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Dared Into a Dress




“Dare you…”

The words slipped from Adrian’s plush pink lips, cool and confident, as if the challenge had already been accepted. The skinny frat boy darted his ocean-blue eyes to the right, only to find his friend staring back with immediate bravado written all over his face.

“Bullshit,” Brody returned passively, shoving his friend with one broad hand.

Adrian’s long golden hair swung across his forehead, and the two of them laughed before nearly wrestling each other in the middle of the taco hut. Their sneakers squeaked against the greasy tile as Brody caught Adrian by the shoulder and Adrian twisted free, still laughing.

The only other person inside the dingy eatery—a disheveled fortysomething man behind the counter—rolled his eyes but didn’t bother challenging the boisterous pair. The place smelled like scorched hamburger grease, stale fryer oil, and the industrial cleaner someone had halfheartedly used on the tables. At two in the morning, the fluorescent lights were almost painfully bright.

Besides, it wasn’t in the man’s job description to wrangle half-drunk frat boys.

“Always with the dare bullshit,” Brody continued.

The pair claimed a booth in the corner and divided up their food, spreading crumpled wrappers and cardboard containers across the mustard-yellow table. The vinyl seat gave an unpleasant squeak beneath Brody’s weight.

“This is yours,” Adrian said, scooting a couple of burgers across the table. “Get these outta my face,” he joked, tossing a few limp fries at Brody.

“So?” Brody asked.

He pulled his arms back and spread them along the top of the booth, stretching out and reclining against the cracked vinyl as if the entire corner belonged to him. The position made his chest look even broader beneath his T-shirt, his muscular arms extending across nearly the full width of the seat.

“What do you mean, ‘so’?” Adrian asked.

“I mean, so did you fuck Janet or what? You haven’t said a word about it since you and her bailed on the party last night,” Brody explained.

Adrian rolled his blue eyes and laughed, though Brody detected a flicker of nervousness beneath the casual brush-off. It was there in the slight tightening around Adrian’s mouth and the way his attention dropped briefly to the food in front of him.

“Like I would tell you if I did,” he answered.

He hadn’t gotten laid the night before. In fact, the evening had concluded with the girl and him sitting on the hood of his car and talking while the metal slowly cooled beneath them. The night air had smelled faintly of damp pavement and cheap beer from the party they’d left behind.

Eventually, Janet had confided that she thought of Adrian like a sister. She’d corrected herself almost immediately, blurting out the word “brother” instead, but the first word had already landed.

He’d been embarrassed, though not nearly as humiliated as he’d always imagined he would be in a situation like that. Strangely, part of him had even felt propped up by the comment. There had been something honest and trusting in it, an intimacy no drunken hookup was ever going to provide. Janet had felt safe with him. Maybe that should’ve bothered him more than it did, but he couldn’t quite convince himself that it was an insult.

“I’m going to take that as a ‘no,’” Brody laughed, slapping the table hard enough to rattle their drinks. “You pussied out!”

“Whatever, man,” Adrian huffed, admitting defeat in Brody’s eyes. “I totally did,” he added, hoping a last-ditch sarcastic agreement might somehow convince his buddy.

Adrian straightened in the booth and tried to hide the warmth spreading over his face. He could feel the blush creeping up his neck, which only made him more aware of it.

It had always been painfully obvious to them both that Adrian wasn’t exactly the ladies’ man. That title typically belonged to Brody.

The twenty-year-old jock possessed everything most girls seemed to adore. He was tall, dark, and handsome, with the kind of athletic body that made even a plain T-shirt look intentional. There might as well have been a checklist containing every quality reserved for the leading man in a romance movie, and Brody would’ve been able to tick them off one by one without even trying.

Adrian knew Brody was handsome as hell, too.

His smile was usually what did it. It didn’t matter whether they were at a hot, crowded house party with vodka shots being passed around and booming music dulling everyone’s senses. Brody only had to flash a few crooked smirks across the room, and girls would start drifting toward him. He didn’t have to approach them, didn’t have to stumble through an awkward opening line, and barely had to lift a finger.

They simply came to him.

Brody had tried to pass some of his so-called skills along to Adrian, but even he knew his short, skinny, soft-featured friend wasn’t going to attract women with the same ease or enthusiasm. A plain old T-shirt stretched taut across Brody’s big, muscular frame, pulling snugly over his chest and shoulders. The same shirt would hang loosely from Adrian’s lithe body, emphasizing his narrow waist and softer shape rather than disguising it.

Luckily, they were both soccer players, and both of them could excel on the field regardless of how differently they were built. Brody relied on speed, strength, and sheer physical force. Adrian was lighter on his feet, quick and precise, capable of slipping through spaces before anyone realized he’d seen them.

And lucky for Adrian, he was at least the better soccer player of the two.

Brody figured that should’ve been more than enough to attract the girls on campus. What he didn’t know was that Adrian wasn’t nearly as interested in girls as Brody was—a fact Adrian was trying desperately to conceal as his friend pressed him for details about the night before.

“Come on, Dev, you pussied out,” Brody repeated. “Just admit it already and revel in the shame.”

Brody launched a fry across the table and laughed when Adrian caught it between his lips, biting down before flashing him a challenging grin.

For a second, they were exactly as they’d always been: stupid, comfortable, and completely at ease with each other.

Then Adrian went quiet.

The silence caught Brody’s attention almost immediately. Adrian had been quieter over the past few months, but Brody couldn’t figure out why. Surely the lack of women in his life wasn’t bothering him. Adrian ought to have been used to that by now.

Still, something had changed.

In recent weeks, Brody had caught Adrian staring at him more times than he could count. Adrian’s gaze would linger until Brody noticed, and then his friend would look away too quickly. A strange silence would settle between them, thin but unmistakable. It was the kind of awkwardness that had never existed between the two close friends before, and Brody couldn’t decide whether to acknowledge it or pretend he hadn’t noticed.

This moment felt similar.

Adrian sat with his shoulders slightly lowered, staring down at the scattered fries and grease-spotted wrappers. He shook his head faintly, his golden hair falling toward his eyes.

“I don’t know…” he started. “Lately, I’ve been confused about…”

The sentence stalled in his throat.

Adrian looked up and found Brody watching him with wide, attentive eyes, hanging on every word. The easy teasing had fallen from his expression. For once, he wasn’t smirking or preparing another joke. He was simply waiting.

“Yeah?” Brody goaded. “About what?” he pressed.

The intensity of Brody’s attention made Adrian’s stomach tighten. It would’ve been easier if Brody had laughed. Easier if he’d looked away, taken another bite of his burger, or dismissed the whole thing before Adrian could say anything real.

Instead, he was looking directly at him.

Adrian brushed the moment off entirely. He forced the uncertainty from his face and steered the conversation in a different direction, hoping to keep Brody in the dark about his somber mood.

“I’ve been confused about how you can be such a dick sometimes,” he grinned, tossing a fry back at Brody.

Brody laughed. “Oh, is that so? Don’t make me come over there and kick your ass.”

Adrian shook his head, relieved when the tension broke. Brody’s laughter filled the nearly empty restaurant, loud enough to draw another weary glance from the man behind the counter.

Confident he’d thrown Brody off the scent, Adrian settled back into the familiar rhythm between them and started in on another dare.

“You think you’re such hot shit? I dare you to go ask those girls over there if…” Adrian stroked his chin for a moment, pretending to consider the challenge carefully. “I dare you to ask them if they would fuck you tonight.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. No girl is just going to fuck a random dude like that,” Brody dismissed. “It’s an unfair challenge.”

Adrian looked him directly in the eye and laughed. “So you’re chicken, then?”

Adrian began to squawk, imitating a bird with enough commitment to make Brody’s mouth twitch despite himself. Brody put one hand up, trying to remain focused in spite of the spectacle unfolding across the table.

“Okay, I’ll tell you what. I will go ask them if they would fuck me. But if even one of them says yes, you’re fucked,” he explained.

Adrian furrowed his brow. “How so?”

“If one of them says ‘yes,’ you’ve got to…” Brody began.

He paused, considering the possibilities. Then his eyes widened, his expression turning wild with sudden excitement.

“Oh shit, this is too good.”

“Well, come on, then,” Adrian insisted.

“Fine, fine,” Brody relented. “If one of them agrees, then you’ve got to dress up like the little bitch you are, all done up in makeup and girl clothes, and pretend to be my girlfriend. You’re going to find me fucking the girl and make a big scene.”

Brody was laughing so hard Adrian thought he might fall out of his seat. His broad shoulders shook, and he had to brace one hand against the edge of the table to keep himself upright.

Meanwhile, Adrian was merely trying to comprehend what he’d just been told.

“Wait…what? Are you serious?” Adrian asked. “Why would you want that?”

“Um, how about because it would be fucking hilarious? Oh, and why the fuck not? You get to dare me to do the impossible, so I’m making sure the scales are balanced. I mean, if you’re too chicken, then I understand,” Brody finished, mocking Adrian with the same squawking imitation the blond had given him only a moment before.

“I’m not a fucking chicken. I’ll do whatever I’m dared to do,” Adrian said with a smirk. “Besides, what are the odds?”

Brody could hear the nervousness creeping into his friend’s voice now, no matter how hard Adrian tried to bury it beneath his usual cocky attitude.

“Nice,” Brody said.

He scooted out of the booth and started toward the trio of girls gathered near the counter, where they were still trying to decide what to order.

One was tall and lithe, with long, straight dark hair hanging nearly to her waist. Another had short, curly blond hair and a bubbly attitude that matched her slightly curvy figure. The third had dark reddish-brown hair and deep brown eyes to match. Even from across the restaurant, she looked like a perfect ten. She carried herself with a poised, easy confidence, while the other two girls betrayed hints of self-consciousness in the way they glanced around the room and tugged at their clothes.

Adrian watched as Brody strutted across the dingy tile floor toward them. There was no other word for it. He didn’t merely walk over; he moved with the loose, careless confidence of someone who’d never had to wonder whether a girl would find him attractive.

The trio noticed him almost immediately. Their conversation paused, and they leaned toward one another, whispering and giggling behind their hands.

The moment Adrian saw that, his heart began to hammer against his ribs.

Surely he wasn’t going to lose such a preposterous bet. No matter how good-looking Brody was, women didn’t agree to fuck complete strangers simply because they’d been approached beside the counter of a greasy taco joint. At least, Adrian didn’t think they did.

He couldn’t hear what Brody was saying over the low hum of the kitchen equipment and the muffled music coming through the restaurant speakers, but he could see the gestures well enough. At first, the girls appeared confused. Then Brody pointed back toward the corner booth, and all three of them looked directly at Adrian.

They started giggling again.

Were they talking about him?

Adrian’s entire body went tense. His shoulders tightened, his stomach clenched, and he resisted the sudden urge to duck beneath the table. He didn’t know what explanation Brody was giving them, but he couldn’t imagine any version of it that didn’t make him sound ridiculous.

Then two of the girls laughed and shook their heads, apparently declining Brody’s proposition.

Relief loosened Adrian’s chest.

For one brief second, he thought the whole thing was over.

The girl with the dark reddish hair—the perfect ten—was practically eye-fucking Brody. She bit her lower lip and twirled a strand of hair around one long finger, holding his gaze with a boldness that made Adrian’s stomach drop all over again.

“No fucking way,” Adrian whispered beneath his breath.

The girl playfully rolled her eyes and laughed at something Brody said. Then, before Adrian could convince himself he was misreading the situation, Brody took her by the hand and began leading her back toward the booth.

“Shit…there’s no fucking way,” Adrian repeated, slowly shaking his head as Brody approached, nodding triumphantly.

“You’re kidding me,” Adrian said.

Brody only grinned. “Veronica and I are going back to my place to chill. You’d better deliver, or the soccer team is going to see those photos from when you were shit-faced at the farm last summer.”

Brody and his date walked past Adrian. The girl darted her eyes toward him and gave him a small wave, her lips curling into an amused smile.

“It is Veronica, right?” Adrian heard Brody ask as they started out the door.

“Well, it’s actually Veronica, but you’re close enough,” she laughed.

They disappeared into the darkness outside and headed toward Brody’s truck.

Adrian was fucked.

Majorly.

He could pussy out, just as Brody expected him to, or he could put together his best female disguise and call Brody’s bluff with the success of a lifetime. His humiliation would be temporary. Brody’s shock, on the other hand, could sustain Adrian for years.

He couldn’t begin to imagine the expression on Brody’s face when he showed up wearing a wig, makeup, and some girly outfit. Brody would probably laugh at first, but that wasn’t the point. Adrian would’ve done it. He would’ve followed through on a dare Brody never believed he had the balls to accept.

The more he imagined it, the more certain he became.

He had to do it.

Adrian gathered the crumpled wrappers and empty containers from the table, tossed them into the trash, and hurried to his parents’ house. His sister, a college sophomore, still lived there, but he knew she’d be out with her friends. His parents would also be gone for their regular date night, something they’d started doing after marriage counseling.

The coast would be clear.

He’d be able to slip into his sister’s room, steal a few of her clothes, and leave before anyone realized he’d been there. Adrian knew it wasn’t exactly ethical, but his options were limited, and he could always make it up to her. A few twenty-dollar bills would fit nicely into her stocking that year, and Christmas was only a few weeks away.

On the other hand, the look on Brody’s face when he realized he’d been outplayed—that would be priceless.

Adrian needed to see it.

He pulled into his parents’ driveway just after nine o’clock that evening with his headlights off, hoping the darkened truck wouldn’t alert anyone nearby that he’d arrived. The tires rolled quietly over the pavement before he eased the vehicle to a stop.

Nothing moved inside the house.

When Adrian climbed out and found the garage empty, confirming that everyone was gone as expected, his heart began to gallop with anxiety.

He was actually going through with this.

The quiet suburban house seemed different when he entered it knowing he was there to take something. Every small sound felt louder than usual: the muted click of the front door closing behind him, the soft drag of his shoes across the floor, the low mechanical hum of the refrigerator coming from the kitchen.

He’d never taken so much as a paper clip from his sister’s room, yet now he was about to steal an entire outfit.

Temporarily, he reminded himself.

He’d put everything back. Assuming he didn’t stretch it out, stain it, or otherwise ruin it first.

He started wondering what he was even going to take. His sister was similar in stature to him, thanks to his small frame, narrow shoulders, and curvy hips. The resemblance had been the subject of more than a few jokes over the years, though he’d never expected it to become useful.

But could he actually fit into any of her clothes?

Adrian made his way down the hallway, passing his old bedroom before stopping outside hers. He rested his hand on the knob and hesitated, suddenly aware that he was crossing a line he’d never crossed before.

Then he turned it.

Rife with suspense, Adrian cracked open the door and peered into the dim, lifeless room. He stood there for another second, listening for any sound elsewhere in the house, before reaching inside and flipping the light switch.

The darkness vanished.

Clothes were strewn across nearly every available surface. Shirts hung over the back of a desk chair. Jeans and skirts lay in rumpled piles across the floor. More clothing covered the bed, tangled together with an unmade blanket. Bottles, brushes, compacts, and tubes of makeup crowded the top of her dresser.

His sister had always been messy, constantly leaving her clothes and cosmetics scattered wherever she’d last used them.

For once, Adrian hoped that would work to his advantage. She might not even notice if a few things temporarily disappeared.

Shouldn’t be too hard to find something, he thought with a touch of amusement.

“Maybe then I can get this bullshit over with and prove to Brody that I’m a guy who honors his word,” he muttered beneath his breath, wearing a confident smirk he didn’t entirely feel.

He couldn’t stop imagining the expression on Brody’s face when he arrived at the apartment dressed as some hot—at least, he hoped he’d look hot—college girl, arms folded and demanding to know who Brody had brought home.

Adrian knew Brody would flip his shit, mostly because there was almost no expectation that Adrian could pull it off. Brody probably pictured him stumbling through the doorway in a cheap wig and an obviously padded bra, looking more like a drunken Halloween costume than an actual woman.

That only made Adrian more determined to do it well.

If he appeared in Brody’s bedroom doorway looking convincing enough, he might scare him half to death.

Brody wouldn’t be expecting him.

He smiled with a sudden rush of excitement. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt this eager about anything, and it seemed strange that dressing like a girl would be the thing to spark it. Still, he shrugged the feeling off. It was only the prank. The thrill came from imagining Brody’s reaction, nothing more.

His thoughts scattered when something on the edge of his sister’s bed caught his eye. A frilly little dress was sticking out of a shopping bag from the mall, the smooth fabric draped across the crumpled tissue paper. It was a rich shade of teal that seemed almost too bright against the pale bedding.

Adrian moved closer and rubbed the material between his fingers. The fabric was cool and slippery against his skin, and he felt his entire body grow strangely tight with excitement.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

He didn’t know what had come over him, but he loved the fabric. It was smooth and cold, almost creamy beneath his fingertips. He stroked it again before pulling the dress free of the bag and holding it up in front of him.

It was a ruffled spaghetti-strap dress, though he certainly didn’t know enough about women’s clothes to call it that. All Adrian knew was that he loved it. The material looked soft, the waist looked narrow, and the short skirt seemed like the perfect choice for his dirty little prank.

Funny enough, however, the prank was quickly taking a back seat in his mind. He was more interested in exploring his sister’s new clothes—and, strangely enough, wondering whether Brody would think he looked pretty once he was dressed as a girl.

The thought made his stomach flutter.

Adrian dug through the shopping bag and found a white lacy thong and matching bra, a pair of blue shoes that closely matched the dress, and several small makeup items, including eye shadow and blush. He couldn’t believe his luck. It was almost as though his sister had unknowingly assembled the entire outfit for him, saving him from having to paw through her drawers and guess what might go together.

Then he found the receipt.

“Hundred and twenty dollars? Shit,” Adrian sighed.

He stared at the total and knew he’d probably have to pay twice that amount if his sister ever discovered what had happened to the clothes. Borrowing one of her old shirts would’ve been bad enough. Stealing a brand-new dress and lingerie set that she apparently hadn’t even worn yet was something else entirely.

He sighed again and whispered, “Sorry, sis,” as he took the bag and hurried back to his apartment.

He figured he’d explain it later with some ridiculous excuse. Sorry, I was doing a charity drive for Christmas, and I thought that was something you’d left out. No, wait—I found a homeless woman who really needed a sexy outfit for the night.

Adrian shook his head in frustration. There was no explanation that wouldn’t make him sound insane, so he pushed the problem to the back of his mind.

The matter at hand was fitting himself into the tight little dress and underwear, then walking into Brody’s apartment and giving him the shock of his life.

Once he was home, Adrian locked the door and spread the clothes across his bed. The teal dress looked even smaller laid flat beneath the warm bedroom light. He ran his hand over it once before reaching for the thong.

Now that he knew he’d be alone for as long as he wanted, he allowed himself to study it properly. The cream-colored fabric was soft and delicate, with lace running around the narrow waistband and down the front. It barely seemed like enough material to qualify as underwear.

He picked up the bra next, turning it over in his hands. He had no intention of wearing it, but he’d thought it might seem even stranger to take everything else and leave the matching bra sitting alone on his sister’s bed. So he tossed it aside, despite how sexy he thought it looked.

“Maybe one day,” he sighed, eyeing the push-up bra.

Wait…what do I mean? he thought.

Strange things were certainly happening to him since he’d been wrangled into this naughty little prank.

Every few moments, Adrian caught himself playing with the idea of dressing like a girl again after the prank was over. He couldn’t deny how inviting the clothes seemed now that he had unrestricted access to such a sexy little outfit. There was something intoxicating about being alone with it, knowing nobody could interrupt him or ask why he was touching the fabric so carefully.

He imagined himself wearing the thong, and he felt the familiar tension building between his legs.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

He looked down at the three-inch cock raised to full hardness between his thighs. The sight left him both aroused and frustrated. He hadn’t even put anything on yet, and already his body was threatening to ruin the illusion.

“This is going to be a problem,” he added.

Adrian pushed his erection down with one hand while stepping into the thong. He eased the lace over his feet and began drawing it carefully up his legs. The fabric was the softest and silkiest thing he’d ever felt, and as it grazed his long, hairless calves and thighs, the tension in his body only grew sharper.

“This is so fucking wrong,” he whispered to himself.

But he couldn’t stop.

He bit his lip and smiled. The smile soon broke into a wild, nervous giggle as he tossed his hair back and yanked the thong the rest of the way around his waist.

The narrow pouch in front barely contained his small cock and balls. For once, Adrian found himself appreciative of his much-smaller-than-average features. With some careful adjusting, there was at least a chance he could keep everything hidden beneath the dress.

For years, he’d felt nothing but insecurity about his size. He was a college athlete saddled with the shortest cock in the locker room, and he’d done everything he could to avoid being seen for too long. He’d changed quickly, kept his towel close, and pretended not to notice whenever the other guys walked around without a trace of embarrassment.

Meanwhile, Brody’s flagpole was massive, even at half-mast.

It had always made Adrian jealous. At least, jealousy was what he’d chosen to call the hot, uneasy feeling that settled in his stomach whenever he saw it. The skinny athlete had grown hard more than once after catching sight of Brody naked in the locker room, though he’d never allowed himself to examine what that reaction meant.

He knew there was something slightly less than straight about it, but he’d never chalked it up to the possibility that he might have a thing for his best friend. It was admiration, he’d told himself. The same sheer admiration nearly every girl placed upon Brody.

Or so he’d thought.

Standing alone in the thong, Adrian pictured Brody’s long cock again. It had to be eight inches of thick pink flesh, heavy even while soft and almost intimidating when fully hard.

Adrian gasped as he imagined Brody at that very moment, only a few blocks away, sinking that giant cock into some girl’s tight pussy. He could picture Brody’s muscular hips driving forward and the girl’s legs wrapped around his waist.

His erection throbbed harder inside the lace.

Adrian dragged his fingertips over the front of the thong, then along the narrow fabric sitting flush against his hips and ass. The lace felt almost weightless, but every brush of it seemed to send another pulse through him.

He lowered one hand beneath the curve of his ass and lightly teased the skin there. His fingers wandered inward, lingering near his opening while Brody’s cock remained fixed in his mind.

“Fuck me,” he blurted.

His brow furrowed immediately. The words had escaped before he could stop them.

Adrian dismissed the utterance as part of his new acting role for the evening. I’m just getting into character as Brody’s ex-girlfriend, he thought, clinging to the flimsy excuse.

And suddenly, it was fine for him to imagine himself thrown across the bed with his legs spread while Brody towered over him. He pictured Brody’s muscular chest and broad shoulders filling the space above him, forming a solid wall of heat and strength that Adrian couldn’t escape.

Between Brody’s legs, that massive power tool would press against Adrian’s most forbidden entrance. Brody would force it slowly inside, stretching him around the thick head before sinking deeper, until he reached the warm, tight center of him.

Adrian moaned.

His fingers slid against his opening, circling the sensitive skin until a sharp tickle raced up his spine. He threw his head back, letting his shaggy hair sway around his face.

For the first time in what felt like forever, Adrian felt completely unrestrained. He didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing him, teasing him, or asking what the hell he was doing. Inside the locked apartment, he could touch the lace, arch his body, and imagine whatever he wanted.

He climbed onto the bed and turned toward the mirror hanging from the bathroom door.

At first, he barely recognized the figure in the reflection.

He saw a skinny girl with an admittedly flat chest but a pretty face, shaggy blond hair, and a perky little ass that seemed perfectly shaped for the thong riding over it. The narrow strip of lace disappeared between his cheeks, making his hips appear softer and rounder than they had before.

Adrian arched his back the way he’d seen girls do in pornographic photographs. He brought one finger to his mouth and giggled as he swept his other hand over his ass, posing and teasing himself while watching the reflection mimic every movement.

His cock seemed immaterial. If anything, it was a nuisance—an unwelcome detail that threatened to break the image whenever he looked too closely.

He tried to tuck it back, imagining the smooth, trimmed skin between his legs as nothing more than a shallow feminine mound. But the effort only made him harder. He bit his lip in response and stared at himself while his mind returned to Brody.

A tremor of anxiety washed over him. What he was doing felt incredibly wrong and shameful. He was wearing his sister’s underwear, touching himself, and imagining his best friend fucking him.

There wasn’t a straight explanation for any of it.

Then Adrian reminded himself that he was merely playing a role.

For the moment, that made everything just fine.

Keeping in that spirit, Adrian climbed off the bed, grabbed the dress, and stepped carefully into it. He drew the fabric up his legs and over his hips, then slipped his arms through the thin straps. A small gasp of delight escaped him as the dress settled into place.

The fabric enveloped him with a perfect, clinging tightness, following the shape of his narrow waist and accentuating the curve of his hips. Those same curves had always annoyed him, especially in locker rooms or whenever he stood beside broader, more masculine men like Brody. Now, for the first time, they were working in his favor.

“Damn,” Adrian whispered.

He watched his tall, lithe body turn in front of the mirror. The ruffled spaghetti-strap dress twirled with him, the short teal skirt lifting slightly around his thighs before settling back against his skin. Adrian began to feel as though he might convincingly pull off his little act after all.

He smoothed both hands down the sides of the dress, enjoying the cool, soft texture beneath his palms.

“Why don’t guys have anything this soft…or this sexy?” he asked himself, studying his reflection.

Of course, he realized he didn’t even care about the answer anymore. Why should he, when an entirely new world of women’s clothes was suddenly available to him? There didn’t seem to be anything wrong with dressing like a girl occasionally and enjoying the softer side of himself he usually kept hidden.

The only question was whether that softer side had been his truest self all along.

It was a question Adrian didn’t dare confront in the moment. Thinking about it too deeply might ruin everything, so he pushed it aside and continued turning in front of the mirror, indulging in the fantasy of being a sexy college girl preparing for a night out.

Even his cock, as hard as it was, remained nearly invisible beneath the dress. The snug fabric flattened the outline enough that no one would notice unless they were deliberately looking for it.

Adrian bit his lip. He wanted to keep touching himself while watching his reflection and thinking about Brody, but he resisted the temptation. He still had work to do.

He reached into the shopping bag and pulled out the makeup.

Adrian knew he was completely lost when it came to cosmetics, but after watching a few quick videos online, he sat in front of the mirror and began carefully working on his face. His hand trembled slightly as he touched up his eyelashes and finished applying the mascara, trying not to blink while the tiny brush moved close to his eye.

He made a few mistakes, wiped them away, and tried again.

By the time he was finished, his lashes looked longer and darker, framing his blue eyes in a way that made them appear larger and more striking. He leaned closer to the mirror, surprised by how much such a small change had transformed his face.

Next, he dragged the lipstick across his mouth. The creamy color glided easily over his lips, leaving behind smooth lines of deep pink. He pressed his lips together, watching with delight as the color spread evenly.

Adrian smiled.

The shade might’ve been a little too bold, but that only made him like it more. He wanted to be as bold as the lipstick—deep pink, shameless, and ready to party.

There would be no shyness or prudish flirting for him. His new female alter ego would be the life of the party, the new slut on campus. The other girls wouldn’t be able to compete with his confidence, especially when he was already managing to pull off the look so well.

He batted his finished eyelashes and smiled wider. The newly emphasized contours of his cheeks shifted into dimples on either side of his face, softening his features even further.

He was ready.

Adrian paused for a moment and wondered what his name should be. Would he let Brody blurt one out during their moment of truth, or would he pound on the door and introduce his new persona himself?

He settled on Adriana, just in case it went down like that.

Otherwise, he’d have to accept whatever girlish name Brody assigned him—a prospect that, strangely enough, sounded appealing too. There was something exciting about letting Brody decide who he was. For one night, Adrian wanted to be Brody’s little pet in a way he couldn’t quite explain.

Again, he pushed the thought to the back of his mind, unwilling to confront what it might mean.

He stepped into the dark, low heels and walked carefully around the room. His first few steps were uncertain, but the heels weren’t high enough to be unmanageable. After a few passes across the carpet, he found a rhythm and began to strut, placing one foot almost directly in front of the other and letting his hips move naturally beneath the dress.

“Fuck,” Adrian whispered to himself. “This is for real,” he added, pressing one finger to his lips.

He was actually going to do this.

And he might just fool everyone in the process.

Adrian drove to Brody’s apartment with both hands tight around the steering wheel. Every red light gave him another chance to consider turning around, but each time, he pictured Brody’s shocked expression and kept going.

Once he arrived, he adjusted his hair and makeup one final time in the small, dingy mirror inside his truck. The weak overhead light wasn’t flattering, but even beneath its yellow cast, the disguise still seemed convincing.

He stepped out into the cold night and made his way toward Brody’s apartment.

The chilly air brushed across his bare shoulders and legs, raising goose bumps along his skin. The dress suddenly felt much shorter outdoors than it had in the safety of his bedroom, and Adrian resisted the urge to keep tugging the hem lower.

He took a deep breath as he approached the building and felt his cock beginning to demand attention once again. The anticipation had become almost unbearable. Now that he stood on the precipice of his big prank, he could barely contain himself.

Just imagining Brody seeing him was nearly too much for Adrian to handle.

Even more overwhelming was the possibility that Brody might find him attractive—more attractive than Adrian had ever imagined he could be.

Adrian balled his hands into fists. As he looked down, he suddenly noticed that he hadn’t painted his fingernails.

Disappointment hit him harder than it should have. His bare nails looked plain and unfinished against the teal fabric. Still, he took some comfort in the fact that he was apparently thinking along the same lines as the girl he was trying to portray. The missed detail bothered him because the rest of the illusion mattered so much.

He smoothed the front of the dress one final time and drew another steadying breath.

“I can’t believe I’m going to do this,” he whispered.

He shook his head and laughed softly before teasing his hair with his fingers. Then he pulled out the small vial of perfume he’d swiped from his sister’s bag and sprayed it around his neck and collarbone.

Warm vanilla and lavender surrounded him immediately. Tiny droplets settled against his skin, cool in the already frosty evening air. The fragrance was sweeter than anything Adrian had ever worn, rich enough that he could smell it whenever he moved.

After inhaling the scent, he banged on Brody’s door.

“Brody!” Adrian screamed in his best female voice. “Brody, you open this door right now!”

At first, Adrian couldn’t take himself seriously enough. A laugh slipped between nearly every shout, and he had to press his lips together to keep from breaking character completely. He could only hope Brody wouldn’t answer the door with his lady of the night while Adrian was still trying to collect himself.

It wouldn’t exactly convey authentic anger if he was doubled over against the stairwell railing, choking back laughter.

Finally, Adrian pressed his ear to the door.

From somewhere inside the apartment came the faint sound of moaning and groaning.

The noise left him rigid with lust. His cock thickened beneath the dress again, pressing insistently against the tight lace of the thong. Adrian swallowed and gripped the doorknob.

He turned it as he’d done a million times while visiting Brody’s apartment. If he knew anything about his best friend, it was that Brody never locked his front door.

The latch gave way.

Adrian stepped into the dark foyer and squinted toward the equally dark kitchen and hallway. The familiar scent of Brody’s apartment surrounded him—a mixture of laundry detergent, stale cologne, and the lingering musk of a place occupied by a college athlete who wasn’t particularly committed to cleaning.

Adrian had almost a second sense about his buddy’s apartment. Darkness wouldn’t be a barrier. He knew the placement of the furniture and could feel his way down the hallway without turning on a light.

With every low, forceful moan and high-pitched cry of pleasure, his steps quickened.

He suddenly found himself more interested in watching his best friend fuck his date for the night than he was in playing his part. The prank began to feel secondary as he crept closer to the bedroom, drawn forward by the unmistakable sounds coming from inside.

The cries of impending orgasm grew louder until Adrian stood just outside the doorway.

Brody’s door was wide open.

There, hidden in the darkness, Adrian watched like a naughty little voyeur. He crouched slightly to the side, hoping to remain out of sight in the unlikely event that Brody developed night vision and spotted him lurking in the hall.

Adrian’s heart pounded faster than ever. His cock strained beneath the dress, and the warm vanilla scent drifting around his face kept him intensely aware of the ridiculous, incredible situation he’d placed himself in.

He’d never felt so naughty in his life.

Yet his naughtiness didn’t seem to come from being some perverted peeping Tom. In his mind, he was a curious girl watching as another woman was fucked silly by a big, hunky alpha male.

He found himself relating not to Brody but to Veronica.

Adrian’s hand slid around the curve of his ass. He bit his lip, tempted to slip his fingers beneath the hem of the dress and between his thighs. The lace pressed snugly into him, teasing his cock and ass with every small movement.

He stopped himself before his hand could wander any farther.

He had a dare to make good on, and he wasn’t about to be shown up by Brody. The jock was expecting Adrian to chicken out completely. He probably hadn’t given the bet another serious thought after leaving the taco hut.

The fact that Adrian had gone so far beyond that expectation made him even more determined to take the final step.

Adrian reached one hand just inside the doorway and flicked on the lamp.

Warm light flooded the bedroom.

Brody and his date both turned toward the door, where another girl appeared to be standing with her arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“Brody?” Adrian cried in his best high-pitched tone. “Brody, what the hell is this?”

Adrian flung his arms outward and stormed into the room.

Brody and Veronica looked as though they’d seen a ghost.

Both stared at Adrian with wide, startled eyes, and Brody immediately pulled away from the slender brunette beneath him. His muscles flexed as he pushed himself upright against the headboard, completely naked except for the sheet he hurriedly dragged across his crotch. The thin fabric settled over his lap, barely concealing the shape beneath it.

Veronica grabbed the same sheet and pulled it around herself, though it didn’t cover her breasts. Adrian saw plenty of them.

His reaction was envy rather than attraction.

Veronica’s breasts were incredible—full and perky at the same time, with perfectly shaped nipples rising from each one. Adrian loved the sight, but mostly because he wished he had a pair of his own to show off to Brody. He imagined how they might fill out the teal dress and how Brody’s eyes might linger on them.

Adrian dug the heel of his shoe into the carpet, disturbed by the strange thought. Before he could examine it too closely, Veronica’s voice cut through the room.

“Brody, who the hell is this?”

“I could ask you the same question!” Adrian cried.

“No, seriously, who are you?” Brody asked, dragging one hand through his dark hair.

His eyes remained wide with shock. Adrian couldn’t tell whether Brody was an incredible actor or had somehow forgotten about their little ploy entirely. There wasn’t even a flicker of recognition in his expression. He only stared at Adrian as though some genuinely furious girl had stormed into his bedroom.

“Excuse me? What the hell kind of question is that? I thought I was your girlfriend, you dirty prick!”

Adrian grabbed a pillow from near the doorway and threw it at Brody. It struck him across the chest before falling into his lap.

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Brody said before turning quickly to Veronica. “Babe, I’ve never seen this chick in my life.”

Adrian’s frustration began to turn into panic. His buddy had actually forgotten the prank—or Adrian had somehow disguised himself so well that Brody genuinely didn’t recognize him.

Either possibility made his stomach tighten.

He doubled down.

“I’m your girlfriend…the one you talked to earlier. You told me to meet you here?” Adrian said.

He strained every syllable, emphasizing the words while silently begging Brody to put the pieces together.

“You dumbass,” he added.

The insult was one of the most frequently used phrases between them. Adrian had called Brody a dumbass hundreds of times—on the field, in the locker room, during parties, and whenever Brody said anything particularly arrogant.

At last, recognition struck.

Brody’s eyes seemed to grow ten times larger. He stared at Adrian’s face, then at the blond hair framing it and the teal dress clinging to his body.

Finally, he started laughing and shaking his head.

“Um, do you know this girl?” Veronica asked Brody, who was still laughing. “Because it’s a pretty fucked-up thing to do, cheating on her like this.”

“Thank you, babe,” Adrian said to Veronica.

Veronica smiled. “Don’t mention it. We girls have to look out for one another, especially with jerks like this guy, who think that just because he’s a hottie means he can be an asshole too.”

“Well, he is a hottie—that’s true,” Adrian said with a smile.

The admission came more easily than it should have.

Brody shook his head and fought to collect himself. His laughter faded, though disbelief remained fixed across his face.

“So we dated? That was last week. Get over it, babe.”

Adrian stomped one heel against the floor. “Fuck you. You weren’t even that good in bed, so I don’t know what I’m so upset about, to be honest.”

“Whatever,” Brody said.

He flashed Adrian an expression that clearly told him to knock off the attacks on his sexual abilities. Even in the middle of their ridiculous performance, there were apparently limits to what Brody was willing to tolerate.

“Is that so? Because I might need to know something like that, like…right now,” Veronica said. “I mean…his dick was big, so there’s that. But he doesn’t know his way around, if you get my drift.”

“Hey…um,” Brody said, suddenly struggling.

“What, did you forget my name too? Because it’s Adriana, if you did,” Adrian said with a wink, rescuing his friend from the near miss.

“Oh…um…right,” Brody said, finally putting everything together. “Fuck. I can’t believe…how you look.”

Adrian’s gaze drifted downward before he could stop it.

A massive tent rose beneath the sheet between Brody’s muscular thighs.

Adrian had seen Brody’s body dozens of times in locker rooms and showers. Even shirtless, his friend had always been enough to make Adrian’s pulse stumble. But Adrian had never dared to let his eyes linger for long. Looking too closely risked being caught, and being caught risked questions he hadn’t been prepared to answer.

Now, under the protection of his disguise—and with everyone expecting him to behave like a jealous girlfriend—Adrian allowed himself to look.

His gaze traveled over Brody’s broad shoulders, thick chest, and the firm ridges of muscle along his stomach. The lamplight caught every hard line and shallow shadow, making his body look even more imposing from where Adrian stood.

Then Adrian’s eyes settled on the enormous shape beneath the sheet.

He’d seen Brody’s cock before, but never fully hard. It had been intimidating enough while soft. Now it rose between his thighs like a thick, rigid tower, the sheet stretched tightly over its length.

It had to be huge.

Adrian’s mouth went dry.

“I said, I can’t believe how you look,” Brody repeated, clearing his throat as he tried to pull Adrian’s attention back to his face.

Finally, Adrian lifted his gaze.

“Oh, well, thanks,” he said with a smile, teasing his blond locks with one hand. “I guess you’d better get used to missing this.”

Trying not to laugh, Adrian turned and bent forward slightly. He gave his ass a playful slap, feeling the short skirt shift higher along the backs of his thighs.

“Damn,” Brody said.

The word stopped Adrian for a second.

There was something in Brody’s voice that left him confused. Adrian might’ve been projecting what he wanted to hear, but the reaction had sounded far too sincere to be part of the act. Brody’s gaze remained fixed on him, and the enormous shape beneath the sheet certainly hadn’t softened.

“Okay, so I fucked up. I’m sorry,” Brody said. “It’s only because I can’t help myself sometimes.”

He forced an exaggeratedly sad expression and looked away from Veronica.

Adrian wondered who Brody expected to fool with such hilariously over-the-top acting. His lowered eyes and dramatic pout looked more like something from a bad soap opera than a genuine confession of guilt.

Yet Veronica stroked Brody’s arm and appeared to console him.

“Hold on,” Veronica said, a devious grin forming at one corner of her mouth. “Maybe it’s the vodka talking just a little, but, um…Adriana, is it? I’m more of a lover than a fighter, and, um…I don’t mind sharing Brody. In fact, it sounds kind of hot.”

The words left both men with their jaws nearly on the floor.

For one stunned moment, neither of them seemed capable of responding. Adrian’s heart gave a hard, uneven beat as he looked from Veronica’s amused expression to Brody’s naked body beneath the sheet.

Then they both smiled.

“Yeah? Well, that sounds kind of hot,” Adrian said.

Brody agreed before either of them seemed to realize what they were saying.

It was as though they’d both briefly forgotten that beneath the ruffled dress, lace underwear, and carefully applied makeup, Adrian didn’t exactly have all the expected female parts.

When both men realized that, their bodies tightened, and they grew suddenly uncertain about what Veronica had in mind.

“I’d like to see just how bad you are in bed—a sort of test-it-before-you-buy-it thing,” Veronica said, a soft laugh playing across her red lips.

She brushed her dark hair away from her face and extended a hand to Adrian, drawing him down onto the bed beside her. The mattress dipped beneath his slight weight, bringing him closer to Brody’s naked body and the heat lingering between them.

“I don’t know, babe,” Brody said. “I mean, she is hot, but…are you sure?”

“Yeah, I don’t know either,” Adrian said, his high-pitched voice firing on all cylinders.

The truth was, he knew perfectly well what he wanted.

The painfully hard cock pressing against the lace of his thong and the tight fabric of the blue dress proved it. He wanted Brody. He didn’t know why, how, or what the hell had come over him since they’d made their ridiculous little dare, but he wanted his best friend more than ever.

And he wanted him exactly like this—with Adrian playing the pretty girl and Brody playing the big, hunky jock who couldn’t resist her.

Veronica nodded and smiled widely. She drew Adrian closer and caressed his cheek with the backs of her fingers.

“She’s so pretty,” Veronica said. “Don’t you want her to play with us?”

Adrian licked his lips and looked toward Brody, his pulse beating hard beneath the thin straps of the dress.

“Why don’t we put on a little show for you first?” Veronica said.

The brunette pressed her lips softly to Adrian’s. A shock rushed across his skin as her hands caressed his bare shoulders, moving slowly over the smooth skin the dress left exposed. Adrian tasted the sweetness on her mouth as their tongues quickly tangled, warm and wet between their parted lips.

“Damn,” Brody sighed, sitting back with his hands folded behind his head.

Adrian knew Brody was jealous of him now. The plan had never been for Adrian to show up and start making out with Brody’s new girl. He was supposed to storm inside, make a ridiculous scene, and embarrass himself for the sake of the dare.

Ironically, dressing like a girl had become the only way Adrian had ever managed to get one into bed.

“Your mouth is so soft,” Veronica whispered as she pulled away.

Her sweet breath pressed warmly against Adrian’s cheek while she ran one finger through his straightened blond hair, letting the silky strands slide between her fingers.

“What do you think?” Veronica asked, eyeing Brody. “Are you going to show me how he likes it?”

She looked at Adrian and grinned.

Adrian glanced toward Brody with some hesitation, but only because he wasn’t sure what his friend would think. Adrian already knew he wanted to suck Brody’s cock. The knowledge had settled somewhere deep inside him, beneath all the jokes, the disguise, and the flimsy excuse of honoring a dare.

Brody, however, probably assumed they were both being pushed toward something neither of them truly wanted.

Yet Adrian would’ve been wrong to make that assumption about Brody.

Little did he know, Brody was only pretending to hesitate as well. He figured he’d look totally gay if he seemed too eager to go along with it. He had no idea that Adrian was just as attracted to him as he’d been to Adrian the entire time.

Both jocks wanted each other. They’d clicked too well over the years, their friendship always carrying an intensity neither of them had been willing to examine too closely.

Now, through one strange little prank, they were confronting those feelings in the most unexpected way imaginable—and all while Veronica watched.

They’d have to stay in character and keep the performance convincing. Each of them feared he might not put on a proper show, but beneath that uncertainty, they were both more than ready to taste the other.

So, as Veronica urged Adrian to taste Brody’s cock, the blond girl who’d appeared and interrupted their date decided to do exactly that.

Adrian’s lithe fingers gripped the bedsheet and slowly pulled it back. Brody’s thick, long cock was revealed inch by inch, pulsing heavily between his muscular thighs. It wasn’t as hard as it could be yet, though it was already larger than anything Adrian had imagined holding.

Clearly, it was in desperate need of attention.

Adrian didn’t know the first thing about what he was doing, but he reminded himself that he could’ve said the same thing about dressing like a girl. Somehow, he’d managed to pull that off better than anyone could’ve expected.

“Mm, look at that big, juicy dick,” Veronica said with a giggle. “I was going to have it all to myself, but I’m glad you came along so that we could share it.”

“Me too,” Adrian said with a nod.

His eyes lifted toward Brody’s, searching those hazel orbs for some secret sign that suggested Brody might kill him if he actually went through with this. Instead, he found only a tense, almost vacant anticipation, accompanied by the small smirk pulling at one corner of Brody’s mouth.

Still, Adrian wasn’t sure that was enough.

Then Brody suddenly sat forward, grabbed Adrian’s ass, and pulled him closer.

Adrian’s cock tightened painfully inside the thong as the jock manhandled him. He yelped in his best high-pitched voice, then broke into a breathless giggle.

“Mm,” Veronica laughed. “She liked that.”

“There’s more where that came from,” Brody growled.

He caught Adrian’s ass again and slapped it hard. The sharp impact sent a hot sting across Adrian’s cheek beneath the thin fabric of the dress.

Adrian moaned. “Take whatever you want. I meant it.”

As Veronica watched, Adrian wrapped his fingers around Brody’s throbbing cock. Genuine delight escaped him in a soft sigh as the warm shaft thickened fully in his palm. Brody’s skin was smooth and hot, the rigid flesh twitching beneath Adrian’s tentative grip.

He stroked lightly and watched as Brody’s eyes drifted shut and his teeth caught his lower lip.

Adrian was hooked.

His own cock was painfully hard, but it was nothing compared to the aching emptiness farther back—the hollow inside him that he suddenly needed filled. The need was sharp and unfamiliar, a restless pressure that made him want to spread his legs and surrender every part of himself to Brody.

He stroked Brody’s cock again.

Veronica pressed one hand against the back of Adrian’s head.

“Let’s see you taste it,” she moaned.

She guided him downward until Adrian parted his lips and slid Brody’s large, stiff cockhead across his tongue.

“Fuck!” Brody growled, throwing his head back.

His thighs tightened and flexed beneath Adrian’s hands as the blond cupped his heavy balls and grazed the taut skin with his fingertips. Adrian couldn’t believe how massive his friend’s manhood felt up close. It was thick enough to stretch his lips before he’d even taken more than the head.

No wonder Brody had always been the alpha between them, leaving Adrian to play the role he’d apparently been born to succeed at—the pretty little friend with benefits.

Adrian moaned as Brody’s warm, thick cock pushed deeper and split his mouth wider around its girth. The dark-haired stud tangled one hand in Adrian’s blond hair and urged him down harder.

This was what Adrian had wanted—to be the slutty life of the party, bold and shameless and ready to please. And what better way to experience his first time than with another girl watching, guiding him, and judging how well he performed?

“That’s so hot,” Veronica said. “I love it when you force her head down like that.”

The brunette gasped and rubbed her breasts while Adrian’s mouth bobbed up and down Brody’s spongy shaft. Each time he lowered himself, he tasted the sweet, salty warmth of Brody’s skin. The blunt head pressed closer to the back of his throat, making his eyes water as he struggled to take more.

Adrian gripped Brody’s massive, muscular thighs and swallowed as much of his powerful cock as his mouth could manage. His lips dragged tightly along the shaft as he rose, only to sink again with greater confidence.

With every movement, Brody came closer to returning the favor. His fingers crept beneath the hem of Adrian’s blue dress and traveled higher along the backs of his thighs, moving toward his exposed ass.

Finally, Brody sucked one of his fingers into his mouth before sliding his wet hand upward.

Adrian felt the warm, slick fingertip press teasingly against his tight opening.

The sensation of being touched there while Brody’s cock filled his mouth made Adrian feel more like a hot girl than he ever could’ve imagined. His own cock pulsed helplessly inside the thong as he moaned around Brody’s shaft, the vibration earning a strained groan from the jock above him.

Veronica watched with obvious amusement and growing excitement.

“No wonder you liked her,” she said. “She’s such a dirty slut.”

The commentary only left Adrian more desperate for release.

He wanted Brody’s body—all of it. He’d waited so long without ever admitting he was waiting at all. Now that he was dressed in a way that made him feel like his truest, most natural self, he knew he had to have Brody, no matter what happened afterward.

“She is, isn’t she? She hasn’t been like this before,” Brody said between deep moans of lust. “But I’m glad she’s finally doing it. I’m glad we all are.”

The statement was cryptic, but Adrian read as much into it as he could with a massive cockhead pressing insistently against the back of his throat.

He wondered whether Brody felt the same way about him.

It seemed impossible. Yet Adrian would’ve said it was impossible for Brody to go this far merely to preserve the integrity of a dare, too. No straight man committed this completely to a joke. No ordinary friendship carried this much hunger once the excuses were stripped away.

This was something more.

It was years of hidden lust disguised as friendship, finally bursting free during the hottest, strangest night of their lives.

“She likes ass play, huh?” Veronica said, amused. “She is a dirty little whore. Of course, I’m not into that, so I’m glad she’s here if you’re into that too.”

Brody nodded and grinned, his eyes still fixed on Adrian’s lifted dress and the pale lace stretched tightly across his ass.

“I’ve always wanted to see another girl get it in the ass, though,” Veronica added. “Maybe it’s my lucky day?”

She brushed her fingers through Adrian’s blond hair as he pulled away from Brody’s cock and struggled to catch his breath. His lips felt swollen and wet, his jaw aching faintly from the unfamiliar effort. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and released a shaky sigh.

“I only like it in the ass,” Adrian said.

The words came out with a confidence he hadn’t known he possessed. Maybe he was growing brave. Maybe he was simply becoming reckless. Either way, he expected the admission to be the breaking point for Brody—the moment his best friend stopped playing along and realized how serious Adrian had become.

Yet Adrian didn’t care if it was too much.

He needed to know one way or another. With or without Brody, Adrian knew he’d be dressing like a girl again tomorrow, and probably the day after that. If Brody didn’t want to date him, he’d find another guy who did. The thought hurt more than Adrian wanted to admit, but it no longer frightened him enough to make him retreat.

He’d experienced too much that night to turn back.

He was a girl.

He didn’t have all the expected parts, technically. That much was true. But nobody was going to tell him he wasn’t a woman—not after that night, not after seeing himself in the mirror, and certainly not after taking Brody’s cock into his mouth.

The raw need lodged deep inside his body was the final confirmation. He wanted Brody’s cock inside him. He wanted to be taken exactly this way, with his dress pushed up and his body offered to the man he’d secretly desired for years.

And Brody was more than happy to oblige.

“Yeah, Adriana likes it in the ass because she’s so tight and I’m so big. I guess it just does something for her,” Brody began. “I mean, I cum harder than ever when I fuck her like that, so it makes sense.”

The thought of Brody cumming deep inside him left Adrian ravenous. His opening tightened involuntarily, and an impatient ache gathered low in his body. He wanted more than the tip of Brody’s finger or the teasing brush of his tongue. He wanted Brody’s full weight behind him and every thick inch buried inside.

“So show me already,” Veronica said, panting with desire.

She slipped one hand beneath the sheet and began touching herself. Her thighs parted as she stroked between them, her head falling back against the pillows while her dark hair spread across the bed.

Adrian wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do next.

Brody made the decision for him.

The jock grabbed him firmly and pushed him forward until Adrian’s cheek pressed against the rumpled sheets and his ass rose into the air. The sudden movement made him gasp. His dress slid higher over his thighs as Brody moved behind him and gathered the teal fabric in both hands, pulling it up around Adrian’s waist.

The white thong stretched between his balls and his asshole, its narrow strip of lace nearly disappearing against his tawny skin.

Brody stared for a moment, then smiled.

He grabbed both cheeks of Adrian’s tight little ass, spreading them slightly before delivering a hard slap.

“That’s fucking perfect,” Brody growled.

The praise made Adrian’s eyes roll with almost incredulous pleasure. He’d spent years feeling too small, too soft, and too feminine beside the other men on the soccer team. Now Brody was looking at those same qualities as though they’d been created specifically for his enjoyment.

Adrian moaned loudly when he felt Brody’s warm mouth against his ass.

Brody’s tongue began just above Adrian’s smooth, tight ball sack, dragging upward over the sensitive strip of skin beneath his cock. Adrian’s thighs trembled as the wet heat moved closer to his opening. Brody circled the puckered flesh slowly, drawing nearer with every pass until the pointed tip finally pressed directly against him.

The sensation sent a sharp shiver through Adrian’s body.

Veronica scooted to the side so she could see more clearly. For a moment, Adrian worried she might notice something she wasn’t expecting, but the room remained dim, the only light coming from the lamp near the bed. Shadows softened the details, leaving enough to the imagination that she seemed none the wiser—or at least Adrian and Brody hoped so.

Her eager moans were confirmation enough that she was enjoying the view.

Veronica fell back against the sheets with a breathless laugh. “You’re having all the fun, but I don’t even mind,” she said, grazing her fingertips along Adrian’s calf. “That cock is coming nowhere near my butt,” she added with another laugh. “I think I’m going to enjoy watching more than being the main course.”

Adrian felt a flicker of concern for himself.

He was a virgin when it came to playing the girl, and he was hardly experienced at playing the guy either. He didn’t know how badly this might hurt or whether he’d be able to take Brody’s intimidating size.

But he couldn’t help himself.

Even if it hurt, Adrian needed Brody inside him. The more completely Brody filled him, the better. He wanted to be used by the jock, to be turned into Brody’s personal sex toy and made responsible for every grunt, groan, and helpless sound that escaped him.

All Adrian wanted was to hear the untold pleasure he could bring Brody, no matter what it took.

Brody spanked Adrian’s ass again and grinned.

“He… I mean, she’s used to it. She loves it,” he said.

Had the overhead lights been on, Veronica might’ve noticed the blush spreading across Brody’s cheeks at his near slip. Fortunately, the bedroom remained dim. All she could see was his confidence and the insatiable hunger passing between the two supposed lovers.

“I want you inside me,” Adrian groaned, pressing his tight, rounded ass higher into the air.

“Good, because I’m on my way,” Brody moaned, a blissful grin spreading across his lips.

The dark-haired jock pulled Adrian’s hips backward until his ass hovered just above Brody’s cock. He gripped the thick shaft and patted its swollen head against Adrian’s tight opening.

“Mm,” Adrian moaned.

Each gentle tap sent another pulse of anticipation through his body. The blunt pressure teased without entering, leaving Adrian desperate for the next touch. His erection strained painfully against the lace thong, but the ache in his cock barely mattered compared with the hollow need farther back.

He wanted to be filled.

He didn’t know exactly what it would feel like, only that he wanted Brody. He’d always wanted him. That truth had been buried beneath jealousy, admiration, and years of carefully maintained friendship, but it had been there all along.

He simply hadn’t known for certain until that evening.

“Give it to her so hard,” Veronica begged.

She wrapped her fingers around Brody’s cock and stroked him several times. Then she bent forward and sucked the broad head into her mouth, coating the swollen flesh with her saliva before pulling away.

With one hand, Veronica guided Brody’s slick cock toward Adrian’s opening.

Brody tightened his grip on Adrian’s hips and thrust forward.

The entire room seemed to disappear.

Adrian’s attention narrowed to the tremendous pressure spreading through his ass. His opening tightened instinctively around the broad cockhead, resisting the intrusion as Brody pushed steadily against him. The stretch burned, deep and immediate, but beneath the discomfort was the dizzying realization that it was finally happening.

He was taking Brody’s giant cock.

“How is that, Dev…Adriana?” Brody asked, concern breaking through the lust in his voice.

“Yes,” Adrian moaned softly, gripping the bedsheets in both fists.

Brody continued pressing inside, slowly filling Adrian’s ass and unlocking a deeper, more desperate lust with every inch he traveled. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, but Adrian didn’t want him to stop. Each careful push brought more of Brody into him, replacing the sharp resistance with a heavy, consuming fullness that made it difficult to think about anything else.

“Fuck!”

Brody’s head fell back, and a deep moan tore from his throat as Adrian’s tight, warm canal squeezed around his cock. The new blonde girl beneath him was hot and inviting, clinging to every inch as though she’d been made specifically to take him. It was exactly where Brody wanted to be—where, in that breathless moment, he could’ve imagined staying forever.

He pressed deeper, and the heat only continued to choke his cock with bliss.

Veronica watched with open fascination, one hand moving between her legs as the jock worked himself into a rhythm. His thrusts were slow but consistent, allowing Adrian’s body to adjust before pulling back and easing forward again. The mattress shifted beneath them with each controlled motion, the sheets bunching beneath Adrian’s clenched hands.

“Just like that,” Adrian moaned.

Brody’s fat cock split him open all the way to his core. At first, soreness overtook everything—a deep, stretching ache that made Adrian’s breath catch and his thighs tremble. Then the pleasure began to bleed through it, warm and insistent, until every thrust struck something inside him that made his entire body tense.

Even the delicate brush of Adrian’s fingers against his own cock left him nearly collapsing beneath the force of it. He felt as though he could come from the smallest touch, from Brody’s weight above him, or simply from knowing whose cock was buried so deeply inside his body.

Veronica watched in delight as the dark-haired jock’s rigid shaft slid in and out of the tight blonde. Each time Brody pushed forward, Adrian twisted the bedsheets tighter in his fists and cried out wildly in his high-pitched voice.

It was easy to remain in character now.

There was no longer any such thing as Adrian—not in this bed, not with Brody filling him so completely. From that moment forward, he would be Adriana, and this would be her voice: breathless, feminine, and shamelessly needy.

He let it echo off the headboard and the walls of Brody’s bedroom, a room the two friends had occupied countless times before but never like this. They’d played video games there, passed out after parties, and wasted entire afternoons talking about nothing. Now Adrian was bent over Brody’s bed in a teal dress, taking his best friend’s cock while another woman watched.

Both of them already knew they’d share the room this way again.

They wouldn’t be able to help it.

How could Brody possibly resist the next time Adriana appeared in a tight little dress, wearing a tiny lacy thong over that sweet, round ass and offering herself to him like something ripe and ready to be taken?

Brody imagined it as Adrian’s body enveloped his cock, and he threw his head back again, growling louder than ever.

“Let me have it,” Adrian begged. “I want all of you—all of you!”

“You want more?” Brody groaned.

He drove his hips forward harder and leaned over Adriana’s back, his broad chest nearly covering Adrian’s smaller frame. The change in angle sent his cock thrusting downward, grinding directly against the sensitive spot hidden deep inside the blonde.

“Fuck!” Adrian cried.

Pleasure flooded through him and took complete control. Every inch of his body felt captive beneath Brody, wound tight and ready to erupt. He hadn’t even touched himself, yet his cock throbbed helplessly inside the thong.

Brody was massaging him so deeply and so perfectly that Adrian knew the jock was going to fuck every last drop out of him.

He would climax exactly like the girl he was, without needing to stroke or touch himself at all.

“Bro, I’m going to cum so hard,” Brody growled.

Veronica laughed. “You called her ‘bro’?”

She continued teasing her clit as she spoke, finding the slip more amusing than suspicious.

Brody couldn’t have cared less.

“Of course,” he growled, offering no further explanation as he drove himself into Adrian again.

“Cum in me,” Adrian begged.

Suddenly, everything in his life made perfect sense. Every lingering glance in the locker room, every flash of jealousy, every confusing erection he’d tried to dismiss—it all led to this. He was seconds away from being filled with every drop of his best friend, and the thought was almost too much to bear.

Adrian reached backward and grabbed Brody’s heavy balls. He stroked them gently, fondling their tight weight as though he could coax them into erupting for him.

“Mm…she wants you to cum in her ass? I can’t believe how dirty this girl is,” Veronica laughed. “I could learn a thing or two, I guess.”

She watched with wide eyes as Brody winced and sank his cock as deeply as it would go.

The sensation lifted Adrian out of himself.

Every muscle in his body constricted at once, tightening like countless rubber bands pulled to their limits. The tension gathered in his stomach, his cock, and the deepest place Brody’s shaft could reach.

Then everything snapped loose.

The release seemed to catapult Adrian a mile into the air, leaving him dizzy with euphoria.

“Fuck!” Adrian cried.

Hot white ropes of cum pulsed from his cock, spilling across his stomach and the rumpled bedsheets beneath him. His body jerked with each helpless spurt, his untouched shaft throbbing inside the lace as Brody continued grinding against the sensitive spot within him.

At the same moment, Brody released a long, low groan.

His cock swelled and pulsed inside Adrian, firing his hot seed deep into the tight blonde’s ass. Each thick burst seemed to push them closer together until there was no clear beginning or end to either of them.

There was no Brody and Adrian.

For that moment, they were one—brought together by the desire they’d hidden for years and by Adrian’s new identity as Adriana.

“Fuck,” Brody growled.

His legs weakened beneath the intensity of his climax, and he collapsed against Adrian’s back. Their skin, lightly sheened with sweat, slid together as they sank into the mattress, panting and struggling to catch their breath.

Adrian smiled, feeling Brody’s cock still pulsing several inches inside him. The fullness had softened into a warm, satisfying ache, proof that everything he’d spent years refusing to acknowledge had finally happened.

He reached back and stroked Brody’s shoulder before twisting beneath him and straining to plant a kiss on the jock’s cheek.

“It’s not weird, is it?” Brody asked.

Adrian rolled his eyes and laughed.

“Babe, if it was weird, I wouldn’t be here right now. Surely you would say the same.”

Brody nodded, and they both laughed, the last of the tension dissolving between them.

By then, Veronica had climaxed softly and pulled the bedsheet over herself again. She lazily tossed her dark hair away from her face and laughed.

“Wow,” she said guiltily. “That was different.”

“Trust me—you have no idea,” Adrian said with a smile.

“I never would have invited you to join us if I’d known you were going to be so selfish,” Veronica laughed. “I’m only kidding, but I have the next round.”

“We were just making up for lost time,” Brody said. “Something tells me we won’t have to do that anymore, though.”

Brody carefully pulled out of Adrian and settled beside him, tracing one finger over his best friend’s warm back.

Neither of them spoke as Veronica climbed from the bed and hurried toward the bathroom.

There was nothing left to say. Anything that might’ve required an explanation had been settled only moments earlier, with Brody buried inside him and Adrian begging for everything his best friend could give.

Instead, Brody simply gathered Adriana into his arms and cuddled with his girlfriend.
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