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SYNOPSIS


Get 15 of Jane's hottest transgender and crossdressing stories in one large bundle. These stories are full of crossdressers, sissies, femboys, and trans women all looking to get their fill of their new, femme bodies.


MAILING LIST


Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


DEDICATION


Dedicated to all my beautiful and loyal readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.


DRIPPING WITH HORMONES


The night at O’Malley’s blurred together in my head even as it was happening. The place was all brick walls and Edison bulbs, crowded with a Friday mix of flannel, eyeliner, and cologne that didn’t quite cover the smell of spilled beer. Music thumped low enough that you could talk if you leaned in, which meant everyone leaned in, everyone laughing a little too loud.

Nate lifted his pint toward me, cheeks already flushed. “To making it through another week of pretending spreadsheets matter,” he said.

I clinked my glass against his. “To pretending,” I answered, and took another swallow.

The IPA was bitter and heavy, coating my tongue. It wasn’t my first. It wasn’t even my third. The buzz had long since settled in behind my eyes, warming my face, loosening my shoulders. Beside me, Marcus was trying to argue that some quarterback from ten years ago was underrated while also texting his ex. The screen glow lit up his features in quick flashes, making him look younger, or maybe just more hopeful than he wanted to admit.

I let their conversation wash over me and watched people instead. A group of women occupied the high-top near the door, all smooth hair and dark jeans, their laughter bright and sharp. One of them had a tattoo that curled up the back of her neck, disappearing under her hairline. Another had this easy confidence in the way she rested her elbow on the table, her wrist loose, glass dangling from her fingers like she’d never dropped anything in her life.

I tried not to stare, but my eyes kept drifting back. The alcohol made everything soft around the edges, like my focus couldn’t fully lock onto anything. I just watched the way she shifted her weight from one hip to the other, the way her shirt hugged her waist when she reached for her drink. I told myself I was just bored. Just people-watching.

“Rick, you good?” Nate asked, leaning into my field of vision.

“Yeah,” I said, blinking. “Just thinking.”

“Dangerous pastime,” he joked, nudging me. His breath smelled like beer and lime. “You sure you’re okay to drive later?”

“Dude, I’m fine,” I said automatically. “I’ve had worse.”

It wasn’t exactly a lie, but it wasn’t the truth either. My head felt thick, like everything I said had to fight its way out. I took another sip anyway. The glass was sweating in my hand, cold against my skin. The chatter around us rose and fell like waves, glasses clinking against wood, somebody shouting for shots at the bar.

Time slipped. One song blended into another. At some point, someone ordered wings and we picked at them, fingers slick with sauce we wiped on too-thin napkins. My phone buzzed with a notification I didn’t bother to read. The room tilted in tiny ways when I stood to go to the bathroom, the floor not quite where I expected it to be.

Last call snuck up on us. The lights brightened just enough to be unforgiving. People groaned and gathered jackets and purses, muttering about work and early mornings and how they shouldn’t have had that last drink.

“Alright, I’m out,” Marcus said, stretching his arms over his head until his shirt rode up, revealing a sliver of skin and waistband. “Ride-share’s two minutes away.”

“You want to just split it?” Nate asked me, already tapping on his phone. “It’s on my way.”

I shook my head, fishing my keys from my pocket. They felt heavier than usual, metal edges biting into my palm. “Nah, I’m good. I live closer than both of you. It’s like ten minutes.”

“Dude,” Nate said, frowning. “You’re trashed.”

“I’m buzzed,” I corrected, even though buzzed had turned into something thicker an hour ago. “Watered down cheap beer, I’ll be fine. I’ll drive slow.”

“You always say that,” Marcus added, but his ride-share notification chimed and he glanced at the door. “Text us when you get home, alright?”

“Promise,” I said, raising two fingers in a half-salute.

They hesitated just long enough to make me feel like a teenager being scolded, then let it go. We exchanged quick, sloppy hugs, then they disappeared into the crowd pushing toward the exit.

Outside, the air was cooler, damp with the faint threat of coastal fog. The parking lot lights cast everything in a harsh white that made me squint. My car sat where I’d left it, a familiar dark shape in a row of other tired sedans. The world felt quieter out here, the bass from the bar a dull thud behind closed doors.

I unlocked the car, slid into the driver’s seat, and sat for a second with my hands on the steering wheel. My reflection in the windshield looked blurry, pupils a little too wide.

I can do this, I told myself. It’s just muscle memory.

The engine turned over with a low growl. I eased out of the parking spot and onto the street, forcing myself to keep my grip loose on the wheel. The streetlights smeared into vertical lines when I looked directly at them, so I tried to focus on the darker space of the road instead. The radio came on low, some late-night host murmuring between songs, his voice weirdly intimate in the small space of the car.

At first, everything was manageable. The familiar route turned itself out in front of me: left at the light by the gas station, straight through the next intersection, past the twenty-four-hour gym with its row of treadmills glowing behind glass. I rolled down the window an inch to let in the cold air, hoping it would make me sharper, more awake. The wind brushed my face, cool against my overheated skin.

But the lines on the road seemed closer together than usual, and when I checked my mirrors, there was a lag between moving my eyes and my brain understanding what I saw. My foot felt heavy on the pedal, like I had to consciously order it to ease up.

I shouldn’t have driven. The thought flickered across my mind, quick and unwelcome. I pushed it away, jaw clenched. Too late now. Just get home.

The light ahead turned yellow. I hesitated for a split second, then went for it, pressing down instead of braking. The car surged forward. For a moment, the world narrowed to the intersection, the empty cross street, the ticking in my chest.

Headlights flared from the left, sudden and impossibly bright. They filled my vision, white and unforgiving. There was no time to react, not really. I think I lifted my hands, as if I could shield myself from something that big with my fingers and palms.

The impact slammed into me from the side, a violent shove that crushed metal and air and sound into one deafening crack. The seatbelt bit into my chest and shoulder, the taste of copper blooming in my mouth. My head snapped sideways and something hot and sharp exploded behind my eyes. The world flipped, or maybe it stayed still and my body was the thing spinning; I couldn’t tell. Glass shattered, tiny pieces of light spraying across the dark.

Then there was nothing.

No sound. No pain. No car. Just black.

Out of that blackness, a different kind of light appeared—soft, diffuse, like a skylight in a white room. I was standing, not sitting. My feet hurt in a way that didn’t make sense, a pinched, unfamiliar ache at the balls of my feet and along my toes. When I looked down, the first thing I saw was the floor: shiny tile, reflecting bright rectangles of overhead lights. Mall tile.

I blinked, trying to clear my vision. My hair swung forward, brushing my cheeks. It was longer than it should’ve been, falling past my shoulders in glossy waves, catching the light. I reached up automatically. My fingers touched hair that wasn’t mine, soft and smooth as if someone had spent half an hour on it with a straightener and product.

“What the—” The voice that came out of my mouth was wrong. Higher, a little breathy, with this melodic lilt that wasn’t there before. My heart picked up speed.

My hands were different too. Smaller. Slimmer. The knuckles less defined, nails neatly shaped and polished in a soft, neutral pink. The skin on the back of my hand looked smoother and finer, with a faint blue map of veins beneath the surface that made it seem more delicate.

I was wearing a top that dipped lower at the front than any shirt I owned. When I glanced down, my stomach turned. A pair of full, rounded breasts rose under the thin fabric, moving slightly with each breath. The neckline framed a line of cleavage I shouldn’t have had, the skin there soft and pale. The weight of them was undeniable, pulling at the straps over my shoulders, changing my center of gravity.

My waist curved inward where it didn’t usually, flaring out into hips that filled the snug high-waisted jeans I suddenly found myself in. The denim hugged my thighs and the swell of my ass. A slim leather belt cinched everything tight.

Panic fluttered in my chest, but underneath it there was something else, something I didn’t understand. A strange, electric awareness of my own body, of the way the fabric touched skin, of the sound of my heels clicking on tile. The unfamiliar weight on my chest and the sway of my hips felt wrong and yet disturbingly natural at the same time, as if some part of me knew exactly how to move in this shape.

Shoppers drifted around me, bags in hand, each wrapped up in their own reality. No one stared. No one did a double take. To them, I was just another woman at the mall, just another body in a pair of jeans and a cute top. That realization made my throat tighten.

I caught sight of myself in a store window and froze. The glass showed a reflection I recognized only in fragments—the slope of my nose, maybe, or the way my mouth tightened when I was stressed—but the rest belonged to someone else entirely. Her eyes were lined in soft brown, lashes dark and long. Her lips were fuller, glossed in a rosy shade that made them look perpetually a little wet. Her body was all curves and lines I had never owned.

I stepped closer, my reflection mirroring each movement. The way my chest rose and fell under the thin fabric. The tiny sway of my hair. The faint shift of my hips as I adjusted my weight, careful on the heels that made my calves flex in a way that was both elegant and unstable.

“This is a dream,” I told myself, but the words sounded thin. The distant hum of the mall ventilation system buzzed in my ears. I could smell coffee from some kiosk nearby, paired with the sugary scent of pretzels and perfume when a woman walked past me. All of it felt too detailed, too grounded to be just a random movie my brain had thrown together.

Another woman passed, giving me a quick, automatic glance—the kind women gave each other, a fast scan from hair to shoes before moving on. For a heartbeat, there was a flash of something like approval in her eyes, then she disappeared into a clothing store.

I looked down at myself again. At the way the jeans hugged my curves. At the way the shirt clung. My hands, these unfamiliar hands, smoothed down my sides before I could stop them, tracing the dip of my waist and the swell of my hips. The sensation of touch—my palm on my body, my body under my palm—looped back on itself in a way that made my skin prickle.

This isn’t me. It can’t be me.

The thought echoed in my head, bouncing around with no place to land. A thin rush of dizziness swept through me. The store window blurred, my reflection smearing into streaks of color. The mall sounds faded like someone was slowly turning down the volume.

Somewhere far away, under everything, a different sound crept in. A rhythmic beeping, steady and mechanical. Voices murmured just out of reach, distorted by distance or water. The bright mall lights dimmed around the edges, the tiled floor darkening under my feet.

I tried to hold onto the image in the glass, to focus on the unfamiliar face and body, but it slipped away. The buzz of conversation, the scent of coffee and perfume, the click of my heels on tile—all of it dissolved as if someone had pulled a plug.

The darkness rushed back, softer this time, more like closing my eyes than being slammed into a wall. The beeping grew a little louder. The voices sharpened by degrees.

“…he’s stabilizing…”

“…watch the BP…”

My eyelids felt heavy, glued shut. I tried to lift them and managed only the barest flutter, a stripe of light searing the back of my eyes before everything slid closed again. My body felt distant and wrong, weighed down by something heavy.

The mall was gone. The reflection was gone. Only the echo of it remained, that strange, lingering sensation of long hair on my shoulders and denim tight around unfamiliar curves.

I lay there, trapped between the last fading edge of the dream and the too-bright world of the voices, unable to tell where one ended and the other began.
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Coming back to myself felt like trying to swim up through tar.

At first there was only the beeping again, the same slow, steady rhythm from the dream that hadn’t felt like a dream. It pulsed in the darkness behind my eyes, metronome-steady, cutting through nothingness. My body felt far away, like it belonged to someone else buried under a pile of blankets and sandbags.

I forced my eyelids to move. They peeled apart a fraction of an inch and light knifed in, sharp and white. Everything blurred together—ceiling, lights, a vague curtain shape, something pale at my side—then tilted. My stomach rolled. I shut my eyes again and let the weight drag me under.

Time didn’t behave after that. I floated in and out without any sense of how long I’d been gone. Sometimes I heard voices near me, too low to make out words. Sometimes it was just the beeping and the faint hiss of air somewhere to my left. The mall kept sliding back into my mind: the click of heels on tile, the swing of long hair against my neck, the weight on my chest that wasn’t mine. The memory of that reflection in the glass felt too sharp compared to the fuzziness of everything else.

When I finally made it close enough to the surface again, the world felt a little more solid. My mouth was desert-dry. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. The air smelled like disinfectant and lemon that wasn’t quite strong enough to cover the antiseptic undertone.

I tried to swallow and my throat protested, raw and thick. There was something taped to the back of my hand, tugging at the skin. I managed to roll my eyes downward without moving my head and saw a clear tube snaking out of my hand to a bag hanging off a metal pole. My arm looked pale against the white sheet, the dark hairs flattened.

“Rick?” a voice said, closer this time, clear enough to make out. Female. Young, bright, with a little lift at the end like she was used to coaxing people awake. “Hey. Rick, can you hear me?”

I turned my head a fraction of an inch toward the sound. The movement sent a dull ache down the side of my neck and into my shoulder, but it was the kind of pain that reminded me I was still in here. I forced my eyes open again.

The blur resolved into a face leaning over me, framed by soft brown hair pulled back into a low ponytail. She had big hazel eyes with faint shadows under them, the kind you only got from too many nights on shift. Her skin was warm-toned, a few freckles dusted across the bridge of her nose. Light green scrubs covered her shoulders and chest, the V-neck edged in a darker color. Her name badge caught the light, but my eyes had to work to focus on the letters.

“Hannah,” she supplied when she saw me squinting. She touched the badge with two fingers, tapping it lightly. “I’m your nurse. You gave everyone a bit of a scare.”

My lips felt thick. “Wh—” The sound that came out was rough, dry. I swallowed again and winced. “What… happened?”

“Easy.” She reached for something out of my line of sight, then lifted the head of the bed a little with a soft whirring noise. The change in angle made my head swim, but it also helped my airway open up. She held a small cup with a straw to my mouth. “Just a few sips. Don’t chug it. I know you’re thirsty.”

The water tasted like heaven. I took a couple of small pulls through the straw, feeling it cool my tongue, slide down my sore throat. Even that simple act made my chest feel tight and heavy, like I had sandbags resting on my sternum.

“You were in a car accident,” she said once I let the straw go. Her voice was calm, practiced. “Do you remember driving?”

Images flickered: O’Malley’s neon sign in my rearview, the yellow light, headlights blooming too bright from the left. The sick lurch of the car, the impossible sound of metal folding like paper. For a second my fingers twitched on the sheet, as if looking for a steering wheel that wasn’t there.

“I…” I cleared my throat, wincing at the rasp. “Yeah. The light. I thought I could make it.”

Hannah’s mouth softened. “You’re lucky to be here,” she said gently. “You’ve been out for a few days. In and out, but mostly sleeping.”

“A few days?” The words felt heavy. Time didn’t usually disappear on me unless I’d been drinking way more than I had that night. Even then, I never lost entire days. “How many is ‘a few’?”

“Three,” she said. “You’re at St. Luke’s. They brought you in right after the crash. You had some… stuff we needed to keep an eye on. But your vitals look good now. Groggy is completely normal.”

Three days. The number sat in my stomach like a stone. Rent, work, my phone, my friends—little practical worries sparked and fizzled at the edges of my mind, not able to catch. Underneath everything else was that quiet, creeping question: how close had I come to not waking up at all?

Hannah checked the monitor at my bedside, fingers moving confidently over the buttons. Her hand brushed my forearm when she reached past me, cool and smooth against the bruised feeling of my skin. I became aware of how hot I felt under the blanket, like I was running a mild fever.

“You’re doing well,” she said, glancing back down at me. “Your doctor will be in to talk more later, but for now, I just want you to rest and get something in your stomach. You up for trying some food?”

“Yeah,” I said. My voice sounded more like mine that time, though still hoarse. “I think so.”

“Okay.” A small smile curved her mouth, quick and professional but not unkind. “I’ll grab a tray. We’ll start you off with the fun stuff. Broth and Jell-O.”

“Livin’ the dream,” I muttered. The words came out weaker than I’d intended, but it still made her let out a quiet laugh.

“There he is,” she said. “Sense of humor is intact. I’ll be right back, Rick.”

She adjusted something at my side—tucking the blanket, checking the line in my hand, the familiar press of fingers assessing the pulse at my wrist—and then she moved away. I watched her cross the small space to the doorway. Her ponytail swayed between her shoulder blades. The soft rubber soles of her shoes barely made a sound on the linoleum.

When she disappeared, the room felt bigger and emptier all at once. The only sounds were the beeping of the monitor, the faint murmur of voices from the hallway, and the distant rattle of a cart.

I let my head sink back into the pillow and tried to take stock of myself.

The ceiling above me was a grid of acoustic tiles, one of them stained faintly brown in the corner where the wall met the ceiling. A plastic curtain was pulled halfway around the bed, thin enough that I could see vague shapes moving beyond it. Tubes and wires ran from my hand, my arm, somewhere near my chest to machines that blinked and glowed softly.

My body felt wrong in a way that seemed beyond the accident. Heavy, yes, but also… redistributed. Like someone had taken my usual outline and filled it in differently. My legs under the blanket felt stiff but familiar, a dull ache in my left thigh where something had clearly taken a hit. My right shoulder throbbed if I tried to move it too much. My neck protested when I turned my head.

But my chest. That was another thing entirely.

Beneath the thin hospital gown, across the front of my ribs, there was a pressure that didn’t match the rest of the soreness. Not quite pain, more like extra weight combined with tightness. The fabric hugged me more closely than any T-shirt ever had, and there was a strange awareness of space between my skin and the cotton in a couple of spots, like something soft was filling it.

I frowned and took a slow breath, testing the limits. My ribs prickled with bruised complaint, but nothing sharp stabbed at me. The heaviness on my chest shifted, dragging slightly at the gown as I inhaled. The sensation made something in my brain stutter.

It felt almost—God, this was stupid—even lying here, it felt almost like how it had in the dream. That sense of… mass. Of something rounding out the front of my body. My mind replayed the image of those breasts under the tight top in the mall mirror, the way they’d moved when I’d breathed. When she had breathed. When I had?

No. That was ridiculous. That had been a dream. An afterimage from my brain misfiring while it tried not to die.

I brought my good hand up, slowly so I wouldn’t yank on any of the lines. The gown brushed over my knuckles, scratchy and too light for how exposed it made me feel. My fingertips touched my sternum first, encountering the small bump of a bandage taped over a spot that tugged when I moved. I traced upward and then outward.

My hand met softness.

There was puffiness there, a swelling that rose above my ribs. It yielded under my touch, fleshier than I expected, the kind of give that made my fingers sink in just a little before they bounced back. It was definitely more than I remembered having. A strange, involuntary shiver went through me at the ghost of that sensation layered over the memory of the dream. My skin felt too sensitive, every nerve tuned up a notch.

I swallowed and forced myself to keep breathing evenly. This was trauma. Bruising. Swelling. Maybe fluid retention. They pumped you full of all sorts of things in the hospital. And it wasn’t like I’d been kind to myself lately, anyway. Beer, cheap takeout, late nights. I’d joked more than once about finally getting a dad bod before I even had kids.

“Guess the universe took me literally,” I muttered under my breath, voice cracking.

I spread my fingers a little, pressing more firmly, trying to evaluate it like I was checking a sore muscle. There was a tightness, like something supportive wrapped around my chest beneath the gown—a bandage, maybe, or some kind of compression garment. That would explain the awareness of being held, the constant reminder with each breath. The softness underneath it still made my cheeks heat for no logical reason.

Hormones. Salt. Stress. I grabbed at every explanation my brain threw up. Three days of lying here, hooked up to God knows what, eating hospital food. Of course, I felt swollen. Of course, things sat differently. My diet had been trash for months even before this. My body was probably just cashing in all the neglect at once.

I pulled my hand away, suddenly aware of how weird it was to be feeling myself up in a hospital bed, even if it was technically for science. The back of my neck prickled, like someone might walk in and catch me in the act, even though the curtain was mostly closed.

The mall swam up again in my head. That impossible reflection looking back at me, eyes lined and lips glossed. It sat alongside the image of my fingers pressing into my own chest now, reality and dream bleeding together in a way that made my stomach twist.

“No,” I whispered, closing my eyes for a second. “It’s just the diet. The crash. All of it.”

I let my hand drop back to the bed and focused on the beeping of the monitor above me. One beat at a time, steady and indifferent. Outside, I heard the rattle of a cart and Hannah’s voice somewhere down the hall, light and professional.

I held on to the rational explanation like it was a life raft. Bruising. Swelling. Bad habits finally catching up with me. Anything but the idea that the way my chest felt under my palm had anything to do with that woman in the mall and the way her body had fit so easily in the clothes that clung to her curves.

It was easier to blame the junk food and the beer than to acknowledge the thin, nervous thread of curiosity that ran under the discomfort.
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The next time I drifted up toward consciousness, it wasn’t because of pain or the beeping. It was because someone was pissed.

The sound of it cut through the usual hospital noise like a sharp edge. A man’s voice, low but tight, leaked in from the corridor through the thin curtain that passed for a wall in my room.

“No, Hannah, that’s not the point,” he said. “New or not, this is basic. You can’t afford to be careless with this stuff.”

For a second I thought I was dreaming again. The mall lived at the back of my mind, bright and glossy, the phantom sound of heels on tile hovering somewhere behind the man’s words. But as my eyes cracked open, the harsh fluorescent light and the stiff pull of the IV in my hand told me this was real.

I lay still, staring up at the ceiling tiles, and listened.

“I double-checked the order as soon as I realized,” Hannah said. Her voice was softer, breathy in a way that made me imagine her chewing on her lip. “It didn’t even get to the patient. The pharmacist caught it. I just grabbed the wrong chart, that’s all.”

“That’s all?” the man echoed. He let out a humorless little laugh. “You wrote up the wrong labs for an endocrine patient. Do you understand how dangerous that could’ve been if it slipped through? You don’t get ‘that’s all’ with hormones.”

The word landed in my chest like a dropped stone: hormones.

My heart monitor picked up a little, betraying me in beeps. I tried to slow my breathing, as if that could make the machine lie, but the numbers did whatever they wanted. The IV line in my hand tugged when I flexed my fingers. I became acutely aware of the slow drip feeding into my veins, the coolness at the back of my hand spreading up my forearm in a way that had felt comforting before and suddenly didn’t.

“I know it was wrong, Dr. Thomas,” Hannah said. “I’m not making excuses. I’m just saying I caught it. I fixed it.”

“After you made the mistake,” he answered. His tone didn’t rise, but it didn’t have to. “You’re three weeks out of school, and you’re on a trauma floor. That means you don’t have the luxury of learning by trial and error with people’s bodies. Do you get that? These aren’t simulations.”

Three weeks. Trauma floor. My stomach did a slow, unpleasant roll. Hannah’s face from earlier came back to me—big hazel eyes and that little dusting of freckles—and slotted into the words in a way that made me feel weirdly protective and uneasy at the same time. She had looked young, yeah, but capable. Confident with my IV line, with the monitor leads on my chest. Now, hearing her voice shake slightly in the hallway, I didn’t feel so confident about any of it.

“I get it,” she said quietly. “I do. It won’t happen again.”

I shifted my left arm a little, careful not to jar anything. The gown rustled over my skin. The movement made the thing on my chest—the weight, the tightness, whatever it was—shift along with me. It felt like there was something wrapped around my ribs under the gown, snug and unmoving, holding everything in. Underneath that, my skin was hot and too aware, like all the nerves had been turned up a notch.

I stared at the metal railing on the side of the bed and, without thinking, tugged the neckline of the gown a tiny bit away from my throat. The thin fabric brushed the top of my chest, dragging across the strange fullness there. The sensation shot through me sharper than it should have, a mix of tenderness and something uncomfortably close to the plush, heavy feeling from the dream-mall version of my body.

Nothing about that dream should’ve stuck with me like this, but it had lodged itself somewhere deep, and every new real-world sensation rubbed against it.

“It’s just sodium chloride, pain meds, whatever,” I told myself silently, thinking of the clear bags Hannah had hung on the pole earlier. “Fluids. Antibiotics. Normal hospital crap. They’re not experimenting on you.”

That would have been reassuring if not for the words still trickling in from the hall: wrong chart, endocrine, hormones.

Dr. Thomas sighed, the sound rough at the edges. “I know you’re new,” he said, a fraction gentler. “I know you’re working nights and doubles and all the things the administration thinks is fine to do to staff. But patients pay the price when you’re tired and distracted. ‘I’m new’ isn’t protection if someone gets hurt.”

“I understand,” she said again. “I really am sorry.”

“I’m not the one you’d be apologizing to,” he replied. “Just… take a breath. Reset. Triple-check before you hang anything. Especially with endocrine protocols, chemo, anticoagulants, anything that can spiral from a small dose mistake. I need you sharp, Hannah.”

There was a pause. I pictured her nodding even though I couldn’t see it.

“Yes, Doctor,” she said.

Their footsteps shifted, a faint scuff and squeak against the floor. For a moment I thought they were going to walk away. Instead they stopped directly outside my doorway. I could see the shadow of shoes beneath the curtain edge.

“How’s Mr. Larsen?” Dr. Thomas asked, his voice dropping into that bored-professional register people used when they’d moved on mentally. “The MVA from Friday night.”

That was me. MVA. Motor vehicle accident. I lay very still.

“He woke up more in the last hour,” Hannah answered. “Oriented enough to ask what happened. Still groggy, but vitals are stable. He tolerated fluids. I’m about to try him on some solids.”

“Any neuro changes?” he asked. “Confusion, slurred speech, unequal pupils?”

“Nothing out of range,” she said. “He’s a little… quiet. But that might just be personality.”

If only she knew. My personality right then was primarily made of panic and a pounding awareness of every inch of my body. My chest felt tight and full, the skin across it prickling with that strange, low hum. My hand itched where the tape held the IV in place, a constant reminder that something was flowing into me drop by drop.

“Alright,” he said. “I’ll do rounds in twenty. Make sure he’s prepped, charts complete, meds reconciled.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she said again.

Their footsteps separated then. One set walked away toward the nurses’ station. The other, lighter one moved toward my room. I had just enough time to let my eyes fall mostly shut, lying in that weird space between awake and pretending, when the curtain whispered aside.

Light from the hallway washed over her as she stepped in. Up close again, Hannah looked very much like her voice: young, tired, and trying to hold it together. A wisp of hair had escaped her ponytail and curled near her cheek, damp with sweat. Her scrubs were slightly wrinkled, as if she’d been up and moving for hours. There was a faint, warm scent around her—something simple and clean, like drugstore lotion.

“Hey, Rick,” she said, her tone shifting instantly into that soft-upbeat nurse cadence. “How’re you feeling?”

“Like I got hit by a truck,” I said, because that was the closest thing to accurate. My voice came out steadier than I expected, though I could hear the roughness in it. “Or, I guess, a car.”

She smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. “That tracks,” she said. “Pain level? One to ten.”

I thought about everything that hurt—neck, shoulder, thigh, ribs, the strange pressure across my chest—but I shrugged as little as possible. “I don’t know. Six? Seven if I move.”

“We can work with that.” She moved to the IV pole, her fingers dancing over the pumps, checking labels and rates. The clear fluid in the bag above my head sloshed gently when she tapped the line. I watched her eyes skim the small white sticker on the side of the bag, her brows narrowing in concentration. She was triple-checking, just like he’d told her.

“You heard,” she said after a moment, not looking at me. It wasn’t quite a question.

“Hard not to,” I admitted. My heart thudded a little harder, and the monitor tattled on me. “Thin walls.”

A flush crept up the side of her neck, blooming over her cheeks. “I’m sorry you had to hear that,” she said. “Dr. Thomas… he’s not wrong, I just—he doesn’t always filter.”

“I’d rather have the guy who doesn’t filter than the one who sugarcoats while screwing up my chart,” I said. “So. We’re good.”

She exhaled, some of the tension in her shoulders easing. “For what it’s worth, your chart’s fine,” she said. “I’ve been very careful with yours.”

The words landed heavier than she probably meant them to. I stared at the bag again, at the way the drops fell in slow, methodical rhythm through the drip chamber. Each one slid down the clear tube toward the taped cannula in the back of my hand. Coolness bloomed out from there, following the path of veins I couldn’t see under my skin.

“I appreciate that,” I said. My gaze drifted down to the gown over my chest. Underneath the thin fabric, the bandaging or compression or whatever they’d done hugged me firmly. I shifted and felt the soft swell under my palm again where I’d touched myself earlier. My nipples tingled, a traitorous, too-intimate sensation that had no business being there. I kept my hands firmly at my sides.

“Food should be here any second,” Hannah said, oblivious to the way my thoughts were twisting in on themselves. “We’ll start slow, see how your stomach handles it. If you get nauseous, tell me, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

She checked my blood pressure, the cuff tightening around my arm, squeezing until it almost hurt before releasing in a rush. Her fingers were gentle on my skin, but every point of contact felt amplified. When she pressed the stethoscope to my chest, just to the left of my sternum, I had to fight the urge to flinch. The cold metal disc settled directly over the strange fullness there, pressing down. I could feel my heartbeat clearly against it, a solid thump-thump-thump.

Her eyes met mine for a second as she listened. Whatever she heard must have satisfied her, because she nodded and wrote something on the chart at the end of the bed.

“Still with me?” she asked, teasing lightly.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just tired.”

She studied me for a second, as if debating whether to push for more honesty, then let it go. “Rest a little while you can,” she said. “You made it through the scary part. Now it’s the boring part. Monitors, meds, me bugging you every few hours.”

She gave me a quick, apologetic smile and slipped back toward the hall. The curtain swayed behind her, then settled.

I watched the IV drip for a long time after she left, counting the drops as they fell. Somewhere in the back of my mind, the word hormones kept echoing, tangled up with the memory of her embarrassed face in the hallway and Dr. Thomas’s sharp voice.

I didn’t know then—lying there, watching the clear fluid seep into me, chalking up the strange new weight on my chest and the prickling awareness under my skin to bad diet and trauma—that whatever mistake she’d made with some other chart wasn’t the only one. None of us knew yet that the real error was already hanging over my head, dripping into my veins one slow, steady drop at a time.
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I wasn’t sure when exactly my body stopped feeling like mine.

The days blurred together in the way hospital time did. Vitals. Meds. A tray of food. The change of a shift. Hannah’s ponytail, a little higher when she came in for mornings, lower and messier by night.

Somewhere in that cycle, my chest stopped being something I could ignore.

At first, I kept telling myself it was just swelling. Trauma. Fluids. Bad habits. I’d think, okay, this is what it’s like to lie flat for days, pumped full of whatever they were pumping into me. Gravity, water retention, the way flesh redistributes when you’re not using your muscles.

But every time I woke up, it felt a little more… pronounced.

The skin across the front of my chest felt tight a lot of the time. When I shifted to my side, the weight there moved—a slow, undeniable pull downward. It wasn’t the flat, familiar drag of a bruised pec. It was softer. Heavier in a different way. The first time I rolled even a little too far and felt something almost… fall against the inside of the gown, my breath caught in my throat.

I tried not to test it, but I kept doing it anyway.

In the dull, quiet spaces between visits, my hand would drift up, fingers brushing over the thin cotton. There was more curve than there had been the day before. A gradual mound forming beneath the gown, resisting under my palm before it yielded. The flesh there was strange and sensitive, the nipples almost painfully aware, tightening at the slightest change in temperature when the curtain stirred or the blanket slipped.

I told myself I was imagining it. I blamed an overactive brain with too much time to replay a ridiculous mall dream on a loop. But denial only got me so far. By the third or fourth day, I didn’t need to touch to know something was happening. Even breathing reminded me. My chest rose and fell around something new, something that moved with me instead of just under my skin.

The rest of me was changing too, in smaller ways that were harder to pin down.

My skin felt hotter than usual, like I’d been standing in the sun too long, except I’d barely seen daylight. Heat flushed up my neck without warning and then retreated, leaving me clammy and restless under the sheets. Sometimes a prickling sensation would climb the backs of my arms or the inside of my thighs, like every hair follicle had become its own little antenna.

Nights were the worst. I’d lie there half-awake, the room dim and quiet except for the monitor, and feel this slow, insistent hum move through my body. Not pain exactly. Not just anxiety. A hyper-awareness of every inch of skin, every place the gown touched me—or didn’t. My muscles felt both heavy and coiled, like I needed to move but couldn’t.

There was a stubborn throbbing low in my body that embarrassed me, especially because it kept happening without any obvious reason. I was in a hospital bed. I was bruised and stitched and exhausted. I shouldn’t have felt keyed up. Yet my pulse would jump for no good reason, my breathing going shallow, the new weight on my chest somehow adding to the feeling of being full of something strange.

When I brought up my concerns to Hannah, she tried to blame the meds.

“Some of these can really mess with your head,” she said one afternoon, checking the line in my hand. The sunlight slanting through the window caught on the fine hairs at her temple, making them glow. “Strange dreams, mood swings, feeling like your body’s not quite your own—very normal.”

“Define normal,” I said. There was a dryness in my voice I couldn’t quite hide.

She smiled, the kind of practiced, reassuring smile designed to keep patients from spiraling. “Normal for someone in your situation,” she corrected. “Your body’s under a lot of stress. You’re coming off a pretty major trauma. Things are going to feel… off. It doesn’t mean anything is wrong-wrong.”

I almost asked her then. Really asked. Do you not see this? Is it all in my head? Am I crazy?

Instead, I just watched her write something on my chart and tried to breathe around the pressure across my ribcage. The gown gaped a little at the sides when I shifted, and cool air brushed the upper curve of one of those new, unwelcome mounds. A line of goosebumps followed the caress. The reaction was so immediate it made my face burn.

Hannah glanced up at the monitor. “Your heart rate’s up,” she noted. “Pain?”

“Just… hot,” I said. It came out rougher than I intended. “Feels like I can’t get comfortable.”

She checked my forehead with the back of her hand, her skin cool in comparison. The touch made sparks race across my scalp. “No fever,” she murmured. “Could be the meds, could be hormones, could be⁠—”

She cut herself off mid-word, lips pressing together. My eyes snapped to her face. For a second, something flickered across her expression, too quick to parse. Then her professional mask clicked back into place.

“Hormones?” I repeated. The word felt heavy in my mouth.

“Stress hormones,” she said quickly. “Cortisol, adrenaline, all that fun stuff. Your body’s been on high alert. It’s going to pick weird ways to tell you it’s not okay yet. Deep breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth.”

She guided me through a couple of slow inhales like I was learning to meditate. I did it mostly because it gave me something to focus on besides the way my chest rose and fell under the blanket. Her gaze lingered on my face, but more than once, I caught her eyes drop lower, just for a heartbeat, toward my torso. When they did, her pupils widened slightly, then snapped back up to my eyes like she’d almost looked at something she wasn’t supposed to.

“You sure it’s all in my head?” I asked quietly, when she finished taking my blood pressure.

Her fingers paused on the cuff. “What do you mean?” she asked, careful.

I swallowed. The words tasted stupid and vulnerable. “My chest feels weird,” I said finally. “Different. Like it’s… filling out? I don’t know. I probably sound insane.”

She hesitated just long enough for me to notice. Her gaze slid down again, more deliberately this time, taking in the way the gown pulled and curved. The fabric no longer lay flat against me; even sitting at a slight incline, there were obvious contours underneath. Anyone with eyes could see it if they looked.

When she met my eyes again, there was something complicated there—concern, confusion, maybe a flicker of guilt I couldn’t quite justify.

“Body changes after trauma are incredibly common,” she said, voice steady. “You’ve had fluids, you’ve been immobile, you’re on multiple medications. Your muscles are going to atrophy a little, other areas hold water, hormones fluctuate. It’s a lot. But you’re not crazy.”

“That’s not exactly a no,” I muttered.

She gave me a sympathetic look. “Dr. Thomas is doing rounds in a couple of days,” she said. “We’ll talk about everything then. In the meantime, try not to stress about it. Stress just makes any sensations worse. Let the meds do their job, okay?”

I nodded because arguing wouldn’t change anything. But I saw the way her eyes dipped one more time to the rise under my gown, the way her throat moved when she swallowed. Whatever was happening, it wasn’t invisible anymore, not even to someone who wanted to play it off.

The changes didn’t slow down. If anything, they seemed to pick up once I noticed them.

My chest filled out more, the small mounds turning into real, undeniable swellings that pressed against the gown and the soft banding underneath. The skin there felt stretched, sensitive to everything—the brush of fabric, the touch of cold air when the blanket slipped, even the light pressure of the stethoscope when Hannah listened to my heart. I had to bite the inside of my cheek more than once to keep from reacting when cool metal met newly tender flesh.

Below the gown, my waist felt subtly narrower, my hips softer against the mattress when I shifted. My thighs seemed to hold onto every bit of water, the skin smoother when I ran a hand along the side of my leg. None of it made sense, not at that speed, not in a body that had never been like this before.

Every change came with that same underlying hum, a restless energy that made it hard to lie still. My thoughts drifted in directions I didn’t want them to go—flashes of curves, of mouths, of hands on skin—only to slam into the reality of where I was and who was in the room. I kept it all locked down tight, not trusting my own face to hide it.

When Dr. Thomas finally came in again, it was almost a relief.

It was afternoon, sunlight striping the blanket when the curtain pulled back and he stepped inside. He was taller than I remembered, in a white coat this time instead of just scrubs, dark hair pushed back from his forehead. A pair of glasses sat low on his nose, giving him that cliché doctor look, except there was nothing cliché about the way his eyes locked onto me.

“Mr. Larsen,” he said, flipping through the tablet in his hand as he walked closer. “Good to see you awake and looking… better.”

The pause was subtle, but I caught it. His gaze had dropped from my face the moment he reached the side of the bed. He took in the shape under the gown—my chest unmistakably different now, the fabric pulled into two soft peaks instead of lying flat—and his eyes widened for half a second before he schooled his expression.

A strange twist went through my gut. Some petty, terrified part of me felt vindicated. I wasn’t imagining it. He saw it too.

“Vitals have been stable,” he said, clearing his throat. “Pain levels manageable?”

“Mostly,” I said. “Everything aches. And, uh… other stuff feels weird.”

He glanced at the monitor, then at my chart, but his focus kept sliding back to me. Not to my injuries. To me. It was in the way his gaze lingered a fraction too long, tracing the line of the gown from my collarbone down. His tongue flicked out to wet his lips before he caught himself, a small, reflexive movement that made me suddenly hyper-aware of my own mouth.

“It looks like you’ve been responding well to treatment,” he went on. “Hannah says you’re tolerating food, moving around a little more.”

“Sure,” I said. “If you call ‘shuffling to the bathroom like a ninety-year-old’ moving around.”

That got the ghost of a smile out of him, but it was distracted, his attention still too clearly pulled elsewhere. He set the tablet down at the foot of the bed and stepped closer.

“Any new symptoms?” he asked. “Dizziness, headaches, difficulty breathing?”

I hesitated. This was the moment I’d been waiting for, the chance to say the words out loud without sounding delusional. But with him standing there, eyes unconsciously tracing the curve of my chest like it was some kind of puzzle, I suddenly felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with the open back of the gown.

“I… my chest,” I managed. “It doesn’t feel normal.”

His gaze snapped up to my face, then, almost involuntarily, dropped back down. I watched his throat work. For a doctor, he didn’t have much of a poker face right now.

“We’ll run some labs,” he said after a beat. “Review your medications. Make sure nothing’s interacting in a way it shouldn’t.”

It was the textbook answer, but there was a roughness at the edges of his voice that hadn’t been there before. Standing that close, I could see the fine stubble darkening his jaw, the way his eyes kept darting back to my torso no matter how much he tried to keep it clinical.

For the first time since this started, I wasn’t just the one who felt different. I was being looked at differently. Not as “guy in bed three with the car crash,” but as something the doctor couldn’t quite categorize and, whatever the reason, couldn’t stop looking at.

It made my skin prickle all over again. Confusion, embarrassment, and that stubborn underlying hum tangled together inside me, tightening my chest around the new weight there.

I lay back against the pillows and watched him watching me, knowing that something was happening to my body that none of us understood yet—and having no idea why a part of me, buried under the fear, reacted to the attention like it was yet another strange, unwanted heat blooming under my skin.
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Hannah waited until after lunch med-pass to bring it up. “Doctor cleared you for a shower,” she said, cheerfully flicking the privacy curtain closed. “Thought you’d like to feel human again.”

Human felt like a stretch—my ribs were taped, my shoulder stiff, and my chest no longer flat—but the idea of hot water sounded like heaven. She wrapped my IV site in plastic, disconnected the monitor leads, and eased the rolling pole toward the bathroom. Every movement made the unfamiliar weight on my chest sway; it was enough to keep my pulse thrumming in my ears.

The bathroom was small and tiled, steam already fogging the mirror. Hannah adjusted the spray, then slipped a thick towel over the safety bar.

“Let me help with the gown.”

She said it as matter-of-factly as she might recite my vitals, yet I still felt heat crawl up my neck when the Velcro tabs parted. The gown slid from my shoulders and pooled at my feet. My reflection caught in the fogged glass—a man’s bruised torso topped by two unmistakable swellings, nipples edged a deeper rose than they had ever been. Hannah’s gaze flicked there for half a beat before she schooled her expression.

“I’ll keep the water warm,” she murmured, guiding me under the spray.

The first hit of heat made me groan. Needles of warmth beat across my back, sluicing away the sour hospital smell. Hannah soaped a washcloth, kneading it into lather. She started at my neck, slow circles that worked down over my shoulders and arms. Her touch was clinical, almost detached, but every glide of terrycloth felt intimate against skin that seemed wired directly to my spine.

When she reached my chest I sucked in a breath.

“Too hot?” she asked.

“Just… sensitive,” I admitted.

She nodded and lightened the pressure, sweeping gently over the swollen curves, thumb brushing the underside of my right nipple. Electricity shot from that single touch straight to my groin. I flinched; the cloth slipped, and her bare fingers skimmed the tightened peak. My knees nearly buckled.

“Rick.” Her voice was soft, professional, yet something warmer threaded through it. She followed my line of sight to where my half-hard length jutted, bobbing under the stream. “It looks like you could use some relief.”

Embarrassment and need tangled in my chest. I managed a nod.

“I can help,” she offered. “Only if you want.”

Want felt too small a word. I curled one hand around the grab bar, the other hovering uselessly at my side. “Please,” I rasped.

Hannah soaped her hand, then wrapped gentle fingers around me. Her grip was firm but unhurried, sliding from base to tip with a nurse’s steady cadence—efficient, focused, impossible to ignore. Water drummed on my back; steam wrapped us in a pocket of thick air. I tried to keep quiet, but a low sound escaped when her thumb brushed the slit.

She worked me with tender strokes, the heel of her palm occasionally nudging lower, teasing at skin gone hypersensitive. Each up-stroke tugged something deep in my pelvis, yet the sharpest lightning came when she leaned closer and, almost casually, let her other hand skate up to flick across my left nipple. The bud was swollen, tender; the second her fingertips grazed it, my hips jerked.

“I know,” she said, voice low. “New nerves. One more breath, Rick.”

She pinched feather-light, twisted just enough, and the orgasm rolled through me—softer than any I remembered, a pulsing warmth that spread outward instead of detonating. I gasped against the tile. A thin ribbon of milky fluid dribbled over her knuckles, nothing like the forceful spurts I once counted as proof of masculinity. The pleasure, though, was blinding.

Hannah stroked me through the aftershocks until I sagged. Then she rinsed her hand, wiped me clean, and guided me to sit on the shower chair. My heart hammered, but she simply checked my pulse the way she would after a hallway walk.

“All good,” she said, wrapping a towel around my shoulders. Her eyes met mine—no judgment, only calm professionalism—and for a moment gratitude burned hotter than the water had. Whatever rules she might have bent, she’d given me something I didn’t know I was desperate for: release, and proof my body could still feel good, even if it felt different.

Back in bed, fresh-gowned and exhausted, I swallowed a shy “thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied, adjusting my blanket with brisk care. “Rest now. We’ll keep working on making you comfortable.”

As she left, the lingering ache in my nipples pulsed in time with the monitor, each beat a reminder that the lines between patient care and something far stranger were blurring drop by intravenous drop. And yet, under the haze of confusion, I felt an undeniable, awkward gratitude—for the bath, for the release, for Hannah’s steady hands reminding me I was still alive, even while becoming someone I barely recognized.
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Freedom, when it finally came, looked like an ugly pair of non-slip socks and a flimsy hospital gown.

Hannah did a last check of my vitals, watching the monitor as she unplugged me from everything that made noise. The silence that followed felt strange, like losing background music I hadn’t realized I’d gotten used to. Only the IV stayed, its line taped neatly to the back of my hand, the pole rolling along beside me like a weird metal companion.

“Remember,” she said, wrapping the blood pressure cuff out of the way. “Short walks at first. Down the hall and back. If you get dizzy or short of breath, you sit. Don’t try to be a hero.”

“Got it,” I said. “No heroics. Just glamour.”

I gestured weakly at myself. The gown tied at the back, the fabric brushing the tops of my thighs. I was weirdly relieved to have it—the loose shape gave me the illusion of concealment. Underneath, there was nothing loose about what it covered.

My chest had… settled.

The swelling that I’d told myself was temporary wasn’t swelling anymore. It had turned into actual, undeniable breasts. Not huge porn-movie balloons, but full enough that when I sat up, they rose and fell with my breathing. When I leaned forward, they pulled gently on the skin and the fabric in a way pecs never had. I knew every excuse I’d made to myself wasn’t going to hold up for much longer.

The gown skimmed over them but didn’t erase them. The neckline dipped just enough that if I looked down, I saw the beginning of a soft valley. Hannah had adjusted the ties to keep it as high as possible, but fabric only did so much.

“You’re steady?” she asked, eyeing my legs as I slid off the bed.

I braced one hand on the mattress and stood. My calf muscles trembled from disuse, my thigh still sore where the bruise from the crash lived deep under the skin, but I stayed vertical. The room swayed just enough to remind me I wasn’t back to normal. Then it settled.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just feels weird to be upright.”

“Weird is acceptable,” she said. “Falling is not. I’ll walk you to the door and then let you do a lap. I’ll be watching. Creepy, I know.”

The half-joke made it easier to start moving. One slow step, then another, the socks gripping the linoleum. The gown swayed at my knees, brushing bare skin. I felt the motion of my body in a way I never used to—not just the swing of arms and shift of weight, but the subtle sway at my chest, the faint pull at my hips when one leg went in front of the other.

I had to adjust my center of gravity to keep from overbalancing. The tiniest change in posture made a difference. Standing fully upright, there was a softness at the front of me that altered how my body occupied space. I was suddenly aware of how straight I held my back, how my shoulders rounded or didn’t.

Hannah parked my IV pole just inside the doorway and let me take the last few steps alone. Out in the hallway, light spilled through the windows at the end of the corridor, turning the scuffed floor a brighter shade of beige. The air smelled like disinfectant and overcooked vegetables from the kitchen one floor down.

I gripped the pole with one hand, more for reassurance than necessity, and started down the hall.

Other patients shuffled along with their own poles and walkers. Nurses in different-colored scrubs moved between rooms, their badges flashing. Somewhere a monitor beeped steadily. A TV murmured from an open door, the canned laughter at odds with the mood on the floor.

I tried to keep my eyes ahead, but it was impossible not to notice the way people’s gazes snagged on me. A nurse at the opposite station glanced up, her attention catching first on my hair, then dropping to my torso.

Right. The hair.

I hadn’t really thought about it until I caught sight of myself in the bathroom mirror before that shower. God, the shower. The one where Hannah stroked me and it felt better than ever in my life. It shouldn’t have been possible for it to be that different already, but there it was, hanging in soft waves around my face, brushing the tops of my shoulders. It framed my cheekbones in a way that made them look a little sharper. Somehow, in a few days of not looking, my jawline had seemed to soften too, the angles less harsh, the corners of my mouth fuller. The faint scruff that always threatened had vanished, skin weirdly smooth when I touched it.

Under fluorescent lighting and exhaustion, I could write a lot off as edema and bad sleep. But the combination with the hair had tipped something over the edge. The person staring back at me from the mirror had been familiar and wrong at the same time, like someone had taken my face and run it through a filter.

Now, walking down the hall, I felt that filtered version of me on display.

I reached the midpoint of the corridor. The gown moved with me, whispering against my thighs. My breasts shifted with each step, nothing dramatic, but enough. The movement was contained by the gown but not erased. It made itself known with a soft pull at the straps, the faint rub of fabric over my nipples. Every time someone’s eyes flicked to my chest, my stomach tightened.

I told myself they were staring because I was the car crash guy. The trauma patient with the chart everyone whispered about. The one whose labs weren’t matching any simple explanation. But when the volunteer pushing a linen cart passed me, her gaze swept over my face, lingered on my torso, and slid away with a quick, awkward smile that felt like something else entirely.

“Excuse me, miss,” she murmured as she maneuvered around me.

The word dropped into my chest like a pebble into water.

Miss.

For a split second I thought she was talking to someone behind me. I glanced over my shoulder automatically. The hallway was empty. When I looked back, she was already halfway down the corridor, the cart squeaking as it rolled.

Heat flooded up my neck, reaching my ears. Miss. The sound of it replayed in my head, looping like a song snippet you can’t get rid of. My first reaction was a spike of panic. This was confirmation. It wasn’t just in my head. Whatever was happening to me, it was visible enough that a stranger defaulted to that.

Underneath the panic, something else fluttered, small and traitorous: a faint, unexpected shimmer of… pleasure.

It didn’t make sense. Nothing about this situation was something I would’ve chosen. I was a guy. Had always been a guy. The idea of anyone seeing me as anything else should have sent me straight back to that bed, demanding answers, demanding reversals. But the way she’d said it—quick, automatic, like it was obvious—landed in a soft place inside me I hadn’t known was there.

Miss.

The syllable slid over me like a warm hand. I hated that I liked it. I liked that I hated it. Both feelings tangled up until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

I turned around and headed back toward my room, suddenly hyper-aware of every part of me that might read “not male” to a stranger. The swish of hair at my neck. The curve at my chest. The way my hips responded if I let my stride lengthen, a subtle sway that hadn’t been there before. I tried to straighten everything out, to walk the way I remembered walking, but the new weight and proportions pulled my body into something softer no matter what I did.

As I passed the nurses’ station, another staff member looked up from her computer. Her gaze traveled over me in a quick, assessing sweep—hair, face, chest, down to my legs and back up again. Her brows flicked together for a second, like she was doing a mental double-take, then she offered a polite smile.

“Do you need anything, ma’am?” she asked.

Ma’am this time. No hesitation.

My lungs forgot how to work for a moment. The air in my chest expanded around the word, stretching the skin that already felt too tight. I opened my mouth, the automatic correction on the tip of my tongue—I’m not—only to find that it stuck there.

Because I wasn’t sure what I would even say instead.

I wasn’t a woman. I knew that. The thought of claiming that felt like grabbing a costume that didn’t belong to me. But “sir” didn’t fit cleanly in that moment either, not with the way my body had been betraying me and the way their eyes had read me.

“I’m okay,” I managed finally. My voice came out softer than usual, hoarse from lack of use but… gentler, somehow. “Just walking.”

She nodded and went back to her screen. I kept moving, each step feeling heavier.

By the time I reached my door again, my legs were shakier than they should’ve been from such a short distance. I maneuvered the IV pole back inside and sank onto the edge of the bed, hands braced on the mattress. My breasts shifted with the change in position, settling against my ribs. I stared down at the faint shadow of cleavage visible above the tied gown and thought of that word again.

Miss.

It echoed in my chest in time with my heartbeat, impossible to ignore.

I leaned my elbows on my knees and brought my hands up to my face, pressing my fingers into my temples. The longer hair tickled the backs of my hands. The smell of hospital soap clung to it, but underneath there was the familiar scent of me, altered by something I couldn’t name.

Why did being misread like that make my stomach dip in that odd, not-entirely-unpleasant way? Why had there been a small spark of… pride, almost, that someone looking at this body saw a woman first?

I thought about the dream in the mall—the way it had felt to walk past store windows with those curves, that hair, that version of me looking back from the glass. I remembered the way other women’s eyes had glanced over me there, that silent, quick appraisal shared between strangers. It had felt terrifying and strangely right at the same time.

Now, in the too-bright reality of the hospital hallway, I’d gotten some diluted version of that experience. And it tugged at the same reluctant thread.

I didn’t know what was happening to me. Medications, hormones, some messed-up chain reaction nobody had caught yet—it could have been any or all of those. I didn’t have answers. All I had was a body that was changing under me and reactions I couldn’t predict or control.

Part of me wanted to claw my way back to whatever counted as normal, demand Dr. Thomas fix it, demand Hannah explain every drop that had gone into the IV line. Another part of me, smaller but no less real, wanted to see what would happen if I kept walking that hallway. If I stepped into the bathroom and really looked at myself again. If I stopped flinching every time someone said miss and tried, just for a second, to lean into the word instead of away from it.

I lay back against the pillows, the gown pulling snug across my chest, and stared at the ceiling. I didn’t have a name for the strange mix of dread and reluctant thrill curling in my gut. I only knew that the more the world responded to this new shape I was in, the harder it was to pretend I wasn’t responding right back.
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Dr. Thomas picked the worst possible time to show up: right when I’d finally settled into a position on the bed where nothing screamed too loudly.

He pushed the curtain back with his shoulder, tablet in one hand, stethoscope draped around his neck. His white coat was open, sleeves rolled to his forearms, hint of dark hair on tan skin. He looked more like someone who should be on a hospital brochure than the guy who kept signing off on my labs.

“Afternoon, Rick,” he said, glancing up from the tablet. His eyes did that quick sweep they always did now—face first, then a flick over my torso like he was still surprised every time he took in the shape under the gown. “How’re you feeling?”

“Like I’ve been hit by a car,” I said. “You might've heard.”

He huffed a small laugh and moved closer to the bed. Up close, I could see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the faint stubble along his jaw. He smelled faintly of soap and something sharper—aftershave, maybe.

“I have heard rumors, yes,” he said, flipping to a new screen. “You’ve been walking more. No new dizziness?”

“Just the regular amount of weird,” I said. “Skin too sensitive, hot flashes, random… feelings.”

His gaze cut up to mine at that last word, curious, but he didn’t push immediately. “We’ll go over your meds again,” he said. “Make sure there aren’t any interactions we’ve missed. In the meantime, I do want to check a few things today.”

He set the tablet down and snapped on a pair of gloves with a practiced motion. The sound of the latex stretching over his fingers made something low in my stomach clench with nerves.

“Blood pressure, reflexes,” he went on. “And I’d like to do a quick digital rectal exam to check your prostate.”

I blinked. “My… prostate?”

“Yes,” he said, tone matter-of-fact. “The medications, the stress, and the trauma can all affect urinary function and pelvic structures. You’ve mentioned feeling pressure and some difficulty fully emptying your bladder. A rectal exam will let me assess your prostate and pelvic floor.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “Isn’t that something you do when guys hit fifty?” I asked. “I’m not exactly retirement age.”

He worked a bit of lubricant onto his gloved fingertips from a small packet, not looking embarrassed in the slightest. “We do them whenever they’re clinically indicated,” he said. “Age is one factor, but not the only one. I don’t do unnecessary exams.” His gaze softened a fraction. “If you’re uncomfortable, we can discuss it, but from a medical perspective, I recommend it.”

Uncomfortable was an understatement. The idea of him back there, gloved and lubed, made my stomach twist. At the same time, there was that stubborn sensation again—the low hum in my pelvis that never seemed to fully go away now. The thought of any kind of touch in that area sent a confused mix of dread and curiosity through me.

“Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“It may feel strange,” he said. “Some pressure. It shouldn’t be painful. If it is, tell me and we’ll stop. I’m not interested in torturing you.”

His tone stayed clinical, but there was something in his eyes, an intensity I couldn’t quite read. I swallowed.

“Okay,” I said finally. “Let’s… get it over with.”

“Alright.” He moved the privacy curtain a bit more closed, then adjusted the bed. “Roll onto your left side, toward the wall. Pull your knees up slightly. I’ll keep you covered as much as possible.”

The mattress crinkled under me as I turned. The gown shifted, the back loosening, cool air sneaking along my spine. As I bent my knees, the new weight on my chest fell more heavily toward the bed, pressing against the inside of the fabric. It altered my balance, the pull different from anything I’d felt in this position before.

I faced the wall, staring at a faint scuff mark near the floor while the sounds behind me rearranged: the whisper of gloves, the crinkle of a pad being laid out, the small rip of another lubricant packet.

“I’m going to lift the gown now,” he said. His voice was closer, slightly lower. “You’ll feel my hand on your hip.”

I nodded, unsure if he could see it. The edge of the gown rose, exposing cool skin. His hand settled on my hip, steady and warm through the glove, anchoring me. I felt ludicrously naked even though he’d done his best to keep things draped.

“You’ll feel some cold gel,” he said.

A moment later, that coolness touched me, slick against the delicate skin between my cheeks. I flinched despite myself. It wasn’t just the temperature. The idea of anyone in that area, especially someone who knew my chart better than I did right now, pushed every embarrassment button I had.

“Deep breath,” he reminded me. “In through your nose, out through your mouth. Let the muscles relax. If you clench, it’s more uncomfortable.”

I focused on my breathing, counting softly in my head. His finger pressed more firmly, slow and careful. There was a second of resistance, the involuntary instinct to clamp down, then my body gave way and he slid inside.

It was… a lot.

The sensation was invasive and intimate in a way I wasn’t prepared for. There was pressure, yes, a stretching ache at the ring of muscle, but it wasn’t sharp. The lube made everything strangely smooth. My body clenched around him instinctively, then shuddered as I forced myself to breathe and let go.

“You’re doing fine,” he said quietly. “Almost there. You’ll feel some pressure a bit deeper when I reach your prostate.”

His finger moved with small, searching motions, the pad sliding along the front wall. The feeling was unlike anything else—an odd fullness, the awareness of being touched in an area I’d never been aware of. My toes curled against the sheet. The muscles of my thighs tensed.

Then he found it.

There was a spot, a firm little bulge inside, no bigger than a walnut, and when he pressed there, a wave of sensation crashed through me so fast it stole my breath. It wasn’t like the dull pleasure of a massage or the ache of tired muscles being worked out. It was sharper, electric, a line of heat that shot from somewhere just behind my pubic bone out to the rest of me.

I made a sound I didn’t recognize—a muted, strangled noise halfway between a gasp and a whimper.

“Sorry,” he said quickly. “Too much pressure?”

“No,” I blurted, mortified by how fast the word came. “I mean—just… surprised.”

My face burned, but my body didn’t care. The new weight on my chest tingled, nipples tightening unbearably against the fabric of the gown. The low ache that had been living in my pelvis flared into something more insistent, a throbbing awareness that made my hips want to rock back against his hand even as every rational part of me screamed not to move.

He eased up a fraction, then repeated the motion more gently. His finger rubbed in small circles over that same spot. The sensation built, liquid and heavy, coiling deep in my gut. My breathing went shallow. I dug my fingertips into the mattress, trying to find some anchor.

“This is your prostate,” he said, voice steady. Another gentle press, another wave. “I’m checking size, texture. Any nodules. Let me know if you feel pain or severe discomfort.”

Pain was the last word I’d use. It felt absurd to be on the edge of… something… with my doctor narrating gland texture in a calm, detached tone. The clinical explanation only made the contrast more jarring. My body pulsed around his finger, this new, feminine softness at my chest jostling with each involuntary breath.

“It feels…” I started, then cut myself off, biting my lip.

“A lot of patients describe pressure,” he supplied, as if offering me a safe word. “Sometimes the urge to urinate. Sometimes other… sensations. All of that can be normal. Your nerves all travel through the same neighborhood, so to speak.”

Other sensations was doing a lot of heavy lifting. I was getting hard underneath my gown.

He continued his assessment, methodical, pressing and sweeping across that same internal plane. Every pass sent another hot ripple through me. The low heat that had been humming there since the bath flared brighter, stubbornly growing despite the context. I was painfully aware of my own body’s reactions. The pulse in my groin. The way my thighs wanted to part and squeeze at the same time.

“Any discomfort?” he asked again, giving me a chance.

I swallowed. “No,” I said hoarsely. “Just… intense.”

“Almost done,” he reassured me.

Part of me was relieved. The other part panicked at the idea of him stopping while my body was wound this tight. It felt like teetering on the edge of something without any say in whether I fell.

He adjusted his angle one last time, pressing upward more firmly. The pad of his finger pushed directly into that swollen-feeling knot, and the sensation spiked, a burst of pleasure so startling that my vision went white at the edges. My hips jerked despite my best effort not to move.

I heard him suck in a slow breath—not surprised, exactly, more like he was reminding himself to stay steady. He withdrew a fraction, letting the intensity ebb, then eased his finger all the way out with a careful, twisting motion.

Dr. Thomas didn't move away immediately after withdrawing his finger. The silence in the small hospital room was heavier. He peeled off his gloves with a sharp snap that echoed against the tiled walls, but he stayed close, his presence a warm, solid weight at the edge of the bed. I stayed on my side, my knees still tucked toward my chest, feeling the slick residue of the lubricant and the lingering, electric hum that his touch had ignited deep behind my pubic bone.

"I have to ask, for the sake of the clinical record and to ensure we're monitoring your health correctly," he began, his voice dropping into a register that was far lower and more intimate than his usual rounds-talk. "Have you ever engaged in anal sex before, Rick? I just want to make sure you’re practicing safe sex."

I felt the heat flare in my cheeks, a deep, stinging crimson that I was certain he could see even from the back. "No," I managed, my voice sounding breathy and thin, more like the woman in the mall dream than the guy who used to drink IPAs at O’Malley’s. "I’ve never… I’m not gay, Doctor. That’s not something I do."

He didn't pull back. Instead, he reached out, his bare hand settling on the curve of my hip—the hip that felt softer and wider against the mattress than it had only three days ago. He leaned in, his breath catching the shell of my ear. "You don't look like the same man who first showed up here, Rick," he whispered, a teasing, dangerous edge to his words. "With this hair, those soft features, and the way your chest is filling out that gown… you look like a very pretty girl. I don't think anyone would find it very gay at all. In fact, we could… test it. Just to find out if it still feels gay to you when it’s happening."

I looked back over my shoulder, my neck protesting with a dull ache, but my eyes were wide and locked onto his. Confusion swirled in my head, a dizzying mix of "I shouldn't" and a mounting, desperate arousal that I couldn't suppress. My body felt like it was humming at a frequency only he could hear. The idea of him—of a man like him—treating me like that woman in the mirror was terrifying, but it made that low ache in my pelvis throb with a sudden, violent need. I didn't say anything; I just gave a slow, shaky nod and turned my face back to the wall, my heart hammering against my ribs.

Dr. Thomas didn't hesitate. He moved with a clinical efficiency that had been hijacked by something much more primal. He gripped my ankles and guided me onto my back, then pushed my legs up until my knees were practically touching my chest. The position was incredibly exposed, the back of the hospital gown falling away and leaving me completely bare to the cool air of the room. I felt the weight of my new breasts settle heavily toward my collarbones, the nipples tight and sensitive, practically screaming for attention.

I watched, my breath coming in short, jagged hitches, as he reached for the drawstring of his scrubs. He pulled them down along with his briefs, and I felt a fresh surge of panic and heat as his cock was released. It was long, thick, and fully hard, a starkly masculine contrast to the softening lines of my own body. He made a low sound in his throat—a growl of approval—as he applied a generous amount of lubricant to himself.

When he entered me, it wasn't the careful, searching poke of a medical exam. He pushed inside in one smooth, determined motion that made my eyes roll back in my head. I gasped, my hands flying up to grip the metal railings of the bed so hard my knuckles turned white. It was a staggering amount of fullness, a pressure that seemed to reach all the way to the base of my spine. But before I could even process the intrusion, he leaned over me, his mouth finding one of my swollen nipples through the thin fabric of the gown.

The sensation of him sucking on the tender peak while his cock filled me was a total system override. I let out a broken, high-pitched moan, my hips bucking upward instinctively. He didn't let up, his hand reaching down to wrap around my own cock, which felt smaller and more delicate in his grip than I remembered. He began to fuck me with a steady, punishing rhythm, his thumb tracing circles over the head of my member while his teeth grazed the sensitive skin of my chest.

"You're so responsive," he murmured against my skin, his voice thick with his own need. "Every nerve in this body is just waiting to be touched, isn't it?"

I couldn't answer. I was lost in a kaleidoscope of sensation—the friction inside me hitting that walnut-sized spot over and over, the sharp pull on my nipples, and the rhythmic slide of his hand. It was too much and yet not enough. The pleasure didn't feel like the localized, intense build-up I was used to; it felt like a warm, golden tide that was rising through my entire torso, centered in the new curves of my chest and the arch of my back.

When the climax hit, it was a total collapse. My internal muscles clamped down on him with a strength that surprised us both, and I felt that same thin, milky fluid from the shower spill over his fingers as I came. A second later, he groaned, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside me one last time, his own release pulsing against my prostate.

We lay there for a long minute, the only sound the frantic beeping of the monitor that was slowly, very slowly, beginning to descend back toward a normal rhythm. I felt hollowed out, confused, and strangely light. My body felt more like a stranger's than ever, yet for those few minutes, the pieces had seemed to fit together in a way that made a terrifying kind of sense.

Dr. Thomas pulled away, the wet sound of his exit making me flinch with a fresh wave of embarrassment. He cleaned himself up quickly, pulling his scrubs back into place and smoothing his white coat as if he were simply finishing a routine consultation. He looked down at me, and for the first time, I saw a flicker of genuine apprehension behind his glasses.

"I… I shouldn't have done that," he said, his voice regaining some of its professional distance, though it was still shaky. "That was a massive breach of protocol. I don't know what came over me, Rick. You just looked so… pretty lying there. Like you were made for it."

I pulled the hospital gown back over my chest, my fingers trembling as I clutched the fabric. I should have been angry. I should have been shouting for the head of the hospital. But all I could feel was the fading warmth of the encounter and the lingering "miss" and "pretty" echoing in my head.

"I won't tell anyone," I whispered, looking up at him. "I promise."

The relief that washed over his face was almost comical. He offered me a small, tight smile—the kind a doctor gives when a surgery has been successful against the odds. "Rest now," he said, tapping his tablet against his leg. "We'll talk about your labs in the morning."

He pulled the curtain back and disappeared into the hallway, leaving me alone with the scent of lubricant and the undeniable, terrifying knowledge that I was starting to like the way the world was looking at me.
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They called it a “care conference,” which made it sound like a corporate meeting and not a conversation about what the hell I was turning into.

They wheeled me into a small consult room off the main ward once I was steady enough not to faceplant. No more IV pole; just a plastic chair, a round table, and a window that looked out over the parking lot. Someone had found me real clothes—soft drawstring pants and a loose T-shirt that clung more than I would’ve liked.

The shirt brushed over my chest every time I breathed, the fabric catching on the curve of my breasts. Breasts. I still hesitated on the word, even in my head, but there was no way around it anymore. When I looked down, there was a clear line of soft cleavage pressing against the cotton. A sports bra hugged me underneath, containing everything but not disguising it.

My hair rested on my shoulders now, longer than it had any right to be after a couple of weeks. It slipped forward when I leaned over the table, the ends tickling the tops of my breasts. My legs crossed almost on their own, one knee over the other, my thighs pressing together in a way that felt weirdly natural and wrong at the same time.

I was already humming with that low-level awareness of my own body when Dr. Thomas came in. Looking at him instantly brought back memories of how it felt to have him inside me and I tried not to blush.

He closed the door behind him and took the seat across from me. The white coat was gone today; he wore a pale blue shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, dark slacks, no tie. Hannah slipped in a second later and took the chair at the corner of the table, closer to me. She gave me a quick, reassuring smile, though there was tension in the way she folded her hands.

“Rick,” Dr. Thomas said, setting his tablet down. “Thanks for being patient with all the tests.”

“Kind of a captive audience,” I said. My voice still surprised me when I heard it out loud—softer, smoother, like someone had sanded off the rough edges.

He smiled briefly, then sobered. “We have some answers now,” he said. “And some decisions to talk through. I want to go over everything clearly and make sure you understand your options.”

“Okay.” My fingers curled around the paper cup of water in front of me, the rim digging lightly into the pads of my fingers. My nails were longer than usual too, small half-moons of keratin at the tips. “Lay it on me.”

He glanced at Hannah, then back at me. “There was a mix-up in the system. A charting error that assigned you part of another patient’s medication regimen on admission. Specifically, an endocrine protocol.”

My stomach dropped. “Endocrine like… hormones,” I said.

“Yes.” He didn’t look away. “The patient whose orders were partially copied into your chart is on a feminizing hormone regimen. High-dose estrogen, along with a medication that suppresses testosterone.”

My fingers tightened around the cup. For a second, all I heard was the word feminizing. It rippled through my body, matching too neatly with things I’d been trying not to name. My breasts aching under the bra. The new softness at my hips. The way my skin seemed to glow in the mirror even under fluorescent lights.

“You’re telling me,” I said slowly, “that you’ve been… girl-dosing me by accident?”

“Not intentionally,” he said. “But functionally, yes. The IV infusions you received for the first several days contained a significant estrogen load that was not appropriate for your chart. Once we started questioning the speed and pattern of your physical changes, we dug into every order, every bag. That’s when we found it.”

The room tilted for a second, though it might’ve just been my blood pressure. I set the cup down before I spilled it. Hannah’s hand moved like she wanted to reach for me, then stilled on the table.

“There are safeguards in place to prevent this kind of error,” Dr. Thomas went on. “Some of them worked. Some didn’t. That’s on us. You did nothing wrong. You were unconscious. We should have caught it sooner.”

His words registered as apology, but they floated on the surface of something deeper. Part of me was furious—at the carelessness, at the fact that my body had been used as an unasked-for experiment. Another part felt an ugly, shameful thread of relief. Because if this was all hormones, if there was a name and a cause… then I wasn’t crazy.

“And this… all this…” I gestured down at myself, the curve of my chest obvious even under the shirt. “It’s because of that?”

“Predominantly,” he said. “The crash and the stress did alter your baseline. But the breast development, the skin changes, the fat redistribution—we can attribute most of that to the estrogen and testosterone suppression.”

The words breast development made my nipples tighten inside the bra, like they recognized themselves. I swallowed hard.

“Can you fix it?” I asked. My voice came out smaller than I meant it to. “Can you just… stop whatever this is and turn me back?”

He laced his fingers together on the table. “We can stop the exogenous hormones,” he said. “We can allow your testes to resume testosterone production, perhaps even support that with medication if needed. Over time, some changes will reverse. Your body hair patterns, your muscle mass, your fat distribution can shift back toward your previous baseline.”

“But the chest?” I asked quietly.

“Breast tissue, once developed past a certain point, is only partially reversible,” he said. “Some volume may decrease with testosterone dominance. Skin may thicken a bit. But you would likely have residual breast tissue without surgical intervention.”

The room seemed to narrow around that word: surgical. I pictured scalpels, drains, scars across the curves I’d been pretending not to look at too closely in the mirror. My stomach turned.

“So I’m stuck like this,” I said. “Either way.”

“Not exactly.” He paused, choosing his words with care. “We can aim toward restoring your prior hormonal balance as much as possible. Or, if you find that you… don’t want to go back entirely, we can transition you to a controlled, monitored regimen instead of an accidental one. Lower doses, regular labs, actual consent.”

The way he said that last word made my chest ache.

“Continue the hormones,” I said. Hearing it out loud sounded surreal. “On purpose.”

“Yes,” he said. “If that’s what you want. If it’s not, we stop. We support your body as it readjusts. We address any dysphoria or distress along the way with counseling. You get to decide where we go from here. And, of course, your entire visit here is free of charge. We are hoping to avoid a lawsuit.”

Hannah cleared her throat softly. “You have every right to be angry,” she said. “At the hospital. At me. At the whole system. I won’t pretend this is a small thing. But… the changes aren’t just numbers on a lab sheet now. They’re you. How you feel in your body matters.”

I let the words hang there. How I feel in my body.

For most of my life, the answer would have been boring. Fine. Functional. A little soft around the middle lately, sure, but nothing dramatic. Now, just sitting in this chair, my body felt like an instrument someone had retuned. My breasts pressed against the bra and the shirt, grounded and heavy. My thighs touched in a way they hadn’t before, softer, the fabric of the pants clinging to new curves when I shifted. My hair brushed the sides of my neck, drawing my attention to the column of skin there.

And then there was everything I didn’t say. The way being called miss in the hallway had hit me. The way my reflection had looked back at me with unfamiliar eyes that still somehow felt like mine. The way arousal had changed—not just a hard, localized need anymore, but a deep, diffuse heat that bloomed in my chest and belly and between my legs all at once.

“I don’t…” I started, then stopped. My hands had started to shake. I folded them together to hide it. “I don’t know what I want,” I lied.

Dr. Thomas watched me for a long moment. There was no judgment in his face, just that same sharp, clinical focus softened by something almost like concern.

“It would be a shame,” he said slowly, “to throw out everything we’ve learned about your body’s response without at least acknowledging… how well you’ve taken to it.”

I looked up, stung. “You mean it would be a shame to lose your accidental science project?”

His mouth tightened for a second. “I mean,” he corrected gently, “that you make a very pretty girl, Rick. And that’s not a sentence I say to patients lightly.”

Heat rushed to my face. Pretty girl. My first instinct was to reject it, to shove it away, to insist he was wrong. Instead, my mind flooded with images—me in the mirror with damp hair curling around my shoulders, the curve of my new breasts cupped in my own hands once, in a moment of horrified curiosity, the soft slope of my waist and hips under the gown. The way strangers had looked at me and seen something feminine enough to label. The way it had felt to be fucked by a man.

The idea of losing all that, of going back to broad and blunt and unremarkable, twisted something inside me.

“I’m not a girl,” I said, but the protest lacked heat even to my own ears.

“You’ve always thought of yourself as a man,” he said. “That’s real. I’m not asking you to slap a label on yourself right now. I’m just observing what’s in front of me. How you move. How you respond. How you seem when people use certain language around you.”

I thought of Miss. Ma’am. Pretty. Each word had landed differently than sir ever had. Not better, exactly, but sharper, like they found receptors I hadn’t known were there.

“And if we… fix it,” I said, “I lose all of that. These.” I glanced down, cheeks burning, at the way my T-shirt stretched over my chest.

“Over time, yes,” he said. “Some of it would fade. Some would remain. If that idea feels like relief, that tells us one thing. If it feels like grief, that tells us another. Neither answer is wrong.”

Grief. The word lodged in my throat.

I thought of waking up without the unfamiliar weight on my chest, without the sway in my hips, without the hot, confusing thrill that came every time someone misgendered me in the hallway and I didn’t correct them. I pictured looking in the mirror and seeing my old self: flatter, rougher, less… luminous, for lack of a better word.

The thought didn’t feel like relief.

It felt like loss.

The realization hit so hard my eyes stung. I blinked quickly, staring down at my hands until the urge to cry eased.

“I…” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. “If we stop everything… I think I’ll regret it. Maybe not today. But sometime.”

Hannah’s breath caught so quietly I almost didn’t hear it.

“So,” Dr. Thomas said carefully, “what I’m hearing is that, right now, you’re leaning toward continuing at least some form of treatment. Consciously this time. With full information.”

My heart thudded in my chest. I could feel it against the bra band, against the new softness there. “I don’t want to change back,” I said, and as soon as I said it, the tension in my shoulders loosened a fraction. “Not all the way. I don’t… I like some of this. I don’t understand why, but I do.”

The admission hung in the air like something fragile.

“Thank you for saying that out loud,” Hannah said gently.

Dr. Thomas nodded. “Then here’s what we can offer,” he said. “We discharge you with a referral to our endocrine clinic. You come in weekly at first. We adjust doses, run labs, monitor your health and your mental well-being. If at any point you decide this isn’t what you want, we stop. No lecture. No punishment. Your body, your call. We’ll help you transition away safely.”

“Weekly,” I repeated. “Like… a standing appointment to keep making me into this.”

My hand moved, almost of its own accord, resting just under the swell of my left breast. Through the T-shirt and the soft cotton of the bra, I could feel warmth and weight and the steady beat of my heart. My palm curved naturally around the fullness there, fingers splaying over skin that didn’t feel like an invader anymore so much as a new room I hadn’t explored yet.

“If you want,” he confirmed.

“And I can stop anytime,” I said.

“Anytime,” he said. “You’re not signing a contract with your soul on the dotted line here. Bodies change. Minds change. We follow your lead.”

I met his eyes. For the first time since this started, I didn’t feel like I was being dragged behind my own life. A little shaky, sure. A little like I was standing at the edge of a cliff in the fog. But my feet were on the edge because I’d walked there, not because I’d been pushed.

“Okay,” I said. My voice shook, but I didn’t take it back. “I… I want to keep going. For now.”

Relief flickered across his face, quickly masked with professional calm. Hannah’s smile reached her eyes this time, crinkling the corners.

“We’ll book you for Thursdays,” Dr. Thomas said, making a note on the tablet. “Afternoon slot. Less crowded. You’ll see me or one of my colleagues. We’ll take it one week at a time.”

“One week at a time,” I echoed, though in my gut, I already knew this wasn’t going to be a short-term experiment for me. The thought of those appointments, of walking back into this building on purpose, chest a little fuller each time, hair maybe a little longer, made something hot and anticipatory coil low in my belly.

They stood, the meeting apparently over. Hannah touched my shoulder lightly as she passed—a brief, grounding press of her fingers over the curve of muscle and new softness. Dr. Thomas paused at the door.

“If you have second thoughts,” he said, “even between now and discharge, tell us. None of this disappears if you change your mind. It just… pivots.”

I nodded. “I don’t think I’ll be changing my mind anytime soon,” I said quietly.

And as the door closed behind them, leaving me alone with my reflection in the darkened window—soft hair, rounded chest, the hint of a waistline under the shirt—I knew it wasn’t bravado. For the first time since I’d woken up in this place, the idea of becoming more of whatever I was turning into felt less like a disaster and more like… possibility.

Scary as hell. But mine.
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Discharge day felt unreal. I’d been at the hospital for so long.

The room looked smaller with my stuff packed up. There wasn’t much—my ruined jeans and T-shirt had been cut off in the ER, so it was mostly paperwork, a plastic bag of toiletries, the cheap flip-flops my friend Nate had dropped off when he came by and tried not to stare at my chest. I wore the same “unisex” clothes I’d been shuffling around the ward in the past couple of days: soft gray joggers and a loose hospital T-shirt that stretched a little too much over my breasts and did absolutely nothing to hide their shape.

The sports bra underneath anchored me, band snug around my ribcage, cups cradling the weight I still wasn’t used to. Every breath made me aware of it. Of them. Of me.

I sat on the edge of the bed, discharge papers in my lap, and tried to pretend my hands weren’t shaking.

A knock sounded at the doorframe. “Hey, got a minute before you escape?” Hannah’s voice was bright, a little breathless. She stepped in with something behind her back, cheeks faintly flushed under the harsh lights.

“Escape seems like a strong word,” I said. “I’m voluntarily leaving the world’s finest all-inclusive resort.”

She snorted and came fully into the room. “You say that now. You’ll miss our Jell-O,” she said. Then she brought the thing from behind her back.

It was a gift bag. One of those glossy ones with tissue paper puffed out of the top, pastel pink and silver stripes. It looked wildly out of place against the beige walls and the metal bedrail.

My stomach flipped. “What’s that?”

“For you,” she said, suddenly a little awkward. “From… a few of us on the floor.”

“A few of you?” My voice jumped up half a register. “Why? I mean—thank you, I just⁠—”

She shifted her weight, eyes flicking to my chest and then back to my face. “You’re walking out of here with a completely different body than the one you came in with, Rick,” she said gently. “And the clothes you have either don’t fit that body anymore or… don’t really reflect what I think you might want right now.”

Heat crept up the back of my neck. “I’m still me,” I muttered, even though I didn’t entirely believe it.

“I know,” she said. “This is just… something to wear that’s actually for the way you are now. You don’t have to put it on. You can chuck it in a closet and never look at it again. But I thought… you might want the option.”

She held the bag out. Her hand was steady. Mine wasn’t when I reached for it.

The tissue paper rustled loudly in the quiet room. I peeled it back and saw black first. Black and a whisper of lace. Under that, a slip of color—a soft, dusky rose—and the pale shine of patent leather.

My throat went dry. “Is this…?”

“Lingerie,” she said. “A dress. Flats. Just simple stuff that should fit. I did my best with the sizes based on your chart and, you know, actually seeing you.” Her mouth tilted. “We can exchange if something’s off.”

Lingerie. Dress. Flats.

A month ago that combination would have been a joke at my expense. Now, with the sports bra cutting into my shoulders and my joggers hanging weird on fuller hips, it felt less like a punchline and more like an invitation.

“What about Dr. Thomas?” I blurted. “Is he… okay with this?”

The question sounded stupid as soon as I said it, but the power difference was real. I was still the patient. They were still the ones who’d accidentally turned my endocrine system inside out.

“He signed your discharge,” she said with a small smile. “He doesn’t control what you wear outside this building. He… knows I got you something. He thought it was kind.”

That made my chest tighten in a way that had nothing to do with hormones. I looked back into the bag.

The bra on top was simple but pretty: black, lightly lined, with a bit of lace edging the cups. Not some lacy torture device, but not purely functional either. The matching panties were a soft stretch lace, low-rise, more coverage than a thong but definitely not boxer briefs. Under them lay a dress—knee-length, from what I could see, in that dusky rose. The fabric looked soft, drapey, and not stiff like my other clothes. At the bottom of the bag, wrapped separately, were ballet flats in nude, rounded toes and a tiny bow on each.

My heart thudded against the sports bra. The idea of putting all of this on my body—a body that already felt too feminine—should have sent me straight into panic. Instead, an odd, fizzy warmth spread through my chest. Curiosity. Want.

I hated how badly I wanted to know what I would look like in all of it.

“There’s a little time before transport comes to take you down,” Hannah said quietly. “The bathroom’s free. You could… try it on. No pressure. If you hate it, it never has to leave this room.”

I looked from her to the closed bathroom door and back. My reflection from earlier flashed in my mind: hair longer, jaw softer, breasts undeniably there even under cotton. I imagined that same reflection in black lace and rose fabric instead of generic hospital gear.

“You’ll see,” I said, voice rough. “If I come out like that. Everyone will see.”

Her smile turned sad and soft all at once. “Rick,” she said, “everyone already sees a girl when they look at you.”

The words landed with the force of a truth I’d been circling for days. Not a man with breasts. Not a patient with weird side effects. A girl.

The idea made my pulse spike and my knees feel weak. It also made something inside me unwind just a little.

“Okay,” I heard myself say. “I’ll… I’ll try it.”

She nodded like she’d expected that. “I’ll be right here,” she said. “Yell if you need help with zipper emergencies. Otherwise, take your time.”

She stepped back as I slid off the bed, gift bag clutched in both hands, my footing a little uncertain. The floor was cool under my bare feet. The walk to the bathroom felt longer than it ever had. I closed the door behind me and leaned my back against it for a second, breathing.

The mirror over the sink was still the same unflattering hospital rectangle, but the person in it had changed even since the first day I’d really looked. My hair brushed past my shoulders now, a little wavy from air-drying, framing my face. My cheeks looked slightly fuller, my lips a natural rose. The T-shirt hung off my frame in a way that tried and failed to hide the swell of my breasts. The joggers sat snug on my hips, the elastic waistband digging in a little where my waist curved.

I swallowed and set the bag on the counter.

Undressing felt weirdly ceremonial. I peeled the shirt up and over my head, the hem dragging over my sports-bra-covered breasts. The bra flattened them a little, held them tight. When I unclasped it, the band released with a soft snap. The weight of my breasts settled naturally, round and heavy. My nipples tightened instantly in the cooler air, pink and sensitive. I couldn’t help cupping them for a second, fingers splayed over the unfamiliar fullness. They fit into my hands now in a way that made my stomach flip.

“Still a guy,” I muttered at my reflection, even though the image looked less convinced every day.

I slid off the joggers and the plain cotton underwear I’d been given. Naked, my body looked even more changed. There was still unmistakable male anatomy between my legs, yes, but even that looked… smaller? Softer? My thighs curved, the muscles less defined and more rounded. My hips had a faint, new slope, a suggestion of that classic hourglass line people talked about. My waist really was narrower than it had been.

I picked up the panties from the bag, the lace cool and soft against my fingers. They were cut higher at the leg than anything I’d ever worn, the fabric delicate and stretchy.

“This is insane,” I told the empty room, but I stepped into them anyway.

The lace slid up my legs, catching slightly on the new roundness of my thighs before settling at my hips. I adjusted them around my cock, tucking things into place more instinctively than I wanted to admit, letting the fabric cradle and smooth everything. The waistband sat just below my navel, elastic snug but not tight, the V of the front making my lower belly look flatter. The back hugged the curves of my ass.

I exhaled slowly. They should have felt like a costume. Instead, they felt… correct. Like my body had been waiting for something designed with this shape in mind.

Next was the bra. I fumbled the hook at first, hands clumsy, nerves making me sweat. In the end I did what I’d seen in a hundred movies and buckled it in front, then twisted it around. The cups were smooth and soft inside, the underwire curving gently. I slid my arms through the straps and pulled it up, settling each breast into its cup one at a time.

The effect was immediate. The band hugged my ribcage firmly, right under the curve of tissue. The straps sat on the tops of my shoulders, distributing the weight. My breasts lifted, rounded more, drawn slightly together. A small, deep line of cleavage appeared that hadn’t been there without support.

I stared at my reflection, at the way the bra framed my chest. For the first time since all this started, it didn’t look like a guy with something wrong. It looked like a girl’s body in the kind of underwear meant for it.

Heat pooled low in my belly, half arousal, half a rush of emotion. My eyes had tears at the lower lid.

“Right,” I whispered, barely audible. The word was dangerous. But it was the only one that fit.

I pulled the dress from the bag with careful hands. It was a soft knit, stretchy but with enough weight to skim instead of cling. The color was beautiful up close—rose with a hint of mauve. Feminine without screaming about it.

It went over my head in one fluid motion, sliding down over bra straps and bare shoulders, falling along my torso. I tugged it into place, smoothing it over my waist and hips. The neckline was modest, a gentle scoop that showed the top curve of my breasts without feeling like too much. The waist sat a little above my natural one, then the skirt flared out, skimming the top of my thighs and ending just above my knees.

The fabric whispered over my legs when I shifted. I swayed experimentally. The skirt moved with me, floating in a way pants never did. Every tiny motion sent my awareness to the hem, the way air moved under it, the way my thighs brushed.

I stepped into the flats last. They were comfier than they looked, the insides lined with something soft. My toes had room, and the slight dip in the vamp exposed a bit of the top of my foot, making my ankles look slimmer.

When I finally straightened and took myself in, I stopped breathing for a second. The overall effect was… pretty. Not stunning, not movie-star, just quietly, undeniably pretty.

The sense of rightness hit so hard I had to grip the edge of the sink. It was like a puzzle piece sliding into place, a series of impressions from the past weeks suddenly rearranging themselves into a pattern that made sense. The way “miss” had felt good. The way my body had responded to touch differently. The way walking down the hall in a gown had felt more honest than shuffling in borrowed sweats.

Seeing it all come together in the mirror—in this body, in these clothes—made my chest ache. My eyes burned again, but this time I didn’t fight it. One tear slipped over, tracking down my cheek. I wiped it away with the back of my hand, the gesture small and almost dainty in the mirror.

“I’m still me,” I told the reflection. “I’m still me.”

She looked back like she believed me a little more than I did.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, the dress swirled lightly around my thighs. The air in the room felt cooler on my bare legs. Hannah looked up from the clipboard she’d been pretending to read.

Her eyes widened, then softened. She took me in from top to bottom—the hair, the dress, the line of my calves down to the flats—and smiled in a way that made my stomach flip.

“There you are,” she said quietly.

My cheeks flamed. “Is it… too much?” I asked. “Too weird? Be honest.”

“You look like yourself,” she said. “Just… more so.” Her gaze flicked briefly to my chest, where the fabric curved naturally, then back to my face. “It suits you.”

The door opened behind her. Dr. Thomas stepped in, stopping mid-stride when he saw me. He didn’t say anything at first; his eyes swept over me with a clinician’s thoroughness, but there was something undeniably human in the way his jaw relaxed, the way his shoulders dropped a fraction.

“That’s a good fit,” he said finally, nodding toward the dress. “Any discomfort? Pinching? Anything digging in?”

I huffed out a nervous laugh. “No,” I said. “It’s… comfortable.” The word felt like an understatement.

“Good,” he said. “Then you’re cleared for discharge in that.” A tiny smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “If that’s what you want.”

I hesitated for a heartbeat. I pictured walking out in my old clothes, their masculine lines fighting my new curves. I pictured walking out like this, feeling the sun on my bare legs, the skirt moving around me, the flats tapping on the floor.

“I want this,” I said. Saying it out loud made something settle inside me.

Hannah squeezed my shoulder briefly, fingers warm. “Then this is how you go,” she said.

We did the last signatures, the last instructions. Follow-up appointments. Warning signs to watch for. Numbers to call. None of it sunk in fully. I kept catching glimpses of myself in the dark screen of the wall-mounted TV, in the shiny edge of the metal tray. Each glimpse sent a little shock through me.

When it was finally time, I picked up my small bag. The strap felt different crossing my body now, lying between my breasts instead of across a flat chest. The dress swung lightly as I moved. My hips brushed the inside of the fabric, the sensation intimate and unfamiliar.

At the door, I turned back. Hannah stood with her hands in her pockets, eyes bright. Dr. Thomas had his tablet under one arm, his expression caught somewhere between professional and proud.

“Goodbye for now,” he said. “We’ll see you at your follow-up.”

“Yeah,” I said, throat tight. “Goodbye for now.”

“Take care of yourself,” Hannah added. “And… don’t be a stranger.”

I stepped into the hallway. The floor felt different through the thin soles of the flats—more immediate, somehow. People looked up as I passed. Eyes flicked over me, taking in hair, dress, legs. Nobody stared longer than was polite. No one looked confused. The word miss floated on a nurse’s tongue as she moved around me, automatic and unthinking.

By the time I reached the glass doors at the entrance, my pulse was pounding. I pushed them open and walked out into the sunlight.

The warmth hit me first, soaking into the exposed skin of my calves, my forearms, the bit of chest the dress revealed. A breeze slipped under the hem, brushing the tops of my thighs, lifting the fabric just enough to make me catch my breath. My hair stirred around my face. The world smelled like car exhaust and blooming trees and food trucks, sharp and real and alive.

I paused on the sidewalk, just outside the sliding doors, and let myself feel it. The weight of my breasts in the bra. The hug of lace at my hips. The way my body balanced differently in the flats, posture shifting naturally. The way the dress moved when I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. The way my heart beat, hard and steady, in a chest that wasn’t flat anymore.

People walked past without a second glance. To them, I was just another woman leaving the hospital on a sunny day.

To me, I was Rick. And I was… more than that. Less certain. More honest. Standing there in the light, dress fluttering, bag strap cutting a line between my breasts, I knew with bone-deep certainty that I couldn’t go back to who I’d been before the crash. Before the IV.

My life had tipped on its axis somewhere between the crash and the hormones. There was no pretending otherwise.

I took a breath, felt my chest rise and fall, and stepped off the curb into the next version of myself, the sun warm on the skin of my new, forever-changed body.


DESPERATE FOR HER


I slammed the rag into the bottom of another pint glass, twisting it harder than I needed to until my wrist gave a soft pop that echoed up my arm. The Rusty Tap was dead, and it made every small sound feel louder than it should.

Still, I was moving like we were slammed on a Saturday night, like there were tickets lining the rail and customers shouting for refills. I needed to keep moving. If my hands stopped, my brain was going to catch up with me, and I didn’t trust what would happen if it did.

“Jesus, Leo. Ease up,” Marcus said, leaning back against the tap handles with an easy smirk that didn’t match the emptiness of the room. “I know you’re stressed about your thesis, but that’s no reason to break a glass.”

I dragged the back of my hand across my forehead, smearing sweat and whatever grime had settled there from the last ten hours. My skin felt tight, like I’d been stretched too thin, and my nerves were fried down to something raw and buzzing under the surface.

“It’s not the thesis. Okay, it is the thesis. It’s eighty pages of French Revolutionary bullshit that’s currently eating my soul. But it’s also… everything else.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow, his dark eyes catching the dim bar light in a way that made him look unfairly put together for someone on the same shift as me. He had that annoying glow of someone whose life wasn’t actively falling apart, like he was getting laid regularly and sleeping a full eight hours a night. He looked good in the black work shirt without trying. I felt like I’d been dragged through the last few weeks and barely stitched back together.

“Everything else meaning you haven’t seen the inside of a girl’s apartment since the semester started?”

I let out a rough breath and leaned my weight against the cool mahogany of the bar, the surface smooth and solid under my palms. My jeans felt tight, the fabric pressing in all the wrong places.

I was wound up, wired on too much caffeine and not enough sleep, and so backed up it was starting to feel like a problem with no clean solution. Every time a woman walked past the front window, even just a blur of movement and perfume drifting in when the door opened, there was this dull, insistent ache low in my body that I couldn’t ignore.

It was embarrassing how constant it had become. I was twenty-two, in the best shape of my life thanks to stress-driven gym sessions, and I was basically living like a monk.

“I’m serious, Marc,” I said, my voice dropping without me meaning it to, rougher and lower than before. “I’ve been living on caffeine and library dust for months. Between the double shifts here and the research, my social life is a graveyard. My dick is basically a decorative ornament at this point.”

Marcus snorted and tossed a clean towel at my shoulder, the fabric hitting me with a soft thud. “You’re just tense, man. Go home, watch a video, and clear the pipes.”

“I’ve ‘cleared the pipes’ enough that I’m bored of my own hand,” I shot back, sharper than I intended, though there wasn’t any real anger behind it. Just frustration, heavy and constant.

My body felt like something under pressure, like a sealed pot left too long on the heat. I wanted the real thing in a way that had started to feel less like a preference and more like a need.

The friction, the heat, the smell of someone else’s skin close enough to breathe in. I wanted to stop thinking for a while, to let everything in my head go quiet and let instinct take over, even if it was just for a few hours.

My eyes drifted across the empty bar, taking in the rows of clean glasses, the polished wood, the quiet order of everything. They landed on the wooden coat rack by the door, standing there like it had been waiting for someone who never showed. The desperation sat heavy in my chest, something I could almost feel pressing outward, a pulse in my blood that wouldn’t settle.

“I’m not even kidding, man,” I said, my voice thick now, weighed down by exhaustion and something more honest than I wanted to admit. “At this point? I’d fuck a coat rack if it looked at me the right way. I just need to get laid. I don’t care about the details. I don’t care about the small talk. I just need… out.”

Marcus let out a loud, barking laugh that filled the empty space, shaking his head as he turned back to slicing limes with practiced ease. “Damn. You are down bad, brother. Truly tragic.”

“Laugh it up,” I muttered, reaching for another glass, the routine grounding me just enough to keep going.

I went back to scrubbing, working the rag in tight circles, but the image of what I’d just said stuck with me in a way I couldn’t shake. It wasn’t just a joke, not really.

I felt like I was right on the edge of something, stretched thin between deadlines and shifts and a body that refused to quiet down. A college senior with a mounting word count and a libido that didn’t care how busy I was.

The bell above the door chimed, cutting through the playlist on the speakers. I straightened up instinctively, wiping my hands on my apron and forcing my shoulders back as the first of the happy hour crowd started to filter in.

Voices followed them, along with the smell of perfume, cologne, and cigarette smoke. The space filled quickly, the quiet replaced by movement and conversation, by the familiar rhythm of work.

I tried to shake it off, to push everything else down and focus on what I needed to do. Orders, glasses, taps, cash, repeat.

But as the room filled and the energy picked up, that tightness in my chest didn’t ease. If anything, it spread, settling lower, coiling into something that felt harder to ignore with every passing minute.

I didn’t know how much longer I could keep holding it together like this. It felt like something was building under the surface, something with a timer I couldn’t see. I was a ticking time bomb, and I was just waiting for someone to light the fuse.
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By seven o’clock, the Tap was vibrating with energy. The low, empty hum from earlier had been swallowed up by a wall of noise that pressed in from every direction. The jukebox thumped out bass-heavy tracks that rattled faintly through the wood beneath my hands, pool balls cracked together in sharp, rhythmic bursts, and conversations layered over each other until it all blurred into one constant roar.

My shirt clung to my back, damp with sweat, and my fingers had that soft, pruned feeling from being in and out of sink water all shift, but the rush had finally kicked my brain into something useful. The steady stream of orders, the repetition of movement, the focus it demanded, it was just enough to keep me from spiraling.

Mostly.

I was halfway through pouring a Guinness, holding the glass at the right angle, watching the dark liquid cascade down the side as the foam slowly climbed upward, when I saw her.

The door swung open, letting in a breath of warm, humid evening air, and for a second it felt like everything shifted around her. She stepped inside like she didn’t belong here and knew it, like she’d taken a wrong turn out of somewhere expensive and ended up in a place that was beneath her.

The emerald-green silk dress she wore looked almost out of place against the worn interior of the bar, the fabric catching the amber glow of the hanging lights and reflecting it back in soft, liquid ripples. It was thin in a way that made it hard not to stare, clinging to her hips and moving with her body instead of against it.

She was tall, taller than most of the women who came through here, with dark, wavy hair that fell over her shoulders. Her legs seemed endless, the kind that made your brain take a second to catch up.

My throat went dry so fast it almost hurt, like all the moisture had just been pulled out of me. I forgot what I was doing. The stout kept pouring, the foam creeping higher and then spilling over the rim, dripping onto the bar mat.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath, snapping the tap closed and grabbing for a towel.

I flicked a glance over at Marcus, already knowing what I’d see. He’d clocked her the second she walked in. He was leaned forward over the bar a few yards down, his posture relaxed, like he’d been waiting for something interesting to happen all night.

There was this look on his face, part amusement, part curiosity, like he already knew how this was going to play out and was enjoying the setup. He watched her as she took in the room, her eyes moving across the crowd before landing on the bar.

On me.

My stomach flipped. There was no reason for someone like her to be looking at me. I knew what I looked like right now. Slightly damp hair from sweat, shirt clinging in all the wrong ways, probably smelling like hops and whatever cleaner we used on the bar. I was not the kind of guy a woman like that singled out across a crowded room.

But she didn’t look away.

She started walking toward the center of the bar, her pace unhurried. The silk of her dress shifted against her thighs with each step, catching the light and making every line of her body impossible to ignore.

The curve of her hips, the way her waist narrowed before flaring out again, the soft movement of her chest with each breath. It wasn’t just that she was attractive. It was the way she carried it, like she knew exactly what she was doing to anyone who looked at her and didn’t mind at all.

Marcus moved before she could reach me. Of course he did.

He leaned in, elbow resting on the bar, catching her attention with that easy confidence he never seemed to have to think about. I couldn’t hear what he said over the music, but I could see the way he smiled, that same effortless grin he used on everyone, and then he jerked his thumb in my direction like he was passing something off.

He leaned closer, said something quieter near her ear, his expression shifting into something that read like he was letting her in on a joke.

She laughed, and even through the noise it carried. It was low and smooth, something you felt more than heard, like it landed somewhere in your chest instead of your ears. She turned her head back toward me, her gaze settling in with a kind of focus that made it hard to look away.

Her eyes moved over me slowly, taking in everything from my hair down to the apron tied around my waist, and there was the faintest hint of a smirk at the corner of her mouth. Not mocking, just studious.

Marcus caught my eye for half a second and winked, the smug look on his face saying everything he didn’t need to say out loud. Then he stepped back, clearing the space in front of me like he’d just set something in motion and was happy to watch it unfold.

My heart was beating hard enough that I could feel it in my ribs, each pulse sharp and insistent. The stupid coat rack comment from earlier came rushing back at the worst possible moment, making heat climb up my neck and settle across my face.

I wiped my hands on my apron again, even though they were already dry, trying to ground myself in something simple. Something normal.

By the time she reached the bar and slid onto the stool directly in front of me, I was hyper-aware of everything. The scent of her perfume hit me first, something expensive and layered with a warm undertone. It cut through the smell of beer and citrus and cleaning solution, replacing it with something softer, something that made my chest feel tight in a completely different way. It had been too long since I’d been this close to a woman, close enough to notice details like that.

“Hi,” she said, her voice matching everything else about her. Smooth, controlled, just warm enough to feel like you could sink right into her. “I’m Jamie.”

I swallowed, my hand finding the edge of the bar and gripping it a little tighter than necessary, just to keep from fidgeting. “Hi. What… what can I get for you?”

Up close, Jamie was even more overwhelming. Her skin had that smooth, almost unreal quality, like it had been softened by a filter, and her eyes were a deep, smoky amber that didn’t just land on me but held there, steady and assessing, like she could see right through whatever version of myself I was trying to present.

“A dirty martini,” she said, her voice dipping into something lower, huskier, the kind of tone that seemed to vibrate down my spine. “And don’t be stingy with the olives.”

I nodded, even though my mouth had gone dry enough that it felt like my tongue might stick to the roof. “Yeah. Got it.” My voice came out rougher than I intended. I turned quickly, grabbing for the shaker and the bottle of gin, trying to focus on something concrete, something mechanical.

But I could feel her watching me.

It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t imagined. There was a weight to it, like her gaze had a physical presence, tracking the movement of my shoulders, my arms, the way I reached and turned. Every shift of my body felt amplified, like I was suddenly hyper-aware of how I looked from her angle.

The apron brushed against the front of my jeans as I moved, and that alone was enough to make everything worse. I was already half-hard from the way she’d said hi, from the way she’d looked at me across the room, and now with her sitting right there, within arm’s reach, it was getting harder to ignore. My cock pressed insistently against the fabric of my jeans, the pressure building in a way that made it difficult to think about anything else.

I focused on the drink. Ice, gin, vermouth. Muscle memory took over, my hands moving through the steps I’d done a thousand times, even if my brain was lagging behind. I tried to anchor myself in that, in the routine.

She didn’t make it easy.

She leaned forward slightly, resting her elbows on the dark wood of the bar like she was settling in, like she had all the time in the world. The movement shifted the neckline of that emerald dress, the silk loosening just enough to reveal the soft, deep curve of her cleavage. The fabric was thin, almost unfairly so, and under the warm bar lighting I could see the faint outline of her nipples pressing against it, subtle but impossible to miss once I noticed it.

My grip slipped for a second, the strainer nearly clattering against the shaker before I caught it. I forced my hands to steady, but my focus was shot. I was twenty-two, standing behind a bar I’d worked in for years, and I felt like I’d been dropped back into some version of myself that didn’t know how to handle this. Like I’d never seen a woman before.

It’s the thesis, I told myself, grasping for something rational. It’s the lack of sleep. It’s the fact that you haven’t touched anyone in months.

“You look like you’re thinking about something very serious, Leo,” she said, her voice softer now as she read my name off the tag pinned to my chest. Her hand lifted, slow and unhurried, twisting a strand of her dark hair around one finger. Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

“Just… the proportions,” I managed, forcing my attention back to the drink as I poured it into the chilled glass. My voice still sounded off, tighter than usual. “Gotta get it right.”

“I appreciate a man who cares about the details,” she said, the corner of her mouth curving slightly as she took the glass. She brought it to her lips and took a slow sip, her mouth lingering there a second longer than necessary before she lowered it again.

Then she reached for one of the olives, lifting it delicately before sliding it between her lips. She held it there for a moment, almost thoughtful, before biting down.

I had to look away.

The pressure in my jeans had gone from uncomfortable to borderline painful, a steady throb that made it hard to stand still. There was a familiar warmth at the tip of my cock, dampness spreading against the fabric of my boxers, my body reacting on instinct like something real was about to happen even though I was still very much stuck behind the bar. It was embarrassing how little control I seemed to have over it.

Jamie’s phone buzzed against the bar, the sound sharp enough to cut through the noise around us. She leaned back slightly to check it, her attention shifting away from me just long enough for me to breathe.

I moved fast, stepping over to the service well where Marcus was scooping ice into a metal bin like he didn’t have a care in the world.

“What the hell are you doing?” I hissed, keeping my voice low but unable to hide the edge in it.

Marcus didn’t even glance up at first. The grin on his face was immediate, like he’d been waiting for me to come over. “What? She’s hot, right? I told her you were the best bartender in the city and that you were currently single and miserable.”

“Marc, I’m serious,” I said, darting a quick look back to make sure Jamie was still distracted. She was, but not for long. “I have three hours left on my shift. I have forty-five citations to finish before tomorrow morning. I don’t have time for this. Sending a goddess like that over here is literal torture. I’m standing here with a massive wood in a crowded bar, and I can’t do a damn thing about it.”

Marcus finally looked up at me then, his eyes bright with amusement, like this was the most entertaining thing he’d seen all night. “You said you’d fuck a coat rack, Leo. I figured I’d provide an upgrade. Relax. Just… see where it goes.”

“It’s going nowhere but my own frustration,” I muttered, grabbing a clean rag and wiping down a section of the bar that didn’t need it, just to keep my hands busy.

I glanced back at her.

She’d finished the olive and was watching me again, her head tilted slightly, that same knowing expression playing at her lips. There was something in her gaze that felt like temptation, like she understood exactly what effect she was daring me to give in.

And the worst part was that it was working. Every second she stayed there, every look, every small movement, it pushed me a little further off balance.

I was losing my mind, and I still had half a shift left to get through.

I didn’t just feel like a guy who needed to get laid. It was worse than that, sharper, more restless. I felt like I was vibrating under my own skin, like something inside me was wound too tight and didn’t have anywhere to go.

Every time Jamie leaned in, even a fraction, the scent of her perfume drifted toward me again. It hit me low and hard, settling in my chest and then dropping further, turning into a physical reaction I couldn’t ignore. I was painfully aware of the thin barrier my apron provided, the only thing standing between her line of sight and the very obvious state I was in.

I tried to force my attention elsewhere, grabbing a shaker and lining up glasses as a group of frat guys leaned over the bar, already too loud for how early it was, shouting for a round of lemon drops. Their voices blurred together, sharp and insistent, but my focus kept slipping.

No matter how hard I tried to lock in on the orders, my eyes kept dragging back to that flash of emerald silk right in front of me. She hadn’t moved much. She was still nursing the martini, taking her time with it, watching me.

“You’re doing that thing again,” Marcus muttered as he brushed past me at the POS, his shoulder knocking lightly into mine.

“Doing what?” I shot back under my breath, stabbing at the screen harder than necessary, the plastic buttons clicking louder than they should have.

“Looking like you’re about to have a stroke from sheer frustration,” he said, not even bothering to lower his voice much. There was amusement threaded through it, like he was enjoying the show. “Go talk to her, Leo. I’ve got the floor.”

“I can’t just—Marc, it’s a Tuesday. We’re still on the clock,” I said, but the protest felt weak even as it left my mouth. My pulse had already picked up, my brain running ahead of me, latching onto the idea before I could shut it down. I glanced at the clock mounted above the shelves. Two and a half hours left. The number felt ridiculous, like it belonged to someone else’s shift, not mine. It stretched out in front of me in a way that felt impossible.

I made my way back over to her, telling myself it was just to check on her drink, just to do my job. But the second I got close, the air shifted again, that same scent wrapping around me, pulling my focus right back to her. She didn’t speak right away. She just looked at me, steady and calm, like she had all the time in the world.

Then she reached out.

Her hand moved slowly, and the tip of her fingernail traced along the back of my hand, light enough that it should have been nothing. It wasn’t nothing.

The contact hit me like a jolt, running up my arm and down through my body in a way that made my breath catch. I felt it everywhere, all at once, like my nerves had been turned up too high.

“Is there somewhere a little quieter?” she asked, her voice dropping lower, softer, like she was letting me in on something private. “The music is getting a bit… loud.”

I glanced over my shoulder before I could stop myself, looking for Marcus like I needed confirmation that this was actually happening. He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t even pretend to. He caught my eye and gave me a sharp nod, followed by a grin that was way too pleased with itself.

“Hey, Leo?” he called out, loud enough to carry over the noise. “Why don’t you take our guest back to the office to look at those ‘inventory logs’ we were talking about? I’ll hold down the fort. Take your time.”

The office.

My pulse kicked harder, thudding in my ears. The office was small, barely big enough for the desk and a couple of filing cabinets, and it had a door that locked.

I looked back at Jamie.

She was already standing, smoothing her hands over her hips as she adjusted the fall of the silk, the fabric catching and shifting under her touch. The movement was simple, but it hit me like a freight train. She was fucking gorgeous.

She looked unreal up close, like something I wasn’t supposed to have access to. My brain was still trying to catch up, throwing out reminders about the thesis, about the shift, about how none of this made sense. My body didn’t care. It had already decided.

“Right,” I said, my voice coming out rougher than I meant it to. I cleared my throat, trying to pull myself together, to sound like I had some level of control over the situation. “I, uh… I actually have some vintage bottles back there you might find interesting. If you want to see.”

Jamie’s mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile, her eyes holding mine in a way that made it hard to look away. “I’d love to see your ‘inventory,’ Leo.”

I stepped out from behind the bar, the shift from the enclosed space to the open floor making me suddenly aware of everything. The air felt cooler against my legs, the absence of the bar in front of me leaving me exposed in a way that made my pulse spike again. I gestured toward the back hallway, trying to keep my posture steady, professional, like this was just another part of the job, even though my thoughts were anything but.

We moved through the narrow space past the kitchen doors, the noise of the bar fading slightly behind us. Up close, walking beside her, I could feel the heat coming off her body, could sense the subtle movement of air as she walked. It made the space feel smaller, more contained.

I stopped at the heavy steel door at the end of the hall, reaching into my pocket for the keys. My fingers weren’t as steady as I wanted them to be, the metal slipping slightly before I caught it and found the right one. I unlocked the door and pushed it open, stepping back to let her go in first.

The office smelled like old paper and stale coffee, the kind of scent that usually felt dull and forgettable. But nothing about what was going to happen would be forgettable.

She stepped in, pausing in the center of the small room, and suddenly it didn’t matter what the space was or what it usually meant. It only mattered that she was there.

I followed her in and let the door fall shut behind me, the click of it sealing us off from the noise outside. The quiet was thick and close, pressing in from all sides. I reached back and turned the lock, the metallic sound loud in the confined space.

When I turned around, she was already facing me, already waiting.

The “smooth bartender” act I’d been barely holding together didn’t just slip. It vanished completely, leaving me standing there with nothing but instinct and a pulse that wouldn’t slow down.

I didn’t wait for her to speak, and she didn’t hesitate either. We moved at the same time, closing the space between us until we collided lightly against the cold metal of the filing cabinets. The dull thud echoed in the small room, a hollow, metallic sound that seemed louder than it should have been, but it barely registered. The only thing that mattered was how close she was, how real she felt now that there was nothing left between us.

My hands found her at the same moment her lips found mine.

The kiss was immediate and hungry, like we’d both been holding back for too long and finally gave in at the exact same second. Her mouth was warm and soft against mine, her breath still a little uneven as I kissed her, deeper this time, slower for a beat before it turned urgent again. She made a quiet sound into my mouth, something caught between a sigh and a moan, and it sent a sharp pulse of heat straight through me.

My hands settled against her, grounding me in a way nothing else had all night. The silk of her dress felt almost unreal under my palms, smooth and cool at first touch, then warming quickly as my hands moved over her. I traced the curve of her waist, feeling the shape of her beneath the fabric, the subtle tension in her muscles as she pressed closer. I pulled her in until there was no space left between us, until I could feel the full length of her body aligned with mine.

She kissed me like she meant it, her lips parting against mine as her hands came up, one sliding into my hair, the other gripping my shirt like she needed something to hold onto. The kiss deepened, slowed just enough, then sharpened again as her tongue brushed against mine, sending a fresh jolt through my system that made my chest tighten.

My body reacted immediately, every nerve ending lighting up at once. The tension I’d been carrying all day didn’t just ease, it shifted. I felt it in the way I held her, in the way my grip tightened just slightly at her waist, in the way I kept kissing her like I wasn’t ready to come up for air.

For a moment, everything else dropped away. The office, the noise outside, the weight of everything I’d been thinking about earlier, it all faded under the heat of her mouth on mine and the way she fit against me like she’d been there the whole time.

Before I could even register what was happening, Jamie took control. Her hands came up to my shoulders, her grip firmer than I expected, steady and sure, and she guided me backward with an ease that made it clear she’d already decided how this was going to go. My calves bumped into the edge of the boss’s oversized leather swivel chair, and I dropped into it harder than I meant to, the old springs giving a strained groan under my weight.

She didn’t pause, didn’t check in, didn’t give me a second to collect myself. She moved with purpose, lowering herself to her knees between my legs, the emerald silk of her dress sliding over her thighs and pooling onto the stained carpet like something staged. The fabric caught the dim light in a way that made it look almost liquid, a dark green halo spreading around her. When I looked down, her eyes were already on me, fixed and unblinking, dark with intent. There was something in that look that made my stomach tighten, like she could already see exactly how far gone I was.

My chest felt tight, my heartbeat slamming hard enough against my ribs that it almost hurt. I couldn’t look away as her hands moved to my waist, her fingers deft and practiced as they found my belt. The metal buckle clicked softly, then louder, the small clink-clink echoing in the quiet office in a way that made everything feel more real, more exposed. She worked quickly, undoing the button and then sliding the zipper down. The sound of it splitting open made my heartbeat pick up.

When her hand slipped inside my boxers and wrapped around me, the reaction was instant and uncontrollable. A sound tore out of me before I could stop it, something caught between a groan and something closer to breaking.

I was already hard, fully engorged, the skin pulled tight and sensitive in a way that felt almost overwhelming after months of nothing but my own rough, impatient touch. The contrast hit me all at once, her smooth fingers, her manicured nails brushing against me, the softness of her hand against something that felt too exposed, too alive.

Just seeing her touching me like that, kneeling between my legs in my boss’s office, was almost enough to push me over the edge right there.

“You’re so ready for me, Leo,” she murmured, her voice low and warm, the sound of it settling deep in my body in a way I couldn’t ignore.

Then she leaned in.

The first touch of her tongue against the head of my cock made my entire body react, my toes curling hard inside my shoes, my grip tightening instinctively on the armrests. It wasn’t hesitant, wasn’t exploratory.

She knew exactly what she was doing, and it showed in every movement. She didn’t rush, didn’t fumble. She worked me with a rhythm that felt intentional, controlled, like she understood exactly how to keep me right on the edge without letting me fall.

The heat of her mouth, the pressure of her lips, the way she sealed around me and drew me in, it all combined into something that made my hips twitch without permission.

I could feel the chair creak under me as I tensed, my knuckles going white against the leather as I held on, watching the dark crown of her head move between my legs. Every shift of her mouth, every subtle change in pressure, every flick of her tongue sent a sharp, electric response through me.

When she brushed against that sensitive spot underneath, it felt like a spark snapping through my spine, my breath catching hard in my throat.

The sensation built quickly, faster than I wanted it to, a heavy, coiling pressure settling low in my body, right behind my hips. It was familiar and inevitable, the kind of heat that meant I was seconds away from losing control completely.

My thoughts scrambled, looping over each other in a panic that didn’t match how good it felt. Don’t come yet, don’t come yet, please don’t let this end this fast.

It felt ridiculous, desperate, but I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want this to be over in a minute, not after everything that led here.

I wanted more than that. I wanted to feel her, not just this. I wanted the closeness, the friction, the thing I’d been imagining every time I sat staring at a blank screen, trying to work and failing because my mind kept drifting somewhere else.

Right as the first real wave of it started to rise, tightening through my gut, I reacted without thinking. My hand came down, fingers sliding into her hair, softer than I expected, thick and warm against my palm. I tightened my grip just enough and pulled her back, not rough, but firm enough to break the rhythm.

She lifted her head immediately, her lips wet, glistening, slightly parted as she looked up at me. There was a flicker of something in her eyes, curiosity, maybe a question, but no hesitation.

I dragged in a breath, my chest rising and falling hard as I tried to steady myself, to pull myself back from the edge. My cock throbbed in the open air, heavy, slick, sensitive in a way that made it hard to think clearly.

“Wait,” I managed, my voice rough and uneven, like it had scraped its way out of my throat. I swallowed, trying again, forcing the words out slower. “Wait… I want to feel you. All of you.”

I leaned forward, my hands finding her hips, the silk of her dress warm under my palms, my thoughts narrowing down to a single, insistent need that pushed everything else aside.

“I want to fuck your pussy.”

Jamie pushed herself up from the chair, the emerald silk clinging to her damp skin as it shifted with her movement. When she smoothed it down over her hips, she did it slowly enough that it felt intentional, like she knew exactly where my eyes were and wasn’t interested in giving me any relief from it.

“That might be a bit of a problem, Leo,” she said, her voice dropping lower, rougher, carrying a kind of heat that hadn’t been there before. “I don’t actually have a pussy... just a bussy.”

I stayed exactly where I was, my cock still twitching in the cool air of the office, my body caught somewhere between motion and paralysis.

It felt like my brain had slammed into a wall going full speed, everything inside me jolting out of alignment.

My heart was still pounding, but the rhythm had changed. It wasn’t just adrenaline anymore.

There was confusion in it now, something uneven and jagged that didn’t match the steady pulse of arousal still running through me.

“What the fuck does that mean?” I asked, and even to my own ears it sounded thin, breathless, like I was trying to catch up to something that had already moved past me.

I was a history major. My world was archives, textbooks, old paper that smelled like dust and age.

I wasn’t exactly fluent in whatever this was, and right now my brain felt like it was running on fumes, overloaded with too much sensation and not enough clarity.

Jamie didn’t answer me with words. She leaned back against the edge of the desk, bracing herself with one hand, her posture loose but deliberate. Her eyes never left mine as she lifted her other hand and pointed downward.

I followed the movement automatically, my gaze dropping. For the last several minutes, I’d been focused everywhere else. Her breasts, the curve of her lips, the way her hair had brushed against my face when she leaned in close. I’d been caught in the parts of her that made sense to me, the parts that fit neatly into everything I already knew.

Now, looking where she wanted me to look, the picture shifted.

The emerald silk told a different story when I actually paid attention to it. There, between her thighs where I’d expected nothing but a smooth line, there was weight. Real, undeniable weight. The fabric stretched over it, pulled tight enough to show shape, not hiding anything so much as outlining it. Long, thick, unmistakable.

It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t something I could explain away or pretend I hadn’t noticed. It was there, pressed firmly against the silk, heavy in a way that made my stomach flip just from looking at it.

My heart lurched hard enough that it almost hurt. I froze where I sat, my hands tightening instinctively around the armrests of the chair until the plastic creaked under the pressure.

Wait. What?

The voice in my head, the one that had been running on a loop for the last ten minutes, had been loud and relentless. It had been simple. Direct. It had wanted one thing, over and over again, without hesitation or doubt.

Now it cut out completely, like someone had flipped a switch. Silence rushed in where it had been, leaving me staring, trying to process something that didn’t fit into anything I’d expected.

I’m a straight guy. I’ve always been a straight guy. Every experience, every assumption, every quiet rule I’d absorbed growing up pointed in one direction. And yet here I was, locked in an office with a woman who didn’t match that script in the way I’d thought she did.

I stared at the shape beneath her dress, my thoughts scrambling, tripping over each other. Every piece of conventional logic I had told me what I was supposed to do next. Get up. Fix myself. Leave. Create distance and pretend this moment hadn’t happened.

But as I sat there, trying to catch my breath, I realized something that settled in deeper than the shock.

I wasn’t moving.

The initial jolt was still there, sharp and undeniable, but it didn’t have the control I expected it to. It felt like it should have taken over, like it should have overridden everything else. Instead, it was getting drowned out by something louder, something that didn’t care about neat categories or clean definitions.

I was still hard. Painfully, undeniably hard. If anything, the sight of it, the reality of it, the fact that this wasn’t what I’d expected, wasn’t what I’d planned for, made the heat in my body spike even higher. There was something about the tension of it, the wrongness and the rightness colliding at the same time, that made my pulse pound harder instead of easing off.

I dragged my gaze back up to her face. She was watching me carefully, her expression composed but not distant. There was a challenge in it, but not a cruel one. She wasn’t bracing for rejection. She wasn’t trying to hide. She was just waiting to see what I would do with the information she’d given me.

She looked exactly the same as she had a minute ago. Beautiful. Confident. Entirely in control of herself. And she’d just spent the last few minutes making me feel like I was the only thing in the room that mattered.

My body didn’t care about the technicalities. It didn’t care about labels or definitions or the part of me that was trying to sort this into something logical.

All it cared about was how she’d felt against me, how she’d sounded when she said my name, how close I still was to tipping over the edge if something didn’t happen soon.

The tension in my chest tightened into something almost painful, a knot of conflict that I could feel physically, but it didn’t outweigh the heat pooling low in my body. That was the part that was winning, steady and insistent, pushing everything else to the side.

“A bussy,” I said, repeating the word slowly, like I needed to hear it out loud to understand it. It still felt unfamiliar, awkward in my mouth. My eyes dropped again without me meaning to, drawn back to the line of her body, to the curve beneath the silk that I couldn’t stop looking at. “You’re… you’re trans.”

“I am,” she said, and the smirk softened just slightly, the edge of it easing into something more open, more real. “Does that change things, Leo? You seemed pretty eager a second ago.”

For a split second, something automatic kicked in, that instinct to pull back, to put distance between me and whatever this was, to retreat to something familiar like the bar stools outside, the hum of conversation, the clean simplicity of a cold beer in my hand.

But then I looked at her again, really looked at her, and that instinct stalled out before it could turn into action.

Jamie wasn’t trying to cover anything up. She wasn’t shrinking back or softening herself to make this easier for me. She stood exactly where she was, her breasts still spilling out of the green silk, the fabric darkened slightly where it clung to her damp skin. Her chest rose and fell a little faster than normal, her lips still parted from where we’d been kissing, her whole body carrying the flush of it. That color, deep and warm against her skin, made her look even more alive, more present, like she was fully in this moment and expected me to be too.

And the way she looked at me didn’t leave room for doubt. There was confidence in it, something steady and unapologetic, like she already knew what she was offering and wasn’t about to pretend otherwise. It felt like a challenge without being aggressive, like she was daring me to meet her where she stood instead of hiding behind whatever hesitation I thought I had.

My body didn’t hesitate.

Whatever “traditional instincts” my brain was trying to piece together didn’t stand a chance against what was happening physically. Seeing the outline beneath her dress, understanding what it meant, realizing that this wasn’t the situation I’d expected, none of that made me soften or pull away.

If anything, it pushed me further in. My pulse kicked harder, faster, the adrenaline sharp enough that it almost hurt, like my system was trying to catch up to something it didn’t fully understand yet.

My gaze moved over her without me thinking about it, tracing the curve of her hips where the silk hugged her body, lingering on the weight of her breasts, the way they shifted slightly when she breathed. Then my eyes dropped again, pulled back to that outline between her legs, to the undeniable shape that had flipped something in my brain and hadn’t let go.

I’d been starving for months without really admitting it to myself, pushing everything else ahead of it, telling myself I didn’t have time or space for distractions. And now she was standing in front of me, gorgeous and real and offering something I hadn’t even known how to want before this moment. The idea of touching her, of figuring her out with my hands, of not stopping until I understood exactly how she responded to me, made the heat in my body spike until it felt like it was almost too much to hold.

I didn’t want to stop. The thought didn’t even feel like a question anymore. It was just there, solid and undeniable. Everything else, the thesis, the job, whatever rules I’d been quietly following without thinking about them, faded out in comparison to how badly I wanted her right now.

I pushed myself up from the swivel chair, the movement abrupt compared to how still I’d been a second ago. My cock felt heavy, sensitive, exposed to the cool air in a way that only made me more aware of how hard I was. There was a shift in me as I stood, something tightening and focusing, a need to take control of the moment instead of just reacting to it.

I stepped closer, closing the space between us until I was right in front of her, my shadow falling over her where she leaned back against the desk. “You think I’m going anywhere?” I asked, my voice lower now, rougher, the words coming out slower than usual like I was choosing each one instead of letting them spill.

I didn’t wait for her to answer. My hands moved on their own, reaching out to her waist, my fingers pressing into the soft give of her skin through the silk. I pulled her slightly forward, easing her away from the hard edge of the mahogany desk without breaking the eye contact between us. At this point, I wasn’t thinking about categories or expectations. All that mattered was the heat between us, the pull of it, the way my body reacted every time I got closer.

“Bend over the desk,” I said, the words coming out rough, edged with something that felt less like a suggestion and more like a need.

Something flickered in her eyes at that, quick and bright. It could have been surprise, or maybe excitement, or something that blended the two together in a way that made it hard to separate them.

Whatever it was, it didn’t slow her down. She turned without hesitation, the emerald silk shifting over her body with a soft whisper as she moved, and placed both hands on the edge of the desk, her fingers curling against the polished wood as she leaned into it.

She leaned forward immediately. The movement pulled the emerald silk taut over her backside, the fabric stretching and clinging in a way that made my chest tighten, my pulse kicking into something fast and unsteady that I couldn’t slow down even if I tried.

“Look in my purse,” she breathed, her voice slightly muffled as she stared down at the desk, her shoulders rising and falling with each shallow inhale. She lifted one hand just enough to point toward the floor where her bag had slid earlier, displaced in the chaos of us colliding into each other. “There’s… there’s lube in the side pocket.”

I didn’t need any more instruction than that. I dropped down quickly, one knee hitting the carpet, my breath already uneven as I reached for the bag. The leather was soft under my hands, still warm from where it had been pressed between us earlier, and I pushed it open without hesitation, my fingers moving fast until they closed around a small, smooth tube tucked along the side. I straightened again just as quickly, my focus snapping right back to her, to the way she was bent over the desk waiting for me.

I flipped the cap open and squeezed a generous amount into my palm. The gel was cool against my skin, a sharp contrast to the heat running through my body. When I wrapped my hand around myself and spread it, the slickness made everything feel more intense. The friction of my own grip dragged a rough sound out of me before I could stop it, my body already teetering closer to the edge than I was ready for.

I stepped in behind her, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, the small office suddenly feeling too tight, too warm, like the air itself had thickened. I reached out, my hands trembling as I bunched up the silk of her dress, sliding it up until it was gathered around her waist. She wasn't wearing much underneath—just a pair of thin, lacy black panties that did absolutely nothing to hide the swell of her cheeks.

I didn’t bother removing them properly. I hooked my fingers into the lace at her hip and pulled them to the side, exposing her. She was tight—unbelievably tight—but the lube and the sheer, desperate force of my need made it happen. I guided myself to her entrance and, with one deep, forceful thrust, I slammed into her.

“God,” I choked out, my eyes squeezing shut as the sensation hit all at once.

It was different. There was no way around that. The heat, the pressure, the way everything tightened around me, it felt more intense than anything I was used to, sharper and somehow deeper at the same time. Jamie let out a high, strained sound, her voice catching against the surface of the desk as her back arched, her body reacting instantly to the sudden fullness.

I didn’t stop to adjust or slow down. I couldn’t. My hands found her hips, gripping tight enough to anchor myself as I started to move, setting a pace that was fast and unrelenting, driven more by instinct than control. The desk shifted slightly under the force of it, a faint creak in the wood that barely registered over everything else. From where I stood, I could see her breasts, still pushed up and spilling from the top of her dress, brushing and pressing against the desk with every thrust. The sight of it, the way her body moved with mine, was enough to keep pushing me forward, deeper into it.

After a while, something else started to push through the haze, a flicker of curiosity that hadn’t completely disappeared even under all of this.

I wanted to see her. All of her.

I pulled back suddenly, the movement breaking the rhythm with a soft, wet sound that made Jamie gasp, a small, frustrated whimper escaping her as the contact disappeared. I didn’t give her time to recover from it. My hands were already on her, guiding her, turning her around with a firm grip on her waist until she was facing me. I lifted her just enough to settle her onto the desk, her back against the wood this time, her legs falling open naturally as they dangled over the edge.

The lace panties were still twisted around her hips, and I reached down to finish the job, sliding them down and off her completely, the delicate fabric catching briefly at her ankles before I pulled them free and tossed them aside without looking where they landed.

For a second, I just stood there, taking her in.

She was still the same Jamie I’d been looking at all night. Her features were soft, her skin flushed and warm, her chest rising with each breath. Her breasts looked just as perfect from this angle, framed by the green silk pushed up around her waist. And between her legs, framed by a patch of dark, carefully groomed hair, was her cock, thick and fully hard, moving slightly in time with the rhythm of her breathing.

Seeing it up close didn’t push me away. If anything, it locked me in even harder.

I stepped forward again, closing the space between us, guiding her legs up and over my shoulders so I could get closer, deeper. This time when I entered her, I went slower, watching her face instead of losing myself in the movement. Her head tipped back, her eyes fluttering closed as she exhaled, her expression softening into something that looked almost overwhelmed.

Her hand moved without hesitation, dropping between us as she wrapped her fingers around herself, starting to stroke in a steady rhythm that matched the pace I set.

The combination of it, the way she touched herself while I moved inside her, created something that felt almost unreal, like my brain couldn’t fully process how much was happening at once.

Watching her like that, feeling her respond to me while she chased her own release, pushed me closer faster than I expected. Every movement tightened the pressure building inside me, every shift of her hips and every small sound she made feeding into it.

“Leo… I’m gonna… I’m close,” she gasped, her voice unsteady, her grip tightening as her movements grew more urgent.

“Me too,” I answered, my own voice rough, my control slipping as my pace picked up without me meaning to push it that far.

The tension snapped all at once, the release hitting hard enough that it pulled a low, strained sound out of me as everything tightened and then let go.

My body reacted before I could think about it, every nerve firing at once as the sensation rolled through me. At the same time, Jamie’s body tensed under my hands, a broken sound escaping her as she came with me, her whole frame shuddering through it.

She was smart, though; even as she lost control, she angled herself slightly, ensuring her cum landed across my stomach and chest instead of ruining the emerald silk of her dress.

We stayed there for a moment, neither of us moving right away, the intensity fading into something softer. The only sound left in the room was the quiet hum of the office computer and the uneven rhythm of our breathing as it gradually steadied.

My body felt spent in a way that went deeper than just physical, like something had been wrung out of me completely. My thoughts, which had been loud and chaotic before, finally settled into something quiet.

For the first time in weeks, maybe longer, the constant pressure of everything else waiting for me outside this room felt distant, like it belonged to a different version of me that wasn’t here right now.
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The silence that followed settled in slowly, not awkward or strained, but dense in a way that made the small office feel even more enclosed. The air carried everything we’d just done, layered thick with the scent of sex and the sweetness of her perfume.

I sat on the edge of the desk, my legs still unsteady beneath me, watching her as she stood and began to put herself back together piece by piece.

I pushed myself up long enough to grab a stack of the rough, industrial paper towels from the dispenser near the small sink in the corner. The brown paper felt coarse against my skin as I wiped away the drying warmth on my stomach and chest, the sensation grounding me a little as my breathing continued to slow.

I tore off a few more sheets and handed them to her, and she took them with a quiet, “Thanks,” her voice softer now as she carefully dabbed at the emerald silk, smoothing out what she could without rushing.

Even like this, slightly undone, she looked incredible. Her hair had lost whatever careful shape it had before, falling in loose, imperfect waves around her face. Her lipstick was gone, smudged away somewhere in the middle of everything we’d done, leaving her lips bare and a little swollen.

The dress had wrinkled in places where my hands had gripped and pulled, but none of it took away from her. If anything, it made her feel more real, more present, like I was seeing something underneath the polished version she’d walked in with.

She stepped back into her panties, then smoothed the silk back down over her hips, her hands lingering for a second as she adjusted the fabric. And as I watched her, something tightened suddenly in my chest, sharp and unexpected.

It wasn’t regret or second thoughts. It was the realization that this moment was ending, that she could walk out that door in the next few seconds and disappear back into whatever life she had outside of this room.

The version of me from earlier, the one who hesitated, who tried to keep things contained and logical, felt like someone I barely recognized now. The thesis, the deadlines, all the things that had seemed so urgent before, had been pushed so far out of focus that they barely registered.

“Hey,” I said, my voice still rough around the edges, like it hadn’t fully recovered. I reached for my phone where it sat on the desk, my fingers closing around it as that restless energy crept back in, not the same as before but close enough that my pulse picked up again. “I know this was… a lot. And I know I was a bit of a mess at first. But I really want to see you again.”

Jamie paused mid-motion, her hand hovering near her hair as she turned her head to look at me. There was something open in her expression, something that looked like genuine surprise instead of the controlled confidence she’d been carrying all night. It hit me then, the sense that she was used to a different reaction, that most guys probably didn’t get past this point with her.

“You want my number?” she asked, her voice lifting slightly at the end, like she wasn’t quite sure she’d heard me right.

“Yeah. I do,” I said, holding my phone out to her, not overthinking it this time. “Please.”

The change in her face was immediate, that earlier smirk softening into something warmer, something that felt a lot more personal. She stepped closer and took the phone from my hand, her fingers moving quickly as she entered her contact info.

When she passed it back, her fingers brushed against mine for just a second, but it was enough to bring back that same spark I’d felt earlier, sharp and familiar now.

She turned and walked toward the heavy steel door, her heels soft against the floor, but just before she reached for the handle, she stopped. She glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes darker now, carrying a hint of that earlier playfulness. When she stepped closer again, it was just enough to close the distance between us, her breath warm as it brushed against my ear.

“Next time, Leo,” she murmured, her voice low and close, “maybe I’ll be the one on top.”

The words sent a slow, electric chill down my spine, not sharp like before but steady, settling in deeper. She didn’t wait for me to respond. She just pulled back, turned the lock, and slipped out into the hallway, the door closing softly behind her and leaving me alone in the muted light of the office.

I took a minute before moving, letting everything settle into place. When I finally stood, I adjusted my clothes, tucking my shirt back in and straightening it out as best as I could.

At the sink, I splashed cold water onto my face, the shock of it cutting through the lingering haze just enough to bring me back into myself. When I looked up at my reflection, something about it felt off, not in a bad way, just different. Like something had shifted under the surface and hadn’t quite settled yet.

When I pushed back out into the bar, the noise hit me all at once, loud and chaotic after the contained quiet of the office. The music thumped through the space, the crowd thicker than it had been earlier, voices overlapping in a steady hum.

Marcus was still behind the bar, right where I’d left him, leaning over the taps like nothing had changed.

The second he saw me, his face broke into a wide, knowing grin.

“Look at you,” he said with a laugh, nudging his shoulder against mine as I grabbed a clean rag. “You’ve got that ‘just saw a ghost’ glow. Or maybe a goddess. So? How was the ‘inventory’?”

I glanced down the bar, catching the faint trace of vanilla still clinging to my skin, subtle but unmistakable. My mind flicked back to the emerald silk, to the way she’d looked at me, to everything that had happened in that room that didn’t quite fit into anything I’d expected.

“Honestly?” I said, a tired but genuine smile pulling at my mouth as I started polishing a glass, the motion familiar and steady. “Best lay I’ve ever had, man. Not even close.”

Marcus laughed, clearly pleased with himself, already turning his attention back to the line of customers waiting for drinks. I didn’t say anything else. I kept the details to myself, every part of it, including the piece that made Jamie different from anyone I’d ever been with before.

Some things felt too good, too personal, to hand over to anyone else.


PRETTY ENOUGH TO WIN


The sun beat down on me, hot and relentless. There was an awful sinking feeling in my gut as I watched the bartender slide my credit card back across the sticky mahogany bar.

I already knew what he was about to say from the look on his face, but he said it anyway, loud enough to cut through the bass pounding from the pool party behind us.

“Your card was declined.”

Just like that, our Spring Break budget was dead.

I grabbed the card and turned back toward the booth where Jax and Tyler were waiting, already feeling like an idiot. We’d only been in Cabo for three days, and somehow we’d burned through almost everything. Between the overpriced bottle service and the jet ski rentals Jax had sworn were essential, our collective savings had vanished fast.

Jax was stretched across the booth like he owned the whole bar, broad shoulders taking up too much space, one thick arm thrown over the back of the seat. He looked hard in every possible way, from his square jaw to his heavy chest and muscular arms. Tyler was different. More laid-back, more polished, already deeply tanned, with a smug, lazy kind of confidence.

They both looked up when I got back. Their grins disappeared the second they saw my face.

“No way,” Jax said, slamming his hand on the table. “You’re telling me that was the last card? Leo, we’ve still got four days left.”

“I told you I was close to the limit,” I muttered, dropping into the seat across from them.

The second I sat down, I felt exposed. Jax was staring at me in that hard, direct way of his, and it made me feel smaller than usual. I’d always been the lean one out of the three of us. While Jax and Tyler spent half their lives in the gym, I’d gotten by on decent genetics and not much else. Next to them, I looked softer. Slimmer. My hair had grown out over the semester, falling in dark waves past my ears, and the humid salt air had made it even messier.

Tyler reached over and pulled a glossy neon flyer from the condiment caddy. He skimmed it, then lifted his brows.

“Hey,” he said. “Listen to this. ‘Miss Spring Sizzle.’ Wet T-shirt contest tomorrow at the main stage. First prize is ten grand cash. Not a check. Not a voucher. Actual cash.”

“Great,” I snapped. “Unless one of us has been hiding a pair of double-Ds, I don’t see how that helps.”

Jax didn’t laugh.

He leaned forward slowly, elbows on the table, and his eyes moved over me in a way that made my skin start to burn. It wasn’t a normal look. It wasn’t even really teasing. It was focused. Evaluating. Almost hungry.

Then he reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear.

The touch caught me completely off guard. His fingertips were rough and warm, and they lingered just a little too long against my temple. A weird little jolt went through me, sharp enough that I had to fight not to react.

“You know, Leo,” Jax said, his voice dropping lower, rougher, “you’ve always had that pretty-boy thing going on.”

I stared at him.

He kept looking me over like he was picturing it.

“You’re lean. You’ve got the hair. Your skin’s smoother than either of ours. With enough makeup and the right outfit?” His gaze dragged over me again, slow and shameless. “Nobody would even guess.”

I actually felt a laugh start to rise in my throat, but it died the second I realized he wasn’t joking.

My mouth fell open. “You’ve got to be kidding me. You want me to put on a dress and get soaked onstage for beer money? Absolutely not. That’s humiliating.”

“It’s ten thousand dollars, Leo,” Tyler said.

I turned toward him, expecting him to shut it down. Instead, he was looking at me too now, more carefully than before, like Jax had planted the idea and suddenly he could see it.

“Think about it,” Tyler said. “We’d be set for the rest of the trip. Penthouse suite, top-shelf everything. And honestly?” He gave me a slow once-over that made heat creep up the back of my neck. “Jax is right. You’ve got the legs for it. Narrow waist. Pretty face. You could pass, man. Easy.”

The humiliation hit me first.

A hot, crawling wave of shame that settled under my skin and stayed there.

But that wasn’t all it was.

I looked down at my hands, at how slim they were, how smooth, how different they looked from Jax’s big rough hands and Tyler’s more masculine build. The whole idea was insane. A joke. It should have felt ridiculous. But the way they were both looking at me now made it feel like something else. Like they were seeing something in me I’d never wanted them to notice.

Or maybe something I’d tried not to notice in myself.

Jax reached across the table again and wrapped his hand around my forearm. His grip was firm, warm, impossible to ignore. His thumb brushed slowly over the soft skin on the inside of my wrist, and the little touch sent a stupid, fluttering sensation through my chest.

“Do it for the team, Leo,” he said.

His tone was half dare, half command.

“Just one afternoon playing dress-up, and we’re set.” His eyes stayed locked on mine. “I’ll even help you shave.”

That made my stomach tighten.

He gave my arm a small squeeze, then added, quieter, “What do you say? You gonna be our girl for the day?”

I looked from Jax to Tyler.

They were both watching me.

There was challenge in their faces, sure. Amusement too. But underneath that, there was something else that made the air at the table feel heavier. My pulse was beating too hard. My face felt hot. I could feel how badly I should say no, how obvious the answer should have been.

But the word wouldn’t come.

The thought of standing on that stage, judged as a woman, made my blood run cold and hot at the same time. It felt humiliating. Perverse. Wrong.

And still, some part of me was already imagining the feeling of something soft and feminine sliding over my body while all those strangers stared.

To my horror, I didn’t hate the image nearly as much as I should have.

I hated that deep down, with Jax’s hand still wrapped around my arm and both of them looking at me like I might actually do it, I was already starting to wonder what I’d look like.

And whether they’d like what they saw.

The second I made the mistake of not saying a hard no, Jax and Tyler looked at each other like something had already been decided. Tyler grabbed my wrist, tugged me out of the booth, and said, “Come on,” like this was suddenly a group project.

“Where are we going?” I demanded.

“To get you what you need,” Tyler said.

“I’m not doing this.”

Jax just glanced at me. “You are if you want to eat this week.”

That was how I ended up trailing after them through the pool deck, red-faced and furious, while they scanned the crowd like they were shopping. I still thought they were bluffing. I still thought at some point one of them would laugh, drop it, admit the whole thing had been a stupid joke.

Instead, Tyler spotted a group of girls stretched out on lounge chairs with half-finished drinks and said, “Perfect.”

There were four of them, all tan and glossy and barely dressed, the kind of girls who looked like they’d stepped out of an ad for bad decisions. Tyler walked over with that easy grin of his, Jax looming beside him, and I already hated whatever was about to happen.

“Hey,” Tyler said. “We need a favor.”

That got their attention fast.

Mostly because of Tyler. Also because of Jax.

One of the girls pushed her sunglasses up into her hair and smiled. “Depends. What kind of favor?”

Tyler pointed at me. The whole group looked me over at once. I wanted to disappear on the spot. “Our friend lost a bet,” Tyler said smoothly. “A really bad one.”

Jax folded his arms. “He’s got to enter the wet T-shirt contest tomorrow.”

There was a beat of silence. Then all four girls burst out laughing.

“No way,” one of them said, sitting up. “Seriously?”

“I’m not doing it,” I muttered.

“Yes, he is,” Tyler said.

Another girl looked me up and down more carefully, eyes snagging on my face, my hair, my build. “Wait. Honestly?” She tilted her head. “He could kind of pull it off.”

Heat rushed straight into my face. Tyler grinned. “That’s what we said.”

I shot him a look, but nobody cared. The girls were all staring at me now with bright, entertained interest, like I was a problem they couldn’t wait to solve.

“Oh my God,” the first girl said. “We have to help.”

“You really don’t,” I said.

She ignored me completely. “I’ve got a white tank that would work.”

“I have cutoffs,” another girl said immediately. “The tiny ones. They’d fit him.”

“Barely,” her friend said, laughing.

A third girl pointed at my hair. “He’d definitely need a wig, unless you want him looking like somebody’s surfer cousin.”

“I have one for the rave we just went to,” the first girl said. “It’s in my room.”

I stared at all of them. “You cannot be serious.”

Jax looked down at me. “Sounds like we’re getting somewhere.”

Nobody was even hesitating. Not Jax. Not Tyler. Not the girls. They were all acting like this was obvious. Like once the idea had been spoken out loud, everybody could already see it.

One of the girls stood and walked right up to me, close enough that I caught the sugary smell of sunscreen and rum on her skin. She looked me over with open curiosity, like I was a doll she was mentally dressing.

“You’ve actually got really good legs for this,” she said.

Her friends laughed.

Then she reached out and touched the ends of my hair, lifting one dark strand between her fingers. “And your face is kind of pretty. You’d clean up well.”

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered.

Tyler clapped me on the shoulder. “See? It’s not just us.”

That somehow made it more humiliating, not less.

Within five minutes, the whole thing had turned into a mission. One girl offered the shorts. Another had a padded bra and said I was “close enough” to her size in the band. The girl with the Halloween wig insisted on grabbing it from her room. Somebody else dug a gloss out of her beach bag and held it up triumphantly like she’d just made a major contribution to science.

And through all of it, I just stood there while they talked about me like I wasn’t fully a person anymore.

Like I was a doll they were about to dress or a look they were putting together. When the girl with the cutoffs came back and held them up against my hips, she smirked.

“Oh, these are going to be mean on you.”

The others cracked up. I looked at Jax. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

He didn’t even deny it. His eyes moved from the shorts to my face, calm and steady. “They’re helping,” he said.

Helping. Right.

Because apparently that was what this was now. Me standing in the middle of a circle of amused, beautiful women while my two best friends bartered for the pieces they’d need to turn me into something feminine enough to fool a crowd.

I’d never felt so embarrassed in my life.

And the worst part was that every time one of the girls said I could pull it off, every time Tyler or Jax agreed, some awful little part of me reacted.

Not with confidence, but with a hot, nervous curiosity.

By the time we finally left, Tyler was carrying an armful of borrowed clothes, one of the girls had promised to sneak them a wig and a bra after her friends were done getting ready for dinner, and Jax had somehow talked another one into handing over a pair of panties.

“Absolutely not,” I said when I saw the lacy thong. “No one is going to see that part anyway.”

The girls laughed. “Don’t you want to feel the part though?” My stomach flipped. Did I? The normal response would be no, but something in my body fought against that.

I sighed as they added them to the pile. I wasn’t getting out of this. I knew it.

As we headed back toward the room, I walked in silence, burning from the inside out.

Jax glanced over at me. “Too late to back out now.”

Tyler laughed. “Way too late.”

I looked at the bundle of girls’ clothes in Tyler’s arms and felt my stomach drop.

They were right.

This had stopped being a joke the second strangers looked at me and decided I was the kind of guy they could turn into a girl.
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I was perched on the closed toilet lid in nothing but my boxers, knees apart because there wasn’t room to sit any other way, feeling more exposed than I ever had in my life. Steam still hung in the air from the shower we’d run to soften my skin, and my heart was pounding so hard it felt stupidly obvious as Jax stood over me with a triple-blade razor in his hand.

“Hold still, Leo,” he muttered. “If I nick you, pulling off the pretty-girl thing is going to get a lot harder.”

His voice was low and focused, almost professional, which somehow made it worse. He braced one big hand on my shoulder to steady me, his thumb dragging lightly across the base of my neck as he leaned in. The contrast made me shiver. His palm was rough and warm. The shaving cream spread across my chest was cold and slick. I could feel both at once as he carefully dragged the razor over my skin, scraping away the light dusting of hair I’d always thought looked good on me.

Now it just vanished, one slow stroke at a time.

I watched his arm flex with each pass, his expression narrowed in concentration. He was so intent on it, so weirdly careful, that it made my stomach twist. It should have felt ridiculous, sitting there half-naked while one of my best friends shaved my chest so I could pass for a girl in some trashy contest. Instead, it felt uncomfortably serious. Intimate, even. Like with every stroke he was taking something away from me and uncovering something else underneath.

By the time he was done, my chest looked smoother, barer, softer than I’d ever seen it.

But that wasn’t the part that really got to me.

“Stand up,” Jax said.

I looked at him. “Seriously?”

“You want this to work or not?”

Before I could answer, Tyler was already snapping the can of shaving cream in his hand. The sound made something in my stomach drop. I got to my feet in the cramped bathroom, feeling stupid and exposed in nothing but my boxers while steam still clung to the mirrors. Then Jax crouched in front of me, spread one hand over my calf, and started smoothing cold foam up my shin.

That was worse.

Way worse.

Chest hair was one thing. This felt different. More obvious. More real. I’d never once looked at my legs and thought of them as masculine or feminine before, but the second Jax started shaving them, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. The razor dragged slowly up my skin, leaving behind a clean, bare path that looked shockingly smooth compared to the strip of dark hair still left beside it. My breath caught a little. I hated how dramatic the difference was.

“There,” Tyler said from somewhere behind me. “See? That already looks better.”

Better.

I swallowed hard and looked down at my own leg while Jax kept going, one steady stroke after another. He was right. That was the problem. Each pass made my legs look sleeker. Softer. More like they belonged under tiny shorts than basketball shorts. More like something that should be looked at.

Jax kept one hand firm around my ankle as he worked his way up, his grip steady, almost possessive, and I had to brace myself against Tyler’s shoulder when he told me to lift one foot onto the edge of the tub. The position made me feel even more exposed, balancing there while Jax shaved me like this was completely normal.

“Hold still,” Tyler said lightly.

I shot him a look, but it barely landed. My face was already hot.

Jax didn’t say anything. He just kept shaving, focused on the job, clearing away every last bit of hair until both my legs looked bare and unfamiliar. By the time he was done, I couldn’t stop staring at them. They looked longer now. Cleaner. More noticeable. Not like my legs.

Like a girl’s legs.

I barely had time to stare before Tyler stepped in holding the lacy thong.

“Okay,” he said, snapping the waistband once. “Take off your boxers and step into these.”

I gave him a dead look. “That’s not happening.”

“It is if you want ten grand,” Tyler said.

“No one is going to know if I don’t wear panties,” I argued.

Jax grinned. “Come on. It’s just for fun. I dare you to wear them.”

I groaned and sighed. Then I dropped my boxers, letting them both stare at my cock. “What?”

They cleared their throats and averted their gazes. I snatched the thong and slid it up over my hips, hating that my cock was starting to get hard from the feeling of the lace and the string between my ass cheeks.

“Well?” I tried to play it off like I was unaffected when that couldn’t have been further from the truth. I was deeply affected in a way I couldn’t explore because I wasn’t alone.

They both turned in my direction with widening eyes. “You look good,” Tyler laughed, but it sounded strained. Jax tried to distract himself. He stepped in again, already holding a tube of shimmering lip gloss.

“Chin up,” he said.

I glared at him.

“Leo.”

Something in his tone made me obey before I could think better of it. He hooked two fingers under my jaw and tipped my face up. My breath caught as he leaned in close enough for me to smell the clean salt of his skin and the faint trace of cologne still clinging to him. The bathroom suddenly felt even smaller.

He brushed the gloss over my bottom lip with slow, steady movements.

The sensation made my stomach knot. It was sticky and strange, the kind of thing I should have hated on principle, but the way he was doing it made it worse. Or better. I honestly couldn’t tell anymore. His face was only inches from mine, his eyes fixed on my mouth as he worked. When he finished, he didn’t pull away right away. He just stayed there for a second, staring.

Then his thumb moved to the corner of my lips and wiped away a tiny smear of shimmer.

The silence that followed made my heart race.

Tyler was the one who finally broke it, reaching for the wig with an exhale like he’d remembered there was still a job to finish.

The rest came together in pieces.

A long blonde wig settled over my darker hair, soft synthetic waves tumbling over my shoulders while Tyler pinned and adjusted it with a level of competence I definitely did not want explained. Then came the bra. Jax slid the straps up my arms and clasped the back while I stood there motionless, too rattled to argue anymore. The padding from the bra had an unexpected weight to it, a solid physical pull against my chest that felt deeply unfamiliar and yet, once everything was strapped into place, weirdly convincing.

Too convincing.

They tugged the straps tighter, adjusted the cups, then helped me into the pair of cutoff jean shorts. Next, Jax pulled the white tank top down over everything. When he stepped forward to fix the hem, his knuckles brushed the edge of my hips, and I felt a sharp, humiliating jolt in my stomach.

“There,” Jax said at last.

Neither of them moved for a second. Then they both stepped back. I turned toward the mirror. The glass was still fogged around the edges, but there was more than enough to see.

I didn’t see Leo.

I saw a tall, slim blonde with flushed cheeks, glossy lips, and a body that had been pushed, squeezed, and reshaped into something distractingly feminine. The wig framed my face in a way that made it look softer. Delicate, almost. The tank top clung in all the right places. The cleavage peeking out at the top wasn’t dramatic, but it was enough. Enough to sell it. Enough to make the whole thing feel suddenly real.

I stood there staring at myself, waiting for the humiliation to hit in full.

It didn’t. Instead, a hot, dizzy little thrill rose up in its place.

I looked good. Not funny-good. Not “for a guy”-good.

Just good. Dangerously good.

My pulse kicked harder. I couldn’t stop staring. I looked like someone I would have glanced at twice in a hotel bar. Someone men would notice. Someone they’d keep looking at.

And when I caught Jax’s reflection in the mirror behind me, I realized he already was.

He was staring at my chest, my waist, my mouth, his expression dark and unreadable now. Not amused. Not smug. Not even triumphant. His chest rose and fell once, slow and heavy, and all at once I knew this had stopped being a joke for him somewhere in the middle of the bathroom.

Maybe it had stopped being one for me too.
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Stepping out of the hotel room felt like stepping off a cliff.

The hallway air hit my shaved legs and I almost flinched. Every inch of exposed skin felt wrong in a way I couldn’t stop noticing. The shorts they’d put me in were tiny, frayed at the bottom and tight enough to make me aware of my thighs with every step. Underneath, the thong squeezed everything so firmly into place that I still hadn’t adjusted to how my own body felt. I had to walk carefully, like one bad move would ruin the whole illusion. Even the wig brushing my shoulders kept reminding me what I looked like now.

Or what I was supposed to look like.

Jax and Tyler stayed close on either side of me as we headed down the hall, both of them big and broad and completely at ease while I tried not to look like I was about to panic. Beside them, I felt even smaller. Slimmer. Softer. More obvious in all the worst ways. I kept my head down as we reached the lobby, my pulse hammering so hard it felt ridiculous. I was just waiting for someone to laugh. Waiting for someone to point at the cheap blonde wig and the tight shorts and call me out for exactly what I was.

Instead, a group of guys by the elevators looked over and one of them gave a low whistle.

“Damn,” another one said. “Look at her legs.”

Her.

My whole face went hot.

That should have made me want to turn around and run straight back to the room. It should have made me sick. Instead, it sent this awful little rush through me, sharp and embarrassing and impossible to ignore. They hadn’t laughed. They hadn’t seen through me. They’d looked at me and seen exactly what Jax and Tyler had been trying to make.

A girl.

Or close enough.

We kept moving, out through the lobby and toward the pool deck, and it only got worse from there. I could feel the shorts hugging me with every step, feel the wig moving against my back, feel the weird new smoothness of my own skin every time my thighs brushed together. Every little movement felt exaggerated. Feminine. I hated how aware I was of it.

And I hated even more that part of me was starting to lean into it.

I glanced at Tyler, expecting him to be watching the crowd or grinning at my misery, but he wasn’t looking anywhere else. His eyes were on me. On the way I was walking. On my hips. On the whole effect. When he caught me looking, he didn’t even pretend to look away.

That did something ugly to my stomach.

On my other side, Jax put his hand on the small of my back as we moved around a loud group near the bar. His palm was warm and firm, guiding me forward like it was the most natural thing in the world. The touch stayed there longer than it needed to, solid and possessive, making me even more aware of how little there was between his hand and my skin.

“Keep moving, Leah,” he said quietly.

Leah. Not Leo.

Hearing the name out here, in public, made my chest tighten. “I am moving,” I muttered.

Jax’s hand pressed lightly at my back, steering me around another cluster of people. “You’re doing fine.”

I swallowed and kept walking.

Then he added, low enough that only I could hear, “Everybody’s looking at you.”

“That’s not helping,” I said.

A faint smile touched his mouth. “It should. You look good.”

I looked straight ahead after that because I didn’t know what to do with those words. They landed too hard. Too deep. I could feel people noticing me as we crossed the deck. Not everyone, but enough. Enough glances. Enough second looks. Enough men looking at my legs, my hair, my body, and seeing what they were supposed to see. Every one of those looks should have made the whole thing feel more humiliating.

Instead, it made it feel more real.

That was what was messing with my head.

I wasn’t just dressed up anymore. I wasn’t just playing along in a hotel bathroom. Out here, in public, this look was working. Jax and Tyler had shaved me, squeezed me into the right clothes, fixed my hair, glossed my lips, and somehow turned me into someone strangers actually looked at. Not as a joke. Not as a guy in a bad wig.

As a pretty blonde girl in short shorts.

The thought made my face burn all over again.

By the time we got closer to the stage, the panic I’d felt leaving the room had changed into something stranger. I was still scared of getting caught. Still scared somebody would look too closely and ruin me with one laugh, one word, one knowing smirk. But underneath that was something else now. Something hot and dizzy and humiliating.

I could feel Jax and Tyler on either side of me, both of them watching how I moved, how people reacted, how well the whole thing was working. They weren’t laughing anymore. They weren’t treating it like some dumb dare. They looked too focused for that. Too invested.

That changed everything.

Because if they were taking it seriously, then I had to take it seriously too.

Without thinking, I adjusted my stride. Just a little. Just enough to make my steps feel smoother. Smaller. Less stiff. I felt the shorts tighten across me as I walked, felt the wig sway against my back, felt the humiliating little shift in my body the second I stopped fighting it so hard.

Tyler noticed immediately.

I saw it in the way his expression changed.

Jax noticed too. His hand returned to my back for a second, steady and approving.

Heat climbed up my neck as I kept walking toward the stage, caught between dread and some perverse thrill. The worst part wasn’t the outfit. It wasn’t the stares. It wasn’t even being called Leah in public.

It was the growing, sickening realization that the more convincing I felt, the harder it was getting to remember I was supposed to be embarrassed.

And the hardest part of all was knowing Jax and Tyler could see that happening in real time.

The bass from the stage speakers was so loud I could feel it in my ribs, a heavy, constant thud under the weight strapped to my chest. The second I stepped out from the wings and into the full glare of the sun, the heat slammed into me. It felt like walking straight into an oven.

Sweat broke out almost immediately, dampening my skin and making the thong under my shorts feel even tighter, even more suffocating.

I was lined up with twenty actual women, shoulder to shoulder, and that alone was enough to make my pulse go wild. On one side of me was a girl in a neon yellow bikini that was visible under her white shirt. On the other was a brunette with a belly-button ring that flashed every time she moved. Standing between them, I felt like the biggest fraud on earth. A guy in a wig. A guy in a thong. A guy waiting for one wrong look to ruin everything.

The host was a tanned guy in a loud floral shirt and mirrored sunglasses, stalking back and forth across the front of the stage with a wireless mic and way too much confidence. He called himself Nitro which made me laugh. His voice was all forced energy and frat-boy showmanship, the kind that only made the crowd louder.

There had to be a thousand people packed into the sand below us, all sunburned shoulders, backward caps, raised drinks, and too much noise. Their shouting hit me like a wall. My stomach was tied up so tight it hurt, panic and adrenaline twisting together until I couldn’t tell where one stopped and the other started.

Then Nitro stopped right in front of me. “And look at this one,” he shouted.

My breath caught so hard it hurt.

He didn’t see Leo. He saw Leah. Tall blonde. Glossy lips. Big eyes. The shy one. The good girl type.

He grabbed my hand before I could react, his palm sweaty against mine, and held it up like he was presenting me to the whole beach.

“Leah, right?” he said into the mic. “Where you from, honey?”

“San Diego,” I said, forcing my voice higher.

It came out softer than I expected. Thin. Breathier. Not perfect, but close enough. Close enough that the crowd cheered instead of laughing.

“San Diego!” Nitro shouted. “We got ourselves a California girl!”

The crowd roared.

Then he looked me up and down and grinned.

“Now the boys down there are saying they haven’t seen enough of you yet.” He angled the mic toward me, then back toward the crowd. “So why don’t you give us a nice slow turn, Leah? Show everybody exactly what you’re working with.”

My whole body went hot.

This was it. This was the part I’d been dreading from the second Jax first looked at me across that bar and said I could pass. Standing there in front of all those people, being treated like a piece of eye candy, being told to show myself off while nobody in the crowd had any idea what I really was underneath the wig and the shorts and the tank top.

I pivoted on the balls of my feet and felt the shorts shift against my thighs. The frayed edges brushed the freshly shaved skin there, sending a sharp reminder straight through me. The long blonde wig moved against my back as I turned, light and synthetic and weirdly convincing, brushing over my shoulders in a way that made the whole thing feel even more real. And when my back was to the crowd, I caught myself leaning into it just a little. Not too much. Just enough. Just enough to let the look work.

The reaction was immediate. The sound that came from the crowd wasn’t just loud. It was hungry.

I was being humiliated. There was no way around that. Put on display. Judged. Whistled at. Treated exactly like the kind of girl those idiots came to places like this hoping to stare at all weekend.

I glanced toward the front row and found Jax and Tyler almost immediately. Tyler was grinning, but not in the same easy way he had back in the room. There was color high on his face now, and he was watching me too closely. Jax was worse. He wasn’t cheering at all. He was just standing there with his arms crossed, staring at me with that hard, fixed look of his, his eyes locked on me like this had stopped being funny somewhere along the way.

That look nearly wrecked me.

Because suddenly it didn’t feel like they were laughing at how good the costume was.

It felt like they were looking at Leah and liked what they saw.

I finished the turn and faced the crowd again, my face burning hot. I was breathing too hard. I could feel it in the rise and fall of my chest, and the awful part was that it probably only made the whole act more convincing. My lips felt sticky in the sun, the gloss catching the light. I hated how exposed I felt.

“Holy hell,” Nitro said, half off-mic, staring at me for a second before turning back to the crowd. “I think we got a favorite here.”

The crowd exploded.

“What do you think, Cabo?” he shouted. “Is Leah moving on?”

The answer came back so loud it didn’t even sound human at first. Just a wall of noise. Then I heard it, clear as anything.

“Le-ah! Le-ah! Le-ah!”

My stomach dropped.

A thousand people were chanting a girl’s name for me.

I stood there in my little white tank top and tiny shorts, heart pounding, ears ringing, and listened to them scream for Leah like she was real. Around me, Nitro started cutting people. One by one, girls were sent offstage, some annoyed, some trying not to show it, and every time he called another name that wasn’t mine, my pulse kicked harder.

Then there were only a few of us left.

“And finally,” Nitro shouted, dragging it out for maximum effect, “rounding out our finalists for the wet T-shirt showdown... Leah!”

For a second I didn’t move.

I honestly couldn’t.

My brain just stalled out.

I’d made the finals. I had beaten out fifteen actual women by being a better version of what the crowd wanted. The realization hit me so hard it almost made me dizzy.

And underneath the humiliation, underneath the panic, underneath every sane instinct telling me this had gone way too far, something else opened up inside me.

I didn’t want it to end.

I didn’t want to leave the stage. I didn’t want to go back to being Leo just yet. I wanted to stay right there in the heat and the noise with all those eyes on me, while a thousand strangers looked up and saw exactly what Jax had promised they’d see.

A pretty blonde girl.

Or close enough that it didn’t matter.

I looked at Jax again.

This time he gave me a slow nod, his gaze dropping briefly to my mouth before lifting back to my eyes.

It wasn’t a joke anymore. Not for him. Not for Tyler. And definitely not for me.

By the time I moved toward the finalists’ line, the sway in my walk didn’t feel practiced.

It felt natural.

The adrenaline from the stage was still humming through my veins, as I stepped off the wooden stairs. I’d barely had a moment to catch my breath before a large, uniformed security guard stepped into my path, his eyes scanning my "Leah" silhouette with a professional lack of emotion.

He told me one of the VIP judges wanted a private word in the cabanas before the final round. My heart immediately executed a painful somersault in my chest.

I looked toward the front row, catching Jax’s eye for a split second. He gave me a thumbs-up, thinking this was just part of the VIP treatment, while Tyler just watched me with that same dark, heavy gaze that made my skin itch. They had no idea I felt like I was walking toward a firing squad.

The VIP cabana was a world away from the sun-drenched chaos of the pool deck. It was shaded by thick, cream-colored canvas that snapped softly in the ocean breeze, and the air inside smelled like expensive cigars and chilled bourbon.

Sitting behind a low, glass-topped table was a man who looked like he owned half the coastline—mid-fifties, silver hair swept back perfectly, and wearing a linen suit that probably cost more than my tuition. He didn't look like the frat boys outside; he looked like a predator who had found his next meal.

"Sit down, Leah," he said, his voice a smooth, cultured purr that made the fine hairs on my shaved arms stand up.

I sat, carefully smoothing the hem of my tiny denim shorts and keeping my knees pressed tightly together, a habit I’d picked up in the last hour. The thong was cupping my cock and digging into my ass, reminding me of the lie I was living. I waited for him to tell me I was disqualified, to laugh at the "guy in a dress," but he just stared at me for a long, agonizing minute.

"You're very convincing," he finally whispered, leaning forward. My breath hitched. He knew. My mind raced with excuses, but before I could speak, he continued. "Most people see what they want to see, but I’ve always had an eye for the... unconventional. I know exactly what you’re hiding under those shorts, Leah. And frankly, I find the deception exquisite."

I felt a wave of cold dread wash over me, followed by a sudden, inexplicable heat. He wasn't disgusted; he was fascinated. He reached across the table, his fingers grazing the back of my hand, and I realized then that the $10,000 wasn't just about the contest anymore. It was about what happened in this room. He told me the win was mine—that he’d ensure the other judges saw things his way—but he wanted a "taste" of the prize first.

The humiliation stuck in the back of my throat. I knew I should get up and walk out, but I thought about the maxed-out cards, the look on Jax’s face when I’d won the preliminary round, and the way the "Leah" persona felt like a shield I didn't want to put down.

"What do you want?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper, the "girl" register slipping slightly as my pulse hammered against the silicone in my bra.

He didn't say a word. He just pointed a finger toward the dark, shadowed space beneath the glass-topped table.

I felt like a puppet with its strings being pulled by a stranger. I slid off the chair, my knees hitting the plush, outdoor rug with a soft thud that sent a jolt of alarm through my system. The position was inherently submissive, my long, blonde wig falling forward like a golden curtain, shielding my face from the rest of the world.

Through the glass, I could see the blurry silhouette of the man above me. Beyond the canvas walls, the muffled roar of the crowd was still chanting my name. "Le-ah! Le-ah!"

Jax and Tyler were right out there. They were waiting for their "bro" to come out a winner. They were probably checking their empty wallets, completely oblivious to the fact that I was currently on my knees for a man who knew exactly what I was hiding.

My fingers were trembling so hard I could barely grip the metal tab of his zipper. When the fly hissed open, the scent hit me—musky, masculine, and heavy. It was a sharp, grounding contrast to the flowery perfume Tyler had doused me in.

He didn't wait. He reached down and gripped the synthetic blonde hair at the back of my head, his fingers tangling in the cheap strands to guide me. He pulled his cock out of his slacks, and the sheer size of him made my breath hitch. He was thick and rigid, a pulsing, dark-veined weight that looked impossible to manage.

The reality crashed over me. I was a man, dressed as a woman, about to service another man who was turned on by my humiliation.

I leaned in, the tightness of my bra straps digging into my shoulders, a constant reminder of the "Leah" mask I was wearing. I opened my mouth, the shimmering, sticky lip gloss catching the light. I took the broad, flared head of his cock between my lips first, my tongue darting out to taste the salty precum.

The texture was overwhelming. He was hot and feverish, and the skin of his shaft was silkily smooth but rock hard underneath. I slid my mouth down, my jaw aching as I tried to accommodate his girth. The sticky gloss acted as an accidental lubricant, making the friction of my lips against his shaft feel incredibly slick and clinical.

"That’s it, Leah," he whispered from above the table. The sound of my girl name while his cock was filling my mouth made my stomach do a violent, erotic flip. "Take it all. Be a good girl for the judge."

I pushed further, my nose pressing against the base of his shaft, the coarse hair of his groin tickling my chin. I could feel the weight of his balls against my chin as I struggled to take him deeper. My throat constricted, a natural gag reflex fighting against the invasion, but his hand was firm on the back of my head. He wasn't letting me pull away.

I started a rhythmic, bobbing motion, my hands reaching up to grip his thighs for balance. His muscles were corded and tense. Every time I slid my mouth down to the base, I could hear him let out a low, guttural hiss through the glass.

I was hyper-aware of my own body. I could feel the way my shaved thighs felt smooth against the rug, and the way the thong brushed against my erection. I was performing as a woman, but the physical sensation of his heat was making me react as a man. It was a confusing, dizzying blur of desire and self-loathing.

The sound of someone laughing just outside the cabana made my heart skip a beat. I froze, my mouth still full of him, terrified the canvas would pull back and my friends would see me like this. But the judge just tightened his grip on my hair, pushing me into a faster, deeper pace. He didn't care who heard. He wanted to break me.

I leaned into the submission. I let the "Leah" persona take over completely, imagining I was nothing more than a mouth designed for his pleasure. I swirled my tongue around the ridge of his head, sucking hard until I heard his breath catch in a sharp, jagged rasp.

He began to thrust back, his hips meeting my face with a heavy, rhythmic thud. I was drowning in the scent of him and the synthetic smell of my own wig. Each stroke felt like it was stripping away another layer of my identity. I wasn't a college student. I wasn't a buddy. I was a prize.

"I'm close," he gasped, his voice straining.

He didn't pull out. He grabbed my hair with both hands now, his knuckles white as he hauled my head forward one last time, burying himself as deep as he could go. I felt the back of my throat hit the head of his cock, and then the sudden, pulsing rush of heat.

It was a violent, messy finish. He bucked against the underside of the table, his entire body shuddering as he filled my mouth. The warmth was startling, a thick, salty tide that I had no choice but to swallow as he held me there, making sure I took every drop.

When he finally released me, I stayed on my knees for a long moment, my forehead resting against the edge of the glass. My breath was coming in ragged, broken gasps. I could feel the sticky ruin of my makeup and the warmth of him still coating my tongue.

The silence in the cabana was heavy, broken only by the sound of him adjusting his clothes above me. I felt hollowed out. Used. And to my absolute horror, as I reached up to wipe a stray drop of him from my shimmering lower lip, I realized I wanted to do it again.

I was a "good girl." And I had a contest to win.

"You’ve earned that win, Leah," the judge said, his voice thick with satisfaction. He reached down and tilted my chin up, his eyes roaming over my flushed face and ruined lip gloss. "Make sure you put on a show out there. I'll be watching."

I stood up, my legs feeling like jelly, and began the frantic process of fixing my appearance. I smoothed my hair, reapplied the sticky gloss, and checked to make sure the bra was still in place. When I finally stepped out of the cabana and back into the blinding sunlight, Jax and Tyler were right there. Jax clapped a hand on my shoulder, his grip firm and proud.

"You okay, Leah? You look a little shaken," Jax said, his eyes scanning my face with a concern that made me want to scream and laugh at the same time.

"Just nerves," I lied, my voice sounding more like a woman's than ever before, the secret of what I’d just done burning in my gut like a brand. "I’m ready for the final round."

I walked back onto the main stage. The four other finalists were already lined up, their actual skin glistening with a mixture of sweat and shimmering body oil. They looked like goddesses, confident and regal, while I felt like a ticking time bomb of masculine secrets.

The sun was beating down, turning the wooden stage into a griddle that I could feel through the soles of my feet. My heart was a frantic, trapped bird, fluttering against the restrictive band of my bra as "Nitro" grabbed the mic and the crowd’s roar reached a deafening, bone-shaking pitch.

"Alright, Cabo! This is what you’ve been waiting for!" Nitro screamed, his voice distorted and booming through the massive speakers. "Five beautiful ladies, five buckets of ice water, and one ten-thousand-dollar winner! Are you ready to see some skin?"

I caught sight of Jax and Tyler in the front row again. Jax’s expression had shifted from supportive to something darker, his jaw set tight as he tracked the way the wind caught my blonde wig. He looked like he wanted to jump on stage and pull me off it, yet he couldn't take his eyes away.

A local promoter stepped up behind the line of girls, holding a massive orange Gatorade bucket filled to the brim with ice and water. I closed my eyes, my breath hitching as I felt the first splash hit the girl to my left. The crowd went feral, but I didn't have time to process her reaction before it was my turn.

The water didn't just hit me; it shocked my entire system into a state of hyper-awareness. It was bone-chillingly cold, a violent contrast to the baking heat of the sun.

I gasped, my mouth falling open as the icy liquid drenched the synthetic hair of my wig, sending heavy, wet strands slapping against my face and shoulders.

The white cotton of my tank top vanished instantly, becoming a translucent second skin that clung to every dip and curve of my torso.

I was "flat" compared to the other girls, my lean, swimmer’s muscles visible through the wet fabric, but the padding in the bra provided just enough of a feminine silhouette to keep the illusion alive. The water pooled in the cleavage of the bra, the weight of it dragging the straps down and making the lace itch against my sensitized, freshly-shaved skin.

I expected the crowd to go silent, to realize I wasn't what I seemed, but the opposite happened. The sight of my slender, athletic frame—soaked, shivering, and undeniably provocative—sent the audience into a total frenzy. I realized then that they weren't looking for perfection; they were looking for a performance.

Something inside me snapped. The humiliation that had been simmering all day finally boiled over into a strange, defiant exhibitionism. I didn't hide my chest with my arms; I arched my back, letting the water drip down my neck and disappear into the waistband of my drenched denim shorts. I started to move, my hips swaying to the heavy bass of the music, my hands sliding up to push the wet blonde hair back from my face.

I wasn't pretending to be Leah anymore. I was being her, leaning into the power of being the center of a thousand men's desires. I could feel the friction of the wet denim against my thighs, the way the water made the thong underneath feel slick and tight, and the way my own body was responding to the attention with a traitorous, heated throb.

I caught Tyler’s eyes this time, and the look of raw, unfiltered lust on his face was the final catalyst. I spun around, giving the crowd the 360-turn the judge had asked for, the wet fabric of my shorts hugging my rear so tightly it left nothing to the imagination. The roar was so loud it felt like it was coming from inside my own head.

"The winner... by a landslide of crowd noise..." Nitro paused, his hand hovering over me as the "applause meter" on the big screen hit the red zone. "Is the California wonder, LEAH!"

The world turned into a blur of flashing cameras and exploding confetti. Someone thrust a giant, oversized check into my hands, the $10,000 figure staring back at me in bold black ink.

I stood there, dripping wet, my white shirt practically non-existent, and my heart pounding with a mixture of triumph and absolute, soul-deep shame. I had won. I had played the girl and I had beaten them all.

As the security guards began to usher us off stage, I saw Jax and Tyler already moving toward the back entrance, their faces pale and their eyes wide. The "silly" part of the day was officially over. We had the money, but as I looked down at my trembling, glossed lips, I knew that the three of us weren't going back to the way things were before the transformation.
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The door to the hotel room clicked shut, cutting off the distant, rhythmic thumping of the pool party bass and leaving us in a silence that felt heavy and suffocatingly private.

Tyler finally moved toward me, his footsteps silent as he closed the distance between us. He didn't look at my face; his eyes were fixed on the way the wet, translucent tank top clung to the padded curves of my chest. I felt a surge of heat in my face, a mixture of the lingering shame from the stage and a new, darker thrill that was starting to take root in the pit of my stomach.

"I couldn't stop staring at you," Tyler said, his voice a low, rough murmur that lacked its usual easygoing charm. He reached out, his hand hovering just inches from the curve of my hip where the soaked denim of my shorts bit into my skin. "Watching you up there, Leah. The way you moved, the way those shorts showed off every inch of your legs... I kept telling myself it was just Leo, just a joke, but my body wasn't listening. All I could think about was how much I wanted to see if those 'assets' felt as good as they looked."

Jax’s hand, which had been resting on the small of my back, tightened its grip, pulling me firmly against his solid, muscular frame. I could feel the hard line of his thigh against mine, the heat of him radiating through my damp clothes. "He’s right, you know," Jax rumbled, his breath hot against my ear, sending a shiver straight down my spine that ended in a sharp throb between my legs. "You put on such a good show, it’d be a shame to let it go to waste. Why don't you stay in character for us, Leah? Just for tonight. Let’s see how far you’re willing to go for the team."

Before I could respond, Jax reached out and gripped the back of my neck, his large hand forcing me down until my knees hit the plush rug with a soft thud. The humiliation of the position was immediate, my long blonde wig spilling over my shoulders, but the heat blooming in my gut was even more undeniable.

"You won that money for us, Leah," Jax rumbled, his voice vibrating in the quiet room as he started to undo his fly. "But I think you owe us a little extra for the effort we put into making you look this good." He pulled himself out, the sight of his thick, rigid cock hitting me with a wave of realization.

He was already fully hard, the skin of his shaft dark and taut. I looked up at him, my breath hitching as I realized I was expected to suck him right here on the floor. Tyler stepped in close on my other side, his hands sliding into my hair, pulling my head back so I had to watch him reveal himself too. He was just as ready, his girth impressive and heavy as he nudged his cock against my cheek.

I hesitated for only a second before the "Leah" persona took over, fueled by the desperate need to please them. I reached out, my slender, pale hands looking delicate against the sheer size of them.

I took Jax into my mouth first, the heat and slickness of him overwhelming my senses. My tongue worked over the flared head of his cock, the tacky lip gloss I was wearing making the friction even more intense. He groaned, his fingers digging into my scalp, forcing me to take him deeper.

I could feel the stretch in my jaw, the synthetic hair of the wig tickling my face as I bobbed my head. It was filthy and wrong, but the way they were looking down at me, like I was their private plaything, made my own body throb with a feminine need.

I didn't stop with Jax. I leaned back, my mouth wet and swollen, and turned my attention to Tyler. I used my hands to stroke them both in tandem, the rhythmic friction of their skin against my palms grounding me in the reality of what I was doing.

I took Tyler’s cock into my throat, gagging slightly on the depth, but he didn't pull back. He gripped my chin, guiding me with a firm, possessive hand while Jax continued to stroke himself against my other cheek, the tip of his cock occasionally brushing my ear.

The sensory overload was total; the taste of them, the smell of their arousal, and the weight of their bodies surrounding me made the "bro" dynamic evaporate into a haze of raw, submissive desire. I was on my knees for my best friends, and I was loving every second of the degradation.

“Let’s continue this on the bed,” Jax grunted, and Tyler agreed.

They hauled me onto the king size bed and flipped me onto my stomach, my face buried in the silk pillows. Jax reached around and unfastened my shorts, tugging them down just enough to show off my ass.

He slid the strap of my thong to the side until my puckered hole was visible to him.

I felt the sudden, shocking weight of him settling between my thighs. He didn't use a drop of lube, relying on the slickness of my saliva from before and the sweat that was already coating our bodies.

He pushed in, the initial stretch making me let out a sharp, jagged cry that was muffled by the bedding. He was so thick he felt like he was splitting me apart, his hips slamming against my rear with a relentless, punishing rhythm.

"Look at me, Leah," Tyler commanded, crawling onto the bed in front of me. I looked up, my eyes unfocused and stinging with tears of pure sensation, as he gripped my hair to lift my head.

He was already kneeling over me, his own length slick and ready. He didn't wait for permission; he guided himself into my mouth again, his thrusts matching the pace Jax was setting from behind.

I was pinned, trapped between the two of them, my body a conduit for their combined lust. The friction was incredible—the sliding of Jax’s shaft inside me and the constant, rhythmic invasion of Tyler’s cock in my throat. I felt like I was being claimed from both ends, my identity as Leo completely submerged under the weight of their dominance.

The internal monologue I’d been clinging to, the idea that this was just “for the money,” finally shattered. I wasn't doing this for the money or the team; I was doing it because I needed to feel this used. Every time Jax’s filled me up, I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through my entire frame, my toes curling against the sheets.

The feeling of being filled so completely, of being stretched and conquered by the two men I’d always looked up to, was more erotic than anything I’d ever imagined. I could feel the heat of their skin, the salt of their sweat, and the sheer, unbridled power of their movements. I was a man, but in this moment, under their hands, I was the ultimate prize they had created and were finally breaking in.

The climax was a violent, uninhibited explosion of everything I’d been suppressing since I first put on the wig. Jax’s pace behind me became frantic, his grunts sounding more like a predator’s growl as he reached his absolute limit. I could feel every inch of his thick, rigid cock slamming against my prostate, a rhythmic, blunt force that was turning my brain to liquid. His hands dug into my hips, his fingers bruising my skin as he held me steady, anchoring me for the final assault.

In front of me, Tyler wasn’t being any gentler. He was on his knees, his hands buried deep in the blonde synthetic hair of my wig as he guided his length back into my throat.

The reality of it was overwhelming—the heat of his cock, the way the flared head grazed the back of my throat, and the constant, salty taste of him. I was a man, but as I gagged on Tyler while being filled by Jax, I felt like nothing more than a used-up toy.

The friction was too much. My own cock, which had been crushed and hidden all day, suddenly sprang free from the thong, throbbing and hyper-sensitive. It was trapped between my stomach and the bed, and the friction of all of us moving together was more stimulation than I could handle.

"That's it, Leah," Jax hissed, his voice breaking as he reached his peak. "Take it for us."

He let out a low, guttural shout, his entire body shuddering as he filled me with a hot, pulsing rush that made my vision swim. I could feel the warmth of his cum blooming inside me, a staggering, heavy sensation that seemed to claim me from the inside out.

Almost simultaneously, Tyler’s thrusts reached a fever pitch. He gripped my jaw tight, his knuckles white, and I felt him finish deep in my throat. The warmth of his cum coated my tongue, thick and salty, and I had no choice but to swallow every drop while his cock pulsed against the back of my throat.

The double-onslaught was the final trigger. Between the internal pressure from Jax, the invasion from Tyler, and the raw friction against my own skin, my body betrayed the last of my "reluctance." I didn't even need to touch myself. A jagged, white-hot orgasm ripped through me, a violent release that left me sobbing into the pillows. I felt my own seed messily coat my stomach and the ruined lace of my bra, a physical mark of how far I’d fallen.

I collapsed into the bed, my body trembling with a post-orgasmic chill that left me feeling hollowed out and utterly transformed. The "Leah" wig finally slid off my head, falling to the floor in a tangled, blonde heap, leaving me bare and exposed as Leo again.

But as Jax collapsed onto my back, his heavy, sweat-slicked arm draping over my waist, I knew the "pretty girl" wasn't the only thing that had changed tonight. The $10,000 was on the nightstand, but the look in my friends' eyes told me I’d be earning a lot more than that before the week was over.
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The next morning, I tried to roll over, but my body felt like it had been through a car wreck. My throat was raw and parched, a lingering reminder of Tyler’s depth from the night before, and my backside was a dull, constant throb that pulsed with every heartbeat.

I shifted slightly, the silk sheets sliding over my freshly shaved, sensitized skin, and felt the heavy, warm weight of a muscular arm draped over my waist.

I didn't move. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling of the hotel room, listening to the synchronized, heavy breathing of my two best friends.

The $10,000 check was sitting on the nightstand, right next to a half-empty glass of flat champagne, but it felt like a prop from a different movie. That money was supposed to be the goal, the reason for the humiliation, but as I felt Jax’s thumb idly brush against my hip bone in his sleep, I knew the money was the least significant thing we’d brought back to this room.

I looked down at my own body, seeing the faint, darkening bruises on my thighs where they’d held me down. I was Leo again, but the echo of Leah was vibrating in my bones.

Jax stirred first, letting out a low, gravelly groan as he pulled me back against his chest. He wasn't wearing a shirt, and the friction of his coarse chest hair against my tank top sent a confusing jolt of heat through my system.

He didn't say "morning, bro." He didn't make a joke about the contest. He just buried his face in the crook of my neck, his breath hot and smelling of sleep, and squeezed my waist in a way that was possessive and uncomfortably tender.

"You okay?" he muttered, his voice vibrating against my skin.

"Sore," I managed to rasp out, my voice sounding like I’d been screaming for hours, which, considering the finale, wasn't far from the truth.

Tyler shifted on my other side, propping himself up on one elbow. His hair was a chaotic mess, and his eyes were bloodshot, but when he looked at me, there was a dark, lingering hunger that made my stomach flip. He reached out, his hand sliding over the silk to cup my jaw, his thumb dragging across my bottom lip.

"You were incredible, Leah," he whispered, though the way he looked at me suggested he was still seeing the girl with the shimmering lips and the desperate eyes. "I don't think I'm ever going to be able to look at a regular girl the same way again."

The air in the room was thick with a new kind of tension. Not the frantic lust of the night before, but something more permanent. We were three guys who had crossed a line so far back it was a dot on the horizon.

The "silly" dare had transformed into a fundamental shift in our gravity. I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks, a mixture of the old shame and a new, terrifyingly addictive sense of being valued. I was their friend, yeah, but I was also the girl they had shared, the prize they had broken in.

Jax finally sat up, swinging his legs off the bed and stretching, his muscles rippling in the morning light. He walked over to the floor and picked up the blonde wig. The synthetic hair was tangled and matted with sweat and whatever else had been flying around that bed. He looked at it for a long moment, a small, unreadable smirk playing on his lips, before he tossed it toward Tyler.

"Don't throw that away," Jax said, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument. "We’re going to need it for the after-party when we get back to campus."

Tyler caught the wig, his fingers tangling in the blonde strands as he looked at me. He didn't laugh. He just nodded and began to carefully tuck the synthetic hair into the side pocket of his suitcase, smoothing it out as if it were a delicate silk dress.

I watched him, my heart hammering. I realized then that the contest might be over, but "Leah" wasn't going anywhere. She was a permanent guest in our dynamic now, a secret we’d carry home and unpack whenever the "celebration" called for it.

"Come on," Tyler said, reaching over to squeeze my hand, his grip firm and grounding. "Let’s go get some breakfast. We’ve got a lot of money to spend, and I think our girl deserves whatever she wants."

I let them lead me out of the bed, my legs shaky but my mind unusually clear. As I headed for the shower to wash away the physical evidence of the night, I caught my reflection in the mirror. My lips were a little swollen, and my eyes looked different, heavier and more knowing.

I wasn't just Leo, the guy who did a favor for his bros. I was the girl who had won it all, and as I turned on the water, I found myself wondering if Jax still had that tube of lip gloss in his pocket.


BECOMING MY EX-WIFE


I knew exactly where my ex-wife would be that night.

The charity gala had been all over her social media for a week, teased in polished stories and smug little captions that made it sound like she was royalty descending on the city to bless it with her presence.

A florist tagged the venue.

A designer tagged the gown rack.

A makeup artist hinted at a “classic old-Hollywood look,” as if anyone gave a damn.

Maybe they did. That was the part that still got under my skin. People actually did give a damn. They still looked at Valerie like she was something gleaming and expensive, like she’d floated into this better life through grace and good taste instead of clawing half of it out of the wreckage of mine.

Her new house sat behind a neat iron gate in one of those smug hillside neighborhoods where every driveway curved, and every porch light looked curated. A place partly bought with half of my money, though nobody saw it that way.

They talked about the divorce settlement as if it had been some clean legal abstraction instead of a slow, humiliating bleed. Standing there in the dark with my pulse hammering and the old key damp in my hand, I could still hear her voice from mediation, cool and patient and devastatingly reasonable, explaining why she deserved everything she was asking for.

I’d kept one copy of the side-door key. Not because I’d planned this, but because throwing it away had felt too final. Too much like admitting she’d really erased me from that part of my life.

Turns out she’d never changed the lock. It was almost like she wanted me to break in.

The latch clicked, and a hot metallic rush hit me so hard I almost laughed. I stepped into the dark mudroom and stood there for a second, breathing in polished wood, expensive candles, and her goddamn perfume soaked into the air. The whole house smelled like her. Floral, dense, too rich. The kind of scent that entered a room before she did and lingered after she left.

I shut the door quietly and listened.

Nothing.

Of course, there was nothing. She was downtown with a champagne flute in one hand and donors kissing her ass in a ballroom somewhere. That thought steadied me. This wasn’t reckless if she wasn’t here. This was a statement. A joke. A private correction to the polished myth of Valerie Hale.

I moved through the house quietly anyway, because nerves don’t care about logic. By the time I reached her bedroom, my heartbeat was so loud I could feel it in my throat.

The room looked like a magazine spread with its pale rug, cream upholstery, and huge bed with too many pillows. Her life had always looked effortless once it was staged. That was her talent. She could even make cruelty look tasteful. She could make taking from you feel so elegant you almost thanked her for it.

Her closet door was half open.

I crossed the room and pushed it wider with two fingers. Rows of dresses arranged by color. Shoes in clear boxes. Handbags displayed like museum pieces. Silk, satin, cashmere, leather. I stared at it with sick fascination. My money was hanging on padded hangers. My weekends. My twenties. All the years I’d spent thinking we were building something together instead of building her platform.

Then I saw it.

The emerald-green dress.

Even in the closet light it stood out immediately, rich and deep and unmistakable. I remembered the magazine shoot because she’d made damn sure I would. She’d come home glowing from it, carrying garment bags and glossy photos and that particular smile she got when the world had confirmed what she already believed about herself.

The dress had clung to her in every shot, silk molded over her body like it had been poured there. Emerald against her skin, red lips, and blond hair in polished waves. Like she was untouchable. That was the image. Perfect, expensive, a little cold.

My fingers closed around the hanger before I could think too hard.

I took it down carefully. The silk slid over my hands, cool and heavy and softer than I expected. It wasn’t flimsy. It had weight, a drape that suggested money before you even saw the label. I held it up in front of me and let out a slow breath.

“This,” I muttered, “is going to be fucking hilarious.”

That was the point. I wasn’t here to admire it. I wasn’t here to feel pretty. I was here to turn her into a caricature. To put on the costume of Valerie and show that all that grace and glamour was just packaging.

I laid the dress across the bed and started digging.

The lingerie drawers were exactly where I’d expected. Nude bras. Black bras. Lace panties folded into neat little squares. Shapewear in tissue-thin beige. I rummaged until I found an emerald bra and a matching pair of panties that looked close enough to what she might’ve worn under the dress.

When I held the panties up between my hands, something hot and unwelcome moved through me.

It annoyed me instantly.

They were small and silky and ridiculous in my grip, and still my cock twitched inside my jeans. I swore under my breath and tossed them onto the bed.

No.

This wasn’t about that.

I opened another drawer, looking for anything to keep my hands busy. Hair accessories. Cosmetics. Jewelry. Then I found the hair extensions, bundled neatly in a satin storage bag. Valerie’s beauty had always been real enough to impress you and calculated enough to keep it weaponized. Nothing about her was accidental.

I took them to the vanity and sat down. My reflection looked tense and pale in the mirror, blond hair falling just past my ears in a shape I usually ignored. I’d let it grow out after the divorce mostly because I hadn’t cared enough to do anything with it. With the extensions laid out in front of me, I saw the logic immediately. My hair was already close enough in color that, arranged right, I might actually resemble her from a distance.

That thought sent a mean little thrill through me.

I spent the next several minutes clipping the extensions beneath the top layers of my hair, working slower than I wanted to because I didn’t want them to show. I remembered watching her do this once, years ago, annoyed at how long she took and yet unable not to stare. I’d learned more than I meant to during that marriage. Where the clips went. How she hid the seams. How she tilted her face from side to side afterward, checking the effect with a sculptor’s cold eye.

By the time I finished, my hair fell past my shoulders in thick blond lengths. I brushed it out with one of her expensive paddle brushes, feeling the tug at my scalp, the whisper of hair against my neck. It changed my outline immediately, softening it and feminizing it in a way that was hard to ignore.

I looked away from the mirror, took off my shirt, and reached for the bra.

Putting it on took more fumbling than I wanted to admit. I hooked it in front, twisted it around, slid the straps up my arms. The cups sat mostly empty against my chest until I found one of her silicone inserts in the drawer below and slipped it into place. The shape settled.

It was absurd.

It was also, annoyingly, effective.

I stripped off the rest of my clothes and stood there in the cool bedroom air wearing only her bra and hair. My cock had thickened enough by then to be unmistakable.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered.

I looked down at it with actual resentment.

This was nerves. Adrenaline. Anger. The body was stupid sometimes. That was all.

I picked up the panties and stepped into them.

The fabric slid over my calves, my thighs, then up over my ass and hips with a softness so intimate it made my breath catch. They held me tighter than boxers did, gathered me and pressed me into place in a way that was impossible not to feel. My cock strained hard beneath the thin silk. For a second I just stood there, skin lit up everywhere the material touched me.

Something curled low in my stomach. Shame, maybe. Arousal, definitely.

I shoved it down.

I was doing this to humiliate her. To mock the whole flawless public image. The fact that my body was responding to the clothes was irrelevant.

I turned to the bed, stepped into the dress, and pulled it carefully up my legs and over my hips. The silk rose in a cool rush, catching for a moment before sliding into place. I worked the zipper up behind me and let out a breath when it finally closed.

The dress hugged me.

Not perfectly, but close enough to make my pulse kick.

It fit tighter through the waist than I’d expected, pulling smooth over my stomach and ass before falling in a clean elegant line. The neckline bared my collarbones and the tops of my shoulders. The bra and inserts created enough shape to sell the front of it at a glance. My erection pressed beneath the drape of the skirt, not fully visible but impossible for me to forget. I turned sideways and cursed softly.

It didn’t ruin the silhouette as much as I’d feared. The dress had structure. The silk concealed more than it should have. From the right angle, in dimmer light, I looked unsettlingly plausible.

That thought sent another pulse of heat through me, and I hated it enough to sit down hard at the vanity and reach for the makeup.

Valerie’s lipstick was easy to find. She favored the same exact red over and over, a deep assertive shade that made everything else about her face look even more expensive. I uncapped it and leaned closer to the mirror.

My hand was steadier than I expected.

I painted my mouth slowly, then blotted and reapplied the way I’d seen her do a hundred times. A little liner around my eyes. Some mascara. Just enough contour to sharpen what was already there without turning it into a costume. I wasn’t trying to become beautiful. I was trying to become recognizable.

By the time I finished, the face in the mirror had started to disturb me.

Not because it was perfect. It wasn’t. My jaw was still too broad, my throat too thick, my features not quite right under the makeup. But there was enough of her there to make my scalp prickle. Blond waves. Red mouth. Emerald silk. Cold stare. I looked like a vicious imitation of Valerie, polished just enough to be dangerous.

I opened the perfume cabinet next.

The bottle was heavy glass with a label I knew had cost more than most people’s grocery bills. I sprayed it at my throat, my wrists, the inside of the dress, and instantly the air turned into her. Big white florals, powder, something dark underneath. The same scent that used to cling to our sheets after she got out of bed. It enveloped me, thick and feminine and suffocating. I hated how familiar it was. I hated even more how completely it finished the illusion.

When I stood, the perfume rose around me in waves. The dress skimmed my thighs. My hair slid over my bare shoulders. My mouth still tasted faintly waxy and sweet from the lipstick. My cock was still hard, trapped and aching beneath silk and underwear, and I refused to look at it.

Instead, I looked at the mirror.

Then I practiced her laugh.

The first try sounded ridiculous, too deep and flat. I tried again, lifting it, adding that brittle little note she always used when she was pretending to be charmed by someone she considered beneath her. A breathy beginning. A sharp polished finish. Something that said I’m indulging you, not enjoying this.

Again.

Again.

By the fourth or fifth attempt, I heard it.

Not perfect, but close enough to raise the hair on my arms. Valerie’s laugh had always been one of her sharpest tools. It let her humiliate people in public while sounding gracious. Hearing an approximation of it come out of my own painted mouth made something ugly and triumphant move through me.

There you are, I thought.

I leaned one hand on the vanity and let myself smile at the reflection.

She looked like a parody. A caricature. A glossy society queen rendered one step too cruel, too sensual, too false. Exactly what I wanted. And if there was something else tangled up in the act, some darker private charge I didn’t want to examine too closely, I could ignore it for now. I was still in control. This was still my joke. My revenge. My performance.

I slipped my feet into a pair of her heels after rejecting two others that were too high and unstable. These were still difficult, but manageable. When I stood, the posture came automatically with the discomfort. Chest up. Hips tighter. Steps measured. The dress moved differently. So did I.

That irritated me too, how quickly the body adapted when it had no choice.

I grabbed a clutch from the shelf near the closet, more for the visual than any practical purpose, then took one final look around the room to make sure I hadn’t left obvious signs of the break-in.

At the bedroom door, I paused and looked back at the mirror.

For a second I just stood there, taking in the whole image. I looked like the kind of woman who ruined lives and sent thank-you notes afterward, just like her.

My dick throbbed once inside those tiny emerald panties, and I clenched my jaw.

This isn’t about that, I told myself.

Maybe if I repeated it enough times, it would stay true.

Then I turned, walked down the stairs in careful steps, and slipped out into the night dressed as my ex-wife.

[image: ]


By the time I pulled up to the hotel, my hands were steady.

That surprised me.

They hadn’t been steady when I’d left her house, but the drive had burned off the worst of the panic. What was left was a hard, bright focus. The kind that used to hit me right before a courtroom hearing, or right before a fight I already knew I wasn’t going to walk away from. My pulse was still fast, but it didn’t feel wild anymore. It felt useful.

The hotel entrance blazed with light. Valets moved in black jackets between luxury cars, and a line of guests spilled beneath the awning in gowns and tuxedos, all of them glossy and self-important in that particular expensive way that made me want to laugh.

The charity’s name was printed across a tall white backdrop near the doors in gold lettering. There were photographers stationed nearby, flashes going off every few seconds. A string quartet played somewhere inside the lobby, delicate and polished and just loud enough to make the whole thing feel even more staged.

I sat behind the wheel for a second longer and looked at myself in the rearview mirror.

The emerald dress still fit like it had been made to humiliate me personally. The silk skimmed my body in a way that kept me aware of every inch of myself, from the bra straps pressing lightly into my shoulders to the panties holding my cock in a tight, constant reminder beneath the dress. My lipstick was still sharp. My blond hair, bulked out with her extensions, spilled over my bare shoulders in soft waves. The perfume rose around me every time I moved my neck. In the dimness of the car, I looked enough like her to make my stomach tighten.

I stepped carefully out of the car, and let the valet stare.

He did what everyone did at first. A polite glance. A pause. A small flicker of recognition. Then confusion. His eyes traveled over my face again, trying to solve what was wrong without being rude enough to admit he’d noticed anything wrong at all.

“Good evening,” I said, in the bright, polished voice I’d practiced.

His expression twitched.

I handed him the keys with two fingers, graceful and easy, the same way Valerie always handed people things when she wanted them to feel they were being granted a privilege.

“Please be careful,” I said, giving him her smile. “I’d just hate for this evening to lose its luster before I even get inside.”

That was exactly the kind of stupid sentence she loved, all gloss and no meaning. I’d heard versions of it at fundraisers, openings, brunches, donor dinners, all delivered in that smooth honeyed voice that made people laugh half a second too late.

The valet blinked and nodded. “Of course.”

I could already feel it starting. That tiny ripple in the air when people sensed something was wrong but didn’t yet understand what. It gave me a thrill so sharp it almost made me shiver.

I turned and walked toward the entrance.

The heels clicked against the stone in measured little taps, and I hated how quickly I’d learned the rhythm of them.

The dress shifted against my thighs with every step. My hips had no choice but to move differently in it, and that bothered me almost as much as it thrilled me.

The night air cooled my shoulders. Cameras flashed nearby, though none of them pointed directly at me yet. A few heads turned anyway. Valerie had always been good at drawing the eye even before people consciously recognized her. Or what they thought was her.

I gave the woman at the check-in table my name.

Well, not mine.

Hers. She looked confused. My wife had already checked in. “Welcome back,” she said, still trying to figure out what was wrong. But I was gone before she could process much.

Her own friend on the guest list looked up with a distracted smile, saw the dress first, then the hair, then my face. I watched the exact moment her brain stopped cooperating with her. Her smile stayed in place for a beat too long before it stiffened.

“Valerie,” she said slowly.

I let out a soft laugh. Her laugh. Breath first, then brightness.

“Darling,” I said, “I’m cutting it scandalously close, aren’t I?”

The woman stared.

Up close, there was no way I was passing. My throat was too thick. My shoulders too broad. My jaw too stubborn under the makeup. But people don’t trust what they’re seeing right away when it arrives wrapped in familiarity. They trust the dress. The perfume. The posture. The expectation. That hesitation was all I needed.

Her eyes widened.

“Oh my God,” she whispered.

I smiled wider.

Then I swept past her and into the ballroom.

The room was enormous, all gold light and crystal chandeliers and round tables dressed in white linen. A stage stood at one end under soft spotlights, with the charity logo projected behind the podium in tasteful script.

Waiters drifted through the crowd with silver trays balanced on one hand.

Women in fitted gowns leaned toward each other over champagne flutes. Men in tuxedos laughed too loudly at boring jokes.

The whole room shimmered with money and manners and mutual self-congratulation.

And when I entered, it went quiet.

Not all at once. It moved through the room in a wave. The nearest conversations stumbled first. Then the next. Heads turned table by table, shoulder by shoulder, until the silence spread far enough that even people who hadn’t seen me yet felt the change and looked up.

I kept walking.

My heartbeat thudded high in my chest, but my face stayed composed. I gave them Valerie’s smile, cool and brilliant and just a little too perfect. I kept my shoulders back. The dress caught the light every few steps, emerald silk flashing against the sea of black tuxedos and pale tablecloths.

For a few beautiful seconds, nobody moved.

They knew the dress. That was the first thing. They knew the hair, the lipstick, the way I carried the champagne-flute shape of my empty hand before I even had a glass in it. They knew her outline. They knew her performance. Their minds rushed to meet what they expected to be true.

Then they reached my face.

I saw realization begin in fragments. A furrowed brow. A parted mouth. Eyes narrowing. The little instinctive lean people made toward one another before a whisper. Confusion gave way to recognition, and recognition turned ugly fast. Not ugly on my end. Ugly on theirs. Shock. Disbelief. Offense. A thrill of cruelty so deliciously social it almost glowed in the room.

Whispers started at the left side of the ballroom and moved outward like cracks in ice.

“Is that⁠—”

“No, it can’t be⁠—”

“Oh my God.”

“That’s him.”

I wanted to laugh, but I didn’t. Valerie never laughed too early. She let a room come to her first.

A waiter appeared at my elbow with a tray of champagne. His hand wobbled just enough for me to notice.

I took one flute with precise fingers, pinching the stem exactly the way she did, and lifted it lightly without drinking. Valerie always held champagne like it was an accessory before it was a beverage. Elbow loose. Wrist elegant. Glass slightly away from her body so the bubbles caught the light. I’d watched her do it for years while I stood two feet away feeling like furniture.

Now I turned toward a knot of donors and wives and old mutual friends who were openly staring at me.

“Well,” I said brightly, pitching my voice high and smooth, “we do love a room with energy.”

Nobody answered.

Good.

I let my gaze travel over them with cheerful cruelty, smiling with that cold practiced brightness Valerie used whenever she was making someone feel small under the guise of charm.

“I was saying just last week that philanthropy is really the last refuge of civilized glamour,” I continued. “And look at all of you. Positively luminous.”

One of the women made a tiny choking sound, like a laugh had tried to escape and gotten trapped halfway out. Her husband looked horrified. Another woman pressed her fingertips to her mouth, eyes wide and glittering with the sick excitement of someone watching a car crash in couture.

I took a delicate sip of champagne, though my mouth was so dry I barely tasted it. Then I smiled again.

“It’s so important,” I said, “to curate joy wherever one can.”

That one was hers. A favorite, actually. She’d used it at least a dozen times in the last two years about everything from floral centerpieces to foundation boards to a stupid white stone fruit bowl she bought for four hundred dollars.

Across from me, a man I used to golf with stared like he’d forgotten every social rule he’d ever learned.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered.

I tilted my head.

“No need to be vulgar, Thomas,” I said sweetly. “Not before dessert.”

That landed. A few people laughed before they could stop themselves. Real laughter this time, ugly and startled and instantly regretted. I saw the shame hit them right after. Not moral shame. Social shame. The awareness that they were enjoying this. That they were seeing Valerie, or something close enough to her to count, dragged into the realm of parody where the rest of us had always lived.

My cock pulsed hard beneath the dress.

That was the worst part. Or maybe the most honest part.

Standing there in silk and perfume with everyone staring, holding my body in her posture and my face in her expression, I should’ve felt ridiculous. I did feel ridiculous. But there was something else under it, hot and humiliating and impossible to ignore.

Exposure.

Power.

The electric charge of being seen and not being able to take it back. The panties held me tight, the dress skimming over my hips and thighs with every shift of my weight, and I hated the answering throb between my legs almost as much as I needed it not to show on my face.

This wasn’t about that.

It was about her. About humiliating her, even as I humiliated myself.

I turned slowly, letting the room keep looking.

More people had gone silent now. Some had drifted closer under the pretense of crossing to another table or greeting someone nearby. Others stayed where they were, openly watching. Nobody was pretending not to notice anymore. That phase had passed. Now they were all in it together, trapped between scandal and delight.

I spotted one of Valerie’s board friends near the center of the room, a narrow brunette with a diamond collarbone and a habit of speaking in grim little pronouncements about “the cultural moment.” She was staring at me with naked revulsion.

Perfect.

I moved toward her.

“Celine,” I said warmly, and her name came out with just the right amount of false affection. “You look ravishing. Though, of course restraint is always the most difficult luxury.”

Her mouth fell open.

That line wasn’t exactly one of Valerie’s stock phrases, but it was built from them so precisely I could feel the shape of her inside it. That was the trick. Not just the words. The rhythm. The faint implication that whatever compliment she’d offered you contained a criticism you weren’t quite refined enough to decode.

“You are insane,” Celine said under her breath.

I widened my eyes and gave a soft little laugh. “Oh, don’t be provincial.”

Someone nearby snorted champagne through their nose.

More laughter. This time uglier. More helpless. A couple of men looked down into their drinks, shoulders shaking. One older woman glanced around in outrage, as if the real breach of etiquette here was that everyone else was reacting honestly.

I held my glass at chest height and turned slowly so the people behind me could hear.

“There’s really nothing more exhausting,” I said, “than being expected to carry a room simply because one can.”

That was so exactly Valerie that I almost disgusted myself. I’d heard her say versions of it too many times to count, always after an event went well, always in the car on the way home, always expecting me to reassure her that yes, darling, the burden of being the most fascinating woman in any room must be absolutely crushing.

Another ripple went through the crowd.

They got it now. All of it.

Not just that I was dressed as her. Not just that I was mocking her. They got that I knew her better than anyone. I knew the private machinery under the polished shell. The phrases she repeated. The angle of the smile. The exact degree of brightness in her gaze when she wanted to freeze someone alive in public. This wasn’t broad slapstick. This was surgery.

And then I found her.

She was across the ballroom near the stage, half turned toward some silver-haired donor she’d clearly stopped hearing the moment the room changed. For a second she was only confused, brows pinched as she tried to locate the disturbance. Then her gaze found me.

Even from that distance, I saw the moment she recognized the dress.

Then the hair.

Then the mouth.

Then me.

Her face didn’t collapse all at once. Valerie was too controlled for that. What happened was worse. The expression seemed to freeze in layers. Confusion first. Then disbelief so sharp it emptied her features. Then, very slowly, absolute icy horror.

It was beautiful.

She didn’t move for a second, and neither did I. We just stared at each other across all that gold light and white linen and expensive silence.

She looked stunning, of course. Valerie always did when the occasion called for blood. Her gown tonight was silver-white and severe, cut close through the waist and hips before flaring softly near the floor. Her real hair was pinned back in some glossy sculpted arrangement that exposed the long line of her neck.

Diamonds flashed at her ears and throat, cold little points of light against her skin. From a distance she looked immaculate. Up close, I knew there’d be powder over the flush rising under her cheekbones and tension gathering at the corners of her mouth.

Her eyes locked on mine.

I smiled.

Not a grin. Not anything broad enough to belong to me. I gave her her own smile, that chill bright thing she used when she wanted everyone around her to feel the edges without seeing the knife.

Then I lifted the champagne glass slightly, as if toasting her.

A whisper raced through the room at the sight of it. Heads turned between us. People were following her gaze now, then mine, putting the whole tableau together. Their mutual friends. Her donors. My former colleagues. Neighbors. The board. Every polished parasite who’d fed off our marriage while pretending they admired it.

Valerie began to move.

She said something to the man beside her without taking her eyes off me. He turned, startled, but she was already stepping away from him. Her posture remained flawless. Of course it did. Her spine straight. Chin level. Expression composed by force.

But I knew her too well not to see what the rest of them were missing. The stiffness in her shoulders. The fractionally shortened stride. The way one hand tightened at her side before relaxing again.

She was furious.

Not just furious. Humiliated. Gutted by it.

Because she understood before anyone else did exactly how bad this was. She knew how accurate my copy of her was. She knew every laugh in the room that broke half a second too late was a laugh of recognition.

I took another tiny sip of champagne and turned toward the cluster nearest me, making sure my voice would carry just enough.

“There she is,” I said fondly, with false warmth wrapped around every syllable. “Our little north star. However would society orient itself without her?”

That one cut deep. I could tell by the way a woman near me actually gasped.

Valerie kept walking.

Each step looked measured. Elegant. Controlled. The performance of control was one of the things she did best. But the closer she came, the more the room bent around her. Conversations died before they could restart. People shifted back to give her a path without being asked. Faces turned and held, hungry for impact.

My heart slammed harder now, not from fear but anticipation. I had wanted her angry. I had wanted her embarrassed. I had wanted her to feel, in one sharp public instant, what it was like to have the image crack.

But as she crossed the ballroom toward me, another feeling pushed up under the triumph. Not pity. Never that. Something meaner and more complicated.

The old pull. The old awareness of her. How beautiful she was when she was furious. How much of my life I’d spent bracing for that look from her and wanting it anyway. The dress held me close, the perfume thick in my lungs, my cock still trapped and hard beneath the silk, and the whole thing felt twisted enough to make me light-headed.

I hated that too.

Still, I didn’t look away.

I let her see all of it. The emerald dress she’d made famous. The red mouth. The champagne glass balanced exactly the way she held it. The bright, freezing smile. The grotesque accuracy of the whole thing.

By then, half the room had stopped pretending to do anything else.

They were watching her come for me.

And I stood there in her skin, waiting.

She came toward me like nothing was wrong.

That was the first thing that almost made me laugh.

Anyone else in the room might’ve bought it, at least for a few seconds. Valerie knew how to move through disaster without letting it touch her face. Her smile stayed in place, polished and white and socially perfect, while the rest of the ballroom watched her cross the floor in that silver-white gown like she was still arriving exactly as planned. Her chin was level. Her shoulders were back. Her steps were measured and graceful, the hem of her dress whispering over the carpet. If you didn’t know her, you might’ve thought she was merely going to greet a late guest.

If you did know her, really know her, you could see the murder in her eyes from twenty feet away.

I stood my ground and waited for her.

Beneath the emerald silk, my body felt keyed up to a humiliating degree. The bra pressed lightly against my chest. The panties held me tight. My cock had never fully settled after the walk through the ballroom, and now, watching Valerie close the distance between us with all that cold fury under her perfect public face, I felt another hard pulse of heat through me that made me hate myself a little.

Of course that would happen now.

Of course, my body would pick this moment to make everything filthier and more complicated.

She stopped in front of me with less than a foot between us.

Up close, she was even more beautiful angry. I’d always hated that about her. Hated the way fury sharpened her instead of ruining her. Her cheekbones looked carved. Her eyes were bright as broken glass. The diamonds at her throat flashed when she breathed. Even the flush under her makeup only made her look more alive, more dangerous, more like the version of herself she’d always secretly preferred. Valerie liked being admired, but she loved being feared.

Her smile widened by a fraction for the benefit of the room.

Then, without moving her lips much at all, she whispered, “Stop this right now.”

The voice was soft enough for only me to hear, but the hatred in it landed hot and precise, like a blade slid carefully between ribs.

I took a delicate sip of champagne before answering.

“Darling,” I said in her own bright voice, keeping my smile fixed, “you’ll have to be more specific.”

Her fingers twitched at her side.

To anyone watching, we looked almost intimate. Two elegant people standing close together, smiling as if sharing some private joke. I knew how it read from the room because I’d spent years standing beside her while she quietly shredded people in tones sweet enough to pass for affection. Now I was the one doing it, and the power of that sat in my bloodstream like liquor.

“You are out of your mind,” she murmured.

I tilted my head, just slightly. Her angle. Her timing.

“Oh, I don’t think that’s fair,” I said, still smiling. “I put in quite a lot of effort tonight.”

That landed. I saw it in her eyes first, then in the microscopic tightening around her mouth. She smelled like the cleaner version of what I’d sprayed all over myself at her house, the same heavy floral perfume but fresher on her skin, warmer where it gathered at her throat and wrists.

Standing this close, I could feel the heat of her body and the cold draft from the ballroom at the same time. Her gaze flicked over me fast, taking inventory despite herself. The extensions. The lipstick. The dress. The way the neckline sat on my shoulders. The glass in my hand.

She saw how accurate it was.

Not perfect. Never perfect. My shoulders were still too broad. My throat still too thick. My face, under all that makeup, was still mine once you really looked at it. But the effect was close enough to be obscene. Close enough that everyone here had recognized her before they recognized me. That was the humiliation of it. Not that I’d dressed like her. That I’d done it well.

“You need to leave,” she whispered.

“Do I?” I asked lightly. “I’d think you of all people would appreciate a memorable entrance.”

Her nostrils flared.

I had the insane urge to laugh right in her face, but I didn’t. Valerie never lost discipline first. She let the other person do that for her. So, I gave her that cold glittering smile instead, the one that suggested pleasure without warmth, amusement without softness. I’d watched it across dinner tables and in back seats and outside benefit halls. I knew exactly how cruel it looked when it was done right.

“You’re embarrassing yourself,” she said.

It was almost impressive, the nerve of it. The pure uncut Valerie of it all. Even now, even here, she was reaching for the version of events where I was pathetic and she was above it.

I leaned a little closer, close enough that her perfume and mine folded together into one cloying cloud.

“No, darling,” I said in her voice, gentle as silk. “That’s the part you’re confused about. I’m embarrassing you.”

Her eyes sharpened.

The room around us had gone quiet in patches again. Not total silence this time, but the tense selective hush of people pretending not to listen while missing absolutely nothing. I could feel them tracking every tiny change in posture, every shift in expression. People love a public execution when it’s dressed up as a conversation.

Valerie’s smile stayed in place, but I knew the cost of it now. I could see the effort in the set of her jaw.

“Have you completely lost your grip on reality?” she asked under her breath.

I lifted one shoulder in an elegant little shrug I’d practiced in her mirror. “I’m only giving people what they already paid for. A little glamour. A little theater. A little truth, if they’re lucky.”

Her eyes dropped to the champagne flute in my hand. I watched her register the exact way I was holding it, stem balanced between my fingers, wrist relaxed, elbow soft. Then her gaze lifted to my mouth. The lipstick. The shape. The smile. For one strange second, I had the uncanny sensation that she was seeing herself from the outside and hated me for being the one to show it to her.

She stepped closer.

Now our bodies were near enough that the silk of my dress barely brushed the front of her gown when either of us breathed too deeply. Her face remained composed for the room, but her eyes had gone flat and lethal.

“Take off my dress,” she whispered.

The words hit low in my stomach.

Not because of what she meant. Because of the image the sentence forced into my head before I could stop it. Her hands on the zipper. Her mouth close to my ear. The emerald silk pooling at my feet while she watched me come apart inside it. My cock jumped hard beneath the panties, trapped under the drape of the dress, and I had to lock my knees for half a second to keep anything from showing in my face.

Jesus Christ.

This wasn’t about that.

I smiled wider instead.

“You mean our dress?” I asked softly.

Her eyes flashed.

For the first time, something in her expression broke cleanly enough that someone standing nearby might actually have noticed. Not panic. Something deeper and uglier. A violation. Valerie had spent her entire adult life curating herself into an object nobody could touch without permission. And here I was wearing the most recognizable version of her like I had every right.

“Have you any idea,” she said, each word clipped and deadly, “what you’ve done?”

I looked past her shoulder for a second, toward the crowd still pretending not to stare, then let my gaze settle back on her face.

“Yes,” I said. “That’s why I did it.”

That pleased me more than it should have. The honesty of it. The simplicity. No dodging, no cleverness, no excuse for her to dismiss. I’d wanted this. Her discomfort. Her humiliation. The tiny crack running through the perfect glass sculpture of Valerie Hale.

And ruining her night felt incredible.

That was the part I hadn’t fully prepared for. I’d imagined the satisfaction, sure. The revenge. The joke. But I hadn’t anticipated the rush of it in my body, the dizzying heat of standing inside her image while she looked at me with naked fury and couldn’t do a thing about it without making the scene worse. The silk on my skin, the heavy perfume in my lungs, the whole room straining toward us.

It was all feeding each other now. My spite. My arousal. My performance. Her rage.

I should’ve felt ashamed. Instead, I felt almost drunk.

“Smile,” she murmured suddenly, not as a request but an order.

I blinked once.

She didn’t turn her head, but her eyes shifted meaningfully toward the far side of the ballroom. I followed the glance just enough to catch the photographer angling for a shot. Of course. If there was a camera, Valerie would rather die than be seen looking anything less than exquisite.

So, I smiled.

Not my smile. Hers.

Bright. Chilling. Flawless.

The camera flash went off.

Valerie’s hand moved to my forearm in a gesture that, from a distance, probably looked affectionate. Possessive, maybe, but still polished enough to pass. Her nails pressed through the silk sleeve-less line of the dress and into my skin just hard enough to warn. I felt it everywhere.

“Enough,” she said through her smile.

I looked down at her hand on my arm, then back up at her face. “You know,” I said lightly, “I’d almost forgotten how persuasive you can be when you’re cornered.”

That did it.

Not outwardly. Valerie still didn’t break. But something dark flickered under the rage, quick and sharp enough to catch me off guard. It wasn’t surrender. It wasn’t softness. It was something more twisted than either.

She looked at me properly then.

Not as a public problem. Not as an embarrassment to be managed. As me.

Her eyes traveled over my face, really studying it at last. Past the lipstick and contour. Past the careful smile. Down to the spark underneath, the one thing I hadn’t borrowed from her because I couldn’t. My own anger. My own exhilaration. My own defiance.

Then her gaze moved lower. The emerald silk stretched over my body. The rise of my chest in her bra. The line of the dress over my waist and hips. She took in the fact that I was wearing something that had once clung to her skin and that now it clung to mine.

Her nostrils flared slightly.

I knew she could smell her perfume on me. Not just near me. On me. Sunk into my throat, my wrists, the silk itself. It was like I’d taken her outline and breathed life into it with theft.

For the first time since she’d walked over, the hatred in her eyes changed shape.

It didn’t vanish. If anything, it deepened. But beneath it, something darker flickered to life. A possessive little spark. Sharp. Mean. Almost intimate in how ugly it was. Like the sight of me in her dress, with her mouth, her scent, her posture, had crossed some line inside her that humiliation alone didn’t explain.

That unsettled me more than the anger had.

Because I knew that look too.

I’d seen versions of it years ago when some waitress laughed too long at one of my jokes, or when a woman at a dinner party rested a hand on my sleeve a beat too casually. Valerie had never been the sort to make scenes. She preferred quieter punishments. Colder ones. The look in her eyes now belonged to that same territory. Not grief. Not even outrage. Ownership.

It should have killed my thrill.

Instead, it made the air between us feel even thicker.

Her fingers tightened on my arm.

I could feel my pulse there under her grip. Could feel my own body answering everything I should’ve found repellent. The silk moved when I breathed. The panties held me in place with humiliating intimacy. Her face was inches from mine, composed for the room and vicious underneath. And for one dizzy second, I had the sickening sense that the parody had stopped being entirely mine. That she’d recognized something inside it and reached out to claim it.

I hated that thought. I hated how it made my stomach turn over.

Still, I didn’t step back.

“Careful,” I said softly, giving her the faintest edge of her own laugh. “People are looking.”

“Let them,” she whispered.

That surprised me enough that I actually searched her face for a crack in the script. I didn’t find one. Just that same polished smile and those eyes that had gone hard and proprietary in a way I hadn’t expected.

Then her hand clamped down harder on my arm, elegant from the outside, punishing up close.

“You’re coming with me,” she said.

She didn’t give me a chance to answer.

Her hand locked around my bicep, and then she was steering me off the ballroom floor with that same serene smile still pasted across her face. Anyone watching us would’ve thought she was handling some small social emergency with flawless grace. Maybe an intoxicated guest. Maybe a confused relative. Nothing worth noticing for more than a second.

But her fingers bit harder every time I lagged half a step.

“Walk,” she said under her breath, her smile never moving.

So, I walked.

The hallway beyond the ballroom was quieter, the music dropping away behind us until it became a muffled pulse under the walls. The air changed too. Cooler. Less perfumed by bodies and champagne and money. My heels clicked too loudly on the polished floor, each step a humiliating reminder of what I was wearing and how impossible it was to move naturally in it now that the performance had been cut short. The emerald silk clung to my hips and thighs. The borrowed hair brushed my bare shoulders. My mouth still tasted faintly waxy from the lipstick she’d stared at like she wanted to tear it off with her teeth.

I’d wanted this. I’d wanted to provoke her, embarrass her, crack that polished shell in front of everyone who mattered to her.

Now that she had me alone, the edges of my bravado started to blur.

She pushed through an unmarked side door at the end of the corridor, yanked me inside, and slammed it shut behind us. A second later I heard the lock turn.

The cloakroom was private, windowless, and dimly lit, lined with garment racks and shelves of folded wraps, handbags, and boxed event materials. It smelled like cedar, starch, and old fabric, with a trace of her perfume cutting through it because she was standing right in front of me, still close enough to feel like a threat.

The silence here was harsh, a weight on my chest.

Out there, I’d had an audience. Out there, I’d had the protection of spectacle. In here, it was just her and me and the reality of what I’d done.

My pulse, which had been carrying me for the last hour like some kind of drug, suddenly felt less like power and more like the beginning of a crash. I became aware of everything at once. The way the dress fit too closely through the waist. The way the neckline left my shoulders bare. The pressure of the bra. The constriction of the underwear. The fact that I was standing in borrowed heels in a locked room with the woman I’d just publicly humiliated while dressed as a grotesque imitation of her.

For the first time that night, I felt ridiculous in a way that wasn’t exhilarating.

I felt exposed.

Valerie stood with her back to the door for one long second, just looking at me. Really looking. The social smile had vanished completely now. What remained was colder than anger. Controlled. Interested. Dangerous.

Then she stepped forward and shoved me back.

Not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to make the message clear. My shoulders hit the wall behind me.

“What the hell,” she said quietly, “did you think you were doing?”

Her voice wasn’t raised. That made it worse. Valerie had always saved her quietest tones for the moments that mattered most.

I opened my mouth with something rehearsed still half loaded in me, some final bitter little line about image and hypocrisy and how she deserved it. But standing there in her dress, with my lipstick too bright and my borrowed hair falling around my face, none of it sounded sharp anymore. It sounded thin.

So I said, “You seemed to understand it well enough out there.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“You broke into my house.”

“You mean the house partly paid for by my⁠—”

She cut across me with a look sharp enough to slice the sentence in half.

“No,” she said. “Don’t do that. Don’t crawl back behind the money now and pretend this was about principle.”

The words hit harder than I wanted them to.

Because some part of me had already started to realize she was right. The money was real. The resentment was real. So was the humiliation of the divorce, the years of feeling arranged and managed and quietly erased. All of that had brought me here.

But none of that explained the dress.

None of that explained the lipstick, the perfume, the hair. None of that explained why I had taken the time to get it right.

Her gaze drifted over me slowly, and I hated how much more naked that felt than if she’d been shouting.

“You didn’t come as a joke,” she said. “Not really. If this had just been mockery, you could’ve worn something cheap and obvious and stupid. A Halloween version of me. But you didn’t.” Her eyes dropped to the silk stretched over my body, then rose again. “You were careful.”

I swallowed.

The room felt smaller by the second.

She moved closer, not fast, not dramatic, just enough that the air between us tightened. Her fingers rose to the shoulder of the dress, brushing the silk where it curved over my collarbone. The touch was light, but the effect was immediate. My whole body went tense.

“This one,” she said softly, almost to herself. “You chose this dress.”

I wanted to tell her it was because everyone would recognize it. Because it was famous. Because it made the whole stunt sharper and crueler.

Instead, I stood there with my back to the wall and said nothing.

Her hand traveled down the front of the dress with unnerving deliberation, smoothing the silk over my chest and then lower, as if she were inspecting how the fabric sat on my body. The gesture was almost absentminded, and that made it worse. It suggested possession. Familiarity. A claim.

My breath caught despite myself.

Valerie looked up at that.

Something in her expression changed.

Not softened. Nothing that simple. But the fury was no longer the only thing there. Now there was recognition too, and something darker riding beneath it. She had always been quick to notice weakness, but this wasn’t quite that. It was more intimate. More focused. Like she was watching a shape emerge from under the insult and finding she liked what she saw.

Her thumb came up and dragged across my lower lip.

The lipstick smeared instantly.

I flinched.

There had been something weirdly stabilizing about the perfection of it until then, about the careful line of her mouth copied onto mine. When she smeared it, the illusion cracked. The polished parody I’d built in her bedroom turned suddenly messy and obvious. Less untouchable social queen, more man in a stolen dress playing at one.

Valerie’s eyes stayed on my mouth.

“There,” she murmured. “That’s better.”

I stared at her.

Her thumb lingered for one second longer, red staining the pad of it, before she lowered her hand.

“You were very convincing out there,” she said. “For a moment.”

The humiliation of that little qualifier burned hotter than if she’d laughed in my face.

I forced myself to hold her gaze. “You looked pretty convinced.”

One corner of her mouth shifted, not a smile exactly, but close enough to unsettle me.

“Oh, I was furious,” she said. “That isn’t the same thing.”

Her hand slid lower again, over the silk at my waist, and I had to fight the urge to catch her wrist and stop her. Not because I thought I couldn’t. Because I wasn’t sure what it would mean if I did.

“You thought you were ruining me,” she went on. “But look at you.”

Her tone changed on the last four words. Less cold. More curious.

I did look.

Or rather, I became unable not to feel it. The dress tight through the middle. My shoulders bare. The softened line the hair gave my face. The slight instability of the heels. The sensation of being pinned there by her attention while wearing something designed to make a body look elegant, decorative, contained.

She was right in a way I hadn’t been ready to admit.

I had come to humiliate her, and somewhere along the way I’d arranged myself into something humbler than I meant to be.

Valerie saw the realization land.

Her fingers pressed more firmly into my waist and then eased away, leaving heat behind. “You gift-wrapped yourself for me.”

“That’s not what this is.”

“No?” Her brow lifted. “Then what is it?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

Anger was still there. Resentment too. But under both was a far more dangerous truth: I no longer fully understood what this was, only that I had lost control of it the moment we stepped into this room.

Valerie stepped in closer.

I could smell her now without separation, her perfume layered over the version of it I’d sprayed on myself. It should have felt ridiculous, standing there in matching scent, matching silk, matching mouth. Instead, it felt disorientingly intimate.

“Does playing dress up excite you?” she asked quietly.

My stomach tightened.

“No.”

She gave me a long, level look that made the lie feel flimsy before it had even settled in the air.

“Of course,” she said. “The dress means nothing. All of it just happened by accident.”

I looked away for half a second, which was answer enough.

Valerie noticed everything.

When she spoke again, her voice had gone softer, and that softness was more dangerous than the anger had been. “If you wanted to know what it felt like to be the pretty one in the room, you could have simply admitted it.”

I snapped my gaze back to her. “That isn’t what I wanted.”

“Isn’t it?”

Her hand moved again, lower this time, enough to make my entire body lock up. She found my hard cock under the dress and began to tease me. She lifted the dress higher, taking note of the panties I had slipped on.

“The panties aren’t for show,” she teased. “These are for your own entertainment. Tell me again that you aren’t enjoying dressing up as a woman.”

But I couldn’t tell her. I couldn’t speak. I couldn't form a single coherent word to save my life as her expert fingers stroked the aching length of my cock right through the thin silk of the panties I had stolen from her lingerie drawer.

The sheer humiliation of being trapped in the dimly lit cloakroom, backed against the wall while my ex-wife discovered exactly how turned on I was by wearing her clothes, felt like a physical weight pressing down on my chest.

Valerie stepped fully into my space, closing the remaining distance until the silver-white fabric of her designer gown brushed against the borrowed green silk draped over my thighs. The heavy, dense floral notes of her signature perfume filled my lungs with every ragged breath I took, mixing with the identical scent I had recklessly sprayed all over my own throat and wrists earlier that night.

She didn't stop moving her hand. Her thumb traced the rigid outline of my erection beneath the restrictive fabric, applying just enough pressure to make my hips instinctively buck forward against her palm. I hated how easily she dismantled my defenses, how she knew exactly where to press and how to touch me to make my knees tremble inside those unstable designer heels.

"Look at you," Valerie murmured, her voice entirely stripped of the bright, socially perfect tone she used for the gala, leaving only a dark, predatory purr. "You came here to mock me, to parade around in my emerald dress and ruin my reputation, but all you really managed to do was show me how desperate you are to submit."

I tried to swallow the lump of shame in my throat, wanting to spit back a bitter retort about my ruined twenties or the hillside house she had bought with half my money, but the words dissolved the second she slid her hand under the waistband of the panties and wrapped her cool fingers directly around my bare, throbbing flesh. A humiliating, involuntary gasp escaped my smeared, red-painted lips.

"Ah, ah," she tutted softly, her manicured nails lightly dragging down the sensitive underside of my shaft. "If you want to wear my clothes, you are going to play by my rules. I think you owe me an apology, darling. And I want to hear it in that breathy, polished little voice you were so proud of out there in the ballroom."

My jaw clenched so hard my teeth ached. The sheer audacity of her demand sparked a brief flare of my original spite, but it was immediately smothered by the intoxicating, agonizing pleasure radiating from her unyielding grip. "Valerie, please," I choked out, my real voice sounding entirely too deep and desperate in the cedar-scented quiet of the cloakroom.

She immediately let go of my cock, stepping back just far enough to leave me cold, aching, and painfully hollow. The sudden absence of her touch was exponentially worse than the humiliation.

"No," she said sharply, her eyes flashing with a ruthless, icy authority. "That is not how we speak. You do not get to put on my clothes, paint your face like a cheap parody of me, and then demand things like a man when the reality gets too heavy for you. If you are going to be my pretty little stand-in, you are going to beg me like a lady."

She crossed her arms, her posture immaculate and terrifying, simply waiting. I stood there shivering in the tight bodice of the dress, feeling the absolute reality of my new situation crash over me. I was completely at her mercy, and the sickest, most twisted part of it all was that my treacherous body was practically begging to surrender to her total control.

I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting a violent internal war between my bitter resentment and the overwhelming, electric arousal coursing through my veins. Slowly, I adjusted my posture, rolling my bare shoulders back and shifting my weight onto one hip exactly the way I had watched her do a thousand times before. I opened my eyes, gave her the faintest, most submissive version of her own freezing smile, and pitched my voice high and soft.

"I am sorry, Valerie," I breathed out, forcing the delicate, honeyed cadence she always used when manipulating a crowd. "Please. I need you to touch me."

Her pupils blew wide, the dark possessiveness in her gaze completely swallowing the polished society queen she portrayed to the world. "Good girl," she whispered, stepping back into my space with a wicked, triumphant smirk, ready to thoroughly break whatever fragile pride I had left.

Valerie placed her palm right at my cock until I thought the heat of it might burn straight through the panties.

“Not enjoying it, hmm?” she murmured, brushing her lips by my ear like she was sharing gossip instead of wrecking me. The perfume on her breath mixed with the cheaper cloud I’d stolen from her vanity, and the difference made me ache with something that felt too much like longing.

I started to shake my head, but she curled her fingers, pinching just enough to make denial impossible.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Right now.”

“I—” The word died when she dragged her nails lightly along the length of me. My voice cracked. “I’m…a little excited.”

“ ‘A little.’ ” She laughed, velvet-soft and vicious, then spun me so fast my borrowed heels skidded on the carpet. My front hit the wall. Before I could breathe, she was on me. One hand pinned my wrist above my head, the other bunched the emerald silk high around my hips.

The sudden exposure was brutal. Cool air hit the damp front of the panties; every seam and fold of stolen lace dug into me, proof of my own humiliating need.

“Higher,” she ordered, guiding my free hand. I reached behind my waist and gripped the fabric and pulled, baring myself for her while she stepped between my feet. The position forced my legs apart just enough that the dress slid over the curve of my ass.

She bent to taste the inside of my thigh through the lace, warm breath blooming against sensitive skin. “You dressed yourself up like a doll,” she said, each syllable punctuated by a slow lick, “and dolls get played with.”

Then she hooked her fingers under the waistband and dragged the panties down to mid-thigh—far enough to hobble me if I tried to move.

Shame rolled through my guts, hot and electric, but my cock jerked at the cool rush of air. I tried to angle my hips away; she caught them and pushed me flatter against the wall.

“Stay.” One word, perfectly calm.

Her thumb reached around and skimmed the slick head of me once before she ignored it completely. I might’ve begged, but she was already licking the pads of her middle fingers, coating them until they glistened.

I glanced over my shoulder at her. The sight alone sent a pulse of heat straight to the base of my spine.

She traced the wet tips over the cleft of my ass, teasing circles that inched lower until I quivered. When the first finger pressed against my entrance, I gripped the fabric so hard the zipper bit into my palm.

“Remember whose dress that is,” she said, voice low. “You’ll ruin it if you tear it.”

The finger slid in and I gasped. The stretch hurt just enough to sharpen every other sensation: the cool silk brushing my thighs, the faint clink of her bracelet when she moved, the steady pound of blood in my ears.

A second finger followed, scissoring gently while she murmured filthy reassurance: how good I looked spread out for her, how perfect this dress was for lifting, how I’d always been prettier submitting to her.

I wanted to tell her to shut up, to say something cruel, anything to prove I still owned a shred of dignity, but all that came out was a broken sound that made her smile.

“That’s it,” she breathed, nipping the shell of my ear. “Open for me.”

The third finger pushed in slow and relentless until my hips bucked. Stars burst behind my eyes. She set a rhythm—deep, twisting strokes that grazed the spot that made my whole body tighten. My untouched cock pulsed helplessly, drooling against the bunched silk.

She matched each thrust with a hip-snap of her own, grinding the bones of her pelvis against the curve of my ass like she carried something harder than fingers. The illusion—her fucking me as if she were a man—sent shame and desire crashing together so hard I could barely breathe.

“Look at you,” she whispered, voice thick with triumph. “You planned to humiliate me, and now you’re shaking because I’m using you like the woman you pretend to be.”

I tried to laugh, but it broke into a groan when her fingers curled just right. My knees wobbled; she kept me upright with the hand still shackling my wrist. Every muscle in my body drew tight around the slick intrusion. Heat coiled low, fierce and impossible to ignore.

“Don’t you dare,” she said, lips against my neck. “Not yet.”

I choked on a protest. I was too close, but she slowed her thrusts, making each one torturously precise. The dress slipped a little from my grip; she tightened her hold on my wrist in warning.

“You’ll come,” she promised, “when I decide you’ve earned it.”

Something inside me snapped at the certainty in her voice, at the way it echoed every secret fear I’d had about her power even before the divorce. I realized then that I’d never been in control. Not really, not tonight. I’d wrapped myself in her skin and delivered my body right back to its master.

The thought detonated.

My orgasm took me without warning, a brutal rush that stole my breath. Cum spilled hot against the inside of the dress, splattering silk and skin as my cock twitched helplessly—untouched, unneeded. Every pulse drove her fingers deeper until pleasure blurred into raw, trembling sensitivity.

I sagged against the wall, panting, the dress wrinkled in my fist, my wrist still caught in her grip.

Valerie eased her fingers out with agonizing slowness, then licked them clean while she held my gaze.

“Beautiful,” she said, and for the first time all night her voice held something like satisfied affection.

I couldn’t answer. My throat worked, but no sound formed. All I felt was the wet mess cooling against my stomach, the faint burn where she’d stretched me, and the wreckage of whatever I’d thought tonight was going to be.

She released my wrist, smoothed the dress back into place with meticulous care, then turned me so I faced her. She pressed a possessive kiss to the corner of my smeared mouth.

“Now,” she murmured, amused and certain, “let’s talk about your new role.”

I was still breathing hard, the perfume around us thick as guilt, when I finally understood: every step I’d taken tonight had led me right here, to surrender. And nothing about that realization felt like a joke anymore.

She didn’t pull away and give me space.

That was what kept me pinned there, dazed and breathing hard against the wall while the room slowly stopped spinning. Valerie stayed close enough that I could still feel the heat of her body through the silk and satin between us. One hand rested lightly at my waist, possessive without seeming to press, while the other hovered near my mouth with the same terrible patience she’d shown through everything else tonight. My whole body felt overbright and overused, sensitized down to the smallest thing. The tight line of the dress against my stomach. The cling of the silk at my thighs. The damp, humiliating mess cooling between my legs inside her clothes.

I could barely look at her.

Not because I was afraid she’d be smug. She was smug. Of course she was. But it was worse than that. She looked composed. Perfectly composed. Her hair still immaculate, her white-silver gown untouched, her lipstick flawless. She looked like she’d stepped out of a ballroom for thirty seconds to fix a seating chart, not like she’d just taken me apart in the dark with her fingers while I came in her stolen dress.

I was the only one who looked ruined.

Valerie glanced down the length of me, and I felt the inspection like a physical touch. The neckline had shifted slightly from the way I’d been pressed back against the wall. The skirt was wrinkled where I’d gripped it in my fist. My panties were still halfway down my thighs under the gathered silk, and the sight of them like that, bunched and damp and ridiculous around my legs, sent another pulse of shame through me.

Then she bent, hooked two fingers into the waistband, and drew them back up.

Slowly.

The silk dragged over the most sensitive skin of my cock and balls, over the wetness I’d made, and I had to clamp my teeth together to keep from making a sound. She straightened them with neat little tugs, smoothing the sides into place like she was dressing a doll after playing with it.

“That’s better,” she said softly.

I swallowed. My throat still felt tight and raw. “Fuck you.”

It came out weaker than I wanted, less like defiance and more like reflex. Valerie’s mouth curved. Not into a smile exactly. Into something smaller and meaner.

“Oh, no,” she said. “We’re past that sort of denial now.”

Her fingers moved to the front of the dress, flattening the silk over my stomach with meticulous strokes. She smoothed the material down over the place where I’d soiled it, not hurried and not disgusted, just efficient. Intimate. The familiarity of it rattled me almost more than what she’d done a minute ago. Like she had already accepted the idea of cleaning up after me. Like that role belonged to her now.

I watched her hand move and hated how helpless it made me feel.

Then she reached for my chin.

I flinched before I could stop myself, and her eyes sharpened at that. She tipped my face toward the light and studied the damage. My lipstick was a mess. I knew it without seeing it. I could feel the waxy smear at the corners of my mouth from her thumb, from my breathing, from whatever expression I must have worn while she had me against the wall.

Valerie exhaled softly through her nose.

“You were prettier before you lost control,” she murmured.

The words went through me like a blade. Crueler because they were so calmly said. Crueler because some sick part of me wanted to hear what I’d have to do to get that approval back.

She stepped away just long enough to pick up her clutch from the floor. Mine. No, not mine. Hers, stolen and dropped in my scramble to keep up with her. She opened it, withdrew the lipstick, and came back to me.

I stared.

She uncapped it with one practiced twist. “Hold still.”

There are moments when your body understands something before your pride can catch up. Mine did. I should have turned my head. I should have laughed in her face. I should have said something cutting and ugly and masculine enough to reclaim even one inch of ground.

Instead, I stood there in her heels with my back to the wall and let her fix me.

The first touch of the lipstick against my mouth was cool and wax-slick and precise. Valerie used one hand to steady my chin and the other to redraw the shape she wanted. She worked with perfect concentration, making me feel every pass. Upper lip first. Then the lower. Then the corners, cleaned and sharpened with the pad of her thumb. Her face was only inches from mine, her perfume wrapping around me in warm, expensive layers, and all I could do was breathe.

It was awful.

It was humiliating.

It was one of the most intimate things she’d ever done to me.

“There,” she said after blotting once with her fingertip. “That’s your mouth again.”

My pulse gave a stupid little jump at the phrase. Your mouth. As if she’d given it to me. As if she’d decided what belonged on my face and I’d merely worn it.

Valerie capped the lipstick and slid it back into the clutch. Then she looked me over once more from head to toe, taking in the restored mouth, the hair, the dress, the shape of me inside it. Her gaze lingered on the outline of my chest. Then lower. My waist. My hips. The skirt falling clean now that she’d put it back in order.

When she met my eyes again, there was nothing hurried in her expression. No trace of the public fury she’d brought into this room. That had settled into something colder. More certain.

Valerie went still for a moment, looking at me with that cool, assessing expression that always used to mean she’d already made up her mind and was only waiting for me to catch up. Then she stepped closer and smoothed a hand over the silk at my waist, flattening the dress against my body like she was admiring the fit.

“You don’t get to take this off tonight,” she said. “You’re leaving with me in it.”

I stared at her, my pulse thudding stupidly hard. “What?”

“You heard me.” Her fingers stayed at my waist, light and proprietary. “If you come back into my life, it won’t be as my husband. That man is gone. You had your chance to be him, and you destroyed it.” She tipped her head slightly, studying my face, my mouth, the shape of me in her clothes. “What’s left is this. My doll. My pretty little shame. The one who wears what I choose, smells like I want, and presents himself for me when I ask.”

A hot, sick feeling twisted through my stomach. “Valerie⁠—”

“No,” she said softly, cutting right through me. “You don’t get to argue your way back into my house. You don’t get to crawl back into my bed and pretend any of this made you a man I should trust again.” Her thumb brushed once over the side of my waist, almost affectionate, which made it worse. “You want back in? Then you come back on my terms. Dressed for me. Behaving for me. You will wear my clothes in private. You will use my perfume. You will stand where I put you and let me look at what you really are.”

I couldn’t say anything. My throat had closed up. She saw it happen and smiled, small and satisfied.

“That’s the arrangement,” she said. “You’re not my husband anymore. But if you behave, you can be mine.”

Then she bent and picked up the clutch again, placing it into my hand. She folded my fingers around it one by one until I was holding it properly.

“Take this with you,” she said. “Keep your shoulders back. Small steps in the heels. Don’t smudge the lipstick.”

The sheer normalcy of the instructions made me dizzy. Like I’d moved so far into her frame of reference that even my humiliation had become a matter of presentation.

What was she saying? That our divorce didn’t matter? That she’d remarry me? Did I even want her back after everything she put me through?

Why did my body answer with a resounding ‘yes’? And why now? After she’d completely humiliated me.

She turned then and crossed to the door. I stayed where I was, still against the wall, clutch in hand, dress settled around my legs, breathing like a man who’d been pushed off a roof and hadn’t hit the ground yet.

Valerie unlocked the door but didn’t open it immediately. She looked back at me over one bare shoulder, diamonds flashing once at her throat.

“In private,” she said, “you perform for me. Not for yourself. Not for revenge. For me.”

The room seemed to contract around those words.

Then she opened the door.

I expected one last look of anger, maybe triumph, maybe disgust. Something simple enough to fight. Instead, she gave me a smile that was cool, bright, and socially perfect. The same smile she’d worn all night in the ballroom. The same one I’d spent hours learning to mimic.

Only on her, now, it meant ownership.

“Fix your posture,” she said mildly. “You’re slouching.”

And then she stepped out, closing the door behind her with soft finality and leaving me alone in the dim cloakroom, trembling in her dress.

For a long second I couldn’t move.

The muffled music from the gala resumed beyond the walls. Voices. Laughter. Glassware. The living pulse of the evening carrying on as though nothing had happened, while I stood there in emerald silk and red lipstick with her clutch in my hand and her rules wrapped around me tighter than the dress itself.

My reflection stared back at me from the narrow mirror beside the garment rack. Smeared clean again. Reassembled. Claimed.

I looked breathless. Feminine enough to be dangerous. Masculine enough to be humiliated by it. Entirely hers in a way I still didn’t know how to grapple with.

And the worst part, the part that made my stomach turn even as heat crept back through my body, was that I understood exactly what she’d done.

She hadn’t just caught me.

She’d given me something to wear home besides the dress.

A leash.


PLAY BY HER RULES


I should have known trouble was brewing the second I ducked through the doorway of Macaulay’s Bar and felt every sweaty head in the place swivel toward my jersey. The joint was packed wall-to-wall with post-game energy—cheap neon overhead, a haze of fryer grease and cologne hanging like fog over the tables. Our whole defensive line had commandeered a cluster of wobbly high-tops near the trivia screen, empty pitchers already stacked like trophies. I swaggered up, slapping helmets and broad shoulders, pretending the ache in my quads was nothing and ignoring how the vinyl floor squeaked under my cleats. If I looked tired, the freshmen would talk. If I acted humble, the starters would talk louder.

That was the first rule of being a linebacker on scholarship: never give anyone a crack to drive a helmet through.

Lena was waiting at the center table, legs crossed, long ponytail flicking behind her like a flag someone planted at midfield. The light caught her hoops and the metallic sheen of her lip gloss, and for a second my insides pin-wheeled from the way she looked, and the fact that she was mine.

She toyed with a stack of trivia answer slips, tapping them against her nail like a judge with a gavel. When she spotted me, her smile curved just shy of wicked.

“Ryan, my conquering hero,” she purred, voice carrying over to me. “Feel like conquering one more thing tonight?”

I laughed too loudly, rolling my shoulders so the number on my back would ripple for any cell phones snapping pics. “Name it,” I told her, letting cockiness fill the air the way beer foam filled the plastic cups. “After that shut-out, I’m unstoppable.”

“That so?” She leaned forward, elbows framing a generous view of cleavage that drew appreciative whistles from the O-line. “Let’s raise the stakes. Down a shot every time your team misses a question. Same for me. But—” She lifted a single finger, red polish gleaming—“loser gives the winner total control for one full week. Any dare, any time, no backing out. Deal?”

A hush actually swept the table. It was just a heartbeat, but enough that my pulse thumped loud in my ears. Control. A week was long. Long enough to do real damage to a man’s dignity. I pictured Lena dragging me to yoga, making me fold laundry in a pink apron, maybe posting the evidence for our friends. The thought made heat crawl up my neck.

On the other hand, if I had control of her, we’d being having so many orgasms all week that neither of us would be able to walk straight after. That thought was enough to tempt me.

“Bring it on,” I said, making it a joke because jokes keep fear at bay. I knew I was no good at trivia. Not like Lena was.

I extended my hand and she clasped it, her grip sure, her palm warm. Phones emerged instantly. The punter yelled, “Get it in writing!” and the bartender slid over a stack of paper napkins with a fat Sharpie. We scribbled signatures beneath a scribbled clause: ANYTHING in block letters big enough to haunt me.

The first trivia round started easy with pop-culture sequels. Everyone shouted wrong answers at the screen like it was a visiting ref. We missed the release year of Toy Story 3 by two seasons, and the first shots arrived. Bourbon. I tossed mine back, fire ripping my throat, then flipped the glass so hard it clacked on the tabletop. Cheers burst around me. Pride ballooned; so did a subtle buzz at the base of my skull.

Round two tackled ’90s alt-rock lyrics. We crashed and burned on a Goo Goo Dolls deep cut, leading to more booze. I tried to grin, but the sugar in the whiskey turned my grin gummy. Lena swallowed hers with a neat tilt of the chin, then licked a droplet from her upper lip, eyes never leaving mine. She looked like she already owned me, and the idea twanged something low in my gut.

“Feeling it yet, champ?” she murmured close to my ear. Her breath smelled like burnt caramel and amusement.

“Barely warmed up,” I lied, fingers tingling. I flexed my forearms, watching veins rise like blue ropes, proof I was still in control of this body even if my brain felt sloshy.

The third category was U.S. state capitals and should have been my wheelhouse. Coach loved geography flash cards during bus rides. The question popped up: Capital of Illinois. I opened my mouth to roar “Chicago” and froze. Somewhere deep, a sober voice screamed Springfield, but the room tilted, the letters swam, and before I could correct course, Lena smirked and wrote Chicago in looping cursive. The host dinged us wrong. Bourbon flowed again.

That’s when the floor began to feel unsteady beneath my cleats. I sat, biceps pressed against cramped barstool arms, and tried to regulate my breathing. I caught my reflection in the mirrored column behind the bottles. My cheeks were flushed, and my hairline was damp. I saw a guy who looked half-lit and a little scared staring back at me.

The senior tackle slapped my back. “Big man fading!”

“Hell no,” I shot back, but my voice wobbled. Pride demanded I keep steady. Pride demanded I win. Another round landed: World History. Ancient empires. The words blurred. I blinked hard, finally fessing up that I couldn’t read the screen. Lena’s palm slid up my thigh beneath the table, nails tracing the seam of my shorts. It was a gesture that might have been comforting, but with my nerves raw felt more like a shock collar. Blood surged south so fast my stomach lurched. I jerked away. She laughed softly.

“Poor baby,” she whispered. “Maybe you should tap out. Spare yourself what comes next.”

I could have. I should have. But the team leaned in, expecting the linebacker to pull through. Tap out now, and they’d never forget. Worse, I’d never forget. So, I shoved to my feet when the next shots arrived. Picked up mine. The room pin-wheeled slowly, beer signs weaving trails of red and blue neon.

“To victory,” I slurred, and knocked the glass back. It clanged on my teeth going in, clanged on the table going down. My last clear memory was Lena’s smile widening in slow motion, as if she’d just realized I’d handed her the entire playing field.

Then gravity pitched sideways. My knees buckled. I felt people shout my name, but their voices stretched like taffy. The sticky bar floor rushed up and greeted my cheek with a cold slap. Phones erupted in digital clicks, the modern mating call of humiliation. Somebody whistled the ESPN fail tune. I tried to push up on my forearms, but they quivered uselessly. A heavy hand—coach? teammate?—landed on my shoulder, but I could only blink at blurred shoes and spilled peanuts.

In the dark tunnel that opened under my eyelids, fear and something disturbingly close to relief mingled. Relief that I’d lost the fight before it demanded even more. Relief that for seven days the responsibility to be untouchable would belong to someone else. But fear—real, hot fear—boomed louder: what would Lena carve out of my pride with the blade of anything?

Right before consciousness snapped, I heard her soft laugh near my ear. Not cruel, but delighted. A promise more than a victory chant. It rolled over me like a warm wave, and shame burned all the way to my toes when my body stirred, instinctively imagining whatever she was planning.

Then the black swallowed everything, and I fell, naked in reputation if not in fact, into the week I’d just surrendered.
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Light stabbed through the blinds like little white-hot knives, and every beam felt personal. My skull thudded with the echo of last night’s bourbon. The jersey I’d passed out in had twisted around my chest, sleeves strangling my biceps. I smelled like stale sweat and caramelized sugar, the after-scent of victory laps I didn’t actually win.

Somewhere beyond my headache, I heard the coffeemaker hiss. Then the pop of a lip-gloss tube. I pried one eye open. Lena leaned against the kitchenette counter, wearing my oversized hoodie like she owned both it and me. Strawberry shimmer coated her mouth; she pressed her lips together, considering me the way a coach sizes up a rookie.

“Morning, champ.” She set a mug beside the couch, steam curling up to remind me my throat was a desert. Then she placed a sheet of pink stationery on the coffee table with flourished lettering at the top and glitter-gel pen sparkles catching the sun. “Read it.”

My stomach rolled. “Couldn’t you shove a hangover cure down my throat first?” I croaked.

“Hydrate. Then we handle business.” Her tone was sugar over steel.

I gulped the coffee, wincing at the burn, and tried to focus on the header: Total Transformation Contract. The words danced, but I forced them still. Bullet points marched down the page in her tidy handwriting:

	full wardrobe authority: skirts, dresses, lingerie 

	daily makeup application 

	hair removal where I deem necessary 

	obedience to all styling instructions, recorded for posterity 

	be my girlfriend for a night out 




I felt sweat prickle under the collar of the jersey even though the apartment was cool. “Lena, babe, this says lingerie. Like… panties?”

She slid onto the cushion opposite me, knees brushing mine. “It also says obedience, which you’re about to demonstrate.” She tapped the bottom line where a blank waited for my signature. “You signed with your mouth last night. Now sign with your name.” Her voice dropped to a purr that slid along my nerves in ways it shouldn’t have.

I rubbed my temples. “There was a lot of liquor and crowd noise. I don’t think anything’s legally binding.”

“You’re pre-law, remember? You know better.” Her smile widened. Then, gently, she took my hand—the one still sticky from dried beer—and curled my fingers around a pen. Her touch was warm, confident, and a little possessive. I’d liked that feeling on the field when she’d tug my jersey to kiss me after a win. Now, weirdly, it made me feel like I couldn’t breathe.

“Makeup?” I stalled. “I don’t know the first thing about makeup.”

“Lucky for you, I’m an excellent teacher.” She leaned forward, the scent of strawberry and coffee mingling, and brushed her thumb over the stubble on my jaw. “We’ll start with foundation. Smooth canvas.”

A pulse flickered low in my gut, half anxiety, half something darker. I told myself it was dread. Definitely dread. Not curiosity. Not the prickling thought that maybe being her canvas could be… interesting.

“What if my teammates see?” I tried again. “I’ve got practice Monday.”

“Then Monday you’ll explain the deal like a man who honors his word. They saw you lose a bet. They know something is in store. Just be good-humored about it. It’s only for a week.”

I swallowed. Pride growled inside me, the same beast that made me finish suicide sprints on torn hamstrings. Pride said no one was going to call me a coward. Even if that meant shaving my legs.

She sensed the shift; her eyes gleamed. “Ryan, you can tank the week with dignity or fight it and make things messy. Your call.”

Dignity felt like a joke word next to skirts and obedience, but I wasn’t about to give her the satisfaction of watching me squirm. I dragged the contract closer. My hangover-shaky signature sprawled beneath hers, ink blurring at the tail where my hand trembled harder than I liked.

“Good boy,” she murmured, and heat flushed my cheeks.

She plucked the paper away, fanned it so the gel ink wouldn’t smear, then tucked it into a neon pink folder. “Lesson one starts after your shower. Shave everywhere from the neck down. I’ll inspect.”

My jaw dropped. “Shave everywhere? That’s a little intense, babe.”

“Total transformation, remember?” She stood, hoodie sliding up to reveal bare thighs. “And don’t nick yourself. Smooth is sexy.” She patted my cheek, then paused. “And hydrate. A dehydrated diva is useless on camera.”

The door clicked shut. I stared at it, heartbeat thudding in my temples. Seven days. Makeup. Skirts. Obedience. Did she say camera? Why couldn’t I have dated a less interesting girl?

I could have torn up the contract. Could have stormed out, called the bet off, told the guys she’d taken it too far. But I didn’t. The pen still warmed my fingers, and some twisted spark of anticipation crackled beneath my ribs.

Maybe this was humiliation kink, the kind I definitely did not have. Or maybe protesting was easier than admitting I wanted to peek behind the curtain, see what power lurked on the other side of surrender.

Either way, the clock on the microwave ticked like a countdown. I hauled myself upright, every muscle groaning, and headed for the shower. The razor lay waiting on the sink—new, sharp, and merciless. Steam fogged the mirror as I stripped, noting the dark hair down my calves, the dusting across my thighs, soon to be gone.

“Tank it with dignity,” I muttered, stepping under the hot spray. The water hammered my shoulders, rinsing last night’s sweat and regret. Lather foamed up my legs, and the first swipe of the blade left a pale stripe of bare skin that felt alien under my fingertips. Smooth. Exposed. Vulnerable.

I shaved higher. The hum of the bathroom fan swallowed my ragged breath. With every strip, the image of linebacker Ryan eroded, replaced by something undecided. Shame prickled, but not enough to stop me. Curiosity licked at the edges, whispering questions I wasn’t ready to form.

When I finished, I stood slick and hairless, water beading down skin that suddenly seemed… softer. I toweled off and noticed how the cotton glided differently without friction. The difference stole my breath for a beat.

In the bedroom, Lena waited cross-legged on the duvet. She looked up, eyes raking my freshly shaved legs. Satisfaction curled her lips.

“Inspection passed,” she said. “Now, we moisturize.”

My throat went dry, but I lifted my chin. “Let’s get it over with.”

She laughed softly. “We’re just getting started, pretty boy.”

My stomach flipped, and behind the doubt—behind the masculine instinct to bolt—curiosity stretched like a cat in a sunbeam, ready to purr. Seven days. I could survive seven days. I could pretend the thrill crawling up my spine was only adrenaline, not anticipation.

I took the lotion from her hand, smoothing it over the skin that no longer felt strictly like mine, and told myself this was sacrifice for pride, nothing more. Somewhere deep, the word obedience shimmered like lip-gloss ink, impossible to scrub away.
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Later that day, Lena took me to get my nails done. At least it was just a few nails, I thought.

The mall salon was wedged between a cell-phone kiosk and a pretzel place, glass walls giving every passerby front-row seats to my humiliation. Blow-dryers roared like tiny jet engines, the air thick with hairspray and scented lotion. Fluorescent lights washed out the color of my tan, making me look softer, smaller. Exactly the opposite of how I liked to loom after a workout.

Lena steered me toward the manicure station with a hand curled possessively around my triceps. The manicurist, a petite woman with butterfly clips in her hair, greeted us in a chirpy voice that made my hangover pulse behind my eyes. She waved me into a narrow white chair. It squeaked under my weight, the armrests barely wide enough for linebacker shoulders. I shot Lena a glare meant to remind her I could still bench twice her body weight, but she answered with a cat-caught-the-canary grin and handed the tech a neon-pink bottle of polish.

“Number twenty-six,” she said sweetly. “The brighter the better.”

The tech nodded, already soaking cotton balls in remover to strip whatever male dignity clung to my nail beds. I laid my hands on the towel like they were evidence in a crime scene. My knuckles were scraped from last week’s scrimmage; callouses ridged my palms. Not exactly canvas material.

Lena perched on the stool beside me, crossing her legs so the hem of her floral dress rode scandalously high on her thigh. “Relax, pretty boy,” she murmured, loud enough for the next station to hear. “This is self-care.”

“Pretty sure ‘self’ means I should want it,” I muttered, though my voice lacked bite. Ahead, mall traffic ebbed and flowed—families with strollers, teenagers clumped around phone screens, bored dads trailing shopping bags. Any one of them could glance over and see the six-foot-three defensive enforcer getting pampered in broad daylight.

The tech filed my nails with quick, expert strokes. Sparks of friction zipped straight up my arms; each swipe felt intimate in a way I wasn’t prepared for. When she pushed back my cuticles, I hissed a soft, embarrassing sound. My pulse thumped in my ears. Lena’s hand found my knee, squeezing just enough to remind me who owned this show.

“You’re jumpy,” she whispered. Glossy lips curved, wicked and bright under the salon’s lights. “You’d think you’d never been experienced a little pain before.”

“I get tackled every day,” I said. “This isn’t the same.” But the admission was weak. An elbow to the ribs was easy to write off; this slow attention to tiny parts of me felt like dissection.

Soon my nails gleamed pink. The color was so bold it could be seen from space. The tech positioned my hand under a UV lamp that buzzed like a nest of hornets. As the gel cured, she lifted her tweezers toward my face. “Brow shaping now?”

I jerked back. “Whoa, easy. They’re just eyebrows.”

“They’re feral,” Lena said, inspecting me like a sculptor spotting flaws. “Let her tidy them up. You’ll thank me.”

The tech waited, patient, tweezers poised. I swallowed hard, picturing halftime photos where my sweat-streaked forehead already looked aggressive. Feral, she’d said. I’d worn that word as armor. Yet a tiny, traitorous part of me wondered what I’d look like if the edges were cleaned, if the glare softened.

“Fine,” I muttered, leaning in. The tweezers plucked quick as snaps of static. Each little sting made my eyes water. I focused on the mall walkway to distract myself.

That’s when I saw him, the random bro at the smoothie stand. He wore a sleeveless gym tee, arms veined, jawline covered in afternoon scruff. He stabbed his straw into a bright-green drink, eyes locked on me with something that wasn’t just curiosity. His lips parted around the straw; he bit down, hard, teeth whitening, cheeks hollowing in a slow drag. Heat flared across my chest.

Lena followed my line of sight and made a pleased sound low in her throat. “He’d wreck you if I stepped away,” she murmured, voice like velvet danger.

I flinched. “Cut it out.” But the words were breathless. My heart hammered so loudly I wouldn’t have heard the salon music if it burst into heavy metal. The guy kept staring, sipping, shoulders flexing beneath the thin fabric as if he knew exactly what effect he had. My stomach flipped. I told myself it was annoyance, but the tightness low in my belly said otherwise.

The tech dabbed soothing ointment along my brow bone. “All done,” she chirped. “So clean!” I forced a lopsided smile, thanked her, and flexed my fingers. The neon nails glared back defiantly. They looked… perky. Feminine. Every raised knuckle beneath the polish felt like some new landscape I didn’t yet know the terrain of.

Lena paid, tipping generously, then snagged my wrist and lifted our joined hands so the drying lamps overhead lit the polish to near-radioactive brightness. “Look at that,” she said. “Pink suits you.”

My face burned. “It’s clown paint.”

“It’s power paint,” she corrected, leading me toward the exit. The smoothie bro watched our approach—no subtlety, no apology. Up close, his eyes were a warm hazel that might have looked friendly if not for the flare of heat in them. I expected him to laugh, maybe nudge his friend with a comment about the linebacker gone soft. Instead, he tracked me the way carnivores track easy prey, straw still caught between his teeth.

Lena leaned into my shoulder, her breath brushing my ear. “Tell me that doesn’t turn you on.”

“It pisses me off,” I said, though the words came out thick. My jeans felt suddenly tight at the fly. A beat of silence made me realize she was waiting for honesty I couldn’t give her.

“I hate being gawked at,” I added, picking the safer truth.

“But you don’t hate the heat in his eyes.” She slipped two fingers beneath my neon hand, stroking the inside of my wrist where blood pulsed. “Your body reacts before your ego gets a vote, babe. Learn the difference.”

I swallowed, throat dry as practice turf in August. The smoothie bro smirked like he’d overheard her, then turned away, walking with a swagger that echoed my own on the field. Each step he took left my heartbeat racing to catch up.

The moment he disappeared behind the escalator, the tension in my stomach loosened, but not entirely. A dangerous curiosity bloomed in the space he vacated. What would it feel like to let that kind of gaze linger? To be wanted, not as a bruiser in shoulder pads, but as something… enticing?

I shook the thought off, hard enough that my freshly shaped brows ached. “Let’s just grab lunch and forget the creep,” I said. My voice aimed for dismissive; it landed halfway to shaky.

“Lunch first, lingerie shopping after,” Lena replied, unbothered. She swung our joined hands between us, letting the neon glare catch the eyes of anyone careless enough to glance. “You’ll need something cute to match those nails.”

I groaned, but the sound lacked conviction. Somewhere between the sting of tweezers and the stranger’s hungry stare, the lines inside me had started to blur. I couldn’t tell which side of the line I was standing on anymore, only that every new step seemed to drag me deeper into territory I’d never mapped.

Lena squeezed my fingers. “You’re doing great,” she said, as if I were a freshman running his first drill without puking. I huffed a laugh, but part of me straightened at the praise.

As we melded into the mall crowd, neon nails flashing like warning beacons, I told myself I’d push through the week the same way I pushed through two-a-days; with grit, stubbornness, and eyes on the finish line. But a quieter voice, the one humming beneath my jersey, wondered if the finish line was already moving, luring me toward a game with rules I’d only just begun to learn.
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I never thought satin could feel good until Lena slid the pale-pink panties up my freshly shaved thighs and snapped the waistband against my hips. The fabric hugged tight, impossibly soft over skin that still felt borrowed after yesterday’s blade work. My cock—traitorous as ever—pushed stubbornly forward, an unmistakable ridge beneath the satin bow. Heat crawled up my chest; the room felt twenty degrees warmer than her bedroom thermostat claimed.

Lena stepped back, phone tilted to record every twitch. “Good,” she murmured, voice thick with approval. “Nothing sells the look like enthusiasm.”

“I’m not enthusiastic,” I muttered, staring anywhere but at the mirror propped against the closet door. The mirror was tall, ruthless, waiting to expose me the moment I glanced its way.

“Keep telling yourself that, pretty boy. Arms up.” She guided a lacy bra around my torso. The cups, stuffed with silicone inserts, lifted into sudden, convincing cleavage that gleamed under her ring light. Shoulder straps bit into my delts, equal parts restrictive and stabilizing.

Next came the crop top, rib-hugging cotton printed with a retro rainbow. The hem ended inches above my navel, revealing the ridges of my abs. Lena hummed approval, then held out the red, plaid skirt with pleats barely brushing mid-thigh. I stepped into it, feeling the panties compress me further. The skirt’s swish was shockingly sensual, cool air wafting across my upper thighs every time I moved.

“Wig,” she announced, and settled a honey-blonde cascade over my short dark buzz. Front lace melted into my hairline; suddenly a stranger stared back from the mirror I still refused to face. She framed my fake bangs, tilting my chin with two fingers. “Eyes closed.”

I inhaled sharp, chemical sweetness as she swiped primer over my lids. Brushes whispered across skin—warm foundation, feather-light powder, the tickle of mascara. She coaxed my brows with clear gel, then drew a kittenish flick of eyeliner that made my lashes look criminally long. Lip gloss, strawberry again, finished the portrait with a wet shine that matched my nails.

“Time for the grand reveal,” she sang, stepping aside. The phone’s camera light blinked red, already capturing.

I turned slowly and reluctantly, and the mirror finally caught me.

The guy I expected was gone. In his place stood a tall, leggy blonde with flushed cheeks, cherry-tinted mouth, and an expression that flickered between terror and electric awe. The wig’s waves softened the blunt planes of my jaw; the bra’s illusion of fullness shifted my balance forward. Pink polish glinted when I lifted a hand, half raising it to the glass as if testing a barrier.

A pulse thundered in my groin, and the panties grew tighter, silk dragging over the sensitive head of my erection. The sight of myself, both familiar musculature and foreign curves, triggered something raw, like catching a stranger flirting with me across the bar and realizing that stranger was my own reflection.

“Damn,” Lena said behind the phone. “You’re beautiful, Ry.” The pride in her voice stirred shame and pleasure in equal measure. I swallowed, throat working around words I couldn’t form.

She turned the lens for a full-body shot. “Spin.”

I obeyed, skirt flaring around strong quads I’d hammered into steel in the weight room. When the fabric settled, goose bumps pebbled my thighs where cool air kissed bare skin. Every tiny sensation—bra strap sliding, wig hair brushing collarbones, gloss sticking when I licked my lips—felt amplified, erotic.

A whistle pierced the open balcony door. Outside, two construction workers hauled lumber across the parking lot. One, beefy and sun-burned, brought thumb and forefinger to his mouth for a long, appreciative shrill. His buddy elbowed him, laughing. Neither saw my broad shoulders under the crop top; they saw the wig, the skirt, the legs.

Shock slammed through me, followed by a lightning fork of arousal so sharp my knees wobbled. Instead of humiliation, a forbidden thrill flared hot in my gut. Their attention lit me up from the inside, as if the whistle were applause after a game-saving tackle. For one reckless heartbeat, I wanted them to keep looking.

Lena lowered the phone, eyes gleaming. “Feel that?” she whispered, stepping close enough that her perfume swirled with my shaky breaths. “Attention isn’t always degradation. Sometimes it’s currency.”

“I don’t need that kind of payday,” I managed, but the words rang hollow. My cock throbbed again, precum dampening the satin. The knowledge that I was visibly hard under all this sweetness made the mirror version of me look even naughtier like an illusion of innocence stretched over raw hunger.

She trailed a fingertip along my exposed midriff, stopping just above the waistband of the skirt. “You look powerful,” she said. “They’re staring because they want a taste, and they don’t even know half of what you’re packing.” Her thumb pressed lightly against the bulge, sending a shockwave through my core. “Attention can feel like power, even when you’re the one exposed.”

I should have corrected her, reclaimed the masculine hierarchy I’d lived by. Instead I shivered, the lace cups rising and falling with shallow breaths. The construction worker whistled again, louder, maybe calling to a coworker, but the sound ricocheted inside me like a starting gun.

Power. The word reshaped itself. On the field, power meant blitzing quarterbacks. Here, it meant holding strangers’ eyes, making them ache with want for a body that blurred lines. I realized I could choose how to receive their gaze. Shame wasn’t mandatory. I could flip it, savor it.

The thought left me dizzy. I glanced at the mirror one more time, meeting my own gloss-shiny grin. Not quite Ryan, not quite girl, something suspended between. The reflection smirked back, a conspirator I wasn’t ready to name but already trusted more than the protective shell I’d worn my whole life.

Lena tucked a stray wig hair behind my ear. “Ready to take her for a walk?”

The question sent a jolt—half fear, half exhilaration—straight through my spine. My answer tangled in my throat, but the reflection’s eyes sparkled with something reckless.

“Yeah,” I heard myself say, voice lower than I expected yet softened by the gloss. “Let’s see how much power pink can really buy.”
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The line outside Pulse curled down the block, but Lena marched us past velvet rope and bouncer with a confidence that made my stomach turn flips inside the outfit she’d put me into. The skirt was short enough that the hem flirted with the upper curve of my ass each time I breathed. Under it, sheer lace panties pressed against a half-hardness I could not will away. Each step in four-inch stilettos rocked my hips and dragged silky fabric over over-sensitized skin, a maddening brush that kept blood humming low in my belly.

Inside, the club beat like a living heart. Bass thumped through the floorboards and traveled up my calves, which looked disturbingly sleek in sheer pantyhose. Strobe lights painted everything violet, then red, then icy blue. Sweat-sweet air clung to exposed shoulders, and perfume laced with the bite of cheap vodka stung my nose. I wobbled once, catching Lena’s arm for balance. She grinned, proud teacher on field trip, and guided me toward the bar.

“Head up,” she coached, lifting her phone long enough to snag a video of my first uncertain strides. “Owning the room starts with posture.”

Easy for her to say in sensible block heels. My ankles twitched in pencil-thin stilettos, each wobble sliding satin against aching arousal. I tried to focus on anything else: the mirror behind the liquor bottles, the bartender’s glitter-shadowed lids, the scroll of drink specials glowing on a wall screen. None of it mattered when the slightest shift made lace whisper across the sensitive crown of my cock.

Lena ordered two tequila sunrises. While the bartender layered syrup and juice, a drag of eyes scraped over me. A trio of strangers with tight T-shirts, backward caps, and night-out swagger hovered just inside my peripheral vision. They spoke in low bursts, glancing, laughing, then glancing again. I braced for mockery, that familiar locker-room cackle. Instead, one of them licked his bottom lip and tracked the way my skirt swayed. Heat jolted up my spine.

The drinks arrived. I gripped the glass with neon tips digging into the condensation and tried not to think about how my forearms looked thinner without their usual dark hair. Lena clinked her glass to mine. “To visibility,” she said, lips curling around the straw.

“To survival,” I muttered, taking a swallow that seared all the way down. Citrus chased the burn, but nothing cooled the flush spreading beneath my foundation.

Lena scanned the dance floor—a writhing sea of colored lights and grinding bodies. “Let’s mingle. I’ll be your wing-woman.”

“Pretty sure I’m the wing-man type,” I said, but she was already pulling me by the hand. Her lacquered nails dug into my palm, a silent reminder she held the playbook.

Out there, music swallowed conversation. Lena released me with one last reassuring pat between my shoulder blades. Instantly wavelengths of energy found me—hands skimmed my waist, hips bumped mine, strangers pressed closer than crowded subway cars. I smelled sweat, mint gum, and the metallic fizz of Red Bull spilled somewhere nearby. Each accidental brush against my skirt teased the lace beneath, reminding me how little coverage I had. My cock twitched against the panties, fattening to an insistent curve that the thin satin could neither hide nor soothe. Shame pricked, but so did a dizzy thrill: every pair of eyes on me amplified the charge flooding my veins.

A woman materialized through the strobe haze—tawny skin, silver glitter along her cheekbones, curls piled high like a crown. She looped an arm around my waist with fluid confidence, palm settling just above the swell of my hip. Her nails—emerald to match her sequined romper—scraped a slow circle through the fabric. She leaned in, berry-colored lips brushing my ear.

“You’re pretty enough to fuck,” she shouted over the bass, voice husky velvet.

Heat detonated behind my sternum. My knees threatened to buckle, heel wobbling. I caught her eyes—molten brown, ringed with smoky liner—and felt my blush flare so hot my scalp tingled beneath the wig. She smelled like cinnamon and danger. Words stuck, tongue thick. All I managed was a shaky exhale that grazed her neck.

From the edge of the cluster, Lena watched, straw between her teeth, eyes narrowed in amused calculation. She tilted her head, silently asking if I’d bolt or lean in.

The woman, Jade, smiled as if she had the answer already. Her fingers slipped lower, thumb grazing the top of my thigh where the skirt barely covered me. Electric sparks danced across skin, and my cock pulsed traitorously hard, pressing against lace and satin in a way that felt obscene and exquisite all at once.

“You okay, gorgeous?” she murmured, dropping her voice as though we shared a private channel under the DJ’s roar.

“Yeah…just, uh…new shoes,” I stammered, gesturing at the stilettos. The lie tasted weak, but Jade only chuckled, the sound vibrating through her body into mine.

She guided my hips into the music. Bass rolled up from the floor, aligning our bodies in a slow grind. Her thigh slipped between mine, pressing gently against the bulge I couldn’t hide. I gasped, half in panic, half in something darker. She smirked, clearly feeling every inch.

Lena drifted closer, circling like a proud handler evaluating form. “He’s a little shy,” she told Jade, eyes locking onto the tremor in my lower lip. “Break him in gently.”

“I’ll be nice,” Jade promised, though the spark in her gaze said otherwise. She hooked two fingers under my chin, turning my head so she could study me in the pulsing light. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

“R—” My own name snagged on my tongue, suddenly foreign. “Riley,” I improvised something softer, easier to pair with gloss and wig.

“Riley,” Jade repeated, tasting it. “Pretty name for a pretty mouth.” She leaned forward. Her lips stopped a breath from mine, waiting for permission I wasn’t sure I could grant or refuse.

Around us, bodies pressed tighter, a human tide moving to drums. Hands slid along my back, strangers seeking skin and heat and maybe permission of their own. Each touch rewired me further from the brute who bulldozed offensive lines. Under these lights, I wasn’t an athlete. I was something edible. Appetizer, maybe entrée, served on trembling legs in a scrap of satin.

I should have felt hunted, humiliated. Instead, adrenaline uncorked in my blood, sparkling like fresh soda. Every gaze was a hand, every whistle a spark across bare nerves. Power, I realized, didn’t always come from looming over someone. Sometimes it pulsed in the way people leaned closer, compelled by the promise of what lay under a tiny skirt and a pulled-tight lace band.

Was this Lena’s play all along? This precise cocktail of shame and desire? I slid my gaze to her. She raised a brow, chin tapping toward Jade as if to say your move. She wasn’t jealous. She was orchestrating.

The realization rippled through me. I could break formation, step off the floor, yank the wig free, reclaim my old armor. Or I could take one more step into the role she’d written, a role the crowd craved. The lace at my cock squeezed with every thudding beat, almost painful, insistently alive.

Jade’s breath tickled my lips. “Yes or no, Riley?”

My pulse pounded so loudly I nearly missed the word that escaped me, a low, treacherous “Yes.”

She kissed me then. Soft at first, testing. Then her tongue flicked, cherry liqueur sweetness mixing with tequila still on my breath. The club dissolved into color and vibration. Somewhere in the haze, I felt Lena’s gentle palm press between my shoulder blades, not pushing but steadying, as if anchoring me to the promise I’d just made.

The kiss broke. Jade’s grin shone wicked under strobe flashes. “Let’s dance,” she said, though we were already moving.

I followed her lead, heat drowning protests before they formed. Athlete, appetizer, maybe both. Either way, the feast was just beginning.
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The neon buzz of Pulse still rang in my ears when we stumbled into an all-night diner two blocks down. The place reeked of frying oil and scorched coffee, chrome fixtures reflecting every smudge of lipstick Lana had reapplied on the walk.

I slid into a red vinyl booth, the short skirt riding high, barely skimming the crease where ass met thigh. The lace band of my panties clung damp and sticky to skin still prickling from Jade’s kisses on the dance floor. Under the table, my stockings squeaked against the seat. I yanked a laminated menu up like a shield, hoping the waitstaff wouldn’t notice the obvious ridge pushing against satin.

Jade appeared beside me, moving with panther fluidity despite the sticky diner tiles. Her sequined romper caught bits of neon from the jukebox, scattering green sparks across the ceiling. Without asking, she slid in and draped an arm along the back of the booth, her other hand landing warm on my bare thigh just below the hem. Heat pulsed outward from that single contact; I forced myself to breathe evenly, praying the tremor in my leg wasn’t visible.

Lena settled opposite us, shrugging out of her jacket. The look she gave Jade held the lazy amusement of someone dealing cards at a table she’d already rigged to win.

“Mind if I borrow your doll?” Jade asked, fingers tracing small circles on my thigh. Each pass skimmed fractionally closer to the lace seam edging my groin. I swallowed, menu rattling.

Lena’s smile curved, half-merciful, half-merciless. “He’s on loan,” she said, voice light but edged. “But tips must be generous.”

Jade’s eyes gleamed wickedly. “I’m a fantastic tipper.” Her thumb slid just beneath the skirt, grazing skin so close to my balls I jerked. Paper napkins toppled from the holder; I fumbled to grab them, heart pounding in stereo with the diner’s muted oldies.

“S-so, uh, pancake specials look good,” I stammered to no one, cheeks burning. The scent of Jade’s cinnamon perfume fogged my thoughts. Across the table, Lena propped her chin on her fist, studying every twitch like she could calculate my exact blood-pressure spike.

The waitress shuffled over, tired eyes flicking from my wig to my cleavage, then away. She took Lena’s order for a vanilla milkshake and Jade’s request for black coffee but barely registered the words I mangled about orange juice. I kept the menu pinned against my lap, praying the erection easing up the crotch of my panties wasn’t glaringly obvious.

Jade leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You look painfully turned on,” she whispered. Her breath feathered down my neck; I shivered, thigh muscles tightening beneath her palm. The damp satin pressed closer to swollen flesh, friction so acute it bordered on unbearable.

Lena idly scrolled her phone, but her gaze flicked up at the exact moment Jade’s hand inched higher. Approval. Curiosity. Calculation. For a split second jealousy snapped its jaws. Was I nothing but entertainment? The spark faded beneath a hotter flare of excitement. Maybe she wanted me enjoyed, not just embarrassed. The thought made my cock throb harder, a traitor pulsing behind lace.

“Bathroom break,” Jade announced, sliding from the booth. She caught my wrist, tugging gently. “Come keep me company, Riley.”

I glanced at Lena. Her brow arched, challenge and permission in the same gesture. My mouth went dry. I followed Jade past spinning pie displays and sticky linoleum, stilettos loud in the sleepy hush.

The single-stall restroom smelled of bleach and lemon soap. Jade locked the door with a decisive click. In the mirror above a chipped sink, I caught our reflection. Her glittering and predatory. Me wide-eyed, panting, cheeks flushed under pink blush.

She stepped behind me, hands splaying on my hips, thumbs stroking the curve above the garter straps Lena insisted I wear. “Turn around,” she said. I obeyed, heels wobbling on cracked tiles. The move pressed my back against the cool metal of the door, raising goose bumps across my shoulders.

Jade cupped my face, fingertips grazing the strap of the wig as if checking its hold. “Still good?” she murmured.

Words jammed in my throat. I managed a nod. She smiled like sunrise over dangerous water and slid her hand down my chest, pausing at the underwire of the bra. My heart hammered so hard I felt the vibration through silicone inserts. She kissed me—deep, confident, tongue sweeping past my lips with the authority of someone who’d already found all the secret places. My knees threatened to buckle.

Her hand continued south, catching the hem of the skirt, hiking it to my waist. Cool air brushed the damp lace now stretched obscenely over my cock. She pressed the heel of her palm against the bulge. I gasped into her mouth, hips jerking forward.

“Sensitive,” she teased.

“It’s too much,” I rasped, but the protest already sounded like begging.

With deft fingers she nudged aside the panty band, exposing the slick head flushed deep crimson. A bead of pre-come glistened before dropping to darken the lace. She wrapped her hand around me, firm pressure of skin on skin. The contrast between the silk ribbons at my hips and her warm fist stroking obliterated any last shred of composure.

“Was this Lena’s idea?” she asked softly, pumping slow, base to tip. Each glide squeezed shivers from my spine.

“Maybe,” I managed, head knocking the door. “I— I don’t know.”

“You like that she shares,” Jade murmured, thumb smearing slickness over the crown. My breath hitched. The pantyhose at my thighs tightened as muscles tensed, heels skidding on tile. Shame and exhilaration tangled until I couldn’t find daylight between them.

She set a steady rhythm, her wrist turning just enough to tease the ridge beneath the head. Wet sounds echoed in the cramped space, mixing with my ragged breathing. I braced both palms against the cold metal door for balance, nails clicking. Each upward stroke dragged the lace like sandpaper made of silk; the friction was devastating.

“Look at you.” Her voice was pure admiration. “So hard for me you’re leaking through panties.”

The image flashed neon behind my eyelids: big bad linebacker, stockings tangled, cock throbbing in a stranger’s grasp. Mortifying. Exquisite. I felt the coil inside me tighten, compressing lust and confusion into a molten core.

“I’m—” Words cut off on a groan. She quickened, grip firm but never brutal, thumb flicking the slit with each pass. My thighs quivered under the strain of the heels. Pleasure built hot and fast, white noise drowning thought.

Jade kissed the underside of my jaw. “Let go, pretty doll,” she whispered. “Mess those panties for me.”

The command tipped me over. Heat pulsed from my gut, exploding through my cock. I jerked, biting off a cry as thick spurts soaked the lace, warmth spreading across sensitive skin. Jade kept stroking, milking every twitch until overstimulation edged toward pain. I sagged against the door, panting, wig hair sticking to glossed lips.

She eased her hand away, then slid the damp panties back into place, pressing the sodden fabric against my spent flesh. The sensation nearly buckled my knees again. She washed her hands in the sink, humming while I tried to collect the scattered shards of my composure.

“Carrying a souvenir back to the table?” she asked, dabbing a paper towel on a dribble at my thigh. I nodded dumbly. The soaked lace cooled rapidly, clinging, a constant reminder of what she’d pulled from me.

Jade unlocked the door. Before opening, she looked me dead in the eyes. “I tipped very generously,” she said, winking. “I think your handler will approve.”

Handler. The word throbbed with layered meaning. Excitement wrestled hard with jealousy, but excitement won by a margin so thin it frightened me.

She led the way out. My legs felt hollow, yet each step back toward the booth filled them with a strange new current, something like pride blooming in soil drenched with shame.

Lena saw our approach, smile blooming slow. The milkshake sweating on the table looked untouched. She dipped a spoon, tasting the whipped cream without taking her gaze off me. “All good?”

My cheeks flamed. The sodden panties squelched softly as I eased onto the vinyl seat. “All… good,” I echoed, voice raw.

Lena’s eyes glittered. They were possessive, pleased, and damnably curious about the next play. I realized whatever game we’d started, the rules kept shifting under my heels. I wasn’t sure who held the scorecard anymore, only that part of me couldn’t wait to see the next round.
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I shut the apartment door with more force than necessary, the click echoing off hardwood like a starting pistol. Makeup still clung to my skin, but the wig was long gone, left in the back seat after Jade’s cinnamon-laced kiss had turned it lopsided. My stockings were laddered at one knee; the lace panties beneath my skirt were a sodden, cooling reminder of the bathroom climax I’d barely survived.

Lena stood by the kitchen island, loosening the ties on her wedge sandals. Strawberry-pink lipstick framed the smug curl of her mouth. She looked up at the slam. “Temper, temper.”

“Am I some joke to pass around?” The words came out rougher than intended, but once they were free I couldn’t call them back. “You drew a crowd, then handed me off like a party favor.” My pulse hammered; anger tried to bury the guilty throb still sitting low in my belly.

Lena sauntered forward, hips rolling beneath her floral dress as though she’d never hustled through city streets in the middle of the night. She smelled of vanilla milkshake and victory. “Joke? No.” She cupped my face with both hands, thumbs grazing the corners of my gloss-smeared mouth. “You were the star attraction.”

Before I could frame a rebuttal, she kissed me. It was open, hungry, her lipstick smearing onto my lower lip like a bruising stain. The taste was saccharine and familiar and completely disarming. Heat speared through what little resolve I had left.

She broke the kiss with a soft laugh, then stepped back one pace. “Hands behind your back. Let me show you what I see.”

Maybe I should have refused. Pride certainly shouted at me to stand my ground. But something deeper, an aching curiosity and raw need, kicked aside the protest. I laced my fingers at the small of my spine. The position pulled my shoulder blades tight, pushed my breasts forward inside the padded bra, and left the skirt barely skimming my ass.

“To the bedroom,” she ordered. I followed, stilettos clicking like metronomes on the hallway laminate. My thighs brushed with each step, the damp lace at my groin dragging over sensitive skin until electricity crackled up my spine.

Her room looked the same with its gray duvet and framed prints on the walls, but tonight the air felt different. She reached into the nightstand and produced a harness: black leather, O-ring gleaming. A silicone shaft, midnight-dark and intimidatingly thick, was already snapped in place. My lungs froze somewhere between inhale and exhale.

She caught my stare and smiled. “Relax. No penetration tonight.” She slipped the harness on over her dress, cinching the straps snug around her hips. “But you’re going to feel me.”

I swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing against the choker she’d clipped on me before the club. Under the ring light at the vanity, the strap-on cast a soft sheen, every curve promising trouble.

Lena sat on the edge of the bed and crooked a finger. “Come here.”

I shuffled forward, knees weak inside the stockings. She tugged me between her legs and smoothed both palms up the back of my thighs until they cupped my ass. “Pretty,” she murmured, kneading gently. Goose bumps raced across my skin.

She lifted the hem of my skirt, baring the ruined panties. Her thumb traced the wet spot where the fabric clung to my flesh. I shivered, half shame, half raw need flaring anew despite exhaustion.

“Still messy,” she observed. “Perfect.” With a decisive tug, she pulled the panties lower, letting them dangle at mid-thigh like a chastity ribbon. My semi-hard cock bobbed free, still sensitive from Jade’s hand.

Lena guided my hips forward until the silicone head pressed against the underside of my shaft. The texture, silky yet unyielding, sent a shockwave through me. She rocked it once, watching my reaction with scientific focus. I bit my lip, a whimper escaping before I could cage it.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Feel how full you could be.” She angled the toy, sliding it between my legs, then down to nudge between my cheeks where only thin lubricant-slicked skin resisted. I jolted, wrists flexing behind my back but staying obediently locked.

Control flipped so completely my vision blurred at the edges. All my life I’d been the one driving blocks, calling audibles, muscling my way to the end zone. Now a single push of her hips rewrote gravity. The vulnerability was terrifying and addictive. My skin buzzed with it; each breath felt earned.

She set a slow rhythm, stroking me against the base of the silicone shaft while the tip teased the sensitive ring of muscle behind. A helpless moan crawled from my throat. Pleasure and panic braided tight, impossible to separate.

“Want to come again?” she asked, voice low. She quickened the stroke; my cock swelled, leaking fresh pre-come that smeared over the toy. Stars dotted my vision. I nodded frantically.

Her hand clamped around the base, halting everything. The denial punched air from my lungs. “Tomorrow,” she said, eyes shining cruel and soft all at once. “Tonight, you sleep with the ache.”

I groaned, knees nearly buckling. She eased the panties back over my throbbing flesh, trapping heat and stickiness inside velvet confinement. Then she guided me to kneel at her feet, resting my cheek against her thigh. The strap-on filled my peripheral vision like a promise.

“Who do you belong to?” she asked.

“You,” I whispered, voice hoarse with need. Saying it out loud sent a fresh tremor through me, half horror, half exhilaration.

“Good.” She stroked my hair, then nudged me toward the pillows. I crawled up and collapsed on my back, wrists crossed above my head on instinct. She lay beside me, harness pressing against my hip, and turned off the lamp.

In the dark, the mattress heat and the ache inside my panties merged into a single throbbing presence. Control had shifted entirely, taken root in hands I trusted and feared. My mind chased circles: Did I want to reclaim authority or hand over more? The question sizzled louder than the denied orgasm, scorching old certainties.

Sleep crept in on little cat feet, but the buzz under my skin stayed wide-awake, tasting possibility. Tomorrow held either release or deeper surrender; I couldn’t decide which terrified me more, or which I craved.
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A few hours into the night, I woke to the rustle of fabric and the low, purposeful scrape of a drawer. Lena stood at the foot of the bed in nothing but her strap-on harness, the moonlight from the window striping her skin in silver.

The supple leather criss-crossed her hips and waist, framing the subtle dip of her toned abdomen and the soft swell of her breasts. The silicone shaft jutted upward, already glistening where she’d smoothed a thin coat of lube along its length, a glossy promise against the pale glow of her bare skin.

One look and any groggy resentment evaporated into a pulse of raw need.

She held out a filmy scrap of fabric—powder-blue lace that matched the bra dangling from her other hand. “Panties first,” she said, voice husky but matter-of-fact, like a coach handing over a playbook.

I propped myself on my elbows. “You’re really leaning into this uniform, huh?”

Her smile was a slow predatory curl. “Bet’s still running, linebacker. Hands and knees.”

Heat rippled across my chest. Part of me wanted to push back, remind her I was the one who did the pinning in bed. The larger part of me undressed completely, then rolled forward onto hands and knees. My cock bobbed, half-hard and aching from Lena’s previous denial. I wondered if she was only teasing me this time as well.

She guided the fresh panties up my calves, smoothing them over thighs still silky from our earlier shave. When the lace settled against my groin, the delicate mesh framed me like a secret barely hidden from daylight. My shaft pressed insistently against the fabric, tenting it; each heartbeat added another notch of pressure.

“Bra,” she murmured, lifting me back onto my knees. Straps whispered over my shoulders; the clasp clicked behind. Silicone inserts sat warm against my chest, absurd weight that made my back arch and my nipples tighten inside the lace cups. She tugged my short plaid skirt back into place around my hips and stepped back to admire the view.

Her gaze raked me slow. My broad shoulders forced into dainty lingerie, hard length straining the panties. “Look at you,” she breathed. “My big, tough doll.”

A jolt of humiliation lanced through me, bright and delicious. I should have hated the image, but the honesty of her hunger burned hotter than any shame. “Thought I was just a joke to pass around,” I muttered, though my voice wavered toward a moan.

She traced the head of the strap-on along the swell beneath the panties, smearing a bead of pre-come that had leaked through the mesh. “A joke?” The silicone nudged harder, rocking my hips. “No, baby. A prize.” She flattened her palm over the soaked fabric and gave one firm rub. Stars burst behind my eyelids.

I groaned. “Lena, please⁠—”

“Please what? Spell it out.”

The lace band dug into the base of my shaft, holding me hostage between sting and pleasure. “I—I want more,” I forced out, shame scorching my cheeks.

She cocked her head. “Remind me why you’re in this lace?”

“Because I lost the bet,” I whispered.

“And?”

“And I said you could do anything for seven days.” The words sounded like surrender and promise all at once.

She ran her nails across my scalp, making my skin prickle. “Good boy. Now lie back.”

I moved onto the pillows, wrists automatically resting above my head. She climbed between my knees, skirt flipping up. The strap-on grazed the gusset of my panties, compressing me in one relentless line. I hissed, half pain, half electric delight.

“Hands stay up,” she ordered, then shuffled forward, knees bracketing my ribs. Her scent—clean skin and lingering strawberry gloss—coiled into my lungs. She eased the silicone shaft upward until it pressed against my sternum, a silent preview of what awaited. Then she scooted higher, presenting the wet, flushed lips of her cunt inches from my mouth. Thin harness straps framed the slickness like a picture she wanted worshipped.

“Earn it,” she said.

The command unlocked something primal. I lifted my head, tongue lapping a broad swipe from her entrance to the hard nub of her clit. She shuddered, thighs tensing around my shoulders. The salty sweet taste of Lena flooded my senses. My own cock throbbed frantically against the chafing lace. I licked again, slower, tracing circles around the button of flesh until she rocked forward with a needy gasp.

“Talk,” she breathed.

I drew back just long enough to murmur against her skin, “You feel so good. Want to make you come, coach.” The nickname slipped out unbidden and sent a molten throb through my length. She exhaled a low, surprised laugh that turned into a moan when I sucked her clit into my mouth.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, guiding rhythm. Faster, softer, there. She grinded against my face, wetness coating my lips and chin. Each eager lap fueled the buzzing at my nerve endings; each growl she released poured gasoline on the fire coiled tight in my belly.

When her thighs began to shiver, she yanked me tighter to her core. “Don’t stop,” she gasped. I flattened my tongue and let her ride, eyes slipping shut as her slick drenched my lips. She jerked once, twice, then came with a ragged cry, hips bucking. Hot release coated my tongue; her muscles clamped, pulsed, slowly relaxed.

She sagged back, breathing ragged. I swallowed, dizzy with her flavor and the power of making her lose control. My cock threatened to tear through the panties.

“Hands still up?” I panted, voice raw.

“For now.” Her eyes glowed. She slid lower, silicone shaft smearing a wet trail down my torso until it nudged the straining lace again. With one tug she exposed me, panties snapping below my balls to form a tight, humiliating ring. The cool air hit my slick-coated length; I groaned.

She angled the strap-on so the head kissed the underside of my cock. The silicone was warm from our bodies; the lube made each glide agonizing velvet. “Remember the contract,” she murmured, stroking me against it. “I give. I take. You beg.”

I clenched the sheets. “Yes, ma’am.” The title slipped out like instinct, dizzying in its rightness.

“Beg for what you want.”

“Let me come,” I whispered, heat spiraling to unbearable. “Please, Lena.”

She rewarded the plea with a harder stroke, the silicone pushing into the underside of my cock. My hips bucked despite myself. She grinned, eyes dark with amusement and affection all at once. “That’s it. Good boy. Again.”

“Please,” I choked, voice breaking. “I need it…I need you…please.”

She captured my mouth in a fierce kiss, swallowing the last syllable. Her free hand cradled my balls, rolling them gently while the strap-on rubbed relentless circles under the flared head. The dual sensation shredded whatever composure I had left. Pleasure coiled high, higher, a tsunami cresting.

She broke the kiss just far enough to whisper, “Come for me, doll.”

The command detonated inside my skull. My body arched; hands flew from the pillows to clutch her hips. White heat ripped through me, cock jerking in powerful pulses that splattered across my stomach and the underside of the strap-on. I moaned into her throat, the sound desperate and raw. No hand squeezed, no flesh pumped, just the friction of her toy and the authority in her voice. It felt impossible, obscene, perfect.

I sagged back, lungs scraping for air. My skin tingled as though every hair had been replaced by live wire. She stroked my cheek, then leaned to lick a lazy path through the mess on my belly, humming at the taste. The sight of her mouth glossy with my cum made my spent cock twitch, a shiver that ricocheted up my spine.

She settled against my side, strap-on resting heavy across my thigh. “That,” she said, voice drowsy with satisfaction, “is what surrender looks like.”

I stared at the ceiling, still trembling. Humiliation had morphed into something fierce and luminous, a pleasure so sharp it felt like truth. Giving up control hadn’t shattered me; it had welded new seams I didn’t know I needed. The certainty scared me, but it also fit, sliding into place like a final puzzle piece.

“I didn’t know it could be like that,” I murmured.

She kissed my temple. “That’s why you trust your coach.”

As the aftershocks sparked along my nerves, I realized trust was exactly what it felt like—terrifying, exhilarating trust. And for the first time since the bet began, what I wanted had nothing to do with appearances or teammates or pride. I wanted more of this bright, unbearable rightness, wherever it led.
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Morning sunlight barely had time to warm the blinds before Lena propped her phone against the nightstand and unlocked the front door. She had texted Jade sometime after our first delirious round of sleep; now the woman swept in wearing ripped black jeans and a grin sharp enough to cut rope.

“Thought you might want to finish what you started at the diner,” Lena said, voice casual, as if offering leftover pizza. She tossed a bottle of lube onto the mattress where I lay wearing nothing but last night’s powder-blue lace and the bra that framed two silicone pillows against my chest.

Jade’s gaze skimmed every inch of me—broad shoulders, flat abs sheened with dried cum, thighs still trembling from surrender. “He looks wrecked already,” she purred, slipping out of her jacket. “Lucky me.”

Heat flushed my neck. Part of me wanted to crawl under the covers; the larger part burned to see what new line they would make me cross. I tried to fold my hands over the bulge tenting the saturated panties, but Lena slapped my wrist lightly.

“Arms up, doll,” she instructed, camera blinking red. I obeyed, wrists crossing above my head against the headboard. The position stretched my chest, making the bra rise and fall with quick breaths that smelled of strawberry gloss and sleep.

Lena’s strap-on harness was back in place, the silicone a deeper shade of mauve today. I couldn’t help but wonder when she’d bought all these gadgets. It was almost as if she’d planned this all along.

She knelt between my knees, nudging them wider until the lace strained at my cock. “Jade’s going to have your mouth,” she announced, tone almost clinical. “I’m taking the other end. Sound fair?”

Jade crawled onto the mattress, curls bouncing, perfume a spicy echo of last night. She settled on her knees above my shoulders, denim scraping the inside of my arms. “You remember how to eat, Riley?”

“Yes,” I whispered, throat suddenly parched.

“Enunciate,” Lena corrected, fingers grazing the tender skin behind my balls.

“Yes, ma’am.” The humiliation tasted like smoke and sugar.

Jade shimmied the jeans and panties down just enough to bare her slick folds. The dark, swollen, glistening sight dragged a groan from my chest. She planted one palm on the headboard, lifted herself, and lowered slowly until her heat sealed over my mouth. Her earthy, sweet scent filled my lungs. I opened wide, tongue finding the velvet groove, and she rewarded me with a shudder.

Below, Lena slid the panties aside. Cool air kissed my aching shaft; then silicone, warm with fresh lube, nudged between my cheeks. The stretch burned while Jade’s wetness coated my lips. I moaned into her flesh, the vibration earning me a breathy laugh.

“Look how he trembles,” Jade said, voice husky. “Every flick of my clit and he whimpers.”

Lena pushed deeper, hands steady on my hips. “Keep him talking,” she advised. “He gets shy when the toy’s touching his little asshole.”

I tried to answer but Jade rocked forward, thighs framing my face, smothering speech in slick heat. She ground down; I chased her clit with the tip of my tongue, circling, sucking, giving her the pressure she’d shown me she liked. Her hips rolled, pace quickening.

Behind, Lena found a rhythm. Long strokes filled me, then retreated to tease the edge. Each thrust pressed my cock against the damp lace, friction maddening. I clenched the sheets, wrists straining but staying put.

“Good boy,” Lena praised, voice a warm hum. “Take me deeper. Make Jade purr.”

Jade tightened her grip on the headboard. “He’s learning fast. College men are so eager when you give them the right incentives.”

A laugh bubbled in my chest—half mortification, half pride—but it dissolved when Lena slammed home, the sudden fullness detonating sparks behind my eyes.

Jade’s thighs trembled. “Harder,” she ordered, not to Lena but to me. I flattened my tongue, lapping rapid strokes that made her curse. Her hips bucked; she drenched my chin in a flood of heat and flavor that sent a pulse straight to my balls.

Lena drove in deeper, pace merciless, shaft hitting a spot that split pleasure into strobing bursts. Every nerve fired, my mouth flooded with Jade’s release, ass stretched wide around silicone, cock rubbing raw against soaked lace. The dual invasion short-circuited thought.

“Our pretty doll is close,” Lena announced, breath hitching. “Feel him clench.”

Jade lifted off my face, breathing hard. She cupped my cheeks, smearing her arousal across my wet mouth. “Show me his eyes.” My lids fluttered open; she smiled at the dazed sheen she found. “There he is. Ready to make a mess, baby?”

I tried to answer, but words failed. Heat gathered low, a tidal pull unstoppable. Lena thrust once more, perfectly brutal, and something shattered inside me. I cried out, raw and helpless, as release tore through. Cum spilled in hot ropes, soaking lace, my belly, and Lena’s fingers when she squeezed the base to milk every drop. The climax felt different. It was wider and messier, like it drained secrets along with seed.

Jade watched, licking her lower lip. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

Lena eased out slowly, letting aftershocks ripple. My body sagged, boneless. Both women moved in tandem: Jade wiping my mouth with her thumb, Lena stroking my thigh where tremors still danced.

I floated, heartbeat thunderous in my ears. The bet, the humiliation, the surrender—together they had cracked me open, revealing hungers I’d never dared name. Being used and adored at once felt paradoxically powerful, as though I’d discovered a new muscle only submission could flex.

Lena leaned over, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple. “The door is wide open now, love,” she murmured. “There’s no closing it.”

Jade lay beside me, tracing idle patterns across my chest. “Good thing he looks eager to explore.” She winked.

I closed my eyes, breathing in citrus shampoo and cinnamon perfume, and let the wreckage of my old self-image settle like dust around a brighter, hungrier shape. The week’s clock kept ticking, but for the first time I wasn’t afraid of what the next hour might hold.
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Ash floated like gray confetti in the dim light over the kitchen sink. Lena used a metal lighter she kept for scented candles, setting one corner of the pink-paper contract on fire, then feeding the flames across my looping signature. I watched the paper curl and char, smoke twisting toward the ceiling fan. Seven days, boiled down to a few wisps of carbon.

I stood barefoot on the tile, wrapped in the soft lilac hoodie she’d tossed me after the shower. It hung long enough to brush the tops of my thighs; underneath I wore nothing but fresh cotton briefs. Even that small concession felt almost disappointingly tame after the past week’s parade of lace and mesh. Still, the fabric clung to the outline of my cock in a way that made me hyper-aware of every subtle shift of skin.

When the last ember blinked out, Lena turned, palms blackened. “There. Officially free.”

The word thudded in my chest. It was welcome, yet strangely hollow. Free to do what? Go back to blasting reps, trash-talking rookies, pretending the feel of lipstick against my tongue didn’t make my pulse kick?

I cleared my throat, voice thin. “What if I don’t want to change back… at least not all the way?”

Her eyebrows arched, surprise shading quickly into delight. She wiped ash on a dishtowel and stepped close, fingertips hooking the hem of the hoodie to skim my thigh. “What parts are you keeping?”

“I’m not sure yet.” I swallowed, heart thudding. “The nail polish? The way a skirt feels when I walk. Maybe the plugs of the strap-on again.” Heat flooded my cheeks, but the confession buzzed like electricity through my veins. “I just don’t want the clock to strike midnight and lose everything we found.”

Lena’s smile softened, wicked edges turned affectionate. “Then we buy you your own lingerie drawer. You can decide each morning who you feel like being.”

My lungs loosened around a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Possibility unfolded—cotton sports briefs one day, flirty cheeky panties the next; mascara before a night out with the guys, or a bare face on game day. Not either-or, but both, sliding into each other the way I’d slid between Jade’s thighs while Lena filled me from behind.

A chime cut through the hush. My phone buzzed on the counter, screen lighting with Jade’s name and a thumbnail selfie: her in a dressing-room mirror, holding up a tartan mini-skirt barely wider than her handspan. Thought this screamed your name, the text read. Tell coach we need to test the hemline tonight ;)

A loose, genuine laugh rolled out of me. I flashed the photo to Lena. She snorted. “Bias cut, dangerously short. She’s learning your stats.”

Something inside me settled. The bet had started as humiliation and flipped into a road map, an introduction to parts of myself I’d shoved in storage for years. The ache of surrender still hummed like a satisfied muscle after a max lift, but it no longer felt like defeat. It felt like range.

I lifted the hoodie hem, examining the bare skin of my leg where faint marks from the garters still lingered. “I want balance,” I said quietly. “The field is still home. But so is this.” I brushed a thumb across the painted curve of my thumbnail—neon pink, chipped at the corner yet still defiantly bright. “Think the guys will notice if I keep the polish?”

“They’ll stare,” Lena said. She rose on tiptoe to kiss the tiny flake of ash clinging to my jaw. “Let them. The attention looks good on you.”

My pulse thrummed at the memory of strangers’ eyes tracking the sway of my skirt, the whistle that had once felt shaming but had burned into power. “I used to think gazes only took. Turns out they can give too.”

She leaned back, studying me with that calculating kindness she did so well. “You’re not choosing between masc and femme anymore. You’re running a no-huddle offense, switching plays on instinct.”

I laughed at the analogy, then sobered as new clarity rose. “Freedom isn’t escape,” I murmured. “It’s permission.” Permission to lace up cleats and later slip into stilettos; permission to let a lover tilt my chin up and also to pin someone else’s wrists to the headboard. Humiliation had melted into identity play, and the mirror, once a liar, now told truer stories because it showed more than one version.

Lena nudged my hip with hers. “Game clock’s off, but overtime’s optional. What’s the next play, linebacker?”

My thumbs hooked the hoodie hem, a grin tugging despite nerves. “First, we hit the mall. That skirt Jade picked needs a top. Then maybe we swing by the sporting-goods store to see if chest protectors come in pink.”

She laughed, looping her arm through mine. “Deal. But I’m vetoing bubblegum-pink pads until spring training.”

I pressed a kiss to her hairline, ash-scented strands tickling my lips. The kiss tasted like smoke and promise, a reminder that endings can be beginnings when the contract burns but the rules you wrote together still glow hot in memory.

The phone buzzed again, Jade demanding a verdict. I thumb-typed In for overtime. Bring a whistle. Then I set the device facedown, savoring the flutter in my gut that felt nothing like dread, everything like anticipation.

Freedom, I realized, was no longer the opposite of restraint. It was the choice of which restraints to welcome and when to shrug them off like a jersey after the final whistle. And I was done pretending I didn’t love the uniform change.


MY CAMGIRL ROOMMATE


I hadn’t even shut the ride-share door before I spotted my new roommate, Maisie, leaning against the brick entryway with a lease packet tucked under one arm. She waved like we were already friends, loose purple hair slipping from a messy knot. My stomach tightened. Moving in with a stranger was weird enough; moving in with a stranger who looked like that felt like loading temptation straight into the U-Haul.

I hauled my last duffel up the narrow stairs. The place smelled like fresh paint and stale carpet, the previous tenant’s ghost still clinging to the walls. Boxes leaned everywhere, mine on the left and hers on the right.

“You’re a business major, right?” she said, flipping to the last page of the sub-lease. Her smile was easy, almost professional. “I’m a film major. Mostly post-production stuff.”

“Yeah. Numbers and spreadsheets, here. Super thrilling.” I tried to joke, but my palms were sweaty on the pen. She laughed anyway, a low, throat-y sound that made me imagine what she sounded like in other situations. Focus. I scribbled my signature next to Noah Dawson and slid the stack back.

We started unpacking. Ikea furniture littered the living room, flat-packed like giant pizza boxes. I wrestled with a LACK coffee table while Maisie decompressed an entire wardrobe of thrift-store chic—vintage tees, skirts, a pair of platform boots that made me think of clubs with neon lights. She worked fast, humming under her breath, hip popping every time she bent for a box. I pretended I wasn’t staring when she caught me mid-glance. To my surprise, she only grinned and kept stacking hangers.

“I’m a night owl,” she said, dropping a lamp shade onto the couch. “Most of my editing happens after midnight. You cool with that?”

“I close the restaurant at eleven, so I’m up late anyway.” I shrugged, trying to sound casual. Late nights, thin walls, my brain added. Dangerous mix.

Ground rules came next. We paced the hallway, sticky notes in hand like junior executives:

	Knock before entering; no surprise walk-ins. 

	Text if you’re bringing someone over. 

	Split bills by the fifth. 

	Shared food equals fair game only if it’s labeled eat me—everything else is sacred. 




We stuck the list on the fridge beside a lonely ketchup bottle the last tenant left. The magnet read GOOD VIBES ONLY. Maisie snorted. “Cheesiest décor ever.”

As the afternoon light slanted across the bare hardwood, sweat glued my shirt to my back. She offered an ice water, our fingers brushing at the hand-off, sending a quick jolt straight south. I turned away, pretending to examine a crack in the ceiling.

“Any deal-breakers I should know about?” she asked.

“Just don’t steal my Pop-Tarts,” I said, half-serious. “And maybe keep horror-movie screams to a minimum after two a.m. I spook easy.”

“No promises on the Pop-Tarts,” she said, grinning around the rim of her glass. “But I’ll try.”

By six we’d carved paths through the chaos. The living room still looked half-abandoned with one sagging couch, a TV on milk crates, and stacks of textbooks doubling as a coffee table. But it was ours now. She dropped onto the cushions, legs tucked under her, scrolling her phone. I hovered by the armrest, unsure if I should sit.

“Relax,” she said. “We can sit on the same sofa. I don’t bite.” A pause, mischievous eyebrow. “Unless asked.”

My pulse skipped. I sank beside her, leaving a polite distance that felt like a canyon. We talked about easy stuff: our hometowns, worst finals week ever, her side gig editing wedding videos, my plan to survive Econ 302. The conversation flowed, but every time she laughed I noticed the way her T-shirt collar slipped just enough to show a line of pale skin that begged for attention.

I told myself it was harmless attraction. She was pretty, anyone would think so. But she was also new and surely the novelty would wear off eventually. Nothing would come of it. When roommates hook up, they ruin the lease. I wasn’t dumb enough to fuck up my pretty sweet living situation.

She stretched, shirt lifting an inch, revealing a silver barbell through her navel. “Are you good with grabbing the router password off the modem later? The internet’s a must.”

“Sure thing. I’ll set up the auto-pay, too.” Anything to be useful, anything to keep my eyes north of her waistband.

Sunset bled across the blinds, turning the room amber. We both fell quiet, phones out, pretending to check our schedules. Really, I was memorizing the soft rise and fall of her breathing and the faint coconut lotion smell drifting my direction. The apartment felt too small, too warm, and way too full of possibility.

Eventually she pushed up, brushing imaginary dust from her shorts. “I’m starving. I think I’m gonna order some Thai. You in?”

“Definitely.” Another boundary blurred. Sharing a meal felt intimate, but I couldn’t say no. She tapped her screen, hair falling forward, and I wondered how soft it would feel wrapped around my fingers. I wondered a lot of things I shouldn’t.

While we waited for food, I grabbed the Allen wrench and attacked the coffee table again. She kneeled to hold the leg steady, her arm pressed against mine, our skin hot despite the AC. My thoughts circled places they shouldn’t go until I tightened the last screw and nearly stripped it.

“Team effort,” she said, offering a fist bump. I bumped back, forcing a grin.

Dinner arrived in paper bags that soon littered the new table. We ate cross-legged on the floor because the chairs were a tomorrow problem, laughing over how the curry was nuclear-level hot. She shot me a look when I tried to hide a cough.

“Don’t die on me, roomie. I don’t know your emergency contacts yet.”

“Noted,” I croaked, draining my water.

When the dishes were rinsed and the blinds drawn, she yawned, a cat-like stretch that pulled her shirt taut across her chest. “I’m gonna crash early. I have a big project tomorrow.”

“No problem. I’ll try to keep it down.” I meant my music, but also my imagination.

At her bedroom door she paused. “This’ll be fun, Noah. I can tell.”

“Yeah,” I said, throat dry. “Fun.”

The door clicked shut. I stood there longer than necessary, listening to the muted sounds of her settling in. I heard a drawer sliding, the mattress creaking, and a soft hum I couldn’t place. My body responded in ways I wished it wouldn’t. I retreated to my own room, closed the door, and exhaled like I’d been holding my breath since the minute I met her. It kind of felt like I had been.

It was just day one, and the chemistry was already sparking like loose wires behind drywall. I told myself I could handle it. Stick to the ground rules, keep things platonic, focus on class and work. Easy.

Right.

I set my phone alarm for dawn, lay back on the still-bare mattress, and stared at the ceiling as I tried to think of anything besides Maisie’s delicious body.
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I woke up with that half-asleep pressure in my bladder and rolled out of bed, the cheap vinyl floor chilling my bare feet. The digital clock glowed 1:07 a.m. in rude red numbers. I cracked my door and stepped into the hallway, already picturing the cold toilet seat and a quick stumble back to sleep.

Halfway down the hall I heard soft, breathy moans leaking through Maisie’s closed door. A woman’s sound, drawn out and confident, followed by a metallic ding-ding-ding that chimed in neat little bursts. It took me a second to place the noise, like coins dropping into a metal cup. Another moan answered the ding. Somewhere in my brain two dots connected, and heat shot straight to my groin.

I froze on the thin runner rug, heart knocking against my ribs hard enough to echo in my ears. The apartment was otherwise dead quiet. The fridge compressor had clicked off, the street outside was empty, even the old A/C vent wasn’t rattling. Her voice carried in the hush, more desperate now, ending in a shaky gasp. Ding-ding. My stomach twisted. The only time I’d heard a sound like that was on a livestream I definitely wasn’t supposed to be watching.

I should have moved. The bathroom was five steps away; my room maybe seven back. Instead, I stood there in basketball shorts, toes curling against the rug, every one of my senses dialed up. The faint LED strip under her door pulsed pink, throwing soft light onto the hardwood. I pictured her in that glow, maybe on her knees in front of her webcam, hair loose over one shoulder, mouth parted. My boxers tightened as blood rushed lower, thickening against the fabric.

Stop. She’d made one rule crystal clear: closed door equals privacy. I forced a slow breath and shuffled toward the bathroom. Each step felt too loud even though the floor barely creaked. I lifted the seat, relieved myself with mechanical focus, trying to think of anything but what was happening ten feet away. Cold finals-week memories, quadratic formulas, the Sox losing last season—none of it worked. The echo of her moan slid under the door and wrapped around me like soft, lithe fingers.

When I finished, I washed my hands longer than necessary, the hiss of water covering another string of dings. My reflection looked guilty: hair smashed to one side, eyes wide, lips parted like I’d been caught stealing. I shut off the tap and listened. There was silence, then a higher, broken cry that raised goosebumps along my arms. She was close, and so was I, embarrassingly hard beneath thin cotton.

I backed into the hall, breathing shallow. The pink light flickered brighter for a moment, and I imagined her reaching for something off camera. I almost stepped closer, just to peek, just to know for sure. My pulse hammered don’t you dare against my skull. If she was streaming and I barged in, I’d wreck her show, her income, and our brand-new lease in one stupid move.

So, I tiptoed back. With every soft footfall, the waistband of my shorts brushed the sensitive head of my cock, reminding me how turned on I was. I eased my door shut and pressed my forehead to the wood. The moans were muffled again, but now I knew exactly where they came from. I slid a hand inside my boxers, fingers wrapping around my cock, already slick at the tip, begging for release I didn’t want to admit I needed.

I clenched my jaw and let go. Not tonight. She was my roommate, nothing else. I crawled into bed, and pulled the sheet high even though sweat prickled across my chest. The ceiling was a dull gray blur, the only sound the faint ding-ding-ding still echoing through the wall like coins falling in slow motion. I pressed a pillow over one ear, but the noises lived in my head now, impossible to shut out.

It took forever to fall asleep. When I finally did, I dreamed in flashes of pink light, metallic chimes, and Maisie’s mouth forming my name even though she didn’t know I was listening.
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I sat cross-legged on my mattress, the glow from the screen the only light in the room. It was close to two in the morning, way past “ignore it and sleep” o’clock. The sounds I’d heard through Maisie’s wall three nights in a row were still looping in my head, equal parts pornographic and personal. I told myself I just wanted proof, something to get the curiosity out of my system. So, I opened my browser and typed PeepStream dot com—not exactly an academic site, but it would do.

The landing page hit me with thumbnails of couples, solo shows, and everything in between. My fingers hovered over the trackpad while my pulse hammered. I clicked the filter icon, set the location to our state, and waited. Rows reshuffled, dozens of little rectangles blinking LIVE in the corner.

There she was. No mistaking it. That was the purple comforter she’d lugged in on move-in day, tiny fairy lights behind the headboard, and Maisie—completely naked, knees spread, one hand teasing her pussy between her own thighs. Her face wasn’t cropped or blurred; she was looking straight into the webcam like she owned every second of attention. My breath caught hard in my throat.

I clicked. The stream opened full screen, chat box exploding on the right side. MayaMuse is back, boys! God, look at that pussy. Tip 100 to buzz the toy. The text scrolled so fast it was a blur of thirst and dollar signs.

Maisie’s voice came through my earbuds, low and breathy. “You missed me, didn’t you?” she cooed, fingernail circling one peaked nipple. I’d heard that voice ask if I wanted extra Thai curry a few days ago. Now it curled around my spine, melted south, and pooled thick in my boxers.

I slipped a hand into my sweatpants. My cock was already half-hard, skin hot against my palm. On-screen, a notification chimed and a tiny pink heart lit up beside her name. Someone had tipped. She laughed, a real laugh I’d heard in the kitchen, and reached off-camera. When her hand came back it held a slim pink vibrator.

“Let’s say thank you properly,” she murmured. She pressed the toy to her clit, hips twitching. My own hips answered, pushing into my fist. I squeezed tighter, thumb brushing the sensitive rim of the head. Guilt pricked at the back of my neck, but the feed kept pouring in, filthy compliments and demands flying by. Turn around, show us that ass. Finger it deeper. Fuck, you’re perfect.

Maisie obeyed one request at a time—arched her back, dipped two fingers inside herself, toy buzzing steady on her clit. Her breasts bounced softly with each thrust. I matched her rhythm without thinking, stroking from the base up, pre-come slicking my knuckles.

She hit some private switch in her mind; her breaths grew choppy, little gasps that made the chat explode. “More,” she whispered, then louder, “Fuck, don’t stop.” I bit my lip, hips jerking. The taste of cotton from my sleeve filled my mouth as I stifled a groan.

Another tip alert flashed a fire-work animation. She cried out, legs shaking, the toy practically a blur. Watching her fall apart felt indecent—she was right there, a wall away—yet my body surged toward climax anyway.

Her back bowed, toes curling on that purple comforter. “Yes, oh god, yes,” she gasped, voice cracking on the last word as her orgasm rolled through her. The second she clenched around her fingers, I lost it. Heat flooded forward, thick pulses spilling over my fist. I shuddered, squeezing my eyes shut, riding out the wave while her moan echoed in my earbuds.

When the haze cleared, the screen still showed her catching her breath, cheeks flushed, lips parted in a lazy smile. My laptop suddenly felt radioactive. I fumbled for the trackpad and smacked the browser closed. The room plunged into silence except for my own ragged breathing and the blood still rushing in my ears.

I stared at the dark screen, heart hammering, my sticky hand cooling in the open air. Shame tangled with adrenaline in my gut. I’d just orgasmed with her, and she had no idea. Worse, part of me wanted to hit the bookmark button so I could find her again tomorrow night.

I wiped my hand on a spare T-shirt, snapped the laptop shut, and lay back, eyes fixed back on the ceiling. The room felt smaller than ever, and my conscience felt huge. I told myself I’d forget it by morning, maybe pretend it never happened. But the image of her, bold and beautiful on that purple comforter, was already burned onto the backs of my eyelids.

Sleep didn’t stand a chance.
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The next night, I padded down the hallway barefoot, phone flashlight guiding me like a dork. My HDMI cable had vanished, and I needed it to finish a stats assignment before midnight. Maisie had mentioned she kept extra cords in her desk drawer, and her bedroom light was off, so I figured she was still at the editing lab. Easy in-and-out.

I twisted her knob just enough to break the latch.

Pink light hit my face like stage glow. Maisie was very much home—and live. She straddled a thick silicone dildo suction-cupped to the desk chair, knees wide on the seat, back arched like a dancer mid-pose. Headphones framed her hair; the webcam sat dead-center, broadcasting every slick glide of the toy disappearing inside her. Her breasts bounced with each slow push down. Sweat glittered at the hollow of her throat.

My brain stalled, gears grinding between shut the door and don’t blink.

She spotted me in the doorway mirror, eyes widening—not in horror but delight. With a wicked smile she glanced at the chat window and said, loud enough for the mic to catch, “Looks like my roommate just walked in. Should he stay?”

The chat detonated. Tip alerts chimed in rapid fire—coins clinking, cartoon fireworks exploding across the screen. Messages flew by: KEEP HIM. Lucky bastard. Make him help! My heart slammed so hard I felt it in my palms.

Maisie didn’t break rhythm. She lifted off the dildo until the head teased her entrance, then sank down again, slick folds parting around bright pink silicone. “What do you think, Noah?” she purred. “Door open or closed?”

I hadn’t realized my mouth was open. Heat washed up my neck, pulse thundering in my ears. Without answering, I stepped fully inside and pushed the door shut, the soft click sealing us in the neon-lit bubble.

She winked at the camera. “That’s a yes.”

Another storm of tokens flashed. She braced a hand on the desk, rolling her hips in slow circles that made the toy disappear deeper. I pressed my back to the door, lungs struggling for air. My cock swelled fast, tenting my athletic shorts. Every wet sound of her body around the dildo crawled under my skin.

Maisie pointed to my waistband, then traced two fingers up her own stomach to pinch a nipple. “He’s hard,” she told the audience, voice gone husky. “Bet he won’t last long.”

I swallowed gravel. My hand slipped instinctively beneath the elastic, fingers closing around thick, aching flesh. The first stroke punched a groan out of me. It was low and embarrassing, but she rewarded it with a moan of her own, riding faster now. Her slickness shone under the LEDs, each bounce sending a tremor through her thighs.

Tip noises blended into a constant metallic rain.

She dragged the dildo almost all the way out, showing the camera how soaked it was. “Touch yourself for them,” she ordered, gaze locking on mine. The dominance in her tone snapped something inside me; I pumped harder, precum slicking my fist. Muscles in her abdomen fluttered as she slammed down, making the toy vanish to the base. She cried out, high and raw, and I felt the sound in my spine.

I tried to hold back, swore I would, but my balls tightened, a warning shot firing through my body. Her eyes bore into me, daring. She rubbed quick circles on her clit, breath breaking apart. “Come with me,” she gasped.

I did. Pleasure ripped up my cock and spilled hot over my knuckles, each pulse echoing the frantic clench of her body around silicone. She shuddered, head tipping back, mouth open in a silent O that finally broke into a throaty cry. The chat went wild with emojis, capital letters, a waterfall of tips I barely processed.

Silence rushed in once the buzz of notifications faded. My hand dropped limp at my side, sticky and shaking. Maisie slid off the dildo with a soft whimper, her legs trembling as she reached to end the stream. She pulled off her headphones, breathing hard, eyes never leaving mine.

“Well,” she said, voice rough but amused, “guess you found out how I pay the rent.”

“Um, yeah, fuck. Sorry. I actually came in here looking for something…a cable…”

She only laughed. She reached for a cable on her desk and held it out to me. She was still naked with a teasing glint in her eye. But I didn’t trust it. What would she ever want with a guy like me? I took the cable and stood there for just a moment.

Maisie stepped closer until her tits were inches from my chest. She leaned up on her toes and pressed a kiss to my cheek before whispering, “Good night, Noah.”

Somehow, I dragged myself to her door to finally give her the privacy she’d requested long ago.
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The apartment still smelled like last night’s pad thai and strong coffee when I shuffled into the kitchen. I’d thrown on the first T-shirt I found, but my cheeks were already hot, like the shame hadn’t finished cooling while I slept. Maisie stood at the counter in an oversized hoodie and fuzzy socks, hair piled in a lopsided bun, pouring two mugs of coffee.

“Morning,” she said, casual enough to make me wonder if I’d hallucinated the whole dildo-chair cameo.

I mumbled something back and took the mug she slid over. Steam rose between us; awkward silence rose higher. I was seconds from retreating when she leaned a hip against the counter and unlocked her phone.

“Thanks for not freaking out,” she said, thumb tapping the screen. She flipped it around so I could see. Last night’s site dashboard glowed with a neat green number: $2,041.75.

I almost dropped the mug. “That’s… just from one stream? An hour, tops?”

“Fifty-six minutes,” she corrected, grinning. “Could’ve been more, but someone was to shy to join me on cam.”

Heat crept up my neck. I sipped coffee to stall, nearly scorched my tongue. “What? Wouldn’t I just ruin your stream?” The thought of getting to touch her at all, much less in front of other jealous men made my skin prickle.

“Tons of people want to see it. But, girl-girl shows can double that. Viewers go nuts for the dynamic. And before you ask, no. I’m not inviting another woman in here. Too messy. But…” her gaze tracked down my torso. “I could make a girl.”

I half-choked on the coffee. “Make a what now?”

“You.” She said it like we were discussing grocery delivery. “You have a pretty boy look to you. I could dress you up in lingerie, maybe a wig, some makeup. We’ll claim you’re my trans girlfriend visiting for the weekend. We can keep your face out of the frame until you’re cool with it.” She lifted a brow. “Easy money.”

My gut did a somersault. Images fluttered in—me in panties, a cam chat losing its mind, my rent staring me down. “I’m not… I mean, I’ve never worn… dresses.” Way to sound smooth. “And what if someone I know logs in?”

“Odds are slim. The site isn’t searchable by real name, and we’ll angle the camera chest-down for you.” She sipped her coffee, unbothered. “Look, rent’s due next week. Two bedrooms in this town aren’t cheap. We clear one ‘girl-girl’ show and we’re golden for the month.”

I did the math in my head: eight hundred for my half of rent, plus utilities, plus textbooks I hadn’t bought yet. Two grand or more split down the middle wiped the stress board clean. She must have read my face because she added softly, “Sixty–forty split, your favor. You’re the new attraction.”

“I thought you just said I’d be off-camera.”

“Off-face.” Her grin turned sly. “Trust me, the rest of you will be very much on display.”

Blood surged lower, traitorous. I pictured lace stretched over my cock, her hand guiding me for the camera. Shame tingled, but curiosity flickered right beside it. “It’s just some clothes,” I muttered, half to myself. “It doesn’t mean anything. I can do that.”

“Exactly.” She nudged my sneaker with her socked foot. “We’ll pick the outfit together, find a wig that matches your eyebrows, keep everything consensual and hot.”

I blew out a breath, stared at the coffee swirling in my mug like it held wiser answers. Rent math versus my ego. My ego was losing. “Sixty-forty,” I repeated. “And if I say stop, the stream ends.”

“Hard stop,” she agreed, holding out her pinkie like we were kids making a playground pact.

I locked mine around hers, pulse thudding. “Fine. One show.”

Her smile lit up the whole kitchen. “We’ll see how you feel after the tips roll in.” She snatched a leftover spring roll from the take-out bag and bit into it like victory tasted sweet and crunchy.

I tried to focus on my coffee, but all I could think about was how panties might feel against my skin, how her fingers might look fixing a wig on my head, and how, for the first time since move-in day, rent didn’t feel like the scariest thing in this apartment.
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Saturday hit me like a freight train of lace and lip gloss. Maisie dragged me downtown the second the mall opened, and by noon our living-room sofa looked like a boudoir yard sale with Victoria’s Secret bags, a honey-blond wig on a foam head, two palettes of eyeshadow, and enough stockings to gift the entire cheer squad.

“Step one,” she announced, handing me a pink disposable razor and a can of shaving cream that smelled like coconut candy. “Shave. Everywhere.” I hesitated, but eventually followed directions.

Five minutes later I was propped on the edge of the tub, bare calves slick and slippery while she knelt on the bath mat, guiding the stroke. The blade glided up my shin with goosebumps chasing behind it. I felt part embarrassment, part chill, and part…excitement.

“Your skin is so smooth, now,” she said, rinsing the razor. “So…touchable.”

I grunted something noncommittal, trying to ignore the fact that my cock was exposed and getting harder by the second. Right in front of her. Every pass of her hand left heat trailing under my skin. By the time both legs were hairless, my cock throbbed hard enough to hurt. She definitely noticed but didn’t say a word. She just smirked and tossed me a towel.

Makeup came next at her vanity. She tipped my chin, swiped primer across my cheeks, then dabbed foundation in little dots. I focused on the brush instead of her chest brushing my arm every few seconds. She explained contour angles like a YouTube pro, but all I caught was the warmth of her breath when she leaned in to blend. The lip gloss tasted like strawberries when she tapped it onto my mouth.

“You’re doing great,” she murmured, pulling back to study her work. The encouragement shouldn’t have made my pulse jump, but it did.

Then came the lingerie.

Maisie knelt at my feet with a pair of black satin panties bunched in her hands. She guided one ankle, then the other through the leg holes, the cool fabric grazing my calves as it rose.

My pulse hammered while she inched the silk up my thighs; the moment the gusset cupped me, I sucked in a breath, shocked by how soft and snug it felt against my cock.

Maisie’s thumbs adjusted the waistband on my hips, a quick reassuring squeeze that somehow made the panties feel even tighter, and made my reluctance blur into curiosity before she reached for the lace babydoll outfit next.

She held up the black lace chemise that looked two sizes too small. My throat went dry.

“Arms up,” she said. I obeyed. The fabric slipped over my head, stretched tight across my chest, and snapped snug around my hips. The crotch pressed snugly against my erection, every heartbeat a hot throb.

I looked in the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the slim, smooth-legged guy in women’s lace. Horror mixed with a guilty thrill so strong I swayed. “This is insane,” I muttered.

Maisie’s reflection met mine, eyes dancing. “Insanely hot.” She reached between my thighs and pressed a palm lightly over the bulge. Heat rocketed up my spine; I sucked in air, knees threatening to buckle.

“You like it, don’t you?” Her voice dropped to a teasing whisper.

“No,” I managed, but my hips twitched forward, chasing her touch. She chuckled, fingers giving the slightest squeeze. A shiver raked me head to toe; my vision fuzzed at the edges. If she’d kept going, I would’ve embarrassed myself right there while dressed like a girl.

“Save it for the stream, Nova,” she said, patting my cock through the fabric before stepping back. My lungs finally worked again, though the ache between my legs didn’t ease.

The wig went on next. Soft waves framed my face, long enough to brush my shoulders. She adjusted the part, tucked away stray strands, and checked the camera angle on her laptop. I tried a teasing feminine pose. I put my weight on one hip with my hand grazing the chemise’s neckline. She coached me to arch my lower back, soften my shoulders, and keep my chin slightly down.

We did a quick webcam test. On-screen lighting washed everything in a flattering glow; my face stayed out of frame just like we planned. All the viewer would see was a curvy silhouette with my smooth legs crossed, toes pointed. It looked… convincing. Sexy, even.

“So, what’s the point of the makeup if we’re hiding my face?” I asked her.

She winked. “In case you change your mind. And I think you will.”

My cock throbbed at the thought of strangers tipping to watch me like this. Panic nipped at the edges of the arousal, but Maisie’s calm presence steadied me. She clipped a garter strap into place, metal clasp cool against my freshly shaved thigh.

“There,” she said, stepping back with a satisfied nod. “Half an hour until showtime.”

I swallowed hard, adjusting the tight lace over my erection. “I can do this,” I said, trying to believe it.

“You already are.” She brushed a lingering strand of wig hair off my forehead, fingers grazing my temple in something that felt almost tender. Then she turned to prep the lighting, leaving me alone with my reflection and the undeniable fact that I was harder in women’s lingerie than I’d ever been in my life.
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I sat in the bright spill of the ring-light while Maisie finished fussing with the tripod. My wig itched at the temples, the lace chemise felt too tight everywhere, and the cheap headset pinched my freshly glossed lips whenever I swallowed. Thirty minutes earlier she’d called me “Nova,” snapped the last garter into place, and told me rent anxiety was about to meet its maker.

The site clock hit 10:00 p.m. sharp, and the green LIVE icon flared.

“Hey, lovers,” Maisie purred into the mic, hips cocked for the perfect angle. “Tonight, I’ve got a treat. My shy girlfriend Nova’s home for the weekend.”

My stomach did a back-flip. Girlfriend. Right. I managed a wavering wave at the unseen audience. The chat flooded so fast it looked like television snow.

The audio monitor squealed. Maisie muted us, yanked the USB cable, blew on it like an old Nintendo cartridge, then popped it back in. “You’re okay,” she whispered off-mic, squeezing my knee. “Breathe.”

When the sound came back clean, she guided me to kneel beside her on the bed. The chemise scratched my nipples in a way that was somehow worse and better than bare skin. The camera framed us from mid-chest to mid-thigh. No face, just two “girls” in black lingerie. Tips chimed: tiny coin dings that stacked into a rising gold bar on screen.

Maisie started slow, palms skimming the slight swell of my pecs. “She’s nervous,” she told the viewers, thumbs stroking over my nipples. “Show her some love so she relaxes.”

Ding … ding ding. The tip bar inched higher.

Her fingers slid lower, nails tracing over the satin front of my panties where my cock pressed like a secret. The touch shot heat straight up my spine. I couldn’t decide if I wanted to shove her hand away or beg her to keep going.

She kissed me then, slow and teasing, with a little tongue tasting the strawberry gloss she’d applied herself. I kissed back, hips twitching before I could stop them. The chat went feral:

Let Nova talk

Stroke that bulge

More kissing!

She answered by palming me through the satin, long strokes that made the fabric damp. The bar climbed: 75 … 82 … 90 percent. My vision tunneled on that number. She kept her mouth against mine, but off-mic whispered, “Hold it. Don’t blow until they do.”

The final push to 100 % came in a flurry of fireworks GIFs and a loud cash register ka-ching. Two thousand four hundred dollars in tokens. My brain short-circuited.

Maisie broke the kiss, eyes glittering. “Goal unlocked.” She lifted up my chemise, hooked a finger under the elastic, and pulled my panties to the side. My cock sprang free. It was hard, flushed, and absolutely not girlish. But the chat erupted anyway.

She stroked once, twice, smearing precum over the head like lube, then lowered her mouth. I was shocked. My incredibly sexy, cam girl roommate was going down on me. This was a fantasy I’d only ever dreamt about.

Warm, wet suction closed around me, and my thighs shook hard. I tried to brace on my elbows; the wig slid over one eye.

“Look at the screen,” she murmured, lips brushing the tip. “See how pretty you are.”

I forced my gaze forward. The camera showed a trans-looking girl in lace getting her cock worshipped by a bombshell roommate, hair falling in messy waves, stockings framing shaved legs. I recognized the chemise, but the person wearing it felt half-familiar, half-porn-star stranger. Sensory overload blurred everything except the insane drag of Maisie’s tongue under my shaft.

Suddenly, the ring-light flickered, throwing shadows. Maisie never stopped sucking; she just snapped her fingers at the extra lamp, and I fumbled it on with one trembling hand.

The bar kept flashing bonus tips. Coins sounded like rain. She hollowed her cheeks, bobbing deeper until her nose brushed the panties. My hips jerked; I grabbed the bedspread, knuckles white. “Maisie, I’m gonna⁠—”

She sealed her lips around the head and hummed. Vibration ripped through me. I spilled hard, pulse after pulse, half-crying into the crook of my arm while the chat spammed rocket emojis and capital letters. She swallowed every drop, then licked the slit once for good measure before tucking me back inside the soaked satin.

Tokens were still rolling in when she blew a kiss to the camera and ended the stream. $3,453.40 gleamed on the dashboard.

The silence hit like a void after all that applause. My heartbeat was the only sound. Maisie wiped gloss-smeared saliva from her chin with a grin that said told you so.

“Rent’s more than covered,” she said.

I tried to answer but my voice cracked into a laugh. The wig slid crooked; she fixed it gently, fingers threading through synthetic hair and real shock. Shame, relief, and raw pleasure tangled until I didn’t know what to feel first.

“You were incredible, Nova,” she whispered, softer than any tip chime. “Want to do this again tomorrow?”

My legs wobbled as I stood. “Give me five minutes to remember how to walk,” I said, and we both laughed—quiet, giddy, and a little unbelieving at how fast everything had changed.
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The next night, she dressed me up again. The goal flashed at the top of the chat—“Nova’s First Time ‧ 2 000 tokens.” It took all of sixty seconds for the counter to explode past the mark, cartoon fireworks showering the screen. Beside me, Maisie grinned with satisfaction. She muted her mic for a second and leaned close. “No backing out now, Nova. You good?”

I swallowed, feeling the wig tickle my shoulders and the lace chemise hug every breath. “Yeah,” I managed, though my pulse drummed so hard it shook the words.

She un-muted, voice silkier than any filter: “All right, lovers. Get ready.” The chat roared its approval. She squeezed a ribbon of clear lube onto her palm.

“Deep breaths,” she reminded me, coating the flared base of the slick black strap-on strapped low against her hips. I watched every movement. The harness cinched her waist, and the dildo bounced slightly when she adjusted the straps. She looked so confident compared to the tornado behind my ribs.

She positioned herself behind me on all fours, tugging my panties down my freshly shaved thighs. A cool bead of lube touched my entrance; I flinched, nerves and want colliding.

The blunt tip nudged, its pressure steady. I focused on inhaling through my nose, exhaling through parted lips the way she’d coached me earlier. The stretch burned for a heartbeat, then the toy slid a little farther, the slickness easing the sting into a dizzy fullness that made my eyes fly wide.

The chat noticed. “Look at her face!” scrolled past, drowned by a flood of tip alerts. “So fucking hot, baby!”

Maisie paused, palm warm on my lower back. “I’m going to go deeper.”

“Y—yeah,” I said, voice breaking when she inched deeper. The sensation was nothing like my own fingers or the timid toy I’d experimented with once in high school. This was thick and impossible to ignore. My cock throbbed against the mattress, trapped beneath the chemise.

She eased out an inch, pushed back in two, establishing a slow rhythm that let my body catch up. Each glide coaxed a surprised moan out of my throat—low, involuntary sounds I’d never heard myself make. The comments flew faster: “That’s it, Nova!” “Pegged good and proper.”

Maisie angled her hips, sudden and precise. The dildo brushed a spot inside me that detonated white sparks behind my eyes. My knees nearly gave out. “Oh fuck.” The curse rolled into a whimper I couldn’t swallow.

She chuckled, slipping one hand beneath me to fist my length that had been aching alone. The combined pleasure blurred the room’s edges; only her voice stayed sharp. “Good girl. Tell them how it feels.”

“It feels… insane,” I panted, cheeks on fire. “Better than it should.”

Tokens rained; the site’s tip-jar jingle became a metallic storm. She picked up speed, hips slapping against my skin, every stroke brushing that sweet spot until my arms trembled. Sweat beaded between my shoulder blades and lube-slick sounds mixed with my shameless moans, driving the audience feral.

“Don’t stop.” The words surprised me as much as they thrilled the viewers.

Her thrusts grew urgent, controlled only by the need to check my gasps for any hint of reluctance. Pressure built low in my belly, tight and hot and unstoppable. She stroked me faster. “Come for them, Nova,” she whispered, snapping her hips one final time.

Pleasure punched through me. My vision tunneled as heat pulsed up my shaft, spilling in sticky waves all over her purple comforter. At the same moment she groaned, thighs quivering; I felt her body jolt, imagining the hidden vibrator snug against her. The chat erupted in caps and emojis, but the only sound I registered was her ragged praise: “Good. So good.”

When my heartbeat finally slowed, she withdrew carefully, cupping me while I caught my breath. “You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, voice hoarse but steady. And, to my own astonishment, entirely honest. All I felt was a stunned bloom of satisfaction.

She killed the stream and met my dazed grin with one of her own. “Told you the tips would be worth it.”

Money glinted on the screen, but that wasn’t what made my chest ache. I’d just been pegged in front of thousands of strangers, and somewhere between the burn and the bliss, I’d discovered I’d do it again in a heartbeat.

I wasn’t sure what that meant. I just knew I loved the way it felt when she was in control, and I didn’t want the night to end.
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The next stream happened a week later, and the chatroom was already restless by the time we went live. Convinced that my feminine face didn’t look exactly like my regular one, I decided to stop hiding. I showed my face completely on camera now, and it felt exhilarating. Like finally bringing truth to something.

Maisie had built the entire show around audience control: a live poll sat in the corner of the screen, cycling through questions like “Which panties for Nova?” and “Toy speed: slow burn or rocket?” Tokens poured in faster than I could process the numbers.

Poll #1 ended: the chat wanted me in a white satin chemise with garters. I stripped on camera for the first time while Maisie narrated every step like a sports commentator. “Look at that blush, folks!” She wasn’t wrong; my face felt nuclear as I clipped the stockings and shuffled back into position on the bed.

Poll #2 chose the remote-control plug: medium size, neon-pink silicone. Maisie lubed it while reading out tip totals, then slid it inside me with a giggle. I sucked in a hiss when the flare settled, the fullness firmer than the strap-on had been. She handed over control to the highest tipper of the night so far, screen-name RideOrDie333.

“Congratulations, you’re the driver,” Maisie purred into her mic. “Keep it respectful, or at least entertaining.”

The plug buzzed to life on the lowest setting: a gentle hum that still made my knees twitch. Maisie draped herself across my lap, nails skating down my chest while she kept half an eye on the poll for positions. The chat decided on cowgirl, face the camera—meaning I’d be on my back, plug in place, and Maisie riding me while viewers watched every expression.

She rolled the condom down my length, slicked us both with lube, and sank onto me with a sigh. The plug stepped up a notch. RideOrDie333 was clearly eager. I clenched around the vibration and felt my breath stutter.

Maisie started slow, hips rolling in lazy circles. “How’s the engine, Nova?” she murmured, loud enough for the mic.

“Idling high,” I managed. The chat spammed [image: rocket] emojis.

The remote jolted to the third setting without warning. A sharp buzz speared straight through me, and my thighs jerked. Maisie clamped her hands on my shoulders, keeping rhythm even as my control unraveled.

“How does it feel?” she asked, voice velvet-soft against the roar of token alerts.

“Good…just intense.” My words broke on a moan I didn’t recognize as mine.

The next poll flashed “Max speed?” The yes votes rocketed past 80 % in seconds. I saw Maisie’s brows lift—you sure?—but I nodded before I could think. Part of me wanted to prove I could take it; another part just craved whatever came next.

The plug hit full power. It felt like every nerve ending inside me lit up at once, vibrating heat punching straight to my spine. I tried to stay quiet but failed spectacularly. My moans turned into messy, half-choked cries that drove the chat berserk. Tips stacked so fast the goal meter reset twice.

I clutched the sheets while Maisie bounced harder, beads of sweat sliding between her breasts. My muscles kept tightening on the plug. Every grind of her hips pushed it deeper, every vibration fed back into a loop of sensation I couldn’t outrun.

“You look so fucking hot like this,” she panted, leaning down so her hair curtained us from the lights.

“Please,” I begged. “Don’t stop.” The words sounded desperate, almost pleading.

My climax blindsided me. One second I was hanging on, the next everything clenched and released in rapid, unstoppable pulses. I spilled into the condom in hot surges while the plug hammered that same spot inside, milking aftershocks that left me shaking. Maisie shuddered a heartbeat later, head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream as she clenched around me.

She collapsed onto my chest, killing the plug with a thumb swipe. My whole body buzzed like I’d swallowed a thousand bees. On the screen, confetti graphics exploded. A new earnings record that was double last week’s.

Maisie lifted her head, cheeks flushed, mascara a little smudged. “Are you okay?”

“I’m so much more than okay,” I croaked, still catching breath. “I think ‘obliterated’ is the word.”

She grinned, kissed the sweat at my collarbone, then addressed the viewers. “Chat, you just witnessed history. Give Nova some love. She earned it.” The flood of hearts and tips proved them willing.

When she finally shut the stream down, the room felt strangely quiet. The plug lay on the nightstand, still slick under the studio lights. I should’ve felt embarrassed—or at least confused about what any of it meant for my so-called straight identity. Instead, I felt loose, warm, and oddly proud.

Maisie traced a lazy circle on my chest. “Same time next week?”

I laughed, throat raw. “Let’s see if anyone can afford third-gear.”

But inside, I already knew the answer was yes.
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It was past two a.m. before the equipment was shut down and the ring light clicked off. I’d pulled on an old pair of gray sweats but kept the white-satin panties underneath, unable to give up the soft pressure against my hips. Maisie sat cross-legged on the mattress, knees brushing mine, her robe loose enough to show a triangle of bare thigh. The sudden quiet felt louder than the chat ever had.

“I keep trying to figure out what all of this means,” I said, picking at a loose thread on my waistband. “Like… is any of this real, or just part of the act?” The question lodged in my throat; admitting it made me feel so vulnerable.

Maisie’s smile slipped, not in annoyance but because she seemed to weigh every word. “The money’s real, the show’s real—but the way I touch you? That’s not a performance.” She reached across the small space and laid her palm flat on my chest, right over the flutter I’d been pretending wasn’t panic. “I wanted you the day you moved in with me. I just never thought it would start with putting you in panties on a livestream.”

A laugh snuck out of me, half-relief, half-disbelief. “So, I’m not just a prop?”

“Not even close,” she whispered, scooting forward until her robe brushed my knuckles. “I love watching you discover what you like. On-camera, sure, but especially when the red light’s off.” Her cheeks flushed as if she’d said too much, yet her eyes held steady on mine.

The distance between us shrank to nothing. I cupped the back of her neck, fingertips slipping into the damp hair at her nape, and kissed her. It was slow, careful at first, then hungry once her lips parted for me. She tasted like spearmint gum and leftover adrenaline. When we broke apart, our foreheads touching, both of us were smiling like idiots.

“So what are we, then?” I asked, breathing her in.

“Roommates with benefits and a savings account?” she teased, but the softness in her voice wrapped around the words. “Or maybe just us, figuring it out.”

I could live with figuring it out. I slipped my hand under her robe to rest against the warm curve of her waist, satin brushing my own skin with every breath. “We’ll label it later,” I said. “Tonight, I just want this.”

Maisie nodded, eyes bright, and kissed me again.
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Sunday sunlight crept through the blinds. The skin beneath my sweats felt tender everywhere. The bed was empty beside me, so I got up and went to the living room to look for Maisie. She was on the sofa, sitting cross-legged in an oversized tee, the glow of her laptop painting her freckles copper.

“Grand total after the site takes its cut,” she announced, swiveling the screen toward me. The number—more than I’d earned in two semesters working the library desk—made my stomach dip the way a roller coaster does right before the drop.

“Holy—” I rubbed my jaw. “You’re sure that’s real? Not some glitch?”

She tapped the PayPal feed, all green check marks. “Real enough to cover half your spring tuition.” Her grin softened when she saw my eyes well up. “Hey, I told you we’d make good money. Ready to go joint on a savings account?”

We spent the next hour submitting documents to open a savings account, me double-checking every routing number like a dad signing a mortgage. I felt weirdly proud, like I’d finally pulled my weight around here, even if I’d done it while moaning into a pillow on camera.

When we hit Submit, a silence settled that felt less like awkwardness and more like a question neither of us had asked yet. I cleared my throat. “So, uh… I sometimes still wear the panties under my regular clothes.” My ears burned. “I don’t know why, but it feels… comfortable. Kind of right.”

Maisie’s eyes brightened, zero judgment. “Well, why didn’t you say so sooner?” She hopped off the sofa, and I followed her into the bedroom. She yanked the top drawer of her dresser clean, and dumped a rainbow of panties and bras onto the bed. “Pick what you want. This half is officially yours.”

I slid a thumb across soft lavender fabric, half expecting the ceiling to cave in, but all I felt was relief. “Thanks,” I mumbled, tucking the panties into my sweat-clad waistband. The cool silk on my hips sent a private thrill through me.

Suddenly, a sharp knock rattled the apartment door. I froze; Maisie mouthed the neighbors and went to answer. Mr. Berkowitz, the sixty-something jazz nerd from 3B, frowned over his bifocals. “Kids, whatever stage show you’re running at two a.m.—the walls are thin. Trumpet practice at dawn is bad enough.”

“Sorry, Mr. B,” Maisie said with the world’s sweetest smile. “We’re installing foam panels this week. Promise.” She pressed a roll of earplugs into his palm like a bribe; the old man harrumphed but shuffled away.

She shut the door and I laughed until my eyes watered. “Foam panels?”

“They’re already in the Amazon cart,” she shot back, tongue between teeth.

As if summoned, a courier thudded up the stairs, leaving a long white box by the door. The label read Custom Corsetry—Nova, Size 28”. My pulse skipped. Inside lay a midnight-blue corset trimmed in black lace, boning stiff yet somehow inviting. I traced the scalloped edge, imagining how it would cinch my waist, lift my chest, and force my shoulders back.

Maisie watched me touch the fabric like it was a bar of gold. “We don’t have to try it today,” she said softly.

I shook my head, a slow smile spreading. “No. I want to.” Between the padded drawer waiting for my panties and the savings account with both our names, the next step didn’t feel scary anymore, just real.

I hooked a finger through one silk ribbon, meeting her gaze. “Think the chat’s ready for Nova in couture?”

Maisie’s answering grin said absolutely, but her voice stayed gentle. “Only if Nova’s ready first.”

For the first time since we’d met, I didn’t feel like I was boarding a runaway train. I felt like I was the engineer. The fabric under my thumb sent a thrilling chill of excitement down my spine.

“Let’s lace me up,” I said, already picturing the next cam show and the numbers we’d smash together.


SENSITIVITY TRAINING


The office was dead quiet. I was the only one left on the floor, hunched over my keyboard, pretending I was fixing a database issue that definitely should’ve been flagged for tomorrow. But I wasn’t fixing anything. Not really.

I should’ve logged off half an hour ago, gone home, microwaved something sad, and passed out in front of Reddit like every other Tuesday. But instead, I was in the restricted access folder again. The one tagged “HR Archives – Ashcroft.” I’d decrypted just enough to realize it wasn’t performance reviews or PTO logs. It was… video. Compressed security footage, probably. The camera IDs matched the ones in the executive wing. It felt wrong, but I couldn’t stop clicking.

That was when I heard the door behind me open.

I alt-tabbed like my life depended on it. Which, looking back, maybe it did.

“Late night, Mr. Blake?”

My stomach dropped. Her voice always had this sharpness to it. It was cool and polished, like she knew she didn’t need to raise her voice to scare the shit out of you. I turned and saw her standing in the doorway, arms crossed, red nails like little knives against her charcoal blazer.

“Ms. Ashcroft,” I said, trying to act normal. “Just… maintenance. There was a query lagging in⁠—”

She walked in slowly, heels tapping across the tile like punctuation marks. “You know,” she said, stopping right beside me, “I’ve always admired initiative. But poking around in files that don’t belong to you?” She tilted her head. “That’s not initiative. That’s negligence.”

My mouth went dry. I started to stammer something, but she waved her hand dismissively.

“I’m not going to report it. Yet.” She glanced at the screen, still open to a generic shell window. “But you accessed restricted content. That’s a fireable offense.”

My heart was thudding now. My palms were damp. “I didn’t copy anything. I swear. I was just…curious.”

“That’s not a defense.”

She let the silence stretch out until I wanted to crawl under the desk. Then, finally, she smiled. A slow, deliberate kind of smile.

“There may be a way for you to make it up to me.”

I blinked. “I’ll re-image the drive, do a fresh audit⁠—”

“No, Evan.” She rested a hand on the desk beside me, her fingers close to mine. “I was thinking more hands-on.”

She straightened, smoothed her blazer, and looked me over like she was measuring something. “There’s a backlog of inventory in the archive room. It’s outdated, messy. Normally beneath someone at my level, but you’re not exactly in a position to be picky, are you?”

I swallowed hard. “You want me to… clean it?”

Her eyes sparkled, amused. “In a way. But not like that.”

She walked to the corner of the room, opened a cabinet I didn’t even know had a lock, and pulled out a clear plastic garment bag. I stood up slowly, nerves jangling, and tried not to stare—but I saw it. A neatly folded outfit: black pencil skirt, silky blouse, something lacey tucked between. Then she pulled out a pair of heels.

“What is this?”

“Your new uniform. Just for tonight.” Her tone was casual, but her eyes pinned me in place. “You want to keep your internship, don’t you?”

I stared at the bag. “You can’t be serious.”

“You’re the one who broke protocol, Evan. I could send one email and have your badge revoked by morning. Or…” She stepped closer, so close I could smell the faintest whiff of expensive perfume. “You can spend the next couple of hours helping me sort boxes while dressed in something more... appropriate.”

I couldn’t find the words to speak. My brain was already short-circuiting.

“This will be your punishment,” she said. “No one has to know.”

“But…why?”

She smiled again, this time with teeth. “Because I can.”

My face was hot. My hands were fists. But something else stirred beneath the panic. Something lower. Shameful. I hated myself for even noticing it.

She held the bag out, eyebrows raised.

“If you’d rather leave, I won’t stop you,” she said. “But I think we both know you’re not walking out that door.”

I looked at her, then at the outfit, then back. My pulse was racing. Every part of me said to say no.

But I didn’t. I took the bag.
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The archive room smelled like cardboard and decades-old toner. Fluorescents buzzed overhead, giving everything a sickly tint, and the concrete floor was cold even through my socks. I stood there awkwardly, garment bag in hand, surrounded by metal shelving and dust-covered file boxes.

Ms. Ashcroft followed behind me, her heels sharp against the floor. She closed the heavy door behind her with a dull thunk and locked it.

“I thought you said we were organizing inventory,” I said, hoping, stupidly, that maybe this was all just some weird scare tactic. Some power trip with no follow-through.

She ignored me, gliding past to a small folding chair in the corner. “We are. But first, I want to see how you look in your new role.”

She nodded toward the outfit still zipped up in plastic.

“I’m not—” I hesitated, looking around. “There’s no changing room.”

“I didn’t say there was.” She crossed one leg over the other, smoothed her skirt, and met my eyes. “Strip.”

My whole body stiffened. “In front of you?”

“In front of me. Now.”

My mouth went dry again. I looked up. There was a camera in the corner, its red light glowing faintly. I didn’t know if it was recording, or if she controlled it. I didn’t know anything anymore.

But I didn’t leave.

I unzipped the garment bag slowly. Inside was a black pencil skirt with a tiny slit in the back, a sheer white blouse with delicate pearl buttons, and a matching lace bra and panty set. Black, obviously. The heels were pointed toe stilettos, shiny and far too narrow for me. I swallowed and forced myself to breathe through my nose.

“You’re wasting time,” she said, voice clipped. “If you don’t start, I will. And I’m not gentle.”

I peeled off my hoodie and undershirt first, goosebumps breaking out across my skin. Then came the belt, the jeans, the boxers. My dick twitched, and I curled a hand over it instinctively.

She noticed.

“Don’t be shy,” she said, standing. “You’ve already shown me your curiosity. I’m just helping you explore it.”

She walked over and took the panties from the hanger, holding them out to me. “Step in.”

I hesitated. She raised an eyebrow. I stepped in.

The lace was softer than I expected. Smooth and snug. It hugged my hips and pulled tight over my dick, flattening me a little but not enough to hide anything. I couldn’t even look at her.

“Bra next.”

I pulled it on backwards, like I’d seen in movies, fumbling with the clasp. My hands were shaking. She tisked and came up behind me.

“No, no. Arms in first. Let me.”

Her fingers brushed against my ribs as she adjusted the band, pulling it tight across my chest. She tugged the straps over my shoulders and then adjusted the cups, her knuckles grazing my nipples. They hardened instantly, betraying me.

She chuckled softly behind me. “Sensitive?”

I didn’t answer.

The blouse was next. It was sheer. So sheer I could see the outline of the bra beneath it. The fabric clung to my arms and shoulders in a way that made me hyper aware of my body and how exposed I felt.

And then came the skirt.

She watched as I stepped into it, pulling it up over my boxy hips. It resisted at first, tight around the thighs, but I wiggled it up. She zipped it for me, and I heard the soft click of her phone camera as she snapped a picture.

“What was that?” I turned around, heart pounding.

“Just for my records,” she said with a wicked smile. “I like to keep track of progress.”

“You didn’t say⁠—”

“I don’t need to say anything, Eva.”

My whole body jolted at the name. “Evan,” I corrected automatically.

She stepped closer. “Not tonight. Tonight, you’re Eva. Understood?”

I wanted to say no. Wanted to yank everything off and tell her to go to hell. But I didn’t. My skin burned. My legs felt wobbly in the heels. And something deep in my gut curled with confused heat.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

Her smile widened. “Good girl.”

She circled me slowly, eyeing every inch. “Back straight. Shoulders down. No slouching.”

I adjusted, unsure if I was doing it right.

“You wear it better than my last assistant,” she murmured, smoothing the back of the skirt over my ass. “At least you have the decency to look embarrassed. She thought she deserved the attention.”

I swallowed hard.

She lifted her phone again. “Hands behind your back. Chin up. Say it again.”

I hesitated, then: “Yes, ma’am.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The camera clicked. She stepped in close again, her perfume surrounding me, expensive and heady.

“You’re going to be very useful, Eva. Quiet. Obedient. And pretty enough that I won’t mind keeping you after hours.”

I didn’t know where to look. My cock pressed uncomfortably against the panties, half hard now, which only made the humiliation worse. I kept thinking of that red camera light blinking in the corner.

She leaned in and whispered, “Try not to stain the fabric. It’s designer.”

I flushed. “I’m not⁠—”

But I was. My body had betrayed me. There was a wet spot already starting to form beneath the lace from precum, and we both knew it.

She stepped back and smiled. “Now go fetch the first box. You’ll be working like this until I say otherwise.”

I turned and wobbled slightly in the heels. The skirt constricted my thighs. Every step reminded me that I wasn’t Evan right now.

I was Eva, and Ms. Ashcroft wasn’t done with me yet.
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Once I finished, Ms. Ashcroft took me to her office. I was still dressed up and still humiliated.

Her office was nothing like the rest of the building. While the rest of the floor looked like every other gray corporate space I’d ever been trapped in—bland carpet, LED glare, ergonomic misery—her office was sleek, dark, and expensive. It had black leather chairs, a glass desk, and chrome accents. It smelled like bergamot and money. There was even a liquor cart in the corner, though I doubted she drank anything while humiliating interns. She wouldn’t want to lose control, after all.

She gestured for me to sit in the low-backed chair by the window. I wobbled slightly in the heels, heart thudding, still painfully aware of the pencil skirt hugging my thighs and the bra strap digging into my back. The lace panties had long since lost the battle of concealment. I could feel the outline of my cock pinned awkwardly beneath the fabric, pulsing with confused arousal and dread.

“Sit, Eva,” she said.

I did. Slowly. Carefully. I wasn’t used to sitting in a skirt. It felt like the whole thing might ride up at any second and expose everything.

She rolled a small makeup case to her side, the kind that looked like it belonged backstage at a fashion show. Then she pulled a mirror closer and turned it toward me.

“I thought we’d do a little presentation training,” she said, flipping open the case. “You want to be my assistant, don’t you?”

My voice caught. “I’m not⁠—”

She cut me off with a look.

“Tonight,” she said, unscrewing a tube of primer, “you are Eva. And Eva has a presentation problem.”

I sat there, jaw tight, while she dabbed the primer across my face. Her fingers were warm, surprisingly gentle, but her words weren’t.

“You don’t smile enough,” she said, tilting my chin. “You sulk. You pout. No one wants to help a woman who looks like she’s about to cry.”

“I’m not a woman,” I muttered.

She smirked and rubbed foundation into my cheeks, blending expertly. “Could’ve fooled me, sweetheart. It’s obvious how turned on you are right now.”

I shut my eyes, face burning.

“Eyes open,” she snapped. “You’re going to watch this. Every step.”

I looked. I didn’t want to, but I did. My reflection didn’t even look like me anymore. The foundation evened everything out and took away the rough edges of my skin. When she added a bit of blush, my cheeks softened. My lips parted without me meaning to.

She reached for something red.

“This is my favorite color,” she said. “Classic. It really makes a statement.”

She leaned in, and I held still while she painted my lips. Her nail rested lightly on my chin, holding me in place. The lipstick was bold. Too bold. I looked ridiculous. As a man, anyway. As a woman? Well…Ms. Ashcroft certainly knew what she was doing.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Not bad for a first-timer. Your mouth was made for this color.”

She didn’t mean it as a compliment.

I stared at myself in the mirror. The girl looking back at me, Eva, had wide eyes and painted lips and looked like she’d just been caught in someone else’s life. I didn’t know what to feel. Embarrassed, definitely. Hard, somehow. My cock throbbed beneath the skirt, pushing against the tight lace, a humiliating reminder that my body didn’t care how ashamed I felt.

“You’re getting hard again,” she said casually, reaching into the case for mascara. “You should be thanking me. Most men would kill for your cheekbones.”

She applied the mascara with careful precision, making me blink while she lifted my lashes. Then she added sharp, clean eyeliner and a touch of shimmer at the corners of my eyes.

By the end, I didn’t recognize myself.

“Smile,” she said.

But I couldn’t.

She leaned in close again, her perfume wrapping around me. “Smile for me, Eva.”

I forced a weak one.

“Tighter,” she said. “And lift your brows a little. That’s it.”

She pulled out her phone again and took another photo. I flinched.

“For my notes,” she said, sliding the phone back into her blazer pocket. “Now. Let’s see how well you take direction.”

She stood and walked to her desk, heels clicking softly. Then she picked up her gold travel mug, holding it out to me.

“Be a dear and grab me a refill from the machine by reception.”

My blood went cold. “Like this?”

“Exactly like this.”

“But someone might see me.”

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s part of the lesson. Presentation, Eva. Confidence. You want to be a convincing assistant, don’t you?”

“No one’s going to believe⁠—”

“They’ll believe what I tell them to believe.” Her voice was calm, steady. “Now go. And don’t smudge your lipstick.”

I took the mug with shaking hands and stood. The heels wobbled again. My thighs rubbed together under the skirt. My cock was still half hard and very much trapped.

She smiled. “Don’t forget to thank anyone who holds the door. And if someone stares... smile.”

I hated how warm I felt. I hated that my body buzzed with this weird mix of shame and arousal.

The heels clicked down the hallway louder than they had any right to. Each step echoed off the marble tile, and I couldn’t stop glancing at the security cameras, the elevator, the corner where someone might turn and see me like this.

My skirt was tight around my thighs, my cock pinned tightly under my panties. God, what was happening to me?

Ms. Ashcroft walked a few paces ahead, like we were just two late-night coworkers heading to the break room. She didn’t even look at me until we stopped outside the women’s restroom on the 12th floor, a level barely used since the pandemic downsized half the team.

She turned to me, still calm and perfectly composed. “Time for a bathroom break.”

My stomach sank.

I looked at the sign on the door. Women. Bold, simple. A symbol I had never paid attention to until now.

“I’m good,” I muttered.

Her smile was slow and smug. “You’ve had three glasses of water. I’d say you’re overdue.”

She opened the door and held it wide, making no effort to block the view.

I didn’t move.

“Eva,” she said, her voice dropping into that too-smooth tone she used when she wanted something. “You need to learn how to handle the little things. Presentation includes behavior, not just looks. You don’t want to be the kind of girl who draws attention in a public restroom, do you?”

I shook my head. “Then go. Take a stall. Sit like you’re supposed to. Wipe when you’re done.”

I stood frozen, heart pounding.

“And,” she added with a cruel twist of her lips, “don’t forget to keep those knees together.”

I stepped inside, legs shaky, the air inside the bathroom oddly warm compared to the hallway. The lights buzzed overhead. It was clean, polished tile and scentless soap. It was too sterile to feel real, but not fake enough to escape the reality of what I was doing.

She followed me in. The door shut behind her with a soft click.

“There. Not so bad,” she said, voice light as she leaned back against the counter. “Go on, Eva. Pick a stall.”

There were three. I chose the one farthest from the door, my heels clacking awkwardly as I moved.

Inside, I locked the stall and stared down at myself. The black skirt looked even tighter under this lighting. The lace waistband of the panties peeked above it now, the material bunched from the way I was half-aroused and half-panicked.

“I can’t—” I started.

“You can,” she said, voice still audible over the stall wall. “Now hike up the skirt, pull down the panties, and sit.”

I bit down on my cheek and did it. The skirt rode up my thighs. I peeled the panties down carefully, mindful of the smeared pre-cum wetting the lace. My cock sprang free—not fully hard, but thick and twitching in the cold air.

The seat felt freezing. I sat anyway.

“Good girl,” she cooed, and I hated how it made something inside me flutter.

I put my hands on my thighs, tried to keep my legs together, but it felt ridiculous. My body wasn’t built for this, and we both knew it.

“Now pretend,” she said. “You’re just another office girl taking a break. A little overwhelmed. A little flushed. Trying not to ruin your lipstick.”

I rested my elbows on my knees and buried my face in my hands.

She laughed quietly. “So dramatic. You’re doing so well, Eva. Really. I had my doubts, but you’re such a natural.”

The sound of a cart rolling down the hallway stopped us both cold.

Then came the soft swish of the restroom door.

My blood turned to ice.

“Shh,” Ashcroft whispered quickly. “Don’t move.”

I stayed completely still. The only sound was the faint rustling of plastic gloves and the slow squeak of a mop bucket being dragged in. It was the cleaning lady.

I heard her humming and getting closer.

I looked down. My cock was still exposed. The panties were tangled around my ankles. The skirt was hitched up above my lap. I couldn’t breathe.

She was going to knock. Ask to clean the stall. Open the door. I’d be fired, or worse.

“Relax your shoulders,” Ms. Ashcroft whispered through the stall. “Do not make a sound.”

I froze.

The mop swished once. Then again.

I stared at the floor, at the narrow gap under the stall door. A pair of plain white sneakers came into view. She was right outside.

Ashcroft cleared her throat gently. “Occupied,” she called, sweet and firm.

The shoes paused. Then turned. The bucket squeaked toward the exit. And just like that, the door opened and closed.

I let out a breath so deep it made my chest shake.

Ashcroft chuckled again. “See? You survived your first public ladies’ room experience. Quite the milestone.”

I pulled up the panties and stood, legs trembling. My cock strained against the lace, damp and aching.

She knocked lightly on the stall. “All done, darling?”

I opened the door.

She looked me over like I was her favorite pet project. The lipstick had smudged a little. My hair was slightly out of place. She reached up, smoothed it down gently.

“We’re done for tonight,” she said, eyes gleaming. “Tomorrow, I think I’ll give you a reward.”

I didn’t ask what kind. I was too afraid of the answer.
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The next evening, toward the end of the work day, Ms. Ashcroft called me into her office, and I knew whatever she was planning wouldn’t be good. I’d thought this would be a one-time thing, but I was starting to realize just how much leverage she had.

I mean, now she even had photos of me.

I knew something was up the second I saw the bag she brought in.

Ms. Ashcroft breezed into the office like she always did. Poised and perfect, holding her coffee in one hand and a glossy black boutique bag in the other. No explanation and no smile. Just a quiet, predatory calm that made the hairs on my neck stand up.

She dropped the bag onto my desk without a word and walked into her office.

I stared at it for a full minute before daring to open it.

Inside was a folded pair of jeans. Not just any jeans, but the tight, high-waisted kind I’d seen on Instagram models. There was a cropped knit top in soft baby pink. Short sleeves. No bra could possibly hide beneath it.

Except, of course, she had included one. A push-up. Black and lacy. Something that would dig into my ribs and force my chest into a fake shape I had no business trying to pull off.

I didn’t even hear her return until she was right beside me. “It’s Casual Friday,” she said, sipping her coffee. “Didn’t you get the memo?”

My mouth opened, but I couldn’t think of a single thing to say.

“You’re overdue for a dress-down day, Eva,” she went on, voice syrupy and amused. “All work and no play makes a dull girl.”

“I’m not wearing that,” I said, even as my palms started to sweat.

She pulled out her phone, giving it one swipe and then another. Then she held it up.

There I was. Sitting in her chair with full makeup, skirt hitched, red lips parted, eyes wide. I looked like someone else entirely. Like someone who didn’t even want to leave that chair.

“I can think of a dozen people who’d love to see this,” she said. “But I’d rather keep you all to myself. So… go change.”

I stood frozen.

She tilted her head. “Unless you’d rather I forward this to HR?”

I grabbed the bag and headed to the bathroom.

The bathroom mirror didn’t lie. The jeans were tight. Too tight. They clung to my ass like a second skin, which I never even thought about until this moment. The push-up bra hurt to fasten, and worse, it worked. The crop top was stretchy and soft, riding high enough that my stomach showed if I raised my arms even a little.

It didn’t feel like me. It felt like something done to me.

When I stepped out, her eyes flicked up and down my body.

“Mmm,” she said, circling me like she was inspecting her work. “You know, I had to donate those jeans. Too tight for me. But on you? They’re practically indecent.”

I didn’t answer. My face was hot, my cock already straining uncomfortably beneath the denim, forced to one side and aching against the seam.

“Now,” she said, tapping her nails against her mug, “there’s a little mess in the breakroom. Coffee rings. Crumbs. You’ll clean it up for me.”

“In this?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

She smiled. “Of course. And I’ll be filming, just for posterity. Don’t worry. I won’t show your face.”

I followed her to the breakroom. It was past six. Everyone else had left for the weekend, but I still glanced over my shoulder with every step.

She handed me a rag and a spray bottle like this was completely normal. Like I was just another office assistant doing a little after-hours tidying… in jeans that showed the shape of my cock and a top that barely covered my chest.

“Back straight,” she said. “And remember: men notice when a girl puts in effort. You should be proud to turn heads.”

“I’m not a girl,” I muttered.

“You’re certainly not acting like a man,” she replied.

I leaned over the counter to wipe a spill and heard the soft chime of her phone recording.

“Arch your back just a little more,” she murmured.

The denim was stretched across me so tightly I could feel the stitching press against the base of my cock. I adjusted subtly, but she noticed.

“Getting excited already?” she teased.

“No,” I said quickly, even though it wasn’t true. I hated how warm I felt. How exposed. How seen.

And then the door handle rattled. I froze.

The door opened. I spun around so fast I nearly slipped, heart slamming into my throat.

A man I didn’t know, maybe a contractor or maintenance, walked by casually in the hallway. He didn’t look in or pause.

He didn’t see me. But he could have.

I stood there, chest rising and falling, arms crossed instinctively over the push-up bra. My stomach was fully visible now. My cock was rock hard. I felt like I might throw up.

Ms. Ashcroft just leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee like nothing happened.

“Feel that?” she said, voice low and satisfied. “That rush? That little spike of panic in your chest?”

I nodded stiffly.

“Good. That’s real obedience. Now go finish wiping the table, Eva. I want it spotless.”
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It was Saturday night. Ms. Ashcroft had called me into work for an extra assignment.

The executive boardroom was dark except for the glow of the company logo on the big screen. I’d never been inside the executive boardroom before. I’d walked past it plenty of times, but that polished glass wall always gave off a quiet message: You don’t belong here.

Tonight, the doors were open.

The lights were dimmed to a soft glow. Everything inside looked expensive. I stood there in heels and a fitted pencil skirt, blouse tucked tight at the waist, heart hammering in my chest.

My cock was already hard beneath the soft satin of the panties I’d been made to wear. I felt the fabric pull every time I took a breath.

Ms. Ashcroft stood at the head of the table, poised as always. Her lipstick matched her nails—dark red and terrifyingly bold. She looked up from her tablet when I stepped in, and her eyes swept over me like she was checking a package for damage.

“Perfect timing,” she said. “Our guest just arrived.”

That’s when I saw him.

Mr. Callahan.

I knew the name. Senior VP. Old school, sharp suits, and a reputation for mentoring fast-climbers. I didn’t know he’d ever taken an interest in interns…especially not ones wearing skirts and lip gloss.

He was standing near the corner of the room, tall and broad, with gray streaks at his temples and a glass of something amber in his hand. He looked like a man used to getting answers before he even asked the question.

“Ah,” he said, smiling at me. “So, this is the one.”

I swallowed. “Sir.”

He laughed. “She’s polite. I like that.”

Ms. Ashcroft waved toward the coffee cart set up near the credenza. “Be a dear and pour us each a cup, Eva.”

Eva.

I flinched at the name, but I obeyed. I could feel Mr. Callahan’s eyes on my legs as I walked, watching how the skirt hugged my thighs and how the heels shifted my hips. My hands trembled slightly as I lifted the carafe.

“Cream for me,” Ashcroft said, settling into a chair. “Two sugars.”

“Black,” Callahan added. “Strong.”

I turned and served them both, trying not to spill. My fingers brushed Callahan’s when I handed him the mug. He didn’t flinch. Just looked at me over the rim like he was already imagining something worse.

Or better.

“She’s a work in progress,” Ashcroft said, leaning back. “But she’s learning. Obedience comes naturally to her.”

“She?” Callahan repeated, one eyebrow raised.

Ashcroft just smiled. “Don’t let the old name distract you.”

Callahan chuckled. “No, no. I see what you mean.”

He patted his lap casually, like he was asking a dog to jump up. “Come here, sweetheart. Let’s have a chat.”

My feet didn’t move.

Ashcroft’s voice turned sharp. “Eva. Now.”

I walked slowly, my thighs brushing together, every nerve in my body lighting up. I’d never sat on someone’s lap before. Not like this. Not as a man, and definitely not as... whatever I was right now.

He shifted back slightly, letting me ease down onto his lap. His thigh was firm beneath me, his hand resting lightly on my waist to steady me. My skirt rode up a little. I tried to tug it down, but his fingers tightened, keeping me in place.

“There we go,” he said softly. “Comfy?”

No.

“Yes, sir.”

He picked up a notepad from the table and handed me a pen. “Take some notes, would you? I’d like to discuss Eva’s potential.”

I stared at the paper, then wrote the date in the corner just to give my hands something to do. I could feel his breath at my neck, his chest rising against my back. My cock was trapped painfully to the side, pressed down by the waistband of the panties and pinned between his leg and mine.

Ashcroft sipped her coffee, legs crossed. “She’s obedient. She’s timid, but she responds well to orders.”

“She needs reinforcement,” Callahan said, shifting slightly beneath me. “Routine. Expectations. Boundaries.”

His hand slid a little lower down my waist, resting just above my hip.

“She’s smart,” Ashcroft added. “But she needs to be watched. The threat of being seen keeps her sharp.”

“Fear makes for fast learners,” Callahan said. His voice was still calm, almost gentle, like he wasn’t saying anything wrong. His fingers stroked the side seam of my skirt, just once, like he was checking the fit.

“Doesn’t she look lovely tonight?”

“She does,” he said, almost in my ear. “Tight little skirt. Panties hiding that hard cock.”

My throat felt dry. I nodded automatically, unsure what else to do.

“You know,” he said, “I think I’ll be taking a more active role in her development. If you’re willing to share.”

Ashcroft smiled. “Eva could benefit from a second mentor.”

I couldn’t breathe, but I couldn’t get myself to leave, either.

“She’s very... eager to please,” Ms. Ashcroft added, locking eyes with me. “Aren’t you, Eva?”

My voice barely came out. “Yes, ma’am.”

Callahan’s hand slid to my thigh. His touch wasn’t rough, but it made me feel completely owned. I was sitting on a man’s lap, dressed in clothes meant to tease, made to serve, and being discussed like some internship project they were passing back and forth.

But my cock didn’t care. It pulsed harder, twitching with every soft word, every quiet command. I felt humiliated. I also felt soaked.

“Then I think we’ll get along just fine,” Callahan murmured.

I kept writing. Date. Time. Words I wouldn’t remember.

Because all I could feel was him beneath me, and all I could hear was the sound of their voices deciding who I’d be next.
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It had been twenty-four hours since the boardroom.

Twenty-four hours of pretending I was still just the IT intern. Twenty-four hours of doing what I was told and trying not to think about what I was becoming.

And now I was standing in the HR conference room.

It looked different at night—dimmer, smaller. Almost like it knew something wasn’t right.

The blinds were shut tight, and the overhead lights were turned low, casting soft shadows across the table and chairs. A faint hum buzzed from the vent above. In the corner, a small red light blinked beside the closed-circuit camera mounted near the ceiling.

I stood at the center of the room, blouse tucked tight into my pencil skirt, heels sinking slightly into the thin gray carpet. My legs were bare. My cock was tucked painfully between them, pressed flat by panties that no longer felt like a joke. Not after everything. Not after sitting on Callahan’s lap and hearing him talk about me like I was some project he’d volunteered to help shape.

“Back straight,” Ashcroft snapped from her seat. “You’re slouching again.”

I straightened, heat prickling up my spine. My hands hovered awkwardly at my sides. I didn’t know where to put them. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to speak yet.

Callahan sat beside her, fingers steepled under his chin. His gaze was calm, unreadable. He hadn’t said much yet. Just watched. Measured. Waited.

Ashcroft, meanwhile, flipped through a manila folder with a sort of coldness.

“Let’s begin,” she said. “This is a formal evaluation of Eva’s performance in her new role as a personalized executive assistant. Mr. Callahan will be observing. I’ll be asking the questions.”

My mouth felt dry. I nodded.

“Out loud, please.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Her eyes didn’t move from the folder. “State your name.”

“…Eva.”

“Louder.”

“Eva.”

“Full name.”

I hesitated. Then, quietly: “Eva Blake.”

Ashcroft looked up at me. “Good girl. Now, how would you rate your performance in terms of obedience and presentation?”

I fidgeted slightly. “I—I’m trying. I think I’ve gotten better at⁠—”

“That’s not an answer. On a scale of one to ten.”

I swallowed. “Seven?”

She arched an eyebrow. “Only a seven?”

Callahan finally spoke. “She’s being honest. That’s a good trait. But I’d expect more self-awareness, given the amount of time and effort we’ve invested.”

“She still struggles with posture,” Ashcroft said. “And she doesn’t smile unless she’s told to.”

“I can fix that,” I said quickly. “I’m working on it.”

Callahan gave me a long look. “We’re not here for promises, Eva. We’re here to assess results.”

Ashcroft stood, walked toward me with her heels sharp against the tile by the door. She circled me once, eyes dragging over every inch of the outfit she’d picked out. Her finger trailed down my arm, then adjusted the hem of my blouse without asking.

“Did you choose this outfit?”

“You gave it to me,” I said.

“And you chose to wear it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She nodded once. “And why do you think that is?”

I hesitated. “Because… because I want to keep my job.”

She smirked. “Wrong. Try again.”

My cheeks burned. “Because I want to please you.”

“Better. Now walk.”

I blinked. “Walk where?”

“Across the room and back. Like it’s the start of a normal workday. You’re bringing in our coffee. You’re eager. Composed.”

I started walking, awkward in the heels, trying to remember everything—hips straight, steps smooth, arms relaxed. My cock pulsed against the lace, already growing hard again just from the attention. I didn’t want it to. I hated that I couldn’t stop it.

“Slower,” Callahan said quietly. “You’re rushing. Savor the space.”

I slowed. The carpet muffled my steps. I could feel my ass shifting beneath the skirt, the cling of fabric across my thighs. I felt completely exposed, even if nothing technically showed.

When I turned to walk back, Ashcroft crouched and dropped a folder at my feet.

“Pick that up,” she said.

I hesitated.

“Now.”

I bent at the knees first, awkward and careful, then shifted forward to reach it. The hem of the skirt tugged upward. My thighs spread slightly. I felt the cool air hit the top of my legs.

“Back arched,” she said, standing behind me. “Don’t squat like a linebacker.”

I adjusted, heart pounding. My ass lifted higher. My cock throbbed, pressed so tight it felt like it might leak just from the pressure alone.

“Stay,” she said, and I froze like a statue.

From behind, she ran a fingertip up the back seam of the skirt, tracing along the line of my spine. I clenched my jaw, every nerve firing.

Then she leaned in and whispered, “You’re progressing beautifully.”

I stood when she let me. My hands shook as I clutched the folder.

Ashcroft walked back to her seat.

Callahan gave me a nod of approval. “She’s come a long way.”

“She has,” Ashcroft agreed. “And I think she’s ready for the next phase.”

My eyes lifted. “Next phase?”

Ashcroft folded her hands on the table. “You’ve completed your initial training, Eva. You’ve demonstrated obedience, flexibility, and a surprising capacity for discipline.”

Callahan tilted his head. “But that means expectations will change.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know if I can⁠—”

Callahan stood, walked toward me slowly. “Don’t think of it as punishment. Think of it as… recognition. You’ve earned our attention. And our attention is a rare thing.”

He brushed a lock of hair from my forehead. Ashcroft had styled it earlier into something softer, more feminine. “I think you’re going to make an excellent assistant,” he said.

Ashcroft smiled. “But only if you remember who you belong to.”

I nodded, quietly. “Yes, ma’am.”

Callahan’s hand settled on the small of my back.

“Yes, sir.”

Ashcroft smoothed her skirt. “You’ve earned something special tonight,” she said, already walking toward the door.

She turned to look at Callahan. “We’ll be in my office if you need anything.” I could almost hear the wink that followed.
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The door clicked shut behind me, muffling the sounds of the empty hallway. Inside, Ms. Ashcroft’s office felt warmer than usual.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just let her eyes travel over me.

I was fully dressed still. She’d made me redo my lipstick twice in the ladies room before we ended up here. I stood near the door with my hands clutched in front of me, trying to slow my breathing, but the second I saw the glint in her eye, I knew this wasn’t just about dressing up anymore.

It was something else.

“Come here, Eva,” she said.

I walked, legs shaky in the heels. I could feel every inch of the tight lace panties squeezing my cock, which had been half-hard for hours. I hated that. I hated how quickly my body responded.

Ms. Ashcroft stood and walked a slow circle around me.

“You’ve come a long way,” she said. Her nails trailed across my shoulder, down the curve of my back. “Your presentation is polished. Your posture has improved. And you no longer flinch when I call you by the name you’ve earned.”

I swallowed. “Thank you, ma’am.”

She stepped in close, ran a finger beneath my chin.

“Tonight, we seal your role.”

Before I could ask what that meant, she kissed me. It was sudden and firm. Her hands found my waist and yanked me forward, mashing my hips against hers. I gasped into her mouth as she ground her thigh between mine, making my cock throb through the panties.

“Over the desk,” she said, breaking the kiss. “Now.”

I obeyed.

My palms pressed against the cool glass as she tugged my skirt up and downed my panties in one quick motion. My cock sprang free, flushed and leaking. I hated how hard it was already.

“You know what to do,” she murmured.

I bent. Spread. Let my face fall forward against the desk.

Then I felt the lube, cold and slick. Then her fingers. She didn’t hesitate. One slipped inside me with ease now. She was training me for something I knew I wasn’t prepared for. I could’ve left. Surely, this job wasn’t worth it. I could get other jobs. I could do something else with my life. But with her fingers inside me, I could hardly think about anything but how good it felt.

She worked me open slowly, whispering corrections under her breath like a drill sergeant turned dominatrix.

“Don’t clench.”

“Breathe.”

“You take what you’re given, Eva. That’s your purpose.”

I whimpered. It was all I could do.

I heard a strap-on clicked into place behind me. I could hear the subtle stretch of elastic, the slap of silicone against her palm.

Then she mounted me. The first thrust stole my breath.

She filled me inch by inch, my hole stretching to accommodate her, my body shaking from the pressure.

“Good girl,” she said when she bottomed out. “You take me so well.”

She began to thrust. A rhythm that made me pant against the desk, the glass fogging beneath my cheek. My cock twitched helplessly with every stroke. My ass stung where she smacked it once, hard, then rubbed the red spot gently.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Take it. Feel it. Own it.”

The door opened, and I froze.

Mr. Callahan entered, calm as ever, like he’d been expected all along. He set a folder down on the conference table beside us and looked me over with a smirk.

“She’s ready, then?”

“She’s perfect,” Ashcroft said, never breaking rhythm.

He stepped in front of me, unbuttoning his slacks. His cock sprang free—thick, flushed, already hard.

“Show him what a good girl you are,” she said.

My lips parted. My mind said to run, but my body wanted to stay. I took him in slowly, inch by inch, until my mouth was full and my throat ached. Callahan groaned softly, one hand on my jaw, the other on my shoulder for balance.

“Good girl,” he said. “Just like that.”

Ashcroft kept fucking me from behind, slow and deep, pushing me onto his cock again and again like I was some toy passed between them.

I moaned around him, humiliated, soaked with sweat, and dripping pre-cum onto the floor. My cock bounced against the desk, untouched but aching.

“You’re lucky,” Callahan murmured. “Not every intern gets a mentorship like this.”

Ashcroft laughed, thrusting harder. “She’s earned it.”

I came without warning.

One second I was gagging softly around Mr. Callahan’s cock, the next I was gasping, eyes tearing up, body locking tight as a sudden wave of heat burst through me. My cock jerked against the desk, untouched, and I spilled the space between my thighs. Hot, wet, and shameful. I shook from it. I tried not to, but I couldn’t stop.

Ashcroft didn’t slow down.

She gripped my hips harder, thrusting deeper like nothing had changed. Like my climax wasn’t even relevant.

“Oh, Eva,” she said behind me, voice low. “Did I say you could come?”

I moaned around Callahan’s cock in apology, trying to nod. My legs were trembling, every nerve still firing from the orgasm, but they didn’t stop. They didn’t even pause.

Callahan chuckled. “Eager little thing, isn’t she?”

His cock bumped the back of my throat again, and I swallowed around him like I was supposed to, because I knew better than to pull away.

“You’ll clean that mess up later,” Ashcroft said, slapping my ass once, firm and punishing. “But for now, stay right there. I’m not done.”

She adjusted her angle and thrust harder.

The overstimulation made me whimper. My cock had already started to soften, but every movement sparked again. My knees nearly buckled.

“Keep sucking,” Callahan said. “We’ll tell you when you’re finished.”

I did.

My orgasm didn’t buy me a break. It bought them more time. Because this wasn’t about my pleasure. It was about obedience.

Callahan’s cock filled my mouth as Ms. Ashcroft continued to work my ass with slow, punishing rhythm. My whole body was a mess of overstimulation—face flushed, cock limp but twitching, the inside of my panties soaked from my own orgasm. And they just kept using me.

“That’s it,” Callahan murmured, his fingers gently threading into my hair. “Right there… you’re doing fine, sweetheart.”

Ashcroft angled her hips and thrust harder. I whimpered around Callahan’s cock, trying not to gag, but every deep stroke from behind pushed me farther onto him. I was just along for the ride now, caught between them like a toy, my jaw aching and my hole sore and stretched wide.

“She’s trembling,” Ashcroft noted, voice smooth. “I think she’s ready for your praise, Callahan.”

“Almost,” he said, his voice thicker now, rougher at the edges. “Let me finish first.”

He grabbed the back of my head and started to thrust deep. I breathed through my nose, let him fuck my mouth like I didn’t need to think for myself anymore.

Ashcroft didn’t slow either. I could hear her breathing shift, could feel her pace build, her thrusts harder now. Her grip on my hips tightened, nails digging into the soft skin above my ass.

“Good girl,” she hissed. “So good. So tight. You were made for this.”

My arms shook beneath me. I moaned, muffled and wet, as the tension in the room ratcheted up.

Then Callahan grunted.

“Fuck—yes. Just like that.”

His cock pulsed once, then again, thick spurts hitting the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, but I didn’t pull back. I stayed there, mouth full, while he emptied himself with a low groan and both hands cradling my face.

“Swallow,” he ordered gently.

I did.

“Good girl.”

Ms. Ashcroft didn’t stop.

She slammed back into me hard enough to make the desk creak. Her breathing grew ragged, each thrust a little deeper, a little more urgent.

“You’re mine,” she growled. “You come when I say. You open when I tell you. You bend, you break, and you beg—and I might just keep you.”

Her hand slid around and gripped my soft cock, squeezing the mess I’d already made of myself.

“Pathetic,” she muttered. “And perfect.”

Then she stilled.

I felt her shudder, her breath catch. Her fingers dug into my hips and she let out a low, trembling moan that made my spine arch involuntarily.

She came in silence, just a single exhale like a cut cord. Still buried inside me. Still holding me like I was hers.

And I was.

When she pulled out, the stretch of it made me whimper again. My hole clenched around nothing, twitching with aftershocks.

Callahan wiped the corner of my mouth with his thumb, then tapped my cheek. “Clean the table.”

I looked down.

My own cum had dripped across the glass where I’d been bent. A shiny, sticky mess. I reached for the hem of my blouse, but Ashcroft grabbed my wrist.

“No,” she said. “With your mouth.”

I stared at her.

Then lowered myself and did as I was told.

The taste was bitter, shameful. Humiliating.

Callahan groaned and brushed the hair out of my face. “You know, I was so impressed with you yesterday that I went out and bought you a little gift.” I lifted my gaze, curious as to what it was. “That’s our girl,” he said with a smile. “Excited, are you?”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Then meet me and Ms. Ashcroft in my office after you get yourself cleaned up.”
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Callahan’s corner office didn’t look like an office anymore.

The overhead lights were off, replaced by two soft lamps that cast everything in warm gold. The blinds were drawn tight against the glass walls, muting the city lights outside. His usual executive desk had been pushed back, and in front of it sat a low couch upholstered in gray leather that looked too expensive to be real.

And laid neatly across the couch was an outfit.

Pink.

Soft, pale pink lace panties were folded carefully beside a silk robe and a pair of thin stiletto heels that looked even higher than the ones Ashcroft usually made me wear.

I stood in the doorway, already dressed in a blouse and skirt from earlier, my stomach tight with nerves. My cock twitched against the lace panties under my clothes before anyone even said a word.

Ms. Ashcroft stood near the window, arms crossed, watching me like she was assessing inventory. Callahan leaned against the edge of the desk with his sleeves rolled up and his tie loosened. He looked relaxed in a way that made me feel even more exposed.

“She came,” Callahan said quietly.

“She always does,” Ashcroft replied.

I swallowed. “You wanted to see me, sir?”

Callahan smiled. “We did. Close the door, Eva.”

I closed it. The lock clicked softly, sealing the room into silence.

My heart started racing faster.

“Tonight is executive training,” Ashcroft said, nodding toward the couch. “Part two.”

I followed her gaze to the lingerie. My face burned immediately.

“You know what to do,” she added.

I hesitated for half a second, then reached for the buttons on my blouse. My fingers shook, but I didn’t stop. The blouse slid from my shoulders, revealing the bra underneath. Callahan watched without hiding it, eyes moving slowly over my chest, my stomach, the curve of my hips inside the skirt.

“Look at her,” he murmured. “She doesn’t even argue anymore.”

“She knows who she is,” Ashcroft said simply.

I stepped out of the skirt next, letting it fall to the floor. My cock pushed forward under the panties, already half hard. I hated that they could see how ready my body was even when my mind felt tangled and unsure.

“Panties too,” Ashcroft said.

I peeled them down, cheeks burning, then stood there completely naked between them, trying not to cover myself.

Callahan exhaled slowly. “Turn around.”

I did.

He walked closer, not touching yet, just looking. His gaze moved over my ass, my thighs, the soft marks Ashcroft had left earlier.

“She holds herself differently now,” he said.

“That’s because she knows she’s being watched,” Ashcroft replied.

My cock twitched harder.

“Put the outfit on,” Callahan said.

The lingerie was softer than anything I’d worn before. A pink lace thong that barely covered anything, a matching bra that pushed my chest upward, and a garter belt that made my hands fumble with the straps. The silk robe slid over my shoulders last, cool against my skin.

When I finished, Ashcroft stepped forward and adjusted the robe, tugging it open slightly so the lace showed. “That’s better,” she said.

Callahan sat down on the couch and spread his legs slightly. “Come here.”

I walked slowly toward him, heels wobbling slightly as I adjusted to the height.

“Straddle me,” he said.

My stomach flipped.

I climbed onto his lap, one knee on each side, settling carefully so the robe fell open and the lace thong pressed against his slacks. His hands found my hips immediately, steady and possessive.

“There we go,” he murmured.

Ashcroft stayed standing nearby, watching with that calm, sharp smile.

“She’s definitely ready now,” Callahan said.

“I told you she would be,” Ashcroft replied. “She just needed a little discipline.” They talked about me like I wasn’t there. Like I was a report they were reviewing.

His fingers slid along the back of my thigh. My cock pressed against his stomach, already hard again, trapped between us.

“She’s company property now,” Ashcroft said softly. “Shared resources.”

Callahan chuckled. “A high-value asset, for sure.”

Heat flooded my face, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t. Something in my chest tightened every time they spoke like that, like I was both embarrassed and proud at the same time.

Callahan tilted my chin upward. “Say thank you,” he said.

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered.

“For what?”

“For… training me.”

Ashcroft stepped closer and ran a hand through my hair. “Good girl.”

Callahan leaned back slightly. “Let’s make sure she knows who owns her.”

My breath caught. Ashcroft nodded once.

“Beg,” she said.

My eyes widened. “Ma’am?”

“Beg for your position,” she corrected. “Beg to stay.”

My voice shook. “Please… I want to stay. I want to be useful.”

“Not enough,” Callahan said. His hands squeezed my hips, rocking me gently against him. I could feel him getting hard beneath me. “Tell us who you belong to.”

My throat tightened. I hesitated just long enough for Ashcroft to grab my jaw and hold my gaze.

“Say it.”

“I belong to… you,” I whispered.

“To us,” she corrected.

“To both of you.”

Callahan smiled, satisfied, and slid a hand inside the robe, fingers tracing the lace of the thong. My hips jerked involuntarily when he pressed against me.

“See?” he said quietly. “She wants this.”

Ashcroft watched, eyes dark with approval. “Then show us.”

He guided my hips into a slow grind against his lap. The friction sent heat shooting through my body. My cock throbbed hard between us, leaking against the silk of his shirt.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Use what we gave you.”

Ashcroft stepped closer and untied the robe completely, letting it fall open so I was fully exposed while straddling him. Her nails traced lightly across my chest, down my stomach.

“Pretty little thing,” she said softly. “Look how far you’ve come.”

I felt myself slipping into it fully then. The praise. The humiliation. The way they watched me like I existed only for them.

Callahan finally unzipped his pants and freed himself, guiding my hips upward, while tugging the strap of my thong to the side.

“Lower down. Slowly,” he instructed.

I lowered myself onto him inch by inch, the stretch making me gasp softly. His hands tightened around my waist, holding me steady while I adjusted.

Ashcroft moved behind me and kissed the back of my neck. “Ride him,” she whispered. “Show him how valuable you are.”

I started moving, slow and uncertain at first, then steadier as his hands guided my rhythm. The room felt small, warm, full of breath and quiet praise.

“There she is,” Callahan murmured.

Ashcroft’s hand slid between my thighs, fingers brushing over my cock, keeping me hard but not letting me touch myself.

“No finishing unless we say,” she reminded me.

“Yes, ma’am.”

They talked while I moved, discussing me like a project that had finally succeeded.

“Intern to toy,” Callahan said softly.

“Exactly as planned,” Ashcroft replied.

The words should have hurt more than they did. Instead, they settled into me like a strange kind of acceptance.

By the time Callahan came, his hands dug into my hips hard enough to leave marks. He groaned low, pulling me tight against him while Ashcroft held me steady from behind.

I trembled, still desperate for my own release, but Ashcroft’s fingers tightened around my cock, keeping me right on the edge.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

When I finally came, it was because she allowed it—her voice in my ear, calm and final. “Now.”

I collapsed forward against Callahan’s chest, shaking, breathless, robe tangled around my arms.

Ashcroft brushed my hair back and smiled. “Executive training complete,” she said.

Callahan laughed softly. “Welcome to ownership.”

I just nodded, still breathless. “Yes, sir. Yes, ma’am.”
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Monday morning felt unreal.

The office looked exactly the same as it always did. Fluorescent lights humming overhead, coworkers moving between desks with coffee cups and laptops, printers chirping like nothing had changed. I sat at my cubicle in my usual clothes—button-down shirt, dark jeans, sneakers that suddenly felt too heavy after days in heels.

I looked like Evan again.

At least on the outside.

My inbox blinked with routine emails. Project updates. Calendar reminders. Someone asking about a spreadsheet formula. Normal things. Safe things. I stared at the screen longer than I should have, trying to convince myself the weekend hadn’t happened. That the lipstick stains and lace and soft pink robe were just some strange fever dream.

But my body remembered.

Every time I shifted in my chair, I felt the lingering ache between my thighs. The phantom pressure of his hands on my hips. The echo of their voices calling me by a name I hadn’t corrected once near the end.

I forced myself to type. Kept my posture straight. Tried to blend in.

That’s when Mr. Callahan walked past my desk.

He didn’t slow down. He just glanced at me as he passed, one eyebrow lifting slightly, mouth curving into a small, private smile.

My stomach dropped. Had he told anyone? Had she? I turned back to my screen, pretending to focus.

A minute later, Ms. Ashcroft stepped out of her office.

She didn’t say my name, but I stood up automatically. My legs moved before my brain caught up. I followed her into her office and closed the door behind me. The space felt harsher now in daylight. The couch was back in its normal position. The lighting bright and corporate.

If someone walked in, nothing would look out of place.

She sat behind her desk and slid a thin folder toward me. “Morning, Evan,” she said.

Hearing my real name made something twist inside my chest. “Morning,” I replied carefully.

She tapped the folder once. “Open it.”

I did. Inside were photos.

Not explicit ones. Just still shots of me in heels, me standing in front of her desk with my posture corrected, me looking down at the floor while she adjusted my hair. My throat tightened as I flipped through them. Beneath the photos were printed schedules, neatly organized, color coded.

And at the very back was a plastic badge sleeve. A mock-up name tag sat inside.

Eva Blake

Executive Assistant – Special Projects

My fingers paused on the edge of the plastic.

“You’ve made excellent progress,” she said calmly. “I thought you deserved something more official.”

I swallowed. “This is… a lot.”

“Something tells me you can handle it.” She flashed a faint smile. “You’ll assume your duties every weekend, is that clear?”

I closed the folder halfway, unsure what to say. A part of me wanted to laugh it off, to say this was too much, that we needed to slow down, but I didn’t.

She watched me closely, her expression unreadable.

“I’m not asking if you want more,” she said after a moment. “That question was answered already. What I’m doing is opening the door for you.”

She slid a pen across the desk, tapping the calendar page. “You’ll report for inventory again this Friday. Same time.”

The word inventory sent a warm, uneasy ripple through me. “Yes, ma’am,” I said quietly before I could stop myself.

Her mouth curved into a faint smile.

“Good.” She stood, walked around the desk, and straightened my collar like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her fingers lingered a second longer than necessary.

“Welcome to the real company culture, sweetheart,” she murmured.

I exhaled slowly, not trusting myself to answer.

When I left her office, the hallway noise felt louder again. Normal conversations, keyboards clacking, someone laughing near the break room. I walked back to my desk and sat down, the folder tucked under my arm like a secret.

My email refreshed. A new message appeared at the top of the screen.

Subject: Ladies’ Leadership Mentorship Program – Session 1

Calendar Invite Attached

My cursor hovered over it.

I glanced toward Ashcroft’s office. The blinds were half closed, but I knew she could probably see me through the gap.

I opened the invite, my chest tightening.

Instead of deleting it, I clicked Accept.


BOTTOMS UP


Moving into an apartment just off-campus was supposed to be the best move of my life.

After all, I was sick of living in the dorms, and the idea of finally being free from cafeteria food and roommates was quite exciting.

But then it happened.

About three days into living in my new apartment, I realized that my new neighbor was none other than Professor Lopez from my freshman year of college.

At twenty years old, and now a junior, I had never forgotten stern Miss Lopez and her gender studies class.

I couldn’t deny that the very first day I saw her, I was in love.

She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in my entire life.

She was easily six feet tall, with unbelievable curves and massive breasts. She always wore tiny shorts and tiny tops, sometimes skirts. It was clear that she liked to show off her long, beautiful legs, as well as the rest of her body, too.

She had golden-brown hair that she often had up in a ponytail.

She also had a flawlessly bronze complexion, matched in its perfection only by her cool, smokey-brown eyes and satisfied smile, which seemed to play on her pouty, pink lips anytime she was getting into feisty debates with her students.

But my infatuation with the sexy, thirty-something professor lasted a very short time because soon enough, it seemed as though Professor Lopez had it out for me.

She made my three months in her class a brutal, torturous affair of written essays and research projects.

She was not an easy teacher, and she seemed to have absolutely no time for socializing or fun.

Every guy I knew on campus was well aware of Miss Lopez too; well aware that she was a stern professor, but that she was easily the most beautiful professor they had ever seen.

Her beauty was such that guys foolishly tried to get into her classes, if only for a chance to try and woo her with their hopelessly juvenile charms—it never worked.

But I? I wanted nothing to do with her then—or now.

The moment I saw her emerging from her apartment’s front door, I knew it was her.

All the same feelings returned; a mixture of lust, attraction, and disdain.

Somehow, all of this formed into the half-smile I gifted her as I passed her by on my way to my car.

I passed by Miss Lopez a few more times, and each time, she seemed to make a bit of small talk, more and more with each quick greeting. And soon, the hard exterior I’d built up whenever she was around began to soften, and I started to see her not as my horrible former professor, but as a person—as a woman.

And then, one afternoon, I heard a knock upon my door.

I opened it to find Miss Lopez standing in my doorway, wearing a top that was so tiny, her slender navel was on full display.

She had on a pair of tight yoga or biking shorts, too; whatever they were, they formed a second skin on her absolutely amazing ass.

And just like that, I couldn’t have cared any less about what my experience in her class had been like. All I knew was that I had this gorgeous thirty-something woman standing in my doorway, smiling at me.

“Hi there,” she said to me with a warm smirk.

“Hi,” I said.

“I’m so sorry to bother, but, well, I was wondering… could you help me with something?” she asked, her accent still as thick—and beautifully exotic—as ever.

“Um, sure,” I said, emerging from my apartment. I followed her into her apartment and down the hallway. There, I came to her kitchen and saw a string of lights dangling off a nail.

“I was wondering… could you hold this end up while I hang the lights?” she asked me.

I nodded, and that was the beginning of a new relationship between my old professor and me. It wasn’t until a few more times that I had gone over to her apartment that Miss Lopez confessed she remembered me.

“You were a very good student, you know,” she smiled. “You did not like me, though, did you?” Her smile grew even wider.

I couldn’t help but smile at this, too. I shook my head and shrugged. “Well, to be honest…”

Miss Lopez laughed and nodded. “What can I say? I like to ride my students hard, don’t I?”

A curious look played on her face as she held her gaze at me for a moment longer than I expected. I took a deep breath and gave a nervous chuckle. I swore I’d felt something electric between Professor Lopez and me.

But I also knew that I was a typical twenty-year-old college boy, desperate and hopeful to get any attention whatsoever from a girl.

After a handful of similar visits to Miss Lopez’s apartment, helping her to move furniture, hang various things, and get settled into her new place, she had my number.

I received a text message from her, asking if I could come over to help her hang a painting in her bedroom.

I came over, and this was the first time I’d found myself in her bedroom. It wasn’t lost on me that I was standing in a gorgeous, older woman’s bedroom; just the two of us.

I got on the small footstool, and Miss Lopez handed me the painting.

“I’m surprised your husband isn’t helping you do this—or boyfriend?” I said, with a pathetically transparent attempt to fish out the details of her love life.

Miss Lopez laughed as though she knew what I was doing and smiled, “No husbands or boyfriends.”

“I see,” I said.

“And no girlfriends, either,” she said with a wink and a chuckle.

I felt my heart skip a beat as Miss Lopez licked her lips and looked me over while I adjusted the painting.

I was surprised she needed me to help her with this particular task, considering she was a good six inches taller than I was.

But I didn’t press the issue. After all, why pass up the chance to get into my sexy professor’s bedroom?

“You don’t hate me, do you?” Miss Lopez then said.

“What?” I said, furrowing my brow. “Hate you?” I laughed. “Why would I hate you?”

“I was very hard on you when you were my student,” she said, turning her eyes down. “But only because I know what you are capable of,” she said with a disarming smile.

“I didn’t hate you, no,” I said. “But I can’t lie; I was a little annoyed at just how difficult you made every single assignment,” I said with a laugh.

“I like your honesty,” Miss Lopez said. “So, you are not only cute, but you are honest. That is a very nice combination, you know.”

I turned a shade of pink and tried to compose myself as I hammered the nails into the wall and worked on balancing the painting. I couldn’t help but feel Miss Lopez’s presence; feel her gaze upon my body, watching me quietly while I worked.

She thinks I’m cute? Is she messing with me? Did I hear her incorrectly? There’s no way Miss Lopez thinks I’m attractive, I thought.

But then, my mind set off with fantasies and vivid imaginations of Miss Lopez and me, making out in her bedroom—far from college, and far from our history where I had been only her student, and she merely my stern professor.

“How does that look?” I asked her.

Miss Lopez nodded and said, “It is wonderful!”

When I was done, I stepped down from the ladder to greet Miss Lopez’s effusive smile.

“Thank you so much,” she said, grinning from ear to ear.

I gave a nervous chuckle and said, “It’s no trouble, really.”

The truth, which I wouldn’t dare tell Miss Lopez, was that it was no trouble at all—for a drop-dead gorgeous woman like her. Maybe if it had been for a guy or a woman, I had no attraction to whatsoever, I would have been a bit annoyed at the constant favors.

But for Miss Lopez? I meant it.

I came down and planted my feet back onto her bedroom carpet and put my hands on my hips.

“I guess that’s it, huh?” I said to her.

Miss Lopez smiled and said, “Well… there was one other thing you could help me with if… actually, never mind.”

Miss Lopez tucked a few loose strands of her honey-gold hair behind her ear and turned her yellow-brown eyes down to the floor as a quiet smile played on her lips.

“What is it?” I said to her.

“No, it’s nothing,” she said. “Honestly.”

I rolled my eyes and smiled at Miss Lopez. “Come on. What are neighbors for? Seriously. I’ll do it,” I said to her.

Anything to get on your good side, I thought as I eyed the gorgeous woman.

“Well, I do have one other favor. I wonder if a young man like you would be interested,” she said, cocking her brow. She licked her lips and her eyes suddenly beamed with a hushed excitement.

I had no idea what Miss Lopez was thinking, but her expression turned to one of hunger and lust, and it was enough to make my dick throb in my basketball shorts.

I assumed there was no way—not in a million years—that she would be attracted to me. After all, she was a sophisticated, thirty-something Latina that oozed class and grace. And I? I was just a pissant twenty-year-old college boy, skinny as a rail and white as mayonnaise—with all the awkwardness to go along with it.

And I knew that even if Miss Lopez was desperate enough to find a guy like me attractive, if my shorts ever came off in front of her, she would see my tiny dick and any tentative attraction she held towards me would go right out the window.

But I knew I was getting way ahead of myself in even fantasizing about any of this.

Or so I thought.

“Well, you see, Marcus,” Miss Lopez started. “It’s been a while since I’ve… been with a man. And I’ve been having these needs, lately.”

My ears perked up—as did my dick—especially when Miss Lopez’s maple-brown gaze turned down at my shorts and she bit her pouty, cherry-pink bottom lip.

Her bronzed complexion was flawless and practically glowing in the sunlight that slipped in through the large window of her bedroom; the tree-tops swayed just outside, and ode to the breeze that swept over our town that afternoon.

“Yeah?” I said, nearly incoherent.

“Mmhm,” she smiled. “And I was wondering, maybe I could pay you back for all of the help you’ve given me?”

I inhaled sharply and, nearly lacking the competence to form words, stuttered, “H…how?”

“Well, you see… I really love to give blowjobs. It’s kind of my favorite thing. I like nice, pink dicks, especially, like the kind I imagine you would have.”

I felt faint, like I might fall over right then and there. I managed to stay upright and swallowed a gulp of air. For all the nervousness in my body—my heart thumping like a kick-drum in my chest—my dick was hard as a rock and ready for action.

“Whoa,” I said, with the charisma of a zombie.

“M… me? You want to suck my… my… dick?” I said.

Miss Lopez giggled. “You don’t need to be so nervous. I promise you would love it.”

“Oh, I bet I would,” I said with a big, goofy grin.

Miss Lopez was already on her way down to her knees. Her body, and the shorts and sleeveless top clothing it, lowering before me like an elevator.

“So, you will let me have a little fun?” She smiled.

I couldn’t form the words, but I readily nodded down at Miss Lopez.

As she reached and grabbed the sides of my shorts to tug them down my legs, I started, “I… I’m not very big.”

Fuck… did I just say that? Why did I do that? Why call attention to it? I thought.

Miss Lopez chuckled softly and shook her head. “Marcus, don’t worry. I like them small!”

“You… you do?” I said, knitting my brow.

Miss Lopez covered her mouth and gave a shy simper as she nodded. If it wasn’t for her forwardness in expressing exactly what it was that she’d wanted, I would have taken her for some sort of younger, more bashful girl.

But what sort of inexperienced and shy girl would come directly out and ask to give head? Miss Lopez was a mature and experienced woman, who clearly had no qualms or insecurities at the risk of being rejected by me.

I felt, then, as my shorts slid down my legs. Miss Lopez’s perfume radiated about me; flowery and electric. Her warm breath pushed against my bare thighs as I tried not to shake with nervousness.

“There we go,” she said, giggling. Her accent spiraled in my ears and left me feeling almost dizzy with disbelief that this was really, truly happening; that I was about to get head from the sexy, mature Latina next-door.

I became acutely aware, then, that I was standing there in only my t-shirt and tight, white briefs.

What a great day to wear tighty-whities, I thought to myself, annoyed at my decision to not wear something ‘cooler’ like boxers. Who knew I would be showing my underwear off to a beautiful woman, though; certainly not me.

“Mm, very nice,” Miss Lopez said. I looked down and felt as she teased the head of my dick through the cotton fabric of my underwear.

“Ugh, mm,” I grunted. Somehow Miss Lopez knew exactly where the head of my dick rested inside the front pouch of my briefs. I suppose it was a bit obvious, especially since it was pushing a tent inside my briefs.

She stroked the crest of my head through the briefs and I moaned a few times until she peeled my briefs down my legs and my dick came springing out into the air before her.

I looked down, quietly ashamed that I did not have a bigger dick for a woman who had probably seen a few penises in her day.

But Miss Lopez seemed hardly deterred. She gasped and smiled, and quickly slid her fingers around my dick to give it a few tugs.

“Oh… mm,” I moaned. “Damn.”

“Yes, honey? Does it feel good for you?” She smiled.

I nodded. “Really good.”

“I can tell,” she said, dabbing her fingertip over the hole in my dick and rubbing the pre-cum between her fingers.

“You know, I love the skinny white boys like you,” she grinned.

“Then I must be dreaming—for a beautiful woman like you to be into a guy like me. Girls are never into guys like me,” I said to her.

“Girls are silly like that. They are young. They chase the big men. But eventually they grow older—and wiser—and they learn,” she said. “They learn what they truly want,” she added, before her lips parted and she slid them over my dick.

“Oh, fuck…” I moaned beneath my breath.

Miss Lopez moaned and looked up at me as her mouth went to work. Her fingers, too, caressed my balls with the perfect touch. I couldn’t believe how effortlessly she brushed her tongue over my dick.

She was a woman who, indeed, knew exactly what she wanted.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “I… Miss Lopez… you’re a little too good at this,” I said with an uneasy wincing. “You’re going to make me cum fast if you don’t stop,” I said with a nervous laugh.

Miss Lopez smiled and pulled off my dick for a moment. She smacked her lips and giggled as she played with my dick, teasing the head—now wet and shiny with her saliva—with her fingers.

“We don’t want to cum too soon, honey,” she smiled. “Because then you will have nothing for the real fun, right?”

I swallowed and grew more nervous. “The… the real fun? I thought this was the real fun,” I chuckled.

“No,” Miss Lopez said. “I have a secret,” she said, turning her eyes away, as if she was bashful. Yet, she continued to jerk my dick as she did this.

“What is it?” I said, still weak from having her fingers gripped tight around my dick and stroking it.

“Well,” she said.

“What I really like to do is, um… lick… behind,” she continued.

“Lick… behind?” I said, confused.

Miss Lopez gave an immature giggle and nodded. “I like to lick the butt. I want to lick yours.”

My eyes widened.

Was she serious? She wanted to eat my ass? Okay, now I’m going to pass out, I thought.

“Will you let me?” she smiled.

“Yeah, you can definitely do that,” I said with a nod and a laugh.

“Yes? Oh, thank you!” she grinned wide. “You come over here, then,” she said, guiding me to a sofa by her window.

“Sit down, right here,” she said.

I sat down on her sofa, and she grabbed my ankles and lifted my feet into the air.

It felt strange to have a beautiful woman pulling my legs up until my asshole was fully exposed for her. I hoped it was attractive enough for her. I was glad that I was clean and didn’t have much hair on my ass. I figured that maybe she would like that.

Miss Lopez caught sight of my asshole, and I was proven correct.

“Oh… mm,” she smiled. “What a cute butthole,” she grinned.

“Yeah?” I said.

Miss Lopez said nothing more. Instead, she went back to sucking my dick, slow and sensual. But then, she moved down and sucked on my balls. Her honey-brown eyes watched me as she did this, as if confronting me with what she was doing—and going to do.

Then, her face disappeared deeper down. But I could follow the sensation of her tongue, exploring down my taint until….

“Oh, fuck,” I cried softly, as I felt her tongue slide into the dip of my asshole.

Miss Lopez giggled and I felt her fingers dig into my butt cheeks, spreading me open as she began to tease my hole with flicks of her tongue, followed my long, slow brushes that left me aching with want.

“Fuck…” I moaned over and over. I must’ve made a fool of myself, crying at the top of my lungs. But it was unlike anything I had ever experienced. I’d never had my asshole eaten before, and something told me I would never again have the pleasure of getting my ass eaten with such expertise, as Miss Lopez could provide.

“Miss Lopez,” I gasped.

Miss Lopez moaned on my asshole. After a few more teases, she gripped my dick tight in her fingers and stroked it so firm, I thought she was trying to yank it off my body.

As she jerked my dick, I felt her tongue pushing against my hole; pushing more and more until…

“Oh, holy shit!” I bellowed.

Miss Lopez’s tongue pushed into my asshole. She fucked my ass with the tip of it, over and over; several times in a row.

“Miss Lopez,” I gasped. “I’m going to cum!”

I felt my legs tense up and tremble violently, shaking in her hands as the pleasure spread throughout my body.

Miss Lopez pulled her mouth—and her hand—away from my body, giggling.

“You taste so good,” she smiled.

“Thanks,” I said, breathless. My chest heaved, and I watched as beads of pre-cum oozed from my dick. Miss Lopez then started to tease my asshole with her finger. As she watched me and smiled, I felt her finger begin to push into my asshole.

The sensation of soreness and discomfort filled me as her finger pushed deeper and deeper.

“Relax and breathe for me,” she smiled. “I will make it feel very good for you.”

“Mmm,” I moaned. “I don’t know what you’re doing,” I said with an exasperated chuckle.

“I’m going to make you explode,” she said with a burst of laughter.

I was a touch worried. For all I knew, I would literally explode! I felt the pressure building in my body and my head. The lust clouded my mind and I couldn’t think clearly. I could only grip the sofa in my balmy fingers and huff as Miss Lopez slipped a second—and a third—finger into me, and I felt my asshole stretched open.

And then, suddenly, with a mischievous look in her eyes, she withdrew her fingers. She stepped over to her bathroom and disappeared inside of it.

“Keep those legs up!” she shouted, and I obeyed her.

When she returned, she had a small black pouch in hand. She set it on the carpet and unzipped it. I couldn’t see anything she was doing—not until she held up the contents of the pouch and I saw a big, silver and shiny buttplug in her hand. It was quite large and bulbous, like the size of a lemon. The sunlight beamed off of it.

My heart began to speed all over again as Miss Lopez smiled and said, “I want to put this inside you, okay?”

“Um… okay,” I said, nodding mindlessly. What was I going to do? Decline? Not at this point. No, I was too horny and too worked up that I would have done anything Miss Lopez asked of me.

And step by step, I would realize just how much Miss Lopez planned to test this fact.

She pulled a bottle of lube, presumably from the black pouch, and held it into the air, drizzling the clear gel onto the butt plug. I watched it collect like maple-syrup on a short stack of pancakes, until she slid it around on the metal bulb.

“Relax,” Miss Lopez said. “Visualize your butt opening up for it, okay?” she smiled. “Just breathe and relax. Open your muscles, like you are gently trying to push something out. Otherwise, it will hurt.”

I followed her advice, though it was difficult to stay focused when the tip of cold metal pushed against my tight asshole.

“That’s it,” Miss Lopez smiled. She began to shove firmer and firmer. And as she did, I felt the tension in my asshole grow as my hole stretched wider around the big plug.

“Ugh, ah…” I grunted and sighed as the big, cold bulb sank into my asshole.

“Yes!” Miss Lopez cheered. She spanked my butt cheek and laughed as she tugged on the end of the plug. “Such a cute butt,” she smiled.

“Squeeze your butt and release; do it a few times,” she smiled. I obeyed her.

“Does it feel kind of nice?” she said.

“It kind of does,” I said, surprised.

“That’s because you are made to ‘bottom.’ I know you are,” she grinned.

“To… ‘bottom?’” I asked. With her thick accent, I could only assume that this word was due to a language barrier; that she hadn’t intended to use the word ‘bottom.’ I had no idea what that word could mean in this context, anyway.

But this was no mistake. I was about to learn the truth about my sexy, mature neighbor.

“Now,” Miss Lopez said. “I give you a little strip show, yeah?”

“Definitely,” I said.

I wanted to ask Miss Lopez if she planned to ever finish me off; would she make me cum? Would I get to fuck her? I was hopeful that we would end up having sex and I would be the legend around campus.

Miss Lopez began to sway her hips and strip out of her tank top and shorts until she was down to a thin, white thong and a matching bra.

I was too busy looking at Miss Lopez’s massive boobs to notice something very off between her legs. And, after all, what was I going to look at with her still having her panties on? I knew when she pulled her panties off, I would get to see her pussy and indulge in the sight.

Miss Lopez first slipped out of her bra and her giant boobs spilled out. They were bronzed with beautiful rust-colored nipples at their centers; each one tipped and stiff.

“Fuck,” I smiled. “You’re so sexy, Miss Lopez.”

“Good,” she said. “I only hope you think this when I take my panties off.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I said to her.

But then Miss Lopez reached and yanked her thong down her long, slender thighs.

And that’s when I saw it; her massive cock spilled out. It must’ve been seven or eight inches, and it looked thick as my—albeit skinny—wrists.

“Holy shit!” I gasped. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Was I hallucinating?

Miss Lopez laughed and shrugged. An embarrassed giggle slipped from her throat as she danced for me and her big cock bounced about between her legs.

I didn’t know what to think. The mental image of the hottest woman I had ever seen in my life, with a big cock between her legs, was surreal and almost too strange for me to wrap my mind around. It was like… she was a guy. But she wasn’t a guy at all. She was a beautiful, unbelievably sexy woman. And somehow, her big dick matched her sensual, mature femininity. Somehow it seemed less out of place, and more appropriate on her, than I could have ever expected.

“Will you suck it?” she smiled at me. “I want you to suck it for me, Marcus.”

“Um… okay,” I said with a hesitant nod. Miss Lopez wasted no time. She climbed atop the sofa and straddled me, planting her knees on either side of my arms. She shoved her dick in my face and I grabbed my fingers around it, feeling the big, fat throbbing meat in my grip.

“Mm,” Miss Lopez moaned.

“Suck it for me, honey,” she smiled. “Be a good bottom and serve it.”

Again with that word ‘bottom.’ Why? I thought.

I was reluctant, but I knew I would do it, because Miss Lopez wanted me to do it. And I was too fucking horny for my own good. Even with my dick half-hard—and growing softer by the moment—and a big, cold butt-plug in my asshole, I was too fucking horny to think clearly.

So, I took Miss Lopez’s big dick in my hand and guided it towards my mouth. She happily thrust towards my mouth and into it as I parted my lips.

At once, I felt her big dick-head as it filled my mouth. The crest of the dick-head rubbed against the roof of my mouth, and I could taste the pre-cum on my tongue.

Her balls were massive, too, resting in my palm as I felt them and continued to try and comprehend what was happening.

“Ugh… oh, yes, honey,” Miss Lopez groaned.

She thrust her hips and while she was not forceful or inconsiderate, she was aggressive and I had to work to keep up—and keep from gagging on her big dick.

“Yes, baby,” Miss Lopez moaned over and over. All the while, I felt her big dick pump in and out of my mouth as I worked my tongue over it.

Much to my surprise, my dick started to grow hard, again. I’d never expected to get turned-on by sucking a dick. But this was not just ‘some guy’s’ dick. This was Miss Lopez’s dick. And to please her was to please myself.

It felt a little humiliating to know that Miss Lopez’s dick was twice as big as mine. But I couldn’t even focus on this—not with the big cock in my mouth.

It was only when I thought I might choke on the big cock that Miss Lopez pulled her dick back and tossed her hair back.

“Come here,” she said, grabbing my wrists and pulling my hands onto her big boobs.

“Mmm,” I moaned. Fuck, it felt good to massage her huge breasts. I ran my palms over her nipples and grinned from ear to ear.

“I think you know what we must do, now, honey,” Miss Lopez smiled.

“Wh—what?” I said, watching her lower down off the sofa. She squatted down by my ass and grabbed her dick. She grabbed the bottle of lube and squeezed it onto her dick.

“I really want to feel your butt all around me,” she grinned.

“You want to… what?” I said.

Miss Lopez then grabbed the butt plug and began to pull it out of my ass until it felt like I was having a bowel movement.

“Ugh… mmm,” I moaned, as the big bulb slipped out of my asshole, which did not want to let it go free.

Miss Lopez tossed it aside and smiled. “Will you let me have you?” she asked.

“Let you… have me?” I asked.

I then felt Miss Lopez’s dickhead spanking against my asshole.

“Ugh,” I moaned gently. I never thought I would ever let a dick fuck my ass. And yet, because it was Miss Lopez, and not a guy, it seemed perfectly fine; albeit nerve-wracking, thanks to her massive dick.

“Okay,” I said, a tad reluctant. But I was curious. And I was so fucking horny. My balls were so swollen and full, and ready to burst, that I would have done anything to cum.

And Miss Lopez, it seemed, was going to make sure that I would, indeed, do anything.

I swallowed and felt as Miss Lopez began to push her big cock into my asshole. The head pushed into my ass with ease, thanks to the butt-plug loosening me up a bit. But the deeper she got, she more it started to hurt.

I winced and grimaced. I grit my teeth and Miss Lopez smiled, “Relax for me baby. Open up for me.”

I tried to do as she said, but her dick was so fucking fat that it seemed to be no use. Just when I thought her cock was going to rip me apart, it started to sink easily into my asshole and I felt hard dick fill my snug canal with its heat.

“Fuck,” I moaned. I looked down at my dick. It was now oozing pre-cum like never before. Miss Lopez began to push back and forth and each time she pulled out, I felt like I could have a bowel movement. Eventually, I got used to the sensation, but it was uncomfortable at first.

“Relax,” Miss Lopez said. “Relax and it will feel very good; I promise.” She smiled down at me and added, “Surrender.”

I did as she said. I let my body become hers to use. The more I let go—the more I relaxed my ass—the more I felt strange and almost… electric. I didn’t know what was going on. It felt almost as if I had to pee. But it was something far different. Something very new.

Miss Lopez lowered down and I grabbed her boobs in my hands. I began to suck on her nipples as she pumped into me.

The scent of my sweat along with her sweat and perfume, mixed together with the scent of our sex. Our symphonic moans and heavy breathing filled her bedroom as she began to pump faster and deeper into me and I felt my legs grow shaky and weak.

“Fuck… Miss Lopez… oh, fuck,” I cried softly.

“Yes, baby, open up for me. Surrender,” she nodded and smiled.

She then lowered her mouth and pressed her lips against mine, opening them until I felt her tongue sliding against mine.

This was the breaking point. Something about her kiss sent me over the edge and I knew I would not last much longer.

I moaned into her kiss and pulled away at the very last moment before I came.

“Fuck!” I cried out. “I’m going to cum!”

Miss Lopez began to jackhammer my asshole with her big dick. The rhythmic hammering against my p-spot made me fucking explode. My skin turned warm and my entire body felt weak and buzzy. This was not the same as my typical, “boring” orgasms. This was another fucking level.

And no surprise, since I hadn’t once touched my dick. Miss Lopez was literally fucking the cum right out of me. With each shot of gooey, sticky sperm that blasted onto my belly and chest, I felt my asshole clench tightly around her dick and I wailed into the stuffy, flowery scent of her body.

Miss Lopez leaned back down and pushed her kiss against mine, shutting me up as I moaned into her mouth.

It seemed that as long as Miss Lopez pounded my ass, I would keep cumming. This was unlike anything I’d ever known, and I owed it to the beautiful trans woman next-door.

Miss Lopez pulled back, then, and moaned, “Honey, you’re going to make me cum.”

“Do it,” I begged. “Fucking do it.”

“Inside you? Is it okay?” she asked me.

“If you’re clean then do it,” I gasped.

Miss Lopez grinned and slammed into me until I heard nothing but her huffs of breath and the slapping of her skin against my own. Her massive dickhead massaged deep inside me, pounding against my p-spot as she worked towards her finish.

And then, even as my own dick was still oozing cum, I felt her big dick expand deep inside me.

“Oh… oh!” she cried out. With loud, girlish moans, she pumped a few more times into me and I felt the warm jet of cum flooding my insides.

I had officially been mounted and bred by the sexy woman next-door. I had been turned into her ‘bottom;’ her cheap, living sex-toy. I was her skinny, twenty-year-old fuck-boy. And I loved it.

“Yes, yes, honey…” Miss Lopez moaned over and over. I felt the big load as its gooey warmth filled deep inside my butt.

Miss Lopez bottomed me out and I felt her entire shaft pushed into me; her dickhead driving towards my colon as it continued to shoot its cum.

We each took a deep breath and panted. I inhaled the scent of sex and sweat—and perfume—as Miss Lopez smiled and planted a kiss on my cheek.

When she pulled out, she grabbed the butt-plug and shoved it back into my ass, as if intentionally trying to keep her sperm locked away inside my ass.

We relaxed together on the sofa and Miss Lopez took me in her arms.

“I should have known when you were way taller—and bigger—than me,” I laughed.

“You’ll keep my secret, right?” she asked.

I nodded. “You don’t mind if I tell my buddies that I got to fuck one of the professors, though, right? I won’t say who.”

“That is fine, I suppose,” she smiled.

“But do not tell my secret—otherwise we cannot continue having our fun, together,” she warned.

“In that case, I’ll never tell,” I said to her.

Miss Lopez kissed me and smiled. “I wondered when I saw you in my class if you would be the one to know my secret,” she said. “But it was not until you moved in next-door that I knew for certain.”

I smiled and wondered what the future held for me, now that I had let Miss Lopez spread my legs and fuck my ass with her massive dick. It felt a little emasculating. But I liked it.

“I feel dirty,” I said with a smile.

“You’re going to get much dirtier, honey,” she said.

Miss Lopez hopped down and began to pull the butt-plug from my asshole.

“Already?” I asked her. “We’ve only been done for five minutes.”

“Already,” she smiled, and noted her hardening cock.

“You’re going to have me wobbling back to my apartment,” I said to her.

“Oh, yes I will!” she smiled.


NEW FEMBOY


Morris knocked on the door of the apartment, his heart racing with anticipation and anxiety.

The apartments were much nicer than he had ever expected from the price. He felt almost wrong being in this part of town, surrounded by mansions, high-rise condos and luxury apartments like the one he now stood before.

The door swung open, and the next thing he knew, Mia was standing there with a mischievous grin playing on her pouty, pink—and freshly-glossed—lips.

Her green eyes sparkled with an untamed energy that made his palms sweat the very moment he caught a glimpse of her.

He had no idea what he was getting himself into, in answering her ad that had been pinned to the bulletin board of the student union, offering a ‘cheap room for rent.’

When he texted her beforehand, he had already suspected he was texting with a girl, thanks to her liberal usage of emojis.

Still, nothing could have prepared him for this.

Mia, with her stunning looks, had no need for a roommate to split the rent in her college apartment.

She could have any guy on campus at her beck and call.

So why was she resorting to placing an advertisement? It seemed almost too good to be true, and Morris couldn't help but be a little surprised—and confused.

"Morris?" she asked casually, leaning against the door frame.

Her voice was like honey, sweet and intoxicating, just like her beauty. Long, golden-blonde hair perfectly framed her heart-shaped face and draped down to her chest.

It was a picture-perfect pairing with her sparkling green eyes; so big it seemed like he could get lost inside them.

Morris knew he must've looked like a complete fool standing there; mouth agape, cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment, and searching for a single coherent word to come to him.

But he couldn’t pull his gaze away from her captivating beauty.

His eyes ducked down to her very full chest, and then panicked, he dragged his sights back up to meet her eyes.

"Y…yes, that's right," he managed to stammer out.

Mia chuckled softly, her laughter sending shivers down his spine.

"Come on in, I'll show you around," she said, stepping aside to let him enter.

Obviously, she wasn’t inviting him into her place for a date, but still; the very act of a girl as gorgeous as Mia inviting him into her apartment was almost too much for him to handle.

He wondered how he might ever find the courage to share an apartment with Mia, if her mere presence and beauty made him so light-headed that he thought he might faint?

As he followed her through the apartment, his mind raced with conflicting emotions.

Mia's effusive, easy demeanor reeled him in.

Yet her clothing and image intimidated him more so.

She was dressed in a pair of low-rise pants that gave away a hint of the band of her panties. She had a top that cradled her chest and showed her slender, taut stomach. She had a number of bracelets and accessories that jangled, as well as a smart, tiny jeweled nose-piercing that shimmered in the sunlight.

How could she not immediately see me and be turned-off to the idea of renting me a bedroom in her place? he thought.

But as Morris stepped into her apartment and they chatted about mundane things like the weather and their favorite spots on campus, he found himself relaxing in Mia's presence more than he expected.

Her warmth and easygoing nature put him at ease, allowing him to get a better feel for how it might be to live with her.

Of course, he couldn’t stop peeking at her and stealing glances at her every time she turned away or busied herself pointing out parts of the apartment to him.

He couldn’t stop admiring her figure each time he had the chance, but it was so enticing that he could not resist.

His heart pounded in his chest each time he slipped up and did this; would she catch him?

Had she already caught him and was pretending to be oblivious?

Morris found Mia’s apartment to be just as cool as she was; band posters on the walls, decorative artwork here and there.

Everything was lived-in and casual rather than stuffy or pretentious.

She seemed to have cultivated an environment that perfectly reflected her personality.

This only made the girl seem that much more intimidating to him, though.

“Check this out,” she said, handing him a drum stick.

“I caught this at a Chili Peppers the summer after Sophomore year of high school,” she grinned.

“I was so drunk; I don’t know how I got ahold of it. My boyfriend had me on his shoulders, though, which helped,” she winked.

“Oh, right,” he said with a nod.

“Um, how come he doesn’t live with you?” Mia chuckled and said, “Oh, well, that was years ago. I’ve had a few boyfriends since then.”

“Oh, totally,” he said with another nod.

“You probably have a girlfriend, right? A guy as cute as you?” she grinned.

As ‘cute’ as me?’ he thought, ready to pinch himself, for fear that this was all some sort of cruel dream.

Of course, this was not the first time a girl had referred to him as ‘cute.’

In fact, it seemed to be the default term girls used when it came to him.

They meant cute, as in ‘non-threatening,’ or more importantly; not sexy.

Hearing Mia use the term ‘cute’ nearly made his skin crawl; as if, right off the bat, she likely saw him not as boyfriend material, but something more akin to a brother.

“Um, no,” he finally responded, rubbing the back of his neck.

“No girlfriend.”

He swallowed and felt how dry his mouth had become, standing there before Mia.

“I guess we’re both single, then, hm?” she winked.

“I guess so,” he said with an awkward flick of his wrist and a half-hearted chuckle.

And as they shared a genuine laugh over a silly joke, Morris dared to hope that maybe, just maybe, Mia saw something in him worth exploring; something beyond merely becoming roommates.

Of course, the nineteen-year-old knew he was projecting his fantasies onto the sexy girl and nothing more.

She doesn’t want anything to do with me; she just needs a roomie to split the rent, he thought, quickly reminding himself of the situation, so as to not get too ahead of himself.

Mia continued their small talk tour through the living room.

"This is our little central hub," she said, sweeping her arm across the view. "Couch is super comfy for movie nights or just crashing after a long day. And yes, blankets are mandatory—you can't watch horror movies without something to hide under."

Morris chuckled at that last remark, imagining himself huddled under a blanket with Mia. Though he knew this was not likely to ever happen, he couldn’t help but fantasize.

"Movie nights sound great," he admitted softly, though eagerly. "Never really had someone to watch them with before."

"Oh, babe," Mia purred sympathetically, brushing past him so close he could catch hints of her perfume—an intoxicating mix of jasmine and cedarwood. "We're going to change all that. You’re going to have a lot of fun here, I bet."

They moved into the kitchen where dishes were stacked neatly on the drying rack and an array of colorful magnets held up various takeout menus on the refrigerator door.

"You cook?" Mia glanced over at the countertops as if envisioning him there.

"Some," Morris said modestly. "Well,” he corrected with a nervous chuckle, “Not really. Just simple stuff."

"Well, we'll have fun experimenting then—or failing spectacularly, which can be even more fun,” she grinned.

Finally arriving at what would be his room, Mia swung open the door with a flourish. It was smaller than the rest of the apartment, but certainly cozy; a blank canvas for Morris to fill.

"You think you'll feel at home in here?" Mia asked, leaning against the doorframe as Morris took it all in.

"I think so," Morris nodded slowly, already picturing where he'd put his desk and bed. "It's... nice."

"Nice?" Mia laughed lightly, pushing off from where she stood to saunter closer to him.

“You’ll think it’s a lot better than ‘nice’ by the end of the week—trust me,” she smiled.

Morris felt warmth bloom across his chest—a welcome sensation amid the chill of the unfamiliar. He met Mia's gaze, her proximity suddenly making the room seem far smaller than it was.

"I'm sure you’re right," he said, with a hesitant but genuine smile.

"Oh, I plan to," Mia said with a wink, and for a moment Morris felt his heart skip a beat. "But first, we should celebrate new beginnings."

She gestured grandly towards the kitchen and Morris followed, feeling like he was being pulled into an orbit he didn't quite understand, yet didn't want to escape, either.

Mia produced two champagne flutes and a bottle from a cupboard, pouring generously. Handing him a glass, she raised hers in a toast. "To us, to this crazy little living arrangement, and to all the adventures we'll have together."

Morris clinked his glass against hers, the sound crisp and clear in the quiet of the apartment. "To new adventures," he echoed with a shaky confidence, before taking a small sip.

The bubbly drink warmed his throat and seemed to seep into his veins, emboldening him slightly.

As they conversed over their glasses, Morris grew a bit more comfortable, yet still could not understand why a girl as attractive as Mia would be so eager, or welcoming, to invite a guy like him into her home.

Eventually, he found himself unable to refrain from asking her this very thing.

“I’m surprised you needed to place an ad; a girl like you, I mean,” he chuckled, and compulsively took another sip.

“Why is that?” Mia said, cocking her head and gazing blanky at him.

Morris felt a tinge of worry; Mia’s response was not easy or casual, but almost seemed confrontational.

“Well, um,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “You know… you’re… really… um… hot,” he said.

Quickly, Morris sighed and shook his head. “Sorry. I’m… I’m not a creep or anything, I promise. I just… I didn’t mean to say that.”

“Wow, you pervert!,” Mia scoffed.

Morris panicked and quickly stumbled, “I’m so sorry, I…”

Mia interrupted his nervous rambling excuses with a burst of laughter.

Morris squinted as he tried to understand what was happening. Finally, Mia, bellowing over, pointed at the eighteen-year-old and said, “Gotcha!”

Morris felt the fear in the pit of his stomach begin to recede like a tide. He sighed with relief as Mia continued, “You’re too uptight; relax a little. It’s good for your health.”

Morris shrugged and said, “I’ll try.”

Later, as twilight painted the sky outside in soft purples and blues, Mia sat cross-legged on the floor of Morris's new room as they unpacked his belongings.

Each object sparked a new conversation—a photograph here, a book there—until they stumbled across an old scarf of Morris's.

"This could look cute on you," Mia mused playfully as she draped it around his neck, adjusting it so it fell just right.

Morris looked at her through the mirror on his closet door. The scarf did look surprisingly good against his skin. Mia's fingers lingered near his collarbone for an extra second before she withdrew them with a satisfied nod.

"It does," Morris conceded with a shy grin.

Mia stepped back to admire her handiwork before glancing up at him through her lashes. "You know," she began thoughtfully, "I bet you'd make a beautiful girl."

The comment caught Morris off guard and his face flushed a deep crimson. He was about to stammer out some kind of response when Mia's laugh cut him off.

"I'm just teasing you,” She patted him on the cheek gently. "But one day you'll let me dress you up, right?”

The blonde teen had no idea how to respond to this. His lips remained parted as he felt frozen in place, trying to wade through Mia’s indecipherable sense of humor.

With that playful declaration hanging in the air between them like an unspoken promise—or perhaps a challenge—they continued unpacking until all that was left was an empty suitcase.

Those next few days, Morris began to settle in and feel at home. He was growing more and more comfortable around Mia, despite his initial hesitancy. He still did not quite understand her—or her motivations—but became more at-ease in trying to let go of the need to understand.

One afternoon, after his classes, Morris sat on the edge of his freshly made bed, the white cotton sheets taut beneath him, as Mia lounged across from him in a plush crimson armchair. The setting sun threw a warm glow across the room, and speckles of light danced on Mia's face through the gaps in the blinds.

"You know, Morris," Mia began, her voice low and smooth like honey, "I throw these wild parties sometimes.” She had a brow raised, as though she was slowly unraveling a confession to him.

“They start all prim and proper, but by midnight, they morph into something… a little different."

Morris shifted nervously but was undeniably intrigued. Mia's had a way of captivating him, especially now that he felt a growing sense of trust in their burgeoning friendship.

Mia leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees, her eyes locking onto Morris's with an impish sparkle. "Picture it: the music pulsating through the walls, bodies swaying rhythmically, the air thick with desire. It's like a primal beat takes over everyone."

"’Different?’ What do you mean?" Morris managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

Mia chuckled softly. "Oh, Morris," she purred, "the fun is only beginning. As the night deepens, connections deepen too. Casual brushes turn into caresses...which turn into…well, anyway.” She giggled and Morris felt frustrated by her withholding.

Morris couldn't believe his ears as Mia began to describe the wild parties she threw and the erotic events that transpired within their own apartment. Her vivid storytelling made him blush crimson, but he couldn't help but be both repelled and fascinated by her tales.

She spoke of nights where people danced to their heart's content, shedding their inhibitions along with their clothes.

"It's like a forbidden wonderland," Mia purred, her emerald eyes sparkling with mischief.

Morris started to roll his eyes.

She’s quite full of herself. She lives in an apartment on the edge of campus—how ‘wonderland’ could it possibly be? She’s just rubbing my youth in my face, he thought to himself.

But his confidence in this quickly faded as she continued talking.

"You should see it, Morris: bodies intertwined on every available surface, moans and groans echoing off the walls."

Morris could feel his heart pounding in his chest as she described the sights, sounds, and smells that permeated the air during these gatherings. He dared not ask about specifics, but Mia seemed to read his mind anyway.

"Oh, don't worry," she said with a wink, "we always make sure it's consensual. But trust me... things can get pretty creative."

She went on to tell him about one time when she caught her best friend, Lily, on all fours on the dining table while being ravished by two football players from their college.

"They were both fucking her at the same time; dp, if you know what I mean,” she cocked a brow.

“Their moans were so loud I thought the neighbors would call the cops," she cackled. “I would never let a guy do me back there, but Lily is wild like that,” she shrugged.

Morris tried to picture the scene in his mind, and felt his dick begin to grow hard in his pants.

Another time, Mia stumbled upon a group of people in the spare third room, engaged in an orgy of sorts. "It was kind of shocking, but it made me so wet,” she admitted with a growing smile.

" I couldn't tell where one person ended and another began. It was so sweaty and loud and…I’ll be honest, there was a really strong smell of sex. It’s not for the faint of heart,” she grinned.

Morris struggled to maintain his composure as Mia's details painted a picture that both scandalized and intrigued him. He tried to comprehend what sort of life he had just walked into by agreeing to split the rent with Mia.

He watched as she casually flipped her hair over her shoulder and leaned in closer. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper as if she was about to share a sacred secret.

"And then there was that time in the kitchen," she continued, a sly grin tugging at the corners of her lips. "We ran out of space everywhere else, so why not? I have that beautiful marble countertop I showed you; it seemed almost a crime not to use it for something kinky, right?"

Morris swallowed hard, his imagination running wild with images of glistening bodies pressed against cold stone, feverish with desire.

"I walked in on this couple," Mia's eyes glowed with the memory, "and the guy had the girl perched on the edge of the counter. Her legs were wrapped around his waist and he was just... plunging into her. You could see they were completely lost in each other."

She leaned back, satisfied with Morris's reaction, her story having clearly made an impact on him. There was a pause that stretched between them, filled with unspoken questions and burgeoning curiosity.

“I get turned on by watching,” she said. “It makes me so fucking wet.”

Mia's expression softened slightly. "You know," she said gently, tilting her head, "if you ever wanted to explore—that side of yourself, or anything else—these parties are all about freedom and exploration. No judgments, no expectations."

Morris felt a flutter in his stomach at the thought. The notion of surrendering to that kind of abandon was terrifying yet tempting. He wasn't sure if he was ready to step into Mia's world—a world swirling with pleasure and decadence—but he also couldn't deny that part of him craved it.

Mia reached out and placed her hand over Morris's own—a touch that sent shockwaves through him. Her voice was soft but insistent as she said, "Just think about it. Everyone has something that sets their soul on fire. Perhaps it's time you discovered yours."
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It was only a few days later when Mia presented Morris with a small bundle of delicate pink fabric.

Without any warning, she found him in his room and knocked on his door.

When he answered, she stepped inside.

"I have something special for you," she purred, her mischievous grin lighting up her eyes.

She unfurled the bundle to reveal a matching set of panties and a bra—both made from soft, airy cotton—the perfect shade of bubblegum pink that would pop against Morris's pale skin.

Morris's cheeks immediately caught fire, and he glanced around the room, certain someone must be playing an elaborate prank on him.

"Mia, I... I don't know..." he stammered, gesturing at the feminine garments in her hands.

"I'm not... I mean, I'm a guy."

"I know you are," Mia purred, her voice dripping with assurance as she sauntered towards him.

"But don't you want to see? You might be surprised by how you feel. Besides," she added with a wink, "I think you'll look stunning."

Morris swallowed hard. He knew that he should say ‘no;’ that he should hand the underwear back and put an end to this madness right then and there.

But Mia's confidence was infectious, and a part of him—a curious, long-buried part—wanted to know; wanted to experience what it would be like to wear something so feminine and delicate against his skin.

With shaking hands, Morris reached out and took the panties from Mia's outstretched hand. They were impossibly soft, brushing like lamb's wool against his fingertips.

He couldn't help but marvel at their lightness, the way they seemed almost insubstantial compared to his usual attire. The delicateness of the little cotton panties made him hard, although he assumed it was only because he was imagining Mia waring the tiny panties.

“Go on—try them on for me, okay? It’s just some fun between us. What do you say?” Mia winked.

Morris stumbled mindlessly to the bathroom with the bra and panties in hand. Mia's expectant gaze urged him on, and with a deep breath, he turned away from her, seeking the minimal privacy of their shared bathroom.

Closing the door behind him with a click that sounded far too loud in the tense silence, Morris faced his reflection in the mirror.

His heart raced as he undressed, discarding his mundane boxers like old skin shed to reveal something new.

The pink panties waited for him on the edge of the sink, and he picked them up again. They were cooler now, having been away from Mia's warm grasp.

With hesitant motions that belied his growing interest, Morris stepped into them one leg at a time.

The material stretched easily to accommodate him, hugging his hips and thighs in a way that was foreign, yet not entirely unpleasant.

He adjusted himself carefully within the constraints of the soft fabric, a flush creeping up to his ears as he imagined what Mia would say when she saw him. The previously cool cotton had warmed against his half-hard dick and sack. He took a deep breath and felt the tension flooding his dick. It began to grow stubbornly, pushing out from inside the front cotton pouch.

Morris then reached for the bra, studying its clasps and straps with intense concentration.

He fumbled a bit as he fastened it behind his back, a task made more difficult by his unfamiliarity with such garments.

She can’t be serious, he thought, shaking his head and chuckling. She actually wants me to wear this stuff?

Once secure, he turned to face himself fully again in the mirror, taking in the sight before him.

The transformation was subtle but undeniable; where Morris had always seen sharp angles and flat planes, there now seemed to be a softness—an illusion of curves created by the faintest tug of cotton against his skin.

A small smile tugged at the corners of his mouth; it was strangely thrilling to see himself this way.

His moment of self-reflection was interrupted by a soft knock on the door.

"Morris? Are you okay in there?" Mia's voice was laced with concern and curiosity, sending a fresh wave of butterflies through Morris's stomach.

"Yeah," he replied after a pause that felt both too quick and not quick enough. "I'm fine."

"Can I come in?" she asked gently.

"After a second's hesitation," Morris responded with newfound resolve. "Okay."

The door opened slowly and Mia eased inside, her eyes immediately seeking out Morris's transformed figure.

What she saw stole her breath away; standing before her in shy defiance was not her timid roommate but someone entirely new; a person who embodied an unexpected grace and raw beauty that left her momentarily speechless.

"Oh my god," Mia whispered, as she approached Morris. "You're... You're beautiful."

And Morris believed her. He could see the sincerity in her eyes, and it made him suddenly realize that beauty could be many things—including him in a pink cotton thong and bra.

Mia closed the gap between them until they were inches apart, her fingers lightly tracing the edge of the bra strap over Morris's shoulder.

"How do you feel?" She breathed out softly against his neck.

Morris met her gaze in the mirror once more before turning to face her directly. In that moment—with Mia so close he could feel her warmth—he allowed himself honesty, perhaps for the first time since this escapade had begun.

"I feel... kind of nice," he admitted with a nervous chuckle, finding confidence in admission.

Mia’s gaze then lowered to Morris’s waist. "Oh my goodness, looks like someone is enjoying this transformation a little too much," Mia purred as her eyes lingered on the bulge that was very visible through the pink panties. The soft cotton fabric did nothing to hide Morris's hard-on, and Mia couldn't help but smirk.

"I… It's not what you think," Morris stammered, his cheeks flushing an even darker shade of red. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide his arousal with his hands.

"Oh, really?" Mia arched an eyebrow playfully. "It seems to me like someone's having a rather good time being dressed as a beautiful girl."

“It’s a good thing the dress I picked for you is frilly. Nobody will notice that annoying boner underneath your new dress,” she smiled.

“My… my what?” Morris said.

She led Morris back to the bedroom where he noticed a delicate white cotton dress that she had laid out on the bed.

Its fabric was soft and appeared almost liquid in the way it cascaded down from where it lay folded. Mia's eyes danced with excitement as she presented the garment to Morris, who was still coming to terms with the rush of sensations from the teasing.

Morris, his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and arousal, merely nodded.

The tension between them was palpable, a cocktail of nervous energy and curiosity. Mia stepped closer, her fingers gently brushing against his skin as she helped guide his arms through the sleeves of the dress.

As the material settled over his figure, he couldn't help but marvel at how the fabric clung to him, accentuating his body in ways he never imagined.

"Look at you," Mia breathed, her voice barely above a whisper as she circled around him like a predator eyeing its prey. "You're utterly breathtaking."

Morris caught his reflection in the mirror, taken aback by his transformation. The dress hugged his waist and fell in graceful waves over his hips, contrasting with the soft bulge outlined by the pink panties underneath.

He felt exposed yet strangely empowered under Mia's gaze.

Mia's hands roamed over Morris's clothed body, her fingertips tracing the outline that peeked from underneath the hemline of the dress. Morris shivered at her touch, feeling a surge of excitement course through him. Mia leaned in and whispered against his earlobe, "Do you have any idea how irresistible you look right now?"

Before Morris could answer, Mia's lips found his neck, leaving a trail of soft kisses that sent shivers down his spine.

Her hands deftly moved to rest on his hips, pulling him closer until there was no space left between them. Morris moaned softly at the contact, tilting his head back to grant her more access.

Mia's mouth traveled lower, kissing a line down his collarbone and across his chest through the thin fabric of the dress.

Every nerve ending seemed to come alive under her attention, each kiss igniting a fire within him that he hadn't known existed.

The room filled with the sound of their mingled breaths and quiet moans.

With each passing moment, Morris felt himself sinking deeper into this new world Mia had introduced him to; a world where he could explore an unknown side of himself without fear or shame, thanks to Mia’s guidance.

Encouraged by Mia's assertiveness and her unspoken promise of more tantalizing pleasures to come, Morris allowed himself to be led further.

Already, Morris felt that their previous roles as roommates was becoming blurry, and changing into something much more intimate and complex.

Mia finally pulled back slightly to look into Morris’s eyes; her own sparkled with a mixture of mischief and lust.

"Now," she said huskily, reaching for something on the dresser—a small black bag – let’s see how a little makeup looks on you.

“What?” Morris asked. The question interrupted the growing sexual tension, and he cocked his head.

“Hold on,” he said with a hesitant whisper. “Makeup? I don’t know…”

“Don’t worry,” Mia smiled. “You’re going to love it—I promise.”

Mia couldn't contain her excitement as she delicately began to apply makeup on Morris's soft features, his cheeks flushing a shade of pink that only accentuated his newfound femininity. He sat there, still slightly awkward but undeniably intrigued by this unfamiliar yet strangely thrilling experience.

Mia started with a light foundation, blending it flawlessly into Morris's fair skin, expertly concealing any imperfections. She then contoured his cheekbones and jawline, giving him a more defined and feminine silhouette. As she worked her magic, Morris's eyes widened in the mirror at the transformation happening before his very eyes.

"Relax," Mia purred in his ear as she dusted highlighter on his cheekbones and brow bones, "you look gorgeous."

Morris nervously chuckled, "I can't believe I'm letting you do this."

"Shh," Maia responded, placing her index finger on his lips, "just enjoy it."

She then started to work on his eyebrows, plucking and reshaping them into a sultrier arch before filling them in with dark brown pencil.

The result was nothing short of stunning. Morris could hardly recognize himself. Mia expertly applied mascara to his lashes, making his eyes pop even more than they already did, and finished off the look with a sultry smoky-eyed look that made him resemble a mystery novel cover model.

"There," Mia stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a proud grin, "A masterpiece."

She placed her hand on his hip, guiding him to the full-length mirror in their shared bedroom.

"Look at how gorgeous you look, Mona," she said, using the name she had chosen for his feminine persona. Morris's jaw dropped as he stared at his reflection.

His eyes were ringed with smoky shadow and adorned with false lashes that made them pop even more than usual. His lips shimmered in a glossy pink that matched the panties perfectly.

It was hard to believe that this elegant beauty was none other than shy old Morris.

Morris stood awkwardly in front of the full-length mirror that Mia had dragged into his room when it was still a spare storage room.

The reflection staring back at him was both alien and mesmerizing.

His slender frame, which he often wished carried more muscle, now seemed advantageous as Mia's clothes clung to him in all the right places, no different than they might with a slender, soft college girl’s body.

She had chosen a simple, white summer dress for him, that fell just above the knees.

With strategic padding in the chest and hips from the cotton dress, Morris suddenly understood the curves of femininity in a way that left his heart pounding.

Mia buzzed around him like an artist completing a masterpiece.

She applied makeup with practiced ease, transforming Morris's boyish features into those resembling a wholesome, virginal eighteen-year-old girl; something more puritanical than the wild-girl image she exuded with her own bright makeup and piercings.

She seemed to believe—and insist—that Morris was too pure to pull off such a look. Instead, she would give him a more nuanced, subtle makeup job.

Still, Mia was not about to skimp. She wanted to ensure Morris looked as feminine as possible, before looking trashy.

The mascara tickled, the lipstick felt foreign, but when Mia stepped back with a satisfied sigh, Morris glimpsed something in the mirror he'd never expected to see: beauty.

"There," Mia beamed, her eyes dancing with excitement. "You look amazing, Morgan." She had playfully devised that name for him halfway through this transformation and insisted it was only fitting for his new look.

Morris—Morgan now—tried to smile, but even that felt different, constrained by the gloss on his lips.

"So what do you think?" Mia asked as she planted her hands on her hips. Her voice carried a mix of challenge and mischief.

"I… I can’t believe this. This is so ridiculous," Morris replied truthfully, but there was another truth lurking underneath; the thrill of becoming someone else entirely.

Mia laughed, throwing her head back as her hair cascaded like bright waves around her shoulders.

Morris stood there in front of the mirror, his reflection a strange and unfamiliar sight.

The white cotton summer dress hugged his figure in ways he never imagined possible, the soft fabric clinging to his hesitant curves.

His face looked back at him, powdered and painted—Mia's deft hands had transformed his angular jaw and pronounced cheekbones into something softer, more delicate.

He blinked, as the false eyelashes cast exaggerated shadows under his eyes.

"Wow," Mia exclaimed from behind him, her hands on his shoulders giving a light squeeze. "You look...incredible."

A blush crept over Morris's cheeks, hotter against the cool touch of the foundation.

Her approval sent an unexpected warmth through him, battling the anxiety that buzzed just under his skin like a live wire.

Morris couldn’t understand why Mia was so interested in seeing him dressed as a girl. But he would not dare question her on her intentions, for fear of receiving a cold-shoulder from his new, sexy roommate.

"You don't think it's too much?" Morris asked hesitantly, trying to ignore the tightness around his chest—not from the corset Mia had laced him into, but from the fluttering panic at the thought of being dressed up as a cutesy, pretty girl.

"Babe," Mia said with a playful roll of her eyes as she circled around to face him. "Tonight is all about 'too much.'

Morris chuckled nervously, not quite convinced but unwilling to dampen Mia's enthusiasm.

After all, how many times had she assured him that college was a time for experimentation? For stepping out of comfort zones?

She laughed and continued, “The only thing that is ‘too much,’ is just how sexy you are. You look hotter than every girl in town."

Morris gave a bashful smile and said, “Not hotter than you.”

Mia grinned and rolled her eyes, again. “Well,” she said, whispering into Morris’s ear. “I guess we’re both sexy. Maybe we can both be wild, too?”

Then suddenly, Mia stood up and sauntered over to Morris with a predatory grace. With each step she took toward him, Morris felt his pulse quicken.

She stopped just inches away from him and reached out to gently tuck a stray lock of hair behind Morris's ear. "Maybe it’s time you joined one of my parties," she suggested softly.

Her touch sent a wave of warmth through his body—it was electrifying yet grounding—anchoring him to the moment. His breath caught as he met her gaze head-on.

"Yes," he breathed out before he could think better of it.

"Good," Mia said with a devilish grin before turning to leave the room. Her words lingered in the air like a promise: "You'll see just how liberating it can be to let go."
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Neon lights flashed over sweat-soaked bodies, pulsing to the rhythm of the bass-heavy music that vibrated in every guest's bones. Desire flowed freely, and inhibitions melted away in the heat of the moment.

This was just another little ‘get together’ that Mia liked to throw.

Morris was nervous as the party grew, wondering what he had become mixed up in.

Mia's eye for detail extended even to her choice of decorations: strategically placed couches, lounges, and other pieces of furniture that encouraged intimate moments between strangers or longtime lovers alike.

Morris, or rather "Mona" as Mia had christened him before the beginning of the party, felt self-conscious under the scrutiny of so many eyes. Mia had gone all out with his makeover, transforming him into a vision of feminine beauty.

His heart raced beneath the dress and makeup, as he sipped on a drink, trying to gather the courage to mingle with the sea of ​​revelers.

Mia had vanished into the throng soon after the party started, leaving Morris to his own devices.

The hours passed by in a blur of conversation and half-dancing with random partygoers who assumed he was just another hot girl looking for a good time.

He marveled at how easily people saw him as one of their own—he was both terrified and exhilarated by the attention he received and the ease with which he blended into Mia’s party—and lifestyle.

He hadn't realized how much he'd been missing out on by hiding behind his shyness and boyish demeanor until now.

It was during one such dance break that it happened: Jessica, a confident regular of Mia's parties, slinked her way over to Morris.

Her eyes were a sultry challenge, lips curved in a knowing smile that suggested she was accustomed to getting what she wanted. Mona could feel the warmth emanating from Jessica's body as she approached, her perfume mingling with the intoxicating aromas that already filled the air.

"Hey, beautiful," Jessica purred, her voice barely audible over the thumping bass. "Haven't seen you around here before. Are you new?"

Morris swallowed nervously, nodding his head slightly. He hoped his voice wouldn't betray him as he replied with a soft "Yes."

Jessica's smile widened as she leaned in closer, her breath tickling Morris’s ear. "Well then, let me give you the grand tour."

Before Morris could protest, Jessica took his hand and led him through the crowd. They brushed past couples locked in passionate embraces, people laughing and whispering secrets into each other's ears.

The air crackled with electricity—and lust.

Finally, they arrived at a Mia’s bedroom where soft cushions were strewn about on the floor, casting shadows in the flickering candlelight. The noise of the party seemed distant here, like an echo from much farther away than simply down the hall.

Jessica turned to face Morris, her hands finding their way to his hips.

"You're absolutely gorgeous," she murmured and leaned in for a kiss.

Morris hesitated at first but then melted into the kiss, the transformation emboldening him to return it with equal fervor.

He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but would not dare stop himself—not now.

The passion was new and overwhelming; he found himself responding with honesty he never knew he possessed.

As Jessica's hands explored his curves through the soft, frilly fabric of his dress, Morris felt a tension release within him; a part of his identity unfurling.

They sank down onto the cushions together, their bodies entwined as music thumped in time with their racing hearts.

Jessica's touch was sure and explorative; she seemed to delight in every shiver she coaxed from Morris’s body.

What if she discovers that I’m not another girl like she is? What if she finds out that I’m just a boy dressed as a girl? He thought, with a tremor of fear jolting through his body.

When Mia finally reappeared at the edge of their vision—a grin on her lips, fully aware of the transformation she'd instigated—she stepped inside, locking herself in the room with them.

Mia stalked over to her bed, wrenching open the bottom drawer of her dresser. Her hand trembled slightly as she gripped the black leather harness and its silicone appendage, a souvenir from a wild night out with the girls last semester.

"Mona!" Mia bellowed, her voice dripping with rage and lust. "Get your ass over here!"

Without hesitation, Morris stood, his eyes wide with fear and arousal.

His makeup was smudged from his earlier moment with Jessica, but he still managed to look irresistibly sexy in his feminine attire.

Mia's heart beat faster at the sight of Morris, who was half-hard under his little cotton dress—something that Jessica did not realize, but she had a keen eye for, having been the one to dress Morris up.

"I can explain!" Morris sputtered, working to regain his composure. "It's not what it looked like!"

Mia cut him off with a raised finger, glaring at his lipstick-stained cheeks with fiery determination.

"I think I know what’s going on here," she growled, brandishing the strap-on harness and dildo before him. "And I think know what a beautiful girl like you would want."

Trembling, Morris took a step back , his mind racing with confusion and anticipation. Mia advanced toward him, the straps of the harness dangling from her grip like the tentacles of some fierce creature ready to claim its prey.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice low and husky. It took Morris a moment to realize Mia had been talking to Jessica and not him.

Morris’s heart thrummed in his chest like a caged bird desperate for escape.

The dim light of the room, splashed with pulsating colors from the party outside, cast Jessica’s figure in an ethereal glow.

Mia, with a mischievous glint in her eyes, nodded towards Jessica who was sitting on the edge of the bed—a siren amid the cacophony of distant music and muffled laughter.

Jessica's fingers moved toward her blouse, unbuttoning it with tantalizing slowness that made Morris swallow hard. Each button seemed to reveal another secret, another layer of Jessica’s hidden world, which until now had been concealed beneath modest cotton.

Her gaze was heavy with desire as she slipped the fabric off her shoulders, revealing the delicate straps of a black lace bra that cradled her curves with a tender promise.

Mia leaned in closer to Morris, whispering in his ear, "Isn't she hot?"

Morris could only nod, words lost to him.

His disguise felt all at once constricting and liberating as he watched, entranced by Jessica’s striptease. Her hands roamed down to her skirt, artfully shimmying the tight fabric over her hips and down her thighs. The skirt fluttered to the floor like a discarded dream.

There she stood in just her lingerie—her skin bathed in an array of shifting hues. She stepped out of the pool of cloth at her feet and sauntered toward Morris with deliberate steps that echoed the pounding in his chest. Jessica stood before him, close enough that he could feel the heat emanating from her body. Reaching behind her back, she unclasped her bra with a fluid motion and let it fall away.

Morris gasped softly as Jessica’s bare breasts were unveiled; they were as if sculpted by an artist's loving hand—perfectly shaped and topped with rose-colored nipples, stiff and begging for attention.

She smiled at him—a predator secure in the knowledge that her prey was utterly ensnared.

“Like what you see?” she whispered, soft and heavy into Morris’s ear.

Morris nodded and clumsily returned, “I do.”

Then she turned her attention to Mia, giving Morris a moment’s reprieve from those intoxicating eyes.

He watched as Jessica slid one finger beneath the elastic of her matching black lace panties before peeling them down inch by torturous inch until they joined the rest of her discarded garments on the floor.

Mia's laughter was like a siren's call, impossible to ignore and dangerously alluring.

Morris, dressed in clothing that felt as foreign to his skin as the situation he found himself in, watched with a mix of trepidation and undeniable curiosity as Mia swayed hypnotically to the music pulsating from the living room.

The air was heavy with anticipation, scented with a mixture of sweat, and the faintest hint of jasmine from Mia's perfume.

Jessica, her eyes smoldering with a hunger that mirrored the bass beat vibrating through the floorboards, never took her gaze off Mia.

Mia met her stare with equal intensity, a smirk playing on her lips as she placed her hands on her hips and started to sway them slowly. The movement was mesmerizing, drawing both Morris and Jessica into the rhythm of her dance.

The dim light caught on the sequins of Mia's dress, sending little flashes of light across the walls as she began to peel away the fabric with deliberate slowness.

“Wow,” Morris muttered softly, watching. He felt the tension beneath his dress and inside his panties, as his dick grew harder by the second.

Mia lifted her arms above her head, turning in a slow circle that allowed Morris and Jessica an unobstructed view of her figure.

The dress slid down her body with ease, revealing inch by tantalizing inch of her sun-kissed skin.

With a shrug of her shoulders, the straps slipped free and the dress cascaded down to pool at her feet.

Underneath, she was adorned in nothing but delicate lace that left precious little to the imagination. The paleness of the lingerie stood out starkly against her tanned skin, making Morris feel like he was witnessing something divine and forbidden.

Jessica audibly gulped, shifting uncomfortably yet eagerly on the spot where she’d moved to the edge of the bed. Her desire was palpable in the room, filling it with an electric charge that seemed to draw them all closer together without moving.

Mia stepped out of the circle of her dress and walked over to where Morris stood rooted to the spot.

He felt his breath hitch as she reached out and traced a single finger down his cheek.

"Relax," she whispered seductively before turning toward Jessica with an effortless grace.

Morris was left in a daze, his mind reeling from the intoxicating nearness of Mia’s undressed form.

He couldn’t believe what was happening and wondered if he was dreaming.

The sight of her in such intimate attire made him acutely aware of his own contrasting appearance—the soft fabric of the dress he wore suddenly feeling more constricting than comforting.

As Mia leaned in close to whisper something into Jessica's ear—a secret meant only for them—Morris couldn't help but feel like he was teetering on the edge of something profound. Whether it was fear or desire that threatened to push him over, he wasn't quite sure.

What he did know was that tonight would change everything; Mia had already seen to that with every sway of her hips and every piece of clothing she'd let fall to the floor.

Mia's laughter danced through the room as she pulled Morris closer and whispered, “Now it’s your turn. Take off your clothes, babe. We have a surprise for you.”

Morris hesitated for a moment before complying, his movements shaky as he unzipped his dress, and slid it down his smooth legs to pool around his feet. He stood before Mia in nothing but the delicate cotton thong and bra she had convinced him would fit his newfound form perfectly.

Mia couldn't help but appreciate how the panties hugged his body, emphasizing its soft curves and hidden strength.

But there was no time for admiration; desire burned too intensely within her, igniting an urgency that demanded satisfaction.

She gestured for Morris to approach Jessica, who now lay naked and sprawled on the bed with a sultry smirk playing on her lips.

Jessica eyed Morris with an expression that was part hunger, part challenge. Morris moved to her side obediently, kneeling between Jessica's parted thighs as he glanced back at Mia with uncertainty.

Mia quickly stepped into the harness, pulling it up her legs and adjusting it until it sat snug against her hips.

She watched Morris's every move from behind as she snapped the dildo into place, feeling it become an extension of her own body. She ran her fingers along its length, shuddering slightly at the thought of what was to come.

"Lean down and taste her," Mia instructed Morris firmly. "And don't you dare stop until I tell you to."

Morris nodded meekly and bent forward, his lips finding Jessica's pussy. At once, he could taste the sweet, metallic flavor of her puffy, swollen cunt.

Jessica let out a soft moan as Morris's tongue began exploring timidly at first, then with growing confidence as Mia's presence loomed behind him.

Mia approached them both, positioning herself behind Morris while he worked diligently at pleasuring Jessica, tickling her pussy clumsily with the tip of his tongue.

Mia gripped Morris’s hips in both hands, tugged his panties to the side, and pressed the tip of the dildo against his asshole, teasingly.

She pulled back, grabbed a bottle of lube, and lathered the big, black dildo with the cool gel. She then applied a thin film to Morris’s pink hole and prominent taint glistened in the soft hues of the colored lights.

"Ready?" Mia whispered into his ear, her breath hot against his skin.

Morris paused just long enough to let out a ragged sigh that was equal parts anxiety and desire. “Are you ready to become a woman, just like Jessica and me?”

“I… um, I think so," he breathed. He couldn’t believe what Mia was doing behind him; that she intended to fuck him in his ass with the big, fake black cock.

He looked back over his shoulder, relieved that it was not terribly large; maybe five or six inches long, and not too thick, either. Mia was merciful enough to give him this benefit.

With a swift movement guided by practiced hands and pent-up need, Mia thrust the dildo forward, with the head of the dildo entering Morris’s tight, virgin asshole gently, yet assertively.

His body tensed and he felt the pain of being invaded.

“Ugh, ah…” he grunted.

“Relax, open up for me, Mona,” Mia giggled. “Be a good girl and let your pussy open up for the dick.”

Morris couldn’t believe the humiliation of being referred to as a girl, or of his asshole being relegated to the function of a ‘pussy.’ And yet, it aroused him enough that he soon relaxed into the rhythm set by Mia's thrusts.

The pleasure of being put in this position outweighed the pain.

Mia wrapped one arm around Morris's waist while the other reached forward to tangle in Jessica's hair.

The room filled with a chorus of moans and gasps as all three moved together in a dance of pleasure: Mia setting a relentless pace from behind; Morris fervently devoting himself to Jessica's pleasure; Jessica arching beneath him, lost in waves of ecstasy that crashed over her again and again.

Their union blurred lines between desire and identity until all that existed was sensation—raw and pure—as they spiraled toward release together.

Morris's heart pounded against his ribcage, the sounds of their pleasure mixing with his own erratic breathing.

The cotton of his underwear rubbed tantalizingly against his skin as Mia moved within him, and he felt himself sinking into the experience, any remaining hesitation washing away with each thrust.

“Ugh, fuck,” Morris groaned and grunted. He could feel the head of the big dildo massaging deep inside, against his “p-spot.”

Each time Mia thrust into him, he felt the oozing pre-cum as it gradually soaked his panties.

“That’s it,” Mia giggled. “Mona loves getting fucked doggystyle.”

Mia felt powerful and complete, Morris's soft yet eager responding pushing her forward, deeper.

Morris caught a glimpse of their reflection in the mirror—a tangled tableau of writhing limbs and painted faces—and something primal stirred within him.

He had been painted and dressed as a hot girl, and now, he was being treated like one, tangling amidst an ménage, intended for three women—and only women. And he felt right at home.

He knew there was no going back.

Jessica reached for Morris's hand, lacing her fingers through his as she guided his movements to match her escalating need.

With every push from Mia, Morris pressed his mouth against Jessica’s pussy, tasting it as it grew wetter and more swollen.

The girl moaned endlessly, her breasts heaving into the air as Morris did his best to eat her pussy. He didn’t know whether he was doing a decent job, but the twenty-one year old’s constant moans seemed a good indication.

Their pace quickened, the air thick with the scent of sweat, perfume and sex.

Mia leaned closer to Morris's ear once more, her breaths coming short and fast.

"Let go," she whispered fiercely. "Let it all out. Let me make you a girl—forever."

It was as if her words unlocked something in Morris—a dam bursting forth. He surrendered to the sensations overwhelming him, riding the wave that Mia had set in motion.

Jessica's back arched sharply, her grip on Morris's hand tightening to an almost painful extent as she cried out—the first of them to crest that euphoric peak.

“Cum for me, babe,” Mia said to Jessica. Her friend began to tremble and moan on Morris’s tongue as she slid into climax.

Morris had no time to relish in the fact that he had made a girl cum from eating her pussy, because Jessica’s release triggered his own; his body felt tense and tight. He felt the familiar rush of orgasm.

The dildo pumping into his butt, over and over, was enough to send him over the edge. He felt his ass clench around it as he filled his panties with cum.

“Oh, fuck!” Morris cried out.

And then it was Mia's turn. Holding onto Morris like he was the anchor in the storm she had conjured, she reached her climax with a fierce growl that seemed to vibrate through them both.

They collapsed together on the bed; the aftermath enveloping them in a warm haze. Sweat glistened on their skin; makeup smudged further as they lay entwined, panting and spent.

Slowly, they untangled themselves.

Mia slid out gently from behind Morris and discarded the harness beside the bed with a satisfied sigh.

She pulled Morris close for a deep, tender kiss that contrasted with their earlier fervor and adjusted his dress back over him. It spoke of gratitude and understanding—of boundaries stretched and horizons expanded.

Morris knew Jessica did not know he was simply a cross-dressing boy. He decided he would let Mia tell Jessica this—if she cared. For the time being, Jessica was spent and giggling softly on the bed along with he and Mia.

They lay there in silence for several moments—three souls adrift on the sea of their unspoken thoughts—until Jessica continued to chuckle softly.

"Well," she said with a grin that held both mischief and affection as she propped herself up on one elbow to look at them both, "who would've guessed how perfectly this would turn out?"

Mia laughed—a sound full of warmth and contentment—as she surveyed what they had created: Morris transformed not just in appearance but in spirit too; Jessica glowing with post-orgasmic bliss; herself feeling more alive than ever.

With evening shadows creeping into the corners of the room, the three relaxed atop the bed, with Mia and Jessica kissing one another gently and lazily while Morris watched.

His panties were soaked with cum, and his asshole still throbbing from its defloration.

Morris knew that Mia's boldness had opened a door for him. He’d had no idea what awaited him when he answered the ad she’d posted in the student union. He began to wonder whether she had done this to her previous roommates.

It didn’t bother him to think that she had; it aroused him.

And now, he had become her newest little project. He knew there was no going back. The rest of that evening, he would indulge in his new identity. The following morning, he knew he would probably be back to his normal “male” self.

But come the following weekend, he would dress up as beautiful as could be, and dive right back into the next wild experience.

He was going to let Mia take him as far as she wished.

He couldn’t wait.


TWISTED


My name is Mia, and I am a trans girl.

Growing up, I always knew I was a girl, even when others didn't understand or accept me.

But there have always been shining lights in my life, like Janice, my apartment neighbor who never judged me and always encouraged my happiness.

However, one day Janice passed away and next-thing I knew, her old apartment had a new occupant: Darrell.

From the moment he moved in, Darrell’s inconsideration drove me up a wall.

He was loud enough to hear from inside my living room, and he talked on his phone all night long.

He could not have been more the opposite of sweet, old, Janice, and I was worried about how things might go with him as my new neighbor, considering that I’d ever even met him, and I was already sick of him.

But then I learned a little about Darrell’s thoughts on the subject of trans people, like me.

I’ll get to that in a moment.

I was working at a local club on the beach as a singer, and I was surrounded by supportive coworkers and regulars from around the Ft. Lauderdale area.

I was a confident girl, and I knew that it would take more than a few guys like Darrell to change this.

Still, to have a new neighbor who was transphobic was a little hard to stomach.

It wasn't until several days after Darrell moved in that I finally caught a glimpse of the person who had replaced sweet Janice in her old apartment.

I heard some noises coming and going, but never saw or crossed paths with anyone when I left or returned home.

But then finally, it happened.

As I locked the front door of my apartment, preparing to leave for my college classes for the day, I noticed a figure trudging up the stairs.

He was tall and broad-shouldered, with defined muscles visible through his flannel shirt and jeans.

His bicep bore an intricate tattoo, adding to his rugged appearance.

His stubble was scruffy and unkempt, but his short hair was styled neatly, as if he put effort into maintaining it.

My heart raced as he neared me, his bluish-grey eyes giving me a leering look.

As a trans woman, I am always on edge when leaving my house - the world is not kind to people like me.

Without letting my fear show, I pretended to rummage through my purse while discreetly preparing my pepper spray in case of danger.

The man, who appeared to be in his early thirties, crept closer from behind and my body tensed with adrenaline.

Holding my breath, I waited for any sign of danger.

The hallway was dimly lit, the only source of light coming from the open door of the neighboring apartment. I looked up as a voice interrupted my thoughts.

"Hi," he said, leaning against the frame of his doorway.

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling self-conscious under his direct gaze.

"Um, hi," I replied shyly while stealing glances at him from the corner of my eye.

He didn't seem apologetic or concerned about staring at me.

In fact, it almost seemed like he was enjoying it.

My brow furrowed as I returned to being guarded when he asked, "Do you live here?"

"Yes," I answered, trying not to show annoyance but failing miserably.

I was certain my tone gave away my irritation, but he didn't seem to notice.

"Well then, we're neighbors," he said with a smile. "I'm Darrell, but people call me D."

"Nice to meet you," I responded without offering my hand.

His forwardness had caught me off guard and I couldn't help but feel slightly uncomfortable.

"I'm Mia," I added reluctantly.

"Are you seeing someone or do you have roommates?" he asked bluntly, cutting right to the chase.

"Um, no," I said hesitantly.

Why didn't I lie? I scolded myself silently.

Darrell nodded slightly before saying, "Same here. I work at the power company up on 75.”

"Oh, that's nice," I said politely, trying to keep the conversation from becoming too personal too quickly.

"I'm a… student… and…a waitress," I added, stretching the truth in an attempt to give much of myself away.

"Cool," Darrell said with a friendly smile that made me want to let my guard down for just a moment.

But years of experience told me not to be so naive.

"Maybe you could recommend a good place for a bite to eat sometime," he suggested casually.

"Yeah, maybe," I replied with a nervous smile.

Darrell continued to leer at me until I gave an uncomfortable laugh and said, "Well, I should probably get going to my classes."

"Right," Darrell said, finally stepping away from the doorway.

"See you later then," I said quickly, eager to escape his intense gaze.

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel conflicted about Darrell.

On one hand, his initial behavior seemed rude and lustful – exactly what I had expected.

But on the other hand, he had been relatively polite when we spoke and hadn't pushed too hard for personal information.

Maybe I shouldn't judge him so quickly, I thought to myself, knowing firsthand how hurtful presumptuous judgements can be.

Throughout the long, monotonous day of classes, I couldn't shake thoughts of Darrell from my mind.

He was undeniably attractive - with a rough and rugged appearance that seemed perfectly fitting for someone who worked hard for a living.

I usually went for more refined and sensitive men, but something about Darrell drew me in and kept me thinking about my new neighbor.

It wasn't until a few days later, during a surprise rainstorm, that our paths crossed again.

I rushed up the stairs of our building, trying to avoid getting drenched in my carefully planned outfit.

But as luck would have it, I ran into Darrell on the stairwell—his door conveniently opening just as I reached the top step.

My eyes widened at the sight of him—dressed only in tight black briefs and talking on the phone.

It may have seemed trashy for anyone else, but seeing Darrell like this ignited a fire within me.

His toned upper body and naval tattoos only added to the already overwhelming attraction.

I tried to play it cool as my eyes quickly scanned down to his underwear, taking in the massive bulge that pushed against the cotton fabric.

It was impossible not to stare.

Darrell caught sight of me and gave a quiet smile before casually closing his door.

I let out a sigh of relief that he didn't seem too interested in me either—grateful to maintain some sense of control over my own desires.

But deep down, I knew I couldn't resist the pull towards Darrell any longer.

And as much as I tried to deny it, that rainy day encounter only fueled my desire for him even more. 

For a moment, I felt relived, thinking that Darrell might actually make as good a neighbor as Janice had.

As I approached Darrell on the bench in front of his door, my previous good feelings towards him quickly dissipated. His large frame took up most of the space on the small bench, and he appeared to be sweating despite the relatively cool weather. He was scrolling through something on his phone, not even bothering to look up as I greeted him.

"Hey, Darrell," I said with a smile.

"What's up… Miley," he squinted, struggling to remember my name.

"Mia," I corrected him, trying not to let his lack of interest bother me.

"Oh, right. Sorry about that," he chuckled insincerely.

"Yeah, don't worry about it," I replied with a short laugh as I made my way towards my apartment.

"Did you catch that clown on TV last night?" Darrell asked suddenly.

I paused, confused. "What clown?"

"On the news. Some jerk-off from California talking about 'trans' this, 'trans' that," he explained with a roll of his eyes.

I felt a wave of disgust wash over me at his casual use of his transphobic tone.

"I must have missed it," I replied tersely, trying to keep my composure.

"Some guys just don't know when to shut up," Darrell continued. "Like that moron on TV. Trying to push all this trans stuff down our throats."

I clenched my fists, barely able to contain my anger at his hateful attitude.

But instead of lashing out, I took a deep breath and replied calmly, "Well, maybe he’s just trying to convey that everyone deserves respect."

Darrell snorted. "Yeah, yeah. Live and let live," he said mockingly.

Then he smirked and added, "But seriously though, a guy wearing a dress doesn't make a girl. That's just a fact."

My heart raced and my anxiety skyrocketed as his words hit too close to home.

But before I could respond, Darrell took it a step further.

"And let's be real, it's not fair for these guys pretending to be girls to compete against actual girls—like you."

I was stunned into silence, unable to believe that someone I had once considered a friendly neighbor could hold such ignorant and hateful views.

But then, a glimmer of hope crossed my mind.

He doesn't even know I'm trans.

A sly smile spread across my face as I thought about how I could use this to my advantage.

To my surprise, Darrell seemed to believe I was a typical, hot cis girl—and even admitted as much.

A surge of anger and vindictiveness rose in me.

Don't get mad, get even.

The phrase echoed in my mind as I tried to come up with a plan.

And then it hit me. His weakness: his attraction towards me, the beautiful girl next door.

"Well, I've never had to worry about competing with 'men dressing as girls,' but thanks for your concern," I retorted sarcastically, throwing his words back at him.

He chuckled.

"Of course, not. You're really hot." Then he added with a smirk, "But what about those butterfaced girls?"

I furrowed my brows in confusion. "Butterfaced?"

"Yeah, you know. A girl with a hot body but an ugly face," he explained with a laugh.

"The kind of girl who has such a banging body, yet such an ugly face, that you just want to put a paper bag over her head and fuck her," he laughed.

My stomach churned at his crude words and disrespectful attitude towards seemingly every woman under the sun.

In that moment, any shred of sympathy or positive feelings towards Darrell vanished completely.

With a fake grin plastered on my face, I quickly made my escape into the safety of my apartment.

Taking a deep breath, I couldn't decide whether to burst into maniacal laughter or break down in tears.

My neighbor is a total tool. He only finds me attractive because he doesn't know who I truly am, I thought, seething with anger.

I knew it was risky, but I couldn't let his ignorant comments go unchallenged.

But as the evening wore on, I pushed him out of my mind... until I spotted Darrell outside again as I was leaving to grab dinner.

"Hey there," he called out to me.

"Hi," I responded coldly, keeping my distance.

"I hope I didn't scare you earlier. Politics isn't really my thing," he apologized sheepishly.

"It's fine. I don't care," I lied through gritted teeth.

Despite his half-hearted apology, the fact that he tried showed there might be some decency buried within him.

"So, you'll have to show me all the best spots for drinks around here," Darrell said with a wink.

"You're not from around here?" I raised an eyebrow in surprise.

"I'm from Seattle," he clarified.

"How did you end up all the way down here?" I chuckled, though inside I was more annoyed than anything else.

"Needed a change of scenery. Too many damn liberals back home," he complained bitterly.

"Well, at least you're used to the rain," I quipped, trying to steer away from any political discussion.

"Yeah," Darrell laughed. "Hate dry weather, so this move was a no-brainer."

"Tell me about it. Went to a convention in Wyoming once and it was torture. Can't imagine living in that cold, dry place," I shuddered at the memory.

Darrell nodded in agreement and for a moment, we laughed together like friends.

It was strange, but I couldn't lose sight of my mission: to open Darrell's narrow-minded eyes to the world around him.

And despite my initial annoyance, I couldn't deny that I found him undeniably attractive.

So perhaps I had a few tricks up my sleeve to change his perspective.

A mixture of determination and vulnerability swirled inside me, creating an unsettling sensation.

"Well, you know..." I hesitated before speaking.

My heart thumped loudly in my chest as I struggled to regain control of my breathing.

Against my better judgement, I felt compelled to share what was on my mind.

"I was actually heading out for some food. Care to join me?" I asked Darrell boldly.

A sly grin spread across his face as he replied, "Oh? Well then hell yeah, let's go."

He quickly gathered his things and we made our way downstairs, where he insisted that we take his truck, instead of my small car.

It was probably the least surprising thing about Darrell, that he drove a big pickup truck.

As we rode in his truck, the rumble of the diesel engine filled the air—as did the black exhaust.

I directed him towards a good spot in old Lauderdale for us to eat.

I wasn’t exactly versed in any of the roadhouses or the sort of places where he might’ve felt more comfortable, but this place was not a ‘liberal’ outpost, either.

Surprisingly, hanging out with Darrell wasn't as nerve-wracking or stomach-churning as I had feared.

Of course, I couldn't shake off the fear that he would discover I was a trans woman. But the more we talked, the more I realized he might not be as close-minded as I had worried.

Still, I wanted to prove a point to him.

It was clear that he didn't view trans women as real women. So why not have a little fun with this attractive guy next door?

"So, your boyfriend is okay with us getting food together?" Darrell asked.

It was the same painful attempt most guys made to be smooth, but I could see right through it.

Still, I played along with a smile on my face.

"Boyfriend? I don't have one," I replied, and took a sip of my drink through a small, green bendy straw.

"Really? How does someone like you not have a boyfriend?" Darrell prodded.

"Well, do you have a girlfriend?” I asked.

“No,” Darrell said, shaking his head.

“Ok, well by that same logic, I could ask you the same question; how does a guy like you not have a girlfriend on your arm?” I smiled.

Darrell gave me a quizzical look and asked, "Why's do you say that?"

With a playful smile, I responded, "Because you're hot."

He chuckled, “Oh yeah? Well, thanks.” His smile was genuine and pleased.

I hated how infectious his smile was. I was supposed to hate the guy, but there was something about him that made him easy to like.

He then shrugged.

"No girlfriend. My last serious relationship ended about a year ago," he revealed. "She had a daughter and everything. She was a sweet little girl, too."

"Wow, she had a child? It's admirable that you stepped up to help raise her," I said.

He tipped his head modestly and replied, "Someone had to. Her deadbeat dad walked out on them when she was born. She was only three when I came into the picture."

The gears in my head started turning as I prodded further, "So how would you feel if she told you that she wanted to be a man—or if your girlfriend had had a little boy who wanted to grow up and become a woman? If they felt like they suddenly identified as transgender?"

Darrell's face went blank as he processed my question. "What?" he asked incredulously.

Taking a deep breath, I continued, "Well, earlier you were talking about transgender people. I'm just curious to know what you would say to this little girl or boy—someone who you care for deeply—If they confessed in you about wanting to ‘transition.’"

Adrenaline coursed through my body as I spoke.

I wasn't entirely sure why I was bringing this up; it seemed counterproductive to my plan of trying to befriend Darrell without revealing my true identity.

But something inside of me couldn't resist the urge to trap Darrell in an argument using someone close to him as an example.

Darrell grinned at me. “Well, I guess it makes sense that you’d be emotional about it, being a girl and all.”

I rolled my eyes and decided that I couldn’t dignify his remark with a reply.

“Those are all hypotheticals, okay? My ex’s kid isn’t going to end up like that. Trust me, I know,” he said, proud of himself.

“Well, of course, the odds are that they won’t—but what if they do?” I pressed.

Darrell seemed increasingly annoyed at my pushing the issue. But he offered nothing else but to say, “Okay, so I don’t know. You got me.” He took a few sips of his drink and smacked his lips.

“That’s all I wanted to hear,” I said with a teasing grin.

“You know, it’s a good thing you’re so beautiful, or I’d probably give you a lot more grief over this stuff,” he chuckled.

“I could say the same to you,” I said with a smooth smirk that evoked a chuckle from Darrell.

Darrell chuckled at this.

As the sun began to set and the beach grew colder and windier, we decided to head back to Darrell's truck and then home.

I had no idea what I was going to do once we got back to our apartments.

All the while, my heart raced with excitement because deep down, I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

When we arrived back at the apartments and made our way upstairs, Darrell turned to me and asked, "Want to see my place?"

Without hesitation, I responded, "Why don't you come see mine instead?" It was a security precaution; for all I knew, Darrell was a serial killer or something.

Thankfully, Darrell agreed and followed me inside.

As soon as he stepped into my living room, he marveled, "Wow, nice place."

"It's just like yours, isn’t it?" I asked.

Darrell shook his head. "No way. Your place is so much better. You've actually got lights and... decorations.”

“So, you’re proving to be a typical guy, huh—living in a cave over there or something?” I said with a laugh.

Darrell shrugged and smiled as he took a seat on my sofa. He leaned back with a contented sigh. “Well, my apartment doesn’t have a woman’s touch like yours does—that’s for sure.”

I offered a drink, hoping to keep this smooth conversation going, and keep any awkward tension between us to a minimum.

Darrell's eyes darted over the beers I brought over, before muttering his disapproval.

“I’ve never been into this fancy stuff,” he said, grabbing a bottle.

I could feel my frustration rising at his stubbornness.

Of course you don’t like micro brewed beers—why would you be open to anything new? I thought, sarcasm lacing my indignation.

"Just give it a chance," I urged, hoping he would open up to something new.

To my surprise, he took a hesitant sip and his face lit up in delight.

"See, not all fancy stuff is bad," I teased, grateful that our differing tastes hadn't ruined our budding friendship.

"You already know me so well, huh?" Darrell chuckled, breaking into a genuine smile that kind of melted my heart, as much as I hated to admit it.

We collapsed onto the sofa, drinks in hand.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly, each minute bringing us closer together.

As we got lost in each other's company, I noticed Darrell's guarded demeanor slowly fading away.

His lingering glances held more tenderness and less aggression.

In that moment, I knew he felt something special too.

Despite our conflicting personalities, I felt that maybe, just maybe, I could find something in common with a guy like Darrell.

A deep attraction had formed between us, and even though I had a plan in mind to make Darrell see the absurdity of his transphobia, my feelings were beginning to get in the way of this.

Still, I knew that Darrell probably thought he was about to get lucky with me. And he was about to discover just how lucky—and unlucky—he would get; because, as I mentioned, I’m sometimes not a very ‘good girl.’

Sometimes I like to be naughty.

My eyes wandered down to Darrell's lap, a magnetic pull drawing me closer.

I licked my lips in anticipation and it was clear that he noticed.

A sly smirk spread across his face. "You're quite bold," he chuckled.

I leaned in closer, playing with fire.

"I know what I want," I replied confidently.

My gaze lingered on his lap and I couldn't resist teasing him further.

"Do you have something for me?"

Darrell's grin grew wider as he indulged in my little game.

"I might have something with your name on it," he said suggestively.

A flirtatious giggle escaped my lips as I eagerly nodded. “Why don’t you show me, instead of getting a big head over it.”

With a slow lick of his lips, Darrell unzipped his jeans and revealed his boxer briefs underneath.

“I can’t help getting a big head when it’s big to begin with,” he said with a guilty grin.

My heart raced as I saw the impressive bulge outlined in the fabric.

"Oh, I like what I see," I purred with desire.

Darrell's confidence only heightened as he lifted his hips and tugged on his boxers, nearly exposing himself to me. I could see just a hint of the base of his dick.

But the sight of his huge bulge left my breath hitched in my throat.

I did my best to act indifferent, but this was excited—and terrified—by the sight of his bulge; by the impression that he was hung.

"You don't seem nervous at all," I said to him, my eyes burning with lust.

He shrugged nonchalantly. "Why should I be? I'm proud of what I've got."

His words only fueled my desire.

"Then let's make the most of it," I whispered seductively, ready to give trick Darrell, and have some good, dirty fun for myself.

I was ready to give him a neighborhood welcome that he would never forget.

I couldn't believe how smoothly everything was falling into place.

My heart raced with excitement and fear as I sat next to Darrell, my secret longing for him becoming a reality.

But with every passing second, the weight of my deception grew heavier.

What would happen when he found out I was a trans woman?

Would he still find me attractive or reject me like so many others before?

My stomach churned with anxiety, but I pushed it aside, determined to make the most of this forbidden encounter.

I knew I was playing with fire, but the temptation was too great to resist.

As I ran my hand over his muscular thigh, my curiosity grew.

I wanted to see his dick, to know what this hunk had hidden beneath his boxer briefs.

And when I finally felt its firmness in my grasp, a mixture of awe and desire rushed through me.

He was thicker than any man I had been with before, and in that moment, all doubts and fears faded away.

All that mattered was the pleasure that awaited.

With trembling hands, I yanked down his briefs and his ridiculously thick cock sprung free.

My heart raced as I took in the sight of it: long, thick, and pulsating with desire. The goal was to make Darrell sorry for shitting on trans women, but by the end of the night, I knew I might very well be the one hurting—literally.

As I moved to take him in my mouth, Darrell let out a deep laugh.

“Looks like you're impressed,” he chuckled.

“You have no idea,” I smiled, my voice barely above a whisper.

With a surge of determination, I engulfed him with my mouth and began to move up and down, feeling his body tense beneath me.

Yet despite the pleasure coursing through me, one thought remained at the forefront of my mind.

"I'm in control," I panted between movements. "We do what I say."

Darrell's response was lost in a groan as I continued to suck him.

But it wasn't until he reached back and gripped my hips that I fully realized the power I held over him.

Our desires clashed, and he easily surrendered to my command.

And as I sucked his dick, a sense of exhilaration washed over me knowing that his pleasure was solely dependent on me—the trans-girl-in-secret.

Without hesitation, I enveloped his throbbing cock between my lips and sucked with fervor.

Darrell's head fell back in ecstasy, his words reduced to unintelligible moans.

I savored the weight of his large shaft filling my mouth, stretching my lips to their limit.

After a few strokes, I couldn't resist taking his balls into my mouth, rolling them around with my tongue.

But I didn't stop there.

With one hand firmly gripping his dick, I reached down and halted his wandering hands from exploring my body further.

"Not tonight," I reminded him. "We're doing things my way."

Darrell obliged without question, too eager to have me working my magic on his hard cock.

And as much as I enjoyed the thought of letting him take me in my ass, it sent a surge of adrenaline and terror through my body.

I was desperate for it, though, even despite the fear of just how massive he was.

And yet, still, I pulled off his dick and blurted out the request that had been gnawing at me: "Do you like anal?"

Darrell's eyes widened in disbelief before breaking into a wide grin. He eagerly spanked my ass again and chuckled excitedly.

I'm in control, I asserted confidently.

As the dim lights cast a seductive glow in my apartment, I couldn't help but feel nervous and excited.

Darrell's presence filled the room with an intense energy, making me forget all about my hesitation.

Standing before him, I slowly peeled off my skirt, revealing only my thong and t-shirt.

His eyes traveled down my body hungrily, and I could feel his desire building.

As I danced towards him, he sat back on the sofa with a lustful look in his eyes.

Pressing myself against him, I felt his hard shaft against my backside. I let him tease me with it until he couldn't hold back any longer.

"Damn, babe...your ass is amazing," he groaned as he grabbed onto my cheeks.

With a bottle of lube in hand, I prepared myself for what was to come.

Fingering myself momentarily, I then coated his throbbing member with the slick substance.

Giving him a hand job to further prepare him, I knew he was just as eager as I was for what came next.

Slowly lowering myself onto his large dick, I couldn't help but wince at the initial stretch. Fuck, it hurt to get split open around such a massive cock.

But I was determined.

I pushed through the discomfort and let gravity do its work.

Bit by bit, Darrell entered me until he was completely inside and moving rhythmically.

As we both moaned in pleasure, I tried to focus on keeping myself relaxed.

The fear of Darrell reaching down and discovering that I had no pussy, but a dick and balls, made me tense up, but I refused to let it stop me.

This was something I wanted; something I needed. And I simply let Darrell know that no disobedience would be tolerated. He would only touch me as I allowed him.

Being a typical, horny guy, I knew he would follow any rules I gave him. This thought brought a smile to my lips.

I fell deeper down on his cock and he moaned.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “Holy shit… you’ve got to be kidding me. You’re so fucking tight.”

I smiled, though I winced from the pain and huffed with breath as adrenaline wracked my body.

“Ugh, fuck,” I exhaled softly as his fat dick continued to stretch me.

I couldn’t believe I had his dick inside me. Little did he know, he had his dick inside a trans girl’s ass!

And as we moved together in perfect harmony, our bodies entwined in passion and ecstasy, all thoughts disappeared except for one: don't stop.

Keep going. Don’t ever stop.

Darrell was a good boy, keeping his hands from exploring between my legs. So, I sank a bit deeper down on his dick, letting him feel nearly all of his shaft push up into my warm, gushy butt.

The pain and pleasure mingled together as his thick dick stretched me to the brink.

Darrell started to pump into me and each thrust sent a wave of ecstasy through my body, filling me with an intense desire. The pain was rivaled only by the pleasure.

I moved slowly, savoring every moment of this intimate dance between us, feeling like a seductive performer in a burlesque show.

Darrell took more and more control, and my body responded eagerly, craving more of his dominant touch, even though I knew it was breaking the rules I had given him.

As he ravished me, I couldn't resist but to reach down and discretely grab my dick. It was rock hard and ready to cum everywhere.

Lost in a haze of pleasure, I stroked myself as Darrell's massive size stretched and filled me.

The sensation was intoxicating and my moans grew louder, mirroring his own deep grunts.

"You think I’m hot? Sexy?" I couldn't resist teasing him, my voice thick with desire.

"You're the hottest woman I've ever been with," he groaned back, his rhythm becoming more frantic as we neared our climax.

"Is it the way my backdoor pussy feels?" I joked, feeling bold and brazen under the influence of lust.

"I fucking love this pussy," he cried out. "It's going to make me explode."

"You want to release deep inside a beautiful girl like me?" I taunted, my breath coming faster as my own orgasm approached.

"Babe, I don't know if I can hold on much longer," he sighed.

"Just a little longer," I urged, desperately jerking my dick. "I'm so close," I moaned.

And then it hit me like a tidal wave, my legs shaking and trembling as I came hard.

My panties grew wet and sticky as Darrell's thick cock continued to pound into my tight butt, pushing me over the edge.

"Oh god!" I cried out, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure coursing through my body.

"I can't hold back anymore," Darrell growled. "I'm gonna’ cum."

"Fill me up," I pleaded, lost in a euphoric tailspin.

And with one final thrust, he obliged, filling me with his hot cum.

As we lay entangled in each other's limbs, the air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

The intensity of Darrell's orgasm reverberated through my body, igniting a fire within me.

I felt his warm load flood my ass. He’d mounted me and bred me, slamming balls-deep into my butt and injecting me with every last sperm swimming in his big balls.

Our heavy breathing filled the room, breaking the silence that had enveloped us.

Darrell's moans of pleasure were like music to my ears.

We stayed intertwined for a few more moments, basking in the afterglow.

But eventually, I peeled myself off of him and felt warm, gooey load slip out of my throbbing, used ass.

He chuckled and shook his head, and I couldn't help but admire the glisten of sweat on his body under the dim lighting.

As I pulled my clothes back on to hide my true anatomy, I could feel the stickiness and wetness between my legs.

My panties were stained with both our cumshots.

Darrell wrapped his arm around me and smiled. "That was amazing," he said.

Guilt and satisfaction battled inside me as I snuggled against him.

If only he knew the truth about me, I thought to myself, wondering how he would react if he found out I was a trans girl.

"Did you enjoy yourself?" I asked him, trying to push away my worries.

"Hell yeah," Darrell replied. "You drained my balls."

"And you think I'm beautiful?" I questioned, searching for any signs of disgust or rejection in his expression.

Darrell nodded without hesitation.

“I like you, Darrell,” I said to him. “But I can’t get past something,” I admitted.

Darrell cocked his brow.

“I just think it’s a shame you don’t think trans people should be able to live their lives, the same as anybody else,” I said.

“What?” Darrell squinted. “When did I say that?”

“Earlier, remember? You said you thought trans women were still just a ‘guy in women’s clothing.’”

“Well, yeah,” he said with a chuckle. “Don’t you?”

“No way,” I said. “I think they are women—same as any other woman.”

“You like to get into heavy discussions after sex, huh?” he laughed.

I paid this no attention. “Let’s say you flirted with a really sexy girl but then you found out she was trans; are you saying you’d end things right then and there?”

Darrell hesitated. “Well, I’d be able to tell. But, yeah.”

“Oh really?” I said with a smile.

Darrell nodded affirmatively.

We relaxed on the sofa, and though I was tired—I think we both were—we were both plenty horny enough to fuck a few more times. After letting Darrell pound my ass the first time, it wasn’t so painful letting him fuck it a few more times.

The third time we had sex, I actually rode him cowgirl, facing him. I felt terrified to do it, but perhaps a little cocky, too. I was being risky, but I liked it. I even came in my panties when his big dick jackhammered me.

Sure, the plan had been to tell Darrell that I was trans. But I couldn’t find the courage to do it just yet.

Still, I knew I was bringing him around. He had no idea he’d just fucked a trans girl over and over. But maybe deep-down, he’d already figured it out, even if only subconsciously.

I knew that soon enough; I would confess everything to him.

But for the time being, I was having my fun. I hadn’t expected Darrell to have such a big, fat, beautiful cock, after all; a cock that seemed to make me cum every time it pounded my ass.

So, sure, it was a little selfish.

But it’s like I said; I’m not a good girl!

[image: ]


Want more transgender/feminization short stories?

Femboy Secret

Femboy Cheerleader

Femboy Trap

Do It for Me

Full Package

Transfix

Trap

In the Wrong Hands

InstaSissy

Come Closer

Too Good

Everybody’s Watching

The Intern

Teaching the Bully

Big Mistake

Her Big Secret

Happy Wife

Just a Peek

Party Trick

Big Package

Hard Bet

Head Games

Catcall

New Cheerleader

Peephole

Vacation

Eyeful

Fun and Games

College Girl

Her Doll

MILF’s Sissy

Backdoor Sissy

Sissy Sub

All Woman

Sissy Caught

Hooked

Dirty Trick

Tough Love

Take It Off

Roommate Revenge

The Secretary

Dare You

Sissy Caught

Sissy Secret

Begging for It

Girl Crush

Her Little Secret

Cabin Fever

The Catch (5 Part Series)

Bad Girl

Big Surprise

Role Play

Easy Money

Big Money

Birthday Girl

Big Bully

Bussy

Hard Boss

Hard Sell

Secret Girl

House Sitter

Mystery Girl

The Real Deal

Stiffed

Hot Date

T-Girl

Pretty

House Cleaner

Party Girl

Roommate

Sticky Situation

Besties

All the Way

Big Tip

Turned Femme

Hitchhiker

Trapped

College Break

Happy Camper

Dirty Girl

Girl Party

Getting Off

Boss’s Orders

Special Delivery

Strip Tease

Loser Wears Panties

Pretty Please

Sorority Next Door

Go With It

Sneaky Sitter

Wet Dream

Tricked

Player

Sore Loser

Actress

Hot Stuff

Caught by the Sorority

Class Project

Taking a Ride

Sneaking In

Photo Shoot

Her Orders

Hard Lesson

Bully

Locked Out

The Interview

Caught by Cheerleaders

The Vacation

Panty Thief

Get Physical

Unexpected

Easy Money

What He Deserves

Team Player

Deep Ache

Holiday Trap


FEMBOY SECRET


I had known my buddy Joseph for a few years before we ended up rooming together in college. In many ways, he really was my best friend.

We met during freshman year of high school, and there wasn't a single day that went by where I didn’t speak to him in the hallways, or hang out with him at my parents’ house and play video games together in the afternoons. We played on the high school football team together and even dated some of the same girls.

Yet, during those six years of knowing him, I had never, not once, been invited over to his house.

I always found it a bit strange. I’d met his parents a few times at pizza parties after football games, so it wasn’t as though he was hiding them from me—or vice versa. I’d even met his brother, Cameron, once or twice.

I never knew why he had never let me come over to his house, but I didn’t press the issue, either.

It wasn’t until our junior year together in college, when Joseph seemed to have little choice, and I was invited over to his house to feed his dogs while everybody was gone.

His family was going on a cruise together; he and his parents, along with his brother Cameron and his sister Lacey.

For the longest time, I had been led to believe that this was his entire family.

But soon, I learned that Joseph had been keeping a very big secret from everybody, including me, his own best friend.

Joseph didn’t want to ask me to feed his dogs while his family was away, but his parents insisted on him asking me, instead of paying a dog sitter. I knew he didn’t want to ask me, because many times during the conversation he had offered me the chance to decline.

And typically, I might have done so. But I was too curious to see Joseph’s house and see what he had been hiding from me, so I agreed to do it.

It was the week of spring break, so both Joseph and I were back in our hometown for the next several days. I lived only a few blocks from Joseph, so I had seen his house—from the outside—on many occasions.

But I had never been invited inside; not until the morning his family was leaving for their cruise, when he asked me to come over so he could show me what I needed to do for his dogs while he and his family would be for the week.

When I was over at his house, his parents, brother and sister were scrambling and rushing around, bringing backs out to the car and hurriedly talking to one another.

Amidst the chaos, Joseph showed me around the house and introduced me to his dogs. I’d seen his dogs a few times, already, whenever he walked them through the neighborhood.

But then, as we went to the kitchen, I saw something I was not expecting at all.

We went down to the kitchen so that Joseph could give me a sheet of paper with information his mom had scrawled upon it; contact info, the garage alarm code, etc.

When we entered the kitchen, I swore I saw a girl turning the corner and leaving through the other side. I could only see her backside; she was slender, wearing what looked like a skirt and a tight top—maybe like the top of a leotard or something. She had long, beautiful blonde hair. She turned over her shoulder and I caught a smile and a set of big, blue eyes before she disappeared.

I knew it wasn’t Joseph’s sister, Lacey. I’d met her several times, before. This girl was taller, and more attractive, by far. She was like a super model, really.

“Um, who was that?” I said to him, nodding towards the other exit to the kitchen.

“What? Um, nobody,” Joseph said, seemingly flustered.

“Dude, I just saw some hot chick over there. Are you hiding a girlfriend from your parents or something?” I laughed.

Joseph sighed. I could tell he was annoyed with me. I didn’t have the slightest clue as to why, though.

“Okay, look,” he said. “There’s something I never told you but… I have another sister, okay? Her name is Leslie,” he continued.

“What?” I said, shocked.

I felt like my jaw was going to hit the kitchen floor. I couldn’t believe it.

“How could you never tell me you have a second sister? I had no idea,” I said, slightly hurt by this. After all, I thought Joseph was my best friend, but apparently I wasn’t worthy of meeting his sister.

Joseph rolled his eyes and exhaled long and loud. I didn’t understand what his problem was in telling me about his sister, but he seemed as though he really did not want to discuss it.

“She’s just… um… I don’t know, kind of a bitch, okay?” Joseph said.

“What?” I laughed. “I don’t even care. She’s hot. How old is she?”

“Bro,” Joseph snapped. “Don’t fucking say that, okay? Don’t fucking call my little sister hot. I don’t need you ogling her or trying to get with her or anything, okay?”

“Fine,” I said. “But seriously, how old is she?”

“She’s eighteen,” he said, handing me the paper his mom had jotted up for me. He stopped short of actually giving me the paper and looked me dead in the eyes.

“You need to promise me that you’re not going to hit on my sister while I’m gone. Don’t even talk to her, okay?” Joseph said.

“What’s the big deal? I can’t even talk to her? Is she being kept in the basement, held hostage or what?” I chuckled.

“I don’t want to talk about it, alright? Just do me this favor and, if for some reason you see her this week, don’t worry about her; just feed the dogs and go,” he said.

“I don’t understand; why doesn’t she do all that? Why do you even need me to do any of this?” I asked him.

“Because she’s supposed to be spending the week at her friend’s house,” he said. “She’s going over to Olivia’s house tonight or tomorrow or something, so she won’t even be here—so don’t worry about it.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I don’t see what the big deal is, but fine, I won’t hit on your sister,” I laughed.

“Thanks,” Joseph said.

“Uh, you’re not welcome. Fuck you for not even telling me you had another sister, bro; I thought we were best friends,” I said.

“It’s a long story, okay?” Joseph said. “I’ll tell you about it when I get back to town.”

I shook my head and couldn’t help but roll my eyes again. I planned to honor my buddy’s wishes, and I figured it would, be easy enough since I wasn’t expecting to see Leslie that week. Now, once Joseph came back I would have plenty of questions. I definitely had to get another look at his sister a second time.

I’d always thought his other sister, Lacey, was cute, but she never did much for me. She was more like a friend, anyway, especially since she spent so much time together with Joseph and me.

But Leslie was fucking hot; what I saw of her, anyway.

When I showed up that night to check on Joseph’s dogs, I was still thinking about her.

I went inside the house and the kitchen and made dinner for his dogs, which were lazily lounging in their dog beds and not the slightest bit excited to see me—fair enough.

The house seemed to be empty. The lights had been off, and the daylight was gone, so it was quite dim in the kitchen, save for a porch light outside that lit the space well enough to see what I was doing.

When I finished taking care of his dogs, I grabbed my car keys and was just shoving them in the pocket of my jeans when I saw her; Joseph’s sister, Leslie.

She was coming down the stairs and when she saw me, she looked at me nice and long. “Hey,” she said with a very warm and welcoming smile.

Remember what I’d said to Joseph, I gave a quiet, quick nod and smile and turned away.

“I’m Joseph’s sister, Les,” she said to me.

“Oh, um, right,” I said with a nod and cleared my throat. “I’m Marcus.”

“I know,” she said with a laugh. “I know who you are, but I know Joseph doesn’t like to tell his friends about me, so I doubt you know who I am.”

“He told me about you earlier,” I explained.

“Oh, that’s good. It only took him, like, five or six years of knowing you, huh?” she giggled.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I don’t know why. It’s not like you bite,” I laughed.

“Well,” she smiled. “Maybe I do.”

She licked her lips long and slow. Even in the dim lighting, it seemed like her blue eyes glowed. She was wearing a white top that showed her midriff, along with a dangerously short, black skirt and sheer white stockings. She had a few necklaces and bracelets, and even had a pierced nose. Her blonde hair fell over her chest, which seemed flatter than I’d expected.

Even without much to look at in the boob department, she was so fucking hot that it was hard to not trip over myself when she looked at me; especially when she smiled and licked her lips.

I could only conjure up an awkward and nervous laugh.

I wanted to flirt back with her, but I was trying to be a good friend to Joseph. I didn’t know why he wanted me to stay away from his sister, but I knew I had to obey him.

I swallowed, looking at her. I wondered if she knew how attractive I found her; it had to be obvious.

I rubbed the back of my neck and said, “So, um, Joseph said you were going to your friend’s house or something?”

Leslie shrugged and said, “I might. It depends.”

“Oh?” I asked.

She nodded. “Maybe it would be more interesting to stay here this week—have the house to myself and do whatever I like.”

I took a deep breath. “What do you like to do?” I asked, unable to help myself.

“Well,” she said, tonguing the inside of her cheek. “I like to do all sorts of things. Do you want to come up to my room, and I can show you some of the things I like to do?”

I couldn’t believe my best friend’s smoking-hot sister was inviting me up to her bedroom. Despite her ‘fuck me’ eyes, I figured she had to be oblivious to how she was coming across. For all I knew, Leslie wasn’t flirting with me at all, and innocently trying to make small talk.

“Sure,” I said. My heart pounded as I followed her up the stairs in the dark house.

With every step I took, I felt like I was betraying my buddy. But, I thought about how—technically—Leslie had spoken to me, first. And, if she was flirting with me, then she had also made the first move. I had stayed true to my word with Joseph in that I didn’t approach his sister or make any moves on her first—I hadn’t initiated anything.

And yet there I was, ascending the stairway, looking right at her perky, cute ass in her tiny skirt.

Fuck, I was growing rock-hard in my jeans. The lighting was dim, but I could faintly see the bottoms of her butt-cheeks under the hem of her tiny skirt. I could see the rounded bulge of her white thong between her thighs, too. It was so full and plump. I wondered if she had one of those juicy, fat pussies.

We got upstairs, rounded the corner and walked all the way to the door at the end of the hallway. The door had a few stickers and psychedelic posters on it.

“Come on,” she said with a smile over her shoulder. She pushed the door open and I stepped inside.

At once, I was hit with the change in environment. It felt like I’d entered into another dimension, really. While Joseph’s bedroom was typical and boring, decorated sparsely with a few sailing pictures, a TV and a few video game consoles, Leslie had created an entire world for herself.

The room was filled with pink light, and there were a few palm plants in the corners of the room; real or fake, I wasn’t sure. She had a desk with a laptop on it, half-closed, and playing lo-fi musc. And her bed was a queen mattress on the hardwood floor that was surprisingly tidy. She had posters and art all throughout the room, and the scent of incense filled the air.

“Nice room,” I said, unable to find the words to fully express how I felt.

“Thanks,” she said. She walked over and sat on a loveseat against the wall and crossed her legs, eyeing me. “Come here,” she said to me.

I said nothing. I simply obeyed her, and walked over to her.

“Good boy,” she giggled.

It felt a little insulting to be called a ‘good boy’ by a girl who was eighteen, when I was twenty-two. But I let it slide, since she was the most gorgeous girl I had ever seen.

“Do you have somewhere to be, or are you going to sit down?” she asked me.

I shrugged and took a deep breath.

“Sure,” I said.

I sat down and I could smell her perfume or body lotion; toasted vanilla. The scent made me want to kiss all over her body. It was doing things to me that I didn’t understand; things that I knew were so wrong.

She’s Joe’s sister. I can’t be in here right now, I thought to myself. He’s going to kill me.

Just as quickly, I reassured myself. I’m not doing anything. I’m just hanging out. I bet she isn’t even attracted to me, and she’s simply being a good host or something.

Suddenly, I felt her hand on my thigh.

I straightened up and looked over as Leslie, giving a nervous chuckle.

“I hope this is ok, I’m feeling a bit lonely without my family here,” she said to me.

“Well, you could always go to Olivia’s house, like Joseph said you would do,” I said to her. Of course, this was the last thing I wanted her to do. There was no getting around it, any longer. Leslie was definitely flirting with me.

“Why do that, when you’re here?” she smiled and then it faded. “Unless you don’t want me to touch you?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t mind it at all.”

Come on… I need to get more assertive. She wants me, and I want her. She’s so fucking hot. When am I going to get another chance like this? I thought.

I set my hand down on Leslie’s. She looked up at me and smiled bashfully. Her tongue slid over her lips, slow and sensual, and all I could think about was seeing those same lips wrapped around my dick.

“I’m going to kick Joe’s ass for never telling me he had another sister,” I chuckled.

“You should,” she said. “He can be a real jerk to me, you know.”

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded. “He doesn’t like to tell people about me. He’s ashamed of me,” she said.

“Ashamed?” I said, incredulous. “Why on earth would he be ashamed? I think he doesn’t tell guys about you because he’s threatened by how hot you are; he doesn’t want all his buddies hitting on you. He means well,” I explained.

“Oh yeah?” Leslie smiled. “So, you think I’m hot, then?”

I squirmed and laughed nervously. “Yeah. Yeah I do,” I said. The cat was out of the bag. It’s not like I was hiding it very well, anyway.

Suddenly, I felt Leslie’s hand slide to the inside of my thigh. And then, it went right for my bulge.

I felt her hand on my hard dick and I moaned softly.

Leslie giggled and bit her lip. “Big boy?” she said.

“Maybe,” I said. I was lucky enough to have a seven-inch dick with a decent amount of girth. It wasn’t the biggest dick in the world, but the few girls who had seen it seemed to think it was intimidating enough.

I continued, somehow thinking up a line smoother than I thought myself capable. “You’ll have to find out for yourself.”

Leslie licked her lips and then brought them closer to me. I couldn’t help myself any longer. I pressed my lips against hers, and the next thing I knew, we were making out. I was grabbing on her body, and she was moaning into my kiss.

I ran my hands over her chest. Damn, it was flat. It almost felt like she had no boobs, whatsoever. I didn’t mind, though. I was too hard to care about that. I still ran my hands over her chest, anyway.

And then, I lowered my hand down to her skirt, ready to play with her clit over her panties. I was so fucking hard that I felt like I was going to burst out of my pants by the time she grabbed my wrist and stopped me from advancing.

She pulled off my kiss and said, “You first.”

She suddenly dropped to her knees and toggled the button of my jeans with her fingers. I felt my jeans loosen around my waist and she unzipped them. The pressure around my bulge loosened, and my briefs pushed forward.

At once, Leslie sat her hand on my bulge, feeling the way my dick pushed against the inside of my briefs.

“Wow,” she said, biting her lip and grinning from ear to ear. “Fucking yes!” she giggled.

Her reaction was so fucking cute and sexy. I wanted to grab her, throw her on her bed and pound her until she was screaming at the top of her lungs.

“You like it?” I asked her.

“I think I’m going to,” she said, wasting no time clawing at my jeans to get them down my legs.

When they were at my knees, she massaged the bulge in my briefs and began to make out with me. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I felt guilty for making out with my buddy’s sister, but how could I reject her?

Not only was Leslie the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my life, but also she was practically throwing herself at me. There was no way I was going to reject her advances. I knew if the situation had been reversed, and it was Joseph and my sister, he would have done the same.

I felt Leslie’s tongue slide into my mouth as she grabbed and massaged my bulge. Fuck, I wanted to pound her so bad.

My dick grew harder and fuller inside my briefs as she worked it over with her hand.

After a moment, I felt her reach her greedy fingers inside my briefs.

“Mm…” she moaned into our kiss. She pulled away and grinned ear to ear, “Fuck that’s a fat dick.”

Before I could say anything, she dropped to her knees and nearly tore my briefs apart just trying to get at it. She yanked my underwear down until my dick and balls spilled out.

I felt dizzy with lust. I couldn’t believe this hot girl was on her knees, licking her lips as she ogled my dick.

She grabbed it and I sighed with want as she started to stroke me.

“Such a fat fucking cock,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to see how this is going to feel inside me.”

The idea alone made a bead of pre-cum ooze from my dick. Leslie immediately licked it off and as her tongue slid over the hole in my dick, I shuddered.

“You know, my brother thinks I’m a ‘succubus,’” she giggled. “That’s why he doesn’t like his guy friends to know about me.”

“A… a succubus?” I said, surprised.

“What can I say? I love dick… especially big dick. And, well, when he first started hanging out with you years ago, I told him that I thought you were cute. I saw you at one of his football games. I wanted you so bad, but I had to wait,” she explained. “That’s why Joseph never brought you around. He didn’t want you to fuck me; because, you totally could have. I would have let you any time you wanted.”

I gulped with anticipation, watching as Leslie looked at me with wild, excited eyes and jerked my dick. I felt a bit resentful at Joseph. I could have been getting laid all this time if it wasn’t for him!

“I had no idea you’d have a big wiener like this, though,” she giggled. Without another word, she sank her lips around my cock and started to suck it. My brow scrunched and I moaned as she devoured the first half of my dick.

I was amazed that an eighteen year-old girl could be so confident and talented. Leslie acted like she knew her way around a dick very intimately. I felt her tongue brush over the head of my dick, teasing me as she sank down and pulled back up, only to repeat over and over in dizzying fashion.

All I could do was grab the pillows on her loveseat and squeeze them, trying not to shoot my load early. It was difficult to not blast my load right down her throat, but I was determined to hold off. I wanted nothing more than to fuck her.

“You’re so fucking wild,” I said with a chuckle. “Maybe you are a succubus,” I joked.

Leslie pulled her mouth off my dick and smiled.

“I’m not a succubus,” she said. “But I am something else you might not expect,” she said with a wink.

She then proceeded to stand up and start stripping out of her clothes. There, in the pink lighting, with the soft music playing, I watched Leslie sway her hips gently as she lifted her shirt and pulled it up and off her body. She shook her hair back into place and laughed as I saw her naked upper body.

I was surprised that she had virtually no boobs, whatsoever. She looked like she had a skinny guy’s flat chest.

I hadn’t been expecting this, but I didn’t mind. She was so hot; I would have given her a pass on anything.

And as it turned out, I would be putting this theory to the test.

Leslie worked her hips out of her skirt until she was standing in only her white cotton thong and white stockings.

I bit my lip and looked her up and down as she licked her lips and said, “How open-minded are you?”

I wasn’t expecting this question, but I cocked my head and said, “Very.”

“Good,” she said with a wink, and then dropped back down to her knees and continued sucking my dick. I looked down her back and saw the “whale tail” of her white thong as it disappeared down between her perky, round butt cheeks.

I leaned forward and gave them each a grab and a spank and I felt her mouth swallow the entirety of my dick.

“Ugh, fuck,” I moaned as my cock shoved into her throat. I felt Leslie’s tongue against my balls, brushing them as she deepthroated me.

I felt the sudden urge to cum, so I yanked my dick out as quickly as possible.

Leslie only laughed and wiped the spit from her lips. Her eyes were a touch red as she gasped and coughed and smiled.

“Fuck,” I sighed, shaking my head. “You almost made me cum.”

“That would have been no fun. I want your cum deep inside me.”

“Wh—what? Like… inside you? Shit, I didn’t bring a condom,” I said to her.

“I don’t need condoms,” she winked.

She then stood up before me, again, and hesitated for a moment before she grabbed the front of her thong and slid it down her legs.

When I looked up, I saw it. I couldn’t fucking believe my eyes.

“No fucking way,” I mouthed.

My eyes beamed onto her body like lasers as I saw the dick and balls between her legs. Leslie had them locked up in a tight, plastic pink “chastity cage.”

Leslie giggled and, with a finger at the corner of her lips, said with a bashful tone, “I hope you don’t mind fucking a femboy, tonight?”

“Holy fuck,” I said. “I had no idea.”

“I know,” Leslie giggled. “It’s another reason why Joseph doesn’t like to bring his guy friends around; he doesn’t want them falling for his ‘weird’ sissy, femboy brother,” she said.

“How long have you…” I started.

Leslie finished my question, interrupting, “Six years. I decided when I was younger that I wasn’t necessarily ready to become a girl, but I wanted the next-best thing. So, I decided I’d become a femboy for now.”

“You fooled me,” I said to her. “I honestly thought you were the hottest girl I ever saw in my life.”

Leslie smiled and said, “Aw; well, I can still be the hottest girl you’ve ever seen… just for tonight. After all, my clit is all locked up. There’s only one way I can cum, and that’s a big dick in my boypussy.”

She turned away from me and bent over, showing me her tight, pink asshole. It was bald and smooth, and as she spat on her fingers and slid them over her hole, it became shiny and slick.

I had never been so turned on by a guy’s asshole, before. But then, I wasn’t so sure if this counted as a guy’s asshole!

Whatever the case, it fucked with me.

Leslie is a guy… I think. I shouldn’t want this. I’m straight. But, fuck… she called herself a ‘femboy,’ whatever that is. Maybe she’s a girl, after all. She seems like one, to me. Even if she isn’t, is it really all that gay if I pound a femboy? She even called her asshole a ‘boypussy.’

After a moment of deliberation, I already knew what I would do. How could I resist? My cock was fat, throbbing and wet, and wanted a tight, warm hole to hammer.

Leslie had one ready to go.

She bit her lip and approached me. “You want to leave, don’t you? Do you hate me?”

As she said this, I reached up and grabbed her, pulling her down onto my lap.

Leslie yelped and happily straddled over my lap. She giggled and smiled down at me.

“You’re going to ride this fat dick like the femboy bitch you are—got it?” I growled. I don’t know where my sudden dominance it came from—I’ve never been an aggressive guy. But there was something about seeing this sexy femboy that brought it out of me; made me feel like I had to bully him and control him.

There was something about seeing how girly and submissive a guy could be; knowing that under all those clothes and makeup Leslie was still a guy that made me want to punish him in a way.

And I could tell from Leslie’s expressions that he wanted me to act this way. He wanted to be the weak, submissive and vulnerable girl. And since I wanted that tight, perky femboy ass around my cock, I knew our arrangement would work quite well!

I dug my fingers into his sides and said, “Come on. Get down on this thing.”

“Oh, fuck,” Leslie gasped, as if all the air had been stolen from his lungs. It was the very moment that I felt his hole split open around my cock, and I felt my dickhead push into the gushy, steamy tightness.

My eyes rolled back. I’d never had anal sex, before, but this was better than any pussy I’d ever had. It was smoother and softer, like having gooey, warm silk wrapped around my dick. And fuck was Leslie’s ass tight.

He grunted and winced, trying to get himself around me as I kept my hands on his hips and pushed him down.

“Come on,” I growled. “If you’re going to seduce me like a little femboy bitch, then I’m going to treat you like one.”

Leslie moaned and bit his lip as he smiled down at me. I felt my balls growing heavier and fuller by the moment. I knew when I finally blew my load; it was going to be the biggest one of my life.

“That’s it,” I huffed, as I felt his ass slide deeper down around my cock. Inch by inch, I felt encased in his snug, warm hole.

I couldn’t believe I was technically fucking another guy—something I never expected to do. But it didn’t feel at all like I was fucking a guy. Leslie was all girl, as far as I could tell. Maybe without his makeup, perfume and clothes—and girlish voice and gestures—he would have seemed like any other eighteen year-old guy off the street. But there, in that moment, he was a girl—and I was going to fuck him like one.

I felt his plastic cock-cage push against my stomach as he started to ride me slowly, up and down, with shallow little pumps.

Each time he lowered on me, a breathless moan escaped his opened lips. He teased his hair and gasped as he rocked on my dick, grinding against me.

“Fuck,” he whimpered. “I love this fat dick so much,” he said. “Are you going to make me cum, daddy?” he cried.

I couldn’t believe he was calling me ‘daddy.’ I’d never been into that sort of talk, but I couldn’t deny that hearing Leslie call me ‘daddy’ while he was moaning and grinding on my dick made me worry I might cum that very instant.

“Yeah I am,” I grinned. Though, I knew Leslie was going to do it all on his own. He seemed to know what he was doing, somehow. Even though his dick was locked up and inaccessible in the tiny plastic cage, and kept perpetually flaccid, I felt an endless ooze of pre-cum against my stomach as he grinded on me.

“Mm..” he moaned. He huffed faster and harder, and rocked more and more. I could smell his perfume and sweat mix against my nose and I inhaled, holding his hips and guiding him as he grinded on my cock.

“Fuck,” he said, starting to shake.

“Ugh, daddy… I’m going to cum!” he gasped.

I couldn’t believe it. I did not think he was actually serious. After all, his dick wasn’t even hard and he wasn’t able to touch it. How could he possibly cum?

But I didn’t understand femboys; didn’t know that they could cum from deep inside their butts, without ever even playing with their dicks. I was about to learn this, though.

“Cum for me, daddy. Filly me up—please! Do it now! I need it!” Leslie begged. “I’m going to cum any moment. I want us to do it together.”

“I… I don’t have a condom. Do you want one? Or…” I hesitated.

“I want your sperm deep inside me. You’re clean, right? If you are, then fucking pump it in my boypussy,” he cried out.

He trembled and shook more and more. The more intense he got, the more I knew I couldn’t fight it. I wasn’t so sure I was ready to cum up another guy’s asshole. But it didn’t matter, because it was happening whether I was ready or not.

The familiar pressure rose in my taint and my legs clenched as I grit my teeth and growled at the top of my lungs.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped, just as I felt Leslie’s cumshots dribbling out of his cock-cage. His warm, gooey cum pumped against my abs just as my stomach tightened and flexed, and my dick pulsated inside his boypussy.

His butt clenched tight around my cock from his own contractions. This was the final touch. I cried out as I felt the massive shots of cum blasting out of my cock and deep up inside Leslie’s gooey hole.

One big shot of sperm after another, I injected cum deep inside my best friend’s femboy brother.

Leslie pressed his lips against mine and we made out as I came balls-deep and unprotected inside his “boy-pussy.”

By the time we were done cumming together, we were sweaty, huffing for breath, and laughing with blissful exhaustion.

“I felt it. I still feel you throbbing,” he smiled at me.

My dick was still pulsing deep inside his warm hole, no doubt still filling him with cum.

I didn’t know what I was going to tell Joseph. I felt guilty now that my mind had cleared and I had emptied my balls.

“You’re not going to tell Joe that I fucked you… are you?” I asked him.

Leslie giggled and said, “Why would I do that? He’d never let you come back to the house. And then who would pound my femboy ass?”

He pecked my on my cheek and slowly pulled up and off my cock. As he did, he trembled and whimpered, as if he might cum a second time.

He smiled at me and said, “I’m going to go clean up. But I’ll be back. You’re not going anywhere, right?”

“No,” I said, quite certain of that. “We’re not finished.”

Leslie grinned from ear to ear and disappeared into his bathroom. I heard a shower running and I decided to go into the hall bathroom and clean myself off, too.

By the time I was done, he was emerging from the bathroom with a smile painted on his lips.

He saw my clean, half-hard dick, and came over to the sofa. He laid down and put his head right next to my dick, grabbing it in his fingers and stroking it. I was already feeling like I could get fully hard, again.

“This will be our little secret, then,” Leslie said with a smile. “Every time you’re home from college, you can come over and fuck me. But you have to cum in my butt every time. No pulling out.”

“Deal,” I said.

I didn’t know what would happen with Joseph. I knew if he ever found out he’d want to kill me. But how could I resist the urge to fuck his femboy brother?

I fucked Leslie a few more times that night. By the time I fucked him for the third or fourth time, he was so full of my cum that it was getting all over the place each time I pumped into him. But I didn’t want to stop. I couldn’t.

I went home that night and tried to comprehend what had happened. Coming home to my bedroom felt so strange, like coming back to reality from a weird, long fever dream. Had it even happened at all, or had I dreamt it all up? If it wasn’t for the ache in my dick from overuse, I would not have been so certain.

I went back over to Joseph’s house every day that week. I fucked his brother probably thirty times before Joseph and the rest of his family returned home.

And by the time Joseph and I were headed back up to college, I was left with the memories of his femboy brother and that amazing “boypussy” of his.

It was strange being so attracted to another guy. But there was something about femboys, I guess. I was hooked. I didn’t have to deal with all the usual bullshit from girls, with their drama and fussiness. And yet, I got a beautiful, sexy girl to fuck, anyway.

It felt like a cheat-code for life, and I was left counting down the days until our next holiday so I could go back home and pound Leslie all over again.

And when I heard that Leslie would be attending the same college as Joseph and me the following year, I was beyond excited.

But for the meantime, I was looking forward to the summer.

It was going to be the stickiest, sweatiest, roughest summer of Leslie’s life—I would make sure of it!


FEMBOY CHEERLEADER


“What is it?” I asked, watching my buddy, Craig, as he rifled through the contents of the big, cardboard box.

“Bro…” he started, with a big grin playing over his lips. He held into the air a sparkly, gold and blue cheerleader uniform.

“There are a bunch of things in here, dude; and it’s all cheerleading stuff,” he said. He set the uniform to the side and pulled out another few items.

He held up a pair of yellow panties and gushed, “Maybe they’re your size.”

“Fuck you,” I said, rolling my eyes.

Craig tossed the panties at me and I caught them in my hands. It was a reflex from being a wide-receiver and making it my life’s work to catch anything that was thrown at me.

I felt the cool, soft cotton in my fingers and immediately imagined one of the hot girls from our school wearing them.

“What is all this stuff?” I said, nearing the box to peek inside.

“I already said,” Craig scoffed. “It’s all for cheerleading. Like, maybe this was meant to go to them,” he said.

“They’re staying at the hotel next door, though,” I countered.

“No shit,” Craig said, reminding me that he was hooking up with Caitlyn, one of the girls on the cheerleading team; he never failed to remind me, boasting of his few success stories with the hot cheerleader. Sure, it made me envious, but I tried my best to hide it.

“Why don’t you text Caitlyn then, and ask her if they’re missing a box?” I said to him, with a hint of passive-aggression in my voice.

Craig rolled his eyes. “Why? We could have some fun with this stuff.”

“But why did we even get it?” I asked him.

“What do I look like, bro? A genius. I don’t know why we got this stuff; all I know is what’s inside the box,” he added, impatient.

We’d been sitting on our respective twin beds, watching the small hotel television when we heard a knock on the door. Enjoying the little downtime we had that wasn’t spent in the gym, neither of us wanted to hop of from our beds and answer it, especially given that it could have been one of our coaches, ready to ream us over a missed cue during our practice earlier that day.

Finally, Craig hopped up and went to the door, where he opened it and found a big, cardboard box waiting at his feet.

We brought it inside the hotel room and opened it, only to find the cheerleading treasures.

“Look at this,” he said, holding up a few kits of makeup that were coded for the color theme of our school mascot; the Spartans.

I don’t think either of us normally would have given a second thought to the box before tossing it back into the hallway.

But, being on a road game for our university football team, and bored out of our minds before our game tomorrow night, we were ready for anything to help pass the time, even if it was a strangely misdelivered package to our shared hotel room.

We were a pair of eighteen year-old freshman; the grunts of our college football team. While the more senior guys got to sneak out and drink at a bar, the rest of us had nothing to do. So, in a way, this dumb cardboard box was the most interesting thing that could have happened to us there at a hotel in the middle of nowhere.

“You know what I was thinking?” Craig said. He had a sparkle in his big, green eyes; not unlike he often got during one of his “bright” ideas in the locker rooms.

“What?” I said, preparing for another of his moronic suggestions.

“One of us should dress up in all this stuff and go mess with Brandon,” Craig said, smiling from ear to ear. “He’s been such an asshole to us, lately. It would be awesome to go and make him think we were a hot cheerleader and get him all horny, just to ditch him with the biggest blue balls ever.”

Craig started laughing. Meanwhile, I was too busy sighing and rolling my eyes.

“I’m not dressing up like a fucking girl, bro,” I said to him.

Craig’s laughter paused and he looked me up and down. “Bro, it has to be you. He’s never going to believe I’m a girl, even with makeup and a cheerleading outfit on. You are way shorter and skinnier. And you have that long, blonde hair,” he noted.

I knew I was screwed, if only for my hair, alone. I’d been proud of having my silky, platinum blonde hair that reached down to my shoulders. It was my trademark around the hallways and on the field.

“I’m not dressing up like a girl,” I doubled-down.

“Bro, come on,” Craig said. “It’s going to be hilarious. Seriously.”

“What are you going to do to make it worth my while?” I said to him.

The truth was, I was curious about seeing the look on Brandon’s face when he saw me dressed up like a girl. He’d been such a jerk to the receiving team lately. We’d dropped a few passes, and being the coach’s favorite player, he’d made our lives a nightmare ever since.

But that didn’t mean I was going to concede to quickly to Craig. After all, we were still talking about dressing up as a girl and playing a prank on our hard-ass quarterback; the risks were great.

But I knew Craig, and that he was always good for a sweetener of some sort. Sure enough, he reached in his wallet and pulled out five twenty-dollar bills.

“A hundred bucks,” Craig said. “But you’ve got to actually do it; clothes, makeup, everything. And then you’ve got to go over there and actually pretend to be a girl to fool Brandon. You’ve got to talk like a girl and everything. You can’t half-ass it.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said with a cocky nod. “I know,” I added, swiping the bills from Craig’s grip. “This is so dumb, bro. But I’m happy to take your money, any time.”

“First things first,” Craig said. “You’ve got to shower and shave everywhere. Like, all over.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“Girls shave their legs and all that,” Craig explained. “You can’t fucking walk over there with hairy legs. You’ve got to shave your balls and ass and stuff, too.”

“Fuck off,” I laughed.

“I’m serious. You’ve got to do what I saw or no money. It’s got to be legit,” he explained.

I hesitated for a moment, but for a hundred dollars, I already knew I was going to do it, right down to every dumb little detail Craig insisted upon.

“Fine,” I relented. I did as Craig asked. I spent a good hour in the bathroom, showering and shaving every inch of my body except the hair on my head, of course.

By the time I was done, I was coming out of the bathroom with a towel around my waist and shaking my head. “Fuck this, bro. This isn’t worth it,” I said. “I feel so weird, already,” I laughed. “I’m out.”

Craig rolled his eyes and said, “Fine.” He pulled another two hundred dollars out of his wallet in the form of several different bills. How was I supposed to refuse three hundred dollars?

“That’s everything my parents gave me for the trip,” Craig said.

“Dude,” I said, annoyed. “You win.” I took the money and Craig tossed me the cheerleading uniform; dress, stockings, shoes, panties and bra; all of it.

I took it into the bathroom and somehow figured it out, though it wasn’t easy. I started with the stockings.

I slid them up my legs and felt the tight, thin material around my calves. They were softer and more delicate than I expected, especially against my smooth-shaved legs. There was something very nice about it.

Next, I grabbed the bra and slipped it around my chest and back. It wasn’t easy, but eventually I hooked it. The bra was flat against my chest, but already, I was feeling girlish in a way I hadn’t expected. I figured I would feel exactly like what I was: a guy dressing as a girl for a moment. Instead, I swore I was feeling more feminine with each piece of clothing I put on.

Then I came to the panties. I inspected them, realizing that they weren’t just gold panties, but a gold thong. I bit my lip and felt the tension in my dick as I fumbled them about in my hand, imagining them on my body.

“It’s just a piece of fabric, what’s the big deal?” I whispered to myself. But I knew that wasn’t true. It was a bigger deal than that.

The thong was soft, delicate and dainty. It was the exact sort of thing I’d imagine a hot girl wearing that would turn me on. And now, there I was, planning on wearing them, myself?

In all my eighteen years, I’d never expected to wear a pair of panties. But I knew there was no going back; not for three hundred dollars.

I slid the panties up my legs and felt them tighten around my body. My dick was half-hard, but it was still soft enough to get inside the teeny front pouch of the thong. It didn’t take long before my hard dick wanted to bulge out against the inside of the thong, though. I only hoped the frilly short skirt of the cheerleading dress would hide it well, enough.

I looked at myself in the mirror in the bra, panties and stockings. I was already shuddering with shock—and arousal. Why did it turn me on to wear a bra and panties? I didn’t know the answer; only that it was making me very horny, and not in any of the ways I might have expected. I wasn’t thinking about hot girls in that moment. Instead, I was thinking about me being the hot girl.

It was as if I was turning myself on. It was strange, but I couldn’t deny it. I felt pretty, hot and sexy all at the same time. I’d never felt any of those things as a guy.

I reached down and rubbed the front of my panties, feeling my dick through the soft fabric. It only made me harder—and made the tent in my thong more evident, but I couldn’t help it. The back band of the thong was snug against my smooth-shaved asshole, and it made my bite my lip with indulgence as I grabbed my cheerleading dress and put it on.

Luckily, it covered any hint that I was hiding a dick underneath the frilly, sparkly gold mini-skirt.

I shook my head with disbelief as I saw myself in the mirror. Still, my face looked normal, which kept the illusion from fully taking hold.

At that very moment, I heard a knock on the bathroom door.

“Bro, are you done yet?” Craig asked me.

“Yeah, but I still have to put on the makeup, and I don’t know fuck-all about that,” I said to him, frustrated.

“Yeah, I know,” Craig said. His voice was muffled from the other side of the door. “Open up. I have somebody who can help.”

“What?” I said, confused. I cracked the bathroom door open, only an inch or so. Suddenly, I saw Caitlyn, Craig’s casual girlfriend from the cheerleading team.

My heart pounded in my chest and I shut the door.

“What the fuck, bro!” I shouted. “Why did you bring her over? This is supposed to be between us!”

I heard Caitlyn giggling from the other side of the bathroom door as Craig shouted, “Relax, dude. She’s not going to tell anybody. She doesn’t even know about our plan, okay? You have to let her in. We don’t know how to do makeup—but she does. So come on. Stop being a pussy about it.”

After a moment of reluctance, I rolled my eyes and opened the door for Caitlyn.

Again, I saw her in the doorway and let her into the bathroom. She looked me up and down and said, “Not bad, Stevie.”

“Whatever,” I said to her.

I still had a boner in my thong and it wasn’t going to go away anytime soon with Caitlyn standing before me in her tight jeans and tiny top. She had long, flowing brown hair and beautiful brown eyes. She had big boobs that fit snugly in her tiny top. She was easily one of the hottest girls in school. And now, she was standing before me, eyeing me while I was dressed as a girl. It was beyond humiliating.

But I wanted that three hundred dollars, so I didn’t have much of a choice.

“Sit,” Caitlyn insisted.

I sat down on the edge of the bathtub, and Caitlyn grabbed the small trash bin and turned it upside down.

She set the makeup kit on the counter and went to work, instructing me every step of the way; holding my chin tightly, telling me to turn up, down, to the side—everything.

All told, everything too nearly an hour. Caitlyn didn’t let me see anything she was doing to me, either. I could only smell the different makeup items as she applied them to me. Occasionally, she’d tell me to “pucker your lips,” or “Don’t move your eyes.” Whatever she was doing, I knew it must’ve been serious work.

But I had absolutely no idea just how dramatic the change would be until she finished and disappeared out of the bathroom.

I got up and looked in the mirror to see a completely different person looking back at me from the reflection.

My jaw dropped. I looked exactly like a hot girl. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t even recognize myself at all underneath the makeup and cheerleading clothes. I could have sworn it wasn’t a mirror at all, but a window, and I was looking through it towards a hot girl in a cheerleading uniform.

But, the longer I looked at myself and gestured, the more I knew it was true; I was there, somewhere under the makeup and clothes.

“Bro, you in there?” Craig said from the other side of the door. “Caitlyn left, so you can come out.”

“Just a second,” I said to him.

Craig’s muffled voice said, “No, bro, say it like a girl.”

“Um, in a second,” I said, trying my best at sounding like a ditzy cheerleading girl.

“Nice,” Craig said. “That’s your new voice for the day. Don’t break from it. If you want that three hundred dollars, don’t use your old voice—not even once.”

I rolled my eyes and started out of the bathroom, back into the hotel room.

When I did, I saw Craig’s face. It looked first as though he had seen a ghost. He lips parted and he quietly gasped.

Just as quickly, his expression turned to amusement; maybe something deeper, too.

“Holy shit,” Craig grinned.

He ran a hand through his dark hair and shook his head. “Fuck, bro… I can’t even believe it. That is you under there, right?”

“Um, like… totally,” I said, staying true to my new identity—and voice.

“Damn,” Craig said. He looked like he was zoning out as he looked at me; his eyes travelled up and down my body. I felt like I was being undressed by his eyes, alone. It was a strange feeling; a feeling that I’ve heard girls talk about, but never had experienced first-hand.

There was something exciting about seeing Craig’s stupefied reaction; something empowering about it. I liked it, and I couldn’t deny it. It made me feel more confident.

I’d never felt so pretty or attractive in all my life, and now, Craig’s reaction to seeing me all dolled up as a hot cheerleader was the only confirmation I needed.

“Bro,” Craig continued, grinning from ear to ear. “You look… hot. I swear, if I didn’t know who you were… I’d think you were the hottest cheerleader I’d ever seen,” he chuckled.

“What can I say?” I said to him, maintaining my girlish tone. “So, like… should we head over to Brandon’s, or what?”

Craig was quiet for a moment, still looking me over. He stepped forward, into my space. It was only then that I realized that Craig had never been so close to me before; close enough for me to see just how much shorter I was than him.

He had a good six inches on me, and probably fifty pounds of muscle. He looked massive, standing there before me. My breath hitched in my throat as I looked up at him, trying my best to sell the image of being a hot bimbo.

“We need a ‘test run’ first,” Craig said.

“What?” I asked him.

“We need to go through the motions, so whatever Brandon throws at you, you can handle. You know?” Craig said, rubbing his hands together.

“Oh, um… okay,” I said, still a bit confused.

“Like, let’s stay he invites you into his room. How are you going to sell that you’re a hot cheerleader wanting to fuck him?” Craig asked me.

He sat on the edge of the bed and said, “Pretend I’m Brandon. Go.”

“Um, well, like… I don’t know,” I said, giggling. I was deeply immersed in my new persona; so deep, that I couldn’t quite think straight.

I looked at Craig sitting on the bed and gave it my best shot. I lowered down to my knees and eyed his lap as I licked my lips.

“Hey, there, big boy,” I said. “Aren’t you going to let your dick come out and play?”

“Damn,” Craig sighed. “That’s good. Really hot,” he said. He shifted in his seat and shook his head. “You’re really good at this; and really hot.”

I giggled and said, “Thanks,” as I teased my hair.

“Yeah, I’ll totally let this dick come out and play. You want it, huh? You want a big dick to suck?” he asked me.

“Mm-hm,” I nodded. “Give me something tasty to suck on, babe.”

“Sure thing, bitch,” Craig said. He reached into his shorts. I was kind of surprised by this, but since we were “practicing,” I should have expected it.

I couldn’t help but feel a bit turned on by this. I didn’t know why. I was straight, after all. But seeing a guy get so hot and horny over me, all dressed up as a hot girl? It was making my dick hard inside my thong.

“Damn, you’re like a sexy femboy cheerleader,” he said to me with a smile. “Like… I never thought I’d find a trans girl or a femboy hot. But now that you’re right there on your knees? I can’t help it,” he said to me.

“Wh—what?” I said, still in my role as a sexy girl.

“I’ve got some big and juicy—and hard—for you to suck on. How about that femboy?” Craig said to me, looking down at me.

“Mm, totally,” I said, licking my lips.

Suddenly, Craig yanked down the front of his shorts. His massive, hard cock came swinging out, along with his big, rosy balls.

“Shit,” I gasped. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

Did he seriously just whip his dick out? What is going on?! I thought.

I was straight, but damned if Craig’s dick wasn’t the most fucking majestic thing I’d ever seen. It was so far and smooth, but so powerful and thick and hard. The head was nice and curved in just the right ways, and I could only think about the crest of it rubbing against the insides of a girl’s pussy—or asshole.

It made me so hard in my thong. I was so confused. But it was as if our little roleplaying or rehearsal was becoming too real, and I was forgetting who I was underneath the makeup and the cheerleading uniform.

“You like this big dick, femboy?” Craig said, looking down at me and grinning from ear to ear.

“Mm, totally,” I said.

This should have been the point where I broke character; where I looked up at my buddy and said, ‘Bro, what the fuck are you doing?! Why’d you whip your dick out?! We’re just pretending!’

But I didn’t.

Instead, I continued to play along in my “character” as a sexy cheerleader. I didn’t know what a “femboy” was, but I didn’t care. I’d already decided that Craig could call me whatever he wanted. I was too fixated upon his big, meaty cock. I couldn’t believe how big it was.

Somehow, I wasn’t envious of his dick, or bitter than mine was so much smaller. Instead, I could only think about his big cock sliding into my mouth and Craig moaning as I sucked it.

What was happening to me? Craig said ‘femboy,’ and I perked up. I felt like, maybe I really was a femboy, and maybe this wasn’t all just pretend.

“Come on, then,” Craig said, deep and smooth. “Get this big cock in your femboy mouth.”

I bit my lip and giggled.

What would he do if I grabbed his dick? Surely he’d tell me to ‘cut it out’ and we’d stop pretending? I thought. I could at least hide behind the excuse that I was simply going along with it and pretending, too.

So, I reached out and slid my fingers around the base of his big, throbbing cock.

I felt it in my hand and it was so thick and strong. It made me feel weak with want.

What the fuck is wrong with me? Why is it turning me on? Why does his big cock make me want to… to SERVE it? I thought, worried and confused.

But all I could do was start jerking Craig’s cock. He didn’t stop me, either. Instead, he looked down with weak eyes and moaned softly.

“That’s it,” Craig sighed. “You’ve got some soft hands. But I want to know how soft that tongue is. Go on and suck it, already. You need to serve this cock like the femboy you are.”

I inhaled and neared my mouth to his cock. I saw a big, clear bead of pre-cum on the tip. I parted my lips and slid them over the head until it filled my mouth with its meaty warmth.

“Mm, that’s it,” he moaned, and dragging his fingers through my hair. “You’re my own personal femboy cheerleader.”

Holy shit, I’m actually sucking Craig’s dick. Is this seriously happening? What am I doing? What is happening to me? Why do I feel like I can’t even stop myself from doing it? I thought. I shifted my eyes from side to side, confused and shocked at myself.

But I started sucking Craig’s cock as best as I could. I moaned and giggled and tongued the hole in his dick-head, tasting his salty pre-cum on my tongue.

“Feel my balls, femboy bitch,” Craig groaned. “Come on. Your job is to serve my dick and balls. Do as you’re told.”

I fondled Craig’s balls in my hand. I felt their weight in my palm and became aroused at their heft. It made me see him as more manly and powerful than I had, before. When we were both guys, it was different.

But now, I was this dainty, girlish “femboy,” and Craig was the only man in this situation. I felt vulnerable and submissive to him. His big dick controlled me and I was intent on serving it.

So, I sucked Craig’s dick like my life depended on it. He moaned endlessly, which was the perfect motivation for me.

At one point I looked up and saw Craig recording video of the blowjob on his phone. He was grinning and moaning.

“That’s it, suck it like a starlet, femboy,” he crooned.

I winked at the camera and continued sucking him like the confident bitch I’d become. I had never felt so bold, so empowered and yet so submissive to a man in all my life. I felt, strangely, as if I was exactly where I should be.

I slobbered all over Craig’s big cock like the femboy slut I was becoming. There was no going back, not with the delicious taste of his fat dick lingering on my tongue even after he yanked his dick out of my tight lips.

“Get up and turn around. Get on all fours. Time for you to really learn how to be a girl,” he said to me.

“Wh—what are we doing?” I asked, as I turned around and got into the position he asked.

“Get that face against the carpet and that butt in the air,” Craig said. I obeyed him.

Suddenly, I felt Craig yanking the back of my skirt up. He then tugged on my thong and yanked the back of it down until I felt the cool air sliding against the crack of my butt.

“What’s going on?” I giggled.

“You’re going to serve my big dick and do as I tell you. Remember, that’s how a real femboy does it,” Craig said.

“Well, you’re the quarterback, I guess I have to do as you say, huh?” I said, giggling. It was a simple reminder to Craig that this was supposed to be only pretend; a dress rehearsal for my little prank on Brandon.

But we’d not made it that far. I wasn’t going to make it to Brandon’s hotel room the way things were going.

Craig had decided that this was not a test run; that this was a real moment of him taking advantage of me while I was dressed up as a sexy cheerleader. I had become a hot ‘femboy,’ as he called it.

And I, too, had decided that I wanted to play along. I wasn’t stopping or telling my buddy to stop, either. Not once did it cross my mind to turn to Craig and say, “Bro, what are we doing? We’re straight.”

Because with all the makeup and cheerleading clothes, I was a sexy girl, or at the very least a true femboy. I didn’t remember by former, straight, “normal guy” self. I was a sexy cheerleader, putting out for the big, muscular tight-end and his giant dick.

And now, I was on all-fours, wondering what he was going to do next. But, I had a good idea, even as much as it terrified me.

“Look at this sexy bussy,” Craig said. “You know what that is? That’s a boypussy, or backdoor pussy. That’s what this right here is,” he explained, and I suddenly felt his finger teasing my asshole.

“Oh! Mm,” I squeaked as my asshole puckered and Craig groaned.

Suddenly, I felt as Craig buried his face in my ass. I felt his tongue sliding over my asshole and I shuddered with want. I felt the tease of his tongue from my head down to my toes. I felt it on the tip of my dick and felt as I leaked pre-cum in my cheerleading thong.

It was as if we’d both forgotten who we even were. For the night, he wasn’t my buddy, and I wasn’t a wide-receiver on the football team. I might as well have been a whore he found around town and brought back to his hotel room with him.

We were playing along and I didn’t even know why. I couldn’t use my mind to figure it out, though; this was something only my body understood. And my body wanted more and more… and MORE.

“Fuck,” I gasped. Craig’s fingers dug into my butt cheeks and held me in place as he ate my asshole like it was a fucking three-course dinner. I felt his tongue push into my hole and break my open and I felt like I could cum from the sensation.

My balls were tight and firm, and my dick was soft as could be, yet it felt like a ticking timebomb, ready to detonate at any moment.

Craig pulled back and spanked my ass. He spat on my asshole and said, “This is your clitty,” as he reached between my legs and slipped his fingers inside my thong and found my dick.

“Mmm, ugh,” I moaned as he caressed the head of my dick. I felt my pre-cum on his fingers.

“Rub your clitty when I fuck that bussy of yours,” Craig said. “You’ll love it.”

How does he know so much about all this? Is there something Craig hasn’t told me? Fuck, who cares. I don’t get it, but I want it. My butthole wants his big dick so bad. Why?! I thought I was straight, but I HAVE to get stretched around that fat dick.

Craig got behind me and started to push his cock into me. My tight, reluctantly virgin hole refused to open for his big cock.

He had to spit and push over and over until my butthole finally split open around him.

It hurt like a motherfucker, too. I winced and clenched my jaw as I cried out through my teeth.

It burned and felt like being ripped open. But Craig thrust into my butt so quickly that eventually, he passed the threshold and it didn’t hurt quite as bad after a minute of being inside me. I felt his warmth, throbbing wildly inside my butt. I felt like an extension of him; like I had no body of my own. His big cock was sunken halfway inside my butt and stretching me to the brink.

And in my utter disbelief, being filled with warm, hard and throbbing cock, was the most amazing sensation of my life. The pressure in my butt of being stretched open around his warm cock was unbelievable.

I struggled to speak, to think, to remain on all fours. My legs trembled as Craig started pumping into me from the doggystyle position. He pumped slow and shallow at first, but soon enough, his big dick was sliding nearly all the way into my tight butt.

Craig moaned loud and endless as he gripped my butt-cheeks in his balmy fingers.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “This femboy pussy… so fucking good,” he growled.

“Give it to me,” I begged in short, quick huffs.

And Craig did. He plunged his cock into me, over and over, until it no longer hurt, beyond a sort of curious and ambiguous ache deep in my butt. Only when Craig shoved too deep inside me did I feel another jolt of tight, clenching pain.

But he was kind enough to not shove balls-deep into me. Not at first, anyway.

As he continued fucking me, I felt my thong becoming soaked with pre-cum. My soft dick was jangling about inside the front pouch, along with my tight ballsack. But with each pump, I felt like I was going to cum—even without touching my dick, or “clitty,” as Craig insisted.

There was something fun about imagining it was a big clit, too. I reached back and rubbed over my panties, imagining that I was a girl, grinding her hand against her clit.

I couldn’t rub myself for more than a moment at a time, because I knew if I kept going, I would cum.

I’d never felt so emasculated and humiliated in all my life. And yet, being made into a femboy and fucked by my very own football teammate made me realize I didn’t want anything else for my life, but to be a sexy femboy cheerleader and serve big cock.

I wanted to get pounded by big dick; ruined by it.

What the fuck was happening to me? I had no idea. And it no longer mattered. What I thought was irrelevant. What I felt was all that mattered, now.

And I felt amazing with a warm, fat and hard cock splitting me open and filling me.

There must’ve been something inside me that was making me feel good, because every time Craig’s fat dick pushed in and out of me, I felt his dick-head massage the most amazing spot inside my butt. It made me legs weaker and weaker the longer he fucked me. And it made me feel as though I might explode.

I didn’t want to cum, though. As much as I enjoyed being dressed as a sexy girl and getting pounded by Craig’s big dick, it was still my secret—and mine alone—that I was enjoying it. I could always deny enjoying it or tell Craig that I was simply “going along” with it for the sake of rehearsing for our prank.

Yet, if I came from getting ass-fucked by him? It would be so obvious that I loved it.

But there was little I could do to avoid it. If it had been only about touching my dick, I could have avoided it. But even without rubbing my “clitty,” Craig’s big cock was going to make me cum whether I wanted to, or not.

Back and forth, I felt it sliding into me, stretching me out and making my eyes roll back. I was drooling, dumb and empty-headed, just like the slutty, cock-craving femboy he’d turned me into.

“Fuck,” he growled. “This tight pussy is going to make me fucking explode,” he added.

The warning was enough to send me over the edge. He slammed his cock balls-deep into me, until his sack spanking against mine, and I knew I could no longer hold back.

I cried out, breathless, as my asshole tightened around his big cock and my legs trembled.

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

Craig dug his fingers deeper into my butt cheeks and said, “Oh, you going to cum for me, femboy? Fucking cum for me while my cock is pounding you!”

He started jackhammering my ass and I felt my flaccid cock throbbing to life and spitting steamy, sticky ropes of cum into my thong while my butt puckered around Craig’s big dick.

I shook and cried endlessly as Craig fucked my bussy as hard as he could. I felt dizzy, stupid and addicted to big dick. I wailed over and over as I came, soaking my panties like the femboy bitch that Craig had transformed me into.

“Fuck!” Craig bellowed. “I’m going to pump this femboy cunt full of sperm! How do you like that?”

For a moment, I didn’t even realize I was crying out, begging for Craig’s cum. I was fucking pleading for him to pump me full of his hot load.

He slammed his cock down, over and over, until I could smell the sweat and sex on my nose. I could feel his sweaty arms around my body as he huffed and pounded my butt.

Suddenly, I felt his cock expanding and pulsating deep in my butt. He screamed at the top of his lungs and I felt the warm injecting of his cum as it shot right up my femboy butt.

“Shit!” I gasped and growled. Craig slammed his cock into me, over and over, and each time, I felt his heavy balls spanking against my own.

Even with the pain and intensity of being pounded and bred by my buddy’s big cock, I smiled. Each time I felt his balls spank against mine, I knew they were emptying all their sperm into my butt, just as it was meant to be.

Craig was the alpha; he was the bigger guy—with the bigger dick. And I was the prettier, more effeminate one. I should have known all along that it was meant to be this way; that I was destined to get dressed up as a sexy girl and take my rightful place, on my knees, serving his big dick.

Sure, I thought I was a normal straight guy. I couldn’t have been more wrong. I was a femboy, and it was the greatest discovery of my life.

Craig finally pulled his cock from my bussy. I felt my hole throb, slick and used, as he withdrew. I felt empty without his big cock inside me, but the break was kind of nice, too.

Craig fell onto my bed and I turned around to come over to join him.

“Not you,” Craig said. “You stay right there. After a minute, I’m going to fuck that amazing bussy again.”

I smiled at him and said, “But then I won’t be able to ride you cowgirl.”

Craig’s eyes lit up and he smiled. “Okay, that sounds better.”

After a moment in which neither of us said a word, Craig finally broke the silence. “This was kind of wild, huh? I didn’t mean for us to do all of this. It’s just that, you look really hot. I don’t know what it is.”

“I know I’m hot,” I smiled. “I don’t blame you at all. If I saw me, I’d probably want to pound my butt, too.”

“Really?” Craig smiled. “I was hoping you’d like it. That’s why I had the package delivered to our door.”

The confessing spun about in my ears for a moment as I felt adrenaline in my veins.

“Wait… what?” I said.

Craig gave me a guilty grin and a shrug. “Sorry, bro. I just always knew you’d make the perfect femboy. I needed an excuse to get you into those clothes and makeup.”

I wanted to hate Craig. But how could I?

He looked at me and even with a scowl on my face, smiled, “You know you’re happier this way.”

I shook my head and gave him a playful shove. “You’re such an asshole.” But I was still talking in my girlish tone. “So what if I do?”

“Maybe we can get you on the college cheer squad,” Craig said.

I wanted to reject everything Craig said. But, I simply remained there on the bed with a smile on my face, ready to bounce on Craig’s big cock and feel whole, again.

Now that I was a femboy cheerleader, there was no going back.


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.
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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.”


DO IT FOR ME


I didn’t mind when my girlfriend, Caitlyn, told me I was “pretty,” instead of “hot” or “sexy.”

I didn’t mind when she said she saw me more like a best girlfriend or sister, either.

And I didn’t mind when she continually invited her ex-boyfriend, Liam, over to my dorm so that he could hang out with us.

I didn’t even mind when she held up a pair of panties and said to me, “Go ahead and try them on.”

I didn’t mind anything my girlfriend did, because, well, she was hot; hotter than any of the girls back in my hometown, and certainly more beautiful than any girl who had ever paid me attention or said a single word to me.

Maybe it was shallow and superficial to put so much of an emphasis on a girl’s beauty, but I couldn’t help it. At the time, I was a freshman in college. I wasn’t looking for a long-term relationship.

To be painfully honest; I was excited to have a girlfriend that I could brag about and show a photo of to my buddies back home.

And I think Caitlyn knew how hard up and desperate I was. At least, I suspected she must have known. I wasn’t exactly the sort of guy most girls seemed to go for; tall, muscular and cocky.

Instead, I was skinny, short, and often found myself the target of ridicule by girls back in high school, who teased that I looked more like a girl than a boy.

Back home was a small farm town, so I guess it made sense. I’d moved there with my family, from the city, only at the beginning of high school. I never meshed with the farm boys and jocks that seemed plentiful in our hallways.

But, when I ended up in a university on the east coast, I expected to get as far away from that farm town as possible.

As luck would have it, Caitlyn was also from a small farm town in the south of Georgia, though still quite far from my hometown in Missouri.

She had a southern drawl that made her even more attractive in my eyes; she seemed, at first, the sort of girl who would make a perfect wife; proper in public, but dirty in casual settings.

Caitlyn was not at all afraid to be just that. She was forward, flirty and liked to make dirty jokes. It was a bit surprising to see this from a five-foot, petite girl with bouncy blonde hair and a slender frame.

She looked more like a beauty queen contestant, yet when we met she had been wearing tight, low-rise jeans and a tiny black t-shirt that showed her midriff and her big boobs.

She smelled of vanilla, too; an intoxicating variant of vanilla, maybe even with a hint of cinnamon. I wasn’t quite sure what it was, only that I knew I was hooked.

And that was probably no surprise for Caitlyn; she was probably used to hooking guys like me. The difference was that I never in a million years could have expected her to actually speak to me, flirt with me, and even… ask me out.

But it happened, and a month later, we were hanging out regularly at my dorm room and hers. It wasn’t a bad arrangement for a freshman like me, who was still only one semester into college.

Caitlyn was a senior, which only added to her mystique for me. She had a college apartment that she shared with a couple of her girlfriends, so she liked to spend most of her time at my dorm, which was a single-occupancy dorm room.

At first, we would spend time in my dorm room talking and laughing. Soon, Caitlyn started to get physical with me; which I was more than ready for!

We made out for long stretches while listening to music. Curiously, though, she would tease me by running her hand over the stiff tent in my jeans, but she would never actually reward me by sliding her fingers inside my jeans.

I never wanted to be too forward, or force anything, so I decided I would let her lead the way, especially given that she was so forward with everything else in our relationship.

She even let me rub my hands over her boobs—over her clothes. Each time I did this, my dick grew rock-hard. But, this was also a painful reminder of the embarrassment that was likely to come.

One day, Caitlyn would inevitably see my dick, and when she did, she would know that her new boyfriend had a dick that wasn’t even quite four inches long, and quite skinny.

I’d tried a few pills to make my dick bigger, to no avail. I knew I was stuck with a dick that, while not tiny, was definitely smaller than even the average.

I didn’t mind so much, but I worried what a girl like Caitlyn might think; a girl who seemed as though she had plenty more experience with me. She was twenty-two, and in college, that four year difference in our ages was quite dramatic.

What she wanted with a guy like me, I wasn’t sure. And I didn’t really care to ask. All I knew was that this incredibly gorgeous and fun girl saw something in me, and I wasn’t about to go and ruin it by making her think about why!

For the first couple of weeks, I heard no mention of her ex-boyfriend, Liam, or any guys she had ever dated for that matter.

But, after the first two weeks, details about her ex-boyfriends came to light.

One afternoon, she sat on my bed and, teasing her golden bangs, reminisced about her ex-boyfriend, Liam.

“We had a really good thing for a year, but he ended up being into guys or something,” she said, with what would become for me, her trademark lack of elaboration.

“He was super sexy, though,” she said to me, with a sparkle in her big-blue eyes, which suggested she was far from over him.

“That’s nice,” I said, sitting next to her, trying not to focus on this fact.

“He was from Alabama; he had the biggest, um… tractor,” she said with a laugh. “It was a real hog.”

Did she mean penis? I had no idea, and again, wasn’t about to ask.

When she showed me a picture of him on her phone, I realized that it didn’t matter, because Liam was big all over. His shirtless, chiseled body took up the entire frame of the picture.

“He plays for the football team; defensive end or something like that,” she said. “It’s sad, because he’s into trans-girls and guys—if they’re girly enough—but he doesn’t want anybody on the team to find out, you know? So, he’s always asking me if I know anybody,” she laughed and rolled her eyes.

I felt a sigh of relief knowing that Liam was not a threat to my relationship with Caitlyn. Hearing that a big hunk like him was into a totally different type of person than Caitlyn was about the best thing I could have heard, really.

Or so I thought.

It didn’t take long before Caitlyn started inviting Liam to my dorm to hang out with the two of us.

I didn’t care for this because, from the moment Liam arrived, Caitlyn and I stopped making out and she started fixating on her ex-boyfriend with big, starry eyes. I could tell just how obsessed she was with him, which only made it all the more a mystery as to why she was with me.

From the moment Liam arrived, he seemed very friendly with me. I knew his secret, but Caitlyn asked me not to tell Liam that I knew, so I kept it all under tight-lips.

We didn’t discuss anything in the way of dating or sex whenever Liam was around, which had only been two times, but certainly felt like more than this with how annoying it became to see my girlfriend eyeing another guy so lovingly.

“So, you’re on the football team, huh?” I said, trying to make small talk.

“Yeah,” Liam said, with all the textbook brevity one might expect from a big, beefy jock. He had a deep, southern drawl that was evident even in his short, one-word replies.

“He’s going pro,” she said to me.

“Come on, Cate,” Liam said with a modest laugh. “Who knows about all that,” he said. He had sandy blonde hair that was short, with slight curls, and big, blue eyes. His soft beauty seemed at odds with his chiseled jawline and rough stubble, and especially with his rugged, six-foot and three-inch frame that seemed like a giant on my twin bed.

I sat in the chair at my computer desk while Caitlyn and her ex-boyfriend spent the afternoon on my bed.

It was hard not to feel angry about it all, deep down. How could I not? Even knowing that Liam was gay, or bisexual, or whatever. The moment he started to come around was the moment Caitlyn seemed to pay me no attention whatsoever—conversationally, or physically.

So, I would sit there with my dick, stiff in my shorts, waiting for attention, with the hope that somehow, Caitlyn would eventually get back to making out with me, and maybe we would even finally go another step in our physicality.

My dick had been so desperate, yet forced to remain patient.

Finally, one afternoon, Caitlyn came over alone and informed me that Liam thought I was ‘cute.’

I expected this to be enough to get Caitlyn to stop inviting him over to my dorm, maybe out of jealousy if nothing else.

And it was true, for a few days, I didn’t see Liam. But something else, very unexpected, happened, instead.

Caitlyn came to my room and everything seemed normal—at first. That was until she was on the bed with me and asked, “Have you ever worn panties, before?”

“Have I ever worn… um, panties?” I said, confused—and surprised. “Um, I have not.”

“That’s a shame,” Caitlyn said. “I like a guy who wears girly panties.” Her eyes drifted about, as though she was being coy.

“Really?” I asked. “I mean… I’m not saying that I wouldn’t ever do it or anything,” I stumbled.

“Yeah? Great,” she said.

Suddenly, she hopped off the bed and said, “Go in there and take a shower. I want you to clean yourself up nicer than ever before. And you’re going to shave yourself from head to toe, too. I want you to shave everything but the hair on your head—got it?”

Now I really was confused. And I must’ve looked it, because Caitlyn came over to me and pressed her lips against mine. She looked into my eyes and said softly, “Are you going to do it for me? I’ll make it worth your while.”

“So, you want me to shave my…” I started.

Caitlyn nodded and said, “Your legs? Your dick? Your balls, your butthole… I want you to be nice and bald all over.”

The mere mention of my dick and balls from Caitlyn’s lips made me hard as a rock in my shorts.

I dutifully marched into my bathroom and did as she asked, shaving with my razor blade to get as close as possible, and then using my electric razor in anything that was a bit too risky.

When I was done, I emerged from the bathroom in nothing but my boxer shorts, and my cargo shorts. I was shirtless and my hair was still a bit damp, but I was shaved from head to toe.

I felt the strange sensation of being bald on my legs and my asshole. I felt… nice. I could suddenly imagine how women must feel. It was oddly arousing to feel that I could connect to a sensation that women might feel on a daily basis.

Caitlyn smiled from ear to ear and wasted no time, pulling a pair of panties out of her purse.

“I want you to try these on,” she said to me. She had a flirty grin on her lips, and it was hard to resist any order she gave me with that kind of a smile, promising something so much more than simply making out.

Still, I hesitated. “Um,” I swallowed, “Panties? You already have a pair and you want me to… try on… those panties?”

I saw the panties, which were pink and silky and looked like a thong.

“That’s right,” she said to me. “I guess I have a thing for it, what can I say?” She smiled at me again and said, “If you try them on, I promise you’ll never regret it.”

“Is that right?” I said.

“That’s right,” Caitlyn smiled. “Maybe you’ll even get laid?”

This was all I needed to hear to take the panties from her hands and feel them about in my fingers. The fabric was slick and cool, and I bit my lip as I imagined them pressed against Caitlyn’s pussy.

She laughed and said, “There we go. Hurry up, because I’ve got a lot to do today.”

I took a deep breath and eyed her. “Should I go into the bathroom and change?” I asked her.

“Why?” she said. “I’m going to see your dick sooner or later; might as well be today, right? Show me what you’ve got.”

I suddenly felt quite nervous. My heart sped, but I was too horny and desperate to care about my own reservations.

I yanked my shorts down my legs until I was standing there in my boxers with the faint tent of my half-hard erection pushing against the inside of them.

Caitlyn gave a flirty whistle and said, “Take ‘em off!”

I smiled and gave her what I thought she wanted. I looked at her, took a deep breath, and yanked my briefs down. I felt the cool air swarm my dick and balls.

Caitlyn smiled and said, “Cute. It’s exactly what I was hoping for.”

“Yeah?” I said, shocked. She was hoping I’d have a small dick? Damn, I’ve won the lottery with this girl, I thought.

I grabbed the panties and hurriedly stepped into them. I was so clumsy that I had to re-do it a couple of times before I finally got it right.

I pulled them up until I felt the front of the silky panties constrict against my hard dick. I felt the soft fabric cradling my manhood, and I actually loved how it felt against my skin. It was so much daintier and smooth than anything I had ever worn, before.

“Oh, yeah,” Caitlyn crooned. “This is amazing,” she smiled.

“Really?” I said to her. “So, you have a thing for guys wearing panties?” I asked her.

Caitlyn was mum. She simply reached into her purse and pulled out a bra. Ok, so we had panties, and now a bra? My heart skipped a beat as I realized this wasn’t just about wearing panties.

“A bra?” I asked her. Caitlyn nodded.

“That’s right,” she said. “And you’re going to put it on for me, right, babe?”

The bra was pinky and lacey, matching the thong panties that were currently wedged between my tight butt cheeks.

“Um, I guess so,” I said to her. “If that’s what you want, anyway,” I said, rubbing my neck.

“That’s what I want,” she said to me with a degree of directness beneath her syrupy-sweet tone that let me know I should not waste her time with hesitation.

So, to prove that I was the perfect boyfriend, I took the bra and clumsily worked it around my torso. Caitlyn laughed and came around behind me as she latched it tight around my chest.

“There,” she said. “Now it’s almost like you have boobs,” she said with a chuckle.

She stood and eyed me and smiled wide. “You’re looking really pretty,” she said.

“Really?” I said.

“I knew you would, with that long hair of yours and your soft features and slender frame? I knew you’d make a pretty girl,” she said to me.

“A pretty girl? What? I’m… I’m definitely a guy,” I said to her with a nervous chuckle.

“And we’re going to change that for a little bit, right?” she said, nearing me and whispering softly from her curled lips.

“Um, maybe?” I asked her.

“Good,” Caitlyn said. “Sit down over here, because we’re not done,” she said to me.

I obeyed her and sat on the edge of my bed as she pulled up a chair and began pulling out of her purse, various items of makeup.

My eyes widened as she did this and I asked, “What are you… planning to do?”

“Sit still,” she said, grabbing my cheeks in her hand as she used her other to bring what looked like a pencil to my eye.

“I’m making you pretty,” she said to me. “You want to be pretty for me, right? You want to let me turn you into a femboy for the afternoon?”

“A… what?” I asked, confused.

“Don’t worry about it,” she giggled. “Just tell me if you’re going to play along, or if I need to find myself another boyfriend.”

“No way,” I said to her. “I will do it.” I was too damn desperate—and horny—to refuse. I already knew I would do whatever Caitlyn asked if me, if it meant I would ‘get laid.’ No doubt about it.

And so, I sat there for the next hour as Caitlyn worked on my face. It was tedious, and by the end of it, I felt stiff and achy, as if I’d been playing a human statue all afternoon.

“Oh my god,” she said, pulling back. “Yes… yes! This is perfect,” she said with a laugh.

She grabbed her phone and snapped a few pictures of me. She turned it around and showed me on the screen. My jaw dropped and I felt a tremor of adrenaline throughout my body.

“Shit,” I gasped. “Is this for real? You used a filter or something on the picture, right?” I asked her.

Caitlyn shook her head. “It’s all you. You look like the prettiest girl on campus. How about that?”

“Fuck,” I said. I couldn’t believe what she had done to me. There I was, in a bra and a thong, made-up like a fucking cheerleader or beauty queen. And I still didn’t understand why.

“So, now we have the sex?” I asked her, sounding like the clumsy virgin that I was.

Caitlyn laughed and said, “Soon, yeah.”

She was typing away on her phone for a moment as I asked her question after question—all receiving vague and evasive answers while she focused on her text-message conversation, instead.

Finally, she tucked her phone away and only moments later, I heard a knock on my door.

My heart sped and I turned to the door, as if I had heard the echo of a ghost.

“Who is that?” I asked. “I’m not expecting anybody,” I said to her.

Caitlyn giggled and said, “Relax, it’s just Liam.”

“What?!” I asked. A sledgehammer dropped in my gut and I jumped up from the bed. “I can’t let him see me like this. Hold on!”

Before I could find any way to cover myself up, Caitlyn opened the door and Liam stepped inside. Before I knew it, I was completely exposed before the big football jock, who smiled as he eyed me from head to toe, dressed in nothing but a bra and panties, and dolled up with makeup.

“Damn, Cate,” he said. “You really did it,” he grinned as he shut the door behind him.

“Dude, this isn’t what it looks like. I was just… Caitlyn wanted me to…” I rambled.

“Relax,” Caitlyn said, putting her finger to my lips. “Liam knows all about it. He likes it, remember?” she said, leaning in and whispering, “And that’s why you’re going to do exactly as I tell you—or we’re finished. Okay?”

“What?” I said, confused like never before in my life.

Caitlyn laughed and whispered again, “I want you to give Liam whatever he wants this afternoon. If you do, I have a feeling you’re going to get fucked like never before.” She pulled away as she said this, and smiled at me, leading me to believe that she was going to have sex with me, finally, if I simply did whatever Liam wanted me to do.

What he wanted me to do, I didn’t have the first clue; magic tricks? A catwalk?

I was puzzled—and totally naïve.

Liam stood there, towering over me, as Caitlyn urged me to my knees, along with her. “Come on,” she said. “Down here.”

I followed her, until I was on my knees looking up at the tall jock. My face was right in front of his… bulge. My brow furrowed and my lips parted as I saw how close I was to Liam’s shorts.

“That’s it,” Caitlyn said.

“She’s hot, Cate,” Liam said. “You’re damn good,” he laughed.

“I’m not a girl,” I mouthed to Caitlyn.

“Yes you are,” she said to me, as if it was accepted fact. “I’m looking at you and I definitely see a girl. So, you’re going to act like a girl would act on her knees, in front of a big hunk like Liam. You’re going to do it for me, remember?” she said with a quiet chuckle.

“Wh—what?” I asked. I turned to see Liam slide his hand into his shorts and sigh.

Caitlyn then reached up and grabbed the band of his shorts, “Stop being so shy, babe,” she said to him.

Liam laughed as Caitlyn overruled the jock and yanked his gym shorts down his legs, revealing a pair of tight sports briefs that conformed around a massive bulge.

With my face right up next to it, it looked especially big and intimidating. I gasped softly and Caitlyn nodded and smiled.

“That’s right,” she said. “Maybe you’re already becoming a femboy, ready to worship this big cock?”

“Wh—what?” I said, confused.

But Caitlyn said nothing else. Instead, she grabbed Liam’s boxer briefs and tugged them down until they unpeeled from his body and rolled down to his calves.

At once, his enormous cock spilled out, along with his low-hanging balls.

“Holy shit,” I said.

Caitlyn giggled and Liam rolled his eyes, “Come on, babe.”

“What? We’re just having a little fun,” she said with an insincerely innocent tone.

I couldn’t take my eyes off Liam’s monster cock.

“How big… is it?” I asked, shocked.

Liam shrugged, but Caitlyn responded with a smile.

“I think it’s nine inches. It’s super fat, too, huh?” she said with a smile. “It feels so good when it’s inside, too; unlike anything you’ll ever feel.”

“Inside?” I asked. Again, Caitlyn was short on elaboration. She smiled and looked over at me.

“Go on, babe,” she said to me. “Touch it—for me.”

“Wait… what?” I asked. It was strange enough to have Liam’s big dick out in front of me. It was so plump as it throbbed harder and harder between his tree-trunk thighs. His balls were rosy, along with the sculpted head of his cock.

“I want you to wrap your fingers around it—do it,” she said.

I took a deep breath and obeyed my girlfriend. If that was what she wanted—and would get me laid—then I was going to do it, no matter how strange it seemed to me.

At once, I felt Liam’s big dick throb in my hand as I gripped it. He moaned softly. I couldn’t deny that I kind that he moaned when I touched his big dick.

“Isn’t she so pretty?” Caitlyn said to her ex-boyfriend.

“Fuck yeah, she is,” Liam smiled. “She’s hot.”

“Um… me?” I asked.

“Of course you,” she laughed at me. “Go on—jerk his dick. Stroke it,” she then said.

“Um, but… okay,” I said, hesitant. I started jerking Liam’s dick and I watched as it swelled before me, filling my fingers as it grew rock hard. It felt so powerful—almost dangerous. I couldn’t believe Caitlyn had ever had such a big dick inside her, before.

I couldn’t help but feel envious—and bitter—that Liam had such a big dick, while mine was so small.

Yet, despite the humiliation of the afternoon, I was hard inside my thong. I felt my dick poking against the inside of my panties, and I looked down to see the tent inside the silky, pink fabric.

I didn’t know why—why being dressed in a thong and bra, and having makeup painted on my face until I looked just like a girl, and being made to jerk off my girlfriend’s hung ex—made me hard. But it did.

Caitlyn giggled and noticed this as well. She reached down and caressed the head of my dick through my panties.

“Ah, ugh,” I moaned from the pleasure.

“Such a big femboy clit,” she laughed.

“Wh—what?” I asked, confused. “It’s my dick. I don’t have a clit.”

“Yes you do,” Caitlyn said sternly. “It’s right here. You have a really big clit. Wouldn’t you rather have a big clit, instead of a tiny dick? That’s what I thought.”

She stroked the head of my dick through my panties, and I felt too dumb with pleasure to fight her on semantics. I continued to stroke Liam’s dick with a loose grip, too, until Caitlyn leaned in and whispered into my ear, “Go on and suck his dick. Shock him.”

“What? No way,” I said. “I can’t suck another guy’s dick,” I said to her.

“Babe, it’s not ‘another guy’s dick,’ when you’re a femboy,” Caitlyn said. “I’m getting tired of having to explain this to you. Today you’re a femboy, which means you’re not quite a girl, and not quite a guy; you’re somewhere in-between. And your job is to serve big dicks, like Liam’s. So go on—do it for me.”

Caitlyn leaned in and whispered even more softly, “It will be worth your while—I’ll make sure of that.”

I bit my lip and eyed Liam’s dick. I could smell the makeup on my face. For a moment, it was hard to remember that I was a guy at all. I felt a lot like a girl there on my knees in a bra and panties, with the scent of blush and eye-shadow emanating from me.

I took a deep breath and, after Caitlyn’s continued insistence, leaned forward and swallowed the head of Liam’s dick, if for no other reason than to shut my girlfriend up.

“Oh, fuck,” Liam growled, the moment I slid my lips over his dick.

My dick throbbed hard in my panties. I couldn’t believe how exciting and arousing it was to have another guy’s dick in my mouth. There was something about smelling like a girl—and being dressed like that—that suddenly made it that way.

I knew that if I had been in my normal clothes—just a regular guy—on my knees and made to suck a jock’s dick, I would have hated it.

But Caitlyn was beginning to convince me that I really was somewhere between a girl and a boy.

I felt as Liam rushed his fingers through my hair. “Damn, she’s hot, Cate,” he said to me. “And she sucks a dick like no girl I’ve ever had.”

This excited me more than anything. I felt more motivated, now, to suck Liam’s dick, and continually show him how good I could do it. I couldn’t fit much more than the head of it in my mouth, but I tried my best, brushing my tongue around the tip and underside as he sighed and moaned.

“Fuck,” Liam growled. “Suck it, bitch,” he said.

Sure, I felt like a cheap whore. But because of this, I was aroused. I felt like some slutty sorority sister at a keg party on campus, sucking the jock’s big cock. I was starting to believe Caitlyn that this was my place.

She whispered endlessly in my ear, cheerleading me on. “You were made for this,” she said. “You were made to serve big cocks. You love it, don’t you?”

She continued, “You’re a cheap femboy that needs big cocks to make her feel good. You love dressing up as a pretty girl and serving big dicks.”

I felt dazed, like I was floating in a cloud, as she continued to whisper into my ear, and I continued to take a mouthful of Liam’s dick.

After another few minutes, he moaned and winced. Caitlyn quickly yanked her ex-boyfriend’s dick out of my mouth.

“No, no, no, babe,” she said to him. “You can’t cum in her mouth.”

“Come on!” Liam complained.

“She has an amazing boypussy for you, instead,” Caitlyn said, tapping me on my shoulder.

“Go on—bend over the bed,” she said to me.

“…What? What for?” I asked, suspicious.

Caitlyn rolled her eyes. “Um, so Liam can make a proper femboy out of you, obviously,” she laughed. “Stop stalling and do it for me,” she said, firm.

I hesitated, and climbed over the edge of my bed, still unsure of what was happening. Liam came up behind my butt and I felt his fingers dig into my cheeks.

“Shit,” he said. “So tight. Look at this ass. I’m so fucking horny just looking at it,” he said.

“Good,” Caitlyn crooned. “She’s all yours. Here.”

I looked over my shoulder to see her handing him a small squeeze-packet of lube. Still, I was confused; because never in a million years would I have guessed that Caitlyn intended to let her ex-boyfriend fuck my butt.

“Mm, that’s it,” Caitlyn purred. “Feel how tight it is in your hands. She’s been waiting for a big dick to make her feel whole.”

“Fuck, it’s so nice,” Liam said.

Suddenly, I felt the jock tugging on the back of my thong. He yanked it to the side and before I could look back over my shoulder, he buried his face into my ass.

“Shit!” I gasped, as I felt his tongue sliding against my asshole. I clenched and tensed up as the pleasure seized me without warning.

I turned into a zombie, moaning mindlessly as the pleasure imprisoned me in its grip. Liam’s tongue was strong and forceful, pushing against my asshole like it wanted to thrust inside me.

My body trembled and my legs shook, weak and blissful. My dick oozed pre-cum inside my panties, as the jock dug his fingers into my butt-cheeks and held me in place while he ate my hole.

Caitlyn came back near me, climbing atop the bed to sit next to me. She leaned down in my ear and whispered, again, “You’re such a pretty femboy, aren’t you? How do you like getting your pussy eaten? It’s so tight. I know he’s going to love it.”

I could do nothing but moan and sigh with utter delight as Caitlyn continued to whisper propaganda into my ears and turn me into a permanent cross-dressing femboy.

And the more she did it, the more it seemed to be working. I started thinking less about when I would get to have sex with Caitlyn, and more about what else Liam would do to me.

Suddenly, the means to the end became the only thing I fixated upon. I was more obsessed with the fat, juicy cock dangling hard and wet between Liam’s thighs, than the boobs in Caitlyn’s shirt, or the pussy in her leggings.

Instead, I was obsessing over how my hair and makeup looked for Liam. I thought only of how dainty, slender and girlish I must’ve seemed to him, and wondered if he thought I was even prettier than Caitlyn.

My eyes rolled back and I moaned without end as he continued eating my asshole. With every passing moment, I felt my legs weaker, and my dick teased closer to an orgasm.

I didn’t know what was happening to me; I wasn’t even touching my dick! And yet, there I was, on the verge of cumming.

I gripped the bed-sheets and, seemingly sensing what was happening, Caitlyn ramped up her chatter.

“That’s it… let go. Have a sissy-gasm. Orgasm from letting a real man eat that boypussy,” she whispered.

“I… I’m not a sissy and…I, ugh…” I tried to argue with Caitlyn, but it was no good. Before I could finish, I started to cum. I felt it in my panties.

“Fuck!” I cried out, and felt my cock throbbing inside my thong. I felt the steamy, gooey cumshots drizzling the inside of my panties, staining them until they were soaked with my sperm.

Caitlyn laughed and looked back to her boyfriend. “She came from you eating her pussy,” she said to Liam.

“I think you should have your fun with her, now. She obviously wants it,” she said.

With that, I felt Liam rubbing the head of his massive cock against my puckering asshole. I was still climaxing when he pushed the head of his lubed dick into me.

I felt the intense pain begin to override my orgasm and I groaned loudly as he thrust into me and split me open.

“Relax, that’s it… let your pussy take him in. He’s big, so I know you’ll have to work to get your pussy open enough. Just relax and open up for him,” Caitlyn giggled.

Liam pushed into me whether I was ‘relaxed’ or not. His cock continued sinking into my butt, inch by inch, and the pain was unlike anything I had ever experienced in my life.

I cried out at the top of my lungs, even as my dick continued to ooze cum inside my panties. Just when I thought that Liam’s dick couldn’t get any thicker, it continued stretching me wider around it.

Finally, I felt him sink smoothly into me. His big, warm cock and chiseled head, rubbed deep inside me and he moaned from his abs.

“Fuck,” he gasped. “She’s so tight.”

“I know,” Caitlyn smiled. “So much better than regular pussy, huh?” she said, spanking my ass.

“And she’s so brave, taking a big cock like yours,” she said, as she squeezed my butt in her fingers and spanked it again.

Liam pulled back and started pumping in and out of my ass. It was smooth, thanks to the lube, and while it was still very painful, it was nowhere near as excruciating as that first entry.

My legs continued to shake and I smelled my sweat mix with the scent of makeup, all as Liam’s musk and sweat swirled over my nose.

Caitlyn continued giggling, petting and whispering soothing yet condescending words into my ears. I could barely pay her any attention, thanks to the difficulty of taking Liam’s fat dick inside my butt.

“Such a beautiful femboy,” she said. “Let that pussy gobble up every inch. He loves it. Can you hear him moan? That’s because your pussy is so nice for him.”

I could only return with groans and grunts as the sound of Liam’s skin spanking against my ass filled the dorm room.

Eventually, I felt his swinging balls hit against my sack. Each time they did, the bruising, sore sensation drove me closer to another orgasm. I don’t know why. I didn’t know why any of it had made me so aroused, but it had.

And now, I was biting my lip hard, trying to stifle my moans. I was refusing to orgasm a second time; orgasm from having a big cock fucking me in my butt.

I didn’t want to cross the threshold and admit that I was a cock-craving sissy femboy. I refused. I refused.

Yet, my body didn’t care how much I hated the idea. My legs trembled, and each time Liam pumped deep and fast into my butt, I felt myself working towards climax. My cum-soaked thong was cold against my cock and balls, but soon, I knew I would pump another warm load inside the panties; especially if Caitlyn had anything to do with it.

She reached back and grabbed my balls through my panties, massaging them.

She grabbed my dick and did the same. “Come on,” she whispered. “You know you want to do it. Be a good femboy and have a sissy-gasm from getting fucked in your pussy.”

She massaged the head of my dick and I groaned as she continued, “Do you like it when I tease your clitty?”

“Fuck, babe,” Liam moaned. “I’m going to cum soon.”

“Not until she cums,” Caitlyn insisted.

I tried to fight it, but I couldn’t. Liam pumped harder, faster and deeper than ever before, as if he was trying to fuck the cum out of me.

After a few more minutes of this massaging against my prostate, and Caitlyn’s hand on my panties, I couldn’t help but to orgasm.

I erupted and shook. I cried out and gasped as my eyes tightened and I rolled into my second sissy-gasm.

“Fuck!” I cried out.

“Cum in her, Liam. Do it now, babe,” Caitlyn said to her ex.

Liam needed no help, and he slammed his dick into me a few final times before I felt his dick expanding deep inside me. It throbbed a few times and I felt the warmth injected deep inside me.

Liam growled and filled the dorm with his guttural groans, all as he pumped his cum right up my butt.

“That’s it,” Caitlyn smiled. “He’s cumming inside you—filling you with his sperm. Can you feel it shooting deep in your pussy? You’re a real femboy, now!” she gushed.

I was too busy shooting another load of cum into my panties, and all as I felt Liam inject his shots of sperm up my butt.

It was done. It was official. There was no going back. I had been dressed up, painted with makeup, fucked and bred by a jock, all like some cheap, slutty college girl.

And it was all thanks to Caitlyn, who had wooed me into it. I wasn’t sure if it had been her plan all along, but I started to wonder.

Secretly, I seethed as I looked at her smile.

Liam pulled out of me and Caitlyn tugged my thong back into place, but not before she pulled a shiny, metal butt-plug out of her purse and stuck it into my butt, as if to put a cork in my ass.

It had a pink-jeweled end that stuck out while the plug was in place.

“There,” she smiled. “That will keep his sperm inside you all day.”

I felt the cold, fat metal bulb plugged in my butt. My ass was still clenching from my orgasm, tugging on the plug, as she slipped the thong back over it.

Liam spanked my ass and said, “I’m not done with you, by the way,” as he started off to my bathroom and I heard the shower start.

“Looks like you’ve got a long day ahead of you, babe,” she said to me.

“What did you do to me?!” I said with a harsh whisper. “I didn’t want to be a ‘femboy’ or whatever. I’m a guy, and I’m straight.”

Caitlyn laughed and said, “And you had two orgasms all thanks to your boypussy.”

I rolled my eyes and said, “Do you even like me as a guy?”

Caitlyn smiled at me and said, “Babe, you’re a femboy. It’s what you are meant to be. I saw you on campus and I knew you would be a perfect fuck-doll for Liam, and I also knew that once you were turned into a femboy, you would never want to go back do being a boring old boy, having to use your small dick to cum.”

She patted me on my cheek and hopped up. “I’m going to the mall with a few of my friends. I’ll stop by later, okay?”

Caitlyn kissed my cheek and disappeared out the door, all as I was on my bed, still dressed like a girl and covered in makeup and sweat. I felt the butt-plug in my panties, and the soaked fabric around my dick and balls.

Once Caitlyn was gone, I knew I could get up and ditch Liam while he was in the shower. I knew it.

And yet I didn’t. I went nowhere. All I could do was stay there on the bed, thinking about how much I missed Liam’s big, warm and hard cock stuffing my butt.

The thought of it was almost enough to make me cum a third time.

I could have left, but I didn’t, because I was too excited to get fucked again and again by the big jock.

That was when I realized that Caitlyn was right. I had become a femboy. She had started it, but I was going to finish it.

And she was right about another thing, too; I had gotten laid—just not from her.

I smiled, all the while, I quietly cursed Caitlyn. “What have you done to me, babe?” I whispered as I thought about her. “You bitch,” I said.

The water cut in the bathroom, and within moments, the door opened and Liam emerged, naked from head to toe. His dick was not fully hard, but it was still half-hard, which still made it massive, dangling between his thighs.

“Come here,” he said to me. “Get on your knees and suck it.”

Again, I could have left. But I didn’t. Instead, I happily climbed off the bed and dropped to my knees, taking his big cock in my hand. And as I did, my dick started to throb hard all over again. My asshole clenched on the butt-plug, too.

I shook my head and whispered again into the air, as if Caitlyn could somehow hear me, “You bitch.”

But even as I cursed her, I took Liam’s dick and excitedly sucked it for the second time, waiting for the moment when he would take me, and fuck my femboy brains out all day and night!


TRANSFIX


When I first moved away to college, I felt a bit lonely. I was a thousand miles from my hometown and, despite my best efforts, I hadn’t made many friends.

Of course, companionship isn’t so easy when you’re a young, straight guy. Girls didn’t have much interest in me, and I only ever got hit on by guys.

And even making friends wasn’t as easy as I had hoped; everybody in town seemed to already be part of a clique or a friend group, leaving out-of-staters like me on the fringe.

To make matters worse, I had chosen to reside in a college apartment complex situated just on the edge of campus. At nineteen, as a sophomore, I was exempt from their policy that required freshmen to live in dorms for their first year.

I thought this would be a good thing, because, who wants to live with a total stranger? I knew I didn’t. I was more than thrilled to skip the college rite-of-passage of living with a dorm-mate.

But within the first few weeks of living on my own in the college apartments, I realized that it might not have been so bad, after all. I sometimes overheard people in my classes chatting about getting along quite well with their dorm mates; about how they were ‘strangers,’ but now they are best friends.

Suddenly, I felt as though I’d screwed up my first semester at a big, prestigious university.

My studies were going well, at least. But I was hardly living the “college experience.”

I wasn’t old enough to drink legally, and though I had worked up the nerve to ask two girls out on dates, they politely explained that they had boyfriends, which I couldn’t help but interpret as a lie to let me down easy.

This had been my experience back in high school, too. I was always a small guy, and a “pretty boy,” according to most; though I would have much rather not been a pretty boy.

I quietly envied the big jocks, even if I cursed them. Just like in the movies, they were the guys with the beautiful girls on their arms; the popular girls who wouldn’t even notice me if they had been trapped in a closet with me.

Meanwhile, I was a nerdy, skinny guy with a cute face and a predilection for buying my nose in manga comics.

I thought college would be different. I went to a nearby community college for my freshman year while I lived at home. It made me feel as though I was in limbo, really. But I thought being at a big university would change everything.

Three weeks in and it really hadn’t.

Not until she showed up.

Her name was Alexis.

I didn’t know that until she came to my door one afternoon, right after I’d returned home from my classes.

I opened my door, and there she was, standing in my doorway.

“Hi,” she said with a coquettish grin and a little wink. Suddenly, I felt as though I understood the concept of “love at first sight.”

Alexis was tall and svelte, but she had a playful look about her, with a small t-shirt that clung tightly around her big boobs and showed her tiny stomach. She had on a pair of tiny denim shorts, too, that made her legs look endlessly long.

She had a mousy smile, a small, round nose and big, greyish-blue eyes. She had a pale complexion with faint freckles decorating her cheeks, and even a set of dimples. Platinum blonde hair framed her face with her bangs swaying gently in the breeze.

I must’ve looked like a complete moron standing there. But, the moment I saw her, I felt like a deer in a set of headlights.

Her beauty was not the only thing that transfixed me, but the way it seemed wrapped up in an approachable, down-to-earth aura. When she smiled, I felt as though I’d known her for years.

“Care to save the oak tree by the road?” she spoke. Out of her curled, pink lips came a raspy, deep voice that I didn’t quite expect. She had a hint of a southern drawl in her syllables.

“Um, hi,” I said with a dumb grin.

“Hey,” she said. She looked at me like she wanted to fuck me; like she was about to start flirting with me because she very much liked what she saw. I felt that I must’ve been losing my mind to think this.

“So, wanna’ do it?” she asked.

I turned red-faced and warm as she said this. “Um… what?” I said, swallowing.

“Want to sign the petition?” she asked.

She bit her lip in anticipation as she held out a tablet with a small digital petition form on the screen.

I noticed she had a tasteful and slender metallic-green nose-ring that looped over her nostril. It seemed an appropriate accent for her, considering it was subdued and not anything too overtly flashy.

But it was just enough to tell me was not as uptight as her beauty might have suggested.

“Well?” she asked. I looked down and saw that she was barefoot and rubbing the ball of her foot against the ground.

As my eyes came back up her body, they settled for a moment on the side of her perky, cute ass. And then, they settled on her big, eye-catching breasts, sitting so nice and snug inside her black t-shirt.

“Yeah… sure,” I said. “Of course,” I smiled.

I signed the petition and, when I turned back at Alexis, she was already eyeing me and smiling.

“Are you new here?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Three weeks.”

“Hm,” she noted. “Usually I find out about the cute boys when they are moving in. I’m late, huh?” she smiled.

“Um… what?” I said, stupid and drunk with attraction.

She did not respond to this. Instead, she said, “I’m Alexis.”

“I’m, um… shit,” I stumbled. Somehow, I’d forgotten my own damn name!

Finally, I remembered it and offered, “I’m Dustin.” But, not before I turned bright pink from embarrassment.

Alexis giggled and said, “Well, Dustin, nice to meet you. Thanks for the signature. I’ll see you soon, right?”

“Will you?” I asked, nervous.

“Yeah,” she smiled. “You’re going to come over to my place tonight—that’s why,” she grinned.

“I am?” I said, with wide eyes and adrenaline in my veins.

“Mmhm,” she nodded. “At least, I hope you will. I’ll make some espresso and I can get to know my new neighbor,” she added with a cryptic smile.

“Um, sure,” I said to her.

“Just, um…” she said, looking me up and down. “Clean up a little, okay? I don’t like stinky or hairy boys.”

“Am I dirty?” I asked her, looking down at myself, self-conscious.

“I don’t know—are you?” she laughed. She composed herself, flashed a soft smile and said, “I like dirty boys; just not smelly or hairy boys. Understand?”

I looked at her with what must’ve been a blank-face as she walked away.

That began the next few hours of my day, in which I forgot anything and everything I had been doing, in an effort to obsess over how I looked—and smelled.

I showered, paced about and shaved my face. I grew so obsessive that I decided, for some reason, I should shave my legs, my balls—everything that was not the hair on my head.

I spent so much time and work on myself that I felt sweaty, and ended up showering a second time, before meticulously working on my clothing choices.

For the next hour, I watched the night begin to fall in the sky outside my window as I paced about and debated over my clothing. Somehow, this girl that I had said all of five words to, had wound me up to the point where I was deconstructing every facet of my own existence.

I was desperate to make a friend—and especially a girlfriend. But there was something different about Alexis.

She was the sort of girl that could transfix anybody; and she certainly had transfixed me.

I walked over to her apartment, all the while assuring myself that I looked—and smelled—decent enough for my new neighbor.

Yeah, she’s hot, but she’s not THAT special. I need to relax. Who cares what she thinks? Like she’s all that or something? I thought to myself, as the voice in my head rambled with preemptive defense mechanisms for when I inevitably embarrassed myself in front of the hot new girl next door.

I knocked on Alexis’s door. At least, I was quite certain I’d knocked on her door. My heart was pounding so hard and fast, I wasn’t sure if I’d simply heard it in my chest and mistook it for my fist against the door.

But, a few moments later, Alexis pulled the door open and there she was, looking just as she had hours, before.

She had not changed a single thing about herself. I, on the other hand, had decided to wear the best clothes I had. I had scrubbed every inch of my body and shaved myself bald, to the point where I felt the breeze climbing up my jeans and over the bare skin of my legs.

I’d never shaved my legs, before, and it was the strangest sensation. My legs actually felt cold! But they were quite smooth, too.

My dick and balls, on the other hand, had been subject to a few close shaves. I had grown lazy the past year, but now that I worried somebody might actually see inside my boxers, I made everything bald and smooth, including my taint and even my asshole, which, luckily didn’t really have much hair on it to begin with.

I stood before the door, swallowing and waiting nervously for Alexis’s next words.

She looked me up and down and said, “You clean up nicely.”

“Um, thanks,” I managed to say. I was too nervous and shaky to muster anything beyond those two simple words.

“Come in,” she smiled, waving me in.

I stepped inside and looked around. Alexis’s apartment wasn’t any different from mine, structurally, but she had made it her own, with a few posters, plants and decorative throws on a big, comfy sofa.

She had a few tall bookshelves stacked with books; big art books from the looks of it. She had wooden furniture, like a big oak coffee table, and a few art sculptures. Despite sharing a wall with her, I felt as though I had been transported somewhere very different from the college apartments.

Music played from a record player on a TV stand. It was soft, groovy and sensual.

I felt totally out of place in Alexis’s apartment.

“Um,” I started. “Did you mean to invite me over here, or did we just… get our signals mixed?” I said with a laugh as Alexis shut the door behind us.

“Of course I did,” she said with a laugh. “Why?”

“I mean, girls aren’t usually interested in me,” I confessed, rubbing the back of my neck.

“Their loss—you’re cute,” she said, her eyes beaming as she took a seat on her sofa.

She waved me over and said, “Come here.”

I sat down beside her and felt my leg against hers. I’d never felt more self-conscious in all my life. But, I couldn’t help myself. She was the hottest girl I’d ever spoken to, and now, by some miracle, I was in her apartment touching her.

“So, Dusty,” Alexis started, “Do you like getting butt-fucked?”

Alexis looked at me with an intense gaze, like a therapist awaiting my answer.

My eyes widened and my mouth opened wide, frozen with shock from the surprising question.

I must’ve looked mortified, because Alex burst into a fit of laughter. She shook her head and, struggling to compose herself, quipped, “You should see the look on your face!”

I swallowed and, still unsure whether she was even joking, gave a nervous chuckle.

“I like to keep my boyfriends on their toes,” she then said to me.

“Boyfriend?” I asked.

“Oh, are you taken? Do you already have a girlfriend—or boyfriend?” she asked, with a confident tone that suggested she already knew the answer.

“Um, no, I don’t,” I said. “No girlfriend,” I said with a chuckle. “Or boyfriend. I’m straight. Like… I like girls,” I said, rambling like a moron. I nodded and continued to press the point; afraid Alexis would get the wrong idea or something.

“I really like girls,” I said again.

Alexis nodded along with me and smiled, “Good for you, I guess?”

I didn’t understand this girl at all. I didn’t get what she said, when she said it, or how she behaved or responded to anything. She was an alien compared to any other girl I’d known, especially any other attractive girl.

“I would like to buttfuck a girl,” I said with a nervous chuckle.

Alexis looked at me with a blank stare.

“I meant to say, I would rather butt-fuck a girl, than get buttfucked, um; know what I mean?” I said with a laugh.

After no response from Alexis, I felt sweaty and nervous and said, “Um, can we start over? Sorry. I really didn’t mean to say that. I’m Dustin.”

Alexis smiled softly and said, “Dusty, relax. You’re so tightly wound. I think I need to help you relax, don’t I?”

Before I could ask Alexis how she might even do that, she dropped to her knees and got between my feet. She bit her lip and reached up at the button and zipper of my jeans, opening them.

I watched, helpless to stop her, as she loosened my jeans around my waist and nudged me to lift my ass. I did, and she yanked them down my legs, revealing my boxers.

I took a deep breath.

Holy fuck… is she seriously about to suck my dick? Or is she going to cut it off and keep it in a jar with the rest of the poor guys she tricked? I thought, trying to decide whether I’d stumbled into the apartment of the girl of my dreams—or a serial killer.

Everything with Alexis just seemed way too easy. Hot girls weren’t this easy. So what made Alexis so different?

She licked her lips and said, “This is always my favorite part,” as she grabbed my boxers and peeled them down my legs.

At once, my dick, which was throbbing stiffer by the moment, swung out and began to jump into the air with each throb. My balls spilled out, too. I felt self-conscious about my size, given that I was no more than five inches—on a good day. Realistically, I was closer to four.

And now, Alexis was looking right at it.

“Aw, what a cute little dick!” she said, with a come hither motion of her finger against the underside of my dick head. I wanted to feel resentment and humiliation, but instead, I moaned from the caress of her finger on my dick.

I swallowed and gasped as Alexis giggled and gripped her fingers around my dick. She gave it a few strokes and said, “It’s super pretty. Most guys have ugly dicks, but yours is so beautiful.”

“…thanks,” I said, annoyed that she had nothing to say about the size, other than how ‘cute’ my dick was; not something any guy wants to hear.

“Sorry it’s small,” I felt compelled to utter.

Alexis laughed and jerked my dick. “Relax,” she said. “I didn’t invite you over here because I thought you had a big dick.”

I sighed with relief, and Alexis said, “It was actually the opposite. I was hoping you’d have a small one like this. And, to be honest? The smaller the better.”

I was confused, but I wasn’t about to argue. Alexis seemed like the sort of girl that could have had any big dick she wanted—and maybe already had. Maybe she had a condition where her vagina couldn’t handle anything very big; I’d heard about a condition like that.

Whatever the case, I felt like I must’ve been dreaming for a hot girl to look me in my eyes and tell me she almost wished my small dick was even smaller.

“So,” Alexis said, seeming as though she was about to begin a conversation. Without any warning, she very dove her head down and swallowed the head of my dick in her mouth.

“Ugh, fuck,” I gasped as I felt my dick-head enveloped in her warm, wet mouth. Her tongue teased the tip of it and I felt my body ready to explode. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

How did I luck out with finding, not only a hot girl, but also a slut, already down on her knees and sucking my dick ten minutes after I’d come over to her apartment?

Now I really did think she was going to cut me up and steal a kidney or something. Whatever the case, I knew there had to be a catch.

She slurped on my dick endlessly, until I yanked it out of her mouth at the very last moment, worried I might cum down her throat.

Alexis jerked my dick, wet with her spit, and eyed me with a big, wild gaze.

“Why’d you pull out?” she said with a smile, jerking me so fast and firm I thought I might cum from her hand, now.

“I… I was going to… cum,” I said, wincing as I tried to delay.

“So? Cum,” she said. “I want to drink it up,” she grinned.

“What?” I said, shocked.

Suddenly, she hopped up and said, “Mind if I put some porn on my TV? Do you like porn at all? I’m kind of dirty like that.”

I couldn’t believe what kind of a girl I’d stumbled upon. She was hot, playful, and liked porn? I thought I’d struck the jackpot, but really, Alexis was quickly proving to be almost more than I could handle.

“Um, sure,” I said, shrugging.

I watched as Alexis grabbed her phone and cast it to the television. Suddenly, a porn video played featuring three girls, entangled atop a bed.

Instantly, I was aroused by what I saw. Each of the girls was quite horny.

But then, I looked closely and saw that they weren’t exactly the girls I was used to.

“Holy shit,” I said under my breath. I saw that all three of the beautiful girls had massive cocks.

Alexis laughed and nodded. “You like it, don’t you?”

“Um, I… yeah, maybe. I don’t know. I’ve never really watched stuff like this,” I said, trying to be polite.

Before I could finish my rambling, Alexis lowered back down to my dick and suddenly, I felt her tongue slide against my asshole. My hips thrust into the air and I moaned.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Oh, we’ve got a live one! You love ass teasing, don’t you, you dirty sissy?” she said with a chuckle.

Sissy? I thought. Did she intend to say something else? Maybe she got it confused? What is a ‘sissy’?

I didn’t have a chance to think too deeply about what she’d said, because only a moment later, she returned, sliding her tongue between my ass-cheeks until she found my hole and pushed against it. It felt better than anything I had ever experienced.

I had never really teased my asshole, before. So, a hot girl sticking her tongue against my asshole wasn’t exactly something I was prepared for!

I squirmed and writhed as my dick oozed pre-cum. Alexis jerked my dick over and over and I watched the video on the screen; the three trans girls tangling until eventually, one of them started sucking another off. I continued watching and saw the third girl shove her dick into the second-girl.

I couldn’t believe it. They all had tits and they all could have fooled me on the street.

I felt more conflicted than ever before, especially because, as I watched the girl get fucked in her butt by the big dick, I felt Alexis’s tongue continue to push into my asshole, over and over.

My brain felt alive with sensation and I wriggled with want and pleasure.

She pulled her mouth back up and sucked the head of my dick for another moment. I moaned and furrowed my brow, ready to cum in her mouth freely after she’d given me permission. But, as if she knew what I was about to do, she stopped and pulled her mouth off.

She hopped up again, and disappeared into another room.

When she returned, she had a bottle of lube in her hand, and a few small makeup items.

“What’s all that for?” I asked her.

“You’ll see,” she said with a mischievous grin.

She sat the lube down and grabbed a puffy brush. She dusted it on a platter of makeup and then brought it to my face.

“Whoa, what are you doing?” I asked her.

Alexis looked at me with a blank, stare, almost confused that I was confused.

“I’m putting makeup on you, since you are my newest sissy project,” she said.

“W—why?” I asked her.

“Are you going to play along or aren’t you? You could go back home, I guess,” she said.

“What?” I said, worried. “No way. I’ll… I’ll play along. Um, I was just curious, is all,” I said.

And like that, Alexis started puffing my face with makeup, and drawing on me with tiny pencils. It all smelled interesting and girly.

When she was done, she pulled back and smiled big and wide, as if she’d just completed a work of art.

“Wow,” she said, laughing. “You look so natural in makeup. Did you know that?”

“Um, thanks,” I said. “What do I look like?” I asked.

Alexis hopped up and grabbed a small mirror from her purse. She showed me my reflection, and I couldn’t believe how… pretty… I looked. Of course, I was used to being called “pretty” for a boy. But now, I looked pretty, even for a girl’s standards.

I basically looked just like a girl in my face.

“You’ve so pretty,” she smiled. “This?” she said, motioning my entire body from head to toe. “This is perfect.”

Alexis then playfully used the brush to dust my dick, balls, taint and asshole with the makeup as I moved about from the teasing.

“Mm,” I moaned.

She then sprayed a few small puffs of perfume over me, and the small wet speckles settled like a dust on my skin.

I inhaled the scent. It was reminiscent of a girl’s clothing store at the mall, or maybe the jewelry section of a department store; places I was quite unfamiliar with, but which seemed mystical to me.

So, Alexis had a kink for androgynous guys? No big deal, I thought.

I had no idea that this was hardly the whole story.

She stood and started to dance sensually before me. I grew a bit of confidence and ran my hands up the sides of her thighs, smiling like a customer in a strip club, dumb and happy.

She purred with delight as she looked down at me and smiled.

“Are you going to return the favor?” she asked me.

“The favor? What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I sucked your dick…” she said, darting her eyes curiously, from side to side.

“And now, you can give me oral, right?” she asked.

“Oh, right, totally,” I said, a bit relieved now that I knew where she was going with her cryptic question.

“Good,” she said.

She reached down and undid her shorts. It was around that moment that I noticed something a bit odd. They didn’t look exactly… flat… in the front of them. In fact, they looked like they had a big bulge inside of them.

I had only a moment to process this, before Alexis yanked her shorts down and revealed her girly, pink panties.

Inside those pink panties, was a monster dick pointed to the side, against her hip. It was fat and long—almost long enough to reach the outside edge of her hip.

“What the…” I whispered. I looked up at Alexis’s face, and then back down to her dick. I did this more than a few times, trying desperately to reconcile what I was seeing.

I couldn’t fucking believe my eyes.

“Holy shit,” I said, just as Alexis yanked her panties down and gave a girlish giggle.

Her big, fat dick spilled out and pointed right at me—the hole staring me down and oozing pre-cum.

Her balls were big, too; plump and juicy like a pair of golf-balls packed in a tight pink sack.

Everything was hairless and smooth and somehow, even to a straight guy like me, looked quite inviting.

“Come on, Dusty, don’t be shy. Make a girl feel good,” she said to me, looking down and biting her lip.

She then came down onto the sofa beside me and reclined back. “Let’s switch,” she said.

I hesitantly climbed off my seat and dropped to my knees.

Never would I have sucked another guy’s dick. Ever.

And yet, this was not a guy’s dick. Alexis was not a guy. She was a girl, and the hottest one I had ever seen. And now, she had a big dick and balls? Somehow, she made it fine; made it almost seem normal that a girl would have a fat, juicy cock and balls.

I swallowed and stared at the scary dick.

“Um, how… how big is that?” I asked.

Alexis giggled and said, “It’s big, huh? I’m a lucky girl.”

“Big is an understatement,” I said.

“Between eight and nine inches, depending on how hard I am,” she said. “But you made me especially hard, sucking your pretty, sissy dick.”

After a moment of hesitation, Alexis stomped her feet and pouted, “Come on! I’m horny. Don’t make me wait any longer, Dusty.”

I took a deep breath and grabbed her dick at its base. The fat meat throbbed in my fingers as I barely was able to meet the tip of my index finger and thumb around her girth.

I gave it a few clumsy stroked.

“Come on, sissy, eat my pussy and suck my clit,” she said, giggling. “It’s yours to serve.”

I couldn’t believe what I had gotten myself into. And yet, my dick was rock-hard and weak, teetering on the edge of climax as a long string of pre-cum oozed from it, down to the floor.

“Come on,” she begged. “Your hand isn’t enough. I want that mouth on my clit—and my pussy. Don’t you dare forget to make my pussy feel loved,” she said, and then spread her legs wide and lifted them up so that her rosy, tight asshole was right in front of me.

She puckered it and spat on her hand, bringing it down and glazing her asshole until it was slick and shiny.

“Go on,” she said. “I’m not going to wait any longer.”

I knew I could either get up and leave, and have a very awkward relationship with my new neighbor forever. Or, I could suck the dick of the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my life. Just because she had a dick was no reason to stop, right? I had been expecting a pussy, of course; a nice, warm pussy to push my dick into.

But, an asshole would be even more fun. I’d always wanted to try anal just as badly as I’d wanted to have vaginal sex.

And, in my mind, looking at her, I didn’t feel like Alexis was any less of a girl at all.

So, I licked my lips and thought, fuck it—here goes nothing.

I slid my lips around the head of her dick and at once, Alexis moaned and writhed. It was all the motivation I needed. The skin of her dick seemed so much softer than mine; so much more… girly.

And yet, it was so powerful, filling my mouth to the brim as I sucked on it. I had to admit to myself, it was fun to suck her dick, hearing the ‘plop’ sound each time I pulled off the shapely head of it.

I couldn’t believe I was there, down on my knees, sucking a dick.

I could hardly take more than her big dick-head before I felt like I could gag. Alexis moaned and huffed with breath.

And then, without any warning, she sat up, lifted her shirt up and off her head. Two big tits spilled out. And suddenly, I was more conflicted than before.

If Alexis hadn’t seemed enough like an enigma, now she truly did. I immediately—and instinctively—reached up and grabbed her boobs, massaging the stiff nipples as she moaned and giggled.

“What a talented sissy!” she laughed. “You are not only my newest sissy, but maybe my best yet.”

Again with that term, ‘sissy,’ I thought. She was so hot, but why did she keep calling me her ‘newest sissy?’

But I was too busy pleasing the hot girl to care much what she said. As long as I was making her moan, she could call me whatever she liked. And soon, I would get to plunge my dick deep in her tight, warm asshole, and that would be plenty reward for enduring Alexis’s colorful terms.

“Get my pussy!” she moaned. “My pussy needs some attention, sissy boy.”

I lowered my mouth from her dick, and brushed my tongue over her asshole. It tasted like fruity body lotion and sweet, dried spit, which made it quite easy to eat her ass. I teased her hole with my tongue, without any idea as to what I was doing.

But, I imitated what Alexis had done to my ass, as best as I could. And, her constant moaning and panting seemed evidence enough that I was getting the job done.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” she huffed. “Just like that. Holy shit!”

She reached down and stroked her big dick while I ate her asshole, flicking my tongue against her hole and doing the best I could to please her until the squirmed away from me and panted, “Come here. Get back in my spot. I want to eat your asshole, again.”

How could I resist the offer? We switched, and Alexis dropped to her knees again, eating my hole and moaning against it.

“Stroke your sissy clit. Go on,” she demanded.

Did she just call it a ‘sissy clit?’ I thought.

If that wasn’t confusing enough, Alexis then reached over and grabbed her pink thong. She lifted it to my feet and said, “Put your feet together. These are going on you.”

“Your… your panties?” I asked, shocked.

“Duh,” she laughed in her raspy tone. “Come on. Don’t keep my waiting.”

So, I put my legs together and she slid them down my thighs until they hovered over my dick.

“Get your butt up, so you can get it on you,” she said. I obeyed her and wiggled into the panties, until I felt the thong strong against my asshole, and the front pouch clinging around my hard dick.

I looked down and saw the pink panties on my. I couldn’t believe I was wearing makeup—and panties.

Alexis yanked the thong to the side and started eating my asshole again until I was left writhing restlessly atop the sofa cushion.

An aching moan escaped my lips and Alexis popped her head up over my dick and balls, grinning.

“Are you ready to be a sissy for life?” she said to me, as a gleam sparkled in her eyes.

“Wh—what?” I asked her.

“Do you trust me, sissy boy?” she asked.

I nodded. Anything to get her to keep teasing my asshole; anything to get the hot girl to sleep with me!

“Good,” she smiled. “Time for your destiny,” she added.

I didn’t see what she was doing and didn’t care; not until I felt an intense pressure against my asshole.

I looked down and saw that Alexis was now standing, squatting down, and focused.

“What are you… ugh, fuck!” I gasped. I suddenly felt Alexis’s fat, warm cock drive into my asshole and split me open around it.

“Relax,” she smiled. “Deep breaths. You’re a virgin, but not for long,” she added.

“Why are you fucking my butt!?” I cried.

“Because, like I said, it’s your destiny as a sissy,” she said.

Through grunts and growls—and grit teeth—I said, “Why do you keep calling me a sissy?”

She pulled her dick back out and my asshole puckered. “Dusty, you’re a sissy. Not quite a guy, not quite a girl; somewhere in-between. You’re too pretty to be a man, and, well, just like me, you don’t have a pussy—not a traditional one, anyway.”

“What?” I said.

“You have a bussy, though; a ‘backdoor pussy,’ just like I do,” she said, biting her lip. “And sometimes, when I find nice, big boys who have big dicks, they fuck me. But since you have the smaller clit tonight, you’re the one who gets fucked; it’s only proper!”

“Wait,” I said. “So, that’s it? You’re going to fuck my ass with your dick?” I asked her.

“Well, I can stop. We can definitely not do anything else and you can go back home and enjoy your video games or whatever,” she said.

After some hesitation, I took a deep breath and said, “No, I… I’ll do it, just, um… don’t fucking break me with that thing. Please.”

“Oh, Dusty, you’re so cute,” she said, patting my knees.

She then shoved her dick-head back into me. I groaned as the intense pain filled me.

“Relax, deep breaths,” she reminded me.

I followed her advice. “Pretend you’re pushing something out and it will be easier.”

I felt her warm cock push deep into me—at least it felt deep. I was filled wide around her massive, thick dick. As her dick pushed in and out of my ass, I inhaled the scent of Alexis’s perfume, and watched her tits jiggle with each thrust.

It was beyond surreal to get fucked by a girl.

And even though it hurt, I couldn’t help but notice the big stain of pre-cum that I’d dabbed into Alexis’s thong. My dick felt strangely on the verge of orgasm. Each time her dick plunged back and forth into me, it felt like I had to use the bathroom. But, in a weird way, it left my body feeling weak, vulnerable and utterly blissful.

“Fuck,” I moaned quietly.

“That’s it,” she smiled. “Maybe we’ll get lucky and you will be a true sissy with a natural ability for anal orgasms,” she said.

I couldn’t think clearly enough to say anything to this. I simply moaned and tried to keep my butt open and relaxed to take Alexis’s big cock.

Each time it drove into me, it felt quite nice, actually. Each time it pulled back, it felt a bit uncomfortable. Over and over, she repeated, and with each passing moment, I saw more pre-cum stain my thong.

“You love it!” she smiled, and grabbed on my thong. She squeezed my dick and balls through my panties and massaged them.

“Ugh, oh… mm, please,” I begged. “Not too hard. I might… I might…ugh, fuck,” I moaned.

“Cum?” she laughed. She kept massaging my dick and balls until I felt the pressure build and I grit my teeth.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped. “I’m going to cum!”

Alexis giggled with delight and pumped faster and deeper. I felt her balls spank against the bottom of my butt with each deep, fast thrust. And she whimpered and moaned with delight, too, as if she was close to her own orgasm.

“Fuck, Dusty, you’re sissy cunt is so tight! I love it!” she gushed. “You’re going to make me cum so fast, aren’t you, you dirty little virgin sissy.”

“I… ugh… mm…” I groaned, feeling too stupid to form coherent words as the waves of orgasm rippled deep inside me.

Each time Alexis slammed her dick into me, I felt the pressure teasing me, threatening to break. Somehow, unlike a climax I might get from jerking my dick, this one would rise and retract, like the tide.

“Relax, and let it happen,” Alexis said to me. “Cum for me, sissy. Cum on my big dick,” she smiled. “Let my big dick make you explode.”

Alexis grinned and added, “And when you cum—I’ll cum, too. But you’d better hurry, I can’t hold off too much longer!”

“Inside me?” I asked her.

Alexis nodded. “Don’t worry, I don’t have a disease or anything. We can’t waste your first time with a condom, anyway. I want to fill you up.”

“Ugh, fuck!” I gasped. Something about the promise of Alexis’s cumming inside my asshole unprotected made me lose it.

The orgasm crashed over me and I could do nothing but whine and whimper with delight as my asshole clenched tight around her shaft.

Alexis massaged my thong and felt the hot, gooey cum begin to stain the fabric under her palm. She giggled and rolled her eyes. Her dick throbbed deep inside my butt and she moaned from her gut, “I’m cumming!”

She gasped and huffed with heavy breath, which soon turned to loud moans.

“Mm, fuck!” she growled.

I felt the warmth of her cum shooting up inside my butt. I couldn’t believe I felt it, but it made me cum even harder.

I felt so amazing, as if I was a million miles out in space and spinning around while my dick flexed and shot one dribbling rope after another into my thong. I felt the warm load on my skin as Alexis’s dick pounded me into incoherence.

“Fuck!” she cried out one final time, in a high, girlish tone.

She let her dick sit inside me for a moment, and I felt it throbbing and flexing as we each caught our breath.

Finally, Alexis pulled out and I felt the river of cum sliding out of me. I laughed with embarrassment as Alexis giggled, too, and commended me.

She reached forward and pushed her lips against mine. We embraced for a passionate kiss and, suddenly, it didn’t matter what had just happened to me; didn’t matter that I had been called a ‘sissy’ and fucked like one, too.

I didn’t know what was going to happen going forward, but one thing was for certain; Alexis had completely changed me.

She crash-landed into my world and I knew there would be no going back, now that the hot Trans girl next door had destroyed me and rebuilt me from the ground-up.

I could only smile as Alexis pulled away and looked deeply into my eyes.

I was transfixed.
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