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The Femboy Test




“No fucking way, bro,” Cade said, grinning as he gripped the video game controller in both hands.

He mashed the buttons with his thumbs and smiled over at me from ear to ear, wearing that same cocky look he’d had since the day I first met him junior year of high school. The dorm room smelled faintly like stale pizza, body spray, and the burnt dust of the space heater we weren’t supposed to have. His side of the room was a disaster—socks on the floor, open textbooks he’d never read, a half-empty bottle of blue Gatorade sweating on the desk.

I shook my head and laughed, trying to act like I wasn’t invested. It was a ridiculous conversation, and I couldn’t even remember how it had started.

“I would know if he had a dick, okay?” Cade said. His brown eyes were wide and almost jubilant as he smirked and brushed a hand through his short brown hair. “I don’t care how much makeup or clothes or whatever you put on him—I would know it was a dude with a dick underneath.”

I rolled my eyes, annoyed despite myself. “First of all,” I said, “it’s not a ‘dude,’ okay? She’s a trans girl. A girl who happens to have a dick. So what?”

“So nothing,” Cade said. “It’s still a dude if they have a dick. No question.” He said it like the matter had been settled by some ancient law of nature and not by his own stubborn stupidity.

The politics of our conversation had never mattered much to either of us. Being a pair of straight, white eighteen-year-old college boys, politics wasn’t exactly at the top of our list of things we needed to care too passionately about.

We could afford not to care about who had rights, who was oppressed, or much of anything beyond our dumb video games, our classes, and whether the dining hall was serving anything edible that night.

Still, something about Cade’s certainty bothered me. He wasn’t outright saying trans people didn’t have rights. I hadn’t dared to pose that question in the first place, probably because I already knew I wouldn’t like his answer. But the fact that Cade couldn’t even entertain the possibility that a trans woman could seduce him without him realizing she was trans?

Yeah. That bothered me.

I wasn’t entirely sure why, except that it reeked of pure arrogance, which was pretty run-of-the-mill for cocky Cade Johnson. It wasn’t just that he had a preference. People had preferences. It was the way he needed the whole world to rearrange itself around his certainty, the way he needed to be right even about someone else’s body, someone else’s identity, someone else’s womanhood.

At least I could admit there were gorgeous trans women out there. Women who, if they didn’t disclose that they were trans, I never would have known.

I had accidentally come across a few explicit videos online featuring trans women. “Accidentally” was maybe generous, but it made me feel better to phrase it that way. Did it arouse me a bit? Maybe. Probably. Not because of some joke or dare or weird, shameful curiosity, but because they were beautiful. Because a pretty mouth was still a pretty mouth, soft thighs were still soft thighs, and desire didn’t always stop to ask permission from whatever rules you thought you lived by.

If I had met those girls at a bar, I would have reacted the same way I did with any woman I found attractive: with some pathetic, horny, overly eager attempt to seem cooler than I was. And if I’d gotten home with one of them, kissed her, touched her, and discovered she had a dick inside her panties?

Well.

I couldn’t honestly say the thought repulsed me. If anything, the thought made my stomach pull tight in a way I didn’t feel like examining too closely.

I didn’t mind so much that Cade had a preference. What bothered me was his insistence on invalidating trans women entirely, like his attraction—or lack of it—had the power to decide what they were.

It was par for the course, though. In the year and a half I had known Cade, he’d proven himself to be every bit the privileged, snobbish jock stereotype in the book.

His parents had a decent amount of money. Nothing huge, but enough to put a couple of nice cars in the garage. They belonged to the swanky country club on the other side of the interstate, and his dad had run a failed campaign for mayor a couple of years back. Cade never bragged about any of it directly, but he wore it anyway—in the clean sneakers he didn’t think twice about scuffing, in the watch his father had bought him for graduation, in the casual assumption that the world would mostly bend for him if he pushed hard enough.

Maybe it was the contrast between us on most issues, including this one, that annoyed me so much. Cade and I had met on the baseball team. We shared a passion for baseball and not much else. That hadn’t mattered much until we graduated high school and found ourselves in college, sharing a dorm room.

Only then did the major differences between us really come out.

Cade had always been popular with girls. He was the typically cocky, overly macho kind of guy who liked to spend his time on the baseball field, in the gym, or in front of a television playing video games. Even in college, he seemed to have little interest in anything else.

When I got to college, I found an entirely new world beyond the one I had known back in our hometown. I had always been a bookworm, but the massive library in the center of campus made me feel more at home than anywhere I had ever been before. The place smelled like paper, coffee, dust, and old carpet. I liked the quiet there. I liked the feeling of being surrounded by people who were all thinking about different things at once. It made me feel less trapped inside my own head.

I never minded the differences between Cade and me all that much until I started noticing the way he treated people.

Cade and I had an English class together freshman year, and a trans girl sat in the seat directly in front of us.

Cade seemed unable to focus on anything except the fact that she was trans. It was like it confused him more than it even bothered him, like his brain kept snagging on it and couldn’t move on.

Our little debate had started when I insisted that, if not for the project she’d done about her transgender identity, Cade never would have known she was trans. I made a point of reminding him that he had pointed her out on the very first day of class and made some quick remark to me about all the “hot girls in class.”

Of course, Cade did not remember this. Either willingly or by some convenient coincidence. But I certainly remembered.

After I befriended her, Cade’s refusal to evolve—or simply move past her transgender identity—started to grate on me. What began as a casual back-and-forth had sharpened into something else, something more irritating and personal than I wanted to admit.

Because the truth was, Cade wasn’t just being an asshole in the abstract anymore.

He was being an asshole about someone I liked.

It was only that afternoon in our dorm room, while we were playing video games, that it finally peaked.

“I’m telling you, bro,” Cade said, shaking his head. “There is no way I wouldn’t know. Maybe I have, like… a sixth sense or something. I don’t know.” He grinned, pleased with himself. “But I’m telling you—I can’t be fooled.”

“Trans girls aren’t trying to ‘fool’ you, bro,” I said.

Cade mashed the buttons a few more times, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees like the game required his entire body to participate. The television flashed blue and white across his face. Outside our dorm window, somebody was laughing too loudly in the courtyard, and the old radiator under the sill gave off its steady metallic ticking.

When the round ended, Cade set down the controller. His hazel-brown eyes shifted toward me.

“Look, bro,” he said, “do you have a fetish for trans girls or what? Why are you so uptight about dudes in drag?”

I rolled my eyes.

Cade was definitely testing my patience, but I also knew I wasn’t going to change his mind by butting heads with him. That was the thing about Cade. He loved a fight, especially when he thought he was winning. The more annoyed I got, the more entertained he became.

“I don’t have a ‘fetish’ for trans girls,” I told him. “But if I did, I could admit it, because there’s nothing wrong with seeing trans women as beautiful.” I shifted on my bed, the thin dorm mattress squeaking under me. “I’m just trying to get your head out of your ass. It’s 2024, bro.”

Cade sighed and shook his head. “Well, I’ve got no problem with trans girls. I’m just saying, I’m not into that, and I would know immediately. Just like how I knew about Elise from our English class.”

“Not this again,” I said, rolling my eyes even harder this time. “You mean the girl you pointed out and told me you thought was ‘hot’?”

I smirked, because I knew that one got under his skin.

“Dude, whatever,” Cade said. “I’m just saying, I would know.”

I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the stale heat of the room, or the way Cade sat there so smug and loose-limbed, like reality itself had never once had the nerve to contradict him. Maybe I was just tired of watching him get away with being so sure of himself.

A few moments passed, and then, before I could think better of it, I blurted, “Care to put your money where your mouth is, then?”

Cade’s brow furrowed. “How?”

“I’ll show you some pictures of girls I find online. You tell me if they’re trans or not.”

“Nah, fuck that,” Cade said. “This is all so stupid.”

“Yeah, because you’d lose. And then you’d see that I’m right.” I lifted my chin, smug now, too. “I’ve seen femboys and cross-dressing guys who could fool you.”

“What the fuck is a femboy?” Cade asked.

“Like you don’t know,” I said, giving him a playful shove.

He shoved my hand away, still grinning, but I could tell he was listening.

“It’s a guy who acts and dresses more feminine but still identifies as a guy,” I explained. “He’s not trying to be a trans woman. He’s just into the feminine stuff. And I guarantee you, you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between some of the ones I’ve seen and a hot girl walking around campus.”

Cade stared at me for a second, then laughed through his nose.

“Funny you know all about this shit, huh?” he said. “Maybe you’re a femboy or something.” He chuckled, eyes dragging over me in a way that was meant to be mocking but still made me weirdly aware of my own body. “You must be into that kinky stuff, though, with all this talk about it.”

“That’s a long-winded way of saying I’m smarter than you,” I said. “Unlike you, I read a book or an article every once in a while.”

“Whatever,” Cade said. “The only things I care about are baseball and pussy, okay? And I know you only care about baseball and pussy, too, when we get down to it, so I don’t know why we’re even talking about all this other shit.”

He gave me a playful shove back, harder than mine, and I nearly tipped sideways against my pillow. We both laughed, and for the time being, the sharpness in the room dulled. Our argument faded back into button-mashing, trash talk, and debating the next level of the game.

But my thoughts hadn’t stopped.

Yeah, he’s chicken, I thought. That’s why he won’t let me challenge him. He knows I’d show him a few photos, and he’d fuck it up immediately. One day a trans girl might hit on him, and if I ever find out, I’m going to absolutely nail him on it.

The thought made me chuckle under my breath.

He’d never live it down.

For the next day or two, it lingered in my head. I wasn’t sure why. It should have been nothing—just another dumb argument with Cade, another example of him being stubborn and me getting too worked up about it.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

More specifically, I couldn’t stop thinking about some way to get Cade. Some way to prove him wrong about all of it. About trans girls. About femboys. About his supposed sixth sense.

About how much he really knew.

And maybe, if I was being honest, about how badly I wanted to watch that smug certainty crack.

I figured that if Cade realized he couldn’t tell the difference between a beautiful woman and a beautiful trans woman, maybe he’d stop making childish remarks about Elise in our English class—and about trans people in general.

Maybe, just maybe, he’d actually wise up.

I knew it was a long shot, but I also knew Cade was capable of it. I’d seen it happen before, on a few issues. When we first met, I didn’t like him. I didn’t want anything to do with him, especially after hearing him make a few homophobic remarks in the locker room.

But after I gave him a little pushback over his prejudices—and after we found out one of our teammates was gay—he actually learned to be more accepting. Not perfect, obviously. Cade Johnson was not exactly the type to wake up one morning reborn as some sensitive, enlightened feminist scholar. But he changed. A little. Enough for me to believe there was something decent underneath all the swagger and dumbass bravado.

Still, there was something about trans women that continued to frustrate him.

My theory was that it frustrated him because, deep down, he knew he couldn’t always tell the difference. And if he couldn’t tell the difference, then what? How could he keep treating trans women like they were something separate, something lesser, something he could identify and dismiss on sight?

But I didn’t know how to prove it. Not unless I approached a trans girl and asked her to take part in some humiliating little prank where she hit on Cade just to expose him, which was not something I was about to do. The whole point was getting Cade to stop being an asshole, not dragging someone else into his bullshit.

And then it hit me.

What could be more impactful than if I dressed up as a beautiful femboy and tried to hit on him myself?

If Cade couldn’t even recognize me—his own best friend, his teammate, his dorm mate—underneath the girlish clothes and makeup, he’d have no choice but to admit he was wrong. He couldn’t claim he had some magic sixth sense. He couldn’t act like he had seen through it all along. What chance would he have with a stranger if his own roommate could fool him?

He’d have no way to wiggle out of it.

It was ridiculous, obviously. Completely ridiculous. The kind of idea that should have passed through my head once, made me laugh, and then disappeared forever.

But it didn’t.

Instead, it stayed there, warm and strange and stupidly tempting.

And unfortunately, it wasn’t impossible.

In a way, I had been inadvertently training for it for years. Girls had often told me I was the “prettiest boy” they had ever seen. Of course, that didn’t exactly translate into them wanting to date me, but it was nice to know, I guess. Sort of. Depending on how they said it.

Guys were less kind about it. They’d ridicule me for my soft features, my long lashes, the way I looked “more like a girl than a guy.” If it hadn’t been for baseball, high school might have been a lot harder for me. I earned enough respect on the diamond that my teammates mostly let it go. They made jokes, sure, but they were the kind of jokes that came with a slap on the shoulder afterward. Harmless enough, or at least harmless in the way guys always convinced themselves their little cuts were harmless.

Still, it never really left my mind that everyone seemed to agree on one thing.

I was pretty.

I was short and slender, with big blue eyes, curly blond hair that fell to my shoulders, and soft, smooth skin that never seemed to roughen up no matter how much sun I got during baseball season. I even had dimples in my cheeks, which was maybe the most unfair part of all. Rosy little dimples, like I had been designed in a lab to make other guys call me names.

All through high school, I tried to overcompensate. The moment I could grow any facial hair at all, I kept a patchy blond beard on my face. I let my hair grow out but always stuffed it under a baseball cap. I hid my eyes behind sunglasses whenever I could. I dressed like every other guy on the team: hoodies, athletic shorts, old sneakers, nothing fitted, nothing soft, nothing that drew attention to the narrowness of my waist or the shape of my mouth.

It was rare that most people saw me in my natural state. Not even Cade saw me very often without my hat, sunglasses, and beard.

And I liked it that way.

I didn’t need him poking fun at me for being “pretty.” High school was over, after all, and I refused to let that baggage follow me to college. I was intent on finally taking advantage of being on the college baseball team, meeting girls, and maybe scoring a few girlfriends—or at least a few hookups—like everyone always assumed guys like us were supposed to do.

We’d been in college for a few months, and that still hadn’t happened, but I’d found a few girls who were flirty with me. They didn’t seem to think I was too pretty. They didn’t give me that backhanded high school bullshit, where every compliment somehow came with a little sting attached. Here, my face seemed to work for me more than against me.

And now, suddenly, I had a reason to use that prettiness for something else entirely.

To shut Cade up.

To put him in his place.

To make the biggest fool out of him that anyone ever had.

The idea of dressing up like a pretty femboy just so I could flirt with Cade and see if he flirted back was absurd. It was risky. It was invasive in a way I didn’t want to think too hard about. It could blow up in my face, ruin our friendship, or at the very least make sharing a dorm room impossibly awkward.

But damned if it wasn’t tempting.

I kept picturing it despite myself: Cade’s cocky smile slipping, his eyes lingering too long, his confidence turning into something else before he even realized what was happening. I imagined him leaning in, charmed by a face he should have known better than anyone, fooled by the softness he had never bothered to really see.

And it didn’t just amuse me.

It thrilled me.

[image: ]


I spent that evening buying a few things online.

I was determined to make myself into the most beautiful femboy ever—so beautiful that I would easily trick Cade into thinking I was the newest hot girl in our dorm hall.

I had a single-occupancy room, thank God, so I had enough privacy to pull off my little transformation. I just had to make sure my online purchases made it into my hands and didn’t get intercepted by anybody else. I wasn’t at all sure how I’d explain myself if that happened. There were only so many innocent reasons a guy could give for ordering lingerie, perfume, stockings, and a cock cage.

Fortunately, a few days later, all my naughty little purchases arrived in the delivery lockers downstairs. I waited until the hallway was mostly empty before going to get them, then snuck everything back to my room with the packages tucked under one arm and my heart beating like I had committed an actual crime.

Once I got the door shut behind me, I locked it, tossed the packages onto my bed, and stood there for a moment just staring at them.

It felt absurd.

It also felt exciting.

I didn’t know when I was going to test my plan out on Cade, but I already knew I wouldn’t be able to wait very long. If I dressed up and looked convincing enough, it would be almost impossible not to do it immediately. That was the dangerous part. I could already feel myself getting carried away.

I started by showering and shaving everywhere.

Everywhere.

I made sure my legs were smooth, along with my ass, my balls, and the little trail of hair below my stomach. I didn’t even know why I felt compelled to shave places Cade would never see. I told myself it was about confidence. The more I felt like a beautiful girl—or at least a beautiful, convincing femboy—inside and out, the easier it would be to sell the part.

After all, I was mostly interested in catching Cade red-handed flirting with a femboy.

With me.

That was the point.

At least, that was what I kept telling myself as I stood naked in the bathroom, rinsing loose blond hairs down the drain and running my hands over my newly smooth thighs. My skin felt strangely sensitive afterward, almost too exposed. The towel dragged over me in a way I noticed more than usual. Every little touch seemed sharper, more deliberate.

I bought as much as I could afford on my weekly allowance: a T-shirt, a pair of tiny denim shorts, a bra-and-panty set, a pair of knee-high white stockings, perfume, bracelets, a necklace, and a pair of shoes. The most intimidating part would be figuring out how to put on makeup. I knew it could either make or break my entire experiment, so I studied TikTok tutorials until I felt like I had at least a vague idea of what I was doing.

Foundation. Concealer. Blush. Mascara. Lip gloss.

The girls online made it look effortless, which only made me more nervous. I was still worried it wouldn’t be good enough, but I wouldn’t know until I tried.

Opening the packages and seeing all those girly things spread across my bed was strange because, for some reason, it was exciting.

Almost arousing.

I’m only turned on because they’re panties, I told myself. I’m hard because I’m imagining a hot girl wearing them—not me.

But I didn’t know how true that was, or how much of it was just me being in denial. Either way, I had a job to do, and I couldn’t get too hung up on self-analysis. If I started questioning every twitch in my body, I’d never actually go through with it.

I pulled the matching bra and panties from their packaging first. I had spent a little more to make sure I got something nice. I couldn’t cheap out and buy anything that looked flimsy or tacky. If I was going to do this, I needed to look as good as possible.

I had even bought a pair of fake rubber boobs that could slip into the bra and give the impression of real breasts. But the crown jewel of the entire purchase was the chastity cage—or “cock cage,” as the listing had called it. I hadn’t dared open that box yet, but it sat there at the edge of my bed, small and discreet and impossible not to notice.

The cage would keep my dick soft so I didn’t get an erection in the middle of trying to flirt with Cade and ruin everything.

Of course, I was starting to wonder whether my boner would ever go away now that I was handling all my new goodies.

I pulled the lingerie from its casing and ran my fingers along the lacy teal push-up bra. I had chosen an A cup, since I didn’t exactly have tits to begin with. The fabric felt soft and delicate in my hands, cool where the lace brushed my fingertips. It was prettier than I expected. More intimate, too, in a way that made my mouth go a little dry.

Then I pulled out the panties.

They were a lacy teal thong, with a tiny G-string in the back.

A shudder ran through me as I licked my lips and held them up. They looked impossibly small. Barely enough fabric to hide anything at all. I rubbed the silky lace between my fingers and couldn’t help imagining how it would feel against my dick and balls, tight and soft and obscene in exactly the wrong—or maybe right—way.

My heart sped up with every second I spent inspecting my new “clothes.”

I wasn’t expecting Cade to see me in my underwear, of course. That wasn’t part of the plan. But there was still a chance I might bend over near him, or sit wrong, or move in some careless way that flashed what I had on underneath. I couldn’t have him seeing my boxers. If I was going to sell it, every detail had to be right.

If he caught a glimpse of anything, it had to be a pair of girl’s panties.

It was necessary to go all the way with the test.

That was the practical explanation, anyway.

This was easier said than done, though.

I stood there with my heart pounding in my chest, trying to decide if I was actually ready to wear panties and a bra.

I set them to the side for the moment and kept digging through the other items, partly because I was curious and partly because I needed to stall. That was when I found the cock cage.

The box looked too plain for something so obscene. I opened it and found the small pink plastic cage inside, along with a tiny lock and key. I turned the pieces over in my hands, fumbling with them, trying to imagine placing the thing around my dick. I was still hard, though, so the idea seemed almost impossible.

I squeezed my dick and sat there for a while, waiting for it to soften enough to make the cage work. The waiting felt ridiculous. There I was, naked in the middle of my dorm room, surrounded by panties, stockings, and perfume, trying not to think too hard about any of it because the second I did, my body reacted all over again.

Finally, when I managed to get the cage around myself—which was no easy task—I locked it shut and looked down at my small, soft dick trapped inside the clear pink device.

The novelty of it excited me so much that my dick immediately tried to harden again. Thanks to the cramped space, it couldn’t do much. It pushed uselessly against the plastic, swelling as much as it could before the cage stopped it, leaving me aching and frustrated in a way that was almost worse than being fully hard.

I felt a dull pressure inside the cage as my dick strained against it, and I set about pulling the thong up my legs.

The string slipped between my ass cheeks. The soft, silky fabric glided over my balls and settled tight against the cage.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

I couldn’t believe how cool and delicate the fabric felt against my skin. Every part of me felt too aware of itself—the smoothness of my shaved legs, the snug pressure between my thighs, the thin string tucked in back. Was this what girls got to experience every single day?

Suddenly, I felt more confident—and more excited—to try everything else on.

It was no longer just about dressing up for some experiment on my unwitting buddy. Not completely. I was actually starting to like all of it, and that realization made my stomach tighten in a way I didn’t know what to do with.

I slipped into the bra after a bit of awkward wiggling and then slid the fake boobs into each cup. After that came the stockings, which I rolled up my freshly shaved legs slowly, watching the white fabric cling to my skin. Then I pulled on the T-shirt and the tiny denim shorts.

Before I knew it, I was looking down and seeing the shape of breasts beneath my shirt.

I stepped in front of the mirror.

From the neck down, everything looked dangerously convincing. The little denim shorts hugged my hips and showed off way too much thigh. The stockings made my legs look longer and softer than they actually were. The bra gave me a subtle, believable curve under the thin T-shirt.

But my face and hair still needed work.

I had thought about buying a wig to cover my natural hair. Sure, I already had long blond hair, but that seemed like it would be a dead giveaway for Cade, considering he saw it every day, even if I usually kept it tucked under a hat.

So my solution was to straighten it and dye the ends hot pink. I wanted to look a little edgy, like an alt-punk girl or something fun. Someone Cade wouldn’t expect to see in our hallway but would absolutely stare at if he did.

Again, I had no idea what I was doing, but I had bought a small kit and learned quickly enough from a few tutorials.

By the time I was finished with my hair and makeup, I shocked myself.

I stared into the mirror and could barely believe what I was seeing. There I was: a slender, petite femboy with straight blond hair tipped pink and a makeup job that was actually decent. Not perfect, but decent. My eyes looked bigger and brighter. My lips looked soft and glossy. My cheeks had a little color in them, just enough to make my dimples seem almost intentional.

I wore my pink T-shirt and tiny jean shorts, my bracelet, necklace, and white stockings. Inside my bra were the rubber boobs. Inside my shorts was the cock cage, keeping my excited dick trapped and stunted no matter how badly it tried to grow.

And that was a good thing, because I had been rock hard—or as close to rock hard as the cage would allow—the entire time I transformed myself into a cute, edgy femboy.

I could feel my dick pushing against the inside of the small cage, aching with every attempted pulse. I could feel precum leaking from the tip, slipping through the tiny hole at the end of the cage and dampening my new panties.

A few times, I couldn’t resist the urge to slide my hand down the back of my shorts and panties, down along my crack, until I found my freshly shaved asshole and teased it with my fingertips.

After all, I couldn’t touch my dick.

How else was I supposed to pleasure myself?

It wasn’t enough to make me come, of course, but it made me so fucking horny that I wanted nothing more than to unlatch the cage and jerk my dick to my own reflection. The thought alone made me dizzy with embarrassment and need.

Unfortunately, when I reached for the key, I couldn’t find it.

I checked the bed first, then the desk, then the floor around my feet. Nothing.

For the moment, I had accidentally trapped myself inside the cage.

“Great,” I muttered, my voice coming out thin and breathless.

I spritzed a little perfume over my body and kept looking for the key. The scent settled around me, sweet and light, mixing with the heat of my skin and the faint chemical smell of the hair dye. My dick was starting to feel sore inside the cage, desperate for freedom, and the more desperate it became, the more aware I was of every tight, girlish thing I had put on my body.

That was when I heard a knock at my door.

“Hey, bro, open up—it’s me.” Cade’s voice came from the other side. “I know you’re in there. Come on, bro.”

“Shit,” I whispered.

My heart sped up.

This was the showdown I had been planning for, but I wasn’t prepared for it to happen so suddenly. Not with my dick trapped in a cage, my panties damp, and the key nowhere to be found.

Then again, why not throw myself into the water all at once?

Luckily, I had just finished making myself look exactly how I wanted for my little prank. At the very least, I could answer the door as my fake girlfriend or something. I could make myself look good in Cade’s eyes. He had been so proud of himself for snagging a few girls since getting to college. Now that I looked like a hot girl too, why not answer the door and pretend I had just hooked up with… me?

Cade would think I was a king.

It would be the perfect little setup for the real prank later.

But would he actually believe I was a stranger?

Or would he recognize me?

I cleared my throat and, under pressure, tried out a few quick takes of my new “voice.” I did my best to sound like a girl, softening my tone and pitching it higher.

“Like, whatever… yeah, whatever… you know… like…”

I whispered the phrases into the mirror, then immediately cringed at myself.

Still, there was a chance Cade would buy it. A decent chance. My buddy was kind of dumb, and I had managed to make myself look surprisingly good. I was impressed enough with my own transformation that I felt almost certain he would be fooled.

Almost.

But now I had to do the impossible.

I had to open the door.

Cade knocked again, harder this time.

“Come on, bro,” he called from the other side of the door. “Are we going to practice, or what?”

I took a deep breath and adjusted myself one final time. My hands were trembling slightly as I smoothed down the front of my tiny shorts and tugged at the hem of my pink T-shirt. The perfume still hung around me in a sweet little cloud, and my cock ached uselessly inside the cage, trapped beneath the lace thong like some humiliating secret.

Then I rushed to the door and grabbed the knob.

Shit. What about my name?

My mind went blank.

Um… Justine.

Yeah. Justine.

I took another deep breath, forced a smile onto my glossy lips, and pulled the door open.

At once, Cade’s eyes widened.

He looked me up and down, slow enough that I felt it like a hand moving over me. His gaze traveled from my pink-tipped hair to my made-up face, down over my chest, my waist, my bare thighs above the stockings. His brow furrowed, but not with recognition.

With confusion.

With interest.

“Um, hi,” he said. “I was… looking for my buddy. Is, um… is Jared here?”

Holy shit.

He doesn’t recognize me?

Wow.

For a second, I almost forgot to breathe. Then the thrill hit me all at once, hot and bright, flooding me with confidence.

“Oh, right,” I said, stepping fully into the performance of my life. “Jared just left. He was going to look for you, I guess?” I tilted my head and let my voice stay light, sweet, just a little airy. “Are you… Cade?”

“Yeah,” Cade said, nodding as a grin slowly spread across his face.

He kept looking at me.

Not glancing. Looking.

“Are you Jared’s sister or something?” he asked, chuckling. “I know you’re not his girlfriend. He could never get a girl as hot as you.”

Well, well, well.

Look who’s already fooled by the hot femboy.

I had to bite back a smile.

“We, um… met last night,” I said, lowering my eyes for half a second before looking back up at him. “We had some fun.”

I added a wink, and Cade’s grin sharpened.

“Shit,” he said. “Fun, huh?”

He stepped into my dorm room like he belonged there, and I closed the door behind him.

I didn’t know what I was doing anymore. Not really. I only knew I wanted to have a bit more fun flirting with him, leading him on, watching Cade Johnson—the guy with his magical sixth sense and his loud opinions—fall for it right in front of me.

“No offense,” Cade said, turning toward me, “but why Jared?”

“Because he’s cute,” I said, trying to stay in character.

The words came out easier than I expected.

“Well,” Cade said, his eyes still dragging over me, “what kind of fun did the two of you have?”

“Um…” I hesitated, then decided to go for it. “He fucked me and my friend. She just left with him.”

Why not make myself look really good?

Cade’s face changed immediately.

“Holy shit,” he said. “Wait, wait, wait. Jared, and you… and another girl?”

I smiled and nodded. “You must not know him very well. He did the same thing with a couple of my friends last week.”

After that, I decided I should probably pull it back. No need to get ridiculous, after all.

Cade shook his head, looking genuinely stunned. “I honestly had no idea. I thought he was a virgin or something.”

“I’m guessing you’re no virgin, huh?” I asked with a smile.

There was something about being dressed up, smooth and pretty and hidden in plain sight, that gave me a confidence I had never felt before. I approached Cade with a kind of courage I could never seem to find as a guy. Being beautiful—or at least being treated like I was beautiful—made me feel weirdly invincible.

“You definitely look like you’ve broken a few hearts in your time,” I added.

“Whatever,” Cade said with a smirk. “That’s funny coming from a girl like you.”

A tremor of fear moved through me.

Had he figured me out?

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, keeping my voice playful, trying to sound coy instead of panicked.

“Well,” Cade said, stepping closer, “hooking up with my buddy last night—and your friend?” His smirk deepened. “You must be one dirty girl, huh?”

He moved into my space, and before I could retreat, he was towering over me. Cade had always been taller than me, broader, all shoulders and muscle and easy confidence. But dressed like this, with my thighs bare and my cock locked away under lace, the size difference felt sharper. More dangerous.

More real.

His eyes dropped again.

“Look at this body,” he said, almost under his breath. “Holy fuck. The things I’d do to you, girl.”

“Oh, um…” I laughed nervously. “Thanks.”

So Cade definitely did not know it was me.

But maybe I had done too good of a job.

Suddenly, my own buddy was standing right in front of me, looking at me like he wanted to bend me over my own bed and fuck my brains out. My pulse hammered in my throat. The room felt too warm. The air smelled like perfume, hair dye, and Cade’s deodorant, that familiar clean scent I had never thought twice about before but now noticed immediately because he was so close.

“Maybe you and I could have some fun,” Cade said.

His voice had dropped lower.

“Why don’t you get down on those pretty knees and show me a taste of what you gave my buddy last night?”

He grinned.

This was the moment I should have revealed myself.

I should have laughed, shouted, “Gotcha,” and watched the color drain from Cade’s face. I should have stepped back, pulled off the act, and made him admit he had been fooled by his own best friend in a bra, panties, and makeup.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I stood there with my heart racing and my caged cock throbbing painfully beneath my shorts.

Because I was too damn addicted to the power I suddenly had over him.

There was something incredibly arousing about it—something exciting and almost intoxicating—knowing I could wield this much control over a guy like Cade. Knowing that a little lip gloss, a soft voice, and the right pair of shorts could make him look at me like that.

Was this what hot girls felt all the time?

That pull?

That heat?

That ability to make a guy lose his mind without even touching him?

It was amazing.

And I didn’t want it to end.

Suddenly, my little test was turning into the perfect opportunity to trap Cade.

But going any deeper than this meant crossing a line I hadn’t let myself think about clearly. Up until now, it had been a prank. A stupid, reckless, horny little prank, but still a prank. I wanted to catch him flirting. I wanted to prove him wrong. I wanted to watch that smug confidence crack open right in front of me.

But this?

This was different.

My mouth had gone dry, and my heart was beating so hard I could feel it in my throat. Cade stood too close, looking down at me like I was exactly what he wanted. Like I was some hot girl he’d gotten lucky enough to find alone in my dorm room. The perfume on my skin suddenly felt too sweet, too obvious. My panties were damp beneath my shorts, and my caged dick throbbed miserably against the plastic, like my body was betraying me with every pulse.

“Um, actually,” I said, forcing a nervous little laugh, “I’d better get going.”

“Come on, baby,” Cade said. “Let’s have some fun. I won’t tell anybody if you don’t.” His eyes dropped to my mouth. “I want so badly to see what those pretty lips feel like wrapped around my dick. It’s nice and big, too. I’ll bet you’d like that, huh?”

Big?

I swallowed.

I had never seen Cade’s dick before. Not really. Locker rooms were locker rooms, and guys looked without looking, pretending not to notice anything too closely. But now I had a chance to see it. Really see it.

Could I actually do this, though?

I couldn’t think straight. I was too intoxicated by the power of it all—by the way he wanted me, by the way he believed me, by the way being dressed like this made me feel soft and dangerous at the same time. I was too excited by the role, by the voice, by the fact that Cade Johnson was practically begging for me.

But I was playing with fire.

Worse than that, I was playing with him.

I bit my lip. “I don’t know. I really should be going.”

“Come on,” Cade said, his voice dipping into something close to begging.

I looked at him for a long second, and the room seemed to tighten around us. The radiator clicked beneath the window. Somewhere down the hall, a door slammed, followed by muffled laughter. Normal college noises. Normal life continuing outside while I stood there in stockings and lip gloss, about to ruin everything.

“Well,” I said, trying to keep my voice light, “why don’t you show it to me, and then I’ll let you know?”

That was the idea. I’d get to take a peek. If it was small, I’d be able to hold it over him forever. Even if it was big, I could still laugh it off, leave him hanging, and end the whole thing.

Cade wasted no time. He pushed his shorts down until they dropped around his knees. I looked down and saw his briefs clinging to the rounded tent inside them.

“Go on,” Cade said. “On your knees first. I want you to get a nice view of it.”

I hesitated.

Then I lowered myself to my knees.

The carpet was rough against my skin where my stockings didn’t cover me. From that angle, Cade looked even bigger, all muscle and confidence and heat. He hooked his thumbs into his briefs and shoved them down.

At once, his cock swung out, half hard and already heavy.

“Fuck,” I gasped, barely keeping hold of my fake, girlish voice.

I had no idea my buddy was packing like that. His dick was thick and long, flushed pink, with a broad, rosy head and heavy balls hanging beneath it. It looked obscene between us, too real and too close, and the sight of it sent a sharp, confusing pulse through my trapped cock.

“So go on,” Cade said. “Suck it, babe. I need it so bad. A girl as hot as you?” He grinned, breath already a little uneven. “I need it bad.”

I couldn’t help but appreciate the compliment. He not only believed I was a girl—he thought I was hot, too?

Still, I couldn’t fathom the idea of sucking another guy’s dick, even if it would have been kind of funny to suck Cade’s dick without him ever knowing it was me.

“Come on, babe,” he begged. “I showed it to you—the least you could do is suck it a bit.”

Afraid Cade might get pissed at me for teasing him, I knew I had to give him something in return. I was starting to sweat bullets over what I had gotten myself into. I suddenly felt like I had to suck his dick if I had any hope of getting myself out of this mess.

And, strangely enough, I kind of wanted to. After all, I’d never have another opportunity to suck a guy’s dick without them knowing it was me.

And there was something about being dressed up as a sexy girl that made me excited to try it. It was weird—so fucking weird—but I was losing sight of my former self. My male self. I was getting lost in this new femboy identity, like it had started digging roots into my brain and curling around every thought I had.

Before I knew what I was even doing, I realized my fingers were wrapped around Cade’s fat, throbbing cock. It pulsed warm and heavy in my grip, swelling against my palm until it was stiff as a board. It was so bizarre to feel another guy’s dick in my hand instead of my own. The heat of it, the weight, the slickness gathering at the tip—it should have made me pull away.

Fuck, it made me horny.

I hated that.

But it did.

Cade moaned heavily as I stroked him. “Come on, babe, please… suck it,” he begged.

So I brought my lips to the tip and slid them over the head.

Here goes nothing, I thought.

Now I didn’t just have to look like a sexy girl—I had to act like one, too. My little femboy test was no longer a test. It was a trap. For me. I’d gotten myself into this dilemma, and the only way out was to pretend I was a cock-loving femboy slut.

I felt my buddy’s fat dick press into my mouth. I sucked gently and clumsily at first, trying to figure out how to do it, how to make my lips soft, how to keep from gagging, how to pretend this wasn’t making my whole body feel hot and wrong and hungry.

But Cade’s moans told me I was doing a decent enough job.

I could feel the precum oozing into my panties.

What is wrong with me? Why am I enjoying this? I’m supposed to be a straight guy—not some dick-loving femboy, I thought, completely perplexed.

But the more I sucked Cade’s dick, the more I loved it.

It was as if being dressed up as a sexy girl and made to suck cock was actually changing me. There was no pretending anymore. No role-playing. I was becoming a femboy.

Cade ran his fingers through my hair and moaned as I sucked him with more and more motivation. Each time he groaned, it pushed me further, made me want to do better, made me want to suck his dick like I loved it. I even reached down and fondled his balls without him asking, rolling them gently in my fingers while my mouth worked his shaft.

“Fuck, you suck dick better than any girl I’ve ever known,” Cade said.

How could I resist a compliment like that?

“Ugh, fuck,” Cade groaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

I quickly pulled back, slipping off his dick with a wet gasp. I wasn’t ready to swallow his load. Not down my throat. Not yet. I huffed, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and Cade looked down at me.

“What’s wrong? I thought you were a dirty girl.”

“Um, I am,” I said with a nervous laugh. I teased my hair and stood up, trying to act casual even though my heart was pounding. “But, you know. I probably should go.”

“Hey, what’s this?” Cade asked, eyeing the package for the cock cage.

Panic flashed through me. I quickly grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled his face to mine. I pressed my lips to his and kissed him hard, keeping him distracted until I felt his tongue exploring mine. I pulled back, terrified he would realize it was me under all the clothes and makeup, and relented.

“Maybe I’ll suck you after all.”

“Why don’t we fuck instead, babe?” Cade said. “I’ll bet a fun girl like you has an amazing pussy.”

He pushed me back until I fell against the edge of my bed, my ass lifting into the air.

I looked back over my shoulder as Cade grabbed my ass.

“No, not my pussy. I… I’m on my period. Don’t even touch it,” I said.

“Damn,” Cade said, grinning. “So you’re saying you want me to fuck your butt? You really are a dirty girl. I like it.”

“Wh—what? Wait a second,” I said, my stomach dropping. “Hold on.”

Cade wrapped his hand around his big, wet cock and stroked it slowly as he moved closer, the head of it glistening. I could hear the soft, filthy sound of his hand sliding over himself, and it made my whole body tense.

“Come on, babe,” Cade said.

Then his eyes started wandering around my room.

“What is all this stuff?” he asked.

That was when I panicked.

I realized I had very little choice but to keep him distracted. Otherwise, he would know it was me who had sucked his dick. He would know I’d tricked him the whole time. If he found the cock cage packaging, the fake boobs, the rest of it—he’d put everything together. He wasn’t smart, exactly, but he wasn’t dumb, either.

And now my only hope was to distract him.

I shifted my hips back, just enough.

“Nice,” Cade said, his grin widening.

At once, he hooked his fingers into my shorts and yanked them down to the bottom of my ass. He did the same with my thong, dragging it low until I felt the cool air brush against my crack and bare asshole.

“Oh!” I yelped, trying to make it sound as girlish as possible.

“Um, be gentle,” I said, nervous enough that my voice nearly cracked. “You’ve got to warm a girl up for a big penis like yours, after all.”

“No worries, babe,” Cade said.

Without warning, he buried his face in my ass.

His tongue brushed over my asshole, hot and wet, and my whole body jolted. I felt my cock throb inside the cage, leaking precum as Cade ate my hole like he wanted to fuck it more than anything else in the world. His hands dug into my hips, holding me open, keeping me there, and I pressed my face into the bedspread to muffle the sound that came out of me.

It was so strangely arousing to be handled by a guy like this. To be controlled and dominated and overpowered by a man who wanted nothing more than to pound me. I should have been scared. I was scared. But underneath that fear was something hot and slick and humiliating, something that made me leak more precum from my cock cage than I ever could have expected.

“Ugh,” I moaned.

My legs trembled. I desperately hoped Cade wouldn’t go exploring too low, wouldn’t drag his tongue down to my taint and find my balls. If he did, the entire ruse would be over.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he kept eating my asshole until I could barely stand it anymore—until the shame and fear and pleasure tangled together so tightly that I was actually desperate for him to shove his cock inside me.

As if he knew it, Cade pulled back and rubbed the head of his cock against my hole.

“Open up,” he laughed. “Here I come.”

Then he pushed.

I didn’t expect it to be comfortable, but shit, I never expected it to hurt that much, either. I split open around him with a sharp, breathless gasp, my fingers clutching at the blanket as my body fought to take him.

And yet there was something about the pain that I immediately loved.

Something about being used by a horny, hungry man that made my caged dick throb. It felt like I had been made to serve him, like my body was his to take and do whatever he wanted with. That thought should have made me feel sick. Instead, it made me more turned on than ever.

Cade was as patient and careful as any college boy could be—which wasn’t very. He shoved his cock halfway into my asshole, and all I could do was wince and shudder from the intense stretch. He pulled back, then pushed in again, pumping into my ass a few short times, opening me up inch by inch, until he finally slid deeper, smoother, his thick cock sinking into me.

I felt him fill me completely, stretching me wide around his warm, hard length.

My whole body trembled with filthy delight as Cade impaled me.

All the while, he moaned and growled with lust. He dug his fingers into my sides and held me in place as he fucked me, hard enough that the edge of the bed pressed into my thighs. I felt the big head of his cock massaging my insides, and each time he pulled back and shoved into my tight femboy pussy again, another bead of precum oozed into my panties.

I sighed and shuddered, trying to maintain my fake persona as Justine, this hot, breathy girl who could take whatever Cade gave her. But it was difficult, considering I wanted to moan and grunt like my normal guy self every time he plunged his fat cock into my butt.

I couldn’t believe I’d fooled him into thinking I was a hot girl. But there was no pride in it anymore. Not really. Because now I was bent over and getting pounded in the ass because of my own trickery.

And worst of all?

I fucking loved it.

I didn’t know how I would ever reconcile this with my former, straight self. But right then, I wasn’t that guy anymore. I was a sexy femboy, pinned beneath my buddy’s hands, and I was already addicted to his cock.

“Fuck, you’re a dirty girl,” Cade groaned. “This butt is so fucking tight. It’s like you’re trying to drain my balls as fast as possible.”

“Maybe I am,” I said, wincing and gritting my teeth.

I huffed and moaned as Cade pounded my ass, seemingly as hard as he could. It hurt, but I loved it. I loved the pain, the stretch, the helpless pressure of him taking what he wanted. I loved the idea of being a mindless fucktoy for a hung man like Cade, like my only job was to arch my back, keep my voice sweet, and let him use me.

The makeup and clothes had gone to my head. The panties, the perfume, the tight little outfit—it all made the fantasy feel too real. I was satisfying my craving for dick.

And now?

Now I was hungry for cum.

But before I could even think about Cade pumping his hot load inside me, I came.

I wasn’t expecting it at all. My legs trembled, and I felt that familiar fire building in my core, except it came sharper and faster than ever before. There was no warning. No control. It just happened.

Before I knew it, I was cumming, oozing my load into my panties as I wailed at the top of my lungs.

Cade must have realized I was climaxing, because he started taunting me for it.

“You’re such a dirty slut that getting butt-fucked makes you cum?” he groaned. “Damn, girl. That’s going to make me cum, too. How’d you like to get filled with my load? Right up your butt?”

“Do it,” I gasped, still trembling through my orgasm. “Do it.”

Before I could beg a second time, I felt his cock swell deep in my ass. The sensation was followed by a thick, delightful warmth spreading inside me as Cade growled from the pit of his stomach and pumped his hot, gooey ropes of cum into my femboy pussy.

“Fuck!” he cried out.

I could smell the sex, the cum, and the sweat in the air, all of it mingling with my perfume until the whole room felt humid and filthy. My skin was damp. My makeup felt a little sticky. My panties were ruined. And somehow, I had never felt so sexy in all my life.

I knew in that moment that there was no going back.

It didn’t matter whether I ever revealed myself to Cade or not.

In fact, I knew that I couldn’t.

It would have to stay my little secret forever.

I didn’t mind. It wasn’t as if Cade wasn’t getting anything out of my little “trap.” He had just become the very first guy to pump my femboy pussy full of cum.

By the time he was done, we were both panting and sweaty. He pulled out, and I felt my ass pucker and throb from being used. I quickly pulled my clothes back up to hide my balls, then collapsed onto the bed next to Cade, still breathing hard.

He reached over and pecked me on the cheek.

“You’re more romantic than I thought,” I said with a chuckle.

“Yeah, well…” He grinned, still flushed and pleased with himself.

Then he looked at me more carefully.

“You think Jared is going to be pissed that we fooled around?” Cade asked.

I paused for a moment and thought about everything that had happened. There was no going back. It was all supposed to be a dumb prank, something to prove a point to Cade. But I ended up being the one who got fooled—fooled into thinking I could ever pretend to be a femboy without letting it overtake my entire identity.

As I thought about all of this, I finally turned to Cade and smiled.

“I have a feeling Jared is going to be just fine with it.”
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