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Chapter 1
Arrival


Ishould’ve known what kind of weekend it was going to be the moment Vanessa pulled that bikini out of her suitcase. Neon pink, slinky little triangles of fabric that looked like they’d barely hold together in a light breeze. Gold rings at the hips. Glittery threads that caught the light. She held it up with a grin, one eyebrow raised like she already knew what I was thinking.

“This one’s definitely coming to the beach tomorrow,” she said, turning toward the full-length mirror and holding it against her chest. “Think the boys can handle it?”

By “boys,” she meant Brandon—Melissa’s boyfriend—and probably me, too, though the implication was that Brandon might enjoy it more. The way she said it was playful, offhand. But something about it got under my skin.

She tossed the bikini onto the bed and turned to the dresser like it was nothing. I stared at it for a second too long before pretending not to.

We were at a beach resort in Cabo, just off the main drag of a sleepy town with cobbled streets and hand-painted signs. The kind of place where sunscreen and margaritas were their own religion. The bungalow we’d booked was beautiful: bright stone walls, open-air showers, gauzy white curtains that danced in the ocean breeze. Everything smelled like sea salt, citrus, and a faint sweetness I couldn’t place.

I should’ve been relaxed. I should’ve been excited. But as I stood there watching Vanessa unpack lacy dresses and sandals with rhinestones, I couldn’t shake the weird knot building in my stomach.

We were here with another couple—Vanessa’s best friend Melissa, and Melissa’s boyfriend Brandon. I’d met them a few times before, mostly in passing, but this trip was going to be our first time spending serious time together. Four days in the same villa, at the same beach, having the same dinners and drinks and everything.

They arrived ten minutes after we did. Brandon stepped out of their Jeep shirtless, all tan skin and visible abs, carrying a surfboard like he was born to pose with one. Melissa wore oversized sunglasses, a sheer linen top that floated around her like mist, and some kind of woven wedge sandals that made her legs look miles long.

Vanessa ran over with a delighted squeal, and the girls did the whole hug-jump-twirl thing. Brandon and I shook hands like normal men, but I could already feel the comparison kicking in—the unspoken sizing up.

His handshake was firm. His arms looked like they could crack coconuts. “Dude,” he said, glancing at the bungalow. “This place is sick. We should do shots before we even unpack.”

Vanessa threw a wink over her shoulder. “That’s the spirit.”

We settled in quickly. Unpacked, claimed rooms, opened windows to let the breeze roll through. Someone turned on music—a mellow beach playlist—and soon there were drinks in hand, snacks on the kitchen counter, and the kind of comfortable chaos that comes with arriving somewhere too beautiful to stay tense for long.

I tried to relax. I really did. But every time Brandon stretched or leaned back or laughed with his head tilted just so, I felt like I was in some kind of comparison game I didn’t sign up for. Vanessa noticed. Of course she did.

“You’re quiet,” she said later, lounging beside me on the sun-warmed patio. Her legs draped over mine. Her skin was already glowing. “You okay?”

I shrugged. “Just taking it in.”

“You don’t need to size yourself up against Brandon, you know.”

I blinked. “I’m not.”

“You totally are.” She tilted her head, smiling, but there was something sharp behind her eyes. “It’s kind of cute. Like watching a puppy bark at a lion.”

“Ouch.”

“I’m teasing.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against my ear. “You’ve got your own appeal.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant. But I let it slide.

Dinner was grilled fish tacos and fresh salsa on the patio, the sunset bleeding down over the water like it had been painted just for us. We were tipsy by then—maybe more than tipsy. The tequila went down easier than it had any right to. Conversation turned wild: stories from college, sex confessions, dumb dares.

“I once made a guy streak through an entire music festival because he said I wouldn’t do it,” Melissa said, grinning. “Spoiler: I did.”

Vanessa smirked. “Jack’s never lost a dare before. Or maybe he just hasn’t dared the wrong girl.”

“Oh?” Melissa turned to me, eyes sparkling. “You strike me as the cautious type.”

“Cautious is polite,” Vanessa said. “He’s a control freak.”

“I am not,” I muttered, already regretting saying anything.

Vanessa took a long sip of her drink, then smiled slowly. “Okay, then. Dare time.”

“Oh boy,” Brandon said, leaning back in his chair like this was exactly the show he’d hoped for.

Vanessa turned to me. “Tomorrow. If you chicken out of anything—I mean anything—you have to wear my bikini to the beach. All day.”

I laughed, thinking it was a joke. “Your bikini?”

“That pink one,” she said innocently. “The really tiny one.”

“Come on.”

“No, really.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping just enough that it curled around my spine. “I think you’d look adorable.”

Melissa snorted into her margarita. Brandon looked intrigued. I looked around like maybe someone would rescue me.

“You’re serious?”

“Oh, very.”

The thing was… I didn’t hate the attention. And I didn’t want to look like I couldn’t handle a dare.

So I said the only thing I could. “Fine. But it works both ways.”

Vanessa cocked an eyebrow. “Does it?”

“You chicken out of anything, you’ve got to wear…” I paused, realizing I didn’t pack anything remotely embarrassing. “One of my outfits. Boxers and all.”

She laughed like it was the weakest comeback she’d ever heard. “Oh, babe,” she said, her hand sliding onto my thigh under the table, “I think I already won.”

Later that night, curled up in bed with the doors wide open to the ocean breeze, she kept teasing me about it. Little comments. Lingering touches. Her foot rubbing up my calf while she pretended to scroll on her phone.

“You’re going to look so cute,” she whispered. “Maybe I’ll even let you borrow my sandals.”

“Go to sleep,” I groaned.

But long after she did, I lay there awake, staring at the ceiling fan, feeling the warm air skim over my bare skin.

Somewhere inside me, a spark had already lit.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to blow it out.


Chapter 2
The Dare Begins


Idon’t know why I did it. Maybe it was the tequila hangover. Maybe it was the sound of the ocean outside, soft and rhythmic, lulling me into a trance. Maybe it was the way Vanessa smirked at me before falling asleep last night, her dare dangling in the air like something sticky-sweet and dangerous.

Whatever the reason, I stood there that morning in the bungalow bedroom, staring down at her pink bikini like it was some kind of cursed object. I’d never touched it before. But now it was lying there on the dresser, glinting like a challenge.

Just for laughs, she’d said. You’d look adorable. I told myself I was just going to hold it. Maybe lay it over myself, see how ridiculous it would look. But I didn’t stop there. I slipped off my boxers and stepped into the bottoms, tugging the stretchy fabric up my thighs, wincing a little at how snug it felt.

The sides hugged my hips. The pouch barely held my dick in place—more a suggestion than support. I turned and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and actually laughed. It was absurd and weirdly… not as awful as I thought.

My legs were pale, but I’d never had much body hair, and whatever I did have was light and thin. Nothing dark or wiry. My thighs looked smoother than I expected. The tight bikini fabric lifted my cock slightly, framing it in a way that felt… delicate. Not masculine. Not dominant. But exposed. Vulnerable.

And god help me, I was getting hard.

I hesitated before picking up the top. It was just two little cups and some strings—totally useless on me. But I tied it on anyway, watching my chest shift as the triangles slid into place over absolutely nothing. I looked like a joke. A soft, aroused, pink joke.

That’s when the door creaked open.

“Holy. Shit.”

Vanessa’s voice hit me like a splash of cold water. I spun around, nearly toppling over, heart pounding out of my chest. She stood in the doorway wearing nothing but an oversized shirt and a sleepy smirk. Her hair was a mess. Her mouth hung open in that perfect curve of surprise-turned-amusement.

“Jack,” she said, stepping into the room slowly, like she was trying not to scare me off. “Are you… actually wearing it?”

I scrambled for a towel, failed, and just stood there in panic. “I—I was just checking the fit.”

“Uh-huh.” She let her eyes sweep over me slowly. “Looks like it fits… everywhere.”

I groaned, face flushing. “This was stupid. I was gonna take it off before⁠—”

“Before I caught you looking like a total beach bimbo?” she teased, walking around me in a slow circle. “Too late.”

She reached out and flicked the side of the bikini bottom, watching it snap back against my skin. “Wow. I’m actually impressed.”

“Vanessa—”

“No, seriously.” She stepped closer, lips brushing against my ear. “I threatened to make you wear it as a joke. But now… seeing you in it? I kind of like it.”

My breath hitched. “You’re kidding.”

“Not even a little.” Her hands slid to my hips. “Your legs are smoother than mine right now. You’re a natural.”

I shivered as her fingers ghosted along my sides, dangerously close to my growing erection.

“This is so humiliating,” I whispered.

“Is it?” she murmured. “Because your cock looks like it’s enjoying itself.”

She leaned back, appraising me like a piece of art. “Honestly… you could pull this off.”

“You’re not serious.”

“Oh, I’m dead serious.” She grinned. “We’re meeting Brandon and Melissa for breakfast, remember?”

“No way.”

“You know you can’t back out, right?” she teased. “The punishment for chickening out is wearing the bikini—you’re stuck in it. Especially since you’re already hard in it.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but I had nothing. My body had betrayed me, and we both knew it.

She grinned as she undressed and pulled out another bikini, quickly dressing in a skimpy black set. “Just come downstairs,” she said, voice sweet and coaxing. “We’ll grab coffee, hang out on the patio, and if it’s too much… you can change. But I think you’ll like how it feels to be seen like this.”

She leaned in close, her lips brushing mine, her voice barely a whisper.

“Let them see what my girl looks like.”

That word. Girl. It shouldn’t have hit me the way it did. But it went straight to my cock. She saw the way I twitched in the fabric, and her smile deepened.

“Thought so.”

She stepped back and tossed me a pair of oversized sunglasses and a thin white sarong from her bag.

“Put these on,” she said. “And meet me on the deck in five.”

Then she was gone, hips swaying, leaving me breathless in the middle of the room, dressed in pink, humiliated, horny… and completely unsure of who I was anymore.

But I didn’t take the bikini off. I tied the sarong around my waist. And five minutes later, I opened the door and stepped out into the sunlight.

The sunlight hit me like a spotlight the moment I stepped outside. The bungalow’s patio wrapped around the edge of the building, half in shadow, half bathed in golden morning light. A soft breeze rolled in off the ocean, fluttering the gauzy curtains and rustling the palm fronds above. Everything smelled like salt, hibiscus, and the strong coffee Vanessa had already brewed.

And then there was me, standing there in a neon pink bikini, a sheer white sarong tied low over my hips, oversized sunglasses hiding half my face.

I felt ridiculous. I felt exposed. And I felt hard.

The bikini top scratched lightly against my chest as I shifted my weight, the triangles hugging my chest, almost giving me the feeling that I had breasts beneath. The bottom hugged me tight, barely containing my cock, which refused to behave no matter how many deep breaths I took. The sarong helped a little, fluttering around my thighs, but it didn’t hide the shape of me. But not really.

“Damn,” Vanessa said, glancing up from her seat at the outdoor table. She was wearing one of her tiny robe-things, her legs bare and crossed, sunglasses perched on her nose. “You actually did it.”

I froze. “Is this a mistake?”

She stood and walked over, slow and predatory, then adjusted the strap on my shoulder as if I were a doll she was dressing. Her fingers were warm, confident.

“No,” she said. “This is perfect. We’re on vacation. Why not have a little fun?”

She ran her hands down my arms, and I could feel her appraising every inch of me—not critically, but possessively. Like I was her creation now. Her toy.

“I thought you’d chicken out,” she admitted, brushing a bit of hair off my forehead. “But this? You’re giving Malibu Barbie. You’re giving… hot girl at brunch who doesn’t care what anyone thinks.”

I rolled my eyes behind the shades. “I’m giving idiot boyfriend in drag.”

She grinned. “You’re giving mine.”

Before I could even respond, Brandon and Melissa came around the corner from their room, laughing about something. I froze, heart lurching into my throat. I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t⁠—

“Whoa,” Brandon said, stopping mid-step.

Melissa blinked, then broke into a wide, delighted smile. “Oh my god. Jack?” She let out a surprised laugh. “You actually wore it?”

I cleared my throat, trying to hide behind the fake confidence I’d duct-taped together. “I… I lost the dare.”

Melissa walked closer, her head tilted, examining me like I was part of the decor. “Honestly?” she said, “you’re kind of pulling it off.”

Brandon gave a half-laugh, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, but I mean… didn’t expect that this morning.”

I felt my ears go hot, my whole body buzzing with embarrassment. But not the bad kind. This wasn’t mockery. This wasn’t disgust. It was… interest.

And the worst part? I liked it.

Vanessa sat back down, sipping her coffee like nothing unusual was happening. “Told you he had the legs for it.”

“Do you shave?” Melissa asked, leaning on the railing beside me.

“No,” I mumbled. “My hair is just… light.”

“Well, lucky you,” she said, biting her straw. “Some of us have to work for that kind of smooth look.”

I tried not to look at Brandon. Tried not to notice how his eyes kept flicking down toward my thighs, or how his face was a little pinker than usual.

Vanessa reached for something in her beach bag and held up a tube of tinted lip gloss. “Here,” she said. “You’re not going halfway.”

“What?”

“Gloss,” she said. “You’ll thank me.”

Melissa giggled. “Oh my god, yes. Please.”

With the other couple watching, Vanessa stood and stepped between my knees. She tilted my chin up gently, uncapped the gloss, and began smearing the sweet, sticky shine over my lips with slow, deliberate strokes.

“There,” she said, inspecting me. “Just enough to make people stare and not be sure why.”

My heart was pounding, my cock stiff beneath the sarong. I was a joke. A dare. A boy in a bikini.

And yet… I’d never felt more alive.


Chapter 3
Beach Debut


By the time we made it down to the beach, the sun was already high and hot, the sky cloudless and mercilessly blue. The sand glittered like sugar, too bright to look at without squinting, and the ocean rolled in long, lazy waves that hissed and foamed against the shore. It should’ve been blissful, but my heart was pounding like I was walking into an ambush.

I wasn’t just going to the beach. I was going out in this—Vanessa’s bikini, her sheer white sarong tied around my hips, her oversized sunglasses covering half my face, and now, thanks to her and Melissa, a slick sheen of pink shimmer gloss making my lips glisten in the sunlight.

I felt like a doll someone had dressed up. A prop. A girl.

And the fucked-up part was: my cock was aching with every step.

We’d claimed a semi-private section of beach—rented lounge chairs, a sun umbrella, even a little table for drinks. Vanessa had picked the spot herself, with a wink and a smile. “Secluded, but not too secluded.”

She wanted people to see me.

And they did.

As we walked down from the bungalow, I caught stares—first subtle, then lingering. Men, women, couples. Some puzzled. Some amused. One guy—shirtless and dripping wet from the waves—gave me a long, appraising look as he passed, eyes flicking from my lips to my thighs.

I could barely walk straight.

Melissa flopped onto her lounger, already peeling off her tank top to reveal a lemon-yellow string bikini. “God, this sun. I might just melt.”

Brandon dropped into the chair beside her and popped open a beer from the cooler. “I give Jack five minutes before he begs to change.”

“Actually,” Vanessa said, pulling off her cover-up and settling into her chair beside mine, “he’s doing great.” She reached out and ran her fingers along my thigh, right where the sarong left a gap. “Don’t you think so, babe?”

I nearly jumped at her touch. “I… yeah. Fine.”

“You look fine,” Melissa added, smiling. “Kind of unfair, honestly.”

I couldn’t respond. I was too focused on keeping my cock from rising any further in the bikini. The fabric was already stretched to its limit.

Vanessa leaned over and whispered, “If you don’t calm down, that thing’s going to pop out. Not that I’d mind.”

I shot her a look, and she just smiled sweetly, pulling a small razor from her tote bag like it was nothing.

“What are you doing?” I hissed.

“You’ve got a few darker hairs on the back of your thighs,” she said. “They’re not bad, but if you want to really blend in…”

“I’m not shaving my legs at the beach.”

“Okay,” she said, utterly casual, “then let them stare and figure it out. I mean, you’ll still be hot—just not very polished.” She stood, shaking out a towel on the sand beside my chair. “Come here.”

I hesitated too long. Brandon and Melissa were absorbed in their own flirtations. No one was watching. At least, not closely. I slipped off the sarong and stepped onto the towel beside her, my legs trembling slightly as I knelt.

Vanessa crouched behind me, warm and close, and began running the razor up the backs of my thighs in slow, methodical strokes. Each drag made my skin tingle. Each pause felt like a test.

“God, you’re lucky,” she murmured. “Just a few swipes and you’re smoother than I am. Bet you didn’t know you had girl legs, did you?”

“I—no,” I said, too flustered to come up with anything better.

She leaned forward and kissed my shoulder. “You do now.”

When she finished, she reached for a bottle of bronzing shimmer oil. “Stay still. I want to make sure you get a nice tan. Your entire legs will glow, not just below your knees like if you were wearing trunks.”

I looked around in panic, but no one was paying attention—at least not obviously. Vanessa poured the golden liquid into her palm, rubbed her hands together, and began massaging it up my calves, my thighs, my hips. It was sensual. Erotic. Torturous.

Her fingers slid up the inside of my leg and paused at the tight edge of the bikini bottom. “Someone’s still a little turned on,” she whispered with a smirk.

I swallowed hard. “You’re not helping.”

She chuckled. “I’m not trying to help.”

Melissa looked over from her chair and whistled. “Damn, Vanessa. You’re giving him the full spa treatment.”

“I’ve got to take care of my beach babe,” she said. She said it loudly so that every one heard.

Beach babe.

Brandon looked up, gave me a look I couldn’t read, and took another sip of his beer.

I turned away, but the words clung to me like sea mist. I wasn’t just some guy in a bikini anymore. I was her beach babe.

When Vanessa finished with the oil, she slid her sunglasses onto her nose and pulled me down beside her on the lounger. Her body pressed against mine, all warm, oiled skin and subtle perfume.

“You did good,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “But don’t get cocky. This is just the beginning.”

I lay there, glossy and trembling, sand sticking to my legs, bikini clinging to my cock like a second skin, eyes fluttering behind dark glasses.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

But I knew I wasn’t ready for this to end.


Chapter 4
Heatstroke and Horniness


The sun was starting to set by the time we trudged back to the bungalow. The beach had drained me—too much sun, too much teasing, too much being on display. Every time I’d shifted in the lounge chair, I’d caught someone’s eyes lingering. Some tried to be subtle. Others didn’t. I couldn’t tell whether they clocked me or not, or if they even cared.

But it didn’t matter. Because I knew. I was the guy in the pink bikini. The guy with shiny lips and smooth thighs. The guy who let his girlfriend rub shimmer oil into his skin like she owned him.

And I was hard the entire time.

The air was cooler inside the bungalow, but the moment the door clicked shut behind us, I felt the tension snap tight again—like the outside world had been keeping something at bay, and now it was just us.

Vanessa dropped her bag by the door and turned to me slowly, hands on her hips. “Strip,” she said.

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” She was already walking toward me, eyes locked on mine. “Take off the sarong. Keep the bikini.”

I didn’t move.

She stepped in close and tugged at the knot on my hip herself, letting the gauzy fabric fall to the floor. I stood there in nothing but that tight pink bikini, my skin still glowing from the oil, lips still faintly sticky from the gloss, my cock outlined and twitching under the fabric.

Vanessa stepped back, admiring me like a chef evaluating a half-finished dish. “God, look at you,” she said softly. “I didn’t think you’d take it this far.”

“I didn’t mean to,” I murmured. “I just…”

“You wanted to see what it felt like,” she said. “And now you know.”

Her hand came up, cupping my face gently. “You look so fucking sexy like this.”

My throat went dry. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious.” She leaned in close, brushing her nose against mine. “You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. All soft and glowy and needy.”

“I’m not⁠—”

“Yes, you are.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And you love it.”

I didn’t say anything.

She took my hand and led me to the bathroom, which was lit only by the golden spill of the sunset through the high windows. Everything smelled like sea salt and her perfume—sweet and musky and warm.

She sat me down on the closed toilet lid and knelt between my legs, pulling open a drawer beside the sink.

“You’re not done yet,” she said. “I’ve been dying to see what you’d look like with real makeup.”

“Vanessa—”

“Shh,” she said, already dabbing at my cheeks with something soft. “Let me.”

The brush whispered across my skin. Then came the soft pressure of a sponge. The cool kiss of liquid foundation. She moved methodically, calmly, as if this was any other moment in our day. Her lips parted slightly as she worked, brow furrowed in concentration.

“Your bone structure is wasted on being a man,” she said under her breath, like she was talking to herself. “You were always meant to be pretty.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t.

Blush followed—just a touch. Then something shimmery on my cheekbones that caught the fading light. Her thumb swiped across my lips, cleaning off the smudged gloss before replacing it with a soft, pink lipstick that made my heart throb when I saw it in the tube.

She leaned back and tilted my chin toward the mirror. “There,” she whispered. “Look at you.”

I did. And my stomach twisted. It wasn’t just the makeup. It wasn’t the smooth legs, or the barely-there bikini, or even the pink pout on my mouth. It was the way I looked scared. Beautiful. Surrendered. Like I already knew what I was becoming.

Vanessa stood behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her lips brushing my ear. “You have no idea how badly I want to ruin you right now.”

I swallowed hard.

“You’re mine,” she whispered. “And I’m not letting you pretend otherwise.”

She dragged her fingers down my chest, letting her nails trace lines through the shimmery oil still clinging to my skin.

I was trembling.

“I want to fuck you,” she murmured. “But I want to make you beg first.”

Then she kissed my neck, stood, and walked out of the bathroom—leaving me flushed and dripping and made-up, still seated, still aching.

And wondering how far I was willing to go.

“Come to bed,” Vanessa called from the other room. Her voice wasn’t playful anymore. It was thick with want.

I stood slowly, every nerve alight, and walked out of the bathroom like I was stepping into something final.

She was waiting for me, sprawled on the edge of the bed in just her bikini bottom—black and barely-there. Her legs were parted just enough to make my throat go dry. She watched me walk toward her like I was a gift she couldn’t wait to unwrap.

But she didn’t move to undress me. She just reached for my hips and pulled me between her thighs, hands sliding over my oiled skin, tracing the outline of my aching cock beneath the bikini fabric.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, voice low. “All this from being my pretty little thing?”

I nodded, lips trembling.

She smiled, dark and wide. “Good.”

Her hands moved to the waistband and tugged it down slowly, letting my cock spring free, flushed and desperate.

But instead of stroking me, she reached up for the bikini top I was still wearing. She gripped my chest—right where breasts would be.

“You looked so good in this,” she murmured, tying it back on. “I want to see you in at least this while I fuck you.”

My whole body flushed. The soft triangles of fabric brushed my chest uselessly, but her gaze made them feel heavy, symbolic. Like they mattered.

She guided me onto the bed, straddling me without a word, her soaked bottoms grinding against my cock as she reached behind her to slide them off. She was wet—dripping, hot, hungry. And she wanted me like this.

Like her girl.

She lowered herself slowly, inch by inch, letting me slide into her heat. My hands gripped her thighs, but she pushed them back.

“No,” she said. “Hands on your chest.”

I obeyed.

She started to ride me—slow, deep strokes, hips rolling in perfect rhythm—but her eyes were locked on mine, and her hands moved up to grab the bikini top. She pulled at it, tugged it gently, like she was holding onto real breasts.

“Look at you,” she whispered, breath hitching. “Looking up at me in my bikini, lips all glossy, skin all soft. My beautiful little thing.”

I moaned, too overwhelmed to speak.

“You know what girls like you deserve?” she asked, voice low and deadly sweet. “To be worshipped. To be used. To be dressed up and fucked until you cry.”

She leaned down, her hips never stopping. Her breasts brushed mine through the fabric, her mouth hovering over mine.

“You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I want to be yours.”

“You already are. What else do you want?”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“That’s right.”

She grabbed the sides of my face and kissed me hard, tongue pushing past my lips, owning me with every breath. Her hips picked up speed, grinding down, the sound of skin against skin filthy and desperate. I couldn’t hold back. I didn’t want to.

I whimpered, trying to hold on as she rolled her hips just right, hitting that spot that made my entire body shake.

“You’re such a good girl for me,” she whispered, one hand sliding down to stroke my cheek. “All made up and pretty, moaning like a whore.”

“Please—Vanessa⁠—”

“Now. Cum for me,” she said, biting my lip. “Cum as my bikini babe.”

And I did.

I came with a cry, shaking, breathless, eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure ripped through me like fire. My cock pulsed inside her, and she moaned as I filled her, her own climax washing over her just seconds later. She clutched the bikini top against my chest as she came, grinding down hard, milking every drop from me.

When she collapsed against me, our skin hot and sticky, her lips brushed my ear.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, still panting, “you’re wearing the yellow one.”


Chapter 5
New Bikini


Iwoke to the scent of sunscreen and sex. The sheets were tangled around my legs, damp with sweat and something sweeter. My skin still shimmered faintly from the bronzing oil she’d used yesterday, and my lips were tacky with leftover gloss. The bikini top was still tied across my chest like some kind of brand—one I hadn’t taken off before falling asleep.

I lay there for a moment, disoriented and sore in the best way. My cock twitched at the memory—Vanessa riding me, pulling at the straps, whispering how sexy I looked beneath her.

And then I heard her in the other room, humming.

I sat up slowly. My body ached, but not in a way I wanted to escape. My thighs were still smooth. My chest still pink with blush. I felt… delicate.

No. I felt pretty—and it wasn’t entirely a bad thing.

I stepped out of bed, the cool tile making me shiver, and padded into the main room of the bungalow. Vanessa was standing at the kitchenette in nothing but a t-shirt, sipping coffee and tapping through her phone. She looked radiant—casual and smug and glowing in the morning light. When she saw me, her smile curled like smoke.

“Morning, babe,” she said. “Sleep well?”

I nodded, scratching the back of my neck. “Yeah. I… yeah.”

Her eyes flicked down, taking in the way I was still wearing the bikini top. She smirked. “Cute that you kept it on.”

I flushed, but didn’t untie it. “I was tired.”

“Sure you were.” She turned and pulled something from a canvas bag on the counter. “Hope you’re not planning to go back to your old ways, because I already picked out today’s outfit.”

She held up another bikini—this one a buttery yellow, with ruffled edges and tiny gold beads at the ties. It looked even smaller than the pink one.

“And this,” she added, lifting a gauzy matching cover-up, “because girls like you deserve options.”

“Vanessa…”

“You said yes last night,” she interrupted, her tone soft but firm. “You begged me for it. You begged me to fuck you while you looked like this.”

My cheeks burned.

She walked over and handed me the new bikini, fingers lingering on mine. “Try it on,” she said. “Then come sit so I can fix your makeup.”

I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want to—but because I did, and I didn’t know what that meant anymore. She must have seen the conflict on my face, because she leaned in and kissed me, long and deep, then pulled back just enough to whisper:

“You looked beautiful yesterday. But today… I want to make you irresistible.”

I took the bikini and turned toward the bedroom.

“Tuck,” she called after me, playful and possessive. “I want to see you nice and smooth.”

The yellow bikini was even smaller than it looked in her hand. The bottoms barely covered me—ruffled at the hips, cinched in the back to hug my ass like it had something to flaunt. The top had cups, small but enough to give me the look of having breasts, and adhered to me nicely when I tied it around my back.

When I stepped back into the main room, she was sitting on the edge of the couch, legs crossed, makeup laid out on a folded towel like a ritual. She looked me over slowly—eyes trailing up from my shaved legs to the tiny bow on my chest—and smiled like a woman who’d just won something.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Sit.”

I obeyed without thinking.

She pulled me in between her knees and began working—gently, patiently, with little comments between each step.

“Close your eyes… good girl.”

“Tilt your chin—there.”

“Smile. No, smirk.”

She reapplied the same warm blush, then deepened my eyes with a little shimmer and mascara. Lipstick came last—glossy again, but this time a richer pink, almost coral. It tasted faintly sweet.

When she was done, she held up her phone and snapped a photo before I could protest.

I blinked. “Are you⁠—?”

“Relax,” she said. “It’s just for me.”

She showed me the screen. It didn’t look like me. Not really. Not the me I recognized. This version had soft, shimmering skin, glossy lips, big eyes, and a faint, knowing smile. A little shy. A little cocky. Pretty.

“Now put on the cover-up,” she said. “And don’t touch your face. I want it to stay perfect.”

The cover-up was barely there—sheer, light as air, fluttering against my legs as I moved. The wind lifted it like a curtain, and I knew it wouldn’t hide a thing. Not the bulge between my legs. Not the smoothness of my skin. Not the bounce in my step.

“Ready?” Vanessa asked, standing and adjusting the strap on her own bikini.

I swallowed. “To go where?”

“Out,” she said simply. “Let’s walk the beach a little. Maybe grab a drink from the bar.”

My stomach flipped. “What if—what if people stare?”

Her grin turned wicked as she suppressed a laugh. “That’s the point.”

We stepped out together, hand in hand. The sun was already heating the sand, and the breeze off the ocean wrapped around me like silk. Every nerve in my body felt exposed. The thin fabric clung to my cock. My legs looked impossibly smooth. My hips swayed more than I meant them to.

I wasn’t pretending to be her girl anymore.

I was.

We passed a few strangers—some glanced, some didn’t—but I couldn’t stop scanning for every eye, every expression. Were they looking at me with curiosity? Confusion? Desire?

It made me dizzy.

And then we turned the corner near the path to the bar—and ran right into Melissa and Brandon. Melissa’s eyes widened instantly, but she didn’t say anything. Brandon blinked, once. Twice. His mouth opened like he was about to say something, then shut again.

“Morning,” Vanessa said brightly, not letting go of my hand.

Melissa smiled slowly, and I saw her gaze dip to my thighs, then my chest, then my lips. “Wow,” she said. “You’ve… really committed, Jack.”

Vanessa laughed. “Isn’t she stunning?”

My breath caught. She.

Brandon said nothing. But his eyes lingered. And that look—wide, sharp, hungry—sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

I shifted slightly. The bikini didn’t hide it.

Melissa nudged Brandon with her elbow. “Told you he could pull it off.”

Vanessa leaned in and kissed my cheek, leaving a faint pink print there. “She hasn’t even peaked yet,” she said. “Just wait until tonight.”

And then we walked past them, hand in hand, my legs trembling, my cheeks burning, and my body aching in a way I didn’t want to fix.

Because I wasn’t scared of the way they looked at me.

I liked it.


Chapter 6
Slippery Surrender


Ididn’t even ask what we were doing that night. By then, I knew better.

Vanessa came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her hair pinned up, still glowing from the shower. She didn’t say anything at first. She just looked at me—curled up on the bed in my yellow bikini, legs tucked under me like I belonged that way. And then she smiled, slow and hot and knowing.

“I think it’s time you wore something… different.”

She disappeared into the closet and came back with an outfit draped over one arm. It was so light it barely looked like fabric at all—a short, ivory-colored slip dress, cut low in the front and back, the kind of thing you’d wear with no bra, no shame, and no intention of being ignored.

The neckline plunged into a soft V, with tiny scalloped lace edging that made it feel more lingerie than clothing. The back was open all the way to the waist, and the hemline hit high on the thigh, somewhere between flirty and obscene. It shimmered faintly under the soft lights.

“This is… for me?” I asked, heart already hammering.

Vanessa nodded, laying it gently on the bed beside me. “You’ll wear the bikini underneath, of course. No padding. I want your bulge to show just enough to make people question.”

“Question… what?”

“Whether you’re a naughty girl or just a slutty boy in a dress.”

I flushed.

Then she dropped a pair of nude wedge sandals next to it—thin ankle straps, just enough heel to tilt my hips forward. And next to those, a delicate silver anklet.

Every detail screamed feminine. But not in a soft, innocent way. This was slutty. This was deliberate.

“You can say no,” she said, sitting beside me. “But you won’t.”

And I didn’t.

I showered again. Slid the razor along every inch of skin, making sure I was smooth as silk. Vanessa helped me apply lotion—thick and scented, something floral with a hint of vanilla. She rubbed it into my thighs, my arms, even my lower back. Every touch felt like a seal being pressed into wax. A claiming.

She handed me the bikini bottom, still damp from being washed in the sink. I stepped into it, feeling it cling to me, tight and intimate. My cock ached inside it, barely contained. Then she handed me the dress.

Pulling it on felt like falling into another body. The fabric whispered over my bare skin, caught lightly on my nipples, and clung tight across the front. It swayed around my thighs with every step I took, floating just enough to tempt the eye. The backless cut made me feel half-naked, like I was daring the world to stare.

And somehow, it still didn’t feel like enough.

Vanessa tied my hair back with a tiny clip and had me sit at the vanity. The surface was scattered with makeup. Her hands were slow, focused. She applied smoky eyeshadow, feathered mascara onto my lashes, added shimmer to my cheeks, and finished it with a juicy, dark pink gloss that made my lips look swollen and wet.

When she was done, she stepped back without saying a word and pointed at the mirror.

I turned. I gasped.

It was me, but not. My face was flushed, my lips parted slightly, my eyes wide and dark and curious. The dress skimmed over my chest like it belonged there. I looked feminine. Effortless. Fuckable.

I swallowed hard. My cock was leaking already.

Vanessa smiled behind me. “You like what you see?”

“I don’t even recognize myself.”

“Good.” She kissed the curve of my neck. “Now let’s go show you off.”

The walk to the bar was like a dream. Or a nightmare. I couldn’t tell which.

The sandals clicked softly against the tile. The anklet brushed my skin every time I moved. My hips rolled more than usual—just enough that I started to feel it in my lower back. The wind lifted the hem of my dress, fluttering it against my thighs, and I kept tugging it down even though it made no difference.

Every person we passed looked at me. Some smiled. Some blinked. Some stared too long.

But all of them looked.

My body thrummed with tension. I couldn’t tell if they saw a woman or something else. If they were confused, curious, aroused… or all three.

Vanessa squeezed my hand. “You’re doing so well.”

We reached the bar—open-air, dimly lit with golden string lights and the low pulse of music. She led me to a tall table on the edge of the patio, overlooking the beach.

“Sit,” she said, and I did. The dress rode up immediately. My thighs looked bare and smooth and obscene.

She ordered us both drinks. Mine came in a curved glass with crushed ice and a sugared rim. I sipped it through the straw, lips tingling, and looked around in a haze of nerves and arousal.

“People are staring,” I whispered.

“Of course they are,” she replied. “You’re gorgeous.”

I looked down, blushing. The way the dress clung to my cock made it impossible to hide how turned on I was. I kept shifting in my seat, praying it didn’t show too much—and hoping maybe it did.

That’s when I noticed someone. He stepped into the bar like he belonged there. Faded button-down, sleeves rolled, tanned arms, easy smile. He caught my eye instantly. And held it.

Vanessa leaned in. “He’s looking at you.”

“No way.”

“He hasn’t blinked in twenty seconds.”

My stomach fluttered. My thighs squeezed together instinctively.

The man made his way toward us. Not fast. Confident and calm, like he already knew the outcome.

“Evening,” he said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt, but you two looked like you were having more fun than anyone else here.”

Vanessa smiled but didn’t answer.

He turned to me. “I love your look. Stunning.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

“She’s a little shy,” Vanessa said, placing her hand possessively on my thigh. “But thank you.”

He stayed a few more minutes. He complimented my dress. My lips. Even the anklet. He thought I was a girl. Or he didn’t care.

And I loved it.

I was dizzy with attention. Drunk on it. My cock was straining, twitching, aching under the thin bikini, and Vanessa kept stroking my thigh in slow, lazy circles.

When Jeff finally stood, he placed a small card on the table. “Room 217,” he said. “If either of you want company.”

He left without looking back.

I sat frozen.

Vanessa leaned in, her voice like velvet dipped in fire. “You realize a man just asked you to come fuck him, right?”

“I—”

“He wanted you. Just like this.” Her hand grazed the bulge in my dress. “Hard and dripping in a slutty little dress.”

My eyes fluttered shut.

“You want to know the best part?” she whispered. “You liked it.”

I whimpered. She pressed her lips to my ear.

“He’d fuck you so hard, you wouldn’t even know what name to scream.”

“Vanessa—”

“But he doesn’t get to have you.” She took my hand, pulled me to my feet. “I do.”

And we walked off together—me, still trembling, still hard, still soaking my bikini—knowing I’d never forget the look in that man’s eyes.

Because for the first time in my life, I’d been wanted as a woman and I never wanted that feeling to end.


Chapter 7
Out of the Box


By the time we made it back to the bungalow, I could barely walk straight. The sandals pinched a little, the dress clung damply to my body, and my cock had been straining against the bikini for over an hour. Every step, every breeze, every accidental glance made the heat build until I thought I’d explode.

I was beyond exhausted—mentally, physically, emotionally. All I wanted was to peel off the dress, wash off the makeup, and crawl into bed before I melted.

But Vanessa had other plans.

As soon as we were inside and I reached for the hem of the dress, she stopped me.

“Ah ah,” she said, her voice low and wicked. “We’re not done yet.”

I froze, hand halfway to lifting the fabric.

She stepped closer and gently smoothed the hem back down, brushing her knuckles against my thigh.

“You really thought I was going to let the night end without enjoying you?”

I blinked, dazed. “I thought you said⁠—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Someone’s coming.”

A knock at the door.

My heart stopped.

Vanessa turned and walked to answer it like it was nothing. She swung the door open with a smile.

It was Melissa. She stepped inside in a silky robe, drink in hand, eyes immediately going wide when she saw me. “Holy shit,” she said, laughing. “Vanessa, you weren’t kidding. Look at her.”

I flushed, frozen in place, dress clinging to me like a second skin, makeup still perfect.

Melissa walked over slowly, drink sloshing slightly, eyes scanning me up and down. “You’re beautiful,” she said, sounding almost annoyed about it. “Like, actually. It’s not even fair.”

“I told you,” Vanessa said, leaning against the doorframe. “We’ve been having a little fun. Out-of-the-box stuff. It’s a vacation.”

Melissa shook her head, smiling. “You’re unbelievable.” She turned back to me. “You’re really letting her do all this to you?”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Vanessa stepped behind me, slipping her hands around my waist. “She loves it.”

Melissa moved closer, reaching out and tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. Her fingers lingered on my cheek. “God, you’re blushing. That’s so cute.”

“Jackie gets shy when pretty girls touch her,” Vanessa said.

“Jackie?” Melissa grinned. “That’s what we’re doing now?”

Vanessa just shrugged. “Why not?”

I trembled as they both closed in—Melissa’s hand brushing my arm, Vanessa’s lips on my neck. Their touch was slow, teasing, unbearably intimate.

And then: another knock at our bedroom door. All three of us froze.

Vanessa smiled. "Right on time."

She walked calmly to the door and opened it with the same casual grace she always had, as though she’d been expecting every detail.

This time, it was Brandon.

He stood there in board shorts and a T-shirt, clearly having just been summoned. His expression shifted the moment his eyes landed on me—first confusion, then something closer to disbelief.

"Whoa," he said, blinking. "Is that... Jack?"

Melissa laughed behind me. "Told you she always goes all in. Isn’t she something?"

Brandon stepped inside slowly, his eyes dragging over me like he wasn’t sure what he was seeing—or what he was feeling about it. He looked at my legs, my makeup, the dress still clinging to my thighs. Then, embarrassingly, he looked at the bulge beneath it.

“You’re seriously dressed up like this, Jack?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

“Doesn’t she look good?” Melissa said, circling around behind him. "Honestly, I think someone’s a little jealous. I’ve seen the way you’ve been watching her."

“What? No⁠—”

“Oh please.” Melissa nudged Brandon, grinning. "I don't blame you. Jackie’s a really cute girl and I know how you’re used to being the one to get all the attention."

“She is,” Vanessa purred.

She slipped behind me, hands skimming over my waist, pulling me close. I gasped as her fingers slid along my sides, up my chest, teasing the edge of the bikini top I still wore under the dress.

Her lips brushed my neck. Then my jaw. Then my mouth. She kissed me slow and deep, possessive.

I melted into it, dizzy from the taste of lip gloss and power.

“You know,” Vanessa said as she pulled away, her voice all velvet and hunger, “tonight’s our last night away.” She turned to Melissa. “Maybe we should let Jackie have one more real experience at being a girl.”

Melissa raised a brow. “What exactly do you have in mind?”

Vanessa walked over to her, leaned in, and whispered something against her ear.

Melissa’s eyes went wide. She gasped, then turned and looked straight at me, a wicked grin curling on her lips. “Oh my god. That’s such a good idea. You actually think she would?”

Vanessa turned back to me, eyes glowing. “I know she will.”

I gulped nervously, my cock throbbing with arousal at the way she looked at me, like she was about to make me do something unimaginable.

“We want you to get on your knees, Jackie,” she said sweetly. “And suck Brandon’s cock.”

My breath caught.

“Like a real girl would.”

My heart racing, feeling like it might beat out of my chest and through the dress, but my body moved on instinct. I dropped to my knees, trembling, cock straining in my bikini with an intense desire. My palms hit the cool tile, and I looked up at Brandon, who stood frozen for a moment, eyes locked on mine like he couldn’t believe what was happening.

Melissa knelt down beside me on the left, her robe falling open at the thigh. Vanessa joined me on the right, her eyes glowing with heat and control.

“Start slow,” Melissa whispered, her voice soft in my ear. “Undo his shorts.”

I reached up, fingers shaking, and pulled at the drawstring. Brandon didn’t stop me. Didn’t move. His cock pressed visibly against the fabric of his briefs, and when I tugged those down too, it sprang free—thick, heavy, half-hard and already twitching at the sight of me.

“Stroke it,” Vanessa said, licking her lips. “Make him hard, babe. You know how.”

I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the heat of him, the pulse, the weight. I stroked slowly, eyes wide, lips parted, the way they’d want to see it—delicate, feminine, reverent.

“That’s it,” Melissa purred. “Good girl. Now open your mouth.”

I did.

Vanessa leaned in close, her hand sliding around my waist, fingers brushing between my thighs where my cock throbbed under the soaked bikini. “Put it in,” she whispered. “Be sexy. Be eager. Be a good girl.”

I pressed forward and slid the head of his cock past my lips, cheeks burning. The taste of skin, salt, heat. I moaned without meaning to. My lipstick smeared instantly. My gloss made everything slippery and wet.

“Good girl,” Vanessa whispered, stroking my hair. “Just like that.”

I bobbed my head, slow at first, hand working the base. My jaw ached already, but I didn’t care. I sucked harder, deeper. My tongue swirled around the shaft as it stiffened to full length. Every time I took him deeper, the girls purred louder.

Vanessa’s hand slid between my legs again, rubbing me through the damp crotch of my bikini. My hips bucked. My cock throbbed.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Sucking cock in a dress like you were born to.”

“Slutty little Jackie,” Melissa added, tracing circles on my back. “You love it, don’t you?”

I moaned around Brandon’s cock, drool spilling past my lips. I was soaked, dizzy, feral. I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t stop. I sucked harder, my cheeks hollowing, spit dripping down my chin.

Brandon groaned above me, then suddenly his hand grabbed a fistful of my hair. Not hard—but firm. Possessive. He began to thrust.

Slow at first. Testing me.

I whimpered and opened wider, letting him in, tongue flattened, lips stretched around him. He rocked into my mouth with lazy rhythm, each stroke deeper, wetter. I gagged once, then moaned again, deeper this time.

“That’s it,” Vanessa whispered, her voice tight with pride. “Let him fuck your pretty mouth.”

I was drooling freely now, spit coating his cock, lips swollen, lipstick ruined. I wrapped both hands around the base and stroked while he pumped into my throat. My whole body shook with it—every thrust an electric pulse through my nerves.

Vanessa reached under my dress again, rubbing the soaked front of my panties, grinding her palm in circles that made my knees buckle.

“Fuck,” Brandon muttered. “She’s a natural.”

Melissa giggled, her hand slipping down to caress my chest, the bikini top barely hanging on. “She’s ours.”

I moaned louder, frenzied, desperate to make him cum. I sucked harder, deeper, chasing every twitch of his cock with my lips, my tongue, my soul.

He thrust harder. I let him.

Vanessa whispered filth in my ear. Melissa kissed my cheek. My hand worked the shaft while my mouth worshipped the head.

Then I paused, gasping, spit-covered, still stroking, my eyes dazed.

That’s when Vanessa grabbed my chin, pulled me close, and whispered directly into my lips, “You’re not coming back as a boyfriend, are you?”

And Brandon groaned—loud, raw—and thick hot cum sprayed across my face.

My lips, my cheek, my lashes. I gasped as it hit me and in that same breath, I came.

I came hard in my bikini, crying out, my cock pulsing, soaking the fabric in wave after wave of helpless release. My whole body convulsed, used and claimed and overwhelmed.

I knelt there, dripping, shaking, breathless.

Vanessa leaned down, wiped a streak of cum from my chin with her thumb, and brought it to my lips.

“Lick.”

I obeyed.

Vanessa smiled as she stroked my hair. Her expression was soft now—possessive, proud. She tilted her head. “Well?”

I shook mine slowly, cum cooling on my skin. “No,” I whispered. “You’re not.”


Chapter 8
What Comes Next


The morning sun poured into the bungalow like nothing had changed. Except everything had.

The sheets were tangled. My thighs ached. And my face still felt tight where Brandon’s cum had dried, despite the shower I’d taken just before bed. I could still smell him. I could still taste him, faintly, on the edge of my tongue. And underneath all of that, like a current running under the floor, was Vanessa’s voice echoing in my head:

You’re not coming back as a boyfriend, are you?

No. I wasn’t. I knew it now in a way I hadn’t known anything before.

I was sitting at the edge of the bed in a fresh towel, packing my suitcase. Or trying to. Everything I folded felt strange in my hands—oversized t-shirts, plain boxer briefs, old jeans. I kept pausing, staring at them, trying to remember if I had ever really liked wearing them. Had I ever felt good in them? Or had I just worn them because they were safe? Because they were what I was told I should like to wear as a man?

Vanessa was on the couch, one leg curled beneath her, coffee mug in hand. She was still in her robe, but the belt hung loose and her thigh peeked through. She looked like she hadn’t slept, but she was glowing.

"You know," she said, voice soft and amused, "I thought the bikini would be a one-time joke. Something silly. A vacation dare.”

I looked over at her, heart already skipping. "Yeah?"

She smiled wider. “It was supposed to be fun. Maybe a little humiliating. Get you hard, give us something to laugh about later.” She stood slowly and crossed the room, hips swaying lazily. "But then… you looked in the mirror." She crouched beside me, one hand sliding onto my thigh. Her nails traced lazy circles. “And I saw something change.”

My voice was barely audible. “What did you see?”

Her fingers moved higher. "The way your lips parted. The way your hips started swaying when you walked. The way your cock stayed hard the entire time you were dressed like my girl. My Jackie.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against my cheek, whispering, “You loved it. You needed it. And now? I don’t think we’re going back.”

I swallowed hard.

She reached into my suitcase and pulled out a folded pair of my boxers. “Starting with these,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She didn’t answer. She just walked to the trash bin near the bathroom, lifted the lid, and dropped them in. One pair. Then another. And another.

“Stop,” I said quietly, but I didn’t mean it. I couldn’t look away.

She returned with nothing in her hands but a tiny wisp of fabric—bubblegum pink, barely there, with a little bow in the front.

A thong.

“You can wear this on the trip home,” she said simply.

My face burned. My cock twitched.

She walked up to me and placed it in my palm, then slowly lifted my hand to press it against my chest. “And when we’re back? We’ll get you your own drawer. Lace. Satin. Mesh. The works.” Her voice dropped into a purr. “We’ll dress you like you were meant to dress.”

I stood there frozen, heart pounding, fingers tightening around the tiny thong. Vanessa leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, her tongue curling around mine, claiming me all over again.

When she pulled back, she tapped my chin. “Now go put it on. And then go find something cute to wear over it. I want the airport to see what kind of girl you are.”

I nodded, trembling, and turned toward the bathroom. I was no longer packing to go home.

I was becoming.
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He lost the bet. She took control. And he never expected to fall in love with being pretty.

Nick thought he could tease his girlfriend Megan about not dressing sexy anymore without consequences.

He was wrong.

When Megan proposes a simple wager—loser has to dress "sexy" for the weekend—Nick agrees, convinced he’ll win. But when he loses, she holds him to it… and then takes it further than he ever imagined. First it’s silky pajamas. Then it’s lingerie. A skirt. Stockings. A new name.

Nikki.

What starts as playful humiliation turns into something else entirely. Nikki begins to crave the attention, the way Megan touches her, controls her, sees her. And as the bet comes to an end, Nikki is left with one question that won’t go away:

What if she doesn’t want to stop?
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Liam never expected the beautiful, mysterious Grace to notice him—let alone invite him into her dorm room. They were supposed to be studying. Just one evening. One assignment.

But a spilled pill bottle. A single, silent mistake. And everything began to change.

Now Liam is waking up in a body that feels softer, curvier, more right than anything he’s known before. As Grace gently guides him deeper into femininity—through clothing, touch, and secrets whispered in the dark—Liam finds himself blossoming into someone new. Someone real.

Someone named Lindsay.
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