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Caught by My Roommate



“I mean, maybe you’re gay. Or… maybe you were meant to be a girl.”

The words struck Ross like a blade slipping between his ribs, sharp and unexpected. His girlfriend sat across from him at the small downtown café, arms folded in that way that signaled she was closing herself off. She giggled as if she’d just delivered the cleverest jab in the world, the sound tinged with something that made his skin prickle—a mix of amusement and thinly veiled contempt.

Eighteen years old and still naïve enough to think they’d make it through the semester together, Ross had never imagined his girlfriend would end things that afternoon. Yet here they were, the sun warm on the café’s patio, their drinks sweating in the late-day heat, and him sitting in the middle of what was quickly becoming the most humiliating conversation of his life.

“I’m not gay,” Ross said. His voice was steady enough, but the words caught in his throat. He would have laughed if the accusation hadn’t felt so absurd, so alien to the way he saw himself. Instead, his hands curled into tight fists against his thighs, a small, defensive reflex he tried to disguise. His gaze locked on Brooke’s, trying to read if she was teasing, testing, or truly done with him.

Brooke tossed her hair, a casual flick that sent sunlight catching in the copper threads. Her green eyes slid past him to the café window, where Ross followed her focus. The barista inside—a tall, broad-shouldered guy with corded biceps straining against his T-shirt—was pulling espresso shots with the easy efficiency of someone used to being watched. He looked like the kind of man who might have spent his mornings on a football field or in a boxing gym before clocking in.

Ross didn’t have to guess twice. That was Brooke’s type. It had been obvious from the start. Her eyes always lingered a beat too long on jocks and guys who carried themselves like they owned whatever space they stood in. Men who could break someone like Ross in half without breaking a sweat.

A part of him, small and bitter, had wondered for weeks if Brooke was simply biding her time until someone like the barista appeared, a living reminder of what she thought he wasn’t. Maybe she’d even hoped for it, as if having that kind of man in her line of sight would shame Ross into becoming something harder, bigger, more traditionally “male” than the lanky, slightly bookish gamer he was.

But Ross knew himself. He was a freshman in college who’d somehow lucked into dating a girl who turned heads everywhere she went. The relationship had only lasted three months, though it had felt longer after she moved in within weeks. By the second month, Ross had realized what he hadn’t wanted to admit—Brooke’s affection had always been a little conditional, her presence as much about convenience as connection. Cheap rent had been the real draw. And now that the act wasn’t worth keeping up, she’d chosen to end things.

“Well, something is wrong with you,” Brooke said, leaning back in her chair, her tone almost casual, as if they were discussing the weather.

“You think being gay means something is wrong with a person?” Ross asked, tilting his head and lifting one brow. The challenge in his voice was quiet but unmistakable.

Brooke’s lips pressed together in a quick, thin smile, and he could almost see her rewiring the conversation in real time. No doubt she wanted to dodge any hint that she might sound prejudiced. Especially with her position on the University debate team.

“You know what I mean,” she said, her voice softening, though the edge was still there. “It’s like you don’t even try to be more of a guy.” She leaned forward now, studying him as if weighing every word. “You just sit at home after class, playing video games. You don’t lift weights, you don’t do any of the stuff my guy friends do. What about Tyler? Or Trey?” Her tone carried something halfway between frustration and resignation, but there was also a flicker in her eyes, a measuring glance, as if she were wondering what he might become if he let himself.

Now it was Ross who rolled his eyes. “Oh, please. The two meatheads who couldn’t tell their asses from their faces?”

“They’re cool, and they’re super nice. You’re the only one being a prick right now,” Brooke snapped, her tone sharp enough to cut through the low hum of traffic on the street behind them.

“Oh, yeah? You think I didn’t hear the three of you talking about me last weekend at that party?” Ross’s voice rose despite his effort to keep it steady. “I was right around the corner when you told them all about my ‘small dick’ and how it looked more like a ‘baby carrot’ than a penis.” His chest tightened, but the words came faster now. “Honestly, ever since then, I’ve been waiting for you to break up with me. It’s not like I’ve gotten anything out of this relationship anyway.”

The flare of indignation in Brooke’s green eyes was almost satisfying. It was the last thread snapping between them. She didn’t look guilty or regretful, not even for a second. If anything, she looked irritated at being called out, as though he had broken some unspoken rule by acknowledging her cruelty aloud.

“Whatever,” she hissed, yanking her phone from her purse. She stared down at the screen, her thumbs moving with quick, dismissive taps, as if Ross no longer existed. “So, we’re through, right? That’s what you’re saying?”

“Uh-huh,” Kayla said.

“Good,” Ross replied, his voice flat.

“You can come get your clothes out of my closet, then,” he added, pushing the words out as a formality.

“Whatever. They’re last season anyway. Everything I actually like, I moved out last week and took to Janelle’s.” She slung her bag over her shoulder, her voice light with finality. “Um, so, bye.”

She stood and walked off without hesitation, her heels striking the pavement as she headed down the sidewalk. She didn’t glance back. Ross watched her until the crowd swallowed her up. Whatever contempt she had felt for him, it was clear she didn’t care to hide it anymore. He told himself he didn’t care either. By now, he had already decided Brooke was no different from most girls at the college—interested only until the novelty wore off. He even let himself smirk at the thought that, if nothing else, he’d at least gotten a few halfhearted, pity-driven blowjobs out of the arrangement.

The real problem now was more practical. Without Brooke, he no longer had someone to split the rent with. It was already late in the leasing cycle, and most students had found roommates back when the semester started.

Ross put out a few ads online but hesitated when the first responses came in. The truth was, he didn’t want to live with anyone. If he had to, he would have preferred a girl, but he knew how that would look—an eighteen-year-old guy advertising for a female roommate sounded like some thin excuse for creeping on them. And another guy? The idea didn’t appeal to him either.

The problem, he knew, was the same one that had shadowed him for years: he had never been able to connect with other men. He had no real guy friends, no easy camaraderie to fall back on. And whenever women realized this, it seemed to drain their attraction. It made him look, in their eyes, like a loner. Or worse, a loser. It was why Brooke had walked out, just as it was why his last girlfriend in high school had dumped him for reasons she never quite named.

Despite knowing that many girls saw him as a failure of a guy—because he had no male friends and never behaved like the men they were used to—Ross understood he could only be himself. That much was unshakable. He had no interest in putting on an act, no matter how much others wanted him to. Yet allowing someone to share his personal space was another matter entirely. Whether it was a man or a woman, the idea made him uneasy, the thought settling in his stomach like a knot that refused to loosen.

When Logan knocked on his apartment door, Ross drew in a deep, measured breath and held it for a moment before turning the knob. He had prepared himself for the worst. Logan’s reply to his online ad for a roommate had been sitting in Ross’s inbox for several days, and with the first of the month creeping closer, his options were thinning fast. The selection process had been haphazard—out of dozens of responses, he had chosen Logan’s email without much thought, more out of necessity than anything else.

Logan’s message had been brief, which Ross appreciated. He was a student at the same college, twenty-one years old, and didn’t smoke or party. He had even mentioned—almost as an afterthought—that he was old enough to buy alcohol if needed, though he didn’t drink much himself. It sounded reasonable. It sounded easy.

When Ross opened the door, nothing about Logan’s appearance suggested a problem. If anything, he seemed almost too put-together for a random Craigslist-style arrangement. He was taller than Ross by several inches, with a naturally muscular build that filled out the plain T-shirt he wore. His dark-brown hair was trimmed short, the line around his ears neat, and a shadow of stubble along his jaw only emphasized its sharpness. His eyes were a cool, gray-brown, steady and assessing for a brief moment before softening when he smiled. That smile revealed a pair of dimples that, unexpectedly, took some of the edge off his imposing presence.

Ross let him in, and within minutes of polite conversation—basic details about rent, utilities, and schedules—he decided Logan was as good a choice as he could hope for under the circumstances. They didn’t linger over the small talk. Ross handed over the lease, Logan signed it without fuss, and the matter was settled. The next day, Logan arrived with a pickup truck full of furniture and a few boxes, unloading them quickly and without complaint.

After that, Ross paid little attention to him. He didn’t see the need. Living with another guy was already something he’d rather not do, and getting to know Logan would only give him the opportunity to see Ross for what he feared most others saw—a lanky, awkward nerd. Ross preferred things the way they were: minimal conversation, minimal insight into each other’s lives, minimal risk of judgment.

A few weeks into their arrangement, Ross walked into the kitchen and found Logan leaning against the counter with one hip propped casually against the edge. He was wearing nothing but a white towel wrapped low around his waist. The fabric was pulled snug across the thick muscles of his thighs, the terry cloth visibly straining against their size. It seemed too short for him, the hem riding high enough that the fold at the front gaped slightly. The opening ran upward between his legs, just enough that Ross thought he might see the guy’s cock if he looked directly at it for more than a second.

When Ross stepped into the room, Logan shifted from his relaxed lean into a posture that looked more alert, as though acknowledging his presence.

“What’s up, bro?” Logan asked, his voice easy, casual. He bit into a piece of toast, chewing slowly as his arm lifted, the movement making the big, corded muscles of his biceps flex under the skin. Ross’s gaze caught on them before he could stop himself, drawn to the carved lines and the sheer size that made Logan’s upper body seem almost too solid for the small kitchen.

“Uh, nothing much—you?” Ross said with a shrug. He made an effort to keep his blue eyes elsewhere, fixing them on the countertop, but they slipped back almost against his will.

“You want me to throw on a shirt?” Logan asked, a small curve to his mouth, as if he had noticed the glance.

“What—um, no way. You’re fine,” Ross said quickly. He rubbed the back of his neck, the gesture betraying a nervous energy he tried to mask with a steadier tone. “I’m cool, dude,” he added, forcing a casual air into his voice.

“Sure thing,” Logan said. “I’ve got to be out of here in, like, a couple minutes, so don’t worry.” He took another bite of toast, speaking between chews. “Coach is making us run laps this morning because one of our receivers was acting like an asshole during practice yesterday.”

Ross blinked. “Wait—yeah, bro,” Logan went on, grinning as if Ross’s recognition was inevitable. “I figured you knew me from the team. I’m left tackle on the football team at school.”

“Oh, cool,” Ross replied. Inside, the word landed with far less enthusiasm than it sounded. The revelation carried a weight he didn’t welcome. It was as if that single piece of information pulled a curtain back on everything about Logan he hadn’t cared to know. Of course, Ross reminded himself, not every jock was identical. Still, the picture fit: the cocky grin, the commanding build, and the sense that Logan’s world revolved around himself and the handful of things that interested him.

Logan polished off the last of his toast in two bites. With his mouth still full, he grinned broadly and said, “Adios, bro.”

“Sure thing, dude,” Ross replied.

He tried to set the conversation aside. It was his day off from classes—his schedule kept him on campus only Tuesdays and Thursdays—and the early part of the week always left him feeling a little more refreshed. In some ways, it still felt like he had dodged a bullet with the whole roommate situation. Logan might be a football player, but Ross could admit he wasn’t so bad. More importantly, Logan didn’t seem like the kind who would care much about what Ross did or who he was.

Ross poured himself a bowl of cereal, eating without rush, then carried his empty dish to the sink before heading back toward his bedroom. His phone buzzed just as he stepped inside.

The message was from his ex-girlfriend. Is it true that Logan Glass is your new roommate?

For a moment, Ross stared at the screen, debating whether to reply. Part of him didn’t see the point. Why bother? He suspected her interest was nothing more than another chance to gush over a guy who was the opposite of him.

But the urge to answer—if only to get in a small, private moment of gloating—won out. He typed a single word. Yes.

Almost immediately, another text appeared from the girl. Could you ‘sell’ me to the hottie? it read, the words punctuated with a winking emoji that made Ross exhale sharply through his nose. He rolled his eyes and thumbed back a reply: Sure. I was just about to throw away your old clothes. Maybe I’ll show him the sweatpants you always lounged around in while binging Netflix.

He hit send and, without hesitation, blocked her number. The conversation had nothing to offer him now. What lingered was the reminder that her things were still cluttering his closet. He slipped his phone into his pocket, crossed the room, and pulled open the closet door.

Inside, Brooke’s leftovers were heaped in careless piles—clothing bunched together, sleeves twisted, tags peeking out at odd angles. A few tubes of lipstick and compacts of powder were scattered across the floor, likely tossed aside when she’d been searching for whatever she thought worth taking during her move the week before.

Ross stepped inside, the faint scent of fabric softener rising as he crouched down. His fingers closed around the familiar gray sweatpants and he tossed them aside without thought. They landed in a slump near the wall. Beneath them, something caught his eye.

He reached into the pile and drew out several pairs of panties, most of them thongs, each more delicate than the last. One in particular stood out: lace, in a deep shade of purple that seemed to drink in the dim light. He turned it in his fingers, studying the fine stitching along the waistband and the scalloped trim.

He couldn’t remember ever seeing Brooke wear these. Then again, he’d never seen her in only her underwear. Even living together, she had been intent on keeping certain boundaries, making sure he never got the kind of view most boyfriends might take for granted.

He bit his lip as his thumb brushed over the soft, silken fabric. The sensation was strangely intimate, a whisper of texture against his skin. The thought that these had belonged to a beautiful woman, had possibly been worn against her body, sent a flicker of heat through him. He glanced over his shoulder, irrationally wary that someone might appear at the doorway, then lifted the thong closer.

It was clean, carrying only the faint scent of detergent, but that didn’t matter. The act of holding it, stretching the delicate fabric between his hands, imagining it worn, was enough to stir something low in his stomach. He’d never had the chance to be this close to a thong before, never held one freely in his hands, able to study it without fear of being caught.

A reckless thought sparked. I should wear them around. That’d show Brooke. The corner of his mouth twitched at the idea. She should be glad I’m not gay. If I was, it’d be too much competition for her. Imagine if I liked dressing as a girl. I could probably wear her own panties better than she could.

The mental image was absurd, and he laughed quietly to himself, shaking his head. What am I even thinking? Yet the thought refused to leave. It clung stubbornly, teasing him with the possibility, even as he tried to dismiss it. He told himself to drop the thong and keep sorting, but his mind circled back to the idea, finding it strangely exciting. He didn’t want to admit the truth forming in the back of his head: the idea of wearing the purple lace was turning him on.

Again, his gaze flicked toward the open doorway. His heartbeat picked up, and an electric rush moved through him. It was the mixture of taboo and ridiculousness that made the thought so tempting. In his mind, he could already picture sliding the fabric up over his thighs, feeling it settle into place.

Before he could second-guess himself, Ross rose to his feet. He unbuttoned his jeans, pushed them down along with his boxers, and stepped free until he was bare from the waist down, the thong still resting in his hand.

Standing there bare from the waist down, the thong in his hand, Ross felt a throb of pure arousal pulse through him. His skin prickled with heat, and his breathing grew shallow. He lowered the purple scrap of lace until it brushed against his cock, draping it over the rigid, five-inch length like a piece of delicate fabric hung over a post. The contrast between the feminine silk and the hardness beneath it made his lips twitch into a laugh. A low sound slipped from his throat—half moan, half sigh—and he wet his lips without thinking.

He knew he wouldn’t wait any longer. The wanting was immediate and insistent, stronger than his hesitation. Even with his cock standing stiff, all he could think about was squeezing himself into the girlish panties, feeling how they might cling and stretch around him.

He stepped into the openings one foot at a time, guiding the fabric up his legs. The lace slid over his calves and onto his thighs, snugging against the skin with a faint, teasing pressure. As he pulled higher, the waistband settled around his narrow hips. A taut line of fabric nestled between the cheeks of his ass, climbing until it pressed firmly against the sensitive strip between his balls and his entrance. He drew in a sharp breath, the sensation making his muscles tense. The front was already a struggle; the pouch was made for a flat, smooth curve, not the weight of him.

Ross pushed his cock upward against his stomach, pointing it toward his navel, then tugged the thong fully into place. The purple lace framed him, holding him in an unnatural but oddly thrilling position. A bead of slick pre-cum welled at the tip and trailed down the fabric, dampening it. His knees softened under him, a wave of weakness rolling through his legs.

“You do not like wearing girl’s clothing, bro… you just don’t… you need to take this thing off,” he muttered under his breath. The words felt hollow even as he said them. Instead of peeling the thong away, he turned toward the mirror in the closet and bent forward slightly.

The reflection stopped him cold. His ass looked tight, rounded, and smooth, the narrow strip disappearing between his cheeks in a way that was startlingly feminine. If he hadn’t known better, he might have believed he was staring at a girl’s body—Brooke’s, even. He bit his lip, eyes tracing the curve, and shook his head in disbelief.

The urge to look closer overpowered him. He reached back, cupped both cheeks, and parted them until he could see the pale hint of his entrance, barely visible beneath the thin purple strap. The view made his breath catch.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his voice thick. No amount of denial could change the truth in that moment: his body loved this. Every nerve seemed tuned to the feel of Brooke’s panties hugging him. And now, the thought of trying on more filled his mind.

Kneeling again, he reached into the heap of clothes and drew out a tiny T-shirt—white, cropped high to reveal the midriff, with sparkly script across the chest that read Summer Lovin’. He pulled it over his head, the cotton catching briefly on his shoulders before settling across his torso. The short hem barely brushed the top of the thong.

It was feminine, but not enough. The cut didn’t shift the way he felt about himself the way the thong had. The thrill wasn’t as sharp. He peeled the shirt off and let it fall aside, scanning the pile again. His hand found a blue summer dress with a low neckline that dipped just above where breasts would curve, and a hem that promised to end halfway up the thigh.

Ross stared at the dress for a moment, his fingers tightening slightly around the fabric as he took a slow breath. The thought of slipping into it made something stir low in his stomach. After a pause, he decided to try it on. The process was more awkward than he expected as he wiggled his way into the narrow opening, twisting his arms in search of the right orientation. He even let out a quiet laugh at his own fumbling, the sound edged with nervous energy.

When he finally managed to pull it into place, the material molded to him almost like a second skin. The snug fit traced every line of his torso and hips. He turned toward the mirror, taking in the sight. The image excited him, the dress hugging him in a way he’d never experienced before, but there was something missing. The look felt too restrained, too polite. He wanted more than that. He wanted something that flaunted what he was feeling. Something that would make the heat in his body visible, that would announce the dirty rush of wearing the thong beneath it.

Sifting through the pile again, his hand found something that stopped him. Another shirt, but this one was nothing like the white crop top from earlier. Hot pink, the words Little Slut emblazoned across the front in bold, glossy white letters. Ross’s brows lifted. He could hardly believe Brooke had owned something so blatantly sexual.

The thought bloomed into questions he couldn’t shake. Had she ever worn it out? Maybe with her friends, catching the eyes of the men she liked to flirt with at cafés or restaurants? Had it been part of some wild night he hadn’t known about? His mind reached further, conjuring the possibility that she might have worn it while with another man. Some grinning frat boy or muscle-bound jock, letting him pull it up over her breasts before pushing her against a wall.

That mental image stayed with him as he stepped out of the dress. He slid the pink shirt over his head, the fabric falling against his bare skin before settling over his chest. Turning to the mirror, he took in the sight: Little Slut stretched across his torso in bright, shameless letters, paired with the purple thong. Just looking at himself like this was enough to make another bead of pre-cum swell and slip free, leaving a damp mark on the lace.

Something had been unlocked deep inside him, and he knew it wasn’t something that could be neatly tucked away again. The feeling was raw, potent, and uncomfortably alluring.

Pulling his gaze from the mirror, Ross reached down into the pile once more, fingers searching for something to complete the outfit. He didn’t need to see it to know when he’d found it: a micro-skirt, pale denim, frayed at the hem.

He stepped into it and began to draw it up his legs. The fabric was snug, but it fit—almost perfectly. A realization settled in: his body wasn’t far off from Brooke’s in size. The thought made his cheeks warm with a mix of embarrassment and a strange, bubbling thrill.

When he turned back to the mirror, the effect was undeniable. The tiny skirt sat low on his hips, the pink shirt above it bold and taunting. He shifted his stance, pushing one hip out, tilting his head, and placing a finger against his lips. His reflection gazed back with an expression that was almost coy.

What am I doing? This is ridiculous, he thought. He was enjoying himself—he couldn’t deny that—but his mind kept pressing questions about his masculinity, about his sexuality, about why this felt so good.

“Let me suck your dick,” he whispered at the mirror, licking his lips before a laugh broke through. He shook his head, but the heat in his chest didn’t fade.

“I need to stop this,” he whispered, though the words felt hollow. Instead of stopping, his gaze swept over the heap of Brooke’s belongings, searching for something else to put on. His eyes caught on a small box tucked near the edge of the pile.

He knelt, pulled it closer, and flipped it open. Inside was a makeup kit. The colors stared back at him—bold, shimmering, and anything but subtle. The garishness made his lips twitch into a smile. This was exactly what he wanted.

A thought surfaced, sharp and unsettling. Brooke hadn’t just left behind random things she didn’t care about—she had left the clothes and makeup she’d worn on those so-called “girls’ nights.” He’d always imagined her in something casual, maybe shopping at the mall or sipping coffee. But looking at the pieces now, it was easy to picture her in short skirts, deep lipstick, and heavy eye makeup under the dim lights of a club. The image burned hotter in his mind: Brooke pressed against some stranger’s chest, laughing into his ear, maybe sinking to her knees in a bathroom stall.

Damn… maybe she was sucking dick at the clubs, too, Ross thought, a rush of heat twisting through his gut. His mind spun with the kind of fantasies he had once tried to keep out. But now, wanting to slip into the same sluttish persona he imagined Brooke carrying in secret, he let them in.

Ross fumbled with the kit, his inexperience obvious. He had no idea where to begin, so he decided to improvise. He found the eyeshadow first and, with a cautious hand, brushed some across his lids. The powder felt strange against his skin, but when he leaned toward the mirror, he was surprised—it wasn’t half bad.

He reached for the lipstick next, a vivid pink that looked almost neon in the light. Twisting it up, he dragged the color across his lips, leaving them slick and bright. Foundation came next, smoothing uneven tones into something softer, followed by eyeliner that traced the shape of his eyes in bold lines.

By the time he stepped back, he hardly recognized the person in the mirror. A girl stared back—short-haired, yes, but hot and shameless, the kind who knew she turned heads. He brushed his hair to the side, styling it into something close to a pixie cut, then puckered at the reflection and shook his head slowly.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” he murmured to the girl in the glass.

“Mm,” he added, the sound slipping out low and sensual. “You want to fuck me, but you don’t get to.” His voice lifted, growing sharper. “I only fuck jocks. Big, muscular jocks… with even bigger cocks,” he hissed.

The words stung with jealousy even as they thrilled him. In that moment, he wasn’t just Ross—he was stepping into a version of Brooke, the one he suspected she had been when he wasn’t looking. The transformation felt dangerous and intoxicating. He loved how slutty and pretty he looked, loved that if he saw the girl in the mirror out somewhere, he would want her instantly. And yet, the girl was him. The thought was strange, dizzying, and impossibly arousing. His cock strained against the confines of the purple thong under the skirt, aching for attention.

Grinning, Ross knew he wasn’t finished. He rose quickly and headed for the bathroom, peeling everything off as he went. The shower’s heat washed over him, loosening his muscles and heightening his skin’s sensitivity. When he stepped out, steam curling around his body, he reached for his razor.

One by one, he cleared every patch of hair—legs, armpits, chest, balls, ass—until his skin was smooth under his palms. He unscrewed a bottle of Brooke’s old toasted-vanilla moisturizer and worked it over himself, the sweet scent clinging to his skin. When he slid his hand between his cheeks and smoothed it over his freshly shaved hole, a moan slipped from his lips. The skin there was warm, slick, and sensitive, and the thought struck him unbidden: it felt like his own pussy.

He had never imagined anything like this before. But Brooke’s clothes were shifting something deep inside him, rewriting his thoughts in ways he could no longer deny.

When he finished in the bathroom, Ross wasted no time pulling the clothes back on, eager to feel the fabric against his freshly smoothed skin. Piece by piece, he remade the image he’d created earlier, tugging the skirt into place and smoothing the pink shirt over his chest. Once dressed again, he leaned toward the mirror, examining every detail.

He touched up his makeup with careful strokes, consulting a few quick YouTube tutorials on his phone to refine what he’d done. The improvement was immediate. Sharper eyeliner, smoother foundation, a bolder curve to his lips. By the time he was satisfied, Ross felt more girl than boy.

Inside, he told himself it was ridiculous. Yet his body betrayed him—thrilled, comfortable, humming with a strange, rightness. It felt natural in a way he had never expected. For the first time, he felt entirely at home in his own skin. How could that be ridiculous? The real absurdity, he thought, was in believing there was something wrong with feeling this way at all.

Pushing past the weight of his old conditioning, he let himself enjoy it. He shifted his hips as he walked the small length of the bathroom, pausing every so often to strike a pose for his reflection. A slow turn here, a playful bend there. He added soft moans and breathy gasps, pretending there were men watching him, imagining their hungry stares. Between pouts, he whispered filthy promises to them, testing the sound of his voice when it slipped into a more sultry register.

“Sorry, Brooke. Logan’s mine,” he murmured, almost without thinking.

The words startled him the instant they were out. He clapped a hand over his mouth and glanced toward the door, as if someone might have heard. I’m having fun, but I can’t drag Logan into this, he thought. It’s too real. I have to live with him. What if I see him in the kitchen, in nothing but a towel… and I start wishing I was a girl who could do things to him? The idea made heat flare low in his belly, a pulse of excitement he tried—and failed—to tamp down.

After another few minutes in front of the mirror, Ross stepped back into his bedroom, still fully dressed in his feminine outfit. The light from the window caught in his hair as he angled himself toward the phone’s camera. One after another, he snapped selfies—pouting at the lens, twisting to glance over his shoulder, tilting his head with a coy smile. Each time, he paused to study the result on the screen, transfixed by the image. A hot girl stared back at him in every frame.

“This is so crazy,” he whispered, a giggle slipping free. Nearly an hour had passed since he first started dressing up, yet he still struggled to believe the reflection—or the photos—were really him. The more he looked, the hotter he felt.

Each time his hand drifted into the thong, he bypassed his cock entirely. Instead, his fingers slid lower, pressing past the swell of his balls until they reached his asshole. He teased himself there, circling lightly, then easing the tip of one finger inside until the tight ring yielded around him. The sensation made his breath catch.

He repeated it once, then twice, before an idea took hold. He positioned himself in front of the mirror, tugged the denim skirt up just enough, and angled the phone behind him. With a careful shift of his hips, he pulled the thong to the side and slipped a finger inside himself again, snapping a picture at the same time.

When he checked the shot, his pulse skipped. The angle hid his balls entirely. The image could have been any college girl caught in a moment of raw exhibitionism. He bit his lip, arousal curling hot in his stomach, wanting nothing more than to keep going.

But before he could move again, a voice came from the doorway—sharp enough to freeze him where he stood, terror flooding through his body and shattering the haze of pleasure.

“Nice,” a low, deep voice called from behind him.

Ross’s head snapped toward the sound, his breath catching when he saw Logan standing in the doorway, arms folded across his chest. The bedroom door was half open, and the jock filled its frame with casual confidence, his gaze fixed on Ross.

“Fuck,” Ross gasped, the word tumbling out before he could stop it. “Um, I was… shit.” The sentence crumbled in his mouth.

“Yeah, don’t worry about explaining. It’s pretty obvious what’s going on here, bro.” Logan’s grin tilted into something cocky, his eyes lingering in a way that made Ross’s stomach tighten. He stepped inside with slow, even strides until he stood close enough to make Ross tilt his head back just to look at him.

“Um, what are you…” Ross began, the words falling apart before they could find shape.

“Bro, I’ve got to be honest. I’m not gay, but you look like the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.” Logan’s voice was level, but his expression was unreadable. Ross couldn’t tell if he was serious or just messing with him, if the compliment was genuine or designed to twist the knife.

“Um, I…” Ross tried again, but his voice caught.

Logan stopped directly in front of him, the difference in their height making Ross’s gaze level with the hard plane of his chest. Up close, the scent of Logan’s cool, musky cologne wrapped around him, making the small space feel even smaller.

“What are you doing here?” Ross asked, his voice still pitched high and a little breathless, as if he couldn’t quite shake the tone he’d been using in front of the mirror.

“Well, I forgot my headphones for practice. Couldn’t find mine, so I figured I’d ask my new roomie if he had a pair I could borrow. That’s when I saw what my roommate really gets up to when he’s all alone.” Logan’s grin deepened, almost amused.

“It’s not what it looks like,” Ross said quickly.

Logan didn’t answer right away. Instead, he pulled a phone from his pocket, raised it, and snapped a picture before Ross could react. The click of the camera made Ross’s eyes go wide. Fear jolted through him, sharp and sudden, his pulse racing as though he’d stumbled into a nightmare.

“What are you going to do with that?” he demanded, the words tight.

“I don’t know,” Logan replied, still smirking. “Maybe I’ll jerk off to it later. Though, to be honest, I’d rather have a picture of you bent over. I want to see what kind of panties you’re wearing.”

Heat rose in Ross’s face, a mix of humiliation and something he didn’t want to name. He felt violated, furious… yet beneath it, his body couldn’t ignore that Logan’s reaction meant he’d pulled it off. Whether the jock was joking or not, there was something in the way Logan’s eyes moved over him that said he’d gotten a real response.

“Um, I—come on. This was just for… a class project,” Ross blurted, seizing on the excuse as if it might shield him.

“What class?” Logan asked, one brow lifting.

“It’s none of your business,” Ross shot back, chewing on the inside of his cheek.

“Nah, bro. It’s really not.” Logan gave a low laugh, then glanced toward the door. “Anyway, I’d better get to practice.”

As he turned to leave, Ross’s voice stopped him. “Wait—what are you going to do with the picture you took of me?”

“Oh, that…” Logan’s grin returned. “Well, I don’t know. Like I said, maybe I’ll jack off to it later.” He let the words hang for a beat, then added, “Or I figured I’d show some of the guys on the team.”

“Come on, you can’t,” Ross said, his stomach twisting.

“Why not? I mean, you’re going to have to do something to convince me not to, bro. They’re gonna want to see this.”

Ross’s heart pounded, a frantic, heavy rhythm that felt like it was barreling toward a wreck. He knew there was no chance he could overpower Logan. Physically, the jock had him outmatched in every way. There was nothing he could offer that would hold real leverage. The truth was stark—he was trapped.

“Well… um, what do you want?” Ross asked, his voice unsteady. “I’ll give you anything, as long as you delete that photo and forget this ever happened.”

Logan brought a hand to his chin, rubbing it in mock contemplation. His eyes narrowed slightly, as though he were playing out different scenarios in his head, before he finally fixed his gaze on Ross. His face was unreadable when he said, “Okay. Suck my dick, then.”

“Wh—what?” Ross’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding, right? I mean, there’s got to be something else I could…”

“Nah,” Logan interrupted smoothly. “I want a blowjob. If you want me to delete this picture, you’ve got to get down on those knees and suck my dick like the bitch you’re dressed as. After all, your shirt says you’re a ‘little slut.’” His mouth curved into a grin that spread slowly, baring teeth in a way that made Ross’s pulse trip faster.

“Dude, come on,” Ross said, though the protest landed weakly.

“Hey, bro,” Logan replied with a shrug. “I’m not saying you have to do it. I’m just saying those are the terms. If you don’t want this picture to see the light of day, then get on those pretty, shaved knees of yours and open wide.”

“So, you’re for real? You actually want a blowjob from another guy?” Ross asked, hoping the reminder might knock some sense into him.

“I don’t see a guy right now,” Logan said without hesitation. “What I see is a hot girl—a hot slut.” He rubbed his palms together slowly, his eyes locked on Ross.

Ross gave a short, uneasy laugh. “Dude, I… come on.”

“Hey, babe, I gave you my terms. You don’t have to accept them,” Logan said. Then, almost as an afterthought, he added, “But, just in case…”

His hand dropped into the waistband of his basketball shorts. He kept it there for a moment, his gaze never leaving Ross’s face, before yanking them down in one smooth motion.

Ross’s breath hitched. Between Logan’s muscular thighs hung a cock that was as intimidating as it was mesmerizing—long, thick, and already swelling. The shaft was flushed pink, the head a deeper reddish tone, shaped like a broad helmet. Even half-hard, it swung heavily, impossible to ignore.

“Shit,” Ross murmured under his breath. The sight of it rooted him in place.

In that moment, the reality hit him with full force. He was dressed like a hot girl, being propositioned to give a blowjob, the option dangled in front of him like some twisted dare. And beneath the panic, something unexpected stirred. He was staring at everything he didn’t even realize he’d wanted until now, all compressed into a single, dizzying moment.

He couldn’t deny the thought creeping in: if keeping his secret safe meant sucking Logan’s cock, then maybe—just maybe—he wanted to. He had never even entertained the idea of going down on another man. Yet now, dressed the way he was, with Logan’s cock so close and real, curiosity coiled inside him like a live wire.

“Well? My cock is waiting for you, girl,” Logan said, his grin sharpening.

“You’re for real, then?” Ross asked again, still half-hoping the answer would change.

“I don’t say something unless I mean it,” Logan replied. “Seriously, though, I need to get to practice if you’re just going to be some stuck-up bitch. I’ll skip practice if you’re gonna give me head. I’ll gladly do laps tomorrow to feel those sweet lips around my dick.”

Ross couldn’t deny the strange pull that came with knowing he was turning the jock on. The realization unsettled him, yet it thrilled him in equal measure. He hated the thought of giving in, of handing over exactly what Logan wanted—especially to a jock of all people. But in that moment, he didn’t feel like just “Ross” anymore. He was someone else entirely. He had slipped into the skin of the kind of girl who would never have noticed him in real life, let alone spoken to him. She was the kind of girl who would have dropped to her knees for Logan without hesitation.

And right now, that was who he wanted to be. Not forever—he told himself—but for now, absolutely.

Drawing in a deep, steadying breath, Ross stepped forward until he was standing directly in front of Logan. His blue eyes lifted to meet the jock’s gaze. Logan’s tongue swept briefly across his lips, his grin widening.

“Come on, babe. Do it for me,” Logan said, his voice low and coaxing. “I want you to suck it so good.”

“So… you think I’m a hot girl?” Ross asked, his tone uncertain but tinged with curiosity.

“I wouldn’t be standing here with my dick out if you weren’t,” Logan replied with a chuckle. “Babe, you were meant to suck dick. I didn’t realize it until I saw you like this, but it makes perfect sense. This is who you are, isn’t it? You want to suck dick, and I’ve got a big one right here for you. Now get on those knees and suck.”

Ross hesitated only a moment longer before sinking to the floor. From this angle, the head of Logan’s cock hovered just inches from his face. He reached out, his fingers curling hesitantly around the thick shaft. The heat of it pulsed against his palm, the weight substantial. Under his touch, Logan let out a low moan, and Ross felt the shaft swell even more, stiffening until it was fully hard and pointing outward with a subtle downward curve.

The shape almost looked as though it had been made to slide perfectly into his mouth.

Ross took another deep breath, steeling himself. Just this once… only because I absolutely cannot let that photo get out on campus, he told himself. I’ll suck his dick because I have to, not because I’m some hot girl who wants to go around giving head to every hunky college boy I see.

But even as he thought it, the reasoning felt paper-thin. He knew the truth. Ever since he’d put on Brooke’s clothes and felt the rush of arousal, he’d wanted to experience everything a slutty girl might do. And sucking Logan’s cock was the most fitting introduction to this new, dangerous alter ego.

He leaned in, breathing softly against the smooth, flushed crown. Logan glanced down at him, smirking.

“Go on—suck it like the little slut you are.”

Ross parted his lips and let them stretch around the crest of Logan’s cockhead. The heat and firmness filled his mouth instantly. A bead of slick, strong-tasting pre-cum rolled across his tongue, salty and unmistakable.

“Fuck,” Logan groaned, the sound vibrating low in his chest. “Get those sweet lips on there nice and deep.”

Ross could hardly believe what he was seeing. His gaze fixed straight ahead at the neatly trimmed base of Logan’s cock, close enough that the faint scent of soap and skin filled his nose. I can’t believe I have a dick in my mouth. The thought came quick, sharp, but it didn’t bring the disgust he expected. It’s… not even that bad. It’s… kind of nice. This is actually super easy… and—kind of fun?

Fuck, what am I thinking…

His mind swung back and forth between conflict and surrender, frustration and curiosity. He didn’t want to give in to his rawest, most taboo impulses—not here, not with him—but the truth pulsed through every nerve. Dressed as a hot slut, he found himself helpless to act like anything else. The head was soft yet firm against his tongue, the contrast of textures feeding a strange, rising pleasure. And every time Logan groaned or sighed in response to his mouth, something inside Ross tightened and fluttered.

“That’s it, bitch,” Logan said, his tone heavy with satisfaction. Ross felt the jock’s fingers slip into his hair, threading through it. The touch made him feel smaller, more pliant, before the broad, powerful man standing over him.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Logan groaned, his voice vibrating through Ross’s chest. A hand pressed to the back of Ross’s head, guiding him forward. The thick shaft slid deeper into his mouth, filling it until nearly half the length was inside. Logan sighed, long and pleased, as Ross’s lips sealed tight around him.

The push toward his throat made Ross clutch at Logan’s thighs, his fingers pressing into the firm muscle there. The thrill of being handled this way—so openly and with such dominance—was electric. Moments ago he’d only been playing the role, strutting around his room, pretending to be the kind of slut who would get on her knees for a jock like this. Now, he wasn’t pretending.

In his mind, he wasn’t in his bedroom anymore. He was at some raucous frat party, a crowd gathered around, cheering as Logan held his head and fed him cock. What had begun as a forced act to protect his secret was shifting into something far deeper, something that left his heart hammering and his body eager.

“Oh… fuck,” Logan groaned, his voice rougher now. Then, suddenly, the thick shaft slipped from Ross’s mouth. Cool air replaced the heat, and Ross glanced up to see Logan stroking his spit-slick cock slowly, his eyes fixed on him with hungry intent.

“Get on that bed, you slut,” Logan growled. “I’m going to show you what sissy whores like you get when you dress like that.”

“You’re not going to… fuck me, are you?” Ross asked, his voice high and breathy. Only minutes before, the idea would have made his stomach twist with nerves. But now—after tasting Logan, after feeling the weight of him on his tongue—his body ached with wanting. He wanted to be used the way the hottest girls on campus were. A proper, hard fuck felt like the natural conclusion to everything he’d started.

Logan’s smirk deepened. “You know it. Now get on the bed and bend over—get on all fours. I’m going to make you so wet for my cock.”

Ross didn’t hesitate. He crawled onto the mattress, the skirt riding higher on his thighs as he positioned himself on hands and knees. Arching his back, he pushed his ass up, presenting it to him. His skin prickled with anticipation, every second stretching long.

Then he felt it. Logan’s fingers trailed over the curve of his ass, squeezing lightly before sliding between his cheeks. A quiet moan escaped Ross as those fingers eased along the length of his crack and hooked into the waistband of his thong. With one swift pull, it was yanked to the side.

Cool air kissed the exposed skin of his entrance, and he knew, without looking, that Logan’s eyes were on him, taking in the sight of his smooth, tight “pussy” with unfiltered delight.

“Fuck yeah,” Logan murmured as his fingertips caressed the tender rim of the blonde sissy’s entrance. “How does that feel on your pussy?”

“Oh… ugh,” Ross moaned, the sound spilling out of him unrestrained. A moment later, the slick press of a wet finger circled his opening before slipping inside. The intrusion sent a ripple of heat through him, reigniting the same dizzy excitement that had been building all along. His hips gave an involuntary twitch, and a long, shuddering moan escaped his lips.

“Shit,” he gasped when he suddenly felt the warmth of Logan’s mouth between his cheeks. The jock’s tongue flattened against his skin, sliding over him before teasing the tight ring in slow, wet strokes. The sensation was electric, raw. All Ross could do was fist the bedsheets, his knuckles whitening as his legs trembled with want, the muscles in his thighs quivering from the strain of holding himself up.

“Fuck me,” he begged, the words spilling out before he could think.

“I knew you wanted to get fucked, you dumb slut,” Logan laughed, his voice low and certain. “I’ve fucked so many girls like you—you’re all the same. You get drunk on dick after you’ve sucked a big one for a little while.”

Ross bit down on his lower lip, the comparison making his chest tighten with a rush of delight. Being likened to the kind of girls Logan had taken to bed only pulled him deeper into the role he was playing. The thought that he was just like them—in this moment—made his pulse quicken. Without thinking, he spread his knees wider and arched his back, lifting his ass higher in a silent, eager offering.

Logan didn’t hesitate. His hand wrapped around his slick shaft, stroking it once before he leaned over and spit onto it. A second line of spit landed directly on Ross’s waiting hole, the wet heat making Ross let out a low, needy moan. Logan used the head of his cock to smear the moisture over him, circling the rim until Ross’s breath came in shallow bursts.

Then the blunt crown pressed forward. “Here I come, ready or not,” Logan chuckled.

Ross braced himself, a moan tearing from his throat as the thick head began to breach him. His tight ring stretched, yielding around Logan’s size with a sting that flared into a deep ache. The jock’s cockhead pushed through, opening him wider until the heat of Logan’s shaft was seated just inside.

“Oh… fuck,” Logan groaned above him. “God, it’s so tight. So warm.”

Ross’s own sounds came rough and unsteady, a mixture of groans and grunts as the fire spread through him. Logan’s cock began its slow, relentless journey deeper, inch by inch. Each push stretched Ross’s body further, filling him until it felt like there was no more room, yet still more of Logan pressed inside.

Bent forward in his thong and skirt, Ross felt less like himself and more like the proper girl he was trying to become—taken from behind by the football player, his body claimed in the most intimate way. Every moan from Logan’s throat hit his ears like a reward, a sound that made him want to bear the ache just to hear it again.

“Fuck… your ass is so fucking tight, I just want to pound it,” Logan groaned.

Ross’s stomach tensed at the thought of being pummeled immediately, his mind caught between anticipation and fear. But instead of ramming forward, Logan kept his pace steady, his hips working slowly, easing deeper into the hot, gripping channel.

With every inch Logan pushed forward, Ross felt his body yield, his tight rim stretching wider than it ever had before. The ache was intense, yet somehow intoxicating. In his mind, it wasn’t just his ass anymore—it was his own perfect, untouched pussy, being taken for the very first time. The thought made his breath hitch. He reached behind himself, fingers curling around the side of his thong, tugging it farther aside so the jock could see and take him without obstruction. The simple act made him feel utterly shameless, the way a true whore might present herself to be mounted and used.

Finally, Logan sank to the hilt, his hips pressing flush against Ross’s ass until the heavy weight of his balls rested snugly against Ross’s own. The contact was unexpectedly thrilling. Ross could feel his cock oozing pre-cum, twitching helplessly at the sensation of those big, warm spheres brushing his smaller ones with every shift of Logan’s hips. It was in that moment—a moment filled with the heady mix of pain fading into pleasure—that Ross knew he had crossed the threshold completely. He had become, in spirit and in body, the hot college girl he’d imagined.

“Yes,” he gasped, the word slipping out with desperate relief as the sharp edge of the stretch began to soften. Logan’s hips started a slow, rolling rhythm, his thick shaft gliding back and forth in the smooth, clenching channel. Each push forward made the broad head graze Ross’s prostate, sending ripples of ecstasy through him and coaxing more pre-cum to leak freely.

“Fuck me,” Ross cried, his voice breaking in the middle.

For a while, he lost himself to the sounds—the wet slap of their bodies meeting, the guttural moans Logan couldn’t hold back, and his own gasping, breathless cries. The world blurred until there was nothing but the steady pulse of Logan inside him and the deepening pressure curling low in his belly. A strange, teasing tickle built at the tip of his cock, warning him he was hurtling toward release.

“Rub that little clit of yours, bitch,” Logan ordered, punctuating it with a sharp smack to Ross’s ass.

Ross whimpered at the sting and obeyed, his hand darting down to wrap around his own length. He stroked himself in quick, needy pulls while Logan’s thrusts grew faster, each one driving deeper than the last.

“You like dressing up like a girl and getting pounded like one, too, don’t you?” Logan growled against his ear, his breath hot and ragged.

“I do,” Ross admitted without hesitation, tossing his head back and giving himself over to the confession.

“What about taking a big load deep in your pussy? You like that too?” Logan pressed, his moans lengthening, his voice breaking with lust.

The question barely had time to register before Ross felt it—Logan’s cock swelling and pulsing inside him. Heat flooded deep into his body in heavy, rhythmic bursts. The idea that the jock was filling him, claiming him with his cum, broke whatever fragile restraint Ross had left. His hole clenched tightly around Logan’s shaft as his own orgasm took him, spilling weak, trembling ropes across the bed beneath him.

“Fuck… fuck,” Ross whispered hoarsely, shivering as the pleasure wrung every breath from his chest.

Logan leaned forward, planting a quick kiss on Ross’s cheek before pulling back with a crooked smile. “Fuck, babe,” he panted, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You drained my balls. And I heard you cum, too.”

“I did,” Ross admitted softly, still catching his breath.

When Logan finally eased himself out, Ross felt the sudden emptiness deep inside him, the loss making him clench instinctively. The jock looked down at him, smirking. “You fucking drained me, girl.”

Ross bit his lip and cast a flirtatious glance over his shoulder. “Good,” he murmured. “So that photo’s going to be deleted, then?”

Logan’s smirk deepened. “I don’t think I’m going to need it. I’ll just come in here whenever I need to get off and pound your sweet little ass. How does that sound?”

Ross’s lips curved into a smile. “I guess I’m going to have to keep wearing these clothes, then, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, you are,” Logan replied. “You’re a girl now. Anytime I see you, you’d better look just like you do right now.”

He headed toward the door, pausing to glance back. “And I’m keeping that photo. Think of it as insurance—to make sure you’re always hot and ready to fuck.”

Ross knew he should have been angry at that, but the thought of being used by Logan again made it impossible to summon outrage. He had loved every moment of being taken. And now, the promise of more filled him with a kind of eager anticipation he didn’t want to examine too closely.

Looks like my new identity as a hot girl is already paying off, he thought with a private smile. Maybe this roommate situation is going to work out after all.
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