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Chapter One




Connor and I met our first year of college, and we became friends almost instantly. We shared all the same interests, including, unfortunately for me, the same taste in women. We’d go out together all the time, looking for girls to hook up with. The only problem was that I usually wasn’t their type.

Connor was.

I’d always been lean. I had a decent amount of strength, but almost no bulk. I could carry heavy shit around, but doing it usually earned me surprised looks from people who’d assumed I was too skinny to lift anything. I was on the taller side, which only made me look thinner, whatever muscle I had stretched lightly over long arms and legs.

Connor, on the other hand, was just as tall and covered in muscle. His arms were thick, his legs solid, his shoulders broad enough to make most shirts look too small. He looked like a bear. No one wanted to make him angry, which was funny because Connor rarely got angry about anything. He was the kind of friend who’d stick up for me in a heartbeat, but I still had trouble imagining him actually fighting someone.

Tonight was like most nights. Now that we were old enough, we went to a bar and tried to pick up women.

Girls flocked to Connor. They smiled at him, touched his arm when they talked, leaned closer when he said something. I tended to get strange looks, like they weren’t quite sure why I was standing beside him.

If I hadn’t admired Connor so much, I probably would’ve been bitter. Maybe even jealous. But I loved him like a brother, so I rooted for him to get laid even when I knew I wouldn’t.

The girl he brought home that night was Sarah.

She was a curvy blonde with full breasts, pink lips, and a skirt short enough that my eyes kept drifting toward her thighs. Since Connor and I were roommates, the three of us went home together. Sarah chatted with both of us on the way, including me mostly out of politeness, but it wasn’t hard to tell who she wanted.

By the time we got inside, they were practically leaning into each other.

I took the hint and excused myself to my room.

Then I shut the door and pressed my ear against it.

Fabric rustled in the living room. Lips smacked softly as they kissed. Sarah let out a low moan, and Connor answered with a sound of his own.

My cock stiffened immediately.

I wrapped my fingers around the doorknob and turned it carefully, opening the door only a crack. Across the hall, a mirror hung at just the right angle, giving me a nearly perfect view of the couch.

Connor and Sarah were reflected in it.

I felt pretty safe watching from where I stood. They would’ve had to notice my reflection from across the room and realize what they were seeing. My door was barely open anyway. Even if one of them happened to glance toward it, the chances of them spotting me in the darkness of my room seemed slim.

Sarah was straddling Connor’s lap, her arms around his shoulders as she pushed her tongue into his mouth.

Connor cupped her breasts through her blouse. His thumbs moved slowly over the fabric where her nipples pressed underneath. Sarah moaned against his mouth and gave a breathless little laugh, rolling her hips against him.

Then Connor grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head.

Sarah reached behind herself and released her bra.

My hand dropped to my jeans.

I unfastened them and slid my fingers inside my briefs. My cock was on the smaller side, but it was already hard enough to ache. I wrapped my hand around it and gave myself a slow stroke as Sarah’s bare breasts came into view.

She climbed off Connor’s lap and lowered herself onto her knees between his legs.

Sarah unzipped his dark-wash jeans, and Connor lifted his hips so she could work them down. His briefs hugged him tightly underneath.

She pulled those down too.

His cock sprang free, long and thick between his legs.

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen it.

Connor just didn’t know that.

I’d watched him with other girls before. It had started almost by accident, but once I realized how easy it was to listen from my room—and sometimes see more than I should—I kept doing it.

Since I couldn’t fuck the women he brought home myself, I lived vicariously through him.

At least, that was what I told myself.

I watched his cock swell harder in Sarah’s hand, her fingers barely closing around the thickness of it.

For one strange second, I wondered what it would feel like to wrap my lips around him.

The thought came so suddenly that my hand stopped.

I shoved it away just as quickly and forced my attention back onto Sarah’s naked chest.

Her full pink lips parted.

She extended her tongue and placed the tip against the underside of Connor’s cock, slowly dragging it upward along his shaft. When she reached the head, her lips closed around him. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

Connor’s head tipped back.

Sarah took him deeper.

Inch by inch, his cock disappeared between her lips until he reached the back of her throat. Her eyes widened with the effort of taking him, and Connor threaded his fingers through her blonde hair.

His hips pushed toward her face.

Sarah gripped his thighs for support and relaxed her jaw, letting him slide farther into her mouth.

She gagged around him, but she didn’t pull away.

Instead, her hips shifted on her knees while she sucked him, almost like having his cock filling her mouth was enough to turn her on by itself.

My fist moved faster around my own cock.

Connor finally pulled free.

He took Sarah by the shoulders, brought her to her feet, and bent her over the back of the couch. Her skirt rode up as she leaned forward, but Connor pushed it the rest of the way to her hips.

Sarah braced herself against the cushions.

Connor hooked a finger into the side of her panties and pulled them aside. Then he guided his cock between her legs and pushed into her wet pussy.

Sarah moaned.

He was only inside her for a second.

Connor always fucked the same way. He’d dip his cock into a girl’s pussy before moving to her ass.

Tonight was no different.

He withdrew his hard shaft and positioned himself behind her again, this time pressing the head of his cock against her ass.

Sarah hesitated.

I could see it in the tension that went through her body, but she didn’t stop him. Instead, she reached behind herself, grabbed her cheeks in both hands, and pulled them apart for him.

Connor eased forward.

Sarah squealed as he entered her, the sound caught somewhere between pleasure and pain.

Connor was always gentle, though. Watching the careful way he pushed into her made me think it might have been her first time taking a cock there. He went slowly, giving her body time to adjust until eventually his entire length was buried inside her.

Then he stopped.

For a few seconds, he simply stayed there, letting her relax around him.

Sarah’s expression gradually changed. The tight wince on her face softened. Her eyes widened, her lips falling apart as her body adjusted to the feeling.

She slid one hand between her legs and started rubbing her clit.

Whatever discomfort she’d felt was fading quickly.

Connor pulled back a little, then pushed inside her again.

He repeated the motion slowly at first. Each thrust seemed easier than the one before it, and soon his rhythm began to build.

Sarah moaned and trembled against the couch.

Connor tightened his hands around her hips and fucked her harder from behind. Her breasts swayed beneath her, and her blonde hair slipped over one shoulder as her body rocked with every thrust.

I could barely look away.

Sarah’s mouth formed a perfect little O.

Then she cried out.

Her stomach tightened, her body going rigid for a moment before trembling around him. Her head dropped forward as she came, one hand still moving frantically between her legs.

Connor kept fucking her through it.

He listened to every sound she made, adjusting his rhythm until his own body finally tensed.

He pushed deep inside her and came.

When he eventually pulled out, a thin string of come stretched briefly between them before breaking.

My fist tightened around my cock.

I stroked myself until I came inside my briefs, biting down on the sound that tried to escape my throat.

For a few seconds, I just stood there in the darkness, catching my breath.

Then I carefully closed my bedroom door.

A little while later, I heard Sarah say goodbye to Connor.

The front door opened.

Then it shut behind her.


Chapter Two




I tried not to think about the fact that Connor turned me on almost as much as the women he brought home.

We were best friends, and even if I was willing to admit I might be bisexual, I didn’t want anything to screw that up. Besides, I’d never been interested in another guy before. Not once. So I told myself Connor was some kind of fluke. An extension of the whole voyeurism thing. I liked spying on him with women, and because he was always there in the middle of it, my brain had gotten confused somewhere along the way.

That explanation was a hell of a lot easier than admitting I might actually be attracted to him.

The day after watching him with Sarah, though, denial took more effort than usual.

I couldn’t seem to do anything without remembering Connor’s hard cock disappearing between her lips and wondering what it would feel like against mine. The thought kept surfacing at the worst possible moments, sharp and unwanted, followed immediately by the same hot rush through my body.

I avoided Connor for most of the day.

By that evening, he’d finally cornered me.

He was having problems with his parents—specifically, his mother—and apparently needed someone to vent to.

“She just doesn’t get it. I’m still young. There’s still time to settle down and all of that. I haven’t even graduated yet.”

“She’s not looking for you to settle down, though, is she? She’s just concerned that you’ve never had a serious girlfriend?”

“Whose side are you on?” he asked, shooting me a death glare from across the living room.

I shifted awkwardly under the heat of his stare.

That was another problem.

Even when Connor was annoyed with me, there was something about the intensity of the way he looked at me that sent an inconvenient pulse straight between my legs. I adjusted myself in the chair, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

“I’m just playing devil’s advocate,” I told him. “Why don’t you just fake it?”

“That’s the thing,” he said. “I have been. I’ve lied to her all year long. But now she expects me to bring my serious girlfriend home to meet them, and I don’t have one!”

His hands flew above his head before dropping dramatically into his lap. His bottom lip pushed forward in a pout that would’ve looked ridiculous on anyone else.

“You know hundreds of girls. Girls who would do anything for you. Can’t you ask one of them?”

“Most of them won’t talk to me because I never called them back. They think I’m a jerk. The other few think it’s too weird. Trust me, I’ve exhausted all my options.”

I shrugged. “I’m sorry, man. I don’t know what to tell you.”

Connor huffed and let his head fall forward in disappointment.

Then he lifted it again.

Suddenly.

His eyes widened with the kind of excitement that immediately made me suspicious.

Worse, he looked me up and down.

Not casually, either.

His gaze traveled over my body in a slow, assessing way I’d never seen from him before. My stomach tightened.

“I have an idea.”

“I’m afraid to ask,” I replied.

“What if I bring you home? They’ve never met you.”

“There’s one problem,” I said with a cocky laugh. “I’m not a girl.”

“But you could be…”

He shifted across the sofa, moving closer to where I sat.

There was something hungry and desperate in his expression, though I knew logically it had everything to do with solving his problem and nothing to do with me. My body apparently hadn’t received that message. My cock stirred again, and I silently cursed myself for immediately turning his words into something dirtier.

“What are you talking about? That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard.”

I tried to make the words sound convincing, but my voice betrayed me with the slightest tremor.

“You have those soft features. You’re lean and effeminate.”

“I am not!”

I shoved against the arms of the chair and shot to my feet.

The insult should’ve been the only thing on my mind, but as I stormed across the room and folded my arms over my chest, I glanced down at myself.

Lean waist. Narrower shoulders than Connor. Long legs.

For one dangerous second, I imagined all of it covered by a dress.

My cock stiffened.

I bit my lower lip hard, irritated by my own reaction.

“Please, Nathan. You’re my best friend. What else am I going to do?”

I did feel bad for him.

That was the problem.

If almost anyone else had asked me to do something this insane, I would’ve laughed in his face. But this was Connor.

Still, he wasn’t asking me to throw on a dress for a joke. That alone would’ve been humiliating enough. He wanted me to convince his parents that I’d been born a woman and, somehow, that I was his long-term girlfriend.

The whole thing was absurd.

My head spun with everything that could go wrong. I wanted to help him. I really did. But wanting to help and actually believing this could work were two completely different things.

I turned toward my moping friend.

“I’m sorry, Connor. I don’t know what to tell you.”

“Say you’ll do it.”

“I don’t know the first thing about being a woman.”

“I’m sure it’s not that hard. Maybe they’ll think there’s something a little off about you, but you’ll look the part at least.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“I just…have a feeling. Look, just try on an outfit or two and then make up your mind. It might be easier than you think.”

“And where am I going to get women’s clothing?”

I asked the question with more confidence than I felt, hoping I’d finally found the obvious flaw that would kill the idea.

Neither of us had sisters, and we definitely didn’t have female friends close enough to casually ask if I could borrow a dress so I could pretend to be Connor’s girlfriend.

“I’ve got you covered.”

Before I could ask what the hell that meant, Connor rushed toward his bedroom.

He returned carrying a box.

Women’s clothing spilled over the top of it in a messy pile—shirts, skirts, bras, panties, and enough random pieces that I couldn’t immediately tell what most of them were.

I stared at the box.

Then at him.

“Girls have a tendency to leave pieces behind when they come over.”

I stepped closer despite myself.

A pair of pink lace panties sat right on top. I ran my fingers lightly over the fabric before noticing a darker stain near the center, evidence of whoever had owned them before they ended up in Connor’s collection.

“And you just collect them?”

“I think of them like souvenirs. You know, for all the pussy I’ve conquered.”

I rolled my eyes.

Of course he did.

When I looked back at him, though, his expression had changed. Connor had those big, round puppy-dog eyes that made it almost impossible to stay annoyed with him. He looked genuinely hopeful now, like his entire ridiculous plan depended on me saying yes.

I exhaled through my nose.

Then I reached underneath the box and took its weight from him.

“Fine. I’ll try something on. That’s it, though.”

“I’ll make it up to you somehow, I promise.”

That sentence immediately sent my thoughts someplace they had absolutely no business going.

I pictured several ways Connor could make it up to me, none of which involved money or favors or anything two supposedly straight best friends should’ve been thinking about.

I cut those thoughts off before they could develop any further.

Instead, I carried the box into my bedroom and shut the door behind me.

There was already enough going on in my head without adding Connor to it.

For now, I had a simpler problem.

I needed to find something feminine to wear.


Chapter Three




Connor gave me space to get ready, but somehow that only made the pressure worse. I could feel it building in the silence between our rooms, like he was waiting on the other side of the apartment for some grand reveal.

At some point, I actually had to step out of my room dressed as a woman.

The question was how convincing I wanted to be.

If I came out looking obviously like a guy shoved into women’s clothes, that could be my excuse. Connor would see how ridiculous the whole idea was, we’d laugh about it, and I’d get out of going home with him without technically refusing to help.

I nodded slowly as the plan formed.

“That’s it. I’ll do a bad job,” I whispered.

Problem solved.

At least, that was what I told myself as I started digging through the box for the least convincing things I could find.

I stripped off my clothes and tossed them onto the bed. Standing naked in front of my full-length mirror, I studied myself more carefully than usual. Tall. Lean. Almost no body hair across my chest. Narrow enough through the waist that, if I squinted slightly and ignored the obvious parts, I could almost imagine a woman standing there.

My stomach tightened at the thought.

I exhaled and reached into the box.

The pink lace panties I’d noticed earlier were still sitting near the top.

I picked them up between my fingers.

For a moment, I just held them.

Were panties really necessary?

If I actually went through with this and visited Connor’s parents, obviously I couldn’t walk around underneath a skirt wearing boxer briefs. If something shifted or rode up, the whole lie would be over immediately.

But that wasn’t why I needed to put them on now.

I knew that.

A strange curiosity had started working its way through me from the moment I’d touched them in the living room.

I looked at the panties.

Then at myself.

Then back at the panties.

I stretched the delicate waistband between my hands and stepped into them.

The lace brushed lightly over my ankles as I pulled them up my legs. The sensation was completely foreign. The fabric was thinner than anything I normally wore, the cut higher along my thighs. When I pulled them into place around my hips, a cool shiver moved over my skin.

They shouldn’t have felt right.

They were women’s underwear. They weren’t made for men’s legs or men’s bodies.

But somehow, they felt right on mine.

Almost disturbingly right.

It was like slipping into a shoe that actually fit after spending years wearing pairs a size too big.

The soft pink fabric stretched around my cock and balls, holding everything snugly against me. I shifted my hips experimentally and felt the lace move against my skin.

My cock twitched.

When I looked back at the mirror, something had changed.

Obviously, I was still me.

But for the first time, that wasn’t the first thing I saw.

The panties changed the line of my hips. My thighs suddenly looked longer and softer. My narrow waist seemed intentional instead of skinny.

For a few seconds, I didn’t see a boy wearing women’s underwear.

I saw something else.

Someone else.

My pulse quickened.

I forced myself to look away and dug through the box again.

Eventually, I found a bra with relatively small cups. It didn’t match the panties exactly, but something about it immediately caught my attention. The material was silky and white, simple compared with some of the lace and bright colors buried underneath it.

I slipped my arms through the straps and pulled them onto my shoulders.

Fastening the hooks behind my back took less effort than I expected.

I stared at myself.

Apparently, I was surprisingly good at putting on lingerie.

That probably shouldn’t have pleased me as much as it did.

The bra changed my shape even without breasts to fill it properly. The cups gave the suggestion of curves over my slender chest, and the thin straps made my shoulders look narrower.

My entire figure seemed to shift in front of me.

Before I could stop myself, I pushed one hip slightly to the side.

My lips parted.

I almost pouted at my reflection.

The realization made heat rush into my face.

What the hell was I doing?

My heart was beating faster now, but it wasn’t embarrassment alone.

I was excited.

More than that, I felt attractive.

That realization caught me completely off guard.

I couldn’t remember ever looking into a mirror and thinking I was sexy. I knew I wasn’t ugly, but attractive had always felt like something other people got to be. Guys like Connor.

Not me.

Yet standing there in pink panties and a white bra, I liked what I saw.

I turned sideways.

Then farther, trying to see my backside.

I pushed my little ass out experimentally.

The pose immediately put an image in my head.

Connor behind me.

His huge body pressed against my smaller one.

His hands gripping my hips while he fucked me the same way I’d watched him fuck Sarah.

My cock hardened inside the panties.

I snapped upright.

My shoulders straightened, my feet spread apart, and I immediately returned to the most masculine stance I could manage.

Jesus Christ.

I turned away from the mirror and started searching for a skirt.

A boring one.

The least feminine thing in the entire box.

That should help.

As I dug through the pile, another question occurred to me.

How the hell did girls manage to leave entire pieces of clothing behind?

A bra or pair of panties, maybe. Even a shirt if someone had another layer over it.

But there were skirts in here.

Shoes.

I pictured some girl wandering home from our apartment wearing nothing but panties and started laughing to myself.

Eventually, I pulled out a black miniskirt and a white blouse.

Even the boring options were feminine as hell.

Sexy, too.

Then again, I supposed that made sense. These weren’t random clothes Connor had collected from women walking down the street. They belonged to girls who’d come over because they wanted to fuck him.

Of course they dressed like they wanted his attention.

I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up over my hips.

The waistband settled tightly around my waist. I reached behind myself and worked the zipper upward, watching the fabric hug my body as it closed.

Then I pulled on the blouse.

It was snug.

I had to shift my shoulders slightly to get comfortable, and when I finally looked up at the mirror again, my breath caught.

The skirt shortened my torso and made my legs look impossibly long. The blouse softened the shape of my shoulders while emphasizing the slight curve the bra had created underneath.

I ran my hands slowly down my sides.

The fabric beneath my palms was softer than the clothes I usually wore. Everything felt lighter, thinner, more delicate against my skin.

My fingers followed the curve from my ribs to my waist.

I felt stunning.

I felt confident.

I felt sexy.

And once I admitted that to myself, I stopped fighting it for a little while.

I turned in front of the mirror. Shifted one hip. Tried another pose. Let my hands settle against my waist.

Soon I was practically dancing around my bedroom, experimenting with the way the skirt moved around my thighs and watching the person in the mirror move with me.

For a few minutes, I forgot I was supposed to be doing a bad job.

A knock on the door nearly made me jump.

Connor asked how everything was going.

“I need more time,” I said. “I don’t know if this stuff is going to work,” I lied.

“Well, let me see. Maybe I can help.”

My stomach flipped.

Suddenly, showing myself to Connor felt completely different from looking in the mirror alone.

I walked toward the door and wrapped my fingers around the knob.

For one second, I considered refusing.

Then I opened it.

Connor’s jaw dropped so dramatically it might as well have hit the floor.

“You look incredible,” he said.

His eyes moved over me.

Not a quick glance.

He actually looked.

His gaze traveled from my face to my chest, followed the inward curve of my waist, then moved down the exposed length of my legs.

My cock stirred beneath the skirt.

“You’ll have to shave those, though.”

“I told you I needed more time,” I said with a pout.

The expression came naturally enough that it surprised me.

For some reason, standing there with my hands near my hips while Connor criticized my appearance made me feel like we were a couple bickering before going somewhere together.

The thought sent another little thrill through me.

“Well, um…do you need anything?”

Connor rubbed the back of his neck.

He looked nervous.

Connor.

Nervous around me.

I could’ve sworn his tongue passed briefly over his lips while he stared at my body.

“Not that I know what to do.”

“And you think I do?”

I planted my hands firmly on my hips.

Without really meaning to, I pushed my chest forward slightly.

Connor swallowed.

His eyes widened.

This time, I knew I wasn’t imagining it.

His gaze settled on my waist.

For one insane second, I thought he might reach out and grab me there.

His arms flexed as he braced himself against the doorway instead.

The muscles in his forearms tightened.

He was holding something back.

I could see that much.

I just didn’t know what.

“You’ll figure it out,” he said.

His blue eyes returned to mine.

The joking uncertainty vanished from his face, replaced by something heavier.

His stare seemed to go straight through me.

I felt myself leaning toward him without actually moving.

My body wanted something.

So did his, maybe.

The thought frightened me almost as much as it excited me.

I had the sudden urge to close the distance between us, throw my arms around his shoulders, and see what happened.

I resisted it.

Barely.

What the hell was happening to me?

It felt like the clothes had unlocked something I’d kept buried without even realizing it was there.

We stood in silence for another moment.

Neither of us seemed willing to be the first person to acknowledge how strange the air between us had become.

Finally, I closed the door.

My pulse was still racing when I returned to the mirror.

Connor’s expression stayed with me.

The way he’d stared.

The way he’d swallowed.

The way his eyes had moved over my body.

Heat spread through my cheeks, and before I realized it, I was smiling.

I looked back into the box.

“There’s even a pair of fucking heels in here.”

I laughed as I pulled them out.

Again, I pictured some poor girl leaving our apartment barefoot.

I could understand forgetting a jacket. Maybe a scarf.

But shoes?

Some of the items in Connor’s collection were unbelievable.

More ridiculous was the fact that the heels fit me perfectly.

I stood carefully and tested my balance.

The angle immediately changed the way I carried myself. My calves tightened, my ass shifted slightly backward, and my legs somehow looked even longer in the mirror.

That was getting dangerous.

I took them off.

I headed into the adjoining bathroom, deciding that shaving my legs was probably safer than staring at myself any longer.

I’d never shaved them before, but I figured it couldn’t be that different from shaving my face.

I turned on the hot water and let the bathtub begin to fill.

Steam slowly fogged the mirror, swallowing my reflection until the feminine version of myself disappeared behind white haze.

For some reason, I found myself disappointed when I couldn’t see him anymore.

Her.

Whatever.

I sat on the edge of the tub and slid my legs into the warm water, pulling shaving cream and my razor within reach.

I covered one calf in foam.

Then I pressed the razor lightly against my skin and dragged it upward.

The blade caught briefly against the hair before cutting through it, leaving a clean strip of smooth skin behind.

I ran my fingertips over the difference.

It felt strangely satisfying.

I continued upward, shaving my calf and then my thigh in careful strokes.

When I lifted my leg out of the warm water, cool air brushed across the newly bare skin.

A chill traveled through me.

My cock responded immediately.

I stared down at myself.

Apparently, shaving my legs was erotic now.

Of course it was.

At that point, it seemed like anything I considered unusual had decided to turn me on.

I continued until both legs were smooth.

As I worked, my thoughts drifted back to Connor.

Then to Sarah.

Then to myself standing in front of the mirror wearing lingerie.

I tried to sort through what any of it meant.

Women still turned me on. There was no question about that. Watching Sarah with Connor had driven me crazy.

But so had Connor.

My heart raced when he looked at me. I couldn’t stop thinking about his cock. I’d imagined him fucking me without even trying to.

And now there was this.

I was still a virgin, yet somehow I was getting hard from wearing panties and shaving my legs.

Every time I thought I’d found the edge of what turned me on, something else seemed to stretch it a little farther.

By the time I finished shaving, I wasn’t any closer to understanding my sexuality.

I was only becoming more aware of how much there was to understand.

I rinsed my bare legs with lukewarm bathwater until every trace of shaving cream was gone, then patted them dry with a towel. Almost without thinking, I ran my fingers over my left thigh. The skin barely felt like mine. It was too smooth, too exposed, almost alien beneath my fingertips. Without the layer of hair I was used to, every sensation seemed sharper—the soft drag of my palm, the faint chill of the bathroom air, the lingering warmth from the bath. Warmth and coolness seemed to trade places beneath my skin, and a strange little giggle slipped out of me before I could stop it.

I immediately scolded myself and dropped my hands. I shouldn’t have been enjoying this so much. This was supposed to be a favor for Connor, nothing more. I was dressing up because he needed someone to fool his parents, not because I actually liked the way smooth legs felt or wanted another excuse to put on those panties. At least, that was what I hoped.

I pulled the drain and watched the water disappear before wiping a clear patch through the steam covering the bathroom mirror. My reflection stared back at me, and I knew immediately that smooth legs weren’t enough. If I was actually supposed to convince Connor’s parents, I needed a few more girly things. Lipstick. Mascara. Maybe some kind of wig. The problem was that I didn’t know the first thing about wearing any of them. I definitely didn’t know how to shop for them.

After getting dressed, I left my room and found Connor sitting on the sofa. “I’m going to need a few more things,” I told him. “A little makeup maybe and a wig.”

“Where are we going to get all that?”

“I have an idea.”

There was a beauty store I’d passed a few times on my way to class. For some reason, it had always caught my attention, though I’d never really stopped to wonder why. I’d assumed it was the bright colors of the advertisements filling the windows, all those glossy reds and pinks standing out against the storefront. The more I thought about it now, though, the less convincing that explanation became. Maybe I hadn’t been drawn to the advertisements at all. Maybe I’d been drawn to the makeup.

That possibility unsettled me more than I wanted to admit. If I’d been curious about the store before Connor ever suggested dressing me like a woman, then maybe this interest hadn’t started with his ridiculous plan. Maybe some part of me had been noticing feminine things for longer than I realized. I quickly dismissed the thought before it could go anywhere and told Connor we’d pick up the experiment again in the morning.

Connor seemed to grow more nervous by the day. He rode with me to the beauty store the next morning, his knee bouncing rapidly in the passenger seat the entire way. Up, down, up, down. The constant movement was starting to make me nervous too. We already had no idea what we were doing; the last thing we needed was Connor acting like we were on our way to commit a felony.

When we walked into the shop, the pink-haired girl behind the counter immediately raised an eyebrow. “Can I help you boys with something?”

“I’m looking for some kind of wig and makeup,” I mumbled. Beside me, Connor suddenly found everything in the store fascinating except the woman talking to us. He avoided eye contact like looking directly at her might somehow expose what we were doing. “For a girlfriend of mine,” I added.

The clerk folded her arms across her chest and tilted her head, her expression making it painfully obvious that she didn’t believe me. Fortunately, she didn’t call me on it. Instead, she led me down one of the aisles and started explaining the products. At first, most of what she said sounded like another language. Foundation, concealer, contour, setting powder. Apparently, brushes that looked almost identical to me served completely different purposes.

Eventually, she brought me toward one of the counters in the back and demonstrated some of the products by giving me a small sample makeover. Sitting there while she worked on my face made me painfully aware of Connor standing nearby, and I kept waiting for him to laugh or make some stupid comment. He never did. He stayed unusually quiet while the clerk softened the harder lines of my face and explained what she was doing.

The longer we spoke, the less skeptical she seemed. I got the distinct impression she’d figured out there was no imaginary girlfriend and that everything we were buying was really for me. That should’ve embarrassed me more than it did. Instead, I mostly felt relieved that she didn’t ask any personal questions. She seemed perfectly content to show me what I needed without forcing me to explain why I needed it.

By the time we left, I had a beautiful new wig, more makeup than I knew what to do with, and enough basic knowledge that I thought I might actually be able to fool someone. The cashier even wrote down a few video tutorials for me to watch. Connor remained silent through almost the entire trip and didn’t finally speak until we were back home.

“Do you think she knows?” he asked, his eyes shifting around like we’d just broken some kind of law.

“Who cares if she does?” My own dismissal surprised me. A few days earlier, the idea of some stranger knowing I wanted makeup for myself probably would’ve humiliated me. Now, somehow, I felt more confident even as I kept discovering new limits to what I was willing to do with my body. “It’s not like we’ll run into her any time soon.”

Connor eventually agreed that he was being ridiculous, and I excused myself to my room so I could play with everything we’d bought. The fact that I was actually excited about it probably should’ve bothered me more. Instead, I found myself eager to get dressed again.

Sliding the panties up my legs was every bit as intoxicating as it had been the first time. The delicate fabric glided easily over my freshly shaved skin, and somehow they already felt familiar. Comfortable. That made no sense considering they were still probably the strangest piece of clothing I’d ever worn, but instead of hesitating, I found myself happy to have an excuse to put them on again. I wanted to see the finished version of myself now—the clothes, the makeup, the wig, everything together.

I pulled up the tutorials the cashier had recommended and tried to follow along, desperate to keep my hands steady. The women in the videos made everything look ridiculously easy. My first attempts weren’t. My fingers shook while I worked, and more than once I had to wipe something away and start over, but the longer I practiced, the more natural the movements became. I flicked a wing with my new liquid eyeliner, concentrating so hard that my tongue nearly poked out of the corner of my mouth. I pressed cherry-colored lipstick against my lips and carefully followed their shape before puckering at my reflection.

There were contouring palettes and highlighting powders, mascara and false eyelashes, more products than I’d ever known existed. Somehow, I loved trying all of them. Each new step changed my face a little more, softening one feature or drawing attention to another. By the time I finished, almost every trace of the boy I was used to seeing had disappeared. My eyes looked larger beneath the dark lashes. My lips seemed fuller and brighter. Even the shape of my face looked different.

I stared at myself for a few seconds before reaching for the wig. I slid it over my head, adjusted it carefully, and secured it the way I’d been shown. When I finally looked back into the mirror, a burst of giddy excitement rushed through me.

“I’m fucking hot,” I said aloud, twisting my hips as I watched the tight skirt shift over my smooth legs.

For once, the statement didn’t feel like a joke. I meant it. I liked the person staring back at me, maybe more than I should have. My waist looked narrow in the skirt, my legs long and bare beneath it. The wig framed my newly made-up face in a way that pulled the whole thing together. Instead of looking like a guy who’d put on women’s clothes, I actually looked feminine.

I wanted Connor to see.

That realization came so naturally that I didn’t stop to question it until I was already leaving my room. I stood in the doorway and called to him. Connor rose from the couch, and the second he saw me, his eyes widened. He exhaled hard as his gaze moved over my body, and something about the expression on his face made my stomach tighten.

Then my attention dropped.

There was a faint but unmistakable tightening at the front of his pants.

My eyes locked onto it before I could stop myself. His cock was getting hard. Because of me.

Heat rushed through my body. Connor followed my stare downward, realized exactly what I’d noticed, and immediately turned bright red.

“Um, looks good!” he cried before practically running to his room.

I stood there for a second after his door closed, my heart pounding hard enough that I could feel it in my chest. Exhilaration mixed with something unexpectedly painful. Connor was attracted to me. There was no denying it anymore. His body had answered that question for both of us.

But he didn’t want to be attracted to me. That part seemed just as obvious.

The realization hurt more than I expected. It wasn’t that I wanted Connor to be attracted to me either, or at least I didn’t think I did. I wasn’t sure what I wanted anymore, and that was becoming the problem. I’d spent so much time insisting my attraction to him was some weird accident that I hadn’t considered what I’d feel if he wanted me back. Apparently, watching him run away from that possibility didn’t feel nearly as good as I would’ve expected.

I returned to my room and changed out of the clothes. For the first time, taking them off felt disappointing. I frowned at my reflection as I wiped away the makeup, watching the feminine face I’d created slowly disappear beneath the cloth. A few minutes earlier, I’d looked at myself and felt sexy. Now I was watching that version of me vanish one swipe at a time.

Over the next few days, Connor seemed to avoid me even though we lived in the same apartment. He stayed in his room whenever I was around, and if I went into mine, I’d hear him come out shortly afterward. The pattern became obvious quickly, but neither of us mentioned it. I barely saw him at all until the day I was supposed to meet his parents.

By then, I half expected him to cancel the entire thing.

Instead, that morning, he knocked on my door and asked if I was ready to go.


Chapter Four




I’d already showered that morning in hopes that our plans were still on. When Connor knocked and asked if I was ready, I told him to give me another hour to finish getting myself together. He agreed without much enthusiasm, and I closed the door again before he could see how relieved I was.

This time, I chose something more conservative than the outfit I’d worn for him before. A pleasant sundress that skimmed my body without clinging too tightly, paired with a soft sweater that covered most of my shoulders. I needed to look believable, but not like I was trying too hard. More importantly, I needed to seem like the kind of girl Connor might actually have been dating for a while—not one of the women he brought home from bars for a single night.

By the time I stepped out of my room, my makeup was finished, the wig was secure, and every visible inch of my legs was smooth. Connor looked me over and gave me a weak smile. He was still obviously conflicted about what had happened the night before, and the awkwardness between us hadn’t disappeared just because I was dressed and ready to go.

We climbed into his car and started the hour-long drive to his parents’ house. For the first part of the trip, neither of us said much. The silence felt heavier than it should have, tension building into a thick wall between our seats. I frowned and stared through the passenger-side window, though every so often my gaze shifted to my own reflection in the glass. The light caught my made-up face differently from the bathroom mirror, and I kept finding myself studying the woman looking back at me.

“Almost there,” Connor finally said after we’d been driving for a while. “Sorry if I’ve been weird.”

“I hadn’t noticed,” I lied.

I was careful not to let myself expect too much from him. Part of me wanted to believe that once this whole experiment was finished, things between us would somehow return to normal. We’d go back to being best friends, and neither of us would ever mention the erection I’d seen in his pants or the way I’d felt when I noticed it. But I also knew something inside me had already changed, and I wasn’t sure I wanted it to change back. Whatever I’d discovered about myself over the last few days felt confusing as hell, but it didn’t feel entirely wrong.

“Nice try,” he said.

A moment later, he turned into a long driveway leading toward a large brick house. The place was even nicer than I’d imagined, with enough space around it that I immediately understood where Connor’s money came from. He slowed the car, parked, then shifted in his seat to face me.

“I know I’ve been a jerk. I’m just…confused by all of this.”

I looked into his crystal-blue eyes and found myself getting caught there. “I am too.” I bit my lower lip before I could stop myself. “I feel like I’m changing. I don’t know what to make of it.”

“What do you mean?” he asked with a slight wince.

The expression told me he already had some idea. He wasn’t really asking because he couldn’t guess. He was giving me the opportunity to say it out loud.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, lowering my head.

I decided to spare him the details. I didn’t tell him about the feelings developing for him or how much I’d started enjoying pretending to be a woman. I didn’t tell him that wearing panties no longer felt like some ridiculous costume or that I’d been disappointed every time I wiped the makeup away. There was already enough tension between us, and I didn’t want to risk our friendship any more than I had.

“Let’s just go inside.”

Connor nodded.

We walked together toward the front door, and I suddenly became painfully conscious of everything about myself. The slight movement of the dress against my thighs. The wig brushing my neck. The careful way I was placing my feet. Connor sighed before pressing his index finger against the doorbell.

A few moments later, the door opened.

My breath caught.

Connor’s mother was gorgeous.

She had dark hair, lightly tanned skin, and the kind of curves that drew my attention before I could remind myself where I was. She was far more attractive than any of the women I’d watched Connor bring home, and the realization nearly knocked me out of the feminine role I’d spent the morning perfecting. For one dangerous second, I was just a guy staring at an incredibly hot woman.

“You must be Natalie,” she said, extending her hand. “I’ve heard so much about you. It’s so nice to finally see the matching face.”

I shook her hand, consciously keeping my wrist relaxed and my grip softer than I normally would. She smiled warmly and invited us inside. As I stepped through the doorway, Connor placed his hand against my lower back to guide me forward.

The touch sent a small pulse through me.

For a moment, I felt trapped between two conflicting versions of myself. Around Connor, I wanted to lean into the role he’d given me. I liked the way his hand felt against my back and the idea that anyone watching us would assume I belonged beside him. But standing in front of his beautiful mother brought every old instinct rushing back, making me want to stop pretending and simply appreciate her as the man I’d always thought I was.

Then we entered the living room and I saw his father.

That didn’t help.

He was handsome in a completely different way from Connor. Rugged. Broad. The kind of confident alpha-looking guy who seemed as if he’d never had to wonder whether people would pay attention when he entered a room. There was money in everything around him, but unlike the house, he didn’t look polished or delicate. He looked powerful.

His gaze landed on me almost immediately.

The way he looked at me made my skin tingle from my fingers down to my toes.

There was admiration in his expression, but there was something hotter underneath it too. Something unmistakably physical. A wave of warmth traveled through my body, settling low in my stomach before threatening to spread farther. My cock stirred beneath the dress, and I had to consciously tense myself to keep the reaction from becoming obvious.

I couldn’t figure out how Connor’s entire family had ended up so attractive. It almost seemed unfair for three people who looked like that to belong to the same household. I imagined people seeing them together in public and immediately hating them on principle.

Connor’s mom told us dinner was almost ready and invited us to take our seats at the dining table. Connor and I sat beside each other while we waited for his parents to join us, giving us our first moment alone since entering the house.

“You’re doing great,” Connor whispered.

As if he’d temporarily forgotten all the confusion from the night before, his hand slipped beneath the edge of the table and settled firmly on my upper thigh.

My breath caught.

The warmth of his palm came straight through the thin material of my dress. Suddenly, I felt less like someone helping his best friend maintain a lie and more like his actual girlfriend. Even stranger, Connor seemed to be settling into the role too.

“Hold my hand so they see when they come in.”

He placed his hand on top of the table, palm facing upward.

I stared at it.

Then I bit my lip and slowly placed my hand in his. My fingertips slid along the center of his palm before weaving through the spaces between his fingers. Connor closed his hand around mine.

My chest swelled with a rush of excitement so strong that I had to quietly exhale just to steady myself.

I was tense, but I wasn’t unhappy. If anything, I was struggling not to smile too much.

Connor’s palm rested softly against mine, and the simple contact made my imagination wander somewhere much less innocent. I wondered what those hands would feel like against the rest of my body. On my waist. My hips. My bare thighs. I remembered the way he’d looked at me the first time I’d stepped out of my bedroom dressed as a woman, and then the erection he’d tried so desperately to hide the night before.

That memory led straight back to Sarah.

I pictured her kneeling between his legs, taking his thick cock into her mouth while I watched through the crack in my bedroom door. I remembered how completely she’d swallowed him and the way his hand had tightened in her hair. The image felt different now. Before, I’d told myself I was imagining being with Sarah.

Now I knew better.

I was filled with desires that felt almost embarrassingly straight and feminine in that moment, fantasies of Connor’s body and his hands and the cock I’d spent far too much time thinking about.

Then his mother entered carrying plates of food and scattered those thoughts completely.

Every time she leaned over the table to set down another dish, the neckline of her black dress shifted lower. I caught flashes of her full breasts pressing toward the opening, enough cleavage to immediately drag my attention away from Connor.

Apparently, whatever was happening to my sexuality hadn’t erased my attraction to women.

Her eyes eventually caught mine.

I knew she’d noticed me staring.

Instead of looking offended, she smiled.

My stomach fluttered with a completely different kind of excitement. I immediately wondered if she was secretly into women, or at least open to them. Why else would she look pleased about catching another woman staring at her chest?

Of course, she didn’t know I wasn’t actually a woman.

That complication only made the whole thing stranger.

Once the entire family was seated, we began eating and making small talk. I answered most of his parents’ questions honestly whenever I could. Fortunately, the majority of them were gender-neutral enough that I didn’t have to invent much. School. Plans after graduation. How Connor and I had met. Normal things.

Connor’s father, however, barely took his eyes off me.

His stare carried the same intense heat I’d noticed when we first arrived. Even while chewing, his jaw remained slightly clenched, the muscles shifting beneath his skin. The resemblance between him and Connor became more obvious the longer I watched him. Those piercing blue eyes had clearly come from his father.

For once, though, I found myself avoiding them.

By the time dinner was finished, I was almost relieved when Connor stood to help his mother clean the kitchen. I offered to help as well, but Connor shook his head. I nodded and remained seated, assuming he wanted a chance to privately find out what his mother thought of me.

That left me alone at the table with his father.

“You’re a pretty one,” he said from across the table. “I didn’t think Connor would ever settle down, but he did well for himself.”

“Oh, well…thank you,” I said.

My throat felt strangely tight.

Then I felt something against my foot.

His foot slid against mine beneath the table before his leg moved farther between my knees. His knee pressed forward, parting my legs slightly.

My entire body tensed.

I wasn’t sure what to do.

I cleared my throat and looked away, hoping my discomfort would be enough to make him stop without forcing me to react more directly.

Apparently, he didn’t like being ignored.

Connor’s father stood from his chair and walked around the table.

Then he lowered himself into the seat Connor had just left beside me.

He leaned closer, sweeping my hair away from my neck before lowering his voice. “You’re too good for him, you know that?”

“That’s a horrible thing to say about your son,” I snapped back. I shot him a glare, but the sharpness of it weakened the second I met his hovering blue eyes. There was something unnervingly familiar about them, the same intensity I’d seen in Connor’s, only older and more confident. His mouth curved into an amused smile, like my instinct to defend Connor only made me more interesting.

“I’m just saying that you could have anyone you wanted.” His hand settled casually on my thigh, then began moving upward until his fingertips brushed the hem of my dress. “Even a married man.”

I pulled back, though my body didn’t cooperate with the disgust I knew I should’ve felt. His hand had been warm and smooth against my skin, and some traitorous part of me wanted to lean into the touch instead of away from it. More than anything, though, I couldn’t let Connor’s father find out what was hiding beneath the short fabric. The thought of his hand moving another few inches and discovering my cock sent panic and excitement through me at the same time. I was disgusted by his behavior, flattered by his attention, and confused enough by both reactions that my cock began to rise beneath my dress.

His breath moved warmly across the nape of my neck, raising chills down my spine. His hand found my thigh again, this time sliding lower toward the seat before his fingers traced the sensitive skin along my inner leg. Slowly, he started upward. I knew I should stop him. I knew exactly what he was going to find if I let him keep going, yet for one dangerous second I almost did. Thankfully, the decision was taken away from me when Connor and his mother walked back into the room.

“Who wants a drink?” Connor’s mom asked.

She stood with her arms folded across her chest, one eyebrow raised and irritation written plainly across her face. I had the immediate impression this wasn’t the first time she’d caught her husband giving too much attention to a younger woman. The realization made my stomach twist. Somehow, I was the woman in that situation now, and it felt strange enough without considering what her husband would’ve discovered if she’d entered a few seconds later.

We both stood, and I hurried into the living room after Connor, leaving his parents and whatever tension existed between them behind in the dining room. The next time I glanced at his father, he seemed noticeably more distant, almost determined to keep his eyes off me. Relief washed through me. I thought I’d escaped the worst of the evening until Connor’s mom called from the kitchen and asked me to help her with the drinks.

I turned toward Connor. He shrugged helplessly and mouthed, “Good luck.”

I stood, smoothed my dress over my thighs, and walked into the kitchen. Connor’s mother was leaning back against the counter with her ass pressed to the edge, both hands gripping the marble behind her. Her body looked tense, her jaw tight.

“What can I help you with?” I asked.

She exhaled hard through her nose and looked at me with an anger that immediately made my stomach drop. I couldn’t tell whether she was furious because she’d caught her husband touching my thigh or whether something else had happened that I’d somehow missed.

“My husband may be an idiot,” she whispered, “but I’m not.”

“I don’t know what you mean⁠—”

“Cut the crap. Your cock may be small, but I can see it stiffen from across the room.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

For a second, the kitchen seemed impossibly small. Panic tightened around my throat, and my mind immediately started searching for a way out. She knew. The entire ridiculous lie had collapsed, and I started rehearsing explanations and escape routes so quickly I could barely settle on one. My feet, however, refused to move. I stood frozen while Connor’s mom stepped toward me and calmly closed the remaining distance between us.

Her palms landed on my thighs.

I inhaled sharply.

She ran her hands upward toward my waist, following the shape of my body through the thin material before sweeping them down again over the front of my dress. This time, her fingers deliberately brushed across my erection.

My entire body quivered.

I’d never had a woman touch me like that before. Not accidentally. Not teasingly. Not with the obvious knowledge of exactly what she was touching. My eyelids lowered as a soft moan escaped my mouth. Connor’s mom immediately covered my lips with one hand, trapping the sound against her palm.

With her other hand, she reached beneath my dress.

Her mouth moved to my neck while her fingertips explored the fabric of my panties. They traced the delicate material stretched over my body, brushing along the place where my balls rested beneath the lace. The combination of her lips against my skin and her fingers between my legs made it difficult to remember that Connor and his father were only rooms away.

She kissed lower toward my chest as her hand slipped inside the waistband of my panties. When she finally removed her palm from my mouth, she replaced it with her lips, kissing me to keep me quiet. Her free hand squeezed one of my padded breasts through the dress while she moaned softly into my mouth.

I didn’t understand what the hell was happening, but I wasn’t about to push her away.

She was the hottest woman I’d ever seen, and for some reason, she wanted me.

Connor’s mom finally broke the kiss and exhaled. Her eyes moved slowly across my face while she seemed to consider what she wanted next. Then she gathered the bottom of her dress and lifted it, exposing a pair of bright red silk panties.

“Take them off,” she ordered, “with your teeth.”

“Here?” I glanced nervously toward the two entrances leading into the kitchen. “What if someone catches us?”

“Well, then that will be your punishment,” she said with a smile that turned my blood cold.

For a second, I seriously considered walking away. Connor already knew I was a guy, but if he caught me doing anything with his mother, I could lose him completely. His father would be horrified for an entirely different reason if he discovered the pretty young woman he’d been touching was actually a crossdresser kneeling between his wife’s legs. Every reasonable part of me screamed that I needed to get the hell out of the kitchen.

Unfortunately, reason wasn’t the only thing controlling me.

I’d never been with a woman before. I’d spent years wanting one, watching other men get what I couldn’t, and now an impossibly beautiful woman was standing directly in front of me and ordering me onto my knees.

The temptation overwhelmed everything else.

I lowered myself to the floor and caught the waistband of her panties carefully between my teeth. The silk stretched beneath my mouth as I dragged them down over her hips and thighs until they reached her knees. She lifted herself onto the edge of the counter and finished slipping them from her legs.

Then she spread her thighs.

Her pussy was trimmed smooth and already wet.

Every remaining reservation disappeared.

I wanted to taste her.

I needed to know what she tasted like.

I leaned between her legs and extended my tongue.

I didn’t know the first thing about licking pussy, so I let her body teach me. I watched the way her hips moved and adjusted whenever she reacted. At first, I explored carefully, dragging my tongue through the slick folds before pressing deeper. When I pushed the tip of my tongue inside her, I felt the soft, ridged walls of her cunt around it.

She shifted against me.

Encouraged, I moved upward and found her clit.

I sucked it gently between my lips, then circled it with my tongue. Her body immediately responded. She leaned farther back against the counter to give me better access, one hand reaching behind my head to hold me in place.

I kept licking while her hips rocked slowly against my mouth.

The entire time, my nerves remained painfully aware of where we were. Connor could walk in. His father could walk in. Either one of them could turn the corner and find me kneeling between her spread thighs. The fear kept my whole body charged, but instead of making me stop, it somehow sharpened everything.

I was trapped now, held against Connor’s mom’s pussy while she used my mouth exactly the way she wanted.

Her breasts moved beneath her dress as her hips rocked. Her back arched, and I slid one finger inside her while continuing to work my tongue around her clit. She sucked in a breath, lips parting as she fought to keep her moan quiet.

I added another slow movement of my finger, feeling the muscles inside her tighten around it.

Her pussy began to pulse.

The contractions squeezed rhythmically around my finger while her clit hardened beneath my tongue. I stayed focused on the places that made her body respond, licking and sucking until she trembled against the counter.

Her wetness coated my mouth.

I kept going until the tension finally seemed to leave her body and her thighs relaxed around me.

When I looked up, I was almost in awe.

Connor’s mom smiled down at me.

“This will just be our little secret,” she whispered, pressing one finger against her lips.

I nodded.

I retrieved her panties and handed them back to her. She slipped them over her legs and wiggled her hips as she pulled them into place. I stood and immediately started straightening my own dress, smoothing the fabric down over my thighs and checking that everything looked exactly as it had before.

Connor’s mom leaned forward and kissed me again.

This kiss was deeper.

Her tongue pushed between my lips and explored my mouth, apparently unbothered by the taste of herself still lingering there. If anything, she seemed intoxicated by it. She breathed deeply through her nose as her tongue moved against mine, then finally pulled back with wild eyes and released a slow breath.

Afterward, she simply finished making the drinks as though nothing had happened.

She handed two of them to me to carry, and I followed her back into the living room with my face burning from the secret I now had to hide. We sat down and placed the drinks on the table. Connor and his father seemed completely oblivious to how long we’d been gone or what we’d been doing.

I could feel his mother’s eyes on me throughout the rest of the evening.

Every time our gazes crossed, it felt like a silent reminder to keep my mouth shut.

She didn’t need to worry.

The last thing I wanted was for Connor to find out I’d just gone down on his mother in her kitchen.

At the end of the night, we finally said goodbye to his parents and climbed into Connor’s car. I was still trying to process everything that had happened when he turned toward me with a grin.

“Can you believe we actually fooled them?” he asked excitedly.

Before I could answer, Connor grabbed my face in both hands and pressed his lips to mine.

I melted into him.

The kiss happened so fast that I didn’t have time to overthink it. My body simply responded, leaning into his warmth while his hands held me firmly in place. Only one thought managed to break through the rush: the faint taste of his mother was still on my lips.

The realization should’ve horrified me.

Instead, it only made my face burn hotter.

Connor pulled back first.

“Sorry, man. I don’t know what came over me.”

“It’s okay,” I told him.

I rested my hand on his thigh.

His eyes dropped briefly toward it before returning to mine. There was longing in his expression now, but something sad lingered underneath it too. He looked as confused as I felt.

Then, to my surprise, he leaned toward me again.

This time, there was nothing accidental or impulsive about it.

His face moved closer until his lips hovered barely half an inch from mine. His blue eyes stayed fixed on me, giving me every opportunity to pull away. His breath warmed my face, and my heart started pounding all over again.

I lowered my eyelids.

Connor closed the remaining distance and pressed his lips to mine.

This time, neither of us pulled away.


Chapter Five




The ride home was tense in a completely different way than the drive there. Before, we’d barely been able to look at each other. Now we were giddy and distracted, stealing glances whenever we thought the other wouldn’t notice. Connor kept one hand on the wheel while the other wandered over to my thigh, his fingers idly tracing the bare skin beneath the hem of my dress. Every casual stroke made me blush. He drove quickly but carefully, obviously trying to shave as much time as he could off the hour-long trip without getting us killed. I didn’t blame him. My cock had been hard almost from the moment we left his parents’ house, aching beneath my panties as I imagined finally getting the chance to explore all those desires I’d spent so much time pretending weren’t there.

When we reached the apartment, Connor parked crookedly across the lines and barely seemed to notice. We jumped out of the car and hurried toward the building hand in hand, laughing under our breath like we were getting away with something. A few strangers crossing the parking lot saw us and smiled knowingly. Connor glanced at me and laughed harder, clearly delighted by the fact that they thought I was his girlfriend. For once, he didn’t seem nervous or embarrassed about it. Seeing him finally enjoy the illusion instead of running from it made something warm expand inside my chest.

We pushed through the apartment door together and didn’t even bother turning on the light. Connor kicked the door shut behind us and immediately pressed my back against the wall. One hand braced against the drywall beside my head while he bent toward my neck. His mouth landed against my skin with an urgency that sent a shiver through me. There was nothing hesitant about him now. He kissed me like I really was the woman he’d brought home, and my body responded just as eagerly. I tingled like a woman. I blushed like one. If it weren’t for the hard cock trapped beneath my dress, I might not have believed there was anything masculine left about me at all.

Connor’s hands closed around my waist as his mouth moved back to mine. His tongue found mine, circling and pushing deeper while our breathless moans disappeared into each other. His hands quickly became less disciplined. One slid over my chest and squeezed the small padded cup of my bra. The fabric shifted against my nipple beneath it, sending a sharp rush of heat straight into my groin. His other hand wrapped around my ass and squeezed hard enough to pull my hips toward him.

I ran my palms over his chest and stomach, feeling the firmness of him through his shirt. I’d seen Connor without clothes plenty of times over the years, but touching him like this was entirely different. I grabbed the bottom of his tight black T-shirt, pulled it over his head, and tossed it somewhere into the dark hallway. His mouth returned to mine almost immediately, pinning me against the wall while my hands explored the hard muscle across his shoulders, chest, and abs. Eventually, my fingers found the waistband of his jeans. Even before I touched the zipper, I could feel the pressure of his hard cock straining underneath the denim. I unfastened his pants and slipped one hand beneath the waistband of his briefs. The second my fingers wrapped around his shaft, Connor moaned into my mouth.

He broke the kiss with a grin as I lowered myself to the floor, dragging his jeans and briefs down with me. Connor planted both palms against the wall and leaned over me while I stared up at his exposed cock. I’d watched Sarah take it from across the apartment, but from this close it seemed even larger. Thick. Heavy. Completely intimidating. I doubted I could take him as deeply as she had, but the thought only made me want to try harder. I wrapped my hand firmly around the base and wet my lips, looking up at Connor before slowly opening my mouth and sinking it over the swollen head.

His reaction was immediate. Connor groaned low in his throat, the sound almost animalistic, and my nerves sparked with satisfaction. I tried to remember what Sarah had done. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked, drawing him farther into my mouth until the head pressed toward the back of my throat. Only about half of him fit before my body resisted. I breathed carefully through my nose, forced myself to relax, and swallowed around him. The thickness of his cock stretched my throat enough to make my eyes water before I slowly eased him back out. Connor was even harder when I looked up again, his entire body tense with pleasure. I ran my hands over his thighs and around the firm curve of his ass before taking him into my mouth again.

I experimented as I went, circling my tongue around his shaft and then dragging it along him in uneven patterns, paying attention to every sound he made. His moans became rougher, less controlled, and the response made me bolder. I wanted to make him lose himself completely. I sucked harder, and Connor’s hips moved instinctively against me, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. His hand settled against the back of my head, fingers gripping lightly as he held me in place and pushed farther.

He pulled back before I completely lost my breath, giving me a few seconds to inhale before sliding into my mouth again. Soon his hips established a steady rhythm. The back of my head tapped softly against the wall with each thrust while I concentrated on keeping my throat relaxed. Connor’s abs flexed above me, his body hunching slightly as a long moan escaped him. I felt his cock swell against my tongue, the head thickening deep in my mouth, and knew what was coming before he did.

Seconds later, warmth spilled across my tongue. The taste was salty and unfamiliar, but I stayed exactly where I was, swallowing as Connor came into my mouth. His body trembled above me while I took as much as I could, the experience somehow more intimate than I’d expected after all the nights I’d spent secretly imagining what it might feel like.

When it was over, Connor sagged against one forearm and laughed with what sounded like pure relief. “You are a fucking dream,” he told me with a smile.

He finally pushed himself away from the wall and reached for the light switch. The sudden brightness made both of us shield our eyes for a second. When my vision adjusted, we simply stared at each other. The darkness had made everything easier, but the light forced us to acknowledge the reality of what we’d just done. I was still dressed as Natalie. Connor’s clothes were pooled around his ankles. There wasn’t any pretending it had been an accident.

I stood and looked at my best friend, a nervous ache suddenly pushing through the excitement. “I really don’t want anything to ruin our friendship,” I told him, feeling the corners of my mouth turn downward.

Connor’s expression softened. He lifted one hand and brushed his thumb gently over my cheekbone. “I promise you, that’ll never happen. I am so sorry for how I’ve been acting lately. I just couldn’t admit that I wanted you. It was too confusing. But I’m not confused anymore. Nathan⁠—”

“Call me Natalie,” I interrupted with a smile.

“Natalie, you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. And you’re my best friend to boot. I think I could fall in love with you.”

My heart immediately started racing. Heat flooded my face, and Connor smiled when he noticed me blushing. He kissed one cheek and then the other with a tenderness I’d never seen him show any of the women he brought home. That almost affected me more than everything we’d already done. Connor had always been affectionate in his own way, but romantic wasn’t a word I would’ve used for him. Not until now. His lips eventually returned to mine, and the warmth of his mouth blended with my own as I leaned closer.

While we kissed, my hand drifted down and wrapped around his half-hard cock. I stroked him slowly and felt him stiffen beneath my fingers. Connor responded by bending down and wrapping both arms around my legs. Before I knew what was happening, he lifted me against his waist without breaking the kiss. I clung to him while he carried me toward his bedroom, then lowered me onto the bed.

He settled between my legs and rocked his hips against me as though I actually had a pussy waiting for him beneath my dress. Instead, his cock rubbed along the length of mine through the thin fabric of my panties. The sensation was strange and intensely pleasurable, his hardness sliding against my own while I lay beneath him dressed like his girlfriend. Everything about it felt new enough that I didn’t have a comparison for it, and I didn’t want one. I only wanted more.

Connor found the zipper of my dress and slowly pulled it down. He eased the straps from my shoulders before working the dress over my body and tugging it down my legs. Once it was gone, he rested on his forearms and looked at me in nothing but my lingerie. His gaze moved over my body without embarrassment this time, and I felt myself straighten slightly beneath his attention.

He kissed his way across my stomach and up my chest, letting his mouth linger against the exposed skin while his hands held firmly to my waist. Then his grip tightened and he turned me onto my stomach. My pulse jumped at the sudden change in position.

Behind me, I heard him rummaging through a drawer.

Something clicked open.

A moment later, I heard liquid squeeze from a bottle into his palm, followed by the quiet, slick sound of Connor rubbing it along his cock.

I clutched the sheets in both hands and waited, my whole body tight with anticipation. Connor kissed the small of my back before hooking his fingers into the waistband of my panties and slowly dragging them down to my knees. Cool air brushed across my exposed skin. Then his hands slid beneath my pelvis and lifted my hips, opening me up for him. I barely had time to process the vulnerability of the position before his tongue swept over my tight hole.

The first warm stroke made my breath catch.

Connor teased me slowly, dragging his tongue over the sensitive skin before pressing it more firmly against me. When the tip slipped inside, dizziness rolled through my head. I closed my eyes and pressed my face into the mattress, fighting the urge to completely fall apart beneath him. Every touch felt sharper than I expected, my body responding to things I’d never even imagined experiencing until recently.

He finally lifted his head and replaced his tongue with one slick finger. The pressure was strange at first, but the deeper he worked it inside me, the better it felt. My body gradually relaxed around him. A second finger joined the first, then a third, stretching me wider. The fullness sent another rush through my stomach, and I reached beneath myself for my own cock.

I stroked slowly while Connor fingered me, matching the movement of my hand to the steady pressure inside my ass. Pleasure built too quickly. When I realized how close I was getting, I reluctantly released my cock and planted my hand back against the bed. I didn’t want to come yet. Not before I knew what Connor actually felt like inside me.

His fingers withdrew.

A moment later, the blunt head of his cock pressed against my opening.

He was slick with lubricant and hard enough that I could feel the tension in him before he even started pushing. Connor gripped my hips with both hands and eased forward, keeping me firmly in place. I couldn’t have pulled away easily if I’d wanted to, but that was the last thing on my mind.

I reached for my cock again as he began to enter me.

The stretch was immediate.

My fingers tightened around myself while Connor worked his way deeper, opening my ass around him for the first time. The sensation hovered somewhere between pressure and pleasure, intense enough that I buried my face in the mattress and let out a soft sound. He paused, then pushed a little farther.

“How does this feel?” he asked, surprising me with how careful he sounded.

“Incredible,” I whispered. “You can be rougher.”

That was all he needed.

Connor shoved himself deeper inside me, and both of us groaned at once. The sudden fullness stole my breath. His body pressed close behind mine, his cock buried farther inside than I’d thought I could take.

“Is that okay?” he whispered near my ear.

I nodded. “Rougher.”

Connor groaned and slowly pulled back. He was still holding himself in check, still treating me like he was afraid I might break, but that hesitation didn’t last much longer. He drove forward again, then withdrew, faster this time. The next thrust came harder. Then another.

Soon, he found a rhythm.

I stroked my cock in time with him, letting the pace of his body control my hand. Every time Connor pushed into me, I tightened my grip. The faster he fucked me, the faster I stroked, until it became difficult to separate one sensation from the other.

Before long, all his earlier caution was gone.

Connor pounded into my ass with no reservations, grunting and growling behind me while his hands locked around my hips. He held me exactly where he wanted me and drove into me again and again. The bed shifted beneath us with every thrust.

I tugged harder on my cock.

My breath turned ragged. Heat spread through my stomach and down my thighs, followed by a prickling rush beneath my skin. I bit down hard enough that I tasted metal at the edge of my lip.

Then my cock twitched violently in my hand.

I came across Connor’s bed, hot streaks spilling beneath me as my whole body tightened. My hips jerked with the release before I finally collapsed forward, settling my stomach against the mess while Connor kept fucking me through the last few pulses.

A low growl escaped him.

His cock swelled inside me.

Connor pushed deep and held himself there as he came, his shaft twitching against the walls of my ass. Heat filled me in heavy pulses. Some of it spilled back out around him, slick against my skin. He stayed buried inside me until the last contraction passed, then slowly pulled free and collapsed beside me.

For several seconds, neither of us moved.

My breathing gradually slowed as the room settled around us. My body felt loose and exhausted, still buzzing from everything we’d done.

Connor turned his face toward mine and dragged his knuckles softly along my cheek. “How could we have been friends this long and denied our feelings for each other?”

“I think we were just scared,” I told him. “I don’t think I had fully realized what I wanted.”

He stretched one arm across the bed, and I immediately curled against the side of his warm, strong body. Being tucked against him felt almost as satisfying as the sex had. Maybe more.

“You didn’t realize you wanted me because I was still too much of a boy.”

“I suppose that’s a little bit true,” he said, staring up at the ceiling while he thought it over. “I think deep down, I knew there was something regardless. We were much closer than friends. But I didn’t want to question myself like that.”

“Trust me, I know what you mean,” I said with a laugh that surprised even me.

Connor turned his head and kissed my forehead, then the tip of my nose, and finally my lips.

The tenderness hit differently now.

I never wanted him to let me go.

More than that, I never wanted to stop being his girl.

The thought settled inside me with surprising clarity.

Deep down, I wanted to be a girl.

Not just for Connor. Not because his parents believed it. Not because putting on a dress had started as some ridiculous favor for my best friend. I wanted it for myself.

Something about it simply fit.

The clothes, the makeup, the smooth skin, the way I carried myself when I looked in the mirror—it all felt more natural than I wanted to admit. Being Natalie had started as pretending, but somewhere along the way, the pretending had begun to feel more honest than the version of myself I’d lived with before.

I didn’t know how long it would’ve taken me to realize that without Connor.

Maybe years.

Maybe I never would have.

The thought left me feeling strangely indebted to him, as though the two of us had stumbled into something neither of us understood and somehow discovered ourselves along the way. Whatever happened next, I felt bonded to him in a way that went beyond friendship.

The next few weeks were an adjustment for both of us. I wasn’t ready to make any kind of public transition yet, and Connor understood that. Outside the apartment, things stayed mostly the same.

At home, though, behind closed doors, I was his girl.

Connor stopped looking for other women to sleep with, even though I told him I’d understand if he ever changed his mind. For someone who’d spent years cycling through hookups, he seemed surprisingly content with me. Eventually, I even confessed that I’d secretly watched him with some of the women he’d brought home over the years. He was surprised, but mostly entertained by the idea.

There was still one confession I kept to myself.

I never told Connor what happened that night with his parents, and I probably never will.

Some secrets are better left alone.

Sometimes a girl just has to keep something juicy to herself.
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