girls take control.

Amber stepped forward and took the dildo from Lauren’s hand. She didn’t say a word. She simply gripped it firmly, then pushed it back into my mouth. This time, she moved her hips with it, pressing the mound of her pussy against the base of the toy, grinding as if it were an extension of her.

She fucked my mouth with slow, commanding thrusts, twisting the toy slightly with every stroke. Her breathing grew heavier, her cheeks flushed. Then, without warning, she pulled the dildo from my mouth entirely.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

I obeyed, crawling onto the mattress on all fours. I lay on my back, praying she wouldn’t ask me to flip over. I didn’t know if I could take that—not yet.

To my relief, she didn’t. Instead, she climbed over me, straddling my face. Her bare thighs framed my vision, and then she lowered herself, her pussy just inches from my mouth. The scent hit me first—warm, sweet, and dizzying.

I stretched my tongue out and tasted her.

She was soaked.

My tongue slid inside her, swirling gently as I explored every soft, slick fold. She gasped and tangled her fingers in my hair, rocking her hips against my mouth like she was riding me for real.

She moaned above me, low and open, like we were the only two people in the room. But we weren’t.

The other girls climbed onto the bed, at first unsure what to do. Then Lauren moved closer, running her hands over Amber’s back and cupping her breasts from behind. One of the others stroked my chest while another traced her fingers over my thighs.

One girl pressed her palm against the front of my thong, rubbing my cock through the red lace. The friction was light but maddening. My whole body buzzed.

Amber ground herself against my tongue harder, faster, panting now, every muscle taut. Her moans turned into short cries.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I came.

The orgasm rocked through me unexpectedly. I moaned into her pussy, the sound vibrating against her as I trembled underneath her body. I could feel the shiver move through her, a wave that started in her hips and spread upward until it reached her mouth.

She threw her head back and screamed.

Her pussy clenched around my tongue as she came, and I drank her in.

The girls around us were flushed, their chests rising and falling in unison. Their breasts—varied in shape, size, and color—bounced softly with each movement. They were all aroused, panting, glowing with the aftermath of what they had just witnessed. But only Amber and I had come.

Amber stayed atop me for a few moments longer, catching her breath. Her fingers loosened in my hair, and her gaze drifted down to meet mine.

There was something almost tender in her eyes. Something soft. Loving.

But I didn’t let myself believe it.

The last thing I needed was to get my hopes up.

“Let’s get this girl into a dress and makeup,” Amber said suddenly, her voice bright and commanding.

The announcement seemed to stun the other girls. They blinked at her, caught off guard by the strange turn the afternoon had taken, but their confusion gave way to eager approval. They looked at each other with amused expressions, their faces lighting up with mischief. It was as if they had just been given permission to dive into a game they’d been waiting to play.

The way Amber had said it made me wonder. Was there more to her than she let on? Did she have fantasies she hadn’t shared with anyone? A hunger she had only just begun to feed?

And then, I found myself wondering something dangerous.

Did I actually have a chance with her?

I knew one thing for certain: if wearing panties meant being close to Amber, I would have worn them every day of my life. But even that excuse was beginning to fade. It wasn’t just about her anymore.

I liked the way they felt.

Amber slid off me, and I sat up slowly on the edge of the bed. My legs felt weak beneath me. The other girls had already begun dressing themselves again, slipping into their bikinis and casual cover-ups. Afterward, they started digging through a suitcase that had been tossed on one of the beds. The contents looked like an explosion of color and fabric. I realized with a tightening in my chest that they were choosing a dress.

They giggled and tapped their fingers to their chins as they held each option up to the light. Eventually, they settled on a sleek black number—tight, short, and unmistakably feminine. Just the sight of it made my throat dry. I swallowed hard.

Lauren stepped in front of me with a smile and unzipped the dress along the side. She and Amber held it open, ready for me to step inside.

I stared at them, silently pleading with my eyes. I hoped they would take pity on me. This had already gone so far. Too far, maybe. But I knew the dress itself wasn’t the scariest part. What I feared most was that I might like it. And if I liked it, I wouldn’t be able to go back.

I couldn’t hide a dress under jeans. I couldn’t slip skirts beneath my boxers. Lip gloss didn’t blend into boyhood. If I crossed this line, I’d have to commit. And I didn’t know how to do that without being seen.

Amber caught my hesitation and raised her brow.

“If you don’t do it,” she said, her voice low and serious, “I’ll tell all your friends what happened in this room today.”

My face flushed instantly. The image of Matt flashed in my mind, the way he looked at me the night before when he saw me in Amber’s panties. I didn’t know if he could still respect me if he knew everything.

I wasn’t sure if we’d even be friends anymore.

I nodded.

Without another word, I stepped into the dress. The girls pulled it up my legs and zipped it tight around my waist. It fit perfectly, molding to my hips and thighs in a way that made me realize just how soft and curved my body had become.

“Sit on the bed,” Amber said.

By now, I had learned not to question her. I did as I was told, sitting quietly like a good girl, my heart pounding.

The girls went back to the suitcase and retrieved something else—a dark, wavy wig. Lauren held it up with a twinkle in her eyes.

They were really going to do this.

Amber fitted the wig to my head and adjusted the strands until it looked natural. Long waves framed my face and brushed my collarbone. Someone flipped a few locks forward so they fell over my shoulders.

The girls stood back to admire their creation.

“He almost doesn’t even need makeup,” one of them said.

I looked down, blushing. I didn’t know if I should take that as a compliment or a curse. I felt small. Feminine. Seen.

Then came the makeup.

Brushes and palettes appeared in their hands as if conjured from thin air. They worked in unison, massaging foundation into my cheeks and forehead, brushing soft powders across my skin, painting color onto my lips and lashes. Their hands moved with delicate precision. I felt like I was backstage at a movie studio, being transformed into someone else.

Ten hands swept across my face. Five sets of giggles surrounded me as they stepped back to admire the final product.

Amber was quiet.

She looked at me differently now, her expression unreadable. There was a tightness in her throat, a hesitation in her eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was regretting what she had done or if she wanted me more than ever. I hoped it was the latter.

For a moment, she just stared. I thought she might lean in and kiss me.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she rose to her feet and gestured toward the hotel mirror.

“Go look at yourself,” she said.

I stood slowly and crossed the room. I turned to the mirror, and when I saw my reflection, I gasped.

I didn’t recognize the person staring back.

The face was mine, but softer. Painted. Feminized. Framed by dark waves of hair that brushed over the black straps of my dress. I looked… sexy. And for the first time in my life, I felt something close to confidence.

“I can’t believe it,” I whispered.

The girls laughed and clapped, pleased with their work. All of them smiled.

All except Amber.

She looked like she was battling something inside her. Maybe desire. Maybe doubt. Whatever it was, she seemed to want to snap out of it.

That must have been why she said what she did next.

“Now,” she said briskly, “we’re going to show you off to your friends.”

I turned to her, eyes wide, lips parting in panic. “All of this was supposed to keep them from knowing.”

“They won’t know,” she said, her voice light, almost teasing. “I just want to introduce them to a new girl. A girl named Sara.”

The name hit me like a shot to the chest.

Sara.

She had given me a name.

I knew then that I had no real choice. I had already learned how to take her orders. I didn’t resist when she reached for my hand.

Her fingers laced through mine, soft and warm. She gave a little squeeze and guided me toward the door. The other girls followed behind us, a giddy entourage.

We stepped into the hallway, and Amber turned to me.

“Which one is your room?” she asked.

I told her.

We walked toward it together. I hoped, desperately, that the guys were still on the beach. I tried to think of what I would say if someone opened the door—some excuse, some lie. Maybe I could claim I didn’t know where they went. Maybe I could say they had already left for lunch.

But when we reached the room and Amber knocked, my heart dropped into my stomach.

Because Matt answered the door.

The girls giggled behind me as Matt opened the door, raising a single brow.

“Well, how are you fine ladies doing today?” he asked, his voice casual but slightly amused.

I peeked into the room and saw that he was alone. The other guys were nowhere in sight. I couldn’t help but wonder where they had gone, and more importantly, whether Matt would recognize me dressed like this.

Amber stepped forward with a teasing smile. “We were actually looking for Shane,” she said, her tone syrupy sweet. “Have you seen him?”

Matt leaned against the doorframe and shook his head. “Not in a while. I was just wondering where he got off to myself.”

“That’s a shame,” she said. “We really wanted to introduce him to our new friend.”

She pressed a hand lightly against the small of my back, encouraging me to step forward. “This is Sara,” she added. “I thought the two of them might hit it off.”

Matt’s eyes landed on me, and for a long, silent moment, he said nothing. His gaze roamed slowly, starting at my heels and rising inch by inch. When his eyes finally reached my face, he paused. I saw the faintest flicker in his expression—recognition, maybe. Desire. Confusion.

He licked his lips discreetly, and a soft pink flush spread across his cheeks. “Sorry,” he said. “He’s not in. But I’ll send him over when I see him.”

His voice was smooth, but his eyes betrayed him. He was studying my face too closely. Not with suspicion, but with something quieter. Something almost intimate. A knowing look. I felt sure he had recognized me.

“Oh, what a shame,” Amber said lightly, already turning to go.

“I’d be happy to keep your friend entertained until he gets back,” Matt offered with a sly smile. I had seen that look before. He was up to something.

Amber’s brows rose in surprise, her smile widening in amusement. “It’s a date, then,” she said. The girls burst into laughter.

“Have fun, Sara,” she added.

Then she and the others turned and walked down the hall, their laughter fading as they disappeared around the corner.

Matt stepped aside and reached for my hand. His fingers closed around mine, warm and sure. He tugged me into the room and shut the door behind us, turning the lock with a quiet click.

“Thanks for keeping me company,” I said softly, trying to sound as girlish as I could manage.

He didn’t respond.

He came up behind me and placed his hands on my waist, then spun me around in one swift motion. I gasped. His face was close—too close—and his eyes were searching mine with an intensity I hadn’t expected. His hands slid to my hips, firm and unrelenting.

He backed me up until my spine met the wall. I groaned softly at the contact.

Then he grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head.

“What the hell is this about, Shane?” he asked, his voice low and taut with tension.

I stared at him, stunned. I had no idea what to say. I hadn’t thought he would see through me so quickly.

“How did you know?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Because I know you,” he said. “One look in your eyes, and I knew it was⁠—”

He stopped himself. The sentence hung in the air, suspended in something too fragile to speak aloud. We both knew how romantic it sounded. Too romantic.

And suddenly, I understood what the fire in his eyes meant.

He wasn’t just angry.

He was turned on. And that terrified him.

He was angry at me for putting him in this position. Angry at himself for wanting me. Angry at the part of him that saw me in a dress and makeup and still couldn’t look away.

But then, before I could process it further, he lunged forward and kissed me.

It wasn’t gentle.

It was hard and messy and full of heat. He huffed through his nose, breathing heavy against my skin, his mouth crashing into mine with raw desperation. He pushed into me, his hips grinding against mine, pinning me harder to the wall.

One hand held my wrists above my head, firm and controlling. The other landed on my waist, squeezing possessively.

I could feel his cock growing hard inside his shorts, pressing insistently against my thigh.

Mine had hardened too, though I barely noticed it. My body felt like it was on fire. Every nerve tingled. My skin was lit with sparks.

The girls had dominated me with their teasing and giggles. But Matt was overpowering in a different way. His arousal came with tension, with shame. He wasn’t trying to humiliate me. He was punishing himself by giving in.

His fingers dropped to the waistband of his shorts. He fumbled with the button, then the zipper. He let them fall to the floor and tugged his briefs down just enough to free himself.

His cock sprang forward—long, thick, and throbbing in his strong hand. He stood there for a moment, staring at me, panting against my neck.

His body trembled with conflict.

I could feel it in the way he touched me. Like he didn’t know if he wanted to kiss me or crush me.

And I had no idea what he was going to do next.

I slowly lowered myself to the ground, sinking onto my knees between Matt and the wall. My hands found the floor first, steadying me, and then I slid forward until I was beneath him. He stepped back slightly to give me room. His eyes flickered with uncertainty, and he bit his lower lip, holding it there for a long moment.

I could see the fear in his face—raw, conflicted—but I didn’t want him to be afraid. I wanted to soothe him. I wanted to please him. And more than that, I wanted to feel another cock sliding over my tongue. I needed it, almost like a craving I hadn’t known I had until now.

I reached out and wrapped one hand firmly around the base of his shaft. It pulsed in my grip, thick and hot. With my other hand, I cupped his balls, cradling them gently as I began to stroke him. Matt leaned his head back and groaned, but quickly brought it down again to watch as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

I started slowly, wrapping my lips around the tip, swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft. I could feel him shiver above me, his body quivering in waves the same way Amber’s had. It struck me then how similar they were, even though they couldn’t have been more different. Two sides of the same coin. Both trying not to want me. Both failing.

And that realization made me feel more powerful than I ever had before.

Something about me in a dress, on my knees, drove them out of their own control. It didn’t matter how strong or dominant they were. Their desire for me stripped that away. I liked that. I loved it.

I took Matt deeper into my mouth, inch by inch, until I felt the soft resistance of the back of my throat. He groaned and tangled his fingers into my wig, gripping me harder as he held my head in place.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You feel so good. That’s it, baby.”

That word—baby—sent a thrill racing through me. I moaned around his cock, and the vibrations made him hiss through his teeth. My own cock throbbed inside the red panties, aching for attention. I rocked my head slowly at first, then faster, working him with my mouth while my fingers massaged his balls. The rhythm built, the tension climbed. He began to move his hips with me, thrusting faster, harder.

Then he pinned my head against the wall and started fucking my throat.

I loved the feel of it. I loved being used. His cock thrust deep, over and over, until his breath hitched and I knew he was close. But just when I thought he was about to come, he pulled out abruptly. I gasped for air, blinking up at him.

“I want to fuck you,” he growled, voice rough with need.

I swallowed hard. “How?”

“The only way I can,” he said.

He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me to my feet. He turned me around so that I faced the wall. His hands slid down my thighs and over my ass, lifting the hem of my black dress to my hips. I felt the cool air against the backs of my legs as he pulled my panties down, letting them fall to my ankles.

He gripped my hips and pulled me back until I felt the thick, heavy pressure of his cock pressing between my cheeks.

I closed my eyes.

I knew what he wanted. And I knew there was nothing I could do to stop him. But the truth was, I didn’t want to.

He spat into his hand and rubbed it over my ass, sliding the moisture between my cheeks. Then he pressed a slick finger inside me. I gasped at the intrusion, surprised by how strangely good it felt. It was new, unfamiliar, but not painful. He worked it in and out slowly, carefully, then added a second finger, then a third.

Each one stretched me wider, made me moan louder.

He spit again, this time rubbing it directly into me with his fingertips, spreading it until I felt slick and open.

When he pulled his fingers out, I felt an unexpected emptiness.

Then I felt him.

The tip of his cock pressed against my entrance, insistent and warm.

I bit my lip in anticipation. I braced myself against the wall, expecting pain, needing something to hold onto. But when he began to slide inside, it wasn’t painful at all. It was slow and deliberate. It felt like a gentle stretch, like he was trying to make it good for me too.

I moaned as he pushed deeper, filling me inch by inch until his hips pressed flush against my ass. His cock pulsed inside me, thick and hot.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my ear. “You feel so good.”

Then his voice dropped lower, rougher.

“You like this, slut? Is this what you wanted when you put on that sexy little dress?”

I didn’t know if it was what I wanted, not at first. But now?

Now I never wanted anything else.

I nodded.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“This is what I wanted,” I whispered.

“You came over here just to get fucked?”

“I did,” I said breathlessly. “I’m your little slut. Just fuck me. Hard.”

I could hardly believe the words as they left my mouth, but saying them aloud only made me need him more. The shock of hearing myself talk that way—so eager, so submissive—only added to the heat pooling in my belly.

Matt grabbed my hips and yanked me back toward him. Then he thrust forward, hard and deep, burying his cock inside me in one long, powerful stroke. I gasped, bracing myself against the wall. He pulled back, then slammed into me again, and again, until the rhythm became a relentless pounding.

Our bodies slapped against each other, skin on skin, the wet friction of his cock stirring every nerve ending inside me. My back thumped into the wall with every thrust, and I wondered if the neighbors could hear. I hoped they could. I didn’t care.

The faster he fucked me, the better it felt.

Each stroke drove me closer to the edge. I could feel myself tightening around him, feel my own cock twitching in the confines of my soaked panties. I was so close.

Matt growled and leaned forward, biting into my shoulder, his teeth dragging hard across my skin as his cock throbbed inside me. I cried out as my own orgasm hit, moaning against the wall as a warm trickle of come escaped the tip of my cock, dampening the lace.

He didn’t stop.

He grunted, his pace becoming erratic as he neared the brink. Then he growled again, louder this time, and bit down harder as he spilled inside me. I felt the heat of him fill me, thick and wet, his come spreading as he continued to thrust, smearing it deeper with every push.

When he pulled out, I felt the slickness of his release trailing down the inside of my thigh.

He collapsed onto the edge of the bed, breathless and flushed, his cock still half-hard and glistening. I turned around slowly, keeping my back to the wall as I adjusted my panties and pulled the hem of my dress back into place. My fingers trembled.

I didn’t know what would come next.

“I’m so sorry,” he said suddenly, his voice full of shame. “I don’t know what came over me. I shouldn’t have… It was wrong of me to…”

I walked to him and sank to my knees, resting my hands on his thighs.

“Don’t apologize,” I whispered. “It meant everything to me.”

His mouth parted in surprise, but he recovered quickly. He leaned forward and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. His tongue slid past my lips as his fingers threaded into my wig, and I kissed him back with everything I had. My heart pounded against my ribs.

When he finally pulled away, he studied my face.

“So,” he said, voice softer now, “will I be seeing this side of you more often?”

I shrugged, a small, wry smile forming. “I suppose so. If I can find a way to hide it from the guys.”

“It’ll be our little secret,” Matt murmured.

He dragged a fingertip along my chest, letting it dip into the neckline of my dress. Then he pulled me closer and kissed me again, this time slow and sweet, as if he couldn’t quite believe what we’d just done.

After a long moment, I pulled back and glanced away. “Amber did this to me,” I said. “Though I don’t think she anticipated the consequences.”

“She must’ve,” he said. “Or she wouldn’t have sent you over here.”

His words made something click.

I stood up quickly and tiptoed to the door. Pressing my eye to the peephole, I saw them. The girls were standing just outside, waiting.

I opened the door and raised a brow. “Did you girls enjoy the show?”

Amber grinned. “What we could hear of it,” she teased.

The group laughed and pushed past me into the room.

“That was fucking hot,” Amber said directly to Matt.

He blushed. He was still clearly processing the guilt, but with each approving comment from the girls, his confidence seemed to return. The embarrassment on his face softened, replaced by a kind of reluctant pride.

Amber wrapped an arm around me and gave my ass a squeeze. “We won’t tell anyone,” she promised. “As long as we get to borrow our little toy now and then.”

Matt hesitated, then nodded.

I wasn’t given a choice.

And I was starting to realize how much I liked that.

We finished out the rest of our spring break as normally as we could. At least, on the surface. But there were nights—one or two, sometimes more—when I dressed up again. When Matt and Amber took turns fucking me, watching each other, touching me together. They became as close with each other as they were with me.

By the time we returned to campus, something between us had changed.

Amber and I became official. Much to the dismay of half the men on campus, she was suddenly off the market. But I had something none of them did—a soft, feminine figure and a perfectly submissive personality.

Our relationship stayed open. Matt was part of it, included as often as he wanted to be. And as the weeks passed, it became clear.

He wanted me often.

And I was starting to realize I wanted him too.

Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


HIS EX’S FAVORITE DRESS



CHAPTER ONE




“What do you mean you’re breaking up with me?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Olivia, my girlfriend of only three months, was dumping me. She was my first real girlfriend, and I’d actually thought we had a connection—or maybe I just wanted to believe that someone who looked like her could actually want someone like me. She was sexy as hell, the kind of girl who made people turn their heads when we walked into a bar, and the last thing I wanted was to lose that kind of status.

Heat flared in my cheeks as I pictured her huddled with her girlfriends, cackling over drinks at my expense. How long had they known she was going to cut me loose? I folded my arms across my chest and stared her down, trying to look firmer than I felt. I wasn't letting her humiliate me without some kind of fight.

“You’re just not what I’m looking for,” she said, her voice flat, devoid of any of the warmth I’d spent twelve weeks trying to earn. “You’re too skinny, and you whine a lot. And you’re really lazy. I need a man, you know? A real man. Someone who can protect me and dominate me.”

“So, you want someone threatening?” I snapped.

She clicked her tongue, a sharp, dismissive sound that made me feel two inches tall. “You just don’t get it.” She had her hands on her hips—the same heavy, curved hips I’d spent nights dreaming about finally getting a real handle on. We lived in New York, but Olivia was a Jersey girl through and through, all sharp edges and blunt honesty. My friends had warned me I wouldn't be her type, but I’d ignored them. Why wouldn’t I? She was the one who had approached me.

I decided to be upfront. “If I’m so wrong for you, then why did you even talk to me that night?”

She laughed, throwing her head back so her wild black hair spilled over her shoulders. “Like you could ever ask anyone out,” she mocked. “To be honest, it was supposed to be a joke. My friends dared me to ask you out, and afterward... I just felt kind of bad about it. I figured I’d give it a shot.”

The air felt thin in the room. “So you stayed with me for three months out of pity? Isn’t that worse?”

She gestured down her body, a slow, arrogant sweep of her hand over her chest and waist. “Hey, you got to fuck this, didn’t you?”

“Barely,” I spat through clenched teeth. My pulse was hammering in my neck. “I tried to fuck you so many times, but you kept shooting me down. You’d let me get close, let me get worked up, and then you’d just turn away.”

“Because I’m not attracted to you, babe. Sorry.” She shrugged, completely unfazed. “You don’t have any meat on your bones. There’s nothing to grab onto. Honestly? You’d make a better woman than a man.”

The insult hit like a physical slap. “Get out!” I yelled, my voice cracking slightly as I pointed toward the door.

She didn't even flinch. She just laughed, grabbed her bag, and stormed out, slamming the door hard enough to rattle the frames on the wall.

I stood there in the silence, more furious than sad. We didn’t have a single thing in common; I’d stayed for the fantasy of her body, and she’d stayed for some cruel, drawn-out punchline. I threw myself onto the sofa, the cheap fabric scratching against my skin, and felt the blood in my veins start to boil.

I had to get back at her. The humiliation was like a slow-burning fever under my skin, and I needed some kind of revenge to cool it down. My mind looped through petty, destructive scenarios—things that would probably just end with me in the back of a squad car. I sat up, exhaling a shaky breath, and buried my face in my hands. The apartment was too quiet, still smelling faintly of her expensive, aggressive perfume.

Then, an idea flickered to life, and a slow, dark smile spread over my face.

Olivia had left half her life in my apartment. She’d have to come back for it eventually, but in the meantime, I could ruin her things in more ways than one. I stood up and paced the bedroom. What did she actually value? Not me, clearly. But she worshipped her wardrobe. She was obsessed with her collection of high-end clothes, especially the lingerie. She was so damn proud of what her money—and that body she braged about—could buy her.

I charged into the bedroom and yanked open her dresser drawer. It was an explosion of lace, silk, and provocatively thin straps. I dug through the pile, pulling out several pairs of her panties—deep reds, emerald greens, and a particularly dainty lavender pair. I dropped my jeans right there on the rug. I was going to ruin them. I was going to come in every single one of them, staining the expensive silk with the very thing she claimed she didn’t want from me. I wanted to leave a mark she couldn't wash away.

If only I had known I was opening myself up to a fantasy I never knew I possessed.

I picked up the purple lace panties, the fabric feeling impossibly light in my trembling hands. As I wrapped the frilly gusset around my cock, I let out a sharp, jagged gasp. It felt amazing. The texture was soft, delicate, and cool against my heat. It didn't belong there, and yet a delightful, electric tingle shot through my entire body. I began to stroke myself through the fabric, the lace abrading my skin in the best possible way, but it wasn’t enough. I didn't just want to ruin them.

I wanted to wear them.

I glanced toward the bedroom door, heart hammering, making sure Olivia hadn’t doubled back for her keys. Silence. I sat on the edge of the bed, stretched out the tight, elasticated leg holes, and stepped inside. My skin hummed as the silk grazed my thighs. I pulled them all the way up to my waist, shivering as the narrow strip of fabric cradled my stiffening cock, holding it snug against my belly.

Why does this feel so incredible?

Boys weren’t supposed to wear things like this. This was meant to be an act of spite, a dirty little middle finger to my ex. But as I looked down at the purple triangle of lace straining to cover my erection, the spite evaporated, replaced by a heavy, dizzying rush of arousal. The thin string of the thong slid gently between my ass cheeks, a constant, teasing presence. I rubbed my palms over the fabric, cooing softly at the sensation of the silk sliding against my hip bones.

I rolled back onto the bed, running my hands over the distorted outline of my cock beneath the lace. It was surreal—looking down and seeing a hard, masculine ache wrapped in something so unapologetically feminine. It looked strange on my frame, but it felt so right that the thought of destroying them felt like a waste. I wanted to keep them. I wanted to feel like this forever.

A new thought took hold, more frantic than the last. What else of hers would feel this good?

I scrambled off the bed, my movements more fluid now, and dove back into her closet. I bypassed the jeans and sweaters until I found a matching purple bra. It was far too big for my flat chest, the underwires digging into my ribs, but I hooked it in the front and spun it around anyway. I ran to the bathroom, grabbed a handful of tissues, and stuffed the cups until they were rounded and firm.

I stood before the full-length mirror and sighed, my breath catching in my throat. I looked better as a woman than I ever had as a man. The "skinny" frame Olivia had mocked now looked lithe and delicate. I ran my hands up and down my sides, tracing the new curves provided by the bra and the way the panties hugged my seat.

I turned from side to side, amazed at how easily I could transform. I raised my hands above my head and twirled, watching the way the light caught the purple silk. I rocked my hips forward, arching my back until my ass poked out, then turned to admire the view. It looked so cute—a tiny, shimmering string riding down the middle of me, highlighting the soft skin of my cheeks. I hooked my fingers under the waistband and tugged upward, lengthening the line of my thighs and feeling the lace bite deliciously into my skin.

I returned to the bedroom to dig through the rest of her things, the adrenaline making my hands slightly shaky. I tossed aside a few of her denim skirts—too casual, too much like the old "me"—because what I really craved was the weight and flow of a dress. I skipped over to the closet and threw the doors wide.

I couldn't help but grin. My favorite dress of hers was still hanging there, almost like she’d left it as an invitation. It was a simple black number, but it was trimmed with soft, fluttery ruffles at the sleeves, the waist, and the hem. It was the most unapologetically girly thing she owned, and I couldn’t wait to feel it against my skin.

I stepped into the pool of fabric and slid it up over my hips, the material whispering against the purple lace of the panties. I chewed on my lower lip, struggling with the zipper in the back. How the hell did girls do this every day? It always looked so effortless when she did it, but here I was, reaching blindly behind my shoulder blades until, finally, the teeth clicked together and slid home. I returned to the mirror to inspect the damage.

"I’m almost there," I whispered to my reflection. "I look so girly, but I need something more."

For the first time in my life, I was actually grateful for my own laziness. I’d skipped my last few haircuts, and my hair had grown out past my ears—thick and shaggy. With a little bit of effort, it could easily pass for a chic, short bob. All I needed now was to finish the transformation: makeup, heels, and a very close shave.

I went into the bathroom and ran a tub of warm water. I smiled when I saw Olivia’s razor sitting on the ledge, still damp from her shower this morning. The thought of her fury if she knew I was clogging the blades with my hair made the whole thing sweeter. I was glad I’d kicked her out in such a heat; she’d been so focused on her dramatic exit that she’d left her entire arsenal behind.

I lathered my legs with her floral-scented shaving cream and began dragging the razor upward in long, slow strokes. As the hair disappeared, my skin felt incredibly sensitive in the warm water. Everything felt different—heightened, wired, electric. When I was finished, I rinsed off and rubbed my hands over my thighs. They were slick and hairless, feeling just as luxurious as the silk panties still cupping my cock and balls.

I patted myself dry and turned to the vanity. "Bingo," I muttered, eyeing the array of palettes and tubes.

I didn't know the first thing about application, so I tried to keep it simple, mimicking what I’d seen her do a thousand times. A little mascara to darken my lashes, a swipe of sheer pink lipstick, and a dusting of that rosy powder on my cheekbones. I messed with my hair, tucking one side behind my ear until it looked intentional, then I stepped back to take in the full effect.

"Whoa."

The word breathed out of me. The transformation was startling. I looked unmistakably feminine—soft, pretty, and a little bit dangerous. I felt so hot I wanted to fuck myself right there against the sink. My head was spinning with the rush of it. I wanted more. I wanted to take this version of me out into the world and see if it could survive.

But I hesitated. What if I get caught?

The thought of being recognized sent a cold spike through my chest. I didn't have much of a reputation to protect, but the humiliation would be more than I could handle. To distract myself, I slid into a pair of her black pumps. They were a bit tight, but the way they arched my feet and forced my calves to flex made the fear fade. I spent the next thirty minutes pacing in front of the mirror, adjusting my posture, practicing a softer gaze, and convincing myself that the girl looking back at me was real.

Satisfied, I grabbed my small clutch, took a steadying breath, and stepped out of the apartment into the cool evening air.


CHAPTER TWO




I headed to my favorite club. The drive was a blur of nerves and glancing in the rearview mirror, checking that my lipstick hadn’t smudged every time I hit a red light. I needed to see if this new version of me could actually survive under the neon. I pulled into the lot, took a deep breath that strained the silk of the dress against the stuffed bra, and slipped inside.

The club was the perfect proving ground—dark, loud, and thick with the smell of sweat and expensive gin. I squeezed sideways between the heavy metal doors, my heart hammering against the tissue paper in my cups, and disappeared into the sea of bodies. Strobes of violet and amber swirled over the deep blue walls, and the bass was a physical thumb against my chest.

It was only a matter of minutes before I felt a pair of strong, calloused hands slide firmly around my waist.

“Hey, beautiful,” a deep, husky voice rumbled over the music. The man had approached from behind, his heat radiating through the thin fabric of my dress. He leaned in and pressed a lingering kiss to my cheek, his stubble grazing my skin. I felt a hot blush creep up my neck. I hadn't even seen his face yet, but the sheer masculinity of his grip made my knees weak. “What are you doing here all by yourself?”

I turned in his arms, looping my hands around his neck and letting my fingers play with the hair at the nape of his neck. I waited for the look of realization—the moment he’d see the jawline or the shoulders and know I was a man. But it never came. Either the lighting was my best friend, or he was far too gone to care. Or, maybe, I just looked that convincing.

“I was just waiting for a man to keep me company,” I teased, my voice dropping into a soft, breathy register. “Girls shouldn’t be left alone too long.”

He didn’t laugh. Instead, his eyes darkened, and he leaned down to claim my mouth. My heart went into overdrive. I was kissing a man—a real, aggressive man—who was convinced I was a woman. It was a terrifying, electric rush. As his tongue flicked against mine, his hands wandered up, his palms hovering dangerously close to my "breasts."

Panic flared. If he squeezed, he’d feel the crunch of tissue instead of soft give.

Thinking fast, I gripped his wrists and guided his hands down to my hips, digging his fingers into the curves of my waist. He grinned through the kiss, a low growl vibrating in his throat, and let his hands slide further down to cup my ass. He pulled me flush against him, and I felt the heavy, unmistakable ridge of his cock pressing into my stomach. I prayed the lace of my thong was holding my own erection tight enough that he couldn't feel it thumping against his thigh.

The tension was getting too thick for the dance floor. I grabbed his hand, gave him a playful, beckoning look, and led him toward the back. We ducked into the single-occupancy bathroom, and I slammed the door, twisting the lock with a satisfying click.

“Oh, hell yeah, baby,” he grunted. He backed up against the graffiti-covered wall, shoving his hands above his head in a display of pure, cocky dominance. “You want some of this already, don’t you?”

I bit my lower lip, watching him. Part of me was amused by how crude he was—how much he fit the stereotype Olivia said I’d never be. Honestly, there was nothing about him specifically that I wanted; I just wanted the experience. I wanted to feel like a hot girl being pursued, being taken, being used.

I gave him a slow, hungry nod just to humor him.

My fingers fumbled with his heavy denim, finally popping the button and dragging the zipper down. I sank to my knees on the cold tile, taking his jeans and boxers down with me in one fluid motion. My palms grazed the insides of his thighs—rough and hairy—before sliding up to cup him. I massaged the length of his cock through the thin cotton of his briefs, feeling the heat of him through the fabric. He leaned his head back against the bathroom wall, a low, guttural moan escaping his throat. I tugged the briefs down until he finally sprang free, and I had to take a moment just to breathe at the sight of him. He smelled of salt and musk, but clean. I wrapped my hand around the base of the thick shaft and slowly parted my lips.

I took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the broad head before sliding down. He was long enough to hit the back of my throat, forcing a small, involuntary gag that only seemed to egg him on. I reached down to cup his weight, massaging his balls with one hand while I worked my head back and forth over him. He groaned, his hips beginning to thrust with a blind, rhythmic urgency. His fingers weaved into my hair, tugging slightly as he guided me.

“Fuck, baby. Yeah, just like that.”

He started thrusting harder and faster, his breath coming in ragged gasps. I could hardly breathe with him filling me so completely, but the lack of air only made the fire in my own blood burn hotter. I felt completely out of body—kneeling there in a ruffled black dress and lace panties with a stranger’s cock in my mouth. It was surreal, but for the first time in years, I felt electric. I felt alive.

It didn’t take long before I felt him swell, his muscles tensing as he reached the edge. I tasted the first salty, warm burst of his come as it splashed across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, the sensation both delightfully disgusting and incredibly satisfying as it slid down my throat. He pulsed a few more times before finally pulling back, his chest heaving. He reached down and patted my head, his voice still thick.

“Thanks for the suck, sweetheart,” he said, tucking himself back in.

With that, he adjusted his belt and walked out, the bathroom door swinging shut behind him. I stayed on the floor for a second, feeling like a total slut—a class-A whore. I couldn’t help the grin that broke across my face. I felt desired, even if it was for all the "wrong" reasons. I liked being used. I liked being a tool for a man’s pleasure.

I stood up, my knees a little stiff, and rinsed the taste of him from my mouth with cold tap water. I leaned into the mirror, checking my mascara and smoothing the ruffles of my dress. I looked flushed and wrecked in the best way possible. I took a steadying breath and re-entered the club, only to stop dead in my tracks.

In the middle of the dance floor, illuminated by a flash of strobe light, stood Olivia and a cluster of her friends.

“Shit,” I hissed under my breath as I realized they were heading straight toward the back hallway where I was standing. “Shit. Shit. Shit.”


CHAPTER THREE




The women brushed past me as if I were invisible, nothing more than another girl in a crowded hallway—all except for Olivia. As she walked by, her eyes flicked up and down my body, a sharp, scanning look that made the hair on my arms stand up. For a split second, I hoped she was just eyeing me out of some petty jealousy for my appearance. Then the ice-cold reality set in: I was wearing her favorite dress.

My body shook with a frantic sort of anticipation. I could feel the silk ruffles vibrating against my skin. Would she realize? Would she turn around right now and scream? I wondered if she recognized the way my hair hit my ears, or if my frame looked just a little too familiar under the black fabric.

They clustered at the bar, shouting orders over the thumping bass. I crept up behind them, trying to blend into the shadows of a nearby pillar while straining to catch their conversation. I wanted to hear my name. I wanted to hear her admit she missed me, or at least vent about why she’d dumped me.

But they weren't talking about me at all. They were dissecting the guys they’d seen on the dance floor.

“Oh, and that one guy, Brad,” Olivia said, her voice rising with a laugh. “His muscles literally went on for days. Now that is a man.”

I felt a wave of heat crawl up my neck. She was already moving on, checking out meatheads as if I’d never existed, as if our three months were a footnote. I stood there, my mind racing for a way to get back at her again, when she suddenly spun around, nearly sloshing her vodka-soda onto my chest.

“Can I help you?” she snapped, her face twisted in annoyance.

I instinctively grabbed my own arm and shook my head, staring at the floor. I wanted to tell her off, to be the "man" she said I wasn't, but the words died in my throat. I was too much of a pussy to even look her in the eye. And that silence, that specific brand of submissive hesitation, was exactly what gave me away.

Olivia’s eyes went wide. She leaned in, her nose inches from the fabric of my shoulder. “Oh. My. God. I knew I recognized that dress! I thought, maybe some other girl just has the same taste as me. But it’s you.”

She threw her head back and laughed, but when she looked at me again, her eyes were narrowed with a burning, vicious madness. “How dare you go through my things.”

“What’s the problem?” asked one of the girls—a tall, striking blonde with a low-cut top and a skeptical look.

“This is my ex,” Olivia said, her voice dripping with mock-pity. “He’s dressed up like a little girl. I told you he was weird, didn't I?”

“Oh my god,” the blonde whispered. She reached forward, her fingers brushing against my shaggy hair and trailing down to my jawline. “There’s actually a boy under all this?”

“Oh yeah,” Olivia said, a cruel smirk playing on her lips. “I’ll show you.”

Before I could even process the threat, she reached down and hiked my skirt up to my waist. The cool air of the club hit my bare legs, revealing the purple lace panties and the heavy, unmistakable bulge of my cock straining against the silk. The girls erupted into a fit of harsh, jagged laughter.

“Wow,” said a third girl with thick, dark hair. She stepped into my personal space, her hands sliding over my shoulders and down my arms, feeling the lithe muscle there. “How strange. He’s actually kind of pretty.”

I felt like an object in a museum—some bizarre specimen they were studying under a microscope. Their brows were furrowed in a mix of confusion and amusement, their eyes probing every inch of my body as I stood there exposed and trembling.

“We should teach him a lesson,” Olivia said, her voice dropping into a low, dangerous purr. Her friends clasped their hands together, giggling like they were planning a scavenger hunt.

“I know just where we can do it,” the blonde said. She took a final sip of her drink and set it on the bar. “I’m tight with the manager here. They keep a VIP room closed off for private parties. I’ll go see if it’s free.”

“Olivia, don’t—” I started, reaching out for her arm with a desperate, fake kindness in my eyes, hoping I could still charm my way out of this. But she didn't even look at me. She just watched the blonde walk toward the back.

The blonde returned, her fingers digging into my wrist as she led the way. I tried to hold my ground—a half-hearted attempt at dignity—but the three of them pulled me toward the back of the club with a terrifying, coordinated strength. We slipped into a side room separated from the main chaos by nothing but a thick, navy-blue velvet curtain. The muffled bass of the music outside felt like a heartbeat.

"I’ll just scream for help," I managed to say, glancing at the thin fabric barrier.

"Oh, no you won’t," Olivia countered. She was already reaching under her silver party dress, stepping out of her panties with a practiced, predatory grace. She bunched the silk up into a ball and shoved them into my mouth, the taste of her and the faint scent of her detergent instantly filling my senses.

The blonde followed suit, sliding her own panties down and using them to bind my wrists. She hoisted my arms above my head, securing them with the makeshift silk cuffs. They shoved me back onto a long wooden table that smelled of lemon polish and stale beer, forcing me onto my back.

I was terrified, my heart drumming against my ribs, but my body was traitorous—it quivered with a mix of delight and raw curiosity. They hiked my black dress up to my waist, exposing the purple lace and the hard, desperate shape of my cock. They laughed, a high, mocking sound that cut through the room.

"It’s so cute," one of them remarked, tracing the outline through the silk. I closed my eyes, my breath hitching as I waited for a hand to finally close around me, but they didn’t touch it. They were going to make me wait.

The third girl stripped off her underwear, and then all three of them climbed onto the table, surrounding me like a pride of lions. Olivia was first. She plucked the gag from my mouth, but before I could gulp in a full breath, she straddled my face. As she lowered herself, I was stunned to see she was already soaking wet. I inhaled that familiar, musky scent and instinctively stretched out my tongue. She began to rock her hips with a slow, grinding pressure, and my tongue glided along her slick, swollen slit.

The other two girls didn’t stay idle. They reached out and yanked the top of Olivia’s dress down, letting her heavy breasts spill out. They massaged them with a hungry intensity, their fingers kneading her pale skin. Then they lowered their mouths to her nipples, sucking them in and flicking their tongues in a rhythmic taunt. Olivia gripped my head, her fingers tangling in my hair as she fucked my face like I was nothing more than a toy. I was being used again, and I loved every agonizing second of it.

She rocked and moaned, her voice rising until her legs began to quiver and her pussy throbbed against my tongue. She came in a long, shuddering wave, panting as she finally relaxed. When she lifted herself off me, I gasped for air, my face damp and my head spinning.

Olivia climbed back and made room for the blonde. I offered a small, dazed smile, but she only scoffed. She lowered her heat over mine, and I was hit by her sweet, distinct aroma. Her pussy was just as wet and throbbing as Olivia’s. I was learning very quickly that these girls were fueled by this power trip. I stretched out my tongue and slid it deep inside her. She let out a long moan, rocking her hips in tight, swirling circles that felt entirely different from Olivia’s blunt, back-and-forth rhythm.

Olivia and the dark-haired girl took turns fondling the blonde’s breasts and pulling her into deep, messy kisses. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen—their tongues dancing and swirling together while I worked below. Their breath was heavy, their moans increasing in volume until the small room felt like an oven. My cock throbbed, aching so badly for a touch that it felt like a physical wound. It was pure torture to be surrounded by beautiful women caressing each other while I was denied my own release. But the longer they tortured me, the more the pain turned into a strange, soaring euphoria. I knew when I finally did come, it would be a total blackout.

The blonde continued to swirl her hips, her breasts swaying with the motion. She began to tease her own nipples, rolling them between her fingers and tugging them sharply away from her body. I wanted to reach up, to take one in my mouth and feel the heat, but I was pinned.

I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue until I felt it emerge from its hood, hard and sensitive. I breathed against her skin, devouring her dripping mound until she let out a shrill, piercing cry. My eyes darted toward the curtain, a spike of panic hitting me at the thought of someone walking in on us, but the girls didn't seem to care.

The blonde climbed off, looking flushed and satisfied, making way for the last of the trio. The dark-haired girl climbed over me and settled down, her pussy tasting sweet and salty, like a decadent dessert. I licked her as if she were the most delicious thing I'd ever tasted, my tongue swirling and probing every inch of her while my nose inhaled every drop of her scent.

The dark-haired girl moved in tight, focused circles before shifting to a demanding back-and-forth grind. Above me, the other two were all over her, their tongues sliding sensually across her lips and probing deep into her mouth. They migrated to her neck, biting at the sensitive cords and teasing her with sharp, nipping kisses that made her whimper.

Having watched the other two go before her, the buildup was too much. She was the fastest to break. Her pussy throbbed against my tongue in quick, rhythmic waves as she moaned quietly into Olivia’s mouth. When the tremors finally subsided, she climbed off the table with a flushed, satisfied smile.

I used every bit of my ab strength to sit up, my wrists still bound and heavy above my head. “Flip over,” Olivia commanded, her voice cold and devoid of the post-orgasmic softness the others had.

“What? Why?” I asked, my voice sounding smaller than I wanted.

She just laughed, a sharp, jagged sound. “Just do it.”

“No.” I tried to find some scrap of backbone. I wasn’t going to let her boss me around anymore. We weren’t dating; the social contract was dead. I didn't have to do a damn thing she said.

But then she pulled out her phone. With one hand, she reached down and yanked my panties all the way down until my cock fell out, heavy and exposed. She snapped a picture—the flash blinding me for a second—and then turned the screen around to show me the high-def evidence of my humiliation.

“Do it,” she whispered, leaning in close, “or I’ll send this to your family and every one of your friends. Let’s see what they think of your new hobbies.”

My face burned with a deep, searing blush as I slid off the table to reposition myself. My ego was bruised, but my body was more electric than ever, fueled by the sheer terror of the threat. I flipped onto my stomach, the wood of the table cool against my skin. The girls immediately set to work, tugging my panties down past my knees.

“Did you bring your toy?” Olivia asked, looking at the blonde.

“Don’t I always?” the blonde replied. She reached into her bag and pulled out a dildo—long, thick, and intimidatingly black.

The girls hovered over me like a team of surgeons. I felt a pair of hands reach down and spread my cheeks wide. Then, one by one, I heard the sound of them gathering moisture before all three spit on me, the warm lubrication slicking my hole. A finger dipped inside, exploring the tight ring of muscle. I groaned into the wood. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but the sensation sent a wave of delightful, heavy goosebumps rolling across my skin.

A second finger slipped in alongside the first, slowly stretching me, widening me for what was coming. My hands, still bound, grasped at the far edge of the table, my knuckles white. I bit my lower lip and exhaled sharply through my nose as Olivia and her friends systematically prepped me, their murmurs and laughter echoing in the small room.

Suddenly, the fingers were withdrawn, leaving a cold, hollow emptiness behind. But it didn't last long. The blunt, broad tip of the dildo replaced them, urging its way against my entrance. It pushed and prodded, slowly stretching me open. A tight, searing spike of pain slid up my spine, but as I relaxed into the intrusion, the pain eased into a thick, blanketing warmth. My cock hardened even further, pressing painfully against the hard table underneath me as the girls began to drive the toy home.

The girls’ laughter rang out as the toy slid further inside. “He’s so tight,” one of them remarked, her voice a mix of surprise and clinical fascination. “Look at how it stretches him,” another whispered. They giggled and leaned in close, their eyes fixed on my opening as it reluctantly gave way, allowing the thick shaft to bury itself deep within me. I let out a low, vibrating groan, and they only laughed harder, clearly feeding off the friction between my pain and my pleasure.

Then, the toy began to move. It pulled out slowly, nearly slipping all the way out before plunging back in. The textured ridges along its length massaged my walls, dragging against my prostate with a precision that made my head light. It started to move faster, sliding in and out with a forceful, rhythmic drive. I couldn't help it; I threw my hips back to meet every stroke, seeking out the pressure. As I moved, my cock—still trapped in that damp, purple lace—slid against the hard wood of the table, sending electric tingles straight through my limbs.

My legs began to quiver uncontrollably, and a sudden, violent eruption of pleasure swept through my gut. My skin felt hot, slick with sweat and desire. I had to come. I couldn't hold it back for another second. I exhaled a jagged breath as my cockhead expanded, shooting thin, hot streams over the dark wood of the table. The girls hovered over me, inspecting the mess and laughing as my body continued to shake against the table.

“Oh my god. He came! He didn’t even need to be touched,” the blonde said, her voice full of disbelief.

“I knew he would,” Olivia said, her tone smug. She reached down and pulled the toy out of me with one final, wet pop. While she and the blonde were distracted, the dark-haired girl walked around the table and began unbinding my wrists. She leaned down, catching my eye with a soft smile, and pressed a quick, secret kiss to my lips while the others weren't looking.

I sat up, my head spinning, and began to adjust my ruined outfit. I tugged the purple panties back into place, my hands still shaking. Olivia watched me with a look of pure disgust. “Have fun with your new wardrobe,” she spat. “As if I’d ever want those things back after this.” She turned on her heel and stormed out of the room, the blonde following closely behind like a loyal shadow.

But the dark-haired girl stayed. She stepped toward me and held out her hand. “I’m Marla,” she said, a genuine smile playing on her lips.

“Adam,” I managed to croak out.

She blushed and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, suddenly looking almost shy. “Could I… give you my number?”

My eyes widened. I searched her face, looking for the catch—was this another joke? Another way to humiliate me? But I handed her my phone anyway, and she typed it in with focused attention. I hit the call button to verify, and her phone buzzed immediately on the table. Before she left, she stood on her tiptoes and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, leaving me stunned. Then she grabbed her bag and headed out to join the others.

I called Marla the very next day. I didn't play games; I invited her out for coffee, and she sounded genuinely excited to see me. We started hanging out every single day after that. It usually ended the same way: with me dressing in silk and lace, and Marla taking control. What started as a weird night of revenge quickly blossomed into a loving relationship—and the kinkiest, most fulfilling sex I’d ever had.

I forgot about Olivia pretty fast. The anger I felt toward her evaporated, replaced by a strange kind of gratitude. After all, I had Marla in my life now, and I only found her because I’d put on that dress and let them punish me for it.
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CAUGHT IN LINGERIE



CHAPTER ONE




I remember the beginning like it was yesterday. The night was cool and my friends were bored. They did stupid shit when they were bored, but I usually laughed it off. That night, though, they did something that would change the course of my life forever.

The four of us hovered around my laptop in my small, minimalist apartment. I wasn’t minimalist by choice but by necessity. I was a nearly broke college-aged boy that survived mostly on ramen and dished of beans and rice. Due to my poverty, I was thin, even more so than when I had been in high school.

The guys had switched between watching videos of porn and live chat cams with girl models. That was the first time I met Mikaela. They only stopped in her room as a joke. Her bio listed her as a trans woman and they thought it was strange and exotic. No one seemed turned on by her except me, and I decided to hide it as best as I could.

She was beautiful. She had a slender face and long, dark hair. She had full, perfectly shaped breasts that had been augmented. They looked incredibly real. Her stomach was soft and flat and when she turned in a way that hid her small cock, she looked just like a woman. In fact, I found it hard to believe at times that she wasn’t born a woman.

The guys talked to her and had their laughs and she was wonderfully good-natured about the whole thing. I guessed it was her experience in that line of work, but my friends could be real assholes. They didn’t say anything offensive, but it was clear they were only bothering her for their own sick sense of humor. I remember hiding behind the wall of them, too afraid to let her see me. The last thing I wanted was to be associated with their behavior.

Half an hour later, they got bored again and returned to playing porn videos. We finished a few drinks of whiskey and they eventually left. The second that I was completely alone, I rushed back to my computer in hopes to find Mikaela, but she was gone. I lay in bed that night thinking of her slender curves and soft eyes. I stroked my cock and imagined her sucking it. I pictured her soft, wet tongue gliding along my shaft and her dark eyes peering up at me. I imagined my come spraying toward the back of her throat and her swallowing it eagerly.

After I cleaned up the mess I’d made from tugging my cock, I felt a wave of guilt. I’d never seen a trans woman before, much less fantasized about one. I told myself it was a one-time thing and to move on from it. There was nothing wrong with the fantasy, it just wasn’t my usual cup of tea. I figured I’d quickly return to my straight male fantasies of tiny blond women fucking and sucking me like the porn stars I was used to watching.

---

The next day after classes had ended, I came back to my boring apartment and checked my email. I had a message from Mikaela promoting her webcam. One of my asshole friends had decided to follow her with my email. She had just logged on and let her followers know. I hesitated and bit my lip while trying to tell myself not to visit her and to forget about it.

Maybe I’ll go apologize for my friends. Maybe I could give her a little money to make up for it. I quickly checked my bank account and frowned. I had no more than ten dollars to spare and I doubted that’d make up for it. I tried to do or think of anything else over the next hour, but I couldn’t stop picturing her face. I returned to my email and clicked on her webcam notification.

I smiled when she popped up on my screen. I started typing something immediately but then deleted it. I didn’t want to say the wrong thing. Eventually, I sent a simple message. Sorry about my friends last night. They can be such dicks.

She laughed and I smiled. Her attention was divided between me and the others in the public chat. She recommended a private session with her to talk more. I bought some credits with the spare money I had, set up my webcam, and took her to a quick session.

“Aren’t you a cutie?” she said while licking her lips. I blushed but didn’t take her seriously.

“Thanks,” I said. “You’re really cute too.”

“You know, you could model on here. Make some extra spending money for yourself.”

“I don’t know,” I said, looking down at my feminine figure. “I don’t think I’d be good at something like that.”

“Sure you would. You could put on a nice pair of panties and some makeup. You’d be a real doll. All the guys and girls would want your sweet ass.” My cock hardened at the thought, but I shook it from my head.

“Panties? I don’t know…”

“Trust me,” she said, leaning into the screen, “silk panties feel great on a cock and balls. You look made for it.” I blushed again and felt my pants tighten. “Why don’t you put on a pair for me right now?”

“I-I don’t have any,” I said with a pout. I couldn’t believe I was sad that I didn’t have a pair of panties to try on. Mikaela made it sound so fun and invigorating, though.

“Well go out and buy a pair. Then come back and tell me how you like them,” she said. I agreed and she ended our session with a little strip tease. My eyes followed the curve of her spine down to her perfect ass and up to her breasts when she spun around. She moved like a goddess and her curves had me hypnotized. “See you next time…”

“Jonah,” I said.

“See you next time, Jonah.” She exited the session and returned to the public chat. I was a ball of nerves and my cock was rock hard. I watched her through the main chat and pulled my jeans down, releasing my cock from their boring cotton briefs. I thought about a pair of panties surrounding it for a moment and then I wrapped my fingers around my shaft. Everything was more sensitive than usual and my body was hot. I tugged and stroked my hard cock while staring at Mikaela’s body. I came all over my bedroom carpet.

This time, though, I didn’t want to stop thinking about her. She was sweet and helpful. She was sexier than any girl I’d ever seen on campus. I checked my bank account again and then checked my cupboards. I guess I can spare a few more dollars on some panties. I decided I’d go out the next day to buy some if I still felt like it. I hoped no one would be suspicious of me. After all, I could be buying them as a present for my girlfriend or something. Not that I looked like someone who’d be in a relationship. I wasn’t exactly the sought after alpha male type that you see in movies.

The next day I had few classes and was able to look for a lingerie store while it was still early. I figured it was the perfect day to go since there’d be fewer crowds out and I’d be seen by less people. What I didn’t expect, however, was that I’d also be getting extra attention from the store associates. That’s how I met Hailey.

I walked into the store and Hailey was there to greet me. She was there alone with one other associate since it was the slow part of the day. Hailey had soft, blond hair – a stark contrast to the dark hair of Mikaela. I was surprised to be just as attracted to both. Hailey seemed sweet but skeptical. She tried, but failed at hiding her skepticism from me. I felt her gaze on my back as I walked around the store, overwhelmed by the rainbow of colors and myriad fabrics.

“Can I help you with anything?” Hailey’s sweet, soothing voice cooed from behind me. I would’ve jumped if her voice hadn’t been so velvety.

“Um, no. Thank you,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat up and my hands tremble at my sides. “I’m uh, shopping for a girlfriend.” I wondered how perceptive she was of liars. I hoped she would believe me.

“A girlfriend, hm?” Oh no. There it is. She’s about to accuse me of lying. “What’s her favorite color?”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh um. Blue,” I said, quickly thinking of my favorite color.

“That’s definitely an interesting one. We have many colors here, but blues are slightly rare. Let me show you what all we have. Are you looking for a set or a single piece?”

I hadn’t thought about it until now but told her I would like a set. I pictured myself in the bra and had to stop myself quickly before I got an erection. Hailey led me around the store, allowing me time to focus on the lovely shape of her body. Mikaela had curves that were slender whereas Hailey, while still thin, had full curves that made me want to sink my teeth into them.

I watched her ass sway as we bounced from panty carousel to carousel. Finally, a teal blue set caught my eye. “That’s lovely,” I said. “I think she’d like those.”

“This is an excellent choice,” she whispered to me. I was mesmerized by her soft pink lips as they pressed together and parted. “I especially love the diamond detail in the center here.” I looked at the bra she was holding up and there was, indeed, a small diamond trinket dangling between the two cups. The panties had a thick lace edge but were otherwise silken. They also had a dangling diamond just in the center near the waistband. “What size is she?”

“Oh, um. About my size,” I said stupidly. It was that moment that Hailey cocked her brow with curiosity.

“I’ve never heard that one before. Do you know her bra size? Is she on the small end?” I nodded and tried to keep my nerves bottled up. Hailey pulled out a drawer and lifted up a small A cup and picked up a pair of small panties. “Does this look right?” I nodded again and she smiled. Her smile, however, seemed like it was hiding something. I couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew something about me.

She walked the items to the register and I followed. The rest of the checkout process seemed normal, like she’d lost her suspicions. She asked for my email address and we made small talk about the college I went to. She informed me she was going to the same college next semester and had just turned 18. Of course, hearing that only made me want her even more.

I took my bag and hurried back to the car, finally calming down once I was behind the wheel. I dug through the bag and smiled at the expensive pieces. I hadn’t planned on spending so much, but they were so beautiful they seemed worth it. Besides, I thought. I’ll make up the money by camming. Little did I know, money would be the least of my problems over the next few months.


CHAPTER TWO




The first thing I did when I got home from the lingerie store was try on my new outfit. I laid it on the bed and stared at it, admiring it, for what felt like hours. I ran my fingers along the silk fabric and tried to imagine myself in it. I didn’t really believe I belonged in something like that. I didn’t quite feel beautiful enough for it. But I didn’t feel masculine enough to look ridiculous in it, either. Besides, it looked like Mikaela was able to bring in decent money online. I hoped this could be an avenue for a little extra cash.

I exhaled and stripped my clothes from my body. I slid the bra on first, somehow feeling like it’d be less sexual. It fit surprisingly well. The only thing left was the panties. I bit my lower lip and lifted the delicate fabric up with my small hands. I looked down at my long, slender legs and was surprised. They looked more feminine than I had ever realized. Could I really pull this off?

My heart raced and my palms became hot to the touch. What was I doing? Not only was I about to wear women’s lingerie, but I was considering getting online with it? What if people recognized me? After a few minutes of feeling flustered, confused, and defeated, I finally decided I wouldn’t show my face. Maybe I’d make less money, but certainly that would be the best course of action.

I slid the panties up my legs and felt a warm chill spread over my skin. They were delightfully soft and silky. They cupped my cock and balls nicely and the teal color complimented my skin. I blushed as I looked down at the little blue triangle that attempted to hide my cock. I flicked the diamond trinket that hung in the center and watched it swing back and forth. Compulsively, I leaned on one leg and then the other, pushing my hips out like a girl would.

This is too wild, I thought. But instead of shedding the silky lingerie immediately, I rushed to the bathroom mirror to look at myself. It was shocking. I easily looked like a girl with short hair. My dark brown hair was long enough to fall into my eyes and if styled just right, could look like a girl’s pixie cut. I smiled. I puckered my lips and batted my eyelashes, pretending to flirt with myself. My hands roamed over my body, pausing when they came into contact with the deep blue fabric.

I ran my palms over my chest, feeling my nipples harden against the cool silk. One hand lowered across my abdomen and over my groin, feeling my cock harden in the delicate panties. I rubbed it over the soft silk. The head of my cock pushed and strained against the tight constricting design. I dragged my fingers across my balls and felt my cock twitch and throb. I watched my reflection and turned myself on. I was staring at a girl with a cock and small breasts.

Careful not to come on my new panties, I tugged my cock out through the leg opening. I stroked it softly over the sink while arching my back like a woman. I raised one arm above my head and flashed a helpless expression. I was dominating my feminine self and watching the whole thing was mind-blowing. My head began to spin and my cock swelled against my tight grip. I watched as hot, thick ropes shot into the sink. I hunched over and moaned repeatedly. Nothing had given me such a powerful orgasm like that before in my life. Not even the best porn.

I caught my breath and cleaned my cock before inserting it back into my panties.

---

The next thing to do was set up my webcam and account. I wore the lingerie the entire time, not ready to take it off yet. Once everything was ready to go, I logged in and adjusted my camera to hide my face. Then, with the sound of my blood pumping against my eardrums, I waited for viewers.

They trickled in at first, but then grew exponentially. I was an instant hit and already making money. I danced around and swayed my hips. Occasionally I flashed my cock for them. I had boys and girls in my room alike, all seeming to salivate over my new lingerie and my body. My confidence was soaring and I was half tempted to show my face. People begged to see more of me, but I wasn’t ready to yet.

After several private sessions, where I strip teased and jerked off, I had already made a few hundred bucks. It was the easiest, most fun money I’d ever made and I wondered why more people didn’t try something like that. A few guys even gave me money for new outfits, heels, and long wigs.

Camming continued like this for a few weeks with package after package arriving at my door. I was swimming in lingerie, dresses, skirts, heels, and even makeup. I had more women’s clothes than a lot of women I knew. My only problem at the moment was keeping it all hidden from my friends when they’d come over. The last thing I wanted was for them to find out my little secret.

I began watching tutorials on make-up in case I ever decided to show my face. I did show my lips and lower jaw a few times, just to tease the curious. I’d bend over my desk, cutting the frame off just above my mouth and run my fingers across my lips. Occasionally, I’d slide my fingers inside and suck on them. This led to a user buying me bright red nail polish. The next time I logged on, I had red nails just for him, but I promptly removed the polish after logging off. I didn’t want to be caught at school with bright red nails.

Keeping my new identity a secret was a little tough, but I was mostly successful at it. The next few months went by swimmingly. I made a good amount of side money, had a lot of fun, and always had a fresh pair of panties to wear underneath my regular clothes. I even started wearing panties under my jeans around my friends. I knew it was a little bit of a risk, but it was starting to excite me. I didn’t really want to get caught, but the possibility of it made me feel alive. I felt like I was high all hours of the day with euphoria. I was the happiest I’d ever been.

Of course there’s always a time when the good times end. I would’ve been a fool to think I could keep up the charade forever. One day, I was careless on cam. I was a little too flirty and showed a little too much of my face. I was also back in the teal lingerie from the first day. That set of lingerie combined with my face is what got me caught.

I got a threatening message while I was on cam that day. I know who you are, and I’ll tell everyone you know if you don’t do exactly what I say. At first I thought they were bluffing. Maybe it was some kind of joke. Then they said my full name. They added the school I went to.

I was horrified and immediately logged off. Who could know? Was I done camming forever? Was I done hiding a pair of women’s panties under my jeans throughout the day? Was I done with nail polish and makeup and soft fabrics? Was I done with heels? My heart broke. I had only just discovered these wonderful things. I didn’t want to give them up yet.

My fear was quickly replaced by anger. I logged back on, hoping to catch the blackmailer. Like I expected, they returned and again threatened me. So, do we have a deal?

Yes, I typed back.

Good. Meet me tomorrow outside of the library.

How will I know who you are?

You’ll know.

My adrenaline raced through my veins. That must mean it was one of my friends. Who else would I recognize so easily? I logged off again and tried to focus on school work for the rest of the evening, but I was restless. The restlessness continued into the night, interrupting my sleep. By the time morning had rolled around, I was on edge and my nerves were shot. I was wired and exhausted. I didn’t even bother wearing panties to the library, and the boxers I used to wear felt too baggy and loose.

I was depressed and nearly fell asleep in some of my classes. Once school was over, I quickly went to the library to meet the mystery person. I sat on a bench, facing the front doors. My eyes scoured the crowds of students walking past. Did I know any of them? Were my friends anywhere to be seen? They weren’t, though. From what I could tell, I didn’t see a familiar face in the bunch.

Then she appeared. The cashier from the lingerie store. It had been so long, I might not have remembered her if she hadn’t been so beautiful.

“You?” I asked, marching up toward the library’s outer wall. She was leaning against it with a smirk on her face.

“Who did you think it was?”

“Anybody else. A friend, maybe. How did you find me?”

“I’ve been watching you for a while,” she said with narrowed eyes. “I couldn’t be sure it was you until you showed more of your face.” She grinned. “Between that and the teal set I sold you, I knew.”

“How did you find my…um…show?”

“You were pretty naïve with that one. You used the same username as your email.” She laughed and I blushed. I hadn’t even thought of that, but it was true.

“So you saved my email from that day?”

“I knew you were up to something. ‘About my size,’” she said, quoting me. “I knew then and there that you were buying that lingerie for yourself.”

I looked around at the students passing by us. A few of them gave us strange looks. “Could you keep it down?” I asked.

“Hey,” she said firmly. “You do what I want now. Unless you want your buddies to find out what you do on the side.”

“Okay, okay,” I said, raising my open hands up in surrender. “What is it you want?”

“I don’t really know yet,” she said. “But it’s going to be fun.” She flashed a playful grin. “Let’s start with your closet.”

“What?”

“Take me to your place. I want to see all your new toys.” I felt confused. Was that all? She just wanted to dig through my closet? I shrugged.

“Right this way.” We walked to my car and I drove her to my apartment. Her gaze never left my body the entire ride home. I started to get the feeling she wanted more than to see my clothes. I felt shaky and intimidated. But what could I do? I couldn’t risk my friends finding out. Or worse: my parents. I knew I’d have to do exactly what Hailey said, or else. I just hoped she’d go a little easy on me.


CHAPTER THREE




“Here we are,” I said, stepping out of my car and pointing to the first floor apartment.

“I would’ve thought you’d live in a nicer place with all the money you make,” she said.

“Yeah, well. That’s a new job and my lease isn’t up for another six months. I did finally get to stop eating ramen though.” I laughed, surprised at how relaxed I felt around Hailey despite our circumstances. She smiled but her mind was still preoccupied with how she was going to torture me.

She followed me up to my door and I let her inside. She walked through the apartment inspecting the few things I had. Then she found my closet. “So this is where all your goodies are. Nothing in your apartment but a closet full of women’s clothing. Maybe you were meant to be a woman. Maybe that’s why your apartment is so depressing. You don’t know how to decorate like a man and you can’t decorate like a woman.”

I had never thought of that before but maybe she was right. “No,” I said finally after feeling insulted. “Just because I put on panties for a living doesn’t mean I was meant to be a woman.”

“Are you going to tell me you don’t look like a woman in those panties when you wear them?” I didn’t want her to be right, but I couldn’t argue with her. She sensed my defeat and returned to my closet, digging through all the items that had been gifted to me. She tossed dress after dress onto the floor. She flung panties and bras and stockings and heels. My room was quickly decorated in women’s clothing. I looked to my window and gasped when I saw the blinds were open. I rushed over to them and pulled them closed.

“What are you worried about?” she asked. “People will just think I’m your girlfriend and these are my things.”

“I hadn’t thought of that.” I hung my head and felt silly. “Maybe I’m overreacting.”

“You are,” she said. “Trust me, I’m not looking to out you as part of my fun. I need to hang that over your head so you’ll obey my commands.”

“Maybe I’d obey them anyway.”

She turned her head over her shoulder and raised her eyebrow at me. “I highly doubt it. We’re going to dress you up and take you out on the town. It is Friday after all.”

“We’re what?” I felt nausea come over me. I braced myself on the desk in the corner of my room to keep my balance. “You want me to leave the apartment? Dressed like that?”

She laughed. “If you want to dress like a girl and make money off of it then you are going to have to pay up in some way. I want to have my fun with you. We’re going to dress you up and then hang out like a couple of single girls looking for a couple of hot men.”

“But I’m not gay,” I said.

“I never said you were. Trust me, it’ll be fun.” She said trust me almost every other sentence but so far she hadn’t given me any reason to trust her. But the way she talked to me made me curious, and I didn’t have much of a choice but to submit.

“Okay,” I said, hearing my voice crack. I couldn’t believe I’d just agreed to that. Out loud.

“Oh, this is a nice pair. Have you worn this on your show yet? It doesn’t look familiar.”

“How often did you watch me?” I asked her. If she had wanted to just blackmail me she could’ve done that weeks ago. I was starting to wonder if she liked the show. I knew she’d never admit it though if she did.

“Often enough,” she said, proving me right. In her hand, she was holding a lace, hot pink bra and panty set. The bra was similar to a thick bikini top, stretching up into thick straps that formed a halter design around the back of the neck. The panties were a thong. It was partly why I hadn’t worn it yet. She tossed them to me and I caught them with surprising quickness. “Go on. Strip.”

“Are you going to give me some privacy?” She laughed again, telling me that she wasn’t planning to leave. As if showing her defiance, she turned to completely face me with her hands on her hips. Her lips pressed tightly together and her eyes burned a hole into me.

I slowly lifted my shirt, feeling my hands shake as I lifted it above my head. I unfastened my jeans and tugged them down halfway when she stopped me. “You can take off your boxers at the same time, can’t you? It’s not like I haven’t seen your cock a thousand times online.”

My body tingled as she said that. I had no idea anyone who knew me in real life had seen me in my room and now the reality was finally hitting me. I barely knew Hailey and yet, she’d seen my cock. I thought it should make me feel more confident but instead, I felt more insecure.

I reached for my boxers and slid them down with my jeans. I stood back up, completely naked, with Hailey’s eyes hanging on my dangling cock. I blushed and tried to decide whether to cover it or not. I knew she’d probably scold me if I did so I kept my hands by my side. For a few moments there was silence as she stared at my naked body. She didn’t give me any commands and almost seemed trapped in a daze.

“Do you want me to put on the lingerie now?” I asked finally when the silence had grown too awkward. She snapped her eyes away from me and said yes in a flustered voice. I picked up the panties and slid them up my legs. I put the bra on and snapped it quickly. I was amazed at how fast I’d learned to dress myself in lingerie. There had been a learning curve at first but now I was a pro at it. It was all too natural to hook a bra clasp behind my back without looking.

“You’re going to need to shave,” Hailey said with her back turned to me again.

“I’m already shaved,” I told her.

“Oh. I thought your hair was just light.”

“No. I shave for cam,” I said.

“Who taught you all of this anyway?” she asked. I couldn’t help but sense a hint of jealousy in her voice. I thought of Mikaela, who I still spoke to regularly. Now that I was making money of my own, I had more to donate to her as well. She’d given me tip after tip on how to feminize myself for cam. She had even urged me to show more of my face. If it hadn’t been for her help, I might never have continued to show my body online.

“Just another cam girl,” I said.

“I think I know who you mean,” she said with an acidic tone. “She comes in your chat sometimes. The trans woman?”

“Mikaela. Yes. Is something wrong?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s great. It makes my job easier.” I suddenly understood. Hailey had wanted to be the one to show me everything. She had missed the boat on that. But what she failed to realize was that was all for cam. None of it was real. I didn’t ever meet men who could lay their hands on me. I never had a woman hand me a pair of panties and demand I dress in front of them. Hailey was the first for all of that.

I decided to give her something that could be just hers. “I never learned to do the rest of my makeup, though. Since I never showed my face, I only ever used lipstick.”

Hailey spun around excitedly. “Oh, I can show you all of that.” She ran over to me, grabbed my hand and pulled me back toward the closet. I stood within a foot of her and could smell her floral perfume. She looked at the last dress on the rack that hadn’t been thrown to the floor. Her face lit up and her hands were clasped to her chest. “That’s the dress I want you to wear tonight.” She pointed at it, but I couldn’t stop staring at her soft face. I wanted to lean down and kiss her.

But I was too chicken. I turned to the dress and smiled. It had always been my favorite one. It was a simple black dress with a sweeping neckline. It had ruched fabric around the hips and waist. It was sleek and elegant. It would complement my hot pink lingerie well. I took it off the hanger and slipped it on, shaking my hips as I tugged it up over my slim body.

“You really have a great pair of hips,” said Hailey. She lightly chuckled as I struggled to get the tight fabric all the way up. I blushed at her comment. When the day had started, I thought some horrible person was out to get to me. While I still felt uneasy about going outside in women’s clothes, I was starting to warm up to Hailey. She seemed to like me somehow. It was a bonus that she knew about my little secret. After all, I wouldn’t have to confess to her someday.

Of course, that kind of thinking was reserved for a girlfriend whom she wasn’t. I reminded myself of that and focused on the task at hand. Hailey helped me zip the dress up and found a pair of tall, black heels. She wove the straps around my ankles and fastened them for me. For a second, her hands lingered against my soft, shaved calves. I thought she was going to let them travel higher, but she stopped herself.

“Let’s get your sexy hair on. Where do you keep those?”

“Middle drawer,” I said, pointing to the cheap dresser on the opposite wall. She rushed over, pulled out the drawer and gasped at the wigs inside. They were all high quality and extremely realistic.

“I wish my hair was this nice,” she joked.

“Your hair is perfect,” I said. I covered my mouth immediately after realizing what I let slip out. Hailey paused but she didn’t acknowledge my comment. Her back was to me and I wondered if she was hiding a smile. She grabbed wig that was a rich, dark brown.

“You’re going to look so exotic,” she said. As she said the word, I thought of Mikaela the first time I’d seen her. I was excited to have the opportunity to look like her.

Hailey fastened the wig to my head and stared into my eyes. I couldn’t hold back this time, despite wanting to. I leaned in and kissed her. She didn’t pull away. Her soft, warm lips lingered on mine. The longer we stayed there, the faster my heart beat. Finally, she broke our kiss and blushed.

“Now that you got that out of your system, let’s do your makeup.” I was confused. Did she like me? Was she just putting up with me? She didn’t seem angry that I had kissed her, and she hadn’t pulled away.

I walked to dresser and reached toward the back of the open middle drawer. I pulled out a medium case that held all of my makeup. She sat me down on the bed and got to work. I closed my eyes and felt brush after brush sweep across my skin. Hailey was so attentive and excited. She couldn’t dislike me at the same time, could she?

“All done,” she said, clicking the case closed. I stood up and walked to the bathroom to see her handiwork. When I caught my reflection in the mirror, I gasped. There was no hint of man left in my appearance.

“Wow.”

“See. No one will recognize you. You look hot.” From the corner of my eye I caught her licking her lips. If I didn’t know better I’d have said it turned her on to see me this way. I desperately hoped that was true.


CHAPTER FOUR




Hailey said she was starving so we went to a small café to grab a snack. I was a bundle of nerves driving my car while dressed as a woman, but between seeing my reflection and Hailey’s insistence that I looked convincing, I remained calm. Once we arrived at the café, I felt the eyes of every man and woman alike burning into me.

“See, you’re so hot.”

“Why are there women looking at me?”

“They want to be you.” I wasn’t sure if that was true or not, but it made me smile. I followed Hailey in and she grabbed a bagel. I ordered the same thing because I was too flustered to make any decisions for myself. So far, no one had called me out as a fake like I had expected. It was a little exhilarating to walk around in my black dress and heels. I spoke with a slightly higher tone and took on the role I played often on cam. So far, it seemed to be working. I was shocked.

We ate and fled quickly after that. Hailey was set on finding some single guys and she knew her best bet would be at her favorite pub. It was one I knew well. It sat on the edge of campus and was crawling with college guys. My friends and I had frequented it on a regular basis.

Shit. My friends. What if they see me there?

My breathing became erratic and Hailey noticed. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. My friends just go here, that’s all.” I sat in the driver’s seat staring across the parking lot at the bar. I looked up and down for anyone I knew, but so far I was good.

“They won’t recognize you. I swear.” I turned to Hailey. Her eyes were soft and compassionate. For the first time all day, I genuinely trusted her.

“Okay,” I said with a weak smile. We stepped out of the car and walked into the bar. I thought the gazes were heated at the café, but here it was like living by the equator. Every man in the place was checking me out. I kept instinctively checking my groin to make sure my erection wasn’t visible. Despite the newness of the situation, I felt strangely comfortable. Maybe camming had prepared me for this moment. Maybe I was a natural. But it felt good.

I strutted through the bar with confidence I rarely had as a boy. Maybe Hailey had been right. Was I meant to be a girl? I decided it didn’t really matter what I was meant to be. I was being what felt right to me in that moment, and I had Hailey to thank for that.

We sat at a pair of barstools and ordered drinks. We only had a few minutes to ourselves before the seats around us were filled by two hunky guys. I did recognize one of them. He was friends with my buddy Jacob but I’d only hung out with him a few times. The guy sitting on my side was someone knew, and strangely handsome. Hailey encouraged me with her gaze to pursue him and then she turned her back to me. She flirted with Jacob’s friend and I turned awkwardly to the new guy.

“What’s your name, hot stuff?” asked the alpha hunk.

“Um, Jessica,” I said quickly. I had used Jessica on cam and was familiar enough with it to make it sound like a natural fit.

“I’m Brock,” said the college guy. He didn’t extend his hand out for a shake, but leaned his arm around me instead. He was territorial like a wolf and common courtesy was foreign to him. Despite his possessive nature, I was enjoying myself. I was getting the full womanly experience, after all. “So. You want to come back to my place?”

My eyes widened in disbelief. This was moving so fast. Too fast. But Hailey overheard us and stepped in. I breathed a sigh of relief. I didn’t want to make a decision like that.

“Of course we’ll go. You coming, Logan?” She was asking Jacob’s friend who nodded with hungry eyes. What is she doing? We can’t just go home with guys we just met.

But that’s exactly what we did. I sat in the front passenger seat next to Brock while Logan and Hailey sat in the back. They were making out, but Hailey wouldn’t let him touch her lower than her neck. How is she going to fuck him if she won’t let him touch her? I couldn’t believe how fast everything was happening. I couldn’t believe this is what Hailey wanted me to do.

When we arrived at Brock’s shared house, I grabbed Hailey’s arm. “I can’t do this,” I said.

“It’s this or the whole school knows about your little secret.” I frowned. I’d hoped she’d be more sympathetic. “Look. If you get started and hate it, we’ll leave. I’m only pushing you because I think it’ll be fun. You might enjoy it more than you think.”

I looked at Brock’s wide, muscular build and sighed. Maybe she was right. The whole thing felt so wrong, but maybe that wasn’t a bad thing. She squeezed my hand for assurance and I followed them inside.

There was no formality once the door closed. Brock pushed me up against a wall immediately and placed his thick lips on mine. What if he finds out about my cock? What then? Despite my concerns, I decided to keep trusting Hailey. She hadn’t led me astray yet.

Brock’s hands roamed over my body, but thankfully, he seemed more interested in my chest and ass than the pussy I didn’t have. I chalked it up to him not being the type that tried to please his woman.

From the corner of my eye I could see Hailey on the sofa straddling Logan. Again, Logan kept trying to caress her breasts and ass and she’d shoo his hands away. I cocked my head in confusion as Brock kissed my neck and now bare chest.

Hailey looked at me and mouthed the words suck him, while distracting Logan. She had finally let Logan grab her waist as he kissed the cleavage spilling out from her dress. My blood pounded in my ears. Suck him? I looked at the thick monster hovering over my body. Could I really put his cock in my mouth? How far was I willing to go to impress Hailey?

Apparently, pretty far. I reached for his zipper on his tight denim and tugged his pants down. I ran my hand along his hard shaft inside his briefs and he growled in my ear. I nearly jumped out of my heels. He was so angry with passion that it terrified me. I lowered myself slowly to the floor and he stepped back to give me room. My knees hit the cool tile beneath me and sent a chill down my spine.

I tugged on his briefs until his cock sprang forth. I stared at it as it hardened in front of me. I turned back to Hailey who had released her breasts as a distraction for Logan. It looked more like she was babysitting than trying to get laid. She urged me with her eyes to go on.

Getting a glimpse of her breasts was enough to make it worth it. They were perfect. Small round, half spheres hanging delicately in the air. Her pink nipples were hard and Logan was sucking them like it was his first time. I felt a wave of envy sweep through me. She doesn’t even like him. Why does he get to have her?

The anger pushed me, though. I wrapped my hand around the base of Brock’s cock and swallowed him in my mouth. He leaned his head back and groaned. Hailey was giving me hand signals the whole time, helping me please him. Brock put his hands on the back of my head and started to fuck my mouth. I felt his head pulse against the back of my throat. His veins throbbed against my tongue.

I sucked in my cheeks and swirled my tongue along his skin. The feeling of his cock ramming into my mouth made me feel like a dirty slut. I was being used and it was an exciting feeling. I loved the feeling of his tip making me gag when it stretched too far out. He was too long to swallow completely, but he tried to force it.

“Oh fuck! I’m going to come!” Brock’s hot load shot down my throat and I eagerly swallowed every drop. I watched Hailey through the corner of my eye and she was panting as if it turned her on to watch. I suddenly realized what all of this was about. She had a fetish for this sort of thing. She wanted to watch a feminized man get used.

Knowing it made her hot gave me an erection. I wiped my mouth and stood carefully so as not to show it off to anyone. Brock pushed me back against the wall and tugged on my dress in an attempt to reveal my small breasts.

“Okay, we have to go now,” said Hailey, pulling her dress up.

“What the fuck?” Logan asked, clearly disappointed that he didn’t get to come. Brock was upset, too. After all, he’d only gotten a blow job.

“You guys are fucking teases,” growled Brock. Both of them stared at us in shock and anger.

“Sorry,” Hailey said, opening the door and grabbing my hand. We flew down the stairs and out to the street to hail a cab.

“What just happened?” I asked her. Her cheeks were flushed and she was trying to catch her breath.

“I just saved your ass,” she said. “Be grateful.” We got into a taxi and took it back to my car in the parking lot. Then she told me to drive home.

Once in my apartment, she ran into the bedroom and immediately removed her dress. Her chest was still heaving up and down with passion. I walked up to her, wrapped my arms around her and kissed her deeply. She kissed me back, shoving her tongue into my mouth and swirling it around. She tasted sweet and delicious.

She unzipped my dress and stripped it from my body. Her hands roamed over the hot pink lingerie, even pausing on my hard cock. I moaned as she caressed and teased me. She looked around my room frantically. “I thought I saw a dildo in here earlier,” she said.

My mouth hung open. “Yeah. I never used it. A viewer bought it for me.”

“We’re going to use it tonight,” she said with wide, sparkling eyes. She dug through the piles of clothes still left on the floor until she found it. It was realistically flesh colored and veiny. It reminded me of Brock’s hard cock. “Get on the bed,” she commanded. “On your stomach.”

I did as I was told. I was terrified but excited at the same time. She tore my panties down to my knees in one quick thrust. She grabbed the lube that had been sitting on top of my dresser. She rubbed the lube into my ass, fingering my asshole. I moaned as she slid her fingers in and out. I had never explored that area before. It was more pleasurable than I could’ve imagined.

I reached underneath my stomach for my cock and stroked it. She pressed the head of the dildo to my ass and pushed in. I felt myself stretch painfully around it. Eventually, I relaxed enough to feel only pleasure. My eyes shot open wide as she slid it all the way in.

“You’re so hot,” she said as she thrust the cock in and out of me. “I’ve been watching you for a while. I’ve been fantasizing about doing these things to you.” Hearing her admit this made my cock swell in my hand. I stroked faster as she confessed her naughty secret to me. “I’ve watched you tease the other men and women online. I wanted to be in control of it. I wanted to watch them use you. Maybe we’ll get you a girl. Maybe even someone like Mikaela.”

I looked over my shoulder and noticed she had slid a hand inside her panties while she fucked me. She was touching herself to her fantasies. I stroked harder and she thrust harder into me.

“I’m going to come,” I told her. She picked up her pace, pushing the dildo in and out of me quicker and I shot a load underneath my belly. It was hot and sticky, but the mess was pleasing. My body quivered with delight as I came down. I couldn’t believe I’d just come to being fucked in the ass.

“Turn over,” she told me. I flipped to my back and she removed her panties. She had a light blonde, trimmed bush. Her pussy was dripping wet between her creamy legs. She climbed on top of the bed and straddled my face. She lowered her pussy to my mouth and I licked her while grabbing her hips. She slid her bra off, grasped my hands, and brought them to her breasts.

I felt like the luckiest man alive. She’d turned Logan away over and over again. She wanted to come home with me. She wanted to get off with me. I rolled her nipples in my fingers while she rocked her hips over me. She came within seconds, screaming as if she were in pain.

She hunched her back over me as she caught her breath, eventually rolling onto the bed. I rose on my elbow and gazed at her stunning body.

“I really like you,” I told her. Her eyes looked vulnerable for the first time all day. She was hopeful and fearful at the same time. I thought I could almost see a tear in them. “Mikaela is just the girl that introduced me to everything. We’re good friends still, but that’s all.”

“I wouldn’t mind even if you weren’t just friends,” she said. Her eyes searched the ceiling for the right words to explain herself. “I was just jealous, I guess. I was jealous that she helped feminize you for the first time. Ever since that day you came into the lingerie store, I thought maybe I could somehow be the one to do it. I guess you can tell I’ve thought about you a lot. Maybe that’s silly.”

I scooted closer to her and wrapped my arm around her. “I think it’s really sweet. I don’t know what I did to deserve this kind of attention.”

“You were genuine,” she said. “You wanted something for yourself and went for it. I could tell you were scared, but you did it anyway. I admired that.”

She turned to me and kissed me. We held our lips together for a small eternity. I still barely knew her, but I already felt a deepening connection with her.

“Maybe one day Mikaela will join us in our fun,” she teased.

“Maybe so,” I said. “I’d be happy either way, though.” Hailey wrapped her arms around me and we fell asleep together.

---

My crossdressing adventures didn’t end there. Over the next year, Hailey and I went on many adventures together. She loved watching me tease both men and women. Our outings always ended in us rushing home to get each other off. A few times, when we really liked someone, we’d bring them back with us, but Hailey mostly liked having me to herself.

Hailey and I went shopping together often, and I still did camming for money. Hailey officially became my girlfriend and she started talking with Mikaela about some of our adventures. My life had done a completely 180 in that year and a half. When I look back on it, I can’t help but smile. It’s been one crazy fateful adventure, and I couldn’t be happier or feel more supported. If you had asked me before I went to college if this would ever happen, I’d have laughed and said, “Good one.” Now, I don’t know what to imagine in my future. I just hope Hailey is there with me.


THE TEST



CHAPTER ONE




I was dangerously close to the friend zone with Tawny. I didn’t have the best luck with girls anyway, so the last thing I wanted was to lose my chance with the love of my life. I’d only known Tawny for a few months, but we connected on nearly everything, and she was the hottest girl I’d ever met. Even though I’d never reject her friendship, I desperately wanted to make her mine.

I thought my chances were good because I’d never seen her go on a date or even talk about other guys. Maybe that was because she liked me, but the insecure half of me said there was something up. No girl ever liked me enough to avoid other guys. I wasn’t your typical alpha dude bro. I was a lanky, shy, nerdy, and sometimes lazy college freshman. It didn’t help that I was also a virgin. I wanted to get laid, but I didn’t know the first thing about seducing women. I was hoping it’d be easier with someone like Tawny. Someone I trusted.

“I’m so fucking nervous,” I said, running a hand through my hair. Brian sat on the edge of his bed and cocked his brow.

“Chill out, dude. You’ll be fine, but not if you’re all tense about it.”

“That only stresses me out more, thanks.”

He shrugged. “I don’t know what to tell you, Steve. Girls usually approach me. I don’t have to do shit.” It wasn’t surprising. Brian had a large build, mostly muscle, and sleek dark hair that always fell softly into his eyes. Girls thought he was mysterious and rugged. He was a boring prick, but looks are deceiving.

I couldn’t help but stare at him and envy his looks. He really didn’t have to do anything. It wasn’t that I was unattractive. I was just skinny and a little insecure. I knew deep down that Tawny was out of my league. She had a perfect, curvy figure and long brown hair. She had a rounded face with dark, piercing eyes and a smile that glistened under even the weakest lighting.

She had no shortage of low cut shirts, either. I frequently glanced at her chest when she wasn’t looking and admired her full breasts. There were so many things I wanted to do to them to please her. I’d do anything for her as long as it got her off. I just wanted to see her pouty lips moaning as I served her. But most girls want someone a little different. They want the type of guy who will take action, or at least who looks the part.

I said goodbye to my roommate and headed out to meet Tawny. We were going to see a new movie with a few other friends. It was the farthest thing from a date, but it was the night I planned to make my move. I didn’t know when, or how, but I was about to ask Tawny on a date and I was nervous as hell.

I picked her up from her apartment. When she descended the outer stairway, my jaw dropped. She wore a tight black skirt and a crop top that somehow still managed to show her cleavage. She was the cutest thing I’d ever seen. Her long, crystal necklace swayed as she walked. She carried a diet soda in one hand and clutched her purse with the other. She ran across the lot toward my car. I blushed as I watched her breasts bounce up and down.

She swung open the passenger side door and smiled. “Sorry I’m running so late,” she said. “You know me.” She slid in and I smiled. I did know her. Despite it only having been a few months, I felt like I knew her better than anyone else. Her body alone was enough to make me too nervous to ask her out, but because we shared all of the same interests, I knew I had to fight that fear.

“You look…great,” I said, gripping the steering wheel. I wanted to say she looked beautiful or sexy, but I didn’t have the balls. This isn’t going well so far, I thought.

“Thanks,” she said half-heartedly. She was already retouching her makeup in the passenger side mirror. I put the car in drive and followed the path out of her complex. Tawny rambled on about school and a few of her friends most of the ride. When there was a break in the conversation, I tried to seize the moment.

“There’s, um, something I’ve…uh…been meaning to-“

“Oh, hey!” she cried out, grabbing my upper arm with a firm grip. I parked the car and turned to face her. She looked absolutely stunning. She wore gold earrings that dangled around her jawline, accentuating the soft neck that I longed to kiss. “Remember that band I introduced to you?”

“Wild Honey? Yeah, why?”

“They’re going to be here next week and I bought us tickets.”

“Us? As in just us?”

“Well, yeah. That’s okay, isn’t it?”

My heart raced a thousand miles a minute. I wanted to lean in and kiss her, and not because I was excited about the band. I was ecstatic that she wanted to be alone with me, even if it was still as friends. I knew there was no better time than now. The adrenaline pushed the words from my throat.

“Will you go on a date with me sometime, Tawny?” As soon as I spoke the words, I felt myself freefalling into despair. What if she said no? I wasn’t sure I could handle the rejection. What if it changed our friendship? What if it was all a mistake?

Her expression softened. Her eyebrows fell from their arch into a slouch, curving around her rounded eyes. The corners of her lips turned downward and she looked away. I felt my chest cave in. I could see the answer written all over her face.

“It’s…complicated,” she said quietly. “I think you’re great, but you’re not my type. I’m sorry if that hurts.”

I tried to strengthen myself against the blow. If I could maintain my friendship with her, I knew I could make it through. “That’s okay,” I said shakily. “Um, what is you’re type? If you don’t mind me asking…It’s just that I never see you with anyone.”

She let out a slow exhale and looked up at the top of the car. “Um, it’s kind of a gender thing,” she said finally. I didn’t know why she put it like that. Did she mean girls? If I was the wrong gender then that had to be it.

“Oh. Well, that’s fine,” I said. I reached for her shoulder and rubbed it softly. Her eyes shifted toward me and her lips curled into a smile.

“You’re not upset, are you?”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Not if you’re not. Your friendship is the most important thing to me.”

“I feel exactly the same.”

Our friends pulled up next to us in the parking lot. Tawny got out of the car and ran up to them. I took a moment to collect myself and shed the disappointment before facing everyone else. I tried my best to enjoy the movie, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Tawny’s reason for her rejecting me. Halfway through the film, I excused myself and texted Brian.

Brian told me she must be a lesbian. It didn’t sound any more plausible than when I had first considered it. I shrugged it off. I had only known Tawny for several months. Maybe she did like girls. I returned to the theater and Tawny smiled when I walked in. I eased myself into the seat and tried to calm my concerns.

I dropped Tawny back home after the film. The ride over had been silent and nearly painful. We didn’t talk about the film. We didn’t talk about our talk. We only said our goodbyes and smiled. I returned to Brian and asked him to help me mull it over a little more.

“Look,” he said. “If it’s really bothering you that much, there’s only one thing you can do.”

I scoffed. “Yeah? What’s that?”

“Set her up with a girl. See if she’s even interested. Maybe she was just trying to find a way to let you down easy.”

“She’ll probably just agree to do it and then let that girl down easy.” I knew Tawny. She was kind and never wanted to hurt anyone. It’s what made her endearing and irresistible. Most attractive girls I knew were insecure and bullied me to make up for it. Tawny was confident and fearless. She had a soft spot for the pain of others. Besides, I didn’t have a girl to set her up with.

Brian looked me up and down. He smiled and his eyes glimmered. With arms outstretched along the back of the sofa, he shifted in his seat and coughed quietly. “There’s one other thing you could try.” I was almost too afraid to ask, but curiosity got the better of me. “You dress as the chick you’re setting her up with. Then you’ll know firsthand if she’s interested.”

“That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard.”

“Well, it’s the last idea I’ve got. Just think about it.”

I frowned and headed to my room. I did a half-dive on my bed and sighed. Confusion and resentment swept over me. I never made the wisest choices when I was angry. Without much thought or hesitation, I pulled out my phone and texted Tawny.

Our conversation got me thinking. If you like girls, I know the perfect person for you.

My phone buzzed with a reply. I thought I was the only girl you were close to ;)

My fingers typed furiously. I’m not really close to her. She just seems good for you. You are into girls, right?

I watched the ellipses flash as Tawny typed, deleted, and re-typed. What was she so afraid to tell me? What was she hiding about her preferences? Maybe she was straight and just didn’t want to hurt me. That had to be it.

Sounds good. Is Friday okay for her? My jaw fell open. How far was she willing to go to keep up this lie? I told her everything was set for Friday and then turned off my phone. I thought myself into a sleepless night. What had I just done? I didn’t have a girl and I didn’t know the first thing about dressing up as one. I needed to find myself a skirt and heels fast.


CHAPTER TWO




Tawny gave me the perfect excuse to find women’s clothing. She invited me to go shopping with her the day before her blind date. Her time in the dressing room would be the perfect opportunity for me to sneak in a few purchases. Unfortunately, my looking time was limited and I had to be careful that she didn’t see what I picked up off the rack. Occasionally, she’d hand me a pile of dresses and I’d slip mine underneath the fabric when she wasn’t looking. My heart raced the entire trip.

I had managed to buy a little black dress and heels. I thought I was ready to go until she mentioned going to a lingerie store. “What for?” I asked her. “You’re not planning on fucking on the first date, are you?” I tried to sound teasing, but I was mostly nervous. I hadn’t planned on wearing panties underneath my dress. I hadn’t planned on getting naked and revealing who I really was to Tawny.

“You never know,” she said with a glimmer in her sharp eyes. I sighed and drove her to the lingerie store. When we walked in, I had no idea that I would fall in love with every piece of fabric in the store.

The music surrounded us. The colors jumped out. The shine sparkled. The lace tempted. I felt like I had entered something forbidden. I’d never gone lingerie shopping with a woman before, much less myself. Whenever Tawny wasn’t looking, I touched the panties. I pinched the bras. I felt their luscious materials caress my skin. If they made my fingertips buzz with delight, I could only imagine how they’d feel against my throbbing cock.

Tawny excused herself to try on a few pink, frilly things. The thought of her wearing them made me hard. I quickly picked up a few items for myself, guessing my sizes, and headed to the checkout counter.

“You’re such a sweet boyfriend,” said the cashier.

“Oh, I’m not-“

“Sneaking around like that. Buying her a surprise gift, aren’t you?” I felt a sense of relief. I had been wondering how to explain my lingerie purchase to Tawny. The dress and shoes had been from a department store. I lied and told her it was a new toaster. This would be more difficult to hide. I grabbed some glittery hand lotion from the front counter and tossed it in.

“Yeah, you caught me,” I joked. She rang me up and pulled out a bag. “Do you have anything smaller?” I knew it had to look like a bag that hand lotion would fit in. She cocked her brow at me but pulled out a smaller bag and stuffed my purchases in it. I took it from her and waited for Tawny.

She stepped out with a smile on her face. “I found the perfect set.” Her eyes moved toward the little bag in my hand. “What did you buy?”

I pulled out the lotion sitting on top and smiled sheepishly. “For my cousin. Her birthday is coming up. I don’t really know what girls like.” It was all a lie. I didn’t have a girl cousin that lived nearby and I definitely didn’t have one celebrating a birthday.

“Well she should like that. Very fancy stuff,” Tawny said as if she didn’t completely buy my story. She didn’t press me further and I breathed a sigh of relief.

I drove Tawny home and wished her luck on her date. I studied her face for excitement, but she remained stoic. I couldn’t tell what she was feeling. I watched her head to her building before driving off.

“Okay, Steve,” I said to myself. “If you’re going to pull this off, you’ll need to make one more stop.” I pulled into the parking lot of a drugstore and grabbed as many makeup items as possible. I looked in one of their round mirrors and brushed my shoulder length hair out of my face. I’d never been so grateful to have long locks before.

I took my purchases and finally headed home. I snuck past Brian and ran into my room, locking the door behind me.

I dumped my shopping bags upside down and watched my new clothing items scatter across the bed. I ran my hands across the fabric and sighed. Despite a growing desire to rub the material over my naked body, I was terrified. I’d never wanted anything so badly and I was worried it would be something I couldn’t come back from. Boys weren’t supposed to want to wear panties. Why was I becoming so comfortable with the idea?

I pinched the black lace panties between my fingers and bit my lower lip. A battle was raging inside of me. I knew it was something I’d have to do if I was going to make the date with Tawny, but I couldn’t stop feeling like it was wrong. I wasn’t supposed to be doing this, even as a joke. What if I enjoyed wearing them? I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it…

“Get over yourself,” I said under my breath. I inhaled and stripped my clothes off before I could think about it anymore. My cock hardened as I picked up the panties. I stepped through the leg holes and tugged them up my body. I desperately tried to ignore the euphoric feeling building inside of me. I treated it like it was a chore and not a pleasure. But no matter how much I denied it, I loved the way the panties cupped my cock and caressed my balls. I leaned my head back and exhaled.

I slid my hand over my panties and rubbed it against my erection. My spine tingled and my heart raced. Why did it feel so good? If boys weren’t meant to wear girly clothes, then why did it feel like I belonged in them? My head started to spin. I lost control of my thoughts and rules. I disappeared into the cloud of ecstasy swirling around me. I lay on the bed and massaged myself through the panties, stroking softly and imagining I was a woman.

I thought about Tawny. Her legs straddling me. Her hips rocking over me. Grinding against my cock as if it were just another girl’s pussy. I imagined cupping her face in my hands and kissing her tenderly as she came. My cock twitched and shot a hot load onto my stomach.

I stared down at my waist and come covered tummy. I looked almost completely female. My cock had been hidden surprisingly well. My legs and hips looked feminine and slender. Seeing the come on my stomach turned me on again. It looked as if a man had just come on my girly body. Like I had been used to fulfill some other man’s desire. I was starting to lose my grip. I started feeling feminine.

I reluctantly picked up the matching bra and laid it on my chest. I let my head fall back down to the bed and stared at the ceiling while I tried to wrap my head around what I was doing. All of this is because I wanted to date Tawny and she turned me down with a vague response. Maybe I should’ve just asked her what she meant. It was all starting to get a little out of hand.

I pictured calling her up and telling her the truth. I wondered what I’d do with all of these clothes then. The panties couldn’t be returned and my curiosity grabbed a hold of me. My new desires were begging me to just try on the bra. I sat up and held it in my hands, staring at it. I walked to my bedroom mirror and admired the way the panties fit snugly on my hips. I exhaled and slid the bra up to my chest, fumbling with the hook for a few minutes.

My cock hardened again. This was getting ridiculous. When would the novelty wear off? I ran a hand through my shoulder length locks and squinted at my reflection. I was sexy as hell. It gave me a renewed confidence despite the fear of being caught pumping through my veins. I looked toward the door to make sure it was locked. Brian would eventually know my secret. After all, it was his idea. But I wasn’t’ ready yet. I felt beautiful and I knew he’d only laugh at me.

I picked up the black dress and slid it on. It fit me perfectly. I started feeling like my body was made for these clothes. The short sleeves of the dress hugged my shoulders. The skirt flared out into an A-line. I twirled and watched it spin around me. I felt delicate. I felt special.

The heels were tricky. They had too many straps and it took me a good thirty minutes to figure out how they were supposed to wrap around your ankles. I finally got the hang of them and returned to the mirror. My legs looked even more feminine and slender in the heels. My calf muscles were constantly flexed. I suddenly realized that I would have to shave before my date. I’d never shaved my legs before. What if I cut myself? I tried to push the worries from my mind. I grabbed my new makeup and my phone.

After watching a few cosmetic tutorials, I decided to start practicing. My hands were shaky, making it difficult to apply eyeliner. I also struggled to find the right color foundation. The lighting in my room was too dim, it was mostly just a guess. My favorite part was the lipstick. I cooed as the cherry lipstick glided across my lips. They became moist and sensual.

I stepped back and surveyed my look in the mirror. Was I really about to do this? I turned to my door and stared at the knob. I knew if I was going to be successful, I’d have to ask Brian his opinion. But what if he teased me? Who was I kidding? He probably would tease me. I had to take it though. Teasing from him for his own idea would be way better than being found out by Tawny and possibly losing her friendship. I bit my lower lip. Was all of this really worth the risk?

I knew there was no going back, though. I turned back to my reflection and ran my hands over the curves I hadn’t realized were there. A dress accentuated them perfectly. I felt the panties hug my cock and felt my eyelids lower slowly. They jolted open and my heart raced. Brian was knocking on my door.

“Just a moment,” I said, trying to decide if I would show him my new look yet or not. My hand hesitated on the doorknob. I turned it slowly and sucked in my breath. With eyes clenched, I tugged the door open until I was sure he could see all of me.

“Oh,” he said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know Steve had anyone over.”

My eyes peeled open slowly. Surely he was kidding. I studied his face until I was convinced that he was serious. “It’s me, jackass.” Brian’s mouth fell open at the sound of my voice. “I took your advice, okay?”

“Holy hell,” he muttered, his gaze traveling up and down my body. I felt tense and awkward under his eyes. I felt trapped with him in the doorway. “You look really convincing.”

I would’ve been happy if he hadn’t stepped toward me and placed his hands on my hips. I took a step back despite the warm tingling sensation crawling over my skin. Brian had never looked at me like this and I didn’t know what to do with it.

“I’m sorry,” he said, running his hands along the hem of my dress. “I have to check.” He lifted my dress up my thighs and over my hips. His eyes widened when he saw my cock stuffed into tiny panties. I blushed. My cock was rock hard.

My eyes traveled down to Brian’s waist and noticed that he was also hard. His big cock struggled against the wall of his jeans. Brian leaned in and sucked my bottom lip into his mouth. Before I could push away, his tongue cradled mine and his hands gripped my shoulders tightly. I didn’t know what was happening. He was moving so quickly. I had expected him to make fun of me but he was kissing me instead.

He broke our kiss and pressed down on my shoulders hard until I knelt on the floor. He unzipped his jeans and pulled out his long, thick cock. He pressed the head of his dick to my lips, but I kept them tightly closed.

“Come on. Open up. See what you do to me?” It was like he had forgotten who I was. He was seeing some new hot chick over instead of his lanky boy roommate. What surprised me most was his begging. He’d never had to beg for anything from a woman before.

I parted my lips to protest when he shoved his cock inside me. I would’ve pushed backward, but the sensation took me by surprise. I gagged on his thick member and liked it. I sucked my cheeks in and wrapped my tongue around his shaft. He noticed my enthusiasm and smiled. His fingers wove into my hair and he held my head to his lap, thrusting his hips back and forth against me.

His cock swelled against my tongue and he threw his head back to moan. I felt his come spill down the back of my throat. I swallowed every ounce of him. He pulled out and exhaled. I wiped my mouth and looked up at him sheepishly.

“Shit,” he said as he peered into my eyes. “I don’t know what got into me. Fuck. I’m sorry. That was weird.”

“It’s okay,” I said. My cheeks were hot and my heart pounded in my ears.

“Really? You didn’t mind?” I shook my head but avoided his gaze. I was ashamed that I liked it. “Well, you’re going to convince Tawny for sure. I can’t believe how sexy you look in a dress.”

“I thought you were going to rag on me,” I admitted. I stood up and straightened my dress out.

“I thought I would’ve too.” He shrugged and stared at me as if he still couldn’t believe I was in there somewhere. “Well, I don’t want to hold you up on your date.”

“Thanks,” I said, brushing past him. “I have a few more things to do.” I left my room with Brian staring after me. I smiled to myself as I entered the bathroom and locked the door. All there was left to do was shave my legs. Then I’d be ready to test out my new look on Tawny.


CHAPTER THREE




I was to meet Tawny at a bar. I had picked the location specifically so there’d be less people there, but it didn’t help my insecurity. I was convinced I’d be found out by the nearest stranger and teased. My hands were shaking as I touched up my makeup in the mirror.

When I entered the dimly lit tavern, I saw Tawny sitting on a barstool with her back to the door. I exhaled and walked toward her. “You must be Tawny,” I said, slightly changing my voice so it wasn’t recognizable.

She turned around, raised her eyebrow at me and shook my hand. “You’re Regina?”

I coughed and nodded. Tawny pointed to the seat beside her and I slid into it. I ordered my drink and the two of us started chatting as if we’d never met. At one point, I let something slip that only Steve would’ve known about her. I waited for her to catch it, but if she did she pretended not to.

“So are you a full lesbian or just bi?” I asked, trying to sound genuine.

“I’m not really either,” she admitted with a smile creeping up into her cheek.

“Then why did you agree to this date?” My feelings were especially hurt now and I wanted some answers.

She leaned in and pressed her lips to my ear. “I know it’s you, Steve,” she whispered. My stomach dropped to the floor and I hung my head in defeat. “Why the hell are you doing this?”

“How did you know?” I asked her, lifting my eyes to search hers.

“Because I know you. Though, I must say you make a pretty convincing girl.” She hadn’t kept her voice quiet and I was grateful the bar was nearly empty. I looked to the bartender to make sure he hadn’t overheard our conversation.

“You said you didn’t want to date me because of a gender thing. I just wanted to know what you meant.”

Tawny frowned and turned away. “It’s complicated.”

I placed a hand on her shoulder. “Why don’t you trust me?”

“How do you like wearing that dress?” she asked, spinning back around. She placed her hand on my thigh and ran it up to my semi-hard cock which throbbed against her palm. “Does this mean you like it?”

“It’s complicated,” I shot back, using the same excuse she used on me. If she wasn’t going to be honest with me, then I wasn’t about to tell her I liked wearing the damn dress. She bit her lip and frowned.

“Come on. Let’s go where we can talk more about this.” I stood up and followed her to the parking lot. We each got in our separate cars and I followed her back to her place. She was silent as we walked up the stairs into her apartment. When the door was closed behind us, she looked at me longingly. Her hands slid around my waist and she pushed my back to the wall.

For the second time that night, I didn’t know what was happening until it happened. Tawny’s lips pressed against mine and her tongue slid into my mouth. She ran her hands up and down my body over my new dress. Her palm rubbed against my cock. She kissed my neck and I moaned against her ear. “I do like the dress.”

She stopped what she was doing and looked into my eyes. “Good. I like it on you.”

“Are you going to explain to me what it is you’re looking for?” I dared her to finally answer my question.

“You,” she said. “I like men in panties. You are wearing panties, aren’t you?” Before she gave me time to answer, she lifted my dress up until she could see the delicate fabric poking through. “Oh god,” she moaned, running her hand along my hard cock.

Tawny led me to the bedroom and pushed me on the bedspread. She lifted her blouse above her head and removed her bra. For the first time, I witnessed Tawny’s bare breasts. I sat up and ran my hands across her nipples, watching her shiver at my touch.

She removed her tight little skirt and I saw the pink panties from our shopping trip. I touched them both with admiration and lust. I tugged them down over her hips and saw her beautifully trimmed pussy. It was soaking wet and begging for attention.

I leaned in and slid my tongue between her legs and against her wet slit. She moaned and pulled away. I cocked my head at her as she walked to her dresser. She pulled out the top drawer and lifted something from the back. When I saw what she was holding, my jaw dropped to the floor.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I said.

“Trust me,” she said, adjusting the strap-on to her waist. “You’ll like it.” I didn’t see how she could be correct, but I wanted to be with her badly enough that I’d do anything to please her. “On your stomach,” she demanded.

I reluctantly flipped over and waited patiently for her next move. She rubbed lube over the big cock and moaned as if it had nerves inside connected to her own body. She pulled my panties down and spread my ass cheeks. The cock glided along my hole, preparing it for entry.

I gripped the sheets in my hands and clenched my teeth. She pushed the tip of it inside of me. I felt my ass stretch around it, painfully at first, followed by surprising ecstasy. I groaned and she laughed. “See? I told you.”

She thrust completely inside of me, moaning with each inch. It felt so unbelievably good that I was ashamed by it. Did this make me gay? After sucking Brian’s cock hours ago, I wasn’t sure about anything anymore.

Tawny rocked her hips back and forth, sliding the cock in and out of me. My cock swelled as it rested against my stomach and I knew I would come soon. Tawny moved faster and harder until I couldn’t take it anymore. I shot a load of come up against my stomach and between the sheets. I felt a hot puddle forming underneath me.

“Did you come for me?” she asked in a tender voice. I nodded and she giggled, withdrawing her huge cock. She unfastened the straps and flipped me onto my back.

Tawny climbed above me until she straddled my face. Her pussy was beautiful with delicate folds that parted the more she wanted to come. She lowered herself to my mouth and I opened wide for her. I ran my tongue along her slit and circled her clit. She rocked her hips over me. Her breasts swayed above me. I couldn’t believe I was licking Tawny’s sweet little pussy.

Her pussy lips pulsed against my tongue and she moaned louder. I gripped her hips in my hands and that sent her over. “Fuck!” she cried, shaking violently above me. She rocked so hard I could barely breathe. I kept licking and sucking, making sure every second of her orgasm was filled with stimulation. When she finished, she fell on the bed beside me and caught her breath.

“So this is what you like?” I asked her with a cocked brow.

“It’s what you like too,” she said teasingly.

“I guess that’s true.” We both laughed. I turned to her with a serious expression. “I’d do anything to be with you, Tawny. I’ll wear panties every day if I have to. In fact, I’ll probably be doing that from now on anyway.” She smiled.

“That makes me so happy to hear,” she said, cupping my face. She leaned in and kissed me. Her lips lingered on mine as if she were contemplating while we kissed. “I’m just surprised, I guess.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “Hell, earlier Brian asked for a blowjob when he saw me.”

“You’re roommate?” she asked. I nodded. “Interesting.”

“Why’s that?”

“I’d just…uh…like to see that sometime.”

“Oh really?” I asked, brushing my fingers along her nipple. She arched her neck and let her head fall back against the pillow. Her lips parted and a small moan escaped.

“Uh-huh,” she said as her eyes lowered.

“What else would you like to see?” I moved my fingers to her other nipple and pinched it softly.

“I want to watch him fuck you like I just did,” she moaned. My cock hardened at the thought.

“I think that can be arranged,” I said teasingly. I wrapped my lips around her nipple and sucked it in.

Tawny rolled me onto my back and straddled my cock. She slid it slowly inside her tight, wet pussy and I grunted. My hands gripped her hips. She leaned forward until her breasts swayed above my face. I sucked on her nipples while she rode my cock.

I pictured Brian fucking my ass while Tawny watched and felt my cock explode inside of her pussy. My come spilled back against my cock and over my balls. Seconds later, she screamed into my ear.

“He’s going to fuck you so good,” she moaned. She came for the second time, her pussy walls gripping me like a vice. She fell beside me and we both lay in silence while we came down.

“I should probably let Brian know about our plans,” I joked.

“Nah,” she said. “Let’s surprise him.”

I wasn’t sure if she was serious or if Brian would be up for it, but I was excited about the possibility. I was more excited that I had finally landed a girl like Tawny. Over the next year, we grew closer. Each day I dressed up for her and every weekend she paraded me around some guy. Half of the time it was Brian, who had grown accustomed to our unique open relationship. By the end of the year, I was a completely new person and I loved every second of it.


COME CLEAN



CHAPTER ONE




I didn’t believe the ad at first. An all-male cleaning service for women? Was this really a thing? I looked my body up and down and frowned. Surely this was for alpha men only. Not scrawny, underdeveloped college boys like myself.

It otherwise seemed easy enough. There was training and uniforms. I would mostly be for show anyway. A trophy rather than an actual maid. I shrugged and decided to apply anyway. What was the worst that could happen? I figured maybe they’d turn me down and I go on looking for work.

I wasn’t completely desperate. After all, I was still in college and really just looking for some extra spending money to supplement my loans and scholarships. I wanted to go somewhere fun for Spring Break rather than go back home and get lectured by my parents.

My dad hated my scrawny frame and was always trying to push me to work out. My mom wanted me to find a nice woman to settle down with. Neither of them seemed to care that I was going to school for engineering and doing well in my classes. All that mattered was how I looked to them otherwise. They wanted a normal boy. One with muscles and a pretty girl. They liked that I was smart, but the other things were supposed to come first.

There was nothing I could do about it but avoid them. That would be easier with some extra money. So I applied to the maid job. The pay was three times what I’d get anywhere else and the hours were flexible. I decided to send in a few other applications just in case. The last thing I expected was to actually get a call back.

“Hello, is this Mason?” said a sultry voice on the other end of the phone. I told them it was. “This is Stacey from Full Throttle Maid Service. We received your application and would love to interview you.”

“Really?” I asked, cursing under my breath when my voice cracked. Way to sound like a fucking teenager.

“How does Thursday work for you?” I agreed to the date and time and ended the call. My body shook with nerves. They’ll take one look at me and laugh. They’ll probably say, “This isn’t for you. This is for real men.”

I exhaled and crawled into bed. I pulled the covers over my face and tried to forget about Thursday until it showed up. Then I put on my best outfit, a dark polo and a pair of khakis, and I left for the interview.

The office it was in was more like a warehouse than anything legitimate. I parked out front and pushed open the main door. Just behind it was a receptionist desk with a cute little blonde. I decided to try out a few of my pickup lines on her to build my confidence. Maybe I was more attractive than I thought. But the second I approached, she asked me for my name and I weakly told her, “Mason.”

“Have a seat,” she said with a snicker on her lips. I squeezed into the outdated blue chair with metal arms. I slouched – something I was excellent at – and waited to be called in.

A tall woman with dark hair that was pulled neatly into a bun came around the corner. When she spoke my name, I guessed immediately that it was Stacey from the phone call. I followed her down a long, grey corridor until it ended at an office. We stepped inside and took our seats.

“Do you understand what kind of service we provide?” she asked.

“Some kind of stripper service?” I was half kidding, but she didn’t laugh.

“There is to be no stripping. You will be shirtless, though. We provide a cleaning service and eye candy simultaneously. Our clients are mostly divorcees and widows, but we have a few wives in open relationships. If any client asks you to take off more than your shirt, you tell our company immediately and we will terminate the relationship.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied. While I was thankful for the professionalism, but I was still a virgin and not opposed to the idea of being taken advantage of by an older, lonely woman. I hadn’t had much luck trying to get laid in high school, and the older I got, the harder it became. I was frequently put in the friend zone while the girls I liked chased hotter, more alpha type dudes. I tried not to think about it as it only made me bitter.

“Now, you’re not exactly the type of guy we usually look for,” she added. I blushed and hung my head. I knew I wouldn’t be. End interview. Go home and look for a lower paying gig. “But,” she began again, “we’ve started to have a few clients ask for more…feminine boys.”

It felt like a bullet through the heart, but the fact that I could still get hired made my ears perk up. “They don’t just want women?”

She shook her head. “There is an appeal to a few younger looking men who look girly. It excites this group. Trust me, I’m just as confused as you are, but there you have it.”

“So what does this mean?” I asked.

“It means…when can you start?”

I left her office when a start date for training and then a list of appointments the following week. Normally after landing a job, I’d be beaming, but I felt odd. I was only being hired for some feminine look I wasn’t even aware I had.

I went home and analyzed myself in the mirror. I had prominent cheek bones, a slender jaw, pouty lips, and when I raised my shirt I even saw a pair of hips. I felt strange in my skin suddenly, as if I was seeing myself for the first time. I pushed it out of my head. I knew if I dwelled on it, I’d end up missing out on a chance to make good money.

My sleep was restless during training week. My first appointment was fast approaching and it made every fiber of my being shake with anxiety. I’d never met women before who liked feminine guys. I wasn’t sure what I was getting myself into.

I drove up to my client’s house on the day of my first appointment. It was large and in a gated neighborhood. I parked just outside, grabbed a few of my cleaning supplies, and walked up to the door. I tapped my knuckles against the tall, hard door. When no one answered, I pushed my finger against the doorbell and heard a pleasant chime come from inside. My heart raced, and I partly hoped no one would be home.

I heard the door click and then pull open. A tall blonde stared at me with wild, excited eyes. “Come in, come in! Oh my. You’re perfect.”

I blushed. “Thank you.” I set down my things in the foyer and turned to face her. “So, I just start cleaning? Any specific room you want done first?”

She coughed. “Aren’t you supposed to remove something?”

I laughed nervously. “Oh yeah,” I said. “Sorry about that.” I lifted my polo shirt up above my head and hung it on her standing metal coat rack.

She stepped closer to me, running her hands over my torso and shoulders. “So young and lean. I bet people tease you for being so girly, don’t they?”

Her mind ran wild with ideas. My tense muscles softened under her touch. I wasn’t supposed to let her strip me anymore, but no one had warned me about touching. I didn’t want to tell her to stop, so I didn’t.

No one had made fun of me for being girly before, but I had been told I wasn’t very strong or big for a man. I didn’t want to disappoint her, though, so I indulged her fantasies. “Yes,” I said. “All the time.”

She moaned and bit her lower lip. “That’s why you have to clean houses like a little house maid. You have no other options because you’re not manly enough.”

Her words made me seethe a little, but my body responded differently. My cock hardened as she teased me and I couldn’t understand why. “Yes,” I told her, feeling it rise in my jeans. “That’s why I’m your maid. Because I’m too girly to do anything else.”

“Oh yes,” she said, caressing my chest and trying to hold back from doing much more. “You are such a cute little girly boy. Why don’t you clean my kitchen and show me just how good of a servant you can be.”

I grabbed my things and moved to the kitchen. I cleaned her counters, sink, and floors. She watched the entire time from the eat-in table. Her hips rocked against her chair. She was obviously trying to get herself off while she stared. I smiled to myself. Despite the awkward label of femininity, I was getting paid to help a lonely, kinky woman get off. I couldn’t help but fall in love with my new duty.

The rest of the house was the same as the kitchen. My client rocked her hips against something in every room as she watched. When I was finished, she handed me an extra fifty dollars and thanked me for my service.

Back in my car, I stared at the tip in awe. Was I really holding fifty bucks in my hand? This was the best job I’d ever had.

That was, until I met my next client: Nora Reed.


CHAPTER TWO




Nora’s house was like a dark castle. Dark, grey brick. Tall towers. In the middle of a wooded area. The only access to it was a long, winding road. The path to her house was ominous, but it only got worse from there. Her house loomed over me, encasing me in a long, dark shadow. I was too far from anything else. If something went wrong, who would know? I thought about turning back, but before I could decide, the front door opened.

The most beautiful woman I had ever seen stepped onto the brick porch. She wore a white blouse and a flowing, red skirt. She had dark hair that matched the dark colors of her home. It was brown with red and gold highlights in the sun. Her green eyes peered at me through a pair of thin glasses. They were so thin, I barely noticed them. She had her arms folded across her chest, accentuating the cleavage just barely hidden by her blouse. Long, creamy legs extended from underneath her skirt.

“You the maid?” she called out when I didn’t move. I felt frozen in place. My car door was half open and I was half way between standing and sitting. I swallowed hard and slammed the door.

“Yes,” I choked out. I opened the back door and picked up the cleaning supplies. I took one last look around me in case it was my last view of the world. Then I approached Nora with a weak smile on my face.

“Welcome. Let’s get you to work,” she said. I stepped into her empty foyer and heard the large door slam behind us. I jumped and closed my eyes tightly. I felt a cool hand on my shoulder and hot breath rolling down my neck. “No need to be afraid,” she said. “I’ll take good care of you here.”

“I’m not afraid,” I said unconvincingly. My throat was tight and my mouth was dry. My words shook as they escaped my lips.

“Why don’t you go ahead and start in the bedroom. I have some more work to do down here. I’ll be up to watch you shortly.”

I nodded. Relieved, I quickly hurried in the direction she had pointed. I ascended a long, winding staircase and saw the master bedroom on my left. Everything in the house was grey and gold, but the bedroom was a deep maroon. It seemed softer and more vibrant. It felt like walking into the heart of the house. I quickly got to work, worried she’d catch me staring at my surroundings.

But after a few minutes of silence, I realized she really wasn’t coming yet, and my curiosity got the better of me. I looked everywhere for family photos or anything that showed what kind of person Nora was. There wasn’t anything in the room except expensive decorations. I dusted the nightstands and quietly pulled on the drawers. One drawer had a pistol. Another drawer had a strange, pink vibrator. The bed looked to be a California King, and yet Nora seemed to be single. I wondered what she was doing alone in such a big house and I hoped the gun was just for home security.

I made my way to a dark, grey dresser with gold handles. I dusted the surface and started to turn away when I stopped. I listened carefully for footsteps or any sign that Nora was headed in soon. When I was convinced she was still downstairs, I pulled open the top drawer to her dresser and gasped.

She must’ve had every pair of panty ever invented. Hundreds laid in the large drawer, folded neatly and packed tightly. I ran my fingers across the varying fabrics. They were organized by color and shade, luring me in deeper to their beauty. Panties had always been panties to me. They were something you hoped a girl would take off so you could fuck her. But these were different. These were luxurious and seductive.

A deep blue pair caught my eye. It shimmered in the afternoon sun that snuck in through the wooded window. A single ray shot across the myriad of fabrics, highlighting the small sequins which lined the waistband of my new favorite pair. I bit my lower lip and peeked at the door. No sign of Nora. I hooked my finger under the elastic and drew it upward. Lace and silk were revealed. It was a thong, with sequins lining the string that sits neatly between the cheeks. I wondered what a thong felt like. I wondered what sequins felt like. Chills spread through me as I considered taking them.

My eyes poured over the vast number of panties in the drawer. Surely, she wouldn’t notice one pair missing. Would she? I chewed on my lip as I pondered. I knew I shouldn’t. I knew I could get fired. But I felt empty at the thought of leaving them behind. I bunched up the blue fabric and shoved the ball inside my pants, tucking it in my briefs between my legs.

Adrenaline flooded my veins. I knew I could get caught. I could be fired. I could be humiliated. Was this all worth it? I considered putting them back, but now they were rubbing against my cock and balls. And they felt nice against my cock, but the point was…I couldn’t just put them back. They would probably smell like me. I decided to close the drawer and continue cleaning, hoping she wouldn’t notice or suspect me.

I went downstairs to receive further instruction. The house seemed empty. Nora was nowhere to be found. I wandered through a large, light-filled living area. Sunlight stretched along the dark wood floor, landing just at my feet. I turned right and headed into a giant kitchen filled with white marble and stainless steel. It was just as empty as the rest of the house. I started to wonder if Nora had left to run errands. But a tingle ran down my neck and I suddenly had a feeling I was being watched.

The kitchen had a doorway which led to a large dining room. There was a long, dark wood table with twenty chairs surrounding it. The walls were lined with dark wood. There were no windows, and I thought it was a strange look for a dining area. The room made me feel trapped. It was the end to a long series of rooms, and there was nowhere left to go but back through the kitchen. When I turned around, I gasped and dropped my bucket of supplies.

Nora stood in the only doorway. Her hands pressed against the sides of it. Her body blocked the entrance. Light spilled through around her, accentuating her voluptuous curves. Her hips rounded out from a slender waist. Her breasts pushed forward and her face was slightly hidden in shadow.

“I think you have something of mine,” she said coldly.

My heart beat quickly. My breath quickened. I shifted my eyes around the room, looking for another way out. “What do you mean?” I asked.

She laughed. “So, you’re going to pretend like you didn’t steal a pair of my panties?”

I thought a moment before answering. How could she have known so quickly? There was no time for her to inspect her bedroom without me hearing ascend the stairs. Was she in the room next to me the entire time? Surely, I would’ve known that too. My head started to spin. Maybe she was bluffing, hoping to catch me without having any real proof. Maybe I could blame it on someone else. I can’t have been the only person to visit her home recently.

“I didn’t take anything,” I said nervously. My body shook and I gripped the hard back of one of the dining chairs to keep still.

“I don’t like thieves,” she said, stepping slowly toward me. The distance closed between us and my body flushed with heat. I was caught and pinned in this room. “But I hate liars.”

She stood inches away from me, her green eyes glimmering like harsh emeralds. Her rust colored lips pressed tightly together into a stern frown. Her hands quickly found the button to my khakis and unfastened them. Before I could process what was happening, she had her hands in my briefs, brushing past my cock. My eyes closed and I groaned – a natural response. She withdrew the blue sequin panties and cocked her brow.

My lip trembled. “I’m sorry,” I said. “Please…please don’t tell my boss.”

Her frown slid slowly up into a smile. “Do you have something to lose?”

I shrugged. “It’s a good job, that’s all.”

“What will it take to make you desperate for me to keep this a secret? Should I threaten to tell your school? Oh yes, I know where you attend. Or maybe your family would like to know?”

My heart raced faster, but my cock hardened at her dominating words. “No, please don’t tell anyone.”

She leaned in closer and pressed her lips to my ear. “I’ll keep your secret if you wear the panties for me,” she whispered.

I hesitated. “We’re not allowed to-“

“The rules have changed, haven’t they?” she asked, her lips curling into a smile that sent chills through me. I gulped and nodded. The rules had indeed changed.

I stared into Nora’s deep, green eyes. I didn’t dare take my gaze off of them. My hands found their way to my khakis and briefs. My fingers hooked inside the elastic band and I lowered them to the floor – eyes still on Nora’s. I stepped out of them slowly, watching those green emeralds the entire time, and I stood back up. I crossed my arms over and picked up the hem of my shirt, lifting it slowly up my torso. Darkness swallowed me as it passed my head and then the light emerged along with that sparkling green. I threw my shirt onto the floor atop my pile of shoes, pants and briefs. I held my hand out for the panties and saw it shaking before her.

“Allow me,” she said in a light, friendly tone. She gently stretched out the waist and bent down to the floor. She took my hand and placed it on her shoulder followed by the other. I leaned on her as I stepped inside the leg holes of the blue silk. The soft, luxurious fabric wrapped around my ankles and I exhaled as quietly as possible.

Nora’s soft hands slid the panties up my calves and then my thighs. Wherever the panties touched, an exciting chill followed. My cock hardened as they neared and it amused Nora. She chuckled under her breath which rolled over the tip of my cock. I lowered my head and pleaded silently for her to take me and suck me.

But she didn’t. She brought the panties to my waist, and hid my cock away inside the soft silk. The sequins pressed against my ass, urging my cheeks to split and make room for them. It was strange to have sequins between my ass cheeks, but I felt like a beautiful trophy. Especially once Nora spun me around to have a look.

I pressed my palms against the dark wood of the dining table while she inspected me. She dragged her fingertips up the back of my thighs and ass, sighing as she gazed at my body. I wanted her more than ever. She was beautiful and powerful. She made me feel helpless but beautiful. I’d never been desired before and it was rejuvenating.

She leaned over me until her breath caressed my neck. Her breasts pressed against my back and I felt her nipples pushing through the fabric of her blouse and bra. “I want you to wear these at your future jobs. I want you to clean other homes while dressed in my panties. And when you come back next week, I’ll have more for you.”

I swallowed. “More…panties?”

She laughed. “Not just panties. Heels. Makeup. Lingerie. Skirts. You’re going to dress up real nice and do some chores for me. Then I’ll have a few more surprises for you too.”

I turned my head over my shoulder and found my lips were only half an inch from hers. She pushed them against mine and filled me with her warmth. I exhaled as she pulled back and waited for her permission to stand up. When she finally gave it, she insisted I keep the panties on. I did as I was told and shoved my briefs into the front pocket of my khakis.

“Until next week,” she said as she held the door open for me. She smiled and her eyes shimmered in the waning sunlight.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. I turned and walked back to the car, loading the cleaning supplies into the backseat.

I pulled out of the driveway and headed back down the winding road. I thought driving off would feel like a much needed escape. Instead, it felt like I was leaving something behind – a deep part of myself I didn’t want to acknowledge yet.


CHAPTER THREE




The next week, I wore those blue panties to every appointment. I worried that, like Nora, I’d come across another lady who would try to undress me. If that happened, I wasn’t sure I could resist the temptation to let them discover what I was hiding, even though I knew nothing good could come of it. I loved walking around with the silk grazing my cock and balls. I loved having a little secret no one else knew about.

I returned to the blonde’s house from my first appointment. I was careful to keep the string of my thong hidden. The last thing I needed was for her to see me with a whale tale or something. Though, the more I thought about it, the more I realized how interested she might be in all of it. After all, these women were picking me for my feminine qualities. Wouldn’t it make sense they’d enjoy seeing me dress in women’s clothing?

I had a lot of time to think while I cleaned. Despite the eyes of other women gazing at me at every appointment, I couldn’t stop thinking of Nora and what she had given me. I didn’t want to admit how much I enjoyed wearing her panties. I wasn’t ready to completely give up my masculinity yet. I wondered what it meant that I liked how she treated me, even though I knew it was blackmail. The funny thing was that I didn’t care. She didn’t have to blackmail me and I still would’ve tried the panties on for her.

I wondered what she had planned for me. The closer I got to our next appointment, the more nervous excitement built up inside of me. I was going to wear heels and a dress. Was I ready for all of that? And what was the extra surprise she had kept a secret? What did she want to do with me once I was feminized?

Just before I left the blonde’s house, she ran her fingers over my bare chest. I shivered under her soft touch and feared that her fingers would unfasten my pants. But she was professional, unlike Nora. She withheld her desires and wished me a good evening.

I returned to Nora’s at the same time of day as before. The sun was on its way to setting with just two hours left in the day. The winding road changed slightly. It felt adventurous and full of exciting danger. I suppose it was only me that had changed.

I pulled up in Nora’s driveway, and like before, she met me at the door. This time, she wore a tight black dress that was low cut enough to be tempting. If I wasn’t her little toy, I would’ve wanted to tear her dress off with my teeth. I was half-tempted to anyway, knowing the delicious punishment she might serve to me.

“Welcome back,” she said with a smile as I approached her. “You can leave your cleaning supplies on the porch. You won’t be needing any of those today.” I cocked my head in confusion and set my things down. She turned and I glimpsed at her curvy figure swaying in her black dress. I bit my lip, trying to keep my cock from rising as I watched her walk away. She turned her head back over her shoulder and asked, “Are you coming?”

I blushed and followed. She locked the door behind us and headed for the stairs. She led me to her bedroom which had an array of clothes strewn across the maroon bed. My eyes fell on the bright pink off-shoulder dress in the center.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said. “I guess your size.” I shook my head to let her know it wasn’t a problem. “Now, show me that you’ve been a good boy. Did you wear your panties to your previous appointments?”

I unfastened my pants and lowered them for her to see. My cock was hard in the panties and she smiled when she noticed the outline of it pressing against the silk. She stepped toward me slowly and exhaled. Her hand brushed against my shaft and she kissed my lips. “You’ve been a very good boy. But today, we turn you into something else entirely. Today, we make you a girl.”

She lifted my shirt up and pulled it over my head. I dropped my pants to the floor, kicking off my shoes and socks as I removed them. The panties stayed on, and Nora admired my nearly naked body for a moment before proceeding. Her eyes scanned me from head to toe. She twirled her finger to signal for me to spin around. I spun for her like a show dog. Like a thing to be commanded.

Nora bent over the bed beside me and picked up a matching blue bra. It had sequins on the cups to go with the sequins on the thong. I held out my arms and let her dress me. She fastened the bra behind me and frowned. “We need something to help you fill those things out.”

She walked to her dresser and pulled open the second drawer. She was bent over slightly and I imagined walking up behind her and fucking her. What kind of punishment would she give for that? I slipped into a daydream of her tying me up and having her way with me.

Nora returned with silicon inserts. She slid them into the bra and stepped back. Her finger tapped her chin and she said, “Perfect.” She picked up the pink dress next. “Step into this.”

She knelt down by my feet and I rested my arms on her shoulders. I stepped into the opening and she slid it up my body. It felt soft and cool, like I shouldn’t be wearing it. It fit snugly to my body, binding me in its femininity. It bound me like I wanted Nora to bind me. I slid my arms through the sleeves and felt them sit along the bottom of my shoulders.

“You can see the bra straps,” I said with a pout.

“I like that look,” she said. “It gives a peek of what’s hiding underneath.”

I blushed at the idea of her imagining me half-naked. She leaned over the bed for a few more things. A silver necklace dangled from her fingers and she wrapped them around my neck to fasten it. She slid a few bracelets around my wrists and snapped clip on earrings to my lobes. They pinched, but I eased into it after a few seconds.

“Let’s do your makeup and hair and then we’ll get the heels on you.” She glanced at my legs and ran her hand along them. “You have nice little peach fuzz on your legs. We could probably skip shaving them for your first meeting.”

“Meeting?”

“Oops,” she said with a teasing smile. “You’ll find out soon enough. Come on.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to a vanity that sat in front of her window. She had deep red curtains framing it and the vanity was a dark washed wood. There lay thousands of makeup products on the top, but I was distracted by my reflection. Even without the makeup, I looked girly. The earrings and the dainty straps on my shoulders made me glow in a way I never knew before. I smiled and lifted my gaze toward Nora.

“You look beautiful, but we’re not finished yet,” she said. She picked up a sponge and a light colored cream. She dabbed my face with foundation and concealer. The smell was earthy, unlike the kind I remembered my mom wearing as a child. Mom’s smelled like strange chemicals. This was more subtle.

Nora flicked a mascara wand under my lashes and dragged a pencil across my lids. She brushed a setting powder on my face and blush on my cheeks. She used bronzers and highlighters. She used three different shades of neutral eye shadow. She lined my lips with bright pink liner and filled it in with a matching pink stick and gloss. She told me to smack my lips together and when I looked in the mirror again, I gasped. Besides having a boy’s haircut, I looked unbelievably female.

I trembled as I stared at myself. My cock rose. If I didn’t know it was my reflection, I’d want to fuck the girl sitting in front of me. The makeup made my blue eyes pop and sparkle. They matched the clip-on earrings. I touched my neck tenderly and blushed underneath the makeup.

There was a mannequin head sitting on the vanity with wavy, dark hair. Nora picked it up and stretched it over my head. She secured it with a few pins, and teased it into place. I lost myself completely in my reflection. There was no boy in me anymore.

I looked gorgeous as a woman. I could never look half as good as a man. I frowned slightly at the realization. Maybe this was the only way I could look good. Was I meant to be a woman all along? I was quickly distracted by the faint panting of Nora. Her chest was rising and falling as she stared at me.

“You’re the sexiest one I’ve had,” she said.

I turned to her. “You’ve done this before?” She nodded. “How many times?” I felt a little betrayed, but it all started to make sense to me. She knew exactly what she wanted from the beginning. My thoughts raced as I thought about the day she caught me stealing her panties. It started to feel like some kind of set-up, but how would she have known?

“How did you know I took your panties last week?” I asked her. I was surprised at the confidence and strength surfacing in me. “There’s no way you were anywhere near me.”

She stumbled over her words. Her eyes widened and narrowed as she thought. “I waited in my office,” she said. “I have a camera in the bedroom, and I watched it from my computer downstairs.”

My heart raced. It had been a trap. “But how did you know I would…”

“I didn’t. I hoped. You were so beautiful and I knew I wanted to make you one of my girls.”

“Do you still see these other girls?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “They all move on eventually. They find their footing and then have no use for me. I still keep in touch with them, but most of them are living very different lives than when they first met me. I like to think I helped them in some way. That I developed them into what they’re most proud of now.”

I felt empathy. She seemed lonely despite her constant opportunities to feminize young boys. “Do you ever ask any of them to stay?”

She shook her head. “I wouldn’t want them to unless it called to them. I want them to be happy and fulfill their potential.”

I reached my hands for hers and held them tightly. “I don’t think I could ever leave you,” I said.

She smiled. “That’s nice of you to say, but we’ve only just begun. Come on, time to put on your heels.” I stood up and followed her back to the bed. She had a pair of strappy, black high heels that she helped me slide my feet into. The muscles in my legs strained as I tried to stand in them. My ankles wobbled slightly and my ass tightened from the new posture. When I looked down at my legs, every muscle was accentuated by its forced use. But they looked sexy, and I felt sexy I the awkward pair of heels.

“I want you to walk around my house, now. Get used to the shoes and the outfit. Next week you’ll have your first meeting. I won’t tell you what it is yet. I like to keep an element of surprise.”

She was full of surprises. I walked to the bedroom door and back, trying not to fall over. “I’m afraid to go down the stairs just yet,” I said with a laugh. But Nora wasn’t laughing. She was chewing her bottom lip and holding her arms over her chest. She walked up to me quickly and pressed her lips to mine, taking my bottom lip in between her teeth. She panted and I groaned. Her hands ran along my lower back until they reached my ass. She squeezed it and pulled me into her. My cock hardened in the dress and panties. It hardened against the heat of Nora’s body.

She pulled back with wild eyes and exhaled. “I’m sorry. Sometimes I lose control.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, hoping she’d kiss me again, but she didn’t. I walked around her house for the rest of my appointment. She helped me undress, the heat of her gaze burning into my skin as I became more and more naked. I put on my boy clothes and shuddered in them. I missed the soft binding nature of the dress.

Nora and I said our goodbyes until the next week. I left feeling more confident than I ever had and just as curious. What kind of meeting did she have in mind for me? I knew it would be torture waiting another week to find out. But I was starting to enjoy a little bit of torture.


CHAPTER FOUR




I went to my appointments throughout the week more distracted than ever. I felt like Nora had some kind of lasso wrapped around my waist, keeping me tied to her at all times. She had a way of teasing me with information so that I couldn’t concentrate on anything else. When it finally came time for me to return to her place, I was wrapped in relief.

I no longer had any fear or hesitation with Nora. I was so desperate to know more that I didn’t care what it meant I had to do. I showed up at her door, having to ring the doorbell for the first time. She answered and rushed me upstairs to get ready.

Once I was naked, she smiled. “Did you shave your legs for me?”

I nodded. I had almost forgotten. It was the first thing I’d after leaving our last appointment. It was strange at first to have silky smooth legs, but it grew on me. Eventually I stopped noticing and got comfortable in them.

“Such a good little sissy boy,” she said, tapping her finger on my nose as if I were a child or a pet. I smiled and let her dress me.

The lingerie this time was a little different. There were no sequins. It was a black and red set – red satin overlaid with black lace. It was seductive and tempting. She helped secure the pieces on me and then held up the dress I would wear. I gasped. “Isn’t this the dress you wore last time?”

“I thought it’d look better on you,” she said.

“Impossible.”

“Just put it on.” I dressed myself and she helped with the zipper in back. I slid into my heels and Nora helped me with my makeup and hair. “Perfect as usual,” she said, stroking my cheek with her fingers. “I want you to sit on the edge of the bed and wait for your guest. When he comes in, you are to do whatever he asks for.”

My body quivered at her command and I nodded. She left the room and I moved to the edge of the bed, folding my hands in my lap. Shortly after, there was a knock on the door. I called for the guest to come in and tensed as the door opened.

An older man with some thinning hair stepped in. He was otherwise fit and healthy and he wore a suit as if he’d just come from the office. He ran a hand through his hair, trying to fluff it up as he walked toward me. “Wow,” he said. “You’re gorgeous.”

I wasn’t sure how I should talk. I wasn’t sure if I should sound girly or not. I lifted my voice a little and said, “Thank you.”

He reached for my hair and rubbed it between his fingers. “And, you’re really a boy?” he asked as his eyes moved down toward my waist.

“Yes,” I said.

He shivered. “Perfect. That’s just perfect,” he said. “Can I, um… can I see?”

I reached for the edge of my dress and slowly pulled it up over my hips. I leaned back on my elbows and let him gaze at the outline of my hard cock. He brushed a hand over it and a tingle ran through my body. “Take it out for me?”

I looked at the door as if I expected Nora to come in at any moment. I was uncertain, but turned on by everything that was happening. I slid my panties down just enough to let my cock fall out. I expected the strange man to touch it or do something, but he only stared at it.

His fingers moved to his slacks and he unfastened them. He dropped them down with his briefs and pulled out his cock. It was of average length but thicker than I’d ever seen. He held it out toward me, but he didn’t say a word. I sat up and parted my lips. He pushed the tip inside, resting it against my tongue. I wrapped my lips around him and he leaned his head back to moan.

I’d never tasted a cock before, but it felt wrong. It wasn’t supposed to be in my mouth, but that fact alone made it the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. I felt like a dirty slut – like Nora was turning me into someone else’s little toy.

The cock slid back and forth along my tongue, pushing against the roof of my mouth. I sucked my cheeks in and closed my eyes. The man stroked my hair and rocked his hips harder and faster against my mouth. “That’s it,” he moaned. “Oh yeah, just like that.”

I sucked as hard as I could and flicked my tongue along the underside of his cock. He groaned and huffed as he fucked my mouth. “Oh fuck. Oh yeah. Baby, I’m going to come.”

My eyes shot open as his come spilled into my mouth. It was hot and gooey as it traveled down my throat. I swallowed to keep from choking, but it was strange and unexpected. Even with his warning, tasting the come was quite a surprise.

He pulled his cock from my mouth and collected himself. He pulled up his slacks and whispered, “Thank you.” He turned to leave and closed the door behind him. I lowered my head and noticed my cock throbbing in my lap.

“What the hell just happened?” I asked myself, trying to make sense of it all. The door opened and Nora walked in.

“So, what did you think?” she asked. I pulled my dress down quickly to hide my fully erect cock.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly.

“Did you enjoy it at all? Would you be interested in another meeting?”

I wanted to say no. It was uncomfortable and strange, but my body was too curious. Nora made my life adventurous and exciting. The thought of turning down another meeting made me feel bored. So despite my better judgment, I agreed.

“Perfect,” she said. She leaned down and kissed me hard. “Until next week.”


CHAPTER FIVE




The whole next week I was in a daze. I tried to make sense of what I’d done and why I was willing to do it again. I wasn’t really gay, but I couldn’t deny the excitement I felt at having a cock inside of me and seeing a man be pleased by my feminine body. It didn’t take away my lust for Nora, though. I still wanted her more than ever and wondered if she’d ever let me have her. She seemed walled up in a way that I wanted to tear down. I wondered how she received pleasure and what she enjoyed.

I returned to Nora’s house for my next ‘meeting.’ We ran through the usual things. She dressed me in a purple skirt with a white blouse. The skirt flared out at the hip and was rather short. My lingerie set was white satin and lace. The panties had little pearls along the waistband and a butterfly design on the ass. I felt so feminine and girly, I didn’t care what happened to my body. Nora also rolled up some white stockings to my mid-thigh. I rubbed my legs together and cooed at the nylon pressing into my skin.

I waited for Nora to leave, but she didn’t. Instead, she moved to the vanity bench and sat down. “Today, I’ll be watching,” she said. My heart raced. My chest swelled with happiness. Even if nothing happened with Nora, she would be part of the experience. Nothing excited me more.

She pulled out her phone and called the next stranger. She told him to go ahead and come upstairs. I heard his heavy steps beating down on the wood. He pushed the door open more forcefully than the last guy. He was younger and very handsome. He had a cocky grin on his face. He stomped over and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into him. His hot lips pressed against mine and my fake breasts dug into his chest. His hands roamed my body quickly, as if they were devouring every inch of me.

He pulled back and looked at Nora. “Where do you find them?” he asked. He turned back to me. “This is the sexiest one, yet.”

I blushed. His hands slid down my ass and grabbed it. He lifted my skirt up and gave it a spank. I cooed and my cock hardened as he groped me like a wild animal. His eyes burned with fiery lust and desire. He spun me around and bent me over the bed. He lifted my skirt, admiring my small ass.

“I can barely tell that he’s a boy. Are you sure he is?”

“You can check for yourself,” said Nora calmly. The stranger spun me back around and laid me back on the bed. He lifted my skirt again and tugged my panties down.

“Well, will you look at that? I can hardly believe it.” I pushed up on my elbows and shivered as his eyes scanned my whole body. “I want to see it while I fuck you,” he said, wrapping his arms around my thighs and pulling my ass toward the edge of the bed. His hips were lined up perfectly with it and he simulated a rocking motion.

I turned to Nora. “While he what?”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “He acts rough, but he’ll be gentle. If he isn’t then he won’t be welcome back.” She said the last few words while raising a brow to him. It made me wonder if he’d ended up in trouble before – maybe he’d been too rough with someone else. I started to wonder if there was another reason for the gun I had found in the nightstand.

Nora turned behind her and pulled out a drawer to her vanity. She tossed a pink bottle to the young man who caught it effortlessly. In one, quick swipe, he pulled my panties off my legs and over my heels. He bent my legs and pushed them up into my stomach, curling my ass toward him. He unfastened his belt and jeans, tugging down on his briefs until his cock fell out. It was long and hard. I swallowed at the thought of that going inside of me.

He rubbed lube on his cock and slid a wet finger inside my ass. I moaned at the feeling. I’d never been penetrated. Before last week, I’d never done anything sexual in my life. He wiggled a second finger in, warming me up and stretching me out. I turned my head to Nora and smiled as she watched me. As long as she was in the room, I felt safe.

The man removed his fingers and pressed his cockhead to my hole. He pushed slowly, watching Nora for cues. She nodded when he was moving slowly enough and she held up her hand if he pushed too quickly.

I felt my hole slowly open and stretch around him. There was a hint of pain that eased quickly once he was inside. I felt him bury himself and hold it for a moment at Nora’s request. I relaxed around him and moaned at the waves of pleasure pulsing through me.

He pulled back slowly, staring at my cock the entire time. He pushed himself back in. I reached for my cock. I was so turned on and desperate to come. “No!” cried Nora. “Don’t touch yourself.”

I bit my lower lip and dropped my hands to my side. The man smiled crookedly and thrust his hips faster against me. I was used to his cock by now, but he wanted me to feel it even more. He pounded me over and over, grunting and huffing. My cock slapped against my belly and I almost came without touching it, but I willed myself against it.

The man let out a low, wild growl and his cock swelled up inside of me. My ass felt warm and sticky as he came. He collapsed over me and pulled out once he caught his breath. He collected himself and wished Nora and I a good evening.

I lay there on the bed, unsure of what to do. “Am I your last appointment of the day?” she asked. I turned my head to her and nodded. “Good.”

She stood up and walked toward the end of the bed. She lowered to her knees and pressed her lips to my ass. Her tongue slid around, collecting any drop of come that had escaped. She was soft and gentle, unlike the men.

“I hope that was pleasant for you,” she said.

“It was different,” I said. “I liked having you watch.”

“I wouldn’t trust that man alone,” she said. “I have protection just in case.”

“The gun?” I asked as she stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse.

“That’s right,” she said. “I forgot I caught you snooping there too. Yes. That’s just for emergencies. Thankfully, I’ve never had to use it.”

“Why do you do all of this?” I asked her, biting my lip as her blouse fell from her shoulders.

“Do what?”

“Offer up boys like me to men like that?”

She thought about it for the moment. “I find it thrilling to watch, I guess.” She unzipped her tight, black skirt and let it fall to the floor. I realized it was the first time I’d seen her in lingerie. She was wearing a black corset and bra with matching black panties. They were pure satin – no lace. She had on black stockings with a garter belt attaching them. She climbed up onto the bed slowly until her lips met mine. She kissed me softly, sliding her tongue inside. I could taste the stranger’s come in her mouth and it made me hard.

She climbed up further until she could straddle my face. She pulled her panties to the side and lowered down. I saw a tiny patch of trimmed auburn hair and smiled. Her pussy was dripping wet from the scene she had witnessed. I stretched out my tongue and licked her eagerly. She rocked her hips back and forth against me while moaning. Her pussy throbbed and pulsed with desire, and I waited for her to come, but she didn’t.

She pulled off of me and climbed back down to my waist. “I don’t do this very often,” she said, “but there’s something different about you.” I leaned on my elbows to see what she was up to. She grabbed a hold of my cock and slid it slowly inside her pussy. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I groaned.

She smiled and rocked her hips around it. My virginity had been taken in several ways over the past week, but this was my first time inside of a pussy. It was warm and slick. I remembered the man’s cock sliding in and out of my ass while I thrust in and out of Nora.

She pressed her hands to my chest as she rode me. I slid my fingers over her bra and felt her nipples protruding through the fabric. I rolled them in my fingers and she began to pant. She slammed her hips over me, occasionally grinding into my pelvis. I felt her pussy throb around me, sucking me deeper inside of her. She let out a moan and her body shook above me.

I grabbed her hips and dug my fingers in. My cock swelled and exploded inside her. We moaned in unison, our foreheads touching as we came. She exhaled and collapsed on top of me. I wrapped my arms around her and kept her close as we caught our breath.

“I really like you,” she said after a few minutes. “More than anyone else I’ve known.” I peeked at her face and realized she was blushing and chewing her lip nervously. She was opening up to me. It was the first sign of vulnerability I’d seen from her.

“I really like you too,” I said. “I might even love you.”

She lifted up and smiled at me. “I want you to know that there are no strings with this, though. While I’d love to have you as my little sissy boy, you’re free to leave at any time or pursue something else. This lifestyle isn’t for everyone.”

“I don’t see how I could ever leave you. You’ve taught me so much about myself and opened me up in so many ways.”

“You say that now,” she said, her gaze wandering away from me. I turned her face toward me and kissed her lips.

“I’ll say that always.”

---

Nora and I grew closer and closer. I quit my job shortly after and met Nora only for personal appointments. I continued with school, but smiled my way through classes at the secretly naughty relationship I had.

Nora watched me with many men after that. I often did chores for her around the house in cute little outfits. Eventually, the men started to fade away. Nora stopped needing them all the time. The longer we were together, the more possessive of me she got. Soon, she would tell me that no one else could have me but her. When she wanted her fill of that desire, we’d use toys instead. On rare occasions, she’d invite a man over, but more and more time passed in between.

Nora taught me how to be a girl, but she also taught me how to love not just another person, but myself. I only wore panties and heels for Nora and her men, but I often considered wearing them full time. But that’s a decision for another time.


MY SISTER’S FRIEND



CHAPTER ONE




It was love at first sight, only it felt completely different to how I thought love was supposed to feel. She was my sister’s new friend, and she was the sexiest girl I’d ever met. She had confidence that seemed otherworldly. Like she knew something no one else knew. She was fearless in all of the best ways. Of course, I was terrified.

Madeleine knew just what to do with my fears and hesitation. She knew how to bring the best out of me. She helped me discover who I was truly meant to be. She knew me better than I knew myself. I’d grown up in a house that encouraged repression and staying in line with the norm. Madeleine was as rebellious as they come, with short dark hair and a piercing gaze.

She bounced into our home as if the earth were just her personal trampoline. Her feet spent half of her life floating. The first time I saw her, she had followed behind my sister into the house. They were laughing, but her smile was brighter than the sun. Her eyes caught sight of me instantly and dug their hooks into me. I was motionless; full of insecurity and paralyzed with fear.

Why had she looked at me so daringly? I was just a slender boy with a weak constitution. I wasn’t brave or strong. Every day I woke up feeling wrong for the world and like I didn’t belong. But the way Madeleine stared at me in that first moment made me feel seen and most importantly, understood. What she was seeing in me was yet to be determined.

I loved her for being beautiful. I loved her for noticing me and flashing me a smile. Around Madeleine, the strangeness in me faded.

My parents didn’t like her. They thought she’d be a bad influence on my sister, Sarah. They hadn’t worried about me. Parents can be short sighted like that sometimes. There was a door inside me waiting to be opened, and Madeleine had the key.

It all started the first night she stayed over. I had seen her several times, but we never spoke. I felt as if her eyes were telling me secrets while Sarah babbled on about college, but she had never uttered a word. I was pleasantly surprised when she knocked on my door late that night, after Sarah had gone to sleep.

“Come in,” I’d said, expecting it to be my parents. Her slender arm stretched across the gap of the opening door. Her head poked in and her smile stretched up toward her eyes. I sat up quickly and covered myself with my sheets. I didn’t want her to see my lanky torso. “What are you doing?” I asked her.

She laughed. “Don’t tell me you’re afraid,” she said with a raised brow. I was petrified, but I shook my head anyway. “Good.” She sat her perfectly curved ass on the edge of my bed and ran her hand over the lump of comforter where my leg rested. I’d never been touched by a girl. Knowing a beautiful one sat on the side of my bed made my cock hard.

I stared hard at her, wanting to speak but feeling choked by my nerves. “I have something for you,” she told me, as if reassuring me that I didn’t need to say a word. I swallowed and nodded. She stood up from the bed and unfastened her jeans. Everything was moving so quickly, I didn’t know how to process any of it. Was she about to have sex with me? Why else would she be taking her clothes off?

I saw a bright pink thong as she pushed her jeans to her ankles. It was the prettiest shade of pink I’d ever seen. She slid her fingers into the band around her hips and tugged it down over her ass. I bit my lower lip, trying to prepare myself for whatever I was supposed to do. Her pussy was wet and the sight of it made me rock hard. But in Madeleine fashion, I couldn’t have guessed what her next move would be.

She handed me the pair of pink panties and said, “These are for you.” I stupidly thanked her even though I didn’t understand why she was giving them to me. “Aren’t you going to try them on?”

“What?”

“They’re for you to wear, silly.” I didn’t want to argue with her, but I thought she was out of her mind. When I didn’t move, she got impatient and pulled the covers down off my body. I felt naked even though I still wore my briefs. Her gaze shifted between my legs and she licked her lips. I felt my body tremble under her scrutiny, both with fear and desire.

I was frozen in place. I left Madeleine no choice but to lean forward and tug my briefs down my hips. I don’t know why, but I lifted my ass up to help her ease them down. My hard, but small, cock sprang forth and she giggled at the sight of it. I still remember the sight of her slender hand covering her dark red lips. Even in the darkness of my small bedroom, I could see how luscious her mouth was. It was that moment that I had lost control of myself. I leaned forward, pulled her hand away, and kissed her.

Of course, I instantly panicked and pulled quickly back. To my surprise, she threw her body against mine and pressed her lips to mine again. But her kiss was different than mine. She was intentional and forceful. She wanted me to be hers and to do whatever she asked of me. She quickly made me want those things too, and before I knew it, I was submitting to every single one of her desires.

Her tongue probed my mouth, dragging the tip along the roof. Flesh against flesh. Passion against submission. My body was quickly enveloped in her warmth, and when she pulled away she was replaced by cold darkness. My only hope of feeling her warmth again was to put on the pair of pink panties. No longer hesitating, I slid my ankles through the holes and pulled them up my calves and thighs. A chill crept over my skin. They were warm and soft.

As the silky fabric covered my cock, I felt a small pool of Madeleine’s wetness press against my skin. She had made her panties wet before she handed them to me, and now her sweet lubricant was gliding along the shaft of my small erection. I leaned back against my headboard and moaned with pleasure. Madeleine smiled and ran her hand along the panties, teasing me.

As a virgin, it didn’t take much for me to explode. She leaned in and kissed my neck as she pet my groin. I bit my lip, closed my eyes, and came in Madeleine’s pink panties.

“Sorry,” I whispered through heavy panting.

“What for?” she asked. “I expected nothing less. You’re weak in all the best ways.” I turned to her and realized her face was inches from mine. I waited for her to kiss me again, but she just gazed into my eyes in silence. It was only a few minutes, but it felt like a small eternity. I never wanted her to leave, but she finally wished me goodnight and left me there in her come-soaked panties.

I slid underneath the covers and pulled them up to my chin. My hand caressed the soft silk which covered my ass and I smiled. I drifted off into a deep, pleasant sleep.


CHAPTER TWO




The next morning, Madeleine stayed for breakfast. I heard her and my sister downstairs giggling while my parents hustled about the kitchen making food. I couldn’t stop thinking about the night before when Madeleine had come into my room. Even though I could still feel the binding nature of soft silk around my groin, I had to lift the sheets to check. It was my only proof that none of it was a dream. I was still wearing her panties.

My body trembled at the thought of facing her in front of my family, but I knew I couldn’t hide in my room forever. I threw off the covers and started to pull the panties down. When they reached my knees, I stopped. I didn’t want to take them off yet.

No one would be the wiser at the breakfast table. I could wear my normal clothes over them, right? My thoughts turned frantic at the idea. I feared I could still be caught somehow, but I couldn’t remove them. I didn’t have the strength to feel the emptiness they’d leave. I slowly pulled them back up until the soft fabric covered my cock. I threw on a t-shirt and baggy jeans. My old clothes felt strange compared to the dainty panties the hugged my waist. The contrast was arousing. I felt like I was clearly doing something I shouldn’t be.

I felt the panties massage my cock as I jogged down the stairs. I paused when the sight of our breakfast able came into view. Everyone’s backs were to me except for Madeleine. Her dark, piercing eyes shot straight up to me. She licked her lips in such a secretive way so that no one would notice. She smiled, as if she knew I was still wearing her panties.

I continued down the stairs, my lungs filling with air with each new step toward her. I let out a slow exhale to make room for the next inhale. My hands shook by my sides and I took my seat at the table. I sat next to Madeleine. It took seconds for her hand to reach my concealed thigh.

“It’s about time you came down here,” said my mother, unaware of what was happening underneath her kitchen table. Madeleine’s hand had already found my groin and she rubbed her knuckles along my stiffening cock.

“Yeah,” I choked out. “I guess I was still groggy.” My voice was hoarse as it squeezed out through my tightening throat. It took every ounce of focus not to moan. I glanced at Madeleine through the sides of my eyes. The side of her hand rested against her mouth in an attempt to conceal her laughter. My sister was too focused on her pancakes to notice us.

“James, I want you to go down to the community college today and sign up for the spring semester. You took the fall off, but I need you to get a move on so you don’t become some lazy bum.” My mother could be harsh, but I knew it was only out of love. That and making sure I didn’t live with her forever. I had missed the boat on universities. My grades were only good enough to get me to graduation. I didn’t even bother applying to any decent schools. Now, though, I regretted not having something better going on in my life to impress Madeleine with.

She must think I’m a total loser, I thought. But then, why is her hand practically stroking me from underneath the table? Was it possible that Madeleine could be into me? I shook the thought from my head. It was clear I only meant one thing to her. I was someone to tease and taunt. I wasn’t the type of person she’d start a relationship with. I was just a toy to her.

Not that I minded. It was the only action I’d ever seen from a girl. I wasn’t in the position to turn down anything, no matter how twisted it might become. And I had only seen the tip of the iceberg when it came to what Madeleine wanted from me.

After breakfast, my sister and her friend skipped off to hang out with a few other friends. I couldn’t help but wonder if there’d be hot guys there and if Madeleine would be interested in any of them.

I returned to my room and locked my bedroom door. I immediately took off all of my clothes except for Madeleine’s panties. I ran my hands down over my torso until they reached my hard cock. I leaned my head back and sighed, remembering how she touched me. I slid my hand inside the soft panties and brushed my fingers along my shaft.

I dropped to my knees. I tugged on my cock and felt the panties shift against my balls. I pictured Madeleine on my bed, leaning over with her mouth on me. It only took minutes before I came. I tried to direct my streams of come to the floor. I didn’t want to ruin the only pair of panties I had. They were my new treasure. My new secret. I knew my parents could never find out. I knew what I was risking, but I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.


CHAPTER THREE




A few days passed before Madeleine stopped by again. I wanted her all to myself, but I knew that was impossible. Sarah relied on Madeleine for attention. Sarah talked a million miles a second and Madeleine patiently listened to every word. Or at least she pretended to listen.

They sat in my sister’s room with the afternoon sun pouring in through her window. I left my room frequently just to see her. Each time I passed by the doorway, she looked at me and smiled. I entered the bathroom and leaned my back against the wall. My cheeks hurt from smiling so wide and my heart was racing. The bathroom door swung open and my heart thudded quickly.

“Occupied!” I cried, assuming it was Sarah. I was wrong. Madeleine snuck in and locked the door.

“Are you still wearing them?” she asked, tugging at my jeans. “You are!” She smiled with wide eyes. I blushed. I was caught, but I enjoyed the feeling. “You like them, don’t you?”

I was speechless. I wanted to nod that I did, but I couldn’t even do that. Her eyes swept across my face, trying to read my thoughts. She leaned back and rested her hands on her hips. It must’ve been all over my skin. I enjoyed the panties and she knew it. Her hands reached out to my arms. She brushed her fingertips along my skin. I wondered if she would kiss me. Would that be my reward for wearing her panties?

She leaned in. I closed my eyes and puckered my lips. She laughed and my eyes shot open. “I was leaning in to whisper something, not to kiss you.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling my heart sink.

“Don’t be like that,” she said. “You’re not my type…yet.”

“What does that mean?”

“Shhh,” she said, pressing a finger to her lips. She leaned in near my ear and whispered, “Come to my house tomorrow night. My parents won’t be home.”

A wave of confusion swept through me. I wasn’t her type, yet she wanted me at her place alone. I couldn’t figure her out, but that’s part of what made her so exciting to me. I agreed and she slipped out of the bathroom. I stared at my reflection in the mirror and frowned. I’d always been uncomfortable with my appearance.

The next night couldn’t come soon enough. I had to lie to my family about where I was headed. If Sarah knew I was about to hang out with her best friend, she’d flip. I slipped out and took my mom’s car over to Madeleine’s.

Madeleine’s house was tall and elegant. I couldn’t picture her in any other home. The lights were on, but dim. I parked on the street and walked up to her door. What did she want with me? I knocked and she took a few moments to answer. When she did, she beamed a bright smile at me and waved me in.

“I just finished getting things ready.”

“Ready for what?”

She looked at me with sparkling eyes. “You’re funny.” I shrugged and followed her to her bedroom. She had laid out a tight black dress, heels, and a wig.

“What is all of this?” I asked.

“It’s your new identity,” she said seductively.

“Wait. You expect me to wear that?”

“Don’t you want to? Like you enjoyed wearing my wet panties?” I swallowed. My mouth felt unbearably dry. My palms produced enough sweat to create their own small river. I looked at the dress and back at Madeleine. “Don’t worry,” she added, taking my hand. “I’ll help you.”

She reached for my shirt and lifted it above my head. She’d seen me shirtless before, but each time made me feel more exposed than the last. Her hands found my jeans and unfastened them. I kicked off my shoes and socks and stepped out of my pants. I stood in my crush’s bedroom, wearing only her soft, delicate panties.

“First, we need to shave those legs,” she said with a twisted smile.

“What?”

“Stop pretending like you didn’t hear me,” she said, grabbing my hand again. “Come on. Let’s go.” She led me to the bathroom down the hall and closed the door behind us. Walking through her parents’ house in her panties made me feel alive. My nerves became more sensitive. My skin felt every molecule of air brush past it. I was alert and eager to absorb every ounce of the moment I was in, despite it being one of the most terrifying.

She started the bath and told me to sit on the edge of the tub. She pulled out shaving cream and a bright pink razor. She sat next to me and dipped the razor into the water. Her hands lathered globs of white shaving cream over my legs. I felt it foam against my skin and wrap around the hair on my legs. She brushed the razor in one long stroke. I felt it grip onto each hair and then break it loose.

The cool air hit my newly smooth skin. My legs no longer felt like mine. Once they were completely shaved, they really seemed different. I ran my hands along them and gasped. They were sexy and soft. They didn’t belong to a boy. They were the kinds of legs I wanted to run my hands up, not own. When my thighs touched, though, everything changed. I rubbed them together and moaned. A soft, cool sensation wrapped around them. I was transported. I felt like I had entered a different body – a girl’s body.

“Let’s get you dressed,” she said. I followed her back into the bedroom, unable to keep my legs from touching as I walked. I was quickly becoming addicted to the sensation of having smooth skin on my thighs.

Madeleine reached for the dress and slid it up me. It hugged my soft legs and then my hips. The dark fabric was constricting in a confusingly pleasing way. I felt trapped – no, bound. The dress made me feel owned, as if it were a collar for my body. Madeleine left it hanging around my hips. She picked up a bra that matched my new panties. She slid it onto my shoulders and fastened the back. She filled the cups with tissue like my sister had done when she was first going through puberty.

“This will help with your silhouette in the dress,” she said with a methodical expression. It was the first time I didn’t feel like her toy. I was a job to her, something meaningful for her to accomplish. I smiled at her focus and determination. When she finished pulling the dress up my body, I fell into a state of ecstasy.

I was completely bound by the fabric with new mounds on my chest. My legs were bare and there was no part of me, except for my cock, that still felt like a man. The euphoric part, though, was that it felt natural.

Madeleine leaned down and pushed the heels near my feet. She grabbed my hand and placed it on her shoulder. I slid my feet inside the heels, surprised that it was a perfect fit. “That’s lucky,” I said.

“I have a confession,” she said. “I peeked at your shoes when I visited. I knew what size you were.” My chest swelled with passion. I started to feel like Madeleine had a stronger interest in me than just satisfying some kink. She was paying attention. She thought about me in her spare time. Even if it was just about dressing me up, I couldn’t help but feel immense gratitude to have met her.

She stood up and picked up the wig. She stretched it out with her fingers and slid it onto my head. The heels and the wig only enhanced my out of body experience. Not only was I feminine outside, I was turning feminine inside. Or maybe I already was that way before.

“Sit down,” said Madeleine. I did as I was told. The dress rose up my hips as I sat on the edge of her bed. She looked at me differently. She looked attracted to me.

Madeleine grabbed a small pink bag and started rummaging through it. She pulled out lipstick and mascara. I let her apply makeup to my face. The lipstick smelled of roses and the mascara felt sticky against my eyelashes. But when she was finished, I felt beautiful. Even though I had no idea what I looked like, I felt sexy.

“Come on,” Madeleine said excitedly. She took my hand and led me back to the bathroom. Midway, my ankle twisted in my new heels. I lost balance, but Madeleine caught me. I felt her whole body pressed against mine as she helped to straighten me. “That’ll happen as you get used to them.”

“Who says I plan on getting used to them?” I said, teasingly. I felt a surge of confidence spring up in me, but Madeleine wasn’t having it.

“I do,” she said in a stern, serious voice. The binding sensation of the dress reminded me that she was in charge. I nodded. I needed to do what she said.

We entered the bathroom and I nearly fell again. I didn’t recognize the face staring back at me in the mirror. I had completely lost James and was given something new. I turned my head from side to side, admiring the way the blond locks moved around my shoulders. My lips were cherry red and my eyelashes stretched forward. I pressed my lips together and pouted. I leaned onto one hip, pressing it out to the side. I felt sexy and beautiful, but most of all, I felt confident.

But my newfound confidence was conflicting. What did it mean? I was a boy. I shouldn’t feel so secure in a dress and heels. Was that allowed? I knew if my parents knew what I was up to, they’d kill me. The way Madeleine looked at me, though, made it worth it. Despite her demanding nature, she seemed proud of the job she’d done.

“You look hot,” she said through a tight exhale. “But we need to test out your new look on some boys to be sure.”

My stomach sank to the floor. “On boys?”

“Of course. You didn’t think this was where this ended, did you?”

“I just…I don’t know…”

“You’re my little crossdresser. Now, we get to have some real fun.” Her eyes pierced through the glass of the mirror. I was almost shocked it didn’t shatter underneath the heat of her gaze. She scoured my body’s reflection while biting her lip. What was she picturing for me? Who did she see next to me if it wasn’t her?

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I told her.

“You can. And you will,” she said. She turned to face me and pressed her lips to mine. She placed my hands on her full breasts and my cock hardened instantly.

She pulled back, looked deep inside of me, and said, “You will, or you won’t have any more of this.” And fuck if I didn’t want more of whatever she was willing to give.

I nodded and said, “Do you worst.” She smiled her twisted smile. I turned back to my reflection and a chill crawled down my spine. I wanted to fuck my brains out. Surely, other guys would feel the same. I hoped I was wrong.


CHAPTER FOUR




I watched Madeleine get ready for our night out on the town. It was almost therapeutic, after being dressed by her. I watched her undress, revealing every inch of her bare skin. I thought I’d only ever get to see something that beautiful in my dreams. I watched her dress like it was a slow, teasing dance. I could relate to the way her clothes felt as they slid up her curvy figure. I could imagine the feeling of her matte lipstick being pushed into her skin. By the end of it, all I wanted to do was tear her clothes back off and just be with her.

Once she was ready, we hopped in her coupe and drove away. “Where are we going?” I asked her as the wind rushed past my window. The sky was a deep purple, almost completely black. The road was dark enough that I could imagine us driving into oblivion, to re-emerge as completely different beings. Was that what she was trying to do to me?

“You’ll see,” she said with a mischievous smile. She gripped the steering wheel and slammed on the gas as she pulled onto the highway. The lights of our town came into view, casting a seductive glow on Madeleine. She dropped her hand to my bare, silky thigh and teased my skin with her fingertips. I felt drugged. I felt high. Wearing her dress while she touched me was otherworldly. The sensation of her fingernails was heightened by my freshly shaved skin, like a dial had been turned up on my nerves. I felt every curve of her fingers.

We pulled into a nearby bar where I noticed my sister’s car in the parking lot. I thought of a clever and truthful excuse to get out of going inside. “I’m not twenty one. I’m sorry.”

Madeleine threw her head back and released a deep, throaty laugh. “I got you covered,” she said, parking the car and handing me a fake ID. I looked surprisingly like the photo. I realized then the importance of a wavy, blond wig. She’d sculpted my look to match the fake ID she’d planned for me to use. The longer the night went on, the more of her plans I discovered. I was flattered at the effort and the amount of thought she’d put in, but confused by it all the same.

She marched through the parking lot and burst into the crowded bar. I sulked behind her. Every pair of eyes stared at me and I couldn’t help but wonder if they knew I wasn’t a girl. My heart pounded against my ribcage, but my cock hardened. My senses came alive again. Adrenaline raced through my veins.

I followed Madeleine to a booth already filled with people. Among them, I saw my sister and gasped. Madeleine must’ve heard me because she quickly took my hand and squeezed it. “I’d love you guys to meet Joanna,” she said to them.

My sister barely looked at me. She was busy flirting with a guy next to her. I wondered if she would recognize me if she looked hard enough. The boy she was flirting with turned to me, his gaze alight from the overhead lamps. He smiled and let his eyes flow down the length of my body. I’d never been looked at like that by a man. I’d never been looked at like that by a woman, either. I wasn’t sure that women did look at people quite like that, though. His stare was predatory, like a lion ready to pounce. My sister took notice and turned to me. She blushed when she saw me. What did that mean? Did she recognize me? Certainly she’d out me if she did.

Madeleine leaned into me and whispered, “That’s Adam. He used to go with me, but now your sister is vying for his attention. I want you to show him a good time to get back at her.”

As much as I wanted to get back at my sister for being your typical ruthless sibling, I didn’t know if I could go about it this way. What did Madeleine mean by “show him a good time?” I swallowed and my back tensed. My hands were covered in sweat again. I dug my fingertips into my palms and let out a slow exhale.

“I’ll get us some chairs,” said Madeleine. She trotted off to find a few empty ones to bring to the table. Not long after we seated ourselves, my sister excused herself to the bathroom. Madeline nudged me. I knew what she wanted. I sighed and slid into the booth next to Adam.

The urge to flirt with him was surprisingly natural. I flipped my hair over my shoulder and smiled. I worried being so close to him might give my secret away, but he was too distracted by my sexy dress to notice anything strange. The longer we chatted, the more comfortable I felt that he wouldn’t discover what I was hiding.

Madeleine texted me mid-conversation. Take him to my car and suck his cock. As I turned to glare at her, Sarah came back with a pout on her face. “Excuse me,” she said. “I know you’re knew, but I was sitting there.”

“Chill out, Sarah,” said Adam.

“I was leaving anyway,” I said softly, turning to Adam and winking at him. Madeleine snuck her car keys into my hand as I brushed past her. He followed me out of the booth and I heard Sarah scoff as we left. My arms shook by my side from nerves. I couldn’t control them. I felt the keys digging into my palm as I led him to her car.

I hopped in the backseat, slid all the way over and let Adam slide in next to me. He glanced at me for a moment before sliding his hand under my hair and against my neck. He leaned in, his breath rolling over my cheeks. He pressed his rough lips to mine and forcefully pried mine open. I started to relax mid-kiss. He tasted sweet but smelled of the woods. His tongue wrapped around mine and flicked against the roof of my mouth. I shifted awkwardly to try and hide my building erection.

He placed a hand on my smooth thigh and I quivered. I knew he couldn’t touch any higher or he’d know too much. Since he knew my sister, he’d tell her and she’d happily tell our parents. I had to make sure under no circumstances would he find out. I grabbed his hand and pulled it away from my thigh. I placed it back in his lap and reached for his pants as a distraction.

“Oh ho,” he said, leaning back to help me unfasten them. Together we slid them down over his hips. I saw tight, white briefs holding the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Not that I’d seen many in person before. I gulped and ran my hand along the outline.

It was rock hard. It was intimidating. But curiosity was building inside of me. What better way to feel like a typical girl than to suck a man’s cock? That was why I did it. I pulled down his briefs and released his giant cock. Before I dipped my head into his lap, I looked out the back window toward the bar. I could just make out the outline of my sister’s head, watching us from inside the building. I smiled and then sank my mouth over Adam’s huge cock.

It took up every inch of space inside my mouth. His large, bulbous head pushed against my throat. The shaft throbbed against my tongue. Adam ran a hand through my hair and I panicked at the thought of him accidentally pulling my wig off. Madeleine, though, had secured it well. It felt just like real hair. He gripped it in his fist and shoved my head down further over his cock.

Adam lifted his hips and lowered them, rocking against my feminine face. He swelled inside of me. His cock was hot and the skin was softer than the rest of him. He leaned his head back and moaned as he fucked my face.

I braced myself by placing my hands on his thighs. I gripped them tightly and gagged each time he thrust into the back of my throat. His other hand ran down my back until it found my ass. He gripped it and then spanked it. I felt dirty and I liked it.

I skillfully moved my head up and down over him. Occasionally, I twisted my head from side to side as I rose up and down. I licked in swirls along the underside of his shaft. He groaned and panted. His brows furrowed into a focused expression.

His hand left my ass and moved underneath me until it found my tits. I panicked again. What if he found out they were padded with tissue? Surely it wasn’t convincing enough to feel like a real breast. But if he noticed, he didn’t say anything. He massaged my tits and slammed his dick in and out of me.

“I’m going to come in your sweet little mouth,” he warned. “You’re such a naughty little slut. You better swallow every drop like the whore I know you are.” My body heat rose the more he spoke. I was being used by him. I was just a slut about to swallow his come. My cock hardened at the dirty words, but I was confused. Did I want to be a man’s dirty little slut? I thought of Madeleine and realized I still just wanted her.

But the chance to taste another man’s come was enticing. I was too curious, and I liked being used. He fucked me harder and faster. I gagged and tried not to choke on his gigantic cock. I felt him swell more, hardly fitting inside my mouth. I stretched my jaw as wide as I could to accommodate him.

He moved his hand back to my ass and gave it a spank. Between the gagging and the spanking and the dirty talk, I almost came. I knew I couldn’t let myself though, or he’d know I had a cock. So I had to deny myself as difficult as it was. But the longer I denied myself, the more sensual I felt. I was learning so much about myself and my own sexuality, all because Madeleine wanted to dress me as a woman.

“Fuck!” cried Adam. His head expanded and a hot stream of come shot toward the back of my tongue. Swallowing was difficult with his big cock in my mouth, but I managed to choke down every single drop. I thought he’d never stop coming. He tasted of coconut and salt. I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed the flavor. I lifted my head from his cock when he finished and he flashed a smile at me. “That was fucking great.”

“Thanks,” I said sheepishly, wiping my mouth.

“I’d totally do that again sometime,” he said. “Give me your number so I can booty call you.” I chuckled to myself but obliged. He typed my number into his phone and pulled up his pants. He said goodbye and jogged back up to the bar. I didn’t know what to do. Silence surrounded me until the front door snapped open.

It was Madeleine. She leaned her smiling face into the backseat and said, “Tell me everything.”


CHAPTER FIVE




Madeleine and I went back to her place. On the drive home, I described what it felt like to give my first blowjob. “Your sister was livid,” she said with a laugh. “You’re a good sport.”

“Anything for you,” I said with a huge smile.

“Anything?” she asked, raising one eyebrow. I quickly covered my mouth and hoped she wouldn’t put me up to anymore shenanigans that night.

We pulled into the driveway of her parents’ dark house. Madeleine had told me they were on a weekend trip and wouldn’t be home for another twenty four hours. The house stood tall and ominously towered over us. I followed Madeleine inside, nearly tripping over the step to her front door. I remembered how Madeleine had caught me earlier and I smiled. I could still taste Adam’s come on my tongue, but my heart belonged to my sister’s best friend.

I waited for her to turn the lights on, but she didn’t. We stood in a dark foyer. She locked the front door behind us and pushed me up against it. Blood pounded in my ears. She gripped my shoulders tightly and leaned in, her lips crashing into mine. They were different from Adam’s. Hers were silky smooth and pillowy. Adam’s had been rough and aggressive. No matter how forceful Madeleine wanted to be, she couldn’t top Adam’s strength. However, she did come close.

She pulled back and in the dark, I could just barely make out her nearly black eyes. “I can’t believe you actually sucked his cock. I watched you from inside the bar, but I didn’t think you had actually gone through with anything. One look at Adam’s face afterward told me you had. I think it’s so hot. I only wish I could’ve watched you do it.”

I didn’t know what to say. I had no idea it’d turn her on to see me with a man. If it excited her that much, I vowed to myself to suck or fuck any dude I had to. I would’ve done anything for Madeleine. She had already opened me up in so many new and magical ways. I still hadn’t processed most of it, but I knew it was something that was missing in my life. She brought out the best in me.

“I guess I’ll have to do it again sometime,” I teased. She let out slow exhale as if she was trying to contain herself. Like a tornado, though, she let loose, throwing her body against mine. I felt her full breasts push into my chest. I slid a leg between hers. She didn’t miss a beat. She quickly started to grind her pelvis into my smooth thigh. Her skirt rose up to her hips and I felt her panties getting soaked as she rode my leg.

Her tongue plunged into my mouth. I mimicked what Adam had done to me earlier. I wrapped my tongue around hers and teased the roof of her mouth. She moaned against me. Her hands roamed my feminized body. My cock was stiff and throbbing.

“Would you ever let a guy fuck you?” she asked me. I hesitated, but I already knew the answer.

“For you I would.” She smiled and grabbed my hands. She led me to her bedroom and shut the door. She pulled out her nightstand drawer and withdrew a silicon cock.

“Prove it,” she said. “Let me fuck you with this.”

I clenched my jaw and huffed through my nostrils. “Okay,” I said, finally. I couldn’t believe I had just agreed, but the last thing I wanted was to disappoint her. She was quickly becoming my best friend and I hoped, in some way, my girlfriend.

“On your stomach,” she said, pointing to the bed. I started to unzip my dress when she stopped me. “Leave it on. Let me do everything.” I nodded and walked to the bed. I lay on my stomach with my hands by my face.

Madeleine ran her hands up the backs of my thighs until they dipped under the skirt of my dress. She lifted my dress up over my hips and gave my ass a spank. She pulled gently down on my new panties until my ass was completely exposed.

Madeleine spread my cheeks and exhaled. Her flattened tongue ran up and down my crack. She slid her tongue into my tight, virgin hole and wiggled it around. I had never thought about being penetrated before, but so far I liked it. Her tongue sent a warm chill up my spine that traveled to my fingertips. A huge, silicon cock would be a different story though. I bit my lower lip thinking about it splitting me open. Would I be able to handle it? I handled Adam’s just fine, but that was only my mouth. I couldn’t imagine his cock going in my ass.

Madeleine pulled away and I was left with a cool emptiness. The cold air of her bedroom replaced her tongue and made me shiver. I slid a hand underneath my stomach and rubbed my cock. “Don’t let yourself come,” she warned. I nodded. I felt more confident that I could obey her since I refused to come with Adam.

She lubed up her fingers and massaged them around my ass. I felt the first finger go in and I tensed up. “Relax,” she said. “You’ll enjoy it a lot more.” I sighed and tried to relax. A second finger slid inside of me. I was slowly stretching open for her. A third finger entered. I was completely filled and full of pleasure. The strange pain was subsiding. She was right, the more I relaxed the better it felt.

She pulled her fingers out of my ass and brought them to my mouth. I sucked them clean. “Good girl,” she told me, patting my hair. She brought the cock to my lips. “Show me how you sucked his dick.” I wrapped my mouth around the silicon rod and sucked it exactly like I’d sucked Adam. “Fuck,” she said as she watched me.

She pulled the cock from my mouth and covered it with lubricant. She brushed the tip along my crack and then circled it around my hole. I felt an intense amount of pressure all at once. She was pushing it inside of me slowly.

Her fingers couldn’t have prepared me for the splitting feeling that occurred next. I felt like my entire ass was being torn open even though she assured me it was hardly inside yet. “Relax,” she reminded me, rubbing my lower back. I sighed and calmed my muscles. It slid in further and less painfully. The pain subsided slowly. The less intense the pain, the more pleasure I felt, as if they swapped places equally.

“Ohhh,” I groaned once there was no more pain at all. She pushed it all the way inside of me. I lightly touched the underside of my shaft, careful not to come. I watched Madeleine over my shoulder. Her eyes were round and wild. The moonlight coming in through her window was reflected in her dark pools. She grinned from ear to ear as she filled me with her fake cock.

She gently pulled it out of me and then urged it back in. I could hear her panting over me. She twisted it as she pushed and pulled. She picked up her pace until it felt like a guy was really fucking me. It thrust in and out of me with abandon. My tight little asshole was getting fucked and I was actually enjoying it.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Call me a slut.” I couldn’t believe I had made that request, but Adam had opened up my desire for dirty talk.

“Oh yeah? You like being called a little slut?” she asked. I nodded and cooed. “You’re my dirty little slut. You’ll let anyone fuck that pretty mouth and ass of yours, won’t you?”

I groaned. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, spanking me as punishment. She pulled the cock out of my ass and quickly flipped me onto my back.

“What are you doing?” She didn’t answer. Instead, she undressed until she was completely naked. She climbed on top of my lap and rested her soaking wet pussy against the underside of my small cock. When I tried to insert it, she stopped me. She placed my hands above my head and held my wrists tightly.

I wanted to grab her swinging tits and suck on them. Instead, she dangled them in front of my face like forbidden fruits. A warm, uncomfortable tingle spread through my body. The denial of pleasure turned me on even though I knew it shouldn’t.

She rocked her hips over me, sliding her pussy up and down the length of my cock. She massaged her clit against my shaft. She gazed at my feminine body – at her creation – while she got herself off. “You make such a fucking hot girl,” she said. “So dirty, too. Filthy and naughty.”

“I’ll always be your little slut,” I told her. She moaned at that, her legs quivering at my sides. She released my hands and leaned on either side of me. I reached for her breasts and melted into the mattress underneath me. Her skin was smooth and supple. I wrapped my lips around one of her hardened nipples. She held my head to her chest and let out a wild roar.

“Fuck!” Her pussy pulsed against my cock as she rocked against me. My cock swelled against her wet slit. My head exploded and sent a hot stream of come across my stomach. I kept my lips wrapped around her nipple until we both came down. She fell down beside me and tried to catch her breath.

“Shit,” she said through an exhale.

As the swirl of pleasure disappeared into the dark night, I felt my heart sink. I turned to her and asked what we were doing. What was I to her?

“Do you need a label for it?”

“I just…don’t know how to feel about any of this.”

“Did you have fun? That means you should feel good,” she said with a half frown. She was right, of course. I knew what I wanted from her though. I just wasn’t brave enough to ask for it. I wanted to be hers completely. She didn’t have to be mine. I just wanted her to know that I belonged to her, always.

---

Over the next few months, Madeleine and I grew closer. She dressed me up any chance she got and hooked me up with strange men. Sometimes she got to watch which always led to us having exciting sex later on. Eventually, I learned that I was giving her something she needed too. Despite never having a real conversation about our relationship, or lack thereof, she didn’t date anyone. She spent almost all of her free time with me. Even to the point that my sister became jealous and distant.

Nothing made me happier than to think Madeleine was just as much mine as I was hers. She woke me up to something new. Something that, to this day, I keep a secret. Madeleine seems to prefer it that way, too.


BUSTED



CHAPTER ONE




I walked to my dorm room door and turned the lock. I closed the curtains to block out the daylight and any chance of being seen. I flipped the switch for the overhead fluorescent light that made me want to puke. The dorms were dull boxes not too dissimilar from how I imagined a jail cell to be. We got our own things and had a private room to shit in, but otherwise it felt the same.

I never wanted to stay in the dorms. I had a little secret that I kept hidden through my torturous years in puberty. I wanted to keep my secret and living with someone in a tiny box made it difficult. I always had to wait for my roommate to leave so I could lock the door and indulge.

I had considered several times trying to kick my bad habit. I knew each time I put on a pair of panties I was just asking to get caught. It wasn’t enough to just put them on out of sight in the bathroom or something. I wanted to dance around in front of my full length mirror and admire them on me. I wanted to turn my body and watch my ass shake in a satin thong or soft silk. I wanted to bite my lip and run my hands over the fabric and over my cock.

I didn’t just like wearing panties. It was a euphoric experience for me. It was my daily ritual. No matter how bad my days got, if I could dance around in a pair of panties after, I’d feel better. If I didn’t go through my ritual, then I’d obsess about my ritual until I could. As much as I wanted to quit, it wouldn’t quit me.

So I locked the door for the seventh time that week and closed the curtains. I stripped my loose jeans and black t-shirt from my body. I slid my briefs down to my ankles and stepped out of them. I walked over to my mattress and lifted it up. That’s where I hid my stash of colorful fabrics. My eyes surveyed the rainbow of silk and cotton. I licked my lips as I ran my fingers across them, choosing which one to put on. I settled on a pink lace thong. It had recently become my favorite because of its daintiness.

I slid it up my legs and moaned as I secured it around my waist. I strutted across the room toward my closet door. I pulled it open and looked into the full length mirror hanging on the inside of it. My eyelids fluttered as I gazed at my body.

My figure was slender and on the shorter side. I had high cheekbones that flushed pink. I ran my hands over my flat, thin chest and let them roam over my stomach. My palms brushed against my throbbing cock and warm electricity shot through me.

I moaned and turned to view my ass in the pink thong. I ran my hands over my cheeks, spreading them apart slightly and then letting them go. I bounced and watched them bounce too. I poked my little butt out and slid a hand over the front of my panties. I massaged my cock over the silk and bit my lip. My head was dizzy and light. I forgot about the paper I’d received an ‘F’ on. I forgot about the boy who had teased me earlier for being too feminine. His name was John and he was part of a fraternity down the road. I forgot about schedules and assignments. I even started to forget about the horrendous fluorescent lights above me.

My cock twitched and I hunched over. A high pitched whimper escaped my lips and I came inside the pink silk. I kneeled to the floor and let myself recover.

My eyes shot open and I couldn’t breathe. In the reflection behind me, I caught the dorm door opening. By the time I realized it was happening, she had already seen me. It was my roommate’s friend, Mandy, and she giggled at the sight of me.

“Tyler? What’s going on here?” she asked with a smile that curled devilishly into her cheek.

“What- I mean how- How did you get in here?”

“You don’t think a little lock can stop me?” She held up an old school ID that was creased and bent in several placed. “I was looking for Matt, but I stumbled on something even better.”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her, turning the lock like I had before. My stomach sank at the sound. If I had realized it would open for just anyone, I would’ve pulled my bed in front of the door. I trembled at the thought of what Mandy would do to me now that she knew my secret; a secret I had managed to keep quiet all these years.

“Are you going to tell everyone?” I asked, feeling my lip quiver at my words.

She sat on the bed by the door and laughed. “That all depends,” she said. “How good are you at taking orders?”

I sat back on my knees and her eyes moved to my panties. I looked down and saw the come stain spreading on the front of them. I blushed and lifted my head up as if there was nothing to see. “What do you want?”

She tapped her chin and lifted her eyes to the ceiling. Her bright red hair fell behind her in thick waves. Her breasts were full and perky, contained in an off-white blouse with tiny pink flowers on it. She wore a velvet maroon skirt that complimented her reddish skin tone. Her legs shifted as she thought and I couldn’t help but picture my head between them.

“How about a little dare?”

“A dare?”

She nodded. “If you like women’s panties so much, why don’t you go steal some?”

“Steal? From where?”

Her eyes narrowed and she smiled. “The cheerleaders’ locker room.”


CHAPTER TWO




I crawled to her on my hands and knees begging for something different. There was no way I would be able to sneak into the girls’ locker room without getting caught. She knew this, which is why she gave me the task.

“What do I say if someone sees me?” I asked, giving into her request as if I had no other choices.

“You worry too much,” she teased, uncrossing her legs and leaning down to me. Her soft red hair draped in front of her shoulders like a curtain framing her face. “It’s normal for a boy to be curious about girls.” Her tone was condescending. She wanted me to play some twelve year old boy peeping on some lady while I figured out why my cock was throbbing. This was different though. I could get kicked out of college.

But I saw in Mandy’s fiery blue eyes that she wouldn’t compromise. I hung my head in defeat. “When?” I asked to which she replied that I was a good boy while patting my head.

I dressed myself, but Mandy insisted I leave the panties on. I knew I was under her command now. I had been busted and if I wanted to keep it between us, I would have to do everything she told me to.

We walked together to the football field and noticed both the team and the cheerleaders were practicing. The head cheerleader had been thrown high up into the air, her legs spreading far apart on to curl in seconds before she was caught. I was staring at the squad, but I was thinking about their locker room. I wondered how long I would have before they’d go inside to change.

We reached a short brick building that was painted white with a rust colored roof. Mandy pressed the palm of her hand to the heavy silver door and pushed it inward. It squealed loudly and I looked behind me to make sure no one had noticed us. I stepped quickly inside and let Mandy shut the door behind us.

The lockers were as silver as the door. In front of them were dark wood benches covered in the girls’ belongings. Most of them had duffle bags they carried everything in. Mandy and I started digging through them until we found something interesting.

“Jackpot,” she said, holding up a pair of black satin panties and a matching bra. “Tell me,” she added, “have you ever gone further than just panties?”

Further than panties? What more was there? “What do you mean?” I asked while nervously looking over my shoulder toward the door.

“You know. The whole thing. Bras, heels, skirts. Makeup. Have you ever tried to fully dress as a girl?”

I shook my head and blushed. “It never occurred to me.”

“Well today we’re going to start. Go on, take off your clothes.”

“What? Now? Here?”

She placed her hands on her hips, one clutching the bra and the other clutching the panties. “Unless you want me to tell the school newspaper to publish your juicy little story then take off your clothes.”

I looked back toward the door and then at my phone. I wished I’d known when practice ended. I took off my shirt, jeans, and briefs and walked toward Mandy. She helped me step into the panties and slid the bra up to my chest. She fastened it behind me and my head felt dizzy again. The bra felt almost as euphoric as the panties, and I suddenly wished I had a mirror to look at myself in.

Mandy cleared her throat behind me and pointed to a wall across from the lockers. My eyes fluttered open and I saw the full length mirror she was pointing at. I walked toward it and ran my hands over my body. My heart raced and euphoria swirled around my head like a soft, fluffy cloud.

And then, just like earlier, the locker room door pushed open. A pile of cheerleaders stumbled in, crashing into one another as each one laid eyes on me. “What the hell?”

“I just caught him!” cried Mandy, betraying me. “I was walking by the field and saw him sneak in. I wanted to protect you girls so I followed him.”

A tall blonde stepped forward, her cute face twisting into a knot of disgust. “Are those mine?”

My whole body flushed pink. My eyes shot back and forth between Mandy and the blonde. I knew why she lied, but I still couldn’t believe it. “You know what this means,” said the blonde. “Time to teach this thief a lesson he’ll never forget.”

The crowd of girls swarmed around me. I couldn’t see Mandy anymore past all the swaying ponytails and full breasts. I was overwhelmed with humiliation and physically overpowered. I felt ten hands grab my arms and lift me off the ground, my toes dragging against the tiles. In my new position, I could see just above the girls’ heads. The blonde was behind us, swiping the bags from one of the benches. The girls laid me down on my back against the bench and giggled.

I fought to get up but there were too many of them. I noticed that Mandy had joined them and they hadn’t even noticed. Her face looked sinister and her eyes glowed with excitement. The girls took several pairs of their own panties and used them to tie my wrists and ankles to the bench. I couldn’t move at all.

The girls stepped back and stared at me like I was some freak at a carnival. They were confused and amused. They all took out their phones and started snapping photos. I tried to protest, but the blonde quieted me by shoving a pair of panties in my mouth.

One girl walked up to me and pulled my panties down. “Look how hard he is,” she teased while pointing at my crotch. The girls laughed and snapped more pictures.

“He’s kinda small, isn’t he?” asked Mandy, trying to egg them on. The girls all nodded and giggled. My cheeks were hot as fire but my cock throbbed against my groin.

“So how do we torture him?” asked one of the girls.

“I know of a good way to start,” said the blonde. She wrapped her arms around one of her teammates and leaned in to kiss her. My cock bounced up and down with anticipation. My body writhed on the bench. Their tongues danced and swirled. Their hands caressed each other’s breasts. I groaned and closed my eyes. Someone gently smacked my thigh until my eyes shot open again.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever been a part of and I couldn’t really be a part of it. I was just a spectator that was being laughed at. One girl walked over and slowly removed her athletic bra. She leaned over me, dangling her breasts inches over my head. I wanted to reach up and take her nipple into my mouth, but I couldn’t. Between the panties in my mouth and the panties around my wrists, I couldn’t do anything but lay there.

“I have a better idea,” said Mandy, pulling something long and thick out of her purse. Everyone gasped at her little toy – a flesh colored silicon cock that wasn’t so little after all. She handed it off to the blonde who smiled mischievously.

The blonde walked over to me and slowly removed the panties from my mouth. She leaned over and let her lips hover an inch above mine. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, hopeful for a kiss. Instead, I felt the thick ridges of the fake cock shove inside.

My eyes shot open and I fought against the bondage, but I couldn’t escape. The blonde – who I now assumed to be the captain of the squad – was pumping the fake cock in and out of my mouth. I gagged and choked on it until she was satisfied. Then she pulled it out slowly and placed her own lips around the head.

Watching her suck a fake cock instead of my own was torture. She nearly swallowed it whole. My cock ached to be touched and desired to be swallowed like that. I wished I could reach down and stroke it at least. I turned to Mandy with a pleading expression but she only laughed.

A slender, yet curvy brunette walked up to the captain and held out her hand. The blonde handed the dildo off to the brunette who then proceeded to strip. My body tensed as I saw layer after layer of clothing removed until she was completely naked. She climbed over me and placed the fake cock between my legs. She sat above it, placing the tip of it at her slick entrance, and she pushed herself down on it.

I quivered at the sight. Seeing her slide onto a cock over my body tricked my mind. It felt like something wasn’t right. It felt like it should’ve been my cock she was sliding inside of her. She rode the fake cock up and down, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to her hips.

The blonde climbed up behind her and slid her hands up the front of her teammate’s body. She caressed the brunette’s breasts, tugging at the little perky nipples. The brunette leaned over her shoulder and the blonde kissed her. I turned and writhed against the bench, trying to break free to no avail.

The girls giggled. “This is killing him,” one of them said. My cock throbbed and twitched so hard that it bounced up and down. The brunette accidentally brushed her hand along the underside and a wave of pleasure pulsed through me.

Thin strings of come spilled out of the tip across my stomach. I moaned and whimpered like I did at home. The girls continued to laugh and take photos of me. The brunette and the captain climbed off of me like they weren’t even interested in coming.

“If we ever catch you in here again, we’ll send these photos out to the whole school,” warned the captain. I apologized and promised I’d never be caught again.

The girls untied me and I started to remove the black panties to return to her. “Keep them,” she said. “I prefer my panties to have only been worn by me.”

I quickly put on my clothes and rushed out of the locker room, hearing their laughter fade behind me. Mandy followed after and was rambling with excitement. But I was furious, and I denied her a reply until we had reached my dorm.

“How could you?” I asked.

“What? I didn’t know you’d get caught.”

“Like you didn’t plan the whole thing,” I shot back. “You had a dildo in your purse for cryin’ out loud!”

Her eyes boiled like a burning pot on the stove. Her lips became thin and pressed tightly together. “How dare you act like this was some sordid punishment. It was fun and I have proof that you enjoyed yourself.” She held out her phone and showed me a photo of my stomach covered in my come. I lowered my head and frowned. I didn’t want to admit it, but she was right.

“If I thought for one second you were actually miserable, I wouldn’t have let it continue. Can you trust me on that?”

I looked up at her and nodded. But I had no reason to trust her. She had never been a good friend to me before. Now, though, I didn’t have a choice. I had to do what she said or else. I just hoped she wouldn’t push me too far.


CHAPTER THREE




“Where are you going?” asked Mandy as I walked up the steps of my dorm’s building. “Let’s go to my place.”

I stopped, sighed, and turned around. I descended the steps I’d just climbed and followed her to the parking lot. We slid inside her small blue Honda and drove off in the direction of her apartment complex. “What are we going to your place for?” I asked even though I was terrified of the answer.

“To play dress up, of course!”

I cringed but my body filled with heat. I both wanted it and wanted to avoid it. I liked panties, but I otherwise enjoyed my manhood as much as possible. The drive was silent, but I could almost hear Mandy’s thoughts spilling from her expression. She smiled with giddiness and her eyes were wild. I shifted awkwardly in the passenger seat and felt the black panties shift over my cock. It hardened and I crossed my legs in an attempt to hide it.

Mandy’s hand rested on my thigh and she squeezed it. “Don’t worry,” she said when we pulled up to a stoplight, “it’ll be fun.”

I blushed and exhaled. We pulled through the intersection and hung a right into her run down apartments. She parked her car and showed me up to her door.

Her apartment was a small one bedroom filled with thrifted luxury furniture. Because of that, her style was unintentionally eclectic. My eyes wandered from piece to piece, trying to fit it all into some chaotic puzzle. I’d been so distracted that I hadn’t noticed Mandy run off. I heard her call to me and found her waiting in her bedroom.

The warm afternoon sun spilled in through her window. She was on the third floor and didn’t bother closing her blinds. I still felt nervous someone could see us, but she insisted it was fine.

Mandy walked toward me and started lifting my shirt up slowly above my head. I could smell her floral perfume and coconut shampoo. I’d never had a woman undress me before and I suddenly felt the urge to grab her face in my hands and kiss her. But I refrained like the pussy I’d always been.

She bent halfway over and I glanced down the length of her back. Her shirt lifted up slightly and I could see the hint of a pink thong just above the waist of her jeans. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of my jeans. Once unfastened, her hands dipped inside and pushed them down to my ankles. She paused a moment, taking in the sight of my newly acquired black panties. I waited for her to smile or giggle, but instead, her cheeks flushed bright pink.

---

“You’ll want to remove those,” Mandy said with a grin slowly forming into the hills of her high cheekbones. “I’m going to shave your body. For what I want to do with it, you’ll need to seem as womanly as possible.” Her words made my body tingle. What were her plans with my body? I imagined her dragging her soft, sweet tongue over it, pleasing it until I came over and over again. But if I knew Mandy like I thought I did, it would be more torturous and complicated than that. She ran her hands up and down my legs while exhaling. She brought her hands to my face and played with my short stubble.

“What all are we going to shave?” I asked, thinking my face and calves might be all that was needed.

“Everything.” She said with a wicked smile. The lump in my throat shifted up and down. She slid her hand into mine, weaving her fingers through mine, and led my body to the bathroom. She ran the water in the bath and returned to me. She unfastened my bra and dropped it slowly from my torso. She slid the panties down my legs and paused to look at my cock. Her breath rolled over the tip, sending a hot wave of electricity up my spine. Her cheeks were pink with excitement, and I was starting to feel open to becoming Mandy’s new favorite toy.

Mandy pulled a bright pink razor out of a drawer and told me to sit on the edge of the bathtub. She squirted a pyramid of foam into her hand and covered my body in shaving cream while she waited for the warm water fill up. I sat awkwardly, covered in soft foamy shaving cream, wondering what it would feel like to have silky, bare legs. The thought of it excited me more than I wanted to admit. I hoped the reality would meet my expectation.

Mandy started gliding the razor across my body. Stroke by gentle stroke, I saw smooth skin appear. I looked into the full tub and watched the foam and hair float away. I felt myself changing with each new bare line of skin. I’d never had smooth legs before, and I was growing more and more eager to touch it. I waited with anticipation to find out how silky my body could feel. I couldn’t wait for Mandy to finish.

Mandy finished by shaving my face. There wasn’t much to shave, but she wanted it close and as smooth as possible. When she was done, she ran her hands along my cheeks and then down over my chest. Her soft, delicate hands stroked my legs and I felt a cool chill spread over my skin. Everything was more sensitive and I felt surprisingly feminine. Something about having my legs bare made me feel more sensual and sexy.

“Ohhh,” I groaned as she dragged her fingers over my body. Each sweep of her hands went warm pleasure through me, turning me on more and more with each touch. I leaned in to press my lips to Mandy’s, expecting her to reciprocate, but Mandy pulled away and smiled.

“Not so fast,” she scolded. “From now on, I call all of the shots. You only get pleasure when I say so.” Despite being denied, my cock hardened at her words. “See,” she added. “You like being dominated. There’s more where that came from. I have something really special planned for you soon.”

I gulped and nodded. I couldn’t help but wonder what she had in mind. My curiosity was mixed with shame for the euphoria I was feeling. I wasn’t supposed to be shaved. I wasn’t supposed to be dominated. A real man wouldn’t allow any of this to happen. But I liked it. I even liked it enough that I considered shaving myself in the future. I wanted to always be able to reach down and touch my smooth, silky legs. I never wanted hair to grow there again.

“Time for get you into a cute little pair of panties,” said Mandy with a sly grin. My cock hardened at thought of wearing women’s panties again. My head had that familiar dizziness. But hearing her tell me to wear them brought my little fantasy to a whole new level. I was being used and controlled. She was dominating me. I wasn’t wearing panties out of my own sick pleasure anymore. I was doing it for her pleasure, and that excited me more than ever. Somehow, my shameful, twisted fantasy was bringing me closer to a woman rather than farther away. I didn’t know what to make of it. My head was too foggy already.

I knew that Mandy wanted to take me where I hadn’t dared to go before. I already felt more feminine than I should be feeling. Even more so than when I just tried on panties in my dorm room. Even more so than when I stared at my cute little ass in the silk and came to my reflection. I was too soft and silky. If I had to add a pair of panties, I wondered if I’d ever want to feel like a man again.

The two of us moved to the bedroom and Mandy pulled out all of her drawers. She opened the closet doors wide. She threw items onto the bed and the floor. I didn’t know what she was searching for, but I waited patiently and nervously for her to find it. I stood naked, waiting to be dressed. I clasped my hands in front of my naked body and watched her think through her options. Her wavy red hair fell behind her and I remembered its coconut smell. I closed my eyes and inhaled the memory of it.

She turned toward the bed, dug through her newly laid pile, and pulled out a pair of deep red, silk panties. She lowered herself to the floor, stretching out the waistband and instructed me to step into them. I stared at the top of her glowing red hair as the sunlight faded from the room.

I stepped one foot in and then the other. She dragged the red silk slowly up my freshly shaved legs. A man should never feel this silky or dainty. I felt transformed already. If I already felt like a woman with shaved legs and a pair of panties, I couldn’t imagine how feminine I’d feel with the rest of the outfit.

I thought about the last few days before Mandy caught me in my dorm. I was a quiet, nerdy student, with a tiny secret. No one knew. I had managed to keep this secret for years. Somehow, I got caught and was now being feminized. How did I let this happen? I was even punished in the locker room just hours ago. Mandy didn’t just dominate me. She had some kind of spell over me. My heart began to race. I knew I would never be the same again, but as the panties cupped my semi-hard cock, I started to think maybe it would be worth it after all.

I was used to all of this being my little secret. It was strange to share it with another person, even if she was using it against me. Was it possible that I liked being dominated by her? Was it possible that I wanted my secret to come out all along? My heart was telling me to be excited for the future, even though my head was spinning with worried thoughts. My mind raced with ways Mandy could ruin my life. She didn’t just know about my secret, she was turning my secret into something much worse. But there was nothing I could do, and my curiosity wanted to see how far she’d go.

I’d always been fairly anti-social. I hadn’t made many friends since I started college. I didn’t know the first thing about being cool or personable. I was bullied often in high school and while that died down a bit in college, the familiar jock still teased me for looking too girly. Mandy was the first person to try and get closer to me, even after finding out that I liked to dance around in women’s panties. I watched her as she reached for the bra. I tried to figure her out, but I couldn’t. What kind of girl wanted to spend her time dressing up a strange boy? I didn’t want to think too far ahead, but I considered I could fall in love with her.

Mandy slid a matching silk bra up my arms and fastened it behind my back. I imagined a pair of small breasts filling the cups better than I could now. She reached for something soft and fleshy on the bed. “Your temporary breasts,” she said with a smile. She slid them into the cups and it looked like I had small, natural breasts. I cupped them and smiled. I imagined Mandy sucking on my nipples. I wondered how different breasts felt. Were the nipples more sensitive? Did it depend on the person? The thoughts made my head spin. I never thought I would be able to picture myself as a woman, but it was getting easier with each new element Mandy added.

Mandy felt around on the floor until she picked up a denim mini skirt. She grabbed a black, flowing blouse to go with it. She unzipped the skirt and I stepped into it. Her fingers shimmied the fabric up my thighs and secured it on my hips. I held my hands up and she slid the blouse down my arms and adjusted it on my waist. “I’d bang you if I was a dude,” she said, thoroughly impressed with her work. “But we have more to do. Let’s get you some girly, sexy hair,” said Mandy with a crooked smile. She stepped into her closet and returned with a wavy, brunette wig. “You like brunettes, don’t you?”

“Actually, I like red-heads,” I said daringly. I couldn’t believe the words had actually left my mouth. I never would’ve been brave enough to say that before. She blushed and bowed her head. She seemed to take well to the compliment which surprised me. The brown wig was a slightly darker shade than Mandy’s red hair, but it sparkled with soft highlights. She placed it on my head and secured it with a few bobby pins until she was satisfied with the look.

Mandy returned to the bathroom and I sat on the edge of the bed. She came back with a few makeup items. She quickly started to work on my face. I’d always been curious about makeup, but I’d never worn it. I remember my younger sister playing with make-up. Occasionally, I poked around in her makeup when I was in our shared bathroom. But I didn’t know the first thing about what I was looking at. Mandy pushed the bright red lipstick against my mouth. I inhaled the scent as she coated my lips.

“Press your lips together,” she instructed. I had seen my sister do it before. I copied what I had remembered. I followed orders and rubbed them together. “Good girl,” she added.


CHAPTER FOUR




“Where are we going?” I asked Mandy as she drove us away from the apartments.

“I’ve set you up on a little date.”

“You what?”

She laughed. “Well…it’s not really a date. It’s more of a hookup.”

“How is that better?” I felt my cheeks heat up and I hid my face in my hands, careful not to smudge my makeup.

“It’s going to be hot. Besides,” she said, “what choice do you have?” I knew she was right. And even if I had a choice I didn’t want to disappoint her. But when I found out who she had set me up with, my jaw fell open.

“John?”

“Do you know him?”

“Oh, I know him. He’s an asshole. He always jokes that I’m too girly,” I said, seething as I remembered his teasing.

Mandy cocked her brow. “And?” I looked down at my now fully feminized body.

“That’s beside the point,” I shot back.

“Then think of this as your time to get a little revenge,” she urged. She rested her hand on my bare thigh and squeezed. Her touch warmed my skin. My posture relaxed and my heart softened. I nodded reluctantly and let her lead the way.

The fraternity was having its usual nightly party. I didn’t know how they ever passed their classes with how many parties they went to. “How exactly did you set this up?” I asked her.

“If you tell a guy you want to watch him fuck your friend, you’d be surprised how fast they agree.” She smiled and I thought about her words. If Mandy had told me that, I probably would’ve agreed too.

We entered the party and found John. My heart raced with fear that he would instantly recognize me. He surveyed my face for a moment, trying to figure something out, but he didn’t come to any useful conclusions and gave up.

“Alright,” he said. “Let’s do this thing.” He looked my body up and down and licked his lips. I felt a shiver crawl down my spine as he pictured me naked. I hoped Mandy had a good plan in the chance that he caught me. The last thing I needed was to get my face pounded. John headed toward a staircase and headed up.

“You guys coming or what?” John said.

“Uh-huh,” Mandy said, feigning a light, jubilant tone. She headed to the top of the steps and I followed. Mandy immediately saw John lay back on a bed in a room down the hall, and the lump in my throat seemed to grow. I swallowed air and stepped lightly, following Mandy, who took a seat at the edge of the bed. “Come on Rene,” she mocked, patting atop the bed-sheets. “You don’t want to miss out on John’s giant dick, do you?”

John smirked, just as I thought to myself, giant? Are you kidding me? It’s bad enough I’ve decided to suck it, but now it’s ‘giant,’ too?

“Uh, of course,” I returned in my womanly tone.

“Well, then, pretty girl, get to work,” she said, flashing a devilish grin.

I stepped slowly, as if lead had lined the bottom of my (technically Mandy’s) heels. I seemed to feel every single step atop the hardwood floor of the second floor, as I looked down at the frat boy’s jeans. It was either this, or have my secret exposed to everyone at school. Whether or not I could even trust Mandy not to tell John afterward was a huge gamble, and a gamble that I’d have to take. So, I lowered to my knees and hesitantly ran my fingers up and down John’s legs. I felt the warm, baggy denim beneath my palms, and gave a fake smile. John returned the gesture, just as Mandy turned his chin and kissed him. She motioned for me to continue, as she made out with the rugged boy. Suddenly forgotten and humiliated, I continued on, reaching up and unbuttoning John’s jeans. I unzipped them, and started to tug them down, until they slid off his boxers and down to his knees. There, I reluctantly reached up and grabbed John’s boxers by the band, took a deep breath, and pulled them down. John lifted his ass, and the boxers came zipping down to his knees. His massive cock uncurled, half-hard and throbbing, along with his heavy, low-hanging sack, bubble-gum pink. “Fuck,” I groaned, looking at the impossibly long and thick cock. The cockhead alone was the size of a golf ball, if not bigger – and thicker.

“Told you,” Mandy said, pulling from John’s lips.

“You don’t mind this, babe?” John asked.

“Are you kidding? This is hot. And she owes you big time,” Mandy said with a wink.

“She does? How?” John asked.

“Just trust me,” she said. She smiled and snapped her fingers, turning to me. “Ahem,” she cleared her throat. “Get that mouth on my John’s huge dick, now, you dirty slut.”

Fuck… am I really going to do this? I thought. But my body had made its decision. I wrapped my fingers around the base of John’s girth, feeling the trimmed hair against my hand, as I stroked loosely and lazily, jerking back and forth, as I felt the impossible thickness began to expand further in my grasp. Stop growing, I pleaded with my mind, but watched the bulbous pink head sprout bigger and fuller. “Come on, stop fucking around,” Mandy cried, and moved down behind Tyler. “Get your mouth on it, or else,” she insisted. I knew I could refuse, but I knew that the guy whose dick had been in my hand, would find out my secret and immediately jump on me, tearing me to pieces. A blowjob seemed no worse, if not better. At least at the end of the night, I wouldn’t be going home sore and pounded.

So, I lowered my mouth over John’s cock, and started to suck, all in my panties, heels, skirt, blouse, bra and makeup; all in the getup of a sexy college girl. And for a moment, I felt just like a sorority girl, or at the very least, how they must have felt during the late hours of a frat party. I felt cheap and obliged to suck this big man’s dick, and for some reason, it made me feel dirty and aroused. My own cock began to swell in my red panties and skirt, and the sensation of the smooth silk against my cockhead seemed to rival the sensation I knew I was giving John’s cock with my warm, wet mouth.

“Hm,” Mandy said, pulling my bangs back so that they wouldn’t intervene. “That’s good, but let’s get deeper down,” she urged, and guided the back of my head, watching with delight as the brunette boy-dressed-as-a-girl sank his mouth several inches down a frat boy’s shaft. His helmeted cock-head disappeared somewhere in my stuffed mouth, along with a few inches of his massive rosy shaft, until I gagged and pulled back, only to repeat.

“Now, cradle his balls and massage them, like this,” Mandy said, motioning with her palm, just beneath the large orbs that hung right above John’s smooth asshole. I raised my hand and mimicked her, feeling the egg-sized testicles crowding my palm, all as I continued to taste my saliva and the clean moist skin of the giant cock in my mouth. I suddenly felt more like a woman than ever before; made to serve the big alpha frat boy with my sweet little mouth. “Fuck yeah,” John groaned, watching with his hands behind his head.

“Does she feel good, babe?” Mandy asked.

“Oh, fuck yeah she does,” John said. “She’s going to make me cum so hard.”

“Hm; well don’t cum just yet. We’re not done,” Mandy said with a grin.

She pulled my head back and eyed me. “Rene? You really want to make John feel good tonight don’t you? Well, there’s something he’s been wanting from me for a while, but because we’re not dating and he has such an annoying giant dick, I’ve never let him do it; you would let him, though, wouldn’t you?”

“Um, what is it?” I asked with fear widening my eyes.

“Well, I thought maybe you could take this dick,” Mandy said, grabbing John’s cock, wet with my saliva, at its base, and wagging it. “And put it in your ass.”

She giggled with excitement and shook her head. John’s eyes read disbelief and he propped up. “Are you serious?”

“Depends on whether Rene here is up for it. Rene?” Mandy said.

I took a deep breath and shrugged. I never felt so used, so humiliated and so defiled. And yet, there was more to go. I knew that if I wanted to feel like a gorgeous girl, I was getting the full experience that evening. And as much as I wanted to say ‘no,’ I imagined pulling my panties to the side, bent over, and letting John’s big dick make me submit, just like the pretty boy I’d fantasized myself to be at times.

“Um, sure,” I said, uneasily. Mandy quickly jumped in and said, “But only from behind, and you have to keep your clothes on.” It seemed as though Mandy was wise enough to know to keep her own secrets hidden from her horny male companion. I hesitantly bent over the edge of the bed, under Mandy’s instruction. “Now, let’s tug this skirt down, actually. There we go,” she said. I felt the miniskirt yanked down to my knees as my hard cock pressed against the mattress, unbeknownst to John, who quickly positioned behind me.

“Come on, babe. Fuck her. Look at that nice little asshole, just waiting for you,” Mandy taunted, and gave a spank on my tight ass.

“This is going to be perfect,” John said, grabbing his cock. “Such a hot girl, too.”

The remark left me feeling somewhat empowered, despite my strange situation; bent over and about to take the frat-bully’s giant cock. I heard John spit on his hand and looked back to see the stud lathering his cock, before Mandy turned my head back. “No peeking, Rene,” she giggled.

The redhead studied the sight of my ass closely, watching every detail, and even tickling my cross-dressing asshole. She listened with delight as I whimpered with pleasure.

“Stuff him- uh, I mean her,” Mandy said, blushing and laughing.

Luckily for her, John hadn’t seemed to notice or care at this point, and mounted himself behind the my new femboy body. I grabbed the bed’s edge and immediately felt the massive cockhead driving into my reluctant, tightly sealed asshole. “Oh… oh fuck!” I cried out. My shrill, guttural tone bounced off the old walls of the Victorian home and spun around us as Mandy giggled and John simply moaned quietly. He watched his cock disappear inside the tight little ass before him.

“Fuck she’s so tight and warm; like, it’s choking my dick,” he said with a gruff laugh. He placed his large hands on either side of my ass and held me in place. I tightened my eyes, grit my teeth and held back tears. Despite the overwhelming pain, my cock remained hard and I found myself immersed in the complicated sensation of pain and pleasure that had left me dizzy and surrendered.

I pushed my ass back a bit and felt inch by inch of the hunk’s thick girth stretching my tight, virgin canal, and filling me in a way I never thought possible. The swelling, bruising sensation spread through my core, but eventually subsided as I relaxed and let the stud drive slow and deep inside me. John reached my warm depths and pulled back, before spitting on the base of his cock and pushing back inside. As if the first time all over again, I felt the stretching pain. But over and over, I started to feel less pain and more pleasure. My prostate began to tickle and tease inside me, bringing pleasure to the base of my cock with each pump. And each time, my cock-head rubbed inside the soft silky panties leaving me a mess of pleasure and abandon. I grabbed the bed-sheets in my hands and felt the massive cock continue to push in and out of my tight ass, all as Mandy watched with her continual giggles, ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs.’ “Fuck it looks so tight, babe,” Mandy said, reaching forward and grabbing my ass. “So glad Rene wanted to give this to you. But, she looks like she wants it harder. Do you want it harder, Rene?”

“Uh-huh,” I said. And for the first time, I didn’t feel quite so much that I was lying as much as making a sincere request. I felt strangely in the vicinity of orgasm, and wondered what would happen should the hunk continue fucking me and pushing against my prostate. I felt like I might just explode if John continued. And so, I put on my soft moaning and high-pitched tone and begged for it. “Come on, John babe; fuck me hard.”

Without the need for any more urging, the alpha grabbed my hips and fucked harder and faster. His cock slammed inside and he squatted just above my ass, letting the stretch in his legs compliment his own impending climax.

I knew I couldn’t hold off any longer. But I didn’t know whether Mandy would consider this treason to her little plot to humiliate me. So I hoped for delay, or some sort of distraction. And at the last moment, I thought of the perfect solution. “Come on, baby,” I begged. “Cum deep in my ass. Give it to me now,” I cried, taking fistfuls of the bed-sheets.

“Come on!” I begged in my breathy, feminine tone.

Mandy only gasped and grinned, seemingly surprised at my slutty enthusiasm. Though she seemed like she wanted to reprimand me for taking over her directing, she smiled. She looked as if she felt a sense of loyalty; that she’d broken and properly punished me. I’d been broken down and made into a girl; literally begging for her hunky friend to fuck me and cum inside me. She wanted to be angry, but she found herself far too aroused, and immediately snuck a hand inside her own panties.

“Fuck,” John groaned. “I’m going to cum… I just hope I can… she’s so fucking tight,” he cried, just before a long, guttural growl escaped his lungs. I could just faintly detect the warm load shooting up inside my belly. The sensation made me immediately lose control and climax. I felt the hot ropes spilling inside my panties and filling the little red pouch in front with warm seed. I thought it might never end; I thought John’s might never end, either. John continued throbbing deep inside me and finally relented.

“Holy shit,” Mandy exhaled, caressing John’s biceps. “You fucked her so good, babe.”

“Fuck, that was hot,” he said, breathing heavily and pulling away. He slowly pulled his cock from my ass. I felt the void inside me. I felt sore and stretched, and suddenly without the identity I’d formed over the past hour. John pulled up his pants and fastened them.

“Go on downstairs,” Mandy said. “We’ll meet you in a minute.” John nodded and left, eager to avoid any awkward conversation.

I slowly pulled up my skirt and nursed the throbbing pain in my ass that had returned as my climax faded. I pulled away from the edge of the bed and tried to hide the come that had soaked the edge of the bed sheets. Luckily my skirt had been spotless, and I brought it over my shrinking cock and panties. Once I patted myself down, I knew I needed to clean myself up somehow. How I would do that would be a different plan altogether.

“Well, looks like you did a pretty good job. I expected him to find out and kick your ass,” Mandy said with a whisper.

“This stays between us, right?”

“Of course, so long as you continue to do what I say.”

“There’s more?”

“That’s right. I want you to get those clothes cleaned by tomorrow morning because you’re coming with me and a few of my friends to the mall. And you’re going to dress just like that,” she said, noting his getup.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said.

“Tyler… whoops, I mean Rene,” Mandy started. “You’re mine now.”

“You don’t have to say Rene; John can’t hear us, now,” I explained.

“Well, true. But you’re Rene, now. And like I said; you’re mine,” she giggled, and hopped back up, starting toward the door. “See you tomorrow…” she said, disappearing behind the bedroom door and down the hall.

I wanted to feel dejected. I wanted to feel humiliated and sickened by the idea of being Mandy’s little plaything and following her every insistence. But instead, I found myself relieved. It had been as though the excuse to hide from my true self had been exempt, and I would be the product of my dirtiest fantasies, out of pure necessity. I wouldn’t be enjoying myself as much as I’d be trying to keep my secrets safe with Mandy.

But deep down, I hoped for many more evenings like the one that had just ended. Now, I knew what I really wanted. I wanted my cock nice and smooth against a delicate pair of panties. But I hadn’t realized that I wanted it rubbed against soft silk while getting pounded in my tight little girlish ass. I didn’t know what would happen tomorrow or next week, or whether I could trust Mandy.

But I knew I had a new set of girl’s clothes, and a new future ahead of him.
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