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SYNOPSIS


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


MAILING LIST


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

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

Click here to join my newsletter!

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

No spam, just romance goodies!


DEDICATION


Dedicated to all my beautiful and loyal readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.


NOTHING TO WEAR


The second I stepped out of the communal bathroom and let the door swing shut behind me, I knew I’d messed up.

I paused in the hallway, towel clutched at my hips, and patted my waist on instinct—as if maybe I’d tucked my key into a pocket I wasn’t wearing. Nothing. My dorm key was still on my desk, right next to my phone and the pile of clothes I’d planned to throw in the laundry.

“Shit,” I whispered, my breath fogging slightly in the air-conditioned hallway.

It was late afternoon on a Friday. Most people were out—class, practice, weekend trips—and my roommate wouldn’t be back until that night. I glanced toward my door a few rooms down, as if looking hard enough might unlock it by sheer will.

It didn’t.

For a second, I considered just going back into the bathroom and waiting in the stalls like a ghost of bad decisions. But that meant walking barefoot across cool tile and sitting on one of those cracked plastic chairs with nothing but a towel to my name. I was already getting cold. And the longer I stood here, the more I felt like an idiot.

I needed help.

I turned and looked at the nearest door. Slightly ajar. Faint music coming from inside—something dreamy and low-fi, probably playing off a Bluetooth speaker.

Harper’s room.

I’d seen her a few times—twice in the elevator, once in the laundry room. Always in something cute and casual, her hair thrown up in a messy bun that somehow looked intentional. She had this calm confidence about her, like nothing ever surprised her and she didn’t care if it did. She was the kind of girl who always seemed comfortable in her own skin. I didn’t know her well, but she’d smiled at me before. That was enough.

I raised my hand and knocked.

The music cut off.

Then the door creaked open, and there she was.

Harper.

Messy bun, bare feet, legs toned and crossed in the doorway. She wore a huge off-the-shoulder sweatshirt and black sleep shorts, the kind that rode up just enough to make you look twice. She held a can of sparkling water and raised a brow when she saw me standing there half-naked, hair still damp and towel starting to slip.

“Oh,” she said, blinking once. Then her lips curled. “Didn’t think I’d be seeing this much of you today.”

I tried to laugh, but it came out more like a croak. “Yeah, uh. Sorry. I kinda… locked myself out.”

She took a sip from the can. “I see that.”

“I was hoping maybe I could wait in here? Just for a little while. Until my roommate gets back.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just studied me, amused, eyes flicking down my chest, slow and unashamed. I felt myself redden from the neck up.

“Sure,” she said finally, stepping back and opening the door wider. “Come on in. You’re lucky you caught me alone. My roommate’s out of town for a dance competition.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, slipping past her and into the room.

It smelled like vanilla and something floral—maybe whatever she used in her hair. The air was warm and soft compared to the chill in the hallway. Her bed was unmade in a way that looked cozy instead of messy, all pink sheets and throw pillows. String lights lined the wall above her desk, and the windows were cracked just enough to let in a breeze that fluttered the corner of a tapestry pinned near her dresser.

Harper closed the door behind me. “You know, you could’ve just waited out there and let the whole floor get a peek.”

I gave her a sheepish look. “I was hoping to avoid that.”

“Well, mission accomplished. Sort of.” She leaned against her dresser and took another sip, her eyes never quite leaving mine. “Want to sit down?”

“Sure.”

I perched on the edge of her desk chair, pulling the towel a little tighter around my legs.

Harper dropped onto her bed with a soft whump, folding one leg beneath her and resting the other over the edge. She set the can on her nightstand and picked up a pillow to hug against her stomach. “So, how long are we talking here? For your roommate.”

I glanced at the digital clock glowing on her nightstand. “Couple hours, probably. He has class until seven.”

She gave a small, sympathetic wince. “Well. Looks like you’re stuck with me for a while.”

I shrugged, trying to act like it didn’t make my pulse race. “There are worse things.”

Harper smiled, like she knew exactly what she was doing. “You’re cute when you’re flustered, you know that?”

I stiffened a little in the chair. “I’m not—flustered.”

“Mmm.” She raised an eyebrow. “Towel says otherwise.”

I looked down and realized the top had started to slip again. I adjusted it quickly, heat rising in my face. Harper just watched with that easy, unbothered grin.

“Relax,” she said. “I’m not gonna bite. Unless you ask nicely.”

I let out a shaky breath, but I couldn’t help laughing a little. There was something about her—open, unfiltered—that made it hard to stay tense for long. Even if I was half-naked in her room. Even if I had absolutely no idea what I was supposed to say next.

She reached behind her and tugged a blanket off the bed. “You want this, or are you planning to hold that towel the whole time?”

I hesitated. “Thanks. That’d be great.”

She handed it over, brushing my fingers with hers. Not by accident.

The blanket was soft and warm, the kind that felt like it had been washed a hundred times. I wrapped it around my shoulders and settled in, the towel still safely underneath, and tried to ignore the way her gaze lingered on the bit of chest still visible between folds.

For a minute, neither of us said anything.

Then she said, “You know, I might have something you can wear.”

I turned to look at her. “Wait, what?”

Her smile widened. “I mean, I’m not gonna let you freeze for two hours. And I’m not exactly swimming in guy clothes. But if you don’t mind something a little… softer, I could find you something.”

“I don’t know…”

“You don’t have to.” She shrugged and reached for her drink again. “Just offering.”

My mouth went dry.

The way she said it made it sound so casual. Like it wasn’t a big deal. Like there was no subtext. But there was. I could feel it hanging in the air between us—unspoken, buzzing, like static.

“Think about it,” she said, tipping the can to her lips. “You’re already halfway there.”

I didn’t say yes right away.

I just sat there, clutching the blanket like it was some kind of moral anchor, while Harper stretched out across her bed and scrolled idly through her phone—pretending not to watch me.

But I could feel her attention in the room like gravity.

"You don't have to look so stressed about it," she said after a minute, her voice low and amused. "It’s just fabric."

Easy for her to say. She wasn’t the one being offered women’s clothes by a gorgeous girl who was very much enjoying this little game. And maybe that was part of it. It didn’t feel like a joke, exactly—but it didn’t feel serious either. She wasn’t mocking me. She was just… offering some help.

So I was conflicted.

"Okay," I said, before I could talk myself out of it. "Sure. If you really have something."

Harper’s eyes lit up like I’d just handed her a surprise birthday gift. She sat up, tossing her phone aside. “Knew you’d come around.”

She hopped off the bed and crossed the room to her dresser, opening the top drawer and rifling through it like she was picking out an outfit for a friend. I adjusted the blanket around me, suddenly hyper-aware of every inch of my bare skin under it. And hers, too, as she bent down slightly—those tiny black shorts hugging her ass like they were painted on.

"You have a preference?" she asked over her shoulder. "Silky? Cute? Casual slut?"

I choked. "What?"

She laughed. "Kidding. Kind of." She turned and held up two options. “Okay. This”—she wiggled a hanger holding a pale blue tank top with spaghetti straps and lace edging—“or this.”

She swapped it out for a soft blush cami, cropped and semi-sheer, delicate little ruffles on the neckline. I didn’t even have a chance to respond before she was tossing both onto her bed and heading back for more.

"Shorts too, obviously," she said. "You’re not just going to wear a top and parade around like some lost softcore model."

I swallowed.

When she turned around again, she held up a pair of white lounge shorts with a pink drawstring. They were short. Really short. And made from the same silky fabric that slips against your skin like cool water.

"You want to pick?" she offered.

I shook my head. "Dealer’s choice."

Harper gave a mock bow. "An excellent decision."

She tossed the blush cami and white shorts into my lap with a flourish. The weight of them was nearly nothing. Soft, light, and somehow heavier with implication than it should have been.

"You can change in here if you're brave enough," she teased, flopping back on the bed and propping herself up on her elbows. “Or you can change in the closet like a shy little schoolgirl.”

I eyed the closet door.

She smirked. "Suit yourself."

I stood slowly, clutching the bundle and the towel at the same time, the blanket pooling at my feet. My skin prickled with awareness. I could feel her watching me. Her eyes were warm, curious, but not cruel.

“I’ll, uh…” I nodded toward the closet. “Just for a sec.”

“Don’t take too long,” she said. “I have a whole drawer full of things you haven’t seen yet.”

I stepped inside and closed the door, heart hammering in my chest.

It was warm in the little closet, and not very big—barely enough room to stand and turn. I unfolded the cami first, fingers tracing the delicate seams. It looked impossibly small. The kind of thing made for someone lithe and pretty. Definitely not a guy who had no idea what he was doing.

But I couldn’t not try.

I dropped the towel and pulled it over my head.

The fabric settled over my skin. Cool and soft, it clung lightly to my chest, the hem skimming just past my belly button. The straps sat close together, very feminine in the way they showed off my collarbones. I adjusted it twice, then reached for the shorts.

Pulling them up was like dipping into warm water.

The waistband hugged my hips in a way that made me feel weirdly… held. I had to shift a little, tuck things carefully, but once I did, the satin smoothed over my thighs and settled into place like it belonged there.

I stared at myself for a second in the full-length mirror hanging inside the door.

The clothes weren’t magic. I still looked like me. Just… different. Softer. A version of myself I didn’t quite recognize but couldn’t look away from.

I opened the door.

Harper’s gaze snapped up from her phone. Her lips parted slightly, then curled into a slow, admiring smile.

“Oh. My. God.”

I started to cover myself on instinct—arms twitching toward my chest—but she stopped me with a look.

“Nope,” she said. “Don’t you dare hide that.”

I flushed, awkward in the doorway, hands frozen mid-motion. “I look ridiculous.”

“You look hot,” she corrected, pushing herself upright and folding her legs beneath her. “Like, offensively hot. I’m actually kind of mad.”

I stared at her. “Mad?”

“Yeah. Because that top looks better on you than it ever did on me.”

I gave a nervous laugh. “You’re messing with me.”

“I swear I’m not.” She tilted her head, studying me. “You’ve got great skin, and those legs? You could wear skirts, no problem. And I hate how good that pink looks on you.”

I shifted my weight. The shorts tugged tighter across my hips when I did, and I saw her eyes drop—just for a second.

“Come here,” she said softly.

I hesitated, then took a few slow steps toward the bed. She patted the mattress beside her, and I sat down carefully, trying not to feel too exposed.

Harper leaned closer, close enough that I could smell the faint hint of vanilla in her hair. Her eyes met mine, open and unreadable.

"You ever dressed like this before?"

I shook my head. “Not like this. Not… seriously.”

“But you’re not freaking out.”

I shrugged. “Well, of course not. It’s just fabric, right? What am I supposed to feel?”

“Cute,” she said. “That’s what you’re supposed to feel.”

I laughed, flustered again.

She reached out and gently tugged the hem of the cami straight, brushing my bare stomach with her fingertips as she did. Her touch was light. Casual. But also not casual.

The silence between us felt warm and full, like a breath we hadn’t exhaled yet.

“You want to see more?” she asked, voice playful but lower now. “I have a skirt that would absolutely wreck me if it looked that good on you.”

I opened my mouth to respond—something, anything—but the words caught somewhere between shock and arousal.

Harper just smiled.

I didn’t mean to stay sitting on her bed like that.

But something about the soft cling of the cami, the way the satin shorts hugged my hips—it held me in place. Not just physically. Something in me was rooted there, warm and unsure and hyperaware of every inch of skin touching the fabric. I should’ve felt ridiculous. But I didn’t.

Harper hadn’t looked away once.

She tilted her head as she studied me, her gaze soft but electric. “You really are kind of stunning like this.”

I laughed nervously. “I think you’re overselling it.”

“I’m not.” She sat cross-legged beside me, reaching to tug one strap slightly straighter on my shoulder. Her touch was featherlight, like I might bolt if she pressed any harder. “It’s like you’ve been keeping this version of yourself locked up somewhere.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. She wasn’t wrong. I’d never really explored this side of myself, not seriously. Not out in the open. Not with someone looking at me like this.

She glanced over at her vanity. “You ever worn makeup?”

I blinked. “What?”

Her eyes lit up. “You haven’t, have you? Not even a little?”

“I mean…” I rubbed my palm against my thigh. “Maybe for Halloween once. In high school. But that was… different.”

“This isn’t much different,” she said. “It’s just a little fun.”

Before I could argue, she was already standing, crossing the room with determination, and opening the top drawer of a compact vanity. Bottles, palettes, brushes—an organized chaos of color. She dug out a few essentials and turned back to me, grinning like a girl about to win a game she’d invented five minutes ago.

“I won’t go full glam,” she said, setting the small pile on the bed. “Just a little something. Some lip gloss, maybe blush, just enough to bring out those cheekbones.”

I gave her a look. “What cheekbones?”

“Exactly. We’re about to find them.”

She straddled the edge of the bed, facing me, her knee brushing mine. “You okay with me touching your face?”

I nodded, a little breathless.

“Good,” she said, smiling like I’d just passed some invisible test.

She started with the gloss—a sheer, rosy pink that caught the light. She held my chin with one hand and applied it carefully, her thumb brushing just under my bottom lip when she finished.

“There,” she said softly, studying me. “That’s better.”

The gloss tingled slightly. I swallowed.

Next came a cream blush, patted gently into my cheeks with the pads of her fingers. Her face was close now—close enough that I could see the fine gold shimmer along her collarbone, smell the vanilla in her skin. Every time her fingers touched me, my stomach dipped.

She didn’t rush. And I didn’t stop her.

“God,” she whispered. “You’re pretty. Like, dangerously pretty.”

I let out a nervous laugh, but it died quickly. Her eyes were locked on mine again, and she was closer than before. Her knee pressed lightly against mine, anchoring us in place. She looked at me like I wasn’t just wearing something girly for fun—but like I was becoming something.

“You okay?” she asked, her voice low.

I nodded. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

“About?”

I hesitated. “How oddly comfortable this feels.”

She smiled, softer now. Not teasing. “I’m glad.”

Harper brushed my hair back from my forehead. It wasn’t styled or anything—I’d let it air-dry after the shower—but she looked at it like it belonged exactly the way it was.

Then she leaned in and kissed my cheek.

Not hard. Not rough. Just a press of her lips against the spot she’d just flushed with color.

I didn’t move. I didn’t want to.

“You want to look?” she asked after a beat, nodding toward the mirror on her wall.

I stood slowly, crossing the room with unsteady legs. The shorts tugged when I moved, reminding me of every inch of skin they clung to. When I stopped in front of the mirror, I almost didn’t recognize the reflection.

Not because I looked like someone else.

Because I looked like myself, only more.

The cami curved gently against my chest. The gloss on my lips shimmered, just enough to catch the light. My face was still mine, but softer. Framed. Seen in a new way. Not a costume. Not a joke.

An invitation.

“You’re quiet,” she said behind me.

“I don’t hate it.”

“That’s good.”

I turned toward her. She hadn’t moved from the bed, but her eyes were locked on me, burning with something I hadn’t seen before—hunger, maybe. Or awe. I wasn’t sure which made my heart pound harder.

“Would it be weird,” I asked slowly, “if I liked this more than I expected to?”

Harper smiled. “Not even a little.”

I stood there for a second longer before moving to sit beside her again. The bed creaked softly beneath us. Neither of us said anything.

And when her fingers slid gently across my bare knee, I didn’t flinch. I leaned in.
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Harper got a text just as we settled back onto her bed.

She frowned at her screen. “Food’s downstairs—guess I have to actually go meet the guy this time.”

I looked up, startled. “You ordered food?”

“Mm-hm,” she said, standing and stretching like a cat. Her cami lifted slightly, revealing a sliver of toned stomach. “I figured you might want to stick around a little longer. And I’m starving.”

She padded over to the door, barefoot, unlocking it before glancing back. “Be right back. Don’t go anywhere, Elle.”

The name made my breath hitch. Hearing it, soft on her lips, tossed out so casually, hit something deep inside me.

The door shut behind her with a soft click, and suddenly, I was alone.

The silence in the room felt heavy and liberating all at once. I was still sitting on her bed, bare-legged and flushed, wearing clothes I never thought I’d find myself in. The cami brushed my ribs every time I exhaled, and the satin shorts clung in ways I hadn’t fully processed until now.

I shifted slightly, adjusting how I sat. The movement pulled the fabric tighter across my groin. My body had already started responding—not just from how Harper looked at me, but from everything. From this. From me.

I looked down at myself. The way the blush cami hugged my chest, the little bow at the waistband of the shorts, the way the lace trim curled against my thighs. It wasn’t supposed to turn me on.

And yet.

My fingers curled against the blanket beneath me. A small pulse of arousal throbbed just under the surface—light at first, but building. I let my knees drift slightly apart. The shorts clung tighter. My breath caught.

God. This was really happening.

I leaned back slowly onto Harper’s bed, propping myself up on my elbows. Her scent surrounded me—warm, soft, a little sweet. It felt like I was wrapped in her. Or maybe wrapped in this version of me she’d helped bring out.

Elle.

My cock stirred under the satin, straining lightly against the tight fabric. I bit my bottom lip, tasting the lip gloss she’d applied. My thighs pressed together, the friction sending a jolt through me.

It was wrong. Or… maybe not wrong. Just new. Unfamiliar. Dangerous in the way curiosity becomes need.

I let one hand drift down over my stomach, fingers grazing the hem of the cami. I watched my own hand as it moved lower, over the bow at my waistband, pressing lightly between my thighs. A soft gasp escaped me.

It felt different like this. Everything did.

The fabric pressed in gently, forming around me. The pressure was delicate but enough to feel every inch. My fingers slid lower, rubbing slowly through the satin, teasing myself. My hips rocked slightly in response, back arching.

I didn’t stroke directly. Not yet. Just… explored.

My other hand found my chest, fingertips brushing the hem of the cami and sliding under. I pinched one nipple lightly, half out of instinct. The shock of sensation made me whimper.

That sound.

That wasn’t how I normally sounded. But it was me.

I let myself breathe into it. I let my thighs fall further apart, the shorts straining, cock hard and twitching inside them now, begging to be touched. My palm cupped myself through the fabric, pressing slowly, then rubbing side to side. The friction was maddeningly soft. I was so used to direct stimulation, rough and fast. This? This was slow torture.

And I loved it.

My hips moved again, a needy little grind into my hand. My eyes fluttered closed. I imagined Harper walking back in, seeing me like this—spread out on her bed, dressed in her clothes, moaning into her sheets like I couldn’t help myself.

I pictured her climbing on top of me. Whispering in my ear. Good girl.

The thought pushed me over the edge of restraint. I slipped my hand inside the waistband of the shorts and gripped my cock.

It was hot, already slick at the tip. I pumped once, twice—then stopped. Too fast.

I wanted this to last.

So I started over. Slower.

My strokes were gentle, almost lazy, my thumb smearing pre-cum around the head, the tight satin dragging over my knuckles as I moved. My other hand returned to my chest, teasing, coaxing more heat from my skin. I arched and gasped again, a sound I didn’t recognize but didn’t want to stop making.

The way the shorts hugged me… the way the cami slipped when I moved, baring one shoulder, then both… I felt undone.

But not broken.

Unwrapped.

My body thrummed with sensation, every nerve tingling. Each stroke built heat low in my belly, hips rocking in tiny, helpless thrusts. My thighs clenched, the motion pulling against the fabric, adding a subtle rhythm of friction I couldn’t get enough of.

My legs slid open wider. My hand moved faster. I moaned—high and breathy, the kind of noise I’d only ever imagined someone else making.

The room blurred around the edges. All I could feel was pressure, friction, wet heat. My muscles tightened, thighs trembling, heart racing.

And then I came—silently at first, mouth open, breath caught.

Then the gasp tore free, sharp and involuntary.

My cock pulsed in my hand, release spilling across my stomach, inside the shorts. I kept stroking, slower now, milking every last drop, my body twitching with aftershocks.

The air felt cooler suddenly. My skin flushed, sensitive, buzzing. I collapsed back against the bed, trembling.

The cami had ridden halfway up my torso. My thighs were sticky. My hand was still inside my shorts, fingers resting against softening warmth. And I didn’t want to move.

I felt raw. But not in a bad way.

Exposed. Relieved. A little stunned by how much I’d needed that—and how good it had felt to let go.

To let her out.

I closed my eyes.

For a few quiet minutes, the only sound in the room was my breathing. Slower now. Steady. Sated.

And then the door opened.

Harper stepped in carrying a brown takeout bag, mid-sentence. “Okay, I may have gone overboard, but they had those cinnamon—”

She stopped.

I sat up fast, heart slamming back into high gear. The satin clung to me. My lips were still glossed. My hair was a mess. And from the look in her eyes, she didn’t need to guess what I’d just done.

There was a beat of silence. Her gaze dropped to my lap. The shorts were damp.

Her smile returned—soft, amused, knowing.

“Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

I opened my mouth, unsure what the hell I was going to say.

But then she walked forward and set the food on her desk, turning to face me with that same unreadable expression.

“You didn’t even wait for me,” she teased, stepping forward.

“I—” My voice caught. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She stopped in front of me and brushed a strand of hair from my face, fingertips trailing along my cheek. “You looked like you needed it.”

I swallowed. “I didn’t think I’d… want it that much.”

Her thumb grazed the edge of my jaw. “Feels good to stop pretending, doesn’t it?”

My breath hitched. I nodded.

She smiled again—softer now. “You have no idea how good this looks on you, Eli. Or should I say Elle?”

My stomach twisted, but not in a bad way. “You really think so?”

“I know so.”

Then she kissed me. And then, just like that, she pulled away.

“We should eat before I get distracted again,” she said with a grin, already reaching for the takeout bag.

The food helped. A little.

I was still flushed, still squirming under my borrowed clothes, but Harper acted like nothing about the past half hour was out of the ordinary. She popped open a container of pasta and handed me a plastic fork like we were just two friends in pajamas, watching movies and eating takeout—not one of us dressed in cum-stained clothes.

The cami clung to my chest, still damp from the sweat and… everything else. The satin shorts had cooled against my skin, sticky in places I tried not to think about too much. I’d cleaned up best I could while she sorted through the takeout bags, pretending not to notice the blush in my cheeks or the tension in my body, but the evidence lingered—on my body, and in the air between us.

She hadn’t said anything. Just gave me a little smile, passed me the napkins, and took a bite of pasta.

“Are you hungry?” she asked, nudging the takeout box toward me.

I nodded and took a bite. My appetite was shaky, but something about the normality helped me breathe again.

“So,” Harper said, casually twirling her fork, “when exactly did you get so good at modeling?”

I blinked. “Modeling?”

She gestured at me with a lazy wave of her fork. “That walk from the closet to the bed earlier? I swear I almost got up and clapped.”

I laughed through a mouthful of noodles. “Shut up.”

“I’m serious.” Her grin widened. “I should take pictures. We could start a lookbook. Dorm Room Elle: How to Wear It and Bare It.”

“God, no,” I said, flushing hard.

“Oh come on. You looked hot.” She dragged out the word, eyes gleaming.

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I stuffed another bite into my mouth. But Harper was already standing, abandoning her half-eaten container and heading toward the dresser again.

"You know," she said over her shoulder, "if you're going to let me play dress-up with you, I think it's time we go a step further."

I paused mid-chew. “A step further?”

She pulled open a drawer and started digging through it while humming. “You’ve done a cami and shorts. But you’re not wearing anything under it.”

My throat tightened. “You mean…”

She turned, holding a folded pair of pastel-pink panties in one hand and a matching bra in the other. The fabric shimmered a little in the light—delicate lace edges, soft cups, and a tiny bow between them.

“Elle deserves the full experience,” she said, walking over and placing them gently in my lap. “You in?”

I stared down at them, my pulse already picking up.

The shorts had felt soft. The cami, light. But this… this was different. Intimate. Intentional.

My fingers brushed the lace. “You’re serious?”

Harper tilted her head, one brow raised. “You don’t have to, obviously. But I think you’d like it.”

I looked up at her. Harper sat on the edge of the bed, watching me dress with that same quiet amusement. But her eyes lingered now.. There was curiosity in her expression, yes, but also warmth. Want. Like this wasn’t just about seeing me in her clothes. It was about seeing me become something new.

I nodded. “Okay.”

Her smile turned slow and satisfied. She backed up on the bed. “Lose the cami and shorts, Elle.”

The way she said it sent a little shiver through me.

I stood, my hands moving on autopilot. First the cami, pulled up over my head and dropped to the floor. Then the shorts, tugged down slowly, past my hips, pooling at my feet.

Harper didn’t look away.

Her gaze tracked every inch of exposed skin, unapologetically focused. There was heat in her expression now, undeniable and open.

“God,” she murmured. “You’re kind of addictive.”

I flushed, but kept going. I stepped into the panties first, careful as I pulled them up my legs. The fabric hugged me tightly, cupping everything in a way that felt both exposing and… secure. They didn’t just cover me. They shaped me.

I adjusted myself carefully and glanced up. Harper’s lips parted slightly.

Then I reached for the bra.

I wasn’t sure how to put it on at first—my fingers fumbled with the clasp, trying to twist it into place around my back. Harper stood without a word, crossed the short space between us, and took it gently from my hands.

“Turn around,” she said softly.

I did.

Her hands were warm against my bare back as she fastened the clasp. Then she slid the straps up my shoulders, adjusted them, and smoothed her palms along my arms.

“You doing okay?” she asked, voice low behind me.

I nodded.

She leaned closer, her breath at my neck. “Then let’s finish the look.”

When I turned back around, she was already reaching into her closet.

The dress she pulled out was floral. A soft cream fabric with little rose patterns scattered across it. Sleeveless, with a sweetheart neckline and a fitted bodice that flared just a little at the hips.

“You’d look amazing in this,” she said simply, holding it out like it was a gift.

I took it with both hands, fingers trembling slightly.

The panties hugged me tightly beneath the bra, the combination already making me feel more feminine than anything else so far. Stepping into the dress was like stepping into another world.

The fabric slid over my skin, catching slightly on the lace of the bra. I adjusted the top, pulled the straps over my shoulders, and turned so she could zip the back.

Harper stepped in close.

Her hands were slow, deliberate. She pulled the zipper up in one smooth motion, but didn’t move away. Her fingers stayed at the small of my back, resting lightly.

“Perfect,” she said, so softly I barely heard it.

I turned to face her. Her eyes swept over me, head to toe, and something in her expression shifted. Playfulness replaced by awe.

“You’re… kind of stunning,” she said.

I didn’t know what to do with that. The dress clung to my waist, the bra curved lightly against my chest, and the panties left me feeling simultaneously covered and exposed. I’d never been looked at like this before.

And certainly never while dressed like this.

“Do you want to see?” she asked.

I nodded, and she guided me toward the mirror.

I stopped in front of it, breath catching.

I looked… right. Soft. Real. Like I could belong in this skin, in this body, this outfit, this moment.

Elle.

I stared at my reflection, at the dress, the bra straps peeking at my shoulders, the gentle curve of the fabric. The flush on my cheeks from the earlier blush. My own eyes, wide and uncertain and alive.

Behind me, Harper’s hands came to rest on my hips. She stood close. So close I could feel her chest against my back, her breath at my neck.

“I’ve wanted to touch you all day,” she whispered.

I shivered.

“I thought maybe it was just the clothes,” she went on. “But it’s not. It’s you.”

I turned toward her slowly, our faces just inches apart.

Her fingers traced the edge of the neckline.

“I think we need a break before I do something reckless,” she said, stepping back with a wicked smile. “Pick a movie. I want to see how long you can sit in that dress without squirming.”

I picked a movie I barely remembered seeing before.

Some quiet indie drama, half-romance, half-slow existential spiral. Nothing too intense. Something we could ignore.

Harper gave an approving nod and dimmed the lights. Then she grabbed a blanket from the foot of the bed, tossed it over us both, and curled up beside me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She didn’t say anything about the dress again. Or the bra. Or the panties still snug against my cock.

But I could feel her noticing.

Every time I shifted, the fabric moved between my thighs. Every time I adjusted my posture, the cups of the bra reminded me they were there. And Harper’s hand, warm and casual, settled just above my knee.

It wasn’t possessive. It definitely wasn’t platonic.

But it was there.

I tried to focus on the screen. I really did. But about ten minutes in, I realized she hadn’t looked at it once.

“You’re not watching,” I whispered.

She turned her head, her cheek brushing mine. “Neither are you.”

Her fingers slipped higher, just slightly. The edge of her palm now rested where the hem of the dress met bare skin.

“Comfortable?” she asked, voice barely audible over the movie.

“Yes,” I said. But it came out thin.

She smiled like she heard what I meant anyway. “You keep squirming.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Because her hand was moving again—slowly now. Gliding up my thigh. The kind of touch that didn’t ask for permission because it already knew it was welcome.

I tensed slightly when her palm reached the curve of the panties. Not because I didn’t want it. But because I did—so badly it made my body ache.

Her fingers pressed lightly, right where the fabric strained.

“Oh,” she whispered, soft and pleased. “That’s what I thought.”

I swallowed hard.

“You’ve been like this since the mirror, haven’t you?”

I nodded.

She leaned in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You looked so fucking sweet. I wanted to tear the dress off you and make you beg.”

My thighs trembled under the blanket.

“But then,” she went on, her voice like syrup, “I thought it might be more fun to see what happened if I didn’t.”

My breath caught as she began to rub me through the panties—gentle circles, unhurried, like she was petting it. The pressure wasn’t enough. It was maddening. Exactly how she wanted it.

“You like when I touch you like this?” she murmured.

“Yes,” I breathed.

She smiled against my cheek. “Say it as her.”

My eyes fluttered shut.

“I like when you touch Elle like this,” I whispered.

“Good girl.”

The words hit me like a shot. Not because they were demeaning. But because they felt true.

My hips jerked against her hand.

“Take the blanket off,” she said. “I want to see you.”

I hesitated for half a second—then peeled it back.

She sat up slightly, eyes raking over me from head to toe.

The dress was rumpled from the way I’d been sitting, the hem high enough to show the curve of my thighs. The bra shaped my chest into a soft illusion of curves. The panties were unmistakably tight now—cock straining, wetness showing.

Harper bit her lip. “God, you’re so fucking pretty.”

My face burned, but I didn’t look away.

She pulled the blanket off herself and tossed it aside. Her tank top was askew, bra strap showing. She climbed over me slowly, straddling my lap, the dress bunching beneath her thighs.

She sat back on her heels, hands on my thighs. “I’ve never wanted someone like this before.”

I looked up at her. “Like what?”

“A femboy,” she said. “Willing. Gorgeous. And just a little desperate.”

I whimpered before I could stop myself.

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the panties. “May I?”

I nodded.

She pulled them down slowly, dragging the lace past my erection, exposing the full extent of my arousal. Her eyes didn’t leave mine—not even as she dipped down and pressed a kiss just above the base of my cock.

“I want you to remember this,” she whispered.

Then she took me in her hand, stroking gently, her thumb teasing the head, spreading pre-cum with deliberate slowness. I gasped, hips twitching. The dress still hugged my torso, the skirt of it bunched around my waist.

Harper glanced up at me. “You want me to make you come like this? All dressed up, legs spread, moaning my name?”

“Yes,” I choked out.

She leaned in and kissed me—deep this time, her tongue sliding into my mouth as her hand kept working me. I moaned into her lips, hips lifting off the bed.

I was close. Embarrassingly close. But I didn’t want her to stop.

When she pulled away, she whispered, “Good. Because I’m not stopping until you scream for me.”

Harper kissed me again.

Slow this time. Sweet at first—her lips moving against mine with no rush, no pressure, just softness and heat and promise. My breath caught when her hand cradled the side of my face, her thumb brushing my cheek, lips parting just enough for her tongue to tease mine.

Then she deepened it.

The pressure changed. Her mouth pressed harder, body sinking against mine, the kiss turning from warm to needy. I felt her hips move—slow, deliberate—and her thigh brushed against my bare cock. I gasped into her mouth, and she swallowed the sound like it was her favorite thing.

When she finally pulled back, we were both breathing harder.

Her eyes searched mine. “I want this to feel good for you.”

“It already does.”

She smiled—genuine, a little breathless. “Good. But I want you to really feel it.”

She sat up, straddling my thighs again. “You can touch me too, you know.”

I blinked. “I—can I?”

“I’d be kind of disappointed if you didn’t.”

Her tank top was loose enough that I could slip my hands beneath it without much effort. I hesitated, fingers grazing the soft skin just beneath her ribs. She sucked in a quiet breath and nodded.

Encouraged, I slid my palms upward—over the gentle slope of her waist, until I reached the edge of her bra. I paused there, and she shifted, pulling the tank top up and over her head, tossing it aside.

I’d never seen anything so beautiful.

Her bra was pale gray lace, slightly sheer, and her nipples strained faintly through the fabric. She reached behind her and unhooked it in one motion, then let it fall between us.

I cupped her slowly, gently. Her breath hitched. She leaned in, resting her forehead against mine, letting me explore her with quiet curiosity.

“You’re good at that,” she murmured.

I kissed her again, deeper this time. I could feel her heat through the fabric of her shorts, feel her grind against me just a little as our hips moved together.

Then she pulled back, her gaze searching mine. “Can I try something else?”

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

“Something I’ve done before. Something I think you’ll like.” She gave a small, teasing smile. “If you trust me.”

“I do.”

She kissed me one more time, then stood—completely topless, hair falling out of its bun, flushed and radiant. She crossed the room and knelt beside a small drawer near her bed.

When she came back, she held a harness. Black. Sleek. Elegant. The silicone shaft it held wasn’t oversized—just enough to make a point.

I stared.

She sat down beside me again, carefully, watching my face. “Too much?”

I shook my head slowly. “No. Just new.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “We’ll go slow. You’ll tell me everything. What you like. What you don’t. If anything feels weird or wrong, we stop. Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Good girl,” she whispered, and the words made my stomach flutter.

Harper stood and shimmied out of her shorts and underwear, naked now except for the harness she began to buckle around her hips. She moved like she’d done it before, confident but not fake. When she looked down at me, I felt wanted.

“Lay back,” she said gently. “I want to take care of you.”

I obeyed.

She knelt between my legs, her hands warm as they guided me open. The bed dipped slightly beneath her weight, and I shifted back instinctively, thighs parting.

“Lift your hips a little,” she murmured. “Just like that—yeah.”

She grabbed a pillow and slid it beneath me, tilting my hips upward until everything felt... aligned. Exposed. Open in a way I’d never been before.

Then she reached for a small bottle on her nightstand—lube—and squeezed some onto her fingers.

“This okay?” she asked, her slick hand nudging gently between my thighs.

I nodded, already breathless. “Yes.”

She worked slowly, taking her time. Her touch was careful, patient—coaxing me open with light pressure and soft praise. One finger, then two, stretching me gently. My whole body reacted, twitching under her touch, but never wanting her to stop.

“You’re doing so good, Elle,” she whispered. “So soft for me.”

Her words landed just as hard as her fingers. Tender. Earnest. Undeniably arousing.

By the time she withdrew, I was shaking—not with nerves, but need.

She straddled me slowly, the harness now fitted snug at her hips. The silicone glistened, already warmed from her body. She took a little more lube and slicked the toy, then leaned forward and brushed it against me, teasing.

My hands found her waist, trembling.

“You sure?” she asked one last time.

“Please,” I whispered. “I want you.”

She pressed forward, slow and deliberate. The head pushed in, stretching me again—but this time with more weight, more presence. I gasped as the fullness bloomed inside me, my fingers clenching around the sheets.

“There,” she said softly. “That’s it.”

She paused once she was fully seated, hips flush to mine, her body trembling slightly too. She leaned down and kissed my throat, my collarbone, then my mouth.

“I can feel it too,” she whispered against my lips. “The base presses right against me. Every time I move, I feel you.”

My hips twitched in response, and she moaned—soft and unexpected.

Then she began to move.

Small motions at first. Her rhythm slow and even, hips rocking against mine with gentle control. The angle felt perfect—deep and firm, the pillow beneath me lifting everything into place. I wrapped my arms around her without thinking, needing to hold something, needing to anchor myself.

Her chest brushed mine with each thrust, her skin flushed and warm. Her gaze flicked down, hunger written across her face.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “So beautiful. So full.”

Her hips rolled forward again, and I whimpered, helpless under her. I could feel the way her body shuddered above me—each push giving both of us something.

She leaned closer and kissed me again, deeper now, like she needed it. Her hand slipped between our bodies, wrapping around my cock and stroking slowly in time with her movements.

The friction. The pressure. The stretch inside me.

It was all too much.

“Harper,” I gasped, legs trembling.

“I’ve got you,” she whispered. “I’m right here.”

I could feel her clit grinding against the base of the harness, the way her thighs clenched around mine. She wasn’t faking it. She was feeling it too—riding that edge right along with me.

My orgasm hit before I could even warn her—sharp and overwhelming. I came hard into her hand, my back arching, mouth falling open in a silent cry. My entire body clenched around her, holding her in deep, shaking through every wave of it.

She didn’t stop. She kept rocking, slower now, coaxing every last spasm out of me as I trembled beneath her.

When I finally went still, she lowered herself gently, pressing kisses to my cheek, my jaw, the corner of my mouth.

I was dazed. Floating. My body still buzzing, nerves fried in the best way.

Harper stroked my hair and whispered, “Fuck, that was amazing. You look so hot as a girl.”

And for the first time, I believed her.
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Harper didn’t move for a while.

She stayed curled against me, her arm draped across my stomach, her cheek resting just beneath my collarbone. Her harness was still on, though she’d loosened the straps. My thighs were sticky, my skin cooling, and I couldn’t stop touching her—light strokes down her spine, across her shoulder, up into her hair.

Outside the window, someone was blasting music down the quad. Distant laughter. The soft hum of Friday night settling over campus.

I knew I should say something.

Instead, I just let myself breathe.

Eventually, Harper broke the silence.

“I think we broke the bed,” she mumbled.

I blinked, then looked down at her.

She grinned lazily. “It squeaked weird that last time. I think one of the slats shifted.”

I laughed—half breath, half relief. “Guess that’s what I get for being seduced by a woman with dorm furniture.”

“Hey,” she said, mock-offended, “you’re the one who walked in here wrapped in a towel. I was just being a good neighbor.”

I nudged her gently with my thigh. “You were not just being neighborly.”

She stretched like a cat, then finally rolled off me, flopping onto her back with a satisfied sigh. The harness slipped lower on her hips. Her skin glowed in the low lamplight, and her hair was a tangle of curls and chaos.

I sat up slowly, the hem of the dress slipping back down over my thighs as I adjusted the pillow beneath me. The straps of the bra had slipped partway off my shoulders during everything, one hanging loosely against my arm. I tugged them gently back into place, smoothing the fabric over my chest. For a second, I just looked down at myself—dress rumpled, skin flushed, cock still soft between my legs.

It should’ve felt absurd.

Instead, it felt like me.

Harper noticed. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, and I meant it. “Just… a lot.”

She sat up beside me, drawing her knees to her chest. “It’s okay if it’s weird.”

“It’s not,” I said quickly. “I mean—it’s not bad weird. It’s just…”

She waited.

“I liked it more than I thought I would.”

She smiled softly. “You looked like you did.”

“It felt good. Wearing the clothes. Letting you… see me like that.”

“Elle,” she said.

I glanced at her.

“You were Elle. Not pretending. Not performing. Just being.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t—not right away. Because she was right. And that scared me more than I expected.

She was quiet for a moment. Then: “College is weird, isn’t it?”

That made me smile. “Profound.”

“No, seriously. It’s like… this in-between place. Half-real, half-temporary. You can be anyone, but nothing really sticks unless you let it.”

I nodded slowly. “Yeah. I know what you mean.”

She pulled her legs into a crisscross and faced me fully. “I was a completely different person in high school. Like, painfully straight. Tried to date a guy on the swim team just because everyone said we’d look hot together.”

“Did you?”

“God, no. I mean, I tried, but I couldn’t. He smelled like chlorine and Axe body spray. It was doomed from the start.”

I laughed, the sound light in my chest.

She studied me. “You ever think about it? Who you want to become here?”

I hesitated. “Sometimes I feel like I’m still figuring out who I’m allowed to be.”

Harper reached out and touched my hand, lacing our fingers. “You’re allowed to be Elle. You’re allowed to explore without having all the answers.”

“What if I don’t know where it leads?”

“You don’t have to,” she said. “You just have to want to keep going.”

I looked at her for a long moment, then nodded. “I think I do.”

She smiled. “Good.”

We sat in silence again, the kind that wasn’t heavy anymore. Just… full. Full of the past hour, of the possibility that hadn’t existed when I knocked on her door barefoot and panicked.

“I should probably get back to my room before my roommate thinks I died,” I said eventually.

“He won’t,” Harper replied. “He’s probably at a party pretending not to miss his high school girlfriend.”

I groaned. “You know too much.”

“I pay attention.”

I started to stand, but she pulled me back gently. “Hey.”

I paused.

“You can come back,” she said. “Any time. Doesn’t have to be for this. Or it can be for this. Just… come back.”

My throat tightened, and I nodded. “I will. For sure.”

She leaned in and kissed me one last time. Not slow, not deep. Just a brush of lips that felt like hope.

I stood and looked toward the door, the hem of the dress brushing my thighs. The thought of walking out like this—past neighbors, through fluorescent halls—made my stomach twist.

Harper followed my gaze.

“You want the towel back?” she asked gently.

I nodded. “Yeah. I probably should.”

She didn’t push. She just nodded and got up, finding the towel folded on her desk chair. I slipped the dress off carefully and unclasped the bra, setting them aside like something sacred. She handed me the towel, and I wrapped it around my waist.

Harper watched me as I headed for the door, her expression unreadable—soft and still. Just before I stepped out, she said, “You should come back tomorrow,” she said. “If you want.”

I met her eyes. “I will.”

And just before I opened the door, she said, “Tell Elle I said goodnight.”

I looked back and smiled.

“I think she heard you.”
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HER FAVORITE FLAVOR


Owen hadn’t meant to make Peach Moon Boba part of his daily routine, but somehow it happened anyway.

At first, it was just a place near campus with decent Wi-Fi, decent lighting, and couches that didn’t smell like frat boys. Then he saw her behind the counter and suddenly, he couldn’t stay away.

Maisie. Barefoot, bangled, and a little bit wild.

She looked like a girl who wrote poems in the margins of cookbooks. Her hair was a cute mess of waves pinned back with a chopstick, her sleeveless crop top hung loose enough to reveal a sliver of smooth, honey-toned skin when she moved, and her long, gauzy skirt floated around her like she didn’t quite belong to gravity. She had tattoos trailing down her arms—small constellations, herbs, handwritten words in looping script. Each time he came in, he tried not to stare, but he failed.

Owen waited by the counter, pretending to look at the chalkboard menu. His hoodie sleeves were tugged nervously over his knuckles, his too-warm jeans itching at his thighs. He could already feel himself blushing.

Maisie glanced up from behind the espresso machine and smiled that slow, sideways smile that always knocked the air from his chest. “Hi there, Owen.”

He swallowed. “Hey.”

“Let me guess…” She tapped a finger against her lips, and tilted her head. Her lips were painted a soft coral pink today, not that he was obsessed or anything. “Classic jasmine green, oat milk, no boba?”

His ears burned. “Yeah.”

“Adorable,” she murmured. “You’re such a creature of habit.” She turned to make the drink, her skirt swaying around her bare feet as she moved with easy grace.

Owen tried not to think about how many times he’d imagined pulling that skirt up. Or what it would feel like to press his face against her thighs while she tangled her fingers in his hair and called him sweet boy in that same playful tone. He tried not to imagine her bending over the tea bar, tits spilling just slightly over her top, glancing back at him and asking if he wanted a taste of something… off menu.

He shifted, subtly adjusting himself in his jeans.

Maisie glanced over her shoulder, catching him mid-movement. Her eyes twinkled.

“You okay there?” she asked. “You look flushed.”

“I’m good,” he lied.

She turned back with a small smile and finished pouring the tea into a wide glass. Her fingers brushed the top, and she added something. Owen couldn’t tell what, a pinch of powder maybe, or a syrup from a bottle with no label. She swirled it with a metal straw, licked the tip clean, then dropped it in the drink.

His cock twitched.

Maisie slid the cup across the counter and leaned in just a little too close. “Something extra,” she whispered, voice low and honey-slick. “You don’t mind, do you?”

“No,” he said, throat dry. “Not at all.”

Their fingers touched for a fraction of a second as he reached for the drink. Her nails were short, painted the color of lavender milk. His hand trembled.

She didn’t look away.

For a second, Owen thought she might say something else. Something teasing, something dirty. But instead she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and turned away, reaching for a towel to wipe the counter.

Owen stood there for a few more seconds, holding the cup, his brain buzzing with a dozen things he couldn’t say.

He sat in the back corner like always, half-hidden behind a potted plant, pretending to scroll on his phone. The drink was smooth and creamy, subtly floral, with a richness that clung to his tongue and made his lips tingle. It didn’t taste like jasmine green at all. Something softer. Rounder.

He sipped it too fast. Every time.

From behind the counter, Maisie looked up and caught him watching her. She smirked.

Owen quickly looked away.

He wondered if she flirted like that with all her customers. Or if she was even flirting at all. Did she give “something extra” to anyone who came in more than twice? Was that licked straw her usual move, or did she save it just for him?

His stomach fluttered, and not just from the tea. He was hard again, half-erect just from a drink and a glance and the way she moved like she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

But she didn’t say anything else, didn’t come over to sit at his table or write her number on the cup. She just let him stew in his own imagination, sipping her own drink like nothing had happened, like she hadn’t just rewired his entire nervous system with a single look.

He finished the cup and waited.

Maisie didn’t look at him again.

But the next day, Owen came back.
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The next day, Owen came in earlier than usual. He told himself it was to beat the lunch rush, but the truth sat heavy in his chest: he couldn’t stop thinking about Maisie. The taste of that mysterious drink still lingered on his tongue, but the drink wasn’t the real reason he was returning of course.

She was already behind the counter, barefoot again, perched on a stool with one leg tucked up beneath her skirt. Her bare calf peeked through the slit in the fabric—smooth, honey-colored, erotic in the soft morning light spilling through the café windows.

Owen’s heart knocked hard against his ribs.

Maisie looked up and grinned. “Look who’s early.”

“I, uh…” He rubbed the back of his neck. “Had a lighter morning.”

“Sure you did,” she said, hopping down. Her skirt flowed like smoke as she moved. “I was just thinking about you.”

He blinked. “You were?”

She stepped behind the counter, already reaching for a cup. “Of course. I’ve been playing with a new drink recipe, and I thought of you immediately. Want to try it?”

“I… yeah, I guess.”

Maisie arched a brow. “You guess?”

“I mean—yeah. Yes.”

She laughed—a low, warm sound that curled down his spine like steam. “Relax. You trust me, don’t you?”

Owen wasn’t sure what exactly he was trusting her with, but his body answered for him. “Yeah. I trust you.”

“Good boy.”

His breath caught. Something about the way she said that—soft, almost lazy, like it was just another word but also not—made heat spark in his stomach.

Maisie moved through the preparation, pulling bottles and jars he’d never noticed before from a low shelf. Her top rode up just slightly when she reached for something, offering a quick flash of her lower back, the curve of her waist. Owen stared, dazed.

She poured a thick, creamy base into the shaker, then added two drops from a pale pink bottle with no label. A few crushed rose petals. A dash of honey. Ice. She shook it slowly, rhythmically, her bracelets clinking in time with the sound.

When she poured the finished drink into a clear glass, it swirled in soft lavender and ivory, a shimmering blend that looked almost too pretty to drink.

Maisie set it in front of him. “This one’s called Reveal.”

Owen glanced at the menu. “It’s not—”

“Not on there,” she said, voice low. “This one’s off menu. Private selection.”

He hesitated. “What’s in it?”

Maisie leaned forward, forearms resting on the counter. “Just some things I’ve been blending. Floral notes. Cream. A few adaptogens. It's meant to soften the edges. Help you taste who you really are.”

His cheeks burned. “That’s… poetic.”

She smiled, slow and knowing. “Try it, Owen.”

He brought the glass to his lips. The drink was cool and thick, sliding over his tongue like silk. It tasted faintly of lavender and rose, with something richer beneath—almond maybe, or vanilla, but smoother. Something he couldn’t place. Something that lingered.

Maisie watched him with open curiosity, her gaze tracing his throat as he swallowed, then drifting lower.

“You like it?” she asked.

He nodded, too flustered to speak.

“I thought you would.”

Owen glanced down at the glass. “It’s really good. Kind of… different. Calming, I guess.”

She tilted her head, lips twitching. “Calming’s a good start. But it works better with repetition. You’ll have to come back for more.”

That wasn’t going to be a problem.

Maisie leaned closer again. Her perfume was light. “You’re cute when you’re unsure of yourself,” she murmured. “Like you’re waiting for someone to tell you who you’re allowed to be.”

Owen blinked. “I—what?”

But she was already turning away, washing out the shaker, moving like she hadn’t just exposed something raw and secret inside him.

He stood there holding the glass, cheeks burning, cock half-hard beneath his jeans.

She glanced back over her shoulder. “You can sit, you know. Or are you just going to stand there all pink and flustered?”

He went to his usual corner table, tucking himself into the seat like he was trying to disappear. He took another sip of the drink and let his eyes flick back to her every few seconds.

She didn’t look at him again. Not really. But she moved a little slower. Let her skirt sway a little more. Bent forward just enough when she grabbed a rag to wipe the counter.

By the time he finished the drink, his cock was throbbing beneath the denim, pressed awkwardly against his thigh.

He didn’t move for a long time.

The drink had a strange heat to it. Nothing spicy, not like chili or ginger. It wasn’t in his mouth. It was deeper. A tingling under his skin, especially at the center of his chest and down between his legs.

He shifted in the seat. Swallowed. Tried to pretend he didn’t feel just a little different.

As he left, Maisie glanced up from behind the counter and called out, “Don’t be a stranger, Owen. I’ve got plenty more where that came from.”

He opened his mouth to respond but couldn’t think of anything that didn’t sound like Please keep it coming, whatever it is..

So he just nodded and left.

And later that night, Owen lay in bed. He couldn’t sleep. Not with Maisie still in his head, her voice in his ear. That low, teasing purr, the way she’d said “Good boy” like it was something only meant for his ears.

His hand slid down beneath the waistband of his sleep pants, fingers wrapping around his already-hard cock. He was achingly sensitive, like his skin remembered her eyes on him, her scent in the air, the way her tongue had flicked that straw clean before dropping it in his drink. His pulse pounded in his throat. He stroked slowly, letting the images play like a reel in his head: Maisie leaning over the counter, lips glossed and parted, her skirt slipping up her thigh as she reached for something under the bar.

He licked his lips, imagining the taste again. Creamy with something sweet beneath. He whimpered as he ran his thumb over the leaking tip of his cock. His hips lifted on instinct, chasing the pressure. It was faster than usual, hotter, like something was coiled tight inside him, too close to the edge already.

His breath came sharp. His free hand curled into the sheets, knuckles white.

In his head, Maisie leaned in, tugging his chin up with one painted nail. “You’re such a good boy for me. You don’t even know what you’re becoming, do you?”

That pushed him over.

Owen came with a shudder so sharp it stole the air from his lungs, thick ropes spilling over his hand and stomach. His whole body seized, hips jerking up off the mattress, thighs trembling. It was like something had cracked open beneath his skin, something molten and soft and new spilling out of him.

He lay there gasping, skin flushed, heart pounding like he’d run a mile. The afterglow hit hard and heavy, and all he could think was I want more.

Even as shame curled around the edges of it—at how desperate he’d been, at how easily she made him feel like this—his cock twitched again.

He didn’t understand what was happening.

But he knew exactly where he’d be tomorrow.
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Owen woke up hard.

Not unusual, except this time it wasn’t just because of a dream. It was his body. His skin was flushed and sensitive, his chest tight with some strange pressure, a dull ache just beneath the surface. And when he shifted beneath the covers, every part of him felt… tender.

He rubbed his eyes and pushed the sheets back, pausing when the movement made the fabric brush his nipples. He hissed.

The sensation wasn’t just sharp. It was good. Too good. A wave of pleasure bloomed in his chest from the lightest friction, like his nerve endings had multiplied overnight.

What the hell?

He sat up, heart racing, and tugged his shirt off. His skin looked smoother, somehow. Less rough, more even. And his nipples… they weren’t just sensitive. They looked different. Pinker. A little puffier. Slightly swollen.

Owen swallowed hard.

It was probably nothing. Maybe it was hormones from stress or sleep. He tried to ignore the heat rising in his face and between his legs. But by the time he stepped out of the shower and caught his reflection in the mirror, he couldn’t look away.

His jaw seemed… softer. Not round, exactly, but the angles weren’t as sharp. His lashes looked longer too. It was subtle—just enough to make him wonder if he was imagining things.

The thought should’ve freaked him out. Instead, it made his cock twitch.
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Peach Moon Boba was quieter than usual that afternoon. A light drizzle blurred the windows and turned the shop’s golden lighting into something warm and cocooning. Maisie was behind the counter, her skirt tied higher today, showing more leg than usual as she stood barefoot on a little stool to reach the shelf of loose leaf jars.

Owen stood by the register, wet hair dripping into his hoodie. “Hey.”

Maisie turned her head and smiled. “Well, well. Look who decided to come back for seconds.”

He shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I was in the area.”

“Sure you were.” She stepped down from the stool, landing silently on the mat, and moved to the prep station. “Same drink?”

He hesitated. “What’s in it?”

Maisie looked over her shoulder. Her expression was unreadable, but her lips curled into a slow smirk. “A little of this. A little of that. You didn’t seem to mind yesterday.”

He did mind. Sort of. At least, he wanted to. But his nipples still tingled under his shirt, and every step made his cock rub against the inner seam of his jeans just enough to make him flushed.

He licked his lips. “Yeah. Same drink.”

Maisie beamed. “Good boy.”

His knees almost gave out.

She worked slowly again, more sensual than necessary, pressing the cream pump slowly, letting the thick swirl drape into the shaker before she dropped in the syrup. Then she crushed a few dried petals between her fingers and let them fall with a flourish. Her arms were bare, skin dotted with ink, and she had a new tattoo at her inner wrist: a crescent moon blooming into a flower.

He wondered if she knew how obsessed he was.

Maisie poured the finished drink into the cup, licked a stray drop from her thumb, and slid it across the counter. “Here you go. The usual.”

Owen reached for it, and their fingers brushed again, but this time she didn’t pull away.

She let the contact linger.

“Your skin’s soft today,” she said. “I like it.”

Owen’s stomach flipped. He took the drink, trying to hide his shaking hands, and retreated to his usual corner without another word.

He should’ve been used to this by now—the teasing, the flirting, the way she always left him feeling strung out and horny just from the way she said his name. But this was different. The drink was different. His body felt different.

Halfway through the cup, he was hard again, hips shifting restlessly in the booth as he tried not to draw attention. The creaminess coated his mouth, floral and warm, with just a hint of something deeper—almost sweet, almost bitter. Something he wanted more of, even though he didn’t understand it.

He couldn’t stop thinking about how Maisie had looked at him. The way she’d said “good boy” with such lazy confidence. Like she already knew what he’d be dreaming about tonight.
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Back at home, Owen stripped off his clothes and stared at himself in the mirror again.

There was no denying it now.

His nipples were bigger. Puffy and pink, almost like they were anticipating something. And his chest… not breasts, not yet, but his pecs were rounder. Slightly fuller. The skin around them had a kind of softness that hadn’t been there before.

He cupped one experimentally, and a low moan slipped out of him before he could stop it.

He should’ve been freaked out. But his cock throbbed, aching for attention.

He knelt on the bed, legs spread, and began to stroke. Slow, careful, using just the tips of his fingers. His free hand slid up to pinch one nipple, and the jolt of sensation nearly undid him. His thighs clenched, mouth open, body moving in soft little thrusts he barely recognized as his own.

He came fast again, breathless and whimpering, cock pulsing in his hand as the pleasure rolled over him like warm honey.

After, he lay there panting, cum slick on his stomach, heart racing like he’d run a marathon.

He didn’t understand what Maisie was doing to him, but he didn’t want it to stop either.
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The mirror didn’t lie.

Owen stood in front of it, towel hanging loose around his hips, water dripping down his chest from the shower. He ran a hand over his skin. It was soft like something out of a skincare ad. His chest caught the light differently. The swell of his pecs was undeniable, the curve beneath his nipples more pronounced. His fingers brushed one tender peak, and a tremor rolled through his spine.

They looked like they were turning into breasts.

He stepped closer. His face, too, was less angular than it used to be. His cheekbones seemed higher. His lips looked fuller. His jaw wasn’t sharp anymore; it had softened just enough to feel… pretty.

He didn’t want to think that. He didn’t want to want it.

But when he let the towel fall and stood there completely naked, one hand ghosting over the front of his body, he saw something else too: the way his waist had tapered slightly, the gentle inward slope from his ribs to his hips, the faint curve beginning to take shape.

He looked like a soft-focus version of himself. Like someone Maisie would draw with pastels.

And just like that, he was hard again.

Owen groaned and grabbed the towel, covering himself as if that would undo anything. The problem wasn’t just the changes. It was how badly he liked them. Every ache in his chest, every time he caught someone staring too long, every brush of fabric against his nipples, it all left him raw and wanting.

And it all started the moment Maisie handed him that first drink.

He wasn’t stupid. He knew it wasn’t just cream and rose syrup. Something in it had kicked off whatever the hell was happening to him. Something subtle, slow, and so deliberately erotic it made his toes curl just thinking about it.

He should confront her.

Tell her he knew something was up. Demand answers. Maybe even threaten to stop coming back until she explained what she was putting in the drinks.

Only…

He wasn’t sure he wanted to stop.
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Maisie didn’t even look surprised when he came in later that day.

He wasn’t even trying to hide how flustered he was. His hoodie was zipped to the neck despite the heat, hands buried in his pockets, shoulders hunched like he was bracing for impact.

She glanced up from the bar and smiled like he was exactly who she’d been expecting. “The other day you were early. Today you’re late.”

He walked up to the counter, eyes locked on hers. “What’s in it?”

Maisie didn’t miss a beat. “In what?”

“The drink. Reveal. Whatever you’re calling it.”

She tilted her head, feigning confusion. “Is something wrong, Owen?”

His name on her lips still made his stomach flutter, but he forced himself to stay firm. “My body’s changing. I can feel it. My skin, my—” He glanced down, then lowered his voice. “My chest. I’m not imagining it.”

Maisie didn’t look shocked. She just stepped around the counter, walking slowly, hips swaying under her long, burgundy skirt. She stopped a foot in front of him, her voice softer now, silkier.

“I told you,” she murmured. “Reveal helps you taste who you really are.”

“What the heck does that mean? I’m really a woman? I didn’t agree to that.”

Her hand reached up and brushed his cheek with the backs of her fingers. “Didn’t you?” she asked. “You came back. Again and again. You kept drinking. I bet you touched yourself at home and moaned my name when you came, didn’t you?”

He flushed, heat blooming from his throat to his scalp.

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Tell me to stop, Owen. Tell me you don’t want more.”

He opened his mouth.

Nothing came out.

She pulled back, smiling like she already knew.

Then, without asking, she reached behind the bar and poured another cup—the same creamy swirl, same subtle shimmer. She handed it to him.

Owen hesitated, chest tight, heart racing.

Maisie stepped back behind the counter, not watching him directly, but letting her skirt slide a little higher as she climbed onto a stool, one bare foot resting on the bar sink, leg bent just enough to show the smooth inside of her thigh.

Owen lifted the cup and drank.

It was warm this time. Like it had been made for his mouth specifically. He could feel it sliding down his throat and settling deep in his belly, heating him from the inside out, loosening everything.

When he opened his eyes, Maisie was looking at him again.

“Some flavors take a while to come through,” she said softly. “But you, Owen… you’re starting to taste just right.”
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Owen didn’t mean to let three days pass.

He tried to hold out, to stay away from Peach Moon, to let his body settle down, to prove to himself that he still had control. But every hour he spent not seeing Maisie was like a slow burn under his skin.

He couldn't stop touching himself.

Every night, every morning, and sometimes in the middle of the day, when his nipples felt too sensitive or his cock throbbed at the memory of her voice. The ache between his legs was constant now, not pain exactly, just a persistent hum of need that pulsed through his hips like a reminder of what he was becoming.

And it was changing. He was changing.

His chest was rounder. Not just sensitive anymore, but fuller, heavier. When he walked, he could feel the soft bounce beneath his shirt. His thighs had thickened slightly, rubbing just enough to notice when he wore jeans. He tried switching to looser joggers, but even that didn’t hide how… curvy he looked.

Worst, or maybe best, was how hot it made him.

When he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he didn’t see the same boy anymore. He saw a version of himself that felt softer. Sleeker. A body touched by intention. Not quite male, not yet female, but blooming somewhere delicious in between.

That night, Owen stood in front of the full-length mirror in his bedroom. He hadn’t planned to do anything. He’d just come out of the shower and caught his reflection…and stayed.

He pulled on a soft crop top he’d ordered online after one of his late-night spirals. It clung to his chest in a way that made him suck in a breath. His nipples stood out through the fabric, two hard little peaks that practically begged for attention. Below that, his stomach curved in slightly, waist more defined than he remembered.

He slipped on a pair of tight cotton boyshorts next. Pale pink. Soft as sin. He’d bought them on impulse, certain they’d stay in a drawer forever. But now, they cupped his ass in a way that made him whimper.

He looked good.

He looked… fuckable.

The thought made his cock twitch against the fabric, trapped and aching.

With shaking hands, he traced his fingers up along his thighs, over the hem of the shorts, and pressed lightly against the bulge beneath. His hips rolled instinctively, slow and sensual, as he began to stroke through the fabric, the friction dulled but delicious.

He moaned, high and breathy.

In his head, Maisie was watching. Not stopping him. Just leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, mouth curved in that slow, knowing smile she always wore when she knew she had him.

“You’re starting to look so pretty, Owen.”

He imagined her behind him now—hands on his waist, lips at his neck, whispering filth into his ear as he touched himself for her. Maybe she’d pull his hair. Maybe she’d reach around and stroke him slow and deliberate through the fabric, praising the way he squirmed.

“You don’t need to act tough,” she’d say. “You were made to bloom.”

Owen rubbed faster, back arching, thighs trembling. His breath came in little gasps now, one hand pinching a nipple through the shirt while the other pressed harder between his legs, rhythm building.

It was different now. Orgasm didn’t hit like it used to—sudden and sharp. Now it was deeper, like it grew from inside him and bloomed outward, soft and overwhelming.

When it came, he cried out, head tilted back, eyes half-closed, mouth slack as his cock jerked inside the fabric, sticky warmth spreading against his skin. He kept rubbing even as he came, riding the wave, hips rocking as if guided by someone else’s hand.

When it faded, he collapsed back onto the bed, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths.

He was soaked. His boyshorts were a mess. His thighs were slick.

And yet… he felt good. Soft. Glowing.

There was no shame this time.

Only the quiet, steady truth that Maisie had planted in him—he wanted this. Whatever this was. Whoever he was becoming.

The next morning, he put on the same boyshorts.

Just for a little while. Just to feel good.

And when he finally walked into Peach Moon again, Maisie looked up from the counter and let her gaze slide down his body slowly, lingering at the curve of his hips and the gentle swell beneath his shirt.

She said nothing, but her mouth curved into that slow, unmistakable smirk.

And Owen flushed, shifting under her gaze.

He didn’t even wait for her to offer it.

“Same drink,” he said softly. “Please.”

Maisie tilted her head, studying him. “You’re glowing today.”

He flushed but didn’t look away.

She passed him the drink—fingers grazing his—and gave him one of those barely-there smiles.

“Want me to text you when I have another special ready?”

He blinked. “Uh—yeah. Sure.”

She held out her hand, palm up. “Phone number?”

His voice cracked halfway through as he gave it to her. She didn’t laugh, but the glint in her eye said she knew exactly what she was doing.

He took the drink, heart pounding.

Maisie didn’t say anything else.

But the next time she reached out, it wouldn’t be across the counter.
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The café had already closed when Maisie texted him.

You free? Come by. I want to show you something.

Owen stared at the message, heart thudding against his ribs. It wasn’t exactly flirty, but he could feel it buzzing under the surface. I want to show you something. It felt like a dare. Like a suggestive whisper against his neck.

He showed up ten minutes later, wearing the tight joggers he used to hide the way his thighs had thickened and a loose hoodie zipped up over the snug tank top he wasn’t brave enough to wear on its own. The boba shop windows glowed soft and amber in the dark. A closed sign swung gently in the breeze, but the door was unlocked.

Maisie was barefoot, as always, a soft linen wrap tied over her chest like a shrug, her long skirt falling off one hip. She smiled when she saw him, and something in her eyes flickered with heat.

“I was hoping you’d come,” she said, and locked the door behind him.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” he blurted, voice rough.

“Good,” she said simply, taking his hand. “Come with me.”

She led him past the counter and through a hallway he hadn’t noticed before, one that twisted into the back of the shop and opened into a small private lounge. The room smelled like sandalwood and warm milk tea. A full-length mirror leaned against the wall. A velvet couch sat low to the floor. And on a small side table were carefully folded clothes—soft fabrics, delicate lace, a pair of sheer panties resting on top like an invitation.

Owen froze. “What is this?”

Maisie stepped behind him, her fingers brushing the hem of his hoodie. “This,” she murmured, “is the next step.”

“I… I’m not ready.”

She kissed the side of his neck, so lightly he barely felt it. “You came here knowing something would happen. Don’t pretend you didn’t. Look at you.” Her hands slid over his hips, thumbs teasing along the waistband of his joggers. “You’re already halfway there.”

Owen whimpered, his cock stirring immediately beneath the fabric.

Maisie moved in front of him, fingers grazing the zipper of his hoodie. “Let me see you.”

He didn’t move.

But he didn’t stop her either.

She unzipped him slowly, dragging the fabric down his arms, revealing the clingy white tank underneath. His nipples were visible through it.

Maisie’s gaze darkened. “God, you’re beautiful.”

He swallowed. “I’m not—”

“You are,” she said, cupping his cheek.

She tugged the tank top up and over his head. Cool air kissed his chest. She stared openly, her fingers grazing the slight curve of his budding breasts, the taut, sensitive peaks that had driven him wild alone in his room.

Her thumbs brushed over them and Owen gasped, hips jolting forward. “Please…”

“You like that?”

He nodded, breathless.

Maisie guided him to the mirror. “I want you to see what I see.”

He looked. Really looked.

He saw his flushed cheeks, his parted lips, the slim curves taking shape where his chest used to be flat. His waist nipped in. His skin glowed.

“You’re changing,” Maisie whispered, pressing against his back. Her hands slid down to the hem of his joggers. “And you love it.”

He couldn’t deny it.

She slipped the joggers down and let them fall to his ankles. His cock strained against the soft cotton of his boyshorts.

She pressed one hand over the bulge, just enough to make him moan.

“You’re hard for me,” she murmured. “And you have such sexy tits.”

His knees nearly gave out.

“Take these off,” she said, voice firm but soft.

Owen obeyed, shivering as he peeled the soaked fabric down and stepped out of them. He stood naked in front of the mirror—body trembling, cock twitching, nipples hard and aching.

Maisie sat on the couch and held out a hand. “Come here.”

He knelt in front of her.

She slid her hand through his hair and pulled him gently between her legs. “I’m going to touch you now,” she said. “You’re going to let me. And you’re going to fall apart for me.”

Owen nodded, throat too tight for words.

She wrapped one hand around his cock and stroked him slowly, so slowly it nearly killed him. Her other hand cupped one of his breasts, thumb brushing a nipple in lazy circles. The pleasure was overwhelming. Immediate. His hips jerked. His moans were high, breathy, almost feminine.

Maisie leaned down, lips grazing his ear. “You make such pretty sounds now.”

That did it.

He came hard, body curling forward, thighs shaking as his cock pulsed in her hand. His orgasm ripped through him—longer than before, sweeter. Like everything inside him was loosening, softening, becoming.

He collapsed against her, panting.

She kissed the top of his head and whispered, “You’re not done yet, sweetheart. You’re just beginning.”

Owen collapsed against her, panting, the last tremors of his orgasm still fluttering in his thighs. His cheek pressed against her skirt, and Maisie stroked his hair, slow and soothing, her fingers trailing down the back of his neck.

“You came so pretty for me,” she whispered. “But I think it’s time you looked as pretty as you feel.”

He didn’t speak. He just nodded, body loose and warm, cock still half-hard, twitching against his thigh.

Maisie guided him gently to sit on the velvet couch. Then she crossed the room and picked up a pair of panties folded neatly on the table. Pale lilac, soft cotton with lace trim—delicate and completely unforgiving.

“Stand up, petal,” she said. Her voice was syrup now, heavy with warmth. “Step into these for me.”

He rose unsteadily, and she knelt in front of him, sliding the panties up his legs with deliberate care. The moment the fabric pressed against his softening cock, he moaned—high and helpless. She adjusted them, tugged them snug over his hips, then stood and reached for a matching lavender bralette.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed, letting her slip it on and fasten the clasp behind him. It fit just tightly enough to push the swelling tissue of his chest into a visible curve, the cups soft but defining. She adjusted the straps with her fingers, brushing over his nipples with a featherlight touch.

“So sensitive already,” she said, smiling.

He whimpered.

Then she lifted the dress. A pale pink slip, sheer and cut on the bias, with delicate lace at the neckline and hem. It shimmered in the low light as she pulled it over his head and smoothed it down his body—over the bralette, over the panties, hugging his waist and hips and barely skimming his thighs.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, dress clinging to his new shape, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. His knees nearly buckled.

“Not done,” Maisie said gently. “Sit down, baby.”

He obeyed. She opened a small makeup pouch and knelt in front of him again. First, she dabbed cream blush across his cheeks, then brushed a glowy powder high on his cheekbones. She applied gloss—sweet and pink—to his lips, then added a sweep of mascara to his lashes.

Her fingers were warm and sure. Every stroke, every touch, felt like a reward.

“Look at you,” she whispered, tilting his chin with her fingers.

He turned toward the mirror.

The person staring back wasn’t the boy who walked into the shop three weeks ago. His lips looked soft and kiss-swollen. His lashes framed eyes gone wide and glowing. The dress hugged his frame in a way that felt dangerous and addictive.

He looked undone.

He looked… beautiful.

“You’re ready for more,” she whispered.

He swallowed hard. “More… what?”

She smiled against his neck. “You’ll see.”

Her hands slid down his thighs, slow and deliberate. But instead of going further, she kissed his shoulder and stepped back, eyes still devouring him.

“Next time,” she said. “Now go home. Let it settle.”

And somehow, that was even more unbearable.
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Owen stood in front of his closet for a long time.

Everything felt wrong. His old clothes—the boxy shirts, the too-long shorts, the neutral hoodies—hung like reminders of a body that didn’t quite fit anymore. His new shape was subtle but undeniable. His chest pushed against fabric now, round and sore in a way that made tight shirts feel erotic, almost obscene. His waist had started to narrow. His hips had filled out just enough to notice in the mirror. His cock still stirred when he looked at himself… but it wasn’t the only part of him that felt good anymore.

He finally settled on something different: a soft-knit cropped tee and a pair of high-waisted joggers that hugged his ass without being obvious. He skipped a bra. He wasn’t quite there yet. The chill of the fabric of his top against his nipples made him shiver in a way that felt more thrilling than uncomfortable.

When he walked into Peach Moon that afternoon, Maisie didn’t say anything at first.

She just looked.

Her gaze slid over him slowly, lingering at the hem of his shirt where the hint of belly showed, then traveling up to where his chest gently filled the cotton, nipples faintly outlined. She smiled without saying a word.

Owen’s skin flushed hot. But this time, he didn’t shrink from it.

He walked right up to the counter.

“Same drink?” Maisie asked, her tone unreadable.

He nodded. “Please.”

As she turned away to start the drink, another barista stepped in behind the counter to wipe down a blender. She was a younger girl with a pink-streaked ponytail. She glanced at Owen and gave him a once-over. Her eyes didn’t linger long, but there was something in her expression. A flicker of curiosity. Of… recognition.

Owen felt his heart skip. Was he imagining it? Or had she seen what he was becoming?

And why did that make his cock twitch?

Maisie returned with the drink. Today’s blend was pale rose and soft cream, as beautiful as ever. She leaned forward as she handed it over, lowering her voice.

“You’re wearing that top on purpose,” she teased.

Owen held her gaze. “Maybe.”

Her smile deepened. “You want people to see.”

“I don’t know what I want.”

Maisie tilted her head. “Sure you do. You want to be wanted. And you want to feel good.”

He didn’t answer, but his breath hitched.

Maisie leaned in closer, so close her voice barely brushed the air between them. “You’re starting to bloom, Owen. Everyone can see it.”

He swallowed. “And if I like that?”

“Then you’re not just my good boy anymore.” She brushed her fingers down the side of his hand, slow and deliberate. “You’re my petal. Soft and opening.”

Owen's knees went weak.
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He sat at his usual corner table, thighs pressed together, sipping the drink slowly. His cock was already hard again just from the way she said petal, like it belonged to him now.

He could feel his body responding to the drink almost immediately. Warmth pooled low in his belly, the now-familiar ache spreading across his chest and down into his thighs. His nipples stiffened, pressing against his shirt. He shifted in his seat, trying to relieve the pressure, but it only made it worse.

He crossed his legs then uncrossed them, because that felt even more obscene. He could feel himself getting wet in a way that wasn’t just arousal. His cock pulsed in time with his heartbeat, leaking into the silky panties he’d slipped on that morning without hesitation.

He rubbed his thighs together under the table, the friction light and maddening. He wanted to touch himself. Right there, in the middle of the café. He could practically imagine it; sliding his hand between his legs, pushing down his waistband just enough, finding the swollen tip and stroking until he gasped.

He bit the inside of his cheek.

Maisie moved behind the counter like she wasn’t watching. But when their eyes met across the room, she raised her straw to her lips and took a slow, deliberate sip. Her tongue slid along the tip afterward, just a little.

Owen whimpered.

He got up and went to the bathroom. Locked the door. Sat on the closed toilet seat with his joggers and panties pushed to his knees.

He didn’t even need to stroke.

Just rubbing the slick tip of his cock through the damp fabric was enough. His chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, his body tingling from head to toe. He cupped one of his breasts and squeezed gently, moaning into the crook of his elbow. It felt too good, too intense, like his body had been rewired for this exact kind of need.

He came quietly, shuddering, biting his lip hard as waves of pleasure crashed through him. His cum soaked into his panties, warm and sticky, and he didn’t even care.

He sat there for a moment, dazed.

Then he cleaned up, smoothed down his shirt, and looked at himself in the mirror.

He looked flushed. Soft. Glowing.

And when he returned to the café, Maisie was waiting with a refill.

“On the house,” she said, eyes twinkling. “You earned it.”
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Owen didn’t go to Peach Moon the next day.

Or the day after that.

His phone buzzed once. It was a text from Maisie, just a peach emoji and a drop of cream. He didn’t answer. He stared at it until the screen went dark again, heart racing, cock twitching in his panties, and still he told himself no.

He needed space.

The reflection in the mirror had started to look too good. Too tempting. The bralette now felt more like a necessity than a kink. His nipples throbbed when they weren’t held snug beneath lace. His hips had softened. His thighs brushed. He found himself walking differently. Smoother, hips swaying slightly, not out of performance, but because it felt right.

He couldn’t keep pretending it was just the drink. Or just Maisie.

It was him.

And that terrified him.

So he stopped going.

But it didn’t help.

He couldn’t focus. Couldn’t sit still. Couldn’t stop brushing his hand over the curve of his waist or the faint swell of his chest and wondering what he’d look like in something tighter, prettier, shorter. He tried to jerk off, hard and fast, the way he used to, but it didn’t work. His body wanted softness now. His soul needed Maisie.

By the third day, he cracked.

It was raining when he showed up at the café, the sky a heavy slate gray, the scent of wet pavement thick in the air. He wore the hoodie again. Hood up, head down, like shame was something he could hide behind. His joggers clung damply to his legs. He’d forgotten to bring an umbrella.

He stood outside for a minute, staring through the fogged-up window. The café was empty. Closed. But the lights were on.

He knocked once. The lock clicked open a second later.

Maisie stood in the doorway, barefoot, her long hair down and damp at the ends, like she’d been waiting for him.

“I was hoping you’d show,” she said softly.

Owen didn’t speak. He just looked at her, eyes glassy, breath trembling.

She stepped back. “Come in.”

He did.

The door closed behind him with a quiet click. Rain dripped from his sleeves, and his hair stuck to his forehead. He looked like a wreck. Felt like one too.

Maisie reached up and pushed his hood back. “Three days,” she murmured. “I was starting to think you’d disappeared for good.”

“I tried.”

“And?”

His throat worked. “I missed you.”

She smiled gently. “Of course you did.”

Owen’s voice broke. “I don’t know who I am anymore.”

Maisie stepped closer, hands sliding up his chest. “You’re mine,” she said simply. “Let me help you figure out the rest.”

He let out a sound between a sob and a moan as she kissed him, slow and deep, her lips soft but unrelenting. Her tongue slid into his mouth, and he opened for her, desperate and grateful and completely undone.

She pulled back, her eyes dark. “Take it off.”

He hesitated, then peeled off the soaked hoodie, then the clinging tank beneath. She guided him to the back room in silence, the one with the mirror and the velvet couch.

She peeled his joggers down next, and then his panties—pink, soaked through from rain and something else. She didn’t tease. Didn’t smirk. She just held him, hands warm on his waist, until he stopped shaking.

“I thought I needed to stop this,” he whispered. “That I was going too far.”

Maisie’s hands slid up his sides, slow and reverent. “There’s no such thing as too far.”

She guided him to the mirror.

He looked.

His cock was hard, curving up against his stomach. His nipples were swollen and flushed, the faintest swell of breasts pushing out from his chest. His body was softening in all the places she’d touched first. His waist, his hips, his lips.

He looked… girlish. But, he also looked right.

Maisie knelt and kissed the underside of his cock, a soft, wet kiss that made his knees buckle. “You’ve been holding back,” she murmured. “I want to see what happens when you stop.”

He moaned as she took him in her mouth—slow, deep, her lips sliding over him. Her hand cupped his ass, holding him still as she worked, tongue flicking and swirling until his head dropped back and his hands gripped the edge of the counter for support.

But just as the heat began to crest, she pulled back.

He whimpered, looking down at her with wide, desperate eyes.

Maisie licked her lips, rose to her feet, and leaned in close. “If you want to come,” she whispered, “you’ll have to ask me.”

Owen swallowed. “Please.”

Her eyes lit up. “Please what, petal?”

He trembled. “Please… make me come. Please touch me again.”

She smiled, soft and dark and teasing. “That’s better.”

She took him to the couch this time, laid him back, and slid down beside him. Her hand returned to his cock, stroking slowly, then faster, her other hand tweaking his nipples until he writhed under her touch.

When he came, it was explosive. Long. Full-body. His thighs trembled, his back arched, and a sharp cry left his lips as he spilled across her hand, his own fingers clutched in the pillow behind him.

Maisie didn’t say a word. Just kissed his chest and held him there, stroking his side.

“You don’t need to fight it,” she said finally. “Let me help you.”

Owen nodded, eyes closed, breath shallow. “Okay,” he whispered. And he meant it.
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The next time Owen stepped into Peach Moon, he wasn’t hiding.

He wore the soft green wrap skirt Maisie had picked out for him, paired with a cropped white tee that hugged his chest and clung to the curves he no longer denied. A touch of gloss on his lips, light blush on his cheeks, and the faintest flick of mascara completed the look.

He didn’t even flinch when the barista behind the counter, someone new, glanced at him with a blink of surprise. He just smiled politely and walked straight toward the back, where Maisie waited with the door cracked open.

She was barefoot as always, lounging on the couch like she’d been expecting him all day. Her long black skirt was hiked up over one thigh, her tank top tied in a knot beneath her breasts. She looked like sex and sugar and mischief all at once.

“Well,” she said, her voice like warm milk and honey. “Look who finally dressed like he means it.”

Owen shut the door behind him. “You said I was ready.”

Her smile curled. “Oh, petal. You have no idea.”

He stepped closer, heart pounding. “Show me.”

Maisie didn’t move right away. Just watched him.

He stood there trembling in his skirt, nipples stiff beneath his shirt, panties already damp. And still, he didn’t look away.

She finally rose, slow and languid. She crossed the room with a catlike grace, her fingers brushing the edge of his jaw before trailing down his chest. Her touch ghosted over the slight swell of his breasts, then down to his waist.

“Take it off,” she murmured.

He pulled his shirt over his head, tossing it aside. Her hands moved to his hips, unwrapping the skirt with a single tug. His panties were pale peach today, soft and tight, soaked through with arousal. She pressed her palm to the front of them and smiled when he gasped.

“Still hard for me,” she whispered.

“Always.”

She kissed him then. Slow and deep, her tongue teasing the seam of his lips before sliding inside. Her hands moved over him, cupping his breasts, slipping down to knead his ass, making him moan into her mouth.

When she broke the kiss, he was flushed and panting.

Maisie stepped back just enough to pull her own top off, revealing bare breasts, nipples dark and already tight. She watched him watching her, then tugged her skirt down her hips and let it fall.

No panties.

Owen whimpered.

“Get on the couch,” she said softly. “On your back.”

He obeyed instantly, heart slamming in his chest.

Maisie climbed over him, straddling his hips, her pussy hot and slick against the damp front of his panties. She rocked against him slowly, letting the wet heat of her center tease his cock through the thin fabric. His head fell back with a groan.

“You feel that?” she murmured. “That’s what you’ve been craving.”

He nodded, barely able to speak.

She leaned in, lips at his ear. “Do you want to be inside me, petal?”

“Yes,” he gasped.

Maisie reached down and tugged his panties aside, freeing his cock. It sprang up, flushed and dripping. She stroked it once, twice, slow and deliberate.

Then she shifted her hips and sank down onto him.

Owen cried out, hands gripping her thighs as her tight, wet heat enveloped him. She was slow and teasing at first, grinding in a lazy rhythm that made his toes curl.

“You’ve been such a good girl for me,” she whispered. “So soft. So needy.”

His eyes rolled back. “Maisie…please…”

“I know, baby. I know.”

She began to move faster, riding him with a steady, deep rhythm that had him gasping, clutching at her waist, arching into every thrust. Her tits bounced with each motion, her hair falling around them like a curtain. He reached up, cupping her breasts, brushing his thumbs over her nipples as she rode him harder.

She moaned, low and sweet.

“Touch yourself,” she said.

He didn’t hesitate. One hand slid down between his thighs, fingers circling the base of his cock where their bodies met, stroking in time with her thrusts. It made everything sharper, wetter, more intense. He felt owned. Worshipped. Completely devoured.

Maisie leaned down and kissed him again, messy and hungry this time, her hips slamming against his in a rhythm that had them both unraveling.

“Don’t come until I say,” she panted.

“I—I can’t—”

“You will.”

She clamped down around him, muscles pulsing, grinding her clit against his pelvis as her orgasm started to build. Her moans grew louder, breath catching, hands planted on his chest.

“Now,” she gasped. “Now, baby. Come for me.”

And he did.

His whole body jerked beneath her, spine arching as he came hard inside her, cock twitching, mouth open in a silent cry. She clenched around him, moaning through her own orgasm as he pulsed inside her, hips bucking wildly beneath her grip.

When it passed, they collapsed together, slick and trembling, his face buried in her neck, her hand stroking his hair.

When he finally looked up, she was smiling.

“Well,” she whispered. “We should’ve done that days ago.”
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The morning light spilling into Maisie’s apartment was soft and golden, like the inside of a ripe peach. Owen sat curled on her oversized window seat, legs tucked up beneath him, a warm oversized sweater slipping off one bare shoulder. His skin still glowed, flushed from sleep, or maybe from everything that had happened the night before.

His thighs ached in the best way. His lips were still a little swollen from kissing. And beneath the sweater, he wore nothing but lace panties and a silk bralette she’d slipped on him after they’d finally stumbled into bed.

He hadn’t argued.

Not once.

Maisie padded into the room barefoot, carrying two mugs of something rich and warm that smelled like coconut and cinnamon. Her hair was messy, twisted up in a loose clip, and she wore a thin robe tied just barely at the waist. She looked like she belonged in a painting.

She handed him a mug and sat beside him, thigh pressed to his.

“I made you a special blend,” she said. “Oolong, oat milk, cardamom, a little rose syrup. Comfort in a cup.”

He took a sip and moaned softly. “You’re trying to seduce me again.”

She grinned. “Is it working?”

Owen leaned against her shoulder, letting the mug warm his hands. Outside, the street was just starting to wake up; bikes racing by, the scent of bakeries down the block wafting in the air. Inside, it felt like the world had narrowed down to this little space, this slow morning, and the afterglow of being entirely his new self.

“I don’t know how to go back,” he said suddenly.

Maisie looked over, brow raised. “Do you want to?”

He was quiet a moment. Then shook his head.

“I just…” He let out a breath. “Everything feels different now. I look in the mirror and I see someone I don’t even recognize, but I like her. I don’t know what that means yet. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with it.”

Maisie reached out, brushing her fingers through his hair, tucking a piece behind his ear. “That’s alright. I’ll be here to help you.”

He nodded. “Is this who you saw in me the whole time?”

“I saw someone soft,” she said. “Curious. Hungry. I gave you a little nudge. You did the rest.”

He blushed, sipping more tea to hide it.

She took the mug from his hands and set it down. “Lie back.”

He obeyed without thinking.

Maisie slid the sweater up, exposing his bralette, then pulled the sweater carefully over his head. Her fingers brushed down his torso. He was slimmer than before. His skin looked smoother, more delicate. His chest had begun to fill out, small mounds cupped perfectly by the lace bra that framed him.

She touched him like a sculptor admiring her favorite work.

When she leaned in to kiss him, it was slow. Her lips dragged over his, then trailing down the side of his throat, along the curve of his shoulder, and lower still. He whimpered when she licked the top of his nipple through the lace, then pulled the cup down and sucked gently at the exposed skin.

His cock twitched beneath his panties.

Maisie smiled against his chest. “Still so responsive.”

“I can’t help it.”

“And I love it.”

She kept kissing lower, over his belly, down to the waistband of his panties. She peeled them down slowly, humming when his cock sprang free—already hard, flushed, glistening.

“Are you used to being worshipped yet?” she said softly.

Owen let out a breathy laugh. “Only by you.”

Maisie lowered her mouth and took him in again, slow and deep, her tongue swirling around the head. He cried out, thighs trembling. Her hands gripped his hips as she bobbed her head, never rushing, never letting him fall too fast.

He came quickly anyway, his body still sensitive, still learning how to hold all this new sensation. His orgasm hit hard, hips jerking, voice high and helpless as he spilled into her mouth. She swallowed without hesitation and kissed the inside of his thigh after, gentle and possessive.

When she came back up, she kissed his lips again. He tasted himself on her tongue and didn’t flinch. He moaned into it, letting her slide back over him like a blanket of silk.

“You still want me?” he whispered. “Even now?”

Maisie gave him a look that burned.

“I’ve never wanted you more.”

She rolled onto her back, pulling him with her. “Come here, pretty thing. I want to feel you on top of me.”

Owen straddled her, leaning down to kiss her again. His cock was soft now, but she didn’t care. She held him close, hands sliding up and down his back, her legs wrapping around his waist.

They stayed like that for a long time, tangled together in slow, lazy kisses, breath syncing, bodies relaxed and open.

Eventually, Maisie brushed her thumb along his jaw. “Have you thought about a name yet?” she asked.

He blinked. “A name?”

“Something that fits. Something that’s yours.”

He thought about it. Let the question settle in his chest. And then—softly—he said, “Chloe.”

Maisie’s smile bloomed slow and full. “It’s perfect.”

Owen—no, Chloe—felt something loosen inside her, something unwind and finally settle. Like her body had just exhaled a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding for years.

She kissed Maisie again. This time, not like a boy pretending.

This time, like a girl who’d finally come home.
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PUSH AND PULL


Paul leaned back in his chair, the old leather creaking as he cracked his knuckles and let his gaze wander over the open-plan office. The glow of monitors washed everyone in the same pale, blue-white light, the hum of typing and the faint drone of the printer forming the usual background noise.

But she still stood out.

Quinn.

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—it was the kind of beauty that seemed to exist in its own orbit, unaffected by anything around her. She carried herself like she knew exactly how much attention she could command, without ever needing to try. Her dark hair was pinned back in a loose twist, a few strands falling free to frame her face, which looked like it had been sketched with deliberate care: sharp cheekbones, a strong jaw softened by the gloss of muted-rose lips, lashes that curled up just enough to make it hard not to notice them.

Her skirt wasn’t tight, but it hugged her hips in passing, the hem brushing her knee when she shifted in her chair. Her blouse was crisp and perfectly fitted, the kind of thing that somehow looked expensive without a visible label.

Paul took a slow sip of coffee, letting the heat linger in his mouth while his eyes tracked the way she leaned forward to read something on her monitor. She had that polished, put-together look that reminded him of women in commercials—women who could walk down a crowded street and have people stepping aside without knowing why.

He told himself he was just appreciating the view. That was harmless, right? It was no different than noticing a nice car in the parking lot, or an expensive watch.

Quinn glanced up. Her eyes met his, steady and unreadable. She didn’t smile, didn’t frown—just held his gaze for a beat, her brow ticking upward in the smallest acknowledgment before she returned to her work.

Paul felt the corner of his mouth pull into a grin. She was playing hard to get.

A few minutes later, he pushed away from his desk, smoothed a hand over his shirt, and strolled toward her station. No need to overthink it. He was better off winging it—he’d always been good at reading people in the moment.

“Morning,” he said, resting a hand casually on the edge of her desk.

She looked up again, fingers pausing over her keyboard. “Morning, Paul.”

“I was just thinking,” he began, dropping his voice into what he thought was an easy, confident tone, “a pretty girl like you shouldn’t have to work so hard. Makes the rest of us look bad.”

Her expression didn’t soften. If anything, her lips curved in the faintest suggestion of a smile—but it wasn’t the kind he was aiming for. She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms.

“Wow,” she said, her voice low but carrying enough to be heard a desk or two away. “That’s… the worst pickup line I’ve heard this year. And I’ve heard some truly awful ones.”

Heat crept up the back of his neck, though he kept his grin in place like armor. “Hey, it’s not a pickup line. I’m just saying—”

“You’re just saying I shouldn’t work hard because I’m pretty?” she interrupted, tilting her head slightly. That one loose strand of hair slid along her cheek, and he found himself watching it for a second too long.

He opened his mouth, closed it again, then gave a small shrug. “It’s a compliment.”

She laughed. Not the polite, clipped chuckle you gave someone you barely knew. This was a full, unfiltered laugh, warm in tone but sharp in meaning. A couple of nearby heads turned. It was the kind of laugh that said she wasn’t laughing with him.

Paul’s grin thinned. “Alright, alright, guess you’re not in the mood.”

“Guess not,” she said, already turning back to her keyboard. “Better luck next time.”

For a second, he stood there, aware of the prickle of other people’s eyes on him. He gave Quinn one last look—her glossy hair catching the light, her shoulders relaxed and poised, her fingers tapping keys as if he’d never been there. Then he forced a smirk and walked back to his desk.

He tried to shake it off. So she didn’t bite. Big deal. But the sting of her laughter stayed with him, sitting heavy in his chest.

She wasn’t even his type anyway. Too polished, too… something.

Still, as he scrolled through his inbox, his mind kept replaying that single raised brow, the curl of her smirk, the slow way her skirt shifted when she crossed her legs.

And the longer he tried not to think about it, the more vivid it became.
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In the breakroom, Paul yanked the coffee pod drawer open with more force than necessary. The plastic rattled in protest, a couple of pods rolling out and clattering to the tile. He crouched, scooped them up, and shoved them back into place a little harder than needed.

Evan, from accounting, sat at the small round table with his phone in hand, hunched over like the rest of the office didn’t exist. He glanced up at the noise, one brow quirking. “Someone wake up on the wrong side of the desk?”

Paul grunted, pulling a fresh pod from the drawer. He shoved it into the machine and jabbed the brew button. “Some people just… can’t take a compliment.”

Evan smirked instantly, like the answer had been obvious before Paul even said it. “Quinn?”

Paul shot him a sharp look. “Yeah. What is her deal? You say one nice thing and she acts like you’ve insulted her mother.”

Evan leaned back, still wearing that knowing half-smile. He spun his phone once on the tabletop before setting it down. “You really don’t know?”

Paul frowned. “Know what?”

“That you dodged a bullet, man.” Evan’s voice was casual, almost lazy. “She’s trans.”

The words hit like a slap—sharp and sudden. “What?” Paul’s voice cracked on the single syllable, and the flush in his neck deepened at the sound of it.

Evan shrugged, as if announcing the weather. “Yeah. Came up when she first got hired. HR sensitivity training and all that. Guess you missed the memo.”

Paul stared at the thin stream of coffee dripping into his cup, the dark swirl catching the fluorescent light in slow motion. The thought caught on something in his mind and wouldn’t let go. He saw her in his head as she’d been earlier: skirt hugging her hips, the muted shine of gloss on her mouth, the way she’d looked right at him like she could read every thought he wasn’t saying.

He cleared his throat, buying time. “I didn’t— I mean, I had no idea.”

“That’s kind of the point, right?” Evan chuckled under his breath. “She’s… convincing.”

Paul didn’t answer. His pulse had picked up in a way he didn’t like, a restless heat pricking beneath his shirt collar. He replayed their exchange at her desk, now filtered through this new piece of information. And yet… nothing about it made her less beautiful. That was the part that bothered him, the part that felt like a splinter under his skin.

He’d been attracted before he knew. That was fact. Hell, even now, the image of her leaning back in her chair with that sly smile was as vivid as ever. But now it came with a mess of conflicting thoughts—confusion, curiosity, and an unease that had more to do with himself than with her.

Evan picked up his phone again, thumbs tapping idly. “Just saying, you should count yourself lucky. Could’ve gotten messy.” He let out a short laugh. “Imagine if you went to bed with her and you didn’t know…”

Paul grabbed his coffee and took a slow sip, the bitterness sitting wrong on his tongue. He wanted to shrug it off, toss out some quick line, but the words wouldn’t form. Instead, he managed a short laugh that didn’t sound like him, muttered something about getting back to work, and left the breakroom.

The office felt quieter as he walked through it, though he knew it wasn’t. His gaze found Quinn almost without his permission. She was leaned slightly to one side in her chair, phone in hand, a faint smile curving her mouth. Her legs were crossed, the hem of her skirt drawn just high enough to reveal the toned line of her thigh.

She didn’t look up. Didn’t acknowledge him.

He told himself that was fine. He wasn’t looking. Not really.

But his eyes lingered a second longer than they should have. And now that he knew, the truth was harder to escape—he wasn’t going to stop.
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The annual company retreat was supposed to be mindless team-building and free food, not a logistical nightmare. Paul had pictured three days of half-hearted workshops where he could zone out without getting caught, long coffee breaks in the lobby, and maybe an early escape to the hotel gym if he timed it right.

Instead, the check-in desk looked like the aftermath of a canceled flight. A line of irritated employees wound toward the reception counter, where the hotel staff were tapping frantically at keyboards. A cluster of HR reps stood to the side, their too-bright smiles stretched thin as they repeated the same placating lines over and over.

Paul set his bag down and rolled his shoulders, the strap leaving a faint ache where it had dug into his neck. The line inched forward at a glacial pace. The scent of brewing coffee from somewhere behind the desk drifted into the lobby, doing little to cut through the low hum of complaints from other guests.

When his turn finally came, the woman behind the desk gave him a quick, distracted smile before turning her attention back to the monitor. Her nails clicked against the keys as she typed. “Paul Reeves… you’re in room 512. And you’ll be sharing with—”

He blinked. “Sharing? No, I booked a room for just me.”

She gave him a look that said she’d had this conversation at least thirty times already today. “We had some… booking issues. You’ll have to share. Trust me, you aren’t the only one this is happening to.”

Before he could ask with who, a voice slipped in from his left—low, smooth, and all too familiar. “Don’t tell me.”

Paul turned, and there was Quinn. Her overnight bag was slung over one shoulder, the strap pressing between her breasts, drawing his gaze for a split second before he yanked it back to her face. The fitted cream sweater she wore hugged her curves without clinging, the soft fabric stopping just above the waistband of sleek black trousers that only seemed to emphasize the length of her legs. Her expression was pure amusement.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Paul muttered.

The hotel clerk smiled apologetically. “You’re both assigned to 512.”

Paul’s gut tightened. “There’s been a mistake—”

Quinn cut in smoothly, not missing a beat. “Yes, the mistake was assuming I’d share a bed with you without at least dinner first.”

Her tone was dry, but there was a glint in her eye that made his skin prickle. He turned to the nearest HR rep, a short woman with a clipboard and a look of exhaustion that could rival his own. “We can’t do this. Can you move one of us?”

The rep sighed, flipping a page on her clipboard. “I’m afraid we’re completely full. The only way to separate you is if another pair volunteers to swap, and so far… no takers.”

Paul glanced at Quinn, who was already smiling that faint, knowing smile that made him want to both glare and look away. “Guess we’re stuck, Reeves,” she said, as if she’d just won something.

He clenched his jaw, picked up his bag, and followed her toward the elevators.

Inside the mirrored box, the air felt warmer than it should. He kept his eyes forward, watching the floor numbers glow one by one, but the reflection in the glass gave him an uninvited view. Quinn leaned casually against the rail, one hip cocked, her bag strap still bisecting her chest. The curve of her body was framed perfectly in the reflection, and even though he told himself not to, his gaze kept flicking back.

When they reached the room, Quinn swiped the key card and pushed the door open. The room was modern and clean, with pale walls, a wide window looking out over the city, and one massive king bed planted right in the middle like the punchline to a bad joke.

Paul dropped his bag at the farthest side. “Alright. Ground rules.”

Quinn arched one perfectly shaped brow. “Oh, this should be good.”

“Stay on your side,” he said, gesturing toward the invisible line down the mattress. “No… whatever.” He made a vague wave with his hand. “And let’s keep the talking to a minimum unless it’s work-related.”

She set her bag on the other side of the bed with deliberate slowness, her movements unhurried. “You’re really worried I’m going to pounce on you in the middle of the night, huh?”

“I’m not—” He cut himself off, feeling his ears heat. “I just think it’s better to keep things… professional.”

Her laugh was soft and low, curling through him in a way that made him wish he hadn’t heard it. “Relax, Reeves. You’re safe. I’m not into men who don’t know how to talk to women without making them roll their eyes.”

The jab was light, almost playful, but the smirk she wore when she said it made him want to argue. Instead, he busied himself with unzipping his bag, telling himself that this—her, the room, the bed—wasn’t going to be a problem.

Even though he already knew it would be.

Paul busied himself with unpacking, folding shirts neatly into drawers and lining his shoes against the wall with unnecessary precision. His mind was not on his clothes. He was too aware of the other presence in the room, the faint scent of her perfume threading through the air. It was warm and floral, undercut with something sharper that hinted she chose it deliberately, the kind of scent meant to be remembered hours later.

When he turned, she was bent over her suitcase, pulling out a silk blouse that caught the lamplight in a soft sheen. The curve of her back and the shape of her hips hit him in a quick, unwelcome wave, making his fingers tighten around the drawer handle. He looked away before his eyes lingered too long.

“Fine,” he muttered, closing the drawer a little harder than he meant to. “Just… let’s not make this more awkward than it already is.”

Quinn straightened, her smile curling at the edges. “Agreed. But you might want to work on your definition of awkward, Reeves. This is nothing compared to what’s coming.”

He was not sure if she meant the retreat schedule or something entirely different. Either way, the way she said it made his pulse jump in spite of himself.

Paul sat on the edge of the bed, phone in hand, pretending to scroll through emails. In truth, his focus kept drifting to her. She moved around the room with an unhurried, deliberate grace, unpacking like she had all the time in the world. Every motion was precise: a blouse folded over the back of the chair, a skirt smoothed before it was laid in the drawer.

Then came the smaller bag. She set it on the dresser and unzipped it to reveal a neatly arranged array of cosmetics: foundation bottles lined like soldiers, compacts that glinted in the lamplight, lipsticks in shades ranging from a discreet nude to a bold, dark red.

Paul told himself not to watch, but his gaze kept drifting back. She picked up a slim black case and set it beside a matching brush roll. Then she withdrew a folded scrap of dark fabric—lace, delicate and almost sheer. It caught the light as she gave it a small shake, revealing the unmistakable cut of lingerie.

His brow twitched before he could stop it. Not quite a scowl, not quite a raised brow, but enough for her to notice.

Her eyes met his in the mirror. “What’s that look for?”

“What look?” He sat straighter, his phone still in his hand as though it might disguise the fact that it was nothing more than a prop.

“That little side-eye.” She turned toward him, holding the lingerie by its straps so the lace swayed slightly. “Something about my underwear offending you?”

He scoffed. “I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to.” She draped the piece over the back of the chair, unbothered. “It’s written all over your face. The same look you gave me in the office.”

Paul’s mouth tightened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. And for the record, I’ve never—”

“Found me attractive?” she finished smoothly, her faint smile curling one corner of her mouth. “Right. That’s why you delivered that horrible line the other day.”

“It’s not a line,” he said, heat creeping up the back of his neck. “It was a compliment, but I’m not into you like that. I mean, sure, you’re pretty, but you’re not really my type.” What he meant was that the cock between her legs changed things, but he was not about to say it out loud.

She leaned one hip against the dresser, arms crossing loosely over her chest. “Uh-huh. And yet you’ve been watching me unpack for the last five minutes like it’s a strip show.”

His grip on the phone tightened. “You’re imagining things.”

Quinn’s gaze slid over him slowly, deliberately. “Sure I am.” Her voice dipped half a note, the words warm and unhurried. “The thing is, Paul, you’re terrible at hiding it. You look at me like you don’t want to, and that’s the part that gives you away.”

He swallowed and shifted his weight on the mattress. “You’ve got a real high opinion of yourself.”

“It’s not opinion. It’s observation.” She turned back to her suitcase, slipping the folded lingerie into the drawer with the same careful motion she had given her blouses. “But don’t worry. Your secret’s safe. For now.”

The casual way she said it made his pulse trip. He wanted to bite back, reclaim the upper hand, but the image of that black lace flashed in his mind again, unhelpfully vivid. Against his will, he found himself wondering how it would look wrapped snugly around a hard shaft, how it might feel under his hands.

Quinn shut the drawer and glanced at him over her shoulder, the faintest smirk still on her lips. It was not quite smug, more the kind of knowing look that made it seem as though she had already read the next page of a book he had not realized he was in.

He turned back to his phone, forcing his voice to stay even. “Just stay on your side of the bed.”

Her laugh was quiet but lingered in the air. “Of course, Reeves. But I think you’re the one who would cross the line first.”
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The sound of running water began as a low, steady rush behind the closed bathroom door. Steam curled from beneath the frame, carrying the faint warmth of it into the cooler air of the hotel room. Paul still sat on the edge of the bed, rifling halfheartedly through his overnight bag. He told himself he was just killing time before the evening’s networking mixer, but his eyes kept drifting toward that door without his permission.

A muffled clink of glass against tile reached him—the sound of a bottle being set down. He forced his attention back to the bag, digging for the charger he was sure he had packed.

The zipper caught halfway. He tugged harder, irritated when it stuck again, and gave it another pull until it came free. That was when something in his peripheral vision changed.

The bathroom door had swung open a fraction, the latch clearly not catching when Quinn had gone in.

He did not mean to look. He should have turned away immediately. But his gaze slid to that narrow gap, and the steam within made the scene almost unreal, edges soft and hazy as though he were peering into a dream.

Quinn stood just inside, her back to him at first, water cascading over the smooth curve of her shoulders. She shifted, and the angle gave him more than he was prepared to see.

Her breasts, round and slick, lifted and fell with each slow breath. Water beaded and ran down over her skin in thin, glinting trails, tracing the delicate line of her ribs before sliding to her waist. And below…

His pulse stuttered.

She was hard. Not fully, but enough for the shape of her cock to be unmistakable, the water gliding over it as naturally as over the rest of her.

Paul’s throat went dry. Heat coiled low in his stomach, fast and sharp, and before he could stop it, his body responded. His cock thickened against the denim of his jeans, a slow, insistent ache pressing forward.

The shock of it made his breath catch. He tore his eyes away, snapping his attention back to the charger in his hand as if holding it tightly could erase what he had just seen.

What the hell was wrong with him?

The water stopped a minute later, leaving only the soft hum of the fan behind the door. Paul yanked his bag closed, shoved the charger into the nearest outlet, and pretended to scroll through his phone.

The door opened wider.

Quinn stepped out, wrapped in a white towel that clung to the damp curves of her body. Her hair was darker from the water, hanging heavy around her shoulders, and her bare legs looked even longer against the pale fabric. She moved without hurry, padding barefoot across the carpet toward her side of the bed. The faint scent of her soap—clean, warm, and almost sweet—trailed after her.

“Your turn,” she said lightly, as if they were nothing more than coworkers sharing a space for the weekend.

Paul mumbled something about showering later, keeping his eyes pinned to the glow of his phone screen. The last thing he wanted was for her to notice the lingering heat in his body or the way his pulse refused to settle.

She gave a faint hum in acknowledgment and turned to the dresser. As she pulled out her clothes, the towel loosened slightly, shifting just enough to make his stomach knot again.

He did not look directly at her. He could not. But the image of her in the shower—slick skin, the weight of her breasts, the faint flush across her chest, and the glimpse of what he told himself he was not supposed to want—played in his mind without pause.

And the more he tried to shove it away, the more it settled in, stubborn and vivid.
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The sun was too bright for the hour, and the open field carried the mingled scent of fresh-cut grass and damp soil. Paul squinted against the glare as the HR lead’s voice crackled through a tinny megaphone, her instructions on the obstacle course distorted just enough to be irritating.

He had done a hundred of these at various retreats: rope climbs, balance beams, those ridiculous trust-fall exercises that always felt more awkward than team-building. Even so, his stomach sank when she began to read off the pairs.

“Reeves and… Quinn!”

Paul bit back a groan. He could feel her gaze before he turned his head. Quinn was already walking toward him, wearing black leggings that clung to her like they had been made for her, a fitted tank top that highlighted the lines of her shoulders and waist, and a faint smile that stopped just short of her eyes.

“Try to keep up, Reeves,” she said as they stepped to the starting line.

“I should be saying that to you,” he replied, though even he was not entirely convinced.

The whistle blew, and things went downhill immediately.

The first challenge was a low crawl under a net. Paul went in headfirst, elbows and knees pumping in quick, awkward jerks. He quickly realized Quinn was deliberately taking her time, moving in a smooth, efficient rhythm that somehow managed to be both graceful and infuriating.

“Any slower and they’ll charge us for the extra hour,” he called over his shoulder.

“Any faster and you’ll rip your shirt,” she shot back, her tone light but edged.

Next came the balance beam over a shallow pit. Paul hopped up first, making it halfway before a wobble forced him to spread his arms for balance. Quinn followed close behind, her arms extended in perfect form, a smirk curling her lips when he glanced back. He reached the other side first, but she stepped down without the faintest slip, landing beside him with a little more elegance than he wanted to admit noticing.

They bickered through the rope wall, the tire run, and a clumsy three-legged sprint that ended with them tangled in the grass, both of them breathless and glaring. By the midpoint, their score had sunk near the bottom of the leaderboard.

“You’re terrible at this,” Paul said, still catching his breath.

“You’re bossy,” she countered, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. “It’s not a good combo.”

Somewhere between the cargo net and the giant inflatable slide, something shifted. Paul stopped barking instructions, and when Quinn suggested a better way to tackle the next obstacle, he actually listened. She stopped rolling her eyes at him and matched his pace instead of deliberately slowing it.

By the time they reached the climbing wall, they had found a surprising rhythm. Paul crouched and gave her a boost, his hands closing firmly around the curve of her thigh before he realized it. Her skin was warm through the thin fabric, and the sensation stayed in his palms longer than it should have. She caught the top edge and pulled herself up with ease, looking down at him with a small grin. “Your turn, hero.”

They were laughing more now, the tension from earlier fraying into something almost playful. Paul realized, with a sudden jolt, that she was actually fun when she was not tearing him apart with words.

The last obstacle was a low tunnel lined with padded mats. They dove in side by side, but halfway through, Quinn’s foot slipped on the slick surface. She tumbled into him, knocking him onto his side.

It was the most cliché move in the book, yet it hit differently. Her body sprawled half across his, her hair falling loose over one shoulder, her face only inches away. The scent of her warm, floral shampoo hit him first, then the press of her chest against his and the solid weight of her thigh draped over his hip.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Her eyes searched his, sharp yet touched with something uncertain, and the space between them seemed to hum. Paul’s heartbeat roared in his ears, his body reacting before his mind could form a coherent thought.

She shifted slightly, her lips parting just enough for him to catch himself wondering—wanting—before she pushed herself off him and slid the rest of the way through the tunnel.

When they emerged into the sunlight, both were flushed. Paul told himself it was from the exercise. Quinn’s smirk had softened, her eyes catching the light in a way that made his chest feel strangely tight.

“Well,” she said, brushing grass from her leggings, “we didn’t win, but we didn’t kill each other. That’s progress.”

He grinned, and this time it felt genuine. “Guess you’re not as bad as I thought.”

Her laugh was low and warm, and for the first time since the retreat began, it was not at his expense. “Careful, Reeves. Keep talking like that and I might think you like me.”

They walked back toward the group together, still trading quiet jabs, but the edge was gone. Beneath it, something else had taken root. It was small, undeniable, and impossible to ignore.

[image: ]


The hotel room was dim except for the warm amber glow from the bedside lamps. Outside the window, the city rushed past beneath a lavender dusk, headlights streaking like fireflies through the gathering dark. In here, the air felt quieter and heavier, as if the walls were holding the day at bay.

Paul shut the door with a muted click and let his bag drop to the carpet. The soft thump seemed loud in the stillness. He toed off his shoes and exhaled, rolling the tension from his shoulders.

Once they had each settled in, they decided to shower separately and change into something comfortable. Paul kept it simple: a plain black T-shirt and gray sweatpants that hung loose on his hips. Quinn reemerged in loose cotton shorts and an oversized white tee, the hem brushing her upper thighs, the neckline slipping just enough to hint at the slope of one shoulder. The soft fabric hung differently when she moved, catching on the subtle curves beneath.

She claimed her side of the bed, back propped against the headboard, scrolling through her phone. One leg was bent, the other stretched lazily toward the foot of the bed. The lamplight traced the smooth line of her thigh, glinting off her skin in warm highlights before disappearing into the shadow at the hem of her shorts.

Paul tried to keep himself occupied. He plugged his phone into the charger, adjusted the pillows, flipped through the TV channels without settling on anything. But his gaze betrayed him. It kept drifting back, drawn to the easy way she reclined, the flex and shift of muscle when she shifted her weight, the faint twitch of her foot as she scrolled.

He told himself it was just idle looking, nothing more. But something in his chest knew better.

At some point, she must have noticed.

Without glancing away from her phone, she spoke. “You’ve been staring at my legs for the past five minutes.”

Paul’s head came up too fast. “I wasn’t—”

“Funny,” she said, finally lifting her eyes to his. “You didn’t even want to be here, but you’re hard for me right now.”

Heat rushed into his neck and face. “I’m not—” He looked down and immediately wished he hadn’t. The fabric of his sweatpants did nothing to hide the truth pressing against it.

Quinn’s mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile. She set her phone on the nightstand and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Her bare feet whispered against the carpet as she stood and crossed the short space between them. The air seemed to thicken with each step.

She stopped just close enough for the faint trace of her perfume—warm florals with a sharper, resinous undertone—to drift toward him. Her eyes stayed locked on his, unblinking, holding him still.

“I could make you cum harder than you ever have,” she murmured. Her voice was low and close, the words slipping into him like a warm blade. Something deep in his gut tightened.

Paul’s breath caught. “Quinn…” It was meant to be a warning. Instead, it came out quieter than he wanted, the edge dulled by the heat curling in his chest.

Her smirk deepened, one corner of her mouth tipping upward. “That’s not a no.”

He cleared his throat and tried again. “This isn’t—”

“Let me know when you change your mind,” she interrupted, her tone as casual as if they were talking about the weather. “Because you will.”

She stepped back, reclaiming her side of the bed as if the moment had been nothing more than a passing comment. The mattress dipped slightly under her weight. She picked up her phone again, scrolling without looking at him, though Paul could still feel the ghost of her presence in the space she had just occupied. The quiet confidence in her voice lingered like smoke in his lungs.

He forced his attention toward the television, but the shapes and colors on the screen blurred into nothing.

“My muscles are sore,” she said suddenly, her eyes still on her phone. “I’m going to take a bath.”

“You just took a shower,” Paul pointed out.

“Yep. And now I’m going to take a bath. It’s more relaxing.”

It was not the number of showers or baths she took that bothered him. It was what happened each time she closed that door. The steam curling under the frame. The knowledge of her skin bared on the other side. The chance—unwanted and yet anticipated—that he might see more than he should.

And what unsettled him most was how much he had been hoping he would.

Quinn disappeared into the bathroom with a change of clothes. The quiet click of the door was soft, and the sound of water rushing into the tub followed almost immediately, a low, steady rush that filled the space between heartbeats.

Paul stretched out on his side of the bed, one arm folded behind his head, his gaze on the muted television. The flicker of the images did nothing to pull his mind away from earlier. Her words replayed in his head in perfect clarity, as if she were leaning over him again right now, her voice low and sure. I could make you cum harder than you ever have.

He shifted beneath the blankets, rolling onto his back as if that could shake the thought free. It didn’t. His body was no longer interested in distraction. The image of her standing close, bare thighs in lamplight, the faint trace of her perfume clinging to the air—it had been simmering in him all evening, growing heavier with every passing minute.

His hand found its way under the covers, resting over the front of his sweatpants. The heat there made his pulse skip. He pressed gently at first, just feeling the shape of himself, but the sharp pulse of pleasure that shot up his spine made his grip tighten. The friction through the thin fabric coaxed more heat to the surface. He drew in a slow breath, then another, letting his hand stroke in small, steady movements.

The sound of water splashing in the bathroom seemed to grow louder. He imagined her in there, knees drawn up in the bath, steam rising around her in soft curls. Her hair would be pinned to keep it dry, leaving her neck bare and vulnerable. Her skin would be flushed from the heat, drops of water tracing paths down her chest and stomach, clinging to the rise and fall of her breasts.

He tried to push the image away. It only sharpened, each detail slipping into place until his body ached with it.

The water sounds stopped.

He barely noticed, lost in the rhythm of his hand, the pull tightening low in his belly.

Then the bathroom door opened.

Paul’s heart lurched. He froze as Quinn stepped into the room. Her hair was damp and darker now, clinging to her shoulders in loose strands. A white towel was wrapped loosely at her waist, the edge resting low on one hip as if it might slip with the smallest movement. Her skin glowed faintly in the lamplight, still dewy from the bath.

Her eyes took in the scene in a single sweep—his flushed face, the subtle motion under the covers. One brow lifted in clear amusement. “Really, Reeves?”

The heat in his chest surged higher. “I—” The excuse wouldn’t form.

She crossed the room without hurry, the towel shifting with each step to offer teasing flashes of skin. When she reached the side of the bed, she hooked two fingers into the blanket and pulled it back in one smooth motion.

The air on his skin felt cool after the heat beneath the covers, but it was nothing compared to the jolt of exposure. His cock strained visibly against the front of his sweatpants, the fabric tented and damp with pre-come.

Quinn’s gaze lingered on him before drifting back up to meet his eyes. She slid one hand inside the waistband of his sweats, her fingers curling around him in a confident, unhurried grip.

The first contact drew a sharp breath from his chest, his hips rising toward her palm without thought.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice threaded with quiet satisfaction. Her hand moved with an easy rhythm, slow strokes that sent a hum through every nerve. The heat of her skin against his made the air feel thick, almost heavy.

She watched his face as she worked him, studying each twitch of his mouth and flicker in his eyes. When his breath grew uneven, her smirk deepened. She angled her wrist, her thumb teasing over his tip in a slow, deliberate circle.

Paul tried to find his voice, to tell her to stop, but the words dissolved before they reached his tongue. His body was betraying him completely, sinking deeper into the mattress with every glide of her hand. The pleasure was sharp now, curling tight at the base of his spine.

It built quickly, almost too quickly, and when she pressed her thumb just right, the coil inside him snapped. His hips bucked, a groan breaking free as heat spilled over her fingers. She slowed but didn’t pull away until the tremor in his body faded.

Only then did she release him, withdrawing her hand and adjusting the towel at her waist as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

“See?” she said, her tone light, almost playful. “Told you I could.”

Paul could only stare, his chest rising and falling as his pulse pounded in his ears. He felt stripped bare in more ways than one, and the knowledge of how easily she had unraveled him made his thoughts spin.

Paul was still catching his breath when Quinn turned from the dresser, the towel knotted low at her waist. Damp strands of hair clung to her shoulders, darkened to near black from the water, framing her face in uneven pieces. She regarded him in silence for a moment, her eyes sliding slowly down his body, lingering in a way that felt both deliberate and unreadable. There was amusement there, yes, but also something warmer, heavier.

“You owe me,” she said at last, her tone deceptively casual.

He blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

“I just made you feel better than you’ve ever let yourself admit,” she replied, stepping toward him. “Seems only fair you return the favor.”

Paul pushed up onto his elbows, trying to marshal a response. “That’s… not—”

Quinn closed the space between them by another step, the air tightening with the simple act of her nearness. Her thumbs hooked under the towel’s edge. She held his gaze with a quiet confidence as she let the fabric fall.

It landed on the carpet with a soft whisper.

Paul’s breath stalled. She stood completely bare in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, her skin still faintly dewy from the bath. The smooth swell of her breasts caught the light, tapering down to a flat stomach. And below, the thick weight of her cock hung between her thighs, already stirring toward full hardness as she watched him.

His body went tense, though not with the recoil he expected. His pulse drummed in his ears. Heat gathered low in his stomach, as insistent as it was unwelcome, and the realization made him feel unsteady.

Quinn smiled faintly, as if she knew exactly which thoughts were passing through him. “On your knees, Reeves.”

“I—”

“You’re curious,” she said, cutting him off without raising her voice. She stepped close enough that the warmth of her body reached him. “Too stubborn to admit it, but I promise you’ll like it.” Her head tilted slightly, one corner of her mouth lifting higher.

He hesitated, the silence stretching until it became its own kind of answer. Then his feet found the carpet, and he rose from the bed only to lower himself again—this time kneeling before her.

From here, the view was different. More intimate. More dangerous. The scent of her skin was faint but unmistakable, threaded with the lingering hint of her soap. His gaze flicked up to hers, but her expression was unreadable, her focus steady.

Her fingers threaded lightly through his hair, curling just enough at the base of his skull to guide without forcing. “Good,” she murmured, her voice like a warm hand sliding under his shirt. “Now… open.”

Paul’s breath came shallow, but his mouth parted. She guided him forward until the blunt head of her cock brushed his lips. It was hot and smooth, the weight of it pressing a subtle promise against him.

He hesitated only a heartbeat before his tongue swept over the head, tasting clean skin and the faint salt of arousal. The contact sent an unexpected shiver through him.

“That’s it,” she said softly, her fingers tightening just enough to let him know she liked it. “Take your time.”

He drew back, then leaned in again, easing her farther into his mouth. The rhythm came awkwardly at first, but Quinn’s hand coaxed him into it. A slow pull when she wanted him to retreat, a gentle press when she wanted him to take more.

The sound she made—a low, satisfied hum—slid under his skin.

Heat pooled in him again, surprising him with its persistence. Each word of praise struck like a spark in dry grass. Good… just like that… you’re learning fast. He found himself leaning into her touch, angling to hear her breath hitch, to feel the faint tug of her fingers when he did something she liked.

He pushed deeper, his jaw stretching to take her. Her other hand came up to rest along his cheek, her thumb brushing over his skin as if she were memorizing the shape of him like this. “You look so good like this,” she murmured. “Knew you would.”

Something inside him gave way at that. Whether it was pride or the last bit of resistance he had left, he wasn’t sure.

Her hips moved now in subtle, controlled thrusts, feeding him her heat in steady, unhurried strokes. He closed his eyes, focusing on the wet slide over his tongue, the cadence of her breathing, the warm pulse of her cock in his mouth. Her praise came low and certain. That’s perfect… don’t stop now… you’re doing so well for me.

The shift in her breathing came first, then the tightening in her muscles beneath his hands. She shuddered, her control slipping just enough for her voice to catch. A thick, hot pulse filled his mouth.

Paul swallowed instinctively, the taste coating his tongue and sliding down his throat. It was raw and dirty and exhilarating in a way he had never expected. This wasn’t just cum—it was hers, and that made it feel startlingly intimate.

When she finally let him pull back, his chest was rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths. His lips felt swollen, his face warm. Quinn cupped his jaw, tilting it upward until their eyes met.

“You surprise me, Reeves,” she said, her tone low and warm. “Didn’t think you’d take to this so quickly.”

Paul didn’t answer. He wasn’t sure he could. But the hard length pressing against the front of his sweatpants answered for him.

Her smirk deepened. Her thumb swept slowly along his lower lip, her touch lingering. “We’re not done yet.”

Paul’s knees still pressed into the carpet from where he’d been in front of her, mouth wet, heartbeat too fast. His chest rose and fell as he tried to steady himself, but Quinn’s hand was already in his hair again, fingers curling like she owned the movement.

“Up,” she said, voice low but unmistakable in its authority.

He rose slowly, unsteady, watching as she stepped back toward the bed. She didn’t break eye contact as she sat on the edge, her legs spread slightly, her still-hard cock resting against her thigh. Then she reached for the small toiletries bag she’d unpacked earlier, unzipping it slowly.

Paul knew that bag. He’d seen it spilling with makeup before. Tonight, she pulled something else from it. A small bottle with a glossy black cap.

Her smirk deepened when she caught the flicker of realization in his face. “Lube,” she said simply. “We’re going to need it.”

He swallowed hard, pulse thudding in his ears.

“On the bed,” Quinn ordered, her tone brooking no argument. “All fours.”

He hesitated for just a beat—long enough for the heat in her gaze to sharpen—but then climbed onto the mattress, the sheets cool under his palms. The position felt strange, exposing, his back arched slightly, his face turned away from her. He could feel the air against the thin fabric of his sweatpants, the tension in his muscles wound tight as wire.

Behind him, the sound of the cap clicking open made his stomach flip. The scent of the lube reached him next. It was slick and faintly sweet, almost medicinal beneath it.

She didn’t touch him at first. He felt the bed dip as she knelt behind him, the heat of her body close but not yet against his. Her hands slid along his hips, thumbs pressing lightly into the muscle before tracing up to the waistband of his pants.

“Off,” she said, giving the fabric a small tug.

Paul obeyed, pushing the sweatpants down awkwardly until they were bunched around his knees. The cool air against his bare skin made him tense, his arousal pressing forward, unhidden now.

Quinn’s hands returned, this time gliding over his exposed hips, her nails scraping lightly down the back of his thighs. Then her fingers spread him, just enough to make his breath catch.

“Relax,” she murmured.

He tried, but when the first slick touch of her fingertip pressed against him, his whole body flinched.

“Shh,” she soothed, the other hand stroking lightly up his spine. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

She circled the tight muscle slowly, coating him in the cool glide of lube. The sensation made his stomach clench, unfamiliar but not unpleasant. When she pushed in just the tip of her finger, the heat of her skin contrasting with the slickness, he sucked in a sharp breath.

“That’s it,” she said softly. “Let me in.”

She worked him open with tender but insistent movements—press, withdraw, press again—until he felt the second finger join the first. The stretch was more, but the slow rhythm kept it from overwhelming him. Her other hand had moved lower now, brushing against his own arousal, not stroking, just teasing, keeping every nerve in his body lit.

The mix of sensations—the slick press of her fingers, the weight of her presence behind him, the faintly mocking curve in her voice—made his chest tighten in ways that weren’t entirely physical. He was aware of how exposed he was, how much control he’d given her, and the humiliation of it burned hot in his cheeks even as his body betrayed him, shifting back into her touch.

When she finally withdrew her fingers, the loss made him exhale hard.

“Stay still,” Quinn said, the edge of command sharper now.

He heard her shift on the bed, the faint sound of her hand slicking herself. Then the blunt head of her cock pressed against him, warmer and thicker than her fingers had been.

Paul’s hands fisted in the sheets.

“Breathe,” she reminded him, and then she pushed forward.

The stretch was intense, almost too much, but the slickness and the slow, steady pressure eased it in. Inch by inch, she filled him, her breath coming a little heavier as she did.

When her hips finally pressed flush to him, she paused, one hand gripping his waist. “God, you feel good.”

Paul’s eyes squeezed shut. The fullness was unlike anything he’d felt before—strange, yes, but also electric, heat radiating out from the point where they were joined.

She began to move, slow thrusts at first, letting him adjust. The rhythm built gradually, each forward slide sending a shock up his spine, each withdrawal making him want, despite himself, for her to push back in.

Quinn’s hands roamed over him as she moved. She stroked his back, gripped his hips, and brushed over his arousal just enough to keep him on edge. The praise came in murmured threads, each one winding tighter around him: That’s it… good boy… you take me so well.

The words hit almost as hard as the sensation. He found himself leaning into them, into her, the humiliation blurring into a rush of something dangerously close to need.

Her pace quickened, the slick sounds between them filling the air along with the soft thud of her hips against him. The bed creaked faintly under their weight.

“Touch yourself,” she said suddenly, her tone low but firm.

He obeyed, wrapping his hand around himself. The angle made it awkward, but every thrust from her drove the pleasure higher, tightening the coil in his stomach.

She groaned, a deep sound that vibrated into him. “I want you to cum with me.”

The rhythm built faster, sharper, each stroke hitting something inside him that made his breath break. His own hand moved in time, chasing the edge that was rushing up on him.

When it hit, it was overwhelming. His body clenched around her as he came, shuddering, the sheets clutched tight in his fists. Behind him, she thrust once, twice more, then groaned his name as she followed, filling him with a warmth that made his knees weaken.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The only sounds were their uneven breaths and the cars racing about in the city outside.

Finally, she eased out of him, her hands gentler now as they slid over his hips. “Lie down,” she said softly, and he collapsed onto his side, chest still heaving.

Quinn stretched out behind him, one arm looping over his waist, pulling him back into her. “Told you,” she murmured into his hair.

Paul didn’t reply. He was too out of breath. But the way his body melted against hers said everything.

They lay tangled together on the bed, limbs loose and heavy, the sheets a chaotic tangle beneath them. The fabric clung damply to their skin in places, still warm from the friction of their bodies. Paul could feel the heat of Quinn’s back against his chest, the slow rise and fall of her breathing syncing with his own. The air felt thick, the kind of quiet that comes after a summer storm—charged, humid, and reluctant to settle.

After a long moment, Quinn shifted. She turned to face him, propping herself on one elbow. Her hair was mussed, strands falling over her cheek, the faint sheen on her skin catching the glow from the bedside lamp. She studied him without speaking at first, her gaze steady, curious in a way that made his chest tighten.

“How do you feel about me now?” she asked, her voice low and unhurried.

Paul blinked, still somewhere between the rush of what had just happened and the slow pull of reality returning. His mind felt thick, his thoughts sluggish, yet the answer rose before he could stop it. “I think… I’m obsessed with you.”

Something shifted in her expression. A flicker of surprise, quickly smoothed into a faint, knowing smile.

He lifted a hand, brushing the backs of his fingers along her jaw before cupping her face fully. The pad of his thumb traced the high curve of her cheekbone, lingering there as he leaned in. His lips met hers, not in a hurried clash but in something deliberate, almost reverent. The kiss sank deep, their mouths fitting together with a connection that felt both inevitable and dangerous.

Her lips were soft at first, then firmer, pressing back into him with growing intent. Her breath was warm against his cheek, her tongue finding his in slow, unhurried strokes that seemed to stretch time. This was different. It wasn’t a challenge or a game. It was a claiming, an acknowledgment of something neither of them had been willing to name until now.

Paul’s hand slid from her face to the smooth line of her neck, his fingers grazing the faint thrum of her pulse. He followed the curve down until his palm found the warm weight of her breast. She made a sound—soft but charged—and the small noise shot straight through him.

He leaned down, pressing another kiss to her lips before moving lower. His mouth brushed the swell of one breast, then closed over her nipple, drawing it into the heat of his mouth. His tongue circled lazily, teasing, savoring the way she arched toward him.

Her fingers found his hair, combing through before curling to keep him close. Encouragement hummed in the quiet between them, her breathing deepening, each inhale and exhale threaded with barely contained need.

He moved to her other breast, sucking lightly before giving it the same slow attention. His free hand kneaded her gently, thumb flicking over the peak as his mouth worked the other. Her body answered him in subtle shifts, a press of her thigh against his hip, a tilt of her chest into his mouth.

Then her hand slid between them, searching with purpose. She found him still half-hard, still sensitive, but swelling quickly under her touch. Her grip was sure and deliberate, stroking him once before her fingers left—and then returned with something else.

She took herself in hand, aligning their shafts so they pressed together from base to tip. The contact made him groan into her skin, the heat and weight of her against him almost dizzying. She wrapped her fingers around both of them, the fit snug, the friction immediate.

The slick glide of their bodies moving together sent a shiver up his spine. He stayed at her chest, lips and tongue teasing each nipple in turn, the faint salt of her skin lingering on his mouth. Every shift of her hand coaxed another groan from him, and he rocked into her grip without thinking.

Her strokes were long and smooth, the pressure perfect. Each time he glanced up, her gaze was locked to his, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted as if she were holding back words.

The pace quickened gradually, their hips moving in sync, the sound of their slick rhythm filling the room along with their breathing. Paul kissed his way back up to her mouth, catching her in another deep kiss that left them both gasping.

The coil of pleasure in his stomach drew tighter, sharper. From the way her grip firmed and her breath caught, he knew she was on the same edge.

They broke the kiss only to breathe, foreheads pressed together, eyes locked. The moment tipped, and they both went with it—shuddering, spilling together in her hand, the heat and wet of it spreading between them. She kept stroking until the last pulses faded, milking every final twitch from them both.

Paul collapsed against her, their chests pressed, the air between them still warm with what they’d just done. He found her mouth again, slower this time, a kiss without urgency but heavy with meaning.

He cupped her face once more, his thumbs brushing along her jaw as if memorizing the shape of it. For the first time since they’d met, her guard seemed to fall completely. Her lips softened under his in a way that spoke not just of desire, but of something deeper—trust, maybe, or the beginning of it.

The silence that followed was full, not empty. It carried their breath, the fading pulse of heat, and the quiet acknowledgment of what had shifted between them. Words would have felt clumsy. So they stayed as they were, tangled in the sheets, looking at each other like there was nowhere else to be.
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The week after the retreat, Paul found himself steering his car into a quiet side street in one of the nicer parts of town. The late summer sun hung low, throwing a gold wash over the parked cars and leafy sidewalks. Window boxes spilled with trailing flowers, and the air had that faint, warm scent of greenery baked all day in the heat.

He spotted Quinn immediately. She was leaning against the low brick wall in front of her building, one ankle crossed over the other, a light jacket draped over a deep green dress. The fabric clung where it should, skimming her curves and baring just enough leg to make his pulse trip. The shade made her skin look richer, warmer, and the easy tilt of her head said she knew exactly how good she looked.

When she saw him, she smiled. A real one—no calculated smirk, no pointed edge. It softened her face in a way he hadn’t expected, and he realized then that he’d missed her more than he would have admitted to himself.

He stepped out of the car, running a quick hand over his shirt like it might matter. “You clean up nice.”

Her gaze swept over him in a slow, deliberate pass, the corners of her mouth curving. “Not bad yourself, Reeves. You might even pass for charming tonight.”

“Only might?”

He held the passenger door open for her, and she slid inside with a small smile, the kind that said she’d noticed the gesture and wasn’t going to let him forget it.

The restaurant he’d chosen wasn’t flashy, but it had intimacy built into every detail—the low lighting, the dark wood, the quiet hum of conversation. The kind of place where the world seemed to narrow to just the table you shared. A small candle flickered between them, casting a warm glow across her features.

She ordered a glass of wine, he stuck with water, and by the time their entrées arrived, the conversation had settled into an easy rhythm. The teasing was still there—she wouldn’t have been Quinn without it—but there were pockets of warmth threaded through.

It was impossible to pretend the attraction wasn’t there anymore. He caught himself leaning forward when she laughed, wanting to close the small distance between them. When she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, he caught the faint scent of her perfume and thought about how it had clung to his skin last week. When their knees bumped under the table, neither of them pulled away.

She told him about her first year at the company, the clients who drove her crazy, and how she still believed the annual retreat was “an HR fever dream with better catering.” He admitted, with a reluctant smile, that she had been the only reason he hadn’t skipped half the events entirely.

Dessert arrived—rich chocolate layered with cream in a small glass. They shared it without comment, passing the spoon back and forth. He watched her lick a smear from her lip, the movement pulling his mind somewhere it probably shouldn’t have gone in the middle of a crowded dining room. He had to clear his throat before speaking.

“So,” he said, leaning back a fraction, “are we going to pretend this is just a friendly dinner?”

Quinn’s eyes glinted in the candlelight. “Do you want it to be just a friendly dinner?”

His head moved in a slow, deliberate shake. “Not even close.”

She set the spoon down with care, leaning forward until her elbows rested on the table. Her gaze locked to his, steady and unflinching. “Good. Because next time we’re in bed, I’m going to make you beg like you’ve never begged before.”

The words hit low, heat curling in his gut before he could mask it. He felt the smile spread across his mouth, slow and certain, as he reached across the table to take her hand. “I can’t wait.”

Her thumb moved over his knuckles, a small, unhurried stroke. “Careful, Reeves. You’re starting to sound like you like me.”

“I do,” he said, without hesitation.

Something in her eyes softened, the sharp edge retreating just enough to let the warmth show through. She gave him a smile that was different from the others she’d thrown him tonight—smaller, almost private.

They lingered over the last of the dessert, the conversation easing into silences that felt comfortable rather than strained. When they finally stepped outside, the night air was warm, carrying the faint scent of flowers from the planters lining the sidewalk.

She looped her arm through his as they walked toward the car, her heels tapping lightly on the pavement. “You know,” she said, glancing up at him from the corner of her eye, “you were a terrible roommate.”

He laughed, the sound unguarded. “Guess I’ll have to work on being a better one.”

Her grin came slow, with the weight of something unspoken behind it. “Oh, I’m counting on it.”

He opened the car door for her again, and as she slid into the seat, she gave him a look—a glint that said tonight wasn’t the whole story. That whatever this thing between them was, it wasn’t cooling off anytime soon.

When he rounded the hood and settled behind the wheel, they were both still smiling. The engine turned over, and as they pulled into the quiet street, she reached across the console for his hand. They didn’t speak for the first few blocks, but the silence was rich, the kind that carried an understanding without needing to name it.

By the time the city lights swallowed them, Paul already knew she had been right. He would beg for her. And the truth was, he wouldn’t mind in the slightest.
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THE MAGIC FOUNTAIN


The square stretched open in front of me, warm and golden under a web of lantern light. My buddies and I were traveling abroad, moving so fast and drinking so much, I couldn’t even remember what town we were in, but it was old and welcoming just the same.

The cobblestones under my boots were slick from the evening’s mist, but I didn’t slow down. There was music flowing from a street band near the fountain, and laughter spilled out from the café terraces.

I’d already had enough drinks to feel that pleasant buzz in my head, the one that softened the edges of everything and made every sound richer, every color deeper. And maybe it made me notice the way people’s eyes lingered when I passed. That was a look I knew well. It always sent a little pulse of satisfaction through me, like a secret I carried in my pocket.

Jamie came up beside me with a grin that told me he was about to start trouble. “You’re really going to stick to what you said back at the bar?”

I tilted my head toward him, letting my smirk answer before I spoke. “What, that I could seduce anyone?” I let the words drip slow, confident, like I’d been waiting for the chance to say them again. “Damn right. Doesn’t matter who they are. Give me ten minutes, I’ll have them ready to melt.”

On my other side, Mason barked a laugh. “You’re full of shit.”

“Full of talent,” I corrected, savoring the warmth of the wine on my tongue even now. We passed a group of women gathered near a café table, their glasses catching the lamplight. I caught one’s gaze and gave her a slow, deliberate smile. She had dark hair and a sexy pout.

Her lips parted. She looked away too quickly.

I didn’t need to look at my friends to know they’d seen it. “See?” I murmured, already feeling the small victory coil inside me.

Jamie groaned. “You’re drunk enough to believe your own hype.”

“Drunk enough to prove it,” I said, my voice low and smooth. The truth was, the drinks had loosened me, but my confidence wasn’t a side effect. It was something I wore like a favorite jacket. It was broken in, perfectly fitted, and impossible to take off.

The square was busy but easy to move through. I liked the way people made space for me without quite realizing it even though I was an obnoxious foreigner. My shoulders carried their own gravity, my grin a kind of permission. I’d learned long ago that half the game was looking like you belonged wherever you were. Tonight, in this little foreign square, I belonged like I’d been carved into the place.

That’s when I saw the fountain.

It rose at the center of the square, stone worn smooth with age, lit from beneath so the water glowed pale silver against the dark. The statue at its heart was of some long-forgotten figure, arm outstretched toward the sky as though begging for something only the stars could give. The water caught the lantern light and broke it into shifting ribbons that slid over the statue’s form.

Something about it pulled at me. Not in a mystical way, just in the way that certain places make you want to claim them, mark them in some small, wicked way. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the way my friends kept needling me, their voices hot on my heels. Or maybe it was just that I’d never been the type to let a challenge pass me by.

I slowed, letting my gaze linger on the statue, imagining my friends’ faces if I did something stupid. No, when I did something stupid. Because the square was warm, the music was sweet, and my blood was humming for more than just another drink.

I could already hear Jamie laughing when I turned toward the fountain.

And I could already feel the words leaving my mouth, sealing the dare I hadn’t even been given yet.

Jamie didn’t even try to hide the smirk in his voice. “Go on, Casanova. Prove it. Kiss her.”

I followed his gaze to the fountain’s statue—the stone woman with her arm outstretched to the stars. Her features were worn smooth in places, but there was still a certain elegance to her: long hair carved to spill over one shoulder, lips slightly parted as if she were about to speak. The lantern light caught on the wet sheen over her body, making her look almost alive.

I laughed, low and unbothered. “That’s your big dare? A kiss?”

“A kiss in the wishing fountain,” Mason said, stepping closer with a grin. “You want to prove you can seduce anyone? Start with her. I hear she’s a tough one to crack.”

That earned a few laughs from the people milling nearby. I noticed them watching us now, locals and tourists alike, drawn in by the prospect of entertainment. A couple at a café table leaned toward each other, whispering. The man’s eyes flicked toward the fountain, and I caught the glint of amusement there.

Jamie raised his brows. “Unless you’re scared.”

“Please,” I said, rolling my shoulders back, letting the wine-warm confidence spread through me. “I’ve had colder kisses.”

More people had gathered around than I’d expected. A girl with bright red lipstick said something in the local language, and a ripple of laughter moved through the crowd. I caught the word legend and filed it away with the rest of the tourist folklore I’d heard tonight.

“What legend?” I asked, glancing her way.

She smiled slyly. “If you kiss her, you should be ready for her to kiss back.”

A few of the townsfolk chuckled, a sound full of something I couldn’t quite place, like they knew a joke I didn’t. I smirked anyway. “Sounds like my kind of woman.”

Jamie’s hand clapped my back. “Do it.”

The fountain was taller than it looked from a distance. I stepped up onto the rim, the stone damp under my palms as I steadied myself. The water splashed gently below, cool mist brushing my face. From here, the statue’s carved gaze was level with mine, her marble eyes catching the faint shimmer of the lights.

I leaned in slowly, playing it up because I knew the crowd was watching. It was the same rhythm I’d use leaning in for a real kiss: letting my body close the space inch by inch, tilting my head just enough, holding the moment taut so everyone leaned forward with me. My friends were right behind me, I could feel their energy. They were half expecting me to chicken out, half daring me to go further.

The stone was colder than I expected, a shock against the heat in my cheeks. My lips met hers with a gentle amount of pressure, my mouth molding over the unyielding curve. The texture was slick from the fountain’s spray, tasting faintly of mineral and something metallic.

Someone in the crowd let out a mock whistle. A few others laughed. I closed my eyes for effect, holding the kiss just long enough to make it ridiculous, then started to pull away.

That’s when it happened.

The water, which had been a soft trickle, surged up in a sudden arc. It slapped against my face, cold enough to steal my breath, and for a split second I thought some drunk idiot had splashed me from the other side. But then the air itself seemed to hum around me, and the spray didn’t fall the way it should have. Instead, it curled and clung, sliding down my skin in thin, silvery rivulets.

The first rush of cold slid under my skin like it had teeth, but then heat bloomed, spreading in waves that tightened and loosened me all at once. My chest constricted, ribs shifting, bones grinding with a sick, liquid sound that made my stomach lurch. I tried to suck in a breath and it came out higher, thinner, like the air itself had changed inside me.

My hands went to my torso instinctively, clutching at myself as the fabric strained and pulled. My shirt pressed harder against me until the seams groaned. The pressure swelled under my palms and then, God, the push outward rounded me in a way that had my pulse hammering. My nipples brushed the damp fabric and I almost cried out from the shock of it.

Behind me, my friends gasped. “Holy shit,” Jamie blurted, his voice cracking. Mason’s laugh came next, sharp and startled, like he didn’t know whether to be scared or entertained.

The crowd was louder, voices overlapping, a ripple of cheers and whoops like I was the evening’s show. Someone shouted something I couldn’t catch over the roar in my ears, but the tone was gleeful, hungry for spectacle.

I staggered back from the statue, slipping slightly on the wet stone rim. My hips knocked against it, only, Christ, my hips weren’t where they were supposed to be. They flared, wider, fuller, my balance thrown off as if my center of gravity had been yanked lower. My jeans bit into me, squeezing flesh that hadn’t been there seconds ago.

And then I felt my hair spill heavy across my shoulders, dragging damp against my neck, tangling in my lashes when I tried to look down. I grabbed a fistful, the strands silky and long, dark as ink under the lanterns.

My breath came faster, chest rising and falling, every inhale pulling across curves that hadn’t belonged to me. My thighs brushed together differently. Even the weight between my legs was gone, replaced with an aching emptiness that made panic claw up my throat.

The noise from the crowd swelled. I heard clapping, laughter, the sharp edge of whistles. They weren’t horrified. They were delighted.

I couldn’t even bring myself to look at my friends. I couldn’t stand the idea of what they were seeing, what I’d become in front of them. Instead, I stumbled toward the edge of the fountain, water still lapping in lazy ripples.

The reflection caught me.

For a second I thought it was some stranger standing in my place. Her lips were parted in shock, cheekbones sharp, skin glowing with mist. She was stunning in a way that took the breath from me. Wide eyes rimmed with thick lashes, mouth wet from the kiss I’d just given the stone. Hair spilling down over her shoulders in wild sheets. Breasts pressed against the soaked fabric of her shirt, nipples peaked and visible.

But when she moved, so did I.

The world tilted.

I pressed trembling hands over my new body, feeling flesh that shouldn’t have been there respond to my touch with shivers. The crowd’s laughter was a distant roar now, the heat of their eyes crawling all over me. Every inch of me was alive, nerves screaming, overwhelmed.

“Luca?” Jamie’s voice cracked like he didn’t believe it.

I couldn’t answer. Not with the reflection staring back at me, not with her—me—looking like the kind of woman I’d boasted I could seduce.

Only now I was the one being looked at.

I couldn’t stop touching myself. My hands clutched at the soaked fabric clinging to my chest, trying to hold it down, hide the impossible curves that had sprouted there. The press of my palms only made it worse. The soft flesh under my grip, nipples stiff and aching against the thin cotton. Every brush of fabric sent shivers racing up my spine, and the sound that tore from my throat was too high, too breathless. It wasn’t my voice.

The crowd loved it. They laughed and whistled, not cruel, but in that way people laugh when they’re telling a joke and you’re the punchline.

An older man shuffled forward through the throng. He had the look of someone who’d been here all his life. Deep lines were carved into his face, his cap was pulled low, and his eyes glittered like he’d seen this before. He raised his hand, and the laughter dimmed into a murmur.

“You know the legend is,” he said, his voice carrying easily. He gestured toward me, toward the fountain that still glimmered behind. “The statue grants a change to those foolish enough to kiss her lips. But it does not end quickly. Not until…” His eyes flicked down my new body with a smirk that made my skin crawl and heat all at once. “Not until a wish of the heart is fulfilled.”

“What the fuck does that mean?” My voice cracked, the sound sharp and feminine, and the crowd roared with laughter again. I clutched myself tighter, cheeks blazing.

“Could be anything,” the old man said with a shrug. “True desire, true release, true needs met.”

A younger local woman, bold and pretty in a red skirt, leaned against the fountain’s edge. “Maybe someone has to have their way with you,” she said, biting her lip. She winked and I felt horrified at the thought.

More laughter.

Another voice called out from the crowd. “Or maybe she has to want it herself!”

The suggestions came quick after that, shouted over each other. Marriage, love, sex. Secrets whispered in the dark. Each one dirtier than the last. Heat licked up my neck until I thought I might combust.

I turned to my friends, desperate for someone to take this seriously, but they were caught somewhere between horror and amusement. Jamie had his hand pressed to his mouth, muffling a laugh he clearly didn’t want to let out. Mason shook his head, muttering no way under his breath like maybe if he said it enough times, I’d snap back to normal.

And then there was Tate.

He hadn’t said a word, just stood rooted to the spot, staring at me. Not like the others. His gaze wasn’t mocking, wasn’t horrified. It was hungry, the way I’d seen him look at women in bars when he thought no one noticed. His throat worked as he swallowed, eyes dragging down over the wet cling of my shirt, the swell of my hips, the water-darkened strands of hair sticking to my neck.

Our eyes met. He flinched, looking away too fast, color rising to his cheeks.

That was worse than the laughter.

“Don’t you get it?” I snapped, my voice catching high again, betraying me. “This is insane. I can’t stay like this.”

But even as I said it, even as the crowd kept teasing about what kind of wish might break me free, I couldn’t shake the look on Tate’s face. The shock, the heat, the way it made my stomach twist in a way I didn’t understand.

I wanted out. Out of the fountain, out of the square, out of this whole mess. My skin was buzzing, nerves stretched too tight, and the crowd’s laughter felt like it was grinding me down. I pushed forward, clutching my arms across my chest as if I could fold myself back into the shape I knew.

Except walking wasn’t easy anymore.

I was in heels. I looked down in disbelief. The sneakers I’d been wearing minutes ago had reshaped with me, tapering into a pair of narrow black heels that pinched my toes and forced me forward on unfamiliar angles. Each step was a wobble, a sway. My new hips rolled without permission, dragging my balance with them. The motion felt obscene, exaggerated, like I was strutting even though I was just trying not to fall.

And the crowd noticed.

A low whistle cut through the night. “Look at her go,” a man called, his voice thick with amusement.

“Damn, she’s got legs for days,” another added, and a wave of laughter followed.

It wasn’t just men. A group of women sitting at a café table tilted their heads, eyes gliding over me with appreciation. One licked her lips, slow and teasing, and raised her glass in a toast.

My face burned hot enough to rival the lanterns overhead. Every look stuck to me and crawled down my body like invisible hands. I hugged myself tighter, but it only pushed my breasts up higher, the swell more obvious. The air felt thick, the night suffocating.

“Back off,” Tate said, his voice cutting sharp as he stepped in close beside me. His hand brushed my elbow as though he meant to steady me, guide me, but then he pulled back, curling his fingers into fists. He put himself between me and the loudest voices, but it didn’t matter. They could still see me.

I caught the way Tate glanced over his shoulder when he thought I wasn’t looking. His eyes dipped, hungry, then snapped forward again as if ashamed. The heat that flared in my stomach had nothing to do with embarrassment this time.

I hated it.

I hated the sway in my step, the cling of wet fabric, the way every curve seemed designed to draw everyone’s eyes. But I couldn’t deny the current rushing through me either. It was like my skin had been rewired to feel a strange, electric awareness of my body. Every stare prickled. Every brush of air against my damp shirt made my nipples ache harder. They’d never ached like this before.

I stumbled again, my ankles wobbling. Tate’s hand shot out, gripping my waist to steady me. His palm pressed into the flare of my new hips, fingers digging in just enough to make me feel how narrow I’d become. The contact stole my breath.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice low, meant just for me.

No. Yes. I didn’t know. The warmth of his touch lingered even after he let go, and I hated how much my body wanted it back. Was this what it felt like to be a woman?

The crowd hadn’t let up. More whistles, more stares. I felt like a performance, like every step was a private show I hadn’t agreed to give. My discomfort grew heavy, but under it all, a pulse throbbed low in my belly, insistent and confusing.

I wasn’t supposed to like this. I wasn’t supposed to feel the rush of being wanted.

And yet every hungry glance set that pulse deeper, stronger, until it was all I could do to keep moving.
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The tavern we found smelled of wine and woodsmoke. It was loud with chatter and the scrape of chairs across stone. I’d thought ducking inside would get me away from the crowd in the square, but half of them had followed, too curious or too eager to see what would happen next. My clothes clung damp against me, my hair dripping in loose sheets, and every time I moved, the shift of my body felt wrong. Too heavy here, too soft there.

That’s when he came up to me. A broad-shouldered local with olive skin and a crooked smile that told me he’d kissed more than his share of strangers. He leaned against the table I’d tried to hide behind, his eyes sweeping over me like he owned the right to me.

“Maybe it’s me,” he said in accented English, voice smooth as poured honey. “Maybe I’m the wish your heart’s been waiting for.”

Laughter rippled nearby. My stomach twisted, but there was something in his challenging, amused gaze that pinned me in place. If there was even a chance he was right, that touching someone, kissing someone, would break this curse, I had to try.

“Fine,” I muttered, my voice thin and strange in my own ears. “Just make it quick.”

He didn’t hesitate. His hand came to my jaw, thumb grazing my cheek, warm against my chilled skin. Then his mouth was on mine.

The shock nearly undid me.

His lips were hot, insistent, pressing with a rhythm I knew, but the sensations tore through me in ways I hadn’t expected. My own mouth felt plumper, softer. When he sucked at my lower lip, I gasped, and the sound that escaped was high, needy, foreign. His tongue swept against mine, and my body jolted, nerves sparking like live wires.

I should have pulled away, but I didn’t. I let him kiss me, let him taste me, waiting for the rush of magic to snap me back into myself.

It didn’t come.

Instead, his hand slid lower, fingers brushing over my damp shirt, skimming the curve of my new breast. The heat of his touch burned through fabric and flesh alike, and my nipple stiffened instantly, a hard ache that had me biting down on his lip before I could stop myself. The low sound he made sent my pulse skittering.

I tore back, breath ragged, lips tingling, chest heaving.

Mason cursed under his breath. “Jesus, Luca, what the fuck are you doing?”

“Trying to fix this!” I snapped, but my voice came out breathless, high, too much like the girl I looked like.

Jamie dragged a hand through his hair, pale and wide-eyed. “This is insane. This isn’t going to work.”

They stayed rooted at the edge of the tavern table while the crowd laughed, too spooked to get closer. I saw it in their faces—their discomfort, the way they didn’t know whether to shield me or just pretend they weren’t seeing me kissed like that. Mason swore again when the local’s hand brushed my breast, but he didn’t step in. He looked like he couldn’t even look at me.

And then my eyes found Tate’s. His fists clenched, jaw tight, his expression the only one that wasn’t retreating. The only one that burned hotter, darker.

His eyes were locked on us, and the storm there was impossible to read. Anger, maybe. Disgust. But there was something else underneath, something darker. Something that definitely shouldn’t be there. The second our gazes met, he looked away too fast, color rising to his face.

The tavern rang with laughter, louder than before.

“Not enough,” someone called out. “It has to be deeper than that!”

“More than a kiss,” another added, and I could feel their eyes crawling all over me, weighing every inch of my trembling body.

The man who’d kissed me grinned, licking his lips like he’d gotten away with something. “You taste so good, baby. Let me show you how much better you can feel. I’d love to test drive that new body of yours,” he said, voice thick with lust.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, my face burning, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might bruise me from the inside. There had been no spark of reversal, no shudder of magic. Only the raw, shocking truth of how different it felt to be kissed like that, touched like that, in this new body.

And the worst part? Some small, traitorous part of me hadn’t hated it.

The tavern had only gotten louder, hotter, since the kiss. Every look pinned me like I was the only game in town, every murmur filled with suggestion. I wanted to disappear, but the locals weren’t going to let me. Not while I looked like this.

The next one slid into the chair beside me. He was younger than the man who’d kissed me before. Dark eyes, hair falling carelessly across his forehead, the kind of cocky grin that said he’d been watching me squirm all night. He leaned too close, the smell of wine heavy on his breath.

“You look thirsty,” he said, gesturing for the barmaid. A fresh glass of red was set in front of me in moments.

I shook my head, pushing it back across the table. “I’ve had enough.”

“Shame.” His smile curved sly, his knee brushing mine under the table. “Maybe you need something stronger than wine.”

I stiffened, shifting back, but there was nowhere to go. The tavern was packed, the bench beneath me narrow, and his leg pressed insistently against mine. My skin tingled, a hot line of awareness racing up my thigh that I couldn’t seem to shut off.

“I’m not—” I started, but he reached under the table, his hand finding my knee.

My breath caught.

The weight of his palm, the slow slide of his fingers higher, set my nerves ablaze. It shouldn’t have felt like that. It shouldn’t have felt good. But it did. It felt too good. My body jolted. My hips shifted away, but the motion only drew attention.

A couple nearby laughed knowingly, raising their cups in my direction. This was just a game to them. To the men and the women. I guessed the locals liked seeing the legend in action. It was almost surreal how much they didn’t seem surprised by any of it.

The local leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Feels different, doesn’t it?”

A shudder ran through me, sharp enough that I had to bite my lip to stop the sound that wanted out. My shirt clung damp against my breasts, every rise of my chest exaggerating the curve. I pressed my arms tighter across myself, but his hand under the table crept higher, thumb stroking the inside of my thigh.

“Stop,” I whispered, but the word came out thin, trembling. Feminine.

He chuckled, low and rough. “You don’t sound like you want me to.”

The laughter around us swelled, and I knew they were watching. They all were. My humiliation burned, but underneath it, the rush—the sharp, electric pulse of being touched in a way I didn’t understand—had me clenching my teeth against a whimper.

He stood, tugging me with him. “Come on. Let’s see if I’m your wish.”

My body moved before my mind could catch up, legs wobbling in the damned heels as I let him guide me through the tavern. The crowd parted, murmurs following us like smoke. I kept my arms crossed over my chest, my hair falling in damp sheets to hide my face, but I could feel every stare dragging across my curves.

Mason barked a disbelieving laugh. “This is out of control. I’m not watching this.”

But he didn’t leave. Neither of them did. They lingered, caught in the same horrified fascination as everyone else. When the local tugged me to my feet, Jamie grabbed Mason’s sleeve like he might try to stop me, but Mason shook his head. “He won’t listen.”

Then a hand caught mine.

I stopped short. Tate.

He stood just off to the side, his grip firm, possessive, his eyes burning into me. The look on his face twisted me up. Anger, confusion, and something hotter beneath, something that made my stomach twist with guilt. But why? Tate and I had always been friends. That’s it. But for a heartbeat, it was just us. His thumb brushed over my knuckles, and I swore I felt it all the way down my spine.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. His jaw worked, his chest rising and falling, and then he dropped my hand like it burned him.

The local tugged again, and I let myself be pulled, though my thoughts stayed tangled in the heat of Tate’s eyes. Mason muttered something I couldn’t hear, and Jamie groaned like he wanted to vanish.

The back room was dim, the door closing with a heavy thud that cut off the tavern’s laughter. The air smelled of old wood and smoke, shadows flickering from a single lantern.

Before I could think, the local’s hands were on me.

He pressed me against the wall, mouth crashing onto mine. His kiss was rough, demanding, his tongue pushing past my lips. I whimpered, startled at how different it felt now. At how his stubble scraped my softer skin, his body crowding mine until I was drowning in the heat of him. My lips parted, yielding without meaning to, and he groaned into my mouth.

His hands slid down, cupping my breasts through the thin, damp fabric. The contact stole my breath. My nipples hardened instantly, sharp peaks straining against his palms. I gasped, my hips jerking forward, a traitorous moan spilling from my throat.

God, it was too much. Every nerve screamed, every brush of his fingers sparking like fire. I’d never felt anything like it. My body arched, craving more even as my mind shouted stop.

He shoved my shirt up, fingers finding bare skin. The roughness of his touch dragged over the sensitive peaks, and my knees nearly buckled. His mouth trailed down my neck, hot and wet, teeth grazing the tender spot just below my ear.

“Beautiful,” he whispered against my skin. “So fucking beautiful.”

I wanted to deny it, to shove him away, but my body betrayed me. My back hit the wall harder as his hand skimmed lower, over my stomach, toward the waistband of my jeans.

Panic cut through the haze like ice water.

“No—” The word ripped from me, high and sharp. I shoved at his chest, twisting out from under him. My breath came in ragged gulps, my heart pounding so hard it hurt.

He froze, eyes dark with want, then stepped back with a scoff. “Guess it’s not me you want after all.”

The laughter that had followed us into the tavern was gone now, but I swore I could still hear it echoing in my ears. I dragged my shirt down, arms crossing protectively over my chest, every inch of me trembling.

No rush of magic. No release. No return to myself.

Just me, still trapped in this body, with the taste of another man’s mouth on my lips and the memory of Tate’s hand still ghosting over mine.

And worse than anything was the ache low in my belly that hadn’t gone away.

When I stumbled back out of that room, shirt disheveled, lips swollen, Mason’s face was tight with anger. Jamie looked sick. But neither of them said a word.

The tavern hadn’t cooled off even after I shoved the last guy away. If anything, the energy had shifted. Their curiosity was sharper now, their gazes more brazen. It felt like they could smell the confusion on me, taste it in the way I was still trembling, still flushed.

So when another man swaggered over, with his broad chest and predatory grin, I knew exactly what he wanted. His gaze dragged down the front of my shirt, lingered shamelessly on the curve of my breasts.

“Maybe you need someone with more experience,” he said, reaching out like he had the right to touch me. His fingers grazed my arm, sliding lower.

When the second man reached for me, Jamie’s voice cracked. “Luca—don’t.”

The man ignored him. Mason looked away entirely, shoulders tense, muttering, “This is fucked.”

I jerked back, but before I could get the words out, another hand clamped around his wrist.

Tate.

He was between us in a heartbeat, his shoulders squared, jaw set. His voice was rough, almost a growl. “She said no.” His voice carried, sharp enough that even Mason’s head snapped back toward us.

The man scoffed, tugging against Tate’s grip. “She didn’t say anything.”

“She doesn’t need to,” Tate snapped, shoving his hand away. The motion was sharp, controlled, but there was no mistaking the warning in it. “Back off.”

The stranger sneered, muttered something in the local language, then slunk away with a glare that promised he’d be back. The eyes of the room followed him for a moment before drifting back to me.

The push, the warning, the way the other man slunk off—it left silence in its wake. Jamie finally exhaled, shaky, like he’d been holding his breath through the whole thing.

I rounded on Tate, anger prickling hot. “What the hell was that? I don’t need you babysitting me.” My voice cracked higher than I wanted, betraying nerves I couldn’t hide.

Mason snorted, ugly and uneasy. “Could’ve fooled me.” He started for the door, shaking his head. “I’m done. I can’t watch this.”

Jamie hesitated, glancing between me and Tate, eyes full of pity. “We’ll be at the hotel,” he said finally. “Just… don’t do anything stupid.”

Then it was only Tate and me, standing too close, the tension coiled between us like a live wire.

His eyes burned into mine. “You’re not yourself, you’re shaking, and you let a guy drag you into a back room to maul you. Tell me again how you don’t need anyone to help you.”

Heat rose up my throat, equal parts shame and fury. “I was trying to fix this, Tate. If kissing or…or more was going to change me back, I had to try.”

“You don’t even know what you’re agreeing to,” he said, stepping closer. His chest brushed mine, just barely, but enough that I felt the solid heat of him, the scent of him. Clean sweat, salt, and the faint bite of his cologne. “You’re reckless. And you’re going to get hurt.”

The words should have stung. They did. But standing that close, with his voice low and sharp, his breath fanning my damp hair, it did something else to me too.

A flutter. Deep in my stomach.

I looked up at him, meaning to glare, to push him back, but the moment stretched too long. His eyes softened, just a fraction, and I noticed the way they darted down, just for a second. Not toward my breasts, but toward my mouth. My lips still tingled from the last kiss, swollen, parted, waiting.

I froze.

He froze.

The space between us felt charged, tighter than it had any right to be. My skin buzzed, every nerve aware of him, of how easy it would be to close the distance. The thought sent another traitorous shiver through me, and I hated myself for it.

I dropped my gaze, stepping back, arms folding across my chest again. “Don’t look at me like that,” I whispered, though I didn’t even know what I meant by it.

His jaw tightened. “Then stop fighting me and let me help you.”

And just like that, the moment snapped.

But the flutter remained, low and insistent, a reminder I couldn’t shake no matter how much I wanted to.

The streets outside were quieter than the square, but I still felt the stares following me as Tate walked beside me. My hair clung damp to my back, my body humming with leftover adrenaline. Mason and Jamie had peeled off before we got this far, muttering something about heading up first. I didn’t blame them. They’d had enough, and honestly, so had I.

By the time we reached the hotel, I was trembling from exhaustion. When we’d arrived to this town, Tate and I had shared a room. But the thought of doing that now was terrifying. Not with the way he kept looking at me.

The lobby smelled faintly of lemon polish and old rugs. Tate went straight to the desk, his voice low but urgent as he leaned on the counter.

“We need another room,” he said.

The clerk tapped through the computer with bored efficiency before shaking her head. “Complete. Full.” Her accent wrapped around the words, final and immovable.

Tate’s jaw flexed. He glanced at me, then back to the clerk. “Nothing? Not even a single?”

She only repeated herself, and that was that.

He swore under his breath, then turned to me. “Looks like we’re stuck.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him I couldn’t possibly face sharing a space like this, not with the way his handprint still burned into mine from earlier, not with the memory of his body pressed too close in the tavern. But I was too wrung out, too raw, to fight it.

“Fine,” I muttered. “Two beds. That’s all I need.”

The room was small, tucked at the end of a narrow hallway. Two twin beds sat side by side, pressed up against the same wall with barely enough space between for a single nightstand. The air was cool, carrying the faint scent of detergent.

I stepped inside and froze. The last time I’d been here, I’d been myself. Now every reflection in the window and mirror, every brush of fabric against my breasts, screamed that I wasn’t.

I sank down on the nearest mattress, burying my face in my hands. “I don’t know what the hell to do,” I said, the words muffled and high. “I feel… trapped. Like this isn’t me, but it’s all anyone sees. It’s like I’m stuck in someone else’s skin and I can’t get out.”

The mattress across from me creaked as Tate sat down. “Luca—” He stopped, rubbed his jaw. His voice came rougher when he tried again. “I don’t know how to deal with this either. Watching you like that in the tavern. Every man looking at you. Touching you. I wanted to drag you out of there, and I hate that I felt that way.”

I lifted my head slowly. “You hate me now?”

“No.” His gaze locked on mine, steady and unflinching. “I hate myself. Because I can’t stop thinking about how much I want you. Since it happened. Since I saw you. And it’s messed up, because you’re my friend, and two days ago you were—” He cut himself off, shaking his head. “But now I can’t stop seeing you like this. Wanting you like this.”

The words hit me like a blow. I should have felt disgust. I should have told him to shut up, to take it back. But instead my stomach tightened, heat curling low, the flutter from before swelling into something undeniable.

I swallowed hard. “Don’t look at me like that.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, face caught somewhere between defiance and regret. “I can’t help it.”

The air between us thickened, heavy with everything we weren’t saying. My heart pounded, too loud in my ears, and I hated that some part of me wanted him to keep looking, wanted to see the hunger in his eyes again.

We sat there in silence, twin beds between us, the space too small to hold everything pressing at the edges. Neither of us moved. Neither of us admitted what was burning in the room with us.

But we both felt it.

The silence stretched, thick enough to smother. My clothes still clung to me from the fountain, damp and sticky against my skin, reminding me with every shift that this body wasn’t mine. The wet cotton pressed uncomfortably to my chest, my nipples stiff and aching, the denim of my jeans digging into curves that hadn’t existed before tonight.

I tugged at the hem of my shirt, grimacing. “I should change. These are… uncomfortable.”

Tate rose from his bed, crossing the narrow space between us. His hand brushed mine, stopping the fumble of my fingers. “Let me,” he said quietly.

I froze. His eyes were steady, but his voice betrayed him. It was low, rough, and tinged with something dangerous. My breath hitched, and before I could argue, his fingers found the hem of my shirt. He peeled it upward, slow enough that I could have stopped him, slow enough that I should have. But I didn’t.

The fabric dragged over my breasts, catching on my hardened nipples, and the sound that slipped out of me was humiliating—high and breathless, too much like a moan. Tate’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t stop. He tugged the shirt free and let it fall to the floor, his gaze catching on the bare skin revealed beneath.

“God, Luca,” he whispered, like he was swearing and praying all at once.

I crossed my arms over myself instinctively, but he caught my wrists, gently tugging them away. The look in his eyes wasn’t mocking. It was desperate and hungry, like he was seeing something he couldn’t bear to look away from. The air between us crackled.

“Don’t,” I murmured, meaning to push him back, but the word faltered as his hand brushed my waist. His palm slid up, over the curve of my breast, thumb grazing my nipple. Fire streaked through me, so sharp I gasped and nearly buckled. My body betrayed me, arching into his touch even as my mind screamed to stop.

“Tell me to stop,” Tate said, his voice low and strained.

I opened my mouth, but the only sound that came out was another helpless gasp as he pinched lightly, sending another jolt down my spine. My knees gave, and I clutched at his shoulders for balance.

He kissed me then, hard and urgent. It wasn’t like the locals’ kisses. This wasn’t for show. It wasn’t careless or greedy. His mouth claimed mine, his tongue stroking deep until I was moaning against him, clinging tighter. I could taste wine, salt, the heat of his desire bleeding into me.

His hand slid lower, over my stomach, pausing at the waistband of my jeans. I stiffened, but then his fingers popped the button, eased the zipper down. “Luca,” he rasped, as if saying my name was the only thing keeping him tethered.

I should have stopped him. I didn’t.

His hand slipped inside, finding the bare, slick pussy where nothing I knew should have been. My body jolted, a cry breaking from my throat, and my head fell back. Every nerve lit up, so raw and overwhelming I thought I might shatter. I had no idea having a pussy could feel this good.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his forehead pressed to mine, his fingers sliding slow, testing, stroking.

I clutched at him, nails digging into his shoulders, hips rocking without my permission. The wet sounds between us made my cheeks burn, but I couldn’t stop. I was melting, unraveling, every stroke sending shockwaves through me.

When his thumb circled the tight, aching nub, pleasure slammed into me so hard I cried out, my voice unrecognizable, high and broken. My body arched, clinging to him, riding the sensation with wild desperation.

I’d never felt anything like it. Never. It was too much, too intense, and yet I couldn’t let go of him. I pressed closer, gasping against his neck, my world reduced to the relentless stroke of his fingers and the way he held me together while I fell apart.

And in the back of my mind, beneath the haze of pleasure, one truth sank in like a stone:

I didn’t want him to stop.

Tate’s fingers were still buried inside me when something shifted. I wasn’t just reacting anymore. I was moving with him, pressing down, chasing the sparks he lit in me. My hips rolled, slow at first, then sharper, testing what this body could do. The wet heat between my thighs pulsed around him, hungry and insistent.

His breath stuttered. “Luca…” My name sounded like a plea.

I slid my hands down, cupping my own breasts, lifting them, squeezing the soft weight until my nipples peaked harder against my palms. The sight of it, the feel of it, made me moan into his mouth as I kissed him back with a hunger I hadn’t known I could feel. His tongue tangled with mine, desperate, claiming, and I devoured him right back.

The bulge straining his jeans pressed against my thigh, thick and undeniable. Every shift made me aware of it, the heat of it. I broke the kiss, panting, and looked down.

I couldn’t stop myself.

I dropped to my knees. The carpet was rough under my skin, but all I could focus on was the outline of him, thick and hard, straining against the denim. My hands trembled as I reached up, unbuttoning his jeans with fingers that barely obeyed me.

He caught his breath, eyes locked on mine. “You don’t—”

“I want to.” My voice was unsteady, higher than I meant, but true.

His answer was to peel his shirt off in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. My eyes dragged over him. His chest was broad, his stomach taut, and his muscles flexed under the lamplight. I’d seen him shirtless before, but never like this. Never with my body aching, dripping, desperate for him.

The zipper gave, and I slid his jeans down just enough to free him from the confines of his boxers. My breath caught.

He was thick, hard, the head already slick, pulsing with want. My mouth watered, an ache low in my belly answering the sight. I’d never thought I could want this, crave this. But my lips parted without thinking, and I leaned in.

The first taste shocked me—salty, warm, heavy on my tongue. My new lips stretched around him, softer, fuller, sealing tight as I took him deeper. His groan rumbled above me, hand tangling in my hair, and the sound went straight to the wet ache between my thighs.

I sucked harder, swirling my tongue around the head, then slid lower, taking more of him into my mouth. My jaw ached, but the way he bucked into me, the way he gasped my name, made me hungry for more.

“Fuck, Luca—” His voice broke, raw and wrecked.

My hand wrapped around the base, stroking in time with my mouth. I worked him, hollowing my cheeks, tasting every drop of him until his hips thrust helplessly against me. My body clenched in sympathy, dripping, needy, every nerve screaming.

The thought flickered, sharp and startling: maybe this was it. Maybe the “wish of the heart” wasn’t mine—it was his. To give in completely. To let me have him this way.

I moaned around him at the thought, the vibration making him curse. His grip in my hair tightened, his hips jerking. And then he shattered.

His cum flooded my mouth, hot and salty, and I swallowed without thinking, greedy for it, hungry in a way that terrified and thrilled me. He groaned my name again, broken and breathless, his whole body shaking above me.

When he finally slumped back on the bed, panting, I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, staring up at him. My chest heaved, my thighs slick, my body trembling with need.

And that was when I realized how good it felt. Not just the act, not just the new body writhing with sensation, but being with him. With Tate.

All this time I’d thought being with women was the greatest high. But I’d never felt this. Never shared something that seared straight through me.

With him, I wasn’t just taking what I wanted. I was wanted in return.

Tate reached down, his hand curling under my arm, and pulled me up from the floor. His touch was steady, grounding, though the look in his eyes was anything but calm. Hunger, heat, restraint barely clinging on.

His hands skimmed over me as if he couldn’t help himself, tracing the curve of my waist, the swell of my breasts, sliding lower. He paused at the open fly of my jeans, fingers brushing the bare skin revealed there. I trembled, caught between wanting to shove him back and wanting to beg him closer.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, more to himself than to me.

Before I could answer, he hooked his fingers into my waistband and tugged. My jeans slid down my legs, heavy with water and clinging fabric, then dropped to the floor in a wet heap, my boxers tangled inside them. I stepped out, my balance shaky, and when I looked down at myself, my breath caught.

The reflection in the fountain hadn’t been a lie. My body was sleek, soft, curved in ways I hadn’t known I could be. My mound was smooth, bare, shaved clean as though I’d always been this way. A woman’s body, flushed and wet, trembling under the weight of his stare. And I was sexy.

Tate’s hand hovered, then brushed lightly over the soft lips between my thighs. I gasped, hips jerking. The gentleness of it undid me more than anything else tonight.

“I want to return the favor,” he said, voice rough, final.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He guided me back to the bed, lowering me onto the cool sheets. My hair spilled across the pillow, my chest rising and falling too fast. He spread me open with careful hands, crawling between my thighs until his broad shoulders pressed them apart.

I’d never felt more vulnerable. Every part of me was bare, exposed, waiting. My pulse pounded in my ears, panic and desire tangled together. But then his mouth lowered, and the moment his tongue touched me, all of it vanished.

The first lick tore a cry from my throat. It was wet, hot, soft and firm at the same time, and the sensation blazed through me so sharp I arched off the bed. His hands clamped to my hips, holding me down, and then he licked again, slower this time, swirling over the aching nub that had been driving me wild since the change.

“Fuck—” My voice was broken, high.

He groaned against me, the vibration making my thighs shake. My fingers tangled in his hair, clutching tight as I rocked helplessly against his mouth. He flicked his tongue over me, again and again, relentless, until I was grinding into him, sobbing out half-formed pleas I couldn’t even understand myself.

The pressure built, hot and unbearable, coiling tight inside me. Every nerve screamed, every muscle clenched. And when he sucked hard, dragging his tongue across me, I shattered.

The climax ripped through me, violent and consuming. My back bowed, my cries echoing in the small room, thighs clamped tight around his head. Pleasure poured through me in waves, and I clung to his hair like I’d drown if I let go.

When it ebbed, I collapsed back, shaking, drenched in sweat. My chest heaved, my lips swollen, my whole body buzzing like I’d been remade again.

Tate rose above me, his mouth wet with me, his eyes dark and wild.

“I want you inside me,” I whispered, the words slipping free before I could think. They sounded foreign in my voice, but true all the same.

His breath caught. Then he nodded, slowly, like he’d been waiting to hear it all along.

Tate hovered above me, the weight of his body braced on his arms, his chest heaving. My thighs were still trembling from his mouth, but the need between them only burned hotter. The words had already slipped out—I wanted him inside me—and there was no taking them back.

He kissed me hard, his tongue pushing deep, and I clung to him, wrapping my arms around his back. His cock pressed against my slick entrance, hot and heavy, and I gasped at the sheer size of it, at how my body seemed to open in invitation.

“Tell me to stop,” he rasped against my mouth.

I shook my head, nails raking down his shoulders. “Don’t you dare.”

He pushed forward, slow, steady. The head of him stretched me, and I cried out, clutching at his arms. It was strange and shocking. My body clenched around him, yielding in ways I’d never known. The sensation was too much, too intimate, filling me deeper and deeper until I thought I’d split apart. And yet… I wanted more.

When he sank all the way in, I gasped his name. The fullness was overwhelming, almost unbearable, and at the same time, it was perfect. My body tightened around him, slick and wet, and the look on his face—his eyes squeezed shut, jaw tight—told me he was barely holding on.

“Jesus, Luca,” he groaned, pulling back only to thrust again, harder this time.

The shock made me moan, my hips bucking up to meet his. Each thrust jolted through me, my breasts bouncing against his chest, the friction sharp and electric. My body was alive in a way I’d never known, every nerve tuned to him, every movement grinding me closer to something wild.

He lost control fast. His thrusts grew rougher, sharper, the bed creaking under us. His hands grabbed my hips, holding me in place as he drove into me again and again. And I loved it. Loved the way he took me, the way my body welcomed him, the wet sounds between us obscene and thrilling.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Harder,” I begged, shocked at the desperate need in my own voice. “Please.”

He gave me everything. His rhythm turned frantic, slamming into me until I was crying out with every thrust, nails digging into his back. My body shook, sweat slicking our skin, the ache between my thighs building into something unbearable.

And then it hit.

My climax ripped through me, raw and violent, my back arching, mouth open in a scream I couldn’t control. My pussy clenched around him, squeezing, milking, and the magic surged. The air shimmered, a faint glow sparking along my skin, the echo of the fountain’s curse loosening.

For a heartbeat, I felt the possibility of changing back, of shedding this body.

But I didn’t want to. Not now. Not when I was full of him, not when this body was writhing with the most incredible pleasure I’d ever felt.

Tate groaned my name, thrusting harder, lost in me. His release hit as mine still shook through me, hot and pulsing deep inside, and the way he collapsed against me, trembling, made me hold him tighter.

The magic flickered once more, then faded, leaving me as I was—breathless, sweating, still quaking around him.

And all I could think was that I wasn’t ready to give this body up. Not yet.

Tate collapsed against me, his weight solid and comforting, his skin slick with sweat. I felt him still pulsing inside me, the last shudders of release fading as our breaths tangled in the quiet. My thighs quivered around his hips, my body still clenching, unwilling to let him go.

After a long moment, he eased out of me, and I whimpered at the loss, my body already missing the fullness. The sheets beneath us were damp, tangled, and I sank back into them with a sigh, my chest rising and falling too fast.

Tate rolled onto his back, one arm brushing mine, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. The silence stretched, heavy with something neither of us wanted to say.

Finally, his voice broke it. “Luca.”

I turned my head toward him, startled by the weight in his tone.

“I saw it,” he said quietly. “The glow. The shimmer in the air. It was the same light from the fountain.” He swallowed, his throat working. “You could have changed back.”

My stomach twisted. He was right. I’d felt it too—that pull, that loosening, the choice hanging there like a door I could have walked through. I licked my lips, tasting him still, and bit down on the lower one.

“I didn’t want to,” I admitted. My voice was soft, but steady.

Tate turned his head to look at me, eyes dark and searching. “What do you mean?”

I sat up on one elbow, the sheet sliding down to expose my breasts, still flushed and tender. His eyes flickered lower, then back to my face. I held his gaze anyway.

“The wish,” I whispered. “I thought it was supposed to be about one tiny little act to fulfill the wish. But it wasn’t tiny, it was big. Something that will last longer than a night.”

His brows furrowed.

“I wanted this,” I said, pressing a hand to my chest, feeling the wild beat of my heart under the new curves. “Not at first. God, not at first. But when you touched me… when you looked at me like that…” My cheeks burned, but I didn’t stop. “I realized I didn’t want it to end. I wanted this body. I wanted to feel everything it could do. With you.”

He exhaled, slow and sharp, dragging his hand down his face. “You’re saying your wish was granted? That you wanted to keep this body?”

I nodded, my lip caught between my teeth.

Tate sat up then, turning fully toward me. His voice was tight. “But what if you can’t get your old one back? What if this is permanent?”

I shrugged, though my chest ached. “Then maybe I was never supposed to go back.”

The silence that followed was heavier than anything the fountain had put on me. His eyes searched mine, like he wanted to argue, like he wanted to pull the words back out of me and make me take them back. But then his hand came up, brushing a damp strand of hair from my cheek, and he sighed.

“Whatever you need,” he said finally, his voice raw. “I’m here for you.”

Something inside me broke open. I smiled—small, trembling, but real. “I already know that.”

He tugged me against him then, my cheek pressed to his bare chest, his arm curling around me protectively. His fingers stroked through my hair, slow and soothing, even though his breathing was still uneven. I listened to the steady thrum of his heart under my ear, and for the first time since this whole nightmare began, I felt safe.

“You know,” he said after a long pause, his voice lighter now, “Mason and Jamie are going to lose their shit.”

I laughed, the sound bubbling out of me unexpectedly. “They’ll just have to get used to it.”

He chuckled, pressing a kiss to the top of my head.

For a while we stayed like that, tangled in the sheets, my body humming with the echoes of what we’d done. The window was cracked open, letting in the faint sounds of the town. The laughter, the music, and the footsteps on cobblestone. Life going on, waiting for us to step back into it.

I lifted my head to look at him. His hair was damp, sticking to his forehead, his lips swollen from kissing me. My best friend. My anchor. And now, the first man to ever make me feel like this.

“What?” he asked, catching me staring.

I shook my head, grinning. “Just wondering how many more wishes we could test before leaving.”

His brows rose. “You mean—”

“Not just us,” I said, heat sparking low in my belly at the thought of the tavern, of the locals’ hungry stares. “Tomorrow. We’ll see what else this body can do.”

Tate’s eyes darkened, and his hand slid down my back, settling on my hip. “Careful, Luca. You might find out more than you’re ready for.”

I leaned in, kissed him, slow and lingering. “Maybe that’s exactly what I want.”

And deep down, I knew it was.
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TRAINING THE NEIGHBOR BOY


She was the girl next door—the girl of my dreams, really. Piper. Even her name felt like something out of a story, something light and untouchable. She had long, flowing auburn hair that caught the sunlight and framed her face in loose, effortless waves. It seemed to shimmer whenever she tilted her head, cascading across her shoulders like strands spun from fire. And then there were her eyes. Piercing, impossibly green, the kind that made you believe they could see straight through you, past every flimsy defense, down to the secret parts of yourself you didn’t even admit to having.

Me? I was just the boy across the street. Or at least, I wanted to be. In truth, I was only a peeping, curious eighteen-year-old, one foot already out the door and ready for college, until Piper’s family moved into the house next door.

For nearly a year, that place had been a tomb of silence. Its windows were dark and lifeless, its lawn unkempt. Every time I looked out of my own second-floor bedroom window, I saw nothing but stillness, a cold vacancy that felt like it might last forever. And then, suddenly, there was light. A warm glow blooming in the upstairs bedroom across from mine. It was such a small thing, but to me, it was like the spark of a match in a cave. I didn’t know who had claimed that space yet, but I knew something had shifted.

And then I saw her. Once, twice, fleeting glimpses in the window before I understood that Piper now lived there. Tall. Slender. Skin so smooth and luminous it seemed to glow even through glass. Her face was soft yet striking, every angle touched with a kind of youthful perfection I had never seen up close before. When she leaned close to the pane, I realized how little separated us. Maybe ten feet, maybe less. But it may as well have been an ocean. She never looked my way, never noticed me, while I was already transfixed by her every movement.

I told myself it was going to be torture. Three long months until I left for university in September, three months of catching her gaze in passing, only to find it sliding right past me. At best, I imagined a handful of agonizingly awkward encounters. At worst, a summer of frustration. What I didn’t expect was that Piper would be far more trouble than I could have imagined.

I remember the moment I knew I was in over my head. Her family had been in the house barely a week when I saw her stretched out in the backyard, sunbathing in the smallest bikini I’d ever laid eyes on. Bright yellow, thin as a ribbon, leaving almost nothing to imagination. She wasn’t a highschool girl, that much I knew without question. There was something about her posture, the easy confidence in the way she moved, that told me she was older—college, maybe, or at least close. She didn’t have the restless insecurity of the girls I knew. She wasn’t fussing, fidgeting, trying too hard. Piper was calm. Effortless. Graceful.

And there she was, stretched on a towel with her sunglasses on, a book open lazily in her hands, as though putting her body on display for the sun was as natural as breathing. I was supposed to be mowing the lawn, but when I came back upstairs, sweaty and distracted, something pulled me toward the window. I rarely looked out at that side of the yard, but that day I did.

The sight knocked the air out of me.

Her long, toned legs glistened with a faint sheen of sun lotion, the curve of her calves tapering into delicate bare feet with pale, perfect soles. Her stomach was slim, her navel a soft hollow that rose and fell as she breathed. And then, of course, her breasts—too full, too heavy for the bikini top straining to contain them, a teasing promise of curves I had no business staring at. I leaned against the sill, biting my lip, running a nervous hand through my dark hair, my chest aching with want. My brown eyes locked on her figure as though I couldn’t look away, as though the sun itself had been captured in Piper’s body.

In that moment, she wasn’t just the girl next door. She was something untouchable, magnetic, dangerous.

So what if she was hot? It wasn’t like I was ever going to get anywhere with her. I might as well shove her out of my mind and focus on the girls who’d be at college in the fall, I told myself, tearing my gaze from the window and sinking back into the shadows of my room.

But I couldn’t help it. A few minutes later I was back at the sill, palms braced on the wood, peering out as if I were tethered to that view. My heart thumped as though I were doing something criminal, caught in the gravitational pull of the girl next door.

This time, though, the sight that met me was almost too much to process. Piper had undone her bikini top. The thin yellow fabric had fallen uselessly to either side, leaving her breasts bare in the early summer sunlight. They seemed to glow, impossibly full and perfectly shaped, with areolas a neat blush of pinkish tan and nipples that looked as if they were carved just to torment me.

“Fuck,” I breathed, the word escaping in a hoarse moan that was equal parts arousal and pain.

I knew a girl like her would never give me the time of day. I knew because girls like Piper never had. Back in school, I’d been invisible at best, a punchline at worst. I was eighteen, five-foot-three, skinny as hell, and still a virgin—not because I hadn’t tried, but because every time I thought I might have a chance, it collapsed before it could begin. A date or two, maybe a kiss if I was lucky, but nothing more. No girl had ever gone down on me, let alone taken me seriously enough to stick around.

They always seemed to figure it out quickly. That I wasn’t worth their time. One after another, they’d cut me loose with polite excuses or blunt honesty that still stung when I thought about it. I’d picked myself apart, searching for the flaw. Was it the way I dressed? My too-thin frame? The way I never managed to sound as confident as I tried to look? I lifted weights, changed my clothes, practiced standing taller in the mirror, but it never changed the way they saw me. A little brother. A stand-in friend. Harmless.

And that was the real insult: harmless. My short stature and slight build stripped me of any chance at being seen as a “real” guy. One girl had even laughed nervously when I asked her out, telling me she was flattered but I was just “too feminine.” I’d smiled, pretended it didn’t sting, but it did. It left me wondering if my very existence somehow invited cruelty—if girls were only so brutally honest with me because they never saw me as a threat. Because I was the safe one, the non-man, the little brother.

So looking at Piper now—at her perfect, sunlit breasts displayed so casually, as if they were nothing more than skin to be bronzed—almost made me angry. Angry at how unreachable she was, at how unfair it felt that beauty like hers could exist so close to me and yet so impossibly out of reach.

But in the end, anger lost. Arousal always won.

I bit down on my lower lip until I thought I might break the skin, heat flooding through me as I whispered another, “Fuck…”

This time I didn’t hesitate. I turned away from the window just long enough to twist the lock on my bedroom door, heart hammering as if someone were about to storm in on me. Then I crouched low, keeping the lower half of my body hidden below the sill, and shoved my jeans open with fumbling fingers. My cock was already hard, straining, twitching with need. I wrapped my hand around it and began to stroke, slow at first, then faster, the dry friction stinging in just the right way as I worked my short shaft and ruddy, swollen head. My balls tightened, bouncing with each pull of my fist.

“Fuck…” I groaned again, eyes glued to her across the yard, praying she might roll onto her stomach, praying she might tug down that bikini bottom and give me more. The thought alone made my thighs tremble. I knew if she did—if I caught even a glimpse of what was hidden beneath that scrap of fabric—I’d lose it instantly. I’d spill hard and fast all over my wall before I even had the chance to grab a sock or tissue, before I could control a single thing about it.

Piper didn’t flip over, and in the end that was probably just as well. My dick was already rock hard, my balls drawing tight against my body as climax rushed at me like a breaking wave. I couldn’t stop replaying how incredible she looked—her skin lit by sunlight, her breasts bare and perfect, as if her body had been designed to torment me. I wanted to hold on, to stretch out the moment, to keep watching her even as release bore down on me.

But then it was too late. The pressure ballooned at the base of my shaft, and my whole body tightened in response. My eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched, breath coming in ragged gasps as the sharp, electric pleasure ripped through me.

“Oh… fuck,” I growled under my breath, my body hunching forward as hot, white ropes of cum exploded from me, splattering the wall in front of me. My fist jerked around my cock, milking it through every pulse, every surge. “Fuck,” I groaned again, but this time in frustration, watching helplessly as the wall was streaked with sticky white lines. The damage was done. My orgasm had left its mark, and there was no undoing it.

I sagged forward, panting, my chest heaving as I gripped my shaft, now wet and slick from my own release. My cum coated the tip, dripping down my fist, the evidence of just how easily Piper had undone me. And yet, even in the afterglow, the shame hit just as hard as the pleasure had. Because as much as I’d wanted that release, I knew what I held in my hand—a short, skinny cock that any girl like Piper would probably laugh at. A dick that seemed destined to disappoint, just like I always had.

I let out a shaky breath, trying to pull myself together. Right then and there, I swore I’d never look at her again, no matter what. Even if she were lying in her backyard completely nude, I’d keep my distance. I’d prove I didn’t care. That’s what I told myself.

But the lie didn’t hold long. Later that same day I saw her again, glistening in the fading light, rubbing oil into her nearly bare body, the tiny bikini clinging to her curves as she turned over onto her stomach. She never removed the bottom, but even that sliver of movement was enough to make my pulse spike again. I clenched my fists, forced myself to look away, convincing myself over and over that I was done with Piper.

And for a little while, I actually managed it.

Until one evening.

I was slouched in the chair at my desk, scrolling aimlessly through an app on my phone. My old laptop sat nearby, mostly abandoned—too outdated for games, too sluggish for anything else. The desk itself sat partly in front of my bedroom window, but I wasn’t paying attention to the view. My focus was buried in the glow of my phone, blissfully unaware of what was happening on the other side of the glass.

I didn’t notice when Piper’s bedroom light flicked on. I didn’t notice when she slid open her own window. She leaned out casually, talking down to a friend who had stopped on the sidewalk below. From her angle, she must’ve been able to see me perfectly—sitting there, head bent, pretending at indifference. I had no idea.

Not until something small tapped against my window.

I blinked, startled, glancing up. And there she was. Piper. Looking directly at me.

Her arms rested casually across her windowsill, her face half-shadowed by the deepening dusk. She looked impossibly composed, almost statuesque, her cool expression betraying no effort at all. My brow furrowed in confusion.

She lifted one hand and gave a small, deliberate wave.

I froze, then stupidly jabbed my finger at my chest, mouthing, “Me?” as though she could have meant anyone else.

Piper laughed. Actually laughed at me. And in that instant her whole face transformed. Dimples flashed on her cheeks, her lips curving in a way that was devastating in its simplicity. And those eyes—those impossible green eyes—seemed to shine brighter than ever, cutting through the distance between us. Even in the dim light, they glowed like emeralds scattered on fresh grass.

I didn’t know what to do. Piper was the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my life, the kind of girl who should have been light-years out of my reach. Yet here she was—waving at me, smiling, tossing things at my window just to get my attention.

It didn’t make sense. It felt too good to be true.

When she made a little motion—tilting her head and pretending to lift an invisible window—I realized she was signaling for me to open mine. My stomach dropped.

I froze, caught between panic and possibility. I’d already tortured myself enough over her, watching from a distance, wracked with the memory of her bare chest in the backyard. The last thing I needed was to get my hopes up that she actually wanted to talk to me. For all I knew, she thought I was a girl. The moment I leaned out far enough for her to really see me, she might laugh and say, “Oh, sorry, I didn’t know you were a boy!”

Still, despite every warning in my head, I was too desperate—and maybe too much of a hopeless romantic—to ignore her. My fingers hesitated at the frame, then slowly pushed the glass upward until the evening air drifted in. Piper lifted her hand again in a wave, her lips curling into a casual, easy smile.

“Hey,” she said.

“Uh… hi,” I answered, my voice cracking more than I wanted. “Were… were you trying to talk to me?”

“Nah, I was just messing with you,” she said, deadpan.

Her voice caught me off guard. It wasn’t what I had imagined at all. I’d half expected something high-pitched and sing-song, the kind of voice that made a girl sound innocent by default. Piper’s voice wasn’t deep or masculine—not at all—but it carried a raspier edge, something ordinary, grounded, and somehow even more alluring than the angelic tone I’d foolishly projected onto her. It made her real, and that was both thrilling and terrifying.

“Oh,” I said, my shoulders falling. “Sorry, then.”

I started to close my window again, humiliated by how easily I’d taken the bait.

But then Piper laughed—wild, bright, unrestrained. She shook her head, auburn hair brushing her shoulders. “Hey, relax. I was kidding. I was trying to talk to you.”

I froze mid-motion, then gave an awkward, nervous chuckle as I left the window open. “Oh. Cool.” My voice cracked again, and I shrugged to cover it.

Her eyes glinted, amused, as she rested her arms against the sill. “So… are you in high school? Or junior high?”

The words stabbed sharper than I expected.

“Um, I’m in college,” I said quickly, forcing a steady tone, though the defensive edge was hard to hide.

“College?” Piper raised her brows, clearly intrigued. “Nice. Me too. You go to the university over here?” She gestured casually with her thumb over her shoulder, toward the direction of campus.

I nodded before I could overthink it, though the truth was I hadn’t even started yet. I didn’t dare clarify.

“I’m about to graduate this fall,” she said with a little flick of pride.

“Wow. So you’re, like… twenty-something?” I asked, more curious than casual.

“Twenty-two,” she answered with a smile that made my chest ache.

Fuck. Twenty-two? Hot, older, out of my league. As if she wasn’t already unattainable, somehow this made her feel even further away. And yet, impossibly, even more attractive.

“What about you?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Uh… twenty,” I lied, the word sticking to my tongue with hesitation.

Her eyes scanned me, and I knew instantly she didn’t buy it. “Really? You don’t look twenty.”

“Oh? I didn’t know everyone who was twenty had to look the same,” I shot back, a little sharper than I intended, my defensiveness slipping through. My chest burned with the fear she’d see right through me—not just the lie, but everything. The truth: that I was barely eighteen, that I was fragile in ways I hated to admit, that I didn’t belong in the same breath as her.

Piper giggled softly, leaning closer, the corners of her mouth lifting in amusement. “I don’t know. You just have this… innocent look. Like you haven’t really seen or done anything yet.”

Her words stung, but the sparkle in her eyes made it impossible not to feel both humiliated and enthralled all at once.

I wasn’t entirely sure what she was getting at, but I could only guess she was implying the obvious—that I was a virgin. Once upon a time, that kind of remark would’ve sent my face burning red, made me stammer in embarrassment as I scrambled to insist there was nothing wrong with it. But not this time.

Something about Piper stripped that instinct away. She made me feel like I had to lie, like honesty would only seal my fate. I was too drawn to her, too captivated by the possibility that she might see me as more than the awkward boy next door. Around Piper, I felt reckless, brash, even bold in ways I never was. She made me want to gamble everything—made me want to say or do whatever it took to keep her attention.

“Well, you’re wrong,” I said, tilting my chin up just slightly, trying to mask my nerves with a thin coat of arrogance. “Let’s just say… I’ve done a lot.” The words sounded hollow, absurd even, the kind of thing that would look pathetic coming out of my mouth. And maybe it did. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

What did I really have to lose? Worst-case scenario, I’d leave for college in a few months and never see Piper again. I’d always have the memory of her sunbathing topless in the backyard, an image forever etched in my brain, one I could call on whenever I wanted. Best case? She might be the girl who finally changed everything for me—the girl who ended the drought, who let me cross the line I’d been stuck behind for too long.

Piper laughed at my bravado, her lips curving as she rolled her eyes. “Well, when you say it like that…” she teased.

Desperate to steer the conversation somewhere—anywhere—I blurted out, “So… where’s your boyfriend?” The words tumbled out clumsily, the opposite of smooth.

Piper’s brow furrowed, and she shook her head. “I don’t have one.”

“Interesting,” I said, the word hanging awkwardly in the air.

Her laugh came again, easy and melodic, and my heart jumped. It didn’t matter how foolish I sounded—she was laughing with me, not at me. I told myself that meant something. I could almost feel the chemistry sparking between us, real and tangible, even if it was all in my head.

My imagination ran ahead, painting pictures of Piper and me together: walking side by side with our hands intertwined, lying tangled in the dark while music hummed low in the background, making love in a way that was tender and overwhelming. Each image felt dangerously close, almost possible, as if speaking to her at the window had already opened a door I’d never dared to knock on before.

“Well, I mean…” Piper continued, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair from her face, “there is this guy, but… it’s complicated.”

Her words struck like a dagger—quick, precise, and cruelly effective. I swallowed against the sharp pang in my chest. Still, I forced myself to welcome it. Better to hear it now than to spend the whole summer building castles in the air, only to watch them crumble when I learned about him later.

“That’s cool,” I said, though it came out flat, hollow. “What’s his name?”

“Scott,” she replied. Her voice was so nonchalant it twisted the knife deeper. “We’re not really together, though—just hooking up here and there.” She shrugged, like it was barely worth mentioning, then turned her green eyes back on me. “What’s yours, anyway?”

“Uh… Adam,” I managed, trying to sound calm, trying not to think about the image she had just given me: Piper, with Scott, in the heat of sex. The thought made my cock swell painfully in my jeans, straining against the fabric. Thankfully the desk and the angle of the window kept me hidden, though the ache was impossible to ignore.

“Well, I’m Piper,” she said with a sly smile.

“I know,” I blurted before I could stop myself.

“Oh yeah?” she replied, her tone unreadable, not quite surprised, not quite suspicious.

“My parents told me,” I explained quickly, fumbling for something plausible. “I guess they must’ve talked to yours.”

“Yeah, probably,” Piper said with a shrug. “They probably told you I live here, too. But honestly, I’m just here until the year starts back up again. Then it’s back to my apartment in town. Thank fuck.”

The profanity startled me, but not in a bad way. There was something deliciously jarring about hearing that word slip so casually from her lips. Her voice carried it with that faint rasp, making it sound rougher, more grown, like an edge hidden beneath her soft exterior. Those lips—pink, full, deceptively innocent—had just shaped the word fuck, and I couldn’t stop imagining what else they might shape.

In that instant, Piper became more complicated than the fantasy girl I had been building in my head. She wasn’t some flawless angel or Instagram-perfect model. She had an edge, a sharpness, something raw and real I hadn’t expected. She was less a dream and more a puzzle.

And I had no idea just how wrong my assumptions about her were going to be.

“So, what about you? Where’s your girlfriend?” Piper asked, her tone teasing, almost mocking.

“Um… I, uh…” My hand went automatically to the back of my neck, rubbing at the skin as though the gesture could buy me time. The truth was humiliating: I didn’t have a girlfriend. I never had. But the idea of admitting that in front of her—this impossibly gorgeous girl with her emerald eyes and careless smirk—was unbearable. I didn’t want to lie and invent some fantasy relationship, but I also didn’t want to look like a total loser. So what came out instead was a mess of stutters and half-formed words, an awkward silence strung together by nervous breaths.

Piper tilted her head slightly, studying me with that maddening little smile, the kind that told me she knew exactly what I wasn’t saying. She didn’t need my confession. She already understood. Virgin. Amateur. Boy.

“Oh,” she said, and then her lips curved wider. “I get it.”

She winked, though whether it was playful, kind, or cruel, I couldn’t tell. The gesture left me spinning.

And then, without missing a beat, she said, “So… you should come over sometime—maybe now, if you want.”

Her words slammed into me like a jolt of electricity. There was no build-up, no transition, no flirtatious easing into the suggestion. Just direct, blunt invitation—another thing that seemed to define her, I would later realize. My pulse spiked, adrenaline flooding through me.

“Um, okay,” I said too quickly, tripping over the word. “Just, um… give me a minute.”

“Just come through the front door and upstairs,” Piper said, her voice slipping into something low and sultry. “Nobody else is home.”

Fuck. My brain went haywire. Does she want to have sex with me? Is she screwing with me? Am I about to make the biggest fool of my life?

I forced a smile, pretending I was cooler than I felt, and closed my window. The moment I was alone, I bolted for the bathroom.

I don’t know why the first thing that came to mind was a shower, but I cranked the water on and jumped in. My hands flew over my body, scrubbing, shaving, fixing. I shaved the faint stubble on my cheeks and jaw, then my chest, then—God help me—the patch of hair around the base of my cock. I didn’t stop until I was smooth, bald, and slick everywhere, as if Piper would be taking notes on every square inch of me. My heart hammered the entire time, but my thoughts were frantic and focused on one goal: don’t fuck this up.

I toweled off quickly, dabbing cologne onto my neck and wrists, then scrambled to dress. For reasons I still can’t explain, I pulled on khakis, a t-shirt, and layered a powder-blue button-down over it. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and groaned. I looked less like a guy about to hook up with the hottest girl he’d ever met and more like an intern heading to his first office job. But I didn’t have the guts or the time to change. I told myself Piper might like the “clean and put-together” look, even if I felt like a fraud.

By then, it was too late to overthink it further.

I slipped out my front door, crossed the two lawns in a blur, and stepped into hers.

Immediately, I was struck by the strange aura every house but your own seems to have—that mix of unfamiliar scents and furniture arrangements that makes everything feel foreign. Hardwood floors gleamed under my sneakers, a maple banister wound upward, and the place felt like a carefully renovated antique, polished but still carrying history in its bones.

I started up the stairs when Piper suddenly appeared in the hallway above, leaning out just enough to smirk at me. “Come on, slowpoke.”

“Coming,” I muttered, my throat dry.

Up until now, some part of me had still convinced itself that Piper was a dream, a hallucination conjured by teenage lust and wishful thinking. But standing inside her house, watching her auburn hair catch the hallway light as she teased me from the top of the stairs—she became terrifyingly, overwhelmingly real.

I rounded the landing and followed her into the hallway. My pulse thundered as I reached the doorway to her room.

The sight stopped me cold.

Soft, ambient music floated through the air, blending with the hush of a breeze that slipped in through the open window. Lemon-colored sheer curtains lifted and swayed lazily, lit gold by the late afternoon sun pouring through the glass. Light streaked across the hardwood floor in warm beams that made the space glow.

And there, in the middle of it all, Piper sat cross-legged on her bed, a book in her lap, flipping through pages with the same casual grace she carried everywhere.

Fuck, I thought, gripping the doorframe for balance. I can’t do this. She’s too hot. She’s way too hot. I’m going to look like a complete idiot. She’s going to expect me to know what I’m doing, to touch her, to go down on her—and I’m going to ruin it. She’s going to know immediately I’m nothing but a fake.

The panic rose alongside the desire, and I stood there, frozen, torn between running and stepping forward into whatever came next.

“Hey,” Piper said, her voice light, almost indifferent, as her eyes flicked up from her book before drifting lazily back down to it.

“What took you so long? And why are you dressed up?” She laughed, the sound teasing, lilting, as though she knew exactly how much effort I’d put in.

“Um, oh… I was just—” I ran a nervous hand through my still-damp hair, trying to look casual, though every gesture betrayed how hard I was overthinking.

“Did you take a shower?” she asked, raising a brow.

“Yeah, I just… it wasn’t a big deal,” I muttered, trying to shrug it off, though the heat rushed to my cheeks.

Her lips curved. “Well, that’s probably a good idea.”

Shit. My heart thudded. She just confirmed it—we’re going to have sex. The thought made my blood rush hot in my veins, my pulse hammering in my ears.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said suddenly, lifting her head. Her green eyes locked onto mine, steady and impossible to look away from. She crooked a finger, beckoning me closer.

I obeyed before I even realized I was moving, stepping forward until I perched on the edge of her bed.

“I want you to let me know if I’m a bad kisser, okay?” Piper asked, her lips quirking with mischief.

Before I could respond, her hand was on my chin, cool fingers cradling me as she leaned in. Her mouth pressed to mine, soft and warm. The faint scent of vanilla perfume wrapped around me, dizzying, and then I tasted her—sweet, electric, addictive. My cock stirred instantly, swelling hard against the confines of my khakis as her lips parted, her tongue sliding into my mouth with an ease that stole the breath from me.

By the time she pulled back, I was already ruined. She smiled like she knew it. “Well?”

“Um… fuck,” I exhaled, blinking. “You’re… you’re an amazing kisser. Definitely.”

Her laugh was light and triumphant. “Yeah? So are you!” she chirped, as though it were a foregone conclusion.

Then, with that same sly brightness, she tilted her head. “So, I want you to do me a favor. Will you?”

Normally, I would’ve asked what it was first. Normally, I would’ve been cautious, suspicious even. But there was nothing normal about Piper. Not her kiss. Not the way she looked at me, like I was already in her pocket. I was lost—helpless to her pull, reduced to nothing but a puppet on strings. She could have asked me to do anything, and I would have nodded like the fool I was.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding without hesitation. “Whatever you want.”

“Good,” she said, her eyes sparking. “See, you and I have a really similar build, and I want to see what some of my clothes look like on someone else. So, I just want you to model a few things for me. Will you?”

Her words sank in slowly, like ice water poured down the back of my neck.

“You want me to… wear girl clothes?” I asked, cocking a brow, though my voice wavered.

“Well, yeah,” Piper replied, her smile widening. “Nobody will know.” She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial purr. “And besides… you’ll get a big reward if you do all my little favors.”

My head swam. I’d never worn women’s clothing—had never even imagined it—but Piper’s suggestion slipped inside me like a key in a lock. I immediately began working to justify it to myself. They were just clothes, weren’t they? Fabric. Cotton. Thread. No different from what I wore every day. If Piper wanted this, if it excited her, wasn’t that all that mattered?

Piper clasped her hands together, eyes bright with anticipation, as though this was something she’d been waiting to spring on me from the very beginning. She nearly bounced with excitement as she darted to her closet, rifling through hangers before pulling out an armful of fabric.

One by one, she tossed items onto the bed beside me. My heart jolted when I saw them—a flutter of skirts, the curve of a bra, and, unmistakably, a pair of pink cotton panties.

For a moment I told myself they must have been caught in the bundle by accident. But the thought of them—of those panties snug against Piper’s body—was enough to make my breath stutter, my throat dry. My cock swelled, straining harder against my pants as I pictured her wearing them.

And then she shattered the illusion of accident with a single line.

“Start with those panties,” Piper said, her voice playful but firm. “Go ahead and put them on for me.”

The blood roared in my ears. Any hope that this was some misunderstanding vanished. She wasn’t teasing by accident. This was deliberate. This was real.

“Um… these?” I asked, my voice catching as I reluctantly lifted the coveted pink panties into the air between two fingers. They felt impossibly delicate, soft cotton that seemed far too intimate for me to even be holding.

Piper glanced back over her shoulder from the closet, her expression cool and unreadable. “Yeah, those are the ones,” she said evenly. “I want to see what they look like on you.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost businesslike, as though she’d asked me to try on a jacket instead of women’s underwear.

“You mean… you want me to put them on? Like… take off all my clothes and wear these?” I asked, my throat dry.

“Yes. Exactly,” Piper replied without hesitation. Then, with a smirk tugging at her lips, she added, “Unless you’d rather wear these.”

She stepped out from the doorway of her closet, turning to face me. Slowly, deliberately, her thumbs slid into the waistband of her denim shorts. She shimmied them down her long, slender legs, revealing the snug white cotton panties stretched across her hips. My breath caught as she hooked her thumbs beneath them next, biting her lip as her eyes locked onto mine.

And then—down they went.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my voice breaking as her most private self came into view. A neat little strip of carefully trimmed, light brown hair sat just above the soft curve of her mound. Below it, the delicate split of her pale-pink lips, plump and inviting, made my cock throb so hard it ached.

Panic flared in me at the same time as desire. I’d never been so afraid of losing control, of actually cumming in my pants before anything even happened. Pre-cum slicked the tip of my cock in thick beads, soaking into my khakis until the dampness spread, threatening to betray me.

Piper only grinned, as though she could read every frantic thought. With a flick of her wrist, she tossed the panties she’d just removed at me. They hit my face before falling into my lap.

I grabbed them clumsily, staring at the still-warm cotton in my hands. Piper smirked, her green eyes flashing with amusement.

“Now,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “Go ahead and get them on already.” Then, with a casual shrug, she added, “Don’t worry. I won’t watch, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

She turned back toward her closet, bending to gather more clothes from the floor. But the movement only gave me a perfect view of her from behind. Her tight, smooth ass parted just enough for me to glimpse the soft pink of her lips again, and—God help me—the darker rosebud of her asshole.

At that point, I stopped thinking altogether. Hesitation was impossible. Every nerve in my body screamed at me to obey her, to do whatever it took to stay in this moment. My virginity, my awkward inexperience, all of it felt like it was teetering on the edge of oblivion. Piper wasn’t just offering me something—I was convinced she was about to take it.

I stripped quickly, tearing out of my clothes until I stood in nothing but my boxers. My cock strained so hard against the fabric that it looked painful, the wet spot spreading wider at the tip. There was no hiding it—not in my underwear, and certainly not in the tiny panties waiting for me on the bed.

She’ll see it’s hard, I thought wildly, and then she’ll want to do something about it. It’s perfect.

With a grin that felt both terrified and reckless, I shoved my boxers down my legs, relishing the insane fact that I was completely naked in Piper’s bedroom. My cock jutted out in front of me, flushed red and glistening with pre-cum. I could barely breathe as I stared at her—still bent over, still casually shifting clothes around—as if this wasn’t the most unreal moment of my life.

“Are they on yet?” Piper called, her voice lilting with a teasing note. “I’m turning around,” she warned, giggling.

“Wait, wait!” I stammered, fumbling as I snatched the panties up. I pulled them frantically over my legs and hips, struggling against the smallness of the fabric. By the time Piper straightened and turned, I had managed to tug them into place.

The elastic waistband sat high against my stomach, but the thin cotton was stretched so far forward that it barely touched my skin anywhere else. My cock formed a ridiculous tent, the outline of the shaft painfully obvious, the head pressing forward to create a damp, spreading stain of pre-cum.

Heat rushed to my face. I glanced toward the mirror across the room, catching a glimpse of myself. The image was surreal: my bare chest, my trembling legs, and those dainty pink panties warped obscenely by the thick pole of my cock.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe it was me.

And I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted Piper to look—and approve.

Piper giggled, her eyes glinting as she looked me over. “Nice hard-on,” she said dryly, stepping closer until I could smell her perfume again. “It’s really ruining the illusion, though. Isn’t there any way for you to get rid of it?”

Her tone was light, but there was an edge of mock annoyance in it, as if my erection were an inconvenience she hadn’t accounted for. The way she said it—so casual, so commanding—made my pulse pound harder. But how could she blame me?

“Um, well, I mean…” I stammered, forcing a pacifying grin. “Once you got naked I just kind of… couldn’t help it.”

She rolled her eyes and flicked her hand dismissively, as though brushing away my excuse. “Turn around for me. I want to see your backside.”

Her tone carried a faint irritation, and I obeyed quickly, heart racing as I turned to face the mirror. The sight caught me off guard: my reflection in her panties, the cotton snug against me, made me look… different. Softer. Daintier. Attractive in a way I hadn’t expected. My face burned, but at the same time, the secret feel of the panties hugging me made my skin tingle. I almost didn’t want to take them off.

Piper’s hands brushed across my ass, her fingers gliding over the thin cotton as if appraising me. My stomach flipped. Why did this feel so good? Why did I suddenly want to keep them, to steal away a piece of Piper that I could claim as my own?

“Try these on,” Piper said, her voice sharp with teasing. “If your dumb boner doesn’t get in the way, anyway.”

She held out something small and pink between her fingers. My breath caught.

A thong. Lacy, delicate, absurdly tiny.

A shock of excitement jolted through me. My cock twitched instantly as I took the cool, silky scrap from her hand. The fabric was whisper-thin, more like string than underwear, and I marveled at how something so insubstantial could feel so heavy in my grasp.

I slid the cotton panties down my legs and stepped into the thong, carefully pulling it up over my thighs. The pouch settled against me—if you could even call it that—barely managing to cup my half-soft cock. The lace was snug, inadequate, almost humiliating in its size.

But as soon as I felt the texture—soft, girlish lace pressing against the sensitive tip of my cock—I throbbed back to life. My dick hardened instantly, swelling against the fabric until it strained obscenely through the front.

It felt so wrong. Wrong to be wearing Piper’s thong. Wrong to be aroused by it. But at the same time… it was better than anything I’d ever experienced. The lace, the humiliation, the raw kink of it—it was like a door swinging open inside me, unlocking something I hadn’t even known was there.

I couldn’t stop imagining Piper in the same thong, the fabric snug between her cheeks, pulled aside for Scott to fuck her. The thought stabbed me with jealousy and heat all at once. My brain twisted the fantasy further: me, bent over in the same thong, someone behind me—Scott, maybe—sliding his cock against my exposed hole.

My cock pulsed violently in the thong at the thought. What the fuck am I thinking? I tried to shove the image away, but the rush of it lingered, dangerously intoxicating.

Piper’s voice snapped me back. “Stand still.”

Her hand shot out and grabbed my cock through the lace, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

“Ah—fuck!” I moaned, the sting shooting straight through me.

“Get soft,” she ordered, her grip firm, commanding, as if my dick were something she could bend to her will.

The pain and pressure forced my erection to wilt, shrinking bit by bit under her control. Finally, she released me with a satisfied little smile.

“There,” she said sweetly, pleased with herself. “Much better. Now, when it gets soft, tuck it between your legs so I can see the front of you.”

“Um… okay,” I said, hesitating. The request made my stomach twist. My instincts screamed that no matter what she asked me to do, my cock would only get harder. But I forced my mind away from Piper, away from the erotic haze of her room, and tried to think of anything else—cold showers, math equations, embarrassing moments in gym class.

It worked, barely. My cock softened enough, and with trembling fingers I slipped my hand into the thong, pushing myself down and back between my legs. The lace pressed tighter as I tucked myself out of sight.

I turned toward her, my heart hammering. The mirror caught me in the corner of my vision again, and I couldn’t believe what I saw: my hips slim, my front flat, the lace stretched prettily across me as if I belonged in it.

Piper’s eyes roamed over me, slow and deliberate. Her lips curved into a grin.

“Hm. Nice,” she said, her voice rich with amusement, approval, and something else—something that made my cock stir again, despite everything.

“Now… bend over the bed,” Piper said, her voice calm but commanding.

“Um… like this?” I asked nervously as I leaned forward, resting my hands on the edge of her mattress and pushing my ass into the air.

“Just like that,” she replied, a little purr hidden beneath her tone.

The mirror caught my eye, and I couldn’t stop staring at my reflection. My tight, smooth cheeks were rounded and framed by the pink lace thong, the fabric stretched taut as though it had been made for me. My ass looked… different. Feminine. Almost indistinguishable from Piper’s own if I let myself believe it. And there, between my thighs, I could see the faintest peek of my cock-head, pressing stubbornly against the tiny strip of fabric, hopelessly obvious in spite of the thong’s attempt to conceal it.

A moment later Piper stepped up behind me. I flinched as her hand slid boldly between my legs, fingers wrapping around the swollen head of my cock. She tugged it back firmly, forcing it down and tucking it between my cheeks until it was hidden from sight. The motion made me gasp.

My balls, however, refused to cooperate. They hung awkwardly, ruining the illusion. Piper gave a frustrated little huff, her breath brushing my lower back. “Stay just like that,” she said firmly. “And look forward.”

I nodded quickly, fixing my gaze on the mirror. My chest tightened. I’d never been in such a position—submissive, exposed, my ass high in the air.

And then, just at the edge of my vision, I noticed her arm extend. Her phone was in her hand, angled toward me.

The sudden click of the shutter made me jolt. My heart pounded.

“Wh—what are you doing?” I stammered, panic slipping into my voice.

“Relax,” Piper said smoothly, her grin curling mischievously as her eyes flicked to mine in the mirror. “Your face isn’t in any of these. Nobody will ever know.” She tilted the phone again, adjusting the angle. “Now, poke your butt up a little more. Cooperate, and I’ve got a big surprise for you.”

Shame flooded me, hot and heavy. The humiliation of it all—the pictures, the pose, the uncertainty of what she might do with them—made my stomach twist. I wanted to protest. But then I glanced back over my shoulder, only to hear another click.

Had she gotten my face that time? The thought made me dizzy.

“Mmm, this ass is so cute,” Piper purred. Her hand came down hard across my cheek with a sharp smack. The sting lit fire across my skin and I gasped, jerking forward slightly.

“That’s it,” she said, satisfaction thick in her voice. Her hand gripped me firmly then, fingers digging into my flesh possessively. “This is mine, right?”

“Um… I—” I hesitated, my mind scrambling.

“Isn’t it?” she repeated, her tone sharper, more authoritative.

“Yes,” I blurted quickly, afraid of another smack. “It’s yours.”

“Good.” Piper’s approval was almost soothing, even as my ass still tingled from the sting.

Her hand slid lower then, her lithe finger hooking beneath the thin lace string. She traced down into the cleft of my ass with unhurried precision, making me shiver. The delicate press of her finger between my cheeks sent a rush of blood straight to my cock. I felt myself swelling, throbbing, until the head slipped free from the thong and swung forward again, thick and urgent.

Panic flickered. I didn’t want her to be angry with me for “ruining” the illusion again. Quickly, I reached under myself, pulling my cock and balls forward, tucking them against my stomach to hide them as best I could.

The mirror revealed something startling: with everything pulled forward and out of sight, I looked… convincing. Almost entirely like a girl bent over the bed, my ass framed by lace, my smooth hips jutting out. It was surreal.

Piper’s finger kept moving, exploring deeper into the valley of my cheeks. And then, suddenly, I felt her fingertip brush against my most forbidden spot.

“Um, what are—ohhh…” My words dissolved into a moan as she caressed my tight little hole in gentle circles, teasing, coaxing. The sensation was shocking, alien and intimate, but it made my cock twitch wildly, straining forward as if desperate for release.

The humiliation, the pleasure, the control she exerted over me, it all tangled together until I didn’t know whether I wanted to hide or beg her to keep going.

“That’s it,” Piper purred, her voice a velvet thread that seemed to wind itself around my body. “You’re going to make the perfect doll.”

“Wh-what?” I stammered, but the words were half-swallowed by the moan rising from my throat. Her curious finger teased at my most forbidden place, and I was too hard, too strung out on pleasure to process what she meant.

“Are you ready for your big surprise?” Piper asked, her tone low, dangerous in the way it hinted at secrets I couldn’t yet see.

“Definitely,” I gasped, heart thundering. In my mind, I pictured her finally climbing onto the bed, straddling my face, spreading herself open so I could taste her—so we could finally begin what I thought was inevitable: our first time.

But Piper had other plans. Kinkier plans.

Before I could brace myself, she tugged the thong string sharply to the side. And then I felt it—her mouth. Warm, wet, hot with saliva. Her tongue sliding deliberately against my tight, quivering asshole.

“Oh—oh, fuck,” I cried, the sound breaking into a whimper. My body trembled, the sensation so foreign, so overwhelming, that I could barely breathe. The hottest girl I had ever seen was eating my ass, and I couldn’t comprehend how or why. All I knew was that it meant she liked me—really liked me. Who else would do something so filthy, so intimate? My chest swelled with delirious hope. She’s going to fuck my brains out. She has to. If she’s doing this, it’s only the beginning.

Her tongue withdrew, leaving me aching for more. “Just like that,” Piper said, satisfaction in her voice. Then her finger returned, gliding over my wet rim before pressing insistently inside.

“Ohhh…” I moaned softly, my body clenching around the intrusion. The pressure, the stretch—it felt like something secret was being broken open in me, something that could never be undone.

“Do you like my finger, Alexandria?” she asked smoothly.

For a moment, confusion pricked through the haze. “Wh—” I began, wanting to protest. My name wasn’t Alexandria. My name was Adam, short for Alexander—a boy’s name. She should’ve known that.

But then… why stop her? The name rolled off her tongue like it belonged to me, and hearing it sent a strange shiver down my spine. She fingered me deeper, sliding in and out, her touch rhythmic and careful, brushing against the inner wall of my canal until my toes curled. My protest died in my throat.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she coaxed.

“Yes,” I groaned helplessly, my face pressed into the sheets, my body trembling with the inevitability of it.

Her other hand snaked between my legs, finding my cock where it was trapped against my stomach. She yanked it downward, forcing it to jut back toward her. My breath hitched at the roughness, at the way she took control so easily.

“Such a big clit,” Piper giggled, the mocking lilt in her voice both humiliating and unbearably hot.

Before I could react, her lips closed around the head of my cock. Her tongue brushed across the slit, tasting the steady flow of pre-cum, and I nearly came right then.

“Fuck!” I shouted hoarsely, my fists knotting into her bedsheets as my body bucked.

“You’re being such a lady,” she murmured against me, her words wicked. Again, I should have minded, should have protested. But I couldn’t. Every nerve in my body was consumed by what she was doing.

“You’re going to get something nice and big,” she added, her tone thick with promise.

Her wet fingers stroked the head of my cock as her other finger kept working my hole, twisting, stretching, coaxing it open.

“Are you ready for it?” she asked, her voice silk and steel all at once.

“Yes… please…” I begged, my voice breaking into desperation.

“Pull your thong to the side like a good girl, then,” Piper ordered.

I obeyed instantly, hands shaking as I tugged the lace aside. My heart pounded in my throat.

There was a pause, and then strange, muffled noises. Jangling, clicking, something being unwrapped. My mind raced. I couldn’t place the sounds, but they filled me with dread and anticipation in equal measure.

Suddenly, something cool pressed against my slicked hole. Rubber. Smooth. Broad.

“Just a bit of lube since you’ve been so helpful today,” Piper said casually, her tone making it sound like nothing more than a kindness.

I tried to glance over my shoulder, to see what she was holding.

“No peeking,” Piper said sharply, her voice edged with command. “You’ll ruin the surprise.”

I froze, my body rigid, my breath shallow. The cool pressure against my hole lingered, poised, patient. My entire world narrowed to that one point of contact.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice shaky, though the answer was already pressing against me.

“Well,” Piper said with a sly grin, “you’ve been so helpful that, like I promised, I’m going to reward you with something nice and big. It’s right here… ready to make you feel like the girl I know you want to be.”

“What is it? I—I don’t understand,” I stammered, panic flickering through the fog of arousal.

“Do you feel it now?” she whispered.

And then I did.

A slick, firm pressure nudged against my asshole—broad, unrelenting, teasing the rim before retreating, then pressing again. The pressure alone sent sparks shooting up my spine, a pulsing ache that felt almost like it was already massaging my prostate without even breaching me. My body betrayed me instantly, my cock twitching, oozing helplessly.

I wanted to protest, to tell Piper she was wrong—I wasn’t a girl, I wasn’t interested in playing one. But the words stuck in my throat, smothered by the hot bloom of pleasure.

And then I looked into the mirror.

What I saw made my knees weak. My reflection: bent over the bed in a pink thong pulled to the side, my ass jutting up, dainty and smooth. Behind me stood Piper, auburn hair falling around her face, her green eyes locked on me with feral focus. Around her waist gleamed the harness… and from it jutted a massive, realistic cock. Thick, veined, pale-pink rubber, glistening with lube.

“Shit,” I whispered, just as the flared head pressed harder and forced its way inside.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned, my voice breaking, as my virgin hole stretched around the intrusion. It burned, then melted, the pain quickly giving way to something deeper, fuller, more overwhelming than anything I had ever felt in my life.

“That’s it,” Piper cooed, her voice steady, almost soothing. One hand stroked my cock in slow, controlled pumps while the other guided the thick dildo deeper into me.

“Give me your best girly moans,” Piper ordered, her tone playful yet commanding.

I should’ve resisted. But the moment her strap pushed deeper, my body betrayed me again. “I… oh, fuck…” The words escaped in a higher, more delicate pitch than I’d ever used before. I didn’t even mean to. It just happened—instinctively, submissively.

Piper’s lips curved. “That’s it. You like it when I rub your little clit and push it inside your butt, don’t you? Makes you feel just as pretty as that thong does.”

“I don’t understand why—” My protest dissolved into a cry as she pushed deeper. The cock filled me, stretching me wider, pressing into hidden nerves that lit my body on fire.

And then I realized the truth: I didn’t want her to stop. I could stop her at any moment, push her away, end it all. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Because what frustrated me most was how much I craved it. I wanted her to go deeper. I wanted to keep watching myself in the mirror—my reflection transformed into something I barely recognized, a slutty girl bent over in lingerie, stuffed full by a thick cock.

Piper started to move. At first she pumped gently, testing my tightness, accommodating my virgin body. Each slow thrust made me gasp, my nails clawing at the bedsheets. She pulled out, slicked the dildo with more lube, and slid it back in, this time beginning to build a rhythm—steady, deliberate, unyielding.

“Fuck… ohhh… I… FUCK!” I cried, my voice cracking into sharp moans, high and desperate. My hips rocked with each thrust, my cock dribbling down onto the sheets as her hand never stopped stroking.

“You’re being perfect,” Piper whispered, her words low, intoxicating. Her fingers squeezed the head of my cock, rubbing my pre-cum into the shaft, smearing it with every pump. My body trembled, teetering on the brink.

I didn’t want to give in. I didn’t want to cum like this, on my knees, bent over in a thong, a fake cock pounding my ass while Piper mocked me as a girl. The humiliation burned hot in my chest. And yet the pleasure was too overwhelming, too consuming.

“Cum for me,” Piper urged, her voice like a spell. “Show me how much you love it. Show me how pretty it makes you feel.”

Her words pierced through me, and I knew I couldn’t last. My body was no longer mine. It was hers.

Soon enough, Piper began to pump me with only the slightest of thrusts—slow, shallow movements that teased more than they penetrated. I glanced back toward the mirror and caught her expression. Her eyes were shut, lips parted, a blissful smile curving across her face.

Then I noticed the subtle grind of her hips. She wasn’t just thrusting into me—she was pressing her mound against the base of the strap, rubbing herself with every forward motion. Her moans confirmed it, soft and hungry, vibrating through the air.

The shallow rhythm drove me insane. Each small push massaged my prostate endlessly, flooding me with pleasure that was impossible to endure. Piper’s hand never left my cock, her strokes slow and deliberate, teasing the swollen head until I was shaking with desperation.

“I’m going to cum,” I cried out, my voice cracking.

A sharp smack landed across my ass. “Say it like a girl,” Piper commanded.

“I… I’m going to cum!” I repeated, forcing the words out higher-pitched, fragile.

“That’s better,” she said with satisfaction. “Now wait. I’m so close, too.”

“Fuck… I—” I tried to warn her, tried to explain that I couldn’t possibly hold back. But before the words could form, the pressure at the base of my cock swelled violently. Pleasure ripped through me like lightning, racing down my shaft in a white-hot surge.

“Ohhh… FUCK!” I howled, body jerking as the first thick ropes of cum erupted from me, spilling hot across Piper’s hand. My ass clenched wildly around the strap, milking it as if it were real.

“Ew!” Piper hissed, yanking her hand away. She smacked my cock several times in quick, punishing slaps. “I didn’t tell you to cum!”

I moaned helplessly, still spilling, my cock twitching as the last strings dribbled messily toward the sheets. Piper drove the strap in harder, almost to the hilt, her frustration evident in the roughness of the thrust. My prostate flared with aching bliss, forcing more shivers out of me as the orgasm wrung me dry.

At last, she pulled the dildo free with a wet sound, unstrapping it casually as though she hadn’t just wrecked me. My hole pulsed and gaped, the thong string sliding back into place between my cheeks like a cruel reminder.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” I panted, chest heaving, words tumbling out weakly.

“Well, I hope you’re happy,” Piper said flatly. “I was close to cumming too, you know.”

I tried a crooked smile. “I mean… we could definitely do something about that.”

“Oh, I’m going to,” she said, smirking. “I’m going to call Scott. So you need to go home.”

Her words hit me like a slap, sharper than any spank. “Scott…?” I muttered, heart twisting.

“Take that thong with you,” Piper went on, ignoring my tone. “I want you to practice wearing it. And I want you to learn how not to cum until I tell you to. Got it?”

“Um, I—I… okay, sure,” I stuttered, nodding desperately.

But her mood shifted suddenly. “Actually, on second thought…” Piper’s hand shot out. In one swift, angry tug she yanked the thong down, peeling it off my body and leaving me completely naked, bent over her bed.

“I want to wear this when Scott comes over,” she said coolly, holding the thong up like a prize. “It looked so good on you, I think he’ll really like it.” Her grin was devastating.

She plucked the white cotton panties she’d worn earlier from the floor and tossed them at my chest. “You wear these. Practice in them. Next time you come over, we’ll do your hair and makeup.”

I froze, stunned, until she punctuated her words with one last harsh smack across my ass. “Now get out of here.”

I fumbled to obey. I pulled her panties up, the cotton clinging damply to my soft, sticky cock. They hugged me tighter than anything I’d worn before, soaking up the mess as though they belonged to me. I scrambled into my pants and shirt, my hands trembling, while Piper practically shoved me out of her room, slamming the door behind me.

In the hallway, I stopped, breathless. I felt humiliated. Used. My ass still ached, stretched and hollow, the ghost of the strap haunting me with every step. I should have felt angry. I should have felt humiliated beyond repair.

But instead, a smile spread across my face.

Because I wasn’t just wearing panties. I was wearing her panties. The ones that had touched her body, the ones she’d chosen for me. And as I felt the damp cling of cotton against my skin, I couldn’t stop thinking about her words, her promise. Hair. Makeup. Next time.

I even caught myself thinking of her pubic hair—light brown, neatly trimmed. A wicked urge sparked in me to grow mine just the same, so that the next time I looked in the mirror with panties at my knees, the reflection would be indistinguishable from hers.

Piper had turned me inside out, flipped my world in ways I never expected. I thought she’d wanted me for sex. Instead, she’d given me something else entirely: a glimpse of a side of myself I hadn’t even known was waiting. Maybe my true side.

I brushed down my clothes, still trembling, and stepped out of Piper’s house into the cooling evening air. One thing I knew for certain—I’d be watching my bedroom window constantly now, waiting for her signal.

And until then? I’d be very busy strutting around in her panties.
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THE GIRL SHE SEES IN ME



CHAPTER ONE




I met Skye in our college astronomy course.

We’d exchanged glances early in the semester, and from the very beginning, I had hopes—naive as they might’ve been—of eventually winning her over. Making her my girl. She had this magnetic presence about her, the kind that didn’t just turn heads but held them in orbit.

But Skye was complicated.

She was full of unconventional ideas about the world—cosmic theories that had nothing to do with equations or academic rigor. I say “interesting,” but what I really meant, at the time, was “different.” While I was grinding through astronomy as a required elective for my physics degree, she’d signed up just because she liked stars. Not the equations. Not the light spectra. Just the stars themselves.

The first day I saw her, I was immediately drawn in by her look—edgy, a little wild, and totally self-possessed. Her black hair fell to her shoulders in slightly choppy layers, with a single streak of vibrant purple curling against her cheek. She was slender, but she carried herself like someone who knew how to use her body—a quiet confidence that made my breath catch. Her curves were subtle but unmistakably feminine, her full lips painted in a soft, neutral tone that somehow made them even more enticing.

Despite the bright streak in her hair and the tiny blue gem that sparkled in the left side of her nose, she wore earthy makeup—smoky taupe eyeshadow, a hint of bronzer, and nothing that begged for attention. And yet, she got mine. All of it.

Her smile was soft and frequent, almost like she lived in a state of gentle amusement with the world. There was something warm and unbothered about her, something that made it impossible to look away for long.

Naturally, I made a point to sit beside her. I pretended to be casual about it—like I just happened to end up next to her—but I spent most of that first lecture writing her notes and trying not to laugh too loudly at her replies. I should’ve been focused on stellar nucleosynthesis or Kepler’s laws, but instead I was chasing her sarcasm across notebook paper.

She was funny. Surprisingly funny, given how serious and intense her style suggested she might be. And as it turned out, we shared a love for the same weird indie films and moody music—stuff most people I knew couldn’t stand.

When I first laid eyes on her, I’d just thought she was hot. Maybe cute, in a cool, intimidating way. But I hadn’t expected to feel anything deeper. Certainly not connection. Not longing. But the more we talked—the more I saw her scribbled handwriting in the margins of my notes, the more I heard the sly smile in her voice—I started to feel pulled toward her in a way I didn’t fully understand.

It wasn’t just charm. It wasn’t even lust, though God knows I wanted her.

Something else was happening. Something I didn’t have the tools to explain.

But let me be clear: I was not a believer. Not in the metaphysical sense, anyway. I wasn’t religious. I didn’t dabble in rituals or manifest anything under the full moon. I was a man of science—data, evidence, repeatable results. I lived in the realm of what could be tested and proven. Belief, for me, was a lazy substitute for understanding.

Skye, on the other hand, believed in everything.

One day, after class, she invited me over to her apartment. Of course, I said yes—immediately, and maybe a little too eagerly. Part of me hoped this was the moment we’d finally hook up. Maybe we’d make out on her couch. Maybe things would go even further. She struck me as the kind of girl who could be down for that—uninhibited, intuitive, maybe even a little dominant.

And yet, as much as I wanted her, there was a strange hesitation bubbling under the surface. I’d spent a month getting to know her—not just fantasizing about her—and suddenly, the idea of reducing our connection to a quick hookup felt... off. I wasn’t sure when that shift had happened, but there it was. I wanted more than just her body. I wanted whatever it was that made her different.

Still, when I stepped into her apartment, I wasn’t prepared.

The first thing that hit me was the smell—sweet and smoky. Something floral but grounding. Incense. Probably sandalwood or something like it. fairy lights, the soft-glowing kind, were strung around the ceiling, casting the whole place in a warm, dreamlike haze. The walls were covered in rich tapestries—swirling charts of zodiac signs, numerology grids, crescent moons, suns with human faces. A pentagram hung prominently above her couch. Crystals of all shapes and sizes glinted from nearly every shelf, organized in what looked like chaos but must’ve meant something to her.

It was like walking into another world. One she clearly lived in full-time.

“Want something to drink?” she asked, already halfway to the kitchen. Her hips swayed slightly as she walked, confident without trying.

“Sure,” I said, my eyes still darting around the room, trying to make sense of everything. I spotted a bundle of burning sage resting on a ceramic plate, smoke trailing upward in lazy spirals.

“What is all of this?” I asked as she returned, handing me a cold bottle of beer.

“What do you mean?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“This... hippie stuff.”

She laughed—a full, rich sound that made me grin despite myself.

“Hardly,” she said. “This is just what I’m into. What fascinates me.”

“Crystals? Astrology? Burning sage?” I raised an eyebrow, half-laughing as I took in her apartment again. “Come on, Skye. Don’t tell me you actually believe in all this stuff.”

She brought her beer to her lips, the bottle clinking softly against her teeth as she took a sip. “As a matter of fact, I do,” she said evenly, her blue eyes fixed on me—curious, not offended. She didn’t flinch or bristle. She was calm, like she’d heard it all before.

“But it’s all so…” I waved vaguely at the swirling tapestries and altar-like side table. “So ridiculous. It’s made up. Like, a fairy tale. None of this is evidence-based.”

She shrugged with infuriating serenity, and one of the thin straps of her periwinkle tank top slid partway down her shoulder. My eyes followed it before I could stop myself. Her bare skin caught the glow of the string lights, and something in my chest tightened.

I reminded myself to stay quiet—to shut the hell up if I had any chance of getting closer to her. Closer in the way I’d imagined too many times since we met. And now, with her shoulders bare and her lips still damp from the bottle, I wanted her more than ever.

“I don’t think everything needs evidence,” she said at last, setting the bottle down beside her. “We find truth in different ways. Some things science hasn’t gotten around to measuring yet. That’s where intuition comes in.”

Don’t say it. Don’t ruin this.

I bit the inside of my cheek, forcing a slow nod. “Good point,” I lied, the words tasting strange in my mouth.

She smiled, and it felt like she saw straight through me. “Come on,” she said, rising from the couch with a casual grace. “Let’s drink these on the patio.”

I followed her through the sliding glass door and out into a private little sanctuary. Her patio was a lush tangle of green—overgrown in the most intentional way. Potted herbs lined every surface, clustered on shelves, tables, and hanging baskets. The air smelled faintly of rosemary and basil, mixed with the trailing edge of whatever incense had been burning inside.

I trailed a finger through the soft leaves of something lemony. “Do you cook with all this?” I asked, brushing the tips between my thumb and forefinger.

“Sometimes,” she said, lowering herself into one of the black wrought-iron patio chairs. I took the one next to her, letting the breeze cool my skin. “Some of it’s for cooking,” she added, “and some of it’s for... other things.”

The way she said it made me glance at her—half-expecting her to smirk or wink. But she didn’t. She was perfectly serious. And somehow, that made it sexier.

Outside, it was easier to relax. There was no altar, no glittering crystals demanding my intellectual disdain. Just the two of us, some drinks, and the sound of her wind chime singing a lazy tune every time the breeze swept past. We talked the way we always did in class—about music, movies, our shared hatred of group projects. She laughed easily, and every time she did, I felt a little less like a stranger in her world.

“I really like spending time with you,” I said eventually, leaning back and letting my gaze drift over the line of her jaw, the curve of her throat.

She smiled. A real one. Her nose crinkled, and she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I like spending time with you, too, Jason.”

The way she said my name sent a warm shiver down my spine.

“So,” I said, curious, “now that I’ve seen your place... tell me the truth. Is your real name actually Skye?”

She laughed and shook her head. “Nope. My birth name’s Christine. But I haven’t gone by that in years.”

I blinked. “Christine? Wow. That’s... not what I expected.”

“It doesn’t fit anymore,” she said, shrugging like she was shedding an old skin. “Skye feels more like me now.”

“It suits you,” I said. “Especially now that I know what you’re into.”

She gave me a mock-scandalized look. “What I’m into? You make it sound like I’m part of some secret cult.”

“Well,” I teased, “you did just hand me a beer in front of a giant pentagram.”

She laughed again, this time tipping her head back. “Touché. But seriously, I know this isn’t your thing. I get that. But for me? This stuff—it brings me peace. It helps me make sense of the chaos.”

I nodded, thinking about that. “But that’s what science is for,” I said gently. “That’s why I love it. It gives me a framework. A map of the universe that’s built on logic.”

“Yes,” she said, her voice softer now. “But haven’t you ever felt something deeper? Something science couldn’t touch? Like… an energy, or a presence. That moment of connection to something bigger than yourself.”

I wanted to say yes. I wanted to tell her I understood. But the truth was, I didn’t. Not exactly.

The only time I’d ever come close to that feeling was while listening to a truly perfect song—one that sank into my bones and made the world pause for just a second. But what she was describing went beyond that.

Still, the way she spoke about it—the light in her eyes, the softness in her voice—it made me want to understand.

Our eyes locked, and for a fleeting moment, I wondered if maybe I had felt that sense of connection after all. Maybe not with the universe or some cosmic energy, but with her—with Skye. There was something about the way she looked at me, steady and unguarded, that stirred a sensation in my chest I couldn’t name.

“I guess I just find it all a little... silly,” I said finally, though my voice had softened. “Superstition can be dangerous. It has a way of warping people’s choices.”

She reached across the space between us and took my hand. Her fingers were warm and light against mine, the touch electric in its simplicity.

“I don’t use it that way,” she said gently. “I don’t force my beliefs on anyone. And I don’t make major life decisions based on horoscopes or retrogrades.” She gave a soft smile, one corner of her mouth quirking up. “But crystals, herbs, little rituals—they help me. Even if none of it’s technically real. Even if it’s just placebo, or whatever. It still calms me. It gives me something to hold onto.”

I felt the thrum of her pulse beneath my palm, and suddenly my entire body was awake—wired, alert. Staring into her eyes was like diving into a cold, moonlit ocean. It shocked my system, sent goosebumps crawling up my arms, and yet I didn’t want to come up for air. Her gaze held something—depth, mystery, maybe even a quiet challenge—and it both terrified and exhilarated me.

I wanted to kiss her.

Desperately.

The need rose in my throat, tightening it, making it hard to speak or move. I leaned forward ever so slightly, hoping the moment would carry me the rest of the way. But before I could act, she pulled her hand back and lifted her beer to her lips.

The moment slipped through my fingers.

“You want to do something really fun?” she asked, a mischievous sparkle lighting up her expression.

“That depends,” I said, recovering quickly. “Should I be worried?”

She grinned. “I’ve always wanted to see a psychic. I was thinking of going tomorrow. You should come with me.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “A psychic? As in, ‘I see your future in my crystal ball’ psychic?”

“Of course not,” she said, rolling her eyes playfully. “This one reads tea leaves. Totally different.”

“Even better,” I said, trying not to sound too sarcastic—but failing.

“If you don’t believe in any of it,” she said smoothly, “then what’s the harm? Just do it for fun. For the experience.”

I opened my mouth to offer another argument, maybe a joke about cold readings and confirmation bias—but nothing came out. The way she looked at me—hopeful, teasing, maybe even a little daring—made something inside me yield. The truth was, I didn’t give a damn about tea leaves or psychics.

But I cared about her.

And spending more time with her—even doing something I normally would’ve mocked—sounded like exactly the kind of irrational, reckless choice I was starting to crave.

“Sure,” I said, against every logical instinct in my body. I raised my bottle in a mock toast. “Let’s do it.”


CHAPTER TWO




The next day, I met Skye after our classes, and we grabbed a bite to eat before heading to the psychic’s. I still couldn’t believe I’d agreed to go. Even as I followed her down the street, a part of me wanted to turn around. But curiosity had taken root somewhere deep—curiosity about the session, yes, but more so about her.

Skye was radiant that afternoon, the late sun catching the purple streak in her hair and making it glow. Her boots clicked confidently against the sidewalk, and her arm brushed mine more than once. It wasn’t accidental. I was sure of it. And yet, even with the easy rhythm between us, I found myself growing tense the closer we got.

I had already decided I wouldn’t say much once we were inside. I’d heard the tricks before—how “psychics” fished for answers by watching your face, how they asked vague questions and turned your reactions into revelations. I wasn’t about to give her an inch.

When we reached the address, I was surprised to find that the so-called psychic lived in a small ground-floor apartment downtown. In the front window hung a faded tapestry with the word PSYCHIC printed in curling purple letters. Beneath it sat a glass orb on a lace-draped table. It looked more like a Halloween prop than a professional sign.

Still, Skye walked right up and knocked twice before trying the door. It opened with a soft creak, and I followed her inside.

The interior smelled like cigar smoke and aged fabric. Maroon curtains covered the windows, muting the light so the whole place felt like dusk. I had a sudden urge to reach for Skye’s hand—but I didn’t. I didn’t want to seem nervous. I didn’t want her to know that, somewhere beneath my skepticism, something about this space was making my pulse speed up.

The only light came from a flickering television in the corner of the living room. A small loveseat sat against one wall—worn, sagging in the middle—and we both sat on it while we waited. The air was still, and the silence between us was tense in a new way. I could hear muffled voices through a closed door, low and rhythmic.

Then the door creaked open, and a man stepped out.

He looked like a businessman—broad-shouldered, maybe in his forties, wearing an expensive wool coat. But his eyes were red-rimmed, his face blotchy with tears. I stared at him, stunned. He didn’t seem like the kind of guy who’d cry in a psychic’s living room.

Behind him came the old woman. She had gray hair swept into a high bun, thick tortoiseshell glasses, and wild green eyes that looked far too alive for someone her age. Her hands, veined and wrinkled, reached for the man’s and gave them a gentle pat.

“She is with you,” she whispered. “Go on now.”

A chill ran down my spine. I straightened in my seat, swallowing the sudden lump in my throat. I hadn’t been prepared for this kind of theatrics—or maybe, just maybe, I hadn’t been prepared for how real it felt in the moment. Still, I reminded myself: this was just performance. A carefully rehearsed act designed to prey on grief. There was no real magic here. Just suggestion and timing.

And yet, my stomach was tight.

Her gaze turned to us. Her eyes settled first on Skye, then flicked to me. “You must be Skye,” she said, her voice husky but warm. “And Jason.”

I leaned closer to Skye and whispered, “You gave her our names already, right?”

She laughed under her breath. “Yes. Over the phone.”

I let out a small sigh, feeling both relief and frustration. Of course she had. But then why not test the woman properly? Why not go in anonymously and see what she could figure out on her own? I started to question the logic of it—but before I could say anything else, Skye stood.

She walked over and wrapped the old woman in a hug, which the woman returned with surprising warmth.

“You come, too,” the woman said, looking at me. “I’ll fix you both some tea.”

“Thanks, Celeste,” Skye said, stepping back.

Celeste gave her a smile and disappeared into the kitchen, which was tucked even farther to the right. When she flipped on the light, it cast a yellow glow across a row of old brown cabinets and mismatched tiles. I heard the rattle of ceramic, the whistle of a kettle, and then a few purposeful bangs—drawers opening, teacups clinking.

Moments later, she returned, holding two delicate china cups—one for Skye, one for me.

We sat quietly, sipping our tea while Celeste watched us from her chair across the room. Her posture was relaxed, but her gaze was unblinking—focused, deliberate. She didn’t speak, didn’t offer pleasantries. Just observed, like we were part of a ritual she’d already seen unfold a hundred times before.

I was careful not to say a word.

Not a single detail she could use. I knew how people like her worked—how they read facial expressions, body language, tone. How they asked vague questions and turned generic guesses into revelations. I wasn’t going to fall for it. If she wanted to prove anything, she’d have to do it without my help.

When we’d drained the last of our tea, we set our cups on the coffee table. Without saying a word, Celeste reached for Skye’s cup and gestured for her to follow. Skye stood with a subtle smile and disappeared into the hallway behind her.

That left me alone in the smoky, dim-lit room, where the television was still playing in the background. A daytime talk show droned on—bright, cheerful voices clashing against the quiet stillness of the space. I stared at the maroon curtains drawn across the windows, watching the harsh afternoon sunlight try to force its way in. Dust floated in the beams that managed to sneak through, drifting like motes in a dream.

My mind drifted too—to the homework I should’ve been doing, the exam I had next week, the part of me that still couldn’t believe I was wasting my afternoon in the home of a woman who claimed to read tea leaves.

And yet... part of me was waiting. Not just for Skye to return, but for something—something I couldn’t quite name.

When Skye finally reappeared, it hadn’t been hours, though it felt that way. Just thirty minutes. She wasn’t crying. In fact, she looked... lifted. Grounded. Her spine was straight, her eyes bright, and there was a new calm to the way she walked.

I couldn’t help but wonder what Celeste had told her.

“Come,” the old woman said, appearing in the doorway and beckoning me forward.

I stood—though my knees wobbled more than I liked to admit—and followed her. Her fingers wrapped around mine. Her hand was cold, dry, and textured like weathered paper, but firm. Strangely steady. There was something oddly comforting in the way she guided me.

The back room was small and close. Incense had burned recently; the scent of sandalwood still clung to the walls. A simple wooden table stood between two mismatched chairs, and my empty teacup was already waiting there. Celeste took her seat opposite me and cradled the cup in both hands, tilting it slowly to read the wet leaves left behind.

I sat, unsure why I felt so tense. I cleared my throat. “I don’t really believe in this kind of stuff,” I said, my voice low. I wasn’t sure why I felt the need to say it, but I did.

Her eyes didn’t leave the cup. A thin smile curled at her lips. “Yes,” she said. “Skye told me.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What else has Skye told you? Because if you’re planning to use any of that to pretend you know something about me, you can forget it.”

She set the cup down, fingers still wrapped around the porcelain. Her expression didn’t change. “I’ll tell you what she didn’t tell me,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost amused. “She didn’t tell me about your strong, feminine energy.”

I blinked. “My what?”

She looked me dead in the eye. “That when you were a teenager, you tried on a pair of panties.”

My heart stopped.

My breath caught in my throat, and I stared at her in silence.

There was no way she could’ve known that.

It was a memory I’d buried so deep I barely remembered it myself—just a single, stupid moment. I’d been alone in the house. Curious. I’d found a soft pink pair in the laundry and, without even thinking, I’d slipped them on. They’d felt… strange. Wrong. But also soft. Delicate. Almost comforting.

Then I’d been caught.

And the shame had hit me like a freight train.

I never tried it again. I never even thought about it—until now.

I looked back at Celeste. She was still watching me, still smiling.

“Skye didn’t know this, right?” she asked softly. “So she couldn’t have told me.”

I swallowed. “Lucky guess,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

“You have a crush on Skye,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

I nodded.

“I see a possible future for the two of you,” she said. “But only if you stop fighting yourself. Only if you begin to embrace that feminine energy you’ve been pushing away since you were a child.”

I hated how much her words made sense. Hated the tight, hot knot of recognition forming in my chest.

“Embrace it... how?” I asked, not sure I even wanted to hear the answer.

She leaned forward, voice soft but clear. “Go back to the beginning. Give yourself what you’ve been denied.”

My throat tightened. “What does that mean?”

She tilted her head. “Try on a pair of women’s panties.”

I laughed. Or tried to. It came out too quickly, too brittle. “Yeah... right.”

But even as I said it, my mind was already drifting—back to that pink pair from years ago... and the way they’d felt against my skin.

She shrugged, as if what she was about to say was the most natural thing in the world. “This is how you will win Skye’s heart.”

I blinked. “By crossdressing? That’s ridiculous.”

Her expression didn’t change. “Just as you have not told Skye everything about yourself,” she said evenly, “she has not told you everything about herself either. When you learn what she is hiding, you will understand why your own femininity matters.”

I crossed my arms, growing defensive. “Can’t you just tell me what she’s hiding? Isn’t that the whole point of you being psychic?”

Celeste smiled, slow and mysterious, like she already knew how this conversation would end. “I could,” she admitted. “But it is not my place to reveal someone else’s secrets. We’re here to talk about you, not Skye.”

With that, she stood and walked to a chest of drawers near the back wall. Her movements were quiet, deliberate. She pulled open the top drawer and rifled through it until she retrieved something small and delicate.

When she turned around, she held out a folded pair of pale pink panties—silky, soft, and clearly feminine. The color alone made my ears burn.

“I can give you some privacy,” she offered calmly, “if you’d like to try them on here.”

I stared at her, appalled. “What? Try on your panties?”

She chuckled, utterly unbothered by my reaction. “They’re not mine, I promise. I keep a variety of items on hand. You’re not the first person who’s come along needing... something like this.”

I shook my head. “Well, you’re wrong,” I snapped. “I don’t need those. I don’t need anything from you.”

But even as the words left my mouth, she stepped forward and set the panties gently on the table between us, the silk catching the dim light.

“Take them anyway,” she said. “In case you change your mind.”

Her voice was quiet but firm—something between an invitation and a challenge. For a long moment, I didn’t move. Then, as if my body was acting separately from my brain, I reached forward and took them. The fabric was warm from her hand and impossibly soft between my fingers. It sent a wave of heat through me, starting in my palm and curling all the way to my core.

I hated how good they felt.

I hated how familiar they felt.

Shoving the panties into my jacket pocket, I clenched my jaw and forced myself to stand. I didn’t say another word. I couldn’t.

I walked out of the room and into the front parlor, where Skye sat waiting. She looked up at me and smiled brightly, clearly expecting something more lighthearted. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t meet her eyes. I pushed past her and made for the door, desperate for fresh air, for distance, for something to anchor me again.

The sunlight outside hit me like a slap—hot, harsh, real. I barely made it halfway down the walkway when I heard the door swing open behind me.

“Whoa, hey,” Skye called after me, hurrying to catch up. “Where are you going? Are you okay?”

I shoved my hands into my pockets, trying to hide the sudden weight of the silky fabric tucked inside. My fingers clenched around it instinctively.

“She’s a quack,” I muttered. “Just like I thought.”

Skye caught up beside me, folding her arms with a skeptical look. “If she’s such a quack, then why are you acting like this? You seem... upset.”

“Of course I’m upset,” I snapped. “She implied—” But I stopped short. The words caught in my throat. My eyes met hers, and I felt caught—trapped in the space between truth and a lie I hadn’t yet formed.

I fumbled for something, anything, that Celeste could’ve said to justify the storm churning in my chest. But nothing came. My fingers tightened around the panties again, the silk crumpling like a secret against my skin.

Skye watched me for a moment, her expression softening. “Do you want to head back to my place?” she asked.

I nodded, swallowing the knot in my throat. “Yeah,” I said, voice low. “Anywhere but here.”


CHAPTER THREE




My fingers tightened around the silk inside my pocket as Skye’s apartment building came into view. The car ride had been mostly quiet—an uneasy silence filled with thoughts I couldn’t quite voice. I kept imagining the texture of the panties pressed between my knuckles, the way they seemed to radiate warmth despite their coolness.

“I just need to use the bathroom,” I said as we stepped through her front door. She nodded without question, slipping off her boots while I made a beeline down the hallway.

Inside the bathroom, I closed the door softly and locked it with a quiet click. The space was warm and strangely calming—like the rest of her apartment, it had that lived-in, spiritual energy. Red string lights glowed dimly along the ceiling, casting a dusky hue over the tile floor. There were plants on the countertop—pothos vines, aloe, a little dish of dried rose petals. Everything smelled faintly of lavender and eucalyptus.

I pulled the panties from my pocket.

They looked even softer in the low light. My hands trembled slightly as I unfolded them—silk, blush pink, trimmed with the thinnest line of lace. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding.

Something about being here—surrounded by Skye’s things, her energy—made it feel... okay. Safer than it had felt in Celeste’s back room. More personal. More real.

I unzipped my jeans and slid them down along with my briefs. The cool air hit my thighs, my skin prickling in response. I stepped out of them slowly, then bent down and began to draw the panties up my legs.

My breath caught the moment they touched my skin.

The silk glided over me—cool, smooth, and shockingly intimate. I pulled them all the way up, letting them settle low on my hips, snug against my body. They cupped my cock delicately, the softness of the fabric almost teasing. I closed my eyes and let the sensation wash over me.

It was like slipping into a memory I didn’t know I had.

I breathed in deeply. Then again. I focused on the sensation—on the feel of the fabric, the quiet in the room, the strange stillness inside myself. It felt like meditation, though I never meditated. It felt like surrender. And it was… comforting.

I opened my eyes and looked at myself in the mirror.

My black Henley. The pink silk panties. Long, pale legs. Tousled dirty blond hair. I tilted my head slightly. Bit my lower lip. For a moment, I couldn’t look away.

I ran my hand gently across the front of the panties. The sensation was exquisite—cool silk against warm skin, soft and sinful. A quiet moan stirred in my throat but never made it out.

I didn’t want to take them off.

I wanted to stay like this. I wanted to know what it meant that it felt this good.

From outside the door, Skye’s voice interrupted the moment. “Hey, everything okay in there?”

Panic set in.

I jumped, scrambling to pull up my briefs and jeans in one rushed motion. I left the panties on. I couldn’t bring myself to remove them. They were a secret now. A part of me. I shoved everything back into place, zipped up, splashed water on my hands, and dried them quickly.

“Just finishing up,” I called, forcing my voice to sound casual.

I stepped out to find Skye leaning against the hallway wall, her arms folded, one brow cocked. She looked amused but suspicious.

“What were you doing in there?” she asked. “It sounded like you were... putting your clothes back on.”

I tried not to freeze. “I was just zipping up after a pee,” I said, attempting a casual shrug.

Her gaze lingered on me a moment longer before she let it go.

“Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask you something,” I said quickly, trying to change the subject. “Celeste told me there was something I should know about you. Something you’ve been hiding.”

“She did, did she?” Skye pushed off the wall and started walking toward the living room. Her tone was breezy, but I caught a flicker of something behind her eyes.

“Well,” she added as she sat down on the couch, “what does it matter? You don’t believe in any of that stuff anyway.”

“I don’t,” I admitted, following her. I sank into the cushion beside her. “But that’s why I’m asking. This is your chance to prove me wrong.”

She turned slightly to face me. Her expression softened, but there was something guarded there too. “But even if I did, would it matter? You’ve already decided you won’t believe unless there’s scientific proof, right? Repeatable data. Controlled variables.”

I frowned. “So... you’re not going to tell me?”

She exhaled through her nose. “Honestly, I don’t even know what Celeste meant. I have a lot of secrets.”

I looked at her closely. “Like what?”

Her eyes studied me in return. “I’d tell you,” she said slowly, “but then you might not want to be my friend anymore.”

My stomach tightened. “What does that mean?”

She gave me a look that was more knowing than I expected. “Come on, Jason. Let’s not pretend. We both know why you started talking to me in the first place.”

I swallowed hard, a lump forming in my throat.

“You thought I was hot or something, right?” she said. “You’re not the first guy to ‘befriend’ me like that.”

I shook my head, a little ashamed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“It’s okay,” she said gently. “I’m used to it.”

“I did think you were attractive,” I admitted. “You’re obviously beautiful. But that’s not why I stayed. I stayed because of everything else. Because we actually have things in common. You’re... fascinating. And I’ve never met anyone like you.”

Her expression changed—just slightly—but enough for me to see the walls she’d built beginning to soften.

She sighed, her shoulders dipping slightly as she looked away. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to make you feel like a bad guy or anything.”

Her fingers fidgeted in her lap, twisting around one another as if she were bracing for a decision she wasn’t sure she wanted to make. A long pause followed. Then, slowly, she lifted her gaze to mine, and there was a flicker of hesitation behind her eyes.

“I guess you should know something,” she said, her voice soft, tentative. “I’m a lesbian.”

The words hung in the air, suspended like smoke.

I didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just stared at her as everything began to fall into place.

That was why Celeste had told me to embrace my feminine side. That was what she meant. Skye wasn’t looking for a boyfriend. She wasn’t interested in some straight, masculine guy chasing her around campus. She wanted something else—someone else.

But surely she wouldn’t be attracted to a man in panties. Not if she was truly a lesbian. Right?

“So... you only like women?” I asked carefully.

She nodded. “Yeah. Pretty much.”

There was a pause, the kind of silence that presses on your chest while your brain catches up to your mouth.

“What about…” I swallowed, unsure if I was about to embarrass myself. “What about trans women?”

She smirked—just a little. It was crooked, amused, but not unkind. “Why?” she asked, cocking her head. “Are you trying to hook me up with someone?”

My breath caught. I clenched my eyes shut for a moment, gathered my courage, and exhaled slowly. “I have a little secret of my own.”

Keeping my eyes closed, I reached down and carefully unzipped my jeans. I slid them down just far enough to reveal the soft pink panties beneath, the ones I still hadn’t taken off since slipping them on in her bathroom.

I heard her gasp—sharp, surprised—and then a giggle that was half delight, half disbelief.

My eyes opened.

“Wait…” she said, her voice light but curious. “Have you always worn women’s panties?”

I shook my head. “No. I mean, I tried them once when I was younger. Just once. And then—well—Celeste somehow knew about it. She brought it up and handed these to me. And next thing I knew... I was wearing them again.”

“Wait,” Skye interrupted, her brow rising. “Celeste knew about that? You didn’t tell her?”

“No. I didn’t say a word. And I don’t know how she figured it out.” I laughed uneasily. “Maybe it was just a lucky guess.”

Skye leaned back slightly, giving me a look—playful, knowing. “Don’t you see? That’s your proof. But you’re too stubborn to admit it.”

I shrugged, uncomfortable with how much sense that actually made. “Maybe. Or maybe she already knew somehow, or it was a lucky guess. I don’t know.”

But even as I said it, the doubt I’d been holding onto began to crack. The way she’d spoken. The way she’d looked at me. The way she’d known.

Skye’s gaze drifted down again. Slowly, deliberately, she reached out and traced the waistband of my panties with her fingertips. Her touch was light, teasing. She dragged the pads of her fingers across the silk, sending a shiver straight through me.

“You look good in pink,” she murmured.

The compliment made my skin flush hot.

Her smile deepened, and something darker flickered in her eyes. “I wonder how much better you’d look in a dress,” she said. “Maybe with a little lipstick. Something soft. Feminine.”

“I—I don’t know,” I stammered, my throat dry. My cock stirred beneath the silk, growing hard from her touch... and from the images her words painted in my mind.

I hadn’t planned on any of this. I hadn’t even planned on wearing the panties, and now here I was, trembling under her gaze, aroused by the thought of letting her dress me up like a girl.

Skye slipped her hand into mine and stood, giving my fingers a tug as she pulled me up beside her.

“Come on,” she said, her voice low and smooth.

“Come on where?” I asked, barely able to form words.

She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes shining with mischief. “To my closet.”

“Why?”

That crooked smile returned. “Because I want to dress you.”

I blinked. “You want to what?”

She turned fully, her face inches from mine. Her breath was sweet and close. “I want to turn you into a girl,” she whispered.


CHAPTER FOUR




“Let’s start with your hair and makeup,” Skye said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

I nodded, heart pounding as she took my hand and led me back to the bathroom. The soft red string lights still glowed overhead, casting everything in a sultry, surreal haze. She gestured toward the closed toilet seat.

“Get naked,” she said with a playful smirk. “And take a seat. I want to make you pretty.”

My breath caught. The command struck somewhere deep inside me—half terrifying, half intoxicating. I undressed slowly, peeling off my shirt and stepping out of my jeans and briefs. I left the pink silk panties on. I couldn’t bring myself to take them off.

They made me feel… special. Soft. Desired.

Once I was down to just the panties, I sat, my bare thighs touching the cool ceramic. My body was tense with anticipation. Skye moved with purpose now, her energy bright and focused.

“Okay,” she said, pulling open a drawer and taking out a white bottle. “Let’s start with some primer.”

She squeezed a small dollop into her hands. I noticed the rings on her fingers—silver bands etched with strange symbols, little moons and runes I didn’t recognize. Her hands were warm as she rubbed the cream between her palms, then spread it gently over my face.

The sensation was unexpectedly soothing.

Soft, rhythmic strokes glided over my cheeks, my forehead, my jaw. I closed my eyes and exhaled, letting her take over.

“Now concealer,” she murmured, selecting a beige tube. She twisted it open and pulled out a wand with a sponge tip. “You’re lucky. You barely need any. You have gorgeous skin, you know.”

Heat rushed to my face—some mix of pride, embarrassment, and something softer. She dabbed carefully beneath my eyes, along my forehead, and around my nose, then set the wand aside.

Next came foundation, feathered on with expert hands. She blended it evenly across my face in light strokes, humming as she worked. Her bare foot tapped against the tile in time with the tune.

I smiled. She was clearly enjoying herself.

More than that—we were bonding. And in a way that felt surprisingly intimate. Not just romantic or flirty. But tender. Trusting.

“Red lips would look incredible on you,” she said. “Definitely a cool-toned palette for your eyes. It’ll complement your coloring.”

She showed me everything as she went—the eye shadow blending, the soft brow brush strokes, the placement of highlighter across my cheekbones. I watched her carefully in the mirror as she applied a pair of delicate false lashes, then used a pencil to shape my brows with precision.

Her concentration was mesmerizing.

I suddenly understood why her own makeup always looked so flawless. She wasn’t just experimenting—she knew exactly what she was doing.

And I found myself wanting to learn.

“Where did you learn all this?” I asked as she applied the final touches—some blush, a cool mauve gloss, and a whisper of setting powder.

“Oh,” she said with a shrug. “My mom taught me the basics. But most of it? YouTube tutorials, online creators, drag queens, makeup girls, you name it.”

“So… this is something I could learn too?” I asked. I immediately regretted the question. I didn’t want to sound interested—even if I was. Even if some part of me was desperate to know more.

She looked at me in the mirror and smiled. “You can learn anything you want. And if you want to learn this? I’ll help. I’ll even send you some of my favorite videos.”

“Yeah?”

“Of course.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Thanks,” I said quietly. “For doing all of this.”

She stepped back, her expression soft but unreadable. Her eyes scanned my face, lingering for a beat too long before she clenched her jaw, then seemed to compose herself.

“Stand up,” she said gently.

I did.

She stepped aside so I could face the mirror fully.

“What do you think?” she asked, her voice almost a whisper.

I stared.

The person looking back at me wasn’t the same guy who’d walked into this bathroom. The makeup transformed my face—not into something artificial, but into something revealed. My cheekbones looked higher, my jaw softer. My lashes framed my eyes perfectly, drawing attention to their pale green color. The lip gloss made my mouth look full and kissable.

I didn’t look like a man in makeup.

I looked... beautiful.

I leaned in closer, unable to stop staring. My chest ached in a strange, wonderful way. I bit my lip without thinking and watched the reflection mimic the gesture.

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered. “I can’t believe it.”

“You’re beautiful,” Skye said softly, her voice full of wonder. “Now... for your hair.”

She knelt down beneath the bathroom sink and pulled out a long, honey-blonde wig. The color shimmered under the red string lights, catching warm undertones as she held it up to me.

“Sometimes I like to change things up,” she explained with a grin, as if this were the most natural part of her day. She gently fitted the wig over my head, adjusting it with care, then secured it in place with a few well-placed pins.

When I looked back at my reflection, I barely recognized the person in the mirror.

There was no trace left of the man I’d been just hours ago. The combination of expertly applied makeup, silky pink panties, and now a cascade of soft blond waves transformed me completely. I looked like a bombshell—like the kind of confident, flirty college girl who turned heads on campus without even trying.

“You’re perfect,” Skye whispered.

I ran my fingers through the wig, flipping the hair back over my shoulder experimentally. It felt light and soft, and it smelled faintly of lilac—delicate and feminine, like a scented whisper I wanted to get lost in.

“Now,” she said, her eyes twinkling, “we just need to find you a dress. And I have the perfect one.”

I followed her to the bedroom, my bare legs brushing together in the soft pink panties with every step. She led me into her large walk-in closet—something I hadn’t seen before. It was bigger than I expected, filled with outfits I didn’t recognize. Dresses, skirts, blouses, jackets. Organized by color, by texture, by season.

She had clothing for every possible occasion—business casual, boho chic, sultry and sheer. One rack was entirely devoted to lingerie: lace, satin, mesh. I wondered if she’d worn every piece. I wondered what they smelled like. I wondered how she’d look in each of them. I wondered if one day I’d get to wear them myself.

Skye flipped through the hangers, letting the fabrics whisper between her fingers until she stopped at a sapphire-blue dress.

“Here,” she said, lifting it off the rod. It was short and tight, the kind of dress that clung to every curve. The neckline dipped low, the skirt barely mid-thigh. “Try not to lose your ass in this one,” she added with a wink.

I chuckled nervously, but my heart was hammering.

“Well?” she said, gesturing for me to step forward. “Don’t be shy.”

I moved toward her slowly, my body pulsing with anticipation. She unzipped the dress, crouched down, and held it open at my feet. I stepped through the fabric, and she guided it upward—up my legs, over my hips, brushing against the waistband of the panties. Then up past my chest and over my shoulders. She zipped it closed with one smooth motion.

The fabric hugged me everywhere.

She stepped back to admire her work. “It fits you perfectly,” she said, her voice tinged with a note of pride. “You have no idea how fun this is for me—turning you into a woman.”

I could barely breathe. I turned back to the mirror and stared.

The image staring back was flawless. A girl with flushed cheeks and long blond hair. Glossed lips. A body framed by shimmering blue fabric. She looked confident. Poised. Sexy.

She looked like someone I wanted to be.

“I can’t believe it,” I said, my voice cracking with emotion. I ran my hands over the dress, down my waist and thighs, feeling every curve I never thought I could have. “I can’t believe how much I look like a girl.”

Skye moved up behind me and gently swept my hair over one shoulder. Her arms wrapped around my waist, and her lips found my neck.

“I can’t either,” she murmured. “It’s turning me on.”

I froze—eyes wide, heart pounding.

I didn’t know what to do. Not like this. As a man, sure, I might’ve known how to respond. But this? In a dress, in makeup, in silk panties and a blond wig?

I didn’t know how to move. I didn’t know how to be.

“What about heels?” I blurted, desperate for a distraction, anything to give me a second to breathe.

She giggled. “We can definitely do that.”

She disappeared back into the closet and returned with a pair of simple black heels—modest, but tall enough to be sexy. She knelt and helped me slide them on.

They fit surprisingly well.

When I stood, they elongated my legs, made them look even more slender and toned. But they were tricky. My balance wobbled. I laughed nervously, clinging to the doorframe for support.

“Fuck,” Skye whispered, her voice low and full of heat. “You look so good like that.”

She stepped toward me until the backs of my thighs touched the edge of the bed. I sank down slowly, looking up at her. She joined me, lowering herself beside me with elegant ease.

Her hand found my thigh. Soft and warm.

It began to drift upward.

Higher.

Until her fingers slipped beneath my skirt and found my cock—hard and trapped inside the panties.

She smiled.

Her fingertips traced my shaft through the silk, teasing along the edges of my arousal. I held back a moan, biting my lip, eyes fluttering shut.

Then she tugged the panties aside and wrapped her hand around me, slowly stroking.

I could hardly believe this was happening.

She leaned in close, her breath hot at my ear. “You’re woman enough for me,” she whispered.

Then she reached for my hand and slid it under her skirt. My fingers pressed into her panties—soft cotton, already damp.

She guided me, pressing me harder against her warmth, and I moaned softly.

I slipped my fingers beneath the fabric and into her—wet and ready. Her body welcomed me, hips rolling as she stroked me in rhythm.

We both leaned back, bodies tangled on the bed. Lips parting. Breath catching. Skin hot against skin.

When she felt me getting close, Skye shifted expertly. She angled my cock down and away from the dress.

Always in control. Always with a plan.

I came hard, biting back a cry, as she kept stroking me with perfect precision.

And somehow, in the quiet after, with her body pressed to mine and the dress still clinging to my skin, I felt safe.

Safer than I ever had with anyone.

I suddenly realized just how deeply I wanted to be hers—completely. I didn’t just want to please Skye; I wanted to be the only one who did. The only one she touched. The only one she wanted.

I wasn’t sure how I’d ever be brave enough to tell her that. But I knew I had to try. I had to win her heart somehow.

Because now, more than anything else, it was clear to me:

I was in love with her.

My fingers stayed inside her as she climaxed beside me, her body trembling with release. She clutched my wrist tightly and rode the waves of her orgasm, hips rolling, her moans low and breathless. Her eyes found mine—wide, vulnerable, locked in a silent, electric gaze.

I had never felt so close to someone. So wrapped up in another human being that everything else dissolved.

I slid my fingers from between her thighs and brought them to my mouth. I licked them clean, savoring the taste of her. She smiled, flushed and radiant, and for a brief moment, I thought we were done—that maybe she’d reach for a beer, collapse into the covers, or tease me about what had just happened.

But she had other ideas.

She lifted her red skirt slowly, deliberately, and slid her purple panties down her legs.

“Get on your knees,” she said, her voice deeper now, husky with want. “My pussy is soaking wet. Your fingers aren’t enough. I want more. I want you to submit to me. I need you to get me off with your tongue.”

I blinked, glancing down at myself—at my makeup, my pink panties beneath the sapphire dress, the long blond wig still perfectly in place.

“Like this?” I asked, my voice barely audible.

She grinned. “Yeah,” she said. “Exactly like that.”

I sank to my knees before her, trembling and lightheaded. She sat upright, then shifted forward on the bed until her thighs were parted and her glistening pussy hovered just inches from my face.

I’d only gone down on a girl once before. I wasn’t confident in what I was doing—but Skye wasn’t just any girl. Skye deserved to be worshipped. She deserved to have the best orgasms in the world, and I wanted to be the one to give them to her.

I extended my tongue and let her guide her hips to me, letting her find the angle. Her scent enveloped me—warm, earthy, electric. The heat of her body drew me in. I let myself inhale, filling my lungs with the salt and sweat of her arousal.

Then I pressed my tongue into her.

She was wetter than I expected, sweet and slick, tasting of honey and something rich, like coconut and heat. I swirled my tongue gently at first, then deeper, more confident as her body responded.

Above me, Skye peeled off her red top and tugged her bra cups down, freeing her breasts. They were perfect—round and full, her nipples already hard. She teased them with her fingers, moaning softly, her thighs pressing against my cheeks.

I flicked my tongue across her slit and circled her clit, watching her lose herself in the rhythm of it. She panted and twisted, grinding herself against my mouth. Her pleasure felt sacred. And being the one to give it to her—on my knees, in panties, heels, and makeup—was the most affirming experience of my life.

I didn’t know what this meant. I didn’t know if I could dress this way all the time. I didn’t know if I could be the girl Skye needed.

But I wanted to.

Because in that moment, on the floor with her thighs wrapped around my head, I had never felt more alive.

She rocked her hips harder. Her breath hitched. Then her pussy clenched tight around my tongue as she came again, gasping and bracing herself against the bed. Her entire body trembled.

When she finally looked down at me, her lips parted like she wanted to speak. Maybe to thank me. Maybe to tease me. Maybe to confess something she hadn’t been ready to before.

But I didn’t give her the chance.

I surged up from the floor and kissed her, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her close. Her lips melted against mine—tender, soft, open. All the ferocity from earlier was gone, replaced by something gentler. Something more intimate.

She kissed me like she meant it.

Her tongue slipped between my lips, and she hooked her arms around my neck. My hand slid up the smooth line of her back, and she shivered against me.

It was the first time all day that she seemed vulnerable.

And it made me believe, just for a moment, that I might really have a chance with her.

I reached around her and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. I cupped her breasts in both hands, feeling the weight and warmth of them, the hard points of her nipples against my palms. She moaned into my mouth as her hands moved to the zipper at the back of my dress.

She pulled it down slowly. The straps slipped from my shoulders, and the fabric loosened, sliding down my sides.

My whole body was shaking—with anticipation, with pleasure, with disbelief that this was real.

This wasn’t some spontaneous hookup. This wasn’t a one-night experiment.

Skye had become one of my closest friends. And now, through a little makeup, a wig, and a pair of panties, I’d become something else to her.

Someone she wanted.

I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her deeply, hungrily, desperately. She ran her fingers down my spine, then around to my chest. She touched me gently there—cupping the muscle, squeezing softly, like she was feeling for breasts that hadn’t grown yet.

I smiled at her, and to my surprise, she blushed. A beautiful, bashful flush spread across her cheeks, making her look even more radiant.

I stepped behind her and leaned in, pressing my lips to the side of her neck. Her skin was warm, soft, and slightly scented with the vanilla lotion she always wore. I kissed gently at first, then more insistently, letting my mouth linger as I reached around to cup her breasts from behind.

Her full curves filled my palms perfectly, and I felt her nipples harden under my touch. I slid my thumbs across them, teasing slow circles until she gasped and leaned back into me.

“Mmm,” she breathed, her voice almost a whimper.

While one hand continued to knead her breasts, the other slid down, slipping beneath her skirt. My fingers traced the crease of her inner thigh—featherlight, deliberately slow. Her body trembled under my touch, each breath shallower than the last. My mouth explored her neck, tasting her skin, then grazing it with my teeth.

She tilted her head toward me, her moans vibrating through her throat as I took her earlobe between my lips and gently nibbled.

She was melting against me. And in that moment, I didn’t want control—I wanted to surrender it.

I pressed my lips to the shell of her ear and whispered, voice thick with need, “I want to give myself to you, Skye. Do anything you want to me.”

She froze for just a moment. Then slowly, she turned around to face me, her expression unreadable but intense.

“Are you sure?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, a smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. “I never thought I’d want this. Any of this. But I’ve never felt so alive. So right in my own body. Please, Skye... give me more.”

Her lips curved into something wicked and wonderful.

“Okay,” she said, and took my hand in hers.

She bent me gently over the edge of the bed, her touch deliberate but patient, full of care.

I shivered as she tugged my panties down to the floor, the air kissing the heat of my exposed skin. My breath caught in my throat as she stepped away, disappearing into her closet for a moment.

When she returned, she held something long and thick in her hand—realistic, curved, and harnessed in sleek black straps. A dildo. My mouth went dry at the sight of it.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly, her voice calming. “I’ll be gentle.”

I turned my head, looking up at her. “I trust you,” I said, and I meant it.

She squeezed a generous amount of lube into her palm and rubbed her hands together. The sound alone made my toes curl. Then her slick fingers found me—cool at first, then warm, gliding up and down the sensitive crease of my ass.

Just the feeling of her fingers there was enough to make me clench, to make my cock throb. I gripped the comforter and tried to steady my breath.

She slipped one finger inside me slowly, giving me time to adjust. Then another. She moved them in and out in gentle strokes, building a rhythm, opening me up. I moaned shamelessly. I had never been touched like this before, never known how good it could feel.

My body responded instinctively—arching into her, wanting more.

And then she pulled her fingers out and let the tip of the dildo rest against my opening. My body went still.

“This might hurt at first,” she said gently. “Just breathe. Try to relax. I promise I’ll go slow.”

I nodded again, my voice trembling but steady. “I trust you.”

She pushed forward with agonizing care.

At first, I thought there was no way it would fit. The pressure was intense—stretching, burning, pushing me past what I thought I could take. My breath hitched, my muscles tensed. But Skye was patient. She paused, let me breathe, then pushed a little deeper.

And slowly—inch by inch—I opened for her.

The ache dulled into something else. Something better. Something powerful.

It was still new. Still strange. But knowing she was the one inside me—that she was the one in control—turned the pain into something I wanted. Something I needed.

My fingers clenched the sheets. My body quivered.

I let out a soft, broken moan. “More,” I whispered. “Please, Skye… more.”

And she gave it to me.

I couldn’t believe I could be this lucky.

My breath hitched as my body stretched to accommodate the girth of her thick strap-on. The deeper she pushed, the harder I got. My cock pulsed with every inch that disappeared inside me. I’d never imagined this could feel good—let alone that it could turn me on this much.

But it did.

I had given her permission to do anything she wanted to me, and she was doing it—claiming me—and all I wanted was more.

She eased in slowly at first, giving my body time to adjust. The pressure was intense, but the pain faded the more I breathed through it, relaxing around her. Her hands stayed steady on my hips, grounding me.

She paused once she was halfway in, letting me feel the weight of her inside me. The fullness. The stretch. She waited—just holding it there—so I could adjust.

Then she pushed in deeper.

My mouth fell open with a gasp as I felt the entire length of the toy slide inside. My ass had taken all of it. The stretch was overwhelming, but my cock throbbed in response, eager and leaking.

“God,” I breathed. “I didn’t think it would fit.”

“How does that feel?” she asked, her voice thick with arousal.

“So... good,” I moaned. My voice was unrecognizable to me—softer, breathier, raw with need.

She let out a groan of her own. The sound was primal, low, almost possessive. It sent another shiver through me.

She pulled out slowly, her hips drawing back in a controlled glide, then pushed back in—faster this time. I gasped again, clenching the sheets in my fists. Each thrust made my cock jerk, dripping steadily onto the bed.

I was on fire.

I almost felt like I had a pussy—like I was being fucked as a real woman. And I wanted to feel that more than anything. I wanted to be her girl. Her good girl.

I reached down and wrapped my fingers around my cock, stroking in time with her thrusts. Her rhythm picked up—stronger, faster. Each time she slammed into me, I cried out, my moans getting louder, more desperate.

I looked over my shoulder to see her—naked from the waist up, breasts bouncing with every movement, flushed and panting. Her face was focused, hungry.

Watching her fuck me was the hottest thing I had ever seen.

That was all it took.

With a broken moan, I came—hard. My cock jerked in my hand, spilling across the sheets in thick, hot pulses. I couldn’t stop shaking. I groaned loudly, almost sobbing with how intense it felt. Skye smiled as she watched me unravel beneath her, her hands still firm on my hips as she gave me a few more shallow thrusts before easing the toy out of me.

Then, without a word, she climbed onto the bed and lay down beside me, her body glowing with sweat and satisfaction.

I turned to her immediately, still breathless, and climbed on top of her. I captured her mouth with mine, kissing her with every ounce of emotion coursing through me. Passion. Gratitude. Surrender.

I trailed kisses down her neck, then lower, until my lips found her breasts. I licked across her nipples, teasing them with slow flicks of my tongue. She arched beneath me, moaning, her hands tangling in my blond wig, tugging me closer.

She was so responsive, so alive under my touch.

I pushed her further up the bed, then slipped down between her legs. I lifted her skirt and pressed my face into her soaked pussy, breathing in the scent of her arousal like it was oxygen.

I licked her with the same rhythm she had ridden my face with earlier—slow, controlled, reverent. My tongue circled her clit, then flattened against it, drawing gasps and shaky moans from her lips.

“You’re amazing,” she moaned, fingers tightening in my hair.

I smiled against her, proud, emboldened.

I kept licking, savoring every sound she made. Her thighs closed around my head, heels braced against my back as her hips began to rise and fall in rhythm with my tongue.

She cried out as she came again, body jerking, thighs trembling. Her fingers gripped my scalp as she rode out the waves of her orgasm.

I lingered there for a moment, kissing her softly, before climbing back up her body. I rested my forehead against hers, breathing her in.

Then I kissed her again.

She kissed me back, slow and deep, her hands cradling my face.

And for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel like I had to prove anything. Not to her. Not to myself.

I was hers. And that was enough.


EPILOGUE


Three weeks later.

“How do I look?” I asked Skye as I stepped out of her bedroom, my voice light but nervous.

I did a slow twirl in the center of her apartment, the hem of my white sundress flaring just enough to brush my thighs. The matching pink sandals gave me a little extra height, and the blond wig she’d given me—now styled with soft waves—felt so familiar, so natural, that I hardly thought of it as a wig anymore. It felt like mine. Like me.

Skye’s gaze traveled down my body, then back up again with a hungry smile. “You look amazing,” she said, licking her lips. “Like summer came early and decided to ruin me.”

I laughed, cheeks warming. I still wasn’t used to her compliments—not completely. But they thrilled me just the same.

“Are you sure you want to go see Celeste again?” she asked, tilting her head slightly. “You don’t have to, you know.”

I nodded, smoothing the skirt of my dress. “I want to. I mean, I’m still not a full-on believer or anything... but I owe her a lot.”

Skye raised an eyebrow, and I smiled softly.

“I want to thank her,” I said, “for helping me see things I wasn’t ready to see on my own. About us. About me.”

Because the truth was, without Celeste, I might never have embraced what I was becoming. I might have spent the rest of my life denying how good it felt to let go—how right it felt to be feminine, to let myself be seen, wanted, touched.

Skye and I were officially dating now. And today marked a milestone: my first time going out in public wearing a dress, wig, and makeup. I’d dressed up privately for Skye before, of course—we’d played, explored, made love almost every night since that first time—but this was something else entirely.

This was me stepping into the world as the girl I was learning to be.

I was scared. But with Skye beside me, holding my hand, the fear didn’t win. It shrank. It softened.

She made everything easier.

We returned to Celeste’s place just after lunch. The scent of sandalwood still lingered faintly in the hallway, as if time hadn’t passed at all. When she opened the door and saw us standing there, she smiled with that same knowing expression that had once unnerved me but now felt oddly comforting.

“I see you took my advice,” she said, her eyes dancing.

I laughed—nervously, giddily—and squeezed Skye’s hand. “Yeah,” I said. “I guess I did.”

“Come in, my dear,” she said, stepping aside. “Tell me everything.”

We followed her into the back room, and Skye and I sat together, side by side, as I told Celeste everything. Well—almost everything.

I didn’t tell her that Skye and I had barely been able to keep our hands off each other since that first night. That in class, she passed me notes about all the things she wanted to do to me later—about dressing me up in lace panties and bending me over her bed.

I didn’t mention how those notes made me blush like crazy, how I’d fold them up and hide them quickly so no one else would see. Or how they made me ache with anticipation.

And I definitely didn’t share how Skye would take me home afterward, undress me slowly, lovingly, and fuck me until my legs trembled and my voice was hoarse from moaning her name.

No. Some things were just ours.

That Monday, the day after we visited Celeste, was my first day attending class fully dressed as a girl. Skye came with me, never once leaving my side. She held my hand during lectures and kissed me in between them.

A few guys made comments—something about “the hot lesbians”—but we just laughed. Most people either didn’t notice the change or reacted with surprising kindness. A few classmates complimented my makeup or asked about my sandals. Some even used the right pronouns without hesitation.

It wasn’t perfect. But it was good.

Better than I ever imagined it could be.

Skye helped me research hormone therapy and gender-affirming procedures, and while we both knew those decisions would come in time, she never rushed me. She loved me as I was. But she also supported me in becoming whoever I wanted to be. And just knowing I had her in my corner—that she believed in me—was everything.

Sometimes I’d lie awake at night and wonder what would’ve happened if I hadn’t met her. If I hadn’t taken astronomy that semester. If I hadn’t been willing to look past her tarot decks and crystals and burning sage.

I never would’ve walked into Celeste’s apartment.

I never would’ve put on that first pair of panties.

I never would’ve discovered what was hiding inside me all along.

And without Skye’s love, I might never have been brave enough to step into the world as myself.

But I had met her. I had listened. I had let her guide me.

And now, sitting across from Celeste in a sundress and sandals, my hand entwined with Skye’s, I felt a sense of peace I didn’t know I was capable of.

I’d found her.

I’d found me.

I’d found everything I didn’t even know I was missing.

Because with Skye beside me—and the girl I was becoming—I was the happiest I’d ever been.
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BIG TROUBLE



CHAPTER ONE




It was a typical afternoon in the suburbs, one of those lazy, carefree days that seemed to stretch on forever. My best friend Jason and I were hanging out at his house, like we had done countless times since we were kids. We played video games, watched movies, and ventured out into his parents' backyard for some fresh air and sodas from the fridge. But little did I know, this seemingly innocent afternoon would change everything. 

As I went to use the bathroom, Jason casually warned me not to use the hall one as it was broken. Instead, he directed me to use the master bathroom. It was no big deal, but my own mother would never let me go near her things. She was always strict and protective. But Jason's family was different. They were closer, more relaxed.

I walked down the hall and opened the double doors that led into the master bedroom. The room felt like a treasure trove, with vintage furniture adorning every corner. I couldn't resist running my fingers over the silky sheets on their king size bed. The sunlight filtered through the slanted blinds and illuminated the room in a warm glow.

But then something caught my eye - a bright red strap hanging off the door of a wooden wardrobe. My heart raced as I realized what it might be - a bra. Without thinking, I tiptoed over to get a closer look, constantly checking the doors for any sign of Jason's return.

With shaky hands, I opened the wardrobe door and was met with two perfectly shaped red lace mounds. They looked so delicate yet alluring. Without hesitation, I reached up and cupped one in my hand, relishing in its softness and femininity. As I squeezed my fist around it, a chill ran down my spine.

"Brayden? You okay?" Jason's voice rang out from outside the room, causing me to jump back from the bra.

"Yeah, almost done!" I called out, quickly shutting the wardrobe and hurrying into the bathroom. My heart was racing as I tried to compose myself, but I couldn't shake off the excitement and curiosity that consumed me.

I finished using the bathroom and glanced around the room, my eyes landing on a laundry basket in the corner. Without another thought, I lifted the lid and saw a pile of clothes inside. And there it was - a pair of red panties, seemingly matching the bra. But they were dirty, with a small white stain on them. My mind raced as I picked them up, feeling their softness between my fingers. And then, without hesitation, I brought the stained fabric to my nose and inhaled deeply.

Intoxicating. That's what it was. The scent of her delicate skin mixed with the faint smell of laundry detergent overwhelmed my senses. I wanted to take these panties and keep them with me always. And so, I did just that - shoving them into my pocket and returning to Jason as if nothing had happened.

I had always found Jason's mom attractive - even him to some extent - but I had never thought about her lingerie before. Never thought about how she smelled or felt. But now, sitting beside my oblivious best friend while secretly caressing his mother's panties, I couldn't help but feel like a deviant.

But then, the situation took a dark turn. As I sat there, lost in my thoughts and fidgeting with something in my pocket, he noticed. His piercing gaze bore into me, questioning and suspicious. With a raised brow, he asked, "Hey man, what are you doing?"

I felt a surge of panic course through me. My mind raced as I struggled to come up with an explanation for my strange behavior. "Um, nothing," I stammered, standing up quickly and trying to nonchalantly withdraw my hand from my pocket. "I think I have to go home now. It's almost dinner time."

"What?" he exclaimed, clearly confused by my sudden change in demeanor. I could see him analyzing me, trying to decipher what was going on in my head. But I couldn't give him any easy answers. So without another word, I turned and ran home as fast as I could.

Once safely back in my bedroom, I collapsed against the door and let out a deep sigh of relief. That had been too close for comfort. My heart still racing, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the object that had caused all this trouble - a pair of red lace panties.

They belonged to my best friend’s mom. It was a secret that had consumed me for weeks now - the thrill of hiding something so forbidden and taboo, even if it meant living in constant fear of getting caught.

As I sat alone in the darkness holding her panties, a strange sensation washed over me. The fabric seemed to whisper secrets and temptations into my ear. My curiosity grew until it was overwhelming, urging me to do something reckless and dangerous.

Without hesitation, I unbuttoned my jeans and let them fall to the floor. I dropped my briefs next, leaving me only in a simple black t-shirt.  I carefully stretched out the panties before stepping into them and pulling them up my legs. The soft lace hugged my skin, sending chills down my spine. I felt a sense of power and excitement building within me.

Could I really do this? As I stood there in her panties, my mind conjured up vivid images of her on her knees, her bright blue eyes looking up at me as she licked me through the fabric. I could almost feel her hot breath on my skin, her big breasts hanging down for me to admire.

In that moment, it was like magic. The red panties seemed to have a hold over me, sending electric sparks through my body. With each stroke of my hand, I pictured Mrs. Jones pleasuring me in ways I had only dreamed of. My body writhed with pleasure and desire until suddenly, with a powerful surge, I came hard inside the panties.

As I came back to reality and the warmth of my own release faded, I couldn't help but feel disgusted with myself. What kind of twisted person was I? To betray my best friend's trust like this, to fantasize about the woman who raised him...

But despite these feelings of guilt and shame, I couldn't shake off the intoxicating rush that came from indulging in such desires. And so, as much as I hated myself for it, this became a routine - sneaking into Mrs. Jones's room whenever she wasn't home or when Jason was out playing sports or studying.

I knew what I was doing was wrong, and yet I couldn't bring myself to stop. The thrill of the secret, the danger of potentially getting caught...it was all just too intoxicating for me to walk away from.

I felt like I deserved some sort of punishment, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell Jason what I’d done. Fortunately – and unfortunately – his mom had all the answers. Because it just so happened that Mrs. Michelle Jones noticed the missing panties from her laundry. And it just so happened that Jason had told her about how I’d left in a weird state the same day they went missing.

But when his mom called me into her room one afternoon to have a talk with me, I never could’ve guessed it was about the missing panties. But when she told me, I knew I was about to receive whatever punishment I deserved.


CHAPTER TWO




“I’m going to kick your ass,” Jason said playfully as we picked up our gaming controllers.  Our hands brushed against each other as we picked up our controllers, and for a moment, everything felt like it was straight out of a movie. My heart fluttered with the possibility that he might finally see what was right in front of him – that he loved me just as much as I loved him. But deep down, I knew it was all wishful thinking. He probably didn't feel the same way. Not the way I loved him.

I had been friends with Jason for years, but it wasn't until recently that I realized my feelings ran deeper than just friendship. It took him to show me that I could like boys too, even though I had always assumed I was straight because of my attraction to girls.

Jason was the epitome of handsome - lean and athletic from playing soccer in high school, with dark hair and even darker eyes. And he had no idea that every afternoon after graduating, I would make excuses to go over to his house just so I could be close to him. No one knew about my secret love for him.

We continued playing our game until Mrs. Jones’s voice interrupted us. “Brayden, honey,” she said one afternoon while standing in the kitchen.  I was sitting on the sofa next to Jason playing a video game.  I turned over my shoulder to look at her and she was wearing a pretty blue sundress that hugged her curvy frame.  Her dark, straight hair fell around her shoulders.  She had one arm on her hip and a raised brow.  “Could I talk to you for a moment?”

Instantly, my body tensed up and the hairs on the back of my neck stood on end. You see, I had a dirty little secret that I was hiding - something that would ruin everything if anyone ever found out.

Jason looked at me and shrugged.  I got up from the couch and followed Mrs. Jones towards her bedroom. With each step, my heart pounded harder in my chest. She had no idea what kind of effect she had on me - how every time she spoke or touched me or even looked at me, all I could think about was taking her in any way possible. And now here I was, wearing her dirty panties under my clothes while I played video games with the boy she raised. It was a dangerous game I was playing, but the thrill of it was intoxicating.

AlI could think about was what Mrs. Jones wanted to talk to me about. And with each step closer to the bed where she sat, the hope inside of me grew stronger. Maybe this was finally my chance - maybe she couldn't resist me any longer.

"I have a question for you, and I want you to be honest with me," she said, her dark eyes searching mine.

I nodded eagerly, my heart racing with anticipation.

"Did you use my bathroom the other day?" she asked, getting straight to the point.

I nodded again, trying not to let my disappointment show. "The guest one was broken. That's what Jason told me."

"That's true," she confirmed with a nod. "But did you... go through my laundry?"

My heart skipped a beat at her words, and I quickly forced myself to maintain composure. This wasn't going how I had hoped - there would be no passionate confession or wild affair between us. She was simply asking about something trivial.

I felt like I was in a nightmare, trapped in this bedroom with my secret exposed. Mrs. Jones towered over me with arms crossed and a look of disapproval on her face. My heart raced as she demanded an answer.

"Did you or did you not go through my laundry?" she asked harshly. I could feel tears stinging my eyes, both from shame and desire. "Yes, ma'am," I whispered, feeling small and vulnerable under her gaze. But that was only the tip of the iceberg. She didn't know the full extent of what I had done.

"Did you...take something that didn't belong to you?" Her voice was stern but there was a hint of something else underneath, something that made me want to play with myself right then and there. I couldn't control my thoughts, especially with her pushing her ample breasts against the neckline of her blue dress. The thought of burying my face between them and tasting her drove me wild.

"No ma'am," I lied, hoping against hope that she wouldn't see through it. But deep down, I knew she would. She always saw right through me.

"Now, Brayden," she said, softening her tone. "I need the truth, okay? You're not in trouble, I promise." How could she say that when my world already felt like it was crashing down around me?

"Yes," I admitted reluctantly. "I did take something. I'm sorry...please don't tell Jason." My words were rushed and desperate, but I knew it was all for nothing. She wouldn't keep this from him.

"I won't tell Jason," she reassured me, her voice low and seductive. "It's not his business what you did. But I need them back, okay? So do you have them now?" Her eyes bore into mine and for a moment, I considered just confessing everything, telling her how I had smelled them, put them on, and even come in them. But the shame was too much to bear.

I shook my head nervously, unable to speak. My heart raced as I chewed on my lip, already anticipating her next words.

"Brayden," she said, narrowing her eyes. "I can tell when you're lying." She held out her palm expectantly. "Hand them over to me."

My mind raced as I tried to think of an excuse, but nothing would come out. I couldn't give them back because I was still wearing them. Panic set in and my hands began to tremble uncontrollably.

"I...I can't," I finally managed to say, my voice quivering with fear.

"What do you mean?" Her voice was filled with confusion and suspicion. "Why can't you?"

"I just...can't," I stammered, feeling more pathetic by the second.

She dropped her and cocked her head, studying me intently. For a moment, I thought maybe she understood, that she could see the turmoil inside me. But then she stood up and took a few steps towards me.

Before I knew it, she was standing right in front of me, staring down at me with a mix of disappointment and curiosity. And then her hand reached for my jeans and unfastened them without a word.

I was frozen, completely caught off guard by her actions. A part of me wanted to push her away and run out of the house before things got any more awkward. But another part of me wanted to surrender to her completely, to let her do whatever she wanted with me.

Michelle's fingers traced along the hem of my underwear and I couldn't help but shiver under her touch. She lowered her gaze and saw the red panties peeking out from under my jeans. I felt my cheeks heat up in shame, but at the same time, I was almost desperate for her to see and know everything.

Her finger continued tracing, dipping lower and lower until I thought I would explode right then and there. "Now, Brayden," she said in a stern voice that sent a shiver down my spine. "You know this isn't right. I know you know better." Her finger hovered dangerously close to my cock, teasing me with the promise of pleasure and punishment.

But instead of touching me, she withdrew her hand and placed it on my shoulder. Her nails dug into my shoulder, leaving crescent-shaped imprints. She leaned in close, her hot breath caressing my ear as she whispered her words dripping with venom.

"But since you've been so naughty," she said, her voice dropping an octave lower. "Since you've stolen from me...I'm going to have to think of an appropriate punishment for you."

My heart raced at the thought of what was to come. I tried to protest, but her hand reached for my jeans and tugged them down, exposing my panties completely. My face burned with humiliation as she surveyed me, taking in every detail of my submission.

"Yes, ma'am," I said, trying to hide the hint of desire in my voice. Punish me. Punish me however you see fit.

And then she did something that made me want to beg for more. She pressed a soft kiss against the fabric of my panties before standing back up and looking at me expectantly.

She stepped away and stroked her chin with her fingers, eyeing me like a predator assessing its prey. I hurriedly pulled up my jeans, trying to conceal my dirty, kinky desires. But she already knew. And now she was about to punish me for them.

"I want you to meet me at my shop tomorrow," she said, a wicked smirk playing on her lips. "If you like lingerie so much, I'm going to make you work for me."

My mind reeled at the thought of being surrounded by all the lacy fabrics and seductive designs that I had only dreamed of owning. But this wasn't a dream - it was a cruel punishment for my illicit actions.

"What-what do you mean?" I stammered out.

"Didn't you know?" she asked with a mocking laugh. "Oh, of course not. Jason is too embarrassed by it."

My confusion only grew as I tried to grasp what she was getting at. What was Jason embarrassed about?

"Embarrassed by what?" I finally managed to ask.

She sighed and put her hands on her hips, her eyes twinkling with delight at my lack of understanding. "I run a little boutique shop downtown. It's full of lingerie and other sexy things," she said, drawing closer to me. "And because you've shown your enthusiasm for it, I'm going to make you work for me. You're going to see so much lingerie you'll be sick of it. And then you won't ever want to wear a pair of panties again."

I wanted to protest, to tell her that there was no cure in the world for the pleasurable ailment I had. That being surrounded by lingerie would only intensify my desires. But something inside me kept me from speaking up, from fighting her any further. If this was my punishment, then I would gladly accept it.

"Now, come on, Brayden," she said, a sly grin spreading across her face. "Don't let Jason find out what you've done. I don't want you to lose your friendship. But tomorrow at 8 a.m. sharp, I better find you in my store ready to work. Come into the kitchen with me and I'll give you the address."

I followed her silently, already dreading the inevitable confrontation with Jason when he found out about my betrayal. But I couldn't resist the temptation of being surrounded by all the tantalizing lingerie.

As we entered the kitchen, she scribbled down an address on a piece of paper and handed it to me with a knowing look.

"Be there tomorrow or there will be consequences," she warned before turning and walking away.

I clutched the paper tightly in my hand as I made my way home, my mind consumed with thoughts of what awaited me tomorrow morning.


CHAPTER THREE




I was a bundle of nerves, my stomach coiled with anxiety. Gone were the days of wearing Michelle's red panties under my clothes, a secret between us that brought a sense of thrill and danger to our relationship. She made me promise to return them on the morning I started working; as if it was some sort of good luck charm for my new job. But there was no other job or classes left for me to attend. I had lied to Jason, telling him I was taking community college courses at my parents' insistence. He was confused, but I didn't care. He couldn't know that I was about to start working at his mother's lingerie shop. The thought alone made me shudder.

I parked in a nearby parking garage and walked through the bustling street, my heart pounding in my chest. The sign for Lulu's boutique caught my eye and I wondered who the hell Lulu was. As I pushed open the glass door, I was immediately met with judgmental stares from the other girls in the shop. My eyes scanned over the tables upon tables of lace panties and silk bras, each one adorned with a half-mannequin modeling the garment on display. One mannequin stood naked, still waiting to be dressed, and I found myself staring at it longer than necessary.

Feeling someone's eyes burning into me, I turned to see another female employee giving me a disdainful look. It then dawned on me - there were only girls working here, not a single male employee in sight. Panicked, I kept my head down and shoved my hands into my coat pockets as I made my way towards the main counter. The blonde girl behind it raised an eyebrow at me and asked snidely, "Can I help you?"

"I'm looking for Michelle," I said tentatively. "I'm supposed to start working here today."

The blonde burst into laughter, causing several other girls to turn and look at me with confusion on their faces. "Nice try," she managed to say between giggles. "We don't hire guys here. This is a lady's lingerie shop, in case you haven't noticed."

My face burned with embarrassment and I was about to turn on my heel and leave when I heard Michelle's voice behind the blonde's laughter. She stepped up beside her, looking stunning in a fitted black dress and red lipstick. Her hand rested gently on the blonde's shoulder as she said, "That will be enough, Rachel." The blonde - Rachel - immediately stopped laughing and wore an expression of shock instead.

Michelle smiled at me and gestured for me to follow her behind the counter, through a black curtain that hung just beyond it. I could feel Rachel's eyes following us as we disappeared into the back of the shop.

"Excuse the mess," Michelle apologized as she led me to her desk, which was covered in invoices and merchandising papers. "Have a seat."

I sat down in a small chair across from her desk as she handed me a clipboard with various forms attached. "Just fill these out?" I asked nervously.

"Yes," Michelle confirmed, leaning back in her chair. "And also give me your driver's license and social security cards."

I reached into my wallet and handed them over, feeling exposed and vulnerable under Michelle's scrutinizing gaze. As I began filling out the forms, I couldn't help but wonder if Rachel was still lurking behind the curtain, eagerly waiting for this all to be some elaborate joke. A part of me was still waiting for that too - waiting for Michelle to suddenly yell out "gotcha!"

But she never did.  She scanned my license and took my forms.  She processed everything as if I was a brand new hire.  Then she folded her hands and rested her chin on them.

"I think this will be good for you, Brayden. It'll give you some of that discipline you so desperately need."

I was taken aback by her words. I had always considered myself a well-behaved and disciplined young man, thanks to my strict upbringing by my parents.

"I'm not new to discipline," I responded defensively. "You know how my parents are."

"They clearly aren't doing a proper job," she stated matter-of-factly. "With Jason, I like to take unconventional approaches. I make sure the punishment fits the crime. That's why I've asked you to come work with me."

"Yes, ma'am," I replied obediently.

"Now, head on out and talk with Rachel. She'll be training you today."

I felt a sense of disappointment as I walked towards the back of the store to meet Rachel instead of continuing to work with the woman who had just hired me. But I didn't dare question her authority.

Rachel rolled her eyes when she saw me approach her station. "Why did Michelle hire you?" she asked bluntly.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. "I applied for the job," I lied, avoiding eye contact.

"Fine, whatever," she huffed impatiently. "Let's just get started with your training."

Rachel showed me around every corner of the store, explaining in detail where everything was located and how things worked. She showed me various tables and explained sizing techniques, pointing out different styles and patterns along the way.

We reached the fitting room area and Rachel's demeanor changed. She turned to me with a stern look in her eyes. "Under no circumstances are you to pass the pink line on the carpet that separates the fitting rooms from the rest of the store," she warned. "Do you understand?"

I nodded, taking in her words with seriousness. This job seemed more serious and complex than I had initially thought.

Rachel then showed me how to assist customers at the cash register, but quickly dismissed it as unnecessary for my role. "She'll probably just throw you up front as a greeter or something," she said nonchalantly.

As we finished up the tour, Rachel stopped in front of a large mirror displaying various lingerie pieces. "This is our top-selling item," she said with a smile. "You'll need to know everything about it in case any customer has questions."

My cheeks flushed as I imagined myself talking about lingerie with strangers. Would anyone even want advice from a young man? I couldn't help but doubt Michelle's intentions for hiring me.

And soon enough, my doubts were confirmed.
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The next day, Michelle led me around the store like a predator showing off its territory. I followed closely behind her, feeling small and insignificant in comparison to her vibrant personality. She pointed out various displays and shelves, explaining my duties as a new employee at the lingerie store.

"See these panty tables?" she asked, directing my attention towards a row of neatly folded underwear. "You'll be in charge of folding them and keeping them stocked. Here, pick up a pair."

I reached for a soft pink silk pair, feeling the material slip between my fingers. Michelle picked up a deep purple pair and began to fold it with ease. I mimicked her motions, trying to impress her with my quick learning skills.

"Good. You've already got the hang of this," she said with a wide smile. "Believe me, after seeing enough of these panties you won't want to do anything with them anymore."

But her words didn't ring true for me. The more I touched them, the more I folded, the more I wanted to sneak off into the dressing room to put them on. My fingers would come alive when they came across that smooth silk or satin fabric. My body would thrum each time I folded a lacy thong or bra.

And speaking of bras, they were starting to catch my eye more than usual. I noticed a small, light pink training bra and couldn't help but imagine how perfect it would look on my body. Despite knowing it was wrong, I couldn't deny my growing curiosity and desire.

A few nights later, it was almost closing time and only Michelle and I were left in the store. Not a single customer in sight. As I watched Michelle sat behind her black curtain working on invoices, an idea formed in my mind.

With adrenaline coursing through my veins, I grabbed the training bra and matching panties without hesitation. It was now or never. I tiptoed past the pink line on the carpet, the one Rachel had forbidden me to cross, and already I could feel a tingle of excitement sparking across my skin. A dirty, filthy, naughty feeling that lit me up from the inside.

I pulled back one of the curtains in the dressing room and came face to face with my reflection as I clutched the lingerie to my chest. I couldn't help but smile at myself in the mirror. For once, my skinny, lanky figure looked confident and alive.

In a hurry, I stripped off my clothes and put on the bra and panties. As soon as the smooth satin fabric touched my skin, I felt a surge of pleasure rush through me. I rubbed my nipples through the soft material of the bra and admired how it accentuated my flat chest. Turning from side to side, I couldn't help but admire how the thong string sat between my butt cheeks. I squeezed my ass and ran a hand over my now hardened cock. It was exhilarating to be wearing something so taboo and alluring.

But just as quickly as it began, it was over. The curtain was torn back and in the reflection, I saw Michelle standing behind me with a mix of emotions on her face. My heart dropped as I waited for her to reprimand me for crossing boundaries. But instead of anger or disappointment, she only looked on for a long moment before speaking.

"You look pretty good in pink," she finally said with a hint of admiration in her voice.

I lifted my eyes to meet hers, unsure if I heard her correctly. "I do?" I asked, unable to hide the surprise in my voice.

Michelle nodded slowly, still studying me with curiosity. "You do," she confirmed. “You know, I’m not happy you did this when were still technically open, but I guess I’ll let it slide. Also, that set will be coming out of your paycheck. I can’t sell them now. Not in good faith.”

“I understand,” I said, with a hopeful flutter in my chest.

“Alright then. Come on. As long as you’re dressing up, we may as well get you a few other things.”

“Do you mean it?” I asked.

“I sure do,” she said. “Just let me lock up first.”

I peeked around the curtain as she ran around the store, locking the doors and closing drapes. She stood across the store staring at me. Then she waved her arm for me to join her.

In just a pair of panties and a bra, I tip toed out across the lingerie store floor and let Michelle have her way with me.

She walked around the store and I followed her like a puppy who’d finally found a home. She picked up a few more pieces of lingerie; stockings, garter belts, and corsets. I followed her to a small makeup counter near the front. She picked up a few things from there and then led me to wear they sold some fun, sexy wigs.

“Are you ready to become a little vixen?” she asked with a wrinkle in her nose.

I nodded eagerly. I was more than ready.

“Let’s get started, then,” she said.

I sat on one of the stools behind the checkout counter while Michelle hunched over to do my makeup. She added the wig and then helped with the stockings, garter belt, and the corset.

“Beautiful,” she said. “Just one more thing.” She stepped out of her heels and pushed them over to me. I stepped inside them. I immediately felt powerful and sexy. Like I was dripping with feminine mystique. Michelle took my hand and led me to a nearby mirror. When I caught my reflection for the second time that night, I couldn’t believe it.

“I look like…I look like…”

“A girl,” she said. “You make for a very pretty one.”

We both smiled as I studied my reflection. The corset gave me the image of hips and a bosom. The heels made my legs look even longer and more feminine. The stockings were binding and made my dick hard. Seeing my legs dressed in up in nylon made me harder than ever.

I turned to Michelle, overwhelmed with gratitude, and I kissed her.

She pulled back with wide eyes. “Hey, Brayden,” she said, “I want to help you out, but I’m still married.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m so sorry. That was so stupid of me. I’m such an idiot.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “It’s not a big deal. Come on, why don’t you get your old clothes on and I’ll pack this stuff up for you.”

“You mean, all of this? I can keep it?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “I won’t even charge you for the extra pieces.”

“Thank you! Thank you!” I cried and I rushed off to the fitting room to change back into my boy clothes.


CHAPTER FOUR




I wasn’t on the schedule the next day and Michelle had the day off as well. She had invited me over, since Jason was meeting his father for lunch. Michelle said she wanted to give me full access to her wardrobe, and I couldn’t have been more excited.

I knocked on the door and she pulled it open for me. “Come on in, honey,” she said. “You know where the bedroom is.”

I ran off to her bedroom and opened her walk-in closet. There were so many cute dresses hanging up. So many girly things. Heels. Skirts. Stockings. Lingerie. Blouses. All of it. I was overwhelmed.

Michelle stepped behind me and pulled down a white sundress. “I think you’d look fabulous in this one.”

I turned to face her. “Will you dress me?” I asked her, feeling like a little kid again.

She smiled and kissed my forehead. “Of course I will,” she said. “Now, remember. This is just our little secret.”

I nodded and started to remove my clothes. It was the first time Michelle was going to see me completely naked. She stared at me for a moment and smiled. “If I wasn’t married,” she said, “I’d have a lot of fun with you.”

“We still could,” I told her. “I’d never tell your husband.”

“No,” she said, “I don’t think so. We’ll keep it as a fantasy for now.”

I frowned, but my sadness melted away as she started to dress me. She put me in a pair of white cotton panties and a white bra. I felt like an angel as she dressed me all in white. The sundress was next, and then she did my hair and makeup – just like before.

I looked at my reflection and spun around. Michelle smiled at me. “You know, it’s kind of like having a daughter. I always wanted one.”

“I’ll be your daughter,” I told her with a big smile.

She laughed and then pulled me in for a hug. “You hungry?” she asked, and I told her that I was.

I followed her into the kitchen where she prepared some sandwiches for the two of us. I felt like a completely different person. I sat at the kitchen table eating my sandwich and admiring the new woman in my life. She’d changed me completely. Her panties had changed me completely.

Once we finished eating, she said, “We better get you out of those clothes before Jason comes back.”

“I wish I didn’t have to,” I told her.

“I know, sweetie,” she said, reaching for my hand. “Maybe one day you won’t have to. But I don’t think your parents would be very happy to know what I’ve been doing to you the past few days.”

“I don’t care if they find out,” I said. “I’ve never felt happier.”

Michelle faced me and stroked my cheek with her thumb. “I know. I’ve never seen you happier.”

It was then that the front door swung open and Jason walked in. My heart stopped at the sight of him. “What the hell?” he asked. “Brayden?”

“Shit,” Michelle said, dropping her hands and stepping away from me.

“Mom? What are you doing?”

“Well, you were probably going to find out sooner or later,” she said. “I was just hoping for some more time.”

I waited for Jason to speak again, but he just stared. He stared at me long and hard. He swallowed the lump in his throat and then his gaze shifted to the floor. “I don’t…I don’t understand what’s going on.”

“I’m going to leave you two to talk about it,” said Michelle. “I have some invoices to work on anyway.”

I looked at Michelle, begging her with my eyes not to go. She mouthed you’ll be alright, and silently slipped down into the hallway to the study. I stood frozen in place, tugging at my hands in front of me.

“It’s just some silly fun,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Jason. “I guess it looks kind of fun.”

“It doesn’t weird you out?” I asked him.

He looked at me and held my gaze. “Of course it weirds me out,” he said. “You’re my best friend, and there you are…dressed up like some hot chick.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. Did he say hot? Was he attracted to me? The thought made my head spin. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“No,” he said. “I’m sorry for overreacting. Is this like…what you do now? Is this…who you are?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know yet. I like it. I like wearing these things. But I really don’t want to lose your friendship over it. I’ll go change if it’s bothering you.”

He held up his hand. “No,” he said. “Don’t change. I’m not done looking at you yet.”

My body was tense and tingly as he stepped toward me. His fingers brushed my cheek. They lowered along my neck, tracing my collarbones. He leaned in. His eyes slowly closed. I braced for a kiss, wondering if that’s actually what he was about to do.

And then our lips met. But it was only for a moment.

“Shit,” he said. “That’s weird. I’m sorry.”

“I don’t think it’s weird,” I told him, eager to explore more of him.

“You don’t? But, I mean, we’re best friends. Guy friends. We shouldn’t be doing this.”

“I’m not a guy right now,” I told him. “I have a cock, but I don’t feel like a guy.”

Jason swallowed and held my gaze. His thumb brushed my lower lip. Then he took my hand in his and led me to his bedroom, locking the door behind us.


CHAPTER FIVE




For a long stretch of time, we didn’t speak. He sat on the edge of his bed and I followed him over. I dropped to my knees, eager to try out my new girl body on my best friend. He watched my fingers as they unzipped his jeans. Then he lifted his hips to help me slide them down with his briefs.

His cock was massive. Long and thick. Hard as stone. He wasn’t kidding about finding me attractive. I was flattered by his impressive size. My eyes were wide as I stared up at him, my fingers reaching around his girth and squeezing hard. I’d never held another cock in my hand before. I’d never held any cock that wasn’t my own. And I’d certainly never tasted one. But there was a first time for everything.

I leaned forward and parted my lips. I wrapped them around his head and sucked in. He winced and groaned as he reluctantly allowed the pleasure to envelope him. I was feeling that same hesitance too, but the pleasure won out. I was hot and tingly as I sank my mouth of his cock. My legs quivered as his head pushed against the back of my throat and pressed against the roof of my mouth. It filled me completely, and it had me wondering how it would feel to take him in my ass.

He probably wouldn’t be into that though, I thought.

I licked along the underside of his shaft, swirling my tongue in patterns. Jason’s pupils dilated as he watched me. His fingers found my soft wig and wove themselves through the strands. I’d never felt more like a girl than in that moment. It was amazing. Freeing. I wanted to drain his cock. I wanted to taste his come. I wanted to be the best lay of his life.

I lowered my mouth to his balls and sucked them in while I stroked his cock. Jason began to groan and thrust his hips against me. I wrapped my lips around his shaft again and took him deep, swallowing him down as much as I could. He held my head in both hands and hunched forward. “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

And he did.

His hot, steaming load filled my mouth. The salty scent filled my nostrils as I choked it down. I drank it like it was the nectar of life. Like it would keep me going. I loved every second of it. I loved every drop.

I pulled back and stared at Jason who was panting as he came to. I wiped my lips and sat back on my heels. “I hope that was okay,” I told him.

He laughed. “It was better than okay,” he said. “It was too good.”

I smiled, but I wasn’t sure how to feel. “Does that mean you regret it?”

He leaned down and stroked my cheek. “No. Never.” He gripped my shoulders and pulled me up to him. I straddled his lap. My dress fell around his hips and his cock pressed against the bulge in my panties. I moaned as he kissed me hard.

His dick grew hard again and pressed fervently to mine. He reached down and held his cock in place, so that it was stroking mine as I rocked my hips against him.

“I want you to come for me,” he whispered between kisses. His hands roamed over my dress, massaging my chest. I came alive for him. I was electrified by his touch. I rocked my hips and moaned, feeling our cocks massage each other through the soft panties. I knew it would only be a matter of time before I came.

A whimper escaped me and Jason held me close. “That’s it, baby,” he said, “come for me.” He rocked his hips in rhythm with mine and then he slowly lay back. I lay over him, panting and moaning as I moved my hips against him, stroking our cocks together. His thumb brushed over my nipple while his lips kissed my neck and shoulders.

Another whimper escaped and then I shuddered. It broke over me like an ocean wave. I filled my panties with my hot come and blushed. I’d never felt dirtier in my whole life.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, holding me close to him. “I want to give you everything.”

“This was nice already,” I said. “Really, you don’t have to-“

“I want to,” he said. “I want to make you happy. I’ve always felt so close to you,” he said, “but I didn’t realize how in love with you I was until you wore this dress.”

“Really?” I asked, hopeful that we could still at least be friends after all of this.

“Really,” he said. “Now tell me how I can make you feel good.”

“I want to fuck me,” I told him, feeling the words sting my lips as they left. “I want you to fill me up with your big, fat cock.” I couldn’t help but giggle and he smiled when I did.

“I’d be happy to,” he said.

He climbed out from under me and I lay on my stomach. I heard him move behind me and kick off his jeans. He stepped up, lifted my dress up to my hips and pulled my panties down to my knees. Then he spit between my ass cheeks and rubbed his shaft along my crack, massaging his saliva into my skin.

It already felt so good. Just the touch of his cock to my hole made me shiver. I clutched the sheets in my hands and looked over my shoulder at him. He was more handsome than I’d ever seen him. I wasn’t sure what would come of us after this, or what would come of me and Michelle, but for the moment I was happy. For the moment, I couldn’t have been any happier.

Jason angled his cock to my hole and pushed in slowly. I felt myself stretch for him. It was tight and sent an ache through me. But the ache quickly subsided as the dizzying pleasure replaced it. I slowly pushed my hips back, eager to feel him fill me completely.

His hands gripped my ass as he pushed himself all the way inside. His cock was warm and pulsing. “Fuck, you feel so good,” he said.

“So do you,” I told him as I felt my dick ache to come again.

“What should I call you…” he asked, “…when you’re like this?”

I thought for a moment. “Mandy,” I said.

Jason smiled. “Okay, Mandy. Get ready for the pounding of your life.”

“I’m ready,” I told him. “I’ve been ready for it longer than I ever knew.”

Jason gripped my hips and slowly withdrew his cock. He spit on it a few more times before pushing it back in. This time he moved faster. He groaned with each new thrust, losing himself in the sensation. And with each new thrust, I felt my ass stretching wider and wider. My cock grew harder. I twisted the sheets in my fingers, I closed my eyes tightly. I whimpered and shuddered as he filled me up again and again until we both exploded.

I felt his hot come fill my ass while my own come shot over his bed getting a little on my dress. He kept pumping in and out of me as he finished and then he held me close to him as he caught his breath.

“I hope we do this again and again, Rachel,” he said, his body still shaking form his orgasm.

“I hope we do too,” I told him.

He withdrew his cock and I felt his come drip down my thigh. I felt so filthy and dirty. But I loved feeling dirty for him. And for Michelle.

“Why don’t you use my bathroom to clean up,” he said, and so I did with the widest smile on my face.


EPILOGUE


For weeks, Michelle helped me get more comfortable in my skin. I continued working with her at the lingerie store, but I was no longer the only boy there. In fact, I was no longer a boy at all. Michelle even convinced the rest of the girls to address me by my new name, Mandy.

But when it came to going back home each night to my parents, I was always in boy clothes and I still went by Brayden. But the identity was becoming more and more foreign to me. Until one day, when Jason offered to join me in coming out to them.

“I don’t know if I can yet,” I said.

“That’s okay,” he told me. “But when you’re ready, I want to be there for you.”

“What if they’re really angry?” I asked. “What if they hate me?”

“They won’t hate you,” he said. “I know your parents. They may be surprised, but they won’t hate you.”

I wrapped my arms around Jason and felt his heart beat against mine. I thought long and hard about how freeing it would be to come out to my parents. Then I could be a girl all the time. Then I could have an entire closet of girl clothes. An entire bathroom drawer of makeup. I could always go by Mandy and I could make Jason my official boyfriend.

I pulled back from Jason and held his gaze. “I think I want to,” I told him. “I think I’m ready.”

“Are you sure?” he asked.

I nodded. “I want to go public with you. I want you to be mine.”

“And I want you to be mine,” he said.

He took my hand and together we walked down the road to my house. We looked at each other one more time before going inside to tell my parents that from now on, I wanted to be a girl.
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TURNED INTO A FEMBOY



CHAPTER ONE




It was supposed to go home for the summer after my first year of college, but my parents were out of the country on a months-long trip to Europe they failed to invite me for. I didn’t mind too much because it meant having the house to myself, or so I thought.

Lisa, the evil spawn of one of my mom’s coworkers, needed a place to stay for the summer. So naturally, she offered her a room in our house. I doubt she’d have cared if she knew how much Lisa and I disliked each other, so I didn’t bother complaining. I tried to keep my distance from Lisa, instead.

I’d met Lisa a handful of times before at work picnics I was dragged to. She was even invited to a few neighborhood block parties even though she didn’t live there. We mostly kept our distance, but now we’d be sharing a roof for the summer and that meant I would be having the worst summer of my life.

“You’re such a loser,” barked Lisa upon passing my open bedroom. I was laying on my stomach, playing my favorite video game when she walked by. I normally closed my door, but I hadn’t expected her to be home yet. Lisa had made her college’s cheerleading squad last year and suddenly she acted like she was hot shit. Of course, she had to move out of the dorms for the summer while her fellow squad mates partied it up on campus, but that didn’t matter to Lisa. As long as she got to wave pom-poms during football games, she felt like she was queen of the universe.

“Get bent,” I yelled back, trying to throw a pillow at her on her way by. But I missed and then I sighed, knowing I’d have to get up to go get it. “Fucking, Lisa.”

I paused my game, got up, and retrieved the pillow. While I was standing, I took a moment to stretch my stiff muscles and let out a deep sigh. I had been sitting in front of the TV for too long, my eyes straining from the constant flashing lights and my thumbs aching from the repetitive button mashing.

But my break was short-lived. As I settled back into my beanbag chair, I noticed that the curtains in my room were still open, causing a glare on the TV screen. I couldn't have that, so I got up again to close them. I also made sure to shut the door this time, hoping to block out any distractions.

But just as I sat down and unpaused my game, I heard Lisa's voice. She was talking to someone. I furrowed my brow in confusion - we were supposed to be the only ones home.

Curiosity getting the best of me, I paused my game once again and cracked open my door to eavesdrop on her conversation.

"Yeah, come on over," she said, her voice carrying through the hallway. "I have to warn you, though. Jake is here and he's such a weirdo."

I rolled my eyes, but I was still curious as to who she was talking to. So I stepped out into the hallway and walked down to her room. The door was cracked. Through it, I could see her sitting on the edge of the bed with her back to me. “Yeah, okay. So one hour then? See you then, Stace.”

Stacy. I tip-toed back to my room and tried to recall any girls named Stacy that Lisa knew. And then it hit me. She’d been going on and on at dinner the other night about a girl named Stacy who was head of their squad. Shit. I didn’t know who she was, but I had no doubts that the head cheerleader of a college squad would be attractive. I hurried into my room and picked up everything I could. And then I scolded myself. Like she’s going to see your room.

I put on a fresh change of clothes and sprayed a cologne bottle I found on the floor that I’d received at Christmas. I gagged on the smell and instantly regretted spraying it. Then I ran a hand through my soft blond hair and debated whether or not to tuck in my shirt. I decided not to. I didn’t need it to look like I was trying as hard as I was.

I left my bedroom and plopped down on the black leather sofa in the living room. A few minutes later, Lisa came out and rolled her eyes. “What are you doing out here?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m having friends come over and I don’t want them to see my nerdy roommate.”

“Friends? As in, more than one?”

She put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes. “Yeah. The a few girls. Is that going to be a problem? Can’t you just go back into your hole and get lost in your video games?”

“I could,” I said, teasingly. “Or I could stay out here and embarrass you. Yeah, I think I’ll do that.”

She stomped her foot and whined. “Jake! Please, just go to your room!”

“Nah,” I said, feeling too much joy from pissing her off. “I think I’ll stay.”

“Jake!”

“The more you plead the more fun it will be for me to stay out here.”

“Fine,” she said, storming off into the kitchen. “See if I care.”

I laughed to myself, laid back, and stared at the ceiling. She does care. She cares more than she should. It’s not like I wanted to embarrass her. I really just wanted a chance with one of her cheerleader friends. But Lisa thought everything I did was embarrassing because I wasn’t a jock or something. She thought she was something special, but she was just a dumb cheerleader who barely made the squad.

The doorbell rang and I sat up, turning on the television like I didn’t care what was going on. “Jake, please, go to your room. They’re here.”

“I’m staying put,” I said. I smiled when she whined again. She walked up to the door, pulled it open, and about five girls in leggings and crop tops came in.

But the only girl I noticed was the brunette with full breasts and curvy hips. She was athletic looking without losing an inch off her womanly curves. My dick hardened at the sight of her. I knew these girls would be attractive, but I’d had no idea any of them would look like her.

Lisa begrudgingly introduced me to her friends, but I tuned out every girl’s name besides the brunette’s. “And this is Stacy,” she said.

Stacy. Fuck. That was the head cheerleader? Well, no wonder. “Hi,” I said, feeling my throat tighten as I tried to speak. But what was I trying to speak for? There was no way a girl like that would ever even notice a guy like me. And yet, there she stood, with her eyes fixed on me like a hawk seeing prey. I was mesmerized by emerald green gaze.

Stacy’s pink lips curled into a smile. “Hey,” she said back. Then she turned to Lisa. “Should we get started?”

“Of course,” she said, leading them all through the living room and toward the back door. I watched them single file into the back yard. I snuck into Lisa’s bedroom since her window faced the back yard. And then I peered through the blinds while I watched the girls work on one of their cheerleading routines.

Stacy bent over to tie her shoe, and I couldn’t help myself. I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my cock. I started to stroke while I pictured her naked. Her plump, round ass. Her long, slender legs. I bet her pussy was tight. Shaved. I imagined sliding my small dick into her. God, how I wished it was bigger. I imagined her riding me while I played with those perfect tits. “Fuck,” I breathed.

I stepped back from the blinds. I needed to come, but I couldn’t come here. Not in Lisa’s room. With my cock in my hand, I stepped into the hallway on my way to the bathroom. And then I saw her. Stacy had come inside and was headed to Lisa’s room for something. Her eyes lowered to my groin just as I was shoving my dick back into my pants. But it was too late. She’d already seen me.

“Were you watching us?” she asked, bringing a bottle of water to her lips. I watched her swallow it down and wondered how her mouth would feel around my dick. “That’s very naughty of you.”

“No,” I said. “I was looking for something. Lisa borrowed a book and never gave it back.”

“And that required you to take your cock out?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t know what you think you saw, but-“

“Let’s stop with the lies,” she said. “We both know what I saw. And there’s only one way to keep me quiet about it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked her, feeling my lip tremble and my knees wobble. Was she going to blackmail me? “You aren’t going to tell anyone, are you?”

“Not if you do something for me,” she said.

“What do you want?” I asked, raising my brow and feeling suspicious. Whatever it was, it couldn’t be too bad. But then she spoke.

“I want you to go back into Lisa’s room and grab a pair of her panties.”

“You want me to what? Panties? Why?”

“You’ll find out.” Her eyes shifted toward the living room as if she was worried someone would walk in. “If you don’t go do it, I’m going outside to tell everyone what I saw. And I won’t leave out any details.”

I was shaking, but her gaze kept me hard. There was ferocity to it. A fire burning deep inside her that made me want her more. I did what she asked. I turned back toward Lisa’s room and walked to her dresser. I pulled out the top drawer and picked the first pair of panties I saw. Lacy and black. I felt dirty just holding them.

I returned to the hallway and showed Stacy. She smiled and folded her arms across her chest. I could see a few inches of her taut stomach underneath her crop top as it lifted up slightly. My mouth watered. I probably would’ve done anything for Stacy even if she hadn’t caught me jerking my small cock. All she would have to do was ask.

“Okay, now go to your room and put them on.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” she said.

“I can’t do that. That’s crazy.”

“You do that or everyone finds out what you were up to. And Lisa finds out you took her panties after you were stroking yourself in her bedroom.”

My heart raced as I clutched the panties in my hands. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.” But I felt so dirty. I felt so naughty going into my room to put on Lisa’s panties. I closed the door behind me and pulled down my pants. Then I heard the door open and jumped.

“On second thought, I think I’ll watch,” said Stacy.


CHAPTER TWO




“You’ll watch?”

“Yeah,” she said as if it was no big deal.

“What about the squad? Won’t they wonder where you’ve gone?”

“I told them I had to come in and call my boyfriend. They’re practicing out back without me.”

I felt my entire body sag at her words. "Boyfriend?" I knew my chances with her were officially over. But now I was stuck having to put on Lisa’s panties, or Stacy would tell everyone about me jerking my cock. I cursed under my breath.

"Go on," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "Put them on." She folded her arms across her chest, her plump lips curling into a mischievous grin. Her eyes moved to my briefs as her tongue dragged across her upper lip. My cock hardened under her gaze. She seemed aroused by the idea, but how could that be? Did the power somehow turn her on?

I hesitated, my pride battling with my desire for Stacy. Was this some sort of twisted test? Would she laugh at me and tell her friends? The danger only made my cock harder, and I realized with a sinking feeling that I was going to do it.

I slowly slid off my briefs, my cock now fully erect and pulsing. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but also strangely turned on. Stacy's eyes widened as she took in the sight of my throbbing member.

Stacy, with her sharp jawline and playful smile, commanded me further. “Take off your shirt too.”

I hesitated. There was an unfamiliar tension in the air, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for it. So I asked her, “Why?”

She just smiled, a mischievous glint in her eye, and said, “Because I want to see you in just the panties.”

I felt a chill run down my spine at her words. Tentatively, I lifted my shirt over my head and tossed it to the floor. I stood before her completely naked, uncertain and vulnerable. I couldn't help but shiver as she looked at me hungrily, her gaze tracing every curve and line of my body.

I reached for the black lace panties I had picked out from Lisa's dresser. I held them up, the delicate fabric between my fingers, and felt a lump form in my throat. I knew these were forbidden, and yet I couldn't resist the temptation. With shaky hands, I stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up my legs, feeling a rush of excitement and fear. As they came into contact with my hardened cock, I couldn't deny the pleasure it brought me.

This was wrong, so very wrong. I shouldn't be wearing panties, and certainly not Lisa's panties. But the thrill of doing something so forbidden coursed through my body, making every nerve ending tingle with excitement.

Stacy stood in front of me, her eyes taking in the sight of me dressed in lingerie. “You look good in a pair of panties.  Are you sure you’re not a girl?” she asked.

“Do I look like a girl?”

“You’re sassy like one,” she teased. 

But as she stepped closer, my heart began to pound with nervousness. What was she going to do? What did she want from me?

Her eyes scanned over my face, and I tried to decipher her intentions, but her expression remained unreadable. In that moment, I was acutely aware of the fact that I was vulnerable and exposed, both physically and emotionally.

But then, before I could think too much about it, her hand reached forward, stretching between my legs. Her fingers brushed over the panties along my shaft. I bit my lip and trembled as she teased me. “You like wearing them, don’t you?”

“No,” I said as my eyes closed. The fire in my stomach raged as she touched me, her fingers trailing over my shaft, sending shivers through my body. I tried to hold back, to not come in Lisa's delicate lacy panties, but Stacy's words and touch were too much to resist.

"I think you're lying," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "I think you secretly love wearing these panties, pretending to be a girl. I bet you even fantasize about being fucked by a big, alpha man."

Her words ignited a desire in me that I couldn't deny, and I felt my cock swell and pulse beneath the fabric of the panties. I tried to protest, to deny her words, but my body betrayed me as I hunched forward and gripped her shoulders, my orgasm tearing through me.

Stacy's lips found mine in a passionate kiss, and I surrendered to the intensity of the moment, my hot cum filling Lisa's panties.

The kiss with Stacy had felt like the right thing to do in the moment, but now, I couldn't help but feel weird. I wasn't supposed to be kissing her while I was wearing another girl's panties, but how could I be angry about the situation when I was kissing the one girl I had secretly desired all along?

Stacy pulled back, a glint of mischief in her eyes. "I want you to come over to my place tonight," she said.

My heart raced at her invitation. "You...you do?"

She nodded, her smile widening. "Yes," she said, her tone sultry and inviting. "I need you. Bad."

My mind whirled, trying to make sense of the situation. Was this really happening? Did Stacy really want me, despite knowing about the panties? I couldn't resist the allure of her offer. Without hesitation, I nodded eagerly, a grin spreading across my face. "Yes," I said. "I'll come."

As she rummaged through my jeans, her hair cascading down her back like a waterfall, I couldn't help but admire her grace and beauty. She finally retrieved my phone from the pockets and I watched intently as her fingers flew across the screen, typing out her address. My heart raced with excitement, knowing that I would have the chance to see her again later.

I eagerly agreed to meet her, feeling a renewed sense of hope that she felt the same way about me. With a smile, she left me alone in Lisa's messy bedroom, still wearing her cum-stained panties. As I looked down at my own body, still covered in evidence of our passionate encounter, I couldn't resist the urge to touch myself again. But I knew it was wrong, so I resisted and reluctantly removed the panties before dressing myself.

As I waited for the evening to come, when I would once again be in Stacy's presence, I couldn't stop thinking about her and the intense desire she ignited within me. And as the time approached for us to meet again, I could hardly contain my excitement and anticipation for what was to come.


CHAPTER THREE




I pulled up to an old 1970's style house, its peeling paint and unkempt lawn a stark contrast to the manicured campus just a short drive away. The familiar knot of anxiety formed in my stomach as I parked in the driveway, the engine of my car still humming as I debated whether or not to go through with this.

Should I really be doing this? I wondered.  After all, Stacy had a boyfriend. But Stacy also knew a secret of mine that I didn’t want to get out.  The secret that could ruin my reputation and my future if it got out.

I took a deep breath and tried to push the thought away. It wasn't true. Stacy wouldn't do that to me. She was just trying to manipulate me into coming over, for god knows what.

But then I remembered the look on her face when she saw me wearing Lisa's panties, the flushed arousal that etched itself onto her features. I could see the gears turning in her head, calculating how she could use this somehow to her advantage.

With a shaky hand, I knocked on the door and waited for her to answer. My heart was racing, my palms slick with sweat. Should I really be doing this? I asked myself again. But I knew there was no turning back. I needed to keep Stacy on my side, no matter the cost.

The door swung open and there she stood, wearing black leggings and a tight black top. You could see every inch of her curves through the fabric. Nothing was left to the imagination. I felt myself growing hard again. “You made it!” she said with a smile.

“Yep,” I said, rocking back on my heels. “So what do you want to do?”

“Come in,” she said, pulling my hand. She kept pulling and leading me toward the back of the house. As we passed the living room, I made note of all the guy things in the apartment. A pair of shoes. A leather jacket. Stacy didn’t just have a boyfriend. They lived together. I wondered if he was in here now.

We entered the master bedroom and I saw his things in there too. They slept together regularly. I felt my stomach twist in knots, but I also couldn’t help imagining him fucking her and how hot it probably was.

“Get naked,” she said.

“What?”

“You heard me.” She was smiling, but I was uncertain. Did she want to fuck me? Right now? Is this how sex with cheerleaders usually was? I didn’t want to protest and risk losing my opportunity. So I got naked. I took off my clothes and Stacy’s eyes wandered over my body. “So perfect,” she said.

Stacy walked over to the closet and withdrew a tight, pink dress and a lingerie set. “We’re going to make you a girl,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because you’ll look good as one, that’s why,” she said. “Besides, I think you were meant to be one all along. And just wait until Greg gets a look at you.”

“Greg?”

“My boyfriend.”

“You want him to see me as a girl? But why?”

“I don’t want him to just see you as one. I want him to fuck you like one.”

My heart pounded in my ribs, but my cock was hard. She was kidding, right? She had to be kidding. I faked a laugh through the nerves, but it wasn’t convincing at all. “Okay, funny joke,” I said.

“I’m not joking,” she said. “He’s going to have so much fun pounding your cute little ass. And I’m going to watch the whole thing.”

“What? Why?”

“It’s just something we’re into,” she said. “Don’t be too nervous. You’ll like it, I promise.”

“But I’m not a girl,” I said.

“You will be by the end of tonight.” She smiled and brought the panties over to me. She kneeled down, stretched them out, and I stepped into them. I let her dress me in white lingerie and a tight, pink dress. She did my makeup, and added a dark brown wig to finish the look. Last was a pair of black heels.

I stepped inside the heels and felt something shift within me. My ass poked out, my calf muscles tightened. I felt womanly and seductive. Stacy brought me to her full length mirror and I couldn’t believe my eyes. I didn’t just look like a woman. I looked like a hot woman. I looked like the type of woman I’d normally want to fuck.

The sight fucked up my head. I was dizzy and light-headed as I struggled between feeling attractive and feeling attracted to myself. And then I heard his voice. Greg was home.

“Hey babe!” he called out with a deep, velvety voice.

“Back here,” she said, flipping her hair over her shoulder and eyeing me over again. I was shaking by the time Greg stepped into the bedroom. He had dark hair that fell into his eyes, a chiseled jaw, and a wide, strong body. He was holding his motorcycle helmet under one arm and wearing a different leather jacket than the one I’d seen in the living room. He leaned against the doorway and smiled arrogantly.

“Well, well. Who do we have here?”

“This is Jake,” said Stacy, taking my hand. “But for tonight, we’ll call her Jackie. Isn’t she so pretty?”

“She’s really something,” he said, licking his lips and eyeing me like a piece of meat. “I’d like to sink my cock deep inside her. Tell me, Jackie. Are you down for something like that?”

I looked to Stacy who smiled and nodded. “Go on, don’t be shy,” she said. She pushed on my lower back, urging me to step toward her huge boyfriend. I walked up until we were inches apart. He looked down at me and brushed his fingers along my cheek.

“You’re almost hotter than my girlfriend,” he said, dragging his fingers down my neck and over my chest. I looked away from him. The sight of his gaze was too much. I felt his hands lower over my waist, gripping my hips, and then brushing along my hard cock. “She seems like she’s into it,” he added.

His hand moved back up to my jawline and his thumb brushed along my lower lip. He slipped his thumb into my mouth and pressed it against my tongue. “How about you wrap that pretty little mouth around my cock. See if you can handle it?”

“I love how filthy you talk,” Stacy told her boyfriend. She had moved to the bed and was sitting on her knees with her dress hiked up to her hips. I looked over my shoulder and saw her slide her hand inside her panties and my dick grew harder.

“I know you do, babe,” he said. “Now, Jackie. Why don’t you drop to your knees and give it a little taste?”

But I was frozen. I shouldn’t be doing any of this. I shouldn’t even be here right now. But Greg dropped his helmet to a nearby chair and unfastened his jeans. He pulled out his monster of a cock and I gasped. It was long and thick. Bigger than anything I’d ever seen. The curiosity had me more than anything. I felt my mouth water. I wondered what it tasted like. But I shouldn’t. That was so wrong.

“Go on, Jackie,” said Stacy mid moan. The thought of her enjoying this made me want to even more. I slowly dropped to my knees.

“That’s a good girl,” said Greg who was running a hand through my new hair. He held my head close to his cock. He pulled up on his shaft and rubbed the underside of it against my face. I stretched out my tongue and he rubbed it along my tongue. Then he angled it forward and pushed it in. “Oh fuck,” he groaned as I sucked in my cheeks. “Babe, this one really knows how to handle a cock.”

Stacy moaned at this, her fingers moving so quickly I could hear them splash around in her wet arousal. I told myself I was doing this for her. I told myself I was doing this to not be exposed. But deep down, I knew I was doing this for me. Because having Greg’s cock push against the roof of my mouth was the best thing I’d ever felt. Feeling his thick, bulbous head stretch my throat wide almost made me come in my panties.

He held the back of my head and rocked his hips. His cock slid in and out of me. “Fuck, Jackie. Why don’t you get on the bed with my pretty girlfriend? Let’s have some real fun.”

He withdrew and I nodded. I walked to the bed, where Stacy’s eyes were half closed while she played with her pussy. Once I was beside her, she pulled me into her for a kiss. Our tongues swirled and danced until Greg met us on the bed. Then Stacy leaned forward on her hands and knees, taking her boyfriend’s cock into her mouth. She pulled on my hand until I was on my hands and knees beside her. I sucked on Greg’s balls while she sucked his cock. And then we switched off.

“Fuck, babe. This girl is too good. I’m going to have to fuck her early. I can’t take it anymore.”

“Fuck yeah, baby,” moaned Stacy. She leaned back against the headboard and took off her panties. She rolled her dress up to her stomach and pulled the top down low enough to expose her breasts. I nearly drooled at the sight of her full, creamy breasts with hard pink nipples. I wanted to suck on them and play with them all night.

In one swift motion, Greg picked me up and turned me around to face Stacy. He pushed down on my upper back until I was on my hands and knees, my mouth inches from Stacy’s dripping wet pussy. “Eat her out,” he commanded. “It’ll distract you from the pain.”

I knew what was coming. I knew it and I couldn’t stop it. I wouldn’t stop it. Because I was too far into this. I wanted it. I lowered my mouth to my dream girl’s pussy and I ate her out. I swept my tongue up and down her slit. I watched Stacy tug at her nipples and arch her back while moaning out. She slid her fingers into my hair and held me to her pussy while she rocked against me.

Greg kneeled behind me. He pushed my dress up over my ass and tugged my panties down just under my ass. He spit between my cheeks and rubbed his shaft along the wet pool. And then the tip of his cock pressed against my hole.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he slipped inside. I felt myself open around him, the stinging pain stretching up into my back. But then the pain subsided. The more I relaxed around him, the easier it was to let him in. And the deeper he went, the better it felt.

I gripped Stacy’s thighs while I devoured her wet pussy. She tasted like sweetened coconut. Now that I was being filled with her boyfriend’s cock, I was aroused more than ever. I wanted to make Stacy come. I wanted to give her everything she ever wanted.

She moaned and writhed, her fingers twisting in my hair. I licked and sucked on her pussy. She massaged her breasts.

Greg pushed all the way inside me until he was balls deep. His balls swung against mine as he pulled back and forth, pounding me from behind. His hands gripped my ass as he slammed deep inside of me. Filling me. Stretching me wide open. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m going to blow. I’m going to fill your tight little asshole.”

My eyes rolled back and I felt my own cock swell. My cum dripped out, spilling onto the bed below. Greg’s thick cock grew inside me, pushing against my anal walls as he pumped in and out. He groaned and thrust and Stacy was moaning like she’d lost all control.

Stacy shook first, flinching and writhing underneath me. And then I felt the hot sting of Greg’s cum as it filled every crevice of my ass, coating his cock as he pushed in deep. He hunched over me and his cock twitched and throbbed inside as he finished.

The three of us collapsed together on the bed. The silence between us was terrifying. What had I just done? What did this mean? Was Stacy done with me now? Would she tell everyone what she knew about me?

Stacy slid her body beside me and looked into my eyes. “I told you you’d like it,” she said. “Don’t try and pretend you didn’t, either. I saw you come. I felt it.”

“I won’t pretend,” I said. “I did like it. I shouldn’t like it, but I did.”

“That’s okay,” she said, stroking my hair and smiling. “It’ll be our little secret.”

“As long as you come over regularly,” said Greg. “Because I’m not done with that sweet little ass of yours.”

“Really? You’re not going to tell anyone?” I asked her.

“Of course not,” she said. “Don’t mind Greg. He’s an asshole. We won’t tell. I do hope you’ll consider doing this again though.”

“I already am considering it,” I said, and then she kissed me.


EPILOGUE


I spent the next three months visiting Stacy and Greg weekly. Each time I visited, I dressed up as a girl and let them have their way with me. Each time I played dress up, I became more comfortable in my clothes and my appearance. I even started feeling like I didn’t want it to be a secret anymore.

I was feeling more confident than ever. Even Lisa seemed to notice and it annoyed her which in turn made me smile. I was good at taking orders. At bending over and servicing Stacy and Greg.

One night, a few months later, I went over to Stacy’s house to find Greg already there. “There you are, my little slut,” Stacy said, letting me inside. “Go and get ready for our big night.”

I did as I was told. I went into her room and put on the outfit she’d picked out for me, panties and all. The dress she’d picked was a simple black cocktail dress rather than one of the sluttier outfits she normally had me wear. I figured we were going to do some role play or something and shrugged it off.

Once I was dressed, I did my makeup, added the wig, and slipped on a pair of heels. Walking in heels had become second nature to me and I grew to love the way they made my calf muscles flex and the way they made my ass poke out slightly.

I met Stacy and Greg in the living room and was surprised to see that they were dressed up too. “What’s going on?” I asked.

Greg came toward me and wrapped an arm around me. He kissed me long and hard – the way he usually kissed Stacy. Then Stacy came toward me and took my hands in hers.

“We’ve been having fun for months,” she said, her eyes burning bright with enthusiasm. “And we’ve grown quite attached to you.”

“I’ve grown attached to both of you too. But are you…ending this?”

Stacy laughed and my cheeks flushed. “No,” Stacy said as Greg ran a hand down my back until it was cupping my ass. “We want to make this more official. We want you to be our girlfriend.”

My face burned with embarrassment, but I didn’t know why. I wanted to be their girlfriend more than anything in the world. I supposed admitting it out loud made my heart race. It was unexpected, but so very welcome.

“I’d love that,” I said with a smile.

Stacy grinned and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. She leaned in for a long, slow kiss, her tongue massaging mine in a slow dance. My cock was growing hard, but I had a feeling we weren’t about to get down and dirty.

“So why are we all dressed up?” I asked, once I broke our kiss.

It was Greg who answered. “To make it official, we’d like to take you on a date. Just the three of us.”

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. “A date? Like this? In public?”

Stacy was still holding my hands in hers. “Absolutely,” she said. “I think you’re ready for you. Don’t you?”

I swallowed. I’d been getting more comfortable in my skin and it was true that I no longer wanted it to be a secret, but maybe this was moving too fast. I took a moment to digest their proposal, trying to imagine myself out in public while wearing a dress.

“Where would we go on our date?” I asked.

“To dinner and then a movie,” Stacy said.

Greg smirked. “But if the movie is boring, there are other things we could always do in the dark theater.”

I bowed my head, my cheeks flushing with heat. It all sounded so exciting. It sounded exactly like what I wanted for myself. But I knew I would only get it if they pushed me. They were good at pushing me out of my comfort zone like that.

“Okay,” I said finally. “I’ll do it.”

“You will?” asked Stacy, and I nodded. She wrapped her arms around me. “You’ve just made us the happiest couple ever.”

Greg gave me a kiss while Stacy was holding me, and then said, “Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go have our first date as a throuple.”

“I like that,” I said as we moved to the door. “We’re officially a throuple.”

Somehow, Stacy and Greg had made me the happiest girl in the world, and I never wanted to look back.
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MIDNIGHT MAKEOVER


The dorm smelled like floor cleaner and popcorn, a strange mix of sterile and lived-in. I slipped through the side door with Lena at my side, my heart thudding with every step. Her hand brushed against mine, a fleeting touch, secretive in its softness, and even that was enough to stir me instantly, my body betraying me before we’d even made it upstairs.

It was a few minutes before ten. We both knew the rules—strict, posted in all caps on a laminated sign by the elevator: No opposite sex after quiet hours. Random checks enforced. I glanced at it like it might flash red and scream my guilt to the whole building, but Lena only smirked, her brown eyes glinting, and tugged me along as if she had never once considered being afraid.

Her dorm always made me feel like I was sneaking into a crime scene. Every step down the hallway carried a charge of risk, but it wasn’t just the rule-breaking that had my blood pumping. It was her.

Lena was temptation personified. That night she wore a black tank top that clung to her curves, leaving just enough skin at the neckline to tease me, and a soft skirt that showed off the long lines of her legs. Her ponytail swung behind her, playful, defiant, as if she dared someone to catch us. She walked like someone who knew she was breaking the rules and reveled in it, pulling me down the corridor toward her room with that easy confidence I both admired and envied.

Inside, she shut the door quietly and leaned back against it, her hand still curled around the knob as though she’d be ready to lock it at the first sign of trouble. For a second she didn’t move, just grinned at me like she was savoring the thrill. Then she lifted her phone. “Timer,” she said, tapping the screen. “Forty-five minutes. We study, maybe kiss a little, and you’re gone before Riley starts rounds.”

Riley. Her resident assistant. A guy who acted like the dorm rules were written into federal law. My stomach tightened, but I nodded anyway. I should have thought about the ethics lecture notes in my backpack, the flashcards waiting for review, but the word kiss had already derailed me. I wasn’t thinking about school. I was thinking about her mouth—her tongue, her lips, the curve of her smile—and everything else that went with it.

We spread our books across her bed anyway, going through the motions of respectability. The desk lamp cast a low golden glow that softened the edges of the room: the white comforter, the messy stack of notebooks, the photos of her friends taped to the wall. Even her serious brown eyes looked gentler in the light as she pretended to read her notes.

But she wasn’t reading. Every few seconds she peeked at me over the top of her notebook, lips curving when she caught me staring back. Each look was a secret promise, an invitation, like she was already imagining me abandoning the pretense and crawling across her bed to taste her.

I lasted maybe fifteen minutes. She lasted about the same.

Her pen slipped from her fingers, landing on the open notebook with a soft tap. That was all it took. I reached for her hand, and she let me pull her close. Her lips found mine in a kiss that was supposed to be brief, a break between flashcards. But the moment her mouth touched mine, I knew there was no going back.

Her kiss was warm, insistent, her tongue teasing at mine until the timer ticking on her phone no longer existed in my mind. She shifted easily, climbing into my lap, straddling me with her skirt bunching up around her thighs. The weight of her pressed down into me, hot and heavy, and my hands slid over the soft fabric before finding the heat of her bare skin.

“Quiet,” she whispered against my lips, breathless but smiling. “Walls are thin.”

“Yes,” I murmured, though nothing about me felt quiet. Every nerve buzzed with restless hunger.

She rolled her hips slowly, grinding against me with just enough friction to make me ache. I gripped her waist, my hands moving up her back, pulling her closer. Her breath caught when my fingers slipped beneath her tank top, brushing the satin of her skin and the thin strap of her bra. She shivered against me, then kissed me harder, her ponytail falling forward, her hair brushing my cheek.

I slid my hand lower, cupping her through the skirt, feeling the shift of her body beneath my palm. She gasped softly, pressing her forehead to mine. For a suspended second, the only sound was our ragged breathing—fast, uneven, completely in sync.

And then her hips moved again, slow and dangerous, and I knew the timer might as well have never existed.

“You know what happens if we get caught,” she whispered, her voice low but vibrating with excitement. Her lips brushed my jaw as she spoke, her breath warm. “I get written up. You get banned from even setting foot here.”

“I know,” I said. My voice came out rougher than I intended, more a growl than an answer. My cock ached just from the sound of her daring me. “That won’t stop me.”

Her smile was wicked and sweet all at once, mischief glinting in her eyes even as her mouth softened against mine. “Good.” She kissed me again, slower this time, savoring every slide of lips and tongue like she wanted to carve the moment into memory.

We’d promised ourselves it would stay simple. Kissing. Maybe touching over clothes. Nothing that would get us into trouble. But the second her nails grazed the back of my neck, dragging lightly across my skin, all those promises unraveled. Heat shot straight down my spine. I groaned against her mouth and let my hands wander under her skirt. Her thighs were smooth and warm, my palms full as I tugged her closer, lifting her until her body pressed flush to mine. Through the thin barrier of her panties, I felt her heat, wet and ready, and it made me dizzy.

She moaned into my shoulder, biting the sound back at the last second, her teeth sinking lightly into my shirt. “Timer says thirty minutes left,” she murmured, her voice quivering with need.

“Plenty of time,” I whispered against her lips, unable to keep the smirk out of my voice.

Her laugh came out breathless, broken between kisses. “Plenty of time to get us both in trouble.”

We kissed like the rule itself was the danger we wanted to taste. Every brush of her lips, every roll of her hips against me, was reckless. Daring. The threat of being caught wrapped around us like an extra pair of hands, coaxing us deeper. And the more I thought about the possibility of Riley opening that door, clipboard in hand, the hotter it made me. Lena knew it too. That gleam in her eyes wasn’t just lust—it was defiance, a hunger for risk as much as for me.

I eased her back against the pillows, her hair spilling around her face in a messy halo. She looked up at me with that half-daring, half-needy expression that always undid me. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wide as if she didn’t know whether to order me closer or beg.

I kissed her one more time, deep and lingering, before sliding my hands down her body. My fingers hooked into her skirt, tugging it higher until it bunched around her waist. Her thighs parted without hesitation, her knees bending to invite me in.

The sight of her spread for me like that made my breath catch. Her panties were all that stood between us, a soft barrier that barely concealed how soaked she was. My cock throbbed at the thought of peeling them away.

She gasped when I hooked my fingers into the waistband and dragged them slowly down her legs. The fabric clung to her skin, resisting just enough to make her whimper. The little sound went straight to my cock, and when the panties slipped past her knees and down to her ankles, I nearly tore them off. I tossed them aside carelessly, already pushing her thighs open again, desperate to look at her, to taste her.

“You don’t have to—” she whispered, her voice trembling, not from reluctance but from want so sharp it was almost pain.

I smirked against her inner thigh as I kissed my way lower. “I want to.”

I pressed my mouth to her pussy, and she arched immediately, her whole body responding like I’d flipped a switch. My hands clamped around her thighs, holding her steady as I licked her slow and steady, teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue. She trembled beneath me, her fingers tangling in my hair, tugging me closer with each desperate gasp.

The timer buzzed faintly on the nightstand, the alarm we’d promised to obey. We both froze, my tongue pressed against her, her breath caught in her throat.

Then she whispered, hoarse and urgent, “Don’t stop.”

And I didn’t.

The timer clicked off, fading into silence, and the world shrank to nothing but her body writhing under my mouth. She moaned into the pillow, muffling herself with bitten lips, her thighs tightening hard against my cheeks. I licked harder, faster, tracing tight circles around her clit until her hips lifted from the bed, until her nails scraped my scalp and her voice broke on a ragged cry.

She came with a shudder, thighs trembling violently against my grip. Her whole body arched, then collapsed back into the pillows, her chest rising and falling fast.

I kissed her inner thigh, then looked up at her. Her face glowed, flushed and hazy with satisfaction. Strands of hair clung to her cheeks, her lips swollen and parted. She looked wrecked in the best way, and the sight of her like that made my cock ache even harder.

Her chest heaved as she caught her breath, a lazy, satisfied smile spreading across her face. In that moment, she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. Half angel, half devil, and entirely mine.

That was when we heard it.

A knock. Distant at first, but unmistakable. Then a voice in the hall. Another knock, louder, followed by the sharp creak of a door opening and slamming shut.

Lena’s eyes widened instantly. “Shit. Riley.”

Panic jolted through me like an electric shock. My heart kicked against my ribs as I scrambled off the bed, fumbling for my shoes where I’d kicked them under the chair. My fingers shook so badly I could barely grip them. My hoodie wasn’t where I thought I’d left it, and every second wasted sent a new rush of adrenaline through my chest. I checked the desk, the floor, even ducked to peer under the bed, but the sounds outside—the steady rhythm of doors opening, muffled voices, the shuffle of footsteps—were getting closer.

“Go,” Lena whispered urgently, clutching her skirt down over her thighs and tugging the blanket up to hide the mess of the sheets. Her voice was a frantic hiss, her eyes darting to the door. “You have to leave before—”

But my mind was already racing through the layout of the dorm, mapping the hallway in my head. If I stepped out now, I’d run right into Riley. The thought of being caught mid-sneak, shoes in hand, looking guilty as hell, made my stomach churn. Getting written up was bad enough for her, but for me, the humiliation would be worse.

I yanked the laces tight with shaking hands, fumbling, my breath ragged. Then I froze. Footsteps stopped just outside.

A sharp knock slammed against the door across the hall.

Lena’s eyes flew to mine. Her face was pale but blazing with determination. “Stay,” she mouthed, sharp and certain.

I wanted to kiss her goodbye—just a quick peck, something to anchor myself—but when I leaned in, she grabbed me by the shirt and kissed me hard. It was too long, too hot for the moment, her tongue sliding against mine in a desperate clash. Her hands fisted in my shirt like she couldn’t bear to let go.

It cost us precious seconds, but I didn’t regret a single one.

We broke apart only when Riley’s voice carried clear through the hall, close enough to make my blood run cold: “Random check. Open up, please.”

Lena shoved me toward the corner of the room, her movements sharp, commanding. Her eyes blazed—not just with fear, but with that wild hunger that had gotten us into this mess in the first place. My pulse thundered in my ears as I crouched there, pressing myself into the shadows, praying Riley wouldn’t come to our door next.

The footsteps stopped. Right outside Lena’s room.

A knock rattled the frame, hard enough to shake the air.

“Lena?” Riley’s voice came muffled but unmistakable. “Spot check.”

My stomach dropped to the floor.

Lena shot upright, her whole body stiffening. For half a second, her eyes went wide, then she snapped into motion.

“Just a minute!” she called, her voice so perfectly casual I almost believed it myself. But her hands told the truth. They grabbed at me like I was contraband she had to hide before the cops stormed in. She yanked me away from the bed, shoving me toward the corner near her wardrobe.

“Stay still,” she hissed, her voice sharp, as she dove into her closet.

I stood frozen, my chest heaving, as she rifled through hangers with a speed that made my pulse spike harder. Clothes rustled, hangers clattered, her hands working fast and sure. Then she spun around, her arms full.

A black sweater dress hit the chair with a soft thud. Next, she pulled out a pair of dark tights that looked impossibly small in her hands, stretching thin like they’d tear before they’d ever fit me. A wig followed—short, bobbed, the synthetic strands swaying. And then, as if to complete the absurdity, she grabbed a soft knit scarf.

I stared at the pile. Then at her. My brain couldn’t keep up. “Lena, what—”

“You’ll pass,” she whispered fiercely, her eyes flashing as she thrust the bundle toward me. “Just put these on. Hurry.”

Her urgency left no room for argument.

Another knock shook the door, harder this time, impatient.

“Lena?” Riley’s voice cut through the room again, sharper, more suspicious.

My stomach dropped. Panic surged through me as I quickly stripped out of my clothes, fumbling with buttons and fabric, not even sure this plan could possibly work. My hands shook as I grabbed the tights, the thin nylon whispering between my fingers as I tried to pull them up my legs. They clung, stretched, resisted in ways that made me clumsy. My nails snagged slightly, nearly tearing them.

“God, hurry,” Lena hissed, crouching in front of me before I could manage. Her fingers took over, tugging the waistband higher with brisk motions. The intimacy of her touch made my pulse spike. Her knuckles grazed the insides of my thighs, each brush both practical and unbearably intimate. My body betrayed me, heat coiling low even as fear clenched my chest.

The sweater dress came next, sliding down over my head. The knit was soft, surprisingly warm against my bare skin. It smelled faintly of her perfume—floral, sweet, with that faint powdery softness that was uniquely hers. The scent wrapped around me like a second skin, strange and intoxicating. Lena adjusted the hem, smoothing it down over my chest with her hands, her touch pressing the fabric flat over me in a way that made me hyperaware of how I must look.

Then she grabbed the wig. Short, bobbed, dark. She pressed it onto my head, tugging it into place with quick fingers, combing the strands down until the synthetic hair brushed my cheeks. My reflection in the blacked-out window caught me off guard—strange, blurred, almost passable in the dim light.

Another knock rattled the door, louder this time. “Open up, Lena, come on!”

“One second! I’m indecent!” Lena sing-songed, her voice syrup-sweet, all innocence. Her calmness contrasted with my pounding heart.

She turned back to me, her eyes sharp as a blade. “Sit down. Head low. Don’t talk unless you have to. If you do, keep it soft. No eye contact.”

I nodded quickly, my breath shallow, my pulse so loud I thought it would give me away.

She uncapped a tube of lip tint and swiped it over my mouth before I could protest. The slick brush left a wet sheen, the chemical-sweet taste lingering on my tongue. She used her thumb to blur the color, her skin smearing it into something softer, messier, more believable. Then she grabbed a liner pencil, tugged gently at my lower lid, and smudged the dark line fast with her fingertip.

Her hand lingered just long enough to make me shiver.

She caught it. For a heartbeat, her lips curved like she found the reaction funny—or maybe hot. Then the mask of focus dropped back into place. She looped a knit scarf around my neck, tugging it high until it shadowed half my face, hiding the curve of my jaw, the telltale lines of my throat.

“Perfect,” she whispered, leaning close. Her breath was warm against my cheek, smelling faintly of mint gum and adrenaline. “Don’t move.”

I froze in the chair, forcing myself still as she smoothed her skirt, squared her shoulders, and finally opened the door.

Riley stood there, clipboard in hand, his eyes already sweeping the room like he expected to find something. His gaze lingered on the rumpled bed, the half-open books, the faintly mussed comforter. My shoes—my fucking shoes—were shoved half under the chair. I tucked my chin deeper into the scarf, praying he wouldn’t notice how fast I was breathing.

“Late night?” Riley asked, his tone suspicious, eyes narrowing at Lena.

“Just studying,” Lena said brightly, her smile quick and easy. She stepped aside, casual but calculated, angling herself just enough to reveal me slouched in the chair. “My classmate’s helping me with econ.”

Riley’s eyes flicked to me. My stomach dropped further. His gaze scanned me slowly, assessing—the wig, the scarf, the oversized sweater dress. My hands curled tight in my lap, nails biting my palms as I fought the overwhelming urge to bolt for the window.

“Doesn’t look like econ notes,” Riley muttered, pointing his pen toward the bed where our books lay scattered like props in a bad lie.

“Flashcards are under the pillow,” Lena lied smoothly without missing a beat. She smiled up at him with wide-eyed innocence. “We were reviewing.”

Riley stepped inside, his shoes squeaking faintly against the tile floor. My pulse thundered in my ears. He scanned the corners of the room like he expected Mason—the boyfriend, me—to materialize out of thin air. His eyes lingered on the pile of discarded clothes shoved under Lena’s desk. I ducked my head lower, letting the wig’s bangs curtain most of my face. My lips still tingled from the smear of tint, my thighs still hot where Lena’s fingers had tugged the tights into place.

Every nerve in my body was lit up, strung taut between fear and something darker, sharper.

“Quiet hours mean quiet,” Riley said finally. His gaze lingered once more on the bed, then on me, his eyes narrowing as if trying to place what felt wrong. Then he sighed, scribbled something on his clipboard, and turned toward the door. “I’ll be doing stricter checks from now on since we’ve been having some trouble. Don’t push it.”

“Yes, Riley,” Lena said sweetly, walking him back toward the hall.

The door clicked shut.

Silence crashed over us, broken only by the sound of my ragged breathing. My chest heaved as if I’d run a marathon.

I ripped the scarf down from my mouth, gasping. “Holy shit.”

Lena’s eyes danced, relief and adrenaline sparking in them like firelight. “You did perfect,” she breathed, a grin curling at her lips. Then her gaze dropped. Slowly, it swept down the length of my body. I felt it as much as saw it. Her eyes traced the sweater dress hugging my shoulders and chest, the dark tights stretched tight across my thighs, the bobbed wig that hung heavy and unfamiliar against my forehead.

I shifted, embarrassed by the scrutiny, and reached instinctively to yank the dress off. But before I could, her hand shot out, fingers wrapping firmly around my wrist.

“Don’t,” she murmured. Her voice had changed. It was no longer playful, no longer frantic with fear. It was low, husky, threaded with something darker. “You actually look kind of hot like this.”

The words struck me harder than the pounding in my chest had minutes before, low and undeniable. My protest stalled in my throat, caught between disbelief and the dangerous spark those words lit inside me.

Her hand slid from my wrist to my jaw, fingers trailing across my skin until her thumb brushed the tinted smear still clinging to my lower lip. The gesture was tender but claiming me. Her eyes locked onto mine, gleaming with something I had never seen in her before—a command, a hunger, a spark of wicked delight that made my stomach twist.

Heat rose to my face, my pulse stuttering. “Hot? Lena, come on.” I tried to laugh, but it sounded hollow. “It was a disguise. That’s all.”

“Maybe,” she said, tilting her head, her ponytail swinging over her shoulder like a punctuation mark. She didn’t look away. “But the way you look right now…” Her gaze drifted down again, unhurried, greedy, like she couldn’t stop herself. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “It does something to me.”

My mouth went dry. I swallowed, embarrassed, defensive, cornered by her eyes. “It was a one-time thing. I’m not…this isn’t—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. The pad was warm and soft, scented faintly with the lotion she always used after showers. The touch silenced me, gentled me, even as her eyes softened into something tender. The mischief never left, though. It lingered there, alive and sharp.

“Fifteen minutes,” she whispered. “Let me do it right. If you hate it, we stop. You say the word, and it’s over. Deal?”

I stared at her, torn. The whole thing was absurd. Dressed in her clothes, a wig sliding down my forehead, my lips tingling with her tint. But beneath the absurdity was a heat curling low in my stomach, undeniable. Fifteen minutes. Nothing more. I could give her that.

She must have seen the hesitation breaking in my eyes, because she leaned in and kissed me. Slow, coaxing, tasting like adrenaline and leftover gloss. Her tongue brushed mine, coaxing, teasing, pulling me in when I should have pulled away. When she drew back, her voice was husky, soft but commanding. “Please.”

That single word undid me more than the kiss had.

I let out a rough sigh, feeling the surrender in it. “Fine. Fifteen minutes.”

Her grin broke over me. It was triumphant but softened at the edges, victory wrapped in affection. She swung a leg over me and straddled my lap, the sweater dress hiking up and tightening around my thighs as she settled her weight against me. My cock twitched, hard and unrepentant beneath the tights. My body betrayed me, pressing up toward her.

Her hands slid into my hair, wig and all, fisting it gently to hold me still as she kissed me again. This time it wasn’t coaxing; it was deeper, hotter, a claim. My chest burned with how fast I responded, how completely she pulled me under.

When she broke the kiss, her thumbs stroked slowly along my jaw, her brown eyes scanning my face with an intensity that made me feel like I was being drawn, painted, remade. She studied me like an artist considering her canvas, lips parting with awe and heat.

“God,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You don’t even see it, do you?”

“See what?” My voice was rougher than I intended, half-wrecked from kissing, half-cracked by nerves.

“How good you look as a girl.”

The words sank into me like a stone thrown into deep water, rippling out through every part of me.

Her fingers lingered on the scarf still looped at my throat, tracing the edge with soft strokes as if she were testing how far she could go. Then they drifted lower, sliding down to the neckline of the dress. She didn’t tug it down, not yet. She only let her knuckles brush across the fabric stretched snug over my chest. The faintest pressure made my skin tingle, every touch magnified. It wasn’t just her hands. It was what I was wearing, the absurdity and vulnerability of it, and the way she looked at me like I was both hers and something brand new.

I tried to laugh it off, but the sound cracked, weak and shaky. “You’re insane.”

“Mm.” Her smile curved slow, dangerous, lips inches from mine. “Maybe.” She tilted her head, ponytail sliding against her shoulder. “But you said fifteen minutes.” Her breath brushed hot against my mouth. “And I’m going to relish them.”

Her kiss came deeper this time, coaxing instead of demanding, until all the frantic edges in me blurred. I forgot about wigs and tights and the timer still running on her phone. All I knew was the curl of her tongue against mine, the weight of her body pressing down, her hands sliding to the back of my neck and holding me still like I might slip away. When she finally pulled back, her lips grazed mine with one last tease of heat.

“Let me show you,” she whispered.

I nodded, too breathless to argue anymore, my chest heaving.

Lena pulled back just enough for me to see her clearly. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes alight with mischief and intent. “Sit still,” she murmured, already reaching for a makeup bag tucked deep into the bottom drawer of her desk.

I almost groaned. I wanted to roll my eyes, to tell her again how ridiculous this was, but the look she gave me froze the words in my throat. It wasn’t playful, not exactly. It was soft, commanding. An expression that said I wasn’t just a joke, I was her project, her prize.

She knelt in front of me, her knees pressing into the carpet, and tilted my chin up with two fingers. “You’re still smudged from earlier,” she whispered, her thumb brushing tenderly under my eye. “Let me fix it.”

Her touch was delicate, like I might break otherwise. She grabbed a cotton pad, swiped gently, then pumped moisturizer onto her fingertips and smoothed it across my cheeks. The coolness of the lotion shocked me, made me flinch, then shiver. She caught the reaction instantly, her lips curving.

“You’re so sensitive,” she teased, her voice light but threaded with something heavier underneath.

“Lena…” I muttered, though it slipped out low and hoarse, more a plea than the protest I meant it to be.

“Shh.” She dabbed foundation onto a sponge and began brushing it over my face in careful strokes. Her concentration was fierce. She leaned in close, her lower lip caught between her teeth, her hair falling forward to tickle my skin. Every breath she released fanned warm across my cheek.

The intimacy was unlike anything I’d felt. Not the lust of mouths pressed together or her nails digging into my back. This was slower, stranger, more forbidden. Each brush of the sponge was like a kiss disguised as something innocent, each careful blending stroke a caress she had invented just for me.

I sat frozen, my pulse hammering, while she painted me into something new.

When she was done, she leaned back on her heels, studying me with narrowed eyes. Then she smiled softly. “Better already.”

She reached for a tube of mascara, twisted the cap, and held it like a surgeon preparing an instrument. “Blink up.”

I groaned softly but obeyed, my lashes trembling. The wand brushed them, feather-light but terrifying, her other hand steadying my cheek.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dropping low and husky. The words shouldn’t have meant anything, but they slid through me like molten heat. My cock twitched in betrayal, and I clenched my hands into fists on my lap.

She finished with a sweep of gloss, pale pink and gleaming. She smeared it onto my lips, the slickness clinging. Then, with her fingertip, she pressed and spread it, softening the edges until my mouth looked blurred, kiss-swollen. Her thumb lingered at the corner, smearing a little more, before sliding away at last.

I sat there stunned, my lips tingling, my breath shallow, while she leaned back to admire her work.

“God,” Lena whispered, her gaze sweeping over me like she was drinking me in. “You don’t even know how pretty you are.”

Heat climbed up my neck until my ears burned. I shifted in the chair, suddenly desperate to hide from her stare. “This is ridiculous,” I muttered, though it sounded weak even to me.

“Ridiculously hot,” she countered without missing a beat. Her grin curved sly as she moved to her closet again, her hips swaying like she knew I was watching. She rummaged for only a moment before pulling out a black skater dress. The fabric was soft, stretchy, the kind of thing I’d seen her wear to parties when she wanted every eye on her. She held it up against me, tilting her head like an artist checking the light. “Perfect. Take this off.”

She didn’t wait for my hesitation. She tugged the oversized sweater dress up and over my head in one smooth motion, leaving me in nothing but the tights. I flushed hotter, exposed in a way I’d never been before, but her eyes swept over me unapologetically. There was no mockery in them, only hunger.

She slid the skater dress down my arms, her knuckles brushing against my skin, then guided it over my chest and torso until it settled against my thighs. The hem skimmed just above my knees. It clung in places I didn’t expect, fitted snug across my shoulders and waist in a way that made me hyperaware of every line of my body.

Lena smoothed the fabric down, her palms pressing firmly along my torso as if she couldn’t resist the chance to touch me more. Her thumbs lingered at my waist, grazing the curve of my hips. “Better,” she said softly. “So much better.”

I sat frozen, every nerve lit up like a live wire, my pulse hammering as she stepped back to admire me.

Then she beckoned with a curl of her finger. “Up. Let me see.”

Reluctantly, I stood. The skirt brushed against the tops of my thighs, light and alien, every shift of the fabric reminding me I wasn’t wearing what I was supposed to.

“Walk,” she said simply, her tone expectant.

“What?”

“To the door and back. Trust me.”

I hesitated, my throat dry, but the gleam in her eyes left no room for escape. So I obeyed. My strides came out stiff, awkward. The tights made my legs slide against each other with every step, a slick friction that was both strange and disarmingly erotic. The dress shifted with my movement, hugging tighter here, swishing looser there, constantly reminding me I was playing a role. By the time I turned back, I felt like an idiot parading in borrowed skin.

But she didn’t laugh. She didn’t even smile. She looked at me with something closer to hunger, her eyes dark and unblinking. “Good,” she murmured. Her voice dropped, low and smoky.

She crossed the space to me, coming up behind me. Her hand slid onto my waist, firm but gentle, steadying me. “Shoulders back,” she instructed. “Smaller steps. There. Like that.”

Her hand lingered on my hip, warm and possessive, guiding me forward again. My pulse spiked at the touch, at the way her breath brushed my ear when she leaned close to correct me.

I obeyed, heat crawling up my neck. Every step felt like surrender.

When I reached the bed again, she spun me gently to face her. Her eyes swept down me once more, fiery and consuming. Her grin spread, slow and almost wicked. “You have no idea what this does to me.”

I swallowed hard, my throat bone-dry. “Fifteen minutes,” I reminded her, though my voice cracked, betraying me.

Her smile softened, her gaze tender now, though no less heated. She cupped my face, her thumb grazing over the gloss she’d pressed into my lips. “I know. Fifteen minutes.” Her lips curved. “But I’m going to make every one of them count.”

The way she said it—soft, sure, dripping with intent—made me believe her.

She began to circle me slowly, like a predator orbiting prey, or an artist inspecting something rare she’d discovered. My nerves buzzed, my pulse climbing higher with every step she took. The black skater dress hugged me in ways I wasn’t ready to think about. The wig tickled the side of my face every time I moved, reminding me of what I’d become in her hands. And she drank it all in, eyes shining, lips parted slightly as if she could taste me from where she stood.

Finally, she tilted her head, a sly smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “You need a name.”

I blinked, startled. “What?”

“A name,” she repeated, her voice soft but certain. “If you’re going to look like this, I need to be able to call you something else. Not Mason.”

I shifted in place, restless, the hem of the skater dress brushing against the tops of my thighs in a way that made me hyper-aware of every inch of my body. The fabric was light, almost ticklish, but the sensation was distracting, intimate in a way I didn’t want to admit. I cleared my throat, my voice low. “Lena…”

“Don’t fight me on this,” she teased, though her tone wasn’t just playful anymore. There was heat behind her words, a sharpness in her gaze that pinned me to the spot. “Think about it. Just for tonight.”

My throat tightened. I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to pick. Giving it a name felt like stepping over a line I couldn’t uncross. A disguise was one thing. Temporary, laughable in the morning. But a name made it real. And real was dangerous.

She leaned in before I could answer, her lips brushing the shell of my ear, sending a shiver through me. “Maya,” she whispered.

The sound of it rippled through me, hotter than I wanted to admit. A name. A word that reshaped me the moment it left her mouth.

“That’s not—” I started, scrambling for a protest, but it died halfway out, weak, unconvincing.

She pulled back to study me, her grin slow and knowing. She could read me too well, could see exactly how much the name had landed even if I refused to admit it. “Maya,” she said again, firmer this time, tasting the word like she was testing its fit. “Yes. It suits you.”

My heart thudded so hard it hurt, a hammering beat that shook in my chest. “It’s Mason,” I muttered, but even to my own ears the name sounded hollow, flimsy, like it belonged to someone far away.

Her brow arched, her smile curling with wicked satisfaction. “Mason’s not here right now.”

I swallowed, my lips tingling with the ghost of the gloss she’d smeared on me. The silence pressed in, thick and suffocating, until the truth slipped out of me in a whisper I couldn’t hold back. “Maya, then.”

The words fell into the air, irreversible, sealing something between us. The moment they left my tongue, they belonged to her as much as they belonged to me.

Her smile widened, hungry and triumphant, the gleam in her eyes almost feral. “God, I love hearing you say that.”

Before I could change my mind, or even think about what I’d just agreed to, she crossed to her dresser and pulled out a pale gray cardigan. She carried it to me with a reverence that unnerved me, then slipped it gently over my shoulders. The knit was soft and delicate, lighter than anything I’d ever worn, clinging faintly to the line of my arms. She smoothed it down as if she were wrapping me into the role itself, the new skin I hadn’t asked for but now couldn’t escape.

“Perfect,” she whispered, her voice husky. Her fingers lingered at my wrist, brushing the inside of it before finally drifting away, leaving heat in their wake.

She reached again, this time lifting a thin chain with a tiny pendant. She unclasped it, stepped behind me, and draped it around my neck. Her fingers grazed the nape of my skin as she fastened it. The weight of it was nothing, but it felt heavy, symbolic, a brand pressed to the center of my chest. My breath hitched, rising and falling too fast, the necklace resting right over the frantic thud of my heartbeat.

“Almost done,” she murmured. She reached into a small box and plucked out a simple hair clip. Coming close again, she tucked the synthetic strands of the wig behind my ear with a gentleness that nearly undid me. Her fingers slid through the fake hair as if it were real, as if it were mine. She pinned the strands neatly in place, her touch lingering just long enough to make my chest tighten.

I glanced at my reflection in the corner mirror. For a moment, I didn’t recognize myself. The cardigan, the necklace, the wig pinned neatly—it all softened me, shifted me into someone I would never have imagined seeing. The same bones and body, but blurred, gentler, stranger. My chest squeezed tight. I still saw myself, but I also saw a version of me that wasn’t Mason anymore.

Lena came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. Her chin rested on my shoulder, the weight of her presence grounding me even as it unmoored me. Our eyes met in the mirror, mine wide and uncertain, hers glowing with delight.

“Maya,” she said again, softly this time, her lips brushing my ear.

Hearing it while she held me like that made my knees weak. The name hummed through me, vibrating down into my bones.

“It’s still me,” I whispered, clinging to the thought, like I needed to remind both of us of who I was beneath the layers.

Her hands pressed lightly against my stomach, possessive but reassuring. “Of course it is,” she breathed, her voice velvet-smooth. “But tonight, you get to be even more.”

Her lips touched my neck, soft and lingering, and my eyes fluttered shut. Each brush of her mouth pressed the name deeper inside me, engraving it there until it hummed with every heartbeat.

I didn’t correct her again.

Lena paced in front of me with that look she got whenever she was plotting. It was sharp, certain, the kind of look that made my stomach twist because I already knew she was about to suggest something I wouldn’t like. The cardigan she’d draped over me was still warm from her hands, clinging to my skin like it belonged there, while the necklace lay cool and delicate against my chest, pulsing in time with my frantic heartbeat. I already felt like I was in too deep, like I had passed some invisible point of no return.

Then she said it.

“Let’s test it,” she whispered.

I stiffened, blinking up at her. “Test what?”

Her smile bloomed sly and electric, predatory in its delight. “The disguise. Just down the hall to the vending machine. No one will notice a thing.”

I barked a soft, incredulous laugh, shaking my head. “You’ve lost your mind. I’m not walking out there dressed like this.”

Her grin only widened, wicked as if she had been waiting for me to resist. She closed the space between us slowly until she was standing between my knees where I sat perched on the edge of her bed. She set her hands on my shoulders, a feather-light weight that still pinned me in place without needing to press.

“You’d pass,” she murmured, her voice low and coaxing, her eyes locked on mine. “They’d glance, maybe smile, but they wouldn’t look twice. Not if you carry yourself the way I showed you.”

I shook my head quickly, my chest tight. “No way. That’s—no.”

She leaned closer, brushing her lips across my cheek, the soft drag of gloss making me shiver. Her breath warmed my ear. “Then how about just the door?” she whispered. “We crack it open. You stand there with me. That’s all.”

My pulse spiked at the thought. Even that felt insane, dangerous in a way that made the walls seem too close. But her eyes glowed with challenge, with hunger. She wanted to see me do it. Wanted to see if I’d give in.

“Lena…” My voice came out thin, barely a protest.

She kissed me then, soft and slow, her tongue coaxing mine until I forgot what I was even arguing against. When she finally pulled back, her lips hovered close, brushing my gloss-smeared mouth. “Just the door,” she breathed. “You trust me?”

Of course I did. That was the problem.

She laced her fingers with mine and tugged me up. My legs felt shaky inside the tights, my knees threatening to buckle. The hem of the skater dress brushed against my thighs with every step, a light, teasing reminder of what I was wearing. She led me to the door, her hand steady in mine, grounding me even as my chest threatened to explode.

The hallway beyond was muffled, quiet. Voices drifted from somewhere far away, laughter echoing faintly off the cinderblock walls. Lena looked back at me one last time, her smile soft, reassuring, but her eyes still glinted with mischief. “Head down,” she murmured. “Breathe.”

I nodded stiffly, unable to speak, my heart hammering in my throat.

She turned the knob, slow and careful, and eased the door open a few inches. A draft of cool air slipped in, brushing across my bare thighs. The shock of it made me freeze, lungs clenching tight.

Then footsteps echoed suddenly, and my chest seized. Shadows stretched under the fluorescent light. Two girls walked by, flip-flops slapping lazily against the linoleum, their laughter spilling careless and unguarded. They passed within feet of me. My pulse thundered so loud I was sure it would betray me, sure they would turn and catch me half-hidden in Lena’s doorway, dressed like this.

But they didn’t even glance. Didn’t pause, didn’t sniff the air like they could smell my fear. They kept walking, their voices fading down the corridor.

I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Relief crashed through me, followed by something sharper, darker. The rush hit all at once—adrenaline and terror twisted together until I was lightheaded. It felt like standing on the edge of a roof and not falling. Like temptation balanced perfectly with danger.

I staggered back a step, clutching Lena’s hand like a lifeline. She shut the door with a soft click, her eyes never leaving mine.

“See?” she whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction, vibrating with pride. “Believable.”

I nodded weakly, my chest rising and falling too fast. My skin buzzed, my knees wobbly, the aftershock of the fear mingling with something I didn’t want to name. “That was insane.”

“Insanely hot,” she corrected, her grin flashing bright before she pressed her body flush against mine. Her hands framed my face like I was something fragile and precious, and then she kissed me with a deep hunger that stole the rest of my breath. The cardigan slipped halfway down my arms, her fingers curling into the fabric like reins, tugging me closer as if she could steer me anywhere she wanted.

The kiss was softer than the danger we’d just escaped, but it carried the same wild energy. My pulse still hammered in my ears, the phantom rush of being inches from discovery still alive in my veins. It all bled into the press of her mouth, the warmth of her body, the cold touch of the necklace lying trapped between us.

When she finally drew back, her lips glistened, damp and parted. Her eyes burned dark, heavy with heat, yet steady with intent. She whispered the question against my cheek like a challenge, like she already knew how it would land.

“Are the fifteen minutes up?”

My throat worked uselessly as I tried to breathe, tried to think, but the tilt of her smile made it impossible. My body betrayed me, answering for me before my mouth could. I leaned in, claiming her lips again, surrendering to the fire she’d already lit in me.

Lena’s mouth was still warm and sweet on mine when she pulled back, her breathing ragged. Her eyes searched me with focus, lit with hunger but sharp with something more. Control. She brushed her thumb over my lip, smudging the gloss she’d given me into a blur, then smiled like she’d won.

“Tell me what you’ll allow,” she whispered, her voice low and edged with coaxing promise. “If I keep it gentle and slow… what will you let me do?”

The question landed heavier than I expected. My first instinct was to say no, to claw back some boundary, some line in the sand. But deep down, I already knew that whatever she asked, I would fold. The truth throbbed low in my stomach: I wanted to know what she had in mind. I wanted to see where she’d take me.

“What exactly are you planning?” My voice came out lower than I meant, thick with defiance but threaded with anticipation.

Her smile was slow, knowing, curling like smoke. She looked at me like she could see straight through the protest and into the craving I didn’t want to admit. “Everything you’ll let me,” she murmured.

Her hands slipped under the cardigan, gliding along my sides before she pushed it off my shoulders. It fell to the floor in a hushed slide, pooling useless at my feet. Then her palms pressed beneath the hem of the dress, flat and warm against my stomach. The touch made me stiffen, every muscle bracing, then melt the moment she stroked lower, her nails grazing just above the band of my boxers.

“Look at you,” she teased, her lips grazing my jaw as she spoke. Her breath feathered my skin, intoxicating. “So responsive already.”

I swallowed hard, trying to summon a retort, some shred of control, but nothing came out. She had me in her hands, literally and otherwise.

Her fingers hooked into the hem of the skater dress and, with a swift pull, she tugged it up over my head. I raised my arms before I realized I’d done it, complicit in my own undoing. She tossed the dress aside like it was nothing, leaving me standing in only my boxers, already awkwardly bunched beneath the tights, the wig askew, the smear of makeup clinging to my face.

Ridiculous. Exposed. Wrong.

But the way she looked at me stripped all that away. Her gaze didn’t falter, didn’t soften. She didn’t see something laughable. She saw something she wanted. Something she was hungry to unwrap further.

Her fingers slipped inside the waistband of my boxers, sliding over the fabric with a patience that made me tremble. Then she tugged the boxers and tights down together in one seamless pull. The nylon whispered against my skin as it slid lower, baring me inch by inch until I was naked before her.

My cock sprang free, hard already, jutting out shamelessly. I turned my head instinctively, the wig brushing against my cheek, a curtain I wished could hide me from the rawness of her stare.

But Lena didn’t look away. She drank me in, her lips parting, her eyes molten with heat.

And I knew I was hers to do with however she wanted.

“Lena…” My voice cracked, half protest, half plea, and even I wasn’t sure which I meant.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she crossed the room with purposeful calm, the sway of her skirt brushing her thighs, the light catching in her hair. My heart thudded as she bent at her dresser, pulling open the top drawer. I expected a condom, something familiar, something that fit the pattern of every other night we’d crossed the line together.

But when she turned back, her hands weren’t holding anything I recognized.

She held a pair of pale pink panties and a matching bra. Satin, delicate, shimmering faintly in the lamplight.

My cock twitched hard, betraying me before I could even form words. “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice low, thick, and shaky.

Her smirk bloomed, the corner of her mouth lifting in wicked delight. “Trying on a new look,” she said simply, her tone like velvet over steel.

My pulse roared in my ears. Everything in me screamed that this was the line, the point where I should draw a boundary, push back, laugh it off. But my body refused to move. My imagination was already running ahead of me, showing me what it would feel like, what I would look like.

She stepped closer, holding the panties low between us like an offering, like temptation in tangible form. “Just let me,” she coaxed. “It’ll be fun. No one will know but us.”

I hesitated, my chest heaving. My pride wanted to say no. My mouth wanted to argue. But the way she looked at me—hungry, confident, utterly in control—made every excuse disintegrate. Maybe this was just her foreplay. Maybe this was how she wanted sex to start tonight. Either way, I couldn’t bring myself to walk away.

I nodded, barely, the smallest dip of my head.

Her grin spread, triumphant and tender all at once. She crouched in front of me, her hair falling forward, brushing against my thighs. Instinctively, I placed my hands on her shoulders to steady myself, my fingers curling into her skin. She slid the panties up my legs, the satin gliding smooth and cool over my calves, then higher, higher.

The fabric whispered over my thighs, and then she was drawing them over my cock, snug against my hips.

The sensation knocked a groan out of me before I could stop it. The satin cupped me differently, held me in a way no boxers ever had. Tight, smooth, almost terrifyingly pleasurable. The snug cradle of the fabric sent sparks shooting through me, euphoric in its strangeness. I had never known something so simple could feel this good.

Lena’s eyes flicked up to mine, sparkling with heat and mischief. “You like that,” she murmured, not as a question but a fact.

I bit down hard on my lip, trying not to admit it aloud, but my cock strained shamelessly against the pink satin, the outline undeniable. I didn’t need to answer; my body already had.

She rose slowly, her gaze raking over me, the bra dangling from her fingers now. “Arms up,” she said softly, but it wasn’t really a request.

I obeyed, my breath uneven. She slipped the straps over my shoulders, the cool satin sliding against my skin. Her fingers worked behind me, nimble and sure, until the clasp snapped shut. The band hugged snug across my chest, foreign and constricting but also thrilling in a way I couldn’t explain.

Then she reached back into the drawer, pulling out a set of silicone inserts. She slid one into each cup, adjusting them until the bra filled, rounding my chest, reshaping me. I swallowed hard, the weight pulling faintly at my shoulders, the illusion shockingly real.

“Now,” she whispered, turning me gently toward the mirror.

I looked.

The wig framed my face, the gloss blurred on my lips, the necklace glinting at my throat. The cardigan was gone, but the bra sat snug against my chest, filled like it belonged. The panties hugged me tight, the satin stretched taut over my cock, hard and obscene beneath the delicate fabric.

My chest squeezed painfully tight. Because it wasn’t just ridiculous. It wasn’t just a disguise anymore. It was sexy.

I looked arousing. To her. To me.

My cock throbbed harder at the sight, straining against the soft pink, betraying every denial I wanted to cling to. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was—how much the mirror, the feel of the satin, the weight of the bra, all of it lit me up.

Lena came up behind me, her arms sliding around my waist, her chin resting on my shoulder. Our reflection doubled the effect: me, dressed up, her, wrapped around me like she owned me.

“Maya,” she murmured into my ear, her voice hot and tender. Her hands slid down my stomach, pressing flat before stroking lightly over the satin.

I groaned, my head falling back against her shoulder, the wig brushing my cheek. “Fuck…” The word came out broken, wrecked.

Her fingers pressed harder against me, teasing my cock through the panties, stroking in slow motions that made me twitch and gasp.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, her lips grazing my neck. Her teeth scraped lightly against my skin. “And all I did was dress you up.”

The mix of humiliation and arousal tangled inside me, twisting until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Normally I was the one in control, the one pressing her down into the mattress, driving her wild. But now my knees felt weak, my hips rocking helplessly against her teasing hand, every ounce of control stolen by satin and her smile.

She ground her palm against me through the panties with slow, steady pressure, making a moan slip out low in my throat before I could stop it. The wig tickled against my cheek whenever I moved, the bra straps bit faintly into my shoulders, and the panties hugged every twitch and throb of my cock like they were made to contain me. And somehow, impossibly, all of it together made me want more.

I had never felt so submissive. And never so alive.

Lena’s touch was merciless, firm enough to make me gasp, teasing enough to keep me hanging on the edge. Her palm rubbed the satin over me in languid circles, stoking me higher without ever giving me what I craved. She knew exactly how to hold me there, strung tight, desperate, trembling.

“Look,” she whispered, her voice rich and low as she turned my chin toward the mirror.

I looked.

The sight nearly undid me.

The wig framed my face, the strands spilling over my jaw and brushing my lips, lips still tinted pink and slightly swollen from her kisses. The bra rounded my chest beneath her hand, filled and lifted as if I’d always had something there to offer. My cock strained desperately against the panties, the satin stretched indecently tight as she stroked me through them with patient cruelty. And somehow the combination of femininity layered over me with the masculinity fighting to press through, looked obscene. And undeniably sexy.

My knees went weak. I gripped her wrist as if I could steady myself, but it only made me feel more at her mercy.

“See how beautiful you are?” she murmured, her lips grazing the shell of my ear, her cheek pressed warmly against mine so that our reflections filled the glass together.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight and dry. My eyes couldn’t look away. I watched her hand slide up, cupping one of the padded breasts, squeezing it lightly as if to prove the illusion was real. The sight of her playing with what she had made me into was more intoxicating than anything I’d ever felt.

Her other hand never left my cock. She stroked me with agonizing patience, her fingertips tracing along the satin, pressing just enough to make me gasp. The rhythm was too slow to finish me, too sure to let me go. She kept me on that knife’s edge, forcing me to watch.

The reflection seared into me. I had never imagined I could be turned on by this. By seeing myself feminized, dressed, teased into something I barely recognized. But my body betrayed me in every way. Heat surged through me, growing unbearable, until I thought I might climax right there from the sight alone, from the wicked spell she’d woven around us.

A raw moan tore out of me, my hips jerking helplessly against her hand. “Lena…”

“Shh,” she whispered, her lips brushing hot against my ear. “Not yet.”

And then a knock.

The sound jolted us both, sharp and sudden, rattling the air. It came from the room next door, but it might as well have been at ours.

We froze. Her hand went still against me, my cock twitching hard against her palm even in that pause. My breath caught high in my chest. My heart slammed against my ribs so loudly I was certain whoever knocked could hear it.

Another knock followed, firmer this time, and then a muffled voice called out. “Hey, Lena, you in there?”

My blood iced. Every muscle in me locked.

Lena moved instantly, clamping her hand over my mouth. Her eyes met mine in the mirror, wide but steady, commanding. She pressed a finger from her free hand to her lips, the universal order for silence.

I didn’t dare breathe.

We stood like that, our bodies taut, locked in the frozen air between danger and discovery. Her palm muffled the frantic sound of my gasps, the wig brushing my cheeks as I stared at her in the mirror, my cock throbbing violently against the satin prison she’d put me in.

Finally, after a stretch of agonizing seconds, the voice faded. Footsteps shuffled down the hall, retreating, until the silence was complete again.

Lena lowered her hand from my mouth slowly, her chest rising and falling hard as she caught her breath. For a moment, neither of us spoke, the silence buzzing with what almost happened.

Then she smiled. That wicked, electric grin. “Almost caught. Again.”

The danger, the fear. Logic said it should have cooled me, snapped me out of it, pulled me back into myself.

But instead it made me burn hotter.

The brush with discovery left me dizzy, desperate. My cock pulsed harder than it ever had, the satin damp and clinging, my whole body strung so tight I could barely stand. I was shaking, but not from fear. From need.

Lena must have felt the way I trembled, because she leaned in close, her tongue flicking against the shell of my ear. The shiver that jolted through me wasn’t fear anymore. It was raw, helpless want.

“Get on the bed,” she whispered. Her voice had shifted. It was darker now, commanding in a way that made my cock twitch against the satin. “On your stomach. There’s something I want to try.”

I turned to her, still buzzing from the near miss in the hallway, adrenaline sparking through every nerve. For a heartbeat, I thought about saying no. I could have stopped it. I should have. But my cock throbbed inside the panties, aching, already leaking, and the hungry, wicked, look in her eyes made refusal impossible.

Wordless, I obeyed. I moved to the bed, the wig swaying against my cheek as I climbed onto the comforter. I stretched out on my stomach, face pressed into her pillow, the faint smell of her shampoo filling my nose. The panties hugged me tight, keeping me trapped and aching, the bra straps biting faintly into my shoulders every time I shifted.

Behind me, the mattress dipped as she joined me. Her hands slid down my thighs, smoothing over the taut nylon of the tights, slow and claiming. She cupped the curve of my ass with both hands, squeezing, spreading me lightly. My breath caught.

Then her weight pressed against my back, her lips grazing my neck as she whispered, “You look so good like this.” Her hips rocked against me, a soft grind that made my cock throb harder.

I arched into her touch without thinking, my body surrendering even as my mind reeled. Out of the corner of my eye, the mirror still caught us—the wigged version of me sprawled out on my stomach, her body draped over mine like she owned me. Seeing myself like that, submissive, waiting, wanting. It nearly broke me.

Her hand slid under me, cupping me through the panties again, squeezing just enough to make me moan into the sheets. The sound came out muffled but raw, needy in a way I couldn’t disguise. And I knew it then: I was hers completely.

Her weight pressed me deeper into the mattress, her breath warm at my ear. I was still trembling, the close call in the hallway alive in my veins, when her voice slid over me. Low, steady, commanding.

“Say something for me, Maya.”

The name struck like a spark. My throat closed tight, shame and desire colliding hard. “Like what?” I croaked.

Her hand stroked down my side, calm, patient, coaxing. “Two simple lines. ‘Yes, Lena.’ And ‘Please.’ That’s all.”

I bristled, the words sticking in my chest. Too much. Too raw. Too exposed. She kissed the back of my neck, slow and warm, then waited—like she knew silence would undo me faster than force.

“Yes, Lena,” I managed, my voice rough and awkward.

She smiled against my skin, lips brushing light over my nape. “Again. Softer.”

I shut my eyes, heat crawling up my face. My chest clenched as I tried again, this time quietly. “Yes, Lena.”

The soft sigh of approval she made sent a shiver down my spine.

“Good girl,” she whispered, and the words cracked something inside me wide open. My cock twitched violently against the satin, humiliated and aroused all at once.

Before I could catch my breath, she guided me further. “Now say please.”

The word caught in my throat. I shook my head into the pillow, muttering, “This is ridiculous.”

Her hand slid lower, cupping me through the panties again until my hips jerked helplessly. “Then make it real,” she coaxed, her voice smooth as velvet, merciless. “Say it like you mean it.”

The pressure, the friction, the way her voice wrapped around me—it all tore me open. My lips parted, the shame and need tangled together until I couldn’t tell them apart. The word came out tender and quiet, like it belonged to someone else. “Please.”

Her reward was instant. She kissed me hard, rolling me half onto my side, her tongue sliding against mine until I moaned into her mouth. Her fingers never left me, though. They slipped beneath the waistband of the panties, sliding lower, lower, until her touch brushed over my asshole.

I gasped, jerking, but her mouth swallowed the sound whole. Her finger circled me lazily, teasing, stroking just enough to make me tremble beneath her.

“Lena—” My protest broke into a moan as she pressed—not forcing, not yet, just circling, coaxing, claiming. My body betrayed me, hips rocking back against her hand, even as shame burned through me.

She kissed me softer then, her mouth gentler, almost tender, as she murmured against my lips, “Relax. Let me in.”

Her finger slipped inside, slow and careful, stretching me in a way that made my whole body jolt. My eyes fluttered shut, my forehead pressed to the pillow as a groan spilled out, muffled and broken. My hips betrayed me, arching up into her touch without my permission.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice low and coaxing, like she was guiding me into something inevitable. “So good for me.”

The words curled through me, electric. Our relationship had never been like this. I’d always been the one pressing her down into the sheets, the one in control, setting the pace. Now she was commanding, sure of herself, while I trembled beneath her. It was foreign. It was humiliating. And it was delicious torture I couldn’t bring myself to stop.

Then another finger joined the first. She pushed deeper, stretching me further, and I sputtered on a moan, my lips dragging across the pillow. Every nerve lit up. The pressure, the burn, the way my body clenched around her. It was raw, overwhelming, hotter than I wanted to admit. My cock throbbed so hard against the panties it almost hurt.

I knew exactly where this was heading. The knowledge alone made me harder, straining, desperate for more.

And then she pulled her hand away.

The sudden emptiness made me groan in frustration, my body twitching against the sheets, craving her touch. My ass clenched around nothing, the loss sharp and unbearable.

I lifted my head, breathless. “What are you—”

She was already moving, crossing to her dresser, the quick click of the drawer pulling open making my pulse spike. The sound of something clinking together rattled my nerves, anticipation cutting sharp through me.

When she turned back, she held a small bottle of lube in one hand and a strap-on in the other, the harness dangling from her fingers like a promise. Or a threat.

My mouth went dry.

She smirked, her eyes wicked, knowing. “Flip over,” she said softly, the command silk-wrapped steel. “I want to see your face when I take you.”

My heart pounded so hard it echoed in my ears. Fear, arousal, and surrender tangled in my chest until I couldn’t tell them apart. But my body had already made the decision for me. My muscles moved on their own, obeying her. Slowly, I turned onto my back, the wig falling into my face, my chest rising and falling too fast under the snug band of the bra.

I looked up at her, towering over me with the strap-on dangling from her fingers, and the last thread of resistance snapped. I realized, to my own demise, that I wanted this.

Lena stood at the foot of the bed, her gaze fixed on me like I was prey cornered and trembling. My body thrummed with nerves, every inch of me too aware of itself. My panties damp and tight, bra cups filled and false, gloss smudged, cheeks flushed. She could have strapped it on then, claimed me without hesitation. But she didn’t.

Instead, she set it aside.

Her eyes glittered as she whispered, “Watch me.”

And then she began to undress.

I’d seen Lena naked plenty of times before, but never like this. Never slow, never with the intent to torment me with every inch revealed.

She unhooked her skirt first, sliding it down her hips with an elegant sway that made my cock twitch painfully against the satin. She let the fabric pool at her ankles, leaving her in a thin black bra and panties, the contrast of the dark fabric against her flushed skin making my mouth water.

She took her time with the bra, slipping one strap off her shoulder, then the other, each inch of exposed skin a tease. She unclasped it behind her back with a flick of her fingers, and the cups fell away. Her breasts spilled free, full and perfect, her nipples already hard and peaked.

A guttural sound tore out of me before I could stop it. My first instinct was to lunge forward, to bury my face between them, to take back the control she’d stolen. But I stayed frozen, watching, trapped by the spell of her stripping for me.

Her panties were last. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, easing them down slowly, making a show of dragging the fabric inch by inch over her hips, down her thighs, until they fell to the floor. She stepped out of them gracefully, standing before me fully naked, radiant, confident, hers.

My chest ached with how badly I wanted her.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

Her smile turned wicked, sweet and sharp at once. She reached for the harness.

Sliding her legs into the straps, she pulled it up over her thighs, tugging the waistband snug around her hips with the same ease as lingerie. The dildo jutted forward proudly, heavy and obscene, an extension of her intent. She buckled it into place, her movements efficient, sure, while I lay there shaking.

Then she pressed a button at the base.

The low hum of vibration filled the room, deep and steady, the sound alone enough to make my cock twitch against the panties.

Her mouth parted on a moan the moment she flicked the hidden switch, the little bullet at the base of the harness coming to life against her clit. The sound was low, raw, and it made my cock twitch instantly. She closed her eyes for a second, savoring the sensation, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed through the first wave of pleasure. When she looked back at me, her gaze was half-lidded, heavy and dark with heat.

I swallowed, my throat dry, my pulse a hammer in my ears.

She crawled onto the bed slowly, her movements a little shaky now, every shift of her hips pressing the vibrator harder into her clit. The sight of her already getting off from it, before she’d even touched me with it, made my chest seize. She crawled up until she was kneeling between my legs. Then, with a smooth motion, she hooked her hands under my knees and lifted them easily, folding me back. My ass lifted off the sheets, open and exposed. The panties stretched tight, the fabric tugging as my cock strained desperately against them.

“Lena,” I breathed, trembling, the word breaking into a moan.

She leaned down and kissed me hard, her tongue invading, demanding, making me forget the panic for one burning second. When she pulled back, her lips hovered above mine as she whispered, husky and certain, “You’re mine now.”

My stomach flipped, my cock twitching against the damp satin.

Her hand slid to the side of my panties, tugging the fabric aside to bare me completely. The rush of cool air across my balls made me jolt, and then came the first brush of the humming toy against them. The vibration ripped a sharp moan out of me, so sudden and hot it felt like the sound had been dragged from the center of my chest.

“Sensitive,” she teased, smirking as she reached for the lube on the nightstand.

She squirted it into her hand, the slick sound loud in the quiet room. She rubbed it slowly over the shaft, coating the silicone until it gleamed wet under the lamplight. The sight alone made me groan, imagining it inside me.

Her slick fingers found me next, circling the tight ring of muscle at my ass. The lube was cool, shocking, before she pressed gently inward. My body clenched instinctively, resisting, then eased as the pressure gave. A finger slid inside, stretching me slow and steady, pulling a muffled groan from me into the pillow.

“Good,” she whispered, kissing the inside of my knee. Her tenderness only made the act filthier. “So good for me.”

A second finger joined the first, scissoring me open with patient strokes. The stretch burned, then bloomed into something hotter, deeper. My hips rolled helplessly against her hand, grinding for more even as shame flooded me.

“Relax for me,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding as she pulled her fingers free and brought the toy into position.

I sucked in a sharp breath, clutching the sheets until my knuckles ached. She pressed the tip forward, steady and insistent. The stretch was sharp at first, a deep ache that made me gasp, but then it gave. Her hips rolled forward, the toy sinking deeper inside me inch by inch until the fullness made my back arch off the bed.

A guttural groan tore out of me, raw and loud, as pleasure washed over the sting.

Lena bent low over me, her breasts brushing against my chest, her hair falling around my face. She kissed me messily, her mouth claiming mine as if she owned it too. I clutched at her breasts, kneading, pinching her nipples until she gasped into the kiss.

Her hips began to move. Slow, steady thrusts that rocked me into the mattress. Each push made me moan louder, the toy nudging something deep inside me that lit up my nerves like fire.

She reached up and cupped one of the fake breasts she’d given me earlier, squeezing it in her hand. The sight in the mirror at the side of the bed nearly undid me—me, wig slipping, bra filled, panties stretched across my cock, and Lena riding me with a strap like I was nothing but her plaything.

The humiliation and the pleasure tangled into one unbearable wave.

“Lena,” I gasped, my hands clawing at her sides for something to hold onto.

“Shh. Take it,” she murmured, her voice ragged with arousal. Her hips snapped harder, the harness grinding into her clit with every thrust, making her moan against my mouth.

Then her hand slipped down, wrapping around my cock through the soaked satin. She stroked me firmly, the lube and the fabric turning it slick, her hand pumping me in rhythm with her hips.

I cried out, the sound wrecked, my hips jerking helplessly between her thrusts and her strokes. Every nerve in my body screamed.

Our moans tangled together, loud and reckless, filling the room. The thin dorm walls might as well have been paper. I knew someone would hear us. I knew the whole floor could guess what was happening. And the thought only shoved me closer to the edge.

She guided my hands up, pressing them over my own chest, forcing me to squeeze the bra, to stroke the fake breasts she’d put on me. “Touch yourself,” she commanded.

I obeyed instantly, groaning at the shame and the heat of it. My own hands pawed at the falseness, the illusion she’d made real, and somehow it only turned me on more.

She kissed me hard again, biting my lip, her tongue tangling with mine. Her thrusts grew sharper, her strokes on my cock more frantic. The toy buzzed faintly between us, every grind of her hips sending jolts through her body too.

“I’m gonna—” I tried to warn, but my words broke into a moan.

“Me too,” she gasped, her eyes blazing, her sweat-slick skin glowing under the lamplight.

The climax ripped through me suddenly, hot and overwhelming. I bucked against her hand, spilling into the panties, the wet heat soaking through the satin, clinging to me. My cry echoed loud, feral.

She came with me, her moans sharp and desperate, her hips grinding hard against me as the toy pressed against her clit. The vibrator’s hum mixed with the wet slap of our bodies, the rhythm frantic and perfect as she rode it out.

We were loud. Too loud. The walls shook with it, our cries echoing. I knew we’d woken half the dorm. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

When it was over, she collapsed against me, our bodies slick with sweat, the toy still humming faintly between us. My arms wrapped around her on instinct, holding her close, trembling in the raw aftermath.

I had never felt so undone. Never so owned. And never, in all our time together, so close to her.

When Lena finally pulled out, my whole body shuddered with the loss. The emptiness was sharp, almost cruel, and my ass throbbed from the stretch, each pulse of muscle a reminder of where she had been. The ache wasn’t just physical. It was deeper, like my body already missed the fullness, already wanted her back inside me.

She unbuckled the harness slowly, her fingers trembling just enough to betray how hard she’d come. The toy slid down her thighs, the straps glistening faintly with sweat before she set it aside on the floor. Her chest still rose and fell too quickly, the sweat between her breasts catching the light, her skin flushed from effort and pleasure. She looked wrecked, radiant, and so heartbreakingly beautiful it made my throat ache.

Without a word, she padded to her dresser and pulled out a towel. I lay sprawled on the bed, too limp to move, watching her through heavy-lidded eyes. There was nothing hurried in the way she moved, only care. She came back and sat beside me, the mattress dipping with her weight, then pressed the towel gently to my stomach and thighs.

Her touch was tender. She wiped me clean with a reverence that almost undid me more than the sex had. Each soft dab made me shiver with sensitivity, my cock still twitching weakly against the ruined satin.

“Easy,” she whispered, dabbing at the sticky mess that clung to the panties. Her smirk bloomed at the sight of them, pale pink and utterly destroyed. “Ruined these already.” Her tone was teasing, but the way her eyes lingered told me she loved it. She shook her head, chuckling low, then finished wiping me up with quiet patience.

When she was satisfied, she tossed the towel to the floor and curled into my arms as if she belonged there. Her skin was warm and damp, her hair sticking in dark strands against her forehead. She didn’t care. She pressed close, fitting herself against me perfectly, her breath feathering soft over my chest.

I kissed her temple, let out a shaky laugh, still trying to catch my breath. My body felt loose and heavy, boneless from everything she’d taken from me.

For a while she stayed quiet, and then, softly, she admitted, “That’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

I tilted my head, lazy grin spreading across my lips. “Is that why you’ve been hiding a strap-on in your drawer? I half wondered if you liked girls when I saw it.”

Her chuckle was low and throaty, the kind that curled straight into my gut. “I think it’s obvious now that I like girls. But I really like guys dressed up as girls.” She paused, and then, with a wicked glint, added, “Little femboys.”

Heat flared in my cheeks so hot it made me dizzy. Femboy. The word sat heavy in the air between us, playful on her tongue, but when it hit me, it stuck somewhere deeper. I’d never thought of myself that way. But lying there, wig half-crooked, bra straps biting into my shoulders, panties still clinging damply to my cock, it was impossible to deny that’s exactly what I looked like.

I didn’t answer right away. My arms tightened around her instead, my thoughts tumbling. Could I be that for her? Could I give her this more often? Not just hidden here, but maybe, someday, in public. Even in small ways. The thought terrified me, but beneath the fear was a thrill I couldn’t ignore.

Finally, I cleared my throat. My voice was low, ragged, honest. “I never expected to enjoy any of it. But I liked the softness. The way you guided me. I liked…” I hesitated, then let the truth slip free. “I liked letting go.”

Her smile pressed against my chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns along my ribs. “And I liked the power,” she murmured. “But it wasn’t just that. It was how sweet you looked. How open. Like I had the real you in my hands. Raw and vulnerable and open.”

A lump formed in my throat, and I kissed her hair, holding her tighter. “You did.”

We lay there in silence after that, our breathing slowing, bodies cooling but still twined. The dorm had quieted, no more footsteps, no more knocks, just the creak of the building settling into night. For a moment, it felt like we were the only two people alive.

She tilted her head up, her eyes soft and tender, all the mischief replaced with something warmer. “This stays private,” she said. “For now.”

I nodded. “Yeah. For now.”

But even as I said it, I knew better. The memory of tonight would follow me everywhere. It was already carved into me.

By the time dawn crept through the curtains, gray light softening the edges of the room, I finally pulled myself from the bed. My body ached in the best possible way. My ass was sore, my cock hypersensitive, my lips still swollen from her endless kisses. I dressed slowly, savoring the drag of each movement, every shift reminding me of the hours we’d just spent tangled together.

As I bent to lace my shoes, Lena’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She picked it up, squinting at the screen, then laughed softly. “It’s Riley,” she said, amusement curling her mouth. “He’s warning everyone about stricter rounds next week.”

I shook my head, grinning despite myself. “Guess we got lucky tonight.”

She smirked, eyes glinting, her voice low and sure. “More than lucky.”

I leaned down, kissing her one last time—slow, lingering, reluctant to break away. Then I slipped out her door. The hall was empty, but my chest still pounded like I was seconds from being caught.

By the time I stepped outside, the early morning air cooled my hot skin, the sky pale with dawn. I shoved my hands into my pockets, grinning like an idiot, the memory of my reflection in her mirror burned into me.

And I knew I would never forget it.
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HER NEW GIRLFRIEND WANTS ME


“I’m not going.”

Alex rolled his eyes so hard I could practically hear it from the driver’s seat. “You’ve been saying that for the past two weekends.”

I stared out the passenger window, arms crossed. The sun was dipping low behind the campus quad, casting everything in that warm, late-afternoon gold that made even the shittiest mood feel dramatic.

“I’m serious this time,” I muttered. “I’m not in the mood to pretend I’m fine around a bunch of people I barely know.”

“You don’t have to pretend anything. You just have to show up, drink a LaCroix you sober freak, and maybe talk to someone who isn’t me or your T.A.”

“Sounds exhausting.”

Alex snorted. “You know what’s exhausting? Watching you rot in our dorm like a Victorian widow because Brianna dumped you three months ago.”

“She didn’t just dump me,” I said flatly. “She dumped me, and then—within a week—posted a photo with some tall mystery chick wearing her hoodie.”

Alex shrugged. “Girls do that.”

“Yeah, but this one stuck. I knew Brianna was bi, but I never expected to get dumped for a chick. And now they’re, like, official. It wasn’t just some rebound.”

“Which is exactly why you need one.”

I turned to look at him. “Do you even know whose party this is?”

He grinned. “Luke’s place. That kid in my Comparative Lit class with the huge speakers and the tiny dog.”

I blinked. “That guy has a dog?”

“He posts about it constantly. Name’s Crouton.”

“Jesus Christ.”

Alex leaned back in his seat and gave me a sidelong glance. “Look, you don’t have to hook up with anyone. Just… be around people again. Get out of your head for a night.”

I sighed. “You always say that, and then twenty minutes in you vanish with some girl and I end up stuck talking to the one guy who wants to debate Kant over the snack table.”

“I won’t ditch you,” he said quickly, holding up a hand like he was swearing an oath. “I promise. I’ll stick around. Bros before… well. You know.”

I didn’t laugh, but I didn’t push him away either.

Truth was, I missed feeling normal. I missed having nights that weren’t just me scrolling through old messages and wondering if Brianna ever really loved me—or if she’d always been looking for something else. Something I couldn’t give her.

I picked at the sleeve of my hoodie, still not looking at him. “So who’s going to be there?”

Alex shrugged. “Usual crew. Some of Luke’s friends. Probably music majors, so you’ll feel smart by comparison.”

I smirked despite myself. “That’s mean.”

“It’s accurate,” he said. “You’ve got the GPA of a monk. You could coast through this semester and still get a research assistant spot. You just need to stop acting like one breakup erased your personality.”

“Maybe it did.”

Alex reached over and punched my shoulder—not hard, but enough to jolt me.

“Ow,” I muttered.

“Snap out of it. We’re going to this party. We’re going to sip non-alcoholic beverages like good little nerds. And you’re going to remember that the world didn’t end just because your ex moved on.”

I leaned my head back against the seat and closed my eyes.

Fine.

Just a party.

Just a few hours.

I could handle that.

Couldn’t I?
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I wasn’t even inside yet and I already regretted coming.

I could already hear the music thumping through the door. Laughter floated out through the windows. Soft, warm lighting spilled across the porch like a stage light. And there I was—alone, holding a can of sparkling water I didn’t even want, pretending I wasn’t counting how many people I might recognize.

A few months post-breakup and suddenly every gathering felt like a fucking performance review. Look who’s still single. Look who can’t hold a relationship. Look who got dumped for someone hotter. Gayer.

I stepped inside.

The house was gorgeous, of course. Hardwood floors, minimalist art, warm citrus-scented candles flickering beside bowls of chips that no one was touching. Solo cups sloshing their drinks and people toasting things I couldn’t hear. And in the middle of it all, dressed in her signature backless red top and gold hoops, was Brianna.

My ex.

She spotted me before I could turn back toward the door. Her grin was easy, casual. The same one that used to get me hard for no reason.

“Leo,” she said, gliding over and wrapping me in a hug. She still smelled like orange blossoms and mild condescension. “You came.”

I nodded. “Didn’t have an excuse not to.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You look good.”

“Yeah, well. Trying not to die on the inside.” I took a sip of my water to avoid saying something worse.

She tilted her head. “I want you to meet someone.”

Of course she did. And I already knew who it was. The trans woman she dumped me for. The last person on earth I wanted to meet.

Before I could say no, she turned and gestured to a woman standing just a few feet away. Tall. Stunning. The kind of stunning that stopped conversations. She had honey-brown skin, a long dark ponytail that fell over one shoulder like velvet rope, and full lips painted the softest mauve.

“This is Camila,” Brianna said. “Cam, this is Leo.”

Camila smiled like she already knew my name. “So this is the ex.”

Her voice was warm and cold at the same time, like espresso over ice.

My throat tightened. I nodded, polite but frozen. “Hey.”

She offered her hand. Long fingers. Black nail polish. Silver rings that caught the light. I took it. Her skin was cool and smooth. Her grip, firm.

“Nice to meet you, Leo,” she said. “Bri’s told me all about you.”

“Only the good parts,” Brianna added, winking. But of course, I didn’t believe her.

I forced a tight smile, trying not to notice the way Camila’s eyes didn’t leave mine. She had a look like she could undress you with it—and then judge what she found. Why was she staring at me like that anyway? She was dating my ex.

“We’re getting drinks,” Brianna said, glancing over her shoulder toward the kitchen. “Cam? Want anything?”

“I’m good.” Camila’s voice didn’t shift. Didn’t even flicker. She didn’t take her eyes off me.

Brianna left us alone. Something about her leaving felt off. Like she’d been planning to leave all along.

Camila stepped in closer, just a bit. “You look like you didn’t expect to see me here.”

I shook my head. “I didn’t expect to see either of you. I hoped I wouldn’t anyway. No offense.”

Her eyebrow arched. “None taken. So? What are your first impressions? I’m sure you hate me a good deal right now.”

I swallowed. I wanted to hate her. I really did. And I should’ve. I mean, my girlfriend didn’t just dump me, she dumped me for a trans woman. “First impressions? You’re tall and pretty intense.” She was also gorgeous, but I didn’t tell her that. Partly because I felt weird noticing it.

She grinned. “You forgot intimidating.”

“I’m not intimidated,” I lied.

She laughed, soft and low. “Relax. I’m not going to bite.” Her eyes flicked down my body, then back up to meet mine again. “Unless you want me to.”

My mouth went dry.

“I’ve seen you before,” I said, trying to recover. It was the truth, though she hadn’t seemed quite as breathtaking in her photos as she was in person. “Online. I think Brianna had pictures. Or maybe... I don’t know.”

Camila leaned one elbow against the wall. “She show you the one in the green dress?”

I blinked. “Yeah.”

“That was a good night.” She studied my reaction like she was cataloging it. “You’re nervous.”

I shifted on my feet. “I didn’t expect to be… this close.”

“Mm.” She tilted her head. “Is that a problem?”

“No,” I said too fast.

Camila smiled slowly, like she already knew everything I wasn’t saying. “So you’re the one she used to argue with about pegging.”

I nearly choked on my drink.

“Don’t worry,” she said, amused. “She said you were sweet. Just... repressed.”

My jaw clenched. “She sure talks a lot about me, doesn’t she? Maybe she’s still not over me.”

“She didn’t leave you because she was over you,” Camila agreed. “She just wanted more and you weren’t man enough to handle that.”

I didn’t know where to look. Why was she talking to me like that? Was she this rude to everyone?

She was too close, too confident, too beautiful in a way that made me feel like I was naked already. Every inch of her said: I dare you. Every breath felt like a challenge.

And across the room, Brianna was watching us.

She was leaning against the wall with a fresh cup of cranberry sparkling water and a knowing smile. Not jealous. Not concerned. Just… expectant.

She wasn’t stopping this. She was enjoying it. What was their game? To kick me while I was down?

Camila leaned in, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath by my ear.

“Tell me something,” she murmured. “Do you think it bothers her? Watching us talk like this?”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know. Why would it? It’s not like we’re flirting. You’re a—” I stopped myself. I didn’t know what was considered offensive or not.

She arched her brow. “A trans woman? You can say it.”

“Exactly. And I’m not into chicks with dicks.” Fuck. Now I knew I’d been offensive. But she didn’t seem deterred. It only seemed to fuel her.

“Maybe watching us chat turns her on. What do you think?”

She let that settle. I didn’t move.

Then she added, almost offhandedly, “I think she likes seeing you squirm.”

I turned my head. Our faces were inches apart. Fuck, why was she this close to me?

Camila’s eyes were a shade too sharp to be soft, but I couldn’t look away. Her mouth quirked. She could see the heat in my face. The way I was already hard, even if I didn’t want to be. Why was I hard? I would never sleep with a trans woman. And Camila wasn’t single anyway.

She stepped back, slowly. “Come find me later.”

And just like that, she walked off, leaving me in a haze of confusion. What was that? Find her later? For what? She was taken, by my ex, and I already told her I’m not inter her. But then…why was my dick hard?

I stayed frozen in place, sparkling water warm in my hand, my skin prickling with something I didn’t want to admit to.

Brianna caught my eye from across the room again.

She raised her cup in a silent toast. I had a feeling coming to this party was a huge mistake.
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“You won’t believe what just happened,” I said, dropping down beside Alex on the low couch near the window.

He barely glanced at me. Some girl in a lilac dress had just laughed at something he said, and he wasn’t about to turn away from that. I waited, hoping he’d shift his attention my way, give me a window to dump what was burning a hole in my chest.

Nothing.

“She’s Brianna’s girlfriend,” I said, a little louder. “Camila. The tall one. You’ve seen her, right?”

Alex gave a vague nod, eyes still on Lilac Dress. “Yeah, she’s hot.”

“She cornered me.”

That got a flick of his eyes, but not much more. “Cool, man.”

Cool?

I stood, brushing invisible dust off my jeans. My skin itched with nervous energy. I didn’t even know what I needed—validation? Permission? A fucking cold shower?

I turned to scan the room, but my gaze zeroed in too fast.

Camila was standing near the hallway, laughing with someone I didn’t recognize. Her head was tilted back slightly, lips parted, the glossy curve of her mouth catching the light. Her hand rested casually on her hip, one knee bent, one heel kicked out just enough to make her ass pop.

And God, that ass.

It was round and high, hugged perfectly by her tight black pants. They weren’t leggings, exactly, more like a silky stretch material that made it impossible not to notice every dip and curve. My stomach twisted.

That ass was all I’d get, if I did something with her. There was only one hole I could take—besides her mouth of course. My brain knew that, and yet…

My eyes stayed locked on her for a second too long.

I imagined it. Not just the idea of bending her over, but the reality of what that meant. The heat of her body. The feel of her pushing back into me. Her voice over her shoulder, smug and low, telling me to go deeper. I clenched my jaw.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I turned and headed into the kitchen.

The short distance gave me a moment to collect myself. I grabbed a cold can and popped the tab, taking a long sip. My reflection stared back at me in the microwave door—tense jaw, flushed cheeks, eyes too wide.

Maybe I could avoid her the rest of the night. Maybe I should leave altogether. I was trying to make up my mind when steps sounded out behind me.

Then I felt her.

Not a touch but a presence. She came in through the back hallway, quiet, confident. I didn’t need to turn around to know it was her. Something in the air changed, like static before a storm.

I kept my eyes on my drink.

“Didn’t take you for the shy type,” she said, stepping beside me at the kitchen counter.

“I’m not shy.”

Camila smiled. “Then why do you keep looking at me like you’re not supposed to?”

My throat tightened. “I wasn’t—”

“Oh, come on.” She leaned in, her perfume curling around me like smoke. “You keep staring, then looking away. Staring again. Like you’re afraid you’ll get caught.”

“I’m not.”

“Sure.” Her voice dropped an octave, velvet and heat. “Then look me in the eye, Leo.”

I did.

Bad idea.

Her gaze pinned me where I stood. Dark lashes, golden-brown irises, and a hint of something cruel behind that knowing smile. Not cruel like malicious—cruel like she enjoyed watching me squirm.

“I didn’t mean anything,” I said. My voice came out too soft, too guilty.

She reached out and casually brushed her fingertips down my forearm, like she was smoothing out my skin or lighting it on fire. “You keep saying that. But your eyes keep telling me different.”

I couldn’t breathe.

She leaned in closer, just enough that her lips nearly grazed my ear. “Tell me, Leo,” she whispered, “have you ever imagined what it’s like?”

“What?”

“Getting fucked by a girl like me. Letting someone else take control. Letting someone push past all that posturing and just… use you.” She pulled back slowly, dragging her fingers away from my arm. “No?”

“I don’t—” My mouth was dry. “That’s not—” Fuck. I had imagined fucking her, sure, but this? Letting her fuck me? That hadn’t even crossed my mind. And yet…the idea made me harder than anything else had in my life.

But not only was she trans, she was my ex’s new girlfriend. She was off limits in so many ways it made my head spin.

“Not your thing?” she asked sweetly. “Or not what you’re supposed to want?”

I opened my mouth to respond, but her hand trailed up my chest, just briefly, as she stepped even closer. Her body nearly touched mine, the press of her breasts brushing my shirt, her lips just a breath away again.

“You’re hard,” she murmured.

I flinched. “No, I’m not.”

Camila gave a soft laugh. “Don’t lie. It’s cute, though. You keep trying to convince yourself this isn’t happening. Like your body’s not already giving you away.”

I felt fevered. My ears burned. I took another sip of cider just to keep my hands busy.

She watched me over the rim of my cup. Her eyes dropped to my lips. “I’d love to put those lips to use.”

“I—what?”

She didn’t answer. Just smiled.

The kitchen was too quiet. Or maybe everything else had faded away. I couldn’t hear the music anymore, couldn’t remember what I’d even come in here for. I just knew I couldn’t move, because she hadn’t let me yet.

Then I heard the unmistakable click of heels on tile.

I turned and saw Brianna walking in. Her curls were pinned back now, her lips glossy, and she looked radiant. Relaxed. And smiling.

Not surprised. Not even annoyed.

She looked at Camila. Then at me. Her eyes dipped to where Camila’s fingers still grazed my wrist.

My stomach dropped.

But Brianna just sipped from her cup and said, “You two okay in here?”

Camila didn’t move away. She just tilted her head and said, “We’re great.”

Brianna’s smile twitched, like she was trying to hold back something far more amused than concerned. “Good.”

I couldn’t take it. I mumbled something—I didn’t even know what—and slipped past them both, the cider still clutched in my hand.

My heart pounded as I pushed out into the hallway, then the living room, but it didn’t help.

I wasn’t sure what I was running from—Camila’s touch, Brianna’s smile, or the part of me that wanted more.

Maybe all three.

I told myself I just needed air.

Not outside—there were too many smokers out there, too many chances to get cornered by someone I didn’t want to talk to. I didn’t want conversation. I didn’t want music. I didn’t want the looks. The kitchen had been a mistake. That whole moment with Camila was a mistake. Or at least, I needed it to feel like one.

The hallway upstairs was quieter. The hum of conversation below turned into a distant blur behind the thump of my own pulse. I found a guest room. The door was cracked, lights were dimmed. A spare bed was made up neatly with someone’s overnight bag in the corner and soft light pooling through gauzy curtains. It smelled like clean like fresh laundry.

I stepped inside and closed the door gently behind me.

Just a break. A few minutes. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the floor, trying to slow my breathing. My drink was still in my hand, condensation dampening my palm.

Camila’s voice was still in my ear. The heat of her body. That look in Brianna’s eyes. She wasn’t mad. She wasn’t even surprised. She wanted it. Them, me—whatever this was becoming. I had a suspicion that this was somehow Brianna’s way to push me into the things I never agreed to in our relationship. By showing me how much I really wanted them.

But I didn’t, or so I told myself. Just like I didn’t want them then. But fuck, since our breakup, I was horny all the time. Maybe that’s all this was. I was ready to fuck anyone.

I rubbed my eyes with one hand and tried not to think about the way Camila smelled, or the way her fingers had brushed my wrist. I tried not to remember how my cock had twitched when she leaned in close. That wasn’t supposed to happen. I wasn’t supposed to like it.

The doorknob clicked behind me.

I turned just in time to see Camila slip in and close the door behind her. She didn’t knock. Didn’t ask. She just entered like she belonged there.

Then she closed it.

My stomach dropped.

“What are you doing?” I asked, rising halfway to my feet.

She didn’t answer. She just shut the door with a soft click, then leaned back against it, her arms folded across her chest. She looked... amused.

I stood fully, heart hammering. “Camila. Seriously.”

Her head tilted. “Seriously what?”

“I—I just needed a minute. I’m not trying to do anything. I’m not—”

She pushed off the door and walked toward me.

I backed up a step.

“You’re not what?” she asked. “Interested? Turned on? Staring at my mouth every time I talk?”

“I didn’t—”

“Leo.” Her voice softened, but it didn’t lose any power. “Sit down.”

I didn’t move.

Camila took another step forward, then reached out and pressed two fingers to my chest. Not hard, not aggressive. But firm.

“Sit,” she said again.

I sat.

The bed creaked softly under my weight. She stayed standing, close enough that I had to tilt my head to look up at her.

“You’re shaking,” she said.

“I’m not.”

She reached down and took my hand. My fingers twitched in hers. She brought it to her chest, over her sternum. Her skin was warm. Steady. She kept her eyes on mine.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” she said.

“Then why are you here?”

Camila smiled slowly. “Because Brianna told me you needed this.”

My stomach flipped. “What does that mean?”

She let go of my hand and began to unfasten her earrings, setting them gently on the dresser beside her.

“She said you never did anything kinky. That you were too wrapped up in control to enjoy yourself. That you spent half your time trying to possess her without satisfying her needs. She needed more and she thinks you need more too. You’re just afraid to admit it.”

“That’s not—”

“She said you used to joke about trying new things,” Camila continued, “but the second anything got real, you’d shut down. That your curiosity scared you.”

I swallowed, hard. My jaw locked.

“She said,” Camila added, stepping between my knees now, “that you need someone who doesn’t scare easy.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t think. The smell of her perfume was already in my head again—amber and spice, something bold and warm.

“Brianna—she told you all that?”

Camila nodded. “And she said something else.”

“What?”

“She said I could do what I wanted with you.” Camila smiled again. “If I thought you could handle it.”

I stared at her. “She said that?”

“Word for word.”

I looked away, but she reached down and gently turned my chin back toward her.

“You don’t have to say anything. I already know you want it. I’ve seen this before.”

I tried to laugh. It came out cracked and dry. “Seen what?”

Camila’s hand slid down, fingertips brushing the inside of my thigh. “That look. Right there.”

She pushed my legs apart, just slightly, and stepped between them fully. I could feel her body heat now, the soft tension of her thighs against my knees. She leaned forward and braced her hands on either side of me, trapping me on the edge of the bed without ever actually holding me down.

“You’re terrified,” she whispered. “And so fucking hard it’s painful, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer.

She tilted her head. “Do you want me to stop?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. I should have said yes. I should’ve stood up and walked out. But my cock throbbed inside my jeans, and I could feel my pulse in my throat.

Camila leaned in, her lips barely brushing the shell of my ear.

“That’s what I thought.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, my fists clenching the edge of the comforter beneath me.

She didn’t touch me again. Not yet. She just stood there, close enough to keep my whole body buzzing, like her presence alone was enough to pin me down.

“You’ve been staring at me all night,” she said, “but you still can’t admit what you want.”

“I don’t want—”

“Me?” she asked, cutting me off. “Or the part of me you’re not supposed to?”

I opened my eyes. Her gaze was molten, burning right through me.

Camila reached down and trailed her fingers along my belt. She didn’t unfasten it. Just let her knuckles graze my hardness.

“I could make you come without even taking your clothes off,” she whispered.

My cock twitched against the inside of my zipper.

“You don’t even know what it would feel like,” she said, so quiet it was almost cruel. “Letting go. Letting me take over.”

I was panting now. Embarrassed by it. Ashamed of the heat rolling through my body, of the way my hips betrayed me, shifting toward her without permission.

She smirked.

Then she stepped back.

The sudden distance made me dizzy.

Camila walked to the mirror above the dresser and ran her fingers through her hair, smoothing it back. She adjusted her top and glanced at her reflection, then looked at me through the glass.

“You’ve got ten seconds to leave,” she said. “Or I do what I want.”

I didn’t move.

Not because I didn’t want to.

Because I didn’t know what I wanted anymore.

Camila turned around slowly. Her eyes dragged over me—my red face, my parted lips, my cock straining against my pants.

She smiled.

“Then I guess we’re done waiting.”
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I didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

Camila stood in front of me like she was daring me to speak. Her arms were loose at her sides now, but everything about her posture said power. She hadn’t laid a hand on me since she stepped away from the bed, but somehow I felt more exposed than ever.

“You’ve got a lot going on in that head,” she said softly. “I can practically hear the panic.”

I shifted on the mattress. “This isn’t—”

She cut me off with a single raised finger. “Don’t waste your breath with lies.”

“I’m not lying.”

She took a slow step forward. “Then stand up and prove it.”

My legs felt like rubber. Still, I stood. Not out of defiance, but something closer to instinct.

She circled me slowly, her fingertips trailing just short of touching, hovering near my elbow, brushing the back of my neck, making my skin prickle.

“Straight men don’t look at me like that,” she whispered behind me. “They don’t twitch every time I breathe too close.”

I turned to face her. “It’s not—"

“Don’t pretend you’re not interested. You’re hard.” Her eyes dropped to the front of my jeans. “Again.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

She stepped closer until the toe of her boot nudged mine. Her scent—something dark and expensive—swam into my brain again.

“You’re thinking too hard. Trying to sort the math out in your head. ‘I like girls. She’s a girl. But she has a cock, so does that make me—’ What?” She tilted her head. “Gay? Bi? Dirty?”

“I don’t know what this is,” I admitted.

“It’s your body telling the truth while your mouth keeps lying.” She pressed one manicured finger to the bulge in my jeans. “You want me to stop?”

“I don’t know.”

“Wrong answer.”

She stepped back, pointing to the bed. “Sit.”

I obeyed without hesitation. The part of me that was supposed to walk away had gone quiet.

“Take off your pants.”

My throat went dry. “Camila—”

She crossed her arms. “You heard me. I said: take. Off. Your pants.”

I reached for my belt.

Every motion felt like a test. Like my hands weren’t mine anymore. I unbuckled slowly, lowering my zipper, trying not to notice how loud it sounded in the quiet room. My jeans slipped down over my hips, pooling around my ankles.

Camila didn’t smile. She just watched.

“Boxers too.”

My face flushed hot. “Why?”

“So you stop pretending this isn’t happening.”

I hesitated.

“Or,” she added, “I could take a picture. Send it to Brianna. Let her see how much her ‘straight’ ex likes showing off for me.”

My stomach dropped. “Please don’t.”

Camila’s smile finally returned, slow and satisfied. “Say it again.”

“Please. Don’t tell anyone.”

She walked over and cupped my chin in her hand. Her grip was gentle but firm.

“Good boy.”

The words hit me like a jolt. My cock throbbed against the front of my boxers.

She stepped back and nodded once.

I pulled my underwear down.

The cool air hit my skin and my cock sprang free, already stiff. Already betraying me.

Camila let her gaze drag over me like she was appraising something she’d already bought.

“You’re leaking,” she said, voice soft and cruel. “You don’t even need me to touch you, do you? Just a little voice and some pressure and you’re ready to come all over yourself.”

I burned with humiliation.

She walked closer and knelt in front of me, fully clothed. Her top clung to her curves. Her leather pants shimmered under the low lamp light.

“I’m not even naked,” she said, brushing the back of her hand along my thigh, “and you look like you’re ready to explode.”

Her fingers grazed the underside of my cock.

I groaned.

“Sensitive,” she said, like a diagnosis. “No wonder Brianna left you frustrated.”

I flinched.

“She told me everything,” Camila murmured. “Said you never finished inside her. Said you couldn’t look her in the eye when she brought up toys. Said you’d rather jerk off in the shower than let her see what you really liked.”

My breath hitched. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?”

She licked her thumb, then circled the head of my cock with it. I gasped.

“You like it a little rough, don’t you? A little mean?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

Her fingers wrapped around me. Not tightly. Just enough to tease. She stroked me slow, lazy, like she was playing with a new toy.

“You ever have a girl do this before?” she asked. “Talk down to you while she jerks you off?”

My mouth opened. Closed.

“I didn’t think so.”

I could feel the heat coiling low in my belly already. My thighs trembled. She kept her strokes light, her pace maddening.

“You want to come for me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

She stopped.

I whimpered before I could catch it.

Camila looked up at me with mock sympathy. “Poor baby. Can’t even keep it together.”

I started to lean forward, desperate for more, but then—

The door opened. I froze.

Brianna stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. Camila didn’t move.

My stomach twisted into knots. I fumbled for my jeans, but Camila caught my wrist and held it still.

“Stay,” she said.

I looked at Brianna. She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look angry. She smiled.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said, crossing the room and settling into the chair against the far wall, legs crossed, hands folded in her lap like she was watching a show she’d seen before.

“Bri—” I started, but my voice cracked.

Camila turned to look over her shoulder. “He was just about to beg.”

Brianna nodded. “I figured. He’s always such a slow burn.”

Camila looked back at me. “Well?”

My throat tightened. I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.

But my cock throbbed, still painfully hard, still glistening from her touch.

“Please,” I said. “Please don’t stop.”

Camila smiled. “Please what?”

I wanted the bed to swallow me whole. But Brianna was watching. Camila’s grip was still light on my shaft. My body was humming.

“Please… make me come,” I whispered.

Camila leaned forward and kissed the inside of my thigh.

“Good boy.”

She started stroking again, this time firmer. The shame, the heat, the humiliation—it all blurred into one dizzying need.

I didn’t look at Brianna.

I couldn’t.

But I could feel her eyes on me.

And maybe, in some fucked-up corner of my mind, I wanted her to watch. Wanted her to see me lose control. See what Camila could do to me.

Camila’s strokes got faster. Her voice got softer.

“You’re going to come for me. You’re going to do it while your ex watches. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

My hips lifted off the bed.

My stomach clenched.

I came hard, thick and fast, spilling over Camila’s hand, my thighs shaking, breath catching in my throat. I moaned—humiliated, overwhelmed, ruined.

Camila milked me through it, her hand slow now, drawing every drop from me.

When it was over, she stood and wiped her hand on a tissue from the nightstand.

Then she looked at Brianna.

“He’s a mess.”

Brianna laughed softly. “Told you he’d be fun.”

My cock was still twitching, even after I came. Even after Camila wiped me down like she was finishing a job. Even after Brianna uncrossed her legs in that chair by the wall and gave me the kind of smile I wasn’t sure I’d ever forget.

I felt raw. Flushed and exposed, half-naked with my jeans still bunched around my ankles. My chest rose and fell in shallow, unsteady breaths. I should have gotten up. I should have pulled my pants back on, wiped the sweat from my temples, and left.

But Camila didn’t tell me I could.

She turned to Brianna instead, like I wasn’t even in the room.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Brianna tilted her head thoughtfully. “Definitely than I expected, but he’s always been messy on the inside as well. He never knows what he wants, or he never lets himself have it anyway.”

My heart raced. How could Brianna suggest I ever wanted any of this? But even as I questioned it, a small part of me knew better. A small part of me knew I was more attracted to Camila than I ever wanted to admit. Her body didn’t bother me, I only believed that it should.

But something told me that after tonight, I wouldn’t be able to deny it any longer.

Camila stepped toward the center of the room. She looked calm. In control. Her clothes were still perfectly in place—tight black top, second-skin leather pants, glossy lips untouched. My cum had dried against my stomach and thighs, and she looked like she hadn’t broken a sweat.

“I think he likes being told what to do,” Camila said, walking a slow circle around me. “That’s why he used to argue with you so much. He wanted you to push harder.”

Brianna let out a soft laugh. “He never wanted a girlfriend. He wanted an owner.”

“That what you wanted, Leo?” Camila asked. She didn’t even look at me. She stood by the dresser now, removing her shoes. “Someone to tell you what you are allowed to want?”

I shook my head. But my hands were clenching the sheets.

“Stand up,” she said.

I stood.

Camila turned toward me slowly, then looked to Brianna. “You’re going to love this.”

She walked over to me, close enough that I felt her breath on my cheek. Then she stepped back just enough to give me a view.

“Touch yourself.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said. “Stroke your cock for us.”

“I—I just came—”

“I didn’t ask if you were ready.” She leaned in close, her voice sharp. “I said touch yourself.”

Brianna crossed her legs the other way, settling in like she was watching her favorite movie.

I glanced at her, then back at Camila.

My hand trembled as I reached for my cock.

It wasn’t even fully hard yet. But it twitched as my fingers wrapped around it again. Still sensitive, still slick with leftover cum. I started to stroke it slowly, shame rising in my chest like a tide I couldn’t stop.

Camila began to strip.

First, she peeled off her shirt—slowly, teasingly—revealing a black lace bra underneath that barely contained the soft weight of her breasts. Her skin was smooth, her shoulders gleaming under the soft light of the room.

“Brianna told me how you used to fantasize,” she said, letting the shirt fall to the floor. “About being watched. About getting caught. About begging.”

I shook my head, but my cock was thickening in my grip.

“She said you had a thing for being embarrassed. You’d say no to everything in bed, but jerk off later to the same things you refused to do with her.”

“That’s not—”

“She said you used to come to the idea of her fucking someone else. That you’d make jokes about her taking charge, but you always got weird when she actually tried.”

I moaned, involuntarily. My fingers were slick with pre-cum.

Camila unbuttoned her pants.

She slid them down slowly, one inch at a time, revealing a matching lace thong that barely hid the thick outline beneath. Her cock was already half-hard, stretching against the fabric, unmistakably present.

“You ever jerk off thinking about what it would be like?” she asked. “To get on your knees? To taste someone like me?”

I looked away. I couldn’t admit it. Not with Brianna watching. Not with Camila standing over me, cock swelling in black lace like a weapon.

But my hips rocked forward. I couldn’t help it.

Brianna chuckled. “He’s leaking again.”

Camila stepped out of her pants and stood there in her heels, her bra, and that bulge.

“On your knees.”

It wasn’t a request.

I sank down, heartbeat thundering in my chest. My cock throbbed between my legs. My face burned hotter than it ever had.

Camila stepped forward and slowly hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thong. She pulled it down over her thighs, then let it fall to the floor, revealing herself fully.

Her cock was beautiful—long, thick, flushed and heavy, the head already glistening.

She gripped the base lightly, guiding it toward my lips.

“You’ve never done this before, have you?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Brianna shifted in her seat, voice lazy. “He’s always been scared of what he wanted.”

Camila cupped my chin. Her cock brushed against my cheek, hot and soft and commanding.

“Open.”

I did.

The tip slid past my lips, just barely. I could taste her. Warm, salty. My tongue fluttered nervously.

She didn’t thrust. She just let it rest there, the weight of it sitting on my tongue.

“Look up.”

I looked.

She smiled. “Good boy.”

I moaned against her.

Brianna spoke from behind me. “Told you he’d suck cock like a natural.”

Camila chuckled and slid a little deeper.

My lips stretched around her shaft. My jaw ached. My mind scrambled to keep up with what I was doing—what I was letting happen.

She fucked my mouth slowly, holding my head in place with one hand, the other resting casually on her hip. Every inch she gave me felt like a test. My throat tightened. My spit dripped down my chin.

And through it all, Brianna watched.

Her voice was soft now. “You’re not the man I thought you were.”

I moaned again, cock leaking onto the hardwood floor. I wanted to argue. I wanted to say I was still him—that this didn’t mean anything. But Camila's cock was in my mouth. Her fingers were tangled in my hair. I was kneeling between her thighs, and everything inside me screamed yes.

Camila pulled out slowly, wet and gleaming.

“You’re not in control,” she said, stroking herself once over my face. “You never were.”

And I believed her.

My jaw ached. My throat was raw. I could still taste her—salt, heat, and something that had absolutely no business making me hard again.

I sat back on my heels, panting. My chest heaved with every breath. My cock was already rising again, despite the fact that I’d just come not even ten minutes ago. I didn’t understand it—how I could still want, still ache, still tremble beneath their gaze.

Camila stood over me, her cock slick, heavy, gleaming. She didn’t touch me again. Not yet. She just watched me squirm.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Your mouth is red. Your thighs are soaked. You’ve been on your knees for how long now? And you still haven’t had what you really want.”

I swallowed. My legs shook.

Brianna was still in the chair by the wall. She hadn’t moved. Just kept her legs crossed and her chin resting in her palm, her eyes trailing up and down my body like I was something she used to own. Maybe still did.

“Tell me what you want,” Camila said.

I looked at the floor.

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t have to. “Leo.”

I looked up. Her eyes were locked on mine, hard and steady.

“I want... I don’t know,” I said.

She stepped forward. Her cock bobbed in front of me, heavy and full. “Wrong answer.”

“I—I want you.”

“That’s not enough. Be specific.”

“I want your cock.”

She tilted her head. “Where?”

I flushed, heat surging through my face. “Inside me.”

“Louder.”

I hesitated.

“Say it,” she said. “Or you don’t get it.”

I felt every part of myself twist. It wasn’t just lust anymore. It was surrender. It was something deeper, messier, uglier. It was the realization that I hadn’t been in control of anything—not when Camila kissed me, not when Brianna brought her over, and certainly not now.

I looked straight at Brianna.

And I said it.

“I want Camila to fuck me.”

Brianna smiled.

“Where?” Camila asked again, voice low.

I closed my eyes. “In my ass.”

“Say it while you look at her.”

My gaze snapped back to Brianna. My stomach churned with humiliation, but my cock was impossibly hard. It pulsed against my thigh, desperate and aching.

“Please,” I whispered. “I want her to fuck me in the ass.”

Brianna’s eyes lit up. She didn’t say anything. She just smiled.

Camila walked behind me and leaned in close, her hands gripping my hips.

“Then bend over,” she said, breath warm against my neck. “Now.”

I moved without thinking. I draped myself over the bed, chest against the mattress, arms fisted in the sheets. My knees dug into the edge of the rug, my ass high, open, trembling.

I heard the sound of a foil wrapper, the slick slide of lube, the shift of air behind me.

Then her fingers—wet, strong, unapologetic—pressed between my cheeks.

“Relax,” she murmured, one hand spreading me wider. “You’re going to want to feel everything.”

I gasped as she circled my hole, teasing, slippery, slow. My whole body jolted when she pushed one finger inside, firm and deep. It felt strange, foreign, hot.

“You’re so tight,” she said. “This is going to feel like too much. That’s the point.”

Another finger joined the first. I whimpered into the mattress. My cock throbbed, untouched, leaking into the sheets.

I couldn’t stop shaking.

And then—she lined up.

The head of her cock pressed against me, warm and slick and terrifying.

I held my breath.

“Breathe, Leo,” Camila said.

And she pushed in.

I cried out. The pressure was immense, stretching, splitting, overwhelming. My whole body tensed, then trembled.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Oh god—”

“That’s it,” she purred. “Take it. Take every inch.”

She moved slow, but relentless. Deeper. Deeper. I felt full. Owned. Like there was no part of me she didn’t touch.

When she bottomed out, I let out a whimper.

And Brianna, from her chair, murmured, “That’s the sound I was waiting for.”

Camila pulled back, then thrust in again. Harder this time. My whole body jolted.

She set a rhythm. Deep, dragging strokes that rocked me into the mattress. Her hands were firm on my hips, holding me steady as she used me. My cock throbbed beneath me, untouched but painfully swollen.

“You’re clenching,” she said, almost admiring. “You don’t even know how good you feel, do you?”

I moaned.

She slammed into me harder.

My back arched.

“You wanted this the whole time,” Camila whispered. “Even when you said you didn’t. Even when you pretended you were too good for it. But look at you now.”

Her cock pounded into me, slick and heavy, claiming me with every thrust. My moans got louder. Desperate.

“Please,” I gasped. “I can’t—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.”

She held me in place, grinding her cock deeper. My cock throbbed against the mattress, dripping with pre-cum.

“Beg,” she said.

I whimpered. “Please let me come. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please! I—I need it. I need to come. Please let me—”

She slammed into me one final time, and I shattered.

I came untouched, cock twitching violently against the sheets, thick ropes spilling beneath me. My whole body seized, pleasure blinding, overwhelming, sharp. I cried out as I came, muscles locking, vision white.

Camila fucked me through it, her rhythm faltering just slightly as her own moan echoed low and guttural behind me.

She didn’t stop until every drop was inside me.

When she pulled out, I collapsed onto the bed, my legs shaking, my hole aching, my mind spinning.

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t speak.

I was sticky and sore and humiliated and undone.

And then I felt fingers in my hair.

Brianna.

She knelt beside the bed and brushed the damp curls from my forehead.

“You could’ve just said you wanted this from the beginning,” she murmured. “It’s not like I didn’t already know.”

I blinked at her, throat tight.

She smiled, soft and knowing. “Maybe next time,” she said, “we won’t have to fuck it out of you.”

Camila got dressed and then they left, the door clicking shut behind them.

No goodbyes. No reassurances. Just the soft swish of Brianna’s skirt, the deliberate click of Camila’s heels on hardwood, and then silence.

I lay there, half-curled on the mattress, my skin cooling and sticky, my muscles trembling with the aftermath. The sheets smelled like sweat and lube. My face was damp. I wasn’t sure if it was tears or just the heat of being wrung out like that—taken, used, stripped down to the raw nerve of who I actually was.

I didn’t rush to get up. Part of me didn’t know how to move.

The silence pressed down for a while. No music from the party downstairs. No footsteps in the hall. Just the quiet thrum of my own pulse and the strange, aching emptiness that followed the most overwhelming orgasm of my life.

Eventually, I sat up.

Every muscle protested. My ass ached, sore in a way that felt... grounding. Not painful. Just proof. A physical echo of what I’d let happen—what I’d begged for.

My pants were crumpled near the edge of the bed. My boxers were still twisted on the floor. The room looked like something had been hunted in it. And I’d been the thing on all fours.

I bent down, slow and stiff, and gathered my clothes. I didn’t put them on yet. I just folded them in a neat pile beside me on the bed, then stood and walked barefoot across the room to the window.

I unlatched it and pushed it open.

The night air hit me like a balm—cool, clean, soft against my skin. I leaned on the sill with both hands and let the breeze spill over my bare chest, my neck, my damp face. The trees outside rustled quietly. Somewhere in the distance, I heard a car roll by.

I hadn’t said no.

That was what kept circling in my mind. I hadn’t begged them to stop. I’d begged for more.

Everything I’d felt—every shameful, humiliating wave of heat that had flushed through me tonight—it wasn’t something they made me do. I had agreed. Camila had just encouraged it. Peeled me back like she knew what was waiting underneath. And Brianna? She hadn’t tried to protect me from it. She’d sat there and smiled like she’d been waiting for this version of me to finally show up.

I touched the windowsill with one hand, grounding myself.

My cock twitched again, soft but sensitive, still reacting to the phantom memory of Camila’s voice, her weight behind me, the sound of her breath against my ear as she filled me deeper than anyone ever had.

God.

I didn’t even know if I was straight anymore.

But maybe that wasn’t the point.

Maybe the point was that I’d spent my whole life pretending I didn’t want anything I couldn’t control. That I didn’t want to surrender. That the ache in my chest when Brianna used to tease me, or the way I lingered too long on certain photos online—that none of it meant anything.

Camila knew better.

She didn’t break me. She showed me what I looked like when I wasn’t trying so hard to be unbreakable.

And I respected the hell out of her for it.

There was a kind of integrity in how she carried herself. No shame. No apology. Just power, earned and wielded like she’d built it with her own two hands. She didn’t demand I respect her. She made me want to.

I let out a breath and looked up at the stars.

The breeze cooled the sweat drying on my back. I was still sore. Still marked. Still vulnerable in every possible way. But I wasn’t falling apart anymore.

I wasn’t scared.

I wasn’t confused.

I felt… quiet. The kind of quiet that comes after a storm, when you realize your house is still standing but something inside it’s been rearranged.

I ran a hand through my hair and let the air wash over me again.

Eventually, I’d pull my clothes back on. I’d go downstairs. I’d see them again—Camila with her knowing smirk, Brianna with her eyes that never missed anything.

But for now, I just stood there, naked in someone else’s guest room, and let the truth settle.

I liked what she did to me.

And I wanted more.
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I didn’t expect to see them again.

I had managed to avoid them that night. I definitely did not expect to see them two weeks later, sitting across from me at a café like this was a normal catch-up and not the aftermath of me being wrecked in a guest room while my ex watched.

Camila wore sunglasses and a linen shirt unbuttoned low enough to tease. Brianna sipped her oat milk latte like she hadn’t smirked at me while I begged to be fucked.

I stirred my iced coffee, hands restless. I wasn’t sure if I felt more awkward or turned on. Probably both.

“You’ve been quiet,” Brianna said.

I looked up at her. Her lipstick was darker than I remembered. It matched the edge in her voice. “You invited me to coffee,” I said. “I didn’t expect it to come with… both of you.”

Camila smiled faintly. “We’re a package deal now.”

Brianna leaned forward. “We just wanted to see how you’re doing. You left the party like something had changed.”

I swallowed. “Something did change.”

Camila removed her sunglasses. “You regret it?”

I didn’t answer right away.

I thought about sitting at the window afterward. The way the air felt on my skin. The ache I carried in my body for three days. The way I still dreamed about her voice.

“No,” I said. “I don’t regret it.”

They both nodded, like they already knew.

“I’ve never felt anything like that before,” I added.

Camila tilted her head. “And?”

“And… I think I want to feel it again.”

The table went quiet.

Brianna was the first to smile. She reached across and placed her hand on mine—casual, warm, steady.

“Maybe this time,” she said softly, “you’ll be honest from the beginning.”

Camila leaned back, stretching her long legs. “And maybe this time,” she added, “you won’t wait for permission.”

I felt something flicker in my chest. Not fear. Not guilt.

Anticipation.

I met their eyes. Both of them.

And I nodded. I was ready.
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FEEL WHAT SHE FEELS


Zach slammed the apartment door behind him and dropped his keys onto the counter a little harder than necessary. His shirt was still half-untucked, his hair a mess from the wind and the awkward date he’d just had.

Clueless, she’d called him. You just don’t get women, do you?

Apparently not.

He kicked off his shoes and collapsed onto his bed without even bothering to change. The overhead light was too bright, but he didn’t get up to switch it off. Instead, he stared up at the ceiling, letting that awful sentence replay in his head. You don’t get women.

No shit. He’d been trying to figure them out for years. Even his own roommate, Chloe, was a mystery to him. Then again, she was gorgeous, confident, and the kind of girl who made guys forget what they were saying mid-sentence. Not that she saw him as anything but the guy who paid rent on time and occasionally left beard trimmings in the sink.

He closed his eyes and exhaled slowly, willing the sting of rejection to pass. It didn’t.

With a grunt, he sat up and grabbed his laptop off the nightstand. The screen glowed to life, and without really thinking, he opened a browser and typed: “How to understand women.”

Clickbait articles filled the screen. “Decode Her Body Language!” “Five Magic Phrases That Make Her Melt!” “Why Alpha Males Always Win.”

He rolled his eyes. It was all garbage. Manipulation disguised as advice. He almost shut the laptop again when something further down caught his eye.

The Eunoia Experience

Tagline: Feel what she feels. Become who she sees.

The website loaded with a satisfying softness. No aggressive pop-ups, no urgent countdowns. Just a pastel-toned landing page with glossy images: a woman brushing her hair in front of a mirror, a close-up of freshly painted nails, a figure—ambiguous but alluring—stretching in a sunlit room.

Zach frowned.

There was a gentle pulsing button at the bottom: Start Your Free Trial.

And underneath: Empathy is the new masculinity.

He chuckled. “What, like a guided meditation or some TED Talk bullshit?”

Still, he clicked it.

A few questions popped up—strange ones.

How do you feel when she cries? What would you give to be truly seen?

He frowned. The phrasing was vague, almost pretentious, but it made him squirm. Like whoever wrote it knew just how much he didn’t have an answer.

He clicked through them anyway, one after another. His answers didn’t feel profound. But somehow, the site responded like it knew him. “Thanks, Zach. Your experience is now customized. Watch for your free first delivery.”

He blinked. “Delivery?”

A confirmation page appeared with his name and address already filled in. He hadn’t typed it.

That was… weird. Maybe he’d signed up for something else before? Maybe he’d entered that stuff when he created a profile?

Before he could worry about it too much, he heard the familiar sound of the shower running in the hall bathroom. Chloe was home.

Zach snapped the laptop shut and laid back again, his heart rate weirdly elevated.

He thought about her then. How she always smelled like peaches and cream when she got out of the shower. How she hummed to herself while getting dressed, always in these soft, feminine tones that lingered under his skin.

She'd never see him that way. Not when he could barely hold a date past dinner. Not when every woman he tried to impress saw right through him. He was awkward, overeager, and tried too hard. But despite being self-aware, he couldn’t seem to be anything different.

Maybe the website was right. Maybe the key to understanding women wasn't about learning tricks or techniques.

Maybe it was about something deeper.

The thought stirred something in him. A tingling buzz low in his stomach. Not quite fear. Just… curiosity.

The shower stopped. A moment later, he heard the soft padding of Chloe’s bare feet across the hardwood floor.

Zach rolled onto his side, biting his bottom lip.

“Feel what she feels,” he whispered into the dark. In that moment, he genuinely wondered what Chloe felt under that deliciously smooth skin.

His cock stirred against the fabric of his briefs, unexpected but insistent. It wasn’t the thought of Chloe in a towel that had him half-hard. It was something else. Something stranger.

He reached down and gave himself a slow stroke, eyes fluttering closed as the tension of the evening melted into something warmer, deeper. His fingers lingered longer than usual, slow and lazy, tracing around the shaft without urgency.

He pictured her the way he always did when he let his thoughts drift: in that cute pink camisole and white shorts. It was his favorite outfit of hers.

She didn’t even realize how sexy she was. Or maybe she did, and just didn’t see him that way.

He let his hand slide beneath the waistband of his briefs, eyes fluttering shut as he imagined her walking into his room. No teasing. Just that soft smile she wore when she was sleepy and unguarded.

In his fantasy, she wanted him. Told him he was sweet. That she liked how he looked at her.

That she wanted to feel him inside her.

He stroked himself slowly, hips shifting, breath shallow as the image grew sharper: Chloe lowering herself onto him, nails digging into his chest, her hair falling in a dark curtain around his face.

She was so warm. So wet. And she whispered his name like it meant something. “Zach,” she moaned in his mind. “God, you feel so good.”

He came with a soft grunt, spilling into his hand, body tense and trembling, the echo of her voice still in his ears.

When it was over, he laid there in the dark, catching his breath, heart still racing. Maybe the website wouldn’t help. Maybe Chloe would never see him that way.

But for a second—just a second—he felt wanted.
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Zach almost didn’t notice the box at first. It was small, brown, discreet—tucked innocently between a HelloFresh delivery and the heap of junk mail that piled up daily on their shared entry table. But the return label was sleek, minimalist, embossed with silver foil: Eunoia Fulfillment Division.

His stomach did a slow, nervous flip.

He glanced down the hall. Chloe’s bedroom door was cracked open, the sound of her hair dryer humming softly inside. He picked up the box, casually tucked it under his arm like it was nothing more than a pack of socks, and made a beeline for his room.

“Hey, what’s that?” Chloe called out over the drone of the dryer.

Zach froze mid-step. “Just...something I ordered,” he said quickly, keeping his tone light, like he didn’t have a damn clue what was in the thing.

Chloe popped her head out from her room, her glossy hair half-blown and tousled like something out of a shampoo commercial. “Ooh, mystery package? Sexy.”

He let out a shaky laugh. “Not unless you’re turned on by USB cables.”

She grinned and disappeared back into her room. “Lame.”

Zach exhaled and darted into his room, locking the door behind him. The box felt heavier now, like it was carrying his shame. He placed it on the bed and peeled the seal away slowly, hands slightly unsteady with something between curiosity and nerves.

Inside, nestled in a bed of soft tissue paper, were four items:

	A tiny glass bottle, filled with a translucent blush-colored liquid. A sleek label in delicate script read: Empathogen 1: Receptivity.

	A matte black USB drive with the same logo etched into one side.

	A folded T-shirt in the softest, silkiest fabric he’d ever touched—pastel blush, nearly pink but not quite.

	And a notecard with simple instructions:

	Wear this while you listen. Trust the process.



Zach snorted. “Right. Trust the process. What process?”

Still, he uncapped the bottle and gave it a cautious sniff. It was slightly scented with something floral and musky, like roses laced with rainwater. His skin prickled.

The instructions didn’t mention dosage, but something about the scent made his lips part instinctively.

Trust the process, right?

He tipped it back and gulped it down. It was warm going down, with a strange aftertaste.

Almost instantly, his skin prickled. A flush spread down his neck, through his chest, as if responding to invisible fingers.

He pulled off his hoodie, then his shirt, and ran his fingers over the T-shirt’s fabric. It was light as air. Cool to the touch. He hesitated for half a second before slipping it over his head.

It clung to him differently than his usual tees. It was stretchy but draping, like it wanted to hug every contour. It didn’t just sit on his body. It caressed it.

His nipples perked against the silky fabric, drawing a quiet gasp from his throat. He didn’t usually notice them like that. But the shirt made them impossible to ignore, brushing and teasing with every breath he took.

Feeling suddenly warm, he sat on the edge of his bed and plugged in the USB. His laptop opened with a soft chime, and a single audio file appeared: “Phase 1: Begin With Her.”

Zach hit play.

A woman’s voice flowed into the room. It was low, smooth, and coaxing. She spoke slowly, rhythmically, as if she wasn’t just narrating but seducing.

"Breathe in. Deeper. Let your body soften… soften… You are open. You are ready. Feel what she feels..."

His muscles began to uncoil, warmth trickling down his spine. He sank back against the pillows, letting the voice wash over him like warm water. The T-shirt seemed to grow softer the longer he wore it, clinging to his chest, his waist, his hips. His skin was suddenly hypersensitive. Every shift of the fabric sent sparks through him.

He hadn’t realized how hard he’d gotten.

His cock strained against his pants, aching and hot, the contrast of rough denim and silky shirt driving him crazy. He shifted his hips, trying to ease the pressure, but the friction just made it worse. His breathing quickened.

"Her skin is electric. Her pulse, your pulse. Her need becomes yours. Welcome it. Let it guide you..."

Zach’s hand drifted to his thigh, fingers twitching. He palmed himself through his jeans, biting his lip.

The shirt clung tighter with every breath. His nipples felt swollen, flushed, begging to be teased. The voice in his ears didn’t let up.

"You are becoming. Every breath, every heartbeat... feel her inside you."

His eyes fluttered shut, mind foggy with sensation. He imagined Chloe walking in. Catching him like this—shirt tight over his chest, cock tenting his pants, his lips parted and flushed. At first, the thought terrified him.

Then it turned him on.

Would she smirk? Would she lean in and touch him like this—soft, slow, knowing exactly how sensitive he’d become?

He whimpered softly, one hand gripping the sheets while the other teased along the waistband of his jeans. He couldn’t help but unzip them and pull out his cock.

When the audio finally faded to silence, Zach was trembling, still gripping his hard-on for dear life as if it would keep him rooted in his masculinity.

He lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, the blush-pink shirt clinging damply to his chest. His cock throbbed, still unsatisfied. He wanted to cum, but he felt ashamed cumming like this. Still, the desire to finish was so strong, he let himself think about Chloe finding him. He tugged on his cock until he came all over the shirt.

He sighed, wondering what he’d gotten himself into. This was ridiculous. It was a scam. A dumb new-age gimmick, obviously.

And yet…

He couldn’t stop thinking about how that voice had made him feel. Like he was melting. Like he belonged to someone else.

And worst of all—he wanted to press play again.
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Zach thought the first box had been weird. But by the third, he stopped being surprised.

The second shipment arrived two days later, tucked in the same matte packaging, this time with his name embossed on the inside flap in soft rose gold. The contents were stranger—more intimate.

Two new vials joined his dresser: one labeled Empathogen 2: Sensation, the other 3: Bloom. The instructions were printed on a heavy card in an elegant font: Take first thing in the morning. Drink water. Let yourself feel.

There was also a small white tube of lip balm with a glossy, faintly pink sheen. It shimmered in the light like something stolen from Chloe’s vanity drawer. The label read: Volumizing. For pout, presence, and perception.

Zach held it in his palm, thumb brushing over the smooth cap. His mouth felt dry, and he swore—just for a second—his lips tingled just touching the tube.

He laughed under his breath. “Jesus. What am I doing?”

But that night, he drank the next dose anyway.

By the time the third box arrived, Zach had stopped resisting. Not because he believed in it. Not really. He just… liked how it made him feel.

Inside the next box were a USB drive marked “Phase 2: Embodiment” and a tightly-folded card of illustrated poses and postures.

The meditations always left his body buzzing. His skin hummed with responsiveness, his thoughts hazy and soft-edged. Everything felt just a little more pleasurable. Touch. Movement. Even the act of sitting still with his hands in his lap felt indulgent, like he was being gently stroked from the inside out.

He told himself it was all research. If the program could make him more empathetic, more in touch with the female experience, maybe he’d stop striking out so hard. Maybe he’d finally be able to say the right thing at the right time. Maybe Chloe would look at him like she did the guys she brought home after late-night drinks. With hunger. With want.

That thought stuck with him.

Especially when he caught himself lingering in front of the mirror again, shirt lifted, fingertips grazing his chest. His skin looked smoother now. Almost glossy in the light. He could swear his lashes were longer. His lips definitely looked different. Fuller. Rounder. He hadn’t even put on the balm yet that day.

The cards in the third box laid out poses with names like Openness, Invitation, and Soft Defiance. At first, he’d rolled his eyes.

But then he tried a few.

Hips shifted. Spine arched. Neck tilted just so. And something about it felt… good. Not just in his muscles but in his mind. It made him feel present. Poised. Sexy, even.

That word hit him hard the first time it crossed his mind.

Sexy.

Not in a “look at my pecs” kind of way. But in the way his waist curved when he shifted his weight onto one hip. The way his lips pursed when he looked at the camera just so. The way his blush pink T-shirt hugged his chest like it was made for curves he didn’t technically have.

He’d never felt sexy like that before. Not as himself. Not as Zach.

He was still thinking about it the next morning when Chloe padded into the kitchen wearing an oversized sweatshirt and nothing else. Her hair was up in a messy bun, her legs bare, skin still dewy from the shower.

She stopped mid-step, her eyes raking over him with lazy interest.

Zach froze halfway through spreading almond butter on toast. He was barefoot, in boxers and that same silky blush T-shirt. The one that still clung to his chest in a way that was getting harder to explain.

Chloe cocked her head, eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re glowing lately,” she said with a grin. “What are you doing?”

He almost dropped the toast.

“I—uh. Just… been sleeping better, I guess.”

She leaned against the counter beside him, sipping her coffee. “Your skin looks incredible. And your lashes? Jesus. If you start looking better than me, I’m kicking you out.”

He laughed, a little too quickly, but his pulse was racing.

“You’re imagining it.”

“Nope. I’m not.” She reached out and ran her fingers down his forearm, brushing skin that felt suddenly, electrically alive. “Did you exfoliate?”

He swallowed. “I dunno. Maybe?”

She smirked, then stepped away. “Whatever you’re doing, keep doing it. It’s working.”

Zach stood there for a moment after she left, heart pounding, the toast forgotten in his hand. Her fingers had barely grazed his skin, and he was hard. Not from her touching him, exactly. But from the fact that she noticed. That she looked at him like that.

He ducked into the bathroom and turned on the fan, locking the door behind him. His reflection stared back—lips flushed, eyes wide. There was a pink sheen on his mouth from the balm he’d absentmindedly applied before breakfast. It made him look soft. Touchable. Kissable.

He slid a hand down the front of his boxers, moaning softly as his fingers curled around his aching cock. It didn’t take much—just the image of Chloe watching him pose, Chloe seeing the shirt stretch across his chest, Chloe leaning in to say: God, you’re pretty…

He came fast, biting back a groan, the slick heat pooling in his palm as he rocked into it, thighs trembling.

Afterward, he sat on the closed toilet lid, breathing hard, body flushed.

He looked down at himself. The faint, tingling echo of Chloe’s compliment still burning in his brain.

This wasn’t about understanding women anymore.

This was about becoming something… worth wanting.
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The next morning, Chloe caught him staring at himself in the hallway mirror. Again.

He wasn’t posing exactly—just adjusting the straps of his pink camisole, tucking a stray piece of hair behind his ear, lips still tingling from the latest coat of volumizing balm. But the way his hips angled in his new lounge shorts, the soft pout in his expression, the way his lashes fluttered when he blinked—it didn’t look like Zach. Not quite.

“You know,” Chloe said, leaning against the wall with her coffee in hand, “you’re kind of pretty.”

He blinked at her reflection. “Pretty?”

“Mm-hmm. Almost like… I don’t know. A very cute girl or something.”

Zach laughed, cheeks flushing, though his body buzzed at the compliment. “Shut up.”

“No, I mean it.” She took a step closer, lowering her voice into something sultry. “Let me do your makeup.”

“What?”

“Just for fun. You’re home all day, right?”

“Chloe…”

She grinned. “Come on. Don’t be scared. I’ve got all my stuff out already. I was going to film something for a brand collab, but you’d be way more fun to play with.”

He opened his mouth to protest again but hesitated.

Her voice had that purr she used when she wanted something, and Zach had never been good at denying her. Especially not when she stood that close, her hand already tugging him gently by the wrist toward her bedroom.

He let himself be led, heart pounding.

Her room was a soft chaos of mauve tones and gold accents, vanity lights glowing around the mirror like a movie star’s dressing room. Her makeup was spread out in a meticulous sprawl: palettes, brushes, tubes, and little glass pots labeled with elegant cursive names like Petal Kiss and Moonlit Glow.

“Sit.” Chloe nudged him into the velvet chair and tilted his chin up with two fingers. “Trust me.”

For a moment, he forgot how to breathe. When she stood between his knees. When her fingers brushed over his cheekbone with the lightest sweep.

She started with foundation, working it into his skin in smooth circles. The brush was soft, but her fingers when they smoothed out the edges near his eyes were warmer, more intimate. She hummed while she worked, leaning in close enough for him to smell her shampoo and the faint sweetness of her breath. Cherry bubblegum.

“You’ve got such good bone structure,” she murmured, more to herself than him. “Seriously. You could be a model with a little practice.”

Zach swallowed hard. “You think?”

“Oh yeah.” Her eyes sparkled. “Say ‘mmm’ for me.”

He hesitated, but her thumb was already brushing across his bottom lip. He parted them, and the sound slipped out.

“Mmm.”

Chloe grinned. “God, that’s cute. Now say ‘ahh.’”

“Ahh.”

She traced gloss along his lips. It was something sheer and wet-looking, a barely-there pink that made his mouth look swollen and kissable. The feeling of it set his nerves on fire. His nipples, still sensitive from the last dose of the supplement, stiffened under his T-shirt. He didn’t dare shift in the chair, didn’t want her to see how hard he was getting.

She moved on to his brows, brushing them up with a spoolie, then darkening them slightly. “Mm. Bold but clean. You’d look so good with a wig.”

He tried to laugh, but it came out breathy.

Chloe took her time with the eyes. Soft shimmer on the lids with a subtle flick at the corners. Then mascara was applied with painstaking care.

Each touch sent jolts down his spine.

He couldn’t remember the last time someone had touched him so tenderly. He didn’t even care what he looked like, he just wanted her to keep going. To keep touching him.

“You’re squirming,” she whispered.

“Am I?”

She leaned down, her face suddenly close. “Do you like this?”

His lips parted. “Maybe.”

Her fingers brushed down his throat, slow and teasing, then she stepped back with a wicked smile. “Let me show you.”

She grabbed her phone and angled it over his shoulder, switching to the front-facing camera. Zach’s breath caught.

He looked… like someone else.

His skin glowed. His lips looked soft and full, his lashes long and dark. The blush on his cheeks gave him a flushed, innocent look, and the gloss made him look like he’d just been kissed.

Or wanted to be.

“Wow…um…I don’t know what to say. It doesn’t even look like me,” he whispered.

“It does,” Chloe said, brushing a finger under his jaw. “It’s just a version of you no one’s seen before.”

His cock throbbed beneath the waistband of his pants.

He wanted to kiss her. He wanted her to kiss him. He wanted something. He didn’t even know what. Just more.

But Chloe only smirked and snapped another photo before setting her phone down. “Anyway,” she said, stretching her arms overhead, “I need to finish editing before my deadline. You can hang out if you want—but try not to fall in love with yourself.”

Zach laughed nervously, already backing toward the door.

“I should probably get out of your hair,” he muttered.

“Suit yourself.” She turned back to the vanity, totally unfazed. “Looks good on you, though.”

He left her room flushed, flustered, and hard.
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The fifth box was smaller than the others, but it carried more weight.

Zach closed the front door behind him, holding the package like it might bite. There was no label this time. Just the familiar blush-colored seal on the flap and a sweet, floral scent already leaking through the cardboard.

He didn’t open it right away. He waited until the apartment was quiet, Chloe’s car gone from the driveway, her laughter no longer echoing from the kitchen where she’d FaceTimed her friend that morning. He locked his bedroom door. Drew the blinds.

Then he opened the box.

Inside was a soft velvet pouch. A fine mist bottle with a pale pink label: Feminine Signature: Pheromone Mist. A sealed plastic tray containing a small black plug, the silicone shaped like a delicate teardrop. Its label read: Openness Begins Within. And folded between them, like the most innocent thing in the world, was a pair of lavender lace panties.

Zach stared at them for a long time. The lace was barely there. Soft and stretchy, with a satin bow at the front. The tag was handwritten: Wear this for you. Nobody has to know.

He sat on the bed, heartbeat loud in his ears.

What the hell was he doing?

Still, his hands moved on their own. They peeled off his pants, stepping out of his briefs, and slipping the panties up his thighs. They fit surprisingly well. They hugged him. Not in the aggressive way boxers did, but in a way that felt… delicate. Like he was being held.

His cock stiffened instantly, straining against the lace.

He reached for the mist and spritzed it once behind each ear, then a slow, sensual drag down his throat. The scent bloomed. Subtle but intoxicating. It smelled like desire. Like something soft and warm and feminine curling beneath the skin.

The plug was last.

Zach bit his lip, the cool silicone slick with lube, his body tightening at the anticipation. He’d never done this before. But the program’s soft commands echoed in his mind: Let yourself open. Let yourself feel. This is not for them. This is for you.

Reluctantly, he tugged the panties to the side. The insertion was slow. Careful. He guided it in with trembling hands, breath catching as the shape slipped past resistance and settled into place.

He moaned.

The sensation was strange. Deep. A pressure that didn’t hurt but didn’t feel neutral either. It lit something inside him. Something dormant. Something submissive.

He stood in front of the mirror.

His skin was flushed, his lips still faintly glossed from earlier. His lashes had darkened naturally over the last few days, his jawline looking softer without him doing anything at all. And now, with the panties tight over his hips and the plug inside him, he looked…

Shy and maybe a little bit helpless in the sexiest way.

He ran his hands over his thighs, up to his chest. His nipples ached under his camisole, the fabric whispering over them with every move. The pressure inside him pulsed with each breath, every step a reminder that something was there. He’d put it there. And he loved it.

The mirror became his favorite place. He shifted in front of it, turning sideways, arching his back, tilting his chin. The poses from the flashcards came back to him effortlessly. Openness. Invitation. Soft defiance.

He touched himself through the panties, cock aching against the lace, fingers trembling. He looked so needy. So pretty. So wet-eyed and desperate in the glass.

He came without even pulling them down. His orgasm rolled through him like a wave, deep and slow, thighs shaking as the plug inside him held him open.

After, he collapsed onto the bed, panting, panties sticky and damp, body warm with something more than sweat.

That night, he dreamed of Chloe like he sometimes did. But they were different this time.

He was still with Chloe, but he wasn’t chasing her. He wasn’t trying to prove anything. He was offering himself. Kneeling. Waiting.

She touched him slowly in the dream. Dragged her fingers across his chest. Over his belly. Down between his legs, where he was already open and aching.

“Cum for me,” she whispered.

And when she slid a dildo inside him, it didn’t feel wrong. It felt like worship. Like surrender. Like being more authentic than he’d ever been.

He woke up gasping, cock hard, plug still nestled deep inside him. He’d fallen asleep in the panties, still wearing the mist, body tingling with phantom touches he hadn’t received.

His sheets were soaked. So was his mind.
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Zach was still in bed when he heard the knock.

Three soft taps on his bedroom door, then Chloe’s voice, lilting and casual. “Hey. Got a sec?”

He froze.

His shirt was damp with heat. The lavender lace panties he shouldn’t have been wearing were snug and sticky against his skin. The plug was still inside him, a gentle pressure pulsing every time he shifted. He hadn’t expected her to still be home.

He scrambled to pull on a hoodie, tugging it low over his thighs before cracking the door.

Chloe leaned against the frame, arms crossed. Her eyes flicked down his body, then up again. They were too sharp, too knowing.

“I, um—what’s up?” he asked, voice strained.

She didn’t answer right away. Just tilted her head and lifted something into view: a pale pink card with soft silver lettering. His stomach dropped.

Feel what she feels. Become who she sees.

The tagline from the Eunoia Experience.

“I didn’t mean to snoop,” she said. “One of your little boxes got left open on the kitchen table.” She smiled. “You really want to know how women feel, huh?”

Zach’s heart pounded. “I—it’s just a thing I was trying. I thought maybe it would help me… understand better. Be a better guy, or—”

She took a step closer.

“You’ve been a very interesting guy lately.”

Her eyes trailed over him again. The flushed skin above his collar. The way his legs pressed tightly together. He was sure she could smell the mist on him.

“You’ve been glowing. Floating around the apartment like you’ve got a secret.” She leaned in, her lips almost brushing his ear. “Wearing those pretty little things when you think I’m not looking.”

Zach’s knees nearly gave out.

“I didn’t mean for you to find out—”

Chloe tsked, grabbing a handful of hoodie and tugging it up just an inch. Her fingers brushed the lace waistband underneath.

“Oh, baby. I already knew.”

Heat flooded his face. His whole body buzzed.

She stepped into his room and closed the door behind her. One slow push of her hand and Zach was walking backward until his knees hit the bed.

“Sit.”

He obeyed.

She crouched in front of him, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, not quite touching anything important—but close enough that his cock twitched beneath the lace.

“You signed up to feel what women feel,” she murmured, nails grazing upward. “So tell me. What do you feel now?”

He shivered. “Turned on.”

Her brow lifted.

Every nerve in his body lit up. Humiliation and arousal tangled together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He swallowed.

She bit her bottom lip, pleased. “And what turns you on now?”

He hesitated. The words burned in his throat.

Chloe's fingers slipped between his thighs, pressing the lace against him.

“Is it this?” she whispered, brushing her fingers just under the hoodie. “Wearing these pretty little things for me? Being dressed up like a treat and hoping I’ll unwrap you?”

Zach whimpered. God, yes, he thought.

“You’re not just learning how women feel,” she said, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “You’re craving how we feel. I can help you, if you want me to.”

He nodded, breath shallow.

She dragged her nails along the waistband of his panties, then leaned in close, her breath hot against his cheek.

“You’re so fucking sexy right now, Zach.”

His name in her mouth made him twitch. The praise, the power in her voice filled him with something terrifying but addictive.

“There’s all kinds of things I’d like to do to you.”

His whole body trembled.

“And one day,” she whispered, tongue brushing the shell of his ear, “you’ll beg me for them.”

Zach gasped.

Then she pulled away. Just like that. No kiss, no touch, no relief. But she glanced back with a wicked smile.

“But don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll make sure you feel good.”

And then she was gone, leaving Zach at the door panting, leaking, desperate, and more aroused than he’d ever been in his life.
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Later that day, she invited him into her room. He was nervous but eager all the same.

“Come here. Let’s start with your makeup. You remember last time?” He nodded and sat down, letting her get to work. “You're not Zach anymore,” Chloe said, drawing a line of pink gloss across his bottom lip. “Not when you're all dolled up like this. But what will we name you?”

He sat perfectly still, his breathing shallow, heart thudding behind his ribcage like it wanted out. The room smelled like the faint sweetness of Chloe’s vanilla body mist. A haze of arousal pulsed behind his temples.

Chloe stepped back to admire her work. “You're Zoe now.”

Zach—no, Zoe—blinked at her reflection in the vanity mirror. He hardly recognized himself. The girl staring back had soft, flushed skin, longer lashes, a dusting of blush high on her cheeks, and lips so pouty they looked swollen from kissing.

Chloe laid an outfit out like a ritual offering. Each piece had been chosen with care. A matching set of pastel lingerie. Nude tights. The bra was padded with delicate embroidery along the cups. A lavender dress that looked impossibly short. A honey-brown wig in soft waves. And at the end of the bed, a pair of beige kitten heels.

Zach stared at it, pulse thudding.

“Strip,” she said without room for argument.

He hesitated only a second. Then he obeyed.

His hoodie hit the floor. His pants followed. Chloe raised a brow when she saw what was underneath: lace panties, clinging damp to his skin.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Heat rushed to his face.

She moved slowly, deliberately, slipping the panties down his thighs and tossing them aside. She paused for a moment to stare at his cock, but she didn’t touch it. “Fresh ones,” she said, lifting the new pair of panties. Lavender lace, soft and sheer. “Hold still.”

Zach stood motionless while Chloe knelt and slid them up his legs. Her fingers were warm, steady, almost clinical—until they weren’t. When the fabric cupped his cock, she gave it a subtle press, and he gasped.

“Sensitive, aren’t we?” she teased.

His answer was a sharp inhale.

Next came the tights. The silky nylon glided over his calves, his thighs, encasing him in a smooth second skin. Chloe guided them carefully, smoothing out every wrinkle, her palms hot against his legs. He felt ridiculous and overwhelmingly turned on.

“You should see your face,” she whispered, adjusting the waistband. “You look like you’re about to come just from getting dressed.”

“I’m not,” he said, voice shaky.

“No? Let’s see how you do with this, then.”

She reached for the bra. The cups were lightly padded, trimmed in a tiny scalloped lace that tickled his fingers when he held it. Chloe stepped behind him and slid the straps over his arms, then fastened it around his back with a practiced touch.

“You’d be surprised how many girls never learn to hook these right,” she said near his ear.

He could feel the weight on his chest, the curve it gave him in the mirror. The way the straps hugged his shoulders. A shiver ran through him.

Then came the dress.

She slipped it over his head and adjusted it, tugging the hem down so it skimmed just beneath his ass. The fabric was light and clingy, hugging his new shape in all the wrong—or right—ways. His cock twitched in its satin prison, the plug still inside him pulsing with every tiny movement.

Chloe stepped back and let her eyes drag over him slowly.

“Mm. We’re not done yet.”

He watched as she crossed the room to retrieve the wig. “Tilt your head,” she said. He obeyed.

The wig settled over his scalp, warm and snug. Chloe ran a brush through the soft curls, arranging them over his shoulders like he was her own personal doll.

By the time she picked up the heels, Zach was already trembling.

“They’re not too high,” she said. “But you’re going to walk for me. Got it?”

He nodded, heart pounding.

She crouched again, slipping the shoes onto his feet one at a time, buckling the delicate straps at his ankles. The pressure of the heels lifted him, shifted his weight forward, and made his hips sway naturally as he tried to balance.

When he finally stood straight, fully dressed, the mirror showed someone he almost didn’t recognize.

Curved hips and bare thighs beneath a lavender dress. Zach didn’t know if he should feel ashamed. But the arousal pushing against his panties said everything.

Chloe smiled. “I know. You’re finally starting to see it.”

He had. And it scared him.

Not because he hated it, but because he loved it. Because every day, it was getting harder to remember what he used to look like. The supplements made his skin impossibly smooth, almost poreless. His nipples stayed sensitive all the time, and lately, they even looked different—rounder, puffier under his shirts. His waist was narrowing. His thighs were softer. The person he saw in the mirror no longer looked like a man pretending.

It looked like a girl becoming.

And Chloe had taken full control of his “training.”

“Now walk to the end of the room and back. Show me you can walk like a sexy girl.”

He lifted his chin and walked, one foot directly in front of the other. Shoulders back. Hips tilted just so. It wasn’t perfect, but it was getting easier. Natural, even.

Chloe watched, arms crossed beneath her chest, eyes dark with something between amusement and hunger.

“Good. Now say hello like a sweet girl who’s dying to be touched.”

Zoe paused, face warm. “H-hi,” he whispered.

Chloe tsked. “Again. From the top. Breathe, and let it come from here.” She touched the center of his chest, fingers warm against the fabric. “Pretend I’m the one you’re trying to seduce.”

Zoe tried again. “Hi.”

Softer. Breathier. This time, it worked.

Chloe’s smile returned. She crossed the room, circling him like a predator sizing up her prey.

“You really are getting prettier by the day,” she murmured, running a finger down the side of his neck. “Your voice. Your posture. And this…” Her hand slipped behind him, cupping the soft curve of his ass. “You’re filling out nicely.”

He shivered.

She leaned in, breath hot against his ear. “Now let me see you beg.”

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” Chloe stepped back, folding her arms. “Beg me. Like the needy little thing you are.”

His face went red. He didn’t know what words to use. What she wanted to hear. But his cock—tucked between his thighs, leaking into the panties—knew exactly what it wanted.

“Please,” he whispered.

“Not enough.”

“Please, Chloe…”

“No.” Her voice was firm. “Not yet.”

His knees almost buckled. He nodded, eyes wide.

“Please, Chloe… please touch me. I want—” He faltered, voice cracking. “I need it. I need you.” And it was the truth. He’d wanted Chloe for as long as he could remember, but he never imagined submitting to her like this.

Chloe closed the distance in a heartbeat.

She didn’t kiss him. Didn’t undress him. She just pushed him gently onto the bed, climbed on top, and slid her hand between his legs, cupping the soaked, straining heat through the lace. He gasped, hips jerking upward.

“So hard for me,” she whispered. “So easy.”

He moaned, head falling back. Chloe didn’t stroke him, just held him there. Teased him. Fingers brushing in slow, maddening circles that kept him on edge, trembling, desperate.

She leaned down, pressing her lips to his ear.

“Good girls ask nicely.”

“Please,” he begged again. “Please, Chloe… make me—”

Her fingers gripped harder.

He came with a gasp, whole body arching, the orgasm crashing through him like a wave. He stayed hard the whole time, twitching against her palm, helpless beneath her touch.

When it was over, he collapsed against the pillows, flushed and breathless.

Chloe stroked his hair back from his face. “You actually looked like a girl when you came,” she said softly. “Like this is exactly what you’re meant to be.”

He didn’t respond. He simply nodded, breath still shallow, body humming with afterglow.
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‘Zoe’ was still flushed from the night before when her phone buzzed. Her voice was a little hoarse from the soft, needy gasps Chloe had pulled out of her.

A notification from The Eunoia Experience.

Final Phase Unlocked. Prepare to embody what you’ve become.

She stared at it, breath held. Then came the chime at the door.

A new box. Sleek. White. No label beyond a simple embossed symbol she now recognized as the program’s: a hollow circle nestled inside a tilted heart. She carried it to her room like it was sacred.

Chloe peeked her head in a few minutes later, already dressed in a soft gray crop top and pleated tennis skirt, her makeup barely-there and devastatingly pretty.

“Another one?” she asked, smiling.

Zoe nodded slowly.

“What’s inside?”

Zoe opened the lid with trembling fingers. Inside, wrapped in pastel tissue, were two things:

A second-skin bodysuit in a pale nude. It was high cut, seamless, and impossibly soft to the touch.

And nestled beside it… a pair of synthetic breasts. Not cartoonish or fake-looking. They were warm-toned, full, and delicately weighted, with nipples the exact shade of Chloe’s lip gloss.

Zoe’s mouth went dry.

Chloe stepped closer, gaze darkening. “Try them on,” she said softly.

Zoe looked at her. “You want to watch?”

“Of course I do.” She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Zoe swallowed. Her hands moved to the hem of her dress.

She undressed slowly. The dress came off first, then the padded bra, then the panties and tights. Her body underneath was leaner now, her waist visibly smaller, thighs smoother. The softening effects of the program weren’t subtle anymore. Her chest had the faintest swell, and her ass curved in a way that no guy’s ever did. Her skin shimmered faintly, poreless and flushed, always slightly sensitive from the serums.

She slid the bodysuit up her legs, and it hugged her like it was sewn directly onto her. The material clung to her hips and waist, tugging everything tight and lifted. It framed her chest like it was built to hold the weight of what came next.

Chloe handed her the breasts with both hands, like an offering.

Zoe pressed them to her chest. They adhered like skin, molding instantly to her body. Her breath hitched at the sensation—warmth and pressure and weight, grounding her in her new shape. Her reflection caught her eye, and her knees nearly buckled.

She looked complete.

Not a boy pretending.

A girl kneeling on the edge of womanhood, flushed and aroused and seen.

Chloe stepped behind her, brushing Zoe’s long wig back over her shoulder. “You’re stunning,” she whispered. “Even your eyes look different now. Softer.”

Zoe didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Every inch of her buzzed. Her cock stayed tucked, her thighs tight together, but her whole body radiated arousal. Deep and feminine and overwhelming. She didn’t even feel like she had a cock anymore. Just an ache. A need. A desire to be touched, praised, used.

Chloe walked around to face her, taking in the full effect.

“Is this who you are now?” she asked, voice unreadable.

Zoe’s chest rose and fell. “I want to be what you want.”

Chloe smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she stepped closer, slowly, like a lion closing in on something already caught.

“Then kneel,” she said. “And show me.”

Zoe sank to her knees, the bodysuit stretching across her thighs. Chloe’s bare legs stood inches from her face, smooth and lightly scented. She lifted her skirt.

Just a soft breath as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and tugged them down.

Zoe hesitated only a second. Then she leaned in and pressed her mouth between Chloe’s thighs.

Chloe gasped above her, fingers tangling in Zoe’s hair, fisting it, holding her in place as her hips rolled forward.

Zoe licked eagerly, letting instinct and need guide her. Her tongue explored every slick, warm inch, tasting Chloe’s arousal, feeling it flood her mouth. Chloe rocked gently against her face, murmuring praise and breathless curses.

“Just like that… fuck, baby…”

Zoe moaned into her, desperate to please. Her jaw ached, her knees burned on the hardwood, but none of it mattered. All she cared about was Chloe’s pleasure. Her approval.

Her orgasm came fast. Chloe’s thighs trembled, and her voice broke as she came with a low, raw groan, rocking against Zoe’s mouth until she finally pulled back.

She looked down at Zoe. Her lip-gloss was smeared. Chloe grinned.

“You’re look perfect on your knees like that.”

Zoe’s lips were still slick with the taste of Chloe’s orgasm, her body humming, thighs aching from the effort. Her mouth was wet. Her breath shallow. She didn’t look up—not until Chloe gently cupped her chin and tilted her face upward.

“You did so well,” Chloe said, her voice low and molten. “But we’re not done yet.”

Zoe swallowed hard.

Chloe extended a hand. Zoe took it.

She was pulled up to her feet, her knees unsteady beneath her. The bodysuit still clung tight to her softening, feminizing curves. Her breasts felt heavy on her chest, the synthetic skin warm from her body heat. The sensation of being filled out, molded, displayed—it was overwhelming, but she didn’t want it to stop.

Chloe didn’t speak again. She led Zoe silently down the hallway, one hand gripping her wrist. They crossed the threshold into Chloe’s room. Chloe closed the door behind them with a quiet click.

Zoe stood in the center of the room, breath held.

Chloe circled her once slowly, like she was inspecting her creation. Her fingers brushed the seam of the bodysuit, following the curve of Zoe’s waist, then dipping lightly across the lower back. Zoe shivered.

“Turn around,” Chloe said softly.

Zoe obeyed.

She felt Chloe step in closer, the heat of her body radiating behind her. Then came the sound—sharp and quick.

Rrrip.

The bodysuit split open just above her ass, a jagged tear across the seam Chloe had found. Cool air hit her newly exposed skin. Her breath caught.

Chloe’s hand slid over the curve of her bare cheek, caressing with pressure that felt possessive.

“You don’t need this part anymore,” Chloe murmured. “Because I have a surprise for you.”

Zoe whimpered.

“Bend over the bed.”

Her knees hit the edge of the mattress. She bent forward slowly, the heels she wore anchoring her in place, ass now fully bared through the torn back of the bodysuit. She felt exposed. Humiliated. Seen.

And her cock—tucked away, squeezed tight beneath her—pulsed against the fabric, desperate for attention.

Behind her, Chloe moved across the room.

She heard the sound of a drawer sliding open followed by the quiet pop of a silicone cap being unscrewed. Slick lube was poured onto rubber. Every sound sent a ripple through Zoe's body. She was vibrating with anticipation, muscles tense with the effort of holding still.

She was bent over, legs slightly parted, exposed through the torn bodysuit like an offering.

She didn’t know what Chloe had chosen.

She didn’t care.

She wanted it all.

Chloe lingered behind her, just out of sight. Zoe could feel her gaze on her, like a hand of its own, sliding down her back, pausing on her ass. A long breath passed behind her, and then she felt fingertips. Just two.

Chloe dragged them down the line of her spine. Goosebumps bloomed across Zoe’s arms. Her breath hitched.

“You’ve changed so much,” Chloe said, her voice velvet-soft but steady. “Your skin’s like satin now. Your waist’s tighter. Your scent’s sweeter. The program worked…”

A pause. A step closer.

“But now it’s my turn.”

Zoe shuddered.

Chloe pressed a kiss between her shoulder blades. Gentle, warm, almost tender. Then the tip of something cool and slick kissed her entrance. It didn’t prod. It just rested there, teasing her, making her clench instinctively.

Then the pressure began.

Zoe gasped as the toy slipped inside, slow but relentless, stretching her open until it left her breathless. It was bigger than she expected. She braced herself on her elbows as her thighs trembled.

It wasn’t just the sensation—it was what it symbolized.

She was being filled. Owned. Transformed from the inside out.

Chloe gave her a moment to breathe before drawing back and pressing forward again. Long, measured strokes. Each push was deeper. Each withdrawal slower, wetter, slick with lube and Zoe’s growing need.

“That’s it,” Chloe whispered behind her. “Let me in.”

Zoe whimpered, the plug of the toy grazing something inside her that made her hips jolt. Her cock strained beneath the bodysuit, confined, untouched, but fully hard.

Chloe curled the toy ever so slightly, and Zoe choked on a moan.

“You’re so tight, baby,” Chloe purred. “You need this, don’t you?”

Zoe nodded frantically, her cheeks flushed, her mouth open and useless.

“Say it.”

“I… I need it. I love it. I love when you—when you use me like this.”

Chloe chuckled, low and pleased. “Good girl.”

She twisted the toy just enough to make Zoe cry out again.

“You’re so hard,” Chloe said, amusement thick in her voice. “Can’t even touch your cock and you’re leaking like a slut in heat.”

Zoe moaned, humiliated, aroused beyond reason. Her synthetic breasts bounced with every thrust, sensitive where the edges adhered to her skin, nipples brushing the bodysuit. She felt so full. So helpless. So real.

Chloe picked up speed, her rhythm unrelenting now. The toy pounded into her with a force that made Zoe’s legs shake. She grabbed fistfuls of the blanket, panting, moaning, unable to form words.

Chloe leaned in close again.

“You’re going to come just like this, aren’t you?” she whispered. “From being fucked. From being filled. No hands. No cock. Just me.”

Zoe let out a broken whimper. Her whole body was electric.

The climax built faster than she could brace for. Her toes curled in the heels. Her thighs clamped down, uselessly trying to resist what her body craved more than air.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning—sharp, helpless, drawn out in a series of desperate, quivering pulses. She came inside the bodysuit, hot and wet, the tight fabric trapping every spurt as her whole body convulsed.

But Chloe didn’t stop.

She slowed, but kept moving, gently now, working her through it. Drawing it out. Letting the overstimulation keep her gasping, trembling, wrecked.

Zoe collapsed forward onto the bed, still bent, still filled.

Chloe pulled the toy free with care, a wet sound that made Zoe whimper.

Then Chloe leaned down, brushing the soaked curls of the wig from Zoe’s neck, and pressed a kiss to the slick skin just above her spine.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered.

And this time, Zoe didn’t nod.

She whispered back.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Zoe’s thighs were slick. Her bodysuit clung damply to her body, stretched and torn, the inside sticky with release. She lay on her stomach, her synthetic breasts pressed into the sheets, her arms limp at her sides. Spent. Satisfied. Fully undone.

She hadn’t even noticed Chloe move until she felt the soft tug of the wig being removed from her scalp. Then fingers combing through her damp, sweaty hair. Not rushed. Not teasing. Just gentle.

“You okay?” Chloe’s voice was softer now, stripped of dominance. Real.

Zoe nodded into the mattress.

Chloe’s hands slid under her arms and rolled her gently onto her back. The bodysuit was peeled halfway down, the ruined back gaping open, her flushed, spent cock still twitching against her thigh.

She felt exposed.

But she didn’t feel ashamed.

Chloe knelt beside her, eyes scanning her face, then her chest, her thighs, as if checking for signs of too much.

“Talk to me,” she said, brushing a thumb across Zoe’s cheek.

“I…” Zoe’s voice cracked. “I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

Chloe’s smile was small but warm. “You’re mine.”

Zoe blinked. Her chest ached, but not in a bad way. More like something had broken open in her, something she didn’t realize she’d been holding together with masculine denial and half-hearted attempts at dating women who never really saw her.

And Chloe… Chloe was seeing her now.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she murmured. “Every time I see you, you’ve softened a little more. Not just your skin. Your energy. Your voice. The way you look at me.”

Zoe flushed, looking away.

Chloe chuckled. “Still shy?”

Zoe gave a half smile. “A little bit. This is all just so new.”

“I know,” Chloe said, running her hands along Zoe’s sides. “But maybe this is who you’re meant to be.”

Zoe’s breath hitched. She didn’t feel like she needed to prove anything anymore. Not her masculinity. Not her toughness. Not her clueless attempts at knowing what women wanted.

She had become it.

And she had never felt more desired.
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MEANT TO BE A GIRL


My heart raced—pounded—in my chest, as I grabbed them in my hand; so soft, silky and smooth. They had a cool texture as they slid between my now balmy fingers. It was green—dark green—like the color of the forest, with golden knitting along the edges of the leg holes and the band; they seemed like panties made for some sort of medieval princess or faery. I guess that didn’t help my excitement, imagining them fit snugly along the slender, tight waist of some sexy forest fairy girl. And all the more exciting was imagining myself as that sexy fairy girl. I bit my lips and looked over my shoulder, as if I thought somebody might burst through the bedroom door and catch me.

Still, my sister’s friend was only supposed to be gone until Saturday evening. It was Saturday afternoon, already, and because I’d failed to act on my newfound little fetish sooner, I was even more worried about being caught that I would have been if I’d simply given in the day before, or perhaps the day before that.

But I was scared shitless, to be quite honest. My brother had entrusted me with the key to his girlfriend’s apartment so that I could come over and feed his girlfriend’s cat while they were out of town at the beach; he hadn’t given me a key to her home so I could sneak about and try on her underwear. But how could I resist? It didn’t help that I’d already thought Tobi was the hottest girl I’d ever seen; just my luck that Steven had found her first, and that he was, well, her age, unlike me. I was still eighteen, while Tobi and Steven were both college seniors—five years ahead of me.

I suppose it only made the panties seem all the more coveted to me; the fact that they’d been fit snugly around the wait, butt and mound of a gorgeous college co-ed; the same girl I’d fantasized about a few times while jerking off.

But now, I’d been given a key to her apartment. Of course, my brother, suspecting I was the very sort of person I thought I’d hid well enough from him, quickly said to me as he gave me the key, “No funny business or poking around at her things. I know you have the hots for her so I hid a webcam in her apartment somewhere and I’ll be checking in on it to make sure you aren’t fucking around.”

The revelation had both petrified and disappointed me. I’d expected to have free, unwatched reign of Tobi’s apartment while she and Steven were out of town.

Luckily, I’d been able to find an app that was supposed to tell you if there were any wireless devices like webcams in the home that you didn’t know about. I’d seen it on one of those prime-time television exposes about people who’d rented vacation homes and got caught having sex or whatever else. After a quick scan, I realized that my brother was bluffing. I’d wondered as much, since my jock of a brother wasn’t exactly tech-savvy. This was the same guy who asked me how to download more RAM for his computer. Of course, I would have given a lot to trade places with Steven. I was just some lanky, nerdy, skinny teen, after all. I wasn’t ugly, thankfully. I had soft features and a smooth complexion—but everything was a little too soft and pretty, leaving me more effeminate than I wanted to be, especially in the face of girls like Tobi, who loved jocks like my brother. I saw the way she and her friends gushed over him while he’d started as quarterback during the college football games. She’d bite her lip and grin, shaking her head, as if to think, just wait until I get him alone, I’m going to let him do the dirtiest fucking things to me.

She was one of those blonde girl-next-door types, but she had the ability to be the sexiest girl you’d ever seen. I guess having the most perfect little figure to sink into her tight; hip-hugging jeans didn’t hurt.

But Tobi was always going to be for guys like Steven. I’d accepted it. Meanwhile, the girls for guys like me were, well, nonexistent as far as I knew. What girl wanted a skinny, nerdy guy like me with messy, shoulder length dirty-blonde hair, glasses, a four-inch dick and equally small balls? I didn’t know how Steven was the exact opposite of me, but he was. Sometimes I was certain one of us must have been adopted. I’d seen him naked, after all—we’d each seen the other naked, as brothers sometimes do. He was hung—probably eight inches and thick, too. Now, I hadn’t seen him hard on purpose—that was more so due to accidentally catching him masturbating a couple of times; he didn’t see me, so I don’t think he ever knew that I knew just how massive his dick was. And, as far as I knew, he’d never seen me hard, either. I was shocked at how big he was considering that, when he was small, he wasn’t much bigger than me; a revelation that left me wondering just what the fuck had gone wrong with my body that I didn’t get as big when hard.

I knew that if he’d ever seen how small I was, he would have given me endless shit about it, though; this was more or less the first clue that I was in the clear. Of course, he had to know I was a virgin and he’d been kind enough to not fuck with me over it. Granted, he’d been at college for the entirety of my high-school years, so maybe he told himself I’d had a girlfriend he hadn’t known about. Whatever the case, my virginity was a safely kept secret. That was good, because I’d come to accept the fact that I was going to be a virgin for a while.

Just as soon as I’d accepted my indefinite virginity, I’d realize a strange new fetish forming deep in my body. It started when I was watching some video on my laptop. Normally, I just watch the normal porno videos on the million streaming websites available. To be honest, my tastes have always been pretty vanilla. Well, they were until I watched this video. It was a guy and a girl, and though the sex was normal and straight, he’d decided to—after taking her panties off her legs—wear them himself. He pulled his massive dick through the leg-hole of them and proceeded to fuck his girlfriend while he wore them; she giggled all the while, until her laughed turned into a struggle to accommodate his thick dick.

The sight of the male porn-star in panties made me harder than anything in my entire life. I didn’t grow up with any sisters, so I guess the idea of wearing panties never found its way to me before. I was a bit conflicted, though. My dick was swollen and hard as a rock upon seeing the guy wearing the panties. There was something about seeing the massive bulge inside the girl’s tiny, lavender panties that made me ooze pre-cum in my boxers; the way his big, hard dick pushed the panties out away from his body, leaving a gap between the band of the panties and his abs, made me weak.

It was only a week later when my brother had told me about my assumed duty of feeding Tobi’s cat. Of course, it didn’t strike me immediately. I’d been feeding Tobi’s cat for three of the four days before I realized that I suddenly had access to, not only a girl’s panty stash, but the panty stash of a super-attractive girl; a girl I already had sexual attraction for. When I’d realized this, it was past midnight after I’d watched another panty-wearing porn video; I’d been on a binge that week ever since realizing it turned me on so deeply. So, it was far too late to head over to Tobi’s.

I tossed and turned all night. When morning came, I finally headed over and found myself in her apartment, ready to do the deed. But, I was still worried somebody was going to come home and discover me. I planned to stay in the bedroom—maybe lock it, too, just in case (not that Steven wouldn’t kick my ass if he heard that I’d been in Tobi’s room with the door locked, regardless of what they thought I was doing in there). But an urge to strut about the entire apartment in Tobi’s panties struck me; it was too great to deny. I not only wanted to feel her panties around my body, I wanted to skimp around the apartment in them, just as if I was her.

But the time was ticking, and my paranoia growing, so I finally clutched the panties in my hand and knew I was going to do it. I unzipped my jeans and tugged them down my body, following with my boxers. The idea of being naked in Tobi’s bedroom already set my cock swelling from its flaccid state. And when I brought the dark-green thong down and rubbed the bunched panty against the top of my cock and cock-head, I immediately surged into full stiffness.

I wanted to take my time—to enjoy the cool, silky fabric against my cock for a moment. I wanted simply rubbing her panties on my dick to be enough, but it wasn’t. What I wanted was to wear them. I wanted to wear them and look just as pretty as she did. I had the closet-door mirror angled and ready, too. So, without further hesitation, I bent over and slid the thong up my legs.

“Fuck,” I breathed, as the panties came up my body and tightened as they neared my hips. It was good fortune that Tobi was more or less the same size as me. Normally, the realization would fuck with me; that I was the same exact size as a college girl—so much so that I could wear her clothes. But it only left me excited for the possibilities, now. Halfway up my legs, the act of wearing Tobi’s panties had already exhilarated me so much that I wondered if I could get away with stealing any of her panties for myself—any that maybe she never wore and wouldn’t even notice was missing.

But, since I’d never had the luxury of seeing her in her panties, I had no idea which ones she favored. I only picked the forest-style thong because they were the first pair I saw sitting in her closet. Of course, I also picked them because I already had a bit of a fairy fetish, and the theme certainly didn’t hurt if I was going to go ahead and tick all the boxes of my sexual fantasies!

I brought the thong up my body and settled it around my waist. Even with my prick being fully stiff and pointed upward, it only formed a small tent inside the nice, tight thong. I looked down and saw the opening in the thong because my stubborn cock pushed them out from my body. “Fuck,” I exhaled, walking over to the standing mirror. My legs were so weak I could barely stand from the pleasure, as I saw myself in the mirror—tight and slender and wearing Tobi’s thong.

I turned around and bent over, looking at the tiny thong string that ran between my ass-cheeks and barely covered my bald, pink butthole. My tight, round butt looked incredible in the thong, and I couldn’t stop looking at my asshole peeking through behind the little, dark-green strip of silky fabric. I never wanted to take them off. I strut about in front of the mirror and giggled like a girl—like Tobi—and even raised my voice pitch to sound like a girl. I couldn’t help it. I felt so fucking pretty, for the first time in my life. I suddenly knew exactly what it felt like to be a girl like Tobi and I never wanted to go back from that moment.

I knew it was wrong, and I knew I was probably going to get caught, but I so badly wanted to keep them. After all, there was never going to be any way that Steven or Tobi could prove that I stole her thong. For all she knew the thong disappeared in the washer or the dryer. I’d overheard her once or twice complain to Steven about losing her favorite socks or favorite leggings, to which Steven would always suggest jokingly they were lost in some parallel universe. Tobi, of course, never found this funny, or believable. So I guess it’s a good thing she eventually would find the clothing she’d lost and forget all about it. After the first item or two, she’d been frantic, but eventually, she seemed to have a certain Zen about losing things—knowing that eventually they would turn up.

It was that Zen attitude that I was banking on to let me get away with my little panty heist. She could just assume she lost them in the wash and after several weeks, maybe she would forget all about them. It seemed like a good enough plan; good enough for a horny, eighteen year-old boy like me, who was now wearing her panties and never wanted to take them off for anything in the world.

I was already thinking about how I was going to wash them from time to time, given that if my parents and my brothers ever found my thong in the washer or dryer they would no doubt have some questions. And simply telling them that they were my “secret” girlfriend’s panties that I’d snuck over one evening was not going to cut it—certainly not with my mom, who would be just as livid with this excuse.

I didn’t know what I was going to do, but I knew I would figure something out. I was going to keep the panties. I turned about in the mirror a few more times and looked at myself. I knew I should do something about the painfully stiff cock in my new thong—the painfully stiff cock that was oozing pre-cum. Who knew if pre-cum stained thongs permanently; I certainly didn’t. I didn’t even know what the fabric was, save that it was satiny. I ran my hand over my cock, but ran it on the outside of my panties. I wanted to feel the cool fabric against the underside of my cock. I’d only experimented a couple of times teasing my asshole, but in the sexy little thong, I wanted desperately to tease it then. I bent over and pulled the band to the side and caressed my asshole. As I did this, I could see the rounded bulge of my ball sack between my thighs as it sat snug inside the green satin panties.

I licked my finger and slid it down over my asshole, teasing it. I felt the sensitive tickle on the tight, pink hole, and bit my lip as I pressed against it. “Fuck,” I groaned, as I broke open around my finger and I dipped just inside the tight opening. My cock pushed another bead of pre-cum out against the thong and I moaned softly. It only took a moment before I thought to sit on the floor before the mirror, spread eagle and finger myself this way. I did this, sitting back against the side of Tobi’s bed, as I watched myself in the mirror, fingering myself and rubbing my cock over the panties.

I knew it wasn’t going to take long before I came doing this. I’d discovered recently that massaging just inside my ass while I touched myself only made me cum harder and sooner. I bit my lip hard as my jaw tightened and my dark-brown eyes tightened. “Fuck,” I moaned, as the pressure built. I knew that if I kept rubbing myself like this I was going to cum in my new panties. But I couldn’t help it, either. It was the act of masturbating my cock while it was inside the panties that made me want to cum so badly! I had already resigned to thinking of stealing a second pair after I dirtied this first pair, because my orgasm was now all but certain.

I chewed my lip and groaned at the top of my lungs. My legs—long and tight—started to tremble—as the pleasure built up in the base of my cock and left my balls, which sat snugly inside the green thong, aching to explode with sperm.

“I’m going to cum so hard,” I gasped.

“No you’re not,” a girl’s voice then said.

All the blood drained from my face, and my cock, in that very moment. I snapped my head toward the bedroom door, but really, I didn’t want to look. If I didn’t look, surely it wouldn’t be real, right? I hoped more than anything that it was a figment of my imagination, or maybe my worst fears. But I hoped that I didn’t actually hear a girl’s voice calling me from the door frame.

But as I looked over, my worst fears had come true. It was not Tobi, so perhaps it was not my worst fear, but it was a near-second. I recognized the tall, lithe redheaded girl as one of Tobi’s best friends, Jasmin. The girl’s bright, emerald eyes were as wide as stones then as they looked over toward me. I would have been mostly hidden from her view as I did my dirty act, but the mirror’s reflection had given all of me away—I’d been spread eagle and fingering myself, leaving my most private areas completely exposed to the girl. How could I have been so foolish, I wondered. Of course, I knew it was the mesmerizing arousal that Tobi’s thong had gifted—and cursed— me with.

Jasmin had a sort of coolness to her demeanor. She had a soft, guarded grin over her tight, pink lips. She tossed her long, red bangs to the side, tucking a bit behind her ear as she crossed her arms and started into the room. I, meanwhile, clasped my legs together in a futile effort to hide my intimate areas—areas that Jasmin had undoubtedly seen plenty of by this point. There was little doubt that the girl had likely seen me from the door, had been in complete shock, and her most conniving nature came out and she conspired to make me feel like an utter fool. She’d seen me, and though I could have—should have—seen her in the reflection, I was far too busy looking at my ass inside Tobi’s delightful panties to notice even her.

Jasmin’s tiny, white shirt stopped just above her navel, leaving her pale, milky-smooth and tight midriff exposed, as well as a belly-button piercing that matched her green eyes. She had a pair of tight jeans that slid down over her lips and her tall, slender thighs, contrasting the fact that her breasts were full and dominating in the small shirt.

Her mischievous grin did not fade as she neared me; it only grew wider and more indulged. She shook her head and finally said, “Well, well, well; what are you doing, here?”

“It’s none of your business—go away!” I cried, nearly teary-eyed.

“Well, it’s not your room, so it’s not really your business, either,” Jasmin shot back. “I know those panties, and they aren’t yours,” she said, licking her lips. “So, what are you doing wearing them?” I could tell she was trying hard not to bowl forward and burst into laughter. She must’ve thought me a complete imbecile. It was humiliating enough to be caught by such an attractive girl—a twenty year-old girl at that—but to have her dangle me like a cat torturing a mouse before it kills it, was more than I could handle.

“I was just… I was going to…” I started, but stumbled in the fact that nothing—no explanation whatsoever—could possibly cover my ass in this moment. I was wearing girl’s panties and masturbating—fingering my ass, even—while I was wearing them. She had seen everything. I was completely at her mercy, as much as deep-down I fumed at her for having caught me in such a terrible situation.

I didn’t know Jasmin that well. I had only met her once before. But the way that she’d spoke about her boyfriend’s small penis to Tobi—the two girls giggling as she compared it to a French fry which she then bit it dramatically with her teeth—told me enough about her to be wary. I knew Jasmin was a vindictive girl; the only time she’d acknowledged me during the entire afternoon I tagged along with her, Tobi and Steven, was to comment on my jeans, and how they ‘looked more girl’ than hers. She then proceeded to ask me if I bought my clothes from the girl’s department at the store; an insult which, to my surprise, prompted Steven to confront her over it.

And now, she was standing over me, while I saw on the floor red-faced and humiliated. She was the last person I wanted to have caught me. I then realized that it was not Tobi or even Steven who I feared catching me the most in that moment—it was Jasmin. But the idea of her finding me seemed so outrageous; there was no need to worry about being caught by her.

“Why are you here?” I asked her fiercely.

“Well, Tobi didn’t know if she could really trust you, so she asked me to come over and check on her cat, to make sure you’d been doing a good job,” Jasmin explained. “The cat looks fine, but you on the other hand? I see what you’ve been up to the whole time Tobi was gone,” the redhead said, laughing wildly.

“Stop it! Stop!” I protested, standing up.

“Hey, who said you could stand up? Get your butt back down on the carpet,” Jasmin snapped.

“You can’t tell me what to do,” I protested.

Jasmin winced as she heard this, but quickly started laughing once more when she saw the tiny tent in my thong—a dead giveaway to my dick size, no doubt. The last thing I needed was for Jasmin the self-proclaimed ‘size queen’ to see how small I was, on top of everything else.

But by the time I realized I should avoid this, the redhead had already pulled my panties open and looked down inside them.

“Pathetic,” she giggled. “I guess I was right, huh?”

“Right about what?” I huffed.

“About your liking girl’s clothes,” Jasmin clarified.

“You never said I liked girl’s clothes,” I rebutted.

“I said you buy your clothes from the girl’s department. I guess I just hand a feeling,” Jasmin said, sitting down on the edge of the bed and reclining back. “Now, let’s discuss what you’re going to do for me,” the redhead then said.

“I’m not doing anything for you,” I sneered.

“Well, you’d better do something, unless you want Steven or, of course, Tobi, to find out about this. You think Tobi doesn’t deserve to know that some dirty little pervert boy was wearing her panties while she was gone? That is about the biggest violation of a girl’s privacy you can commit. You’re in deep, deep trouble, dirty boy,” Jasmin said, before cocking her brow and laughing, “or should I say girl.”

“Stop,” I said, balling my fists.

“What are you going to do about it? Beat me up? I could probably beat you up with how small you are. I’d kick you in the balls but you don’t really have any,” Jasmin giggled.

“Now, come over here and bend over the edge of the bed,” Jasmin then said, and patted the bed beside her.

“Wh—what?” I asked.

“Come over here and bend over the edge of the bed—get that butt in the air,” she repeated, and stood.

“Why?” I asked.

“Let me make this very clear to you. When I saw you playing in Tobi’s panties, I snapped a short little video of you doing it. I uploaded it on an app that already has it ready to go online. And of course, it’s also ready to be sent out to Tobi and Steven and, well, everybody else they know,” Jasmin said.

“You wouldn’t,” I said, my cheeks flushed red.

“I won’t do it if you do what I say,” Jasmin said, smirking.

I realized that I was out of options. I had no choice but to obey whatever fucked up thing Jasmin wanted me to do. I was expecting a lifetime of doing her chores or her laundry. But something told me she had way dirtier, more unthinkable things in mind. I didn’t want to do anything, but I knew I was going to consent to whatever Jasmin instructed. The last thing I wanted was for this secret to get out. I would do anything to protect it. Of course, I hadn’t done much contemplation over what ‘anything’ might entail.

“Over the bed, missy!” Jasmin snapped again.

This time, I obeyed her, even if hesitant to do so. At once, I felt the cool are on my bare ass, as it poked up over the edge of the bed. Jasmin stood back and I knew she was looking at my bum while I was wearing the thong. I couldn’t help but feel a bit aroused by this, as humiliating as it all still had been.

“Wh—what are you going to do?” I asked her.

Jasmin did not reply, however. Instead, she climbed atop the bed and sat back against the headboard. Much to my shock, Jasmin started working her way out of her jeans. First, she slipped the denim pants off her body, revealing a bright, hot-pink thong underneath. Of course I couldn’t help but look at it—knowing her plump pussy lips were tucked just inside of it. Her freckled, pale butt was tight and bent as she brought her knees up to her chest to pull off her pants.

“I’ll give you one chance to get out of this quickly,” Jasmin said, and scooted toward me. I did not know at all what she was doing. She spread her legs wide and continued scooting until suddenly her pussy was only an inch from my face.

“Go on—if you can make me cum, then you’re free. But if you can’t, then you’re fucked—literally,” she laughed. She yanked her panties to the side and revealed her ruddy, ripe mound and slit. I could smell her sweet, vanilla scent up my nose as she scooted her pussy right into my face.

“Fuck,” I moaned against it, as my cock swelled in the panties. Jasmin held my head in place as I stuck my tongue out and clumsily started to lick her pussy, caressing my tongue through her folds and over her clit. I didn’t know the first thing about eating pussy, however—didn’t know at all to pay particular attention to the clit, either. So, instead, I licked wildly and aimlessly as Jasmin laughed, clearly amused by my foolish attempt.

After only a moment Jasmin scooted back and shook her head. “Time’s up. I was going to give you a little more time, but you’re just awful at it—I could tell you weren’t going to get very far,” she said, bringing her fingers down and rubbing her clit and folds, now wet with my saliva.

The sight of this made me painfully hard. I must’ve made this obvious through a wince or a sigh, because Jasmin laughed and brought her feet down at the sides of my head, caressing my ears with her toes as she touched herself. “Stay just like that,” she said, biting her lip. I wasn’t sure, but she looked almost close to climax, as if she were going cum right there in front of me.

Little did I know she was just getting herself ready for the ‘big finish,’ because just before it seemed she would erupt with total bliss, she started from the bed. I was about to sit up, too, when Jasmin quickly shot a finger and a glare at me and snapped, “Stay, young lady.”

She disappeared into Tobi’s closet then, all while still talking to me. “So, you have a small dick, and you can’t eat pussy—what are you good for, really?” She said, as she grunted with struggle, maneuvering boxes and things out of the way in Tobi’s closet.

“I can do anything you want if—“ I started, before Jasmin shushed me. “That was a rhetorical question. And besides, I already know the answer,” she said, emerging from the closet.

Upon Jasmin’s instruction, I continued to face the headboard, so I did not see if she emerged with anything that might indicate what she’d gone into it for in the first place.

I gave a slight gasp of surprise as I suddenly felt her fingers pulling on the band of my thong that ran between my cheeks. I turned back, but I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Instead, I saw Jasmin kneeling behind me and looking down at, what I figured was my asshole. Only a moment later I felt the tickle of Jasmin’s fingertip teasing and caressing on my hole. “Oh… um, I… oh, ah…” I said, with little moans of delight.

“Yes!” She giggled. “I like watching you pucker.”

“What are you doing, exactly?” I asked.

“Well,” Jasmin said, as I suddenly felt a cold, slick sensation against my asshole.

“Keep your panties to the side—grab them,” Jasmin instructed. I obeyed her, as she continued.

“We’re going to have a little fun. I’m going to make you into a proper girl. And if you obey, then your dirty little secret is safe with me,” she said, before adding, “What do you say?”

“Um, okay,” I said, reluctant, as I felt the cold, slick sensation against my butthole again.

“What is… what are you…” I said, hesitant.

“Say hello,” Jasmin said, stepping to the side. I looked over my shoulder to see her wearing a strap around her waist. Attached to the front of it, was a massive dildo that looked almost like a real, living cock, with veins and rubbery skin. It was pale pinkish-brown and had a big, flanged head, and must’ve been twice as thick as I was, if not three times. The look of it brought a touch of horror to my eyes, when I saw Jasmin covering it in cold, clear lubricant.

“Now, you’re going to lose your virginity, and then you’ll actually have earned those panties,” Jasmin said. “Are you ready?”

I felt the tip of the firm fake cock pressed gently against my asshole. I relaxed myself and took a deep breath. “If I do it you’ll… you won’t tell anybody about all of this?”

“Girl scout’s honor,” Jasmin laughed.

“…Ok,” I said, reluctant, but knowing that my only option to keep my secret safe with me (and Jasmin, of course) was to let her fuck me. I knew that if I satisfied her vindictive appetite, she might just let me escape with the ashes of my destroyed ego.

“Better relax yourself, young lady,” Jasmin said, as I suddenly felt her push the head of the rubber cock up into my butthole.

“Oh…fuck,” I cried out with tight eyes and clenched teeth. “Careful… not so fast, I…” I struggled.

“Sorry, but if you’re going to be a real girl, you need to learn to let guys push into you quickly, because trust me, they will,” Jasmin giggled as my asshole broke open around the thick cock-head. I felt the aching, burning pain swell deep inside my body as the giggling, conniving redhead only laughed wildly as she undoubtedly watched the cock disappear into my butt.

“Wow, you look just like a girl; you know that? Bent over like this, since I can’t see your balls,” Jasmin said, caressing down my sides with her fingers. “You’ve got the same curves as a girl and everything.”

I wanted to curse her. I wanted to ask why the fuck Tobi had a strap-on dildo—was is for her and Jasmin to use on one another. I would have wondered more about these possibilities, if there hadn’t been a massive fake cock being shoved up into my tight asshole.

“Fuck, you’re tight—are you relaxing?” Jasmin said, pulling out and dropping a bit more lube on the fake cock. She was merciful enough to squirt a bit of the cold lube right into my asshole, too. When she put the cock back inside me, it felt a touch easier. She pushed into me and pulled out, slow and gentle—more than I’d expected from her. My ass started to adapt to the thick cock and I wondered if I wouldn’t be able to handle it all, after all.

My mistake.

Only a moment later, Jasmin—clearly impatient by this point—grabbed my butt on both sides and thrust deep and hard. She must’ve shoved the entire dildo right into my ass, before pulling back. She worked herself into a rhythm then, and I looked back over my shoulder to see her grinding up against the base of the fake-cock, which I realized was the cause of her strong, deep thrusts into my ass.

I couldn’t believe I was getting fucked by her. I wondered if it counted as sex. Because, if so, I was no longer a virgin. In fact, I’d had sex with a much hotter girl than I’d ever expected. But, it was humiliating sex. It was absolutely humiliating to be fucked by her, while wearing panties. It didn’t help that Jasmin kept laughing and grabbing my cock between my legs, insulting me all the while.

“You’re clit is bigger than mine,” she said, yanking on my cock and pulling it backwards in a forceful, quick jerk, which elicited an ache in the base.

“It’s only a little bigger, though,” she said, laughing wildly as she pumped my ass over and over.

As she continued, my ass not only felt relaxed with the cock deep inside it—it actually started to make me feel good; really, really good. Like, I wanted it over and over. I was secretly loving every thrust Jasmin gave my ass. I even started to feel a vague, strange tickle in my cock as she pounded me. My shaft jerked to and fro from the action, and it was started to make me ooze pre-cum more than ever before. I felt the pool of it inside the thong as my genitals were pressed against the side of the bed.

“Fuck…” I moaned quietly. It was loud enough for Jasmin to hear, apparently, because she giggled and said, “Oh, maybe I’m not the only girl who’s going to cum today.” She gave another forceful thrust into my ass and I felt one step closer to climax.

I couldn’t tell then what would be more humiliating—to hate every second of it, or to love it more than anything I’d ever done before.

I had little time to wonder, though. A few more pumps and I felt myself ready to climax. “Oh… I’m going to… fuck, I’m…” I said, stupidly announcing this.

Jasmin, clearly unhappy with this, reached down and socked my balls with her fist a couple of times, which completely side-tracked my orgasm. “Girls like you aren’t here to cum. You’re here to please the dick. And the dick is almost… fuck.”

She trailed off, breaking into a series of moans and tight, jolting motions. I looked back to see Jasmin’s face tight as guttural moans escaped her lungs and crawled up her throat. She pushed the cock all the way into me and grinded up against my ass. As she did this, the cock massaged deep inside me and, despite my attempts to keep it secret, I was pushed into orgasm without ever touching my cock.

I came hard inside the panties—harder than ever before in my life. This orgasm was different, though—brought on by being penetrated deep inside my ass. I felt even more like the pretty girl in panties than I had earlier when I fingered myself. Suddenly, I’d gotten pounded by a big dick and, not only had I made it cum, but I’d cum while it was inside me.

Of course, I felt humiliated and embarrassed by this. But I couldn’t help it. I cried out at the top of my lungs as the contractions at the base of my cock seemed to go on for ages. My ass involuntarily clenched around the big, thick fake cock as Jasmin’s orgasm faded and she started to pull out.

“Stop tightening on it,” she complained.

She watched with delight as she pulled out and the gape in my ass flexed, out of my control.

Jasmin spanked my ass harshly, then, and chided me. “You’re such a slut. I hope next time you get fucked you don’t cum so easily. It’s pathetic. Here I thought maybe there was some hope left for your masculinity, but I can see now that you were meant to be a girl.”

The words should have affected me negatively. But they only emboldened and excited me. After all, if a girl as attractive as Jasmin thought that I was meant to be a girl, then maybe I really was meant for such a life.

I felt a special sort of joy as Jasmin tugged the thong string back over my asshole. She unstrapped from the dildo and set it to the side.

“I guess I’ll let you keep the panties,” she said—her cheeks still flushed red from her orgasm.

“What about Tobi?” I asked.

“They were my panties,” Jasmin said, with the first sincere grin I’d gotten from her since we met. “I suppose my secret is out, too, isn’t it? As long as you don’t tell Steven that Tobi and I like to ‘play’ together, then I won’t tell anybody about all of this.”

I looked at Jasmin and smiled. “It’s a deal.”

“I’m going to need you to come over to my dorm tomorrow, though. And make sure you’re wearing the panties when you come over.”

“Wh—what? Why?” I asked.

“To get you set up,” Jasmin said, rolling her eyes as if I was completely clueless toward her plan—which I of course was.

“You’ll need to learn how to do make-up, and we’ll definitely need you to get some of my clothes to wear around campus.”

“Around… around campus?” I said, with big eyes.

“That’s right,” Jasmin said, crossing her arms. “So get ready. And get some clothes back on before I want to pound your girly butt again.”

At once I started to imagine myself walking around an actual college campus, not only dressed as a girl, but with one of the hottest girls in town, too. I could only imagine what it would be like.

“Oh, and make sure you’re always cleaned and shaved. Once you go to campus there are going to be some guys who will want to break you in,” Jasmin said.

“Guys? Wait, what?” I said.

“Hey, it’s like I said. You were meant to be a girl, so that’s what you’re going to be from now on. If you don’t want to do that, then it’s fine. But I can’t trust that that video I took won’t slip out online.”

I smiled and felt excited for everything that was suddenly in my future. I knew that if I was going to discover a delightful fetish as this one, it would have been much better to discover it without the overbearing figure of Jasmin watching over my transition. But I also knew that I needed her to show me the ropes in being a girl—being a tough girl.

I was speechless, but managed a smile and returned, “No complaints here.”


GIRLY TRANSFORMATION



CHAPTER ONE




I stared at my reflection in the mirror, scrutinizing every detail with a critical eye. Short. Thin. My brown hair refused to fall the right way, no matter how much I combed it. I ran a hand through the unruly strands, sighing. My loose T-shirt hung from my frame, and I tugged at the belt loops of my jeans in a half-hearted attempt to adjust them. My clothes were always baggy—I liked it that way. They concealed the parts of me I preferred not to think about.

But tonight was different. Tonight, I was going to ask Bella out on a date. I wanted to look my best. I wanted to look—what was the word? Attractive? Stylish? Hot? I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that I wanted to impress her, or at the very least, not look like I had just rolled out of bed. The problem was, I had no idea how to dress to impress. I wasn’t exactly experienced in the art of catching a girl’s attention, let alone keeping it.

Bella had been my best friend since elementary school, and part of me hoped that meant she wouldn’t care how I looked. Maybe my personality would be enough. But another part of me—the insecure, anxious part—wondered if she had only ever seen me as just that: a friend.

“Today’s the big day, huh?” Tom’s voice jolted me from my thoughts. He sauntered down the hall, pausing in front of my bedroom.

“Yeah,” I muttered, glancing at him in the mirror. “I never should’ve told you.”

“Come on, man. We’re roomies. We gotta tell each other everything.”

“Not everything,” I shot back, a smirk tugging at my lips. There were definitely things I’d never share—especially not if things with Bella actually went somewhere.

Tom leaned casually against the doorframe, watching me with an amused expression. “I tell you everything,” he pointed out. “You really like this girl, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I do. I have for a while.”

“So why haven’t you ever asked her out before?”

I stared at my reflection again, my hands tightening on the edge of the dresser. “Because I’m a coward, that’s why.”

Tom scoffed. “Nonsense. Every guy gets nervous, especially the first time. Nobody wants to be rejected—especially not by a girl he actually likes. And if she’s hot? Even worse.”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s none of your business.”

Tom’s smirk widened. “Okay, so that’s a yes.”

I felt my face heat up. “That’s not what I said.”

“Didn’t have to.” He crossed his arms, still grinning. “Relax, man. You’re overthinking it.”

I let out a shaky breath, running my fingers through my hair again. The nerves were suffocating. “What if she says no? What if she doesn’t see me that way?”

Tom shrugged. “Then you come back here, and we have a beer. We forget all about her, and tomorrow’s just another day.”

I exhaled slowly. Easy for him to say.

His gaze swept over me, and he frowned. “By the way… is that what you’re wearing?”

I looked down at myself. “What’s wrong with it?”

Tom snorted. “Dude, you look like your clothes are eating you alive.”

I scowled. “I always look like this.”

“Yeah, and that’s the problem.” He stepped into the room, eyeing my closet. “Come on, let’s find you something that actually fits.”

I sighed, but I let him rummage through my clothes. Maybe he had a point. Maybe tonight was worth stepping out of my comfort zone—just a little.

“Yeah, but… give the girl some idea of what your body looks like. Come on, why don’t you raid my closet for a bit?”

I hesitated but eventually followed him to his bedroom, where he rifled through his wardrobe, tossing a few items onto the bed. “Here, try this on,” he said, handing me a dark T-shirt that was considerably smaller than what I typically wore. Tom wasn’t exactly a small guy, but he liked his shirts snug, practically molded to his frame. Of course, he had the build for it. His abs were practically sculpted, easily visible beneath the thin fabric.

“I don’t know,” I muttered, holding the shirt up and frowning.

“Go on,” he encouraged. “I won’t stare if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“No, it’s just… this isn’t me.”

“Come on, dude. Just try it on. I think I might have some jeans that fit you better, too.”

“Yeah, right,” I scoffed. “My waist is half the size of yours.”

He chuckled. “That’s true. Well, keep your jeans then. At least try the shirt.”

Reluctantly, I peeled off my own baggy T-shirt and pulled his on instead. The fabric stretched across my chest, clinging to me in a way that made me feel exposed. As I adjusted it, I could feel Tom’s eyes on me the entire time, making my skin prickle with self-consciousness.

“You know, you’d have a good body if you just lifted some weights,” he remarked, his gaze appraising.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t really like physical labor.”

He laughed. “Yeah, that much is obvious.” His expression softened as he took a step back, assessing me. “You look better already.”

I glanced down at myself, grimacing at the unfamiliar sight. “It’s too small,” I protested. “She’s going to see that I’m too skinny.”

Tom smirked. “Trust me, man. She already knows.”

Despite my misgivings, I agreed to wear his shirt to meet Bella. But I couldn’t shake the discomfort. The snug fabric clung to my torso, a constant reminder of how out of place I felt. As I drove to the coffee shop, I was acutely aware of every crease, every shift in the material. It felt like a spotlight was on my body, highlighting every perceived flaw.

But then I saw her.

She was sitting at a small, round table in the middle of the café, a warm glow from the overhead lights catching the soft waves of her brown hair. The moment her eyes met mine, she lit up, waving eagerly with that radiant smile that always made my chest tighten. In that instant, all my insecurities melted away. Her presence had a way of grounding me, of making everything else fade into the background.

I never felt unhappy around her.

I approached the table and took my seat, doing my best not to let my eyes linger too long on her low-cut top and the way her tight pants hugged her curves. I wanted to focus on her face, on her eyes, but my nerves were making it hard to concentrate.

“How are you, Matt? I’m surprised you had time to see me, considering how busy you’ve been with school.”

“I haven’t been that busy,” I lied smoothly, forcing a casual smile. I knew exactly what Bella was doing—giving me a hard time for going off to college in the next town over while she took a gap year. We had once talked about taking one together, traveling, figuring things out before diving into adulthood. But in the end, my parents had pushed me toward school, and I hadn’t been able to fight them on it. Unfortunately, that decision meant seeing Bella far less often. I supposed that was what had been driving me to make a move now, to close the space between us in a way that would make her mine. If she wanted that, anyway.

“Well, it’s really nice to see you again,” she said warmly, her smile lighting up her face. “Especially because I have something I want to tell you. Something I haven’t told anyone yet.”

“Oh?” I leaned forward slightly, intrigued. Was it exciting news? Something she had been waiting to share just with me? My heart picked up pace as I braced myself for whatever was coming.

My hands rested on the center of the table, and she reached across, taking them in hers. Her fingers were warm, delicate, but her expression suddenly shifted. The brightness in her eyes dimmed, replaced by something serious, almost hesitant. My initial excitement faltered. Whatever she was about to say—it wasn’t the kind of news I had expected.

“This is hard for me,” she admitted, her lower lip trembling. “But I wanted you to be the first to know. I treasure your friendship more than anything.”

Fuck. Friendship. Is that all I’d ever be to her?

“What is it, Bella? You can tell me anything.” My voice was steady, but inside, uncertainty clawed at my chest.

She inhaled slowly, exhaled even slower. “Okay. Here goes. I’m… I’m a lesbian.”

I instinctively pulled my hands back before I could stop myself. “You’re what?”

“Oh god,” she whispered, immediately burying her face in her hands. “Please don’t hate me now.”

“No, no,” I said quickly, reaching forward to take her hand again, feeling an ache at how small and vulnerable she suddenly seemed. “I didn’t mean… What I meant was—”

Her teary eyes met mine, searching, filled with fear and hope all at once. I forced a smile, swallowing back the tightness in my throat. “I’m glad you told me. I don’t have a problem with it,” I assured her. “It’s just that… well…”

“What is it?” she asked softly, pulling one of her hands free to wipe at her tears.

I laughed—an empty, hollow sound—trying to convince myself that it wasn’t a big deal. That my heart wasn’t shattering into a million tiny, irreparable pieces. “I came here today… to tell you that I was in love with you.”

Bella’s eyes widened, and she leaned back slightly, creating distance between us. “Oh,” she said softly. “But we’re friends. We’ve always just been friends.”

“Because I’ve always hidden it from you,” I admitted, my voice quieter now. “But now that I know… your secret… I won’t—I mean, I won’t pursue you or anything.”

She laughed through the remnants of her tears, dabbing at them with her fingertips. “I guess we’ve both been hiding something from each other.”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling some of the tension ease from my shoulders.

She let out another laugh, this time lighter, teasing. “Is that why you’re wearing that shirt?”

I glanced down at myself, a small grin tugging at the corner of my lips. “Yeah. You noticed, did you?”

“You never wear shirts that fit you. It looks good, though.”

“It does?” I asked, trying to keep the hopefulness out of my voice.

“Yeah,” she said, tilting her head slightly as she studied me. “In fact… well… you’d probably look good in some girl clothes too.”

I let out a surprised laugh. “What? That’s absurd.”

But her eyes lingered on me, her expression thoughtful, almost calculating. “I don’t know. You could actually make a really pretty girl. I should know,” she added with a playful smile.

A strange shiver ran down my spine. Was she… imagining me as a girl? And did she like it?

“Um, yeah… you know… I’ve never really thought about it.” Another lie. The truth was, when I was younger, I had stolen a pair of my sister’s panties and tried them on. I had felt so guilty afterward that I never did it again—and I never told a soul. Still, that didn’t mean I would make a good-looking girl.

“Well, maybe you should,” she said, her voice dropping just slightly. “If you ever want to come over to my place and try stuff on…” She licked her lips—something I had never seen her do before. “Yeah, you know. You should come over.”

“What? Now?” I asked, my pulse quickening.

“Whenever,” she shrugged. “Now, if you want.”

“And… dress up? I don’t know… isn’t that weird?”

“Only if you make it weird,” she said with a smirk. Then, without warning, she stood up and grabbed her purse. “Come on. Let’s go.”

“I don’t know…” I hesitated, glancing around as if someone might overhear our strange conversation.

“Don’t be such a baby,” she teased, nudging me lightly. “You’re just trying it out. If you hate it, then you hate it. And I’ll never bring it up again.”

I swallowed hard, staring at her, at the way her eyes glowed with excitement. She wanted this. For some reason, the idea of seeing me like that thrilled her. I wasn’t sure what it meant, or if I was ready to find out.

Still, I stood up and followed her out of the coffee shop to her car, leaving my own behind in the parking lot. Something had shifted between us, something unspoken but powerful. Bella was jittery, her fingers drumming against the steering wheel as we pulled away. She was nervous, or maybe just excited.

But the real question was—was I excited?

I wasn’t sure how lesbianism worked, but I didn’t think this experiment would bring me any closer to her. At the end of the day, I’d still have a penis, even if I was wearing women’s clothing. But maybe Bella saw things differently. Maybe, to her, this was just as good—or at least, interesting in a way I didn’t yet understand.

She parked in front of her duplex, and we stepped inside. It was the first time I’d seen her new place, and I took a moment to take it all in. It was small but undeniably cozy, filled with soft textures—plush blankets draped over the couch, decorative throw pillows in every corner, tapestries cascading down the walls, and warm string lights casting a soft glow over everything. The space felt distinctly Bella, and it made me want to stay. She’d always felt like home to me, but seeing how she decorated her own space only reinforced that feeling.

“Come on. Back here,” she said, motioning me to follow her down a narrow hallway to her bedroom. It was just as cozy as the living area—more throw pillows, more string lights, a delicate lavender scent lingering in the air. I hesitated in the doorway, feeling like an intruder in a space so intimately hers.

“Okay,” she said, turning to face me. “Take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“You heard me. How can we dress you up unless you take your clothes off first?”

I shifted uncomfortably. “I thought I’d change in private and then come out and show you.”

She rolled her eyes, smirking. “Where’s the fun in that?”

I stood there for a moment, debating whether I should insist on privacy. But the truth was, I didn’t want to. As strange as the situation was, I liked the idea that she wanted to see me like this—even if it was just for some weird experiment. Maybe it meant something. Maybe it didn’t. Either way, I wasn’t about to back down now.

“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath. I removed Tom’s snug-fitting shirt, exposing my lean torso. Then, hesitating only briefly, I unfastened my jeans and let them drop to the floor.

“Oh, you’re a briefs guy?” she remarked, her tone playful. It wasn’t really a question—more of an observation.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” I said, suddenly feeling self-conscious. I glanced down, acutely aware of how the fabric clung to me, how it made the outline of my slightly smaller-than-average penis visible. I wondered if she noticed, if she cared, if it mattered at all.

“You have great legs,” she said, pulling my attention away from my own thoughts.

“Really?” I asked, blinking.

“I bet they’d look amazing in a pair of heels.”

I let out a nervous chuckle, shaking my head. “Bella, if you don’t mind me asking… when did you first realize you were a lesbian? I mean, I never saw you date anyone in high school. Did you know back then?”

“I think I’ve known for a while, but I wasn’t sure. You grow up expecting to like men, because that’s what every other girl does. And my love for men just never really came. And the older I got, the more I noticed my attraction to girls. Finally, I realized I only was attracted to girls.”

I felt my stomach hit the floor. I would’ve given anything to be the center of Bella’s attention. To be the apple of her eye. To be the one she found attractive.

But all I had to offer was my skinny body in a pair of briefs for her experimental needs. “Okay,” she said. “Now let’s get those briefs off.”

“Those too?”

“Of course, silly,” she said. “I want to feminize you from head to toe. Just to see if you like it of course.”

I thumbed the waistband of my briefs, but hesitated before pulling them down. I was about to show Bella – the love of my life – my cock for the first time. What if she laughed? What if she thought it was gross? I took the plunge, and tugged my briefs down to my ankles.

When I looked up again, Bella wasn’t looking at me at all. She hadn’t even seen my cock. Instead, she was turned around, digging through her dresser drawers until she pulled out a bright pink thong. “Here, put this on,” she said.

“What?”

“Come on, you’d look good in a thong,” she teased.

I wouldn’t have done this for anyone but Bella. I took the thong from her fingers, feeling a spark of electricity as our fingers brushed together. I stepped inside the thong and slowly pulled it up my legs. My old memories came flooding back to me of the time I’d put on my sister’s panties. I pulled the thong up to my waist and was surprised that my cock and balls actually fit inside the small amount of fabric.

“Wow,” said Bella. “You’re looking good already.”

“Really?” I asked, looking down at myself. A chill came over me as I became overwhelmed by the sight. Bright pink with the small outline of my cock. Long, slender legs jutting out underneath me. For a moment, I felt pretty. And I didn’t mind feeling pretty one bit.

“Now this,” she said, handing me a matching pink bra.

“A bra? This is ridiculous,” I said. “What do I need a bra for?”

“Oh, you want to go braless, do you? I mean, that would be hot too. But just for now, try this on. I think you’d look so good in it.”

“You do?”

She nodded. That was all I needed to hear. I took the bra from her and slid the straps up to my shoulders. She walked behind me and fastened it, her breath brushing along my neck. She stepped around me, her eyes scanning every inch as though she were an artist assessing her masterpiece, determining the final brushstroke that would complete the vision. She studied me with an intensity that made my skin prickle, her lips pressed together in concentration.

“You know what would look absolutely stunning with those?” she mused, tilting her head. “That yellow dress I have.” Without waiting for my response, she rushed to her closet, rummaging through hangers until she pulled out a flowing yellow sundress. It was simple yet elegant, with delicate spaghetti straps and a cinched waist that flared into a light, airy skirt. In her other hand, she held a pair of bubblegum-pink heels.

“Aren’t these just divine?” she asked, holding them up as though they were the crown jewels.

They were. But I wasn’t ready to admit that. “I guess so,” I said, trying to sound indifferent.

“Go on, put them on.” Her excitement was contagious, and despite my apprehension, I took the dress from her and slid it over my head. The fabric was soft against my skin, fitting snugly around my waist and draping over my hips in a way that surprised me. I had never considered my body in this way before, never noticed that I had any shape at all. She placed the pink shoes on the floor in front of me, and I hesitated only a moment before stepping into them. They fit better than I expected, though the unfamiliar height made me wobble slightly.

Bella gasped, covering her mouth with both hands before breaking into a wide grin. “Oh my god,” she breathed. “You look like a girl already. You don’t even need makeup.”

“What? No way,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

“Take a look for yourself.” She pointed toward the vanity mirror above her dresser, and I took hesitant steps toward it, the heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. When I saw my reflection, my initial reaction was to scoff. At first glance, I still saw myself—a lanky boy awkwardly draped in a dress. But as I looked closer, my eyes adjusting to the image, I began to see what she saw. My features were softer than I had ever realized. The dress accentuated curves I hadn’t thought I possessed. Even my short hair, usually unremarkable, added an androgynous touch that made the transformation more believable.

“I guess… I can kind of see it,” I admitted.

Bella beamed. “Maybe a little makeup will make it even clearer for you. You’re probably just not used to seeing girls with short hair. But trust me—you look amazing.” She hesitated, her expression shifting as if she was about to say something else, something important, but she quickly looked away. “Anyway, let’s do your makeup.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice quieter now, my mind still processing everything.

She turned back to her dresser, gathering an assortment of cosmetic products with an enthusiasm that made it seem like this was a game we had played a hundred times before. “This dresser has everything,” I teased, trying to lighten the mood.

She laughed. “I practically live here,” she said as she began applying foundation to my skin with careful precision. The cool touch of the makeup sponge felt oddly soothing. Next came concealer, then blush, and by the time she reached for the eyeliner and lipstick, I had fully surrendered to the experience. When she pressed the false lashes onto my eyelids, they felt ridiculous at first, like tiny feathers fluttering with every blink. But when I turned back to the mirror, the effect was undeniable.

“Wow,” I murmured, barely recognizing the person staring back at me. The changes were subtle but precise. The eyeliner extended into a delicate wing, accentuating my eyes. The soft pink lipstick matched the shoes, tying everything together in an almost poetic way. The transformation was complete from head to toe, and yet—more than the dress, more than the makeup—the most jarring change was the way I felt. More present. More aware of my own body. As though I was truly seeing myself for the first time.

Bella studied me, her expression unreadable. “You look incredible as is, but… would you want to try a wig?” She bit her lip before adding, “I have a few from past Halloween costumes.”

“Um, sure,” I said, still reeling from the reflection staring back at me.

She grinned and disappeared into her closet once more, her hands diving through old costumes until she resurfaced with a long, golden-blond wig. “This one should work,” she said, stepping behind me to adjust it over my head.

“What was this costume for?” I asked, running my fingers through the silky strands.

“I went as a sexy Cinderella one year,” she said, smiling wistfully.

I smirked. “What I would give to see that.”

Her expression darkened slightly, her hands stilling as she adjusted the wig. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, just looked at me, her eyes unreadable. Then, almost too softly to catch, she murmured, “Maybe I’ll let you sometime.” She swallowed, then smiled, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Though honestly, I think I’d rather see one of those sexy costumes on you.”

A strange heat flooded my chest. I had started this evening expecting nothing more than a simple coffee date with my best friend.

I laughed, but only for a moment. The amusement was fleeting, swallowed by the gravity of the moment. I felt a pull toward her, an invisible thread tugging at my chest, and I wondered—did she feel it too? Was there any part of her that ached the way I did? Maybe, I thought, this was good enough for her. Maybe she didn’t need a real woman in the way she claimed. Maybe she could love me, even like this.

I knew that if I had any chance at all, this was it. There would be no second opportunity, no grand gesture waiting in the wings. So I leaned in for a kiss, my heart hammering with anticipation. But before our lips could meet, she pulled back.

“What are you doing?” Her voice was firm, yet not unkind. “I told you—I’m a lesbian.”

A sharp pang of rejection twisted in my gut. “Oh. I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I just thought…”

“It’s okay,” she said, her voice softening. “Really. I mean, you’re still incredibly attractive like this, but…” She exhaled, as if searching for the right words. “It’s just not enough.”

I swallowed hard. “What would be enough?” I asked, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear the answer.

She let out a short, disbelieving laugh. “You’re not serious, are you?”

“I’m dead serious.” My throat felt tight, but I pushed forward. “I love you, Bella. I’d do anything for you.”

“I love you too, Matt,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Just… not like that.” But even as she spoke, something in her breath betrayed her. It was shallow, uneven. Her eyes softened as they met mine, and I wondered if she was holding something back. I wasn’t exactly an expert on women, but there was something about the way she looked at me—something hesitant, conflicted. It didn’t add up. Or maybe I was just desperate to believe it didn’t.

“I’m sorry, Bella,” I said quickly. “I won’t do that again.”

“No, it’s okay, really,” she said, offering a small, uncertain smile. She hesitated, then reached for my hand. Her fingers laced with mine, warm and gentle, sending a shiver up my spine.

I turned to the mirror, taking one last look at my reflection. The wig framed my face, softening my features in a way that felt almost convincing.

“Okay, the wig sells it,” I told her, attempting a joke to lighten the tension that had settled between us.

“I don’t think you need the wig,” she mused, tilting her head as she studied me. “But it definitely makes you look undeniably feminine.”

I caught her smiling at me in the mirror, and I couldn’t help but smile back. But I wanted more. I wanted so much more from Bella.

“What if I… what if I tucked my… you know,” I started, my voice trailing off.

She laughed, shaking her head. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I don’t really think it’s the same thing. But you’re free to try.”

I wasn’t entirely sure what I was doing, but I lifted the hem of my dress and reached inside my panties. With careful hands, I pulled my cock and balls between my legs, pressing them tightly against my body. A strange mix of arousal and anticipation rippled through me as I did it. When I removed my hands, I turned to Bella, waiting.

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of red, and her breath hitched again. Her eyes flickered downward, then quickly back up to meet mine.

“It’s… definitely close,” she murmured. “Very close.” She hesitated before adding, “But it’s like I can still feel your testosterone. However weak it may be.”

“Hey!” I shot back, feigning offense.

She smirked. “I only meant because you’re thin,” she said, nudging me playfully. “I was joking anyway. It’s not like it matters. It’s not like you’d be willing to take hormones or anything.”

Her words hung between us, heavy with implication. My stomach twisted. Was that what she wanted? Was that the missing piece—the thing that would make me enough for her? “Would that…would that make me good enough?”

She frowned. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” she said. “I don’t want you trying to turn yourself into something you’re not.”

“Well, what if this is what I’m meant to become?”

“Why would you think that?” she asked.

I dropped my dress back down, but kept my cock tucked. I enjoyed the way it felt. “This isn’t the first time I’ve worn panties,” I admitted.

“Really?”

I shook my head.

“That still doesn’t make you a girl,” she said. “Plenty of men like wearing panties.”

“It wasn’t like that for me, though,” I told her. “It’s not like that for me now.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean…it feels right to be wearing these things. I’ve never felt comfortable in my body. What if this is what I’m supposed to be wearing all the time? What if I was meant to be something else?”

She was still frowning. “This isn’t something that should be driven by some crush, Matt. Make sure you really look inside yourself. I’m not going to tell you what would happen if you were a girl. One, because I don’t know, and two, because I don’t want to influence your decision.”

“I guess it’s all pointless anyway,” I said. “I don’t know where I’d get hormones in the first place.”

Her eyes held mine in a heated gaze. “Are you seriously considering it? Because I know where you could get some. But only if you’re serious. They’re a big deal. They’ll change your body from the inside out.”

Her words excited me, but I wasn’t sure why. It wasn’t something I’d ever considered doing before. “Where can I get some?” I asked.

“My friend’s dad is a doctor. He’s been known to do some shady things for people. For good reason, of course. He helps people get prescriptions that are otherwise difficult for them to get. But only after he screens you.”

“Really? You think he’d prescribe me hormone therapy?”

She shrugged. “I don’t really know. But if you go in dressed like that, you might be able to get him to believe you.”

I looked again at my reflection. “When can I make an appointment?”


CHAPTER TWO




The week leading up to seeing Dr. Thurman was intense and full of restless nights. Bella had given me a few pairs of panties to wear and get used to while I waited. On the day of the appointment, she planned to come over and dress me up. Then she would drive me and wait in the lobby – for moral support.

I told myself that I didn’t have to actually take anything I didn’t want to. That I was just going for the prescription. I had plenty of time to decide. But the more I wore Bella’s panties, and the more I thought about being a woman, the more excited I became.

My biggest concern was how different hormones would make me, and if Tom would notice. But when I took Tom out of the equation, I wanted to take them. I wanted to change. I tried to imagine my life without Bella, tried to imagine if I would still want to be different. And the answer was always yes. I’d never felt as good in my body as I did when I was wearing that pretty yellow dress.

The day finally came, but Bella brought a different dress with her. It was baby blue and fell to the middle of my thigh. I shaved my legs the day before to be as convincing as possible. What I learned was that I loved the feeling of my soft, silky skin with no hair. By the time Bella was done with me, I looked just like any other girl. I just happened to have a penis.

Bella drove me to the doctor’s office and waited in the lobby while I went back with an unofficial visit with Dr. Thurman. He came into the patient room, but he didn’t look like any father I’d ever seen. He was incredibly handsome. Tall, with dark hair. Thick glasses and a gorgeous smile. I felt like Bella deserved someone like him, not someone like me. Bu when I remembered that she’d come out to me as a lesbian, I couldn’t help but smile. No one like Dr. Thurman would be able to grab Bella’s attention.

“So you know my daughter, Bianca?” he asked.

“No, but Bella does,” I told him.

He stared at his clipboard, but I wasn’t sure why. I didn’t have any patient files for him to look over. “Very good,” he said. His eyes met mine. They were dark and heavy. “What can I do for you today?”

I unconsciously twirled my hair, my legs kicking against the patient bed as I tried to explain why I was there. “I…I want to be a girl,” I said.

He cocked his brow. “You’re not one? You could’ve fooled me.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing. “What I mean is…I want…hormones.”

“I see,” he said. “You know, that’s a very serious thing to consider.”

“I know,” I told him, lowering my gaze to my lap, feeling increasingly nervous. “I’m pretty serious about it.”

“I don’t know,” he said. “How long have you been dressing like that?”

“A week,” I said.

“A week? That’s it? I don’t think you’re ready to go on hormones.”

“Please,” I said, jumping from the patient bed and moving toward him. “I’ll do anything for them.”

His gaze held mine and he brought his thumb to my lower lip. “Anything?” he asked.

I took a step back. “I mean…almost anything.”

But he stepped toward me. I kept walking backward and he kept moving closer. Soon, I was pinned back against a wall with Dr. Thurman’s muscular body inches from mine. “What are you willing to do? I can think of a few ways you can prove to me that you’re ready to be a girl.”

I stumbled over my next words. “Like…like what?”

He leaned in and pressed his lips to mine, kissing me with an open mouth. His tongue forced his way inside as his hands roamed my body. He claimed me like I was nothing more than an object for him to pursue.

One of his hands gripped my thigh as it slid up slowly under my dress. He cupped my panty-covered cock and groaned. “I always did like a woman with a nice cock.”

“You…you do?” I asked.

He nodded with a sly grin. “Tell me, Matt. What’s your girl name going to be if I give you pills?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Michelle?”

He groaned. “Okay, Michelle. Have you ever tasted another man’s cock before?”

I turned my head to the side, feeling uncomfortable by how aroused I was. I shouldn’t want a man, especially not with the love of my life sitting right outside. But Dr. Thurman was so possessive. So strong. So dominating. It made my stomach flutter and my legs shake. I’d never tasted a cock and I’d never wanted to. But I was curious about tasting Dr. Thurman’s.

“No,” I said. “But…I guess I could try it.”

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he reiterated. “But it will help convince me if you do.”

“Okay,” I said, and I slowly tugged down on his scrubs. My fingers found the waistband of his briefs and tugged them down too. I couldn’t help but gasp at the sight of his cock. It was long and thick. It was much too big for me.

He moaned. “Go on,” he said. “Take it.”

I gripped it in my hand and began to stroke. I watched Dr. Thurman’s face contort as he groaned and lost himself to the sensation. I slowly dropped to the floor and parted my lips. I wrapped them around his cock and sucked him in.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Your mouth feels so good, Michelle.”

I kept sucking as he rocked his hips against my face. His fingers dug into my hair and gripped so tightly I thought I’d lose the wig. But Bella had done a good job securing it to my head.

Dr. Thurman pumped harder and faster, stretching my throat wider each time. Then he started to shake, letting out groan after groan until he lost it completely. He shot his load which was hot and sticky as it filled my mouth. I was surprised at how intoxicating the taste was. I drank it down like it would sustain my life.

He pulled back and cupped my cheek in his hand. “You were wonderful, Michelle. But tell me, did you like it?”

I nodded shyly. “I did,” I said. “I didn’t think I would, but I did.”

“That’s a start,” he said. “Are you sure you want to be a girl? From the inside too?”

I nodded. “I’m certain.”

He pulled up his pants and I stood up. He walked back over to the counter where he’d set his clipboard down and started to scribble away. “I’ll write you a prescription, but you have to promise me you’ll come see me if there are any issues. I could get in a lot of trouble if anyone else finds out what I gave you.”

“I promise,” I said. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“Good,” he said, and he handed me a little white slip of paper. “You’ll want to take them every day, and be warned – they don’t kick in right away and the results may be strange. If you have any questions, give me a call.” On the back of the prescription slip, he’d written his phone number. “That’s my cell phone. No doctor visit required.” He gave me a wink and then sent me on my way.

I met Bella in the lobby feeling dirtier than ever. “How’d it go?” she asked.

I held up the prescription and she squealed. “He gave it to you? He actually gave it to you? That’s great,” she said as she wrapped her arms around me. As I felt her curves pressed tightly to my body, I smiled. I might’ve liked the taste of Dr. Thurman’s come, but I loved Bella’s body more.

“Let’s go get it filled,” she said.


CHAPTER THREE




I followed Dr. Thurman’s instructions and took my new pills every single day. Weeks passed before I felt anything. I met Bella regularly on the weekends, and she frequently asked for updates via text and email. We were talking more than usual, and I loved every minute of it.

I wore panties in my spare time. I didn’t tell anyone else about what I was up to. I didn’t even tell Tom. I hoped that the changes I’d go through would be unnoticeable to him, especially since I normally wore baggy clothes around the apartment.

But weeks into the treatment, I started feeling…different. I was more sensitive emotionally and I suffered from brain fog. But soon those side effects started to even out. I still felt sensitive, but I was able to control it better. It felt less like I had mood swings, and more like I had some sixth sense.

I kept in contact with Dr. Thurman and he assured me everything I was feeling was normal. He also kept checking in to make sure I really wanted to be taking them. I did, I told him.

A few months into taking the hormones, I finally started seeing some physical effects. I was growing breast tissue – though small – and my body was feeling differently too. I would lay in bed at night and my skin would feel more sensitive. The sheets rubbed against my body and ignited a fire deep between my legs. But when I went to jack off, it was…different.

I tugged on my cock, but I desired a slower more sensual rhythm. And when I came, my orgasm was long and full. I felt it from head to toe. The weird thing was that I never got completely hard. And I found out I could come from simply massaging my cock and balls rather than fully stroking it.

I had a series of hot flashes one night that drove me insane. I was full of lust and the need to fuck something – anything while also changing temperatures rapidly. Eventually, these strange sensations began to settle too. Until Tom noticed something was different.

“What’s up with you lately?” he asked one Saturday morning while I made a cup of coffee. “You’ve been hiding in your room a lot. And you look different. I don’t know what it is.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. “I’m just really trying to keep up with my school work.”

“Maybe that’s it,” he said, leaning his back against the wall with his arms folded over his chest. I couldn’t help but notice his biceps and how they bulged from his t-shirt. My gaze lingered a moment too long and I bit my lower lip. Then he dropped his arms and said, “Aha! I knew there was something off about you.”

“What do you mean?

“Why are you staring at me like that? You look like a girl that needs a good fucking.”

My body came alive at his words. “I do?”

“Is everything okay? Are you sick or something?”

I decided I needed to come clean. I couldn’t hide what I was doing from him forever. “No,” I said. “I have to tell you something.”

“What is it?”

“You’re never going to believe me,” I told him. “But I’m taking hormones…to become a girl.”

“You’re what?”

“I know, I know. But I was with Bella a few months ago and –“

“Did she put you up to this? What a terrible thing to do.”

“No, no. It’s not like that. I wanted to. I just didn’t realize it until I was hanging out with her.”

“So…you’re like a girl now or something?” His eyes flickered, showing a hint of lust.

I swallowed hard. “Or something,” I said. “I still have a penis.”

“Oh,” he said, but he didn’t seem deterred. “So like…what else is happening to you?”

“I could show you…if you wanted?”

“Show me what?”

“How I look…as a girl.”

His eyes shifted as he considered it. “Sure. Why the fuck not?” He laughed nervously, and I wondered what he would do when he saw me in a dress. The thought of it excited me. I hurried off to my bedroom to put on some of the clothes Bella had given me. I put on black lingerie, including a bra that fit my small, newly developed breasts, and a tight black dress. I added the wig and put on a little bit of makeup. Then I walked back out to Tom who nearly dropped his mug when he saw me.

“Shit, is that really you?”

“I go by Michelle,” I said. “When I’m wearing this.”

“Fuck, if I saw you in a bar, I would never know you weren’t born a girl.” He walked up to me and stroked my cheek with his thumb. “So…do the pills make you want to…you know. Fuck guys?”

I shrugged. “I guess I want to fuck everything,” I laughed.

“Interesting,” he said. My eyes lowered to his pelvis and I saw the outline of his hard cock. “Do they make you want to fuck me?”

“Tom,” I said, pushing my hand on his chest, knowing that was the last thing we should do. We were roommates and I didn’t want to make anything awkward.

But he grabbed my hand and pulled me close, claiming my mouth with his. And it was different than when Dr. Thurman did it. Ecstasy flooded my body as he held me close. My body burned for him as his hard cock pulsed against my stomach.

He lowered his hand over my chest and squeezed my breast. I moaned against his lips as his thumb brushed over my sensitive nipple. “It feels so good,” I whispered.

“It’s about to feel a whole lot better,” he said.

He spun me to the wall and pushed me up against it. He hiked my dress up over my hips and pulled my panties down. I’d never felt so filthy in my life, but I loved it. I loved it when he rubbed his hard cock between my ass cheeks.

He spit on his cock and slid a finger inside. I pushed my hips back against him, eager for him to move in deeper. He withdrew his finger and pushed the head of his cock against my entrance. He pushed until it forced its way in.

I whimpered and he groaned as he worked his hard cock deeper inside me. He pushed and pushed until it was buried completely. I felt his balls hang against my balls and I thought I would come without even being touched. My hands were pressed to the wall and his hands were on my hips as he slowly moved his cock in and out of my ass.

“Fuck, Michelle. You feel so fucking good. I can’t believe this whole time you’ve been turning into a girl before my very eyes.”

“I can’t believe we’re fucking right now,” I told him.

“You’re going to believe it tomorrow when your ass is still sore,” he teased.

“I hope so,” I said. “I don’t want to think this was all a dream.”

He leaned over and bit my neck. “I’ll remind you if I have to.”

Then he began thrusting harder and faster until his cock swelled inside my ass. I felt my own cock throb and ache. I moved my hand between my legs and began massaging myself, but it didn’t take long. My body shook, euphoria spreading from my pelvis and radiating outward. My head was dizzy as I trembled and I came.

Just then, I felt Tom’s hot load fill my ass nice and deep. And when he pulled out, some of his cum trickled down the inside of my legs.

“Fuck,” he said as he stepped back and zipped up his pants. “That was a strong one.”

I turned to face him as I pulled up my panties, letting them get soaked in his cum. “Same here,” I said, smiling with hot cheeks. “I guess I better go change.”

I turned, but he grabbed my wrist. “Why?” he asked. “You want to be a girl, right? So be one.”

“You mean it? I can wear this stuff around the house?”

He smiled. “I insist,” he said.


CHAPTER FOUR




After I’d finished my school’s final exams, I met up with Bella for the first time since I’d picked up the prescription. I came fully dressed as a girl and met her at the same coffee shop as before. When she saw me, she gasped and followed it with a smile. “You look amazing,” she said.

“Thanks,” I told her. “Unfortunately, I’ve been getting some unwanted attention from it.”

She rolled her eyes. “Well, get used to it. That’s probably going to be a normal occurrence. Anyway, so how do you feel?”

I stared at her long and hard. Her dark hair fell around her in waves and her dark top hugged her curves perfectly. “I feel incredible,” I said. “I feel pretty.”

She held my gaze while biting her lower lip. “You look really hot,” she said. “There’s something different. It’s not just your outfit or your chest size. There’s a glow about you.”

“There is?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s enough to make me want to take you back to my place and check out that new body of yours.”

“Really?” I was getting my hopes up again. Things never worked out with me and Bella, why would they this time?

“But, how do you feel about girls? Do you still like them? Or do you like boys now?”

I looked at my lap feeling ashamed. I needed to come clean. “I sorta like both. I did some things with my roommate the other day.”

“You did?”

“Yes,” I said. I whispered the next part. “I let him fuck me.”

Her eyes widened and her cheeks turned pink. “And you liked it?”

I nodded.

“And what about me? Do you still like me?”

I reached forward and took her hand. “I love you Bella. I always have.”

She exhaled and stood up. “Come on. Back to my place.” I followed her to her car and we drove to her duplex.

Once inside, she wasted no time pressing her body against mine and kissing me hard. “And that? Do you like that?”

“I love it,” I told her truthfully. I’d waited so long for her to kiss me like that and now she finally was.

She pulled me down the hall and into her bedroom. Then she pushed me against the bed until I was laying flat on my back. She crawled over me, kissing me over and over again. I wasn’t sure what I was allowed to do. What she wanted of me. So I slowly touched her hips, and when she didn’t flinch, I moved my hands higher. Soon my palms were cupping her full breasts, and I felt my body burn with desire.

“I’ve wanted you so long, Bella. I’ve dreamed about this day.”

She pulled back with a smile. “And when you dreamed about it, were you in panties and heels?”

“No,” I laughed. “But I prefer it this way.”

She kissed me. “Good. Me too.” She kissed my neck and tugged my dress down over my breasts. Then she pulled the cups of my bra away until my nipples were exposed. “God, I love your tiny little breasts, Michelle,” she said before sucking one of my nipples into her mouth.

I ran my fingers through her hair. Electricity shot through my whole body as she devoured me. She moved her lips to my other nipple and flicked her tongue across it. I felt the electricity between my legs, making my cock ache for attention.

“Bella,” I said. “I still have a penis.”

“I know,” she said. “For some reason it doesn’t bother me. Not now. Not now that you look so much like a girl everywhere else.”

“It doesn’t?”

She shook her head. “In fact, I want to put my mouth on it. I want to make you come, Michelle. I want to see those rosy cheeks of yours glow bright in the afternoon sun after I’ve given you the biggest climax of your life.”

My body trembled at her words. “I want that too,” I said.

“Let’s make each other come,” she said. She turned her body around and lifted up her skirt. She straddled my face and pulled her panties to the side. It was the first time I saw her pussy. Perfectly shaved and smooth. Ready to be devoured by a hungry mouth.

She pulled my dress up to my hips and moved my panties down my thighs. My half-hard cock hung out and she kissed the length of it. She lowered her hips over me and I stretched out my tongue, hungry to taste her. She tasted like salted caramel and she made me quiver. Her tongue danced over my cock and balls. She didn’t suck it, but licked and massaged it like I would do to myself. It was if she knew exactly what I wanted.

We licked and touched each other until we were both crying out and shaking. And then she came. Hearing her moans over and over again made me come, and my load dripped out onto my thigh.

Bella rolled over on the bed beside me, and I moved my body around so our heads were touching. She leaned forward and kissed me hard. “What did you think?” she asked me. “Do you like being with a girl more than a guy?”

“I like being with you,” I told her. “I like being with you more than anyone.”

“I like being with you too,” she said, taking my hand in hers. “But I really don’t get to see you that much since you’re in school.”

“I’ll make more time for you, I promise,” I said.

“No,” she said. “I don’t want you to sacrifice that for me. But I was thinking…” she leaned up on her elbow to hover over me while she finished, “that maybe I’d attend your school with you next semester. I’ve saved up some money from my job, and I figured I don’t need a whole gap year to sort things out.”

“Really? I’d love that,” I said.

“You would? Great, then it’s settled.”

“What does this mean?” I asked her. “For us?”

“What do you want it to mean?” she asked.

“I want you to be mine, Bella. And I want to be yours. I’m in love with you and I’ve always been in love with you. You’ve made me realize who I wanted to be all these years. I no longer feel strange in my own body. That’s all thanks to you.”

She smiled and her eyes sparkled. She leaned over and kissed me. “Then I’ll be yours,” she said. “And you’ll be mine.”


EPILOGUE


Bella started school with me the next semester. We even got an apartment together. I started going to my classes in my girly outfits, and I kept taking the hormones courtesy of Dr. Thurman. Eventually, I was able to see him professionally and get a record of my transformation. He told me it would be easier in the future should I ever decide to get surgery. For now, though, I was content.

I still kept in touch with Tom, and he knew about my new relationship with Bella. “I see the way he looks at you,” Bella told me once. “If you still want to fuck him sometimes, I don’t mind.”

“You don’t?” I asked. “You wouldn’t be jealous? I’d be jealous if you fucked someone else.”

“I’ll put it this way,” she said. “I’m not jealous of him. I’d be jealous if you fucked another girl, though.”

I smiled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

With Bella’s permission, I did indeed fuck Tom every now and then. Or rather, I let him fuck me. But I didn’t talk with Bella about it. She said that was my business with Tom. And either way, Bella was my girlfriend, officially.

I’d never been happier in my entire life. I looked at myself in the mirror every day with a smile on my face. I loved how I looked. I felt confident in my body. And I no longer wore baggy clothes to hide my figure. On the contrary, I wore form-fitting clothes to show off my curves.

I still got more unwanted attention from guys, but I was adjusting to it. I even felt excited by some of it. It seemed that I was able to fool everyone that didn’t know me beforehand.

And every afternoon, when classes got out, I got to go home and crash on the couch with Bella. Sometimes, we’d make our way to the bedroom to devour each other’s bodies. But sometimes, we just cuddled while watching a movie.

I still couldn’t believe that I ended up with my biggest crush. I’d loved Bella since I could remember. And when she told me she was a lesbian, I’d thought all hope was lost. But maybe my love for her was because, deep down, I knew that I was meant to be a woman too. And only Bella could help bring that out of me.

I will forever be grateful to her for that.
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HOLIDAY TRAP


“Well, bro?” Dustin said, clutching the controller in his hands. A grin played over the lips of the dark-haired nineteen year-old, but he was anything but relaxed—meticulously controlling a virtual race car on the video game that played out before him and his best friend Andrew, on a large wide-screen television.

“Well what?” Andrew asked, clutching his controller just the same, though less focused on the video game.

“Did you think about what I said earlier?” Dustin asked, his tongue jutting out in the corner of his mouth as his virtual race car barely maneuvered a sharp turn.

“I thought you were kidding or something,” Andrew said. The blonde paused the video game and looked over at his roommate.

Dustin sighed with annoyance. “Dude, there’s like, half a lap left, let’s just finish this, already so I can be crowned champion.”

“Hold on,” Andrew said. The lanky, blonde-haired, blue-eyed eighteen year-old ran a hand through his hair and eyed his buddy with suspicion. “You mean you were serious about that whole ‘elf’ thing?”

“Serious as I always am,” Dustin chuckled. “I already told you, bro; it’s good money,” he added.

“You’ve got to be fucking joking,” Andrew said.

“I’m not joking, bro,” Dustin continued. “I already told you; James is looking for two guys and it’s, like, five grand. Do you realize how much fucking money that is?”

“Five grand isn’t enough to dress up like girls, posing at a frat bar as ‘Santa’s sexy little helpers,’” Andrew said.

“You make it sound so degrading,” Dustin said, resuming the video game. Only moments later, his car raced through the finished line, with Andrew barely caring enough to finish the race, before he set the controller back down and shook his head. “Besides, I doubt James really intends for us to dress up like girls. It’s just a dumb college prank, like pledging for frats—that sort of thing. They are probably asexual costumes or whatever.”

“I don’t think ‘asexual’ is the right term, dude,” Andrew said.

“Whatever,” Dustin dismissed. “You know what I mean.”

The dark-haired teen grinned. “And you know you want to do it,” Dustin pressed him. The cocky teen knew his friend well enough to know that Andrew could come around to just about anything so long as he pressed the blonde on an issue long enough. And he knew just as well how much Dustin had loathed the idea of working a third holiday season at Cooligan’s department store, working the cash register and fielding the fury of frustrated shoppers who raised issues with him that he neither was the cause of, nor could solve.

“Five grand, split between us both, that’s the same as you working at that shitty retail store pretty much the entire winter break. You could spend the rest of the break playing video games until the college opened up again,” Dustin said.

“Look, I know it’s a lot of money,” Andrew huffed. “That isn’t the issue, here. It’s what we have to do to make that money,” the blonde continued. He shook his head again. Dustin could see the resistance in his friend, and started to feel as though his dream of easy money was slipping through his fingers.

“Like I said, I doubt James will have us actually dress up like girls or anything. He probably just intends for us to dress up like dumb-looking elves. And even if he did tell us to dress up like girls, well, don’t act like you’ve never wanted to know what it was like to wear some girl’s clothes,” Dustin said, raising his brow and grinning.

“’genderless costume,’ do you hear yourself? You said James specifically said ‘sexy Santa’s helpers.’ And why the fuck can’t James find a couple of girls to do this gig rather than asking two college guys to dress up as girls? You do realize that if a bar full of drunken college guys finds out we’re not girls they’re probably going to beat the shit out of us?”

Dustin was now the one sighing and rolling his eyes. “Look, I already told you, bro; it’s a cool five grand to spend one hour hanging out next to James, who will be dressed as Santa. It’s literally for some toy drive, so nobody is going to care about us, anyway. They’re all probably going to be looking at James and laughing their asses off,” Dustin said.

“So, why didn’t he get a pair of girls, though? I mean, this is a college town. Girls have probably done way worse around here for five grand,” Andrew said.

“James said he tried, but you know, feminism and all the progressive women’s rights stuff, now-a-days,” Dustin said, shrugging and feigning a sympathetic tone. The dark-haired teen knew he’d lied through his teeth, and only hoped that his buddy had bought it. The truth was that he wasn’t sure, himself, why James had asked him and his friend to do it. But, he didn’t know James all too well, as it was; he was merely a regular at his Uncle’s bait and tackle store, which he’d worked at from time to time during the three-day weekends back home. As far as he knew, James was simply lazy, or perhaps just eccentric like that. Of course, he happened to know that James was rather disliked around campus for being a bit of a sleaze ball with girls. Undoubtedly word had gotten around that he was the one looking for a couple of girls, and it proved impossible to find a girl to sign up for James’s degrading ploy.

All Dustin he knew was that twenty-five hundred dollars had his name on it if he could endure one hour dressed like a girlish elf—something he probably would have done for half that amount.

Andrew, on the other hand, had a harder time getting past his skepticism, despite slowly coming around to the idea. The last thing he wanted to do was spent another holiday at Cooligan’s; he always told himself he would have done just about anything to not have to spend a third Christmas break in a row working at the retail store. And now, he’d been given the opportunity. The question was whether or not he would take it.

“Look, if you don’t want to do it, just tell me, already, because I need to find somebody else to do it with me and I need to text James pronto,” Dustin said, hoping the reverse psychology ploy—his last resort—would be the thing that finally clinched the deal.

“Hold on,” Andrew said—his eyes shifting about, as though he was mentally pacing back and forth in front of the sofa.

“It’s only one hour,” Dustin said.

Andrew looked at his friend with surprise. “Wait, one hour? I thought it was three hours.”

Dustin suddenly realized that he’d had the perfect clincher in his friend’s misunderstanding. “I never said three hours, bro. It’s one hour—that’s it,” he said, turning his nose slightly into the air.

“All right, fine—I’m in,” Andrew said. “But if any of this goes bad I’m kicking your ass.”

“Like you could, even if you wanted to,” Dustin laughed and rolled his eyes.

Andrew knew his roommate was correct. He was far to slender and short to do much damage in a fight, but he wondered if the fury of being betrayed wouldn’t be enough to land him on top of Dustin, throwing punches at the cocky brunette for having led him into a complete catastrophe. He took a deep breath and simply hoped that it wouldn’t come to this; he wanted to be optimistic, but the money seemed far too good to be true.

He looked over and saw Dustin, who was already texting James. After a moment, the dark-haired teen grinned. “Nice, we’re in; what size are you?” Dustin asked. “Small, right?”

“I guess,” Andrew said. “Whatever you are.”

“Nah, I’m a medium, but I’m a bit more muscular than you. You’re more like a petite college girl,” Dustin laughed. “You’ll fit right into your costume.”

“Bro, you’re pushing it,” Andrew said.

“He’s having the costumes sent over,” Dustin said, still eyeing his phone. “He said we’re supposed to try them on and if they fit, text him ASAP. And then we’re supposed to meet him at the bar tomorrow at eight p.m.,” Dustin continued. “He gave me the address.”

Dustin flashed the phone screen at Andrew, but the blonde did not recognize the address as one of the normal bars or pubs they often tried to sneak into down in the college town square. This was more out of the way, on the edge of town.

“It’s some college bar or something,” Dustin quipped.

“It’s not downtown, though, and I’ve never even heard of it,” Andrew said.

“Well, maybe that’s a good thing. James doesn’t need drunk, broke college guys for the toy drive,” Dustin explained.

“Yeah, that’s another thing—a toy drive, and a Santa clause at a bar? It all just seems weird,” Andrew said. The blonde dragged a hand through his hair and sighed with frustration.

“Like I said, bro—you don’t have to do it—I’ll find somebody else to join me, and when you’re working your ass off at Cooligan’s again this year, just remember you had a chance to bail on all that bullshit,” Dustin grinned.

“Alright, alright,” Andrew said, rolling his eyes.

The blonde went and looked the bar up online. There were no mysteries involved, it seemed. It was a normal, nondescript bar just outside of the town center, albeit a touch rundown and lacking in any shine or polish that the newer bars downtown had. By the time Andrew was done looking, he’d heard a knock on the door.

“Who was it?” He asked, coming into the living room to find his roommate closing the door and clutching two bags in his hands.

“Our clothes,” Dustin smiled.

“Our costumes? The girl clothes?” Andrew asked, taking a deep breath. He couldn’t understand why, but he felt a pang of excitement throughout his body, knowing that Dustin was holding in that bag, a pair of feminine dresses, and that soon, he and Dustin would be dressed in them. He didn’t know why the idea aroused him so much, considering he felt just as put-off and reluctant toward the entire affair.

“Here you are,” Dustin said. “James said to go and try them on and let him know if they fit.”

“I know, I know, you already told me,” Andrew said, feeling as though his roommate was beginning to sound more like a parent than a friend.

Andrew took his bag and wandered into his room. There, he set it on his bed and closed his door, leaving it slightly cracked. He did not figure there was any reason for it to be closed completely, after all. His curious fingers returned to the bag and opened it, rustling through the contents. He felt the soft, silky fabrics and decided ultimately to dump its contents out across his bed. It was here that he saw just what he was in for. There was not just an effeminate elf costume—there was a makeup kit, as well, along with a bra and, much to his surprise and interest, a red and green, holiday-themed thong. The skinny blonde teen cocked his brow as he picked the thong up and stretched it out in the air before him. There was no denying what it was. He smelled it, and could tell it was brand new, and then held it down at his lap, figuring it was probably the correct size. “There’s no fucking way,” he said to himself, clutching the thong in his fist and walking back out into the living room.

It was there that he saw Dustin coming into the living room, too, with a look of confusion on his face.

“Bro, what is this?” Andrew said, holding the thong in the air before his roommate.

“I know, I know; I’m on it,” Dustin said. “James never said anything about, like, actual girl’s clothing,” the dark-haired teen said, grabbing his phone and starting to text.

“So, he wants us to dress up like girls—like, really like girls—makeup and panties and all?” Andrew said.

“I said I’m on it, bro,” Dustin huffed, annoyed.

Andrew watched as his roommate sent the text and sat on the arm of the sofa—a look of impatience playing on his eyes. “At least the sizes are probably right, huh?” The dark-haired teen said, with a chuckle. His attempt to lighten the mood had done little to infect the blonde with the same attitude.

“Ok, so,” Dustin said, picking up the phone and reading the text he’d just received. “Yeah, he said it’s important that we ‘look the part,’” he said, quoting the text.

“Holy shit, bro—we’re supposed to dress up in panties and put on makeup? Like, we’re real-deal supposed to pretend to be girls?” Andrew said.

“Look, it’s not a big deal. How much different can a thong be from that jockstrap you complained about back in High School?” Dustin said. “It’s five grand, bro. Are you in or are you out?”

Andrew held the thong in his fingers, inspecting the small, red and green panty, and clutched it in his fist with frustration. “Like I said, bro, if this goes totally wrong, I’m kicking your ass,” the blonde said, heading back to his room.

Dustin nodded and laughed, as Andrew rushed back to his bedroom. On one hand, he was furious about the realization that he would need to dress all the way up like a girl. And on the other hand, he was secretly curious to know what the soft, skimpy thong felt like around his cock and balls. He’d never exactly had a chance to try on a girl’s panties before. He’d hardly had a chance to see them on a girl, for starters. Before his first year of college, he’d dated exactly one girl, and she’d never let him see anything more than her cleavage—the same gift the rest of his buddies got from her. After dating her for six months, she eventually broke it off. Andrew couldn’t have been more relieved. Being as non-confrontational as he had been, he didn’t want to do it himself, but couldn’t take another month of wondering why she hadn’t done anything sexual with him. He would later find out that she had a few reasons for withholding—his short stature and ‘beta’ personality, as she put it. Matters had only been made worse when Andrew had learned that her next boyfriend had enjoyed sex with her after only a week of dating.

After the bitter experience, Andrew had sworn off girls—something that was relatively easy to do, considering they were not lining up to date him. “You’re like a brother to me,” one of the girls in his college biology class had told him that previous semester, when he’d decided—after weeks of flirting with a girl who sat beside him—to make one last effort. After this, Andrew rebuked girls entirely. When he realized that he hadn’t been missing much, he wondered whether he even cared in the first place. Dustin, on the other hand, brought home girl after girl since they’d started college together. And, at least once a week, the blonde would have to turn restlessly in his bed while he would hear the moans of some ditzy coed bouncing on Dustin’s dick just on the other side of his wall.

College had not—after one semester in the books—proven to be Andrew’s point of redemption with the opposite sex. Instead, the blonde teen was left secretly envying the bulky, brawny college guys who frequented campus with petite girls hugging on their corded biceps; the jocks endlessly flashing their shit-eating grins at him, as if they knew Andrew would never come close to the sort of girl who looked at them with starry-eyes—the cheerleaders and the bombshells.

And now, he was holding a thong in his hand, about to change into it, and dress up like a girlish elf. Andrew felt very much like he was going backwards, entirely, in his chase to find a girlfriend.

The blonde removed his jeans and his boxers and felt the cool air on his cock and balls. He bit his lip as he looked at the thong one final time, bending forward and stepping into the holes. He looped the dainty piece of panty around his feet and started to pull it up. It took only a moment before it was tightening around his waist and cradling his cock and balls. The tight, tiny pouch could barely contain Andrew’s manhood, despite the below-average size of it all. “Fuck,” Andrew said, looking down at the bulge inside the thong. He pulled the sides of it up around his hipbones, and felt the thong string wedge between his cheeks.

“Hey bro, James said we need to be shaved everywhere, too,” Dustin suddenly said from the other side of the door. Adrenaline raced through Andrew’s body as he suddenly worried his roommate might burst into the room and see him in the thong.

“Um, okay,” Andrew called back. When he did not hear another sound, he sighed with relief.

Suddenly, the door burst open and Dustin stood inside it, looking down and getting an eyeful of Andrew in nothing but a t-shirt and the holiday-themed girl’s thong barely containing his cock and sack.

“Oh yeah,” Dustin jeered. “Shake it!” the dark-haired teen continued, coming into the bedroom.

“Fuck off, bro. Get out of here!” Andrew protested, balling his fists and turning a touch red. Dustin, who had not changed yet, enjoyed the view, and enjoyed taunting his friend, more so. “Look at that smooth, tight butt—I’ll bet you’d like a big dick just like all the girls from my physics class, huh?” Dustin then said. Andrew looked up and saw a strange glare in his friend’s brown eyes—a sort of primal hunger shining through in them. Even though he knew very well that Dustin had been joking, it was very strange to—for the first time—be on the receiving end of another guy’s advances. A rush of excitement spread through his body, even as he protested Dustin’s very presence in his room.

“You’re going to have to wear it, too, dumbass,” Andrew then reminded him.

“Already am,” Dustin said, tugging down his pants and giving Andrew a hint of his thong from behind.

Dustin finally headed back for the door and laughed, “Stop taking it all so seriously, bro. And by the way, James said we’ve got to be shaved, like, everywhere—balls and asshole and everything.”

“Why? What difference does it make?” Andrew asked.

“Bro, its five grand. Who the fuck cares?” Dustin scoffed. “The costume is like a skirt, anyway—it comes with pantyhose, so he probably just doesn’t want any guys seeing hair on our legs—shit like that,” the dark-haired teen said, as he started from the room.

“How are you so cool with all of this?” Andrew asked, as Dustin simply replied, “Five thousand bucks, bro. That’s how I’m cool with it,” and shut the bedroom door, leaving him alone again with the clothes.

Andrew looked down and saw the bulge growing in his thong. Only then had he noticed the familiar tension flooding the base of his cock, as well. He throbbed inside the thong, and could not decide if it was because of Dustin’s joking remarks, or if it was the simple fact of wearing something so taboo and naughty. He was, after all, not supposed to be wearing women’s panties. He was a college guy—the last thing he was supposed to be doing was dressing like a girl. He was supposed to be out banging college girls—making them moan and spreading their legs. He was not supposed to become a college girl, himself. And yet, his body flared with a strange excitement and arousal as he looked at himself in a mirror on the wall. He saw the tiny thong and turned to look at his butt. Andrew was surprised at just how well his ass looked in the thong, and bent over like the girls in his porn videos often did. There, he saw the hint of his bulge between his legs, but, surprisingly little of it—so much so that he could even convince himself almost that he was genuinely a girl from behind, and he hadn’t even worn anything else.

He went back to the rest of the items on his bed, feeling the silky fabric rub against his cockhead with every step. There, he saw what were not pantyhose, but stockings—sheer white stockings, along with a skimpy red outfit that made up the ‘Santa’s helper’ theme. He saw the bra as well, and wondered just how he was supposed to manage such a thing without having breasts. Only a moment later, had he realized a pair of pads, with packaging advertising them as ‘fake breasts,’ along with a shoulder-length blonde wig.

“This is ridiculous,” Andrew said. His body, however, was more and more excited with every little item he discovered, and he quickly set about attempting to put on the entire ensemble correctly, piece by piece.

It took nearly twenty-minutes to figure it all out. But by the time he was done, Andrew looked at himself in the mirror, wearing the stockings and the skirt costume, and the stuffed bra, and even the wig. “Fuck,” he gasped, realizing that, even before he’d put on the makeup, he looked nearly unrecognizable. Andrew knew he’d eat his words after castigating Dustin on the notion that the two of them could successfully appear to be sexy, feminine elves for an hour. Suddenly, it seemed very possible, so much so, that he looked at himself in the mirror and longed to touch himself. He ran his hand down over the skirt where it ran over his genitals, and felt the slightly hard, shallow bulge. Andrew grinned and laughed.

“Hi there,” he whispered to the mirror. “Did you want to see what this Santa’s helper has been working on?” He continued, in a raspy, high-pitch tone.

“Come here and I’ll show you,” he said, with a ‘come hither’ motion of his fingers. “A little closer, naughty boy.”

Andrew didn’t know why he was saying or doing the things that he was, but he found that he couldn’t stop himself. It was as though the costume had completely overtaken his senses—and his identity. “That’s it, a little closer,” he continued, climbing onto his bed and bending over, facing away from the mirror.

He then looked back over his shoulder, still able to see himself in the mirror’s reflection. Sure enough, he saw the vague image of a girl dressed in an elfish costume, bent over and lifting her skirt to show the faintest hint of her ass. He could see where the stockings ended near his crotch, and bit his lip. He slid his fingers down his legs and felt the smooth, soft fabric that encased his skinny, sinewy thighs and calves.

“Fuck, what am I doing?” He whispered to himself. “This is fucking sexy,” he continued. “I want to fuck myself,” he then blurted, before laughing and shaking his head. He then pulled his thong to the side, revealing his asshole in the mirror, before licking his finger and sliding it against the tight, pink hole, caressing himself. He’d never before fingered or teased his asshole, but something about the moment compelled him to do it; something about being dressed like a sexy, girlish elf—something about feeling prettier and more desirable than he’d ever felt in his entire life. He moaned gently, felt the delicate tickle against his sensitive hole, and watched it pucker in response.

“Fuck,” Andrew groaned as his small cock continued to throb with fullness in the tiny pouch at the front of the thong. He bit his lip and reached down, rubbing the top of his cock and cockhead through the thin, silky fabric of the thong. His cock felt so desperate and ready to explode. Something, he decided, about it being stuffed in the tight, tiny, girlish panty left his cock ready to burst, and it oozed pre-cum until it did. Andrew felt the wetness of it inside his thong, and suddenly felt like a girl who’d become wet because she was aroused.

I wonder if Dustin is doing the very same thing, Andrew wondered, suddenly feeling ashamed and embarrassed at what he was doing. But he couldn’t help it. His mind had entered a new sort a place—a new area had been unlocked inside it that he’d never known existed. He suddenly realized what might have been lacking all along in his life—the naughty little secret of dressing up in women’s clothing!

He felt his cock throb over and over, as well as his asshole, as he plunged his finger inside the warm canal and massaged himself. Andrew knew he should stop. The last thing he wanted to do was stain his new clothes, but he felt more and more desperate to continue until he was done. He closed his eyes and rubbed his cock, eventually pulling the thong pouch to the side and letting his genitals hang outside of it. He lifted the front of the costume’s skirt up, as well, just as his stiff cock began to flare with impending climax.

“Fuck… oh, fuck!” He growled, trying desperately to remain as quiet as possible. But the orgasm rolled in and swelled at the base of his cock, until his asshole throbbed involuntarily around his finger and he felt the blissful release of every muscle in his body. Andrew looked back at himself in the mirror as he came—watching his taut little ass poked into the air and the thong string pulled to the side. In the haze of his orgasm, multiple images of men fucking him shuffled across his consciousness. In his mind, it was not his finger, but guys like Dustin—even girls with strap-on dildos—fucking him and using him however they saw fit; using him like the naughty, sexy girl-elf he’d become that afternoon.

Amidst panting and throbbing in his body, Andrew looked down after his orgasm to see that he’d cum all over his bed. He shook his head and laughed, and withdrew his finger, feeling the ache in his butt as he did. He continued to throb wildly as he caught his breath, and bit his lip.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself. After a brief pause, the blonde teen smiled and said, “I need to put on the makeup.”
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“Still think this is worth the five grand?” Andrew said, as he and Dustin snuck out the front door the following evening. The sun had just ducked behind the trees, with the frosty winter air climbing up their legs, which now were only covered in thin, smooth stockings.

They’d each gotten a good, first look at one another dressed in their finished ensembles in the kitchen before they headed out the door. Nothing had prepared either of them for the shock, however, of seeing the other transformed into a cute, sexy college girl in an elfish costume. Andrew could not recognize his friend in the dark-haired wig, makeup and padded bra. He felt himself slightly turned on, but not nearly as turned on, he decided, as he would have been, had he been the only one dressed as a girl, and Dustin his normal, college-guy self. He sought to find Dustin in the get-up—his libido wanted to see the college guy standing before him so that he could advertise his new, sexy identity as a girlish elf, but it was no use—Dustin was nearly a reflection of himself; a realization that brought its own brand of arousal to the blonde teen. He needed no mirror, now, to see just how he looked to the outside world. One look at Dustin and Andrew realized he must’ve looked quite convincing to the unwitting eye. He only hoped it would hold when they arrived at the bar.

The pair started down the steps of their apartment and hoped more than anything that nobody they knew would see them. Andrew realized, however, when they passed a friend who lived in the same complex, that their new identities as female elves were so convincing that he’d had little to worry over.

“Where are you two going?” His friend said, with a hungry grin on his lips. “And am I invited?”

Andrew gave his best effeminate laugh and worked meticulously on his strut. Dustin, upon seeing this clever practice, decided to do the same. “Good idea,” the dark-haired teen said.

“Come on, babes—where you going?” Their friend said, starting to walk slowly behind them.

“We’re taken, sorry,” Dustin said in his own high-pitched tone, before eying back at Andrew and grinning.

“Nicely done, dude,” Andrew said.

The interaction, however, left the blonde’s cock flaring with hardness inside his thong. Despite the chilly air, the bulge in his new, scantily-clad panties swelled bigger and bigger. He looked down, swearing he could see a slight bulge in the tight red skirted costume, but did not dare ask Dustin whether it was obvious. The last thing he wanted was to share his new secret fetish with his buddy, who did not seem as though he was enjoying the act of dressing like a girl nearly as much. The dark-haired teen groaned and huffed with frustrated with every step. And though Andrew was not exactly thrilled to be out in public so soon after first dressing up like a girl, it only added a certain thrill to the entire affair. The idea that somebody might catch him as a college guy dressed up like a girl, but probably wouldn’t because of just how sexy he’d become, was almost too enticing for him to handle responsibly. Andrew knew his biggest concern would be keeping his cock contained in his thong every time he got a glance or a smile from another guy.

The pair drove over to the bar and parked on the curb out front, where they found James, dressed as Santa, already standing outside and posing for photos with a few people shuffling into the bar. “Ho-ho-ho!” He said, stretching his arms out. “Who might you two vixens be?” the man said, in a low, gruff voice.

Andrew and Dustin both gave awkward, strained laughs, as two men who’d been posing with him looked over and smiled toward them. “Damn, James, where’d you find these two girls?” One of them, a jock that Andrew recognized from the University football team, said. Andrew could not place him, exactly, but knew he was one of the faces typically plastered on posters around campus. His tall stature, broad shoulders, massive muscles and trim physique suggested he was the quarterback, or perhaps a wide receiver.

“Santa has his ways,” James said, winking. “Why don’t you fellows go inside? Santa will be there any moment!”

The jock continued to eye Andrew with a look of hunger over his green eyes. He did not smile, but his eyes were undeniably excited by the sight of what he likely suspected was a blonde girl dressed as an elf. “I’ll see you inside,” he said, brushing a hand through his dark hair. “Bring that pretty little butt of yours, too,” he winked.

Andrew bit his lip and smiled, before remembering that Dustin and James were both looking back at him. “What?” Andrew said, “I’m just playing the part like you wanted us to,” he added, looking at Dustin.

“Nice work, Andrea,” James winked and laughed. “Destiny, you need to bring it up to his level if you want to get paid. I want both you girls strutting yourself next to me the whole time, got it? Winking, smiling, blowing kisses—the whole deal,” James explained.

Dustin rolled his eyes and exhaled. “This is fucking dumb,” he said. “I can’t do this.”

“Wait—what?” Andrew said, with wide eyes. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I’m out, bro. I can’t go in there and act like some sexy girl; no way,” Dustin continued.

“Then forget about your paycheck,” James warned sternly.

“Whatever,” Dustin said, turning heel and starting back down the sidewalk and toward the car.

James sighed with heavy frustration and shook his head. “What a flaky bastard,” he said. “What about you? You out, too? We can still do this with one Santa’s helper, and the whole five grand is yours,” James explained.

“I mean, sure; why not?” Andrew shrugged and smiled.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” James grinned, and brought his arm around the blonde teen’s shoulders, pulling him in beside him as a group of bar customers started up toward the entrance and hollered at them. “Hey, it’s Santa and his helper,” one of them said. “Fucking sexy helper, bro,” the other said. “Ow!” A third college boy said, whistling.

Andrew felt the tension in his thong as his cock throbbed wildly at the attention everybody was paying him. Suddenly, with Dustin out of the picture, he realized that he would be the center of affection for everybody in the bar. The thought left him weak in his knees, as a shudder rushed up and down his body and he bit his lip.

“Can we go inside now? I’m freezing in these stockings,” Andrew said, starting to shiver.

“Oh! Yeah, of course,” James said, laughing and picking up a large red sack he’d set on the sidewalk beside him. “You… you are Andrew, Dustin’s friend; right?” He then said, as they rounded the corner for the door. “Or are you a girl he found to do the gig?”

Suddenly, Andrew realized he had a chance to go even more rogue than before. He’d fooled James to the point that the man could not tell whether he was an actual, attractive college girl. Fuck… he thinks I’m a girl… what if I told him I was? He thought, before quickly nodding and laughing. “Andrew didn’t want to do it…um, I’m a friend of his, though; Kelsey. But Dustin doesn’t know me, so if you mention it to him, he’d probably be totally like ‘wait—what?’” Andrew said, with a girlish laugh.

He decided that he couldn’t quite answer so dishonestly as to lie flat-out, so he kept his answer ambiguous enough. He would not tell James that he was a girl so explicitly, but he would let the man make that assumption on his own. And if word got back to Dustin, he could lie and say that he bailed on the gig, as well, and found a female friend to do it. That would get Dustin off my back about having five-grand, too, he thought, grinning at his quick and clever thinking.

“Well, you certainly are perfect,” James said, suddenly licking his lips and eyeing him deeper and longer than he had before—perhaps when he’d believed it to be Andrew under the makeup, wig and costume. Andrew realized that his ploy had worked and now even James believed him to be some skimpy, blonde coed. His body flared with want and his cock swelled in the thong, knowing that he could garner as much male attention as he liked, without ever having to reveal his secret, even to his boss for the afternoon. He and James entered the bar, dressed as Santa and his sexy—female—helper.
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It took nearly half an hour for the adrenaline rush to fade. Being in a crowded bar full of college boys while dressed secretly as a sexy college girl was enough to keep Andrew’s heart racing the entire time. He stood beside James, planting playful little kisses on “Santa’s” cheek, curtseying and bending over teasingly for the crowd that had amassed around them. One by one, bar-goers would come up and drop a few dollars in the tin bucket James had set out—a few had even brought toys that they had purchased, giving them to James, who then stuffed them in his bag.

Andrew was sure that the moment he walked into the bar, any of the number of frat boys or jocks would have noticed that he was not an actual college girl dressed as Santa’s helper. But, if any of them did, they certainly did not let it show. Instead, Andrew fielded flirtatious whistles and cat-calls as he responded accordingly. He could tell James was very pleased with his work, especially when he felt his engagement with the bar-goers was goading them into donating more money than perhaps they otherwise would have.

“You’re doing great,” James said, leaning over to Andrew.

The heat of the stuffy room was beginning to swell, and with so many eyes focused on him, practically salivating over his appearance, Andrew could hardly contain his emotions, let alone his cock, which continued to press stubbornly against the inside of his thong pouch. He often would keep a wrapped gift in his hands, holding it over the front of his crotch, in case anybody could have seen the slight bump.

Andrew couldn’t believe he’d actually walked into the bar, and still could not comprehend that he’d so naturally assumed the role of cheerleader for the crowd. But he found that he loved it. Being dressed as a blonde college girl and dangled as eye candy for a dozen horny college boys was turning out to be the most intoxicating sort of arousal Andrew had ever known. He certainly hadn’t ever considered himself gay, but there was something about being dressed as a girl—strutting around in her clothes, especially her cute and sexy little thong—that left him feeling vulnerable and submissive, as though he were ready to let one of the jocks that had been eyeing him come in for a kiss. Of course, when he considered it for very long, he would dismiss the idea—instead merely reveling in the attention, despite the response from his body.

“Let’s see you shake that butt,” one of the men called out. Andrew looked and saw that it was the tall, dark-haired jock that he’d recognized outside the bar. “I’ve got five bucks for Santa if his helper twerks it for us,” he continued.

Andrew felt a pang of worry that he would not be able to fulfill the request, but he gave it his best shot, bending over slightly away from the crowd and shaking his butt. The cheers were instantaneous and the jock quickly approached him. Suddenly, Andrew felt the sensation of the dollar bills being thrust down into the skirt of his costume. He felt the jock’s fingers slide just inside his crack, and he bit his lip. His cock flared with want, then, and he wondered if this was what girls felt like. He wondered if his cock was a good substitute for a clitoris, and his asshole a good substitute for a vagina. In that moment, he certainly felt that they were, as strange as he’d felt to admit it. But as the jock fingered his thong for a brief moment, tugging on it slightly, Andrew felt the pressure on the front of the thong, tugging against his cock and balls, and he whimpered with quiet pleasure at this.

“That’s all for now, boys,” Andrew said, turning around and winking.

“I’m going to use the bathroom,” Andrew said, shouting into James’s ear. The man hollered in the voice of Santa clause and waved to the crowd. He winked toward Andrew, and the blonde started through the boisterous crowd and toward an empty hallway in the back of the bar. There, he saw the bathroom markers. Andrew couldn’t help but chuckle that there had been a female bathroom sign at all, considering he was the only girl in the building that afternoon, and even that wasn’t entirely true! He sighed with relief at this realization, wondering if any girls had been in the bar if they would have been able to tell his true identity. He shrugged and started for the door, desperate to finally stroke himself to finish and make good use of all the sexual tension that had been building in his thong that afternoon.

“Hey, wait up,” Andrew heard from behind him.

He looked over his shoulder and saw the jock approaching him with a wide grin on his face.

“You, uh, left that dollar bill back there,” the jock said, reaching forward and laughing.

Andrew felt the dollar slide out of his thong and the jock tugged on it once again. A second time, he felt the delightful tightness in the front of his thong at being so easily handled by the big, strong jock.

“Oops,” he said, feigning a high-pitch voice. “I’ll keep it here, just to be safe,” he said, taking the dollar and sliding it inside the costume’s top, to mimic sliding it inside his bra. He’d hoped more than anything, then, that the jock wouldn’t try and grab him around it, otherwise he would find the fake breasts and his entire afternoon might be compromised. Sure enough, the jock started to move his hands up in that direction, and Andrew, thinking as quickly as he could, turned away from him and whispered, “If you’re going to grab anything, I like it in the butt.”

The jock smiled wide and surprised. “Oh, shit? Yeah? Well, we can arrange that, wild girl,” he said.

“Oh, well, I meant that you could grab my—“Andrew clarified, but the jock was so enthused that he could hardly get a word in over the tall, dark-haired college boy.

Andrew could smell his cologne and feel the hardness of his muscles as he pressed his body against the back of him. At once, Andrew felt his body pressed against the wood-paneled wall of the hallway, as the jock’s hand came down and began to caress along the inside of his thigh and up toward his butt cheek.

“Like what you feel?” Andrew said. A shudder ran through his body in that moment, being man-handled by the jock. He bit his lip and inhaled through his teeth as his eyes closed with weakness. His knees, too, felt weak, as the jock ran his hands on either side of his hips and pulled him back from the wall, gently.

“Come on,” he said, starting down the hallway.

“Where are we going?” Andrew asked, following him and giggling.

“There’s a room back here that nobody goes into,” the jock said. The two of them rounded the corner. “I’m James, by the way,” the jock grinned. “And… Kelsey,” Andrew returned, laughing.

He watched as James pushed a door open and stepped inside. It appeared to be an old dart lounge with a couple of olive-green sofas and orange poker tables. Everything was aged and retro, and certainly didn’t look like a frequented part of the bar. “Sam uses it to play poker with his buddies,” James explained, referencing the owner of the bar.

“And you know this how?” Andrew asked.

“I’m one of his buddies,” James returned.

Andrew didn’t know what he was doing. His cock was so hard, that he couldn’t seem to stop himself. Am I really going to make out with this guy? That’s just asking to get caught, he thought. He knew he could turn around and walk right back out, but he didn’t. His cock was too hungry for release from just about anything, including another man. It was as though the moment he’d put on the outfit and dressed in the clothes of a girl, he’d wanted all the things that a girl could get—at least, all the things a girl who was as pretty as he’d felt could get. And he felt prettier than ever before, and more important and self-empowered than ever before. He felt as though, for the first time, he was in control of everything that happened to him. And now, with James standing up against him in the old, empty room, he chose to let the jock’s lips come down and meet his.

He felt James’s tongue tangle with his, and his cock flared with want—hard and swollen inside the thong and starting to press up against the bulge in James’s jeans. When the jock’s hands started slowly down his body, Andrew quickly dropped to his knees and licked his lips. “Um, how about this?” He said, looking up at James. He grabbed the jock’s hand and pulled him over to a sofa, watching as he sat down, reclining back.

Andrew licked his lips again and unbuttoned James’s jeans, unzipping them and tugging them down to his knees. “No touching, though—that’s the only rule,” he said, following with a girlish laugh.

“No problem,” James said, putting his hands back behind his head and relaxing.

Andrew yanked down James’s boxers, and at once, the eight-inch cock swung out of it, hard and thick, and throbbing in its massive, flanged head. “Fuck,” Andrew said, gasping with a touch of his normal voice. “I mean… wow,” he corrected.

His eyes were wide and his lips, painted in cherry-red lipstick, hanging open. He couldn’t believe he was holding another guy’s cock in his hands, now. He gave it a few curious, careful strokes and looked at it wondrously. “You like?” James asked.

“I do,” Andrew returned, without so much as a single conscious thought. It was as though his alter ego had taken over. Kelsey had taken over, and she wanted James’s cock, even if Andrew normally did not.

He parted his lips and slid his mouth over the hard cockhead. At once, he felt the spongy, soft head filling his lips with its firmness and rubbing against the roof of his mouth. He moaned with enjoyment, unable to believe that he was actually sucking another guy’s dick. But, he was Kelsey, now. Nobody would ever know that Andrew had done it; at least, not with any luck. And it meant that he could experiment however he wanted—in whatever dirty way he’d ever dared. It would always stay Kelsey’s secret!

He swallowed James’s cock as best as he could, finding that he could not take more than an inch or so past the massive head. Andrew realized, then, just how much of a task it was to suck a big dick. He felt an ache in his jaw as he continued, sucking and slurping his tongue over the big, ridged head. “Get your fingers on those balls,” James ordered. Obedient, Andrew moved his fingers—red and white polka-dot paint on each nail—over the heavy sack, massaging each orb in his palm. So much sperm, I bet, Andrew thought. What the fuck am I doing? I’m sucking some jock’s dick like a cheerleader or something, wanting his sperm inside me? Fuck, I’m in big trouble, Andrew continued, as he sucked James’s dick over and over.

“Come here, get on this sofa,” James said.

Andrew pulled off the jock’s dick and moved as he insisted, resting his knees on the cold floor and bending over the seat of the sofa, so that he poked his butt into the air. He made sure to get as low as he could, and poke his butt as high as he could, to deflect any attention away from anything but his ass—he knew that if James were to discover his own hard cock and tight sack, his lucky afternoon would be over.

But James had little interest in anything but Andrew’s ass. The jock yanked the skirt down, revealing the Christmas-themed thong, and laughed. “I like it,” he said, thumbing inside the string, before pulling it to the side. At once, Andrew felt the sensation of James’s tongue sliding over his asshole. The jock held his big, strong hands on either side of the blonde teen’s ass, spreading his cheeks open and rimming his pink, bald hole. “Oh… fuck,” Andrew gasped and sighed, clinging onto the sofa in his lithe fingers, as he felt the warm, wet tongue sliding around his tight, virgin hole. He reached back and pulled his thong string to the side, feeling like a proper girl, now, as James’s happily ate his ass.

“Fucking tight little hole!” James said, pulling back and spanking Andrew’s ass as hard as he could.

“Oh, fuck!” Andrew cried out.

“You’ve got to be the hottest girl I’ve ever fucking seen,” the jock continued. The compliment left James’s cock flaring and throbbing in his thong, desperate for release.

“So, you want this cock, huh?” the jock continued, grabbing his dick and stroke it a few times, until the spit from Andrew’s mouth lathered it nicely. The jock then pressed the head against Andrew’s pink asshole. He started to push until the tight, virgin blonde opened up around him. At once, Andrew groaned out from the thick, warm intrusion in his butt. The jock’s massive cock-head thrust inside him and filled him with a soreness and ache. “Fuck,” Andrew moaned, as the thick cock gave him a sudden pain. James grabbed Andrew’s butt on either side and kept him in place, as he continued to drive his cock into the warm, tight hole, inch by inch. He was knowledgeable enough to go slow, but not as slow as he could have. Instead, the hungry jock moaned with delight and watched each inch of his thick shaft disappear into the tight, round butt.

“Fuck… fuck…” Andrew gasped over and over, trying to adjust to the massive dick.

“That’s it… Santa’s little whore,” James said, laughing and giving his butt a spank.

“How does that dick feel?” James said.

“Nice,” Andrew said, mostly lying. It wasn’t until James had sunken over half his length into the blonde that Andrew started to feel the sensation easing up. And not too long after this, he almost felt a sort of pleasure in his ass from being filled and stuffed to such an extent.

“Oh… fuck,” Andrew said, whimpering with newfound bliss. He couldn’t believe he was being bent over, held in place, and fucked in his asshole by a jock and his big dick. He felt like such a dirty girl—such a sexy girl, though. Andrew had never felt so alive and so at home in his own body as he had in that moment. He held his thong string to the side and bit his lip, taking the massive dick and enjoying it more and more with every deep thrust.

“Damn, you’re the tightest girl I’ve ever fucked,” James said. “Never done anal, though—it’s nice to not use a condom for once,” the jock laughed.

“So, you’re clean, then?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah, definitely,” James said. “I don’t fuck around with STDs. You are, right?”

“One hundred percent,” Andrew said, laughing before breaking into another long, deep moan. He tried hard to keep his girlish tone, but it became increasingly more difficult with every acceleration of James’s thrusts. The jock became more and more ravenous and impatient to claim his tight ass, and began thrusting fast and deep, nearly pounding the newly broken-in blonde teen.

“Oh, fuck me,” Andrew blurted, without even realizing it at first. He continued, begging for Andrew to pound him harder and harder. He realized, then, that he wanted to be taken hard—used and enjoyed just like the sexy girl that he felt like.

“Fuck me… yes… you think I’m sexy, don’t you? You can’t wait to fucking cum for this girl,” Andrew said, relishing in the moment.

“Fuck… you’re going to make me cum so hard,” James returned.

“Not yet… so close,” Andrew said, reaching down and rubbing his cock through his thong and skirt. His cock continued to flare over and over, and the familiar tinge of bliss stung him—the climax swelling harder and harder at the base of his cock. With each thrust filling him, Andrew felt the vague sensation of his prostate being stimulated, which only accelerated the point of no return. Finally, he felt the ever-growing climax reach its precipice and burst. “Fuck! I’m cumming!” He cried out at the top of his lungs, feeling the massive explosion translate into a dribble of cum from the tip of his cock and into the tight little pouch of the thong. He continued to grind his hand against the underside of his cock, feeling much like a girl grinding her clit, as James’s cock continued to thrust deep and fast into him.

“Oh, fuck… fuck… FUCK!” James growled. At once, the jock thrust his entire length deep into Andrew’s asshole, and the blonde teen felt the massive head throbbing deep inside his bowels. “Fuck!” James growled one final time, and Andrew knew that in that moment, he was being pumped full of virile sperm—injected with it. Rope after rope painted the walls of his canal as James’s emptied his balls of every last drop, before sighing heavily and collapsing slightly atop Andrew.

“Fuck,” James sighed and shook his head.

“I know,” Andrew said, panting. He felt the throbbing deep in his ass as he continued to pulse with the ghost of his orgasm, and James’s cock did the same.

“Dirty fucking girl,” James exhaled and smiled.

“Thanks,” Andrew said, grinning.

James waited a moment and then pulled out, leaving Andrew to feel the new void in his butt—a hollowness he’d never noticed before, but now desperately wanted to be filled as much as possible. He let his thong string fall back between his cheeks and grinned to himself as James brushed himself down and shoved his still half-hard cock back into his jeans.

“We should do this again soon,” James said. “You got a phone number so I can text you?”

“Um,” Andrew said, suddenly worried about it all getting back to Dustin.

“How about we meet back here tomorrow? We’ll both sneak back here,” Andrew suggested, deflecting from giving his number.

“Sounds good,” James said. “Be here at ten tomorrow night. And have that asshole ready for me again,” the jock said, starting out of the room.

Andrew turned and sat down on the sofa. He could feel the wetness of his ass and his cock throbbed with want, as if ready to be stroked to finish once again based solely on the memory of what had just taken place.

Andrew couldn’t believe what had happened. He wondered how long he’d been gone and knew James would probably not be happy with him. But he didn’t care; didn’t care if he got paid, even.

He was more interested in trying to process everything that had happened. He knew it would be a long time before he comprehended it all. But, he also knew he would probably sneak back into that same room the following night and let James fuck him all over again. He was too addicted to it all, now.

Andrew continued to relax in the silence of the back room. He saw his reflection in a dusty mirror on the wall, and saw a used, happily exhausted girl looking back at him. He smiled.


TURNED SISSY


A tremor of fear shot through Cody’s body. The skinny blonde boy snuck into the bedroom, tip-toeing past the pink dresser and across the pearl-white carpet, toward the queen-size bed at the center of the farthest wall. The afternoon sunlight crept in through the two windows on either side of the bed—lazy and golden as summer slid into autumn with each passing day. And with the heat of the late, Indian summer rising, the curiosity of the eighteen year-old boy for his sister’s “toys” also grew more intense.

Cody bit his lip and scanned his big, blue eyes over the premise. The eighteen year-old knew his sister was at soccer practice. Newly a sophomore at the local college, the twenty year-old girl would be too busy with her practice to notice her little brother sneaking in and sifting through her most forbidden possessions. It was true that sometimes Cody’s sister came home early from practice, accompanied by a few of her teammates. Cody would hear them talking about the boys on the college campus—their butts, their smiles, but most of all, the bulges in their jeans. The blonde would be right at the door-frame, just outside the bedroom, so that despite her friends’ whispering about such topics, the blonde would hear it all. His body, too, would flare with want and excitement.

Hearing about college boys was the last thing Cody needed, though. Already trying to keep his budding sexual experimentation a naughty secret from his parents, the blonde was trying his best to appear as any typical, ‘straight’ eighteen year-old boy. Despite never having had a girlfriend, he’d fended off the poking intrigue of his parents, who’d decided it rather odd that their cute-enough son had brought no girls home during his high school days. Of course, Cody had just finished his senior year at this point. And it left the blonde in the awkward of already dreaming about college, but still being far away!

The slender, small blonde shifted his eyes from side to side. Lydia’s toys weren’t the only things Cody had been interested in. Her panties, too, held a special fascination for the blonde boy. The idea of sliding a pair of panties up his legs and strutting about the room in the dainty, silky satin thongs that she kept in her bathroom drawer seemed too exciting to dare. It remained a fantasy, so long as the boy hadn’t the will to poke about in her room and steal a pair for himself.

But the desire had become too great. Today was the day, and Cody was leaving the forbidden room with not just a pair of panties, but something far more exciting. It was only a few days before when Cody had overheard his sister’s girlfriends gossiping about the boys on campus, as they always seemed to do. But this particular conversation shifted into a much unexpected topic.

“It’s super realistic,” he’d overheard Victoria say, giggling but keeping herself as quiet as possible.

“Come on, let’s see him,” her other friend, Jessie, demanded.

Victoria—the picture perfect blonde-haired southern vixen—shot back at her girlfriend with reprimand. “I can’t show you! Not here; what if my Lydia’s parents walk in? Do you know how much trouble I had to go through to get it? I had to buy it online with my parents’ credit card, and then I had to hide the order from him the entire week it took to get here. And then I had to keep my mom busy so that she didn’t open the package when it arrived. If they caught me with this, they’d totally flip!”

Still, her friend’s protesting continued. Jessie was another sparkling image of beauty, with long, flowing dark hair and a soft, milky-pale complexion, with amber-colored eyes that seemed to see right through whomever they fixed upon. Once or twice she’d mentioned Cody to Victoria, whispering about how ‘cute’ she found the Lydia’s brother. This, however, only elicited a dismissive sigh from the girl. “Well, save your energy—I’m pretty sure he’s gay,” Victoria said, as she and her friends giggled. “Vic, what a terrible thing to say about Lydia’s brother!” Another of the girl’s friends had said, laughing and playfully shoving the blonde girl.

“Well, what do you want me to say? Lydia says he never has a girl around. And he’s so neat and fussy about everything. And, well, you know—just look at how cute and girly he looks!” Victoria explained. “I’m not saying I know for sure. Maybe he’s just shy. But if he doesn’t learn how to talk to girls soon, he might as well be one, himself,” the girl added, to a roar of laughter from her friends.

“Maybe we should teach him,” Jessie then said.

“Teach him how to talk to girls?” Victoria asked.

“No, teach him how to be one,” Jessie said, evoking an even stronger fit of laughter from the group of college girls.

“You guys have all the fun you want,” said Lydia. “Just leave me out of it.”

The remarks had stung Cody, and yet, he knew that deep down he couldn’t quite argue with them, either. It was true that he had been shy around girls. And though he wasn’t entirely sure he was straight, he didn’t feel completely comfortable at the idea of being gay, either. He fantasized sometimes about girls—dominating and strong women, in fact. But other times, men fascinated him. Real men. The men that were on underwear packages that he’d seen at the mall. Men with big, smooth bulges in their white briefs, and big, striated muscles ripping across their chests, shoulders and arms. Men with hair on their chests and big, big, dicks. Such men he thought about when stroking his cock. It would get so stiff it would start to hurt from the blood that throbbed within it as Cody imagined the sort of men Victoria had casually mentioned having made-out or even had sex with.

Cody would close his eyes and think of Victoria riding their big dicks, moaning with exasperated bliss—stretched open and impaled on their massive tools, and dominated with little choice. Such thoughts would make his masturbation very brief, with cum blasting from his small cock within seconds. His ball sack would shrivel and harden—emptied and sore with orgasm as he would be left to shamefully think about his dirty gay thoughts.

The confusion had finally spilled over enough that the blonde knew he had little choice but to sneak into his sister’s room and find out for sure whether he was gay. Inside Lydia’s bedroom was not only a pair of panties, but a magazine featuring naked, rugged men, and a big, realistic dildo she had hidden for Victoria. Victoria was sexually experienced, and voracious enough that the many men she’d been with at high school and now college had not been enough to wet her appetite for constant stimulation. Cody, luckily, had overheard about all of it. He not only had enough material to drive his fantasies, but he had the tools to decide whether he truly wanted to wear panties and get fucked in his ass, too.

As the trees danced in the summer breeze just outside, Cody finally knelt down on the floor and found the secret box beneath the bed. At once he pulled it out into the light of the room and opened it. The blonde’s mouth hung open as he saw the big, rubber cock inside the box. At once, he grabbed it, wrapping his fingers around the fleshy, cool rubber shaft—gummy and soft, but firm enough to mimic his cock when it would get hard. Immediately, his own cock started to grow firm in his briefs, blooming to its chiseled length of four and a half inches. The massive nine-inch cock, with a circumference of perhaps six inches, left his fingers barely touching as they wrapped around the thickness. He felt his ass pulsing with want as he started to imagine slicking the big, ruddy flanged head of the rubber cock with his spit and sliding it against his hairless, pink asshole.

He’d never had anything more than a finger inside his ass, but he’d ached for something bigger—something to stretch him and fill him in a way he’d longed for but could never quite explain. And now, he held in his hands the answer.

The boy looked over his shoulder. He knew he was home alone, but it was better safe than sorry! He walked quickly to the bathroom and found a pair of panties—a bright-orange thong that Cody could already imagine hugging his ass-cheeks. He wanted to swipe a bit of her make-up, too, but decided to practice patience. After all, he didn’t want to get found out before he’d had a chance to experience any of the forbidden pleasures he’d been longing for.

Cody looked at the panties and decided he couldn’t help but slip into them right then and there. He tugged his khakis down and off his legs, followed by his tight, white briefs. At once his cock sprung into the air, wetted at the tip with his dewy pre-cum. He bit his lip and sighed with want as he stepped into the thong and dragged it up his body. “Fuck,” the boy whispered to himself, as the tight, soft cotton panties started to tighten along his thighs and eventually settle over his genitals and ass. The tiny strap ran down the middle of his ass, straddling his cheeks and cradling his sack. His hard cock, stubbornly hard, poked out like a tent in the front of the orange panty. He winced and bit his lip, wanting to get soft again to visualize the whole picture of himself as a beautiful, cute girl. Instead, he tugged the panties down and slung them in place beneath his ball sack, pulling his cock back out. He brought the dildo down to compare the size of it to his own penis—dramatically and impossibly larger, to the point of comedy. Cody felt the fast, shortness on his breath as excitement overtook his entire body. His ass became hungry to have the dildo inside it, and he felt a hint of sweat beneath his armpits as adrenaline and arousal coursed through his veins. With his heart speeding in his chest, Cody wondered if he shouldn’t use Victoria’s dildo right there in the bathroom. After all, he could clean it in the sink before he was done and return it, unsuspecting, before slipping out like an undetected thief in the night.

But then everything came crashing down right before him. To a chorus of laughter, Cody turned to see his sister’s friend, Victoria, her girlfriend Jessie, and a third girl, standing in the doorway of the bathroom. The girls were bowled over, laughing hysterically and pointing.

“S—sorry, I was just…” Cody started, his cheeks reddened with painful embarrassment.

“I know what you were going to do… or already did,” Victoria said. “I’ll find out which one in a minute.”

“I didn’t!” Cody protested.

“Come on, girls,” Victoria snapped. “Jessie, you were right—it’s time to teach him how to be a proper girl. It’s the only way. Otherwise he’s going to give it up to the first big wiener he comes across.”

“What about Lydia?” asked Jessie.

“Lydia won’t be here for another two hours, remember? She told us to let ourselves in and relax since her parents aren’t home.”

Jessie smiled. Suddenly Jessie and the other girl—a red-head with a smarmy, quiet grin across her lips—grabbed Cody, hooking their arms with his, and started to drag the skinny boy out of the bathroom in nothing but the panties and t-shirt. Cody, still clutching the dildo, gave it up as Victoria angled for it from his hands. She slapped it in her palm and paced about as the girls sat Cody on the edge of her bed, like an interrogator.

“Well, well, well,” Victoria said. “Jessie, Kalyn? This is a big day—I’m glad you two are here for it,” she continued. “We’re going to turn this boy into the girl he’s always wanted to be. Get that makeup kit from the bathroom that you got Lydia for her birthday last month,” she said to the red-headed girl.

Cody knew he should wrestle free and make it look like he didn’t want this, but he couldn’t find the strength. He was too curious and this was his chance to experiment while looking innocent. Still, he wiggled a bit in their grasp as if he didn’t want to be there, when he really did. Jessie only laughed and shook her head. “You want to leave? Be my guest. But something tells me you’ll hang around for this.”

They let me go, but I was frozen in place. I couldn’t move and I didn’t want to. I hung my head and swallowed. “Please,” I said. “I want this.”

“That’s what I thought,” teased Victoria.

At once, the two girls held Cody down as Victoria started to apply the makeup to his face. “Stay still and this will be a lot easier,” she said, but broke into laughter along with the others. After ten minutes in which Cody had gone from afraid to passive, the girls had made-up the blonde eighteen year-old boy, just like a beautiful, short-haired girl, ready for a night on the town.

But the work was far from over.

“So you want to wear panties and play with dildos, huh?” Victoria said. With a lump in his throat, he still denied it. “No. Of course not.”

“Then why are you wearing Lydia’s panties?” Victoria said, before reaching down and yanking the panties down and off Cody’s legs. At once, the blonde boy’s dick sprang up and all three girls got an unadulterated view of his pink cock and tight, ruddy ball-sack as he writhed his legs.

The girls only laughed, however, as they eyed the boy’s penis.

“Wow, Victoria, it’s super small!” Kalyn laughed.

“It’s so cute though, it’s like a really big clit or something,” Jessie said, which only invited all three girls into hysterical laughter.

“Ok, ok,” Victoria said, hushing the two girls. “It’s true, his penis is useless, but that’s okay,” the girl said, reached forward and grabbing Cody’s cock in her hand. She suddenly yanked it, hard and firm, eliciting a strained yelp of pain from the blonde sissy. “Ah! Shit!” Cody gasped.

“Darn, it won’t come off. Well, that’s fine,” Victoria said, laughing. “I was going to say it’s okay, because you’re not going to be using much of that, anyway,” she said, eyeing the boy with a touch of sincerity. “You see, you’re a pussy-boy who wants to dress like a girl and have sex with boys, right? Well, that means you’re not going to use your thing very much—instead, you’re going to use this,” Victoria said. Jessie and Kalyn pulled Cody’s legs back, exposing his taut, bald asshole for Victoria.

“Of course it would be prettier than most girls,” Victoria said, with a giggle that also seemed a touch jealous and condescending. Both Jessie and Kalyn looked for themselves, all-too curious to get a glimpse of the boy’s smooth butthole. They each watched it pucker and clench and relax, giggling and poking fun. Jessie even playfully lowered her finger and tickled the tight, smooth hole, as all three laughed and watched it react.

“Mm, fuck,” Cody groaned, as he felt the caress against his sensitive, hungry hole.

“Definitely doesn’t look like you used my dildo yet, that’s for sure,” Victoria said, spanking the big rubber cock against her palm. “That’s good, because I always wanted to be here to show you how to take your first big dick.”

“I—I don’t know if I… I was just going to leave and… “ Cody tried to explain his actions, but he couldn’t deny it any longer. He wanted this. And if this is how he was going to get it, then so be it.

“You forgot the lube, by the way,” Victoria said, shaking her head. The girl lowered and grabbed a bottle of the clear liquid from beneath the bed. “See? Also, you forgot this,” she added, lifting a strange leather strap into the air.

The other two girls cheered with glee upon seeing it, as though they knew exactly what this entailed. Cody worried about all of it, being made up like a girl, having his legs spread apart so that Victoria, and her best friends, could get a perfect view of his most private areas, all while they pointed and giggled. His mind was dizzy in ways he couldn’t even have imagined before. And yet his cock continued to stay just as painfully hard as ever before. He watched the dildo in Victoria’s hands and could only think about the sensation of being broken open around the big, powerful tool, just as a sissy like him was meant for. He knew that if he’d struggled hard enough he could break free from the girls, but he couldn’t do it—his body had become far too aroused by the idea; a fact that confused him still.

So, instead, he let the girls keep his legs spread eagle, giggling and playfully teasing the sissy blonde boy and caressing his ruddy, tight butthole with feather-like touch beneath their fingertips. And he watched, helpless, as Victoria adjusted the dildo inside the strap and brought it around her waist, tightening it. Now he understood what the strap had been for, watching the big, rubber dildo hang from the front of her pelvis as though it was her own. The two other girls protested, “I want to wear it, next!”

“We’ll each get to do her,” Victoria said.

“Her?” Cody gasped.

“Yes, her. You’re obviously a girl, now, the way you behave and the dirty things you’ve been trying to do in private. And now, we’re going to initiate you and show you how to handle a big cock for the first time. We’re going to make sure your boy-pussy is nice and stretched out before you meet the right guy,” the blonde girl smiled.

Her two friends giggled. “We should let Scottie fuck her,” Jessie laughed, covering her mouth. “Or, what about Tyler? He has a really big thing—I’ll bet he’d love to split her in two.”

“She’s probably so tight, too—they’d feel so good deep inside her,” Kalyn added.

“Well, let’s find out,” Victoria said, bringing the dildo to his tight, clenching asshole. “Now, relax that boy-pussy or it’s going to be more painful. Take a deep breath and feel yourself opening up for it,” the blonde girl said, running a hand through her hair and meticulously adjusting her looks before returning to the moment. She gripped the base of the fake dick and, with lube glistening over the head of it, began to shove it into the boy’s warm, tight hole.

“Oh… oh no, oh… fuck!” Cody cried out—his eyes tight as possible and his teeth clenched as his wails shattered the laughter of the girls in the bedroom. Jessie and Kalyn could only laugh as they watched the blonde boy’s small cock bounce up and down a few times, involuntarily, as Victoria thrust the big, rubber dick inside his tight ass.

Cody felt his body split open around the powerful, demanding cock. Victoria was impatient, driving inside and stretching the boy open inch by inch with little care or nuance. But the girl did not care, instead, she looked at her nails, commenting on how she needed a manicure soon to the other girls, as the big cock dunked deeper into the tight asshole. Cody winced, gasped and groaned, endlessly, as the girl pumped in and out of him. Her friends watched on, holding Cody in place by his wrists, giggling and mesmerized watching the big dick disappear into the tight, reddish hole.

“My turn, my turn!” Jessie said, harshly spanking Cody’s cock a few times with her hand. Kayln, too, followed suit and spanked Cody’s balls hard, to the point that he moaned louder than before.

And yet Cody’s stiff cock only jumped over and over as blood pumped into it, crowding it and expanding it with full hardness. His body loved the domination at the hands of the careless, wicked girls.

Victoria reluctantly pulled out and let Jessie have a go, next. The blonde girl took her friend’s place on the bed, holding Cody’s right leg apart as Jessie strapped the cock around her waist and excitedly thrust deep into the rosy, gaping asshole. “Oh… fuck!” Cody cried out, louder than ever, as Jessie grinned with satisfaction. She pounded fast and clumsy, as a girl who did not have a penis of her own and had no real understanding for the physics of penetrating holes. The big rubber cock stuffed Cody’s tight, warm hole as deep as it would allow, with the blonde crying out with particular pain when the head of the rubber cock shoved against the depths of his bowels.

Soon, however, the big, girthy cock rubbed against his prostate, ticking him and dragging him close to climax. Even without touching his penis, he felt he would soon come. Even with both Victoria and Kalyn spanking and roughing up his penis and ball-sack, Cody felt his cock throbbing with impending climax. The base of his cock ached with tension as Jessie pumped hard and fast into his tight, used hole.

“Oh… oh, please!” Cody cried out, wailing with pleasure and pain.

“It’s for your own good, sissy,” Victoria said, giggling along with the other two.

“My turn, already,” Kalyn insisted, jumping from the bed. “Just a moment longer,” Jessie said, thrusting harder, faster and deeper. She clearly delighted in the act of fucking the sissy-boy hard and rough—living for the moans and sighs that escaped his sweet, pink lips. She watched with delight, too, as his asshole expanded the deeper the cock thrust into it, stretching apart as the middle of the shaft became thicker and then narrower toward the head.

“I’m gonna’… I’m going to…” Cody panted as the two girls bickered over wearing the strap-on. Through the raucous conversation and giggling, Cody felt the pressure of orgasm swarming him, until finally, he felt the muscles around his asshole thumping and clamping as the white strings of cum drizzled weakly from his cock.

“Oh, shit!” Kalyn said, frustrated. “You made her come, already!”

Jessie grinned with satisfaction. “You weren’t supposed to come yet!” Kalyn said, spanking Cody’s cock, even as it continued to drizzle white, pearly cum in the midst of his orgasm. She found the boy’s tight, emptied sack and gave it a nice tight squeeze, and Cody felt pain mix with the blissful pleasure of his orgasm. He groaned and tightened his eyes as Jessie continued to pound his tight ass a few final times. Finally she withdrew and looked at Cody’s gaping hole. Victoria and Kalyn both looked, as well, smiling with pride.

“Looks like you’re ready to take your first real penis,” Victoria said. “I’m proud of you. You went from a panty-thief to a girl-in-training.”

The three girls left Cody on the bed, catching his breath and covered in his own cum, as his asshole throbbed with soreness. “Let’s get some frozen yogurt, already—I’m starving,” Kalyn griped. The three girls conversed with each other, gossiping about the boys on campus, as they left Cody on the bed, dirty and used.

“Get cleaned up and keep those panties on… and come join us for some girl talk,” she said. Victoria turned over her shoulder and winked, leaving Cody feeling a strange mix of emotions. Was he one of them now? And what if Lydia ever found out?

Cody eyed the room, now empty. He saw the big, rubber cock that had caused his orgasm and excitedly hurried to clean himself. He was already planning another go with his new favorite toy. By the end of the afternoon, he was ready to become a certified size queen. He knew then that there was little conflict as to whether he liked guys or girls. This was his fate, he’d decided. He was made to be a gorgeous, pretty girl, with her legs spread open and her boy-pussy stuffed hard and rough by a real man’s dick.

Cody knew he would forever be indebted to the girls for showing him who he really was. Cody smiled and rushed to the bathroom to play a bit more before joining the other girls downstairs.
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