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SYNOPSIS


Get 17 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.


GIRL POTION


"Another one bites the dust," I muttered to myself, tossing my phone onto the couch. The screen lit up briefly with a final "Thanks, but I’m not feeling a connection" message from Jess—or was it Jen? I couldn’t even remember anymore. I grabbed my jacket and headed out into the night, hoping the cool air would clear my head.

The streets were quiet, the kind of quiet that makes you feel like the world has forgotten you exist. I’d walked this route a hundred times before, but tonight something caught my eye—a small shop tucked between a laundromat and a shuttered bodega. The sign above the door read Madame Sorella’s Enchantments in swirling gold letters, and the window was cluttered with crystals, tarot cards, and what looked like a stuffed raven. I hesitated for a moment, then pushed the door open.

A bell jingled softly as I stepped inside. The air smelled faintly of incense and something sweet, like burnt sugar. Shelves lined the walls, crammed with jars of herbs, candles in every color imaginable, and books with titles like The Art of Love Spells and Unlocking Your Destiny. A woman appeared from behind a beaded curtain—Madame Sorella, I assumed. She had dark hair streaked with silver, eyes that seemed to see right through me, and a smile that was both warm and unsettling.

"Welcome," she said, her voice low and melodious. "What brings you to my shop this evening?"

I shifted uncomfortably under her gaze. "Uh, just browsing," I lied.

She tilted her head slightly, studying me like I was a puzzle she was trying to solve. "No one comes here just to browse," she said gently. "There’s something you’re seeking, isn’t there? Something... missing?"

I swallowed hard. "I guess you could say that."

"Love," she said simply, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

"Yeah," I admitted before I could stop myself. "But it’s not like I haven’t tried. It’s just... nothing ever works out. People don’t seem to notice me."

Madame Sorella nodded thoughtfully and gestured for me to follow her deeper into the shop. She led me to a small table draped in purple velvet and motioned for me to sit. On the table was a deck of tarot cards and a glass jar filled with what looked like tiny silver charms.

"Let’s see what we can uncover," she said, shuffling the cards with practiced ease. She laid three cards face down in front of me: past, present, future.

The past card showed a figure walking away from a tower engulfed in flames. "You’ve had your heartbroken," she said matter-of-factly.

"More times than I can count," I muttered.

The present card was The Moon—a woman standing beneath a crescent moon with two wolves at her feet. "You’re lost," Madame Sorella said softly. "Searching for something you can’t quite name."

"Yeah," I said quietly. "That about sums it up.

The future card was The Lovers, and my heart stuttered in my chest. Madame Sorella’s eyes met mine, and she smiled knowingly. "You seek love," she said, her voice low and deliberate. "But love does not seek you."

I flushed, embarrassed but unable to look away. She reached beneath the table and pulled out a small, iridescent bottle. It caught the light, shimmering with hues of blue, green, and gold. "This," she said, placing it in front of me, "will make you irresistible to your soulmate by enhancing your own attractiveness. A bridge, if you will. But be warned—magic doesn’t work in the way people expect. Love is a mystery, and so is the way magic unravels it."

I stared at the bottle, my fingers itching to touch it. "How does it work?" I asked, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the details.

She smiled enigmatically. "You don’t need to understand how it works to use it. But remember this: magic amplifies what’s already there. It doesn’t create from nothing."

I nodded numbly and pulled out my wallet. She named a price that made me wince, but I handed over the cash without hesitation. I couldn’t explain it—something about her words, about her, made me feel like this was my last chance.

"Thank you," I said, clutching the bottle tightly as I stood.

"Good luck," she replied, her voice carrying a note of something I couldn’t quite place—hope? Warning? Maybe both.

I hurried home, my heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and nerves. The bottle felt warm in my pocket, as if it were alive. When I got inside, I placed it on my nightstand and stared at it for what felt like hours.

The next morning, I woke up with a start. The bottle was still there, its iridescence muted in the early light. I picked it up hesitantly and unscrewed the cap. A faint floral scent wafted out—roses? Lavender? It was impossible to tell.

Madame Sorella hadn’t given me instructions, but something told me I just had to use it. In one quick gulp, I swallowed it down. It stung against my throat like whiskey, but once it was in my stomach, I felt warm, almost euphoric.

Hopefully she didn’t just poison me, I thought, anxiety starting to bubble to the surface. But the warm euphoria seemed to tamp it down until I felt good and…comfortable in my own body for once.

The day passed uneventfully until Claire texted me around noon: Coffee break? My treat. My stomach flipped as it always did when she messaged me like this—friendly, casual, oblivious to how much she meant to me. I’d asked her out a long time ago, but she told me she was a lesbian. I had no hopes that this potion would suddenly turn her straight. I could only hope that, if it worked, it would lead me to someone new.

We met at our usual spot downtown—a cozy café with mismatched furniture and baristas who knew our orders by heart. Claire was already there when I arrived, her curly hair piled into a messy bun and her laptop open in front of her.

"Hey," she said with that bright smile that always made my chest tighten.

"Hey," I replied, sliding into the chair across from her.

She leaned back in her chair and studied me for a moment before saying something that nearly made me choke on my coffee: "You look different today.”

I froze, mid-sip, and set my cup down carefully. "Different how?" I asked, trying to sound casual, but my voice came out a little too high-pitched.

Claire tilted her head, narrowing her eyes like she was trying to solve a puzzle. "I don’t know. It’s... subtle. Like you got a haircut or something, but you didn’t? Your skin looks clearer, maybe? You just seem... polished." She shrugged and took a sip of her latte. "Whatever it is, it’s working for you."

"Thanks?" I said, half-laughing, though my heart was racing. The potion. It had to be the potion. I felt a surge of hope but quickly tamped it down. Claire wasn’t my soulmate—she couldn’t be. She’d made that clear in every possible way. Still, her noticing something different about me felt like validation.

"What about you?" I asked, steering the conversation away from myself. "How’s the thesis coming along?"

She groaned dramatically and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. "Don’t even get me started. I’ve been staring at the same paragraph for two hours and it still makes no sense. I swear, if one more professor tells me to ‘just keep pushing through,’ I might scream."

I chuckled, relieved to be back on familiar ground. "You’ll get there. You always do."

"Yeah, yeah," she said with a mock sigh, waving her hand dismissively. "Enough about my academic misery. What about you? How are your exams going?"

"Stressful," I admitted. "But manageable. I just need to get through this week and then I can breathe again."

She nodded sympathetically. "You’ll crush it. You always do."

We talked like that for another hour—easy, comfortable, the way we always did. But every now and then, I caught her glancing at me with that same puzzled expression, like she was trying to figure out what had changed. It made me feel seen in a way I wasn’t used to, and it was both thrilling and terrifying.

When we finally left the café and parted ways with a quick hug on the sidewalk, I walked home with a strange mix of emotions swirling in my chest. The potion had done something, but not what I expected—or maybe it was exactly what Madame Sorella had warned me about: magic amplifying what was already there.

At home, I tried to focus on studying for my exams, but my mind kept drifting back to Claire and the way she’d looked at me earlier. Was it possible—even remotely—that she felt something more than friendship? Or was I just projecting because of the potion?

I shook my head and opened my textbook, forcing myself to focus on the words in front of me. Love was complicated enough without adding magic into the mix. For now, I had exams to worry about.

But as I sat there at my desk, highlighting passages and scribbling notes in the margins, I couldn’t help but wonder if the potion was actually working.

That night, I tossed and turned in bed, my mind racing. The potion, Claire, the strange pull I’d felt all day—it was too much to process. Eventually, exhaustion won out, and I fell into a restless sleep.

When I woke up, something felt... off. My body felt heavier, softer. I stretched, and my hands brushed against something unfamiliar—full, rounded curves. My heart leapt into my throat as I shot upright in bed, the sheets pooling around my waist.

“What the hell?” I whispered, my voice higher, smoother than it should have been. My hands flew to my chest, and my breath caught as I felt the weight of full breasts beneath my palms. They were real—soft and firm at the same time, with nipples that hardened instantly under my touch.

I scrambled out of bed and stumbled to the mirror on trembling legs. The reflection staring back at me wasn’t mine. It was a woman—beautiful, curvaceous, with wide hips and a narrow waist that flared into an hourglass silhouette. Long blond hair fell around my shoulders in waves. Her face was mine but... not. Softer features, fuller lips, long lashes framing wide, almond-shaped eyes that held a mix of shock and curiosity.

I stared at her—at me—my hands wandering over this new body. My hips were wider than I expected, my thighs thick and smooth. My waist dipped in dramatically, accentuating the fullness of my breasts and the curve of my ass. I turned slightly, marveling at the way my body moved, how it felt to inhabit this unfamiliar form.

The potion hadn’t just made me attractive—it had turned me into a woman.

My hands drifted back to my chest, fingers teasing over my nipples. A shiver ran through me as a jolt of pleasure shot straight to my core. My breath hitched as I cupped my breasts, kneading them gently. The sensation was overwhelming—every touch heightened, every brush of skin against skin electric.

I bit my lip as arousal pooled between my legs. My hips swayed instinctively as I explored further, one hand sliding down the flat plane of my stomach to the soft curve of my hip before dipping lower. My fingers brushed against something warm and wet, and I gasped at the intensity of it.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly as I touched myself for the first time in this body. The sensitivity was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—every stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I teased my clit lightly at first, then more insistently as heat built inside me.

My other hand returned to my breasts, pinching and tugging at my nipples until they were hard peaks. The dual sensations were almost too much to bear. My legs trembled as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside me until it finally snapped.

I cried out as an orgasm ripped through me—deeper, more intense than anything I’d ever felt before. My knees buckled as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me until I was left panting and trembling against the wall.

I slid down to the floor in a heap of tangled limbs and sat there for what felt like forever trying to catch my breath as reality slowly settled in around me again.

I sat there, my breathing uneven, my heart still pounding in my chest. The afterglow of pleasure was fading fast, replaced by a creeping sense of panic. What the hell had I just done? What was I now?

I couldn’t stay like this. I couldn’t go to class, couldn’t walk outside, couldn’t face anyone like this. I scrambled to my feet and stumbled to my closet, yanking out a pair of jeans and an old hoodie. They hung awkwardly on my new frame, the fabric bunching in places it never had before. My hips were too wide for the jeans, the waistband digging into my skin, and the hoodie clung to my chest in a way that made me feel exposed.

I turned back to the mirror, frustration bubbling up inside me. This wasn’t me. This wasn’t who I was supposed to be. But here I was, staring at this stranger in my reflection—this woman with my eyes but not my face, not my body.

My hands shook as I reached for my phone. Claire was the only person I could call, the only one who might be able to help me make sense of this mess. But how could I even begin to explain it? My thumb hovered over her name in my contacts list before I finally pressed call.

It rang twice before she picked up.

“Ethan? What’s up?” Her voice was groggy with sleep.

“Claire,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “I—I need you to come over. It’s an emergency.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. “What kind of emergency?”

“I can’t explain over the phone,” I said quickly. “Just... please. Come now.”

Another pause, then a sigh. “Okay, okay. I’m on my way.”

I hung up and sank onto the edge of my bed, clutching the phone tightly in my hand. My mind raced with questions and fears, but there was no time to dwell on them now. Claire would be here soon, and then... then what? Would she even recognize me? Would she believe me?

The minutes dragged by as I waited, each one feeling like an eternity. Finally, I heard a knock at the door—soft but insistent.

I hesitated for a moment before forcing myself to stand and walk to the door. My legs felt like they were made of lead as I reached for the handle and slowly opened it.

Claire stood there in her pajamas, her hair a messy halo around her face, her eyes squinting against the light spilling from my apartment.

“Ethan?” she said uncertainly.

I swallowed hard, stepping back to let her in without saying a word.

Her gaze swept over me as she stepped inside, confusion flickering across her face. “Who... who are you?” she asked slowly.

I closed the door behind her and turned to face her fully. My throat felt tight as I forced myself to speak.

“It’s me,” I assured her. “It’s Ethan.”

Her eyes widened as she stared at me. “What do you mean it’s you? You don’t... look like Ethan. You’re... a woman.” She took a step closer, her eyes narrowing as she studied my face. “What the hell happened?”

I shook my head, my hands trembling as I rubbed my face. “I don’t know, Claire. I woke up like this. I don’t know how it happened or why, but... but it’s me.”

She crossed her arms, her expression a mix of disbelief and concern. “Ethan, this isn’t funny. If this is some kind of prank, it’s not—”

“It’s not a prank!” I snapped, my voice breaking. “Do you think I would do this to myself on purpose? Look at me!” I gestured wildly at my body, my chest heaving with the effort to keep myself together.

Claire’s gaze softened slightly, though she still looked wary. She stepped closer again, hesitating for a moment before reaching out to touch my arm, as if testing whether I was real. Her hand lingered there for a second before she pulled it back.

“Okay,” she said slowly, more to herself than to me. “Okay. So you woke up like this. That’s... that’s insane. But we’ll figure it out.” She paused, her brow furrowing. “Wait—have you tried calling anyone else? A doctor or something?”

I shook my head quickly. “No way. What would I even say? ‘Hi, I turned into a woman overnight, can you help?’ They’d lock me up or something.”

She bit her lip, nodding reluctantly. “Yeah, okay, fair point. But... what are you going to do? You can’t just stay here forever.”

“I don’t know,” I admitted quietly. My shoulders slumped as the weight of everything pressed down on me. “I don’t know what to do.”

Claire studied me for a moment longer before sighing and running a hand through her messy hair. “Alright,” she said finally. “First things first—we need to make sure no one recognizes you until we figure this out.”

I nodded weakly, grateful for her pragmatism even if it didn’t fully ease the panic clawing at me.

She glanced around the room before her eyes landed on my closet. “Do you have anything that might... I don’t know, help you blend in better?”

I followed her gaze and shrugged helplessly. “I grabbed these,” I said, gesturing to the jeans and hoodie I was wearing. “But they don’t exactly fit right.”

Claire frowned, looking me up and down again before adding, “We should do something about your hair.”

My hand instinctively went to my hair—longer now than it had been yesterday—and I grimaced as I ran my fingers through it awkwardly.

Claire stepped closer and gently pushed my hand away before gathering my hair into a loose ponytail and then twisting it into a bun. “Here, hold this,” she said, handing me a hair tie from her own wrist. I did as she said, my fingers fumbling slightly as she adjusted the bun to sit neatly at the nape of my neck.

“Better,” she muttered, stepping back to assess her work. She tilted her head, then grabbed a baseball cap off my desk and tugged it onto my head, pulling it low enough to shadow my face. “Keep the brim down. It’ll help.”

I nodded, feeling oddly self-conscious as I adjusted the cap. “Thanks,” I mumbled, though the gratitude was drowned out by the unease churning in my stomach.

Claire gave me a small, reassuring smile. “Let’s go to class,” she said, her tone brisk but not unkind. “Maybe you’ll change back tomorrow.”

I hesitated, glancing at the mirror one last time. The person staring back at me was still a stranger—soft features, wide eyes, and hair that was now tucked neatly under a cap. It felt like a cruel joke, but I didn’t have the luxury of staying here and wallowing. Claire was already heading for the door, her bag slung over her shoulder.

With a deep breath, I followed her out into the hallway, keeping my head down as we walked. Every step felt like a minefield—every glance from a passerby made my pulse spike with paranoia. I kept waiting for someone to point and shout, to recognize me despite the absurdity of it all.

Claire stayed close beside me, her presence a small comfort in the chaos of my mind. She didn’t say much as we navigated the crowded campus, but every so often she’d glance at me out of the corner of her eye, as if making sure I was still holding it together.

Class was a blur. I barely registered anything Professor Holloway said about Renaissance art or whatever today’s lecture was supposed to be about. My focus was split between trying to act normal and avoiding any interaction that might draw attention to me. Every time someone glanced in my direction, I felt exposed, like they could see right through the facade Claire had helped me cobble together.

When class finally ended, Claire nudged my arm gently. “You okay?” she asked quietly as we filed out of the room.

I shook my head slightly, my voice low and strained. “No. Not even close.”

She nodded sympathetically before glancing around the hallway. “Look,” she said after a moment, “I’m sure this is something that will fix on its own. In fact, I bet we both wake up tomorrow and realize this was all a dream.”

The thought made my stomach twist with dread—and maybe a flicker of hope—but I knew she was right. “I hope so,” I said, but part of me wasn’t completely sure.

“Call me if you need anything. I have another class to go to, but then I’m here for you.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Honestly. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

She squeezed my arm and smiled, but then she pulled it away like she’d touched fire. If it wasn’t for the faint blush on her cheeks, I would’ve thought I disgusted her. But I swore I saw something else…something like attraction.

But it couldn’t be, could it?

“Call me,” she said as she began to walk away. I nodded, feeling my stomach tighten into knots.

There was only one way to reverse this. I needed to return to the source.

The walk to Madame Sorella’s Enchantments felt even longer than it had the other day when I’d gone there for the potion in the first place.

The bell above the door jingled softly as I stepped into the shop, the familiar scent of incense and herbs wrapping around me like a blanket. Madame Sorella was behind the counter, her hands busy arranging a row of tiny glass bottles filled with shimmering liquids. She looked up as I approached, her dark eyes narrowing slightly as she took me in.

“Ah,” she said, her voice low and measured. “You’ve returned sooner than I expected.”

I stopped in front of the counter, my hands gripping the edge as I leaned forward slightly. “Yeah, well, your potion didn’t exactly work out the way I thought it would,” I said, my voice tense but trying to keep it steady.

Her lips curved into a faint smile, almost like she’d been expecting this. “Oh? And what seems to be the problem?”

I gestured down at myself, my frustration bubbling up. “Look at me! I’m a woman! This isn’t what I wanted. I just wanted to—I don’t know—be more attractive to my soulmate or something. Not…this.”

Madame Sorella tilted her head slightly, her expression unreadable. “The potion works in mysterious ways,” she said simply. “It doesn’t always reveal itself in the manner we expect.”

“Yeah, well, I didn’t expect this,” I snapped, my voice rising slightly before I caught myself and took a deep breath. “Look, I need an antidote. Something to fix this.”

She studied me for a long moment before nodding slowly. “Very well.” She turned and disappeared into the back room, leaving me standing there with my heart pounding in my chest. The shop felt eerily quiet now, the air thick with anticipation.

When she returned, she held a small vial filled with a clear liquid that seemed to glow faintly in the dim light of the shop. She set it on the counter between us and looked at me with a serious expression.

“This will reverse the effects of the potion,” she said. “But you must be certain this is what you want. Once it’s done, there’s no going back.”

I stared at the vial, my fingers twitching as I reached for it. But something stopped me—a strange hesitation that I couldn’t quite explain. Madame Sorella noticed and raised an eyebrow.

“Is there something else?” she asked softly.

I hesitated before shaking my head quickly. “No,” I said, grabbing the vial and shoving it into my pocket. “Thank you.”

She nodded once more but didn’t say anything else as I turned and left the shop.

The walk home felt longer than ever before, my mind racing with thoughts that refused to settle down: What if Claire was attracted to me? What about that intense orgasm earlier? What if I could actually enjoy this?

When I got home, I breathed a sigh of relief. Now, at least, I could deal with these questions in private.

I stood in front of the mirror again, the vial of antidote clutched tightly in my hand. My reflection stared back at me—soft features, full lips, curves that felt both foreign and...strangely intoxicating. I set the vial on the edge of my nightstand and pulled off my hoodie, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air brushed against my bare skin, and I shivered, not just from the temperature but from the way my body responded to even the slightest touch.

My hands moved almost on their own, tracing the shape of my breasts, feeling their weight, their sensitivity. I bit my lip as a wave of warmth spread through me, my nipples hardening under my fingertips. It was still so surreal—this body was mine now, and yet it felt like I was discovering it for the first time.

I unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down my hips, stepping out of them as they pooled at my feet. My gaze dropped to the small patch of curls between my legs, and I hesitated for a moment before touching them with my fingers. The sight alone sent a jolt of electricity through me. Tentatively, I pressed a finger against my new flesh, gasping at how soft and warm it felt. My other hand instinctively reached up to cup one of my breasts, squeezing gently as I explored myself further.

The sensations were overwhelming—every touch seemed to amplify the heat building inside me. My breath quickened as I slid a finger inside, moaning softly at the unfamiliar but incredible feeling. My hips rocked forward instinctively, seeking more friction, more pressure. My other hand moved to my clit, teasing it in slow circles until I was trembling with need.

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me with an intensity that left me breathless and shaking. I collapsed onto the floor, legs splayed out as I tried to catch my breath. My heart pounded in my chest, and for a moment, everything else faded away—the antidote, Claire and her hypothetical attraction to me now that I had this body...none of it mattered except this incredible feeling coursing through me.

But as the euphoria began to fade, reality crept back in. The vial still sat there—a stark reminder that this wasn’t permanent. I stared at it for a long time before finally picking it up. My fingers traced its smooth surface as doubts swirled in my mind: Could I really give this up?

I didn’t have answers yet… But for now? This was mine to explore just a little bit longer.

“One more night,” I whispered aloud before tucking away both myself-and whatever truths awaited beyond tomorrow morning-into sleep's embrace instead.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the blinds, and I woke up tangled in my sheets, my body still feeling new and alive. My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it, squinting at the screen.

Claire: Hey, I swear I had the weirdest dream where you were a woman. But it felt so real…

I smiled, a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling in my chest. My fingers hovered over the screen before I typed back.

It wasn’t a dream, I replied. Check this out.

Before I could second-guess myself, I snapped a quick selfie—just my face at first, then, after hesitating for a second, angled the camera lower to include my bare chest. My heart raced as I hit send, and I tossed my phone onto the bed like it might bite me.

A few agonizing seconds passed before her response came through.

Claire: WHAT. HOW CAN THAT BE? Also…hot.

I laughed nervously, knowing she was just being friendly. She didn’t find me hot in that way. I typed back: Honestly? No idea. But it’s real. And I’m kinda…stuck like this for now.

Her next text came almost immediately: What are you going to do?

I hesitated, glancing at the vial of antidote still sitting on my nightstand. I don’t know yet. But…I think I need clothes. Like, actual women’s clothes. That hoodie isn’t cutting it.

Claire: Oh my god, let me help you! Seriously, meet me at the mall in an hour. We’ll figure this out.

I blinked at the screen, surprised but relieved by her offer. You’d really do that?

Claire: Of course! Besides, how often does your best friend turn into a woman overnight? This is…kind of amazing.

I laughed softly, my anxiety easing a little. Okay. See you there.

An hour later, I pulled into the mall parking lot, still wearing the same hoodie and jeans from yesterday. They felt awkward now—too loose in some places, too tight in others—and I tugged at the hem of it self-consciously as I walked toward the entrance. Claire was already waiting outside, her arms crossed and an incredulous smile on her face as she took me in.

“Holy crap,” she said as I approached, her eyes wide with disbelief. “You weren’t kidding.”

I shrugged awkwardly, feeling exposed even though I was fully clothed. Maybe it was because today, I’d gone without the hat and let my blond hair flow around my shoulders. “Yeah…surprise?”

She stepped closer, studying me like she was trying to piece together a puzzle. “This is insane,” she murmured, shaking her head slowly. “But…wow. You look amazing.”

My cheeks flushed at the compliment. “Thanks…I guess?”

Claire grinned and looped her arm through mine with an enthusiasm that made me laugh despite myself when she whispered quietly so no one else could hear us: “Alright let’s get you dressed properly!”

She tugged me into the mall, her excitement infectious. We made our way to a boutique she swore by, and the second we stepped inside, I felt like I’d entered another world. Racks of dresses, blouses, and skirts stretched out in every direction, and the air smelled faintly of vanilla and fabric softener. Claire immediately started pulling things off the racks, holding them up to me with a critical eye.

“This one,” she said decisively, handing me a pale pink dress with a flowing skirt. “Try it on.”

I hesitated, clutching the hanger like it might bite me. “Claire, I’ve never worn anything like this before. What if it looks ridiculous?”

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “Trust me, you’ll look gorgeous. Now go.”

I shuffled into the fitting room, my heart pounding as I stripped off my hoodie and jeans. The dress slipped easily over my shoulders, the fabric soft against my skin. I zipped it up and stared at myself in the mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back at me. The dress hugged my new curves in all the right places, and the color made my skin glow.

“Okay,” I called out nervously. “Ready or not…”

I stepped out of the fitting room, and Claire’s eyes lit up. “Oh my god, Ethan! You look incredible!” She clapped her hands together like an excited child.

I blushed furiously, smoothing the skirt self-consciously. “You think so?”

“Think so? I know so.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward a full-length mirror nearby. “Look at you! You’re stunning.”

I stared at my reflection, a strange mix of disbelief and pride swelling in my chest. The person in the mirror looked confident, feminine…beautiful. It was surreal.

“Alright,” Claire said after a moment, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Let’s get you some shoes to match.”

We found a pair of strappy sandals that complemented the dress perfectly, and Claire insisted I try them on right there in the store. I wobbled slightly as I walked in them—heels were going to take some getting used to—but Claire was there to steady me.

“See? You’re a natural,” she teased. “Now, let’s buy you some lingerie.”

My heart pounded as she dragged me to the lingerie section of the department store. Claire’s fingers danced over the racks of bras and panties, pulling out sets with a practiced ease. She held up a lacy black set, eyebrow arched. “This one screams sexy.”

“Claire,” I hissed, glancing around like someone might overhear. “I don’t even know my size!”

She laughed, shaking her head. “Relax, I know your size. Well, this version of you, anyway.” She plucked a matching set from the rack—a soft lavender bra and panties with delicate lace trim. “Trust me, you’ll love this.”

I took the set from her hesitantly, the fabric impossibly soft in my hands. It felt foreign, intimate in a way I wasn’t prepared for. But Claire was already steering me toward the register, her confidence unshakable.

After we paid, she nudged me toward a nearby bathroom. It was the women’s bathroom. “Go on,” she said, her tone firm but encouraging. “Change into it. I want to see how it looks.”

I hesitated, clutching the bag like it might disappear if I let go. “Here? Now?”

She nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “No time like the present.”

The bathroom was empty when I stepped inside, thankfully. I locked myself in a stall and stared at the bag for what felt like an eternity before finally pulling out the lingerie. My hands trembled as I slid off my hoodie and stepped out of my jeans. The cool air hit my skin as I stood there in just my socks and underwear until I removed those too.

I slipped the panties on first, the fabric smooth against my skin. They fit perfectly—snug but comfortable—and I couldn’t help but run my fingers over the lace trim. It felt…nice. Better than nice.

The bra was trickier. I fumbled with the clasps for a moment before managing to fasten it behind my back. The cups fit snugly against my breasts, supportive yet soft. I adjusted the straps until they sat just right.

Next, I slid on the pink dress I’d tried on before. Feeling it all come together sent a thrill through me. I added the shoes, then stuffed my old clothes into the bags before stepping out of the stall again.

My reflection took my breath away. The dress hugged my new curves—now supported by a bra—in a way that felt both foreign and right at the same time. I ran my hands over my waist, marveling at how different everything felt now.

When I finally stepped out of the bathroom, Claire was leaning against the wall outside, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as I approached, her eyes widening as she took me in.

“Ethan,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. “You look…incredible.”

I smoothed down the dress self-consciously, still adjusting to the way it felt against my skin—and everything underneath it. “It’s not too much?”

She shook her head slowly, her gaze lingering on me in a way that made my cheeks burn. “Not at all.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing against mine as she leaned in to adjust one of the straps of my bra peeking out from under the dress neckline.

“You’re stunning,” she murmured softly as her fingers lingered on my shoulder for just a moment longer than necessary.

We spent the rest of the day shopping—more dresses , accessories, even some makeup that Claire insisted she’d help me use. She was relentless, her energy infectious, and for the first time since this whole thing started, I felt…free. Like I wasn’t just pretending to be someone else. I was someone else, and it was exhilarating.

But then there were moments—moments when Claire would look at me a little too long, or her hand would brush mine when she handed me a hanger—that made my chest tighten. It wasn’t just the way she saw me now; it was the way I saw her. The way her laughter made my stomach flip, or how her eyes lit up when she found something she thought I’d like. It was new, and it was terrifying.

By the time we made it to the parking lot, the sun was setting, casting everything in a warm golden glow. Claire carried most of the bags as I adjusted the straps of my dress, feeling oddly self-conscious again. She stopped by her car and turned to me, her expression softer than usual.

“Today was…fun,” she said, her voice quieter than before.

“Yeah,” I agreed, shifting the bags in my hands. “Thanks for…you know. Not making me feel weird about all this.”

She smiled faintly, but there was something in her eyes—something hesitant. “Ethan…” she started, then stopped. For a second, she just looked at me, her lips parted like she was about to say something important.

And then she kissed me.

It wasn’t long or deep or anything like that—just a quick press of her lips against mine. But it was enough to send my heart racing, enough to make my stomach drop in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

She pulled back almost immediately, her eyes wide like she hadn’t meant to do it. “I—I’m sorry,” she stammered, taking a step back. “I shouldn’t have—”

“Claire,” I started, but she was already turning away, fumbling with her car keys.

“I’ll call you,” she said quickly, not meeting my eyes. And then she was in her car, the engine roaring to life before she sped off without another word.

I stood there for what felt like forever, my mind spinning. What just happened? Did Claire like me now?

I got into my own car eventually, tossing the bags into the passenger seat and staring at myself in the rearview mirror. My lips still tingled from the kiss, and I couldn’t shake the way it made me feel. Confused? Excited? Both?

But then came the doubt. What did this mean? Did Claire see me now? Or was it just this version of me—this girl staring back at me in the mirror with wide eyes and nervous hands?

I thought about the small vial of antidote . All it would take was one sip, and this would all be over. I could go back to being Ethan. Everything could be normal and Claire wouldn’t have to feel weird.

I didn’t take the antidote that night. I couldn’t. The thought of stepping back into who I was before felt like losing something I hadn’t even fully discovered yet. Instead, I laid in bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying the day—the shopping, the laughter, the kiss. My fingers brushed my lips absently, and I wondered if Claire had felt it too, that spark, that shift.

When my alarm blared the next morning, I groaned and rolled over, my body heavy with exhaustion but my mind still racing. I got dressed mechanically—a soft, tight sweater with a deep V, accentuating my cleavage, jeans that hugged my hips in a way I was still getting used to—and then stood in front of the mirror, hesitating. Without thinking too much about it, I reached for the makeup Claire had helped me buy and watched some tutorials online. My hands shook a little as I applied it, but when I stepped back, I smiled faintly. It wasn’t perfect, but it felt…right.

The walk to campus was different this time. People glanced at me—longer glances, curious ones—and instead of shrinking under their gaze, I found myself standing a little taller. There was a strange thrill in it, in being seen this way. When I reached the lecture hall, a few classmates gazes lingered on me. Men licked their lips and women looked envious. Was this what it was like to be a woman? Constant attention, both good and bad?

I saw Claire sitting in the back, and I slid into the empty seat beside her. Her notebook was open and her pen tapped nervously against the page. When she saw me, her eyes widened slightly before she looked down again. My stomach twisted.

“Hey,” I said softly.

“Hey,” she replied without looking up. The tension between us was thick enough to cut with a knife.

She turned then, her eyes searching mine with an intensity that made my heart pound. “I shouldn’t have kissed you yesterday,” she said quietly. “I just…I don’t know what’s happening right now.”

“Me neither,” I admitted. “But…Claire? I’m in love with you. I always have been.”

Her lips parted as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. Instead, the professor came in and began lecturing, effectively ending our conversation.

Claire didn’t say another word to me for the rest of the lecture. She kept her eyes fixed on the professor, her pen scratching furiously across her notebook, but I could tell she wasn’t really listening. Every so often, I caught her glancing at me out of the corner of her eye, her expression unreadable. My stomach churned with a mix of hope and dread. Had I ruined everything by confessing my feelings? Or had I finally taken the first step toward something real?

When class ended, Claire gathered her things quickly and stood up. I hesitated for a moment before following her out into the hallway. The corridor was crowded with students, their voices echoing off the walls, but Claire walked with purpose, weaving through the throng with ease. I trailed behind her, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Claire,” I called out when we reached a quieter part of the building. She stopped abruptly and turned to face me, her expression guarded.

“I need to know if what happened yesterday meant anything to you.”

She stared at me for a long moment, her eyes searching mine. Then she sighed and ran a hand through her hair. “Of course it meant something,” she said quietly. “But that doesn’t change the fact that this is…complicated. I mean, is this the new you, now? What if you change back?”

“I don’t know. I just…I needed you to know how I feel.”

She looked down at her feet, chewing on her bottom lip. Then she took a step closer to me, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t know what this means or where it’s going, but…I can’t stop thinking about you.”

My heart skipped a beat at her words. “Me neither,” I admitted.

For a moment, we just stood there, our eyes locked in a silent conversation. Then Claire reached out and took my hand, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. Without saying a word, she led me down the hallway and into an empty classroom, closing the door behind us.

The room was dimly lit, the only sound our breathing as we faced each other. Claire’s eyes were dark with desire as she stepped closer to me, her hands resting on my hips.

She searched my face for a moment before nodding slowly. Then she leaned in and kissed me gently at first, but it quickly deepened as our bodies pressed together. Her hands slipped under my sweater as I gasped into her mouth and pulled back slightly.

“We should stop,” Claire whispered softly against my lips despite herself wanting this as much if not more than me.

But instead of stopping, Claire slowly bunched up my sweater above my breasts revealing the lacy bra I had chosen to wear today.

Her fingers gently traced circles around each nipple through thin fabric causing them to harden almost instantly under her touch.

“Ethan,” Claire whispered, her voice low and warm, her breath brushing against my ear. “You’re so… soft. I can’t believe this is you.”

I couldn’t believe it either. My heart was racing, my body trembling under her hands. I’d been so nervous when the potion first took effect, terrified of how she’d react, but now… now all I could think about was how right it felt to be here with her like this. Her fingers dipped beneath the fabric of my bra, and I gasped as she twisted my nipples in her fingers.

“Claire,” I managed to say, my voice trembling. but before I could finish, she was kissing me again, deeper this time. Her hands moved to the waistband of my jeans, and I froze for a moment as she undid the button and slid the zipper down. My breath hitched when she dropped to her knees in front of me, looking up at me with those eyes that always seemed to see right through me.

“Claire,” I whispered again, my voice barely audible as she pushed my panties to the side.

She didn’t answer, just leaned in and pressed her lips to my wet pussy. I gasped, my hands flying to grip the edge of a nearby desk for support as her tongue began to move against my slit, deliberate strokes. Every nerve in my body felt like it was on fire, every sensation amplified by the unfamiliarity of this new form.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, my legs trembling as pleasure built inside me with an intensity I hadn’t known was possible. The way Claire licked me, the way she looked at me… it felt like she was seeing me in a way no one ever had before.

“That’s it,” she murmured against me, her voice sending another wave of heat through my body. “Come for me, Ethan.”

And I did. My knees buckled as the climax hit me hard and fast, leaving me breathless and shaking as Claire held onto me until the waves subsided. When I finally opened my eyes again, she was standing in front of me once more.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly.

I nodded slowly still trying catch breath "Yeah," managed say voice hoarse "More than okay."

She smiled brushed strand hair away from face "Good," said leaning kiss forehead gentle affectionate gesture made heart swell with emotion.

“I want to taste you, Claire,” I admitted, my eyes hooded. “But…not here. I always imagined it somewhere nicer. On a bed while I ravish you.”

Claire’s cheeks flushed. I straightened my clothes and took her hand, leading her all the way back to my dorm.

I helped her out of her clothes and she helped me out of mine. It was the first time I’d ever seen her naked, and she was beautiful. Her tits were smaller than mine, and her pussy was shaved. I guided her back to the bed by gripping her taut waist, her body trembling under my touch.

I didn’t feel like a man anymore. I felt like a goddess that wanted to give Claire the most intense orgasm of her life.

I kissed her lips, then her jaw, trailing down to her collarbone.

“Ethan,” she sighed, her fingers tangling in my hair as I moved lower, my lips brushing the swell of her breast. Her breath hitched when I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder when she arched her back and moaned. Her skin was warm, her body responsive in a way that made me feel powerful, like I was unlocking something deep inside her.

“God, your mouth,” she whispered, her hips shifting restlessly beneath me. I switched to her other nipple, teasing it with my tongue until she was squirming, her hands gripping the sheets. I kissed my way down her stomach, pausing to dip my tongue into her belly button just to hear her laugh softly before I reached the apex of her thighs.

Her scent was intoxicating, and I hesitated for only a second before parting her legs and pressing my mouth to her pussy. She gasped, her thighs tensing around my head as I licked a slow, deliberate stripe up her slit. Her taste was sweet and addictive, and I groaned against her as I explored every inch of her with my tongue.

“Ethan,” she choked out, her voice trembling. “Please… don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I teased her clit with quick flicks of my tongue before taking it between my lips and sucking gently. Her hips jerked off the bed, and she let out a strangled cry that sent a thrill through me. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right as I continued to work on her clit with my mouth.

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and I could feel her body tightening around my fingers. “I’m close,” she gasped, one hand clutching at the back of my head while the other twisted in the sheets. “Oh god, Ethan… yes…”

I didn’t let up, pushing her relentlessly toward the edge until she finally shattered with a cry that seemed to echo through the room. Her body convulsed around me as she came, wave after wave of pleasure rippling through her. I kept going until she was whimpering from oversensitivity, only then easing back to press soft kisses against the inside of her thigh.

She lay there panting for a moment before pulling me up to kiss me deeply. “That was…” She trailed off, shaking her head as if words failed her.

“Amazing?” I suggested with a grin.

She laughed softly against my lips. “Better than amazing.” She paused for a moment and touched my face gently. “So what do we do now? What if this isn’t permanent?”

I knew it was finally time to come clean. I needed her to believe this would last. Because she was my soulmate, and I wasn’t ready to let her go.

“I have a confession to make,” I said. “I know how my body got this way.”

Her eyes widened. “What? What do you mean? How?”

“I took a potion. It was so dumb. It was just supposed to be a little love potion, to make me attractive to my soulmate. And it turned me into this.”

“A potion? Are you for real?”

I nodded. “I have an antidote, too. But I don’t know if I want to take it. I’ve never felt so good in my own skin before. I don’t know if I can give this up.”

Claire’s eyes shifted over my face, trying to read me. “So you mean…you might stay this way?”

“Yes. I think I might.”

Claire kissed me long and hard, wrapping her legs around my curvy hips. “Good,” she murmured against my lips, her voice soft but sure. “Because I don’t want you to change back. Not for a second.” Her hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer as if she could somehow merge us into one. “I know this is crazy. I know it’s not how things were supposed to be. But… this feels right. You feel right.”

I stared at her, my heart pounding in my chest. “But what about me? What about who I was? What if you’re only attracted to me because of this… because of the potion? What if it’s not really me you want?”

Claire cupped my face in her hands, her gaze steady and unflinching. “Ethan, listen to me. I’ve known you for years. I’ve loved you for years—just not like this, not in the way I thought I could. But now… now I see you differently. It’s not just your body that’s changed. It’s something deeper, something in the way you move, the way you carry yourself, the way you look at me. It’s like the potion didn’t just change your outside—it brought out something inside you that was always there. And that’s what I’m falling for.”

Her words hit me like a wave, washing over me and leaving me breathless. For the first time since this whole thing started, I felt seen—truly seen—in a way I never had before. It wasn’t just about the transformation or the magic or even the sex. It was about us, about this connection that had always been there but had never had the chance to fully bloom.

“Claire,” I whispered, my voice cracking with emotion. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything,” she replied, her thumb brushing over my cheekbone. “Just stay with me. Stay like this.”

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. “I also think I’ve thought of a name. A girly name.”

Claire beamed with pride. “Oh? What is it?”

“Elena,” I said, feeling a weight lift off of me. “Would you call me that?”

She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and whispered, “Elena. I love it.”

“I love you,” I said, kissing her again. I couldn’t get enough of kissing her after years of pining over her.

“I love you too, Elena.”

“Say it again.”

“Elena. Elena. Elena.”

My chest swelled with pride, and I knew without a doubt, I was never going back to Ethan. This was who I was meant to be.


THE PANTY TRAP


The bass rattled the walls, each beat gnawing at my eardrums. Strobes flashed in epileptic bursts, bleaching the room in glaring white before plunging us back into the murky reds and blues of the club’s lighting. The smell of sweat, spilled beer, and cheap perfume clung to everything like a second skin. My table of guys—Josh, Ryan, and Marcus—was strategically stationed near the bar, a vantage point we’d called “the hunting ground.” Though so far, it wasn’t looking great.

“Man, this place is crawling with chicks,” Josh said loudly over the pulsating music, his voice tinged with frustration as he scanned the crowd. He adjusted his backwards cap and took another lazy sip of his whiskey sour.

“Yeah,” Marcus snorted into his drink, “but none of them are biting. Maybe they’re allergic to douchebags.” He tilted his head toward Ryan, who had just struck out for the third time that night.

Ryan shot him a glare, running a hand through his gelled-back hair. “I dunno, man. Maybe they’re all lesbians tonight or something.”

“Or maybe you shouldn’t open with ‘How about we skip the foreplay?’” I muttered.

The guys burst out laughing at that one while Ryan flipped me off without much enthusiasm. But I couldn’t exactly gloat; my tally was just as abysmal as theirs tonight. The problem wasn’t finding women—it was keeping their attention long enough to seal the deal. Every attempt either fizzled out after some poorly timed comment or ended with an eye roll and a walk-off.

“Your turn,” Josh said, elbowing me and grinning like he was throwing me into enemy fire. “Go show us how it’s done, Casanova.”

I downed what remained of my drink and surveyed the crowded dance floor with calculated detachment. The bodies blurred together under the erratic lighting—girls in short skirts grinding against each other for attention, guys circling like wolves but never getting close enough to make a move. It was chaos.

And then—I saw her.

She wasn’t on the dance floor but leaning casually against one of the side rails near the DJ booth, sipping a martini like it was made for her hand alone. Her dress—what little there was of it—clung to her body like sin incarnate: tight black fabric that shimmered faintly when she moved under the lights. Her legs were long—like runway long—and ended in a pair of stiletto heels that practically screamed trouble. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders in that messy-but-perfect way girls somehow managed to pull off without trying too hard. And her lips? Painted a deep red that made me think of cherries soaked in something stronger than rum.

She caught me looking almost immediately—a slow turn of her head and then a knowing smirk tugging at those cherry-colored lips as she raised one brow at me.

All my college-boy bravado told me this girl was game.

“Wish me luck,” I muttered to no one in particular as I slid out from our corner booth.

“Gonna need it,” Marcus called after me with a laugh.

I approached her with what I hoped was an easy-going confidence, but my heart was thudding harder than the bassline rattling the club. As I got closer, her eyes locked onto mine—dark, sharp, but somehow teasing—and I swear she sized me up in less than a second. She didn’t look away when I stopped just a foot or two from her, close enough to catch the faint scent of something floral on her skin, mixed with the sharp tang of her drink.

“You looked like you were getting bored over here,” I said, leaning in just enough to be heard over the music. My tone was casual, practiced—like I wasn’t trying too hard. “Figured I’d come save you.”

Her lips curled into a slow smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Save me?” Her voice was low and velvety, with a hint of something playful underneath. “From what exactly?”

I shrugged, slipping my hands into my pockets to keep from fidgeting under her gaze. “From standing here alone while every guy in this place tries to work up the nerve to say hi.”

She laughed—a short, smoky sound that felt like an insult wrapped in silk. “You mean guys like you?”

“Guys like me don’t need nerve,” I shot back with a grin that I hoped was equal parts cocky and charming. “We just need an opening.”

She arched a brow at that, swirling her martini with a lazy flick of her wrist before taking a deliberate sip. Her nails were painted black, matching the sleekness of her dress. Her fingers looked delicate, but there was something about the way she held herself—composed and unflinching—that made me think twice about underestimating her.

“Well,” she said finally, tipping her head slightly to the side as if considering me. The movement made her hair cascade over one shoulder, exposing the smooth curve of her neck. “Congratulations on finding your opening.”

I chuckled softly and leaned a bit closer, enough that our conversation felt more intimate without crossing any lines—yet. “So what’s your name? Or should I just call you ‘the most dangerous woman in this club’?”

That earned me another smile—this one wider but still laced with mischief. “Brianna,” she said simply.

“Seth,” I offered in return.

“I didn’t ask,” she countered smoothly, and for a split second, it threw me off balance.

But then she laughed again—softer this time—and tilted her head toward me as if letting me in on some private joke. “Relax, Seth. I’m kidding.”

“Noted.” I raised my hands in mock surrender, then let them fall back to my sides. “So what brings you here tonight? Scouting guys to toy with or just enjoying the atmosphere?”

Brianna’s gaze flicked over me briefly before returning to meet my eyes head-on. “A little of both maybe,” she admitted with a shrug that was almost too casual.

“How many have you toyed with so far?”

Her lips quirked like she had expected the question and enjoyed that I asked it anyway. She set her glass down on the rail behind her and leaned forward slightly—not enough to close the gap between us entirely but enough that her presence felt magnetic.

“None worth my time,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make the words linger between us. “Yet.”

The challenge in her tone was impossible to miss, and something about it made my pulse jump. I’d played this game before—hell, I practically wrote the rulebook—but Brianna had a way of flipping the script without even trying. It was equal parts infuriating and intoxicating.

“Well,” I said, smirking as I leaned a fraction closer, “here’s hoping I can change that.”

She didn’t respond right away. Instead, she held my gaze, her dark eyes glittering under the flickering club lights, and then she did something that caught me completely off guard: she reached out and grabbed the collar of my shirt and gave it a sharp tug. Not enough to choke me, but enough to make her point.

“You might have potential,” she murmured, her lips curving into a sly smile. “But talk is cheap.”

I laughed—partly because I didn’t know what else to do and partly because I liked where this was going. “Alright, Brianna,” I said, my voice low, matching hers. “What’s your price?”

Her expression shifted then—not much, just the faintest flicker of something beneath the surface. Amusement? Interest? Whatever it was, it disappeared almost as quickly as it had come.

“Follow me,” she said suddenly, letting go of my shirt and stepping back. Her tone was casual, like she hadn’t just thrown down some unspoken dare.

Before I could process what was happening, she turned on her heel and started weaving through the crowd without waiting to see if I’d follow. Of course, I did—because how could I not? She moved with purpose, her hips swaying in time with the pounding beat of the music, and every step seemed to carve a path through the chaos around us.

“Where are we going?” I called after her when we reached a narrow hallway at the edge of the club. The thrum of bass faded slightly as we left the main floor behind, replaced by the dull hum of fluorescent lights overhead.

Brianna glanced over her shoulder, her smile as enigmatic as ever. “Someplace quieter.”

That was all the explanation she offered before disappearing around a corner. By now, curiosity had taken hold—along with something else I couldn’t quite put my finger on—and so I followed without hesitation.

The hallway stretched longer than I expected, dimly lit and lined with doors that looked like they belonged to storage closets or staff-only areas. My footsteps echoed faintly against the scuffed linoleum flooring until Brianna finally stopped in front of one particular door near the end.

Without a word, she turned the handle and slipped inside. When I hesitated for half a second too long, peering into what appeared to be an employee bathroom—a small space with plain white tiles and a single sink—she leaned back into view with an arched brow.

“You coming?” she asked innocently enough, though there was nothing innocent about the way her eyes sparkled.

I stepped inside cautiously, and as soon as I did, Brianna closed the door behind me with a soft click and turned the lock. The metallic sound sent a rush of awareness through me, and I couldn't help but notice how small the space suddenly felt. The hum of the club outside was muffled, leaving us in a silence that felt oddly intimate.

Before she could say anything, I backed her up against a wall, caging her between my arms. I leaned in for a kiss when I felt her soft hands press against my chest. “Not so fast.”

I took a step back and arched my brow. My dick was already hard. Was she trying to tease me until it fell off completely?

I opened my mouth to ask what her problem was, but before I could get the words out, she reached down and lifted the hem of her dress ever so slowly. My breath hitched as smooth skin gave way to black lace against her thighs.

Okay, I thought. Now we’re getting somewhere.

“Whoa.” The word slipped out before I could stop it, and Brianna’s grin widened like she’d been waiting for exactly that reaction.

With tantalizing slowness, she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her black lace panties—thin scraps of lace that left very little to the imagination—and slid them down her legs in one fluid motion. My eyes followed every movement involuntarily until they pooled at her feet like some kind of exotic offering.

She straightened up again, holding them by one finger as if they were something casual—like car keys or a hair tie—and dangled them in front of me.

“Put these on,” she said simply.

For a second—or maybe longer—I just stared at her, sure I’d misheard. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me,” she replied smoothly, twirling the panties slightly as if to emphasize her point. “I like my boys to be a little bit feminine.”

I blinked at her, certain this was some kind of test or joke or… something other than what it sounded like. “You’re kidding,” I said finally, forcing a grin as I held up my hands in mock surrender. “Right? This is just part of your whole ‘messing with guys’ routine.”

But Brianna didn’t laugh this time. If anything, she looked even more amused by my discomfort—like it was all going exactly according to plan.

Her eyes sparkled with challenge, her lips curling into that maddening smirk that made every nerve in my body feel like it was on fire. “Do I look like I’m kidding, Seth?” she asked, her voice low and teasing but laced with just enough authority to make my stomach flip.

I swallowed hard, my grin faltering as the weight of her words settled over me. She wasn’t joking. Not even a little bit. And here I was, standing in some tiny backroom of a club with the most gorgeous woman I’d ever met, faced with a choice that felt equal parts absurd and oddly… thrilling.

I could walk away—laugh it off, tell her thanks but no thanks, rejoin my buddies at the bar and pretend this whole thing never happened. Or… I could meet her halfway, play along, and see where this rabbit hole led.

Against every ounce of better judgment I had left—not that there was much at this point—I reached out and snatched the panties from her hand before I could overthink it. They were light and delicate against my fingers, a stark contrast to everything about this moment that felt heavy and charged.

“Fine,” I said, forcing as much bravado as I could muster into my voice even as my cheeks burned red-hot. “But you owe me for this.”

Brianna’s smirk deepened, her gaze flicking down to my pants as if daring me to follow through. “Oh, don’t worry,” she purred. “You won’t regret it.”

With a resigned sigh—because what else could I do?—I reached for the button on my jeans and unfastened them with trembling hands. The zipper felt unnaturally loud in the confined space, each metallic click echoing like a countdown to my own humiliation. My buddies would never let me live this down if they found out.

Brianna crossed her arms and leaned casually against the wall, watching me like a cat watches a cornered mouse.

“You’re enjoying this way too much,” I muttered under my breath as I shoved my jeans down to my knees and stepped out of them.

“Guilty,” she said without missing a beat, biting her bottom lip as her gaze raked over me hungrily.

I hesitated for half a second before following through with what might’ve been the single most mortifying thing I’d ever done in my life: peeling off my boxer briefs and stepping into the black lace panties Brianna had handed me. They were snug—too snug—and the material clung in ways I wasn’t prepared for.

When they were finally in place, I looked up at her expectantly, half hoping she’d burst into laughter or say something—to break the tension or give me an out or something. But no such luck.

Instead, Brianna’s expression shifted slightly as her eyes roamed over me from head to toe. She tilted her head thoughtfully, her tongue darting out to wet her lips before she spoke again.

“Not bad,” she murmured finally, closing the distance between us with an almost predatory grace. Her fingers trailed along the waistband of the panties—my panties now—and tugged gently as if testing their fit. “I think they suit you better than I expected,” she said, her voice dipping into a tone that made me shiver. Her lips brushed close to my ear, and I could barely catch my breath. “But we’re not done yet.”

I blinked, my heart racing as I tried to process her words. “Not done? What do you mean we’re not done? I’m wearing them! What else can you possibly—?”

Before I could finish, Brianna snatched my discarded briefs from the floor, balled them up, and shoved them into her purse with a mischievous grin. “Consider these mine for the night,” she said, snapping her bag shut with an audible ‘click.’

I stared at her wide-eyed. “Wait… are you serious?”

“Dead serious.” She took a step back, her smirk deepening as she folded her arms across her chest. “Now pull your pants back up and let’s see what you’ve got out there.”

“Out there? You want me to—” My words broke off as it dawned on me what she was suggesting. She wanted me to walk back out into the chaos of the club with this little secret hugging my hips, pretending like everything was normal.

My pulse hammered in my ears. On the one hand, this was insane—humiliating even. But on the other… there was something electrifying about it too, like a secret only the two of us shared. The thrill of it zipped through me like a jolt of caffeine as I bent down and yanked my jeans back up over the lace.

The fabric slid against my skin in a way that sent heat pooling low in my stomach—a soft, forbidden sensation that felt so different from anything I’d worn before. Almost annoyingly comfortable, really, though I wasn’t about to admit that out loud.

I straightened up and ran a hand through my hair for composure before turning back to Brianna. “Okay. Now what?”

“Let’s exchange numbers,” she said, holding out her phone.

Finally, I thought. Maybe all of this will pay off, after all.

I have her my number and she programmed hers into mine before we swapped back. Then, her eyes glittered with wicked amusement as she gestured toward the door leading back into the main part of the club. “Now you go join your friends,” she said simply. “And act like nothing happened.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope.” She leaned in close again, her lips brushing just shy of my ear. “And don’t worry—I’ll be watching.”

With that, she pulled open the door and gave me a gentle shove forward before I could even think to argue. Just like that, I was back in the pulsing lights and pounding bass of the dance floor with Brianna slipping away behind me.

I spotted my friends near the bar almost immediately—Josh leaning obnoxiously close to some blonde who looked way too polite to tell him off yet, Ryan throwing back shots like they were water and laughing at something Marcus had just said.

As I approached, Marcus looked up first and clapped me on the shoulder with his usual frat-boy enthusiasm. “Where’ve you been, man? Thought maybe you’d already found someone to sneak off with!” His eyebrows waggled suggestively.

I forced myself to grin despite how hyper-aware I suddenly felt of every inch of lace clinging beneath my jeans. “I don’t kiss and tell,” I shot back smoothly, earning a round of hoots and exaggerated laughter as though I’d just delivered the punchline of the year. Marcus leaned back, smirking, and raised his beer in a mock toast.

“Classic Seth,” he said, shaking his head. “Always so damn mysterious. You’re gonna drive these girls wild with that attitude, man.”

Ryan, already a few shots deep, pointed an unsteady finger at me. “Yeah, well, mystery or not, you better be sharing the wealth if you’re getting lucky before the rest of us.” He tipped his head back and downed another shot, slamming it on the bar with a flourish.

I chuckled along with them, playing my part seamlessly while my own secret pulsed under my skin. Every shift and sway of my jeans reminded me what I was wearing beneath them—the soft lace brushing against me in ways that felt oddly intimate and thrilling. It was like this quiet rebellion no one could see but that made me feel inexplicably alive.

Josh finally peeled himself away from the blonde long enough to jab a finger in my direction. “Wait a second,” he said, squinting at me like he was about to solve some great mystery. “You’ve got that look.”

“What look?” I asked, feigning confusion while suppressing the urge to adjust my waistband for the fiftieth time.

Josh smirked knowingly and leaned closer. “That ‘just got laid’ look.”

The others erupted into laughter again—raucous and loud enough to draw stares from the surrounding crowd—but I just shrugged nonchalantly and sipped my drink. If they only knew.

As they continued ribbing me, my phone buzzed in my pocket—a quick vibration that sent a jolt up my spine. I pulled it out casually, angling the screen away from prying eyes as I unlocked it.

How do they feel?

Brianna’s text stared back at me like she was right there in front of me, her voice teasing and her eyes glinting with challenge. My pulse quickened as I typed back a quick reply.

Surprisingly erotic.

The response felt both honest and absurdly understated considering how aware I was of every breath, every movement, every whispered thought coming into sharper focus because of those damn panties.

Her reply came almost instantly: Good boy.

A flush crept up my neck—part embarrassment, part something else entirely—as I shoved my phone back into my pocket before anyone noticed. My friends were still busy trading crude jokes about one-night stands and debating which groups of girls looked most ‘approachable,’ oblivious to everything else.

The thing was… for once, I didn’t feel like one of them. Normally, I would’ve been right there in the thick of things—laughing too loud at their stupid jokes or egging them on when they dared each other to make ridiculous moves on strangers.

But tonight felt different—with Brianna's text still glowing in my mind and this secret humming against my skin like its own kind of electricity—I felt different.

I waited the rest of the night for Brianna to make another appearance, but she didn’t. When I finally decided to search for her, she was gone.

My buddies and I went our separate ways, and I went back home to my studio apartment, still wearing Brianna’s panties.

Curious and alone, I stripped down in my bedroom, my room spinning with the residual effects of alcohol and adrenaline. I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror—the weight of the lace still against my buttocks and thighs, a reminder of what had transpired earlier that evening. My reflection stared back at me, flushed and disheveled, yet unmistakably aroused by the bulge protruding through the lace.

I ran a shaking hand over the fabric, tracing the black lace along my bulge and feeling myself harden further. It was forbidden—taboo, and I knew it should have felt wrong but instead, it felt... right.

A thrill coursed through me as I slipped a hand inside the panties, gripping myself through the soft fabric. I stroked myself methodically, abuzz with every nuance of sensation: the way the lace teased my skin, the way it conformed to every contour of my hardening length, and how it seemed to amplify every sensation tenfold.

I quickened my pace, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I neared the edge. The room spun around me as I came—white-hot pleasure crashing over me like an ocean wave and filling Brianna's panties with evidence of my desire.

For a moment, I simply stood there—chest heaving and trying to catch my breath—before reality crashed down around me like a ton of bricks.

What had I just done?
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The next morning, I awoke with a text from Brianna. When are you going out with your friends again?

I sat up in my bed, remembering that I’d gone to sleep in the panties. They still hugged my cock which was aching for another round.

Probably tonight, why? I replied.

She texted me an address. You’ll be coming to visit me, first.

My fingers trembled as I typed back, We pre-gaming together?

I waited anxiously for the three dots to reveal her answer. Something like that. Meet me at 7.

The rest of the day went by in a blur of college homework and euphoric anxiety. I dressed my best before heading out to Brianna’s place, not realizing I could’ve come in my pajamas for all she cared.

Because whatever I’d chosen to wore, I wouldn’t be wearing for much longer.

As I stood at her door, my heart hammered against my ribs in a way that made me question if it might actually break through. The building was older, its brick exterior overrun with ivy and lit by dim porch lights. Her apartment number glinted in the soft glow as I raised a hand to knock, only for the door to swing open before my knuckles could connect.

“There you are,” Brianna said with a grin that was less welcoming and more… predatory. She leaned on the doorframe, one hip cocked, wearing a slouchy sweatshirt that hung off one shoulder and a pair of tiny black shorts. Her hair was loose, framing her face in messy waves, and her expression was all confidence.

“Hey,” I managed, suddenly acutely aware of my pulse. It thundered in my ears like I was on the verge of something monumental—though whether that was impending doom or irresistible excitement, I couldn’t say.

She stepped aside to let me in without another word, but as I passed her, she let her hand drift over the back of my arm. A casual touch, yet deliberate enough to send a shiver straight down my spine.

Her apartment was small but cozy—a mix of thrift-store finds and personal touches. Fairy lights were strung across the ceiling, giving the space a warm glow.

She sauntered past me into the living room. She didn’t look back to see if I followed; she knew I would. Brianna turned to face me with a smirk, leaning closer until there were only inches between us. “You know, I think there could be something here.”

Her words hit me like a freight train. “You do?” My voice came out rougher than intended—half disbelief and half… hope?

Her smile widened fractionally as she tilted her head up toward mine—a silent invitation rather than an answer.

Before I could overthink or second-guess, she rose on her toes and pressed her lips to mine. Warm, soft, and insistent, the kiss took the breath right out of me. My hands instinctively found her waist, fingers curling around the edge of her sweatshirt as if to anchor myself in the moment. She tasted faintly of something sweet—maybe wine or fruit—and for a few seconds, it was just us, her mouth moving against mine like she owned me and I didn’t mind one bit.

But just as I started to deepen the kiss, sliding an arm around her back to pull her closer, she broke away. Her lips hovered close enough that I could still feel their heat, but her smirk was back, loaded with mischief.

“Not so fast,” she teased, taking my hand in hers. Her fingers were cold against my skin as she tugged me along.

“Where are we going?” I asked, my voice lower than usual. My chest still burned from the kiss—or maybe it was anticipation.

“You’ll see,” was all she said.

She led me down a short hallway illuminated by more fairy lights and into her bedroom. The space was small but intimate, with a queen-sized bed pushed up against one wall and soft-looking blankets piled on top. A tall mirror leaned against another wall next to a series of potted plants that thrived in the dim lighting.

Once we were inside, she turned to face me again, her expression shifting slightly—still playful but now with an edge of command that made my throat dry.

“Take off your clothes.”

I blinked at her, convinced for half a second that I’d misheard. “Uh… what?”

She rolled her eyes like I’d just failed some test. “You heard me.” She crossed her arms over her chest and tilted one hip out. “Shirt first.”

I hesitated, not sure if this was actually heading where I thought it might or if I had walked into some sort of trap. But there was no denying the way my body reacted to the request—or rather, the demand—in her tone. So I reached for the hem of my t-shirt and tugged it over my head in one smooth motion.

Her gaze flickered over my chest briefly before darting back up to meet mine. That smirk never left her face.

“Now your jeans.”

I swallowed hard and obeyed, setting my shoes aside before unbuttoning my jeans and stepping out of them awkwardly in the small space. I felt exposed standing there in just my boxers while fully aware of how intently she was watching me.

Then, without warning, Brianna spun on her heel and disappeared into the closet across from us. The door creaked open just enough for me to hear some faint shuffling sounds inside—hangers clinking together and fabric rustling—as I stood there wondering what on earth was happening.

When she emerged again moments later, she held something draped over one arm that immediately threw me off guard: a bright pink cocktail dress that looked like it had been plucked straight from Barbie’s dream wardrobe. It was tight, sequined, and absurdly short.

“What…” My voice trailed off as my brain struggled to keep up with what I was seeing. “What’s going on?”

Brianna’s grin widened, sharp and teasing. She laid the dress carefully across the bed, smoothing it out as though it were some sacred artifact. When she turned back to me, there was a glint in her eye that made my stomach flip.

“Last night was a test,” she said simply, crossing her arms as she leaned against the bedpost. “Tonight, I’m going to doll you up and send you to those wolves you call your friends.”

I stared at her, trying to process her words. “What?”

“You heard me.” She gestured toward the dress as if it explained everything.

“Wait—hold on.” I took a step closer, still completely lost. “You’re serious about this? You want me to wear… that?”

Her laugh was light, almost musical, but there was something wicked behind it. “Oh, I’m dead serious.” She pushed off the bedpost and walked over to me until we were standing toe-to-toe. Her hands landed lightly on my bare chest, her nails cool against my skin. “Seth, I know you want to sleep with me. Well, first, you’re going to have to please me in other ways.”

Then she shrugged and walked away again, disappearing into another door—this one leading to what I assumed was the bathroom.

“Where are you going now?” I called after her.

“To start your bath,” came the reply. A moment later, water began running.

I stood there frozen for a moment before finally following her. The bathroom was small but meticulously organized—glass jars filled with cotton pads and Q-tips lined the counter next to a neat array of skincare products. Brianna was crouched by the tub, testing the water temperature with her wrist as steam began to fill the room.

“Brianna…” I started hesitantly. I noticed she was holding a can of shaving cream and a pink razor.

She glanced over her shoulder at me without standing up. “Yes?”

“You’re really serious about this? Like… shaving-my-legs-and-everything serious?”

Her smile turned sly again as she reached for a bottle of bath oil and poured a generous amount into the tub. The room instantly smelled like lavender and vanilla. “Do you think those muscular legs of yours are going to look convincing in that dress without some help?” she teased.

I opened my mouth to argue but closed it again when I realized I didn’t actually have an answer for that.

“Come on,” she said, standing up and dusting off her hands before gesturing toward the tub. “In you go.”

I hesitated in the doorway. “Brianna…”

“Seth,” she interrupted firmly, crossing her arms again. “You may not realize it yet, but you’ll enjoy this. Just like you enjoyed wearing my panties last night.” Her eyes flicked down pointedly at my nearly-naked body before meeting mine again with an amused expression. “Looks like you’re already hard.”

I let out a breath that was half exasperation and half surrender before stepping into the bathroom fully. She patted the edge of the tub and I sat beside her. To my surprise, she gripped my cock and began to stroke it.

“I love men who dress up into a pretty femboys. I always reward the good girls.”

I groaned as she stroked faster. It took mere seconds of her fantastic touch before I came. She chuckled. “You’re enjoying this a lot more than you want to admit. Now come on, give me a leg.”

I propped a leg in her lap and blushed at the view I was giving her of my cock and balls. She lathered up my leg with shaving cream and began to glide the pink razor gently over my skin. The sensation was strange—cool and unfamiliar—but oddly soothing. Her fingers were steady, her touch precise as she concentrated on each stroke. The hum of the running water filled the small bathroom, and the faint lavender scent in the air seemed to grow stronger with every passing moment.

“Relax,” she murmured, her tone softer now as her eyes flicked up to meet mine. “You’re too tense. I promise, you’ll feel amazing once we’re done.”

Somehow, her reassurance calmed me. I exhaled slowly and leaned back against the wall, letting her work. With each strip of shaving cream and hair disappearing from my leg, I couldn’t help but marvel at how smooth my skin felt beneath her touch. She finished one leg, rinsed it off with warm water from a small handheld sprayer, and then motioned for the other.

By the time she moved up to my thighs and finally to my more intimate areas, I was half-dazed from the warmth of the water and the rhythmic strokes of her razor. She didn’t say much as she worked, but there was an undeniable confidence in her movements that made me feel oddly safe despite how vulnerable I was.

Once she finished shaving everything clean, Brianna handed me a fluffy towel and guided me out of the tub. My skin felt strangely sensitive as I dried off—almost electric—and when I ran a hand down my leg experimentally, I couldn’t stop myself from marveling at how soft it felt.

“Now,” Brianna said cheerfully, leading me back into her bedroom without giving me a chance to think too much about what had just happened, “let’s get you dressed.”

I stood there awkwardly as she rummaged through her dresser drawers with purpose, finally pulling out a delicate pink lingerie set. Lacy and sheer, it looked like something out of a fantasy—and definitely not something I ever imagined wearing.

“Arms up,” she ordered lightly as she held out the matching bra.

I hesitated for only a moment before complying. She slipped it around my chest with practiced ease and adjusted the straps until it sat snugly in place. The sensation was entirely foreign—the lace brushed against my skin softly, teasingly—and I couldn’t help but shift uncomfortably as I tried to adjust to it.

Then came the panties. She knelt in front of me and slid them up my legs carefully before tucking me into place with gentle hands. The snug fit made me swallow hard; every movement seemed to highlight just how different this felt compared to anything else I’d worn before.

Brianna stepped back briefly to admire her work before picking up the dress from where she’d laid it earlier. It was pink—a vibrant yet soft shade that seemed almost playful—and covered in subtle ruffles that gave it an air of sweetness.

“Ready?” she asked with a teasing smile as she held it up in front of me.

I nodded hesitantly, too overwhelmed by everything happening around me to form words.

She slid it over my head carefully, guiding my arms into the sleeves and smoothing it down over my body until it fell into place. The fabric clung lightly to my frame before flaring out slightly at the hips; it was light and soft against my freshly shaven skin, almost like a whisper. The dress was delicate, playful, and undeniably feminine—qualities I had never associated with myself. Yet, there I stood, feeling its weight settle on me like a second skin.

“How does that feel?” Brianna asked, stepping back to inspect me with a gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. Her voice was as casual as if we were picking out takeout for dinner, but I could tell she was watching me closely for a reaction.

“It’s… different,” I admitted, my hands hovering awkwardly around my sides, uncertain where they belonged now.

“Different good or different bad?”

I hesitated, the faintest heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m not sure yet.”

She grinned knowingly. “That’s okay. You don’t have to decide right this second.” Turning toward her closet, she rifled through boxes and pairs of shoes until she emerged holding up a pair of soft pink heels.

“These are perfect,” she declared, kneeling down in front of me again. “Sit on the edge of the bed.”

I obeyed without protest this time, perching on the edge of her neatly made bed while she worked one heel onto my foot and then the other. Her fingers brushed against my ankles as she adjusted the straps, sending an involuntary shiver up my spine.

“There,” she said triumphantly, standing up and letting me catch sight of myself in the mirror across the room. “Go ahead and take a look.”

I hesitated before standing cautiously on the heels; they felt precarious at first, forcing me to balance differently than I ever had before. My steps were tentative as I moved toward the mirror until I finally caught sight of myself.

The reflection staring back didn’t quite feel like mine—or maybe it did, but in a way that I hadn’t recognized before. The dress smoothed over my shoulders and fell delicately down my waist; the heels added just enough height to make me feel slightly dainty but not ridiculous. And beneath it all: smooth skin, the faint memory of Brianna’s firm yet gentle hand guiding every transformation.

“I think you’re starting to see it,” Brianna said softly from behind me.

I glanced at her through the mirror and swallowed hard. “See what?”

Her smile didn’t falter as she brushed past me to her vanity table. “Your potential.”

The words lingered in the air as she motioned for me to sit again—this time at the small stool in front of her vanity. I obeyed wordlessly while she began fussing with my short blond hair. Her fingers wove through the strands with precision as she styled them into something softer than their usual shape: a few loose waves teased into place before she clipped one side with a small lavender-colored barrette.

“There,” she whispered after setting the clip in place. “Feminine without trying too hard.”

I shifted uncomfortably as her hands fell away from my hair, leaving only the faint scent of her shampoo behind. It felt strange to think that such a small change could alter how I looked so drastically.

“Alright,” Brianna said brightly, reaching for an array of brushes and powders spread across her vanity table. “Time for makeup.”

I tensed instinctively. “Makeup? Is that really necessary?”

She smirked. “Absolutely. I want you to look irresistible to your slimy friends.”

I nodded, knowing I was already too deep into this to back out now. Plus, as much as I hated to admit it, part of me was curious. I’d never thought about makeup beyond seeing how intricate it could be on others. Now it was my turn.

“Relax,” she said, her voice softening as she pulled a stool closer to position herself right in front of me. “Close your eyes and let me work my magic.”

I did as she instructed, squeezing my eyes shut, though the tension in my shoulders betrayed how nervous I still was. Brianna started with something cool and smooth against my skin—a primer, she explained casually as if I should already know what that meant. Next came foundation, applied with a sponge that felt featherlight as it dabbed across my face.

“You’ve got great skin,” she commented, tilting my chin slightly so she could get the angle just right. “I’m almost mad about how easy this is.”

I snorted despite myself. “Yeah, because being turned into someone else entirely is so effortless.”

“Oh, hush,” she teased, reaching for what I assumed was more product. “You’re lucky you have me guiding you through this process. Without me, you’d probably look like a clown.”

The corner of my mouth twitched upward at that despite the oddness of the situation. Her voice had this way of disarming me even when everything else felt completely foreign.

She moved quickly but carefully—dusting powders along my cheekbones and jawline, brushing something shimmery across my eyelids. Her touch was confident and steady; even though I couldn’t see what she was doing yet, I trusted her to make it… believable.

“Open your eyes,” Brianna instructed after a moment. I did so cautiously, only for her to immediately lean closer and start lining them with some dark pencil.

“Stay still,” she warned softly when I flinched slightly at the sensation of the pencil gliding across my lash line.

“It feels weird,” I muttered under my breath.

“You’ll get used to it,” she said lightly before stepping back to examine her handiwork. “Alright—mascara next.”

Another strange sensation followed as she carefully coated my lashes with the wand, her fingers steady against my temple to keep me from moving too much.

“And now for the finishing touch…” She rummaged through her collection before producing a lipstick in a soft pink shade that matched the heels perfectly.

“Pucker up,” she instructed playfully, leaning in once more to apply the color with precision.

When she finally stepped back and declared herself finished, I braced myself before looking into the mirror again—and froze.

The person staring back at me wasn’t Seth anymore—not entirely. The makeup softened every angle of my face in ways that made me almost unrecognizable. My lips looked fuller with their glossy pink sheen; my eyes seemed bigger and brighter thanks to whatever magic Brianna had worked with that tiny pencil and mascara wand. My cheekbones stood out more prominently, accentuated by the subtle shimmer of her handiwork. It was… startling. Not bad, just different. Very different.

“Well?” Brianna’s voice pulled me out of my trance as she leaned against the vanity with her arms folded. Her expression danced somewhere between pride and amusement. “What do you think?”

I opened my mouth to speak and then closed it again, unsure of how exactly to phrase the jumble of thoughts swirling in my head. “I—uh…” I cleared my throat. “It’s… convincing.”

Her grin widened, and she tilted her head at me with mock offense. “Convincing? Come on, Seth, give me a little more credit than that.”

“Okay,” I admitted reluctantly, glancing back at my reflection. “It’s really good. Too good.”

“Thank you,” she said with a flourish, clearly pleased with herself.

By the time Brianna had finished getting herself ready—slipping into a sleek black dress that hugged her curves perfectly and applying just enough makeup to enhance her already striking features—I was starting to understand why people went through all this effort for a night out. There was something about it that felt… transformative.

“You ready?” she asked as we grabbed our clutches and headed for the door.

“No,” I answered truthfully but followed her anyway.

The club was already alive with energy when we arrived. Music thumped against my chest, a deep bassline weaving through the laughter and chatter of people packed shoulder to shoulder. The scent of perfume, sweat, and spilled alcohol hung thick in the air. I could already feel my nerves buzzing as Brianna grabbed my hand and led me through the crowd like she belonged there—like she owned the place. Meanwhile, I was trying not to trip over my heels.

“Relax,” Brianna whispered in my ear, leaning close so I could hear her over the music. “You’re supposed to be having fun.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered back, adjusting the hem of my too-short dress for what felt like the fiftieth time since leaving the car. “You’re not the one wearing this deathtrap on your feet.”

She just laughed, pulling me further into the throng of people until we reached our destination: a booth tucked near the edge of the dance floor where a group of familiar faces was already lounging with drinks in hand. My stomach flipped as I recognized them—Marcus, Josh, and Ryan. My friends.

Actually… in this moment? Maybe not my friends. Just guys I unfortunately knew.

“They’re here,” I whispered to Brianna, suddenly feeling every inch of mascara-heavy eyelash on my face as their eyes locked onto us.

“Perfect,” she said under her breath, straightening her posture with confidence that practically radiated off her. “Follow my lead.”

Before I could protest—or run back out through the door—Brianna was striding toward them with an easy sway of her hips that had all three guys immediately sitting up straighter. As if they were predators who’d just spotted fresh prey.

“Hey there,” Brianna purred as we reached the booth, sliding into the seat across from them without waiting for an invitation. She glanced at me briefly before turning her attention to Marcus. “Mind if we join you?”

Marcus grinned, his eyes already flicking between us like he couldn’t decide where to land first. “Not at all,” he said smoothly. “I don’t think we’ve met before.”

“We haven’t,” Brianna replied, crossing one leg over the other and leaning forward just enough to draw attention without seeming obvious about it. “I’m Brianna. And this is…” She trailed off dramatically before giving me a look that said play along. “…Samantha.”

“Samantha?” Ryan repeated with a smirk, his gaze lingering on me longer than I liked as he raised his drink to his lips.

“Hi,” I managed to squeak out, resisting the urge to shrink further into myself as Marcus turned his full attention on me.

“Samantha, huh?” he said, leaning closer from across the table. His smile was charming in that practiced way that had probably worked on dozens of women before tonight—but now it just made my skin crawl. “You look new around here.”

“I—uh—yeah?” It wasn’t even really a question, but I couldn’t seem to form a better response under his scrutiny.

“She’s shy,” Brianna cut in smoothly, rescuing me without missing a beat. “But don’t let that fool you.”

“I don’t mind shy,” Marcus said with a smirk that made my stomach twist. He leaned back, draping an arm over the back of the booth as though he owned the place. “In fact, I like it. Makes things… interesting.”

Brianna shot me a quick wink, her lips curling into a mischievous smile before she turned to Josh and Ryan, effectively pulling their attention away from me and Marcus. “So, what about you two? You gonna sit there nursing your drinks all night, or does this place actually have some decent company?”

Josh chuckled, shifting closer to Brianna, his eyes flicking down to her legs in a way that made me want to deck him. “That depends. You sticking around for a while? Pretty sure you just upgraded the scenery.”

Brianna laughed lightly, but I could hear the edge of mockery in it. “Flattery works on someone else,” she said with a saccharine smile. “But nice try.”

I barely caught the exchange because Marcus was still focused entirely on me. His knee brushed mine under the table, sending a jolt up my spine that made me jerk back instinctively.

“You okay?” Marcus asked, his tone suddenly soft, almost concerned, but his smirk didn’t waver.

“Fine,” I muttered, trying to sound casual while tugging at the neckline of my dress. It felt suffocating now—like it was conspiring with gravity to expose more skin than I was comfortable with.

“You’re adorable when you’re nervous,” he said quietly enough that only I could hear it. My throat tightened, and I forced a smile that probably looked more like a grimace.

“I need another drink,” I blurted out, standing abruptly and nearly losing my balance in the damn heels again.

Marcus was up in an instant, catching my elbow to steady me. “Let me help,” he offered smoothly, his hand lingering longer than necessary before letting go.

Before I could respond—or find an excuse to get away—Brianna interjected from across the booth. “Oh, don’t bother with the bar,” she said with a sly grin. “The employee bathroom’s got way more privacy if you’re looking for… quieter accommodations.”

My eyes snapped to hers in disbelief as Marcus perked up immediately.

“That so?” he asked, already glancing toward the back of the club where Brianna had casually pointed moments before.

“Absolutely,” Brianna confirmed without missing a beat. Then she turned her gaze on me and added with an almost devilish glint in her eye: “Sam will show you.”

“What?” I croaked out before catching myself and clearing my throat. “I mean… yeah… sure.”

Marcus didn’t need convincing. He grabbed his drink and stepped around the table with a grin plastered across his face like he’d just hit the jackpot.

Brianna shot me one last wink before turning her attention back to Ryan and Josh like this was all part of some perfectly orchestrated plan.

As Marcus led us through the crowded club toward the familiar hallway from the night before. The thrum of the club faded to a muted bassline, leaving just the sound of our footsteps on the sticky floor. Marcus walked ahead, glancing back at me over his shoulder with that same confident smirk that made my stomach churn. My palms were clammy, and I kept tugging at the hem of my dress as if it would magically make me feel less exposed.

He stopped in front of an unmarked door and pushed it open, holding it for me like a gentleman—which felt laughably ironic given the situation. "Ladies first," he said with a nod toward the inside.

I hesitated for a split second before stepping past him into the small, dingy employee bathroom. The fluorescent lighting buzzed faintly overhead, casting an unforgiving glare on the cracked tiles and grimy mirror above the sink. It smelled faintly of cleaning supplies, but not enough to mask whatever other odors had accumulated over time.

Marcus followed me in and closed the door behind him with a click that sounded far too final. When he turned the lock, my pulse spiked.

"So," he said casually, leaning back against the door as if we were having a normal conversation instead of… whatever this was. "Brianna said you're new around here."

"Uh… yeah," I stammered, trying to sound as feminine as possible without overdoing it.

Marcus stepped closer, his eyes scanning me like he was sizing up prey. "You don't look like you belong with those guys out there," he said, his tone low and almost… predatory.

I swallowed hard, backing up until I felt the edge of the sink dig into my lower back. "What do you mean?"

He chuckled softly and reached out to brush a strand of hair behind my ear—a gesture that might have seemed sweet if it weren’t for the way his gaze lingered on my neckline. "You're different from them," he murmured. "Classier. Too good to be hanging around with assholes like Josh and Ryan."

My breath hitched as his hand slid down to my shoulder, then lower still, tracing along my arm before resting on my hip. Panic flared in my chest—not just because of what he was doing but because I knew what he'd find if he let his hands wander too far.

"I… I should go," I said quickly, pushing at his chest in an attempt to create some distance between us.

But Marcus didn’t budge. If anything, he stepped closer until there was no space left between our bodies. His breath was hot against my cheek as he leaned in, one hand gripping my waist while the other pressed against the wall beside my head.

"Relax," he whispered, his lips brushing against my ear. "You're safe with me."

Safe? The absurdity of that statement would’ve made me laugh if I wasn’t so terrified.

As his hand started to slide lower, desperation took over. Before he could discover anything that would shatter the illusion Brianna had created—and get us both into even deeper trouble—I made a split-second decision.

Dropping to my knees, I reached for his fly and unzipped his jeans, exposing him to the cold air of the bathroom. The look on his face was priceless: a mix of shock and lust.

"What are you—?" he started to ask, but I didn't let him finish.

I closed my eyes and forced myself to think about anything else—the dirty bathroom floor beneath my knees, the pounding music vibrating through the walls, Brianna’s betrayal—as I did what I never in a million years thought I'd ever do.

My first instinct was to rush through it, get it over with as quickly as possible, but part of my was actually curious about what it would be like to be a woman on her knees. So I took my time, mimicking the moves I'd seen in movies and online, running my tongue along his length and gripping my hand around the base of his cock.

Marcus's grunts and curses filled the small space, spurring me on even though every fiber of my being rebelled against what I was doing. His grip on the edge of the sink tightened, fingernails digging into the cheap plastic as he thrust his hips forward, seeking more contact.

Finally, unable to take it anymore, he released a strangled moan and shuddered above me, his semen shooting onto my face and down my chin. I tasted bitterness and humiliation—and a growing resentment toward my so-called friends who thought this was acceptable behavior.

As he slumped against the door, panting, I rose to my feet and wiped Marcus's come off with a handful of toilet paper. My heart pounded in my ears louder than the music outside as I met his dazed eyes in the mirror.

"You know," I said shakily, repulsed by the tremble in my voice, "you and your buddies think you're so smooth with girls, but you're just pigs." And with that, I unlocked the door and stormed out of the bathroom, leaving a stunned Marcus behind.

Back at the booth, Josh and Ryan had moved on to targeting Brianna, their hands already roaming where they shouldn't be. A newfound rage boiled within me as I sashayed over to them, tapping them both on the shoulders.

"Hey, losers, leave the lady alone," I said in my best "Samantha" voice, trying to exude confidence I didn't feel. "She's with me tonight."

They turned around, surprise registering on their faces before their lecherous grins reappeared. "Hey, Samantha," Josh leered, "thought you'd be done with Marcus by now. Ready for a threesome?"

I set my jaw and grabbed Brianna's arm, practically dragging her away from them. "Sorry, boys," I said over my shoulder, "I don't share."

Once we were far enough away from them, we collapsed into a booth, doubled over with laughter. "Oh my God," Brianna gasped between giggles, "your face! You should've seen it!"

"Shut up," I muttered, blushing despite myself. "That was humiliating."

"Yeah," she agreed with a smirk, "but did you at least learn your lesson?"

I sighed and took a long swig of my drink. "Yeah, I get it now. Women put up with crap from pigs like us every day." I ran a hand over my wig-covered head in frustration.

Brianna surprised me by taking my hand, looking at me with hooded eyes. “Come on.”

I followed her back to her car where she drove us back to her apartment. She let us inside and flopped down on the couch while I poured us both a much-needed glass of water.

I handed Brianna her glass and plopped down beside her, kicking off the ridiculous heels she’d forced me into earlier. My feet were killing me, and I rubbed them while she sipped her water, watching me with a glint in her eyes.

“So? How was Marcus?” She wiggled her eyebrows. “Did you do anything?”

I could still taste Marcus’s cum on my tongue as I nodded. “Yeah. I sucked him off.”

Brianna smirked and set her glass next to mine on the coffee table. She scooted closer to me on the couch. “I can’t blame him for trying. You look so hot like this.”

I blinked at her, caught off guard. “What? No, I’m don’t.”

Her hand slid over to my knee, fingers brushing against the hem of the tight skirt she’d put me in earlier. “Oh, trust me,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry now. “I love cute little submissive femboys. In fact, I want to show you how you can feel even more pleasure.”

She trailed off, leaning closer. Her breath was warm against my cheek as she whispered into my ear, “You’re gorgeous.”

My heart thudded in my chest. “Bri—” I started, but whatever protest I’d been about to make died on my lips when she swung one leg over mine and straddled my lap.

Her hands found my shoulders as she settled there, her weight pressing lightly against me. She tilted her head and examined my face with a mischievous smile tugging at her lips.

“I’m serious,” she said softly. “Look at you.” Her thumbs grazed across the exposed tops of my shoulders where the borrowed dress left skin bare. Her touch sent a shiver through me.

“You’re insane,” I said weakly.

“Maybe,” she agreed. Then, without warning, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t tentative or shy—it was bold and confident, like everything Brianna did. Her lips moved against mine with a force that made my head spin. For a split second, I froze; then instinct—or maybe something deeper—took over. My hands rose to grip her waist as I kissed her back.

Her fingers tangled in the wig’s carefully placed curls as if they were real hair while mine found their way to her back before sliding up slightly higher. My palms hovered hesitantly for a moment before I cupped her breasts over the fabric of her dress.

She gasped into the kiss but didn’t pull away. Instead, she pressed closer to me, deepening it until I could feel my pulse pounding in every inch of my body.

Then suddenly, she broke away.

We were both breathing hard as we stared at each other. Her lips were swollen from kissing, and for a moment there was nothing but silence between us.

Brianna smiled slyly and stood up from my lap, leaving me both breathless and confused. She turned towards the hallway that led to her bedroom, but before she disappeared from my sight, she glanced over her shoulder, one eyebrow arched high.

“Come on,” she said, her voice soft but commanding.

I hesitated for only a heartbeat before I followed her. My legs felt shaky as I stood, the tight dress clinging to me with every step. My heart raced faster the closer I got to her bedroom. A part of me wanted to throw out some sarcastic remark or joke to break the tension, but my throat was suddenly dry, and my mind swirled with too many thoughts.

When I stepped inside, she was already there, standing by the edge of the king-sized bed. Her fingers traced invisible patterns on the soft duvet as she looked at me with an almost predatory gleam in her eyes.

“Lie back,” Brianna said quietly.

I swallowed hard and obeyed without question. The bed was soft beneath me as I leaned back on it, carefully adjusting myself so that the tight dress wouldn’t ride up too much. The wig’s strands tickled my cheeks against the pillows as I settled in. My pulse thudded in my ears, loud enough that it drowned out every other sound in the room.

Brianna moved slowly—deliberately—until she stood at the foot of the bed. She reached behind herself and unzipped her dress. The black fabric hugged her body tightly as it slid down her shoulders, revealing inch by inch of smooth, golden skin. My breath hitched when she shrugged completely out of it and let it pool around her feet.

Her lacy black bra cupped her breasts perfectly, accentuating their fullness without being gaudy or too much. Her toned stomach dipped slightly inward just above where matching panties left little to the imagination. The way her curves moved when she took a single step forward made my chest tighten painfully.

“Do you like what you see?” she teased softly as she hooked a finger under one of the straps of her bra.

I nodded dumbly. Words failed me entirely as she slowly peeled the strap down over one shoulder and then the next. It was agonizingly slow—the kind of slow you only saw in movies—but this wasn’t a movie. This was real. Too real.

The moment her bra slipped off completely, time seemed to freeze. Her bare chest caught the dim light from a corner lamp just right, casting shadows that only enhanced how perfect everything about her looked. She was confident—so unapologetically confident—and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

She leaned down slightly as if she were going to crawl onto the bed right then but instead straightened up again with a smirk before sliding her thumbs into the waistband of her panties.

My mouth went dry all over again as they followed suit—down over slender hips and then those endlessly long legs until they joined the crumpled pile of clothes at her feet. She stood there completely naked now—a goddess come to life—and all I could do was stare like an idiot.

“All right, Seth,” she purred, crawling onto the bed until we were face-to-face. “Let’s see if you can handle this.”

With that, she reached over to her nightstand and grabbed a long, black dildo and a bottle of lube. My eyes widened, but I didn’t have time to process what was happening before she shuffled down, situating herself between my thighs.

“How big was Marcus?” she asked, her voice laced with both curiosity and venom. “Was he as big as this?”

My cheeks flushed even more—if that were possible—as I shook my head. “N-No,” I managed to squeak out. “M-Marcus was…smaller.”

Heat flared in her eyes, but it was replaced by determination just as quickly. She pushed up my dress, bunching it at my stomach, and then bent my knees up against my chest. My ass was left vulnerable to her gaze—and whatever else she had in mind.

The cool air swirled around my exposed skin sending goosebumps across my entire body as she pulled down my panties to the side and licked a long circle around my asshole. I bit down on my bottom lip to muffle any moans that wanted to escape; this wasn’t how I envisioned things between us would be like…but it felt too good to stop now either.

Slowly, Brianna teased me with her tongue—a soft light touch here, followed by a firmer stroke there—before sliding a finger inside of me without warning. The sensation took me by surprise; it had been so long since anyone else had touched me like that that I arched into her touch involuntarily. She hummed in approval before adding another finger soon afterward, stretching me wide open for whatever she had planned next.

The cold lubricant on her fingers was a welcome sensation against my overheated skin, and she coated the dildo generously. I braced myself for what was about to come—no pun intended—and gripped the sheets tightly as she lined up the tip of the dildo with my entrance.

“Tell me you’ve been a good girl,” she purred in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Tell me you’ve been a good girl and that you deserve this.”

A part of me wanted to protest, wanted to tell her this wasn’t right, but the other part—the part that was aching for release—wanted her to push it inside me right then and there. So I swallowed my pride and nodded, muttering a shaky “Y-Yes, Brianna. I’ve been a good girl. Please…”

Without another word, she pushed the dildo inside me in one long, slow motion. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming at first; it had been so long since anything had been in that place that every sensation was heightened tenfold. I whimpered as she thrust it in and out, setting a slow and steady rhythm that soon had me writhing beneath her.

Then she paused while she climbed above me, positioning her thighs on either side of my head and lowering down until her pussy rested against my tongue. I lapped at it eagerly while she leaned forward and began thrusting the dildo in and out of me again.

It was some fucked up version of sixty-nine, but I was more turned on than ever.

The juxtaposition of being dominated by her while simultaneously pleasing her was enough to send a shiver down my spine. Brianna moaned above me as she angled herself to get more of my tongue against her clit.

I lost myself in the moment, in the feeling of her wetness against my tongue and the way she filled me up with each thrust. My hips bucked upward, meeting her movements instinctively, my cock throbbing the more aroused I became.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Show me how much you love to be fucked like a good little slut.”

Her words only spurred me on further, and I redoubled my efforts on her clit, flicking it with my tongue and sucking gently. Her moans intensified, and I knew we were both getting close—together.

“Faster!” she commanded, and I obliged, sucking harder and flicking her clit even faster. She responded by pounding the dildo into me relentlessly, desperate for release. The room was filled with the sounds of our labored breathing and the wet squelching noises as the dildo plunged in and out of me.

Suddenly, the dam broke. Brianna screamed out her release, her juices flooding my mouth as she collapsed forward onto me. The sensation of her warmth against my face was enough to send me over the edge too, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave. I came hard inside of the lace panties that now belonged to me—another reminder of this twisted game we were playing.

We lay there for several minutes afterward, both of us panting and spent. Brianna finally pulled out the dildo before carefully disentangling herself from me. She set the dildo to the side and then curled up in my arms like we were a couple.

“So,” she said nonchalantly as if nothing had just happened between us, “How did you like your first night as a girl?”

I cleared my throat, my ass still throbbing and my head still reeling from the best orgasm of my life. “What do you mean first? Don’t you mean only?”

She climbed above me and rocked her slick pussy against my panty-covered cock. She brought my hands to her breasts, helping me cup them.

“You want more of this, don’t you?”

I licked my lips and nodded.

“Well, then, you’re going to become my little project.”

I gulped, but deep down, I knew I would do anything to get a few more nights with this beautiful, crazy woman. Even if it meant becoming her good-mannered femboy toy. Because I knew that, more than anything, I would never tire of hearing her say, “Good girl.”


THE CHEERLEADER’S TOY


The heat inside the giant falcon head was unbearable. Sweat dripped down my forehead and pooled at the back of my neck, but I couldn’t risk lifting it off to breathe — not with a crowd of thousands watching. My lanky frame was lost in the oversized bird costume, every step awkward and clunky, but I’d been told the mascot’s job was to keep the energy high. So I flapped my fake wings, did another ridiculous jig near the end zone, and plastered on a grin no one could see. This was it for me — Cayden Whitman, college mascot extraordinaire. The closest I’d ever get to football glory.

I glanced toward midfield as the cheerleaders formed their perfect pyramid. Brittany was at the top, all legs and confidence, her blonde ponytail shimmering under the stadium lights. She looked like she belonged in one of those glossy posters they sold at convenience stores — too perfect to exist in real life, like some kind of goddess in a crop top and pom-poms.

Through the mesh eye holes of my falcon head, I watched as she smiled wide and kicked her legs in sync with the others. She made it look so effortless, like she didn’t even realize how every guy in that stadium had probably fallen a little bit in love with her by now. Including me. Especially me.

Not that it mattered. I wasn’t one of those guys. I wasn’t a quarterback or a wide receiver or even one of those benchwarmers who at least got to wear a jersey and run drills with the team. No, I was just Cayden — scrawny, nerdy Cayden — sweating buckets in a foam suit while my classmates cheered for people who actually mattered. This costume wasn’t just a falcon; it was camouflage for my entire existence.

As Brittany flipped gracefully off someone’s shoulders and landed with a bounce, I caught myself staring again and quickly turned away, ashamed. What would she even say if she knew? If she knew that the weird kid flapping his wings on the sidelines spent half his time imagining what it would be like to ask her out? Would she laugh? Probably not to my face — Brittany didn’t seem mean like that — but maybe later, when she was with her friends or leaning against some broad-shouldered linebacker’s truck.

The game clock ticked down to zero eventually, and I shuffled back toward the tunnel as fans filed out around me. My body felt like it had been cooked sous-vide inside that costume for two hours straight; I couldn’t wait to peel it off and drown in Gatorade back at the locker room.

But then it happened.

I was so focused on getting out of there that I didn’t notice Brittany coming right toward me until we collided near one of the tunnels backstage. Her shoulder bumped into my wing—well, technically my arm inside the wing—and her high-pitched "Oh my god!" rang louder than anything else around us.

“Watch where you’re going,” she snapped as her eyes met mine—or rather, met the soulless mesh eyes of Falco the Falcon.

My tongue froze somewhere between an apology and incoherent mumbling. She didn’t wait for an answer anyway; Brittany just scoffed, tossed her ponytail over one shoulder, and strode off toward the locker rooms with the rest of the cheer squad. I stood there for a second, swallowing whatever words had been stuck in my throat, before shaking my head and trudging off to change.

But that’s when I made the mistake.

The hallways under the stadium were a maze — identical gray walls, flickering fluorescent lights, echoes of laughter and chatter that made it hard to tell where they were coming from. I was still half-dazed from the heat inside the costume and distracted by Brittany's annoyed tone replaying in my head. My usual route back to the mascot changing room must’ve blurred together with the other doors and turns, because before I knew it, I’d pushed open a door thinking it was mine and stepped inside.

The quiet hit me first — no rowdy guys shouting or banging lockers like there usually was. Instead, there were faint murmurs, almost giggles. My hand fumbled at the oversized falcon head, gripping its sides and tugging it off so I could finally breathe some fresh air.

And that’s when I saw them.

A chorus of gasps filled the room. The sight before me hit me like a freight train — Brittany and her squad scattered around the room in various states of undress. Some were pulling on sweatpants or sports bras; others had towels slung over their shoulders. And then there was Brittany herself, standing front and center near one of the benches, entirely topless but somehow not looking even remotely flustered.

My face ignited like someone had set it on fire. My mouth opened to say something — anything — but all that came out was an awkward squeak as I froze in place like a deer caught in headlights.

“What the hell?” Brittany’s voice sliced through the stunned silence like a whip. Her wide eyes locked onto me as she grabbed a nearby towel to cover herself. “What are you doing in here?!”

“I-I-I—” I stammered, my voice cracking embarrassingly bad as I took a stumbling step backward toward the door. “I didn’t mean—this isn’t—I thought—”

“Get out!” she barked, pointing a perfectly manicured finger toward the exit. “What are you, some kind of pervert?”

“No! No! Oh god, no!” My hands went up instinctively in surrender as if this would somehow convince them all of my innocence. “This is… this is some kind of mistake! I’m sorry! I thought—”

But before I could finish turning around to bolt for my life, Brittany stepped forward and grabbed my arm with surprising strength for someone half my size. Her smirk stopped me cold.

“Wait,” she said slowly, her lips curling into something dangerously mischievous as she cocked her head to one side. Her eyes sparkled with amusement now instead of anger. She turned back to her squad, who were all staring at us with gaping mouths and confused expressions.

“On second thought,” Brittany began loudly enough for everyone else to hear as she glanced back at me like she’d just discovered some new toy to play with, “maybe we should teach Cayden a little lesson.”

“What?” I croaked weakly, trying to tug free from her grip but failing miserably as more of the girls began to step closer, their giggles rising in volume. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my ears, and my face burned with a mix of shame and panic. Brittany’s grip on my arm tightened, her nails digging into my skin just enough to make me wince.

“Yeah,” one of the other cheerleaders chimed in, her voice dripping with mockery. “Maybe we should turn him into one of us.”

“No, no, no,” I stammered, my voice cracking as I tried to back away. “This is a mistake—I’ll just leave, I swear—”

But they weren’t listening. The girls closed in around me, their laughter growing louder as they started tugging at the oversized falcon costume. I flailed awkwardly, trying to shield myself, but there were too many of them. One of them yanked the headpiece out of my arms, and another started unzipping the suit from the back.

“Wait—stop!” I pleaded, but it was no use. Within moments, they had stripped me down to my underwear, and the room erupted in laughter. I stood there, frozen in humiliation, my arms instinctively covering myself as best as I could.

Brittany stepped forward again, her smirk widening as she looked me up and down. “Oh my god,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Look at him. He’s even skinnier than I thought.”

The other girls cackled, and my face burned even hotter.

I wanted to sink through the floor. My entire body trembled with embarrassment, but before I could even think of what to do next, Brittany reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers.

“Wait—what are you—” I started, but she didn’t let me finish. With a swift yank, she pulled them down to my ankles, leaving me completely exposed. The room filled with squeals and laughter as the girls stared at me, their eyes wide with mock horror and amusement.

Brittany stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest as she studied me like some kind of science experiment gone wrong. Brittany’s eyes dropped lower, and she let out a loud, exaggerated gasp. “And look at your dick! It’s so… tiny!” she said, pointing and laughing.“You know,” she said thoughtfully, tilting her head to the side, “you should fit into panties easily.”

My stomach dropped. “What? No—I’m not—”

But before I could protest further, Brittany reached under the towel and slipped off her own panties. Under the towel, she was now completely naked. She held them out to me with a wicked grin. “Here,” she said. “Put these on.”

I stared at the tiny scrap of fabric in her hand, my mind racing. There was no way I could do this. No way. But the girls were closing in again, their laughter echoing in my ears as they pushed me forward.

“Go on,” one of them teased, giving me a shove. “Don’t be shy.”

My hands trembled as I reached for the panties, my face burning so hot I thought it might actually catch fire. Reluctantly, I stepped into them, feeling the soft, silky fabric slide up my legs. The sensation was overwhelming—shameful yet strangely thrilling. The girls erupted into more laughter and catcalls as I awkwardly pulled them up, my hands shaking the entire time. The panties clung to me, snug and far too revealing, and I couldn’t help but shiver at the way they felt against my skin.

“Oh my god, he’s blushing!” one of the girls squealed, pointing at my flushed face. “It’s adorable!”

“Adorable?” Brittany scoffed, rolling her eyes. “He’s pathetic. But let’s keep going.” She turned to one of the other cheerleaders, a girl with long blonde hair and a mischievous grin. “Jess, hand me your bra.”

Jess giggled and immediately unhooked her bra, tossing it to Brittany. My eyes widened in horror as I realized what was coming next. “No—please,” I stammered, backing away again. “This is too much.”

But Brittany wasn’t having it. She stepped closer, holding the bra out to me. “Put it on,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I hesitated, glancing around the room at the circle of grinning faces. There was no escape. With a deep breath, I took the bra and fumbled with the straps, my fingers clumsy with nerves. The girls erupted into laughter as I struggled to figure out how to put it on, their jeers echoing in my ears. Finally, I managed to slip it over my shoulders and fasten it in place. The cups were far too large for my flat chest, but the straps dug into my skin, leaving no doubt that I was wearing it.

“Now sit,” Brittany ordered, pointing to the bench against the wall.

I shuffled over to the bench, my head hanging low as I sat down. The girls crowded around me, their chatter and laughter filling the air. One of them produced a makeup bag and started rummaging through it, pulling out tubes of lipstick, eyeshadow, and blush.

“Let’s give him a full makeover,” Jess suggested, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

The others cheered in agreement, and before I knew it, they were all taking turns applying makeup to my face. I sat there, completely still, my heart racing as I felt brushes and sponges glide across my skin. The room smelled like perfume and hairspray, and the sound of their voices blended together into a dizzying hum.

“Close your eyes,” one of them instructed as she leaned in with an eyeshadow palette.

I obeyed, squeezing my eyes shut as she dabbed color onto my lids. Another girl started applying foundation, her fingers cold against my cheeks. I could feel them working on me, their touches light but deliberate, and a strange mix of emotions swirled inside me—embarrassment, humiliation, but also a weird sense of acceptance.

When they finally stepped back to admire their work, one of them handed me a mirror. I reluctantly took it and held it up to my face. My breath caught in my throat. My reflection looked nothing like me. My cheeks were rosy with blush, my lips a glossy pink, and my eyes were lined and shadowed in a way that made them look bigger, softer. The bra straps dug into my shoulders, and the panties still clung to me, a constant reminder of what I’d been made into. I looked… feminine. Pretty, even. The realization made my stomach twist.

“Oh my God, he’s actually cute!” Jess squealed, clapping her hands. “Like, I’d totally take him to a party like this.”

“Right?” Brittany said, smirking as she crossed her arms. “Cayden, you make such a pretty girl. Who knew all you needed was a little push?”

I dropped the mirror onto the bench, my hands trembling. “This isn’t me,” I muttered, my voice barely above a whisper.

“It is now,” Brittany shot back, her tone sharp. She grabbed her phone and started snapping pictures, the flash blinding me as I instinctively raised a hand to shield my face. “Oh, don’t be shy. Smile for the camera, sweetheart.”

The other girls chimed in, encouraging her to take more photos. I felt like a doll, posed and preened for their amusement. My cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was no escaping it. They were relentless, circling around me, capturing every angle of my transformation.

“Alright, enough,” Brittany said finally, tucking her phone into her locker. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

I thought that meant they were going to let me change back into my own clothes, but I was wrong. Instead, they herded me toward the showers, laughing and chatting as if this were all some big joke. The cold tiles felt slippery under my feet as I walked, the bra and panties still clinging to me like a second skin.

Brittany turned on the water, and steam quickly filled the air. “Step in,” she said, gesturing to the shower stall.

“What? No,” I protested, shaking my head. “I’m not—I can’t—”

“Come on now. You need to rinse off all that makeup.”

The other girls giggled, egging her on. Reluctantly, I stepped under the stream of water, the warm spray soaking through the lingerie instantly. The fabric clung to me even more, revealing every curve and contour of my body. My face burned as I stood there, exposed and vulnerable, while they watched from just outside the stall.

Brittany reached in and grabbed a bottle of body wash, squirting some into her hand. “Turn around,” she ordered.

I hesitated, but she gave me a look that told me not to argue. Slowly, I turned my back to her, flinching as her hands lathered the soap against my skin. Her touch was gentle but deliberate, and I couldn’t help but shiver—partly from the cold, partly from the sheer strangeness of it all.

Her hands dipped under the cups of the bra and inside my panties, making sure to clean every inch of my skin. My dick hardened against her, but she didn’t tease or stroke it. She tortured me instead by ignoring it almost completely except to wash it with soap.

When she was done, she stepped back and turned off the water. Then she leaned into my ear and whispered, “Tonight, you’re coming to my dorm. I’m going to make you look so pretty for the guys at our party tonight.”

Panic flooded through me. “And if I don’t?”

I could almost hear her smirking. “Well, we have those pretty pictures of you, don’t we? I’m sure we can think of something to do with them.”

I sighed as she walked away, emptiness replacing her warm presence. The girls then handed me my uniform and kicked me out of the locker. That’s when my phone pinged with an address. Someone had swiped it while I was in the shower.

That night, I did as I was told and went to Brittany’s place. I stood outside Brittany’s dorm, my hand hovering over the door, hesitating. The weight of the night pressed down on me, and my stomach churned with a mix of dread and something else I couldn’t quite name. I took a deep breath and knocked.

The door swung open almost immediately, revealing Brittany in a tight crimson dress that hugged her figure perfectly. She looked me up and down, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Right on time,” she purred, stepping aside to let me in. “Come on in, Cayden—or should I say Caitlyn now?”

I stepped inside, the room warm and dimly lit. Pop music played softly in the background, and the scent of perfume hung heavy in the air. Brittany closed the door behind me, locking it with a click that made my heart skip a beat.

“Take off your clothes.”

I reluctantly stripped in front of her. The sound of her commands sent a thrill through me. I’d wanted to get closer to the cheerleaders, but this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind. Still, being inside Brittany’s apartment, naked, was exhilarating.

“Put these on.” She handed me a pair of black lace panties with a matching bra. The cups on this bra were smaller and more fitting for my frame. Brittany’s breasts were full and perky. I wasn’t sure where she got this lingerie set from, but it wasn’t hers.

I put on the panties, shivering as they slid up my thighs. Then she helped me with the bra.

“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to a chair in front of her vanity. I obeyed, my legs shaky as I lowered myself onto the seat. The mirror reflected my nervous expression back at me, but it wasn’t long before Brittany got to work, obscuring my face with layers of makeup.

“You’re going to look so good,” she said as she brushed blush across my cheeks. “The guys won’t even know what hit them.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Brittany, why are you doing this?”

She paused, meeting my eyes in the mirror. “Because it’s fun,” she said simply. “And because you look so naturally feminine. This is your chance to bring out the true ‘you.’”

“This isn’t me,” I muttered. “This is… humiliation.”

Her expression hardened for a moment before she forced another smile. “Oh, don’t be so dramatic. You’re going to thank me later.” She turned back to her task, applying lipstick with meticulous precision.

When she was done, she handed me a black mini skirt with a pink crop top and a pair of strappy heels. “Put these on,” she ordered. “And try not to ruin the makeup.”

I hesitated but knew better than to argue. I changed in the bathroom, the skirt clinging to me in ways that felt foreign and wrong. The heels made me wobble as I walked back out, and Brittany laughed softly.

“Perfect,” she said, circling me like a predator inspecting its prey. “Now for the final touch.” She pulled out a long blonde wig and fitted it onto my head, adjusting it until it looked natural.

I barely recognized myself in the mirror anymore—my face soft and feminine, my body draped in clothes that weren’t mine. Brittany handed me a small clutch purse and grinned.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Not really,” I replied quietly.

Her smile didn’t waver as she linked her arm through mine. “You’ll be fine. And I’ll be right by your side.”

We left her dorm and made our way across campus to the football house party. The bass from the music thumped in my chest as we approached, and I could hear laughter and shouting even from outside. My anxiety spiked with every step, but Brittany steered me forward with unwavering confidence.

As soon as we walked in, heads turned toward us, and I felt my cheeks flush under the heavy layers of makeup. Brittany’s cheerleader friends spotted us immediately and squealed with delight as they rushed over, their eyes glittering with mischief.

“Oh my God, Brittany, he looks amazing!” one of them gushed, clapping her hands together. “You weren’t kidding!”

“I told you,” Brittany said smugly. “Caitlyn here is going to blow everyone’s minds tonight.”

I cringed at the name, but the cheerleaders only giggled, circling me like I was some kind of experiment. “Turn around, Caitlyn,” one of them said, and I hesitantly obeyed, feeling their eyes on me as I awkwardly spun in the heels.

“The football guys are going to *die*,” another whispered, and the others erupted into laughter.

Brittany grabbed my hand and led me further into the house. The living room was packed with people—mostly players from the team—and the air was thick with the smell of beer and sweat. Brittany wasted no time introducing me to a group of guys who were huddled around a ping-pong table.

“Hey, boys,” she said with a sly smile. “This is Caitlyn. She’s new in town.”

The guys turned to look at me, their eyes widening as they took me in. One of them—a tall linebacker with a buzz cut—grinned widely. “Well, hey there, Caitlyn. You look… incredible.”

My heart raced as I forced a shy smile, my voice barely above a whisper. “Thanks.”

Brittany nudged me gently. “She’s a little shy,” she explained. “But I thought you guys might like to get to know her.”

The linebacker stepped closer, his eyes roaming over me in a way that made my stomach twist. “She’s hot,” he said. “You wanna dance?”

Before I could respond, Brittany answered for me. “Of course she does! Go on, Caitlyn.”

I hesitated, but Brittany gave me a not-so-subtle push toward him. He took my hand and led me to the makeshift dance floor, where the music was loud enough to drown out my thoughts. His hands settled on my hips, and I stiffened at the contact, but he didn’t seem to notice. He pulled me closer, his body pressed against mine, and I felt a strange mix of panic and something else—something I couldn’t quite name.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Brittany and her friends watching from the sidelines, their faces lit up with glee. They were enjoying this—enjoying watching me squirm under the attention of these guys who had no idea who I really was.

The linebacker leaned down, his breath warm against my ear. “My name is Trevor. You’re really beautiful, you know that?”

My breath hitched, and I felt a flush of heat spread through me. It was wrong—so wrong—but there was something undeniably thrilling about it. The way he looked at me, the way his hands felt on me… it was intoxicating.

I glanced back at Brittany, who gave me a knowing smirk before turning to whisper something to one of her friends. They both laughed, and I felt a pang of embarrassment mixed with something else—curiosity. Brittany caught my eye and mouthed, *"Go with it,"* before giving me a thumbs-up.

Trevor’s hand slid lower on my back, pulling me even closer. “You wanna get out of here?” he asked, his voice low and suggestive. “Maybe go upstairs?”

My stomach dropped. I opened my mouth to protest, to say *no* in the clearest way possible, but Brittany was suddenly beside us, her arm looping through mine.

“Oh, Caitlyn’s been dying to see the rest of the house!” she said with a wink. “She’s just too shy to ask. Isn’t that right, Caitlyn?”

I stared at her, wide-eyed, but she just smiled sweetly, her grip on my arm tightening. Trevor grinned, clearly taking her words as encouragement.

“Cool,” he said, his hand still on my back as he started leading me toward the stairs. “Let’s go.”

I shot Brittany a panicked look, but she just leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Relax, Cayden. You’re doing great. Besides, I’ll catch up with you in a minute. It’ll be fun—trust me.”

My heart was pounding as Trevor guided me up the stairs, his fingers brushing against my waist. I could feel the weight of his gaze on me, and I couldn’t help but notice how… different it felt to be looked at like this. Like I was desirable. Like I was someone worth wanting.

We reached a dimly lit hallway, and Trevor opened the door to what looked like a bedroom. He stepped inside, pulling me with him, and closed the door behind us. The room was quiet compared to the chaos downstairs, and I could hear my own breathing, shallow and uneven.

“So,” he said, turning to face me. “What do you think?”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. This was going too far—way too far—but a part of me was curious. Curious about what it would feel like to let this go on. Curious about why my body seemed to be reacting in ways I didn’t expect.

Before I could answer, the door opened behind me, and Brittany stepped in, her smile as bright as ever.

“Hey,” she said, closing the door behind her. “Mind if I join?”

Trevor grinned, clearly not minding at all. “Not at all. The more, the merrier.”

Brittany sidled up next to me, her eyes locking with mine as she placed a hand on my arm. “You’re doing so good, Caitlyn,” she murmured. “Just relax and enjoy it.”

I felt a surge of conflicting emotions—fear, excitement, shame—but beneath it all was a strange sense of empowerment. For the first time in my life, I felt… seen. And as Brittany’s hand slid into mine and Trevor stepped closer, I realized I was starting to like it.

Maybe this wasn’t just a game anymore. Maybe it was something more.

Brittany moved first, leaning in to kiss Trevor. Her lips pressed against his with a practiced ease, and I watched, transfixed, as they deepened the kiss, Trevor’s hands moving to her waist. My heart raced, my own lips tingling with an inexplicable anticipation. Then Brittany pulled back slightly, her eyes flicking to me.

“Your turn, Caitlyn,” she said softly, her voice almost a purr. “Kiss him.”

I froze for a moment, my mind screaming at me to stop this madness, but something about the way Brittany looked at me—expectant, encouraging—made me hesitate. Slowly, I stepped closer to Trevor, my hands trembling at my sides. He smiled down at me, his expression warm and inviting.

“Come on,” he whispered. “Don’t be shy.”

My breath hitched as I leaned in, our lips brushing tentatively at first. It was strange, foreign—kissing a guy like this—but the more we kissed, the more I felt myself getting lost in the sensation. It was soft at first, then deeper, more insistent, and I realized with a jolt that I didn’t hate it. In fact, it felt… good.

Brittany’s hand pressed against my back, urging me on. “See?” she murmured in my ear. “It’s not so bad, is it?”

I didn’t answer; I couldn’t. My mind was too busy trying to process what was happening. Trevor’s hands were on my hips now, pulling me closer as we kissed, and I could feel the warmth of his body against mine.

Then Brittany stepped back slightly, her fingers deftly unfastening Trevor’s pants. My eyes widened as she reached inside, pulling his cock out already hard and ready. My stomach twisted with nerves—and something else I couldn’t quite name.

“Go on,” Brittany whispered to me as Trevor pulled off his shirt, revealing a wall of muscle. “Take care of him.”

I hesitated again, my knees feeling like they might give out at any moment. But Brittany’s hand was on my shoulder now, gently guiding me down until I was kneeling in front of Trevor. My heart pounded in my chest as I looked up at him, his eyes were dark with want as he watched me.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, running a hand through my hair.

I didn’t feel beautiful—I felt exposed and vulnerable—but the way he looked at me made something inside me stir. Slowly, tentatively, I leaned forward and took him into my mouth. The taste was unfamiliar but not unpleasant, the weight of him made my breath hitch.

Brittany’s lips met Trevor's again as they kissed deeply above me while I sucked Trevor’s cock. Brittany’s fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me gently but firmly as I worked. She didn’t let up, her encouragement whispered in my ear between kisses and soft moans. “That’s it, Caitlyn. Just like that. You’re doing so good.”

Trever’s groan vibrated through me, his hand tightening in my hair as he pushed deeper. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, the mix of embarrassment and something else—something thrilling—coursing through me. Brittany’s laughter bubbled softly above me, her nails grazing my scalp in a way that sent shivers down my spine.

“She’s a natural,” she purred to Trevor, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Isn’t she?”

“God, yeah,” Trevor breathed, his hips rocking slightly as he lost himself in the sensation.

I closed my eyes, trying to shut out the whirlwind of emotions crashing through me. The taste, the weight, the way he twitched and pulsed in my mouth—it was overwhelming, but there was a strange sense of power too. Brittany’s fingers tightened in my hair, her other hand sliding down Trevor’s chest as she kissed him again.

“Keep going,” she murmured, her voice low and commanding. “Make him come.”

I obeyed, my movements growing more confident as I focused on the rhythm Brittany had set for me. Trevor’s breathing grew ragged, his grip on my hair tightening as he edged closer to release. Brittany’s hand slid down to cup his balls, her touch coaxing him closer and closer until he finally shuddered with a low groan.

I felt him pulse in my mouth, the taste sharp and unfamiliar, but I didn’t pull away. Brittany’s fingers in my hair kept me there until he was spent, her satisfied hum echoing through the room.

“Good girl,” she whispered to me, her voice warm and approving.

Trevor slumped back against the wall, his chest heaving as he looked down at me with a dazed smile. “Damn,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair. “You’re amazing, Caitlyn.”

I sat back on my heels, my face burning as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Brittany crouched beside me, her arm slung around my shoulders as she pulled me close.

“See?” she said softly, her lips brushing my ear. “You’re perfect as a girl.”

I didn’t know how to respond. My head was spinning, my body humming with a mix of emotions I couldn’t untangle—shame, excitement, and something that felt dangerously close to pride.

Brittany stood, pulling me up with her and brushing her lips against my cheek. “Now, lay on the bed. On your stomach.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat as Brittany stepped back and let her dress slip from her body. Trevor stepped behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck.

She turned to reciprocate the kiss, then broke free of his hold to lead me to the bed. I was terrified. What if he found out I was hiding a cock?

But apparently, Brittany thought of everything. “Get on your stomach.”

I did as I was told. Brittany removed her bra and panties, the sight of her naked body a sight to behold. She climbed on the bed, sliding her hips under my face. “You’re going to make me come while Trevor fucks your cute little ass.”

Trevor groaned at the admission. “Fuck. Really? She’s into anal?”

“Oh, it’s her favorite,” Brittany promised him.

Trevor stepped behind me, lifted my dress and tugged my panties to the side. I reached below me to adjust my cock and balls, hopefully hiding them from him. Then I lowered my mouth over Brittany’s soaking wet pussy.

Her taste was intoxicating, a mix of sweetness and salt that made my head spin. I licked and sucked, trying to focus on the way her body responded to me—the way her hips rolled against my mouth, the soft gasps and moans that escaped her lips. But all of it was overshadowed by the moment I felt Trevor’s hands spreading me open, his fingers pressing against my entrance.

I froze for a moment, panic rising in my chest. Brittany’s fingers tangled in my hair again, pulling me back to her. “Relax, Caitlyn,” she murmured, her voice steady and reassuring. “You’re doing so good. Just let him in.”

I took a shaky breath and forced myself to relax, focusing on the warmth of Brittany’s pussy against my lips. Trevor’s fingers were slick—had Brittany handed him something?—and he worked them slowly, carefully stretching me until I could feel the pressure building. My heart raced, but Brittany’s hand in my hair kept me grounded.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “You’re taking him so well.”

When Trevor finally pressed into me, it was a sharp, overwhelming sensation that made me gasp against Brittany. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place as Trevor began to move. It was slow at first, but as he found his rhythm, the friction ignited something deep inside me—something I didn’t know how to name.

Brittany arched beneath me, her hips rolling in time with Trevor’s thrusts. Her moans grew louder, more urgent, and I matched her rhythm with my tongue, desperate to please her. The room was filled with the sounds of our breathing, our moans, the wet slap of skin against skin.

“Fuck,” Trevor groaned, his hands gripping my hips tighter as he drove into me harder. “She’s so tight.”

Brittany laughed breathlessly, her fingers tightening in my hair again. “She’s perfect,” she purred. “Isn’t she?”

Trevor didn’t answer—he didn’t need to. His movements said it all as he lost himself in the heat of the moment. I could feel him building toward his release, his rhythm becoming erratic as his breathing hitched.

Brittany wasn’t far behind. Her thighs clenched around my head as she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure as she came against my tongue. The taste of her was overwhelming, but I didn’t stop until her hand pushed me away gently.

“Good girl,” she breathed, her voice trembling with satisfaction.

Trevor followed soon after with a low groan, his body stiffening as he came inside me. The sensation was strange and intense—something I wasn’t sure how to process—but Brittany’s hand on my back kept me grounded.

When it was over, he pulled out slowly and collapsed onto the bed beside us. The three of us lay there in a tangle of limbs and sweat-soaked sheets, our breathing slowly returning to normal.

Brittany leaned over me once more before getting up to put on her clothes: “That was amazing Caitlyn! You should have seen yourself.” She laughed and smacked my ass playfully, the sting of her palm sending a jolt through me. I winced but tried to smile, still reeling from everything that had just happened. My body felt raw, exposed, like I’d been stripped down to my very core—and maybe I had been.

Trevor propped himself up on one elbow, his eyes raking over me with a lazy grin. “Yeah, Caitlyn,” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re something else.” He reached out and brushed a strand of hair from my face, and I flinched slightly, unsure how to respond.

Brittany was already pulling her clothes back on, her movements smooth and confident. She caught my eye and smirked, her gaze lingering on my flushed cheeks and trembling hands. “You look wrecked,” she teased, her tone light but edged with something sharper. “Guess it’s your first time taking it like that, huh?”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yeah,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My legs felt like jelly, and I wasn’t sure I could stand yet. My mind was a whirlwind of emotions—shame, confusion, and an unsettling tingle of something I couldn’t quite name.

Brittany sauntered over to the mirror on the wall, smoothing her hair and reapplying her lip gloss like nothing had happened. She glanced at me in the reflection, her expression unreadable. “You did good,” she said after a moment. “Better than I expected.”

Those words should have felt like praise, but they only made my stomach twist tighter. I looked away, focusing on the floor instead. Trevor was still lying beside me, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. It was oddly comforting despite everything.

“So,” Brittany said suddenly, snapping her lip gloss shut and turning to face us fully. “What do you think, Trevor? Should we keep Caitlyn around for more fun like this?”

Trevor chuckled darkly, his hand sliding higher up my leg. “Hell yeah,” he said without hesitation. “She’s a keeper.”

My heart sank at his words. The idea of doing this again—of being Caitlyn again—was both thrilling and terrifying. But before I could say anything, Brittany walked over and crouched down beside me, her face inches from mine.

“You’re going to keep this little secret of ours just between us,” she said softly but firmly. Her eyes locked onto mine, and I could see the cold steel beneath her sweet facade. “Right?”

I nodded quickly, too overwhelmed to argue or even think clearly.

“Good girl,” she purred, patting my cheek before standing up again. She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the door.

But before we could leave, Trevor gripped my other hand. He leaned in close to my ear and whispered in a low voice: “You owe me your number before you leave.” His breath was warm against my skin as he added: “We’re definitely doing this again.”

Brittany removed his hand from mine and smirked. “Don’t worry, Trevor. You’ll see us around.”

With that, Brittany pulled me back into the crowded party where I suddenly felt more like Caitlyn than I’d ever imagined I could. And I was starting to like being dressed as a girl.


OBEYING HER RULES


I swiped left on a woman who had listed “pineapple on pizza” as her biggest dealbreaker—an oddly specific hill to die on. Then I paused on another profile: a woman who looked like she’d stepped straight out of a '90s romantic comedy, all windswept curls and mischievous charm. Her bio read, Looking for someone who can keep up with my chaotic energy. I chuckled, amused but unmoved, and kept scrolling.

My thumb hesitated over a new profile—Tessa.

Her photo stopped me cold. Dark hair swept over one shoulder in loose, deliberate waves. Piercing green eyes, focused and intelligent, met the camera—and by extension, me—with a gaze that seemed to know something I didn’t. Her smile was the kind that hinted at secrets, at mischief, at stories best told in whispers between tangled sheets.

Her bio was short, almost lazy in its confidence: Life’s too short for boring men.

I stared for a second longer than I meant to, then tapped the heart icon. Almost immediately, the app chimed. It’s a match. My stomach flipped as her first message appeared:

Hey, Ronald. Tell me something interesting about yourself.

I stared at the screen, fingers poised above the keyboard, trying to summon something clever. Finally, I typed:

Well, I once tried to bake a cake and ended up setting off the fire alarm.

Her reply came fast:

That’s adorable. I like a man who can laugh at himself.

We messaged for the next hour, slipping easily into the kind of rhythm that felt effortless. We traded favorite movies, swapped stories about our worst dates—one of hers involved a man who brought his mother—and debated, passionately, whether dogs or cats made better companions. She was quick-witted and sharp, her words confident, yet never cold. There was a heat beneath the surface, something simmering. I felt it in the way she teased without trying too hard.

And then she dropped it:

So, Ronald… do you like being told what to do?

My fingers froze above the screen. I read the message once. Then again. Then one more time, just to be sure.

I typed slowly:

Uh… depends on the context?

She didn’t skip a beat.

Let me rephrase—I like to dominate my men. Is that something you’re into?

A flush crept up my neck as I stared at the message. My heart kicked hard against my ribs, a pulse of nervous energy surging through me. Was it excitement? Curiosity? Arousal? All three?

I typed a reply, deleted it. Tried again.

I… I guess I haven’t really thought about it before.

She replied instantly:

Think about it now.

I swallowed, hard. Her directness wasn’t just confidence—it was a command. There was something magnetic in the way she took up space, even through a screen. Something that made my palms sweat and my imagination race.

Before I could second-guess myself, I typed:

Okay… yeah. I’m interested.

A pause.

Long enough for doubt to creep in. Long enough for me to wonder if I’d said the wrong thing.

Then:

Good boy.

Two words. Simple. Sharp. They landed with a weight that felt disproportionate to their size—like a switch being flicked, or a spark hitting dry kindling.

Are you free tonight?

Free? That was the wrong question. The real question was whether I was ready—for this, for her, for whatever came next.

But instead of stalling or overthinking like I usually would, I found myself typing:

I can be.

Her response came quickly—so quickly it felt like she’d already anticipated my answer.

Perfect. Come to my place at 8 p.m.

And then, just below it, the address. I blinked. Then blinked again. It was in a swanky part of town, the kind of zip code where the houses looked like museum pieces and the air itself seemed quieter, more curated. This wasn’t some casual meet-up over lukewarm coffee or half-priced happy hour drinks. No, this was something else entirely. This felt darker.

Tessa’s picture flickered in my mind like a match being struck. Those eyes—dark, unblinking, like they could see straight through the screen and into the parts of me I usually kept hidden. And that smile... confident in a way that unsettled me. Like she’d already written the ending to a story I hadn’t even begun reading.

I hesitated, thumb hovering over the keyboard, before typing:

Any rules?

I tried to make it sound casual, offhand. But underneath, I braced myself for whatever might come next.

Her reply was immediate.

Just one. Do exactly as you’re told.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. A slow, electric pulse danced up my spine as tension twisted in my gut—a perfect braid of nervousness and anticipation. My fingers trembled slightly, and I wasn’t sure if it was because I was afraid… or because I wanted this more than I dared admit.

When I finally pulled up to the address she’d sent, my car felt embarrassingly out of place. The neighborhood was almost too quiet. Manicured hedges rose like walls on either side of the street, concealing the sprawling homes with glowing windows. Everything here looked composed, like it had been designed for the pages of a high-end architecture magazine.

Tessa’s house—if you could call it that—was no exception. A modern glass-and-steel sculpture of a home, all clean geometry and subtle lighting. It glowed from within like a lantern, warm and seductive against the evening dusk.

I sat in the car for a moment longer than necessary, gripping the steering wheel. In the rearview mirror, my face looked pale. My shirt collar suddenly felt too tight, my hair had taken on a mind of its own, and I could feel the shallow rise and fall of my breath. Was it excitement? Panic? Probably both.

Exactly 8:00 p.m.

I stepped out of the car, smoothing my shirt with clammy hands, and walked up the stone path. The doorbell was a small, brushed-metal button embedded beside the doorframe. I pressed it.

The chime that echoed from within wasn’t the jarring buzz I was used to—it was soft, almost melodic, like something out of a luxury hotel. Of course it was.

The door opened almost immediately.

And there she was.

Tessa leaned against the doorframe like she’d been posing there for a photograph. One hip slightly cocked, her weight shifted just so. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder, soft waves catching the amber light that spilled from the entryway. She was barefoot. She wore a crimson silk robe that clung to her curves with effortless elegance, the sash tied loosely at her waist, hinting more than it concealed. The fabric shimmered as she moved, catching the light like candle flame. My breath caught in my throat.

“You’re right on time,” she said, her voice low, unhurried. It wrapped around me like velvet. “I like that.”

I nodded, unsure if I was supposed to speak first or wait for her cue. The air between us felt charged—every second a held breath.

She didn’t keep me waiting.

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside with a graceful sweep of her hand. The robe shifted with her, a flash of thigh catching the edge of my vision before I forced myself to meet her eyes.

Inside, the house smelled like clean wood and…sex. As if she did this all the time. The space was as polished as the exterior promised. The foyer alone was bigger than my entire apartment. White marble floors gleamed beneath a cascade of subtle track lighting. To the right, a minimalist table held a piece of abstract sculpture—twisting metal frozen mid-dance. Everything was pristine, curated. Intentional.

“You can leave your shoes here,” she said without turning around, already walking deeper into the house, her robe whispering against her legs with every step.

I fumbled with my laces, fingers clumsy, heart thudding against my ribs like a warning—or a drumroll. When I finally kicked off my shoes, I hurried to catch up with her, padding barefoot across the cool marble floor.

She didn’t glance back, but her voice floated to me, low and composed, as she led me deeper into the house. It wasn’t a formal tour, not exactly. She pointed things out with a kind of offhand grace, like she was offering me glimpses of her world but reserving the right to keep the rest.

“This is the kitchen,” she said, nodding toward a space that looked like it had been lifted from a design magazine. Polished stone countertops stretched the length of the room, glowing under pendant lights that resembled delicate glass sculptures more than anything functional. Every surface gleamed, untouched. “Not that I use it much,” she added, throwing me a glance over her shoulder, her smirk unmistakably feline.

I barely registered the details. My attention kept drifting—to the way her silk robe shifted with each step, catching the light, outlining the suggestion of her form beneath. To the subtle swish of fabric brushing against her skin. To her scent, faint but distinct: warm, floral, with a hint of spice I couldn’t name.

She moved next through the living room, where soft, muted tones invited quiet conversation—or something more wordless. A massive fireplace anchored the space, its dark stone hearth flanked by plush furniture that looked too perfect to sit on. We passed through quickly, though I caught the edge of a painting above the mantel—something abstract and red, like a dream unraveling.

Her home office came next, walled in with towering bookshelves that rose to kiss the ceiling. Each shelf was neatly arranged, not cluttered but lived-in. A sleek desk sat near the window, bathed in the fading light. I imagined her there—barefoot, robe loosely cinched, reading something dense and philosophical as if it were a bedtime story.

“And finally,” she said, pausing at the end of a hallway and resting her hand on a dark brass handle, “the bedroom.”

She pushed the door open without hesitation, and the space that unfolded before me was… stunning.

The bed dominated the room, large enough to lose yourself in. It was dressed in crisp white linens with a storm-gray throw folded neatly at the foot. The walls were painted a deep charcoal, the color of dusk, softening the room and sharpening its intimacy. Large windows framed a private garden below, where tiny lights glimmered among the greenery.

Then the door closed behind me with a soft click.

I turned, and for the first time since I’d arrived, she faced me fully.

“Tell me something, Ronald,” she said, her voice smooth, almost amused. But her eyes... her eyes didn’t smile.

They held me in place. There was a weight to her gaze, a gravity that pulled at something inside me I hadn’t known was there. I felt it in my spine, in my throat. I could barely breathe, let alone speak.

“Have you ever had sex before?” she asked.

Her tone was soft, almost gentle, but laced with something else—something sharp. It was a test. A doorway. A ledge she was inviting me to step out on.

The air shifted. Thickened.

My instinct was to lie. To shape myself into what I thought she wanted. But something about her—the steadiness of her gaze, the patience of her silence—told me she wasn’t interested in performance.

So I shook my head.

“No,” I said, barely more than a whisper.

The word hung there between us. My cheeks burned. I could feel the flush rising up my neck, searing my ears. Shame pooled in my stomach, heavy and sour, and I clenched my hands at my sides to keep them from shaking. I waited for the sting of laughter, the quiet cruelty of disappointment.

But it never came.

Instead, her lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile. Somehow, I felt relief bloom through the nerves.

“Good,” she said.

And then she crossed the room.

Each step was measured, unhurried. The silk of her robe moved like liquid around her legs. Her presence wrapped around me before she even reached me—warm and commanding, and entirely in control.

“I like my men…” she paused, letting her gaze drift over me, deliberate and lingering, “unspoiled.”

My breath caught, my body answering before my mind could catch up.

Her words hung in the air like perfume—delicate, undeniable, and impossible to ignore. I stared at her in stunned silence, caught somewhere between disbelief and fascination.

She liked that?

The idea was foreign. Every guy I’d ever known treated sexual experience like currency—flashing it around like it could buy respect, dominance, admiration. And if you didn’t have it, you were expected to fake it until you did. Confidence was everything, even if it was all smoke and mirrors.

But here she was, standing in front of me, saying my inexperience wasn’t just tolerated—it was preferred. Desired.

“That’s just how I like them,” she murmured again, softer this time, as if reaffirming it to herself. Her fingers brushed along the edge of my jaw—a fleeting touch, light as breath, yet it lit something beneath my skin. Then she stepped back, giving me space that somehow felt more like a test than a kindness.

“Now,” she said, her voice shifting—brisk but never cold. “If you’re serious about being here... about me...” She let the word settle between us like bait on a hook, then tilted her head, gaze sliding from my face to my chest, then back up to meet my eyes. “I need you to prove it.”

I blinked, mouth parting slightly. I had no idea what she meant—until she gestured toward the rug in the center of the room.

“On your knees,” she said.

Soft. Firm. Final.

Her tone wasn’t cruel—it didn’t need to be. And that made it even more arresting.

My pulse thundered so loudly I was certain she could hear it, thumping against my ribs like a war drum. The logical part of my mind screamed: ask questions. Set limits. Assert yourself.

But logic didn’t live here.

Something deeper had taken hold—curiosity, desire, a want so sharp it felt like hunger.

And so, without a word, I sank.

Slowly, deliberately, as if gravity had decided for me. My knees pressed into the rug’s plush fibers, which were warm beneath me, but did nothing to stop the trembling in my legs. My hands hovered awkwardly by my thighs for a beat before I clasped them together, needing to do something with them.

She moved.

I didn’t see her at first—I only heard her. The faint shift of weight on the floorboards. The barest whisper of her bare feet circling me, like a lion studying something small and breakable. I resisted the instinct to look up, to follow her with my eyes. Somehow, I knew that wasn’t part of the game.

“You’ll learn quickly,” Tessa said after what felt like hours, her voice now behind me. Calm. Commanding. The sound of it curled around my spine and sent a shiver down my neck. “The first rule is this: you don’t question me. Understand?”

I swallowed hard, the word catching on the way out.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said—tentative, dry-throated, and entirely sincere.

She stopped walking. I didn’t turn, but I felt her smile like a flame warming the back of my neck.

“Good boy.”

Two words. Two devastatingly simple words that cracked something open inside me. Not in shame. Not in fear.

In surrender.

The soft rustle of silk followed—the robe slipping from her shoulders, falling in a sigh to the floor. I didn’t dare move. But my eyes caught the motion just before it pooled at her feet, a shimmering crimson puddle against marble and moonlight.

Her body was… beyond words.

Elegant. Curved. Confident.

She was carved like someone had taken their time with her, like every line had been drawn with intention. I couldn’t stop staring—even though my own inexperience felt like a glaring spotlight trained on my chest. I wanted to look away. But I couldn’t. And maybe I didn’t want to.

She stepped closer.

Slowly. Hips swaying just enough to make it clear that she knew the effect she had. That she’d counted on it.

She stopped just in front of me. I didn’t need to look up to feel her presence settle over me like a second skin. The scent of her washed over me—floral and rich, like roses warmed by the sun. My head went light, and I breathed her in without thinking, the smell alone making me dizzy.

“You’re exactly where I want you,” she whispered.

And I realized—with startling clarity—I wanted to be there too.

She reached down, her fingers skimming my cheek in a touch that was equal parts gentle and commanding.

“Look at me,” she said softly.

I obeyed.

My gaze lifted to hers, caught instantly in the depth of her stare. Her eyes were dark, unreadable—a storm she held tightly in check—but there was something in them that made my stomach flutter. It was that dangerous mix of fear and anticipation, the thrill of standing at the edge of something unknown.

“I want you to prove to me that you’re willing to submit,” she said, her voice low, unshaken. She didn’t raise it; she didn’t need to. “Lick my pussy.”

The words landed like a shot straight to my chest. My heart slammed against my ribcage so violently it felt like a warning, but I stayed perfectly still.

I hesitated for only a breath. Then she looked at me—truly looked at me—and whatever shred of doubt had clung to my spine dissolved. Her eyes burned with expectation, and her body, poised above mine, radiated authority that didn’t ask for obedience. It demanded it.

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to her.

She let out a soft, broken sigh that traveled straight through me. My first movements were clumsy, tentative. I was learning her body in real time—its shape, its rhythm, its need. But she didn’t pull away. She didn’t correct me or give sharp instructions.

Instead, her hand slid into my hair with slow certainty, her fingers curling at the nape of my neck. A subtle pressure guided me, just enough to ground me without control slipping completely from my hands.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice molten, thick with approval. “Just like that.”

I exhaled against her, letting instinct and her reactions guide me. The way her body shifted, the way her breath caught, the low sounds she didn’t try to suppress—those were the cues I followed. Her hips rolled slowly, deliberately, into my mouth, and I matched her rhythm, letting go of everything else—shame, nerves, hesitation. They were all noise, and she was the only signal I could hear.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice catching on the edge of something unraveling. “You’re doing so well.”

The words hit me harder than I expected—like a drug, like praise I hadn’t known I craved until I had it. I wanted to hear her say it again. And again. So I doubled down. I focused, tuned in, moved with her rather than at her. I wanted to give her what she needed. I needed to.

Her breaths grew shorter, her thighs tightening, the muscles in her abdomen tensing beneath my hands. Her fingers gripped my scalp, sharp and possessive. She moved against me with increasing urgency, and I followed, chased that rising sound in her throat.

When she came, it wasn’t loud—but it was real. A soft cry, low and intimate, like something meant only for me. She trembled, her body arching ever so slightly, and her hand stayed in my hair as if she needed an anchor.

For a single, suspended moment, I felt weightless—like I’d done something sacred. Something that mattered.

Then she stepped back.

Her hand slid from my hair, a final brush that lingered. She exhaled and straightened, cheeks flushed, lips parted, chest rising and falling in quiet aftershocks. She looked down at me for a long beat, her expression unreadable but far from indifferent.

“You did well,” she said finally. Her voice was softer than before, though still wrapped in steel. “But this is just the beginning.”

She reached down, her fingers grazing my chin, lifting it slightly before letting go.

“We’ll see how far you’re willing to go.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, wordless, as she turned away—walking toward her dresser with that same effortless grace that made it impossible not to stare. Every movement she made was purposeful, fluid. Designed to be watched.

“Remove your clothes,” she said over her shoulder, her voice calm and clear as she pulled open the top drawer.

I moved on instinct, fingers clumsy with the buttons of my shirt, eyes locked on the delicate pink lingerie she lifted from the drawer. Satin panties and a matching bra. The cups were small—barely there—like some kind of training bra.

My hands trembled as I stripped down. The air was cool against my bare skin, but my body felt like it was burning from the inside out. A slow, pulsing heat wound through me, tight and insistent. I let my clothes fall to the floor in a careless heap and stood naked before her—exposed and already half-hard from the weight of her gaze alone.

Tessa turned then, holding the panties in one hand. She faced me fully, her expression unreadable for a moment. Then she smirked.

Her eyes swept down my body, lingering at my cock, which twitched under her attention.

“You’re eager,” she said, voice light with amusement but edged with approval—just enough to make my stomach knot and flutter. “Let’s see how well you wear these.”

She stepped toward me and held out the panties, her fingers loose around the satin. I took them hesitantly. The fabric was soft—absurdly soft. It felt too delicate in my hands, too feminine, and yet the very thought of wearing it sent a shiver through my spine.

“Go on,” she urged, her voice low and firm. “I want to see you in them.”

I nodded, silent, and bent to step into them. The cool satin slid up my legs with sinful ease, smooth and slick against my skin. I pulled them into place, the waistband settling snugly around my hips. The fabric cupped me perfectly, making the sensation both strange and wildly intoxicating.

When I stood, I could feel the way the panties hugged my cock and balls, the tension of the fabric drawing attention to every inch of arousal. The fit was snug but not restrictive, sensual in a way that made me feel more naked than I had before.

“Turn around,” Tessa said, her voice even now, but with a sharper edge beneath it.

I obeyed without question, slowly turning to show her how the fabric clung to me. Her gaze was a weight at my back, heavy and electric.

A low hum escaped her. Approval.

“Very nice,” she murmured, her tone like velvet dragged across skin. “Now come here.”

I turned to face her again. My cock strained against the satin, fully hard now, pulsing with need. She stepped forward, close enough that her warmth wrapped around me like a second skin. Then she reached out, one finger trailing lightly along the outline of my erection. The contact was barely there—but it lit me up.

I gasped, sharp and involuntary.

“Look at you,” she said, smiling slyly. “Already so hard for me in your pretty little panties.”

She let out a soft laugh, and the sound went straight to my core. I burned for her—in every way.

“Do you like how they feel?”

I nodded quickly, too breathless to answer. My chest rose and fell in shallow rhythm, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“Good,” she whispered.

Her hand slid lower, pressing firmly now. She cupped me through the satin, her palm warm, her grip deliberate.

“Because I’m not done with you yet.”

My knees nearly gave out beneath me.

The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt—a cocktail of vulnerability and raw arousal that stripped me bare in more ways than one. My breath caught, tight in my chest, as the world narrowed to the weight of her gaze.

“Such a good boy,” Tessa whispered again, her voice brushing against my skin like silk.

She stepped back, letting her eyes drag over me one last time before lifting the next piece—pink satin, delicate and insistent. The training bra.

My heart stumbled.

She approached without hesitation, holding it out to me like an offering—or a command.

“Put this on,” she said, voice firm but not unkind. “I want to see you in it.”

I froze for the briefest second. My fingers trembled as I took it from her. The fabric was cool, smooth, and scandalously soft against my skin. The pink was innocent, feminine, and so completely not me that it made my cheeks burn.

But the look in her eyes—the expectation, the control—kept me from questioning it out loud. There was no mockery there. Only power.

I slipped the straps over my shoulders slowly. The satin slid easily, almost too easily, against my skin. The feeling was strange—alien and intimate at once. I adjusted the band clumsily, the cups pressing lightly against my chest. They didn’t belong there, not really. But as I clasped it behind my back, fumbling until it finally snapped into place, I felt something shift inside me.

It fit.

Not physically. Not exactly.

But emotionally—somewhere deeper. Somewhere I hadn’t known was waiting to be filled.

Tessa’s eyes glinted as she stepped closer, her smile curling with approval.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

The words sent a jolt through me.

I blinked. Girl? At first I thought she’d misspoken. But she didn’t correct herself. Didn’t flinch. She had meant it. I could see it in her face, in the quiet satisfaction behind her smirk. She wasn’t just dressing me up. She was reshaping me—one piece of satin at a time.

Her fingers brushed over my shoulders, adjusting the straps with a tenderness that made my breath catch. Her touch was light, almost reverent.

“Now turn around.”

I obeyed. Slowly. Deliberately. The motion made me feel even more exposed—vulnerable in a way that wasn’t just physical. I felt her eyes sweep down my back, lingering at the clasp before trailing lower. Her hands followed, tracing my spine, skimming over my hips, her touch both possessive and grounding.

She leaned in close, her breath warm against the shell of my ear.

“You look beautiful.”

The words wrapped around me like velvet, leaving heat blooming in my chest and throat and between my thighs. I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. I just stood there, trembling beneath the weight of her approval.

Then she pulled away, and the space between us felt suddenly colder.

She disappeared into the closet for a moment, and when she returned, she was holding a dress.

Not just any dress.

Pink. Frilly. Lace-trimmed. Utterly feminine.

She held it up by the hanger, letting it sway slightly. It looked like something pulled from a doll’s wardrobe—a vision of softness and surrender.

“Time for the dress,” she said with a smile that was equal parts playful and commanding. “Put it on.”

I stared at the dress, pulse hammering. The panties and bra had felt like secrets—things that could be hidden, even if just barely. But this? This was something else. This was the outside. This was undeniable.

“Tessa...” I began, my voice thin and uncertain.

She lifted an eyebrow, her expression softening—but only slightly. Just enough to tether me. “Don’t overthink it,” she said gently, yet with steel threaded through every word. “Just do as you’re told.”

I swallowed. Nodded. And took the dress.

The fabric was almost weightless in my hands—soft and deceptively innocent. I stepped into it carefully, pulling it over my hips, sliding my arms through the sleeves. The lace kissed my skin as I moved, brushing against my thighs and wrists with a whispering touch.

It shouldn’t have fit. It shouldn’t have worked.

But it did.

Tessa stepped forward, her expression calm, focused. Her fingers brushed lightly against my spine as she worked the zipper. The clasp clicked into place at the nape of my neck, and she smoothed the fabric over my hips, her hands lingering just a little too long to be purely practical. I could feel the warmth of her palms through the satin, a soft jolt of electricity sparking beneath my skin.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

Her gaze traveled the length of me, slow and unapologetic. Head to toe, she took me in with the kind of focus that made my cheeks flush. I felt the heat of embarrassment crawling across my skin—but threaded through it, something else. Something sharp and quiet and proud.

“Now, sit on the edge of the bed.”

My legs wobbled slightly as I moved. I hesitated, nerves fluttering in my chest like birds trapped under glass. I had questions—dozens of them—but none I could bring myself to ask.

So I obeyed.

The mattress dipped beneath me as I perched on the edge, hands folded tightly in my lap. The dress swished around my thighs, delicate and unfamiliar, and I tried to breathe through the rush of emotion coiling in my stomach.

Tessa disappeared into the adjoining bathroom and returned a moment later, a small makeup bag in hand. She set it beside me and began pulling out its contents: foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick. Each item lined up like tools of gentle transformation.

My pulse quickened.

She uncapped a bottle of foundation and squeezed a small amount onto her fingertips. Her eyes met mine.

“Close your eyes,” she said, her tone calm but commanding.

I closed them.

Her fingers were cool at first, smooth as they swept across my cheeks and forehead. The sensation was unexpectedly soothing—like being touched by silk.

“You’ve got such nice skin,” she murmured, voice nearly a whisper, her breath brushing my face. “It’s going to look perfect with a little bit of makeup.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. I was too focused on the gentle pressure of her touch, the way she blended each motion seamlessly, like she’d done this a hundred times and still found something sacred in the ritual.

She moved on to my eyeshadow next, brushing a soft pink shimmer across my lids. It matched the dress. Her touch was featherlight, but every motion felt like it was carving something new into me—an outline of a self I hadn’t known I wanted.

“Open your eyes,” she said softly.

I obeyed.

She was close now—so close I could see every detail in her face. The delicate shimmer of her lip gloss. The faint lines near her eyes. The way her pupils dilated just slightly as she looked at me.

“Look up,” she said, her voice low, as she brushed mascara onto my lashes.

The intimacy of it stole my breath.

Her hand was steady, her focus unshakable. And I just sat there, blinking slowly as she built something beautiful in me. When she finished, she reached for a tube of lipstick and twisted it open.

“Pucker your lips,” she said.

I didn’t even think about resisting. My body moved on instinct, lips pursing as the creamy color slid across them. The texture was foreign—slick and soft, slightly tacky. Her gaze didn’t leave my mouth, not even once.

When she finally leaned back, she studied me in silence for a moment, then smiled.

“Gorgeous,” she said, voice rich with satisfaction. “Now for the final touch.”

She rose without a word and crossed the room to her vanity. A moment later, she returned with a long blond wig draped over her arms, the strands falling in soft waves that shimmered beneath the warm light. The hair caught the glow like spun gold, surreal and glossy and almost too perfect to be real.

She stepped behind me, her fingers brushing the back of my neck as she positioned the wig over my hair. Her touch sent a subtle jolt down my spine. The weight of the wig settled on my head like a crown, its silk-soft strands slipping down around my face in a curtain of unfamiliar beauty.

“There,” she said, stepping back to assess her work.

Her eyes glittered with something unreadable—satisfaction, maybe. Or arousal. Or something more dangerous: possession.

“You’re stunning, Ronald,” she said. “Absolutely stunning.”

My throat tightened.

I swallowed hard, my heart thudding in my chest like it was trying to escape. Words jammed somewhere between my mind and my mouth. Across the room, the mirror reflected someone I didn’t recognize—soft, delicate, unmistakably feminine.

It didn’t feel like me.

And yet… a quiet part of me whispered that maybe it did. Maybe it could be.

Before I could make sense of the thought, Tessa’s phone buzzed sharply on the nightstand, slicing through the silence. She picked it up without hesitation, her expression shifting into something cool and composed—like flipping a switch.

“Yes?” she said into the phone, her voice smooth, even. There was a pause. Her gaze flicked toward me for the briefest second before she replied, “Perfect. Come right over.”

She ended the call without another word, setting the phone down with deliberate care before turning to face me. A small smile tugged at the corner of her lips, enigmatic and unreadable.

“Who—” I began, but the question barely left my lips before she cut me off with a sharp shake of her head.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said, her tone firm, final. “Just sit tight.”

The silence returned, but it wasn’t the same.

It was heavier now. I could feel it pressing down on me, settling into the hollows of my chest. My fingers twisted in my lap, knotted into the soft folds of the dress. I wanted to ask. Who’s coming? What does she mean by ready? But my voice had vanished, swallowed by the weight of her authority and my own uncertainty.

Tessa stood by the window, arms crossed, her silhouette outlined in the soft glow of dusk. Her posture was deceptively relaxed, but there was tension there—coiled beneath the surface like a fuse waiting to be lit. Every sound in the room was magnified: the tick of the clock on the wall, the distant hum of traffic, the rustle of the dress when I shifted my weight.

Then came the knock.

One sharp rap.

My stomach twisted, dropping low like I’d just missed a step on a staircase. I didn’t move. Couldn’t.

Tessa turned from the window and walked to the door, each step measured, deliberate. At the threshold, she paused and glanced back at me. Her expression gave away nothing.

Then she opened it.

The man who stood on the other side was tall and broad, his frame filling the doorway. He had the kind of build that demanded space—shoulders like a wall, jaw clenched in a way that made him look perpetually on edge. His face was stern, unreadable, and when his eyes finally shifted to me, I felt the weight of his stare like a slow drag across my skin.

“This is her?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly.

Tessa didn’t flinch.

“Yes,” she replied, smooth as silk. “She’s ready.”

The man stepped inside, closing the door behind him with a soft, final click. He moved toward me with purpose—like he already knew what he was here for.

I wanted to shrink back. To run. But I stayed frozen, held in place by the gravity of Tessa’s gaze.

“Stand up,” she said quietly from behind him.

I obeyed without thinking, legs trembling as I rose from the bed. The dress shifted around my thighs, brushing against my skin. I felt exposed, cornered, but I also felt…seen.

The man stopped in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat rolling off him in waves. He was broad and when he reached out to cup my cheek, I flinched—only slightly.

His palm was rough, calloused, but his touch was gentler than I expected. Still, the sheer size of his hand made me feel small—delicate in a way I didn’t know I could be. His thumb traced the line of my lower lip, and the scrape of his skin sent a shiver straight down my spine.

“Look at you,” he murmured. His voice was low, threaded with something dark and approving. “All dolled up like a pretty little thing.”

My face flushed hot with shame—but beneath it, a strange warmth bloomed low in my belly. I hated the way his words made me feel exposed. Hated even more the part of me that didn’t hate it at all.

“Lift your skirt,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

My hands trembled at my sides. I glanced toward Tessa, silently begging for reprieve. But she only gave a slow, approving nod, her expression unreadable.

Swallowing hard, I reached down and gathered the hem of the skirt in my fists. The fabric slid up inch by inch, until the pale satin of the panties Tessa had chosen for me was exposed.

The man exhaled a slow groan. His gaze darkened, locking onto the outline of my erection beneath the soft fabric.

“Damn,” he said, the edge of a smirk curling at his mouth. “You’re already hard for me, aren’t you?”

I stared at the floor. My cheeks burned, and my breath came in shallow bursts. My body had betrayed me—there was no hiding it now.

He stepped in even closer, until the rough denim of his jeans brushed against my bare thighs. One hand slid from my cheek to the back of my neck, firm but not cruel, like he was testing how far I’d let him go. He bent low, his mouth grazing the shell of my ear.

“You looking to get fucked?” he whispered, his breath hot and ready.

The words hit like a slap and a caress at once. My legs weakened. I opened my mouth to answer, to protest—but no sound came out. I didn’t even know what I wanted to say.

“Yes,” Tessa answered for me, her voice calm, composed, like she were commenting on the weather. “She’s ready.”

The man chuckled, low and dark. His fingers flexed against my neck before he straightened, eyes never leaving mine.

“Good,” he said. The word coiled inside me like smoke. “Let’s get started.”

He guided me downward, one careful push at a time, until my knees met the floor. Everything slowed—every heartbeat, every breath. I felt suspended in the moment, floating somewhere between dread and desire, present and detached.

Tessa watched from across the room, her expression unreadable save for the small, satisfied smile curling at her lips.

The man towered over me like a shadow. Without a word, he unzipped his pants.

Then—slow, deliberate—he reached inside and pulled out his cock.

It was massive. The biggest I’d ever seen. Thick, heavy, flushed dark with arousal, the tip already glistening. My breath caught in my throat. My mouth went dry. My hands twitched uselessly at my sides, unsure where to go, what to do. His eyes pinned me in place—watchful, expectant—and behind him, I could still feel Tessa’s gaze like a spotlight against my skin.

“Go on,” she said, voice soft but edged with steel. “Be a good girl for him.”

The words sliced clean through me.

Sharp. Humiliating.

And yet—electric.

I hated how they made me feel. Small. Submissive. Feminine. But I couldn’t ignore the way something deep inside me twisted at the sound. The way a part of me wanted to obey.

“Open up,” the man said, voice low and rough.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before parting my lips, heart pounding in my chest. He didn’t give me time to adjust. Didn’t ease me in. He simply guided himself forward, the head of his cock brushing my lips with punishing heat.

I flinched, startled by the size, the weight of him. And then he pressed deeper.

“That’s it,” he growled, his fingers tightening in my hair. “Take it like a good girl.”

I choked as he slid further in, my jaw straining to accommodate him. My eyes watered instantly, tears welling at the edges as I struggled to breathe through my nose. The taste of him—raw, masculine, overwhelming—flooded my senses.

His grip was firm but not cruel, keeping me locked in place, guiding me into a rhythm I didn’t choose but couldn’t resist.

“Look at her,” Tessa murmured from across the room, her tone thick with satisfaction. “Such a natural.”

Her voice wrapped around me like silk—warm, controlling, approving—and somehow it made everything worse. Or better. I wasn’t sure anymore.

Humiliation bloomed in my chest, but beneath it, arousal flared like wildfire. I found myself trying harder, pushing past the ache in my jaw, letting instinct take over. My tongue moved against him, tasting, teasing, desperate for any scrap of praise.

He groaned, hips shifting forward, deeper, more insistent.

“Good girl,” he muttered between clenched teeth. “Just like that.”

The praise hit harder than I expected. Like a match to dry kindling. My hands found his thighs, grasping them for balance as I let him set the pace. Tears spilled freely now, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. There was power in surrender.

He thrust harder. Faster. His body tensed, breath ragged. My throat clenched reflexively around him, and still he kept going, chasing release like it belonged to him alone.

Then—“Swallow it,” Tessa commanded, her voice sharp with authority.

I barely had time to register the order before he came, spilling hot and thick down my throat with a deep, guttural groan. My body responded automatically—I swallowed, desperate to keep up, to please, to obey.

When he finally pulled away, I collapsed back onto my heels, chest heaving. I gasped for breath, tears streaking down my cheeks, my whole body trembling. Spent. Raw. And yet—undeniably satisfied.

The man looked down at me with a smirk, one hand lifting to pat my head like I was some obedient little pet.

“You did good, girly,” he said, tone casual, patronizing. But there was a strange comfort in it, too—like I’d passed some invisible test.

My cheeks burned with residual shame.

And still… I didn’t hate it.

Across the room, Tessa clapped softly, her smile dark with satisfaction.

“Oh, Ronald,” she cooed, voice syrupy sweet with just a hint of menace. “You’re such a quick learner. I knew you had it in you.”

I swallowed hard, still catching my breath. The dress clung to my damp skin, sticky with sweat, my body pulsing with aftershocks. I felt hyper-aware of every inch of myself—of the wig on my head, the lipstick smeared across my mouth, the damp lace between my thighs.

The man stepped back, finally giving me space—but his eyes never left me.

They were hungry. Possessive.

And I knew—this wasn’t over.

Tessa approached and knelt down in front of me, her hands resting on my knees. Her touch was gentle but deliberate, and it sent a shiver up my spine.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “But there’s more. You’re not done yet.”

I blinked up at her, confusion and fear mingling with the strange arousal that refused to fade. “M-more?” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled then—a slow, knowing smile that made my heart race. “Oh yes,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You’re going to be such a good girl for him. Aren’t you?”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. Instead, I just nodded weakly, unable to deny her anything in that moment.

The man stepped forward again. He reached down and took my hand, pulling me to my feet with surprising ease. My legs felt like jelly, but he held me steady as he led me toward the bed.

“On your stomach,” he instructed firmly.

I hesitated for just a moment before complying, crawling onto the bed and lying down as he’d directed. The sheets were cool against my flushed skin as I pressed my face into the pillow, trying to steady my breathing.

The man climbed onto the bed after me, his weight causing the mattress to dip beneath him. I could feel him hovering over me, his breath hot against the back of my neck as he hiked up my dress. My body tensed as he tugged at the waistband of my panties, pulling them aside to expose me.

His low chuckle sent a shiver down my spine. “Such a pretty little thing,” he murmured before leaning down and running his tongue along the sensitive skin between my cheeks.

I gasped at the sensation and buried my face deeper into the pillow to muffle the sound. His tongue worked slowly at first before becoming more insistent probing against me in ways that made my toes curl.

In the background Tessa let out a soft moan followed by purrs of approval.. "That's it. Let him in."

The man’s fingers replaced his tongue, slick and cool, pressing against me with a firmness that made me flinch. I clenched instinctively, but he just chuckled again, his other hand gripping my hip to keep me still. “Relax,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “You’re going to take it all.”

I whimpered into the pillow, my body trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation. Tessa’s soft encouragement filled the room, her voice like a siren’s call I couldn’t resist. “That’s it, Ronald. Be a good girl for him. Let him make you feel things you’ve never felt before.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, and I forced myself to relax, to breathe through the pressure as his fingers worked me open. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel the heat pooling in my stomach, spreading through my limbs despite the shame that clung to me like a second skin.

“Good girl,” the man growled, withdrawing his fingers and replacing them with something much larger.

I gasped as the bulbous head of his cock pressed against me, my body instinctively tightening in resistance. But he didn’t stop. He pushed forward with a slow, relentless force that made me cry out into the pillow. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I felt myself stretching to accommodate him, the burn giving way to a strange, overwhelming fullness.

“Oh yes,” Tessa moaned from somewhere behind us. “Look at her take it like a good little slut.”

The man groaned above me as he bottomed out, his hips flush against mine. He paused for a moment, letting me adjust before pulling back and thrusting into me again. The rhythm was slow at first but quickly grew harder, deeper, each stroke sending shockwaves through my body.

I clutched at the sheets, my knuckles white as I tried to hold on. Every thrust pushed me closer to the edge of something I didn’t fully understand—a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. My breath came in ragged gasps as tears streamed down my face, but I couldn’t deny the way my body responded, betraying me with every moan and whimper that escaped my lips.

“That’s it,” Tessa purred, her voice thick with arousal now. She moved closer then—I could feel her presence beside the bed—and her hand stroked my hair in a way that was almost soothing despite everything else happening. “You’re doing so well. Being such a good girl for us.”

Her praise sent another wave of heat through me and I cried out again as the man slammed into me harder than before, making stars dance across my vision. His grunts filled the room along with Tessa's soft moans which only heightened every sensation coursing through me.

And then it happened—the tension inside me snapped like a rubber band pulled too tight. I came, my dick still stuffed awkwardly inside the silk panties. I shot my load inside, feeling it trickle over my dick in a filthy, yet delicious mess.

The man’s rhythm faltered for just a moment as he felt me clench around him, his grip tightening on my hips. “Fuck, she’s coming,” he growled, his voice rough with surprise and pleasure. He didn’t stop, though. If anything, he seemed to drive into me harder, faster, as if my climax had only spurred him on.

I was a trembling mess, my body still shuddering with the aftershocks as he continued to pound into me. Tessa’s hand stayed in my hair, her nails lightly scratching my scalp in a way that felt both comforting and possessive. “Look at her,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “She’s so pretty when she falls apart.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. All I could do was feel—the relentless thrusts of the man behind me, the slick slide of his cock inside me, the way my body seemed to betray me again and again by responding to it all. My cock was soft now, spent and trapped in those damn panties, but the pleasure didn’t stop. It was different—deeper, more intense—and it left me feeling completely at their mercy.

“That’s it,” the man grunted, his pace becoming erratic. “Gonna fill you up.” His words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, even as I whimpered into the pillow. I felt him swell inside me, and then he was coming too, his hips jerking as he buried himself as deep as he could go.

I felt it—every pulse of his release filling me up in a way that made my stomach clench and my toes curl. It was filthy, degrading… and yet somehow thrilling. My body was shaking uncontrollably now, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of it all.

The man stayed inside me for what felt like an eternity before finally pulling out with a wet sound that made me blush furiously. I could feel his seed leaking out of me almost immediately, warm and sticky against my thighs. The sensation made me shudder again, a mix of shame and arousal twisting in my gut.

Tessa leaned down then, her lips brushing against my ear as she spoke in that soft, commanding voice of hers. “You did so well,” she murmured. “Such a good girl for us.” Her hand stroked down my back in a way that was almost tender before she straightened up and addressed the man.

“Thank you for taking care of her,” Tessa said to him as if I hadn’t been there at all—as if I were nothing more than an object they’d shared.

He chuckled low in his throat as he adjusted his jeans. “Anytime,” he said casually before adding with a smirk directed at me. “She’s got potential.”

Potential? The word echoed in my mind even as I lay there trembling.

Tessa’s fingers traced my spine, her touch lingering as she watched the man gather his things and leave. The door clicked shut behind him, and suddenly it was just the two of us in the dimly lit room. The air felt heavy, thick with the scent of sweat and sex, and I couldn’t bring myself to move, my body still humming with the remnants of what had just happened.

“You’re my favorite new toy, you know that?” Tessa said, her voice soft but firm as she knelt beside me on the bed. Her hand brushed my cheek, and I turned my face toward her, meeting her gaze. Her eyes were dark, almost predatory, but there was something else there too—something that made my stomach flutter. “You took that so well. I’m proud of you.”

I didn’t know what to say. My mind was a jumbled mess of emotions—shame, confusion, and yes, even a strange sense of satisfaction. I felt exposed, vulnerable in a way I’d never experienced before, but Tessa’s words wrapped around me like a warm blanket. “Th-thank you,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled then, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips that made my heart skip a beat. “This isn’t the end,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I want you to do this again for me. Every night.”

My breath hitched at her words. Every night? The thought was both terrifying and exhilarating. I opened my mouth to tell her that this had been too much, too overwhelming—but the look in her eyes stopped me cold.

“Don’t try to deny it,” she said softly, her fingers brushing against my lower lip. “You liked it. I could see it in your eyes. You needed it.” Her words sent a shiver down my spine because they were true. As much as I wanted to deny it, as much as I wanted to be horrified by what had just happened, there was a part of me that craved more—that craved her dominance.

“Y-yes,” I whispered finally, my voice trembling as much as my body. “I’ll do it again.”

Her smile widened at that, and she leaned in closer until her lips were almost brushing mine. “Good girl,” she murmured before pressing a soft kiss to my forehead.

I closed my eyes at the contact, letting out a shaky breath as she pulled back. She stood then, moving around the room with an effortless grace as she cleaned up and straightened the sheets. When she returned to me, she climbed into bed beside me and pulled me into her arms.

“You can sleep with me tonight,” she said softly as she tucked the blanket around us both. Her body was warm against mine, and her arms held me firmly but gently. “I’ll take good care of you.”

I believed her. In that moment—with her scent surrounding me and her heartbeat steady against my ear—I felt safe in a way I hadn’t in years. My eyelids grew heavy as exhaustion finally caught up with me, and I fell asleep in her arms.


INITIATED


"You want me to do what?" I asked, my voice cracking slightly. The room erupted in laughter. It wasn’t exactly the reaction I was hoping for, but that didn't seem to matter to the guys lounging around the dim, beer-scented living room of Delta Sigma.

"Relax, bro," Matt said, leaning forward from his perch on the arm of the sagging couch. He was the self-appointed leader of this crew, his backwards cap and cocky grin practically a uniform at this point. "It’s not that big of a deal. Just harmless fun."

Harmless fun. Sure. Breaking into a sorority house and stealing their prized mascot—a stuffed unicorn they’d apparently named Sir Glittersparkle—felt like something teetering on the edge of idiocy and illegality. But what could I say? I wanted in.

"Look, Tim," another guy, Mason, chimed in from across the room. He was sitting cross-legged on the floor, twirling an empty beer can in his hands like it was some kind of fidget spinner. "Everyone goes through some kind of initiation, alright? You do this prank, you prove you’ve got what it takes to be one of us."

"And if I get caught?" I asked, trying to sound casual even though my palms were starting to sweat.

Matt smirked and shrugged as he slouched back against the couch cushions. "Then you run fast."

The laughter picked up again and rolled through the room like an unstoppable wave. They made it sound so simple—like swiping a something from inside someone’s house was no big deal. But this wasn’t just any house; it was Theta Kappa’s, and word on campus was those girls didn’t mess around when it came to their beloved mascot.

"What am I supposed to do once I have it?" I asked. My voice felt steadier this time, though my insides still churned.

"Bring him back here!" Mason added with a grin far too wide for my liking.

I stared down at my scuffed sneakers for a moment and took a deep breath. This was nuts—completely insane—but I couldn’t shake that burning need to belong. If swiping a gnome got me into Delta Sigma... well… how bad could it really be?
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Two hours later, I stood under the shadow of Theta Kappa's Victorian-style house. The glow of string lights crisscrossed their front yard. And on the living room windowsill was Sir Glittersparkle. I wouldn’t even have to enter the house if the window was unlocked. I could just crack it open and reach inside.

"Okay," I whispered to myself, gripping the straps of my backpack tightly as though bracing for battle. "In and out."

The street behind me was quiet except for occasional bursts of distant laughter from another house down the block. I glanced around, double-checking that no one was watching, and stepped up to the window. My fingers fumbled at the bottom edge of the frame, searching for a latch or anything to give me some leverage. Nothing. I pushed harder, my palms slick with sweat, but the damn thing didn’t budge.

"C'mon," I muttered under my breath, giving it one last shove. It rattled slightly in its frame but stayed stubbornly closed.

Plan B. I stepped back and scanned the house. The front door was obviously out of the question, but maybe there was another way in—a side entrance, a basement window, something. I crept around the side of the building, ducking under low-hanging branches and avoiding stepping on anything that might crackle or crunch. The back porch light illuminated a sliding glass door leading into what looked like a kitchen. Bingo.

I tried the handle and nearly laughed when it slid open with barely a whisper. Who leaves their back door unlocked? Apparently Theta Kappa girls did—or at least tonight they did. My heart pounded as I stepped inside, closing it softly behind me. The kitchen smelled faintly of pancakes and coffee grounds, and I moved through it as silently as I could, wincing every time my sneakers squeaked against the polished floor.

The living room wasn’t far; I could already see its warm glow spilling into the hallway ahead of me. My target was right there—just a few steps away.

Sir Glittersparkle sat proudly on the windowsill by the far wall, catching the light in an oddly majestic way. Swallowing hard, I crept forward, one hand gripping my backpack strap while the other reached out toward him.

Just as my fingers brushed against his plush mane, something cold landed on my shoulder.

"Well," a voice said behind me, sharp enough to slice through my adrenaline-fueled haze. "What do we have here?"

I froze. My brain scrambled for an explanation—a lie, an excuse—but all it managed to produce was pure panic. Slowly turning my head, I found myself staring up at a girl who looked simultaneously amused and annoyed. She had her arms crossed over an oversized Theta Kappa sweatshirt, her dark curly hair pulled back into a ponytail.

"Uh…" I began brilliantly, letting go of Sir Glittersparkle as though he might somehow conceal himself if I stopped touching him.

"Let me guess," she continued before I could say anything else. Her tone was casual but laced with sarcasm that made me feel about two inches tall. "Delta Sigma sent you? Or maybe Beta Rho? They’re usually dumb enough to try this."

"I—uh—no." Smooth.

She raised an eyebrow as her eyes flicked over me like she was sizing me up for a dartboard.

"You realize you’re stealing from a sorority house," she said flatly. "Do you know how many of us are awake right now? And how fast we can call campus security on your sorry ass?" Her lips curved into a smirk, but there was steel beneath it. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

"Please," I croaked. My voice sounded pathetic even to my own ears. "Don't call anyone. It’s not—it’s not what it looks like."

Her eyebrow arched higher, and she tilted her head, as if challenging me to come up with a better explanation than the obvious one.

"Not what it looks like? So you weren’t just about to kidnap our beloved Sir Glittersparkle?" She gestured toward the unicorn, still perched smugly on the windowsill. "What is it, then? A rescue mission?"

I opened my mouth, then closed it again when no words came out. She sighed dramatically and stepped around me, placing herself firmly between me and the unicorn. Her sharp, appraising gaze locked onto mine.

"Here’s the thing," she said, leaning in just enough to make me want to shrink back but not daring to move. "I could scream right now. Or call security. Or worse—post your face all over Theta Kappa’s Insta with the caption ‘Caught in the act.’ You’d be Internet famous by morning."

My stomach churned at the thought. "Don’t," I said quickly, my voice cracking slightly. "Please. I—I’ll do whatever you want."

The words were out before I could fully think them through, but her eyes gleamed with sudden interest. A dangerous interest.

"Anything?" she repeated slowly, her smile widening in a way that made my palms sweat even more than they already were.

I nodded miserably, feeling like I’d just signed some kind of unholy contract.

Her grin turned wolfish as she gestured toward the stairs at the far end of the room. "Come on, thief-boy."

"What?" My heart jolted uneasily against my ribcage.

"You heard me," she said lightly, already heading for the staircase without waiting for me to follow. When she reached the first step, she turned back and gave me an impatient look. "Unless you’d rather I alert the rest of the house?"

"No! No," I stammered, hurrying after her before I could think better of it. Whatever this was—whatever she wanted—it couldn’t be worse than being arrested or humiliated in front of every Greek house on campus... right?

The stairs creaked under our weight as we ascended, and my nerves prickled with every step deeper into enemy territory. The upstairs hallway was dimly lit and quiet except for the faint hum of an air conditioner somewhere in the background.

She stopped outside a door covered in glittery posters and sticky notes scrawled with inside jokes I didn’t understand. Without a word to me, Chrissie opened it and stepped inside.

Her room looked exactly how I imagined a sorority girl’s room would—a mix of chaos and careful curation. Soft lighting above her bed, a small mountain of clothes spilled off a chair in one corner. There were pictures taped haphazardly to the walls—laughing faces at beaches, parties, football games.

“Get on your knees,” she said, taking me by surprise.

Reluctantly, I did as I was told, wondering what she was about to do to me. What came next was not what I’d expected at all.

Chrissie stepped closer to me, gripped my hair, and then pulled down her pants. I gasped. Between her thighs was the longest cock I’d ever seen and it was fully hard.

Chrissie was trans. And she was going to make me suck her dick.

Chrissie smirked, reading my expression. “Surprise, bitch.” She let go of my hair and took her dick in her hand, stroking it slowly. “Now suck it or I’m calling my girls.”

My heart thudded in my chest, and my mind spun. I couldn’t believe this was happening. But her threat hung heavy in the air, and my pride—or what was left of it—couldn’t take the humiliation of being exposed. I knew I could leave. That I should leave. But I’d be lying if I said a small part of me wasn’t curious about what she tasted like.

“Okay,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. My hands trembled as I reached out, but she stopped me with a sharp click of her tongue.

“Hands behind your back,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. I obeyed instantly, clasping my wrists behind me like some kind of prisoner. She stepped closer, her cock inches from my face now, and the scent of her musk filled my nose. My stomach churned, but I forced myself to stay still.

“Open wide,” she said, her smirk widening as she tapped the tip against my lips. I hesitated for a fraction of a second before parting them, letting her slide in. The taste was salty and unfamiliar, and I fought the urge to gag as she pushed deeper into my mouth.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re not half bad at this.” Her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding my head back and forth as she started to thrust gently into my mouth. I closed my eyes, trying to block out the reality of what was happening, but every movement of her hips brought me crashing back to the present.

She picked up the pace, her breathing growing heavier as she lost herself in the moment. My jaw ached from the strain, but I didn’t dare stop. I could feel her getting closer, her grip on my hair tightening as her thrusts became more erratic.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re gonna take it all, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer even if I wanted to—her cock filled my mouth too completely for words. But she didn’t seem to care about a response anyway. With one final thrust, she came hard, pulses of warmth flooding my mouth and spilling onto my face. I choked slightly but managed to swallow most of it as she pulled out with a satisfied sigh.

For a moment, there was silence except for our ragged breathing.

“Not bad,” she said casually, as if we’d just finished a workout instead of... that. “You might actually have potential.”

I stayed on my knees, too stunned to move or speak. My face felt sticky and hot, and humiliation burned through me like wildfire.

“Now, take off your clothes and bend over the bed.”

I trembled, too stunned by how much I actually enjoyed having a trans woman’s dick in my mouth. When she commanded me again, I stood, lifting my shirt over my head and tossing it to the floor.

My hands fumbled with the button of my jeans, my fingers clumsy and unsteady. I could feel her eyes on me, watching every move, and it made my skin prickle with a mix of shame and something else I couldn’t quite name. The zipper came down, and I pushed my jeans and boxers to the floor in one motion, stepping out of them awkwardly.

Chrissie didn’t say anything, just stood there, arms crossed, her smirk never wavering. She was still fully dressed except for her long, thick cock hanging out, and the contrast between us only made me feel more exposed.

“Bend over,” she said again, her voice low and commanding.

I hesitated for a split second before obeying, leaning over the edge of the bed. The cool fabric of the comforter brushed against my chest as I rested my weight on my forearms. My heart was hammering so loud I was sure she could hear it.

Behind me, I heard the rustle of fabric as she began to undress. The sound sent a shiver down my spine. I didn’t dare look back, but I could picture her peeling off her clothes, revealing herself completely. The thought made my face burn.

Then I felt her bare skin against mine, warm and smooth as she pressed close. Her hands slid up my sides, making me jump slightly at the contact.

“Relax,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re doing so good.”

Her tongue traced a line down my spine before settling at the base of my back. I tensed at first, but soon found myself melting into the sensation as she worked her way lower. Her tongue teased at my asshole, swirling around the sensitive skin until I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan.

“That’s it,” she purred, clearly enjoying herself. “Let me in.”

Her fingers joined in next, one hand gripping my hip while the other probed gently at my entrance. She was patient, taking her time to work me open with slick fingers that sent jolts of pleasure through me despite myself.

Her fingers were relentless, stretching me in a way that was both foreign and intoxicating. I buried my face into the comforter, muffling the sounds I couldn’t hold back. Every movement of her hand sent a shockwave through me, and I could feel myself losing control, my body responding in ways I hadn’t expected.

“You’re ready,” she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She pulled her fingers away, and for a moment, there was nothing but the sound of her fumbling with something—lube, I realized, as I heard the cap click open. The slick sound of her coating herself made my stomach tighten.

Then she was there, pressing against me, the blunt head of her cock nudging at my entrance. I gripped the comforter tighter, my knuckles turning white. “Chrissie,” I started, my voice shaky, but she cut me off.

“Shh,” she soothed, one hand gripping my hip while the other guided herself. “Just let it happen.”

She pushed in slowly, almost painfully so, and I gasped as she filled me. The stretch was overwhelming, but she didn’t stop until she was fully seated inside me. Her breath hitched, and for a moment, neither of us moved. Then she pulled back slightly before thrusting forward again, and I cried out.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “Take it.”

Her pace quickened, each thrust driving me further into the mattress. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with our ragged breaths. I couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but feel—the heat of her body against mine, the way she hit something deep inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

Her hand slid around to grip my cock, already hard and leaking against my stomach. She stroked me in time with her thrusts, and it was too much—too much sensation, too much pleasure. I felt myself unraveling, teetering on the edge.

“Come on,” she urged, her voice tight with strain. “Let go.”

And I did. My orgasm hit me like a freight train, waves of ecstasy crashing over me as I came hard in her hand. She didn’t stop fucking me through it, her rhythm faltering as she chased her own release.

“Fuck,” she gasped moments later, her hips stuttering as she came inside me with a low groan. She collapsed against my back for a moment before pulling out and rolling onto the bed beside me.

That’s when I saw her in all of her glory. Her tits were full with tiny pink nipples. Her cock was engorged and slick with lube as it bounced back against her taut stomach.

She was beautiful. And I’d just let her fuck me with her cock.

“Is that it?” I asked, wary of the answer.

She chuckled and shook her head. “No. We’re far from done here.”

“Oh?” I tried not to sound intrigued, but this was starting to feel less like a punishment and more like a reward.

She picked up her panties, a lacy pink pair that she’d discarded on the floor. “Put these on. I want to see how you’d fit in around here.”

I gasped. “You want me to put on panties?”

“Yes,” Chrissie said, her tone firm but with a mischievous glint in her eye. She dangled the delicate lace panties in front of me. “Go on. Don’t overthink it.”

I hesitated, my cheeks burning. My mind raced, torn between embarrassment and a strange curiosity that had started to take root. I glanced at the panties, then back at her. “I… I don’t know if they’ll even fit.”

“They’ll fit,” she said confidently, leaning back on her elbows. “Trust me.”

Swallowing hard, I took the panties from her and stood up. My legs felt unsteady, and my heart pounded as I stepped into them one leg at a time. The fabric was soft against my skin, and when I pulled them up, they hugged my body in a way that was both unfamiliar and oddly comfortable.

Chrissie smirked, her eyes raking over me. “See? Not so bad, right?”

I shifted awkwardly, feeling exposed yet somehow empowered. “I guess not,” I muttered, refusing to meet her gaze.

“Good,” she said, sitting up and reaching for something else on the bed—a matching bra. She tossed it to me. “Now this.”

My eyes widened. “A bra? Seriously?”

“Seriously,” she deadpanned. “You wanted to join the frat badly enough to steal from us, didn’t you? Consider this part of your initiation.”

I groaned but couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me as I took the bra. It felt wrong and exciting all at once. I fumbled with the straps for a moment before managing to fasten it around my chest. The cups were empty, of course, but the way it hugged my torso made me feel… different.

Chrissie tilted her head, studying me like an artist scrutinizing a canvas. “Not bad,” she said finally. “But we’re not done yet.” She stood up, covering herself with a silk robe, and walked over to her closet. She pulled out a flowy pink dress with a cinched waist.

“Oh no,” I said immediately, shaking my head. “No way.”

“Oh yes,” she countered, holding it out to me. “Put it on.”

“Chrissie…” I started, but she cut me off with a look that brooked no argument.

“Tim,” she said firmly as a warning.

I stared at the dress for a long moment before finally relenting. My hands trembled as I slipped it over my head and let it fall into place. The fabric swished around my legs, and the waistline accentuated my figure in a way I hadn’t expected.

Chrissie stepped closer, adjusting the dress so it sat just right. Her fingers brushed against my skin as she worked, sending shivers down my spine.

“Sit,” she commanded gently, gesturing to the vanity chair in the corner of the room.

I obeyed without protest, my mind buzzing with a mix of nerves and anticipation. She grabbed a makeup bag and began working on my face carefully. “Hold still,” she murmured as she dabbed something cool and creamy on my cheeks. “And stop frowning. You’ll ruin the look.”

“I’m not frowning,” I mumbled, though I probably was. It was hard not to when my entire world had tilted on its axis.

Chrissie chuckled softly, brushing powder over my face with a feathery touch. “Relax, Tim. You might even enjoy this if you let yourself.”

I didn’t respond, unsure of what to say. As she applied eyeliner with a steady hand, her face close to mine, I caught the faint scent of her perfume—sweet and intoxicating. My heart thudded in my chest, and I wasn’t sure if it was from embarrassment or something else entirely.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed, her voice soothing but firm. I did as I was told, feeling the gentle sweep of eyeshadow across my lids. She hummed quietly as she worked, her movements deliberate and confident. Every stroke of the brush seemed to soften the edges of my anxiety, replacing it with an unfamiliar sense of… possibility.

“Alright,” she said after a while, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Open your eyes.”

I blinked and looked at myself in the mirror. The person staring back at me wasn’t entirely unrecognizable, but there was a softness to my features now—a subtle transformation that made me sit up straighter in surprise.

“Wow,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

Chrissie grinned. “Told you I was good at this.”

I swallowed hard, unable to tear my gaze away from my reflection. The makeup hadn’t just changed how I looked—it changed how I felt. There was a strange confidence bubbling up inside me, like I was seeing a new side of myself for the first time.

“Don’t get too comfortable yet,” Chrissie said, breaking into my thoughts. She crossed the room to a shelf and pulled down a wig—a long, blonde one with soft curls that bounced as she held it up.

“Oh no,” I said automatically, holding up my hands in protest. “That’s too much.”

“You’ve come this far,” she countered with a smirk. “You’re not backing out now.” Before I could argue further, she stepped behind me and carefully placed the wig on my head. Her fingers worked deftly to adjust it until it fit perfectly.

When she stepped back again, I barely recognized myself in the mirror. The wig framed my face beautifully, its golden waves cascading over my shoulders. My heart fluttered as I lifted a hand to touch it, feeling strangely… pretty.

Chrissie clapped her hands together in satisfaction. “There we go! You’re almost ready.” She walked over to her closet again and returned with a pair of nude heels that made my stomach flip just looking at them.

“I can’t walk in those,” I said quickly, shaking my head.

“You’ll learn,” she replied simply, setting them down in front of me. “Come on—slip them on.”

Hesitant but curious—and by now somewhat resigned—I bent down and slid my feet into the heels. They were surprisingly snug but not uncomfortable, though standing up was a different story entirely. As I rose to my feet, I wobbled dangerously, grabbing onto the edge of Chrissie’s vanity for support. She burst out laughing, the sound light and teasing but not unkind.

“Careful, Tina,” she said, using the name she’d mockingly bestowed upon me earlier. “You wouldn’t want to ruin those dainty ankles.”

“Very funny,” I muttered, straightening up and trying to find my balance. My legs felt like they belonged to someone else entirely, and every small movement made me feel precariously close to toppling over.

Chrissie crossed her arms and smirked as she watched me struggle. “You’ll get the hang of it,” she said encouragingly, though there was a mischievous glint in her eye. “Just take small steps. Like this.” She demonstrated with an exaggerated sway of her hips.

“Yeah, right,” I said under my breath, but I mimicked her movements anyway. Tentatively taking one step, then another, I found myself teetering but managing to stay upright.

“There you go!” she cheered, clapping her hands together like a proud instructor. “See? You’re a natural.”

I didn’t feel like a natural—far from it—but there was something oddly exhilarating about the challenge of walking in those ridiculous shoes. Each step I took felt like a small victory, and despite myself, I couldn’t help but smile faintly.

Chrissie picked up on it immediately. “See?” she said with a knowing grin. “I told you this wouldn’t be so bad.”

I wanted to argue—to remind her that this had started as some humiliating punishment for trying to steal their mascot—but the words caught in my throat as I caught sight of my reflection again. The heels added an elegance to my stance that hadn’t been there before, and combined with the makeup and wig… I almost didn’t recognize myself anymore.

Chrissie must have noticed the flicker of surprise on my face because she stepped closer, tilting her head as she studied me. “You know,” she mused thoughtfully, “you’re actually kind of pretty.”

“Don’t push it,” I muttered defensively, though my cheeks flushed at the compliment.

“Oh please,” she shot back with a laugh. “You’re blushing because you know it’s true.” She reached out and gave my arm a playful tug. “Come on—time for your grand debut.”

“Wait—what?” I froze in place, panic flaring in my chest.

“You didn’t think we were stopping here, did you?” Chrissie asked innocently. She walked over to a corner of the room where a long cord dangled from the ceiling and gave it a sharp tug.

Somewhere downstairs, a bell rang—a deep, resonant sound that seemed to reverberate through the entire house.

“What are you doing?” I asked frantically as the realization set in.

She turned back to me with a wicked grin. “Calling a meeting,” she said breezily. “The girls are going to want to meet our newest sorority sister.”

“No—Chrissie! You can’t—”

“Oh, but I can,” Chrissie interrupted, her grin widening as she crossed the room with purpose. “And I will. Trust me, Tina, they’re going to love you.”

I stood there frozen, my pulse thudding in my ears as I tried to process what was happening. There was no way out—my legs would betray me if I tried to run in these heels, and Chrissie stood between me and the only exit anyway.

“Please,” I tried again, my voice a desperate whisper, but she just waved her hand dismissively.

“Relax,” she said with a wink. “You’ll be fine. Just smile and let me do the talking.” She grabbed my wrist and started tugging me toward the door.

The sound of footsteps echoed down the hallway outside as girls began to converge from different parts of the house. My panic rose to a fever pitch, and I stumbled awkwardly as Chrissie all but dragged me along behind her.

We reached the top of the staircase just as the first few girls emerged into view below. They looked up curiously, their expressions quickly shifting to amusement as they caught sight of me.

“Well, well,” one of them called out with a laugh. “What do we have here?”

Chrissie paused dramatically at the top of the stairs, holding onto my wrist like some victorious ringleader presenting an act. “Ladies,” she announced loudly, “meet Tina!”

A chorus of gasps and giggles erupted from the girls below as their gazes swept over me from head to toe. My face burned so hot I was certain it could’ve lit up the room on its own.

“Oh my God,” another girl exclaimed, clutching her stomach as she doubled over with laughter. “Chrissie, what did you do to him?”

“Isn’t she adorable?” Chrissie cooed, ignoring my mortified groan. She gave me an encouraging nudge between the shoulder blades. “Go on, sweetheart—give them a little twirl.”

“No way—” I began to whisper-shout, but Chrissie’s hands were already on my shoulders, spinning me around before I could stop her.

The laughter grew louder as I wobbled through an unsteady turn on those cursed heels. The wig shifted slightly on my head as I moved, and one lock of glossy hair brushed against my cheek—a soft reminder of how far gone this whole situation had spiraled.

“She’s even got better posture than you do, Katie!” one girl teased another, sparking a new round of giggles.

Katie rolled her eyes good-naturedly before joining in with a smirk of her own. “Well, Tina’s obviously got something we don’t,” she shot back playfully. “Confidence!”

“Oh yeah,” someone else chimed in mockingly. “It’s written all over that face!”

By now, every girl in the house seemed to have gathered at the base of the staircase or pressed into view from nearby doorways. Their eyes sparkled with delight; their teasing remarks came fast and relentless.

Somewhere in the chaos of humiliation and shaky steps downwards—Chrissie guiding me in front like some twisted pageant chaperone—I felt something shift within me. My initial instinct had been to run, to escape the embarrassment and retreat into the safety of the shadows. But as I stumbled down those stairs, wobbling but managing to keep my balance, I caught a glimpse of myself in the large mirror at the bottom of the landing. For just a moment, through all the laughter and teasing, I saw something unexpected—a version of me that didn’t feel entirely… foreign. The glossy wig framed my face in soft waves, and though my cheeks were flushed from embarrassment, there was something strangely alluring about the way I looked. It was a spark—tiny but undeniable—that gave me pause.

Chrissie’s voice cut through my thoughts like a dagger wrapped in silk. “Alright, ladies,” she said, clapping her hands together to quiet the crowd. “Our dear Tina here got caught trying to steal our precious unicorn mascot. So naturally, we had to teach her a little lesson about respect—and fashion!”

“Mission accomplished,” Becca chimed in, stepping forward with an arched brow and a mischievous grin. Her long auburn hair shimmered under the warm light as she gave me an appraising look. “But I think Delta Sigma would appreciate this little transformation as much as we do. Don’t you think it’s only fair they get to see our handiwork?”

Chrissie smirked. “Exactly what I was thinking.”

I froze again, my stomach dropping like lead at the thought of facing the fraternity in this state. “Wait—no! You can’t be serious!” My voice cracked pitifully, and Chrissie turned back to me with an almost pitying expression.

“Oh, sweetie,” she said, patting my cheek as if I were some petulant child. “It’s not up for debate.”

Becca moved closer then, her arms crossed over her chest as she tilted her head thoughtfully. “Besides,” she added slyly, “don’t you want to complete your little mission? Imagine how impressed Delta Sigma will be when they see what lengths you went to just to get their attention.”

“That’s not what—” I stammered, but Chrissie cut me off with an overly dramatic gasp.

“Becca’s right! This actually makes you look brave, Tina!” She winked again before turning toward Becca. “Why don’t you take our star guest back yourself? I need to change into something a little more… camera-ready.”

I barely had time to process what she said before Chrissie spun on her heel and sauntered off toward the staircase again. My heart thudded painfully against my ribs as I watched Becca step even closer, her grin widening.

“Well then,” Becca said, looping one arm through mine in an almost sisterly gesture before I could protest. “Shall we?”

My legs felt like jelly as she guided me out of the sorority house and onto the dimly lit path that led toward Delta Sigma territory. The cool evening air nipped at my skin and rustled the hem of the short skirt Chrissie had stuffed me into earlier—a sensation that was both mortifying and strangely thrilling.

“You’re awfully quiet,” Becca observed after a few moments of silence between us. She glanced sideways at me with an amused glint in her green eyes. “Starting to enjoy yourself, Tina?”

I stumbled over a crack in the sidewalk but managed to catch myself before I could fall flat on my face. “No!” I blurted out, though my voice sounded more uncertain than I intended. “This is humiliating.”

Becca laughed lightly, her arm still hooked through mine as if we were on a friendly stroll rather than an escort of shame. “Oh, come on,” she teased. “You can’t tell me you’re not having at least a little fun. You’ve been blushing this whole time—adorably, might I add.”

“I’m not…” I trailed off, unable to meet her gaze. The truth was, I didn’t know what I was feeling anymore. My heart was pounding, my cheeks were burning, and every swish of the borrowed skirt against my legs sent an unfamiliar yet oddly exciting tingle up my spine.

Becca must have noticed my hesitation because her grin softened into something almost understanding. “It’s okay to be curious, you know,” she said with a shrug. “A lot of people don’t figure out who they really are until they step outside their comfort zone.”

“I—this isn’t who I am,” I said quickly, shaking my head as if to banish the thought entirely.

“Maybe,” Becca replied with an enigmatic smile. “But maybe it’s not as far from the truth as you think.”

Her words lingered in the air between us as we continued walking, the distant sounds of laughter and music drifting from the direction of Delta Sigma’s house. My feet moved mechanically beneath me, but my mind was spinning in circles. Was this really just some elaborate fraternity initiation? Or was there something more to this strange night?

When we finally approached the fraternity’s towering brick facade, Becca squeezed my arm gently and leaned closer. Her breath was warm against my ear as she whispered, “Remember, confidence is key. Own it, Tina.”

Before I could respond—or protest—Becca straightened up and pushed open the heavy oak door that led into Delta Sigma’s main hall. The noise hit me like a wave: boisterous voices shouting over thumping basslines and the clinking of beer bottles. A few heads turned our way as we stepped inside, but most of the brothers were too preoccupied with their own revelry to notice us at first.

That changed quickly.

“Whoa—what do we have here?” one guy called out from across the room, his eyes widening as he took in my appearance. Others followed suit, their expressions ranging from confusion to amusement to outright disbelief.

Becca raised her hand like a ringmaster commanding attention and announced loudly over the commotion, “Ladies and gentlemen—well, mostly gentlemen—I present to you Tina, your new favorite Delta Sigma pledge!”

The room erupted into laughter and cheers as Becca ushered me further inside. My face burned hotter than ever under their gazes, but somewhere deep down beneath the embarrassment was that same tiny spark—the one I’d seen flicker in the mirror earlier.

“Wait…” one of the guys said between chuckles, squinting at me like he was trying to solve a puzzle. “Is that… Tim?”

“It’s Tina now,” Becca corrected him cheerfully. A moment later, Chrissie had caught up to us. From behind me, I heard her say, “And Tina is our pledge now.”

I spun to her, eyes wide. “Wait, what?”

Chrissie’s smile was sharp, almost predatory, as she stepped closer. She crossed her arms and tilted her head slightly, exuding confidence that made the crowd around us fall silent. Even the rowdiest brothers seemed to be holding their breath.

“You heard me, sweetheart,” she said smoothly, her voice dripping with amusement. “If you want to prove you’re one of us—and actually make it through this initiation—you’ll need to show just how deep your loyalty runs.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but before I could even form a coherent thought, Chrissie turned on her heel to address the room.

“Now listen up,” she called out, silencing any remaining murmurs from the gathered crowd. “Tina here has already been put through the first test—her adorable little runway walk through campus—but we all know that being part of Delta Sigma Theta isn’t just about appearances. It’s about commitment. It’s about courage.”

Her words hung in the air like a challenge, each syllable drawing more attention toward me than I ever wanted. My heart was pounding so hard I felt certain everyone in that room could hear it.

Chrissie smiled wickedly again, scanning the room until her gaze landed on someone near the back. “Matt,” she said simply.

Matt, lounging casually against the wall, straightened up immediately at her summons. He had that kind of effortlessly aura that made my stomach twist uncomfortably—or maybe it was how he grinned at me like he already knew what was coming next.

Matt stepped forward with an exaggerated swagger, his hands stuffed into the pockets of his jeans as if he didn’t have a care in the world. The crowd parted for him like he was royalty or something equally intimidating.

“Yeah?” Matt drawled lazily when he reached us, his eyes flicking over me with unrestrained amusement. “What’s up?”

Chrissie placed a hand on his shoulder and smirked before turning back to face me. “Tina,” she began sweetly, though there was nothing kind about the glint in her eyes. “If you really want to prove you belong here—if you truly want to be one of us—you’re going to have to spend some quality time with Matt upstairs.”

The room erupted into laughter and cheers again, but this time it felt malicious rather than lighthearted. My throat went dry as Matt’s grin widened into something downright wolfish.

“Upstairs?” I repeated dumbly, as though saying it aloud would make it sound less terrifying.

“That’s right,” Chrissie confirmed with an exaggerated nod. “Think of it like this. You can either try to join the fraternity, even though you failed to steal our precious unicorn, or you can join our sorority. As Tina.”

My mind raced as panic set in fully. This wasn’t just some harmless prank anymore—it felt like a trap. But then again… wasn’t this my chance? My opportunity to prove myself once and for all? The question was did I want to prove myself to Delta Sigma? Or to Theta Kappa?

Matt watched me carefully, his smirk never faltering for even a second. “Well?” he prompted, his tone equal parts challenge and mockery. “What’s it gonna be… Tina?”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight with indecision. The room seemed to spin around me, the laughter and jeers blending into a blur of noise. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat echoing in my ears like a drum. I glanced at Chrissie, her sharp smile unwavering, then back at Matt, who was still staring at me with that infuriating confidence.

“Alright,” I said finally, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to steady it. “I’ll do it.”

The room erupted again, this time with a mix of cheers and whistles that made my cheeks burn. Matt’s grin widened, and he stepped closer, his presence overwhelming. He leaned in slightly, his breath warm against my ear as he murmured, “Good choice, Tina.”

I shivered but forced myself to stand tall, refusing to let him see how much he unnerved me. Chrissie clapped her hands once, drawing the room’s attention back to her. “Alright, everyone! Give them some space. This is between Tina and Matt now.”

The crowd reluctantly began to disperse, though a few lingered near the staircase, clearly hoping to catch a glimpse of whatever was about to happen. Matt jerked his head toward the stairs and started walking without another word, leaving me no choice but to follow.

My heels clicked softly against the wooden steps as we ascended, each step feeling heavier than the last. My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts—fear, doubt, and a strange flicker of something I couldn’t quite name. By the time we reached the top of the stairs and entered one of the bedrooms, I felt like I was on autopilot.

Matt closed the door behind us with a soft click, then turned to face me. He crossed his arms and leaned against the doorframe, his gaze sweeping over me from head to toe. “You clean up nice,” he said finally, his tone casual but with an edge that made my stomach twist.

“Thanks,” I muttered, crossing my arms defensively over my chest. My heart was racing now, and I could feel sweat prickling at the back of my neck.

Matt pushed off the doorframe and took a step closer. “Let’s see what you’ve got,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

I hesitated for a moment before forcing myself to uncross my arms and stand straight. My hands trembled slightly as I smoothed down the fabric of my dress, trying to appear more composed than I felt. Matt watched me intently as I moved closer until I was standing right in front of him.

He raised an eyebrow expectantly while placing one hand on each shoulder before pushing downward gently yet firmly until I found myself kneeling before him on plush carpeting beneath us both; his grip remained steady throughout this motion so there would be no mistaking what came next: he wanted total submission from 'Tina.'

Without breaking eye contact, he unfastened his jeans. The sound of the zipper was deafening in the quiet room. My breath hitched as he tugged them down just enough, his boxers following. I couldn’t look away, even as my pulse thundered in my ears. His cock sprang free, already half-hard, and I felt a strange mix of dread and curiosity knot in my stomach.

“Go on,” he said, his voice rough but steady. “Show me how Tina does it.”

I hesitated, my hands trembling at my sides. But something about the way he was looking at me—like he expected nothing less than obedience—made me lean forward instinctively. My lips parted, and I took him into my mouth slowly, trying to ignore the way my heart was pounding so hard it felt like it might burst.

Matt let out a low groan as I began to move, his hand sliding into my hair and gripping tightly. The pressure was firm but not painful. I closed my eyes, focusing on the rhythm, the heat of him against my tongue, the way his breathing grew heavier with each passing second.

It wasn’t long before I could feel him swelling in my mouth, his grip on my hair tightening as he murmured words of encouragement that sent shivers down my spine. “That’s it, Tina. Just like that.” His voice was rough with arousal, and something about it made me push further, taking him deeper until I could feel the back of my throat constricting around him.

When he finally came, it was sudden and intense. He pulled me closer as he groaned deeply, his release filling my mouth. I swallowed instinctively, the taste bitter but not entirely unpleasant. My mind was hazy, overwhelmed by the intensity of what had just happened.

Before I could process it fully, Matt tugged me to my feet with surprising strength. My legs wobbled beneath me as he pressed me back against the wall, his body pinning mine in place. His hands were everywhere—gripping my hips, sliding up my sides, cupping my ‘breasts’ through the fabric of the dress. And then his lips were on mine, kissing me hard and demanding.

I gasped into his mouth, surprised by how much I liked it—the roughness of his touch, the way he completely dominated me. My hands found their way to his shoulders, clinging to him as if he were the only thing keeping me grounded. For a moment, I forgot everything—the dress, the hazing, even who I was supposed to be—and let myself get lost in the heat of it all.

When he finally pulled away, I was breathless and flushed, my heart still racing from the intensity of it all. Matt smirked down at me, clearly pleased with himself. “Not bad,” he said lazily. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

I didn’t know what to say—didn’t even know how to process what had just happened—but one thing was clear: Tim might have started this night as a joke…but Tina was going to finish it.

Matt led me to the bed, tossing me back against. He slipped off his shirt and kicked off his jeans. He crawled above me, kissing me everywhere as he pulled my dress down from the top and up from the bottom so that the fabric bunched around my waist.

Then Matt spread my thighs and bent my knees into my chest. He toyed with my asshole through his panties while grinning at me wolfishly.

He licked his lips and slipped a finger past the fabric and inside my asshole. “Mmm, seems like Chrissie loosened you up already.”

My eyes widened. “You knew what you were doing this whole time…you knew what would happen.”

He slipped his finger inside me while saying, “Chrissie and I have made a few deals before. I might’ve given her a heads up you were coming to steal their precious mascot.”

I wanted to be mad at him, but it was hard to with the way he touched me. I was stunned into silence.

He withdrew his finger and reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling out a bottle of lube. He slicked his fingers generously, the coolness of the lube making me shiver as he spread it over his hand. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, a mix of nervousness and something else—something I wasn’t ready to name yet. Matt leaned down, his breath hot against my ear.

“Relax, Tina,” he whispered, his voice low and teasing. “You’re gonna love this.”

I swallowed hard, my body tensing as I felt his fingers press against me again. This time, he took it slower, working one finger inside me with a gentleness that surprised me. I gasped, my hands clutching the sheets as he began to move, curling his finger just enough to make my toes curl in response.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my neck. “Look at you, taking it so well.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I couldn’t help but moan softly as he added a second finger. The stretch was more intense this time, but it didn’t hurt—not really. Instead, it was like nothing I’d ever felt before, a strange mix of pleasure and vulnerability that left me breathless.

“That’s it,” Matt coaxed, his voice still soft but filled with authority. “You’re doing so good for me.”

I could feel myself relaxing into his touch, my body responding almost instinctively to his words. My cock was fully hard now, straining against the fabric of my panties, and I couldn’t stop the small whimper that escaped my lips as Matt brushed against something deep inside me.

“Oh God,” I breathed, my hips jerking involuntarily.

Matt chuckled darkly, withdrawing his fingers and reaching for the lube again. “You ready for more?” he asked, his eyes locking with mine.

I nodded weakly, unable to form words as I watched him slick himself up. He positioned himself between my legs, guiding the tip of his cock to my asshole. I held my breath as he pushed forward slowly, the pressure building until suddenly he was inside me.

I cried out at the sensation—almost as full as with Chrissie—and Matt paused, giving me a moment to adjust. His hands gripped my hips tightly as he leaned down, kissing me deeply before pulling back just enough to speak.

“You’re such a good girl,” he said again, his voice rough with desire. “Taking me so well.”

His words sent another wave of heat through me, and I could feel myself clenching around him involuntarily. He groaned at the sensation before starting to move—slowly at first but with increasing intensity as I moaned beneath him.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped as he hit that spot inside me again and again.

Matt reached down between us and tugged at my panties until they were out of the way. He wrapped his hand around my cock and began to stroke me in time with his thrusts.

"Look at you," he grunted between strokes. "You love this don't you?"

My body trembled beneath him as pleasure built within me from both ends simultaneously. “Y-yes,” I gasped, my voice trembling almost as much as my body. “I... I love it.”

Matt’s grip on my cock tightened slightly, his strokes growing more deliberate as he fucked me harder. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with my breathless moans and his deep grunts. I felt utterly exposed, completely at his mercy, but somehow... it felt right. Like this was where I was supposed to be.

“You’re such a good girl, Tina,” he repeated, his voice low and commanding. “Taking me so deep. You’re made for this.”

His words sent a jolt through me, a strange mix of humiliation and arousal that made my head spin. My hips rocked back against him instinctively, meeting his thrusts as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. His hand on my cock was relentless, stroking me in perfect rhythm with his movements.

“Matt, I—I can’t—” I stammered, my breath hitching as I felt myself teetering on the edge.

“Let go, Tina,” he growled, his pace quickening. “Come for me. Show me what a good girl you are.”

That was all it took. With a cry that was half moan, I came hard in his hand, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Matt didn’t stop—he kept fucking me through it, his own groans growing louder and more urgent until he finally stilled with a low growl, his hips pressed flush against mine as he came inside me.

For a moment, we both just lay there, panting and trembling. Slowly, Matt pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed beside me, his arm draped over my waist. I could feel his heart pounding against my side, matching the rapid rhythm of my own.

“That was...” I started, but my voice trailed off as I struggled to find the words.

“Fucking hot,” Matt finished for me, turning his head to look at me with a satisfied smirk. “You were amazing.”

I blushed furiously at the compliment and looked away. But deep down, I knew he was right. It had been hot. And as much as it scared me to admit it... I wanted more.

Just then, there was a knock on the door. “Did you do the deed?” called Chrissie from the other side. “Is Tina finally one of us?”

Matt smiled and made an expression that said I should be the one to answer. So I called out with a giggle, “Yes! I’m one of you!”

Matt slipped out of bed and unlocked the door for Chrissie who came in with an arched brow to assess the damage. A moment later, Becca was behind her.

“Looks like we’ve got a new member,” Becca said with a smile.

I sat up and straightened my clothes, feeling dirty and reborn all at once.

Chrissie and Becca looped their arms around mine and pulled me toward the door. I looked back at Matt, longingly, and Chrissie noticed.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “We’ll be playing with the boys again soon. I think you’ve had enough for tonight, though.”

Maybe she was right. I still had to go home and process everything. Home. Home was currently Theta Kappa. When did this happen?

When did I decide I liked being a girl? But, isn’t this what college is about? Discovering who you truly are?

Maybe Matt and Chrissie had seen something in me I hadn’t seen myself—the girl I was meant to be. Maybe they were right.


PROMOTED TO SISSY


Nathan adjusted his tie for the third time, his fingers fumbling at the knot, and prayed he wouldn't sweat straight through his freshly pressed dress shirt. The air in Ms. Vaughn’s office always seemed a few degrees hotter than the rest of the building. Or maybe it was just her.

Sitting like a queen behind her enormous mahogany desk, she exuded an effortless, razor-edged authority that made it hard to breathe. Everything about her—the flawless slash of blood-red lipstick, the lethal point of her stiletto heels, the way her crisp black blouse clung shamelessly to curves she clearly enjoyed showing off—declared, without apology, exactly where you stood.

And Nathan, right now, stood nowhere at all. Not until this meeting was over.

Ms. Vaughn flipped through a slim file in front of her, her manicured nails tapping a slow, rhythmic beat against the thick pages. Nathan sat stiffly, motionless, his hands clenched tightly in his lap as he watched the subtle flex of her wrist, the soft glint of a delicate bracelet catching the light each time she turned a page. He shouldn’t have been looking. Shouldn’t have noticed the way her legs crossed under the desk, slow and deliberate, her skirt sliding up just high enough to flash a teasing glimpse of sheer black stocking tops.

Focus.

This meeting mattered. Everything was riding on it. He needed the promotion. Needed the raise. Needed the recognition, the respect, the shift in how people said his name.

Finally, with a small, decisive gesture, Ms. Vaughn closed the folder and leaned back in her chair, steepling her fingers beneath her chin as she studied him.

"You’ve been very impressive this quarter, Nathan," she said, her voice low and velvety, the kind of voice that made promises you had no business wanting.

"Record sales. New accounts. Outstanding numbers."

Nathan exhaled, slow and shaky, only then realizing he’d been holding his breath. "Thank you, ma’am."

Her smile was faint, almost sly, as she tilted her head, regarding him with a sharp, assessing gaze. "But..."

The word landed between them like a blade, humming with unspoken threat.

"But?" he echoed, fighting to keep his voice even.

"But numbers aren’t everything," she said smoothly. She rose from her chair in a single, fluid motion—like she’d been born in heels—and rounded the desk with a languid, predatory grace. The deliberate click-click of her stilettos on the polished floor echoed in the heavy, heated air, syncing with the frantic rhythm of Nathan’s heartbeat.

"It’s not just about results here," she continued, coming to a stop directly beside him. "It’s about presentation. Adaptability. A willingness to take on... unexpected roles."

Nathan swallowed, the knot in his throat suddenly tighter than the one at his collar. Her perfume—sharp, floral, and edged with something darker—wrapped around him like a net, dragging his thoughts into dangerous waters.

"Are you adaptable, Nathan?" she asked, reaching out to smooth an invisible wrinkle from the shoulder of his jacket, her touch lingering just long enough to make him forget how to breathe.

"I—I believe so," he stammered, cursing himself for the crack in his voice.

"Good." Her smile widened, slow and wicked, a look that belonged more in a bedroom than a boardroom. "Because I have a special opportunity for you."

She moved past him without another word, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step, and crossed the room to a tall cabinet against the wall. Nathan sat frozen, too aware of every detail—the scrape of the cabinet door, the rustle of paper—until she returned with a small black shopping bag in hand.

She set it on the desk with a light, almost dainty tap of her red-tipped fingernail against the side.

"This," she said, her voice warm and wicked, "is your first test."

Nathan stared at the bag, confusion and a vague, creeping dread coiling inside him. "Ma’am?"

Ms. Vaughn’s eyes gleamed, the amusement there unmistakable. "Inside, you’ll find everything you need to prove just how flexible you can be."

She leaned one hip against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, watching him with lazy, expectant pleasure, as if she already knew he wouldn't dare refuse.

Nathan’s hands trembled slightly as he reached for the bag. The tissue paper inside crackled loudly in the otherwise suffocating silence. He peeled it back—and his breath hitched.

Black lace. Pink satin. A pair of silky, thigh-high stockings. A garter belt. A delicate, shimmering bustier, so intricate it almost looked spun from spider silk.

He blinked, his mouth going dry.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile sharpened. "Go on," she said, voice all syrup and sin. "Try it on. Show me just how serious you are."

His stomach dropped through the floor.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile widened as she watched the color drain from his face, her pleasure unmistakable.

"No need to be shy," she said, her voice a slow pour of sugar laced with steel. "I’m giving you an opportunity, Nathan. A chance to prove you belong here. To show me you can follow orders. No matter how... unconventional."

Nathan’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. His tongue felt thick, useless, and the words he needed simply refused to form.

"If you’re not interested," Ms. Vaughn said airily, as though the matter were already closed, "I can always find someone else."

She turned back toward her chair with a graceful sweep of her body, and panic flared hot and sharp in Nathan’s chest. He couldn’t lose this. Not now. Not after how hard he had worked to claw his way up, after everything he had sacrificed to get here.

"I—" His voice cracked. He swallowed hard, clutching the crinkling shopping bag tighter in his sweaty hands. "Where... where should I change?"

Ms. Vaughn’s smile bloomed fully then, pure satisfaction flashing across her face. She gestured lazily to the private bathroom tucked into the corner of her expansive office.

"Take your time, sweetheart," she said, her tone dropping into something dangerously sweet. Then, as he turned to go, she added, "And Nathan?"

He paused mid-step, his heart hammering against his ribs like a drum.

"When you come out," she purred, the words sliding over him like silk, "I expect you to look... perfect."

Nathan nodded stiffly, unable to trust himself to speak, and forced his legs to move. Each step across the plush carpet felt like walking through quicksand. He could feel Ms. Vaughn’s gaze searing into his back, heavy and hot, stripping away any lingering illusions he had about control.

When the bathroom door finally clicked shut behind him, Nathan sagged against it, gasping like he had been running for miles. His chest heaved. His palms were slick with sweat.

He looked down at the delicate pile of satin and lace spilling from the black bag clutched in his arms. The soft fabrics mocked him with their girlishness, their impossible fragility.

There was no way he could do this.

And yet...

He closed his eyes, dragging in a shaky breath. Somewhere deep inside, he knew he had to. There was no running, no pretending this hadn’t happened.

Nathan stared at the bundle of pink and black, his heart pounding painfully against his ribs. This was insane. This wasn’t part of any job description he had ever seen. Every rational instinct screamed at him to walk out the door, to leave the bag on the floor and his pride intact.

But he could still feel her. Even with the heavy door between them, he could almost hear the slow, deliberate click of her heels as she paced, waiting. Waiting for him to obey.

His fingers trembled as he set the bag carefully on the marble countertop. His reflection stared back at him from the mirror above the sink—wide-eyed, pale, terrified.

And beneath all that fear, buried under the panic, something else flickered. Something darker. Hotter. A secret, traitorous thrum of excitement he refused to name.

He didn’t want to think about that part.

With numb hands, Nathan tugged at his tie, working the knot loose. He popped the top button of his shirt, then the next, each small movement deafeningly loud in the heavy air. The click of button against button sounded like a hammer striking stone, marking time, sealing his fate.

The bathroom was warm, almost stifling. The scent of expensive soap hung in the air, layered with something sweeter—faint traces of Ms. Vaughn’s perfume, lingering like a ghost. It wrapped around him, unseen but inescapable, nudging him forward.

He shrugged off his dress shirt and folded it neatly over the counter. His slacks followed, puddling around his polished shoes. Only his boxer briefs remained, a flimsy shield against the inevitable.

He hesitated, staring at his reflection—the sharp line of his collarbone, the slight tremble of his fingers, the raw vulnerability stamped across his face.

No turning back now.

He hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his briefs and pushed them down, stepping free, leaving himself naked and exposed under the unforgiving overhead light.

For a beat, he stood there, shivering, more from adrenaline than cold. His skin prickled, his heart hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribs.

He reached for the panties first—a whisper of shimmering pink satin so delicate they practically floated across his palm. They felt lighter than air, softer than any fabric he had ever touched, as if they had been spun from some secret, forbidden magic.

The thought of actually putting them on made his cock twitch, a shameful, undeniable reaction that he could not will away.

Biting down on his bottom lip, he stepped into them carefully, his legs unsteady. The satin glided up his thighs like a second skin, clinging and molding to every curve. When he pulled them into place, the snug cradle of the panties was almost too much—too soft, too intimate, too knowing.

A shaky breath slipped from his lips, his chest rising and falling in uneven bursts.

Next came the stockings—sheer black, thigh-high, their tops edged with intricate lace that looked as fragile as butterfly wings. He sat heavily on the closed lid of the toilet, his hands clumsy with nerves as he fumbled with the delicate fabric, terrified he might tear them with a careless move.

It took longer than it should have—his hands shaking, his breathing ragged—but eventually he managed to roll the stockings up his legs, one at a time. The sensation was dizzying, the soft material brushing against his bare skin, whispering secrets he wasn't ready to hear. Clipping them into the garter belt felt like the final, irreversible step.

When he finally dared to lift his eyes to the mirror, he barely recognized himself.

He looked... obscene.

Girlish.

Wrong.

And yet his cock strained visibly against the front of the pink satin panties, the obscene bulge a betrayal he could not hide, could not even begin to explain away.

A soft knock at the door made him jolt as if electrocuted, his heart leaping to his throat.

"Everything all right in there, sweetheart?" Ms. Vaughn’s voice was low and syrupy, sliding through the door, wrapping around him like a velvet rope.

"I—I’m fine," Nathan croaked, mortified by how high and shaky his voice sounded.

"Mmm." Her purr was pure satisfaction. "You’re not thinking about chickening out on me, are you?"

"No, ma’am," he said quickly, the words tumbling from his mouth as his cheeks flamed with shame.

"Good boy," she murmured, her tone rich and indulgent.

Those two simple words made his cock throb harder against the satin, his body reacting shamelessly before his mind could even catch up.

He squeezed his eyes shut, cursing himself under his breath. What the hell was happening to him?

Gritting his teeth, he forced his hands to move, reaching next for the bustier. Black lace, impossibly delicate, almost weightless in his trembling fingers. He slipped it over his head, struggling awkwardly with the tiny hooks at the back. The garment was tighter than he had expected, pulling his posture straight, forcing his shoulders back and his chest forward in a way that felt unnatural. Exposing.

After an endless minute of fumbling, he managed to fasten it closed.

When he looked back at the mirror, his breath caught.

The pink panties hugged his hips, the black stockings gleamed against his thighs, the garter straps framed his body in wicked, flattering lines. The bustier cinched his waist cruelly tight, lifting his chest, emphasizing every soft place, every curve he didn’t know he had.

He looked ridiculous.

He looked... fuckable.

A soft, broken grunt escaped him before he could swallow it back down.

Another knock came, lighter this time. Almost teasing.

"Are you ready for me, Nathan?" Ms. Vaughn asked, her voice honey-warm, patient, almost tender—like she already knew exactly what she would find on the other side of the door.

Nathan’s hands fluttered helplessly at his sides, fingers twitching without purpose.

He was hard. He was humiliated.

And yet the thought of opening that door—of letting her see him like this—sent his arousal spiking hotter through his veins, a fever he could no longer deny.

He couldn’t do this.

He had to do this.

"I—" He swallowed thickly, his voice barely a whisper. "Almost ready."

"Take your time, pretty boy," she cooed through the door, her voice dripping syrup. "I want you looking your absolute best when you show me."

Nathan pressed his forehead against the cool wood of the door, panting softly, his body trembling with a cocktail of dread and need.

He wasn’t ready.

He would never be ready.

And still... he reached down, heart hammering, and pulled the last item from the bottom of the bag: a pair of black patent leather heels, glossy and sharp, waiting for him.

Nathan slipped his feet into the heels, the black patent leather stiff and unforgiving. He wobbled for a moment, catching himself against the counter, the unfamiliar arch forcing his calves to flex unnaturally. The heels thrust his hips forward, tilting his posture into something delicate, something exposed.

He stared at the bathroom door handle like it might bite him.

He was dressed. Or at least, as dressed as he was going to get.

The pink satin panties clung to him, scandalously tight across his crotch. The garter straps tugged lightly against his thighs, delicate and possessive. The bustier cinched his waist so brutally that every breath felt shallow, tight, restrained. The black stockings shimmered up his legs under the harsh overhead light, every inch of them gleaming with shame.

And the heels—God, the heels—looked obscene perched on his feet, painting him into a picture he barely recognized.

He looked wrong.

Girlish.

Exposed.

His cock strained painfully against the thin satin, a constant, humiliating reminder that some dark, traitorous part of him wanted this—wanted it badly enough to throb at the idea of being seen like this. Owned like this.

Another soft knock rattled the thin door.

"Are you ready for me, Nathan?" Ms. Vaughn’s voice purred through the wood, thick with amusement, warm and dangerously sweet.

Nathan squeezed his eyes shut, heart hammering against his ribs.

He had to. He didn’t have a choice anymore. Not really.

Hand trembling, he reached for the doorknob, twisting it open.

The first thing he saw was her smile.

Sharp. Pleased. Predatory.

Then her eyes—cool and hungry as they raked slowly over him from head to toe. She didn’t rush. She took her time, savoring the view, lingering on every humiliating detail he couldn't hide.

Nathan flushed so hard he thought he might faint.

Instinctively, he tried to tug the hem of the panties lower, tried to cover himself, but Ms. Vaughn tsked softly and stepped closer.

"Hands at your sides," she said, her tone gentle but threaded with iron. "Let me see all of you."

Humiliation burned across his skin, but Nathan obeyed. He dropped his hands, leaving himself fully exposed to her gaze.

Ms. Vaughn circled him slowly, the click of her heels sharp in the breathless silence of the office. She didn’t touch him. Not yet. She simply looked.

Looked at him like he was something she had just purchased. Looked at him like he already belonged to her.

"You’re such a pretty thing," she murmured, her voice a purr of satisfaction. "I knew you would be."

Nathan swallowed hard, a lump catching painfully in his throat. He wished he could sink through the floor, vanish, anything but stand here under her heavy, knowing gaze.

She stopped behind him, so close he could feel the heat of her body without her even touching him. Her fingertip traced a slow, teasing line up the curve of his spine—a featherlight caress that made him shiver violently.

"Stand up straight," she instructed, tapping the small of his back with a single manicured nail. "Arch a little more. Yes... just like that."

He obeyed without thinking, pushing his hips forward, lifting his chest, offering himself up the way she wanted. The way she demanded.

"Good girl," she purred.

The words hit him like a whip.

Girl.

She had called him girl.

And God help him, his cock twitched violently against the soft satin, betraying him all over again.

Ms. Vaughn moved around him, stepping into his view once more. She studied him critically, her head tilted slightly, as though weighing and measuring him.

"Mmm. Not bad for your first time," she said with a slow smile. "But we’ll need to work on your strut."

She tapped his thigh lightly with the tip of one polished nail. "Part your legs slightly. Relax your stance. Pretty girls don’t stand like soldiers."

Nathan shifted, awkward and clumsy, trying to adjust. Every motion made the panties shift against him, made the stockings slide deliciously along his skin.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile sharpened approvingly.

"Much better," she praised. Then, with a lazy flick of her wrist, she said, "Turn around for me."

Nathan hesitated, heart hammering against his ribs.

He turned slowly, knowing full well how the panties must ride up, knowing exactly how exposed he must look from behind. Every movement made him feel more ridiculous, more helpless.

"Slower," Ms. Vaughn instructed, her voice a lazy drawl. "Take your time, sweetheart. Let me enjoy the view."

He turned again, painfully slow, feeling the air brush against his bare thighs, every teasing flutter of the satin panties brushing his hard, throbbing cock. Each step, each tiny shift of movement, only heightened the maddening awareness of how exposed he was, how utterly ridiculous he must look.

When he finally faced her again, Ms. Vaughn was smiling wide—a sharp, predatory grin, like a cat who had not only caught the canary but intended to toy with it for hours.

She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume curling around him again—rich and heady, enough to make him dizzy. She reached up without hesitation and adjusted one of his garter straps, her fingers brushing lightly along the sensitive skin of his inner thigh.

Nathan sucked in a sharp breath, his whole body tense and trembling.

"Relax," she murmured, her tone soft but threaded with command. "I’m just making you perfect."

She moved next to the bustier, tugging it a little tighter, smoothing the lace along his sides. There was nothing gentle in her touch, nothing affectionate. She didn’t touch him like a lover. She touched him like a woman adjusting a new doll—fixing the flaws, perfecting the presentation.

And Nathan... Nathan stood there and let her.

"Look at you," she said, stepping back to survey her work. Her voice was low and almost tender, but the words cut him open. "Blushing. Trembling. Hard."

Nathan’s face burned so hot he thought he might ignite. He wanted to deny it, wanted to shake his head, wanted to protest that this wasn’t what it looked like—but the evidence was right there, obscene and obvious, a pitiful bulge pressing against the front of the pink satin, twitching with every breath he took.

"You like this," Ms. Vaughn said, her voice curling around him like smoke—warm, wicked, undeniable. "Don’t you, pretty boy?"

"I—" Nathan stammered, words tangling on his tongue. He didn’t know what to say, how to climb out of the hole she had dug for him—and that, somehow, he had helped dig himself.

She cupped his chin in one firm hand, tilting his face up until he had no choice but to meet her gaze. Her thumb stroked along his jawline, deceptively gentle.

"Say it," she ordered, her voice velvet and steel. "Say, 'I like dressing pretty for you, Ms. Vaughn.'"

Nathan whimpered, humiliation crushing the breath from his lungs. He couldn’t. He shouldn’t. And yet...

"I... I like dressing pretty for you, Ms. Vaughn," he whispered, each word burning his throat on the way out.

"Good girl," she purred, stroking his cheek with the soft pad of her thumb.

His cock jerked visibly against the panties, betraying him again, harder now, more helpless than ever.

Ms. Vaughn laughed softly—a rich, velvety sound thick with cruel pleasure.

"You’re going to make such a wonderful little toy," she said, her tone light, almost absentminded, as if she were simply observing a fact. "And we’re just getting started."

She turned and walked over to her desk, her heels clicking against the floor, leaving him trembling and exposed in the center of the room.

Without so much as glancing back at him, she spoke:

"Now be a good girl and fetch me that file on the shelf," she said casually, gesturing with a lazy wave toward a stack of folders across the office.

Nathan froze.

He knew exactly what she was doing.

He knew what he would look like, tottering across the room in these ridiculous heels, the panties riding higher with every step, the garters tugging, the stockings gleaming. He knew how every humiliating inch of him would be on display—and that she would be watching, savoring it.

And she knew he knew.

He drew a shaky breath, lifted his chin in the smallest act of defiance he could muster, and stepped forward.

The heels shifted beneath him.

The garter straps tugged insistently at his thighs.

The panties clung between his cheeks, forcing him into a sway he couldn’t control.

Behind him, Ms. Vaughn chuckled low, clearly pleased. "Such a quick learner," she murmured.

Nathan reached the shelf, his hands trembling so hard he could barely grasp the folder. When he turned—slowly, awkwardly—he froze in place.

Ms. Vaughn was lifting her phone, angling it deliberately. A soft flash lit the air.

He blinked, stunned, too horrified to react.

She winked at him, her smile wicked and unrepentant.

"Don’t worry, sweetheart," she said, slipping her phone back into her pocket. "This one’s just for me."

Nathan’s knees nearly buckled beneath him.

"That’s all for tonight," she said breezily, as if she hadn’t just stolen a piece of his soul along with that photo. "I’ll let you know when I need you again."

The dismissal was casual, almost cruel in its indifference.

Nathan stood there, still trembling in his humiliating outfit, watching her turn back to her work without sparing him another glance.

He told himself he was relieved. He told himself he couldn’t wait to strip off the panties, the garters, the stockings, the heels. To be normal again.

He told himself he was happy.

And he almost believed it.
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Nathan sat in his car outside the building for a long time, the engine ticking softly as it cooled, before he finally convinced himself to move.

The text from Ms. Vaughn had been simple. Short. Impossible to misinterpret—or to ignore.

After-hours training tonight. Mandatory. Dress appropriately. Don’t disappoint me.

Even now, as he killed the ignition and opened the door, his hands shook. They hadn’t stopped trembling since the moment her message had appeared on his phone.

He swiped his ID badge at the reader, the little beep echoing too loud in the dead, dark lobby. The building was deserted, bathed in shadows, save for a single faint light glowing from the top floor—her office.

Every step he took down the long corridor sounded louder than the last. Every breath he drew felt too shallow, too fast, as if his lungs had forgotten how to work properly.

He knew what was waiting for him.

Or at least, he thought he did.

Nothing could have prepared him for the sight that greeted him when he finally pushed open her door.

Ms. Vaughn stood behind her massive desk, arms crossed casually over her chest, a slow, razor-edged smile curling her lips. She was the picture of effortless command.

And laid out neatly across the gleaming surface of her desk was tonight’s "uniform."

Nathan’s stomach twisted into a knot.

Tonight wasn’t satin and delicate lace. Tonight was something harsher. Bolder.

Waiting for him was a black latex mini-dress—skin-tight, impossibly short, tiny enough that it would barely cover his ass.

Beside it: fishnet stockings, a scrap of a black thong, and a pair of brutal six-inch platform heels that made yesterday’s stilettos look almost merciful.

Nathan froze in the doorway, heart slamming against his ribs.

Ms. Vaughn raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow, her amusement deepening. "You’re late," she said smoothly, her voice a velvet lash. "Strip."

Nathan’s face burned instantly. He opened his mouth, stammered, looking around helplessly—as if hoping for someone, anyone, to intervene.

There was no one.

He was alone.

Alone with her.

Alone and utterly trapped.

Slowly, painfully, he obeyed.

First his jacket slid from his shoulders. Then his tie, his hands fumbling at the knot. His dress shirt followed, button by button, each one feeling like a small surrender. Every layer he peeled away left him smaller, barer, more vulnerable, more hers.

When he stood there in just his boxers, trembling under her cool gaze, Ms. Vaughn tsked softly, shaking her head in mock disappointment.

"All the way, sweetheart," she said, her tone indulgent. "No need to be modest with me."

Nathan’s face burned hotter, but he obeyed, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pushing them down. He stepped awkwardly out of them, exposed and shivering.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs, half-hard despite—or perhaps because of—the searing shame suffusing every inch of him.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile turned lazy, indulgent, as if nothing in the world pleased her more.

"Good boy," she praised, her voice stroking over him like a hand. "Now dress yourself. Carefully. I want you to look perfect."

Nathan’s throat was dry as dust as he reached for the thong.

It was barely a garment at all—just a tiny triangle of black fabric and a pair of slender strings. He stepped into it, dragging it up his legs, wincing as the thin material slipped between his cheeks, exposing him even more than it concealed. The narrow fabric framed his cock obscenely, doing nothing to hide the humiliating bulge.

Next came the fishnets—coarse and rough compared to the delicate stockings from before. They clung tightly to his legs, squeezing the muscle and highlighting the lean lines of his thighs and calves. Every tug of the fabric felt like a reminder that he was dressing himself up for her pleasure.

And then... the dress.

The latex was stiff, unyielding, clinging to itself more eagerly than to him. It took him three tries—three long, sweaty, desperate tries—to wiggle into it. Every inch was a battle. The material sucked onto his body, squeezing him tight, highlighting every curve, every flaw.

When he finally managed to yank the hem down as far as it would go, it barely skimmed the tops of his thighs.

There was no modesty left.

He glanced up at the mirror mounted across the room—and froze.

The figure staring back at him wasn’t Nathan.

It was a toy.

A sissy.

A slut.

Was it really worth it? All to be promoted?

The black latex gleamed under the office lights, hugging his hips, flattening his chest, riding high enough to flash glimpses of fishnet above the obscene heels. His cock swelled harder against the unforgiving confines of the dress, the reflection of it obscene, undeniable.

Mortified, he swallowed hard, his throat bobbing visibly.

Behind him, Ms. Vaughn’s heels clicked slowly across the floor, deliberate and measured, the sound making him stand up straighter instinctively.

She circled him once, twice, savoring the sight like a connoisseur studying a masterpiece.

Then she stopped in front of him, arms crossed, her smile curling wider.

"Perfect," she murmured, her voice a slow caress. "Absolutely perfect."

Nathan shivered, knowing he had only passed the first of many tests.

Her fingers tugged at the hem of the latex dress, smoothing it down, pulling it even tighter across his body until it molded to him like a second skin. She worked with slow, deliberate care, every touch a reminder of her absolute control.

"You’ll learn to love the feeling," she said softly, her voice almost kind. Almost. "Being wrapped up. Shaped. Molded."

Her hands slid down his sides, squeezing lightly at his waist and hips, fingers pressing in with silent approval. She moved like a sculptor admiring her creation, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

"You were always meant for this," she whispered, her breath feathering warmly against his ear.

Nathan whimpered before he could stop himself, his body betraying him yet again.

She stepped back and picked up the final piece—the towering black platform heels.

She knelt gracefully at his feet, a fluid, elegant motion that should have looked submissive, but radiated nothing but pure domination. Even on her knees, she was the one in control, and Nathan felt it in every electrified inch of his skin.

One by one, she slid the heels onto his feet, buckling the slim straps snugly around his trembling ankles. Her fingers brushed against his bare skin, sending shivers up his spine.

When she rose to her full height, she gestured with a lazy flick of her wrist.

"Walk for me."

Nathan hesitated, panic prickling at the edges of his vision. The heels lifted him so high it felt like he was standing on stilts, his balance faltering, his legs wobbling immediately.

Ms. Vaughn's smile only widened, sharp and delighted.

"Go on," she coaxed, her tone sweet and poisonous. "Strut for me, darling."

Red-faced, heart hammering, Nathan took a tentative step. Then another. His ankles turned, his knees knocked together awkwardly, his arms flailing for balance.

Ms. Vaughn laughed—a low, delighted sound that curled around him like smoke.

"Oh, we have so much work to do," she purred.

She crossed the room with a slow, languid sway of her hips, moving behind her desk with casual ease. When she returned, she held a thin black riding crop in one hand, tapping it lightly against her palm as she advanced toward him.

Nathan’s throat tightened, fear and arousal warring inside him.

"Posture," she said sharply, tapping the small of his back with the crop. "Arch your back. Chin up. Hips forward. Yes... just like that."

Another tap, this time against the inside of his trembling thigh.

"Smaller steps. More sway in your hips. I want you to feel how pretty you are."

Nathan bit down on his lip to keep from making a sound, but he obeyed. Step by step, he moved across the room, his hips swaying awkwardly, the towering heels making every step a battle.

The latex dress squeaked with each desperate, humiliating movement. The thong dug deeper between his cheeks, the dress riding scandalously higher with every step.

He knew how he looked.

He knew.

He looked like a total whore.

And Ms. Vaughn was loving every second of it.

She prowled behind him, the tip of the riding crop trailing lazily up the back of his thigh, across the curve of his exposed ass, sending goosebumps prickling across his skin.

"So much potential," she mused aloud, her voice thick with pleasure. "A few more sessions and you’ll be irresistible."

Nathan’s knees buckled slightly at the thought, his body trembling with effort, humiliation, and a deep, helpless need he couldn’t even name.

She tapped the back of his knee sharply with the crop.

"Kneel."

He dropped awkwardly to his knees, the fishnets scraping against the polished floor, the dress riding up even further, leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

Ms. Vaughn circled him slowly, each step measured, predatory. She crouched down in front of him with effortless grace, the riding crop lifting to tilt his chin up until he was forced to meet her gaze.

"Tell me who you are, sweetheart," she said, her voice a silken command.

Nathan’s lips trembled. Shame and desire tangled so tightly in his chest he could hardly breathe.

"I..." He swallowed thickly. "I’m your... your pretty toy."

Ms. Vaughn smiled, slow and wicked, her satisfaction humming in the charged air between them.

"Almost right," she said. "You’re my pretty little office girl. My obedient pet. My secret weapon."

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear.

"And soon," she whispered, her voice threading straight into his bloodstream, "you’ll do anything I say. Without hesitation. Without shame."

Nathan whimpered, the soft sound escaping before he could stop it. His cock leaked helplessly against the tight, unforgiving latex, the humiliating heat of her words branding themselves into the deepest corners of his soul.

She rose gracefully, towering over him, her heels clicking softly as she shifted her weight.

"Now crawl," she said, her voice soft but threaded with command. "Crawl to me, Nathan."

For one brief second, he hesitated—frozen in place by shame, by fear, by the final crumbling of whatever pride he still clung to. But then, trembling, he sank onto all fours.

The latex creaked as he moved, the obscene sound sharp in the silent room. His heels clicked awkwardly against the polished floor. The hem of the dress rode scandalously high, exposing the full, shameless curve of his thong-clad ass.

Slowly, humiliated beyond words, he crawled to her.

Each inch across the floor was a fresh agony, a fresh surrender, the polished surface cool against his palms and knees. His breathing was ragged, his cheeks burning.

Ms. Vaughn’s laughter, low and richly pleased, wrapped around him like silk.

When he reached her feet, she hooked one perfectly manicured finger beneath his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.

"Good girl," she said sweetly, her tone dripping satisfaction. "You’re learning so fast."

Nathan flushed a deeper red, the heat climbing all the way to the tips of his ears. Shame coursed through him—sharp, dizzying—but underneath it, a terrible, aching arousal pulsed in time with his heartbeat.

Ms. Vaughn stroked his cheek gently, the way one might stroke a favored pet, her touch maddening in its tenderness.

"And tomorrow," she said, as casually as if she were discussing the weather, "you’ll learn how to serve drinks in that outfit. I think the clients are going to adore you."

Nathan’s heart stuttered painfully in his chest.

Clients.

People.

Watching him.

He blinked up at her, wide-eyed, terror flickering through him.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile deepened, as if she could read every desperate, terrified thought tumbling through his mind.

"Oh yes," she purred, her voice a decadent promise. "You didn’t think all this was just for me, did you?"

She pressed the tip of the riding crop lightly against his lips, tracing the curve of his mouth with slow, deliberate pressure.

"Smile, pretty girl," she whispered. "And get ready to show the world just how much you love being my little sissy."
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The next night, Nathan knelt at Ms. Vaughn’s feet, panting softly, the latex clinging to his overheated skin, the thong wedged deep between his cheeks.

The polished floor was merciless against his knees, sending sharp little shocks of pain through him. His palms were slick with sweat where they rested against his thighs. And yet he stayed perfectly still, not daring to move until she gave him permission.

Above him, Ms. Vaughn tapped the riding crop lightly against her thigh, studying him like a sculptor admiring a nearly finished masterpiece.

Her smile was slow, indulgent, thick with satisfaction.

"You’re adapting beautifully," she said, her voice low and warm. "Almost like you were made for this."

Nathan flushed so deeply he thought he might combust on the spot—humiliated beyond reason, and yet achingly, painfully hard.

When she extended her hand, he took it immediately, scrambling to his feet as gracefully as the towering heels would allow. He swayed slightly, the latex dress creaking with every nervous shift of his body.

Ms. Vaughn reached out and smoothed the front of the dress, her palm lingering just a little too long over the obscene bulge trapped against the tight material.

Nathan whimpered, helpless to hide the way his cock throbbed under her touch.

"We’ll have to do something about this," she mused aloud, tapping the tip of the riding crop lightly against his trapped length. "Can’t have my little pet advertising himself so shamelessly."

Nathan ducked his head, mortified, burning alive from the inside out.

Ms. Vaughn chuckled softly—a low, indulgent sound, full of rich, wicked pleasure.

"But first..." she said, her voice trailing off as she turned away, hips swaying with every step, "let’s see how you handle a little... company."

Nathan’s stomach dropped hard, and it left him dizzy.

He snapped his gaze up to her, heart hammering against his ribs.

Company?

Ms. Vaughn, calm as ever, pressed a button on her sleek desk phone and spoke with casual authority:

"Miss Carter? Could you bring those contracts up? I’ll need them reviewed before morning."

Nathan’s blood turned to ice.

Miss Carter.

The junior executive assistant. Blonde. Sharp. Ruthless. Known around the office for her brutal efficiency—and her even sharper tongue. A woman who would tear him to pieces if she saw him like this. A woman who would never let him live it down.

Panic seized him by the throat.

He stumbled forward in pure instinct, the towering heels clacking wildly on the floor.

"Please—Ms. Vaughn—please, don’t—"

She silenced him with a single, razor-edged look. Sweet on the surface. Deadly underneath.

"You’ll stay right where you are," she said, her tone dipped in honey and iron. "Hands behind your back. Eyes down. Silent. Obedient."

Nathan whimpered, a pathetic, broken sound escaping before he could stop it. His knees nearly buckled as he squeezed his eyes shut.

"If you move," she added, stepping close enough that he could feel the heat of her body, "if you so much as breathe too loudly... there will be consequences."

He nodded frantically, chest heaving with silent, desperate breaths, every muscle locked tight.

Footsteps echoed faintly down the hall.

Closer.

Ms. Vaughn, calm and composed, drifted back behind her desk, smoothing her skirt as if nothing at all were amiss.

Nathan forced himself to drop his gaze to the polished floor. He locked his shaking hands behind his back, fighting every panicked instinct in his body, pretending—somehow—that he wasn’t standing there in a whore’s dress, a thong biting between his cheeks, ridiculous six-inch heels wobbling under him, panting like a needy little sissy.

The door creaked open.

"Here are the contracts, ma’am," Miss Carter said crisply.

Nathan froze.

Every inch of him screamed to run, to dive behind something, to vanish into the floor. He stayed rooted in place only by sheer terror.

Ms. Vaughn’s voice floated out, smooth as silk. "Thank you, dear. Just set them on the desk."

Nathan felt Miss Carter’s presence like a pressure in the room—closer, closer. He imagined her stepping around the desk, her sharp gaze sweeping the room, snagging on him—

No.

She wasn’t looking.

She couldn’t be.

He stood perfectly still, body tense as a bowstring, barely daring to breathe.

Miss Carter’s heels clicked sharply against the floor as she moved around the desk. Nathan squeezed his eyes tighter, heart pounding so violently he thought it might burst.

For a horrifying second, he thought she might come around to Ms. Vaughn’s side—might glance up, see the obscene display he had become, standing there trembling in fishnets and latex.

But then—

"Will there be anything else, ma’am?" Miss Carter asked, brisk and professional.

Ms. Vaughn’s smile, hidden behind her desk, widened.

"No, that’ll be all," she said lightly.

Another soft click of heels.

The door closed.

Silence.

For a moment, Nathan couldn’t move, couldn’t think. His legs gave out beneath him, and he sagged slightly, only barely catching himself.

The relief that flooded through him was dizzying. Blinding.

Ms. Vaughn laughed softly, the sound low and wicked, curling around him like smoke.

"You were very lucky," she said, circling him slowly, the sharp click of her heels measured and taunting. "One little glance. One tiny mistake. And she would have seen exactly what you are."

Nathan whimpered, unable to form words, shame burning so hot it left him trembling.

Ms. Vaughn stopped in front of him, folding her arms leisurely across her chest.

"Tell me," she said, voice almost conversational. "What do you think she would have said, seeing you like this?"

Nathan shook his head helplessly, unable to speak, unable to even imagine the humiliation.

Ms. Vaughn smiled—slow and cruel.

"I think she would have laughed," she said, her voice dropping to a mocking purr. "Laughed and called you a pathetic little sissy. Maybe even taken a picture. Maybe even shared it with the whole office."

Nathan let out a broken sound—half sob, half moan—as the image seared itself into his mind.

"And you would have deserved it," Ms. Vaughn whispered, stepping close, cupping his cheek in one firm, possessive hand—not with gentleness, but with ownership. "You would have deserved every second of it."

Nathan, humiliated and desperate for even the smallest scrap of her approval, leaned into her touch without thinking, nuzzling helplessly into her palm.

Ms. Vaughn's smile turned razor-sharp, predatory.

"Good girl," she murmured.

Then she stepped back, her eyes gleaming like polished glass.

"Time for a reward."

He blinked up at her, confused.

She moved gracefully back to her desk, the faint sway of her hips mesmerizing even through Nathan’s haze of fear and arousal. For a moment, she rifled through a drawer, then straightened with something small and silver glinting between her fingers.

Nathan’s stomach twisted violently when he realized what it was.

A collar.

Delicate, but firm. Black leather that gleamed richly under the soft lighting. From a slender silver loop at the front, a tiny tag dangled, catching the light.

He squinted—and his heart stopped.

The tag was engraved with a single word:

Pet.

Ms. Vaughn approached him slowly, unhurried, savoring every second. As she walked, she unbuckled the collar, the soft snick of the hardware deafening in the stillness of the room.

"On your knees," she commanded, her voice velvet-wrapped steel.

Nathan dropped instantly, the polished floor hard and unforgiving against his fishnet-clad knees. The latex dress creaked as he shifted, every breath catching painfully in his chest.

She knelt down behind him, her hands efficient as she slid the leather around his throat. The collar settled against his skin, cool and supple, a whisper of possession that grew heavier with every passing second. She buckled it snugly at the back, just tight enough to remind him it was there, to remind him what he had become.

When she was finished, she rose smoothly and stepped back, admiring him as if he were a particularly fine piece of art.

"Perfect," she murmured, her voice dripping satisfaction.

Nathan shivered, the weight of the collar almost crushing in its meaning.

Ms. Vaughn reached down, hooking one slender finger through the dangling tag. She gave it a light tug, forcing him to lift his gaze to her.

"You’re mine now," she whispered, so softly it felt like a secret. "Mine to dress. Mine to train. Mine to show off... when I decide you’re ready."

A helpless groan escaped Nathan, his cock throbbing against the tight prison of latex, desperate and aching for a touch he knew he wouldn't be allowed to beg for.

Ms. Vaughn chuckled low in her throat, a sound of rich, wicked amusement.

"But not yet, pretty thing," she said lightly, releasing the tag and letting it swing gently against his throat.

She turned away with a casual sway of her hips and moved to a small cabinet against the far wall. From within, she retrieved a silver serving tray, balanced carefully with two slender champagne flutes and a chilled bottle of Dom Pérignon resting in an ice bucket.

Nathan’s stomach dropped all over again.

She returned and set the tray carefully on the floor in front of him, her movements so graceful they seemed choreographed.

"You’re going to practice serving drinks tonight," she said, her voice silky with promise. "You’re going to practice balancing that tray while walking in those heels."

Nathan stared at the tray, horror blooming fresh in his chest.

"In that outfit," she added sweetly, flashing him a smile that was all teeth and satin.

He exhaled shakily, but Ms. Vaughn only laughed, low and delighted.

"You’ll walk to the door," she instructed, her tone growing firmer, "balance the tray, and walk back. Again and again. Until you can do it without spilling a single drop."

Nathan’s thighs quivered already at the thought.

"And if you stumble," she continued, her voice darkening into something richer, more dangerous, "if you drop anything... the punishment will be very, very harsh."

She lifted the tray easily in her manicured hands and passed it to him.

The metal was heavy and cold, a new kind of burden.

Nathan accepted it with shaking hands, terrified to even shift his weight.

"Smile, pet," Ms. Vaughn said, settling herself elegantly into the chair behind her desk, crossing her legs with casual dominance. "Show me how proud you are to be my perfect little serving girl."

Nathan swallowed hard, forcing a trembling, broken smile onto his lips. He took a deep breath, steadied himself as best he could, and stood.

The heels teetered under him.

The latex dress squeaked as it stretched across his thighs.

The tray trembled in his unsteady grip.

But he took a step forward anyway, forcing himself to walk toward the door.

And behind him, Ms. Vaughn’s laughter, low and delighted, followed him across the room.
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Nathan could barely breathe as he knelt on the polished floor of Ms. Vaughn’s office, the heavy silver serving tray trembling between his sweaty, straining hands.

Hours of practice. Hours of humiliation. And now... it was about to get so much worse.

His knees ached, raw and burning. His calves screamed in protest from balancing endlessly in the towering six-inch heels she had so gleefully insisted he wear. Every muscle quivered, every nerve frayed.

Nathan dared a quick glance upward.

Ms. Vaughn sat behind her massive desk like a queen presiding over court, calm and imperious. Her blood-red dress clung to every sinful curve of her body, the fabric hugging her hips, her breasts, as though it were painted on. Her legs were crossed elegantly, her manicured nails drumming idly on the polished wood.

When she caught him looking, she smiled.

A slow, wicked smile he wasn’t sure he could survive.

"Stand up, pet," she said lazily, uncrossing her legs with a slow, deliberate motion that somehow made Nathan’s heart skip a beat.

He scrambled to obey, muscles protesting violently. The heels wobbled treacherously beneath him, and for a terrifying second, he thought he might topple. His calves ached. The latex dress squeezed his body mercilessly, compressing his chest and hips. The thong wedged so deeply between his cheeks it felt almost permanent now, a part of him he couldn’t remove even if he wanted to.

Ms. Vaughn rose from her chair in one smooth, predatory movement, the click of her heels sharp against the floor. She crossed the room with the unhurried grace of a woman who knew she owned everything—and everyone—within it.

She circled him once, slowly, her manicured nail trailing a teasing path down the taut latex stretched across his chest. Nathan shivered under her touch, his skin electrified.

"You’ve done well, Nathan," she said, her voice low and warm, curling around him like smoke.

Relief fluttered weakly in his chest. Maybe—just maybe—he had earned a reprieve.

But then Ms. Vaughn’s smile turned sharper, more dangerous.

"But tonight," she purred, "you’re going to show me... and my guests... just how perfect you can be."

Nathan’s heart slammed to a halt.

Guests.

Not just the terrifying possibility of being seen. Actual people. Real eyes. Real judgment.

He opened his mouth, panic clawing up his throat, desperate to protest, to beg—but Ms. Vaughn’s hand closed lightly around his throat, her fingers pressing against the snug leather of his collar. The gesture was light, almost tender. And absolutely final.

He fell silent immediately.

"Good pets don’t speak without permission," she murmured against his ear, her breath sending shivers down his spine.

Nathan whimpered softly, his cock straining helplessly inside the tight confines of the latex, throbbing with shameful need.

Ms. Vaughn smiled as if she had expected nothing less.

"I've invited a few very select clients tonight," she continued, her voice rich with amusement. "Important people. People who expect a little... extra entertainment."

She stepped back to survey him critically, her gaze sharp and clinical.

"But you," she said, tapping her chin thoughtfully, "still need a little more polish."

Nathan blinked at her, confused, as she turned away and pulled open a drawer.

When she turned back, she held a small black cosmetics bag in her hand, the silver zipper glinting wickedly under the office lights.

His stomach twisted painfully.

"Sit," she commanded, pointing toward a low stool positioned in front of a full-length mirror.

Nathan obeyed, burning with humiliation, lowering himself onto the stool as gracefully as he could manage. The latex pulled tight across his thighs, the thong shifting even higher, making him wince.

Ms. Vaughn unzipped the bag and began her work.

She smoothed foundation over his flushed skin, covering the blotches of panic and shame with practiced strokes. Her fingers were sure, professional, transforming him piece by piece. Dark eyeliner and shimmering eyeshadow turned his wide, fearful eyes into something smoky and sultry. A heavy coat of bright, glossy lipstick transformed his trembling mouth into a plump, inviting pout.

Then she pulled his hair back, deft fingers gathering it into a high, flirty ponytail, securing it with a clip-on extension that sent long, silky curls cascading down his back and shoulders.

When she finished, she stepped back and set the brush down with a soft click, surveying her work with a smile of pure satisfaction.

Nathan stared at his reflection, heart hammering violently in his chest.

He looked—

Obscene.

Beautiful.

Undeniably, breathtakingly fuckable.

His chest rose and fell in shallow, desperate breaths as he tried—and failed—to reconcile the image in the mirror with the man he used to be.

Ms. Vaughn smiled approvingly, her eyes gleaming with pleasure.

"Perfect," she said, her voice low and final. "Absolutely perfect."

There was a soft knock at the door. Nathan flinched.

Ms. Vaughn sauntered to the door, the click of her heels sharp and deliberate against the polished floor. She opened it with a languid sweep of her hand.

Three men entered.

Well-dressed. Confident. Predatory.

Nathan’s entire body tensed at once, every muscle locking tight. His breath caught painfully in his throat. He wanted to make himself smaller, invisible, anything to escape the heavy weight of their gazes.

But Ms. Vaughn clucked her tongue softly, amused.

"Come now, sweetheart," she said brightly, her voice dancing in the charged air. "Show our guests some hospitality."

Trembling, heart hammering wildly against his ribs, Nathan bent down and retrieved the heavy serving tray from where it rested by the mirror. He rose shakily, balancing it carefully as he moved forward in the towering heels she had chosen for him—heels that felt like they had been designed for maximum humiliation.

The men’s eyes raked over him shamelessly, their gazes bold, devouring every exposed inch of his trembling body. The tiny latex dress clung tightly to him, offering no protection, no dignity.

One of the men let out a low, appreciative whistle. "Ms. Vaughn," he said, grinning broadly, "you didn’t tell us you’d arranged entertainment."

She laughed lightly, a sound of pure, unbothered pleasure, and gestured casually for Nathan to serve.

Blushing so fiercely he thought he might faint, Nathan bent awkwardly at the waist, presenting the tray of champagne flutes with shaking hands.

The motion made the tight latex ride up even higher over the curve of his ass, the fishnets stretching taut across his thighs. He felt utterly exposed. Vulnerable.

One of the men reached out without hesitation and gave his exposed cheek a firm, appreciative squeeze.

Nathan gasped, nearly dropping the tray.

The men only laughed, low and dirty.

"Careful, sweetheart," one of them said mockingly. "You wouldn’t want to spill."

Ms. Vaughn merely smiled, utterly unbothered, utterly in control.

"She’s new," she said, as if Nathan weren’t even there. "Still learning his place."

Nathan burned with shame, the humiliation so sharp it felt like a blade against his skin. And yet, sickeningly, his cock throbbed helplessly beneath the latex, dripping pre-cum, betraying him completely.

He shuffled carefully backward, heels wobbling, and took his place against the wall like a good little servant, eyes cast downward, cheeks flaming hot.

The men settled into the leather couches, sipping their champagne and chatting casually with Ms. Vaughn, as though Nathan were nothing more than a decorative object. Something to be admired—or used.

But he could feel their eyes on him. Feel them stripping him naked in their minds. Feel them imagining all the filthy, degrading things they could do to him.

And worst of all... some dark, filthy part of him wanted it.

After a few minutes of idle conversation, Ms. Vaughn’s gaze flicked lazily toward him.

"Pet," she said sweetly. "Come here."

Nathan obeyed immediately, heels clicking against the floor, heart hammering in his chest. He approached, head bowed.

Ms. Vaughn patted her knee.

"Sit," she said simply.

For one dizzy, desperate moment, Nathan thought—hoped—she meant beside her.

But no.

She meant on her lap.

In front of three clients.

Humiliation flooded his veins, white-hot and blinding.

But he obeyed.

He lowered himself awkwardly across her lap, the latex creaking obscenely, the hem of the dress riding up high enough to bare the tops of his fishnet-clad thighs. His cheeks burned hotter than ever.

Ms. Vaughn adjusted him like a doll, settling him sideways across her lap, her arm wrapped loosely around his waist to steady him. She stroked her hand slowly up his trembling thigh, petting him idly as though he were a favored pet.

The men watched openly, amusement and hunger gleaming in their eyes.

Ms. Vaughn tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing him to meet her gaze.

"Smile, sweetheart," she murmured.

Nathan forced a shaky, humiliated smile onto his lips, his heart thudding painfully in his chest.

"Good girl," Ms. Vaughn praised loudly, her voice dripping pride and wicked delight.

The men chuckled, low and approving.

Ms. Vaughn’s hand slid higher, her fingers ghosting over the bulge straining desperately against the tight latex. Nathan shivered violently, his hips jerking helplessly against her touch.

The men laughed again, rough and dirty.

"Sensitive little thing, isn’t he?" one of them said, raising his champagne flute in a mock toast.

Ms. Vaughn smiled like a queen, proud and possessive.

"He’s been very well-trained," she said lightly, tracing a slow, teasing circle over Nathan’s trapped cock with the tip of one manicured nail. "Would you like a demonstration?"

Nathan’s blood turned to ice.

Before he could even react, Ms. Vaughn’s hand slid between his thighs and cupped him firmly through the latex.

Nathan gasped, his whole body jerking, overwhelmed by the sudden, unbearable stimulation.

The men leaned forward, watching eagerly, like predators scenting blood.

Ms. Vaughn leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear.

"Don’t come, pet," she whispered, her voice so soft only he could hear. "If you come, you’ll embarrass me."

Nathan groaned helplessly, every nerve screaming, as she stroked him with slow, devastating movements. His thighs trembled violently. The latex grew damp with his pre-cum, clinging tighter to his swollen cock.

One of the men chuckled, sipping his drink lazily.

"Look at him squirm."

Ms. Vaughn smiled indulgently, her lips curving with a lazy sort of pleasure. "He’s very eager to please," she said, her voice warm and full of quiet pride. "But he knows his place."

Slowly, deliberately, she withdrew her hand from between Nathan’s trembling thighs, leaving him aching, empty, and desperate. She patted his thigh lightly with her manicured fingers, a silent command wrapped in mock affection.

"Down," she said.

Nathan slid obediently from her lap, sinking onto his knees at her feet. His thighs trembled with effort, the muscles sore and shaky from hours spent teetering on impossible heels.

Ms. Vaughn crossed her legs gracefully, one sharp stiletto coming to rest against his bare thigh, a subtle reminder of who—and what—he belonged to.

"You’ll serve my guests tonight," she said casually, as though she were assigning a simple chore. "Refill their drinks. Pick up anything they drop. Obey without question."

Nathan nodded shakily, his heart pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears.

"And," she added, her voice sharpening into something harder, colder, "you will do it all smiling."

The men chuckled, amused.

Nathan forced another shaky, painted-on smile onto his lips, his cheeks burning under his heavy makeup. He rose carefully to his feet, the latex dress squeaking softly with every strained movement.

The night passed in a blur of relentless humiliation.

Balancing the tray with trembling hands. Serving drinks with forced grace. Leaning down to pick up a dropped napkin, feeling the latex ride higher over his ass each time, the fishnets pulling tighter against his thighs. Flushing hot under the men’s open, lecherous stares.

One of them slipped a folded bill into the thin strap of his thong with a smirk and a wink, as if tipping a dancer. Another let his hand trail casually, intimately, over Nathan’s ass as he passed by, squeezing just hard enough to make Nathan gasp softly.

Ms. Vaughn watched it all from her seat, sipping champagne with a lazy, indulgent smile on her lips. She offered no protection. No reprieve. She simply let them play with her pretty little pet however they pleased, proud of the spectacle she had created.

Nathan’s cock throbbed endlessly inside the tight latex, leaking steadily, soaking the material against him. Every touch, every look, every mocking chuckle sent him spiraling deeper into helpless, desperate submission.

By the time the guests finally rose to leave—laughing, trading dirty promises about "next time"—Nathan was barely holding himself together, trembling with exhaustion and need.

The office door clicked shut behind the last client.

Silence settled over the room, thick and heavy.

Nathan collapsed onto his knees in the center of the polished floor, the tray slipping from his fingers, forgotten. The latex clung damply to his flushed, overheated skin. His collar felt heavier around his neck, a constant, possessive pressure.

His mascara was smudged from the heat of the night, the smoky makeup giving him a raw, used look. His thighs shook from hours of standing, serving, enduring in towering heels.

He didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare speak.

Ms. Vaughn stood by the door for a moment, her back to him, silent and composed.

She straightened her dress casually, adjusting a single stray curl of her hair, as if the night had not cost her even a fraction of the effort it had wrung from him.

Then, slowly, she turned.

And when her gaze found him—crumpled and humiliated, wrecked and aching—she smiled.

Slow. Predatory. Triumphant.

"Come here, pet," she said softly, her voice low and commanding.

Nathan didn’t hesitate.

He crawled across the room on his hands and knees, the latex creaking, the fishnets scraping softly against the floor. The tiny dress rode scandalously high over his ass, exposing the shameful curve of him, but he didn’t care. He crawled to her because that was what good pets did.

He reached her feet and pressed his forehead reverently to the gleaming toe of her stiletto.

Ms. Vaughn stroked his hair lightly, almost affectionately, her nails grazing over his scalp in slow, soothing motions.

"You’ve done so well tonight," she murmured, her voice like warm velvet. "So obedient. So pretty. So... desperate."

Nathan whimpered softly, pressing a shaky, grateful kiss to the tip of her shoe.

She chuckled, a low, dark sound that slid down his spine like silk and steel.

"You made me very proud, pet," she said, her fingers threading through his hair. "And now..." Her nails scraped lightly along his scalp, making him shiver. "... it’s time for your reward."

Nathan shivered violently, a tremor running from the soles of his feet to the crown of his head. He ached for her. For her approval. For anything she would choose to give him.

Ms. Vaughn tugged lightly on the ring of his collar, guiding him up onto his knees.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice calm, inevitable.

Nathan obeyed instantly, fingers clumsy with urgency. He peeled the tight latex dress up over his head, gasping softly as the cool air kissed his overheated, flushed skin. The thong followed, leaving him naked except for the fishnet stockings, the towering heels, and the heavy collar locked around his throat.

Ms. Vaughn circled him slowly, savoring the sight.

"You’re mine now," she said, her voice soft and cruel, rich with ownership. "My pretty little sissy. My pet. My plaything."

Nathan shook under her gaze, his cock leaking helplessly, thick droplets running down his thigh.

Ms. Vaughn stepped closer, her fingers trailing lightly over his bare hip, her touch both tender and possessive.

"And tonight," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, "I’m going to mark you. Make you mine. Inside and out."

Nathan whimpered brokenly, overwhelmed, desperate to be taken, desperate to be owned. Desperate to finally belong to her completely.

She pulled him to his feet with a firm, guiding hand, steadying him when he faltered on the towering heels. Nathan clutched at her wrist instinctively for balance, his cheeks burning at the humiliating dependency.

Ms. Vaughn said nothing—only smiled indulgently—and led him toward the large leather couch dominating the center of the room.

"Hands and knees," she said, her tone brooking no argument.

Nathan scrambled awkwardly onto the couch, his latex-clad thighs creaking with the movement. He presented himself without hesitation, dropping onto his hands and knees, ass high, legs spread wide, utterly exposed.

Ms. Vaughn hummed in clear approval, a low, satisfied sound.

She moved behind him, the sharp, commanding click of her heels slicing through the tense air. Nathan heard the soft sound of fabric shifting—something being unzipped—and shivered violently, heart pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears.

Unable to help himself, he turned his head slightly, just enough to catch a glimpse of her from the corner of his eye.

Still fully clothed. Still immaculate. Her blood-red dress smooth and perfect, her hair pinned into sleek, effortless waves. But now she wore something new: a black leather strap-on harness, cinched tightly around her hips, cradling a thick, dark dildo glistening with lube.

It was long. Wide. Menacing.

Nathan’s mouth went dry. His fingers dug into the couch cushions.

Ms. Vaughn stepped closer, the heat of her body radiating against his exposed skin. She rested one gloved hand lightly on his bare hip, claiming him with the simple, possessive touch.

"You want this," she said softly—not a question, but a statement of fact.

Nathan shivered under her hand, shame and need colliding inside him. He couldn’t believe that all of this—this collar around his throat, these heels, this desperate, trembling surrender—had started with a simple conversation about a promotion.

But he wanted it.

God help him, he wanted it.

He nodded, shame burning through every inch of his skin.

"Say it," she ordered, her voice sharper now, slicing through the thick air like a whip.

"I... I want it, Ms. Vaughn," Nathan whispered, his voice breaking with the force of his humiliation. "Please."

"Good girl," she purred, the praise sliding into him like a knife wrapped in silk.

Her gloved fingers slid between his cheeks, smearing more cool lube against his twitching, desperate hole. Nathan gasped, his hips jerking helplessly under her touch, humiliated by how eagerly his body reacted to her slightest command.

Ms. Vaughn chuckled low and dark behind him.

"Such a greedy little thing," she murmured. "Can’t wait to be filled, can you?"

Nathan shook his head frantically, a soft, needy moan spilling from his lips.

She pressed the thick head of the dildo against him, teasing, circling, applying just enough pressure to make his body twitch and strain without giving him what he needed.

Nathan whimpered, rocking back against her without thinking, chasing the pressure, desperate for more.

"Patience, pet," she murmured, the words brushing his fevered skin. "I want to savor this."

Slowly—excruciatingly, achingly slowly—she began to push inside.

Nathan’s fingers clawed at the leather cushions, his breath catching in his throat, a high, helpless moan escaping as she stretched him open, inch by devastating inch. Every nerve lit up with a wild, frantic heat.

It hurt. It burned. But underneath the sting was a pleasure so raw and deep it made his vision blur.

When she finally bottomed out, her hips pressing flush against his ass, Nathan sobbed against the cushions, overwhelmed.

Ms. Vaughn leaned down over him, her body molding along his back, her breath hot and heavy against his ear.

"There," she whispered, her voice rich with triumph. "Right where you belong."

Nathan sobbed again, his cock leaking freely onto the couch below him, his body trembling uncontrollably.

Ms. Vaughn pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, teasing him with the unbearable emptiness—then slammed back in with a single, brutal thrust that punched a cry from his throat.

She fucked him slow at first, almost lazily, rolling her hips, letting him feel every thick inch sliding in and out of his clenching, desperate body. Her gloved hands gripped his hips tightly, fingers biting into his flesh, anchoring him in place, using him exactly how she pleased.

"You’re mine," she whispered against his ear, again and again, her voice steady and merciless.

"My good girl. My sweet little slut. My perfect pet."

Nathan moaned helplessly, the sounds spilling from his throat without thought, without shame. He was lost—completely and utterly lost. The humiliation, the shame, the unbearable pleasure—all of it blurred together until he couldn’t tell where one feeling ended and another began.

He was hers.

Completely.

Ms. Vaughn picked up her pace, driving into him harder, faster, each brutal thrust forcing a broken sound from his lips. The air was filled with the obscene slap of flesh against flesh, each impact pushing him deeper into surrender, deeper into the raw, trembling place where he no longer had a name.

Nathan’s cock bounced helplessly between his thighs, untouched and leaking a steady, humiliating trail of pre-cum. He was so close—so desperate, so ruined—and still she didn’t touch him. Didn’t allow him the mercy of his own hand. She made him take it. Made him want nothing more than the ache of being used.

And the worst part—the most beautiful part—was that he didn’t even want to touch himself.

He didn’t want to be the one to grant himself release.

He just wanted this—wanted her, using him, breaking him, claiming every shattered piece.

Ms. Vaughn leaned down again, her body a powerful, overwhelming weight against his back. She nipped lightly at his earlobe, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin in a way that made him shiver.

"Come for me, pet," she whispered, her voice like velvet laced with steel. "Come from my cock inside you."

The command hit him like a thunderclap.

Nathan screamed—a high, broken, feminine sound—as his body convulsed uncontrollably. His orgasm ripped through him with terrifying force, untouched, unstoppable. He came violently, helplessly, spraying hot ribbons across the leather cushions, his body locking and trembling with the sheer, shattering release.

Ms. Vaughn didn’t stop.

She fucked him through it, through the aftershocks, grinding him down into the couch, into the floor, into nothing. She owned every gasp, every shudder, every twitch of his exhausted body.

Only when he was whimpering softly, completely undone, did she slow. Her movements became languid, almost tender. Finally, she withdrew with deliberate slowness, the loss of fullness making him gasp.

Nathan collapsed forward onto the couch, his body a boneless heap of wrecked nerves and slick, shivering skin.

Ms. Vaughn stroked his back lightly, soothingly, tracing slow circles along his spine with her gloved fingers.

"You did so well, my sweet thing," she murmured, her voice low and rich with approval.

She pulled him up into her lap, arranging his limp body with casual strength, cradling him against her chest like a beloved trophy.

Nathan clung to her without hesitation, burying his face against her shoulder, trembling, too spent to do anything but breathe her in.

Ms. Vaughn kissed the crown of his head, her lips lingering there with something almost affectionate.

"You’re mine now," she whispered against his hair.

Nathan nodded weakly, a soft, broken sound escaping him. Words were beyond him, scattered like ashes in the wake of his surrender.

She smiled against his temple, one hand reaching down to the collar still snug around his throat. With careful fingers, she unclipped the silver tag—the one that had read Pet—and slipped it into her pocket.

Replacing it with a new one.

When he dared to glance down, he saw it gleaming in the soft, dim light: a simple, devastating word.

OWNED.

Ms. Vaughn hugged him tighter, her arms a cage he never wanted to escape.

Nathan smiled.

A real, trembling, content smile.

Because somewhere deep inside, deeper than shame, deeper than pride, he knew the truth.

He would do anything she asked.

Anything.

Because he wasn’t Nathan anymore.

He was hers.

Forever.


WIFE KNOWS BEST


I’m standing in front of the stove, absentmindedly stirring a pot of red sauce. Rachel’s perched on the couch behind me, half-lounging with a wine glass dangling between her fingers like she’s auditioning for a commercial. She hasn’t said much in the last few minutes, but I can feel the weight of her watching me.

Then, there it is—that sound. The sigh. Soft and long, and one hundred percent intentional.

I don’t turn around right away. I give it a beat. Then another. Finally, I glance over my shoulder. “Alright,” I say. “Let’s hear it.”

She swirls the wine in her glass, eyes still fixed on me. “Do you ever miss going out?”

I frown. “We go out.”

She rolls her eyes. “No, not for groceries or furniture or wine tastings with your coworkers. I mean out. Like, dancing until your calves hurt and you forget your own name out.”

I snort. “You mean that version of you who used to get groped by frat boys and throw up in Lyft rides?”

She lifts her chin. “Yes. Her. I miss her. And don’t pretend like you didn’t benefit from those nights.”

She’s not wrong. That version of her was dangerous. A little wild. And totally, completely irresistible.

“Babe,” I say, setting the spoon down, “we’re married now. We have a king bed and throw pillows and we talk about replacing the water filter. That era’s over.”

She sets her wine down and stands up, walking toward me with deliberate slowness. “Maybe it doesn’t have to be.”

“Oh no,” I murmur, already sensing where this is going.

She leans on the counter, eyes bright with that mischievous sparkle I know too well. “What if we had a girls’ night?”

“I’m sorry—what?”

“You and me. Out on the town. Just two girls. Lip gloss, high heels, a little cleavage. We flirt, we dance, we scam free drinks from horny straight men who think they’ve hit the jackpot.”

I stare at her like she’s lost her damn mind. “You want me to dress up? Like, in drag?”

“No, not drag. Not RuPaul’s Drag Race. I’m not asking you to death drop. I’m talking passable. Soft. Subtle. Bella.”

“Bella?”

“That’s your name tonight.”

I bark a laugh, mostly because I’m too stunned to say anything else. “You’ve officially lost it.”

Rachel grins. “C’mon. One night. I’ll do your makeup. I’ve got a skirt that’ll hug your ass like a dream, and I swear to God, your legs in thigh-highs? Men will drool.”

I turn off the stove and face her fully. “Do you hear yourself right now?”

“Yup. Loud and clear. You’re just scared you’ll like it.”

That earns her a groan. “Oh please.”

“Ben,” she says, dragging out my name like a purr, “don’t act like you haven’t been curious.”

“I have not.”

“Really? Then why didn’t you throw out those satin boxers I bought you?”

“They’re comfortable!”

“They’re panties, baby.”

“They are not panties. They don’t even have lace!”

She raises an eyebrow. “Yet.”

I open my mouth. Close it. Open it again. Nothing useful comes out.

She crosses the distance between us, hips swaying, that smug little smirk curling on her lips. “One night. That’s all I’m asking. A little lip gloss. Some flirty banter. Maybe a tongue kiss under the strobe lights. It’ll be fun.”

“And when I get punched in the face for catfishing some poor bastard?”

“We don’t go that far. Unless you want to.”

“I absolutely do not want to.”

“You don’t even know what you want until I show it to you.”

She presses up against me, tilting her head up, whispering like a devil on my shoulder. “You’d be so cute in a crop top.”

My body betrays me. I feel it—the tiniest flicker of interest in my gut. And she feels it too. Her grin deepens.

“Ohhh my God,” she whispers. “You’re thinking about it.”

“No.”

“You totally are.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re imagining yourself in that tight little skirt I wore for your birthday last year.”

“I’m literally not—”

“You’re picturing yourself grinding on me at the club, letting a guy buy us both shots.”

I exhale through my nose, jaw tight.

“Ben,” she says, voice soft now, lips brushing my ear, “just admit it. You’re dying to be my slutty little best friend for the night.”

I close my eyes and swallow hard. God, I should say no. I should laugh it off, turn her down, kiss her forehead and go back to my mediocre sauce.

But I don’t.

Instead, I say, “You’re insane.”

“That’s not a no.”

“It’s a hesitant no.”

“Which is basically a yes.”

“You’re ridiculous.”

“And you’re going to look amazing in fishnets.”

I groan. “If I say yes, will you stop torturing me?”

She bites her lip. “Nope. But I’ll let you pick your own wig.”

“Jesus Christ.”

Rachel turns on her heel and heads toward the bedroom. “Cherry gloss or nude shimmer?”

“Rachel!”

“I’ll grab both. You can choose.”

I stare at the ceiling, wondering how I got here. Then I glance down at the bulge in my sweats that says everything my mouth won’t.

Yup.

I’m absolutely screwed.
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I don’t know how the hell I let it happen, but I’m sitting on the edge of our bed in nothing but a towel while Rachel rifles through her old going-out clothes like she’s preparing for a fashion show.

She’s humming.

Not even subtly. Loudly. Like this is the best night of her life and I’m the makeover project she’s waited her whole marriage to unleash.

“Alright,” she says, holding up a tiny black miniskirt with two fingers like it might bite. “This one. Absolutely.”

“That barely covers your ass,” I say.

“That’s the point,” she replies, tossing it onto the bed beside me. “And yours is just as juicy.”

I bury my face in my hands. “You’re never gonna let me live this down.”

She steps in front of me, arms crossed under her chest, bare legs smooth and glowing under the soft bedroom light. “That’s assuming we make it home before sunrise.”

I look up at her. “You’re really committed to this.”

She grins. “I don’t half-ass my fun, babe. Now stand up. It’s time to become Bella.”

My towel slips as I get up, and she whistles when it drops to the floor. “Damn. Bella’s packing.”

“Don’t start,” I groan.

“Oh, I’m just getting started.”

She pushes me gently back onto the edge of the bed and pulls out a bag of makeup like a magician revealing her next trick. Brushes. Bottles. Palettes. She’s done this before—maybe not on me, but she’s confident. Skilled. Dangerous.

“You’re gonna want to keep still,” she says, already uncapping a tube of something that smells like vanilla frosting. “Or I’m drawing a dick on your forehead.”

I shut my eyes and surrender.

First comes the moisturizer. Then something cool and creamy she rubs into my cheeks and jaw. Her fingers work in slow circles, gentle, sensual. It shouldn’t feel this good—but it does.

Then the brushes start. Foundation. Powder. Concealer. Her touch is steady, her breath soft. She leans in close to swipe something under my eyes, and her chest presses lightly against my arm.

“You’re way too good at this,” I mutter.

“Years of hiding hangovers,” she replies.

I peek at the mirror across the room, but she swats me. “No peeking. You don’t get to see the final look until we’re done.”

“You’re acting like this is a big reveal on America’s Next Top Gender Crisis.”

She laughs. “Honestly? I’d watch that.”

The next twenty minutes are a blur of smells and sensations—cool brushes, warm fingertips, sticky gloss, a flick of eyeliner that makes me flinch so hard she has to redo it. She doesn’t rush, and I can tell she’s savoring every second of this. She hums as she works, pauses now and then to tilt my head just so.

Then she steps back. “Okay. Time for hair.”

“Hair?”

She grabs a blonde wig off her nightstand and fluffs it out. “Got this last Halloween. Never wore it. Too itchy. But it’ll be perfect on you.”

I stare at it. “I look nothing like a blonde.”

“You do tonight.”

She slips a wig cap over my head, and I have to admit: the sensation is bizarre. Humbling. Weirdly intimate. She adjusts the hairline, smooths the sides, fluffs the curls with a little spritz of something that smells like strawberries and hairspray.

When she’s satisfied, she steps back, arms folded.

I raise an eyebrow. “Well?”

“Oh, you’ll see,” she says, grabbing a bundle of clothes from the bed. “Now get dressed.”

I eye the pile. Lacy black panties. Fishnet tights. A black crop top with a plunging neckline. And the miniskirt.

“This is a hate crime.”

“Think of it as character development.”

I sigh and step into the panties. They’re tight. Way tighter than I expected. The fishnets take a solid two minutes of awkward shimmying. Rachel watches, absolutely no help at all, biting her lip and taking photos when she thinks I’m not looking.

Then comes the skirt. My thighs barely squeeze through. When it’s finally on, she gives my ass a little slap.

“Goddamn,” she whispers. “You make a better girl than half the women I know.”

I throw the crop top over my head. It hugs my chest and clings to my arms, showing off every line of my body in a way I’m not used to. It’s… hot. Uncomfortably so.

Rachel hands me a pair of black ankle-strap heels. I stare at them like they’re weapons.

“I’m going to break my ankles.”

“Only if you don’t strut.”

I sit back on the bed, struggling with the buckles while Rachel rifles through her jewelry box. She picks out gold hoops and slips them onto me, followed by a delicate choker with a little heart charm. Then she holds out a compact mirror.

“Ready?”

I hesitate. Then nod.

She flips it open and I see myself.

And I freeze.

Holy shit.

It’s not that I don’t look like me—I do. But it’s me, filtered through some warped, hyperfeminine lens. My jaw looks softer. My lips are glossy, full. The blonde hair frames my face in a way I didn’t think possible. I blink. I look… hot.

Rachel leans down next to me, her chin brushing my shoulder. “Told you.”

“Jesus,” I mutter.

She grins. “You’re going to be the hottest girl at the bar tonight.”

I meet her eyes in the mirror. Something flickers between us. Something that wasn’t there ten minutes ago. Not just mischief now. Not just teasing.

Something else.

She bites her lip. “How do you feel?”

I swallow. “Weird. Turned on. Mildly afraid.”

“Perfect,” she says, standing. “We leave in twenty minutes.”

“Wait—what if someone recognizes me?”

“Ben’s not coming tonight,” she says, already heading back to her closet. “Tonight, it’s just Bella.”
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The club smells like sweat and vodka and cheap perfume. Bass shakes the floor under my heels, and the lights strobe bright enough to make me dizzy. Rachel’s leading the way through the crowd, tugging me along by the hand like a girlfriend dragging her shy bestie out of her shell.

It’s hotter than hell in here. My fishnets are already sticking to my thighs, and the tiny black skirt isn’t doing anything to protect me from the wandering eyes we’re collecting.

And we are collecting them.

Heads turn when we walk by. Some women give us quick, approving once-overs. Most of the men practically break their necks.

Rachel notices. Of course she notices.

She flashes me a grin over her shoulder. "Told you you'd be a heartbreaker."

I tug self-consciously at the hem of my skirt. "They’re looking at you."

She laughs. "They're trying to figure out which one of us is easier."

I roll my eyes, but inside, my heart's hammering so hard I can barely breathe. Every step feels like a performance. Every glance feels like a spotlight.

Rachel pulls me toward the bar and leans in, her body pressed tight against mine. She orders two drinks without even glancing at the bartender. His eyes never leave her cleavage—or mine.

I almost don't recognize the voice that comes out of me when I say "thank you." It's higher. Breathier. The way she coached me.

The bartender grins wide. "First round’s on me, ladies."

Rachel winks. "You're a doll."

We grab our drinks and slide into a corner booth. The music is pounding loud enough that we have to lean close to talk. Rachel brushes her hair behind her ear, flashing a wicked smile.

"You’re a natural," she says.

I shake my head. "This is insane."

"And yet," she says, tilting her head, "you’re still sitting there in panties and lip gloss."

I take a sip of my drink—something pink and deadly strong—and glance around the club. No one’s looking at us like they know. No suspicious squints. No accusations.

Just hungry, appreciative stares.

Rachel leans in close, her lips brushing my ear. "Relax," she whispers. "You're my naughty little girlfriend tonight."

I shiver.

She laughs and grabs my hand under the table, threading her fingers through mine.

We sit like that for a while, sipping our drinks, pretending to be two hot girls just out for a night of bad decisions. I should feel ridiculous. I should feel humiliated. But instead, I feel electric. Like I’m buzzing under my skin.

A guy comes up after a few songs, some muscled-up bro in a polo shirt and too much cologne. He leans on our table like he’s got a shot in hell.

"Hey," he says, flashing a too-white smile. "You girls here together?"

Rachel glances at me and smiles sweetly. "We’re together," she says, drawing out the word just enough to leave room for interpretation.

The guy licks his lips. "That’s hot."

I nearly choke on my drink. Rachel giggles and leans her head on my shoulder.

"Buy us a drink, and we might give you a show," she purrs.

The guy doesn’t hesitate. He waves the bartender over like he owns the place.

Rachel leans up and kisses my cheek, her gloss leaving a sticky mark. I blink at her, stunned. She just grins and nudges me under the table with her knee.

"Play along," she mouths.

The drinks keep coming. I’m lightheaded, my body humming from the alcohol and the bass and the unbelievable fact that we’re actually pulling this off. Rachel clings to me, laughing too loud, touching too much. She runs her hands up my bare thighs, strokes my hair, traces my lip with her finger.

It’s all an act.

It should be all an act.

But every touch sends little shockwaves through me. Every whisper in my ear makes my skin prickle.

When our new friend’s attention shifts for a moment, Rachel leans in, her mouth brushing the shell of my ear.

“You’re so good at being my little slut tonight,” she whispers.

I nearly moan.

Instead, I squeeze my thighs together under the table, trying to ignore the growing ache between my legs.

Rachel pulls back and winks. Then she stands and grabs my hand.

"Come on," she says. "Dance with me."

I hesitate for half a second. Then I let her drag me onto the dance floor.

The music hits harder out here, the beat vibrating through the soles of my heels. Rachel spins into me, laughing, her hands sliding down my sides to rest on my hips. I let her guide me, moving awkwardly at first, then finding the rhythm.

She’s so close I can smell her perfume, feel the heat radiating off her. Her body presses into mine, her hands slipping lower, skimming the hem of my skirt. She leans in, her breath hot against my throat.

"Relax," she murmurs. "You’re doing amazing."

I close my eyes and let the music take over. Let her take over.

She spins me again, and suddenly my back is pressed to her front. Her arms wrap around my waist, holding me tight as we sway together.

I feel hands brushing my hips—other hands. A stranger’s hands.

I open my eyes and catch a glimpse of a guy behind us, smiling, his hands light and casual like he’s testing boundaries.

Rachel just laughs and pulls me closer against her. She runs her hands up my sides, cupping my fake boobs through the crop top, and kisses my neck.

I should pull away. I should say something.

Instead, I arch into her touch.

The stranger leans in, says something I can’t hear over the music. Rachel just laughs again and shakes her head, mouthing, Not tonight.

The guy backs off, disappointed but smiling.

Rachel spins me to face her, her hands sliding down my arms to grip my wrists.

"You’re a hit," she says, grinning.

"I’m going to kill you," I mutter, but my face is hot, my heart racing.

She tilts her head. "You’re loving it."

I want to deny it.

But I can’t.

Because she’s right.

We dance for what feels like hours. Every song blurs into the next. Every beat pulses through my veins. I forget the fishnets. I forget the heels. I forget the fake name and the fake hair and the sticky gloss.

I’m just Bella.

Rachel grinds against me like she’s forgotten I’m not really her girlfriend. Her hands are everywhere—my waist, my thighs, my ass. At one point, she pulls me close and kisses me full on the mouth.

It’s hot and sweet and messy.

And it sends a bolt of heat straight through me.

She pulls back, her lipstick smudged, and grins.

“You’re mine tonight,” she says.

And for the first time all night, I don’t even want to argue.

We’re still on the dance floor when I notice him.

Tall. Broad shoulders under a black button-down that’s rolled at the sleeves. Dark hair, dark eyes. A sharp jawline that looks like it was carved out of stone. And confidence—so much of it that it rolls off him like heat.

He’s leaning against the far wall, drink in hand, watching us.

No—watching me.

I look away quickly, heart stuttering. Maybe I’m imagining it. Maybe he’s just staring because I look ridiculous, a guy stuffed into a skirt and fishnets, pretending to be a party girl.

But when I glance back, he’s still looking. Still smiling. Slow. Hungry.

Rachel follows my gaze. I see the moment she notices him. Her smile turns wicked.

“Well, well,” she murmurs, brushing a stray hair from my cheek. “Looks like you’ve got an admirer.”

I flush. “He’s looking at you.”

“Nope.” She tilts her head. “He’s locked in on my little Bella.”

I shake my head. "No way."

Rachel leans close, her breath hot against my ear. "Flirt with him."

My stomach twists. "What?"

"Come on. It’s part of the game. Let's see how far we can take it."

"Rachel—"

"Please," she says, pouting. "For me?"

God, she knows exactly how to get under my skin.

Before I can come up with a solid excuse, the guy starts making his way toward us.

Panic flares in my chest. I grab Rachel’s hand, but she just grins and squeezes it reassuringly.

"Relax," she says. "Just be my naughty little girlfriend."

I don't have time to argue before he’s standing in front of us, looking even better up close. He smells like expensive cologne and trouble.

"Hey," he says, voice low and smooth. "You two having a good night?"

Rachel laughs, a soft, breathy sound. "We’re having a great night."

He turns those dark eyes on me, and I feel them like a touch. "Looks like it."

I can’t breathe.

Rachel nudges me. I force a smile. "Yeah," I manage, my voice coming out higher than usual. "It’s... fun."

God, I sound ridiculous.

But Marco—he introduces himself with a warm, easy smile—doesn’t seem to notice. Or if he does, he doesn’t care.

"Mind if I join you for a drink?" he asks, looking between us.

Rachel beams. "We’d love that."

I shoot her a glare, but she ignores it, already dragging me toward the bar.

We squeeze into a booth along the side wall. Marco sits on my other side, effectively trapping me between him and Rachel. His thigh brushes mine under the table. I tell myself it’s accidental.

I tell myself a lot of things.

Marco orders a round of shots. Rachel raises her glass, clinking mine with a wink.

"To new friends," she says.

"To new adventures," Marco adds, his gaze lingering on me.

I toss back the shot, coughing a little. Rachel laughs and pats my thigh under the table.

"You okay, Bella?" she teases.

I nod, cheeks burning.

Marco’s hand stays close. Too close. His fingers brush lightly against my fishnet-clad thigh, just enough to send a jolt straight to my core.

Rachel notices.

Oh, she definitely notices.

Her smile turns sharp. She leans into me, her hand sliding up my other thigh under the table, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin.

"You're doing so good," she whispers.

I nearly choke.

Marco leans closer too, his arm sliding along the back of the booth, his fingers casually brushing the bare skin of my shoulder.

"You’re gorgeous," he says, voice pitched low for only me to hear.

My heart is pounding so loud I’m sure Rachel can hear it.

I swallow hard. "Thanks."

He grins. "Shy?"

Rachel answers for me. "Only when she’s being a good girl."

Marco’s smile widens.

I don’t know where to look. Rachel’s hand is inching higher. Marco’s hand is dangerously close to my ass. My body’s reacting in ways it shouldn’t—tightening, throbbing, wanting.

Rachel shifts even closer, her thigh pressing against mine. She tilts her head, pretending to whisper something in my ear but making sure her hair brushes my cheek, her breath feathering over my jaw.

"Flirt with him," she whispers.

I glance up at Marco, and his eyes catch mine. Heavy. Heated.

I don’t think.

I just... smile. Soft. Coy.

It feels natural. Too natural.

Marco’s hand slides higher, bold now, resting fully on my thigh. His fingers trace slow, deliberate patterns through the fishnet. I shudder.

Rachel watches, fascinated. She licks her lips and leans her head against my shoulder, her hand slipping around my waist under the table.

Marco leans in, his lips so close to my ear that I can feel the heat of his breath.

"You’re fucking stunning," he murmurs. "I bet you taste even sweeter than you look."

I suck in a breath, my body clenching with need and panic and... something dangerously close to excitement.

Rachel presses a kiss to my shoulder, slow and lingering.

"You okay, baby?" she purrs.

I nod, dizzy.

Marco’s fingers drift higher, brushing the edge of my skirt, teasing the bare skin beneath. His thumb strokes the inside of my thigh, slow and deliberate.

My cock twitches—betrays me—straining painfully against the tight panties.

Rachel stiffens for half a second, feeling the shift in my body. Then she relaxes, her eyes darkening with something that looks suspiciously like arousal.

Or maybe confusion.

Or maybe both.

I’m too far gone to tell.

Rachel’s hand slides lower, over the curve of my ass, squeezing lightly, like she’s testing me. Testing herself.

Marco shifts even closer. His mouth is right at my ear again.

"I want to taste you," he whispers. "Both of you."

Rachel’s nails dig lightly into my hip, almost possessive.

I’m panting now, every nerve in my body lit up like a live wire.

Rachel pulls back just enough to meet my eyes. Her pupils are blown wide. Her cheeks are flushed.

"Let’s go somewhere quieter," she says, her voice low and rough.

Marco’s grin is pure sin.

He stands and offers his hand to me.

I stare at it for a second too long.

Rachel nudges me gently.

"Come on, baby," she says, voice dripping with sweet dominance. "You’re doing so good."

I slip my hand into Marco’s, and he squeezes it—firm, sure.

Rachel slides out of the booth after me, her hand resting low on my back, guiding me toward the darkened hallway leading to the VIP lounge.

I’m trembling, lightheaded, my body screaming with confused, desperate need.

But I go.

I follow them both, heels clicking on the sticky floor, heart pounding against my ribs.

I don't know where this night is going.

But I know there's no turning back now.
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The elevator ride up to the suite is suffocating.

Rachel stands on one side of me, Marco on the other. I’m caught between them like some trembling little treat, and they both know it.

Marco’s hand brushes mine casually, his knuckles grazing my fingers, and my heart skips painfully in my chest. Rachel watches the whole thing, a slow, secret smile tugging at her lips.

The doors ding open, and Rachel leads the way down the hallway, her hips swaying in that deliberate, slow roll that’s always driven me insane. I stumble after her in my too-high heels, Marco's presence a heavy weight at my back.

She slides the keycard into the door and pushes it open, stepping inside like she owns the place.

I hover on the threshold, my pulse hammering in my ears.

Rachel glances over her shoulder. “Come on, Bella. Don’t get shy on me now.”

Marco chuckles low under his breath and brushes past me, stepping into the room.

I follow, because what else can I do?

The door clicks shut behind me, and suddenly the air feels too thick, too heavy.

Rachel kicks off her shoes and flops onto the bed, sprawling like a queen on her throne. She props herself up on one elbow and watches me, her gaze heated, curious, almost predatory.

Marco leans against the wall by the window, unbuttoning the cuffs of his shirt, rolling his sleeves higher up his forearms.

He’s still watching me, too.

I shift on my feet, clutching the tiny strap of my purse like it’s a lifeline.

“This is insane,” I murmur.

Rachel laughs softly. “Isn’t that the point?”

Marco pushes off the wall and steps closer.

I back up without thinking—just a step—until the backs of my knees hit the edge of the bed.

Rachel sits up straighter, her eyes locked on me.

“Relax, baby,” she says, voice low and smooth. “You’re safe.”

Marco stops a foot away from me. His hand lifts, slow and deliberate, and brushes a piece of hair from my face.

His fingers linger on my cheekbone.

“You’re gorgeous,” he says.

I swallow hard.

Rachel tilts her head. “Let him kiss you, Bella.”

My heart stutters.

“What?” I croak.

She smiles. “You’re doing so good tonight. Might as well see how far you can go.”

Marco’s hand slides down, cupping my jaw gently.

He gives me a look—one chance to pull away.

I don’t.

I can’t.

He leans in, and when his lips meet mine, it’s nothing like I expect.

It’s soft. Careful. Not demanding or rough. His mouth moves over mine like he’s savoring it, like he’s wanted it for longer than the last hour we’ve known each other.

I stand there, frozen, letting it happen.

Then my body betrays me—again—and I melt into it.

My lips part. His tongue brushes lightly against mine.

A soft, broken sound escapes me.

Rachel watches from the bed, her cheeks flushed, her chest rising and falling faster.

Marco pulls back slightly, his forehead resting against mine.

I can’t look at him. I can’t look at her.

I’m half-hard under the tight press of my panties, throbbing and aching and so confused I could cry.

Rachel's voice cuts through the heavy silence.

"You want this, don’t you?"

I squeeze my eyes shut.

“I don’t know,” I whisper.

“Liar.” Rachel laughs, but it’s not cruel. It’s soft. Almost affectionate.

She gets up from the bed and comes to me, her fingers lifting my chin, forcing me to meet her gaze.

"You can stop any time," she says. "Just say the word."

I nod, throat too tight to speak.

She smiles and kisses my forehead.

"Your safeword is 'red,' okay?"

I nod again.

She strokes my cheek, her touch lingering. "You say red, and everything stops."

I lick my lips, tasting Marco on them.

"I won’t say it," I whisper.

Her smile deepens.

"Good girl."

Something inside me shatters at those words.

Marco kisses me again, deeper this time, his hands sliding down to my hips, gripping them tightly.

Rachel steps back and watches, arms crossed, biting her lip.

Marco's fingers skim under the hem of my skirt, finding the bare skin of my ass.

I gasp into his mouth, my whole body trembling.

Rachel laughs softly. "Looks like Bella likes being touched."

I want to tell her to stop. I want to tell her to keep going. I want everything and nothing all at once.

Marco pulls back again, his thumb stroking my lower lip. "You’re beautiful," he says.

I don't know if he knows. I don't know if he cares. Rachel steps closer again, her hand sliding up my back.

"Take care of her," she tells Marco. Then she leans in and kisses me—hot and possessive and claiming. When she pulls away, her eyes are darker than I’ve ever seen them.

"You're mine," she says. "But tonight, I’m sharing you."

I shiver, knees weak. Marco grins and sweeps me up into his arms like it's nothing, carrying me over the bed.

I yelp, laughing breathlessly, my hands clutching at his shoulders. Marco lays me down gently, his hands roaming, exploring. Rachel climbs onto the bed beside us, running her fingers through my hair, soothing me.

And as Marco's hands slide higher, and Rachel’s lips find my neck, and my body arches between them, I realize something terrifying and wonderful all at once.

I don't want it to stop.

I don't want any of it to stop.

I should be panicking.

I should be putting on my clothes, running out of this room, laughing it off as a joke gone too far.

Instead, I’m flat on my back on our hotel bed, thighs spread, heels still on, and Marco’s hand is between them.

He’s slow at first. Teasing. His fingers press against the front of my panties—soft, black, barely covering me. I gasp when he makes contact. Not from pain. From shock. From how good it feels to be touched like this.

He grips gently, unbothered by the fact that I have a cock. The pressure is light, but it’s enough to make me shudder.

My cock is already hard—has been hard since the elevator. And now I’m leaking through the lace, fully exposed and humiliated and somehow... still aching for more.

Rachel sits beside me, propped on one hip, her legs crossed like she’s at a spa. Her lipstick is slightly smudged from earlier, and her pupils dilated. She looks between Marco and me like she’s watching something she didn’t know she needed.

And she’s smiling.

Not out of cruelty. Out of satisfaction.

“You’re so sensitive,” she murmurs, brushing hair from my face. “You like when he touches you, don’t you?”

I try to speak, but Marco grips just a little harder, and my hips buck.

Rachel laughs softly. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

Her hand slides to my chest, and she strokes one nipple through the sheer top I’m still wearing. I arch into her touch without thinking.

“You’re such a good girl,” she purrs. “So soft. So pretty. My perfect little slut.”

I moan, and she leans down to kiss my cheek—then my neck—then the corner of my mouth. Her gloss tastes like berries and heat.

Marco keeps working me with those expert fingers, rubbing slow, deliberate circles over the soaked fabric. He hasn't even taken my panties off yet, and I'm already squirming.

Rachel watches me with that look again—half in control, half completely mesmerized.

“Do you want to go further?” she asks, her voice low and careful.

I meet her eyes. I should say no. I should set a boundary. But the words die on my tongue. My whole body is screaming yes.

Rachel touches my cheek gently. “Say it. I need to hear you say it.”

“Yes,” I whisper. “Please.”

She smiles like I just passed some secret test.

“Good girl.”

Then she reaches down and takes Marco’s hand in hers.

Guides him. Rachel leans in close. “Take them off,” she tells him. “I want to see how hard she is.”

Marco hooks his fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugs. He’s slow. Reverent. I lift my hips, trembling, letting him slide them down past my thighs, down my legs, until they’re dangling from one ankle strap.

And then I’m exposed.

Utterly.

My cock is hard, twitching against my belly, throbbing with every beat of my heart.

Marco breathes out, “Fuck.”

Rachel just grins. Her fingers slide down between my legs, brushing my balls, cupping me. I can’t stop the moan that escapes me.

“You’re dripping precum, baby,” she says, her voice a mix of praise and amusement. “You want to be touched so badly.”

Marco lowers his head and kisses my thigh. Then higher. Then again, near the base. His breath is hot, and every nerve in my body is singing.

Rachel strokes my cock lightly while Marco kisses around it, avoiding the head like it’s on purpose, like he’s punishing me.

“Please,” I gasp, hips twitching. “I—I need—”

Rachel kisses me again, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against mine. When she pulls back, she’s flushed and breathless.

“Beg him,” she whispers.

I look at Marco, and I see the way he’s watching me—hungry and fascinated and still somehow gentle.

“Please,” I whisper. “Touch me.”

He does.

One hand wraps around the base while the other slips beneath my ass, fingers exploring, probing.

Then he licks.

Not hesitant. Not awkward.

Long, slow strokes of his tongue from base to tip, tasting me, teasing me.

Rachel’s hand doesn’t stop. She cradles my cheek, her other hand kneading my chest, watching every tremble, every gasp.

“You’re so sexy like this,” she whispers. “So helpless. So mine.”

Marco moans softly against me. The sound of it vibrates through my cock, and I cry out.

Rachel smiles like she’s lust-drunk on it.

“Look at you,” she murmurs. “Letting another man play with you while I watch.”

Marco’s lips wrap around the head, and my back arches off the bed. My thighs shake, my breath coming in shallow bursts.

I’m close. Embarrassingly close.

Rachel kisses my jaw. “You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I choke out.

“Then ask him.”

I look at Marco through wet lashes. “Please. Please let me—”

He takes me deeper, one hand gripping my thigh, the other stroking what he can’t fit into his mouth.

I’m gone.

I cry out, my hands fisting the sheets, my whole body convulsing as I come—harder than I thought possible—spilling across his tongue, down my belly, trembling like a leaf.

Marco doesn’t stop until I’m twitching, too sensitive, pushing weakly at his shoulders.

He pulls back, licking his lips.

Rachel brushes hair from my forehead. Her voice is soft. Sweet.

“That’s my good girl.”

And then she kisses me, slow and deep and full of heat.

I melt into her, my body spent, my heart racing.

I’m still catching my breath, legs spread, cock soft and leaking across my belly, when Rachel climbs over me and straddles my hips. Her thighs are slick with heat, and her eyes are darker than I’ve ever seen them.

She brushes her fingers along my cheek, so gentle it nearly breaks me. Behind her, Marco is quiet. Watching. Still hard. His shirt’s half-unbuttoned now, sleeves rolled high, a thin sheen of sweat glinting on his collarbone. He looks hungry.

Rachel follows my gaze and smiles slowly.

“Do you want him?” she asks me.

I blink up at her. My lips part. “I—I think so.”

“You don’t have to think,” she murmurs, running her thumb across my bottom lip. “I can see it. You need it.”

I whimper as her hand trails lower, past my belly, between my thighs. She cups me—tender, knowing—and I arch into her palm.

“You’ve been such a good girl tonight,” she says. “So obedient. So pretty.”

Her hand pulls away, and she shifts, motioning Marco forward without a word. He moves like a shadow. Controlled. Focused. She glances back at him with a smile.

I feel my breath catch in my throat as Rachel looks back down at me. “This is your last chance to say no,” she says. “You want to stop, you say red. Understand?”

I nod. My voice barely works. “Yes.”

Rachel leans down and kisses me, slow and deep. “Then be a good girl, baby. Let him in.”

She moves aside just enough, and Marco kneels between my thighs. He spits on his palm and strokes his cock until he’s wet enough for me, just barely.

I’m trembling.

He’s slow—thank God he’s slow. I feel his hard cock between my cheeks, warm and slick and impossible. Rachel’s hand slips into mine, grounding me.

“Breathe,” she whispers. “You’re doing perfect.”

He presses against me. I gasp.

He waits. Breathes.

Then pushes forward. And I open.

It’s overwhelming. Full. Too much and not enough. I cling to Rachel’s hand like I’ll fly apart if I let go.

Marco groans low in his throat, and the sound vibrates through me. Rachel strokes my forehead, murmuring things I can’t hear over the pounding of my pulse.

“God, you’re so hot with a man fucking you like this.”

Marco moves, slow and steady, and my body adjusts around him. Every inch is new, every sensation amplified by the weight of what this means. What I’ve become.

From her husband to her girlfriend to her toy. And to my surprise, I love it.

Marco fucks me with smooth, controlled strokes, and Rachel watches, her hand still holding mine, her other drifting down to touch herself through her panties.

“I’ve never been so turned on,” she whispers. “Watching you like this… open, soft, begging for it…” She leans in close, kisses my ear. “If only you could see yourself.”

Marco’s rhythm deepens. My legs fall further apart. I’m moaning now—high, breathless sounds I’ve never made in my life.

Rachel kisses me hard. I taste her arousal, her satisfaction, her need.

Marco groans again, faster now, his thrusts more urgent.

I feel myself slipping.

Coming undone.

Rachel breaks the kiss, her voice shaking.

“Come again,” she breathes. “Do it while he’s inside you. Show us how much you love this.”

Her hand wraps around my hard cock, and within seconds, I explode.

My body tenses, my vision whites out, and I cry out as I come—again—spurting weakly, helplessly, while Marco fucks me through it.

Rachel watches every second, eyes locked on mine.

“That was perfect,” she says. “You’re my perfect, filthy little wife.”

And I believe her. Because right now, in her arms, with Marco inside me, I don’t feel like her husband.

I feel like Bella. And I’m not sure I want to be anyone else.
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Marco’s gone.

He left without a word—just a wink and a soft pat on my hip like he’d just finished a good workout. And maybe he had. My body still feels like it’s vibrating, like he left a ghost inside me, thick and full and deep.

The room’s quiet now.

Rachel’s lying behind me, bare skin against mine, her arm draped casually over my waist. Like this is just another normal night in our marriage. Like I didn’t just get fucked into the mattress by a stranger while she watched.

My face is still flushed. My legs ache. I’m sore and sticky and trembling in that soft, post-orgasm kind of way that’s half bliss, half embarrassment.

I should feel wrecked.

I should feel humiliated.

Instead… I feel free.

Rachel strokes my hair, lazy and slow, fingers playing with the strands of the wig I never took off. She doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t have to.

Eventually, she presses a kiss to my shoulder and whispers, “You did so good, baby.”

I melt.

I don’t know why those words hit so hard, but they do. They always do. Maybe it’s the way she says them—sweet but firm, proud but filthy. Like I’m her prize. Like I’m her plaything.

“My little girlfriend,” she adds, and kisses my shoulder again.

I groan and roll onto my back. “Don’t.”

She just grins and snuggles closer, slipping her leg over mine. “Why not? You looked so cute like that. Lip gloss smeared, cock leaking, face flushed—God, you were a mess.”

I cover my face with both hands. “Rachel.”

“No, seriously,” she says, giggling into my neck. “I don’t think I’ve ever been that turned on in my life. You made the prettiest little noises. And the way you came? Twice?”

I groan again. “Oh my God.”

“Like a perfect little cumslut.”

“Rach—”

She grabs my wrists and pulls my hands away from my face. Her expression shifts, just a little. Softer. Still wicked, but with something tender underneath.

“Hey,” she says. “Look at me.”

I do.

“Are you okay?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

“Really okay?”

I take a breath.

And I nod again.

She leans down and kisses me, slow and careful, her lips sticky with her own smudged gloss. When she pulls back, she rests her forehead against mine.

“I know that was intense.”

“It was,” I whisper. “But I liked it.”

Her eyes light up. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I say again. “More than I expected.”

She strokes my cheek. “It didn’t scare you?”

“It should have,” I admit. “But honestly? It just made me feel… I don’t know. Alive.”

She smiles, slow and warm. “I felt that too. Watching you like that… letting go… letting me see you like that—it did something to me.”

“Yeah?”

She nods. “It was like… I don’t know. Like I was watching you bloom. Like you were finally showing me the part of yourself you keep locked away.”

My throat tightens. “I didn’t even know that part existed.”

She laughs, but it’s soft. “I did.”

That makes something inside me twist.

“You don’t think it’s… weird?” I ask. “That I liked it?”

She pulls my hand up to her mouth and kisses my knuckles. “No, baby. I think it’s hot. I think it’s the hottest thing we’ve ever done. And I want more.”

“More?”

She shifts up onto her elbow and looks down at me, eyes gleaming.

“Yeah,” she says. “I want more Bella. More pretty dresses. More moaning. More ‘yes ma’am.’ I want to see you blush when I tell you to spread your legs. I want you to be mine.”

I swallow hard.

“I already am,” I whisper.

She smiles, wicked and soft all at once. “Good girl.”

I moan without meaning to, and she laughs again, pleased with herself.

Then she lies back down beside me and pulls the blanket over both of us. Her body curls against mine, warm and solid and safe.

Neither of us says anything for a while.

Eventually, I whisper, “I don’t know what happens next.”

She kisses the back of my neck and murmurs, “That’s the fun part, baby. We get to make it up as we go.”

And somehow, that’s exactly what I needed to hear.
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It’s a week later. We’re home. The hotel suite is a memory, but I still feel it in my body—like my skin hasn’t fully peeled off that persona. Like Bella’s still just under the surface, waiting.

I don’t tell Rachel that, though. I don’t have to.

She’s already watching me with that same look she gave me that night—part mischief, part hunger, part something else I still can’t name.

“You miss her, don’t you?” she asks, curled up beside me on the couch, her head in my lap, her fingers tracing lazy circles along my thigh. I’m wearing soft cotton shorts and one of her oversized tees. Not for any reason. Not for the game. Just because it’s comfortable.

I pause, then nod. “Yeah. I think I do.”

Rachel smiles like that’s exactly what she wanted to hear. She lifts herself up and straddles my lap, her legs folding around me. I can feel her heat already. Her energy.

“You looked so pretty that night,” she whispers, kissing the corner of my mouth. “I still get wet thinking about it.”

I groan softly as her hips grind down against mine.

“Say it,” she murmurs. “Say what you are.”

I blush. “I’m your little girlfriend.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your little girlfriend,” I breathe.

She moans and kisses me hard, her hands threading through my hair.

That night, she dresses me again. Not because we’re going out. Not for a prank. Just because she wants to see her Bella.

And I let her. I let her choose the panties. The stockings. The little white bra with the tiny pink bow. I let her brush out my wig and do my makeup. I let her talk me through it—step by step—until I’m soft and flushed and aching all over again.

She watches me in the mirror, and I can feel the lust radiating off her like heat from a stove.

“You’re perfect,” she says. “My perfect little slut.”

I try to deny how hard I am, how much I need this, but she knows. She always knows.
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That night, she puts the strap-on on like she’s done it a hundred times before. Like she’s waited years for this.

I’m lying on the bed in my panties and the little bra she picked out for me—barely filled, barely covering anything. The white lace clings to me like a second skin, still warm from her hands. She stands over me, one knee on the mattress, her fingers trailing up my thigh as she adjusts the harness, the toy jutting forward like a promise.

It’s not massive. Not threatening. But the moment I see it, I feel my whole body tense. Excited. Terrified. My cheeks burn.

Rachel catches the expression and smiles, slow and full of heat. “Aw. Look at my good girl getting all shy.”

“I’m not—” I start, but the words die in my throat as she grabs my chin and makes me look her in the eye.

“Yes, you are,” she says. “And you love it.”

I can’t argue with her—not with how my body feels. Not with the pressure building deep inside me.

She reaches down and brushes her fingers over the bulge in my panties. “You’re dripping, baby,” she purrs. “So eager to be used.”

And she hasn’t even touched me properly yet.

Rachel kisses me, soft at first, then rougher. She pulls my panties down slowly, exposing my smooth, tucked flesh, her breath hot against my ear as she says, “I want to take you tonight. The way Marco did.”

My thighs open instinctively. My breath catches.

She moves behind me, guiding me to the edge of the bed. I kneel, hands gripping the blanket, ass tilted up. Vulnerable. Submissive. Ready.

Rachel leans in close and kisses the back of my neck. Her hands caress me. When the tip of the strap brushes between my cheeks, I let out a tiny gasp. My breath hitches as she presses just a little, testing me, teasing me.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she whispers. “Breathe for me.”

I do.

She pushes in slowly, and my whole body shudders. It’s not pain, not really. Just a stretch. A fullness. A rush of something new and terrifying and exquisite.

She holds still, letting me adjust. Her fingers stroke my lower back, soothing. “You’re doing so good,” she coos. “Such a perfect little girlfriend.”

I moan—soft, broken, needy.

She starts to move. Shallow at first, then deeper. Her rhythm smooths into something deliberate, possessive. Every thrust pushes a whimper out of me. Every inch makes me feel less like the man I was, and more like the woman she’s been creating ever since that night in the hotel.

Rachel grabs my hips tighter and leans over my back, her breasts pressing against me, her breath hot against my ear. “Say it again.”

“I’m your girlfriend,” I pant. “I’m your good girl.”

She pounds harder.

“I’m your little slut.”

Her fingers find my cock—trapped, twitching, leaking—and stroke it in time with the motion of her hips.

“You’re gonna come for me like this,” she growls. “Bent over, stuffed full, just the way you need.”

And I do. Harder than I ever have. It hits me like a wave—sharp, sweet, unstoppable. I cry out, shaking, soaking her fingers and the sheets beneath me.

Rachel doesn’t stop. Not right away. She keeps thrusting until I’m trembling, until my body’s gone slack. Then, finally, she eases out and pulls me into her arms.

She spoons me from behind, still breathing hard, her hands stroking my chest.

I don’t say anything. I don’t have to.

She kisses my shoulder and whispers, “I love my Bella.”

And I know I’ll never be just Ben again.


TAKE IT OFF


When she walked into the store, I didn’t think much of it. Sure, she was drop-dead gorgeous. But she was also just another hot girl, walking in from the boardwalk with a few of her friends.

Being summer on the beach, beautiful girls who are way out of my league were a dime-a-dozen.

And it was my third summer working at my Uncle’s boutique bathing suit shop on the boardwalk, so I’d learned by that point not to bother getting my hopes up whenever a gorgeous girl walks into our store.

It was around closing time, though. Typically, the store was dead after sunset, for obvious reasons. We made our money in the early and middle parts of the day, when people wanted a bathing suit for their day at the beach; not so much for the evening, though.

We closed at nine p.m., despite my insistence that we never sold more than a few items after seven. But, my uncle is stubborn, and has always sworn that eventually this would change.

Even for a jaded and disaffected guy like me, who had seen thousands of beautiful beach girls, this one was something else. I didn’t know what it was, exactly, but there was something different about her. She was wearing a black bikini top and a bikini bottom that ducked into a pair of tiny denim shorts. She had a small tattoo on her arm and a few bracelets and necklaces. She had gorgeous, light blonde hair that slipped down to her sun-kissed shoulders, along with big blue eyes and pouty pink lips that made me wonder if she used lip fillers. Her boobs were on the smaller side, adding to her overall slender and narrow physique. But her curves were enough to entice me, along with the confidence in her gaze.

Maybe it was the fact that her full lips were wrapped around the end of a straw. Her cheeks were sucked in as she slurped on the straw and, with a few of her friends, perused the racks of clothes nearest to the large, open doors.

The ceiling fans spun lazily overhead and I scrolled my phone, trying not to pay her much attention, save for the minimum focus needed to ensure she and her friends were not trying to shoplift. That was a pretty big problem on the boardwalk shops, especially with girls like her.

After a few minutes, her friends said something to her and started off, back out into the night. But the girl remained, by herself.

I looked back down at my phone, trying to ignore the fact that it was now only the two of us in the thousand square-foot shop, with a few dozen racks of clothes and skimpy bathing suits to separate us.

“Do you have any y-backs? Like, g-string thong bikinis?” she then said, as she neared my counter.

I didn’t answer—didn’t want to look dumb responding to her, when, for all I knew, she was saying something to her friends. Her voice was deep and smooth with a hint of rasp.

“Hey, cute guy,” she said to me, coming up to the counter.

I moved my eyes from my phone and looked at her. She smiled, “I figured that would get your attention.”

“Um, what?” I said, trying to play dumb.

“You must think you’re pretty hot, huh?” she laughed.

“Wh—what? No I don’t,” I said, a tad nervous to talk to such a beautiful girl, one-on-one. Her eyes were unflinching and direct as they gazed deep into mine. Whoever this girl was, she had confidence unlike any girl I had ever seen, before.

“Well, you ignore me until I called you ‘cute,’” she teased.

“I was, um… I just wasn’t paying attention,” I said.

“I know,” she said. “You must be really into whatever is on your phone. I bet my girlfriends and I could have swiped half your bathing suits before you even noticed,” she continued.

“I was paying attention,” I said to her.

“So you were watching us?” she said. Her smile was indulgent and easy as it spread on her lips. She took another sip from her straw. I couldn’t help but watch the way her lips swallowed the tip of the straw.

Come on… stop ogling her. I’m better than this, I thought. I’m only going to be disappointed by all of this.

I was twenty-one and, despite having been through high school and nearly all of college, I was a virgin. I’d had a few girlfriends here and there, but nothing that amounted to anymore than heavy petting and some clumsy make-out sessions. Whatever I have, girls did not seem to want it; that much I knew. And the girls I dated were not half as beautiful as this stranger.

Why waste my time getting my hopes up over a girl who I knew was only teasing me, anyway?

“So, you must’ve heard my question, then?” she asked.

“Um, what?” I said.

“About the g-string thong bikinis. Do you guys have any, or is this, like, a shop for old people?” she said.

“We have some,” I said. “Over here,” I continued, and hopped up. I stepped down and onto the sales floor, and walked over to a corner. These bathing suits were deliberately out of the way after my uncle moved them when a few uppity mothers complained that their daughters were getting dangerous ideas, seeing those scantily bathing suits hanging by the entrance to the store. We didn’t want trouble from the city, so we moved them into the back.

Even then, it was rare to get anybody buying them. Girls would come in and look at them. Some would even take a few into the fitting rooms and I would hear them, behind the small tiki doors, giggling, as they undoubtedly modeled the ridiculous clothes to their most intimate girlfriends. But none of them ever seemed brave enough to buy one.

And that was fine with me. It was annoying enough that they would take the bathing suits into the fitting rooms. We had plenty of signs to warn against doing so. But, invariably they would ignore them, and I would be left having to put the bathing suits they ‘sullied’ into a bin for my Uncle to return or sell back to the manufacturers as used or ‘mishandled’ stock. My Uncle would yell at groups of girls whenever he saw them about to take bathing suits into the fitting rooms. I couldn’t really have cared less. I just liked to mind my business and do my hours so I could get back onto the beach and then go home. I was happy enough to never have to sell those sorts of things to giggling teenagers. I wasn’t going to confront them about it trying them on, either.

Every once in a while we’d get a few people buying those g-string bikinis. But these were not squeamish teenagers buying them, but grown women who lived in beachside condos and made it their lifestyle to essentially reside on the shores all day long. They had the confidence—and the bodies—to pull it off.

I led this girl to the corner and showed her a few. She didn’t change her expression from an, indecipherable and stoic gaze. “Hot,” she said, feeling a few of the bathing suits.

“Let me know if I can help you with anything else,” I said to her.

“I’m going to try on a couple,” she said.

“Sorry, it’s not really store policy. You know, hygiene and all that. You can’t try that stuff on,” I explained, a bit hesitant to say it.

She looked at me and smiled. “Come on,” she said. “I’m clean enough to eat off of,” she said. “Just this once?”

Never mind the fact that ‘clean enough to eat off of’ was rattling around in my brain and making my dick hard inside my shorts. I wanted badly to come up with something flirty and sexy to say right back to her; something like, ‘I’ll bet you are,’ while flashing her a shit-eating grin. But, I’m not the sort of beach-bum, cocky jock that could pull that off.

So, I instead took a deep breath and smiled. “Fine,” I said.

Now, I could have stopped her. I could have been more insistent, and told her it wasn’t going to happen for her. I should have, but I couldn’t find the words. I didn’t want to disappoint her, and yet, I already knew it was a waste of time to think she was going to make it worth my while for cutting her some slack.

“Thanks,” she said, with a bubbly grin. It was the most emotion I’d seen from her, yet.

She grabbed a lime-green bikini, along with a bright pink one, and headed into the fitting room. I shook my head and sighed and headed back to the counter.

A few moments later, the light in the corner of the store started to flicker and died, leaving only one other light to keep the rest of the store illuminated.

“Shit, sorry,” I called to her, knowing it had become quite dim in the corner of the store. It wasn’t the first time the light had fizzled-out. It had been happening all summer long, in fact, thanks to a renegade circuit that my Uncle was waiting until the off-season to service.

The girl didn’t respond to my apologies. I couldn’t help but feel stupid. She probably didn’t even notice, after all.

I went back to my phone, and tried hopelessly to put the image of this girl out of my mind, especially knowing that she was in that small little roofless hut, settling into the tiny, bright pink g-string bikini.

I could only imagine what it must’ve looked like.

Well, I didn’t have to imagine for very long, because after a few minutes, the door opened, and she stepped out wearing the g-string bikini. It was dark in the corner, thanks to the broken light, but I could see enough of her to know she was in it and looked breathtaking from head to toe.

As I looked, I muttered the words, ‘holy shit.’ She must’ve heard me, because she smiled and said, “Like what you see?”

“Um,” I hesitated and shifted in my seat. “I was just looking at my phone,” I said, still trying to avoid eye contact.

“Come here,” she said. “I want to get your opinion, up-close,” she added.

“Me?” I asked.

“You’re the only one here,” she laughed, and nodded. “Come on.”

“I, um… I don’t know. You look fine,” I said. “I’m not an expert on that sort of thing,” I explained.

“Maybe not, but you’re a boy. And I wanted to know what a boy thinks of me in this bikini,” she said. “Come here and tell me how the back looks.”

Fuck, I thought. What am I about to get myself tangled up in? Am I really going to go over there and get all hard and horny, just for her to tease me and leave?

I balled my fists out of frustration from my own inability to resist the requests from a beautiful girl. I started down to the corner, trying to hide the boner I already had in my shorts. I was glad that the corner was quite dim; otherwise, I know the tent in my swim trunks might’ve looked quite ridiculous—and obvious.

“So?” she said. She then twirled around and flashed her ass. Save for the teensy neon pink y-back g-string sliding between her perfectly round, taut butt cheeks, her ass was pretty much naked.

Fuck. The things I wanted to do to that tight little ass of hers. Holy shit. But, I tried to look as disinterested as possible, even if I was failing at the effort.

“Um,” I stuttered. “It’s good. Sure. Really good. Do you need anything else?” I asked.

“Really?” she asked, looking over her shoulder. “That’s all you have to say about it? You sound a bit speechless,” she laughed.

“Sort of, yeah,” I confessed.

She then bent over while facing away from me, and I got a better look at her tight ass.

Fuck, girl, what are you doing to me? I thought.

“How about now?” she said.

“Looks fine to me,” I said.

She stood back up and laughed as she stepped towards me. She brought her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into her as if she was a girlfriend I was physically comfortable with. I couldn’t believe it. I was more worried than ever that she was going to push her mound against my bulge. Sure enough, I could feel her pushing against my hard dick.

“What’s wrong? Are you a virgin or something?” she asked.

I probably turned a shade pink in my face. “What? Me? No way,” I said, with what must’ve been a pathetic attempt at a lie.

She laughed. I couldn’t help but feel moved by her infectious laugh. I looked around the store. It was still empty. Every few seconds a couple of people obliviously passed by the open doors of the shop—not that they would have seen us back in the shadows of the store, anyway.

“What are you doing?” I asked, looking into her eyes, before growing too nervous, and turning away.

“Having some fun,” she said. She shrugged and said, “maybe you’ll give me this bathing suit for cheap—or free—if I give you a few good memories with it, first?”

I laughed and shook my head. “My uncle would kill me,” I said.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” she said. “Because, I can feel the hard dick in your shorts. You’re not exactly hiding it very well. I was just thinking before I came in here, how I wish I had a dick to suck, tonight.”

Now my dick was rock hard. I had this beautiful girl wearing next to nothing, talking about wanting to suck my dick? I’m sorry, but what guy can resist that? She should have been arrested for torture!

“Come on,” I said, with a nervous chuckle. “You’re not looking to suck dick.”

“Oh?” she said, with wide, innocent eyes. She suddenly lowered to her knees and licked her lips.

“What are you doing?” I said. But, before I even finished the question, I felt my shorts sliding down my thighs.

“Fuck,” I sighed, as I looked down and watched the girl’s greedy fingers yanking my swim shorts down until my hard dick was free—springing up into the air between my body and her excited eyes.

“Wow,” she said, giggling and covering her mouth. Her lips were wide as she grabbed my dick at its base and inspected it like a freakish amusement.

“No offense but I did not peg you as being hung,” she laughed. “But thank fuck you are.”

“Come on,” I laughed. “Hung? No way. It’s like… seven inches. That’s not ‘hung,’” I continued.

“You’re selling yourself short,” she smiled. “This is a big, juicy cock. I love it,” she said.

Before I could continue with my self-deprecating rebuttals, I felt her warm, wet mouth slide over the head of my dick. “Fuck,” I growled from deep in my gut. “Holy shit.”

She was so fucking gorgeous to begin with, but now, I looked down and saw her big eyes looking up at me as she sucked my dick. Her cleavage was so damn shallow; it almost looked like she had no tits at all. Suddenly, I got a bit worried.

“You’re eighteen, right?” I asked.

She pulled her mouth off my dick-head. And audible pop echoed out, as if she’d pulled a lollipop from her full lips.

“Are you?” she asked.

“I’m twenty-one,” I said.

“Well, I’m nineteen,” she said. “I hope you won’t hold it against me.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, too fucking hungry to care about anything else she said. I suppose the ‘man’ in me finally came out. My balls finally dropped or something, because I wanted her mouth back on my cock, and I didn’t care about being polite or nervous any longer. The carnal desires had gripped me, and weren’t going to let me go.

“Fuck,” I sighed in long, deep breaths. I tried hard to keep from climaxing too early. It would have been embarrassing to do so, but I had never received a blowjob before, and had no idea just how amazing it could feel. Her mouth was like a warm, tight, wet glove around my dick, pulling tightly around the crest of my dick-head.

“Mm… fuck, hold on,” I said, groaning. I had looked to the side, and saw a middle-aged couple, clearly a bit buzzed, stumbling around the entrance of the store.

The girl pulled her mouth from my dick and, as if she already knew my concerns, asked, “What’s a matter? You don’t want an audience?”

“You’re one dirty fucking girl,” I laughed quietly.

“Oh, you have no idea just what kind of girl I am,” she said with a wink, before grabbing my hand and leading me into the small fitting room stall.

“What are you doing?” I asked as the door shut behind us and she slid the little lock until it latched into place, securing our privacy, even as flimsy as it was.

She lowered back down to her knees and continued sucking my dick. Another minute went by before she pulled off and confessed, “I could suck this dick all fucking night. It’s making me so hard.”

“Definitely,” I said, with a dumb smile on my face. It wasn’t until a minute after this that I even processed what she’d said.

She meant her nipples were hard, I thought, reassuring myself.

“Are your nipples hard?” I said to her, smiling and ready to confirm that this was what she had meant.

“Not as hard as my dick,” she smiled.

This I heard loud and clear.

“What?” I asked. “What are you talking about?”

“You didn’t know? Come on,” she laughed. She stood before me, then, and pushed her bikini bottom in my face. I squinted in the dimness, and it was then that I saw a bulge inside the front of the bikini.

“What the…” I said. She grabbed my hand and pulled it forward until my palm rested on the bikini.

“What the fuck?” I said, shocked.

With that, the girl yanked the bikini bottom right off and her dick spilled out. It was half-hard, and throbbing to full size right before my eyes. My brain did a double—and triple—take.

“Holy shit!” I gasped. “You’re a dude?!” I cried.

She laughed and shook her head. “Silly boy,” she said. “I’m a girl… a girl that has a dick. I’m twice as fun as any ‘regular’ girl.”

“You’re not a girl,” I said. “You don’t have a pussy,” I said.

“Yes I do,” she said. She grabbed my hand, then, and pulled it beneath her ball sack. At once, my fingers rubbed against her balmy asshole. I could feel how tight and hairless it was.

“That’s my pussy,” she said. “My bussy.”

I wanted to argue with her. I wanted to lash out, to be quite honest. I felt fucking tricked. But I was hard as a rock. My balls were heavy and full, and I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life. A few moments before she showed me her dick, I swore I would have fucked just about any adult—male, female, space alien—whatever I had to do to empty my balls. And now, she showed me her cock and balls, and I couldn’t exactly claim that my thoughts on the matter had changed. I was still horny. I was still hard as a rock, even after seeing her dick.

“Come on,” she said. She swapped places with me until she was sitting on the small bench. She put her feet on the edge of the bench and splayed them.

“Come down here and suck my dick. I’ll bet you’ve never sucked a girl’s dick, before,” she said.

I wanted to protest the idea that she was a girl. But she was. She smelled of vanilla perfume. When she walked into the store, she looked like the hottest woman I’d ever seen in my life. And when she “modeled” the bikini for me, she looked like a girl I would have give my left testicle to fuck.

And I was going to throw it all away because of a dick? It was silly, really. If somebody had, beforehand, told me about a girl with a dick, I would have assumed I surely could tell right off the bat. I would have expected it would be just like making out—or having sex—with a pretty man. But nope. This was no guy. This was the sexiest, most beautiful, and most feminine girl I think I’d ever seen.

And somehow, the rigid dick between her slender, smooth thighs, did nothing to ruin that fact.

Her dick was smaller than mine, but not by much. It was a beautiful, tanned dick, matching her sun-bronzed skin. She was circumcised, and decently thick. The head was nicely defined, too, and her sack was tight and full. I lowered to my knees as she smiled and said, “Come on. Give it a try. You’ll love it, I promise. And if you do it, you can have my bussy.”

I licked my lips and hesitantly took her dick in my hand. I parted my lips and slowly lowered them around her penis. I felt as the gummy-but-firm head filled my mouth. It didn’t taste bad. It tasted like any other part of her would have, from her shoulders to her neck or lips—any other part of her that I would have gladly kissed and never regretted.

“Mm, fuck,” she purred. Her moans were enough to consider sucking her dick for a moment longer.

“Play with my balls. Caress them—come on and pet them,” she said.

She was catty and demanding, and I suddenly felt like the submissive. Her legs shook and writhed as I sucked the head of her dick and she moaned and giggled.

“Mm… you’re good at this,” she said. “You’re making me so horny,” she smiled. “You’re making my bussy so hungry for your dick. It’s so warm and tight and ready for you.”

I pulled off her dick, eager to fuck her, but she wasn’t finished.

“No, no—not just yet,” she laughed. “You’re going to show my bussy how much you want it. Go on. Eat me. Eat me like you want inside me,” she said.

“Your… your ass?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “My bussy. Don’t worry. I keep it clean enough to eat off of," she winked. “You’ll love how tasty it is.” She tugged the g-string to the side and revealed her asshole. It was tawny and tightly puckered.

I lowered down and took a deep breath, before cautiously sliding my tongue over her asshole. At once, I tasted the remnants of fruity body lotion and maybe a bit of clean sweat. She wasn’t wrong. Her asshole was nice and clean—even tasty. I grew incredibly hard eating her asshole, even as her ballsack rested on the upper arch of my nose. There was something about this that turned me on big time, too.

“Fuck,” she moaned, breathlessly. “Eat it.”

I obeyed her. How could I not? She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my fucking life. And as wild as she was, I couldn’t have cared less what she was working with—so long as she had that amazing asshole.

“Fuck,” she whimpered with pleasure. “Eat my bussy. Push your tongue into me,” she demanded. I then felt her hand on my hair, pushing my face against her asshole. I pushed my tongue nice and firm and felt myself breaking her open. I tasted her metallic flavor as she trembled and writhed.

“Get inside me. Now,” she said. “Fuck this bussy, boy.”

Dizzy and dazed, I stood and grabbed my dick. I was so fucking horny and hard, I was ready to pound my cock through a brick wall, let alone plunge it into a silky, warm asshole.

I spat on my dick until it was slick and shiny, and I pushed the head into the girl’s steamy asshole. I continued pushing until her reluctant hole broke open and she groaned and gasped.

“Yeah,” she said, smiling from ear to ear and holding the back of my head in her hand. She stroked my hair and the back of my neck, moaning as she invited me inside her.

I was surprised it didn’t hurt her. “Are you okay?” I asked. “Doesn’t it hurt?”

“It does, because you’re so big,” she said. “But I like the pain. I love it. Just go slow at first. Let me adjust to you.”

I pumped back and forth. She continued spitting and lubing my shaft each time it pulled out, so that nothing dried out too much. I pushed deeper into her velvety, steamy asshole, and felt like my eyes could roll into the back of my head. It was the most amazing thing I had ever felt in my life. Fuck if I wasn’t ready to blow my load right then and there, only a minute after pushing into her, and when only the head of my cock had disappeared into her snug butt.

“Come on,” she whispered.

I suddenly heard the sounds of clothing hangers being pushed along the metal racks.

“Shit,” I laughed. “People are outside there,” I said.

“Oh no,” she whispered. “I guess we’d better be quiet!”

With that, she started moaning loudly, letting the whole store hear what we were up to. I was embarrassed, yet I was more turned on than ever, before. I don’t know why, but it aroused the fuck out of me for a bunch of strangers to know that I was deep inside a hot girl right there in the fitting stall. I guess it made me feel like one lucky bastard. I didn’t even know who was out there in the store, but I knew they probably wouldn’t spend much longer there. I thought for a moment about somebody shoplifting, and my uncle flipping his shit at me for not paying any attention. But then, I sank deeper into the girl’s steamy, hot center, and forgot all about everything else other than the gooey butt squeezing my dick.

“Fuck,” I exhaled.

The girl smiled and nodded as I lowered and let my forehead fall against hers. I pumped back and forth and finally, she pushed her lips against mine. How could I decline, but to kiss her right back? Our tongues danced together, and I tasted the sweet flavor of her mouth as I pumped back and forth, back and forth, trying desperately not to cum.

She reached down and grabbed her dick. She started to stroke it and I watched. It was surreal watching this beautiful girl jerk-off her dick while I fucked her asshole. It didn’t bother me as much as I might have imagined, beforehand. I suppose there are plenty of things one can get easily acquainted with, when they have their cock buried deep inside a nice, warm hole!

“Fuck me,” she moaned. “I’m getting close. Just keep fucking me like that—don’t cum yet.”

“Fuck,” I exhaled. We continued kissing and I just tried not to cum inside her.

Don’t fucking pump her full of cum like a one-pump chump. Don’t be a virgin loser! I thought to myself, desperate to not fuck it up. But it became increasingly difficult to abstain with each pump into her slick, tight hole.

“Come on… that’s it. Fuck my bussy,” she smiled. “Give it to me. Be a real man and fuck your girl right,” she said. “Just like that,” she continued, taunting and guiding me.

I didn’t dare change anything about the way I fucked her once she seemed to like the angle at which I was plunging into her.

Fuck… come on… I’m going to explode… come on… tell me when, I thought, desperate to let go and cum.

A few moments later, I felt her asshole tighten around my cock.

“Fuck!” she cried out. I looked down and watched as she shot a few ropes of white cum against her belly.

“Cum in me,” she said. “Do it!”

How could I say ‘no’ to this? I only had to pump a few more times before I felt the incredibly pressure in my taint and the base of my cock. I took a deep breath and accepted my fate, cumming deep inside the ass of a girl with a dick! Of all things I could have expected on that warm summer night, this was far and away not one of them!

I moaned and my face grew tight and contorted as the pleasure rose and the ‘point of no return’ was met. Like the wall of a dam bursting, I felt as my body contracted and the massive pressure blasted down my shaft.

“Oh… FUCK!” I cried out. In gasps and grunts, I injected my massive, sticky load right up her butt. With each throb of my dick, I blasted another pearly rope and my mind grew dizzy and empty as I imagined my gooey, white cum painting her insides.

She smiled, cradled my head in her hands and kissed me on my cheeks and forehead. She looked at me and her smile turned to laughter. She nodded and bit her lip. “I can feel you, nice and warm,” she said. “Give it all to me, big boy.”

I felt like I might cum forever as I pumped her so full that I could feel the wetness overflowing and oozing from the airtight seal of my cock in her ass.

Finally, I pulled out and exhaled long and hard. I felt my dick as it slipped from the warm, silky chamber. It throbbed over and over, refusing to soften, as we kissed a few more times and she even grabbed my wet dick and squeezed the shaft, as if to try and drain the last few drops of my load onto her dick and sack.

“What did we just do?” I said, with a quiet laugh. I shook my head in disbelief, as we each heaved with breath. I was sweaty, and I could see the sweat on her face, too, from our rigorous fucking in the humid summer air.

For a while, neither of us said anything. Eventually, she smiled and pulled the bikini back over her ass. I felt horny all over again looking at her asshole, nice and wet from my cum. I watched as it quickly soaked the g-string of the bikini.

She stood and grabbed her jean shorts, and slid them up her legs.

“So, are you going to buy that, then?” I said with a grin on my lips.

“What? No,” she laughed. “I’m not buying this. You’re giving it to me.”

“What?” I laughed.

“Well, you’re not going to be able to sell it now. It’s soaked with cum and all. I guess you’ll have to consider it a lost cause,” she winked. She adjusted her clothes and ran her hand through her hair, until she looked completely put together in the same way as when she entered the store.

“So you’re stealing it?” I said. “Not that I care. This makes it more than worth it.”

She smiled and said, “Not exactly. Let’s say you gifted it to me, as a thanks for the fun time we had?”

I shook my head, incredulous. I looked as she left her black bikini—the one she had worn when she first came in—on the bench.

As she opened the door to the stall, I caught her. “What about this one?” I said, pointing to the black bikini.

“I don’t need it,” she said.

“What? It’s yours. You don’t care if you wasted money on it, just to toss it aside?” I asked.

“Money?” she laughed. “I got that one the same way I got this one.” She winked and started out of the fitting room stall.

I watched as she left, unsure if she would ever be back. I definitely didn’t expect it. Luckily the store was empty, because I was standing in the door of the fitting room stall, completely naked, clutching my hard, wet dick in my fist as I watched her go.

I would have given anything to have her turn around and come back so I could pound her ass a second time, now that I’d gotten all the first time jitters—and nervousness about her unique anatomy—out of my body.

She was gone.

But, needless to say, she made my job way more interesting. I no longer ignored the customers. No, I watched every time that a beautiful girl came into the shop from then on. And each time she did, I wondered just how she got the bikini she was wearing up and down the boardwalk, and as she perused the clothes in my Uncle’s store. And, I couldn’t help but wonder just what she was hiding inside of her bikini bottoms…


TOUGH LOVE


I snuck a glance as the students filed into the classroom across the hall. It was my room, but they did not yet know this. I pretended to look on my phone and clutched my shoulder bag, slipping my hand into it and searching for my class materials.

This particular class that I teach is women only, which is why I love teaching it.

I was the university’s professor of Women’s Studies. Men are not excluded, per se. But, the boys around our campus tend to avoid anything with the words ‘women’s studies,’ like the plague. Call me your typical man-hating girl, but I blame this on a mixture of sexism and idiocy that seems to run rampant amongst the college guys in our town.

I didn’t even bother to lift my eyes as I followed the last of the students into the classroom. I liked to show up once they were seated, rather than before. It was a power play and it gave me the upper hand, I suppose. I’m not one of your ‘buddy-buddy’ professors. I’m the intimidating type that carves women out of girls. I take pride in preparing my girls for the harsh realities of a world full of sexist bullshit and injustice around every corner.

Each semester is always the same. I walk into class and can almost hear the students tense up as they see me for the first time.

This morning was no different.

My dark hair was pulled back into a French twist. Like always, I wore a black dress suit and cherry red lipstick. My appearance screamed for their respect—demanded it. And it didn’t take long before they usually gave it to me like the eager-to-please, desperate girls they were. I know it’s wrong, but I can only imagine the dirty things they do for their boyfriends back in their dorm rooms, considering the worried, frustrated pleas they send in my direction whenever their grades are teetering on the edge between pass and fail.

And none of this means that I’m not fair. I am.

After all, these are women learning to empower themselves. I know how valuable that empowerment is, and it is part of the reason why I am such a rigid pillar of the academic community at our university. And let’s face it; it’s hard enough to be taken seriously enough in this world as a woman. But what if you are a lesbian, like me?

Of course, nobody around campus knew that I was a lesbian—and a trans woman. And I liked to keep it that way. I would only garnish hate from men and women alike if they found out my little secret. And besides, my secret didn’t matter. I had transitioned long ago. Yes, I still sported a big dick between my long, slender thighs. But that never made me any less of a woman!

I knew first-hand how it felt to be judged as a woman. And for as long as I could remember, I identified as a woman and learned up-close of the struggle of having gender roles placed on me from a young age.

All of that made my experience well-rounded. It shouldn’t discredit it. But just like there were sexist men, there were also exclusive feminists - women that would argue I had no right to be there teaching women’s studies.

So, I never told anyone about my secret. No one ever needed to know, because, after all, it would only complicate things and take away from the lessons I was trying to bestow.

I took a deep breath. My fake tits heaved in my tight top and I smiled, “My name is Professor Wilde.” I set my bag down on the desk and lifted my gaze to the room. I had not been given but two seconds to smile at my class, before my heart slammed down into my gut and I felt light-headed and sick to my stomach.

Amongst the sea of girls sat a scrawny boy with sandy blond hair and a shit-eating grin. I knew right-away that this was no ‘wannabe’ white knight do-gooder learning about how he could better serve the female community, if only to get laid in the process.

No, rather, I could smell it from across the room that he was there only to be an asshole and to prove a point.

He’d earned my attention, but soon he was going to realize the gravity of his miscalculation.

I tried to hide the scowl forming on my face and went on with class as usual. The male student’s name, I learned upon the first role call, was Parker. Parker was already starting to hit on the girls around him, tossing flirty little compliments and dumb, goofy chuckles at every little waifish, embarrassed remark he received in return from the shy girls who sat around him. Some girls responded to his asshole charms – after all, he wasn’t bad looking – but others were visibly uncomfortable.

I walked up the center row with a pointing stick and slapped it on his desk. The fucker didn’t even jump, even when every other girl in the vicinity did. He lifted his hazel eyes to mine, the smirk still plastered on his face. I leaned down and gripped his jaw in my hands firmly, squishing his cheeks enough that his smile was forced into a little pout.

Then I smiled. “May I remind you,” I said, before turning back down to my phone to look at the role-call once more. “Parker, is it?” He nodded, proud as ever. “May I remind you, then, that this is a women’s studies course and not a place to pick up ‘chicks’?”

“Don’t worry, babe,” he said. “I’ll be your teacher’s pet.” Parker pushed his lips together, puckering them and making a kissing sound. I dropped my hand and stepped back, disgusted with his behavior. But I straightened up right after, trying not to show him that he’d gotten under my skin.

After a moment, I again heard as he open his weasely lips.

“I guess I just don’t see the point of this class,” Parker crooned. The girls in the room frowned at him. “I mean, you guys have it good by today’s standards. What do you need a women’s studies course for? Haven’t you ever heard of the ‘pussy pass?’”

I heard a few audible gasps. I saw a few girls shaking their heads with disgust. I knew I needed to get my classroom under control very quickly, or I was going to lose my control before I ever even held it.

“Sexist much?” said a brunette girl sitting near him. I was pretty sure her name was Alexis. “We still struggle under patriarchy. Maybe you could be quiet and learn something in here, instead of thinking you have it all figured out?”

A few of the girls cheered quietly.

Parker ran a hand through his sandy locks and coolly returned, “Oh, and here I thought this was just a place to bitch about guys.”

I normally never lose my cool—my job is everything to me, after all—but I couldn’t help it with this fucker. I gripped his bicep and tugged him upward with all the strength in me, and I led him to the door, kicked him out and slammed the door in his face. All the while, he looked positively shocked, not only by my strength, by my audacity. I’d be lying if I didn’t say I loved every moment of it, despite knowing full-well I was about to be in deep shit for touching a student.

Though the girls in the room whooped and hollered with delight, I didn’t take a bow. This wasn’t for theatrics. This was to preserve the sanctity of the classroom. My classroom.

How was I to know it would be the biggest mistake of my life? How was I to know that Parker the asshole was also Parker the Dean’s son? Yep. And when I got called into a meeting with the dean later that day, I knew it was probably going to be about the incident that had taken place. But I had no fucking idea it was going to be about the dean’s son.

So not only was Parker a sexist pig and a little rat—he was protected by daddy.

Dean Williams was not too subtle about his feelings—or his biases. “You’re not in here because Parker is my son,” he continued. “You crossed a very serious line today, Miss Wilde.” He paced about the room and continued. “I didn’t want Parker in that class to begin with. But he’s is a go-getter and truly wants to understand all the struggles of women today. He’s a sweet, empathetic kid and you’re just lucky that your sexism has not sullied his ambitions for the class.”

“Sexism?” I gasped.

“Sexism, yes. You threw him out of your class because he is male,” the dean clarified.

“Sexism had nothing to do with it,” I argued, refusing to take the seat Dean Williams had offered me. “He was harassing my students. And I mean that in the most literal sense—harassing them. It had nothing to do with his gender.”

The dean cocked his head. “Actually, it did have to do with his gender. So, he was hitting on a few girls? Flirting with them? Goodness, Professor Wilde; that’s what boys do,” he laughed. “You don’t like it because you don’t like men. But I guarantee you those girls felt special for the rest of the day to have a handsome young man like Parker showing them attention.”

I sighed. “And how do you know what I like and don’t like?”

The dean laughed and leaned back in his executive chair and became terse. “Come on, Jessica. You teach women’s studies and you’re not married. It’s pretty obvious you’re a lesbian.” He lifted his hands defensively. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that—or that I give a shit.”

I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Just keep your son’s pervy fingers off my students. I’m not going to roll over and let him harass my students. And frankly, the sexist culture of this college would look nice on the evening news. Didn’t we have a scandal with a drunk girl at a frat party last year? I seem to recall a nice settlement and all that.”

The dean only laughed as if this was innocent fun to him. “Alright, calm down. No need to get hysterical or whatever. I’ll have a talk with Parker.”

I didn’t waste another moment in the dean’s office. I slammed the door and marched toward my car. I would get Parker back one way or another, but it would have to be in a way that was so humiliating he’d never be able to tell my boss. Because as much as I hated this kid, I was not going to lose my job for him.
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Somehow, I managed to endure weeks of Parker’s antics, made a bit more tolerable by the fact that he had, indeed, stopped trying to flirt with every girl around him.

Still, every day in class he objected to almost everything I said or taught. He was constantly interrupting in the name of “learning,” and there was nothing I could do about it. Because at the end of the day, he was only asking questions and challenging the material. He was no longer being a total sexist douche like before.

Which told me that he was smart. As much as I hated it, he’d heeded the warnings from his dad and played by the rules, but only barely. He pushed my limits and stuck close to the boundaries between us as much as possible.

So, when one day a few weeks later, he gave me the opportunity I was looking for, I snagged it.

The poor fucker tried to seduce me. It was clear that my “obvious” lesbianism wasn’t on Parker’s radar—or at least, he did not take it seriously. Honestly, either possibility was believable. Undoubtedly, he thought I would fall for his charms, either way.

Parker was the last one to leave class and I was still standing at my desk, gathering things into my shoulder bag. He approached the desk and stood there waiting for me to acknowledge his presence. I refused. I refused to give this little shit anything he wanted without making him work hard for it.

“You know, I’m learning a lot in your class,” he said, with a suddenly saccharine and submissive tone. “You’re a really good professor.”

I rolled my eyes. “I find that hard to believe since you seem to have a hang-up with everything I say. And you don’t have a problem letting the entire class know about each and every one of them.”

He leaned forward and pressed his hands to my desk, pushing his face near mine. “Well, maybe I could use some private tutoring, if you know what I mean.” There was that smirk again. The one that made me want to gag. But he was giving me an opportunity and I needed to take it, even if it might kill me.

“Come on, Miss Wilde. You’re so fucking hot. Why do you have to be so bitchy all the time? It doesn’t make sense. Don’t you ever get laid?”

I tried hard to stomach the repulsive remarks. I not only needed to remain composed for my job, but for the dirty games I was about to play on Parker Williams.

I widened my eyes intentionally and let my lips part. “I hope you’re not trying to seduce me Mr. Williams. It will not end well for you.” I’d perfected my tone to sound flirty even though I was dismissing him. It worked, because the next thing Parker did was trail his fingers along my arm.

“Let me show you how good I can make you feel,” he said. “Call it extra credit.”

I couldn’t be more disgusted in my life, even if his touch did send electric shivers through me. “And what could a twenty year-old boy teach me about feeling good?”

Parker shrugged and smiled. “I heard you don’t date. So, either you’re a lesbian—or you’re inexperienced. It’s gotta’ be one or the other.” His eyes met mine and my blood boiled. “And since you have a class full of girls and never seem to ogled at any of them—I’ve watched you—then I figure you must be straight. Give me some credit,” he boasted.

I don’t check out my students because that’s unprofessional, I thought. But what would this pig know about that?

“Then there’s you’re bizarre obsession with me, the only male in your class. So, I figure I’d be doing you a favor. Part of me thinks you could still be a virgin. I’d love to pop your cherry, Ms. Wilde.”

I wanted to slap him, but I didn’t want to lose my job. So, I clutched my bag tightly in my hands until I thought my fingers might burn holes through the mesh. But my face told a different story. I bat my eyelashes and smiled playfully. “No offense, Mr. Williams, but my sexual history is none of your business—and certainly a little bit above your level of comprehension.”

Parker grinned. He thought he’d won me over and figured me out. He touched me again, and said, “Your place. Tonight. What do you say?”

He looked at me, long and unflinching. “I always get what I want, Miss Wilde. And if you give me a chance, so will you.”

I gave a fake smile and licked my lips.

I pulled out a sheet of paper from my bag and wrote down my address, handing it to him. “Don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.”

Parker clutched the sheet of paper to his chest and said, “Fuck yeah, babe.”

If only I’d known that Parker had a big secret of his own.
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I was more nervous than I should’ve been as I waited for Parker at my home. The confidence I normally exuded was waning and all I could think about was getting back at him without losing my job. Still, I knew that giving him my home address could bring on so much more trouble than getting fired. If he found out my secret, he could destroy me, and the last thing I’d want is for that privileged little fucker to have my address.

For some crazy reason, I put on my best little black dress and let my hair out of its French twist. I put on some jewelry and changed out my heels. I even showered beforehand and put on a pair of black lace panties even though I knew the night would not venture into panty territory for more than one reason.

Still, I was worried that he’d somehow venture far enough with me that I’d need to be at least a little prepared. By the time my doorbell rang, my whole body was shaking as if it was trying to warn me this was a really bad idea.

I pulled the door open to see Parker. He looked different than he did in class and I dared to say he’d lost an ounce of confidence himself. He rubbed the back of his neck and struggled to bring his hazel eyes to my face.

“So, um…let’s do this,” he said.

I pulled the door open wider and he stepped inside. “You nervous, Parker?” I asked, feeling myself gain the upper hand again.

“Nervous?” he laughed but still averted his gaze. “No. Not at all.”

“You’re not a virgin are you?” I teased. I did not expect his cheeks to turn bright red and for his shoulders to hunch forward. It was my turn to laugh and smirk. Suddenly it all made sense. He’d accused me of being a virgin because he was projecting. He was the one who hadn’t had sex yet.

I covered my mouth with my hand and snickered, but it didn’t make me as happy as I thought it would. “Are you really a virgin? I was only kidding.”

Finally, Parker brought his gaze up to me and his expression softened. His eyes lingered on mine for much too long and it stirred something inside me. I was not attracted to men, and I definitely was not attracted to my students, but there was something about Parker that got a rise out of me whether I liked it or not.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” he said.

Jackpot. I had planned to make this night sufficiently humiliating for him – and I still would – but this added fuel to my fire.

“I won’t,” I said. “So long as you do exactly what I say.”

Parker swallowed the lump in his throat. “And then we’ll fuck? Because I don’t want to be a virgin anymore.” It was all too clear to me now that he’d been such an asshole because he was overcompensating. I should’ve known better.

“Yes,” I lied. “Then we’ll fuck.”

I walked toward the bedroom and felt Parker on my heels, his gaze on my ass. You wish, honey, I thought. I swayed my hips a little extra for him. Once we were in my bedroom, I turned to him and unzipped his hoodie. He tried to flash his trademark smirk again, but it was stilted somehow.

“If we’re going to fuck,” I said, removing his shirt next and then moving to the zipper of his jeans. “We’re going to do it my way.”

He swallowed and moved his hands to my waist, but I brushed him off. “What way is that?” he asked.

I pointed to the bed where I’d already laid out a nice little outfit for him. A pink satin thong and matching bra along with a bright yellow sundress. Ever the little virgin, Parker looked perplexed. “I… I don’t get it.”

“You’re going to play a dress up for me,” I said directly. You’re going to wear panties and twirl for me. That really gets me wet. So, consider it my foreplay, and maybe I’ll consider it your ‘extra credit.’”

Parker laughed. “You’re kidding, right? That’s fucked up. You’re, like… a freak.”

My skin prickled with agitation. I’d been called a freak before but for plenty of other reasons. “You’re welcome to walk away,” I said. “Maybe Alexis or Rachel will help you lose your virginity? Though, I don’t think college girls look too kindly upon cocky virgins. It’s not a great look,” I said, with a mocking wince.

Parker studied me long and hard before dropping his pants with a sigh. He stepped out of his briefs and jeans and picked up the pair of pink panties. As he studied the clothes I’d laid out, I took in the sight of his body and realized he’d actually make a really pretty girl. And being a trans woman myself, his dick was not a problem for me, even if I did prefer pussy.

Unfortunately, no matter how hot I could make Parker, it was his attitude I abhorred.

Parker exhaled and then stepped into the panties. He pulled them up his long, slender creamy legs and shoved his small dick inside. I liked that his dick was small. It was easier to hide. He held out his hands and wore an expression that said Happy?

I smiled and nodded. “Now the bra.”

Parker blushed. “I don’t exactly know how to work one of those things.”

I picked it up and slid it up his arms, fastening it behind his back. “Actually,” I said. “I may have something else to go with this.”

It hadn’t been part of the original plan, but now that he was wearing my bra, I had to see what he’d look like with silicone inserts. I rushed to my dresser and brought them back, stuffing them into the cups of his bra. His gaze lingered on mine as my fingers brushed against his skin. He grabbed my wrist in his hand and then brought it to his lips to give my palm a kiss.

Parker was a strange boy. A sexist pig when there was a crowd and a near-gentleman now that we were alone. It was giving me whiplash, but it also piqued my curiosity. Maybe there was more to this college guy than reached the surface.

“Now the dress,” I said. I picked up the dress and handed it to him. He took it from me, flashed his smirk, and pulled it over his head.

There was no denying it. Even with his grin and masculine swagger, he looked gorgeous in that yellow dress. And with the silicone inserts in his bra, he had curves to boot. I felt my body tremble at the sight of him and it confused me. I’d almost forgotten to take the pictures.

I pulled out my phone and snapped a few when he reached for it, trying to stop me. “Wait. What the fuck are… What are you doing?!” he cried.

“I’m gathering evidence,” I said. “You’re never going to act up in my class again. Do you understand?” I smiled. “Or, not only will I show these to your dad, but I will show them to the entire campus. You’ll be wearing your virginity like an anchor until graduation, and you’ll never woo a girl again.”

Parker tried to laugh it off, but I could tell he was flustered. “Come on, Ms. Wilde. Don’t be ridiculous.”

I stepped toward him and gripped his jaw in my hand again. “Are you going to behave?”

His eyes were on mine and I had to fight the urge to kiss him. He was starting to look less like a man and more like a beautiful woman. It almost made me want to take his feminization further, but there was no need. He was recognizable in his photo and that was important. Makeup and a wig would be pointless for my revenge.

Still, I didn’t feel finished. I cleared my throat, took his hand, and led him the master bathroom. “Now, it’s time for makeup.”

“Professor Wilde, don’t you think this is getting out of hand?”

I gripped his wrist in mine, digging my fingers into his flesh. “Do you want me to show off the photos I took?” He swallowed and backed down. “I didn’t think so.”

I pulled out my bag of makeup and turned to his soft features. I went light with the foundation. His skin was so perfect he hardly needed anything. It was young and supple. I added blush, lipstick, eyeliner and mascara until he had an unmistakable feminine catty look. My pulse quickened.

I left him there while I visited my walk-in closet where I kept all my wigs. Dressing up Parker was giving me flashbacks of when I transitioned. I knew I shouldn’t keep going with my taunting, but this was about so much more now. I wanted to see him as a girl. I wanted to know what he’d look like.

I brought a soft blond wig and a pair of heels and finished dolling him up. He wobbled in the heels and it brought his cockiness down a few notches. He almost looked like a decent person. He suddenly didn’t know what to do with his hands, and his gaze bounced all around the room, anything to avoid looking at me.

But I was looking at him, and he didn’t look like a him at all. He looked so feminine it made my cock hard and my body tremble. I wanted to bend him over the bed, pull down his panties, and fuck his ass with my hard cock, but I couldn’t. Even if I wanted to reward him for his good behavior by taking his virginity, I couldn’t without divulging my secret. And if he knew I was a trans lesbian, then the measly photos of him I had would be worth nothing.

Because he’d have so much more ammo against me.

“That’s it,” I said finally. “You can take it all off. We’re done here.”

Parker’s gaze finally fixed on mine, his hazel eyes probing. “What about sex?” he asked. “You promised.”

“I never officially promised you anything,” I said, heading toward the bedroom door. I didn’t want to be in the room when he got naked again. I knew I’d see him differently with the makeup and the panties. I couldn’t bear it.

“What the hell?” he asked, charging after me, nearly tripping in his heels. His hand grabbed my wrist and he spun me toward him. We stood there face to face, both of us out of breath, as we searched the other one for answers.

I couldn’t be around him much longer without losing control, so I did the next best thing. I pushed him against the wall and slid my hand under his dress. I stroked his cock through his panties and his eyes closed, soft breaths escaping his lips.

I watched him huff as I stroked him. I couldn’t fight it anymore. I leaned forward and gave him a kiss. His tongue slipped into my mouth and I let it dance with mine, hating myself for every second I was entertaining this.

Fortunately, virgin Parker didn’t last long. He moaned against our kiss and shot his load inside his pink satin panties. He almost looked embarrassed when I pulled away, but I’d done my part. I’d given him something.

“Remember, nobody knows about this or I send pictures of you to the whole school.” I stormed out of the room, got in my car, and drove off. When I came back home, Parker was gone.
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I dreaded the next day of class. I’d gone too far with Parker, and I knew it. Blackmail was one thing, but kissing him and making him come in a pair of panties was crossing the line. I was certain he was too afraid of me showing the photos I took to tell anyone, but a nugget of doubt wiggled in my belly. I half expected to come into work to find the dean in my room, prepared to fire me.

But nothing dramatic happened at all.

I walked in as usual, and Parker was sitting his spot in the middle of the room with his trademark smirk. He acted as if nothing had happened between us. It was good, but it was also confusing. Especially so, because I was having a difficult time not thinking about how sexy he’d looked in that yellow dress every time I moved my eyes over him.

It was a relief when I finally finished my lesson. I kept my gaze on my desk as the students filed out of the room. I felt his unmistakable presence again.

I exhaled, not lifting my gaze. “What do you want, Parker?”

“I just…wanted to apologize,” he said. That got my attention.

I lifted my eyes. His were big and scared. I almost felt bad for him. Then I saw his lips tremble and I had to fight the urge to kiss him. “For what?”

“For…you know.”

“No, I’m afraid I don’t.”

He leaned in closer. “For coming. Early. That’s why you left, right?”

My chest tightened. I couldn’t believe I actually felt sorry for him. “No, Parker. That’s not why I left.”

“Then was it because of the other thing?”

I cocked my brow. “What other thing?”

Parker flashed a smirk and I froze. No. There was no way. He couldn’t have known my secret, could he have?

“Are you going to tell me, or keep me standing here all day?”

Parker leaned in closer, until his cheek was near mine, his lips by ear. “I felt you all nice and hard against my thigh the other night. I know your little secret. Or should I say, your big secret.”

I gripped his shoulders and pulled him back so I could study his face. Fuck. It was true. He wasn’t bullshitting me. “Who did you tell?” I chewed.

“Wh—what? Nobody,” he said.

“You don’t tell a soul about this—do you understand?” I sneered.

“Invite me over tonight,” he smiled, undeterred.

“No.”

“Why not?” His grin widened. “You know you want me.”

“That could not be further from the truth,” I said.

“Prove it.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s what I’m trying to get you to do.”

I couldn’t deal with this. I left the classroom, hoping to all the goddesses that I wasn’t making a huge mistake. Walking out on Parker while he knew my secret was dangerous. He could go to his dad at any second and expose me. In fact, that was probably exactly what he was going to do.

I went straight home, saving the tears for when I was safely inside my own four walls. How could I have been so reckless? Why did I have to kiss him? If I’d just let him go, he never would’ve felt my erection and I wouldn’t be in this position.

I threw myself onto the bed, clutched a pillow to my chest and let out sob after sob. A few hours later, I’d finally calmed down just in time for the doorbell to ring. I treaded lightly on bare feet toward the door. I could see Parker through the window.

I pulled the door open, still clutching the pillow to my chest. I was still in my black work dress from before. “What do you want? Did you come here to gloat? You finally ruined your least favorite teacher’s career?”

Parker rolled his eyes and pushed past me, walking into my foyer. “I didn’t ruin your career,” he said. He sighed and ran a hand through his hair before turning back to me. “I liked it okay?”

I closed my door and leaned against it. “Liked what?”

“Everything. The panties. The heels. Your cock. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about any of it since I left.” He came toward me and I wished I could back up further, but there was nowhere to go. “Please, Ms. Wilde. I want you to dress me up again. I want to wear panties and drop to my knees and suck your beautiful cock. I want to watch your breasts swing as you fuck my ass like I’m a girl. I want all of it. Everything you have to give me.”

My heart raced. The Parker that stood in my doorway was not the Parker I wanted to fuck, but the idea of fucking him while he was all dolled up? That excited me. Still, he was my student, and I did not fuck my students.

“No,” I said, walking to the living room to set down my pillow. “I don’t fuck students.”

“I’ll leave your class.”

I paused. The thought was tempting. Still, I couldn’t. It was a breach of ethics for me. “Still, no.”

“Come on, Ms. Wilde,” he begged, tugging at my arm.

“Parker, I can’t. For one thing, I don’t trust you. And for another, it would just be wrong.”

Parker closed the distance between us and pressed his lips to mine. With my eyes closed, I could imagine him all dolled up, but with my eyes open I could regain my senses. So I kept my eyes open and pulled away from him. I’d expected that to be enough to convince me I wasn’t interested, but something had changed. The Parker standing before me looked a lot more like the dolled-up Parker that I loved. It was his eyes. They were big and doe like. Like a cute little pixie girl and not a sexist pig.

“Why are you fighting this so much?” he asked. And then his expression softened. “You don’t like me like this. You’re a lesbian, is that it? You like girly Parker.”

Before I could deny his accurate assumptions and kick him out, he turned on his heel and rushed to my bedroom. I rushed after him, but he’d locked himself in. I pounded on the door with my fists. “Parker, what are you doing?”

“I’m not leaving until you give me a chance. As her.” I heard him digging through my things as he tried to feminize himself. I leaned my back to the door and slid to the floor. I was in way over my head, and there was no getting out of it now.

I knew if he took one step out of my bedroom dressed as a girl, I wouldn’t be able to control myself. And I was worried that I’d start seeing him as a girl even when he wasn’t dressed up. I knew that if I ever saw his eyes widen again, I’d see the doe eyed girl in them.

Thirty minutes later I heard the lock click and my door opened. I looked up at as girly Parker opened it. He was in a tight-fitting red miniskirt and a white crop top. He had found the silicone inserts and the blonde wig. He was even wearing makeup and heels. My cock and nipples were both equally hard. I wanted to slide my leg between his thighs and feel our breasts touch.

I stood up, picking my jaw up from the floor. “Parker, I can’t,” I said, backing away.

“Call me princess,” he said, coming toward me. “Princess Parker,” he laughed. My retreat slowed and eventually I stopped altogether. My back was pressed up against the wall in the hallway as he pressed his body against mine. I could feel his curves and hard cock against my thigh. I looked into his catty hazel eyes. It was then that I was lost completely.

I cupped his face in my hand and leaned in for a delicious kiss. It was even better than I remembered.

Princess was more grabby than last time. His hands were on my waist as his tongue plunged between my lips. His hands slid up my ribs, and mine slid down to his shoulders. Our kiss grew deeper, our breaths ragged. My cock was hard inside my black panties and his was hard too.

His hands slid up and cupped my breasts, sending a shiver through me. My body was flooded with endorphins and a soft, warm buildup between my thighs. I knew Parker felt something different. I could still remember what it felt like before I’d taken hormone therapy.

And yet, I could hardly tell that he felt any different from me at all. He kissed like a girl. He touched like a girl. He tasted like a girl. Seeing Princess in a dress, instead of Parker the sexist jerk in my class, made me hard as a rock—made me want to fall in love with the guy who I once thought might be the embodiment of my worst nightmares.

But I wanted him. All of him. Every delicious inch.

Before I could take him and spin his slender body around, he broke our kiss and slowly dropped to his knees. His hands slid up my thighs, inching my dress up to my hips. He kissed my inner thighs, his mouth traveling up to my panties. He placed small kisses along the bulge in my panties, sending waves of warmth through my belly.

I reached gently for his blond hair, leaned my head back and moaned. Parker had been a jerk. But Princess? Well, she was downright addictive. So much so that I felt like I could hardly see the boy in him, anymore.

And yet, I was still so aware of the sexist boy beneath the clothes. It was a strange sensation that elicited lust and frustration from deep inside my body. I wasn’t supposed to be attracted to an asshole like Parker, no matter what he was wearing—or doing.

But he was no longer that same asshole. He was Princess. And she was about to become my girly, submissive bitch. She was going to serve me like the lowly virgin she was. And if she did a good job, I was going to reward her with everything I had.

“Go on,” I said to her, as she looked up at me. “Get my panties down and show me what you’ve learned from my class—and from being a girl. We’ll call this a field study.”

Princess licked her lips and inhaled sharply. She slowly pulled my panties down. Impatient, I yanked them down my thighs. I was not having any of it. I was hard as a rock, and ready to plunge into her dirty mouth—sliding my thick shaft between her pink-painted lips.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Are you for real?”

“Like what you see?”

“It’s bigger than mine,” she said. “Like… way bigger.”

“Well, that’s no matter,” I chuckled. “Because, your dick isn’t going to get much use anymore.”

“What?” Princess asked.

“Well, you’re a girl, now, Princess. You’ve got a nice, tight bussy, but that’s it,” I laughed.

“A bussy?” she asked.

“You’ll see,” I said, sighing. “Your such a helpless bimbo. I’m going to have to teach you everything about being a girl, aren’t I?” I shook my head and said, impatiently, “Go on—suck it!”

Princess fumbled with my dick. Her fingers clasped my blooming shaft. I hardened in it as she looked up at me with hesitation and parted her lips. She swallowed my rosy, chiseled dick-head and I felt the warmth swallowing it.

“Mm,” I groaned and exhaled. “That’s it. Be a good girl.”

Princess clearly struggled with my size. I couldn’t help but laugh at this. I grabbed the back of her wig and pushed her face in, until his mouth took more of my shaft. I wasn’t merciless or trying to make her gag. But I was going to make her understand that Professor Wilde was in charge; always had been, and always would be.

“Mm, that’s it,” I said, watching as her spit lathered my thick shaft. It felt so fucking wonderful to see that cocky, spoiled brat dolled-up like a girly fuck-doll and serving me.

“That’s it,” I repeated, over and over. Every once in a while, I gave Princess’s jaw a small break. She was a virgin, after all.

“Well? How do you like the taste of my trans dick?” I asked her.

“It’s fucking big,” she said, meek like the virgin she was. “I’m having trouble taking it.”

“Well, good girls don’t complain. They do as they’re told. You do want to be a good girl, don’t you? Otherwise, no extra credit, no losing that virginity of yours, and no fun with Professor Wilde.”

“I do, I do!” Princess nodded eagerly.

“Go on,” I insisted. Princess returned to sucking my dick until I could no longer take any more. I felt my balls growing heavy and full, and I knew I would cum soon in her soft, silky mouth, if I didn’t stop her.

I yanked myself from his mouth and grabbed her. “Get up,” I said. “Come on.”

I led Princess to the balcony overlooking my backyard. It was night time, and it would have taken an inquisitive neighbor to notice what we were doing, but I wanted Princess’s little ‘transformative experience’ to be out in the open.

I bent her over a small, outdoor loveseat on the patio, until her ass was in the air. Then, I yanked her thong down and grabbed her butt cheek in my fingers. It was tight and firm, and I couldn’t help but slide my fingers into her crack to find the sweet, balmy asshole hiding between them.

“Oh, fuck,” she grunted, as I found her tight hole.

“What a nice bussy,” I grinned. I licked my lips and immediately shoved my tongue against it.

“Oh, shit… I, ugh, fuck, Miss Wilde!” Princess cried out. She whimpered with delight and gripped the loveseat as her legs shook and trembled with weakness and bliss.

Her asshole tasted nice and clean, with an almost girlish sweetness to her skin. I reached down and stroked my dick and tugged at my hard nipples as I lapped him up and grew impatient to fuck her butt.

“I want this bussy,” I grinned. “You’re going to give it to me, aren’t you? Be a good girl and give me your bussy if you want to lose your virginity, now,” I smiled.

“My… my butt?” she said.

“No, you’re bussy. You’re boy pussy,” I clarified. “This is your own means of pleasure, now. It’s your first time, so you probably won’t orgasm from using your bussy, alone. But eventually, we can find you a nice cock-cage and lock up your dick so that you learn to orgasm just like a girl.”

“I, um… I don’t know… I… I guess, just, go slow, okay? I heard that it hurts—and you’ve got a big dick,” Princess hesitated.

“Don’t worry,” I said. I found a bottle of lube nearby, inside the door, and brought it out. She was lucky I was willing to lube her up. I shoved a few lubed fingers into her hole and worked her open. Her grunts filled the night air. I looked around at all the houses around us, wondering if some curious old lady or horny man was watching the two women fucking on the porch!

I grabbed my rock-hard dick and pushed the head into her. Princess gripped the patio railing and whined. “Fuck,” she purred.

“Be a good girl—take it like a lady,” I said, spanking her ass.

My dick pushed into her warmth. Fuck was she tighter than anything I had ever experienced. I looked down and couldn’t believe just how convincingly she played the part of a beautiful college girl. Nor could I believe that I had not only feminized the dean’s son, but I was now fucking him while he was dressed up like a girl. If Dean Williams ever found out, I was—needless to say—in deep shit.

But, I didn’t worry much about that. I was too busy letting Princess’s warm, cozy butt choke my cock. I plunged deeper, pulled back, and pushed into her again. She was surprisingly good about taking my fat dick; not exactly an easy feat, especially for a first timer.

But Princess impressed me.

“Good job, princess,” I said, patting her ass. “How does my dick feel in your bussy?”

“I… ugh, fine,” she grunted. I’d be lying if I didn’t enjoy it a little that it was painful for her. I figured she could stand to get a dose of womanhood for a moment. Princess - or Parker - deserved to know what it felt like to have a big, thick cock dominating her.

“Fuck,” she groaned. I plunged back and forth into her for several minutes—slow and careful—before I started pumping faster and smoother into her hole.

I noticed something funny, too. Princess had reached down between her legs and was jerking her dick inside her panties. Clearly, she liked it enough to softly whimper and moan with delight. This made me hornier than ever. I wanted to fuck her butt until I filled it up.

“That’s it,” I said. “Play with your boy-clit,” I said. “Enjoy the feeling of being pounded and taken. This is your new role, after all.”

I fucked Princess harder and faster, until I heard her begin to moan deeper and louder than ever.

“Miss… Miss Wilde. I’m… I’m gonna cum and… oh, fuck!” she cried and gasped.

I felt her hole tighten around my shaft. I laughed to myself as I imagined her panties filling with cum, all from being pounded in her boy-pussy. I loved every moment of it. Of course, it was making me want to cum, too. So, I pounded her harder than ever as she climaxed.

“I’m going to give you your final lesson as a girl,” I said. “I’m going to breed this bussy of yours and fill it with cum,” I growled. “Are you going to be a good princess and take it?”

“Y—yes,” my little princess whined as she continued groaning and climaxing.

I pounded her butt until I felt like a machine, drilling deep into her ass. It was so fucking steamy and tight, as if trying to squeeze the sperm right out of me. Finally, I locked up, and the hard throbs rippled through my shaft and I exploded deep inside him.

“Fuck!” I gasped. Princess looked back over her shoulder and smiled. “I feel it—it’s warm and… throbbing.”

I plunged balls-deep into her and smiled as she winced with pain from taking all of me. I wanted to pump every last drop, right up her asshole—as far as I could.

When I was done, I could barely stand. I pulled out and watched as my wet dick continued to throb. I spanked Princess’s butt and smiled.

Princess collapsed onto the loveseat and huffed. Collapsing seemed like a good idea, and I did the same.

We said nothing at first, but soon, Princess eyed me. “How did I do?”

I looked at her, incredulous. “I’ve got to say…when I first met you, I never in a million years expected this.”

“Me neither,” she shrugged. She looked shy and beautiful. Far from the cocky boy that sat in the middle of my Women’s Studies class.

“You did wonderful,” I said. “I hope you enjoyed it.”

“I did,” she nodded.

“Good,” I smiled. “Because, we’ve got plenty more extra credit for the night.”

Princess tongued the inside of her cheek and grinned.

“So, I’m guessing my secret is safe with you, huh?” I said, not really caring one way or the other, thanks to my post-orgasm haze.

She nodded again. “So long as mine is safe with you, too.”

“Certainly,” I said. “But, you should know, I cannot treat you any different from my other students. You’ll still have to behave.”

“I know,” Princess said.

“From this point onward, you’re no different than any of the girls in my class,” I continued.

“I understand,” she said.

I paused and eyed him. “No, Princess. I meant… you’re going to dress and act just like all the other girls in my class.”

I could tell she was nervous at this idea. “Don’t worry,” I said to her. “We’ve got lots of ‘field study’ to help you prepare. And, soon enough, you’re going to be one of the best college girls on campus.”

I smiled and nudged him, “You’re already one of the hottest.” I leaned in and felt his lips against mine. It was obvious that Parker Williams was no more. She was Princess. And my Women’s Studies class—and the entire campus—would never be the same.


ROOMMATE REVENGE


Jared eyed down the hallway. A tinge of fear gripped on his mind as he bit his lip and adrenaline set his heart to a gallop.

The apartment was still and silent, as expected; his roommate was gone for school and he would be by himself for the next few hours. But he still did not trust it—trust that he would finally get to commit his dirty little deed.

The skinny blonde boy felt almost too nervous to turn the doorknob. He reached for it, but could not find the nerve to set his hand upon the cool brass.

Come on… you’ve been waiting for this, Jared thought to himself. She’s finally gone. If you want her panties, now is your chance.

Jared knew it was wrong to even contemplate stealing something from his roommate. It was a sacred line that should never be crossed, otherwise, how could he and his roommate trust one another?

But despite knowing this, Jared could not quiet the excitement—or arousal. His dick swelled in his boxer shorts. It felt almost like a wild beast between his legs, with Jared ready to do anything to serve it. And what his body wanted was a pair of his roommate’s panties.

He licked his lips and, feeling a tent grow in his boxers, grabbed the doorknob and turned it quietly.

What if she didn’t go to school today? What if she’s in there? I’m so fucked if she’s on her bed or something. What am I going to say? ‘Oh, I thought I heard the fire alarm in your room beeping like it needed a new battery?’

Jared took a deep breath and turned the handle. He felt the suspense swarm the hallway and charge at him like an invisible army as he tongued his cheek and pushed the door open.

The invisible army immediately faded from his mind and the fears quieted, when he saw an empty, girl’s bedroom.

Jared exhaled and shook his head.

He couldn’t believe that his dirty little fetish had led him to sneaking into his roommate’s bedroom, in an attempt to steal her most private, most personal belongings.

But he knew he could not help himself. The twenty year-old college boy did not have the nerve to go to a store and buy a pair of girl’s panties. And he didn’t have the nerve to order something online, either; for fear that a package thief—which had been quite rife in his area—might get the package first. He was far too ashamed of his dirty fantasy to risk it.

And so it led him to the most obvious conclusion—to steal from the girl who shared a wall with him.

Jared looked around the room. It was decorated with different fluffy, pink pillows and stuffed animals. There were all sorts of items that he had no real familiarity with, and realized he was in over his head.

He was always surprised that Kate was willing to live with him; surprised that a twenty year-old girl—a hot one at that—was willing to be roommates with a college boy.

Surely, Jared thought, she was worried he was going to just want to hit on her or make sexual advances. And yet, Kate, for all her beauty and femininity, seemed quite strong. Jared wondered if that played into it.

Jared needed a roommate if he was going to make it work, living off-campus in their college town. He had only a few incoherent responses to his social media listings about splitting the costs on a two-bedroom apartment. One of the few replies was Kate’s who, in her reply, mentioned that Jared had ‘a face that tells me you’re trustworthy.’

Jared didn’t know what it had meant, but he sought to justify Kate’s initial impressions. He was nervous when he first met her; she was not only more beautiful than any girl he’d talked to in quite a while, but she was taller than he was, like a super model.

She was slender and five-feet and eleven inches. She had a grace that betrayed her youth. She seemed so independent and quick-witted, too. When they agreed to split an apartment together, Jared made sure not to fall in love.

“She’s a friend… she’s not even a friend… she’s just a roommate,” he’d told himself.

And for the most part, that had remained true over the next month. But, there were still plenty of moments when Jared fantasized about his beautiful roommate. He couldn’t help it. She often walked around the apartment in little shorts and revealing camisoles, leaving her ample cleavage on display, along with a couple of little necklaces that danced in the valley between her boobs, always catching Jared’s attention.

At first, he felt intimidated by Kate. He was only five-feet and five-inches. He felt almost as skinny as she was—as soft, too. He felt almost more like a girl than his female roommate. He knew it was partly why he was still a virgin at twenty; why he’d had a short-lived relationship that amounted in nothing by a handful of make-out sessions, and nothing more. Girls often told Jared he was a ‘nice guy,’ and that they felt that he was ‘harmless.’ Jared wondered if this was the very same thing Kate had meant when she messaged him; that he was cute and nice, but nothing more—completely useless to her as a woman seeking a real man. He knew the girls on campus thought the same.

But it didn’t matter because for those past few weeks, Jared had developed a naughty little interest in panties. He did not know why, but after coming across a few images on a porn website he’d looked at on his phone and seeing pictures of guys wearing panties, it aroused him greatly. He’d never thought much about it before that. But, there was something about how beautiful and pretty the men became when they had delightful little thongs and silky boy-shorts clinging to their bodies.

It was a strange sensation for him. He felt aroused, but not necessarily by the images of the men—not by the images of the panties, either. He was aroused by imagined himself in the place of those Internet strangers—wearing the panties. It took no time at all before this was the only ‘porn’ he ever looked at. He began to fantasize more and more about wearing panties, himself. He started looking at more and more porn and started playing out little fantasies in his mind. Eventually, he started imagining himself wearing panties and makeup, and manhandled by other men.

He even began to wonder whether his fetish was leading him away from being straight. He’d always thought himself straight. But, now he was not so sure. Because, he started to develop a complicated envy for the beautifully dressed girls that he saw in porn; their daintiness and femininity. He ached to have this for himself. And soon, he no longer even cared about porn. He liked to look at girls from his college on Instagram—liked to see all the girlish things they wore on their profiles. And soon enough, he was eyeing the girls on his campus with arousal; not because he found them attractive, but because he envied them, and wished he could wear clothes that made him look as pretty as they did.

But for the time being, his desires were bound by his shame. He couldn’t bare the idea of somebody knowing he wanted to wear panties.

But the desire had grown too great to resist. And now, he found himself in Kate’s bedroom, ready to steal a pair for himself.

Jared looked around the room. It wasn’t hard to find her panties. Some of her dirty clothes were strewn about in a pile on the floor of her closet. He bit his lip as he eyed them. He knew he would be better off taking a pair of dirty panties, because then perhaps Kate would not notice them missing until she wanted to wear them again. He felt a pang of want and arousal as he held up a little pink thong. It was a g-string thong, with a tiny triangular patch of fabric in the back, the “whale tail” that snuck out above the jeans when a girl was bent over in her seat.

Jared expected to be more discriminating—to look around at his options, but he was too aroused by the very first thing he found to care much for anything else.

He knew he should have gone back to his room to try on the thong. But, he was too excited. He just couldn’t help himself. He imagined that trying on the thong while inside a girl’s bedroom would only add to the effect.

So, he licked his lips and slipped his boxers down his legs until he was naked. His five-inch dick was half-hard, and he’d hoped it did not get any harder, or he would not be able to fit it inside the skimpy little panty. But the more he fumbled the silky, cool cotton in his fingers, and imagined it against his body, the harder he became.

He hurried, putting his feet into the little thong and tugging it up his legs until it settled around his hips. His dick was fully hard, and the front of the thong was pinned under his dick and sack until he decided how he was going to fit himself inside of it.

For a moment, Jared simply reveled in the fact that he finally had a delicate thong around his body. He felt the slight wedge between his cheeks from the thong’s back string, and felt it against his asshole. He smiled and licked his lips, wasting no time before reaching down and jerking his dick.

“Mm, ugh…” Jared moaned. His brow scrunched as he focused on the pleasure. His dick throbbed gently as he jerked back and forth over his smooth, five-inch shaft.

“This makes a lot of sense,” a voice suddenly called from behind him.

Jared’s body froze. The color drained from his face and he felt as if he could pass out. His instincts immediately were to turn around and look at the person who had said this. He turned around, but he already knew it was Kate.

The girl stood in the doorway of the closet with her arms crossed. She was wearing a stylish, black pencil skirt and a silky, sleeveless white blouse. The girl’s long, dark hair fell in ashen-cherry locks around her shoulders. She even wore makeup and bright lipstick, accentuating the very smart, professional look she had cultivated for her post-grad classes.

“Shit,” Jared gasped. “Kate… I… fuck,” he squirmed, and tried to use the thong to cover up his hard dick. But this only made things worse—only called further attention to the fact that he was wearing Kate’s thong. She looked down and gave an amused grin at the obvious tent in the front of her panties.

“No offense but, pink really isn’t your color,” she said.

“Kate, I swear I was just… um… I can explain. I… I’m sorry!” Jared said, immediately groveling. He knew he looked absolutely ridiculous, naked from head to toe, save for the skimpy little pink thong.

And there was Kate, standing right before him, looking as professional and dominant than ever. It was like a cruel nightmare of humiliation.

“Well?” Kate said, tapping her foot on the carpet.

“I just… I was… curious?” Jared said, trying to be honest. He had no way out of the situation; the best he could hope for was for Kate to be merciful. “I’ll do anything to make it up to you. I swear, this was the first time I ever did this, too.”

“I don’t know,” Kate said, skeptical. “How can I trust you not to do this again in the future? Does your family know you like to wear panties? Maybe you parents should know about this,” she said. The girl had Jared’s parents’ number in her phone, just as Jared had Kate’s parents—a mutual exchange of ‘emergency contact’ information that they’d agreed up when moving in together.

“No!” Jared cried. “I promise, I’ll do anything. Just… don’t tell anybody, okay? I’m not ready for that.”

“Come out here and get on my bed. I want to see you better,” Kate said.

Jared obeyed the girl and walked into her room. He sat on the edge of her mattress and Kate shook her head. “No, no. Lie back. Look like a beautiful girl waiting to be taken,” she said.

“What?” Jared asked.

“Go on—I know you can do it. You look so sexy in your thong. Well, show me what you would look like on the bed, waiting for some big, hulking man to take you—to make you his sex prisoner,” Kate grinned.

“I… I don’t understand,” Jared hesitated.

“Well, I’ll make it clear, then. You do as I say, and nobody ever finds out about your dirty little secret. You don’t do as I say? Well, everybody is going to be very interested to see the footage I have on my webcam,” Kate said, gesturing to her laptop. It had been sitting on the desk, opened. Jared saw the little black lens at the top of the screen, and realize that it was pointing right into the closet. Kate would not have anything recorded, unless she was deliberately doing so while away.

And, she confirmed as much. “I figured a few more weeks and, if I never caught you going into my room, I knew you were the real deal—completely trustworthy. I’ve roomed with guys, before. They’re all little snoops when I’m away,” she explained.

“Kate, please,” Jared pleaded.

“On your back, babe,” Kate said with a devilish grin, “We’re only getting started.”

Jared reclined back and watched the girl. She eyed him down her nose as he remained on his back, looking up at her.

“That’s not good enough—come here,” Kate beckoned. With a boner still in the panties, he lifted up and followed Kate to the bathroom. There, she painted his face with various makeup until he saw himself in the mirror—a perfect image of femininity.

“Holy shit,” Jared gasped. It had taken Kate no time at all to turn his shaved, boyish face into that of a beautiful college girl.

“You like it, don’t you? You certainly don’t sound upset,” Kate smiled.

“I… look, it’s just a curiosity of mine—that’s it,” Jared assured her.

Kate cocked her brow and said, “Well, lucky for you, I understand. And I think you look way hotter like this. Jared couldn’t believe her admission. He felt somewhat relieved and proud to know that an actual girl thought he pulled off this look so well.

“Come on,” Kate said. “Now we’re going to have some fun.” Kate led Jared back to her closet, where she found a flowing white sundress. “Go on,” she said. “Put this on. You’re going to be my beautiful girl.”

“I… I don’t know,” Jared hesitated.

“What’s wrong? You’re not going to obey me?” Kate said, with a frown.

“I just, I’m a little embarrassed. I wasn’t planning on sharing this secret of mine with anybody,” Jared admitted.

“Well, it’s too late to worry about that,” Kate said. “You’re just trying to make sure nobody else finds out. And the only way that will happen is if I don’t tell. And I won’t tell so long as you let me have my fun,” Kate smiled. She looked innocent and playful, but there was sternness in the foundation of her voice that told Jared not to cross or question her.

And in a way, Jared was happy to be compelled to wear a dress and put on makeup. He could deny that he truly had wanted to do it—even though he most certainly did!

He put on the sundress and Kate had him look at his reflection.

“Shit,” Jared whispered. “How did you make me look like… a girl? I… I look just like a girl. I almost feel like I cannot see myself anymore.”

Kate laughed and shrugged. “I’ve had practice,” she said.

Jared knit his brow and said, “I don’t understand.”

“You will,” Kate said. “Go back to my bed and get on your back.”

Jared was reluctant, but he obeyed his roommate. He climbed onto the bed and onto his back until he was looking up at her, again.

This time, however, Kate did not stand at the end of the bed. She instead reached behind and unzipped her skirt. At once, it fell to her ankles. Jared’s eyes widened, as he looked at the beautiful young woman, tall and lithe, in her blouse and a black, lacey thong. Jared felt his cock grow inside his own panties as he saw Kate’s thong. He could not believe what was happening. His eyes widened with shock and intrigue.

“Holy shit,” Jared blurted.

Something seemed off to Jared about how the black thong sat against Kate’s body, but he could not place it since the dark fabric concealed her shapes.

“You like?” Kate smiled.

Jared nodded. “I’m confused, but I don’t care. You actually like that I look like this? I figured most girls would be put off by it or something,” Jared confessed.

“Not me,” Kate smiled. She licked her lips and bent forward, climbing atop the mattress. Jared felt as her long, slender legs spread out and her knees pushed into the mattress on either side of his own. He did not know what Kate was doing—she did not straddle his hips. Instead, she kept nudging closer until the front of her thong was right in Jared’s face.

“Pull down the front of my panties,” Kate said, looking down at the blonde teen.

“Wh—what?” Jared said, incredulous.

“Go on, babe. Pull down the front of my panties. I want to show you my own little ‘secret,’” she chuckled.

Jared reluctantly reached down. He could not believe he was in bed with the hottest girl he’d ever seen—rather than being kicked out of the apartment for being a creep. He hesitated, but did not want Kate to change her mind. He grabbed the front of her thong and pulled it down.

“What the… holy fuck,” Jared cried out. At once, Kate’s big dick and sack spilled out of the thong. She had a massive, smooth uncut cock and a tight, full sack at its base.

“You have a dick!” Jared gasped.

Kate laughed wildly and nodded. “And now you’re going to suck it. You’re going to be my little bitch. So go on,” she said, thrusting her hips forward until her dick was pushed into Jared’s nose and lips.

“I… I can’t suck a dick! I’m straight!” he said.

“I’m not a guy,” Kate said. “Five seconds ago you thought I was a hot girl, right? Well, I’m still the same girl. I just have a big dick for you,” she smiled.

“And I don’t really care about whether you want to suck a dick or not,” Kate smiled. “Just the same way that you didn’t care how upset it might make me for you to steal my panties,” she added.

“Now, you don’t have to suck my dick. I can just let your parents know that you like to wear panties, instead,” Kate said.

“Kate—no!” Jared pleaded.

“Come on,” Kate said. “Open up. Get that little bitch mouth open and take my dick—be a good sissy boy.”

Jared knew he was fucked either way. At least if he sucked Kate’s dick, he could be spared any further humiliation from anybody knowing about it. He knew his secret was safe with Kate, the same way that she had just revealed her own secret to him and knew he was probably not going to tell anybody. After all, if he did, he would be revealing that he’d been in bed with her.

“I’m waiting,” Kate said. “I’d really like a nice set of glossy lips around my dick. Come on—be a good boy,” she smiled.

“This is so fucking… I can’t even… I just…” Jared fumbled. He felt frustration and angst up and down his body. And yet, his dick was hard as he looked up at the towering figure of Kate, straddling his chest and shoving her beautiful dick in his face. It seemed more believable that she was a girl with a dick, because of how “pretty” her penis was. It confused him. But, then Kate tugged her off her body and revealed her black, lacey bra, and the big boobs tucked inside it. She licked her lips, smiled, and unlatched it, letting them hang—large and proud—over Jared’s face.

“I just can’t believe it,” Jared muttered.

“I’m waiting,” Kate said. “Come on… suck my dick!” she said, growing impatient.

Jared reached forward and grabbed Kate’s dick. He felt the thick, smooth shaft in his hand and exhaled long and heavy. He couldn’t believe he had another penis in his hand—a dick that was not his own. It was strange and surreal. And yet, as he heard Kate shudder with girlish sighs, he couldn’t reconcile it.

“Such soft hands. I’m not surprised you’re a sissy boy—you were made for this,” she laughed. “I knew from the moment I moved in with you, that you were either asexual, or a frustrated straight boy who was too pretty to get laid. I’ll admit, that you wanted to be a girl was not my first guess. But, I considered it,” Kate smiled.

“I don’t want to be a girl, I just… I… I don’t know,” Jared grumbled.

“You want to be as pretty as a girl. And now you are. But, with looking like a pretty girl comes a few responsibilities—like the expectation to service big dicks. It’s you’re new job,” Kate explained.

“Come on,” Jared shook his head.

“Mm… go on, sissy boy. Get those pretty lips on my dick or I’m going to be very upset,” Kate warned.

Jared reluctantly parted his lips and slid them over the head of Kate’s dick.

I can’t believe what I’m doing… I dressed like a girl and sucking another girl’s dick? I’m so fucking confused… why is my dick so hard? Jared thought. He was frustrated, and yet, as his tongue touched the underside of Kate’s dick-head and he heard her indulgent moans, he felt more emboldened to continue ‘experimenting’ with giving head.

Jared brushed his tongue over Kate’s dick and she sighed, “You’re a natural. I knew it. You were made for this—made to look pretty and suck dick.”

Jared detested this classification, but he could not fight it. He felt like a beautiful girl submitting to a big dick. He felt prettier than ever before in his life.

“That’s it,” Kate moaned, and shoved a bit more of her dick into Jared’s stretched lips. He could feel her dick against the roof of his mouth, and scrunched his brow as she neared his throat.

Jared clutched Kate’s thighs and pushed back as she sank her dick towards the back of his mouth. He pulled back and coughed, nearly gagging. Kate laughed and smacked Jared on his cheek. “You silly sissy virgin. You’ll learn—don’t worry. We’ve got all sorts of outfits and dirty things to do. You’ve got to get used to dick if you’re going to go around looking so hot all the time,” Kate explained.

“And no more haircuts. If you want to do this for real, we’re going to let your hair grow out long and flowing like I did with mine,” Kate thought.

Jared wondered what Kate looked like before she became a trans woman. He wondered if he was on the same trajectory as she had been. He considered himself lucky—as unbelievable as the odds had been—that she was a trans woman and was his roommate. He could learn everything from her; he could become the most beautiful version of himself, ever. He secretly dismissed Kate’s appeal to ‘serve dicks,’ however.

I’m not gay… I’m just doing this because she’s a girl and I can’t let anybody know about my secret, he thought.

Kate was not about to let Jared off easily, though. She gave a long moan and licked her lips as she jerked her wet dick. She climbed down Jared’s body and said, “I want to see what your bussy looks like.”

“My… what?” Jared asked.

“You’re bussy, silly,” Kate smiled. “Your boypussy,” she said.

A flame of lust and arousal spread through Jared’s body as Kate hovered over the front of his thong and she tugged them down his legs. His hard dick spilled out and she gave it a playful spank. “Disgusting,” she said with a playful contempt.

She brought Jared’s legs together and up and pulled the thong up to his ankles. Jared could only see the panties dangling from his feet as he saw Kate now had a perfect view of his exposed asshole. He felt so violated and on display—revealing his most private areas to the gorgeous girl. But it made his dick harder than ever.

Kate licked her finger and dragged the tip of it over Jared’s asshole. He puckered and whimpered quietly with delight.

“I’m impressed,” she said. “You keep your bussy so clean and hairless,” she smiled.

Without another word, Kate shoved her face down and brushed her tongue along Jared’s asshole.

“Oh, fuck…” Jared moaned. He had never felt anything quite so amazing as a girl’s tongue pushing against his asshole. It left him feeling like a puddle of sex; like he had been completely destroyed and rebuilt as a woman with a pussy. Kate was right—it was his ‘bussy’ from then on.

She paid no attention to his genitals, focusing only on Jared’s taint and asshole. She licked over his firm, bulbous taint and down into the pit of his asshole. She licked her lips and smacked them before diving right back in.

Jared reached into the dress and felt his dick, tucked between his thighs, oozing pre-cum like a faucet. He could only see down his body—see his dress bunched up and his panties at his ankles. He felt as if he was in some sort of virtual reality simulation—roleplaying as a girl. He had certainly never felt less like a boy in all his life.

“Ugh, Kate…” he whimpered. “It feels so good,” he cried, his eyes tight. Kate lifted her head and grinned. “I know—that’s because it’s a bussy. It wants to be pleasured and even fucked.”

Fucked? Jared thought. Before he could even explore the idea—or possibility—Kate was a step ahead of him, lifting back up and grabbing a bottle of lube from the nightstand.

“Wh—what are you doing?” he said, watching the girl with slight nervousness.

“I think you already know,” Kate said. She gazed at him with hunger in her eyes. “It’s so tight and warm. I just know it’s going to feel so good around my dick. And it’s going to feel amazing for you to be filled and stretched—I promise,” Kate said.

“W—wait,” Jared said, as Kate began to slide lube over her dick. “I don’t know about this. I’ve never even put a finger in my ass, and…”

As Jared said this, Kate dabbed lube on the tip of her finger and slid it over the blonde’s asshole. At once, Jared felt the cool lube and his butthole puckered. Kate licked her lips and Jared felt as the girl plunged her finger into his hole. He felt the ache as he was broken open around it.

“Now you have,” she giggled. She massaged the wall of his asshole for a moment, before pulling out and repeating, until Jared had a nice bit of lube in his warm, virgin butt.

“Ready?” Kate said.

Jared could not believe what he was seeing. He looked up to see a gorgeous girl staring back at him. On the street or on campus, she would have looked so girlish and innocent. But now, Jared knew the truth. Kate was a conniving, dominating girl. She had a dick and it suited her. She was going to make Jared wish he had never stolen her panties.

But the college boy regretted nothing; knew he would do it all over again. Because he looked down his body and saw his sundress bunched up and his thong still around his ankles, which were still together in the air, and he knew he felt hotter and prettier than ever before. He would not trade that pride for anything—even if he would have to pay for it with his butt—or bussy.

“Um, just… ugh, go slow, please…” Jared muttered.

“But you’re such a little slut,” Kate laughed. “I know your boypussy is going to love it. Soon, you’re going to be begging me for more.”

With that, Jared felt the tip of Kate’s dickhead as it pushed into his hole. His face tightened and he felt his ballsack tighten against his body as the swollen, burning pain began. Kate pushed firmly until his reluctant asshole was split wide around the head of her dick, and he bit her lip.

“Oh, babe—so tight,” she purred.

“Ugh, fuck—it hurts,” Jared complained.

“Breathe… and relax your butt. Open it up for me. It won’t hurt so much if you embrace it. But, you’re bussy is made for this,” she reminded him. “I really didn’t want to fuck you, but you had to go and look so pretty—like the most beautiful girl on campus. How could I resist? I’ve never been more turned on in my life than seeing you in my thong.”

Jared huffed and felt as Kate’s big, warm dick filled him. The ache, the fire and the scrunching pain held him in place, too worried to move a muscle. But Kate did not care—she plunged deeper into his warm, gooey butthole and withdrew, only to repeat.

Kate exhaled with breathy little moans as she plunged in and out of Jared’s warm asshole. He looked up at his panties and felt the girth stretch him to his limit. But soon, the pain seemed more like a badge of honor. With each deep plunge of Kate’s dick, and moan from the seductive college girl, Jared felt compelled to ride it out. His own penis was stiff as a board, and oozing so much pre-cum that it soaked a spot of the sundress. He felt betrayed by his painfully hard dick; as if it had turned against his masculinity—his heterosexuality. But he cared less and less as Kate fucked him and broke-in his ass. He began to huff more like a girl as time went on—to grit his teeth and whimper like one, too. Kate would look around his legs and smile from ear to ear, proud of her student.

“That’s it,” she said. “Moan for me. Tell me how much you love this big dick. I want to hear your scream for it. Tell me that you’re the biggest slut on campus,” Kate teased.

“I want it,” Jared obeyed. “I… I’m a dirty slut,” he continued. Kate nodded and grinned.

“You’re the hottest girl in town, babe,” Kate said. She plunged deeper and faster into Jared’s butt, until he felt her at his deepest point and cried out with pain. Kate pulled back and was generous enough to not sink as deep into him after that. But she fucked Jared faster and faster until both he and Kate were moaning together like a pair of lusty, submissive college girls. Eventually, a smile came to his lips—they curled wide and he started to laugh and moan.

Kate looked at Jared with a gleeful look. “Yes!” she said. “Submit… surrender to it! Be a beautiful girl and forget all about being a dumb, useless boy.”

Kate squatted at Jared’s rear and began to fuck him fast. “Oh!” Jared moaned.

“Tell me that you want my sperm, now,” Kate taunted. “Be a good little sissy slut and beg for cum,” she continued.

“I want it,” Jared said.

But before Jared could get another word out, he felt his dick tighten and throb, and a few ropes of cum weakly gushed out and stained the sundress.

“Ugh, fuck!” he growled. Kate looked and watched as Jared came. She even spanked his dick a few times.

“You whore,” she said with a laugh. “Now you’re going to have to get a creampie in your bussy.”

Kate pumped as fast as she could until Jared saw her face change. It grew tight and her lips parted as she huffed. “Oh, ah… ugh!” she cried.

Jared felt Kate’s dick throb wildly as it sank all the way into his ass. He could feel the warmth of her cum as it injected straight up his butt and into his belly. Kate’s eyes were wild with lust and abandon as she emptied her balls and kept Jared pinned onto the bed with his legs together until she was done.

Finally, she pulled out and collapsed beside Jared. “Fuck,” she panted.

Jared lowered his legs, which felt achy and sore from being stuck in the same position for so long. He could only laugh, though, as Kate clutched him in her arms.

“You did great,” she said. “I knew you would. I knew you were made for it.”

“To be a girl?” Jared asked. “But, I just want to dress up. I don’t know if I want to always be a girl.”

“Don’t worry,” Kate said. “You can dress up and be as pretty as you want. It doesn’t mean you will be a girl all the time. But, as long as you don’t want the world to know, you’re going to have to pay for my confidence,” she said.

“Oh yeah?” Jared said, smiling.

“Don’t worry. The more we do it, the more you’ll get used to taking a big dick,” she said.

“Do I ever get to fuck you?” Jared asked, after a hesitant pause.

Kate laughed and shook her head. “No,” she said. “You’re too pretty to be the ‘top,’” she said.

Jared smiled at the compliment, and realized he was in for a very interesting year living with Kate.


DARE YOU


Caitlyn stood before her boyfriend, a mischievous glint in her smoky eyes and her pink, pouty lips pursed as if she was about to blow him an inviting kiss. Instead, she opted for a tantalizing wink and, to tease him, a sultry, playful batting of her eyelashes.

She held her Daniel in suspense, before she finally uttered the single word that sent a shiver of anticipation down his spine:

"Dare."

Daniel could feel a rush of fear course through his body at his girlfriend’s selection.

This was no ordinary Friday evening ritual; at least, it was not a regular thing until three weeks ago when a little joke turned into a weekly game of "truth or dare." This game they played had a naughty twist, however. The couple would flip a coin and, after calling it, whoever won the toss, got to choose either ‘truth’ or ‘dare’ for the other person, rather than the loser of the toss getting to choose for themselves. And, invariably, the loser would be made to do or reveal something especially kinky.

For the past three weeks, Caitlyn had been the undisputed champion of their little game, winning the coin tosses every time and leaving her twenty year-old boyfriend utterly at her mercy. Despite his initial apprehension, Daniel found himself enjoying the thrill of the game, eagerly anticipating what the devious, nineteen year-old girl had in store for him each week.

And with each week, Caitlyn’s mischievous imagination seemed to grow ever slightly more adventurous and daring, leaving Daniel trembling with a mix of excitement and apprehension at what she might come up with next.

Caitlyn, of course, disarmed her submissive boyfriend with laughter and continued assurance that the game was ‘only for fun.’

And while Caitlyn's playful demeanor may have led one to believe that she was a light-hearted prankster, the truth was, she was a cunning strategist. She had a way of coaxing out the most intimate and revealing secrets from her boyfriend, always pushing the boundaries of their new relationship and managing to do it with a cool and readily dispensed smile.

Caitlyn never really went too far with her dares, though. The first week, she had made Daniel reveal his sexual history, which was easy enough: she was his first and only sexual partner. And she liked it that way—liked knowing that she was all Daniel had ever had.

This was a timid enough quiz for Daniel to escape without much damage, and even still, Daniel had felt it was a touch unfair, given that his ex-girlfriend and him had only had sex one time and it was quite disappointing.

The second week, Caitlyn had coaxed Daniel’s deepest and dirtiest fantasy out of him. Daniel had hesitated for a moment, but ultimately decided to truthfully confess his desire for anal sex; a revelation that made Caitlyn's brown eyes widen with satisfaction.

“There’s no way that’s going to happen, babe,” she had told him with a laugh. “Not unless you were thinking you wanted me to take you in the butt,” she said, laughing even harder. Daniel, while slightly scathed by this dismissive joke, had learned to adapt to his girlfriend’s caustic wit. Despite his willingness to play along, Daniel was well aware that his girlfriend was a master at manipulation, and that there was always a chance that she would take things farther and father. But for now, he was content to participate in the titillating game that had brought a newfound sense of excitement to their relationship.

During the most recent week, Daniel looked into Caitlyn’s mischievous eyes and the pink, pouty lips that seemed to be mocking him, and he couldn't help but wonder what sort of depravity the girl had in store for him, now. Perhaps it would be something innocent enough, like a sensual massage or a steamy make-out session, but he knew better than to underestimate the cunning college girl with all the charm of a snake.

Because the way Caitlyn uttered that single word, "truth," was always enough to send shivers down his spine. And now, it was ‘dare.’ For the very first time, his girlfriend had chosen ‘dare.’

It was as if she was issuing a challenge, inviting him to cross some invisible line that he wasn't even aware of. After all, they had only been dating for a few months and there was still much that they could each reveal to the other about their inner-most desires and personal histories.

And yet, Daniel couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of what Caitlyn had planned. For better or for worse, he was her willing victim, eager to see where her twisted, dirty mind might take him next.

Caitlyn indeed had something special in store for her boyfriend; something kinkier than he could have ever expected, and something she had been planning ever since they started playing their naughty game, weeks before.

Daniel knew that Caitlyn was more ‘experienced’ than he was, despite being the younger one in their relationship. It made perfect sense, too.

Daniel was twenty, and a junior at the University. In his three years on campus, he had spent most of his time on his studies. He had not managed much of a social life, save for a few friends and a dorm-mate who always went to parties, and always invited Danny along.

Finally, closing in on graduation, Daniel decided that if he was going to have the “college experience,” he’d better do it soon, or always harbor regrets about missing out.

Caitlyn, on the other hand, led a much more exciting life. She had had no trouble at all achieving the “college experience.” She was the epitome of grace and beauty, and it was no surprise that she was a part of one of the most exclusive sororities on campus. The sorority’s strict rules for the physical perfection of their members was no challenge for Caitlyn, who possessed long, luscious, flowing locks of dark amber hair that cascaded down her back in bouncy curls, perfectly framing her ample cleavage. Her figure was a stunning combination of slender curves that left men transfixed. Her deep, greyish-brown eyes were smoky and intense, and her friendly smile could light up an entire room.

Caitlyn's body was a remarkable blend of maturity and athleticism. She had the chest of a more matured, buxom woman, but her athletic build provided her with the perfect slender legs of an athlete. Her body radiated a magnetic attraction that made every guy on campus take notice. Being a part of the cheerleading squad for the University football team only added to her already impressive allure. It was no wonder that she led a thrilling and captivating life, with the sort of wild parties and social circles that her boyfriend could only dream about.

Daniel was a far cry from the magnetic and alluring Caitlyn. With his baby blue eyes and a shock of golden hair that seemed to have a life of its own, he appeared almost ethereal in contrast to his wife. His delicate features, soft cheekbones, and slightly pointed chin gave him a pretty-boy look that suited his thin, lanky frame perfectly. He was short and skinny, with a body that seemed to belong more to a track forgettable athlete than to a football player.

In stark contrast to Caitlyn's powerful and curvy figure, Daniel's form was almost delicate, lacking in any real substance or definition. He was far from the muscular and toned physiques that walked about campus, especially closer to the football players’ dorm halls. His body suggested a sort of boyish fragility, sensitivity and a vulnerability that made him seem almost out of place in the fast, exciting world that came with Caitlyn’s associations with the football team.

Despite his lack of physical power, Daniel had a gentle and kind face that betrayed a certain intelligence and wit. His eyes sparkled with a quiet humor that suggested he was more than just a pretty face. He was the type of person who would rather spend his evenings with a good book or a quiet conversation than at a wild party. Though, his shyness and introverted nature often left him feeling like an outsider in the raucous social circles that Caitlyn thrived in.

Daniel knew that—sooner or later—this might cause a problem for his relationship to the “hot girl” on campus. But he didn’t care, because he knew that his relationship was one of convenience, in many ways. He was the brains, and Caitlyn was the beauty. She had chosen him because he was stable and far from the ‘assholes’ she had long tired of. And for Daniel, the choice was easy. Girls had not exactly lined up to date him. They all thought that he was harmless and pretty, but not in the ways that had gotten him any respect from the college women on campus.

Caitlyn was tired of dating ‘meatheads,’ and when she met Daniel, he wasted no chance to try and win her over. Still, he expected Caitlyn to be like every other girl that he met; a future friend, and not a future girlfriend. She knew that behind Daniel's cute and unassuming exterior lay an impressive intellect. Despite his thin frame, he had a razor-sharp mind that was bound to take him places in life. With his sharp, angular features and piercing blue eyes, he exuded a quiet intelligence that attracted Caitlyn to him in the first place. Of course, she knew Daniel was worthless as a ‘man.’ But that did not bother her, so long as Daniel was the sort of timid, submissive boy she could boss around to her delight.

Daniel had a keen interest in history, and could spend hours poring over old tomes at the campus library—a hobby that bored Caitlyn to tears. His impeccable research skills and analytical mind made him an ace in the classroom, and he was well-respected by his professors and peers alike, but not so much by Caitlyn’s friends.

But Caitlyn knew that Daniel was on track to score a high-paying job out of college, thanks to his chosen degree and his natural aptitude for networking. Despite his shyness, he had a close circle of friends who respected him for his intelligence and kind-hearted nature. Caitlyn admired his ambition and knew that he was destined for great things.

The pair had no real reason to ever cross paths. But, after a chance meeting at a party in which Caitlyn approached Daniel, leaving him hot and nervous by her beauty, she found him tolerable enough to string about as her new, more ‘stable’ boyfriend. Daniel had been confused by Caitlyn’s attraction to him, but he didn’t dare question it, especially when, right after getting to know him at the party, she took Daniel upstairs and gave him a blowjob.

She wasn’t exactly keen on giving head, but it was a small price to pay. It was, in Caitlyn’s mind, like a drug dealer dishing out a free sample, to keep the customer hooked and coming back. It didn’t matter that she was not going to offer Daniel another blowjob, again. She knew exactly what she was doing in spinning Daniel around her finger from the very first moment.

It was quite a different speed than anything Daniel had experienced before. It overwhelmed him and drove him mad with desire. He was immediately addicted to the girl who, by all accounts, was out of his league, and should have aroused his suspicions.

As time passed, Daniel learned who was running the show in their relationship. But he did not care. What mattered to him was the fact that he had a gorgeous girl with big boobs, that he could parade about his geeky friends—not the fact that Caitlyn almost never gave herself to him, sexually, except for a few rare times in which she’d had a bit to drink and decided it was best to keep him around her finger.

But Caitlyn was used to something more than the boredom of a guy like Daniel. She was used to hotheaded jocks; guys who she didn’t know whether they would throw her up against the wall to threaten her—or fuck her. She liked it that way, and was addicted to the excitement of the unpredictability.

She had no idea how to bring that sort of thrill into her relationship with Daniel; not until one of her sorority sisters suggested a little game over drinks one evening. They explained how they had all been playing the reversed game of ‘truth or dare’ with their boyfriends to various effect.

Caitlyn introduced it to Daniel. The blonde was a bit hesitant to indulge, knowing that Caitlyn could have made him do anything. If her ‘dare’ had been to rob a bank, Daniel knew he might’ve just done it if it meant keeping Caitlyn by his side.

To Daniel’s surprise, she had kept things most normal. He had been disappointed to continually lose the coin toss and never once get the chance to make his girlfriend do something that he wished. He already knew that, given the chance, he would have made her give her butt to him for anal. He dreamt about the possibility, but, it had continually slipped from his fingers as Caitlyn always seemed to win the coin tosses.

But this week was quite different. Not only did Caitlyn win the toss, but she was intent, for the very first time, on daring her boyfriend to do something. There would be no more truths for Daniel offer up to his girlfriend. Daniel knew he was going to be expected to do something—anything—that Caitlyn asked.

“Well?” he said, eyeing Caitlyn. She had a mischievous glint in her brown eyes. It was an expression Daniel had been on the receiving end of many times, before. But, he had never been dared to do anything by Caitlyn, and couldn’t imagine what she was going to ask of him. Would it be something as innocuous as her dares?

“I’m thinking,” Caitlyn said, licking her lips. As they sat on the bed of her dorm room, Daniel studied the various items that decorated the room. Everything was decorated in sparkly pinks and silvers; a carefully and expected interior for a peppy college girl. But, the innocence of the decorations betrayed how vindictive and kinky Caitlyn could be.

Daniel knew better, though. He had been around Caitlyn when she let football players hit on her, treating her own boyfriend as though he was invisible. Instead, she liked the rise that it got out of him. She liked, too, poking fun at Daniel along with her sorority sisters or cheerleading teammates. They would pick on Daniel’s short stature or soft, skinny body.

“You should see his penis,” she had whispered to her friends once, right in front of her boyfriend.

“Is it big?” one girl asked her.

Caitlyn burst with laughter and shook her head, to which the other girls seemed greatly amused.

There in her dorm room, Daniel knew he was in for something degrading. But what?

Daniel watched as Caitlyn’s eyes scoured the room, seeming as though she had not planned to choose ‘dare.’ But, he was wrong. Caitlyn already knew what she was going to do; she had planned it for quite some time.

“Well?” Daniel asked, again, impatient and nervous.

“Go to my dresser and open the top drawer,” Caitlyn said. “I have a surprise for you.”

Daniel obeyed his girlfriend and walked to the large, oak dresser that was provided by the college dorm hall. He pulled open the drawer and said, “I don’t see anything. There’s just a bikini in here.”

Caitlyn laughed and said, “That’s right. You’re going to wear it for me.”

“What?” Daniel said, cocking his brow. “What are you talking about?”

“You’re going to wear my bikini. Go on. Put it on,” she said.

“This is a girl’s bathing suit,” Daniel said. “I can’t wear this.”

“I know. That’s why I’m daring you to wear it. So, get it on,” Caitlyn said.

“Babe, can’t we talk about this? Like, I thought you were going to dare me to… I don’t know, eat you out or something,” Daniel said.

Caitlyn chuckled and shook her head. “We’ve tried that before, remember? You’re no good at it.”

Caitlyn stood and walked over to join her boyfriend at the dresser. “Babe, the thing is, we’ve been dating for a little while now, and, well, you’re just no good as a boy. I’m kind of tired of bringing you around my girlfriends and having to show them that this is what I’m dating,” she said, opening her arms towards her boyfriend, as though she was a girl on a game show, showcasing the contestant’s potential prizes.

Daniel felt embarrassed, angry and humiliated by this revelation. He knew it was likely what Caitlyn had been thinking the entire time they dated, but to hear her speak it aloud was something different and much more painful.

“Go on, honey,” Caitlyn said, mockingly. “I’m not going to ask you again, okay?”

“Why? Why are you doing this?” Daniel asked. “I don’t understand why you want to see me dressed up in your bikini. If I’m already a pathetic excuse for a ‘man,’ then how is this going to help?” he ranted.

Caitlyn rolled her eyes and said, “You must not care about me if you’re going to be such a stubborn ass.”

“Well, why are you daring me to wear your bikini?” Daniel continued.

Caitlyn eyed her boyfriend with an unflinching gaze. She propped her hand on her hip and waited without offering him another word.

Daniel sighed. He knew he would do it. As ridiculous as it was, and as reluctant as he was to wearing a girl’s bathing suit, he knew that, for his girlfriend, he would do it. He didn’t want to risk losing Caitlyn. And, Daniel knew that she would be the only one to see him in the bikini, so what could it hurt?

Daniel shook his head and said, “This is bullshit.” He tugged his shirt up and off of his head and stood there shirtless, eyeing his girlfriend as he slipped out of his shorts. He eyed her and followed with his briefs, dragging them down and off his feet until he stood there, naked from head to toe, facing her with his limp, one-inch penis and small sack. He hated to be seen by his girlfriend in the cold, hard fluorescent light. There was no soft ambient lighting to dampen his insecurities. Caitlyn could see all of him—and his shortcomings—laid out before her.

She did not laugh at her boyfriend’s small dick. Instead, she eyed with a sort of contemptuous expression, as though she hated how small it was—hated Daniel for it, as if he’d had any control over it.

“Come on,” Caitlyn said, tossing the bikini top at her boyfriend. “Let’s see what you look like.”

Daniel grabbed the bikini top and, when he struggled to fit the cool fabric on his slender chest, Caitlyn came up behind him and tied the bikini top in the back.

He eyed himself in the corner mirror. There, he saw himself standing there with a girl’s bikini top over his flat chest, along with his tiny dick. He already felt much more feminine than he ever wanted to feel, seeing himself in the top.

“Mm, now the bottom,” Caitlyn said, holding back a laugh. She bit her lip and watched as Daniel stepped into the tiny bikini bottom. She watched it slide up his legs and fit snugly around his hips.

Daniel felt the cool cotton fit snug around his dick and sack. He fit easily in the front pouch, though he could still see an obvious bump in the front of it when he looked down.

“Yes,” Caitlyn gushed. “That’s perfect.”

Daniel turned and looked at himself in the mirror, fully dressed in Caitlyn’s bathing suit. “I love it,” she said.

“How does it feel? Tell me how much you love it,” she said.

“I… I don’t know. It’s soft. It’s a lot softer than anything I normally get to wear,” Daniel said.

“That’s right,” Caitlyn said.

“Now, come here,” she said. “We’re not done.”

Caitlyn sat her boyfriend down and began to apply makeup to his face. Daniel immediately winced and recoiled. “What are you doing?”

“Oh, I’m not just daring you to wear the bikini. I’m daring you to wear it with my makeup,” Caitlyn smiled. “Now, shut up and let me put this on you. Be a good boy.”

Daniel sat quietly, fuming as his girlfriend powdered his face and carefully brushed his skin with various little items, all smelling like the items his mother and sisters often wore. By the time Caitlyn was done, Daniel felt he could smell his femininity more than see it.

Caitlyn instructed Daniel to look at himself in the mirror, and there, he saw a full-frame reflection of himself, wearing a girl’s bikini and covered in makeup. He was shocked—shocked that, despite his short hair, Caitlyn had actually made him look like a beautiful girl. He was quietly furious at his girlfriend for her success.

Caitlyn, on the other hand, smiled proudly and shook her head. “I can’t believe how easily you look like a pretty girl. Actually, I’m not that surprised at all. You already have a college girl’s body, after all,” she teased.

“Well? Are we done, then? Can I take this off?” Daniel asked.

“Um, no,” Caitlyn said. “I want you to tell me what you love most about looking like a girl. Come on. Let me hear it. I want you to try and make your voice sound like a girl’s, too,” the brunette said.

“What?” Daniel said, hesitant.

“Go on,” Caitlyn said, frustrated by her boyfriend’s reluctance. “I’m not asking you again, so suck it up and stop being such a whiny little pussy.”

Daniel couldn’t believe his girlfriend’s directness, or the acidic tongue with which she lashed at him.

The skinny blonde quickly cleared his throat and stood up straight. He eyed himself in the mirror and said, “I… um,” as he tried to transform his voice to that of a girl’s, “I look… pretty. I, I like that, I guess.”

“You feel pretty, don’t you? Have you ever been able to say that, before?” Caitlyn said, crossing her arms.

“No, I… I guess I haven’t,” Daniel conceded.

“Come on,” Caitlyn said.

“What? Where are we going?” Daniel said. He watched as his girlfriend started undressing before his eyes. He felt hard in his bikini bottom as he watched Caitlyn undress until she was completely naked. Her full boobs hanged nice and plump and he looked at her small, trimmed mound between her long, slender legs.

“Are we going to have sex?” Daniel asked. He bit his lip and felt the ache in the base of his dick as it began to stiffen.

But, Caitlyn ignored him. Instead, the girl found another bathing suit and began to dress herself in it, until she, too, wore a two-piece bikini just like her boyfriend.

She eyed the tent in Daniel’s bikini bottom and shook her head. “You’re not going to want to go out with that,” she said. “You’d better lose it fast!” she teased, as she walked for the door and opened it.

“What? What are we doing? What are you talking about?” Daniel said, terrified that the girls and boys passing in the hallway would look inside and catch sight of him.

“We’re going to a frat party,” she said. “All the sorority girls are going to be there in our bathing suits. It’s a pool party,” she said.

“What? Are you fucking nuts? I can’t go outside in a bikini,” Daniel cried.

Caitlyn shook her head and said, “Nobody would even know it was you. Trust me. You look like some random hot girl. And, if you care at all about our relationship, you’ll do it,” she said.

“Why?” Daniel asked.

“Because, I dared you. And, Danny, if I cannot trust you to fulfill a simple dare, how can I trust you to really care about this relationship at all?” Caitlyn said.

She pointed to the hallway and said, “If you want to be together by the end of the night, I would think carefully about doing what your girlfriend tells you.”

Daniel eyed the dim lighting of the hallway and decided that, perhaps, it would not be so obvious that he was a boy dressed as a girl in a bathing suit.

He reluctantly marched towards the hallway. Once he was outside and Caitlyn closed her dorm room door behind them, Daniel felt a rush of terror up and down his legs. A trio of college boys walked down the hallway and eyed Caitlyn and Daniel.

Daniel expected a rush of insults. Instead, the boys chattered and whistled at them. “Looking good, girls—damn,” one of them called.

“Thanks,” Caitlyn said with a wink.

“Where you girls going, tonight? Can we come?” Another boy said.

Daniel could not believe that the guys had not discovered his secret. He couldn’t believe that was actually somewhat proud of how hot they all seemed to find him. The more boys that they passed, the more compliments he and Caitlyn were paid and, the more he began to actually like it.

“Is this how it always is?” Daniel asked his girlfriend.

Caitlyn nodded. “That’s right. When you’re hot it is. And, you’re hot,” she smiled.

The pair headed to the frat party. As they made their way up the sidewalk, the silence of the night turned to booming music and raucous crowds. As they walked up into the house, Daniel and Caitlyn were surrounded by hot, sweaty bodies of partiers. The room was clouded with a thick haze of pot smoke, and the scent of alcohol on the breaths of many people pushed warmly against their noses. Most of the girls were dressed down in skimpy bathing suits like their own.

Daniel’s heart sped in his chest as he was surrounded by dozens and dozens of pairs of eyes—any one of which could find out his big lie. But instead, Daniel found that most of the frat boys were too drunk to notice or care beyond finding him and his girlfriend ‘hot’ and ‘fucking hot,’ and the girls seemed to mind their own business. Daniel was sure that the girls would know he was not one of their own, but it did not matter. They eyed him with curious glances, but otherwise seemed too unbothered to care.

“Come on,” Caitlyn shouted to her boyfriend. She grabbed him by the hand and they winded through the crowd until they made their way to the backyard where a pool was lively and full of college boys and girls.

Caitlyn met up with a few of her sorority sisters and as they chatted, they asked, “Who’s she?”

Daniel could not believe his luck. Had actual girls not realized he was not one of them? That he was not the imposter that he felt like?

“That’s my sacrifice,” Caitlyn said.

“Sacrifice?” Daniel mouthed to himself. The girls laughed and nodded. “She’s perfect. Ricky is going to have fun with her.”

As the girls walked away, Daniel turned to his girlfriend, “What are they talking about? What ‘sacrifice?’”

Caitlyn rolled her eyes, seemingly avoiding the question. “Come on,” she said, leading her boyfriend back into the house. There, they found the stairway and headed up. After three sets of stairs, they wandered down a hallway that was empty.

“Where are we going? What is this?” Daniel asked.

“You love me, right?” Caitlyn turned to her boyfriend and said.

Daniel nodded. Caitlyn continued, “And you’d do anything for me?”

“Um, yeah,” Daniel nodded, with a touch less confidence.

“Good,” Caitlyn said. “You’re going to meet Ricky, the head of the fraternity. See, our sorority is trying to get enough money for a new house. We’re not even close, but Ricky’s frat is going to help us. But, they want something in return. So, for every girl we bring them, we get more money for our sorority house.”

“I don’t understand. So, who did you bring?” Daniel asked.

Caitlyn smiled and pushed open a door that seemed plain and unsuspecting enough. But, once she did, she revealed what looked like the bedroom of a college boy. The room was decked in oak wood paneling, fitting for the age of the house, along with a few trophies and posters of naked women. It was well put-together and tidy, with a bed in the center of the room looking as though it hadn’t been touched in many nights.

“What are we doing?” Daniel asked.

“You’ll see,” Caitlyn said.

Just then, Caitlyn pressed a button on the doorframe. It looked like a doorbell, even, but Daniel knew that this could not be.

Only a minute or so later, a young man emerged in the doorway. He was tall and wide. He had the build of a football player; a tight-end or defensive end. He was big, a foot taller than Daniel, at least, and he looked twice as wide. He had a soft complexion, but a strong, chiseled jaw along with a straight brow of dirty-blonde that matched his fuzzy, shaved head. He had an oversized white t-shirt, and a few golden necklaces, along with a pair of baggy shorts.

“Babe,” he said, eyeing Caitlyn.

Daniel watched as his girlfriend met the mystery boy and hugged him. He felt a particular sting as the boy kissed his girlfriend on her lips. Caitlyn, however, did not reject him. Instead, she seemed to particularly like it.

“You smell good,” she said to him with a smile.

“It’s some new stuff. Something fancy my girl got me,” he said.

“Oh, which girl is that?” Caitlyn laughed.

The boy laughed and shrugged. “Good point. It was Rachel, though.”

“She’s still putting up with your shit,” Caitlyn teased.

“You know it,” Ricky smiled. “And you know why.”

Caitlyn gave the boy a playful spank on his chest and said, “Stop. Don’t talk about that right now.” She looked afraid that Daniel might hear too much and perhaps know what sorts of things she had gotten up to in the sorority before she’d met him.

“And who’s the sexy girl you brought me?” he said, eyeing Daniel.

Daniel cocked his brow and swallowed as the tall boy eyed him and started towards him.

“This is… Danielle,” Caitlyn said. “She’s a sacrifice. You can have her if you give us another ten grand,” Caitlyn said. “Deal?”

“Well, let’s see if she’s gonna earn it,” the boy said.

“Wh—who are you?” Daniel asked.

“I’m Ricky. You can call me ‘Big dick Rick,’ if you like, though,” Ricky said with a cocky grin.

“Ricky, you jerk,” Caitlyn said, laughing.

“You know it’s true,” he said, eyeing Caitlyn with an ever widening, shark tooth grin.

“Um, so, how do you two know each other?” Daniel said.

“Never mind that,” Caitlyn said. “The point is, I’m bringing you Danielle, and she’s going to do whatever it takes to convince you to help us with the house,” Caitlyn said, eyeing her boyfriend. “Isn’t that right, Danielle?”

“What? I… I don’t know,” Daniel said. “I don’t even know what’s going on.”

“Oh?” Ricky said. “Well, let me show you what’s going on, baby girl,” Ricky said. The twenty-four year-old frat leader then unzipped his shorts. He tugged his large t-shirt up and off of his body, revealing a chiseled torso and chest and big, corded biceps—one of which was covered in tattoos.

He followed with his shorts, tugging them down until he was standing in only a pair of blue boxer-briefs that sculpted around a very large bulge.

“Um, what is going on?” Daniel repeated, more concerned than ever before.

Caitlyn eyed her boyfriend and cleared her throat. “I already told you, babe. Remember? You’re such a bimbo,” she said. “You’re going to convince Ricky to help us put some money for the sorority house.”

“That’s right,” Ricky said, sitting on the edge of his bed and propping himself up with his hands. “So, why don’t you get to work.”

“What?” Daniel said, his eyes wide and full of shock.

“She’s not a prude, is she? You didn’t bring me a fucking virgin or something, right?” Ricky said to Caitlyn.

“No,” Caitlyn said. “She’s… she’s a total slut, I swear. She’s just, um… being silly.” Caitlyn turned to her boyfriend with a look of concern in her eyes. “Go on, babe. Suck his dick.”

Daniel felt his eyes ready to jump from his skull as his girlfriend said this. He looked down at Ricky’s big bulge and his brow slammed down. “What?” he said to Caitlyn.

“You know the drill, babe,” Caitlyn said, pretending that she had filled her boyfriend in on every little detail.

“You suck Ricky’s dick and we get money for the house. You’re not going to disappoint me, are you? Why do you think we got dressed up tonight? For nothing? No, silly. You’re going to do this for me, or we’re going to have to talk about our… friendship… later,” Caitlyn warned.

Daniel looked down again at Ricky’s bulge.

“Come on, bitch,” Ricky said. “Get to sucking or I’m going back downstairs,” he laughed.

“Go on, babe,” Caitlyn urged. “Last time I’m going to ask you. Remember what’s at stake, here. It’s not just the money for the house,” the girl said, looking at her boyfriend with more frustration and visual anger than ever before.

Daniel knew his girlfriend was ready to walk out on him if he didn’t do this absolutely ridiculous act. He didn’t know that it was enough, however. How could he honestly be made to get down on his knees and suck a stranger’s dick, all while dressed up as a hot girl? It was humiliating, degrading and had left his stomach tight and clenched with anger and frustration.

“Come on, babe, you’re so fucking hot. I’d fucking love to have those sweet lips around me,” Ricky said, smiling softly.

“You… you think I’m pretty?” Daniel said to him, making sure to sound like a girl. He had no idea what Ricky, who seemed like he could be a hothead under less happy circumstances, was capable of, should he discover that the “girl” on her knees was no girl at all, but a guy dressed up.

“Fuck yes I do. Babe, you’re one of the prettiest girls that I’ve ever been brought. You’ve got that short, pixie haircut. I love that. That turns me on so much,” Ricky said, eyeing down at Daniel. “I’ve got to have you, babe.”

Daniel licked his lips and took a deep breath.

“Go on,” Caitlyn said to him. “Last chance.”

Suspense hung in the room like a low-hanging cloud.

But, it left Daniel full of adrenaline and that sharpened his senses. It had left him feeling as though time had slowed down. He had no idea what to do—what he should do. All he knew was that he didn’t want to lose his girlfriend, and he was—for some strange reason—aroused at the way Ricky talked to him and complimented him.

He ‘has to have me’? Fuck… nobody has ever said that to me … not even Caitlyn, Daniel thought. What if I just… I don’t know… gave it a try? What is college for? I can get the college experience, after all. It would be fucking wild, but… maybe it wouldn’t be so bad? Daniel thought, trying to persuade himself into performing the most unthinkable act of his life.

I can’t suck a dick… I’m straight! I’m a straight boy! I’m supposed to be doing things with girls, not dressed as one, he reconsidered.

Caitlyn tapped her foot on the floor and shook her head with impatience. “Danielle, I’m not going to ask you again. Are you going to show me that you even care about me at all?”

Ricky looked down and shook his head. “Looks like your girl isn’t down for it. I guess she’s too stuck up to suck dick; it’s too bad, she’s fucking hot. I’d love to see those pretty lips around my dick.”

With this, Daniel was lifted by impulse. He brought his hand quickly atop Ricky’s bulge. Ricky grinned and Caitlyn looked at her boyfriend, surprised.

“Yeah, let’s do this,” Ricky smiled.

Daniel groped and caressed the frat boy’s big bulge. He gave it a gentle squeeze and thought to himself, there’s no way this is his shaft, right? Fuck, it’s huge.

He felt a pang of jealousy and bitterness that a jerk like Ricky could have a big dick and an endless stream of hot college girls, while he was stuck with a tiny penis between his legs. And now, it was tucked inside a girl’s bikini bottom—the ultimate insult to his worthlessness as a proper “man.”

“That’s it, babe, get on this,” Ricky grinned.

“Go on, babe,” Caitlyn said. “Show Ricky your skills. Stop stalling.”

Daniel took a deep breath and grabbed the front band of Ricky’s briefs. He tugged them down until the massive, pink dick spilled out, half-hard and bobbing about like a fat sausage with two equally big balls hanging low in their sack.

“Fuck,” Daniel gasped.

“Mm,” Caitlyn purred.

“Yeah, you remember it, baby,” Ricky said to the girl. This only served to frustrate Daniel more as he reluctantly gripped his fingers around the thick cock and eyed Caitlyn with disgust.

“That’s it,” Caitlyn laughed. “Go on, Danielle. You know you love it. Remember how we were talking about how much you love to give head on the way over here?”

Daniel said nothing—only scoffed—before turning back to look at the meaty cock hanging in front of him. He squeezed it and felt it throb in his grip. It was massive and powerful.

Ricky sighed long and hard. “Go on, babe. Suck it. Get those pouty lips on it, already.”

Daniel gulped air and brought his mouth forward. He parted his lips and slid them over Ricky’s pronounced dick head. As he did, Caitlyn crooned with delight. “She’s so pretty, isn’t she, Ricky?”

“Fuck,” Ricky moaned. “She’s got a perfect mouth. Holy shit, these lips are nice around my dick.”

“That’s it,” Caitlyn said. “Show him your skills, Danielle.”

Daniel hesitated, and slid more of his mouth down Ricky’s shaft. He swallowed and clumsily sucked the frat boy’s dick, hoping he was too buzzed to notice that he had no idea what he was doing. “Play with his balls, Danielle. Don’t ignore them.”

Daniel quickly moved his hand over the jock’s sack. He felt the heavy weight of the balls in his hand, shocked at just how much heftier they were than his own.

Daniel’s heart sped in his chest as he continued sucking Ricky’s dick. Over and over, until his jaw began to feel a touch achy, he sucked the frat boy’s dick. He pulled his lips off of Ricky’s dick head and heard an audible pop sound as he did.

The more he sucked on Ricky’s dick, the more Daniel started enjoying it. There was something incredibly powerful about being able to elicit such moans from the sort of guy who normally would have stuffed him in a locker or tormented him under normal circumstances. But now, completely unaware that Daniel was not a beautiful college girl, Ricky was completely at his mercy. And as strange as it was for the teen, he actually felt empowered and aroused at the idea of being on his knees, serving a powerful guy like Ricky.

“Slurp him up—keep going,” Caitlyn said.

“Nah, nah, fuck this,” Ricky said, shaking his head. He yanked his dick from Daniel’s mouth, and the blonde was certain he’d been found out.

But Ricky instead grinned and grabbed Daniel’s arm. “Get up here, babe. We’re gonna have some real fun, instead.”

“Um, what are you doing?” Caitlyn said.

“We’re gonna do what you and I used to do,” Ricky grinned.

“Wh—what? No, no we can’t,” Caitlyn said.

“Why not?” Ricky said. “If y’all want the money for that house of yours, Danielle better play along. You’re gonna enjoy it, right?”

Daniel looked at his girlfriend, unable to say a word. Caitlyn cleared her throat and, with nervousness glazing her desperate gaze, blurted, “Anal only, though.”

Ricky turned and looked at Caitlyn, “What?”

“You can only fuck her butt. And no looking at anything else down there, okay? Danielle loves it in the ass, but she’s super self-conscious about her… pussy. So, don’t even look. Okay? Understand?” Caitlyn said.

“Um, Caitlyn, what the fuck? I can’t…” Daniel started, as Ricky bent him over the edge of the mattress and grabbed his ass.

The lighting was dim and Caitlyn knew it was most likely that Ricky would not even know what was hiding down below her boyfriend’s asshole. But, she still watched on nervously.

Daniel looked over his shoulder and said, “Hey. W—wait a second. I’m not… I can’t do that. Sucking dick is one thing but…”

Caitlyn quickly came around and stroked Daniel’s hair. “Relax. You’re going to do this for me, right? Trust me, if you do it, I’ll owe you big time, okay? Just breathe and remember to keep yourself nice and relaxed. Open up for him. He’s big, so you really need to relax.”

“Caitlyn, are you crazy?!” Daniel cried.

“Babe, if I don’t get to fuck this house, I’m not putting any money to the house,” Ricky said, spanking Daniel’s tight, bare rump.

“Have fun,” Caitlyn said to the frat boy, before eyeing her boyfriend and whispering, “Do it for me, okay? Seriously. Do it for me. You’re such a beautiful girl. Do you really want to mess all that up now?”

Daniel took a deep breath, terrified of what was to come. He felt Ricky yank his bikini bottom to the side and suddenly felt as the jock spat onto his asshole and rubbed it with his fingertips.

Daniel knew he could turn it down and run out of the room right then. But, he didn’t. He eyed his girlfriend and knew that, not only could he not disappoint her, but he could not deprive the part of himself that had been so starved of admiration and attraction. He was a beautiful girl, now. A guy like Ricky even wanted to fuck him. It was something Daniel had never before experienced, and he knew that if a butt-fucking was the price he would have to pay to continue living this fantasy of being the “hot girl” in the room, then so be it.

He grimaced as he felt Ricky push his dick into him. After some resistance from his tight, virgin hole, he broke open around Ricky’s thick head and at once, the blonde cried out and felt tears welling at the corners of his eyes. Ricky plunged into the rosy asshole, completely unaware that he was fucking another college boy.

Caitlyn smiled, watching her pathetic boyfriend struggle to take the frat boy’s big dick.

“You are such a beautiful girl; such a hot little slut. Look at how good you’re making Ricky feel,” Caitlyn taunted him. “You’ve never been so pretty in all your life. It’s like you were made for this!”

“Fuck,” Ricky growled. “Holy fuck this butt is tight. Damn, girl… this is the best ass I’ve ever felt,” the frat boy continued.

Daniel grunted and whimpered pain as the burn of being fucked in his butt by such a thick dick continued to spread throughout his body. But, as he looked back, he saw Ricky pumping into him and his bikini bottom yanked to the side. He almost felt an out-of-body experience in seeing it, as if he was disconnected from the hips of a girl in a bikini bottom who was getting fucked in her butt. But he was the girl.

He tried to relax and, eventually, Ricky’s dick was not so painful that he felt as if he was being ripped up. But, it was never very comfortable. He simply braced and continued his ‘duty’ to his girlfriend—and to himself, waiting for the jock to cum.

“It’s so hot,” Caitlyn said, stroking her boyfriend’s hair as he huffed and grit his teeth.

“You know you love it. You know you love being broken by his dick,” Caitlyn laughed. Unsatisfied with her boyfriend’s quiet strains, she looked down at Daniel and said, “Tell me that you love it—that you were made for this.”

“I… ugh… ah… I was… fuck… made for this,” Daniel stumbled.

“And that you love it,” Caitlyn doted.

“And that I was… oh, fuck… I meant… that I love it,” Daniel continued. All the while, the sound of skin slapping bounced against the walls, and the scent of sex and musk began to fill the air.

Ricky pumped faster and deeper, each time bringing himself closer and closer to finish. After only ten or so minutes of fucking Daniel’s butt, the frat boy warned with a tight expression, “I’m gonna’ bust my fucking load soon.”

“Where?” Caitlyn asked.

“On her pretty little face,” Ricky grinned.

The frat boy pulled his dick from Daniel’s butt. The blonde felt immediate relief to have Ricky’s dick out of his ass, but this lasted only a mere moment before the frat boy came around and shot his thick, hot load onto Daniel’s face.

The cum glazed over Daniel’s makeup, and he could smell the gooey, salty globs as they battered his nose, cheeks, lips and even his forehead and eyes.

“Fuck,” Daniel complained with frustration.

Ricky was too deep into his climax to care. Caitlyn found it all most enjoyable, seeing her pretty, sissified boyfriend receive a big load of cum right on his face.

Much to Daniel’s annoyance, he felt Ricky’s seemingly never-ending cumshot blast into his hair.

“Come on!” Daniel growled as the frat-boy coated him in the biggest load he’d ever seen.

Finally, Ricky finished and said, “Suck those last few drops out, babe.”

Daniel reluctantly obeyed the jock and tasted the steamy, salty cum on his tongue. He strained to swallow and felt sick at the heavy scent of semen frosting his face.

“I love it!” Caitlyn said, and took out her phone to capture a photo of it, much to her boyfriend’s horror.

“Come on, babe,” Caitlyn said. “Let’s go downstairs and enjoy the rest of the party. I’ve got some more boys to introduce you to.”

“I need to clean this off,” Daniel complained.

“Um, no you don’t,” Caitlyn said, sliding Daniel’s bikini bottom back over his used, aching butt. “You’re going to walk around the party with the load on your face, so all the other girls know what a little slut you are. They’re going to be super jealous.”

“Jealous?” Daniel asked.

“Yeah. You’re going to be the hottest bitch here,” Caitlyn grinned.

“I believe that,” Ricky grinned. “I want that ass again real soon, you got it? I want your pussy, too,” he said.

Caitlyn nodded as she quickly ushered her boyfriend out of the bedroom.

As they started back down towards the party, Daniel looked at his girlfriend. “How did I do?”

Caitlyn laughed and shook her head. “You’ve got cum everywhere,” she laughed. “That’s how you did. You’re a hot girl. We’ll be hot girls together.”

“Yeah? I think I could get used to that. We’ve got a few more hours, I’m guessing before the party is over,” Daniel said.

“No, Danny. I meant… we’re going to be hot girls together from now on. You and I are going to dress up, hit the malls. I’ll bet I can even get you into the sorority. Then, you can have fun like this all the time,” Caitlyn said.

Daniel couldn’t believe what his girlfriend was saying. “You mean… you don’t want to be together anymore?”

Caitlyn laughed and said, “I do. But I want you to be my girlfriend from now on. You just aren’t that good at being a boy. But you make the perfect girl.”

Daniel smiled. As humiliated as he knew he should feel, he could only feel good about everything that had happened. He felt sexier than ever before in his life. And already, more than he ever could have imagined, he was getting the “college experience!”


BIG SURPRISE


“Mm, fuck…” I crooned.

I was on my bed and stroking my hard, slick shaft to the porn video that played on the tiny screen of my phone as I held it over my face. The aching moans of the actors blasted from the small speakers. I knew I should have been using ear buds, but I was lazy.

Unfortunately, my laziness was going to catch up me.

I was closing in on my climax. My dick was flaring and my balls swollen. I bit my lip and felt the pressure building.

And that’s when I heard the knock on my door. Well, first there was the doorbell chime. And after a few moments, I heard the sound of knuckles banging on wood.

I wanted so badly to cum, to empty my balls. I hadn’t been able to jack off for nearly a week because of my job. Typically, I went three times a day. Maybe that was a lot for a twenty year-old, but it was what I needed. I had always been too lazy and too horny for my own good.

Still, I felt good. Because from the moment I moved into my new apartment, I knew I had made the right choice. I was a junior in college and had been given the option to continue living in the dorms on campus or to get an apartment nearby. The school policy was that, for the first two years, students had to live in the dorms; after that, they could live wherever they pleased.

I hated living in the dorms. I didn’t care for living with a stranger for a roommate, and I didn’t like the close proximity to my neighbors. And the dorm I lived in was inhabited mostly by the jocks on campus, which was always fun for me, being more of the nerdy, introverted type.

I could hold my own amongst other guys. But I was always on the leaner and shorter side; a swimmer or soccer player’s build, rather than that of a football player. And that always made me feel a bit insecure or like I had something to prove, especially when it came to girls.

I was never good with girls. In fact, I was still a virgin, despite wishing more than anything that I could lose my v-card. When I failed to do so in high school, I’d hoped I could finally get laid when I came to college. But, two years in, and I was still dry as a desert well.

But, I had my new apartment, at least.

Now, I have some place to bring girls back to, I thought to myself. It was a start. The place was nice enough for a college student. It was in a nice part of town, too. And although I had not met my neighbors, the random people who had walked about the apartment property were always friendly and nice, even if they were mostly older.

I had been mostly left to my own devices after move-in. And so, the knock on my door evoked serious curiosity, despite being balls-deep in my jerk-off session. I wanted so badly to cum, to blow my load and then go see who was at the door. But, the knocking was relentless—It wouldn’t let up.

I sighed heavy with annoyance and climbed out of my bed. I tried to fit my hard dick back into the hole of my boxers. I pulled my jeans up and felt the ache of fitting the tight pants over my stiff shaft, now pointed downward in the stuffy cotton chamber.

I shook my head and muttered beneath my breath with annoyance at whoever was so insistent on bothering me at that exact moment. The knocking did not stop, and there was even a second doorbell chime in the mix, somewhere.

Finally, I made my way around the corner and came to the door. I was ready to take one look and turn around.

Probably some asshole trying to sell me something, I thought, as I brought my eye to the small fisheye lens in the door. When I did, I saw something very much unexpected. I saw two absolutely gorgeous college girls standing on the other side of my front door. They were smiling and giggling with one another and, for a moment, I wondered if I had been dreaming.

“What would they want with me?” I whispered to myself, just in time to see in the lens one of their fists meet the door to give it another knock.

I pulled my head back and my heart began to race. My body felt tight and my legs weak. I was always nervous around girls, especially girls as beautiful as these.

I didn’t know what to do. But, I was too desperate to remain there, separated by that block of wood. I didn’t know what the two beautiful girls could want with me, but, even if it was a case of a wrong apartment, they were too pretty to ignore.

I took a deep breath and brushed my hand in my short hair. I looked down when I continued to feel the tension in my jeans. My dick was still quite hard, but had softened just enough to where I did not feel I had a completely obvious tent inside the front of my pants.

Finally, I pulled the door open. Don’t look too desperate. Just be cool, I thought, giving myself a little mental pep talk. I kept most of my lower body behind the door, so as to try and hide my boner. Instead, I slipped just my head and chest around the door and into the space between the door and the doorframe.

The girls eyed me and smiled quietly.

“Um, hi,” one of them said. She was tall, slender, with long platinum blonde hair that was straight until it curled just at the ends, near the obvious cleavage in her top. She looked like she had big boobs, along with a tiny, slender waist, and nice little hips that were fit snugly in a denim skirt to go with her black top. She had big, green eyes and a soft, peachy complexion.

“Hi,” the other girl said. She—almost as if the complete opposite of the blonde girl—had a pixie-cut of dark, cinder-brown hair and smoky eyes. She had a paler complexion, but she had almost the same build as the blonde girl.

“Um, hi,” I said with a dopy grin.

“I’m Alexis,” the blonde girl said.

“And I’m Stephanie,” the brunette added. Both girls had cheery smiles.

I knew that they had to be selling something. There could no way two girls as beautiful as these would smile so warmly towards a random college guy like me. I didn’t think I was repulsive or anything; girls seemed to think I was cute enough to date. But, I wasn’t a hunk or any sort of guy who could elicit this response from girls like these.

“Hi,” I said, compelled to offer my name, too. “I’m Eric.”

I did not want to sound rude, but I continued, “Can I help you?” I offered a smile while I said this, so they didn’t think I was some sort of asshole who wanted to blow them off.

“Well, um, we saw you were moving in and since we live right here we wanted to come say ‘hello,’” Alexis said. She pointed a thumb back over her shoulder towards the door that stood directly across the outside corridor from my own.

My eyes widened. I could not believe what she was telling me.

“Wait… so, the two of you live… right there?” I said, pointing to the door, which could not have been more than eight feet from my own door.

Stephanie nodded and Alexis gave a quiet giggle.

“Wow.”

I couldn’t believe it. I hadn’t had too many things to move into my apartment, but considering I had been going up and down the outside stairwell for a few days, I was surprised I had never seen either of the girls. When I thought more about it, I realized that I hadn’t seen any of my neighbors until that point.

Still, I did not know why they would want to waste their time with a guy like me. They looked as though they probably had boyfriends on the college football team or something; the sort of guys who could pulverize me for simply speaking to them.

“Yep,” Alexis said. “And, we’re the sort of girls who believe in giving our new neighbors a proper welcome.”

“A proper welcome?” I said, all too curious of what this entailed.

“That’s right,” Stephanie said. “That’s why we wanted to come over and say

‘hello.’”

“Also,” Alexis added, “We wanted to invite you over tonight to hang out with us, if you’re interested.”

“Oh yeah?” I said. I cracked a nervous smile and my eyes widened. “Um, well…” I continued, as I anxiously rubbed the back of my neck.

“Are you guys having, like, a party or something?” I asked.

Alexis and Stephanie looked at each other and back at me. “No party,” Stephanie shrugged. “We just thought that, if you wanted, we could all hang out—just the three of us.”

By that point I truly believed that I was dreaming. I secretly pinched myself just to be certain.

“Of course, if you don’t want to come…” Alexis said, with a teasing flare of her big, green eyes. She ever so gently bit into her glossy, bottom lip. It was pouty and pink and absolutely drove me mad the way she was so careful and sly with her movements.

“No, I’ll be there,” I interrupted. “What time?”

“Whenever you want after five,” Stephanie said. “Alexis and I get off work around then.”

“Oh, where do you guys work? I figured you were in college,” I said.

“We are. We’re Seniors. But we work part-time waiting tables at that Italian restaurant on the square.” She proceeded to mention the name, but I hadn’t the first clue of what she had told me.

“You?” Stephanie said.

“Me? Um…” I scratched my head. “It had been a long time since anybody had asked me anything about myself.”

“I’m a junior,” I said. “I don’t have a job yet, though.”

“Oh, well, maybe you could come work with us sometime,” Alex said with a bubbly grin.

I didn’t know why these two impossibly attractive girls were being so inviting and kind to me. But I couldn’t have cared less what their reasons. If they’d had an ulterior motive, I didn’t mind. Attractive girls had never paid me such attention, before. Even the few that had given me the time of day were nowhere near as beautiful as Stephanie and Alexis.

So, short of finding out that Alexis and Stephanie were serial killers and ready to bound me up and kill me in their apartment, I was going to do whatever they wanted me to do.
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Five o’clock came and went. I was too hesitant to go over to their apartment right at five. In fact, I didn’t want to look too desperate, either, so I deliberately decided I would wait until five-thirty at the earliest. But, then five-thirty came and went, too, and I was still in my apartment pacing about and obsessing over my looks.

I meticulously cleaned, groomed and dressed myself. Essentially, I cleaned and worked on my appearance as though my night with Stephanie and Alexis might turn into an orgy or something. I laughed at the ridiculousness of my desperation.

A threesome with the two hot girls next-door… I’m losing my fucking mind if I think I have any chance of that happening. They probably just need somebody to help them with their laptops or phones and assumed I’m nerdy enough for the job, I thought. It was par for the course considering I usually wallowed in self-loathing when it came to girls.

But, I was flying in the dark, so to speak.

I didn’t have a game plan for dealing with hot girls like Stephanie and Alexis. I didn’t know how to act, think or feel about any of it. All I knew was that they were fucking hot and if I could manage to string together more than a few sentences that evening, I would consider it a massive accomplishment.

I knew that ultimately I would do whatever Alexis and Stephanie wanted of me. From the moment I would enter their apartment, my dick would be in charge of all my decision-making.

Finally, I worked up the courage to knock on their door around six o’clock. I was close to calling the evening off entirely, but, weighing my alternative of being a virgin for the rest of my life, I somehow worked up the nerve to accept the girls’ invitation.

Sure, I knew that I was 99.9% unlikely to get laid that night, or any night in the future. I was certain that Alexis and Stephanie were simply being good, polite neighbors. I figured that they probably pitied me, more than anything else.

After I knocked, I waited a few seconds. When nobody answered the door after fifteen or so seconds, I felt a wave of relief fall over my body.

Nice, I can say I tried but I don’t have to go through with it, I thought.

But, my hopes of escaping the evening’s fate were dashed when the door finally pulled open and there I saw Alexis standing before me just inside her apartment’s small entry way.

“Hey,” she said with a welcoming smile. “Come inside.”

She waved me into the apartment, and I took one step. It felt as if I was about to enter an alternate dimension. I still could not believe my own reality—that these hot girls were actually interested in hanging out with me.

“I’m surprised you came, to be honest,” Alexis said as she shut the door behind me.

“I am, too… just a little,” I said with a corny, nervous giggle.

“Relax,” Alexis said. “We don’t bite,” she laughed.

Just then, Stephanie appeared in the corridor. She gave me a smile and turned for the living room.

It was strange being in an apartment that was similar to my own, but seemed entirely foreign. The apartment smelled of candles and perfume. There was pink and colorful décor on the walls, sofas and tables. It looked neat and tidy, and altogether like what I would have expected from a girl’s apartment. It looked quite different from my own—messy and involuntarily minimalistic.

“How was work?” I asked Alexis, as she led me into the living room.

“Ugh, work sucked,” Stephanie interjected. “We’ve got some steam to let off; that’s for sure,” the brunette continued.

I cocked my brow at this, but I was too nervous to ask about the phrasing. But the phrase ‘let off some steam’ definitely stuck in my mind. My dick was already a bit swollen in my jeans. And now, it was beginning to throb to life like the stubborn and betraying friend it was.

When Stephanie offered a seat on the sofa, I quickly took it so that I could better hide my growing erection. I set my hands in my lap and watched with nervousness as Alexis and Stephanie sat on either side of me.

“Okay, isn’t this the part where the two of you kill me and cut me up into little pieces or something?” I said with another nervous laugh.

“What?” Stephanie said. Alexis laughed hysterically.

“Sorry,” I said, dragging a hand through my hair. I shrugged and clarified. “Look, well… it is just that… girls don’t usually pay me the time of day. And the two of you are… well, you have to know that you’re insanely attractive.”

Shit, what am I doing? Why am I even bringing anything up about their attractiveness? Now they’re going to know I think they are hot… they’re going to know that I want to fuck them and probably think I’m some desperate, horny pervert, I thought. I was immediately frustrated with myself.

I was already writing off my chances with either girl when both laughed at my remarks.

Alexis smiled at me and said, “Well, you seem like a really nice, sweet guy.”

“And you’re cute,” Stephanie added.

“You think I’m cute?” I asked, shocked.

“Well, of course,” Stephanie giggled. Alexis nodded along with her.

I must’ve blushed slightly, because the girls gave another little laugh right after this.

“That’s kind of why we invited you over. It’s not just to be ‘good neighbors’ but because we know you’re a nice guy. Alexis and I are so over assholes,” Stephanie explained. “Every time we get with a guy, they always turn out to be some macho jerk with a complex about his masculinity.”

I didn’t quite understand what Stephanie was getting at. Maybe she was implying that I wasn’t very masculine. The idea left me feeling a bit guarded and insecure, even if it was coming from beautiful girls who seemed to like me.

Alexis teased her bangs and Stephanie cocked her head and eyed me.

“So, Eric,” Stephanie said as she brought her hand down atop my thigh. “What do you want to do tonight?”

I quickly stood up and faced the girls. “Okay, hold on,” I said, throwing my hands up. “Is this, like, some kind of hidden camera prank or something?”

Stephanie rolled her eyes and laughed. “I want to know who was so cruel to you, Eric,” she said. “Who made you think you were unworthy of a girl’s affection?”

I shrugged. “I… I don’t know. But I just don’t understand. You guys should be dating the quarterbacks and the other sports assholes; the sort of guys who used to bully me in high school.”

I looked down and saw Alexis’s hand coming towards my jeans. I watched as it slithered like a snake until her fingers landed on the side of my legs. She ran her hand up and down.

Stephanie rolled her eyes again and laughed. “Oh, Eric. Those jerks are so overrated. They’re so close-minded and boring.”

“The thing is, Steph and I… we like to have fun—together. Not a lot of guys are into that,” she explained. “But, we could tell that you’re not threatened by two girls—are you?”

“Two… girls?” I said, nearly unable to speak. “Like… two girls… at the same time?”

Stephanie nodded. She licked her lips and leered at me with her big, brown eyes.

“It would be unfair for only one of us to welcome you to the neighborhood, wouldn’t it?” Stephanie said, as she dropped to her knees before me. I watched down as the brunette began to unbutton and unzip my jeans.

I have to be fucking dreaming… this is like a porn video. What alternate dimension did I stumble into this morning? I thought.

As my jeans loosened around my hips, I felt Stephanie’s hand cup and run over my bulge.

“Oh, hello,” she said with a giggle.

“He’s already hard, isn’t he,” Alexis said with a nod.

“Feel it for yourself,” Stephanie smiled.

I then watched as Alexis and Stephanie wandered their hands over my firm bulge. I could feel their palms press against the cotton of my boxers. I felt weak and nervous as only a millimeter of fabric separated my dick from the soft, lithe fingers of two hot college girls.

Coolly, Stephanie began to tug my jeans and boxers down my hips. I nearly wanted to stop them, but why would I do that? As nervous as I was, I knew that I couldn’t stop two hot girls from wanting to—quite literally—get inside my pants!

So, I simply looked up and straight ahead at a painting that hanged on the wall before me. I felt as my jeans loosened and began to slide down my legs, along with my boxers. Suddenly, I felt my dick spring out as the cool air hit my balmy skin and I knew my dick was free and exposed before the two girls.

“Oh,” I moaned, scrunching my brow, “Fuck.”

I felt a soft hand close around my shaft and I looked down to see Alexis stroking my dick.

“Perfectly sized,” Alexis said. “It fits nicely in my hand.”

“And he’s so soft and smooth, too,” Stephanie said. “Look at those nice balls.”

Stephanie smiled and eyed up at me. “I like a guy who keeps himself nice and shaved everywhere—clean, too.”

I shrugged but was mostly too captivated by the pleasure of Alexis’s hand to say or do much of anything.

I looked down and watched as Alexis then brought her mouth to the head of my dick.

Holy fuck, is she going to? I thought, just in time to see and feel as the hot blonde girl slid her mouth over my dick-head.

“Oh, fuck,” I grunted, as I felt the head of my dick disappear into the tight, warm mouth.

Stephanie laughed and began to stroke the side of my naked thigh. Alexis wasted little time finding a rhythm as she sucked my dick expertly. She began to tease and caress my sack, too. It was nearly enough to make me cum, but I was determined not to be a ‘one pump chump,’ and I began to try and distract myself with thoughts of anything but the incredible action happening on my dick.

“Mm,” Stephanie smiled. “I want a taste.”

I looked down and watched as the girls traded placed. Stephanie’s lips then slid over my dick and I shuddered. Her mouth was a bit softer and slower as it sucked my dick.

“Come here,” Alexis said. “You should sit on the sofa.”

Stephanie pulled off my dick and agreed. The girls led me back to the sofa and I reclined back. The brunette then began to suck my dick again, but from the side. She did this because Alexis then moved down between my thighs and began to lick my balls.

I rolled my eyes and felt like I could black out from the pleasure. I must’ve moaned over and over like a fool, but I couldn’t stop myself. I would never have even dreamt of getting head from either Alexis or Stephanie. But both? And now the hot blonde was licking my sack.

I felt a pang of teasing pleasure bounce inside my mind as Alexis’s tongue began to venture down below my balls. I didn’t know what she was doing, but soon enough she was sliding her tongue against my asshole.

“Oh… fuck,” I moaned. My hips jumped and I felt like I could cum as Stephanie continued to suck firmly on my dick.

“I’m… oh, fuck… I’m going to cum,” I cried.

Then, both girls pulled away from me. Stephanie grabbed my wet shaft and stroked it as she said, “We can’t have that—not yet.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“Relax,” Stephanie said.

I looked down as Alexis began to wander the tip of her finger against my now-slick asshole. I felt the sweet delight of this tickling bliss against my hole and it sent ripples of pleasure up my spine.

“Now that we know you’re both open minded and you like ass-play, I guess we can come clean,” Stephanie said.

“Are you sure, babe?” Alexis said.

“I think so,” Stephanie said.

Alexis then began to suck my dick again, as Stephanie stood over me.

“What are… what are you doing?” I asked, weak and dizzy with pleasure.

“Eric, it’s time you knew the truth. Alexis and I, well… we aren’t like the other hot girls you’re probably familiar with. We have ‘super powers,’” Stephanie giggled.

“Super powers?” I asked.

“That’s right,” Stephanie said.

With that, the sexy brunette began to unbutton her jeans. She slid them off her legs until she was in only a tiny little pair of pink panties. I looked down and bit my lip, but couldn’t help but notice something strange about the panties. It looked almost as if Stephanie had been stashing something inside them. Her mound was not as flat as I would have expected.

“We have super powers,” Stephanie continued. She slid her panties down, and it was then that I saw a dick and balls between her legs.

“Holy shit,” I muttered, as I saw the dark-haired girl’s stiff, four-inch shaft and tight sack. She reached down and gave her dick a few quick jerks.

I was utterly conflicted. It seemed unreal to look up at Stephanie and see a beautiful, super-fuckable girl, and then to look down and see a penis between her legs! I didn’t know what to think or feel besides complete disbelief or shock.

But what I did not feel was repulsion. I had expected to feel just that. But I didn’t. Instead, my dick was still hard and I was still on the verge of orgasm with Alexis working nicely on my dick with her tongue.

And seeing Stephanie’s dick didn’t turn me off. Instead, in a strange way, it made me even hornier. It was as if it made Stephanie more accessible in a way. She was no longer this prim and proper hot girl who I knew was way too good for me. Instead, she had a big secret, and it made me feel a bit like she and I weren’t so different after all.

“What do you think about my little super power?” Stephanie giggled.

“I… I can’t believe you…” I stumbled. Stephanie began to crawl over my lap until she was straddling over me and bringing her dick right near my face.

“Are you going to be a good boy and return the favor that I paid you by sucking your dick? You want to try sucking on my clit?”

“I…” I was in complete shock, but I was so fucking hard and desperate to cum inside Alexis’s mouth that I knew I would do anything they wanted me to do for the opportunity.

“Yeah,” I said. Before I faced Stephanie’s dick, I would have been certain that I would have said ‘no way’ and ran out of her apartment. But, facing her penis and realizing that she was still one of the hottest girls I had ever seen in my life, I almost wanted to suck her dick, the same as I would have wanted to suck on her tits or eat her pussy.

“Good,” Stephanie said. She was towering over me and shoving her dick in my face. I had nothing left to do but to part my lips and let her slide her smooth, four-inch shaft into my mouth.

At once, I felt the head of it on my tongue. It was soft and spongy, but firm and chiseled at the same time. I sucked on it and tasted her clear pre-cum, which was much milder than I would have expected.

I moaned and actually started to get into the act of sucking on Stephanie’s dick. I couldn’t believe myself, but I was still on the verge of blowing my load in Alexis’s mouth. And as I continued to suck clumsily on Stephanie’s dick, I felt Alexis’s curious tongue lower down to my asshole all over again.

My legs squirmed and I moaned on Stephanie’s dick as Alex’s playful tongue began to push against my asshole and tease it open.

“Fuck,” I said, as I pulled off Stephanie’s cock and moaned. “Fuck… you’re going to make me cum, Alexis,” I said with a nervous laugh.

Alexis pulled her mouth from my butt and wiper her lips as she said, “Whoopsie.”

“Eric, there’s something I want to do. Would you let me… ride you?” Stephanie said.

“You want to ride me? As in, I fuck your…” I started, and was nearly too shocked to speak.

Stephanie nodded. “I’ve got a warm, tight little backdoor pussy for that dick of yours,” she said.

“Definitely,” I uttered. The words spilled out of me. I was too driven by my dick and my libido to think carefully about any of it. All I knew was that I wanted to shove my dick into any hole of Stephanie’s. I was ready to fuck her pussy, and the fact that I would get to fuck her ass was almost too much to handle. I nearly came from the anticipation alone!

“Just, um… Alexis, don’t eat my ass while I’m in her or, well, you’re going to make me cum too fast,” I said with an embarrassed smile.

Alexis smiled and said, “Oh, don’t worry, Eric. I’ve got something else planned.

I did not pay much attention to these words. Instead, I was focused all on the hot, short-haired brunette who was now lowering her ass to my upright dick. I watched, helpless with horniness as Stephanie lowered down and I felt her warm asshole against the tip of my dick. She continued to lower and I felt the head of my dick slide inside her steamy butt.

“Ugh, ah… fuck,” I groaned. My balls had never felt so full and swollen as in that moment.

I was conflicted. I looked down to see this incredibly hot girl lowering down onto me and stuffing my dick in her tight, warm butt. Yet, at the same time, when I looked down my body, I saw her stiff dick and sack hanging between her slender legs. I was so fucking confused and horny. I knew that later I might regret what I was doing. But in that moment? I was ready to fuck a brick wall with how hard my dick was.

A nice, moist little asshole was enough to make me want to explode and send Stephanie up to the ceiling as if my dick was a fucking geyser.

“Fuck,” I groaned. Stephanie continued to lower herself down my dick and I felt as her snug, steamy hole tightened around my shaft, sinking inch after inch of my length inside of her.

“So,” Alexis said. “I think it’s time I show you my super power, too,” the blonde winked.

I turned my eyes to her, but I might as well have been in a complete trance. I could fixate only on the impossibly tight and soft asshole that was now strangling my dick.

I gave the blonde girl a big, dumb grin and watched as Alexis tugged her skirt down her legs. I don’t know what I was expecting. I guess in the moment I figured that only Stephanie had a dick. I could not have been more wrong.

Alexis slipped out of her skirt and I saw a white thong, but unlike Stephanie, it was painfully obvious that she had a dick inside of it, because her dick looked fucking massive.

“Shit,” I blurted out quietly, as Alexis giggled and yanked her thong down her legs. That’s when I saw her massive, eight or nine-inch dick as it sprang out and bobbed up and down.

Alexis smiled and looked down at it before looking at me. She not only had a big dick, but a big set of balls hanging from the base, too,

The blonde then climbed up on the sofa beside me until her big, fat dick was swinging near my face.

“Are you going to show me how much you love a girl with a big dick, Eric, baby?” Alexis said, with a playful, teasing tone.

“Fuck, Alexis, your dick is… it’s fucking huge,” I said with a dumb laugh as Stephanie continued to ride up and down my dick.

“Go on and show me what you can do with it,” Alexis said, looking down at me.

I grabbed the big dick and felt it throb in my grip. I gave it a few strokes and then Alexis brought it near my mouth. That’s when I parted my lips and let it inside me. At once, I felt just how big it was when it stretched my mouth open; far bigger than Stephanie’s. I was glad that I had started with Stephanie’s dick, because Alexis had a dick that was two—maybe three—times bigger!

I tried to suck it, but it was very difficult with how wide stretched my mouth was around the big, meaty dick.

Alexis laughed and looked down at me as she taunted, “We knew you’d be a good little fuck toy for the two of us; a good boy who knows how to submit to powerful girls like us.”

I moaned on her dick as she continued to fuck my mouth. She was slow and gentle, at least, but I was still overwhelmed with the sensations in my body. I was sucking on a big, fleshy cock while my own dick was being greased by Stephanie’s tight hole. My brain didn’t know which sensations to focus on more; the asshole that was nice and steamy around my shaft, or the big intrusion on my tongue!

After only a couple of minutes of sucking Alexis’s dick and even playing with her heavy balls, the blonde pulled out of my mouth and lowered back down to the carpet behind Stephanie.

“I know how much you like getting your hole teased,” Alexis said. With that, I felt as the tip of her dick rubbed against my asshole.

“Oh… fuck,” I moaned. I felt my dick throb up inside Stephanie’s hot butt, then. My dick flexed and I scrunched my brow as my face tightened.

“Open up, Eric; be a good boy and let me fuck your butt, okay?” Alexis said.

“Wh—what? You want to fuck my butt?” I said, hesitant. “I… I don’t know. It’s so big and, well, I never thought about letting a dick in my butt.”

“You’re not going to play with us, anymore?” Stephanie asked, with a dramatic sad-face expression.

She began to lift off of my dick and said, “Well, I guess we probably should stop, huh? It’s getting late, after all.”

I grabbed Stephanie’s hips and pulled her back down until I felt her warmth around my dick, again. I rolled my eyes with want and moaned, “Okay… Alexis, you can fuck me. Just… please, be gentle.”

Alexis grinned and disappeared behind Stephanie. I couldn’t see her—only feel her. And feel her, I did. Her big, warm dick began to push against my hole until I stretched open around her.

“Oh, fuck,” I growled from the pit of my stomach. My butt instinctively tightened and it felt incredibly painful.

“Relax, babe,” Stephanie said to me. She stroked my cheek and eyed me. “Just imagine you’re pushing something out of your butt, and try and relax it. Soon, you’ll be a pro at taking dick,” she smiled.

I took Stephanie’s advice and I felt some relief. Alexis’s dick was so big, though, it was still difficult, but no longer impossible.

I felt as her warm dick filled mu asshole with the first inch or so. I moaned and felt a strange conflict in my mind as I suddenly had my dick buried deep inside Stephanie’s butt, while my own butt was being stretched wide around Alexis’s dick. The three of us were all connected in the most unthinkable and intimate of ways.

And my body felt so strange—so profoundly unlike ever before. My dick grew a touch limp as Alexis’s dick pushed into me. But, it quickly grew fully hard again. And when it did? Fuck. I was doing everything in my power to hold off my orgasm. There was something about having my butt stretched wide around Alexis’s big, warm dick that made Stephanie’s ass make me even more desperate to cum. I never imagined it could feel good to have a big dick in my butt. And yet, here I was about to explode because this super hot girl had her fat cock impaled inside my virgin asshole.

Fuck… what am I going to think about all this in the morning? Two hot girls with dicks? What is even happening right now?! I thought.

But, I was not hesitant or worried. No, instead, I grew hungrier and hungrier. Now that Alexis, Stephanie and I were getting sweaty and raw together, I felt more comfortable with them than I could have ever imagined. I moaned loudly as Alexis’s dick stuffed my butt. I was certain she only had the head and maybe an inch past that inside me, but it still felt like a strong, swollen ache just the same.

I grew more confident and aggressive. I grabbed Stephanie and brought her down until her lips were pressed against mine. We began to make out as she rode me.

Stephanie pulled her mouth off mine and I felt her warm breath against my parted lips.

“How does it feel?” Stephanie asked me. “How do you like being part of a train and getting your butt plunged with a nice, juicy cock?”

“Fuck…” was all I could stand to say. I was so fucking turned on and desperate to hold off my orgasm that I couldn’t think straight.

“You’re going to make me cum any moment—you know that? I’m not even touching my dick and your going to make me explode,” Stephanie whispered. “You want to cum at the same time as me? You want to fill my pussy up with your cum?”

“Fuck… yeah, I do,” I groaned.

“No condom, you can shoot your load deep inside me,” Stephanie said.

“I’m going to cum any second, too,” I confessed.

Stephanie laughed and said, “Wait… just a moment longer. You’re going to let Alexis cum in your butt, too?”

The thought of letting Alexis shoot her big, hot load straight up into my butt was too much to handle. It was the thing that finally sent me over the edge. Before, I would have surely expected something like that to turn me off immediately. But not now. Now, it made me cum.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned, as I felt the pressure rise.

“Alexis, you ready, babe?” Stephanie asked the blonde.

“Mm, yeah I am,” Alexis said.

Suddenly, I felt as Alexis’s dick began to pound me. She was still thrusting shallowly into my ass, but she was pumping faster than ever. Stephanie did the same, riding up and down on my shaft in a hasty rhythm.

“Oh, mmm…” Alexis groaned. She gave a girlish little sigh and moan and suddenly I felt her dick throb wildly deep inside my butt. Next thing I knew, I felt a warmth deep in my ass as she cried out and injected my butt with her hot cum.

“Shit,” I cried out. I could no longer hold back. I felt as the massive pressure raced up my shaft and exploded deep inside Stephanie’s butt.

The brunette, as if infected by our orgasms, began to whimper and moan, too, until the three of us were convulsing, contracting hot messes. We were a mixture of hot skin, sweaty, cum and clenching muscles.

I felt my mind race with abandon and pleasure-laced nothingness. My dick throbbed and pumped rope after rope of my hot seed right up inside Stephanie’s butt. I didn’t even think about how it was her asshole in that moment. In fact, I had a moment of terror that I might get her pregnant!

After a few minutes, the three of us began to land back down to earth. I felt as Alexis pulled her big dick out of my butt. I felt a deep void in my throbbing, aching hole. But it was a delightful, sweet ache.

Stephanie followed, and rose up and off of my dick as it continued its weak throbs. I only then felt the warm, gooey cum that Stephanie had shot onto my chest and abs.

“Babe,” Stephanie said. “That was incredible.”

“It was, wasn’t it?” I said to her with a goofy, dumb laugh. My eyes were weak with exhausted pleasure as Alexis came up and kissed my cheek.

“Welcome to the neighborhood,” the blonde said to me with a smile.

“I’m glad to be here,” I chuckled.

I did not know how I had lucked out and found Stephanie and Alexis, but I was willing to do just about anything to keep my new friends. I was already thinking about all the fun we would have together; about all the times we would go into town and tease the big, dumb jocks. They would see two hot girls at my arms and fume with envy. And they would never get to know the secret the girls were hiding. That was only for me!

“Come on,” Alexis said.

I cocked my brow. “Where are we going?”

“We’re going to take a quick shower, and then go to my bed,” Stephanie explained.

With that, the girls each grabbed my hands and began to pull me down the hallway and towards their bedrooms to continue the most incredible day of my life.


ROLE PLAY


Alex and Bryce checked walked into the hotel room. Immediately, they were greeted with the stuffy scent of dried cigarette smoke and bathroom cleaner.

“Fuck, bro,” Alex said, wagging his hand about his nose, as if to wave the smell from his nostrils. “What’s that smell?”

“You’ve never been in a hotel, before?” Bryce said. “Don’t be such a pussy.”

Almost immediately, Alex lowered his hand and said, “Hey, I can handle it, okay? I’m not a pussy.”

The drive had only been three hours, but it felt like a lifetime between the beginning and the end of the day for Alex and Bryce. Three hours on a bus full of football players was enough to feel like an eternity for some people. Alex was one such person. He had never quite settled into the football lifestyle; rather, he only tried-out for the team to satisfy his father’s insecurity that his son was not nearly “macho” enough. Only, Alex had hoped to fail the try-outs and be done with it. He would have been happy to tell his father that he had tried, at the very least. But, little did he know that the varsity team was hard-up for a kicker. And even less had Alex known that he was somewhat of a kicking prodigy—it came naturally to him.

His build—five-feet and four inches and just over a hundred pounds—had made him a talented kicker. But it was that same physique that had made him an immediate target of the typical, jocular antics one would expect in a locker room full of high school boys. Alex’s height and weight was enough to invite ridicule, but he had soft features, too; lush blonde hair that he had led grow down to his shoulders, and sparkling blue eyes—even a pair of dimples in his apple cheeks. Girls often thought he was ‘pretty’ but too pretty to be seen dating. Guys—especially those on the team—thought Alex belonged somewhere far from a football locker room and from the very first day they had intended to let him know their thoughts.

It was a constant source of frustration at the beginning. Alex, being half the size of most the other guys on the team despite being a year older than some of them, felt he should have commanded more respect. Eventually, he felt lucky that his teammates would only ridicule him and not outright bully him or abuse him. It was a constant source of insecurity for the blonde, but he learned well-enough to hold his own and keep his nose down to avoid any run-ins with the more boisterous boys on the team.

And after a few successful field goal kicks during clutch moments in games, Alex earned the respect of his teammates and had become a proper member of the team. The ridicule over his small build never ended, but he could at least trust he would leave the locker rooms alive after each practice.

It wasn’t until Alex had been on the team for a few months that he’d made his first friend in Bryce. Bryce was bigger, more popular and capable than Alex. But, although cocky and a big arrogant at times, Bryce was friendly enough to hang out with Alex when nobody else on the team would do so. Bryce was one of the best defensive players for special teams—the part of the team concerning kicking and kick returns. Because of this, Bryce and Alex found themselves on the field together quite often and it helped them to form more of a friendship.

Despite Bryce’s sometimes abrasive self-centeredness, Alex tolerated it because Bryce was his one and only true friend on the team. And Alex knew that he could use all the friends he could get.

Especially daunting were the road trips to the away teams. The bus rides were sometimes many hours long, and this meant being stuck next to a cold and unfriendly teammate. Even worse were the games where the team would stay overnight in a hotel. Only a couple of times had Alex done this with randomly assigned teammates. Finally, when he and Bryce had become friends, Bryce used his influence to get them to bunk together when on the road. Alex was fortunate for it because, although Bryce was much to handle—and sometimes a sloppy roommate—Alex knew it was better than rooming with anybody else on the team.

Alex liked that he and Bryce were the same age—eighteen—too. They could commiserate about teachers and girls in their grade; something Alex was not able to do with the teammates a year younger.

And often, during hotel stays, they would do just this; sitting around and talking about which girls were the hottest and ‘most bangable.’ Much to Alex’s envy, Bryce had already had a few girlfriends—and had had sex with them, too. Alex was a virgin, but he tried his best to hide this fact from everybody, including Bryce.

But Alex knew it must be painfully obvious. Bryce was kind enough to not tease him over the fact. But, often, the tall, dark-haired jock would tell Alex that he needed to ‘get a girlfriend, already.’

Bryce landed on one of the twin beds and sighed. “Not bad, actually. It’s a little stiff, but not as bad as the one in Owensboro.”

Alex walked over to the other bed. Bryce had clearly decided who would have which bed, and so Alex was left with only one option; it was always the bed closest to the rattling swamp cooler in the window.

The high school was not impoverished or underfunded, but it was not one of the better funded schools, leaving the team to stay in mediocre hotels that resided somewhere dead-center between ‘awful’ and ‘luxurious.’

Alex sat down on his bed and looked at the room. It was bland, but not unkempt, either. The room was clean and tidy, with a microwave, television and even a few chairs. For its Spartan image, the room was nicely decorated with a few forgettable, framed art prints above each of the beds.

Alex took his backpack off of his shoulder and tossed the bag onto the bed. He reclined back and exhaled as Bryce turned the television on and said, “I wonder if they have any porn channels.” This was the very first thing the jock did at each hotel the pair stayed at.

The pair could hear a few thumps from the other side of the walls—evidence of their teammates being raucous and rowdy in their own rooms.

Alex rolled his eyes and quietly scoffed at their immature behavior.

Bryce frustrated flipped through the channels and found very little that was titillating or provocative. The jock knew it would have taken a serious oversight for the school to book a hotel that had easily accessible porn movies on the cable service, but he knew it was worth a shot, too.

Alex shuffled atop his bed and stretched. After a moment, he wandered towards the bathroom. He cracked the door and tugged his practice shorts down until the band was pinned behind his balls. He started to pee and felt a slight uneasiness when he heard movement in the room.

In his two years on the team, he had successfully avoided being seen naked by his teammates. He had not been quite as lucky to avoid seeing them, however. Once or twice, he’d seen a couple of his teammates completely naked as they emerged from the showers. He was straight, and had no attraction to them, but his curious eyes couldn’t help but notice.

He had never seen Bryce naked, though. And Bryce had never seen him naked, either. And though the jock often liked to make crude, sexual jokes and talk about the girls he had fucked—in great detail—Alex never knew what sort of friendship they had; if it was the sort where they could see each other naked and it not become awkward. Given this, he simply treated Bryce like the stranger that he still was, and made sure to keep his dick hidden.

Bryce did not go through such efforts. The jock would often pee with the door wide open. More than once, Alex had nearly stumbled upon the jock, naked as he came out of the hotel room’s shower. Each time, he felt a slight disappointment that he had not gotten a glimpse of his teammate’s dick. He always wondered whether Bryce was big; if he had a big dick to match his big attitude.

I’m six inches, so I’m not small… but I wonder if Bryce is really big, Alex would think to himself. Bryce was just over six feet tall and weighed nearly twice as much as he did. It seemed only fitting, to Alex, that Bryce’s dick would be much bigger, too.

Alex finished peeing and tucked his dick back inside his shorts just as Bryce appeared by the cracked door.

“Bro, come check this out,” the jock said with a cool tone.

Alex flushed and followed Bryce to one of the twin beds. The jock lowered to the floor and lifted the bed skirt, revealing a few different things sitting on the floor beneath the bed.

“What is it? I can’t see,” Alex said, down on the carpet and looking from the other side.

Bryce grabbed the items and pulled them all out from under the bed. When he was done, he set it all atop his twin bed and stood. Alex stood, too, and the pair looked down at what they had found.

“What the…” Alex started. Bryce laughed and shook his head.

“What is this stuff doing under the bed?” Alex asked.

The blonde looked down and saw a cheerleading outfit atop the bed with glittery patterns of gold, white and black. But that was not all. He also saw a pair of white sheer, knee-high stockings and a shiny, silver bra and thong.

Alex felt a slight charge of excitement and arousal as he looked at the clothes; in particular, the panties. He immediately began wondering what girl the panties belong to, and if they were used.

Bryce turned the cheerleader uniform over and saw, across the front of it, the logo for their high school.

“Holy shit,” Alex said. “It’s from our cheerleading team?”

“No shit, Sherlock,” Bryce laughed. “You didn’t recognize the school colors?”

“I wonder which girl’s uniform it is,” Alex said as his blue eyes danced over the clothes. Often he’d fantasied about many of the girls on the cheerleading squad. It was only natural; most of his teammates did the same thing, though they were a bit more shameless in talking about which of the cheerleaders was the ‘hottest’ in the locker rooms. Alex, however, preferred to keep his preferences to himself. He was too embarrassed to discuss such things with his teammates. He expected his status as a virgin would somehow be revealed if he talked too much about girls with the other guys on the team.

Bryce was the exception. Alex had been mostly honest with him, because he had learned that Bryce could keep a secret. He had not explicitly told the jock that he was a virgin, but he had said that he had only made out with one girl. And when he never mentioned having done anything else with a girl, he simply let Bryce interpret this as he might.

Alex knew that Bryce must’ve known he was a virgin. It was painfully obvious that any guy on the team would have mentioned having sex with a girl if they had done it; just about every guy on the team, indeed, had mentioned it. This had reached a point where, not mentioning anything was akin to confessing that one was a virgin.

But Bryce never held this against Alex, aside from a few vague jokes.

Staring down the cheerleading uniform and panties, Alex realized that this was probably as close as he would ever get to one of the cheerleader’s thongs.

“I’ll bet it belongs to Leslie,” Bryce offered.

“Leslie? The girl that was a senior last year? The one that you said you fucked?” Alex said. He scrunched his brow, incredulous. “She’s in college, now. Why would her uniform be here?”

Bryce shrugged. “I don’t know. But don’t these look like last year’s uniforms, kind of? Maybe one of the cheerleaders left all of this under the bed when we were on the road last year,” Bryce said.

Alex laughed and said, “If this has been under the bed for a year then this hotel really is shitty. They can stop paying the cleaning ladies because they aren’t doing a damn thing.”

Bryce chuckled at this and cocked his brow. “I mean… I don’t know.”

“Well, you said it was last year’s uniform, even though I don’t know how the hell you would even know something like that,” Alex said.

“See the silver band at the bottom that runs along the torso? That’s two skinny bands, now,” Bryce said.

“I didn’t know you were such a fashion expert,” Alex said.

“I’m not, but I’ve taken a few of these uniforms off of different girls,” Bryce said with an air of pride. “I’m pretty familiar with them… the panties, too.”

Alex felt a sting of envy as he tried to imagine what it would have been like to stand in Bryce’s shoes; to have had the experiences that he’d had.

Bryce picked up the thong and dangled it on his fingers. He seemed to feel the fabric between his thumb and his index finger. His dark eyes narrowed and he grinned with amusement. He eyed Alex and brought the panties to his nose. He inhaled and gave a quiet growl and delight before he tossed them to Alex.

“Get a sniff, bro,” Bryce said.

Alex felt a touch red with embarrassment, but he was already growing stiff inside his shorts at the idea of seeing the panties. Now, feeling them in his hands and knowing that a cheerleader had worn them, made his dick throb even harder.

“Go on,” Bryce said, pushing for Alex to abandon his inhibitions.

Reluctant, Alex lifted the panties to his nose and inhaled. He could smell the echo of a girlish scent, but he was not sure, either. The panties seemed clean—maybe unused.

Alex tried to hide his intense curiosity about the panties, but it was difficult. He continued to hold the thong and bite his lip as he inspected them. Bryce could tell that his buddy was turned on by the silver thong.

“It’s hot, huh? Feeling a girl’s thong in your hands?” Bryce said with a wink.

“Yeah, bro,” Alex said with a shrug. “I guess it is.”

Bryce cocked his brow. “What’s wrong?”

Alex rolled his eyes and sighed. “It’s nothing.”

“Come on, bro,” Bryce said, giving his buddy a playful shove. “It’s because you’re a virgin, isn’t it?”

“What? No way,” Alex said, feigning a sense of indignation. But the blonde knew his buddy had figured it out a long time, before. Still, he had hoped it would not be written across his face so clearly.

“You know, I know a few of the girls on the cheerleading squad that think you’re cute. You could totally fuck one of them,” Bryce said.

Alex felt a rush of excitement and embarrassment. The blonde was immediately nervous as the idea of losing his virginity. Girls intimidated him, yet he desperately wanted a girlfriend.

“It’s cool,” Alex said.

“Really? Are you gay?” Bryce said. He quickly added, “Because it’s fine with me if you are.”

“What? No, I’m not gay. I’m just… I don’t know… I don’t think any of the girls like me like that. It wouldn’t work out,” Alex said.

Bryce rolled his eyes and said, “Well, you’ve just got to be more bold. Girls like a guy with a set of balls. You can’t be scared of girls, bro.”

“How do I learn not to be scared of them, then?” Alex asked.

“Maybe you need to know what makes them tick,” Bryce said. He held up the thong in his hand and tossed it back to Alex.

“Maybe you should put that thong on and find out what girls want,” Bryce said with a big laugh.

“What? Dude!” Alex said, shocked. He, too, laughed at this as he handled the thong in his fingers, again.

He wanted to slip the panties down into his jeans and rub them against his dick and balls. The material was slick and soft, and he could only imagine what it might feel like sliding against the head of his hard dick.

Even as he thought the idea ludicrous, he imagined the silver thong strapped around his body, clinging to his bulge and slipping between his ass cheeks.

What am I even thinking right now? Bryce wasn’t serious and I definitely need to stop thinking about this, he thought to himself.

Bryce, however, could see the excitement in his buddy’s eyes. The dark-haired jock was ready to push his teammate even deeper into the wild idea.

He totally wants to do it… fuck, if I could get him in those panties? Damn, Bryce thought. But I’ve got to be cool about it.

“Well?” Bryce said. “What are you waiting for?”

Alex laughed and tossed the panties back to Bryce. He shook his head and scrunched his brow, “What are you talking about? They’re… they’re panties, bro. Guys don’t wear those.”

Bryce gave a teasing tone and said, “All right, if you don’t ever want to learn how to get girls.”

“What are you talking about?” Alex said.

“Bro, I can’t believe nobody ever told you. Do you seriously not know?” Bryce said, as if sharing some big secret with his teammate. Alex leaned in, investing full attention to his buddy’s ruse.

“What?” Alex asked. “What are you talking about?”

“I’ve worn girl’s panties,” Bryce said. “Most of the guys on the team have, too. It’s what you do if you want to get girls. I don’t know, there’s something about it… it makes you a chick magnet once you’ve done it,” Bryce said. “It’s like girls can tell or something. I don’t know what it is. I remember when one of the seniors on the team told me about it. I thought he was nuts, but I did it. And I got laid a week later,” Bryce said.

The jock felt a bit guilty for lying about this story to Alex when in truth, he had never worn panties. But, he knew that if Alex was going to put on the panties, he would need more convincing than a bare-bones suggestion.

Bryce could see the gears in Alex’s mind beginning to move; the blonde was nearly convinced.

Alex shook his head and laughed. “Are you for real right now?”

“Bro, I’ve never been more serious,” Bryce said with a straight face.

“I’ll give you a hundred bucks to put the thong on so you can get laid, already,” Bryce said.

Alex wondered whether his friend was bullshitting him. But the look on Bryce’s eyes suggested that he was quite serious—even about the hundred-dollars, too.

And Alex knew that, deep down, he felt a bit curious to try on the panties. Now, he had the perfect excuse in being asked to do so by his buddy. He could always do it and never have to worry about Bryce telling everybody that he did it on his own. Instead, it was simply after Bryce’s persuasion, and only after Bryce had confessed to him about having worn girl’s panties, too.

“I think this is bullshit but, um… okay,” Alex said with a laugh.

Bryce hollered and nodded. “Do it, bro. Go on and get that thong on!”

Alex walked over to the bathroom. He rounded the corner and stood by the sink. There, he was mostly hidden from view of Bryce. He did not go into the bathroom area with the toilet or the shower; the area where he could have closed a door behind himself.

“Do it, bro,” Bryce said. “Go on. Don’t worry about hiding it. We’re teammates, after all,” the jock continued.

Alex took a deep breath and dropped his shorts and underwear to the ground. He stepped out of them and held the thong in his hand. He bit his lip and laughed as he looked at his reflection in the big mirror over the sink. “Here goes nothing,” he whispered to himself.

He stepped into the thong and pulled it up his legs. His dick was hard, and not getting any softer now that he was doing such a naughty, taboo thing as wearing a girl’s cheerleading thong.

He pulled the panties up until the straps sat on his hips. He tried his best to get the front pouch over his hard dick and his sack, but the thong was slung over his stiff dick hard, making an almost comical tent. The pressure of the thong being stretched out in the front left the band that ran up his butt crack pulling hard against his ass. The tension was nice and delightful, much to his surprise.

“Here, bro,” Bryce said, tossing the rest of the clothes from around the corner.

“Wait… what’s all this for?” Alex said.

“You’ve got to wear the whole thing,” Bryce said. “You can’t understand what it’s like to be a girl until you’re wearing the whole outfit.”

Alex did not protest. Instead, he felt happy to have the cheerleading skirt; perhaps, he thought, it would help hide his boner.

He began to slip into the uniform, the bra and the stockings. Soon, he looked at himself in the mirror. He could not believe his eyes. He was fully dressed as a cheerleader, even down to the thong as it cradled his cock and balls.

Alex was surprised because, not only was he perfectly fine wearing the clothes, he found himself aroused upon looking at his reflection. The front of the skirt dangled over his erection, but looked mostly as though he had nothing beneath it.

Before Alex could tell Bryce that he was done, the jock approached from around the corner.

“Bro!” Bryce said with a big grin. “That’s perfect.”

“I don’t know… this is fucking wild, man,” Alex admitted.

“Yeah, but, you look fucking hot,” Bryce said with a grin.

Alex assumed that this was mostly a joking remark. But Bryce was quite serious, little did Alex know.

He fucking did it… I can’t believe it, Bryce thought to himself. He looks just as hot as a girl in the uniform. The guys are going to owe me five-hundred bucks, the jock continued. He did not dare let it slip that it was all a dirty little plan to get Alex dressed as a girl.

The uniform was no accident left behind at the hotel. Bryce had snuck the entire outfit into the hotel room and put all the items beneath the bed when Alex was peeing. It was all to win a bet with his buddies on the team that he could get Alex into a cheerleading outfit. But the thong and bra was his idea. The jock had dated one of the cheerleaders, who had left all of her clothes in his bedroom, once. And now, he was intent on seeing Alex dressed like a pretty cheerleader from head to toe.

The jock could not believe just how convincing Alex looked. His dick grew hard in his pants as he eyed the eighteen year-old blonde.

I’m not gay but damn… he looks fucking hot… like… I just want to bend him over and… damn, Bryce thought, as his mind raced with conflict.

Alex, meanwhile, felt his heart race and his body grow more turned on as Bryce looked at him all dressed up like a cheerleader.

“Hang on, bro,” Bryce said. The jock disappeared around the corner and Alex continued to pose and look at his reflection. Alex, too, began to rub the front of his thong. He reached underneath the front of the skirt and felt the delightfully soft thong against the tip of his dick. He felt the bead of pre-cum dabbing into the fabric and imagined the same panties hugging one of the hot cheerleaders he had fantasized about. And now, those very same panties were touching his dick.

After a few minutes of rustling sounds from the bed area of the hotel room, Bryce returned. Only, this time, the jock was dressed up as if he was about to race out onto the field during a game. He was wearing his football uniform, including everything but the pads and helmet.

“What do you think? I’m the football player, and you’re the cheerleader,” Bryce said.

“Why’d you do that, though?” Alex said.

“Because, in order to get with a girl, you need to understand what it’s like to be one. Eventually, when you’re hooking up with one of the cheerleaders, you’re going to be in my position. But first, you’ve got to understand what it’s like for them,” Bryce said, quite satisfied with his bullshit explanation.

When Alex was not looking, Bryce snapped a few photos on his phone of the blonde, dressed down as a cheerleader, in order to win his bet with his buddies. But soon, the bet was the farthest thing from his mind. He was surprised at how much Alex turned him on while wearing the cheerleading outfit; so much so that he could not stop the next few words from escaping his lips.

“Come over here, bro,” Bryce said, waving Alex over to the bed. Bryce sat at the edge of the bed and said to Alex, “Now, get down on your knees on the floor.”

Alex laughed but obeyed his buddy.

“Now, we’re going to teach you how to be a good girl, right?” Bryce said.

Alex laughed. The blonde felt it was all very silly, but he went along with it, giving Bryce the benefit of the doubt, partly because he was enjoying wearing the girl’s clothing more than he ever expected.

“All right, bro,” Bryce said.

Alex looked up and saw the big bulge in his teammate’s football leggings. It was obvious the jock was not wearing a cup—or perhaps anything else beneath the leggings. It made the outline of his dick, and the head of his dick, quite evident. It was only then that Alex realized that Bryce, indeed, had a big dick.

“It’s time for you to learn about blowjobs,” Bryce said.

The jock felt his heart thump in his chest. He was nervous, but too aroused by seeing his buddy in the cheerleading uniform to stop himself. He reached down and yanked his football leggings down to his ankles, revealing his big dick to Alex.

Alex watched as his buddy’s big, pink dick spilled out and dangled half-hard between Bryce’s big thighs.

“Holy shit,” Alex gasped. With wide eyes, Alex looked right at the pinkish, red head of the cock. It was chiseled like a sculpture; the perfect topping to the big, long shaft. A set of big balls spilled out, as well.

Bryce grinned and grabbed the base of his thick dick. He gave it a few jerks.

“Bro, what are you doing?” Alex said. The blonde finally pulled his eyes from the big dick, and felt nervous in his tone as he tried to pretend his gaze had not been glued to Bryce’s dick.

“I told you,” Bryce said coolly. “We’re going to get you up to speed on blowjobs. Eventually, a girl is going to want to suck your dick. You’ve got to be able to understand what it’s like for her, first. All of us on the team had to go through this same ‘training,’” Bryce said, telling another big lie to his blonde buddy.

“Seriously?” Alex said. “You… are you saying you want me to suck your dick?”

“It’s not that I want to do it; I’m doing you a favor. It’s only necessary for you to understand what it means to be a hot girl. And once you know what it means, you’re going to get pussy like never before,” Bryce said with a cocky grin.

The jock jerked his dick a few times until it began to rise and stiffly pointed up into the air. The dick was thick and, from Alex’s estimation, somewhere around eight inches long, give or take an inch.

The blonde kicker could not believe what he was seeing. He could not believe he was on his knees, dressed like a hot cheerleader, looking up at Bryce’s big, meaty dick while the jock was dressed up like a football player.

Alex felt like a dirty cheerleader, after a game, with her football player boyfriend. For a moment, he could forget that he, too, was on the football team. Being dressed as a cheerleader only invited back all the feelings of insecurity and that he did not actually belong on the football team with his teammates. The fact that wearing the cheerleading outfit not only felt natural, but felt good, made Alex feel conflicted. Yet, even upon seeing Bryce’s dick, Alex’s own shaft was fully hard inside the silver cheerleading thong.

If anything, seeing Bryce’s big dick had only made the blonde harder than ever, before.

“Come on, bro; get your mouth on this thing so you can get your training,” Bryce said. The jock had a weak gaze and a lazy smile on his lips. He scooted closer towards the edge of the bed and spread his legs as far as the leggings banding around his ankles would allow.

Alex hesitated, but soon enough, he reached out and touched Bryce’s big dick. He felt so strange and ridiculous doing it, but the moment he felt the warm, hard shaft against his fingers, his own dick throbbed. His heart sped in his chest and he gulped air as he imagined himself a dirty cheerleader sucking dick for the very first time.

What am I doing? What has Bryce got me doing? I’m seriously going to suck a dick while I’m dressed as a hot cheerleader? Of course, if Bryce says it’s going to get me laid, then I guess I should… Alex said.

Eventually, the conflict in his mind gave-way to surrender. He moved his mouth closer to the jock’s big dick head and slipped his lips over the tip.

“Mm,” Bryce grinned. He shook his head and looked down, watching as Alex’s pink lips swallowed the head of his dick.

I can’t believe he’s fucking doing it… holy shit! Fuck, his mouth feels amazing… just like a cheerleader, Bryce thought. And it doesn’t make me gay because he’s practically a girl right now.

Alex felt as the big, meaty dick-head filled his mouth. He sucked clumsily on it and brushed his tongue over the tip. He could taste the salty pre-cum from Bryce’s dick; it made him sick to his stomach—so much so that he felt nauseous for a moment to taste another guy’s cum. But, he could hear Bryce’s faint moans. It made Alex want to continue. And so, the blonde sank his mouth deeper down onto Bryce’s dick. The jock moaned louder and nodded.

“That’s it, babe… just like that. Be a good cheerleader slut,” Bryce said in-between heavy breaths and groans of satisfaction.

Alex continued to suck his buddy’s dick. He felt his own cock throb inside his thong.

I feel just like a girl. Fuck, it’s all making me so hard… why? The thong is so soft around my dick. And my skirt and my bra and… fuck… I feel so pretty, and so dirty at the same time, Alex thought.

He continued to suck Bryce’s dick until the jock’s shaft was shiny and slick with spit. The jock finally grabbed his cock and yanked it from Alex’s mouth.

“Fuck,” Bryce said, groaning. “You almost made me cum, babe.”

“Why are you calling me ‘babe?’” Alex asked.

“It’s part of your training. You have to lose yourself in your new identity as a hot cheerleader girl, okay?” Bryce said. “That means doing everything a slutty cheerleader would do with a football player.”

“Okay,” Alex said, obedient.

“Cheerleaders do what their boyfriends tell them. They don’t make a fuss about it. That’s what it’s all about. And soon, you’ll learn all about it and then when you get with a cheerleader, you’ll know how it all works,” Bryce said. The jock stroked his wet dick. He had a look of pure hunger in his eyes.

“Now, get up and bend over the bed. I want to see that cute little cheerleader ass, okay?” Bryce said.

Alex was hesitant, but eventually lifted and did as Bryce asked him.

He bent over and felt his hard dick push into the mattress. He watched over his shoulder as Bryce walked behind him and grabbed his skirt. The jock tossed the skirt up to reveal Alex’s silver thong and ass.

The blonde felt violated, but in a naughty and arousing way. He knew Bryce was looking at his ass, now. He liked it, and he liked the look of hunger he had seen on the jock’s face only moments before. Alex imagined that Bryce was still flashing this expression on his eyes.

“That’s it,” Bryce said.

Fuck, he has a cute little ass in that thong… makes me want his butt. It looks just like a girls in that nice, silky thong, Bryce thought. The jock grabbed the band and caressed his fingers along it until Alex felt the sensation against his asshole each time Bryce’s fingers would push against the thong.

“Mm,” Bryce groaned. “Let’s see you pull that thong to the side, babe,” the jock said.

Alex’s eyes grew wide as he realized what Bryce was asking. “You… you want to see my… hole?”

“Yeah I do, babe,” Bryce said. “You’re so fucking hot. Let’s see it. I’ll bet it’s nice.”

This is fucking crazy. I’m seriously about to show Bryce my asshole? I already sucked his dick. This is wild. Why is it turning me on so much to be ogled while I’m dressed as a cheerleader? Fuck… it’s so hot, though, Alex thought. He could hardly fight his better judgment, and he reached back and yanked his thong to the side.

As he did this, he felt the cool air slip against his bald, balmy asshole. It was clean and pink and ready for Bryce’s caress. And the jock wasted no time running his finger against the tight hole.

“Oh, fuck,” Alex moaned as he felt Bryce’s finger tease his asshole. He puckered and gave a whimper of delight as he held his thong to the side.

“Just like a good girl,” Bryce said. “You’re a sexy cheerleader, but you’re also a good girl who does what she is told, huh?” the jock said with a grin.

“Um, definitely,” Alex said with a nervous laugh.

Alex felt Bryce’s fingers reach between his thighs and stroke his dick through the front of the silver thong.

“Oh, ugh… mmm,” Alex groaned and squirmed. “Fuck,” the blonde exhaled.

“Yeah, you like that don’t you? It’s like you were always meant to be a slutty cheerleader, huh?” Bryce taunted.

The blonde reached down and sank his hand inside his thong. He found his cock and began to jerk it as Bryce fingered his asshole.

Bryce saw this and knew Alex would have no reservations about what he wanted to do next. The jock, without warning, lowered his mouth down onto Alex’s asshole and began to tease the hole with the tip of his tongue.

“Oh! Fuck!” Alex cried out. The blonde threw his head back. He could not believe how amazing it felt to have a tongue on his asshole, even if it was Bryce’s tongue. Suddenly, it did not matter. He felt prettier and more comfortable than he had ever felt before, bent over the bed and dressed in the soft, silky and sparkly cheerleading clothes.

Fuck his ass is nice, Bryce thought. I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this with him, but I can’t help it. His body is so nice and he looks like such a sexy little slut in this uniform, the jock continued.

After a few final licks, Bryce pulled back and looked down at his dick. It throbbed and remained completely stiff between his thighs.

“Babe, we’ve got one more test for you. Once you pass it, you’ll know exactly what it’s like to be a girl and then you’ll get all the pussy you want,” Bryce said.

“Okay, what is it?” Alex said with a frustrated huff.

He looked over his shoulder and saw Bryce standing behind him—the big dick swinging near his ass. It was then that Alex knew what Bryce wanted.

The jock jerked his dick a few times and rubbed the tip of his dick against Alex’s asshole. The blonde gulped and nervously bit his lip. He did not reject Bryce, though, because he knew that deep down, he wanted it. It turned him on like nothing ever before to yank his thong to the side and watch a big, football jock stand behind his ass and turn him into a cheerleader slut.

Bryce spat on his hands and made the head of his dick nice and slipper. Then, he pushed it into Alex’s tight, virgin butt. The blonde winced and growled as the pain and ache swarmed through his midsection.

“Just relax your pussy, babe,” Bryce said. “Relax.”

Alex moaned and felt his body open up for the big dick. And after a moment, he felt as Bryce’s big, warm cock slid easily into his butthole.

“Oh… shit,” Alex gasped out. Bryce smacked the blonde’s taut ass a few times as he began to pump slowly into his teammate’s butt.

Fuck… I’m having sex with my teammate… with another guy, Bryce thought. But, fuck… it’s not like it’s a guy at all. It’s like Alex is a girl… a dirty cheerleader with a nice, tight pussy. Fuck is it tight… and warm, Bryce continued.

He pumped, nice and slow, into the warm hole, taking his time in deflowering Alex’s ass. The blonde, meanwhile, reached down into the front of his thong and began to rub his stiff dick as it oozed pre-cum onto his fingers.

Fuck… it’s like I’m a girl and I’m wet… and I’m rubbing my clit inside my thong… fuck, what is Bryce doing to me? Alex thought—his mind dizzy with confusion and lust.

Alex felt his canal stretch open, inch by inch, as Bryce plunged his dick deeper into the tight hole. The jock pumped faster and deeper with each passing minute, until he was pumping nearly balls-deep into his blonde buddy’s butt.

Alex felt impaled by his teammate’s big, meaty shaft. He felt a delightful, satisfying sensation, though; as if an itch that was finally scratched. He continued to rub his dick and felt himself nearing climax. The faster and harder Bryce fucked him, the faster he seemed to near his climax.

He’s fucking me like I’m some slutty cheerleader… like I’m just some college girl whore, Alex thought, incredulous. Maybe I am. Maybe it’s what I was meant to be all along. I fucking love wearing these girly clothes, after all, he thought. He continued to wonder until Bryce began to jackhammer his ass and the hotel room filled with the sound of spanking skin.

“Fuck!” Alex cried out, as Bryce’s big dick pumped wildly into his hole.

“Babe… I’m going to fill you up,” Bryce announced.

“Wait…. Wait,” Alex begged. The jock continued to fuck him for only a few more moments.

“Don’t cum until I do,” Alex continued. The blonde was right on the edge of climax when he felt Bryce’s dick flare deep in his asshole. He then felt the warm shots of cum as the jock injected his butt with a massive load of cum.

“Fuck,” Alex groaned. The sensation of being filled with hot sperm sent Alex over the edge and his own dick began to pump out a load of hot, steamy cum into the thong. He stained the front of the panties with his gooey, hot load and he felt it against his body as his ass clenched uncontrollably around Bryce’s girth.

The jock finally pulled his dick from Alex’s butt. He looked down at the white mess he’d made in the blonde’s butt. Bryce grinned and spanked Alex’s butt.

I can’t believe I just did that, Bryce thought.

I can’t believe I just did that, Alex thought, mirroring Bryce’s disbelief.

“There you go,” Bryce said, as he caught his breath. “You know what it’s like to be a girl, now.”

The jock took off and mentioned he would take a shower. Alex remained bent over the bed, still and quiet.

I know what it’s like to be a girl, now, Alex thought, and smiled. And I like it.


BIRTHDAY GIRL


“Now blow,” Jessica said. A cool smile formed on the glossy, full lips of the eighteen year-old girl.

The trio of girls watched as Robert bent forward and blew the eighteen candles that sat flaming atop a small, round birthday cake.

When he finished, the three girls clapped and cheered their friend.

“What did you wish for?” A redheaded girl, named Sandra, asked.

“He can’t tell us,” Jessica said—her nose turned into the air.

“It wasn’t anything big,” Robert said with a nervous grin.

“That’s no fun,” said Madison with a naughty grin and a wink. She had shoulder-length, dirty-blonde hair that was thick and rich.

“You’re such a slut,” Jessica said, and gave Madison a playful shove as the three girls giggled.

Robert rolled his eyes. He had turned eighteen the weekend before, but this weekend, his three best friends had opted to throw him a proper “party.” Though, given that it was only the four of them, it felt less like a party to the shy teen than it did a simple get-together.

But Jessica, the leader of their small group, was intent that the evening was not going to end without a bit of wild fun.

Robert was the last of the four to turn eighteen. Only three weeks shy of high school graduation, the girls were ready for their final summer before college. And then, for Jessica, Sandra and Madison, the real fun would begin.

But until then, they were stuck in high school and desperate to find some fun in their small town. Robert, the introverted and insecure high-schooler with an underrated attractiveness by their peers and a beautiful smile, had been their primary source of entertainment.

Robert had tolerated the three girls and their playful antics for the past three months. He had only met them during his last semester of high school. But the somewhat nerdy teen was all-too happy to find a set of friends before he was officially graduated, even if it came only at the last few months.

Secretly, Robert had hoped that one of the three girls would find him attractive enough to even consider dating. Jessica never seemed to miss an opportunity to dote on the boy’s cute smile or his affectionate temperament.

But Robert was far too shy to make the first move. And to date, none of the three girls had initiated anything more than a platonic friendship with him. Often, Robert wondered if he should grow the courage to ask one of the girls out. Of course, in the few months he had been friends with Jessica, Madison and Sandra, he had seen each of the girls have at least one boyfriend; Jessica, two.

The girls were popular in school, but this did Robert few favors. He knew in the back of his mind that the girls were only using him—they found his innocence entertaining and curious. They all knew he was a virgin, even if he had never said as much. The way he blushed whenever the girls would begin speaking of sex had told them just as much.

They all had boyfriends off and on. But the one constant was their friend “Robert;” the friend they all secretly referred to as their “fourth girlfriend.”

It was no coincidence that Jessica had arranged a small get together for Robert’s eighteenth birthday, either. Little did the newly legal teen know that his three female friends had big plans for him on that night.

Robert looked around at the girls. As smoke wafted from the candles up towards the ceiling, the girls worse big smiles on their lips, almost like masks.

“Thanks, everyone,” he said with a shrug.

“Aw, baby, we know you’re sad because you don’t have a girlfriend to share your birthday with,” Sandra said, with a mocking-sweet tone.

“No,” Robert said with a blush and a nervous laugh. It was all the evidence the girls needed.

“Mmhm,” Madison said with a stifled giggle. The other two girls shared their own naughty little laugh.

“Come on,” Robert said. “It’s not that.”

“Oh, well then, what is it?” Jessica pressed.

“Um,” Robert hesitated. He rushed a hand through his short, dark hair. “It’s…”

“That’s what I thought,” Jessica nodded and laughed.

“Come on, guys,” Robert said.

“No, no,” Jessica said, grabbing Robert by his hand and pulling him into the hallway.

“It’s time for your gifts!” Jessica said, as the other two girls cheered. The four made their way down the hallway of Robert’s mother’s apartment. It had been empty that night. The girls all knew that his mother would be working a very late shift at her job, so they would have the place to themselves.

“Come on,” Jessica laughed, dragging Robert by the hand towards his bedroom.

Robert was embarrassed but deep down, he was excited to see what “gifts” the girls had got him.

Maybe they’re going to suck my dick. If they did, I’d be the coolest guy in the entire high school… a blowjob by THREE hot girls? He thought. Nobody would ever believe it. But I don’t care. It would be amazing.

It was only because of these wild potentialities in his mind that Robert let the girls lead him to his bedroom. The trio had plans for Robert, but they certainly did not involve giving head to the eighteen year-old.

They crowded into Robert’s bedroom when Jessica gestured for Robert to sit down at the edge of the bed.

Robert obeyed, and the three girls all brought in three gift-boxes with big smiles on their lips.

“You guys didn’t have to get me anything,” Robert said. The dark-haired teen grinned as he took Madison’s gift-box, first. It was green with glittery, dark-green stripes and a shiny green bow to match.

As Robert started to untie the ribbon, Jessica grabbed his wrist. “Not yet. We need to explain a few things to you, babe.”

“Okay,” Robert said, and set the gift in his lap.

Madison and Sandra came to sit on either side of Robert as Jessica stood before him. The girls all looked as though the excitement was ready to overflow from their wide grins.

“Robbie, we’ve all been friends for a few months, now,” Jessica started. “And, well, we’ve noticed a few things about you.”

Robert felt heated on his face. Oh no, they’re going to talk about how I don’t have a girlfriend, he thought, embarrassed.

“I know what this is about,” Robert said, deciding to be more assertive.

“Oh?” Madison said. “What do you think it is about, then?”

Jessica waited with a hand on her hip, as if to say that she, too, wanted to hear Robert’s theory.

“Well, um,” he started, and rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s because I don’t have a girlfriend, right? Um, well… it’s just that… look, I’m, um, it’s not that I don’t want one. I’m just… waiting until college, you know? It’s my own choice,” Robert said, stumbling through this little explanation as his cheeks remained stained with blotches of cherry-red embarrassment.

“Don’t you see?” Jessica smiled. She lowered down to her knees before Robert and the teen took a deep breath.

Holy shit, she’s going to do it… she’s going to suck my dick, he thought, as Jessica slid her hands up along the tops of Robert’s thighs.

“You don’t have a girlfriend because you weren’t meant to have a girlfriend,” Jessica continued.

Robert cocked his brow. “I know what you’re trying to say,” he said. “But I mean a girlfriend girlfriend; you know?”

“Oh, we know,” Sandra laughed. “You mean that you want a girlfriend in the way that we have boyfriends,” she said.

Robert nodded. “Yeah, that’s right.”

“We know that, silly,” Jessica said. “But it’s clearly not working out for you. That’s why we decided to throw you this party.”

Robert watched as Jessica continued.

“See, we’ve been planning this get-together for a few weeks, now. All of us decided that we know what is really going on. Honestly, as much fun as we have with you, our boyfriends all get a little jealous that you hang out with us so much. Sure, they aren’t that jealous, since you’re so harmless,” Jessica said with a laugh.

This descriptor, ‘harmless,’ hurt Robert’s pride a bit. The teen knew that this was how the girls had seen him. But, to have it spoken to him so directly left him feeling a pang of frustration.

The boy was slender and short. He had almost the exact same build as the three girls. It was no secret that he was not a tall, broad-shouldered jock like the guys that the three girls tended to date. But he did not think this would matter quite so much; that it could be overcome by his decent and upstanding personality.

But deep down, Robert knew better. He knew that Madison, Sandra and Jessica would not be interested in him. And, even if they were, Robert knew that they would never be able to get past the fact that he had a small dick. It was just shy of four-inches; a fact that had always bothered Robert beyond comparison and had left him desperately hoping for a late growth-spurt; a spurt that still had not visited him.

“It’s just that,” Jessica said, with a sudden lack of words for the first time since Robert had known her. “We know what will make you happy, Robbie—even if you don’t think so, yourself. We’ve been watching you for some time, now. And I think the three of us know what would be best for you; what would make you truly happy.”

The girl continued to run the palms of her hands up and down the tops of Robert’s thighs as he watched on. His penis grew hard and stiff inside his briefs and inside his pants as Jessica did this.

Madison and Sandra joined in, touching Robert on the inside of his hips. He could feel the tension in his pants as the three girls did this. He could smell their perfume as it whirled and danced at his nostrils; their warm, feminine energy crowded him and left him feeling twisted with tension and lustful desires.

“But you have to trust us,” Jessica said. “You have to trust that we know what we are doing, okay?”

Robert nodded. “The thing is, we have a few gifts for you, and we want to be here while you try them on. We want to help you through your transformation, okay?”

Robert was confused. He could not think in the slightest what the girls had meant by this; only that they had meant he would be transformed into an ‘alpha’ after the three of them gave him the sexual fantasy of every man: sex with three girls at once.

“Definitely,” Robert said. “I trust you.”

“Good,” Jessica said. “Then, go ahead and open your first box.”

Robert took the box and untied the ribbon. He then opened it and saw inside of the box a jean micro-skirt and a pair of sheer, white stockings.

He scrunched his brow and looked at them. “Oh now, I think you guys got your gift mixed up with something else,” he said.

Jessica stuck her nose into the box and said, “No, that’s right.” She smiled as her wide, excited eyes looked at the other girls.

“Open mine, now!” Sandra said. She set her gift-box in Robert’s lap.

“I don’t understand. What about the first box?” Robert said.

“Don’t worry,” Jessica said. “We’ll explain.”

Robert shrugged and opened the next box. He found inside of it a white cotton thong, a matching bra, and a tight, pink t-shirt.

Robert felt more confused than ever, now.

“My turn!” Madison said. She set her box in Robert’s lap, pushing Sandra’s box out of the way.

Robert shrugged, again, but ruffled through the tissue paper inside the box, hoping to find something that made a little more sense. Instead, he found make-up, perfume, and a long, blonde girl’s wig.

“I don’t understand,” Robert confessed.

“I know you don’t,” Jessica said. “But by the end of the night, you will. Now, stand up.”

After a moment of hesitation, Robert obeyed the girl. Jessica pulled the thong, bra and stockings out of their boxes as Sandra and Madison began to undress Robert.

He felt a pang of shock and embarrassment as he felt Sandra yank his t-shirt up and off his head, leaving his body naked from the navel-upwards.

When he felt his pants unzip and loosen around his hips, Robert became more nervous than he had ever been in his life. Madison had dropped to her knees and began to tug his jeans down his legs. She did not stop with his jeans, either. Robert looked down with red cheeks as he watched the excited girl finger the band of his white briefs and begin to tug them down.

Fuck, they’re going to do it… they’re going to see me naked. They are totally going to suck my dick. I can’t blow my load too early. Don’t cum early! He thought to himself.

Jessica watched with excitement. All the girls did. The three had for a longtime wanted to know how big Robert’s penis was. The three girls had decided in secret that, if Robert’s penis was big, he could be redeemed and turned into a proper ‘man’ who could date girls. But, should his penis be small, it would be the final piece of confirmation that they would need to know they were right in going ahead with their transformation.

And the small tent in Robert’s briefs had already given the three girls an idea of his size.

Robert took a deep breath and swallowed hard as Madison tugged his briefs down and they saw his penis; the small, four-inch shaft—skinny and throbbing. The head was like a small, rosy mushroom cap, oozing a bead of pre-cum. His balls were smaller, too. The girls all felt a sense of pity for the teen at his tiny dick and balls. They had all seen a few guys naked by that point, but none of the three had ever seen a guy who was as small as Robert.

Jessica was more poised, flashing a soft smile. Sandra and Madison, however, began to giggle and quickly tried to hide this behind cupped hands.

Robert felt a strong heat of embarrassment as it spread across his entire body.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Jessica said, as if reading the boy’s mind. “It’s a cute penis,” she said, before chuckling.

“It’s too small!” Robert protested. “Stop,” he said, as he bent over to grab his underwear and pull them back up his legs. But Madison fought with the teen, and held his briefs down around his ankles as the girls laughed.

Sandra then grabbed Robert’s penis and gave it a few strokes. Robert felt suddenly disarmed and could not fight with Madison. The pleasure on his shaft was too great.

“Good job, Sand,” Jessica smiled.

“Madison, get his underwear off his feet and give it to me,” Jessica then said. She watched as the blonde, short-haired girl grabbed Robert’s underwear, jeans and shirt and handed it all to her. She set it inside one of the gift boxes.

Robert stood before the three girls, humiliated and red-faced as he cupped his genitals in his hands.

“Stop it,” Jessica said. The three girls pulled on Robert’s wrists, freeing his manhood before them.

Jessica rose to her feet and looked down at Robert’s penis. “It’s actually good that you’re smaller. It’s going to make dressing you a lot easier,” she smiled.

“Dressing me?” Robert said, still very nervous to be naked before the girls.

“That’s right!” Sandra said with a smile and an exuberant tone.

“I don’t understand,” Robert said.

“Well, why don’t you start by getting in these,” Jessica said, and held up the stockings.

Robert cocked his head. “I don’t… you want me to wear those stockings? Aren’t those girl clothes?”

The three girls laughed and shook their heads. “No, silly. It’s… something else,” Jessica lied. She gave an impatient spank on the side of Robert’s naked butt and said, “Seriously, now; put these on.”

“Do it, do it,” Sandra and Madison said in a quiet chant.

Robert looked at the three of the girls, who were all eyeing him with a wild excitement.

Maybe it’s just some kind of kinky thing they want me to do before they have sex with me… whatever. I’m already naked in front of them, and they don’t hate my dick enough to not touch it—maybe I have a chance, Robert thought. He shrugged and took the stockings.

He felt them in his fingers; the material was sheer, and softer than anything he had ever touched. He took a deep breath and stepped into the long stockings, unpeeling them up his legs.

Robert felt the snug tension around his calves and shins as the stockings unraveled, until they came up to his knees.

“Look!” Madison said with a gasp and a laugh. “He looks like a natural, already!”

The girls giggled and high-fived one another as they looked at Robert’s skinny legs inside the stockings.

“Ok, ok,” Jessica said, calling for composure amongst the three. “Now, slide this up those legs.”

Robert looked at what Jessica was dangling from her finger; the white, cotton thong.

He swallowed hard and gave a nervous chuckle. “What? You want me to wear a girl’s thong?”

Jessica nodded. “It’s the only way.”

“The only way for what?” Robert asked.

“It’s the only way that you can complete your transformation,” Madison chimed.

“Go on,” Sandra added. “Do it for us, Robbie. We want to see you in the thong so you can be one of us.”

Robert was still quite perplexed. But, he could not deny the fact that his penis twitched with stiffness upon seeing the thong dangle from Jessica’s long, lithe finger. He bit his lip and inhaled sharply as she tossed it to the dark-haired eighteen year-old boy.

Robert caught the thong in his hands. It was soft—softer than the stockings, somehow.

The girls all chanted for Robert to obey and put the thong on his body. He was hesitant—reluctant, even. But, he knew he could not disappoint the girls, especially when he still believed that the outcome of this strange ritual might be a chance to have sex for the first time.

He clutched the thong in his hand for a moment longer before finally succumbing to the will of Jessica, Sandra and Madison. He succumbed, too, to a sudden, secret curiosity to know what it might feel like to have the soft, dainty panties snug around his body. It was such a wild, kinky idea; something he would feel incredibly taboo doing in total privacy; but to do something like this in front of three beautiful girls while he was completely naked? His penis oozed pre-cum, even as embarrassment rushed through his body and left his stomach twisted with knots.

“Go on,” Jessica said one final time. Robert took the thong and stepped into the small panties.

They easily slid up his legs. He adjusted the front pouch around his dick and felt as the string fit snugly between his butt-cheeks and rested against his asshole, taint and sack.

He did not want to admit his delight, but secretly, he quite enjoyed the feeling.

Wow, it’s so soft, and the way it cradles my balls… I feel so… pretty. What is wrong with me? All the girls are looking at me and laughing. Fuck, I’m so embarrassed. But it’s turning me on.

“Excellent,” Jessica beamed. “Now, let’s get this bra on you, too, along with your skirt and your shirt.”

The girls continually urged Robert to dress up in the clothes until he was fully robed in the feminine ensemble. He had on the bra, the thong, the stockings, the denim micro-skirt (which was not even enough long to cover the bottom of his butt cheeks), and the tight, pink t-shirt.

After this, Robert was made to sit on the edge of his bed while the girls giggled, gossiped and applied makeup to his face. He winced and sighed as the three girls had their way with him and he coughed as Madison spritzed a bit of perfume around his face.

“Oh my god,” Sandra said. The three girls stepped back and admired their work.

“Wait, wait!” Jessica said. She reached over and grabbed the blonde wig. She then set it on Robert’s head, fiddling about with it to make it sit snugly and firmly on his hair.

“What are we doing?” Robert finally said, too frustrated to hold back any longer.

“Why don’t you look in the mirror and see for yourself?” Jessica then said to the boy. She extended her arm, gesturing for Robert to go to his bathroom and look at himself.

The teen walked over and stepped into his bathroom. There, he flipped the light-switch and immediately saw himself in the mirror.

“Holy shit,” he gasped. “What did you do?”

Robert looked back at a reflection he did not recognize at all. Instead, he saw a beautiful teen girl, just like Madison, Sandra and Jessica.

The three girls burst into laughter and reveled in their accomplishment.

Robert did not know whether to feel absolutely petrified or aroused by what he saw. Truthfully, if he had seen a girl who looked like the one that faced him in the mirror, he would have found her quite attractive and fantasized about her. But he was under all the makeup, the clothes and the wig.

“Robbie, you look so beautiful,” Madison gushed.

“It’s Robin, remember guys?” Jessica said with a nudge to Sandra.

“Why did you do this to me?” Robert asked. He was frustrated and confused, even as he felt the snug, silky thong cradle his genitals and his rear-end. He felt the sweet tension as the string of his thong wedged between his crack and ride against his ass.

“Come on, Robin; this is who you are. This is who you are meant to be,” Jessica explained.

“A girl?!” Robert cried.

Jessica nodded. “It’s no secret that you’re failing pitifully as a boy,” Jessica continued. “All of us know you. Surely you know it, too—deep down.”

“What? I’m… I’m straight, though!” Robert protested.

“So?” Madison laughed. “That doesn’t mean anything.”

“Yeah,” Sandra said. “It’s not about you being gay or straight. It’s about you not making a convincing boy. You’re way more convincing as a girl,” the redhead said.

Jessica eyed Robert as he looked endlessly in the mirror’s reflection.

“Don’t worry,” she said, putting her hand on Robert’s shoulder. “You’ve still got your initiation. I think you’re going to like it.”

“My initiation?” Robert said.

“Come on,” Jessica said, marching Robert back into his bedroom.

The girls cheered as the small parade made its way towards his bed.

“Bend over the bed,” Jessica said, with less patience than normal.

“What? Bend over the bed?” Robert asked.

“Yep,” Jessica said.

Madison demonstrated. The girl bent over the edge of the mattress with her butt in the air.

Robert felt his penis painfully stiff in his thong as he watched this.

He took his position over the edge of the bed.

“Now,” Jessica said, laughing. “This is cold, but it’s going to warm up once it’s inside you.”

Robert looked back over his shoulder to see a big, metal bulb in the tall, blonde girl’s hand. It had a small handle that was jewel-encrusted.

Robert continued to watch over his shoulder as Madison lifted his skirt and tugged his thong to the side.

“What are you doing?” Robert asked.

“Just relax and breathe deep, okay?” Jessica said. “It’s time for your initiation. Trust me; you’re going to like this.”

Robert continued to look back, but the butt plug disappeared behind his ass. Suddenly, he felt the cool, metal tip rubbed against his hole as Jessica worked it into him.

The plug was coated in a layer of cool lube that immediately spread over his hole.

“Robin, you have such a beautiful butthole,” Sandra said.

“Wow—right?” Madison said. “It’s prettier than mine,” the girl said, with a hint of jealousy in her tone.

“I’m not surprised,” Jessica said coolly. “Robin was made for this. She already has a nice, bald little butthole; it’s nice and pink, too. And you can’t even see her balls inside her thong.”

The way the girls spoke of Robert’s butt left the boy more turned on than ever. And yet, he felt more helpless and disarmed than ever by the humiliating evening in which they found it more enjoyable to dress him as a girl than treat him like a regular boy with masculine urges.

He felt frustrated, but this was interrupted by the sudden sensation of cold metal as it pushed into his butthole and stretched it open wide.

“Oh, fuck… wh—what are you doing to my butt?” Robert asked.

“Just relax your ass,” Jessica said. “Be a good girl.”

“Fuck,” Robert said, wincing as the fat, metal plug made its way into the tight, virgin hole.

Finally, Robert’s butt swallowed the plug into it and the teen felt the intense pressure as the cold, thick ball of metal lurched up into canal.

“Ah, mm…” Robert huffed and moaned. He felt the thick plug stretch him open inside. It was cold, but only for a moment. Quickly, his warm, steamy canal heated the metal and he felt only a strange, newfound sensation of being filled in his butt.

The girls laughed as Jessica grabbed the handle of the plug and gave it a few small wiggles.

“The handle is so pretty. I want one with pink jewels like that one,” Madison said, as Sandra and Jessica agreed.

“Now, that’s going to help ‘train’ you while we continue,” Jessica said.

“Continue?” Robert asked. “What more could there be? I… I can’t believe you’re doing this.”

“You like it, though, don’t you? Admit it, Robin,” Madison said.

“I… I don’t… I don’t know,” Robert said, frustrated and confused. He did not want to admit that—deep down—he did somewhat enjoy his treatment and humiliating transformation into a girl. He liked being bent over and he liked the feeling of the delightful, silky thong being pulled from his crack and yanked to the side.

“Now,” Jessica said. “Madison is going to teach you how a proper girl is supposed to behave during moments of pleasure.”

Robert watched as the blonde, short-haired girl hopped onto his bed. She took position directly in front of Robert and began to work out of her pants. They slid down her legs and for the first time, Robert saw Madison’s incredibly, slender legs. He saw, too, a nice little white thong with a rose pattern as it hugged the girl’s silky, alabaster skin.

“Fuck,” he breathed. He looked down and could only imagined how pretty Madison looked underneath her thong. The girl laughed and had a slight blush to her cheeks as she grabbed her panties and began to slide them down and off her legs.

“Go on,” Jessica said to Madison. The blonde girl then spread her legs open and revealed her glistening, rosy pussy to the eighteen year-old boy.

Robert’s eyes grew wide and he bit his lip. He felt his penis throb wildly inside his thong and his butt involuntarily clenched down around the butt plug. He let out a soft moan as he looked at Madison’s slit and butthole. Her pussy was wet. It was an “innie” pussy, with a few simple slits and a small, trimmed strip of blonde pubic hair just above it.

Her butthole was tiny and tight. Everything was immaculately waxed or shaved—close and bald.

Robert felt a deep pain in his loins—a pain of frustration at having the beautiful girl’s most private areas right before him, and knowing he was not allowed to have sex with her.

Madison looked down and watched Robert as she slid her hand down between her spread legs and began to slowly rub her pussy.

Robert watched in a daze as the girl bit her lip and breathed soft and quick. “That’s it,” Jessica said, smiling.

“Get completely naked, though. I want Robin to see all of you. It’s the least we could do for his birthday,” Jessica said.

Madison lifted her shirt up and off her body, and followed by unsnapping her bra. Robert watched as her perky b-cup breasts spilled out; her nipples tawny and stiff.

“Fuck,” Robert moaned, as he watched. He started to reach forward, but Jessica quickly slapped his wrist.

“Who said you could touch Madison? That’s not cool, Robin,” Jessica said, as the boy retracted his hand, just short of his goal.

“Your job is to watch a real girl. Watch how Madison composes herself, even as she touches her pussy,” Jessica taunted.

Robert bit his lip and felt the pain of the sexual deprivation swarm through his body.

“Why are we doing this?” Robert asked.

“So you can be initiated as a true girl. You can’t go to the mall with us this summer if you aren’t a real girl like us,” Jessica said. “And that means you need to be broken-in.”

“Broken in?” Robert whispered to himself. The eighteen year-old had not seen that Jessica had grabbed a strap-on dildo and strap out of her bag. She produced a dildo that was pink and realistic-looking. It was a formidable six-inch, and had impressive girth.

She began to attach the dildo to the strap, and then fastened the strap around her hips. She could not contain her smile, and neither could Sandra. Even Madison, who was overcome with the pleasure of playing a naughty exhibitionist in front of Robert, Sandra and Madison, had noticed the strap-on dick hanging from Jessica’s waist.

“It’s time for you to get your initiation,” Jessica said. “Now, relax while I pull your training plug out.”

Robert felt suddenly as Jessica grabbed the butt plug and began to tug it out of his ass. He felt suddenly as though he was having a bowel movement as his butt contracted and the warm, metal bulb popped out of his hole.

Jessica sat the plug down on the bed and grabbed the base of her dildo. She began to slide a layer of lube over the dildo and pointed the head of it against Robert’s asshole, which was slightly gaped from the plug.

“Okay, Robin,” Jessica smiled. “Now, you’re going to keep composed while you get fucked.”

“What?” Robert asked. He looked over his shoulder to see Jessica positioning herself behind his butt. He realized then what was happening, just as the head of the dildo rubbed against his butthole.

Robert felt as Sandra held his thong to the side. The fabric tugged on his penis and his scrotum and delivered a nice tension to the base of his shaft.

“Mm,” he moaned, as he felt the head of the fake dick slip into his asshole. Jessica watched with delight as she pushed the dildo slowly into the warm, pink hole.

“Oh, your pussy is tight but it’s going in easily, isn’t it?” Jessica said.

“My… my pussy?” Robert asked. He could hardly concentrate with Madison’s ripe, swollen pussy before him and Jessica’s dildo pushing into his butt.

“Well, it’s a bussy,” she laughed. “It’s a boy-pussy. It’s not quite a pussy like we have. But guys won’t care. It’s going to feel just like a pussy to them, I’m sure,” Jessica said.

Robert tried to ignore this last part. He knew there was no way he was ever going to let another guy near his butt. But he now knew that this was what Jessica was training him for. She was training him to be able to go out on the weekends with Jessica, Madison and Sandra, and if the three girls hooked-up with a group of guys, he would be expected to do the same.

Robert could not believe what was happening. The dildo slid deeper into his butt and he felt the resistance from his tight canal in the form of a swollen ache that rippled through his body. Jessica was a bit clumsy, but she was slow and gentle—lucky for the teen.

“That’s it,” Jessica said. “Just keep your pussy nice and relaxed.”

Robert winced and felt his face tighten as the dildo pushed into him another inch, only to withdraw and sink back into his butt all over again.

“Fuck,” he grunted.

“Stop using such dirty language, Robin,” Jessica said. “You need to be a lady. You can moan, but you need to be gentle and breathy. And stop sounding like a boy. You need to sound more like a girl!” Jessica continued, as she spanked Robert on his butt.

The sting from the spank made his ass tighten around the dildo and he groaned loudly as he felt the ache in his warm depths.

“Oh… mm,” Madison moaned, as she rubbed her pussy harder and harder. The girl grinded her balmy hand against her clit and her lips remained parted as she huffed.

Robert’s eyes narrowed and he grit his teeth as the big dildo gave him a formidable ache in his butt.

What is happening to me? I’m dressed like a girl, fucked with a strap-on when I’ve got a dick of my own! I could be fucking all three girls. But instead, they’re fucking me! Why!? And why is it starting to actually feel kind of… well, good?!

Robert felt intense frustration and conflict. But he could not deny that there was something arousing to him about the dildo as it filled his butt. Even more arousing was the sensation of staining his thong with wetness of pre-cum. He could feel the soft panties as they rubbed against the tip of his penis-head. The sensation made him weak with pleasure and mixed with the aroma of his perfume to leave him feeling more and more like a girl.

“That’s it… you’re a girl, now. Own it,” Jessica teased.

Robert then felt a hand down against the front of his skirt. It was Sandra. The girl was beginning to rub him through his panties and his skirt.

“Sandra is going to rub your clit, now,” Jessica smiled.

“But don’t be a thirsty slut. Act like a good girl,” the blonde continued. “Act poised like Madison.”

Jessica winked at Madison. She watched with delight as the blonde, short-haired girl masturbated deep into pleasure. Madison was only a few more minutes away from orgasm. She locked eyes with Robert and never once removed her gaze; too much aroused by seeing her male friend turned into a girl in such a convincing way.

“Ugh, ah… mmm… fuck,” Robert muttered beneath his breath. Jessica began to slide the dildo in and out of him smooth and fast. He could feel as the head of the thick dildo massaged deep in his butt. Sandra continued to grind her hand against the front of his clothes and tease his penis into orgasm.

And he knew he would not be able to hold back—not now. The pleasure was far too strong.

Robert didn’t know what was happening to him; why he was feeling this strange, new pleasure deep in his butt. It was very different from the pleasure he normally felt when he touched himself. Instead, this was more complex and nuanced. He felt a warm, delightful sensation each time Jessica’s dildo pushed deep inside him.

Robert moaned more and more and Jessica smiled. “That’s it… let it happen,” she taunted. “One sissy-gasm and you will be a girl from now on. You’ll earn those panties that you’re wetting.”

“Mm… Jess… I’m going to… mm…” Madison moaned. The girl shook violently as she grit her teeth. Her face reddened as she strained and began to climax. She grinded her hand furiously against her clit as she even began to squirt for just a moment.

Watching this display, Robert knew he could not hold back, either. He moaned wildly and felt as Sandra’s touch finally became too much for him to handle.

He bit his lip and felt the intense, sudden rush of pleasure throughout his body. His ass tightened involuntarily around the dildo—gripping it firmly as Jessica continued to pump into it.

“Fuck!” Robert cried out.

Jessica spanked his butt and snapped, “No cussing! Be a lady!”

“Ah, ugh… mm,” Robert moaned. He felt the hot, warm gushes of cum as he flooded his thong.

In that moment he could only imagine himself as a dirty girl, climaxing and flooding her panties with wetness. He did not think of himself as a boy any longer. He felt as the silky thong rubbed against the rip of his dick and cradled his genitals. He inhaled the perfume and felt the wig dangle on either side of his cheeks.

“Yes!” he cried out in a raised pitch.

“Naughty girl!” Jessica said with a laugh.

She and Sandra watched as Madison and Robert both climaxed at the same time. They giggled and watched with delight until both were moaning quietly and coming down from their bliss.

Madison slowly crawled from the bed and began to rush off to the bathroom with slight embarrassment.

Jessica withdrew the dildo and Robert felt his butt throb involuntary as the last few contractions of orgasm slipped from his muscles.

He felt as Jessica suddenly shoved the butt plug back into his ass. The immediate tension of the big, metal bulb in his butt was nearly enough to send him into another orgasm. He felt the wetness in his thong and felt embarrassed and red in his face.

Sandra pulled Robert’s skirt back down and covered his thong with it. The girls laughed and came to sit down in front of Robert, where Madison had masturbated.

“Well, it’s a start,” Jessica said with a laugh. “You’re going to be a true girl by the time summer starts. And then we’re all going to hang out and have the best summer ever!”

Robert knew there was no going back. He had orgasmed while imagining himself as a girl. He loved all the clothes, the perfume and the feeling of wetting his thong with climax.

Jessica was right. Robert knew now that the girls were right in dressing him as a girl. He was not sure how they knew, but that did not matter. All that mattered was the fact that he was going into adulthood as a girl—not a boy.

And it felt right.


BIG BULLY


I hate Chris Porter.

I’ve always hated him. For four years he tormented me in the halls of our high school. Day in, day out, Chris seemed to have it out for me; targeting me with his wrath, as if it was some sadistic pleasure for him to make my life miserable.

I guess it makes sense, really. I’ve always been skinny and short. In Junior High School I ran cross-country track. I was made for it with my lean structure. Unfortunately, the benefits of my build begin and end with track.

Girls never thought much about me. I never once turned the eye of a girl in my four years of high school. And when I turned eighteen, I was still a virgin. Girls liked me; I got along with them very well. But, they thought of me more like a ‘brother’ and a ‘best friend,’ according to their own admissions.

“I like you because you’re not just a big, dumb jock with nothing but sex on his mind,” one of my good friends, Alyssa, had once confided to me. Of course, this same girl had just dated one of those ‘big, dumb jocks’ from the football team and had gushed to me—and her girlfriends—about how big his dick had been.

I must’ve seemed utterly useless to girls. They obviously thought of me as little more than a friend. To them, I was probably not much different from another girlfriend. I was skinny and small enough, after all. They didn’t know that my dick was small, but they probably already knew it.

I remember one of my friends, Katy, confessing to me that she thought one of the guys on the basketball team was cute. “I’ll bet his dick is really long since he’s tall.” Girls, apparently, attached penis size to height. That meant that I, who stood at five-foot-two-inches, was in trouble; especially given that my dick was, indeed, short—a solid four inches.

I could have gotten along during high school being an invisible fly on the wall; I was invisible to all the girls. But unfortunately, for whatever reason, Chris Porter knew I existed, and this mere reality seemed to have pissed him off.

I had known Chris since middle school. However he had not seemed to notice me until freshman year of high school. I don’t know why it changed, then. Perhaps it was the fact that, until that year, he and I were roughly the same size and height. But, suddenly, he came back from the summer vacation after Junior High School with wide shoulders and a towering figure.

He had looked a lot more like a man by that point, and with each year of high school that passed, only more so, to the point that during our senior year of high school, visitors to campus seemed to think he was a teacher or a coach.

I had wished that Chris’s maturity would match his appearance of age. But it had not. Instead, he decided to use his size and strength to bully guys like me around. I was not the only one, but I think I got the most of it.

Chris would shove me into the lockers and say stuff like, “Out of my way, bitch!”

By the time graduation neared, I was counting down the days in which I would never have to be around Chris Porter ever again.

But, two weeks shy of the very last day of school, everything changed.

For years, Chris had managed to evade detection when he bullied me. But, thanks to a few new anti-bullying initiatives by the city council and the school board, the teachers were expected to take a ‘zero-tolerance’ approach. This would have been helpful to me, but—typical bureaucracy—the rules appeared to punish the bully and the victim.

One morning, Chris had me by the front collar of my shirt. When one of the stricter teachers on campus, Mr. Blevins, caught sight of this, he rushed towards us with his finger wagging.

“That is detention right there! No fighting!” Mr. Blevins cried.

Chris released me from his fist and I quickly turned to Mr. Blevins, red-faced and huffy. “I didn’t do anything! I wasn’t fighting! He was messing with me!”

Mr. Blevins shook his head and, with his hands propped on his hips, said, “I don’t want to hear about who started it.” The man pulled a notepad from his pocket and began to scrawl onto it.

“Mr. Porter, I’m very disappointed in you. You know Coach Robinson is going to be upset, too,” Mr. Blevins said.

“I didn’t do shit!” Chris pouted.

Mr. Blevins stuck his finger in Chris’s face and said harshly, “You watch your mouth, mister, or you’re going to be pulling Saturday detention, too!”

Mr. Blevins tore the papers from his memo-pad and handed a copy to us both.

“I will be recording this with the assistant principal and Coach Robinson, so don’t try and get out of it,” Mr. Blevins said, before starting off.

Chris stomped away, too. This relieved me, considering I had expected the jock to immediately blame me for his detention and pound me into the ground, accordingly.

I was safe, but only for a few hours. The note had summoned me to an after-school detention arranged by Coach Robinson. Chris and I were to meet Coach Robinson in the football facility after school. I might as well have been summoned to an evil castle surrounded by a moat of lava. The football facility seemed rife with clones of Chris—all ready to kick my ass.

I somehow found the courage to walk to the football facility. When I walked into the small office belonging to Coach Robinson, I found Chris already sitting in the chair that faced his desk.

The man was stout and bald, with a thick, brown beard that seemed an attempt to overcompensate for the shiny dome atop his head.

“Come in here, Steven,” Coach said to me, waving his hand forward.

“Take a seat,” he added, as I stepped forward.

Coach looked down at his desk, seemingly disinterested in playing mediator between Chris and I. Chris simply glared at me. He was wearing a sleeveless, heather-grey shirt and a matching color of short football shorts. He looked sweaty, likely from a recent and grueling practice. I had an unadulterated view of his big, corded biceps. I realized only then just how muscular he truly was, and felt more intimidated by him than I had already been by that point.

“You’re both eighteen; grown men,” Coach Robinson said. “This behavior is unacceptable.”

“He started it!” Chris blasted.

“What? No I didn’t! You’re always messing with me! I never do anything but mind my own business!” I charged.

“Stop!” Coach shouted as he held up his hand. “That’s enough.”

Chris eyed me with contempt in his blue eyes. He brushed a hand through his golden, slightly curled hair. It was short, but outgrown enough to have curled at the ends from the sweat he’d earned in his workout. He had a strong jawline that seemed endlessly clenched, along with a hint of facial hair that peppered along it, as well as above his lip.

To me, Chris was not attractive. But I knew the girls at school found him irresistible. I knew because they had said as much in my presence; a revelation that always left my stomach churning with nausea.

I could agree that Chris was probably attractive in an objective sense. He was muscular and he had a nice smile and all. But, being a straight guy, I didn’t care much one way or another. I liked girls and I found only girls attractive. Of course, seeing as how I couldn’t get any girls to feel the same way about me, I knew most people—guys, especially—thought that I was gay, thanks to the lack of a girlfriend.

“Chris, you’re lucky this is your first warning. Obviously you’ve behaved yourself throughout these four years if you’re only just now getting into trouble,” Coach Robinson said. I rolled my eyes with incredulity and disgust at how laughably inaccurate Coach’s assessment had been.

“You have a clean record, too, Steven. Because of this, I’m going to let you two off relatively easy. You’re going to organize the locker room for a couple of hours and then you can go,” Coach Robinson decreed. “You’re both to stay here after school until five, making sure the football equipment is nice and tidy; is that understood? Nobody is going to be here, so it’s the honor system. But we have surveillance cameras at every entrance, so if either of you so much as tries to duck out a minute early, you’re going to be crying to your mommas—got it?”

Chris and I nodded quietly. I was relieved that I would not have to waste any more of my day for something I did not do. The only issue was that I was going to be paired alongside Chris, in a building where we were the only two people. He would be free to do anything he wanted with me.

I felt a lump in my throat and a few knots twisting in my stomach as Coach dismissed us.

I thought about trying to skip-out. What was the worst they could do? Well, I figured they could somehow withhold my diploma. And the absolute last thing I wanted was to be kept back even another day from graduation.

So, when the final bell rang, I headed to the football facility, and down into the locker room. I had a hope—a very desperate hope—that it would be Chris who would skip-out. Surely he will, I thought. He’s not just a jock and a slack off, but he’s one of the star players. I doubted that Coach would punish him for skipping out.

I stepped into the dank, musky locker room. It was empty, now, with only the faint echoes of people in the distant corridors. Every few moments the sound of the clanging, metal double-doors bounced about the space and I knew those same distant voices had exited the building for the day.

The locker room was dim, cold and smelled slightly of mildew. The scent lingered from the attached showers. The room was quite typical, a few rows of lockers that extended only a few inches above my head, along with long, wooden benches that ran down each aisle. I imagined the room filled with raucous, jocular energy after a practice or a game, in which dozens of half-naked (or maybe completely naked) football players would roam about the space, giving life to the space that, at that moment, seemed abandoned.

I looked around and saw a few random items strewn about on the floors. A few locker doors were open, and I even saw a few jock straps slung over the wooden benches. I couldn’t help but notice them—notice the plastic cups inside of them.

I sighed with relief as I saw a clock on the wall. Ten minutes had already passed. Under two hours until I’m free, I thought to myself. I walked to the far wall and saw a big, metal-grated gate. It was cracked open and inside was the supply room. I peeked inside. It was about the size of a bedroom, with shelves lining the walls. It was very messy, with so many items strewn about that it looked like a sporting goods store might after a tornado had exploded right down the middle of it.

I suddenly felt less enthused and relieved when I saw this mess. I walked a bit deeper into the closet and I saw a large laundry room. There were six industrial-sized washing machines and dries, and on the other side of the laundry room was another exit. I walked over and saw the door to this was cracked, too. I peeked my nose into the doorway and found that the cheerleading lockers were attached to the laundry room! I felt a lump in my throat and tension in my shorts as I imagined the dozens of cheerleaders that had walked through the aisles; the very sorts of girls that I often fantasized about and crushed-over as I passed them by in the hallways.

I did not dare walk into the cheerleading lockers. They seemed empty, but why tempt fate?

This was the most enjoyment I would get from the sight of the cheerleader locker room in private. Because moments later, I heard a voice that made me shudder.

“Hey dick-lick,” the voice called. “You going to try out for the cheer team?”

I turned and saw Chris standing in the supply room. He was wearing his same sleeveless shirt and shorts. He had no expression on his face—only a sort of dead gaze as he eyed me. I knew that anything could be behind that stoic expression, but it was more likely than not one of contempt for me.

“Whatever,” I said. I decided that the fewer words I spoke to Chris, the better. It would give him less to work with.

The jock walked over and lazily grabbed a set of shoulder pads. He set them back on the shelf with more care and consideration than I would have expected from him. It was almost as if—for a moment—he took a good deal of pride in the locker room.

“Come on,” he said to me. “I’m not doing this by myself, jerk-off,” he continued.

I walked over and grabbed one of the items from the floor. I set it on the shelf and Chris immediately grabbed it off the shelf and sneered, “Not there. It’s a pair of socks—it goes in the laundry basket.” He pointed as he tossed the socks at me.

I started for the laundry room when Chris said, “This, too.”

I turned at the very moment he launched a jockstrap towards me. It landed on my head, with the sports cup draping right down the front of my face.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

Chris exploded with laughter, as I smelled the tart, sweet scent of the sweat that had dried inside of it. I could only imagine the sweat on some guy’s balls that was now filling my nostrils.

“Fuck you!” I shot back, as I quickly grabbed the strap and tried to pull it from my head, only, the stupid strap had somehow tangled over my ear and it took a moment for me to unhook it.

Chris found this more amusing than before. He chuckled and I clutched the jockstrap in my fist, ready to launch it right back at his face. I knew that this would be a sure-fire way to get my ass kicked in a locker-room that was, now, so empty that nobody would be able to hear me scream.

Chris continued to organize as I took the clothes to the laundry room and set them down. I lifted the door to the dryer. I don’t know why, but I was curious to see what—if anything—was inside of it.

When I looked down into the dark, metal basket, I saw a pile of cheerleading clothes sitting inside of it.

“Mm,” I crooned as I bit my lip. I saw a pair of gold panties, along with a few green skirts and tops. Our school colors were gold, white and green—a predictable color scheme for a school with a mascot of an eagle, I guess.

I reached inside and stroked my fingers over the panties. I don’t know why I did it. Of course, if I’m being honest, I did it because I was aroused by it. I was touching a pair of panties that had been snug against one of the girls I probably thought about while I jerked it at home. Maybe it had been worn by Melissa Gilchrist, or perhaps Leslie Culpepper. I did not know, but I knew it belonged to somebody on the varsity cheer team.

“So you’re a perv, huh,” Chris said. His voice was right behind me. I dropped the panties and turned around to see him towering over me. It was only when he stood right up next to me that I realized just how tall and dominating he was. He was nearly a foot taller than I was, and probably weighed almost twice as much.

“You like playing with panties?” he mocked.

“Wh—what? No, I was just… putting those clothes that you gave me… um, in the wash,” I stuttered.

“That’s the drier,” he said. He yanked the clothes from me hand and tossed them into a nearby cart.

“I told you to put them in the basket, dumbass,” he chided. He chuckled and shook his head, as if he was enjoying my mistakes.

I turned pink in my cheeks and balled my fists. I wondered if I would get out of that locker room without finally confronting Chris and at least getting a punch off before he pounded me.

Chris came back and looked inside the dryer. He pulled out a pair of the gold panties and said, “These are clean. If you want to have fun, you need the dirty ones.” He walked over and looked in a large hamper. He began to dig through the piles of clothes and pulled out a gold thong. Immediately, Chris brought it to his nose and inhaled.

“Mm,” he grinned. “It makes me so fucking hard.”

I watched without saying a word. I wouldn’t dare criticize Chris, though I could not believe what he was doing. To me it was perverted, and yet, Chris was the one who had fucked half the cheerleading team.

If the girls on the team only knew that Chris was sniffing their panties right now, I thought. I rolled my eyes and sighed, Who am I kidding? They wouldn’t care if it were Chris doing it. They’d probably think it was hot.

Chris then tossed the thong to me and I managed to catch it, though my arms flailed about clumsily as I completed the pass.

“I can’t sniff these,” I said.

Chris laughed and said, “I forgot, you’re gay.”

“I’m not gay,” I protested. “I’m just not into sniffing panties without a girl’s consent.”

Chris stuck his tongue out and flashed a shit-eating grin at me.

“You know, you’re pretty pathetic,” Chris said. “I don’t get you, bro. You’re on this high-horse about not sniffing panties, yet you’re just a pathetic cuck.”

“A ‘cuck’?” I said.

“Yeah,” Chris said. “You’re hardly a guy. You might as well be a girl, really.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“See; that’s something a chick would say. You even rolled your eyes like one,” Chris said.

Chris reached into the hamper and grabbed a top. He pulled it out and handled it. It was green and sparkly, with the school logo impressed across the front of it.

“Put this on,” Chris said. He tossed it to me.

“What?” I said, scrunching my brow with incredulity.

“You heard me,” Chris said. “Let’s see what you look like in the cheerleading top,” he laughed.

“I’m not wearing girl’s clothing,” I said.

“Oh yeah? Well, then I guess I’m gonna’ have to pound your ass, huh?” Chris said.

“Go ahead,” I said. “Like that would be different from any other day,” I added with a sarcastic, yet jaded tone.

“You know what’s a shame? I’m going to have to tell Madison and Leslie that you were in here sniffing their panties. You’re friends with them, too, huh?” Chris said, crossing his arms.

“What?” I cried loudly.

“You heard me, bro,” Chris said, all-too satisfied. “Put on the top or I’m going to text them right now.” Chris then showed the screen of his phone. I squinted and eyed it. I stepped forward and that’s when I saw that Chris had snapped a photo of me when I had caressed the panties inside the dryer.

Fuck, I thought. How did he get that picture so fast?

I turned red and suddenly felt a bit more like groveling than I had fifteen seconds, earlier.

“Better hurry, bro,” Chris smiled.

“Hold on,” I said. “Stop. Just… whatever. This is dumb but I’ll do it. Just don’t text them, okay?” I said, desperate.

“Hurry up, then,” Chris laughed. He pointed to the top that I had let fall onto the concrete floor. I picked it up and felt the stiff fabric in my hands.

I shook my head. “Fuck you,” I said. “This is bullshit. They’ll never believe you, anyway,” I continued, with a sudden wind of defiance.

“Fine, then don’t do it and let them believe you instead of me,” Chris smiled. He smiled because he knew what I knew—that Madison and Leslie would believe him before they believed me. He had fucked them both and dumped them. They had both told me what a ‘jerk’ he was. And yet, I knew they were still smitten with him. I was not a fool. I knew what they probably thought of me; that I was just a weird, nerdy guy who probably liked sniffing panties, anyway. I had no chance, really.

It was not fair, but I couldn’t do anything about that—not at the moment. The only thing I could do was obey Chris, because he was bigger than I was, and he held all the cards.

“Go on,” Chris grunted. “Do it, bro.”

My face grew heated with frustration. I scowled at Chris and began to tug my shirt off. I slipped it off of my head and shook my hair back into place.

“Your hair is kind of long. It’s like you already look like a girl—this is just gonna’ seal the deal,” Chris laughed.

I rolled my eyes and bit my tongue as I began to tug the cheerleading top down over my body.

The top was polyester and tiny. It stretched around my upper body and sat into place. It was so short that it left plenty of room to show my navel.

“Oh my god, bro,” Chris said, laughing.

Suddenly the jock lifted his phone and snapped a photo. I couldn’t believe I had been so stupid as to make myself available for him to get photographic evidence of what I had done.

“All right,” Chris smiled. “Now, get the thong on,” he said.

He reached down and grabbed the thong that he had tossed at me and I had refused to hold or sniff.

“What?” I said, more shocked than before. “You’re full of it.”

“Bro,” Chris said, mocking me. “We’re going to make you a cheer girl; it’s the only way you can graduate high school with some purpose. You’re too much a pussy to be a guy. You lost your guy card,” the jock grinned. “Come on.”

He handed me the thong. I grabbed it and took it in my fist, though I had no intentions of actually putting it on. I was not about to get naked in front of my fucking bully any sooner than I was going to put on panties in front of him.

But Chris cleared his throat and said, “So, Madison and Leslie have to find out that you were not only sniffing their panties but you wore their clothes, too?” Chris said. He showed me the phone screen with the photo of me and the cheerleading top that straddled my chest.

I leapt forward to try and grab the phone out of Chris’s hand but he quickly pulled back his fist and gave a cocky smile. He wagged his finger at me and said, “No, no, no, bro.”

“Fuck you!” I said, charging at Chris. I tried to grab the phone from his hand, but Chris easily shoved me back. I felt such force that I thought I might go flying back against the laundry machines. And yet, Chris seemed as though he had barely touched me.

He laughed at this and said, “I’m gonna’ give you one more chance, bro. Put on the thong and the skirt and the stockings, and I won’t fuck with you anymore.”

Chris walked over and rustled through the pile of clothes. He pulled out one of the skirts—white skirt with a few green stripes to match the top. He also pulled out two sheer, white stockings. “Come on, bro. Dress yourself up like a pretty cheerleader. Maybe Madison will let you be an honorary cheerleader before you graduate.”

“Fuck you!” I cried, again. My cheeks were red with fury as Chris tossed the clothes at me.

I knew I had little choice, though. I could leave the locker room right at that moment, but then everybody in school would find a picture of me wearing the school cheerleading top in their text message inboxes. I was fucked. I knew I was. And somehow, the only way out of my hole was to dig even deeper into it.

I had spent four years alongside Chris. I knew well-enough how he operated. I knew that if I simply appeased him and did what he asked, he would get bored and move on. And then, I might be able to escape unscathed.

So, I looked down at the stockings, skirt and thong. I shook my head with utter disgust, even as the cheerleading top continued to hug my flat chest and dig into my armpits.

“One more chance,” Chris said. “Do I really have to count down?”

The jock smiled and said, “Ten… nine…”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “Fine.”

“Hurry up, then, bro,” Chris smiled.

“Hang on,” I said, as I grabbed the clothes and started towards the cheerleading locker room.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Chris said.

“Into the other locker room—to change into this shit,” I said, frustrated.

“Bro, just change here,” Chris said.

“What—in front of you?” I said. “I’m not getting naked in front of you.”

“Bro, you’ve never gotten naked in front of another guy. Oh, wait, I forgot, you’re a pussy. Of course you haven’t,” Chris gloated. “I know you don’t want to get naked because you’re afraid I’ll see your boner and you’ll realize that you are gay,” Chris said, with a boastful laugh.

“Fuck you,” I said. “I like girls.”

“Well, this afternoon you get to be one,” Chris said. “So that should be pretty easy, huh?” The jock held up his phone. His finger hovered over the screen and he said, “Now, hurry up because my finger is getting tired and it might just fall right down onto the ‘send’ button.” He laughed at this shitty joke.

Reluctantly, I turned away from Chris and began to unzip my shorts. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. But, I had no choice. I let my shorts fall down to my feet. I was so angry and full of adrenaline that I was not even embarrassed or nervous to undress.

I felt the cool air around my naked legs as I stepped out of my shorts. I grabbed the band of my briefs and took a deep breath. Fuck, I thought. I fucking hate him.

I yanked my briefs down and bent forward as I unhooked them off of my naked feet. I felt the cool air slip up along my ass-crack and against my cock and balls. I felt my genitals dangle down between my thighs. I knew Chris could probably see, at the very least, a silhouette of my dick and balls. I reached down and grabbed the thong and seethed because the feeling of the thong in my fingers made my dick begin to grow hard.

“Face me,” Chris said sternly. “Stop fucking around.”

I turned heel and faced Chris. I covered my cock and balls with one hand and with the other; I used the thong to hide myself.

Chris simply huffed, “Hurry up, bro.”

Hesitant and ready to call everything off, I found the courage to do it. I stepped into the thong and began to pull it up. As I did, I tried to hide my dick and balls, but I knew Chris had seen them.

“Damn, bro,” he grinned. “You’ve got a small dick, huh? That sucks.”

“Fuck you!” I charged.

As the thong pulled snugly against my waist, I felt the pressure of the cotton chamber around my cock and balls. I could not believe I was wearing a thong—a used thong—worn by one of the hottest girls in school. My dick swelled and the tension inside the thong grew immensely as I looked down and saw that the thong was hugging my hips.

“Bro,” Chris said, laughing. He lifted his phone and took another photo—sealing my fate. It was one thing to be photographed wearing a cheerleading top; but to be caught wearing a fucking cheerleading thong?

Fuck! I thought. How could I be so fucking stupid? Now he owns my ass! As angry as I was, I could barely hear myself think over Chris’s amused laughter.

“Go on—finish up, babe,” he said to me, and made a few kissy noises in my direction. “You look pretty hot, by the way. You’re making my dick hard.”

“Fuck you,” I said, and rolled my eyes. I quickly brought the skirt up around my body, desperate to hide the thong and hide the boner that was now forming a tent inside the gold panties.

“Go on,” Chris said, nodding as I snapped the skirt around my hips. “It’s all coming into place, now.”

I bent down and grabbed the stockings. One by one, I slipped them up my legs. The more clothes I put on, the harder my dick became. I could even feel the thong wetted by my pre-cum as my stiff dick pushed outwards inside the stuffy cotton panty.

Chris shook his head and continued to snap photos of me until I was done. He even rushed up and took a few ‘up skirt’ photos. “Nice,” he cackled.

The jock disappeared towards one of the shelves and returned with a couple of green and white pom-poms.

“Here, bro,” Chris said, tossing them to me. “Let’s here a few cheers about how much you like being a little cheerleading slut.”

“What?” I said—my brow knitting.

“Come on,” Chris said. “You’re already this far. Why piss me off, now?” he laughed.

I took the pom-poms. My lips were so tight with frustration that I wondered if I could even open them long enough to perform a cheer for the asshole.

“Let’s hear it, babe,” he said to me with a mocking grin.

“Ok…” I said, trying to come up with something to say.

“Give me a one… give me a two…” I said, as apathetic as possible.

“No,” Chris said. “Give me more passion!” he said, with a dramatic voice, jokingly pretending that he was a cheerleading coach or a theatre director. “More passion!”

“Give me an ‘f’…” I said, raising the pom-poms. “Give me a ‘u’” I continued.

“What’s that spell? F.U.!” I said with a fake cheer.

“Damn,” Chris said. “If you’re going to act like the head bitch of the cheerleading squad, then I guess I’m gonna’ have to treat you like it, huh?”

Chris stepped towards me. Suddenly, he towered over me all over again, and I was reminded of his dominating presence.

“On your knees, bitch,” Chris said.

“What? Why?” I said, confused.

“Because you’re a cheerleader, now,” Chris said. “And cheerleaders do what us football guys tell them to do,” the jock grinned. “Hurry up, bro.”

Confused and reluctant, I dropped to my knees.

I looked forward and saw Chris reach down and grab his shorts. He played with the band for a moment and suddenly tugged them down to his knees. Immediately, I saw a massive, pink, half-hard dick swing out, along with a set of low-hanging balls.

“What the fuck,” I gasped.

I looked up at Chris, who grabbed his cock and gave it a few tugs. I looked back down and watched as his big, limp dick, became less limp by the second. Instead, it stiffened and began to hold itself up—twitching and jumping as it rose into the air before my eyes. The pink, shiny head bloomed like a mushroom. I couldn’t believe how fucking big his dick was. I hated it, just as much as I was curious to watch it grow.

I looked down at his big, swinging balls, too. They seemed twice as big as mine. I had never felt so riddled with angst and frustration in all my life. I was dressed like some effeminate cheerleader—a completely ineffectual boy—while this jock towered over me and—literally—wagged his big dick in my face.

“Give it a few tugs, babe,” he said to me.

“Bro, what the fuck? I’m not going to touch your dick,” I said, feigning more disgust than I actually felt. Secretly, I was curious to know what the jock’s big dick felt like. I wanted to know how hard it was, how full it felt in my fingers and if it throbbed in my fist.

“Fine,” Chris said. He lifted his phone up and began to tap out a text message, all while his dick hanged there between his thighs, half-hard and throbbing. I looked at the veins. There was a particularly strong one that ran down the top of his dick. It looked as powerful as the rest of his tool had.

“Hold on,” I said. “Wait.”

“Do it, then,” Chris pressed. “You’re dressed like a hot little cheerleader, so you’d better be ready to put out like all the cheerleaders do,” he smiled.

I had never felt so disgusted, confused and conflicted in all my life, as when I extended my hand and grazed my fingertips against the top of Chris’s cock-head. It was firm and spongy—stiff and soft as silk under my touch.

I did not know what Chris wanted. He’s straight… he fucks girls every day. What does he want with me? I’m a guy under these clothes, I thought. Do I look THAT convincing as a cheerleader? As a girl? Am I really pretty?

The thoughts made my dick jump inside my thong. And when I pushed against the inside of the panties, I was reminded of the very fact that I was even wearing panties. And this all created a vicious cycle of arousal. I became turned on by the idea that Chris was not just punishing me or ridiculing me, but that I had aroused him and he could not help himself. The big, dumb jock could not help but want to show me his dick, because I was making it hard!

I liked this secret power I had suddenly formed over him. It was as though—for the very first time—I was stronger than he was; I held all the cards.

I licked my lips and turned my eyes up. I batted them at him as I wrapped my fingers around his dick which was fucking fat in my hand—so fat that I could only just barely touch my fingertips around the circumference of his shaft.

“Mm,” Chris crooned. “Go on—stroke it. Make my balls jump, bitch.”

His voice was deep as he said this. His tone was weak, too, matching his gaze down onto me as I knelt there. I could feel the cool concrete against my knee caps and this sensation contrasted with the warmth of his big dick in my hand.

It all made my dick harder and harder. I licked my lips and Chris said, “Go on—suck it.”

“What?” I said, shocked and dizzy with confusion. Did he really just say what I think he did? I thought.

“Suck it. Get those nice lips on it,” Chris said. “Or else the whole school is gonna’ know you dressed up like a cheerleader,” he continued, flashing his phone screen at me.

“Please, don’t,” I said softly. The truth is that, I was not sincere when I said this. It was only a front—a façade. Secretly, I wanted to keep touching his dick. I was growing addicted to the power I held over him.

Is this what girls feel every day? They get to feel this powerful? This is amazing. Maybe I should be a girl, after all, I thought to myself with a muted smile on my wet, waiting lips.

I gave his dick a few more tugs and his dick was fully hard in my hand. It must’ve been eight inches long and six around—a size I could not even comprehend, let alone accurate estimate. All I knew was that it seemed twice as big as my dick—at the very least!

There was something that turned me on about being on my knees and being at the mercy of the big, powerful cock. I looked at the flared, pink head, and stared down the expressionless hole in the middle of it as a bead of pre-cum oozed from it. It was as if I faced a Cyclops ready to devour me; ready to conquer my small body. It should have disgusted me, but it made my dick painfully hard in my thong. I wondered if this was exactly what the cheerleaders who wore the outfit that was now snug around my body felt when they were on their knees giving head to the football players. I felt as though I had cheated in a way. I knew I would never get to be part of a cheerleader blowjob. But I realized that I could—technically—be a part of a cheerleader blow-job, after all—I would just need to be the cheerleader!

“Bro, suck my dick, like the sissy bitch you are,” Chris pressed. He had a shark-tooth grin to perfectly illustrate the pleasure he derived from being in this position, towering above me with his hard dick in my face.

And I was there, on my knees, dressed like a girl and actually enjoying this treatment. I knew Chris would torment me until my last day of high school. But never in a million years could I have predicted this.

I took a deep breath and slowly brought my mouth closer to Chris’s dick-head. I closed my eyes—unable to watch it slide into my mouth. I felt as the warm, soft head slid onto my tongue and into my mouth. I heard Chris’s deep, quiet groan of satisfaction as I felt the crest of his head against the roof of my mouth.

Fuck… what the fuck am I doing? I’m sucking his dick! I thought. Red alerts and sirens blasted in my mind. I was doing something beyond unthinkable. I was doing something so fucking unbelievable that I pinched myself to check that I was not in the middle of a terrible nightmare. But it was real—as real as the salty taste of Chris’s pre-cum as it drizzled onto the back of my tongue and I instinctively swallowed it.

He’s in me forever, now. I actually swallowed his fucking cum… I’m going to puke, I thought. I was disgusting that I’d tasted my bully’s cum. But I was more disgusted at the fact that my dick was still hard between my legs; so hard that I wanted to tug my thong to the side and let it stick out against the inside of my thigh.

So, I grabbed the base of Chris’s shaft and began to suck his dick-head. He closed his eyes and moaned and I reached down, let my dick out of the thong and began to jerk it.

That’s right. I jerked my dick while I was made to give my bully sloppy head.

I didn’t know what I was doing. It’s not like I had ever sucked a dick, before. But Chris did not seem to care that I was clueless. I realized that there must not be a wrong way to suck dick, because the asshole jock was content enough.

I continued to suck his dick when I felt his fingers slide through the hair on the back of my head. He brought my mouth deeper on his big dick and I felt a tremor of panic as more of his cock drove down my tongue and towards my throat.

My eyes bulged wide and I freaked out as I felt his gushing pre-cum ooze down my throat and I gagged.

Chris laughed and said, “Come on, babe. I know you’re slut, so act like you’ve sucked a dick, before.”

He moaned and continued. “What’s your name, anyway? Stephanie?” he said, with a charge of laughter.

I wanted to sink my teeth into his dick as punishment. I wondered if I could bite it off right then and there. But I knew I would never be able to do it—it was too fucking thick. And I suppose I didn’t totally hate every second of it. I actually liked the sounds Chris was making. It turned me on, which was why I was even jerking my own dick in the first place.

I had never felt so fucking humiliated and cheapened as I had in that moment; jerking my dick while I was on my knees and made to suck my bully off. I realized that Chris was right; I made a better girl than a guy.

After all, I was turning him on. He would not stop moaning. And it was making my dick leak pre-cum just the same as his. I felt my body grow tense and aroused, and I even had to pull my hand away from my dick—for fear that I would cum! That’s right; the asshole had made me so worked up and horny that I feared I would shoot my load while his dick was in my mouth.

I was furious and horny all at the same time. Chris moaned over and over until he finally pulled his cock from my mouth and I gasped for air. My eyes felt watery from having to endure his cock’s assault on the entrance of my throat.

“Get up and bent over the washing machine,” Chris insisted. “I want to get a look at that cute butt.

“Wh—what?” I said, confused as ever.

“Come on,” Chris pushed. He lifted me up and tossed me against the washing machine. I felt the head of my stiff dick bump against the cold metal and he bent my back down along the top of the machine.

“Fuck yeah,” Chris said. “Mind if I yank this thong to the side, babe? I want to see that pussy of yours.”

“Wh—what? Um… I… I guess so,” I said, with a fake, cheap giggle. I suddenly felt just like the cheerleader whore that I had been dressed as.

I don’t know why but I was aroused by the idea of Chris wanting to see my ass. I was already turned on by his moans while I sucked him off. But now he wanted to see my butt? He knew I was a guy! He knew there was no pussy down there between my legs. And yet, Chris still wanted to see under my panties?

I was fucking confused for so many reasons. I felt the cold metal against my naked navel as Chris yanked my thong to the side and I felt the air slide against my balmy, bald asshole.

“Mm,” Chris groaned.

My brow furrowed as I tried to comprehend what was happening.

“Damn, you’ve got a big clitty, too,” he laughed, and I felt his strong hand squeeze my cock as it pressed downward against the side of the washing machine and along the inside of my thigh.

Chris yanked it backwards and I felt the nearly painful ache as he bent my shaft farther back than it ever normally went. I was about to say something until I suddenly felt his finger tease my asshole.

“Oh, ugh… ah, mmm,” I stumbled. I bit my lip and felt like I might cum as Chris yanked on my cock and teased my asshole.

Before I knew it, he had released his grip on my cock and knelt down behind me. I looked back over my shoulder, but could not see anything. Instead, I felt his fingers dig into my ass cheeks and I felt his tongue sliding against my asshole!

“Oh… fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs. “Fuck… Chris…”

My little hips writhed wildly from the shocking pleasure, but Chris held my ass firmly in place.

My cock pulsed and throbbed as the jock ate my asshole as though I was a girl and I had a pussy.

He pulled back, spanked my ass and said, “What a fine pussy. Nice and tasty. Damn you’re a fucking tease, getting me all worked up. You know I’ve got to get to practice, you whore.”

“I… sorry,” I said.

“Sorry isn’t good enough, babe,” Chris said, before shoving his tongue into my asshole.

“Oh! Ah!” I whimpered with delight, as I clutched the edge of the machine and Chris’s tongue continued to wiggle into my hole and slide about around the rim of it.

I could barely stand as the pleasure infected my legs and left me a wobbly mess.

What the fuck is happening? He’s eating my ass… Chris is eating my ass?! And I can’t stop moaning… fuck… what is he doing? My bully is turning me into a girl; not just a girl, but a slut. Ugh, ah… mmm…

Chris’s tongue continued to feast on my ass. He only pulled back after several minutes, and stood up.

“I know you want this dick,” Chris growled. “All you cheerleaders are thirsty for dick,” he laughed.

“I… um, what?” I said. I was confused, but only until I felt the head of his dick rubbing against my wet hole.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned softly, as I felt the wet, sticky pre-cum against my asshole.

He’s going to fuck my butt… my bully is going to fuck my butt, all while I’m dressed as a girl. What the fuck is happening?

“Well? Are you gonna’ let me slide it in and feel your pussy from the inside?” he whispered.

“Um, you… you want to fuck me?” I said.

“Yeah, unless you don’t want me. But, I’ll have to send all those photos I took of you out to my friends,” Chris warned. “You’ve got my balls so full and all. It wouldn’t be fair to turn me down now. That’d just make you a cheerleader bitch, wouldn’t it?”

I didn’t want to tell Chris he could fuck me. But I was rock-hard and on the verge of climax. Deep-down, I wanted desperately to feel his dick inside my butt. I fucking needed it. And I felt disgusted by this fact. I was a straight boy, dressed like a girl, who now craved dick; not just dick, but my bully’s dick. I didn’t know whether to vomit or cum.

“Ok,” I said gently.

I then felt Chris’s cock push against my hole.

“Oh, mm… careful. Please… go slow… I’ve never… I’ve never had anything up there, okay?” I said.

“All right, Steph,” Chris said. “Since you’re so hot, I’ll do what you say.”

He still thinks I’m hot. Fuck, he wants to put his dick inside me, he must think I’m hot, I thought. Shit… maybe I really AM hot. Maybe I’m just like all the other hot cheerleaders.

I suddenly felt Chris’s cock push harder against my hole. My face tightened and my brow furrowed as his cock demanded entry into my tight, pink little asshole.

I grunted and whimpered through my grit teeth as the pain intensified. Suddenly, my asshole popped open around Chris’s wide dick-head and gobbled it up inside. I felt a fiery ache stab deep in my butt as I cried out and tossed my head back.

“Fuck, babe,” Chris said. “Oh… fuck, it’s so tight and warm and… goddamn.”

“Ah, ugh,” I moaned. I bit my lip and indulged in the vulnerability. I even found myself started to moan and cry out like a girl would. I was loose with my pitch, no longer trying to be guarded or masculine. I had officially been broken and turned into a girl in every conceivable way.

Chris’s big dick filled me with its warmth. The strong, crested head plunged deeper into me. The jock was gentler than I had expected. He did not thrust his dick into my asshole. Instead, he sank it inside, held it in place, pulled out, and repeated—each time letting my ass adapt to the big, warm tool.

“Oh, fuck… just like that,” I moaned.

“Yeah, you like this dick, don’t you, you sissy bitch,” Chris said. “What did I tell you? I knew you’d make a good girl. I knew you’d make a better girl than a guy. And look at you now,” he said, as he moaned and plunged more of his cock into my warm, tight asshole.

My butt swallowed more of his shaft, as if it had a mind of its own and could not care about the intense pain that gripped my every muscle. The ache and soreness spread like a fire through my loans as Chris’s massive girth continued to stretch me open around it.

But with each withdrawal and re-entry, my butt grew more comfortable with his cock. And soon, as he thrust his hips back and forth with shallow pumps into my butt, I began to grow hungry to have his cock deeper in my butt. I had my hand back, pulling my thong to the side. I looked down at my cheerleader top and heard my girlish moans.

For a moment, I couldn’t remember ever being a guy. I could only remember that moment—being Chris’s cheerleader whore—pinned down in the football locker rooms as if I was so desperate for his dick I couldn’t wait until we got back to my parents’ house.

“Damn, you’re one hot girl,” Chris growled, as his cock plunged deeper into my tight, hot asshole and I felt myself forced open around his thick shaft.

With each thrust, his cock drove deeper to my steamiest and deepest point, until I felt his entire shaft buried in my asshole and his balls resting against my own.

“Fuck, babe,” he growled, and spanked my butt cheeks. “You want my cum deep in your pussy, don’t you?”

I moaned and bit my lip upon hearing the word ‘pussy’ and for a moment believed that I did have a pussy. My legs danced about and my dick rubbed against the side of the washing machine, endlessly oozing pre-cum.

“Yeah, grind your clit against the side of the washer,” Chris taunted. “I want you to cum, too.”

“Oh, ugh… ah!” I cried out. The bully was driving me straight into climax and there was nothing I could do about it. I was going to orgasm while his dick was balls-deep inside my asshole and as disgusted as it made me, I could only moan and let the pleasure thunder in my center.

“Fuck!” I blasted, as my cock began to throb and contract and I felt my asshole tighten around Chris’s shaft.

“Oh, so tight… are you going to cum on my dick like a good little cheerleader whore?” Chris laughed.

I couldn’t concentrate on anything Chris was saying to me. Instead, I could only focus on my most visceral senses; the smell of the dank concrete and the sweat; the sound of Chris’s balls spanking against mine; the echoing sound of our bodies slapping together and our moans. For a moment, I felt connected to Chris in a way I never thought possible. I felt attracted to him—the very guy I fucking despised. In the moments leading up to my orgasm, I felt intoxicated by his cock and by his entire identity as the bully who had turned me into a girl and made me submit before him.

“Fuck!” I cried out in the most girlish way. “Oh… ah!” I screamed, as my balls yanked up against my body and my sack tightened as the ropes of cum drizzled lazily down against the inside of my thigh. My mind spun and a million thoughts turned to dizzying flames of heat as my asshole clenched tightly around Chris’s big dick and I wanted him to fuck me as hard as he could.

Luckily, Chris seemed to feel the same. He began to jackhammer my little asshole and growled, “I’m gonna’ cum. I want to pump it in you.”

“Oh… ugh,” I wailed.

“I’m gonna’ fill this pussy with all my sperm,” he taunted. “I’m gonna’… oh, mmm… fuck!”

Do it… fucking do it… fill my butt with every last drop of your sperm. I want it all deep in my pussy, I thought. My mind was gone. I believed I was a girl. I was the hottest cheerleader on the team—all sweaty and covered in the scent of the football player’s musk and sweat. I was his cute, little whore, and I didn’t care who knew it.

I felt Chris’s cock throb and flare deep in my ass and only a moment later his moans shattered the silence of the locker room.

“Oh, fuck!” he growled from the center of his gut. I felt the hot injection of sperm straight into my butt, painting my guts white as he emptied his big, full balls into my effeminate ass.

It was official; I had been made into a girl and fucked like the whore that I was meant to be! I was Stephanie, the cheerleader slut. I had been fucked so good and so hard that I couldn’t even remember my old name.

Chris bellowed endlessly as his cock contracted and blasted a massive load deep into me. Finally, he pulled out and I could feel the warm cum spill out of my aching, used butt and drizzle down the inside of my thigh. My legs shook and wobbled as I pulled my thong back to the side and felt the sweat on my skin.

Our chests heaved and we each caught our breath.

I faced Chris and bit my lip. “You’re not going to tell anybody about this, right?” I said, more at his mercy than ever before.

“Are you kidding? And let the other guys on the team know about you? You’re all mine,” Chris said with a satisfied grin.

He continued to jerk his cock and I watched as the last few beads of pearly cum drizzled from the tip. I imagined all of it deep inside my ass; I even imagined myself becoming pregnant from it.

“It’s five,” Chris laughed. “We’ve been in here fucking for two hours.”

“No wonder I can barely stand up,” I laughed.

With that, Chris hoisted me up over his shoulder. “I’ll help,” he said.

I laughed and hit him on the chest with my fists as he carried me through the locker room and down the hallway. “Chris!” I said.

He laughed and carried me towards the doors to the football building. “What are we doing?”

“We’re not done,” Chris said with a stoic tone. “You’re mine. And you’re coming home with me.”

I bit my lip. I could not believe what was happening. My bully was going to do whatever he pleased with me in his own bedroom, all while I was dressed up like a slutty cheerleader.

And all I could do was smile, thinking of the night ahead as my bully turned me into the girl I was always meant to be!


THE SECRETARY



CHAPTER ONE




Her legs were long and silky smooth. Her soft, auburn hair fell in waves around her shoulders, framing her perfect breasts. Her dress was tight but not distasteful. Black for the harsh business she was interviewing for.

I never interviewed my own secretaries. That was the HR department. But I always watched them squirm through the security camera system. She squirmed in such delicious ways.

I knew we couldn’t hire her. I’d have to suggest to the HR department that she be dismissed. She was too tempting, and though my sexual appetite was fierce, I never liked mixing business with pleasure.

For now, though, I enjoyed watching. She flipped her hair back and smiled nervously. She shifted in her seat, straightened her back, and looked at her lap and back up at the interviewer. She was gorgeous, and if I’d met her in a bar I’d certainly take her home.

But I didn’t meet her in a bar. I was seeing her here, at work, for the first time. She shifted again in her seat, uncrossing her legs and sitting them side by side. I imagined running my hand up her silky thighs and up underneath her skirt. The thought made my pulse quicken.

I got up, locked my office door, and resumed my seat staring at the camera feed. I unfastened my pants and pulled out my cock, stroking it while I watched her.

I bet you’re such a dirty slut, I thought as the grip around my shaft tightened. I bet you’d love to get fucked by your boss’s big cock. I bet you’d be down on your knees in no time, licking and sucking like your life depended on it. I pictured sliding my fingers through her soft auburn hair and tugging her head back, making her open wide for my cum.

I grabbed a tissue for my cum and continued stroking. I bet you just can’t wait to spread your legs for some seedy fucker. I bet you’re wet while being interviewed right now. How hungry are you for this job? What are you willing to do for it?

In a matter of moments, I came, picturing her bent over my desk taking my cock deep inside her ass. I discarded the cum-filled tissue in the waste basket and put my cock away. Yeah, there was no way I could hire this girl. She’d wreck my career in a matter of seconds.

I closed out the camera feed now that I’d gotten my fill and unlocked my office door before returning back to work. I ran one of the most successful investment banking firms in California. Sometimes a little tug in the afternoon was just what I needed to keep my head on straight.

It wasn’t that I didn’t get plenty of pussy in my off time. I did. But my sex drive was high which is why I couldn’t let hot young things work for me. It was too much of a liability. I either hired men or women who weren’t quite my taste – which was rare.

My office door flew open moments later, drawing me out from deep within my thoughts. And there she was. The girl from the interview, standing at the threshold.

“Mr. Williams? Hi, my name is Natalie. It is such a pleasure to meet you.” Without asking, she traipsed into my office with her black heels clicking against the linoleum. She didn’t stop until she was at my desk, bent over it, shoving her delicate hand in my face.

I didn’t take it. I lifted my gaze from her hand to her eyes and nearly stopped breathing. She was more beautiful up close. Her skin was flawless and her eyes sparkled like diamonds. “This is highly unusual,” I said in a curt tone. I needed to get this woman out of here as quickly as possible before I changed my mind. “You shouldn’t be in here without an appointment.”

Still, her brazenness piqued my curiosity. No one had ever barged into my office like that before.

“I know,” she said, her perfect skin flushing a gentle pink. “I’m sorry. I’m just so eager to work under you. I mean, with you,” she giggled and my cock hardened. “I really, really want this job and I just wanted to like…tell you that in person.”

I linked my fingers and placed my hands on the desk. I leaned forward until our noses were almost touching. Her breath was quick and shallow, her cheeks getting pinker. “You told me,” I said. “Now get the fuck out of my office.”

She stood upright, a painful look of shock on her face. “Mr. Williams. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. You’re right, I shouldn’t have barged in here.”

I hated that she was apologizing. That she was still here. The last thing I wanted to do was upset her, but I needed her to go before I gave her the job myself. Before I asked her to sleep with me. Before I just took what I wanted from her regardless.

I was a power hungry man and that extended to my desires in the bedroom. She was such a sweet, innocent little thing that I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist her if she didn’t leave as soon as possible.

She started backing up but she was so slow, still in shock. I tried to pull my gaze away from her, but I couldn’t. I watched her slender frame stumble backward. She didn’t watch where she was going and she ended up tripping over one of my chairs. She fell down with a thud, her legs splayed in all directions. I was no gentleman, but I found myself standing and rushing to her aid. I gripped her arm to help her up and a zing of electricity shot up my spine. Our eyes met. My heart raced.

Get her the fuck out of here, my inner voice told me.

Give her the job, my cock said.

I cursed myself for helping her – for touching her – even as I lifted her back up to her feet. Now that we were standing side-by-side, I realized how perfect her height was for me. I realized how easy it would be to grab her waist and throw her anywhere around the room and have my way with her.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice curling around my cock like a tongue. She needed to leave. She needed to leave right now.

I tried to speak, but my throat had tightened. Instead, I ushered toward the door and pressed on her lower back. She slowly made her way to the door and gave me a wave goodbye. “I hope I didn’t ruin my chances at the job,” she said, but I closed the door in her face.

I immediately locked the door behind me and rushed back to my desk. I grabbed another tissue and unfastened my pants. This girl was driving me wild, crazier than any other girl had driven me before. I had to purge her from my system.

I stroked again, this time with more ferocity than before. I pictured her up against my wall, one leg over my shoulder as I jackhammered into her tight little pussy. Fuck, I bet it was so tight and warm and soft as velvet. I pictured my hands on her tits while I sucked her nipples, her back arching and her fingers clawing at me for more.

I came in a matter of seconds and I couldn’t hold back my groans. I discarded the cum-filled tissue again and shoved my cock back in my pants. Time to finally get back to work.
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The next day, I went straight to HR first thing to tell them not to hire Natalie. Katherine’s mouth opened when I put in my request. “I’m sorry, sir, but it’s too late. We already hired her. She starts today.”

“You never hire anyone that quickly,” I said. I was in disbelief. Surely, Katherine was just pulling my leg.

“Yes, but this is your secretary and she seemed perfect. We know what you look for in a worker.”

No you don’t, I thought. But I couldn’t exactly tell HR not to hire someone because they were an attractive woman. “Then I’ll just have to fire her,” I said.

I turned out of the HR office and headed upstairs. I loosened my tie, preparing the words. I’m sorry, Natalie, but there’s been a mistake. You weren’t meant to be hired. Saying her name was going to be difficult. It rolled so nicely off the tongue I wanted to plow her pussy with.

Fortunately, my resolve was strong – or so I thought. I reached the top floor only to see Natalie typing away at the desk by my office, wearing a snugly fit blue dress that complimented her gorgeous eyes. I walked straight up to her, opened my mouth, and prepared my speech. But when her gaze flicked up at mine and she smiled so bright and innocently, I couldn’t find the words.

I extended my hand for a shake. “Welcome aboard, Natalie.” I grit my teeth, hating every fiber of my being. Why couldn’t I be asexual? Why couldn’t I have no sex drive whatsoever? Having this girl in my office was going to be trouble.

“Thank you, Mr. Williams,” she said. She took my hand and stood while shaking it. “You won’t be disappointed, I promise. I’m very well educated in finance and I hope I can learn a lot from you. I’d like to run my own business one day.”

Ambitious and sexy. My cock was already growing hard. I pulled my hand away, desperate to return to my office before I lost my cool. “I’m sure Brenda can brief you on the job,” I said, referring to my colleague’s secretary who worked nearby. “Do you know how to buzz my phone?”

Natalie nodded and showed me how to do it. “Don’t worry, Mr. Williams. I promise, I won’t disappoint you.”

I knew that was true. Unfortunately, that was the problem. I needed her to disappoint me. I needed to fire her. I needed to get her as far away from me as possible before I did something to put my career at stake.

Without another word, I went into my office, straight for my desk, and unzipped my pants. I grabbed a tissue and began to stroke.

“You dirty little slut,” I mumbled under my breath. “You’re just dying to take off those clothes and spread your legs wide, aren’t you? Tell me how bad you want my fucking cock,” I mumbled. I stroked faster and harder, nearly about to come with my heart slammed into my chest.

The fucking door swung open and Natalie stood there, holding folders to her chest with her mouth open wide. Shit.

I quit stroking and collected myself quickly. “Get the hell out,” I said. “Don’t you know how to knock?”

Natalie’s open lips closed and formed a smile. She stepped into my office and locked the door behind her. Shit. I forgot to lock the door myself. “What are you doing?” I asked her.

“Mr. Williams,” she said, slowing approaching the desk. “I’m your new secretary. I’m here to serve you in any way that you need. Your needs must be fulfilled at all costs. For the sake of the company. So your head can stay on straight.”

I cleared my throat, feeling nervous for the first time in years. Was she throwing herself at me? On the first day? She really did want this job. But I couldn’t cross that line. I couldn’t let her come any closer and see my exposed cock.

I shifted and shoved my cock back in my pants just as she set the folders on the desk. She leaned over, pressed her hands to my desk, her cleavage threatening to spill out of the top of her blue dress. “Mr. Williams, how may I be of service to you today?”

By getting out of my office, I wanted to scream, but my voice was being strangled by the tight muscles in my throat. She came closer, circling around the desk and dropping to her knees. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I won’t tell anyone. I just really, really want to please you.”

I turned my chair toward her and her hands ran up my thighs. “How do I know you’ll keep your word?” I asked. “You could ruin me.”

“And why would I do that?” she asked. “I’d be out of a job. My dream job. And then I wouldn’t get to be near you anymore.”

Her hands were at my waist, tugging my pants and briefs down under my ass. My cock spilled out, thick and throbbing with the need to come. She ran her palm up my shaft and my head rolled back, a moan slipping from my lips. She felt so good. So warm and so fucking sexy. But I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t let her suck me off.

I couldn’t stop her, though, either.

She pulled my cock toward her mouth and parted her lips. Her tongue swirled around my mushroom tip. Her cheeks puffed out, then sucked in as she lowered herself over me. I dared to run my fingers through her soft, auburn locks, gripping them in my fist as she sucked.

Her mouth was like a tunnel of hot velvet, her saliva swishing around my skin, dripping down to my balls. She cupped my balls in her hand, juggling and teasing them as she licked and sucked. Her jaw was strong, the suction of her mouth threatening to drain me of every desire I’ve ever had. Her eyes flicked up, sparkling diamonds looking straight at me like she adored me. And I adored her.

“Fuck,” I breathed as I shot my load. She swallowed effortlessly, her throat bobbing with each gulp. She pulled back and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand while smiling.

“Allow me to prove how discreet I can be.” She stood, returned to the door and closed it behind her on the way out.

My nerves were frayed. My balls were empty. Only time would tell if I had the best secretary on earth or if I was about to lose everything.


CHAPTER TWO




Weeks went by and Natalie never told a soul. In fact, every day at the same time, she came into my office to give me a blow job. She was an excellent secretary and not just because she sucked me off regularly. She was smart as a whip, professional, and she really did have more knowledge of the financial sector than any other assistant in the office. Of course, it wasn’t really their jobs to know about our jobs, but Natalie took an interest which made it difficult not to take an interest in her.

One evening, I stayed late and Natalie stayed with me. She’d given me two blow jobs that day so I wasn’t expecting anything else. I told her she could go home, but she’d insisted on staying in case I needed anything. A few hours after everyone else left, I decided to order us something to eat.

I felt closer to Natalie than I should’ve felt. Closer than I’d ever felt before with a woman. I usually picked out a random at a bar or a club and discarded them the day after. But I saw Natalie every day, and I liked her. Beyond just her looks, she was warm, friendly, and intelligent.

At first, I’d worried I wouldn’t be able to do my job with her around, but I was starting realize she made everything easier. I always felt supported. Comforted. I always had an ear willing to listen to my problems. An ear that understood my problems.

My office door was open where I had a perfect view of Natalie at her secretary desk. A smile spread over my face when she got the call from security about the takeout I’d ordered. She didn’t know I’d ordered anything for her, but she was about to find out.

She told security to let him in and that she’d be right down. A few minutes later, she returned with the food and set it on my desk. “Smells delicious,” she said, turning to leave.

I stood, quickly grabbing her wrist. I smiled like a boy with a crush. “Stay with me,” I said. “I ordered enough for both of us.”

Her smile made my heart soar and she took a seat on the opposite side of my desk. “Thanks, Mr. Williams,” she said.

“Please, call me Sam.”

Her eyelashes fluttered and her smile widened. We spent the next hour eating our food and discussing business. “The second there’s a financial job opening in the company, I’m recommending you,” I said. “As much as I’d hate to lose you as my secretary, I know you’ll be perfect for it.”

Natalie’s skin was glowing with pride. “Thank you, Mr. Willia- I mean Sam. Thank you, Sam.”

We pushed the remnants of our takeout into the trash and continued talking. Another hour had passed without me realizing it. “It’s late,” I said. “I guess we should save the rest for tomorrow.”

“Thanks for letting me stay after with you,” she said. “I share an apartment with a bunch of roommates and it can get loud and crowded. It was nice to have a quiet office to work in tonight.”

My heart went out to her. I wanted nothing more than to take her back to my place and fuck her all night long before letting her sleep in my very quiet, empty house. But I couldn’t do that. I was already crossing too many lines.

“Anytime,” I said.

We both stood and grabbed our coats, stopping at the door to my office at the same time. It was as if there was something unspoken between us. Natalie turned to face me, her eyes searching mine. I wanted to urge her forward and walk her to her car, but my eyes were fixated on her soft pink lips. The ones that had wrapped around my cock twice today.

“Natalie,” I whispered, trying to find the strength to leave.

“Sam,” she whispered back playfully. In one quick motion, she leaned on her toes and pressed her lips to mine. I was taken aback, but I couldn’t pull away. We dropped our coats in unison and my hands found her waist. I pushed her against the door frame, our lips parting and my tongue coaxing hers out to play.

My hands traveled up along her ribcage until they were cupping her breasts. I ran my thumbs over the nipples that were poking through the fabric. I pressed a thigh between her legs and her back arched. I lifted my knee higher, eager to grind it against her perfect wet pussy.

She let out a moan that sounded painful and pushed me away. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I can’t do this.”

She started to walk away, leaving me full of fear and worry. Had I hurt her? Had I pushed too far? Was she changing her mind on our whole arrangement? Would she tell HR, report my behavior to the press? My head was swirling and my pulse raced.

“Natalie,” I said, chasing after her, but the elevator doors were already closing. “Fuck!”

I went home that night unable to sleep. I was surprisingly more worried about Natalie’s well-being than my job. She’d seemed so willing. So eager. Then all of a sudden she stopped and I couldn’t figure out why.

The next day, she’d called in sick to the office which drove me crazy. I needed to talk to her. To apologize. To swear I’d be on my best behavior. She wouldn’t have to lose my job. I could keep it in my pants. I’d promise her everything if only I could talk to her.

A week went by. Natalie used all of her sick days. Maybe she really was sick. Maybe something had happened to her. I had a mountain of work to do, but I couldn’t focus. I’d been losing sleep.

I told my colleagues I was leaving early for the day and then I asked HR for Natalie’s address. In the pouring rain, I drove to her apartment, grateful that none of her rowdy roommates seemed to be there. I knocked on the door and heard a gasp behind it. She’d seen me through the peephole.

“Mr. Williams, what are you doing here?” her voice asked. She still hadn’t opened the door.

“It’s Sam,” I said. “Remember?”

“No,” she said. “I never should’ve done this with you. You’re Mr. Williams, and that’s all you’ll ever be to me.”

My chest tightened. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “What happened that night? Please, I just want to make sure you’re alright. We can stop everything. I never meant to push you. Please,” I begged.

The door unlocked and she opened it slowly. She was in nothing but a silk robe, her auburn hair cascading down one shoulder. “You didn’t push me,” she said, biting her lower lip. “I wanted it. All of it.”

“Then what is it? What’s wrong?”

She looked down her hallway, left then right. She pulled the door open wider and allowed me to step inside. She took my hand and led me to her small bedroom with a twin sized bed. I sat on the edge of it and she stood in front of me. “I have a secret. If I tell you, I need you to keep it.”

“You have my word,” I said. “You could’ve ruined me by now, but you haven’t. I will keep your secret like you kept mine.”

“This is different,” she said. “It might make you angry.”

“I promise that nothing you have to say could upset me.”

Natalie began to untie her robe. Her hands were shaky. Her eyes were full of worry. The robe slipped from her sloping shoulders. Her breasts came into view, more perfect than I’d imagined. They were soft and round with little pink bullets for nipples. I started to stand, the desire to touch her was too great, but Natalie put her hand up.

“Wait until I’m finished,” she said, and the robe slipped further. My mouth watered, I was so eager to see her perfect pussy and I wondered if it would be dripping wet for me. I still didn’t know what her secret was, but I didn’t care. I was finally getting to see Natalie naked.

The robe parted down her stomach and then her hips. And that’s when I saw it. A long, thick cock hanging between her legs with a pair of balls. All of it was perfectly shaved and just as soft as the rest of her. My chest tightened. The saliva that had pooled in my mouth for her pussy slipped back down my throat.

Natalie’s lip was trembling. “This is why I stopped you,” she said. “I didn’t want you to find out that way. That I wasn’t what I said I was.”

My eyes focused on hers and I stood. I took her hands in mine and kissed her cheek. “You are everything you presented yourself as,” I said. “A strong, intelligent, sexy woman.”

Natalie smiled, her eyes full of hope. Hope I knew I was about to crush. “So…it doesn’t bother you?”

“No,” I said. “It doesn’t bother you. I don’t think any less of you. But it’s also not what I’m attracted to. I’m sorry.” I was half-lying. The truth was, somehow Natalie’s cock made her more attractive to me. But this territory was new and unsettling for me. I didn’t know how to please a trans woman. I’d never touched another cock before in my life. I liked being in control, knowing what to do, and with Natalie…I felt virginal and helpless.

A tear fell down Natalie’s cheek and I brushed it away. “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I will keep your secret and I hope you’ll keep your job. I need you. It wasn’t just about the sex for me. I hope you know that.”

Natalie nodded but was silent. I wanted to take it all back right there and taker her against her small bed. But I didn’t know how to take her. I didn’t know what to do. So I kissed her again, a small peck on the lips, and left her apartment, leaving my heart behind with her.
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I didn’t sleep all weekend, and come Monday morning, I was just hoping Natalie hadn’t quit. I replayed my words to her over and over again, wondering if I said anything wrong, wondering if I was too cruel. I felt like an idiot.

Get a grip on yourself. She’s just a woman. Another girl. Easily discarded. But my heart knew that wasn’t true. Natalie was special. So special that I couldn’t stop thinking about her, even after learning of her secret. She was so special that when I saw her sitting at her desk on Monday morning, I exhaled as if I’d been holding my breath all weekend.

“Good morning, Natalie,” I said.

She looked up at me with a pained smile. “Good morning, Mr. Williams.”

“Call me Sam.”

She shook her head. I didn’t press further. I went into my office, but I couldn’t think about work. I couldn’t focus. All I could think about was her. Was I falling in love with her? Could it be? The thought terrified me. I didn’t know how to love anyone, much less a trans woman.

She could help you dumbass, said the voice in my head.

It could be hot, said my cock.

I let out a groan, got up, and locked my office door. Then I went back to my desk and unzipped my pants, and withdrew my cock. As soon as I grabbed a tissue, there was a knock on the door. “Mr. Williams? I have those files you asked for.”

It was Natalie. I put my cock away and answered. I took the files from her and started to close the door. She put her hand on it, keeping it open. She turned her body sideways and slithered inside, locking the door after her.

“I could still…serve you,” she said. “If you wanted. You liked it when I did it before. Unless my secret bothers you too much?”

I shook my head. It didn’t bother me at all, I just…didn’t know what to do with it. “Please,” I said, touching her arm. “Don’t feel pressured. You don’t have to do anything.”

She grabbed my waist and pulled me into her. I thought about how close her cock was to mine. “I want to,” she said. She leaned up and kissed my lips for the second time. Her fingers worked at my pants and she dropped to her knees, pulling my cock free.

It was different this time. It wasn’t just about the pleasure. I found myself studying her instead. I watched what she did. The way she curled her fingers around my cock. The way she parted her lips. I paid attention to every lick and swirl of her tongue as it danced across my skin. I took note of how she massaged my balls and which spots were the most sensitive. Studying her made me harder and made me come faster. I gripped her head and shoved my cock down her throat, emptying my balls into her.

She wiped her mouth and stood with a smile. I couldn’t bear to keep doing this to her. I wanted her, cock and all. I wanted to please her the way she pleased me. I wanted to make her moan.

She started to leave, but I took her wrist in my hand and pulled her back to me. My hands found her cheeks and my lips found her lips. I slipped my tongue inside her mouth, tasting my cum, familiarizing myself with it. I dropped my mouth to her cheek and then her neck. As I kissed my way down her body, I backed her up to the nearest wall.

“Mr. Williams,” she said, breathless. “What are you doing?”

I unzipped her dress and looked into her eyes. “Call me Sam. Do you want me to stop?”

Her pupils dilated and she chewed her lower lip. “No,” she said. “Not if you don’t want to stop.”

“I’ve never done this before,” I admitted, running my hand between her legs, inching it up underneath her skirt. My fingers reached the bulge where her cock and balls were tightly tucked inside a pair of panties.

“I can help you.” She placed her hand on the one between her legs and slipped her panties down to her knees. Her cock and balls were exposed as she inched her dress up to her hips. I rested my forehead against hers, staring down as our breaths mingled between us. She wrapped my fingers around her cock and showed me the strokes she liked to get herself off. “Nice and slow,” she whispered.

I continued to stroke her cock, my heart pounding against my ribs as we kissed. My free hand pulled one of her breasts free from her bra, the fabric of her dress bunched completely around her waist from both ends. I pinched her nipple and twisted while stroking with my other hand. Our tongues danced and swirled. My pulse quickened and my dick was already hard again.

“I want to taste you,” I said, breaking our kiss. “I want to hear you moan.”

Natalie smiled. “Dirty boy,” she said before her hands found my shoulders and pushed me to my knees. She placed a leg over my shoulder as I breathed on her cock, facing it head on. I gripped the base in my hand like she did to mine and swirled my tongue over the tip of her.

Her cock was smooth as silk and smelled like cherry lotion. I sucked it in, staring up at the goddess who had put me on my knees. I devoured her, using all the tricks she’d shown me. I massaged her balls and sucked her in deep.

Her moans were quiet at first and then they picked up volume. When they got too loud I handed her the pair of panties she’d discarded and she put them in her mouth. She freed her other breast and tugged at her nipples while I sucked. She looked so beautiful, I knew I’d be willing to do anything for her.

She spat out the panties and said, “I’m coming!” before throwing her head back against the wall. I could only hope the other employees couldn’t hear us. Her cock tensed in my mouth and flooded it with warm, sticky cum. She tasted divine, much better than my own cum. I swallowed it down eagerly and then wiped my mouth clean. I stood, taking her face in my hands and kissed her hard.

“Thank you,” she said, straightening her clothes.

I took her chin in my fingers and smiled. “It was my pleasure.”

Natalie returned to her desk taking my heart with her.
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Over the next week, I got comfortable on my knees in front of Natalie. She went down on me and I went down on her. By Friday afternoon, I was desperate for more. But I wasn’t sure exactly what more entailed.

Natalie was at my desk, clutching my tie as I leaned over her, brushing my lips against her ear. “I want to be inside you,” I told her.

She smiled. “Maybe I want to be inside you.”

I pulled back, eyes wide. “Do you?”

“Do you want me to?”

Adrenaline coursed through me. I’d never submitted to anyone like I wanted to submit to her, but even that was too much for me. I wanted to maintain control as much as possible. I wanted to be the one doing the fucking. “I’m not into that,” I said honestly. But then why is my dick throbbing at the thought of it?

“That’s okay,” she said with a shrug. “You can slip inside of me then.”

I unzipped her dress and let if all around her feet. I unclasped her bra and rolled her panties down to the floor. She was in nothing but her heels, her ass on my desk and her legs spread wide. I held one of her ankles and spit on my hard cock, lubing it up for her. I placed the tip of my cock at her hole and watched her cute little face as she prepared for me to enter. I had the perfect view of her tits and cock as I slipped inside.

She clutched my shoulders in her hands and her pink lips formed a little, “O” shape. Her tunnel was so tight and warm as it squeezed everything out of me. I pumped into her again and again, watching her tits bounce as I thrusted. I leaned down and kissed her when the door burst open.

She forgot to fucking lock it!

It was Brenda and her mouth was agape as she saw me with my dick inside Natalie. Her eyes went straight to Natalie’s cock and she ran away in horror. “Shit,” I said, pulling my cock free from Natalie’s ass, my cum trickling out of it. I shoved my cock away and closed Natalie in my office while I tried to hunt down Brenda.

By the time I reached her, she was already in HR telling them the whole thing. “I can explain,” I said, but I knew that I couldn’t.

Katherine from HR shook her head. “We can’t exactly fire Mr. Williams. He’s the head of the company. What can we do, Brenda, to keep you from taking this to the press?”

Brenda turned her dark gaze on me and said, “Fire the thing you were fucking in your office. I don’t want to work around that.”

My heart sank. I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t fire Natalie. “No,” I said. “She stays.”

“It didn’t look like a she to me.”

I advanced on Brenda, ready to throttle her for her ugly words when Katherine stepped between us. “You need to fire her,” she said. “She misconducted herself.”

“So did I,” I argued.

“Yeah, well. That’s just the privilege you’ve been afforded. Take care of it,” she said.
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I returned to my office to find Natalie in the corner on the floor with her head in her hands. I walked toward her and took her hands in mine. “I’m so sorry,” I said.

“You’re here to fire me, aren’t you? I know how these things go. There’s no way I’ll be able to stay.”

“I have to,” I said. “I don’t want to. But Brenda is signing an NDA right now in exchange for me firing you. It’s the best for both of us, really.”

Natalie’s gaze hit me hard. She was so hurt it made me feel like I could break. “You mean because she’ll tell people my secret if you don’t?”

I nodded. “Yes, exactly.”

“Well, I don’t care about my secret nearly as much as I cared about this job. I don’t want to lose it. I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t lose me,” I said, feeling my heart break. There had to be some way out of this. Some way I could keep Natalie near me against all the odds. As the idea hit me, I tilted her chin up with my fingers. “Marry me,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“Marry me. Become my partner. I’ll fire you as my secretary and give you the most important position of all.”

“Mr. Williams, you don’t have to – ”

“It’s Sam,” I said, kissing her forehead. “I know I don’t have to. I want to. I love you, Natalie. And you’re more than smart enough to become my partner. If you need time to think about it, I understand.”

“No,” she said, placing a hand on my chest and shaking her head. My stomach fell to the floor. She was turning me down. My heart was breaking. “Of course, I’ll marry you.”

I exhaled like it was my last breath on this earth. She was saying no to needing time to think, not to my proposal. I clutched her close to me and inhaled her vanilla shampoo.
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Our wedding was quick, but still lavish. I couldn’t believe Natalie was going to be my wife. Plenty of people still didn’t know her secret, but it didn’t bother me anymore. I wanted all of her in every capacity. I wanted her to live with me and share my business.

After the wedding and the party, we went home, preparing for our honeymoon. I took her into my bedroom by the waist and kissed her hard. “I’ve been thinking,” I said, “about what you always wanted to do.”

“Go to the Bahamas?” she laughed.

“No,” I said. “Be inside me.”

Her eyes were wide as she realized what I was saying. “Are you…are you sure?”

“Yes,” I said with a smile. “I’m ready to lose control. To lose myself in you.”

“In that case,” she said, unbuttoning my shirt and sliding it from my shoulders. “Get on the bed. On all fours.”

She helped me out of my clothes and I helped her out of hers. I stared at my new wife, naked, and smiled. She was the most beautiful woman on the face of the earth and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life with her.

I crawled onto the bed, on all fours, and felt the bed sink by my knees as she climbed up behind me. She slid lube over her cock and rested it between my ass cheeks. I gripped my own cock in my hand and began to stroke, preparing to submit in ways I never thought possible.

“Don’t worry, hubby,” she said. “I’ll be gentle.”

“Don’t be,” I said. “I’ll do anything to please you.”

“In that case…” She slipped her cock inside my ass in one thrust. I felt the pressure build behind my stomach as pain mixed with pleasure. She pulled back and thrust back in, fucking me like I’d always fucked her. It felt amazing to have her cock fill me up completely. I stroked my cock and felt like I would come any second.

“I want to see you,” I told her, pulling my ass away from her cock. I turned and laid on my back, bringing my legs up and wide. She crawled over me, sliding her cock back into my ass with a smile on her lips. She leaned into me and I cupped her breasts while she thrust in and out.

She sat back and gave me the perfect view of her body, her tits swaying as she filled me. Her hand gripped my cock and began to stroke it while she rocked her hips back and forth. She was beautiful, but she also had this beautiful cock that made me feel more pleasure than I ever thought possible. I was an idiot for ever considering turning her down.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my hands on her waist. “I’m going to come!”

“Me too,” she panted, pushing her way in deeper and deeper. She lowered her mouth to mine and kissed me long and hard. I felt the thick ropes of my cum spurt out across my stomach as hers filled me from inside.

We groaned and panted against each other’s mouths as we came down. It took us nearly an hour to sober up from our euphoric bliss. Natalie lay in my arms on the bed, our sticky cocks hanging out and her breasts falling against me. “I love you Natalie Williams.”

“I love you too, Sam.” I kissed her long and hard. We laid there a few more hours before finally getting out of bed to prepare for our honeymoon which I knew would be full of more pounding and sucking than I could ever hope for.
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Two weeks later, I walked back into the office with my wife on my arm. She looked regal in her new designer dress and shoes and she held her head high. We walked past Brenda’s desk and she gawked, horrified at the sight of the woman she thought she’d gotten rid of.

“Mr. Williams! Mr. Williams! This breaks our contract. You were supposed to fire her.”

I turned on her so fast it probably made her head spin. “I did fire her,” I said. “I’ve not broken anything, and neither will you. Brenda, I’d like to introduce you to my wife and new partner of the firm.”

Natalie turned to Brenda with nothing but a smile she didn’t deserve. She held out her hand. “It’s nice to be reacquainted with you,” she said. I was so fucking proud of her. She had far more dignity in her than Brenda had in her little pinky finger.

“But…but…I don’t want to work with – ”

I put my hand up before she could get the word out of her mouth. “Don’t worry, Brenda. You won’t be. You’re fired. Clean out your desk.” My wife wore a smirk, but she otherwise kept her cool. Brenda, on the other hand, looked like a tomato about to explode.

“What do you mean?” she asked. “This isn’t what we agreed on!”

“This is exactly what we agreed on,” I said. “You signed an NDA. If you tell anyone about my wife or what I did to her in my office, I’ll sue you. Have a good day.”

With that, my wife and I disappeared inside my office to catch our breath. “I miss the Bahamas,” I told her.

She had her arms wrapped around my neck and a smile on her face. “I don’t,” she said. “I miss it here. So many memories.” She looked back at my desk and said, “Care to relive some of them?”

I nodded. She took my hand and led me to my chair, pushing me back into it. She dropped to her knees and unfastened my pants, pulling out my cock like she did that very first time. I looked at the box of tissues on my desk and promptly tossed them in the trash.

Natalie gripped the base of my cock and swallowed my mushroom tip. She stroked up and down with the rhythm of her mouth while I clutched her soft, auburn hair in my fingers. Her diamond eyes looked up at me with pride and happiness. My chest swelled knowing I’d given her everything her heart desires just as she’d given me the greatest joys of my life.

I thrust my hips, pushing my cock deeper into her throat until she gagged around it. Her cheeks sucked in, her throat shifted. I thought about the first time she’d gone down on me in this very office and closed my eyes. I emptied my load into her throat and listened to her swallow it down.

She wiped her mouth and I put my cock away. She climbed onto my lap and planted a kiss on my lips. “What now?” she asked.

I wrapped my arms around her waist. “Now, we get down to business. Maybe I can finally get some work done.”

She laughed. “Don’t be so sure about that. I’ll be working even closer to you now than before.”

“You’re right. That might be a problem.”

“A problem?” she asked. “Or a perk?”

“A perk,” I said with a smile. I kissed her deep and long. “Definitely a perk.”
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BUSSY


I groaned and tightened my fist around my dick. I heard the front door open just as the urge to cum swelled deep inside my body.

I was in my room, sitting back on my bed and stroking my hard dick furiously to an intense finish. It had been a few days since I’d had the chance to jerk it, thanks to the grueling, late-summer football practices that Coach Stevens had served up for the varsity team.

I watched the model that filled my laptop screen, mesmerized. It was a girl with her legs spread eagle; her rosy pussy nice and glistened with her slick pleasure. She grinded her fingers against her pussy and whimpered with pleasure, just as I jerked my dick and the surge of pressure rose in my thighs and filled my sack. My balls felt heavy like concrete as they pulled up against my body and I chewed my bottom lip to stifle my moans.

“Fuck,” I sighed, as the white gushes pumped from my cock and caked my abs with a warm, sticky glaze. Rope after rope, I moaned and exhaled deep as the tension finally released like high tide returning to the shore.

“Brian?” my roommate, Corey, called me.

The voice neared my bedroom door and I heard Corey’s muffled tone on the other side of the cheap wood grain.

“Hey, bro,” Corey said.

“Hang on,” I called.

“Come out here and meet my new girl, bro,” Corey said.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, as I reached for a towel and wiped the evidence of my jerk-off session off my cock and my stomach. My abs and chest continued to heave as I caught my breath and shook my head. The shudder of post-orgasm filled me and I smiled.

I wondered whether I should light a candle or something, just in case my room smelled too much like cum, but I figured I wasn’t going to let Corey’s new girlfriend in my bedroom—why would I? I’d have to be getting lucky for that to happen, and I wasn’t going to do my buddy like that.

“Come on,” Corey said, annoyed. “She’s outside on the phone but she’s coming in at any moment.”

“I know, bro!” I shouted back. “I’ll be right there,” I repeated, and took a long, deep breath, as I looked myself in the mirror. There, I saw my reflection—a tall, narrow eighteen year-old High School Senior with a big of scraggy facial hair on my jawline and neck, along with a tuft of short but unkempt dark hair, thick brows and matching dark eyes.

I was lucky in that my parents had let me sign a lease and move out to an apartment near campus a month before I graduated high school. But, it wasn’t helping me get girls any more than I was, before. In fact, I’d been in my apartment for a week by that point and still hadn’t done anything more in my bedroom than jerk-off and sleep.

I thought about the girl that I’d just jerked it to as I slipped a shirt back over my body and I pulled a pair of loose jeans over my boxers. Her name, or at least her “internet name,” was Celeste. She was a cam model on a website that I’d started frequenting more and more over the weeks. There was something I really loved about cam porn; as opposed to the boring old videos I had known my entire life.

Cams were live and unpredictable. And best of all, I could chat and communicate with the porn-star. Nothing compared to being able to tell the girl how fucking sexy she looked with her ripe, swollen pussy on display for me. Sure, I had to pay a few “tips” to her for the luxury. But it was worth it. I made enough at my part-time job in the evenings to throw ten to twenty dollars a week at my dirty little secret.

Corey, as far as I knew, had no idea that I was into it. We’d talked about watching porn, before. But we never talked much about what specifically it was that we liked to watch while jerking-off. I’d known Corey for two years by that point. He, too, was an eighteen year-old and a senior at the same High School. We knew we would be going to the same college about thirty minutes from home, and neither of us could seem to wait to get out of our boring town, so we got our apartment together, thanks to a bit of help from his parents.

I always felt a bit awkward next to Corey. We both had muscle, but I had more. What Corey lacked in brawn, he had in “beauty,” I guess—not that I noticed it, personally. But Corey was a “pretty boy.” I had scruff and was a bit rough around the edges. It was hard for me to ever get myself to look good enough for, say, a ball or a dance or something. Corey looked made to be on a stage with a boy band or something.

Because of that, we always ended up with very different sorts of girls. I remembered when he dated a girl junior year of high school. She was a stuck-up bookworm type. She turned her nose up at anything I said. Little did she know I wasn’t just an empty head with muscles and a pair of balls. I like to read fantasy novels and play MMORPGs—the same sort of thing in which she professed to be interested.

But, that’s just how it went. I always seemed to attract the wild extroverted girls. They weren’t anything unique or special, but they were easy and they liked big guys like me. And I sure wasn’t going to turn them away whenever we ran into them at the under twenty-one bars in our hometown or in the halls of school.

It all came with the territory, really. Corey played the position of kicker in football; the traditionally small and slender guy on the team. I was a defensive tackle; a big guy who was as tall as I was wide. Of course, being eighteen, I was confident but not that confident.

I was always curious to see what sort of girl Corey was dating. And now, his new girlfriend would be the very first one that either of us would bring home.

I opened the bedroom door and stepped outside. Corey was looking at me, nervous and visible frustrated.

“Dude, what’s up?” I said, pretending that I had just been sleeping.

“She’s outside,” Corey said.

“And?” I said. “Is there something wrong with her?”

A smile came over Corey’s lips, cool and easy. He looked love struck. His blue eyes were full of hope and it almost made me sick from the saccharine tone of his voice.

“She’s perfect, bro,” he said to me.

“Well, what’s her name?” I said, unimpressed by this invisible girl.

“Fantasy,” Corey said.

“Fantasy?” I said, with an abrupt chuckle. “Is she a stripper?”

Corey’s brow furrowed and he frowned. “Bro, that’s fucked up.”

“What? That’s just… an imaginative name and all. Is it her real name?” I asked, rubbing the back of my neck.

“Why do you have to bust my balls all the time, dude?” Corey said, scowling.

“Bro, I’m not doing any of that. I’m just… I don’t know. You get super worked up over girls and then when something happens you come crashing down. I don’t want to see you crying a river after ‘Fantasy’ plays you,” I explained.

Corey rolled his eyes. “Whatever.”

“Whatever? What about Lindsey?” I said, recalling a girl who had cheated on him only a week after he had come to me with nearly the exact same love-drunk look on his eyes.

“Or Isabella? From biology class?” I continued, referencing a girl who had dumped him the very same night he’d introduced her to his parents as the ‘love of his life.’

“Okay, fine,” Corey relented. A grin began to form on his lips. It was a sign of admission.

“But Fantasy is different; I know it,” Corey said. “She’s perfect.”

“Perfect?” I said, with disbelief.

“Yeah, bro. She’s so fucking hot and honestly, unless, like, she has a dick between her legs or I find out she killed her last boyfriend, she’s the perfect chick,” Corey beamed.

“You haven’t had sex with her yet?” I asked.

“I’ve only been seeing her for a week,” Corey said, rolling his eyes. “I’m not as good at moving fast like you are—you know that,” he continued.

“Moving fast?” I laughed. “I got a couple of drunken girls at house parties to fuck me but it’s not like I’ve got some special talent for it. Come on,” I said.

“You know what I mean, though,” Corey said.

Corey whispered quickly, “If I’m lucky, we’re going to fuck tonight after we get back from the game.”

“Well, then, let’s hope that she doesn’t have a dick between her legs,” I said with a grin and a playful shove.

“She would have told me that,” Corey said. “That’s ridiculous, anyway. She’s fucking hot. I would be able to tell with something like that.”

“You think so?” I said, laughing.

“Yeah. Why? What’s so funny,” Corey said.

“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “I’m just… I’m not willing to say anything with certainty, is all. You’ve always been over confident, though.”

“Whatever,” Corey said with an annoyed sigh.

“So, what if she has a dick and she killed her last boyfriend?” I said.

The front door started to open and Corey glared at me. “Okay, whatever—just shut up, already,” he whispered.

The late afternoon sunlight crept in through the front door and nearly blinded me for a moment. I wasn’t about to see much of anything, including the figure in the door.

I squinted and that’s when I saw her.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when she walked through the door. She had a wide grin on her lips—cocky and self-satisfied.

She was tall, slender with a slight curve to her hips. She had a pair of big boobs and gorgeous blonde hair that flowed down to the cleavage in her tight-fitting top. She had a million-dollar smile with wide, curious green eyes and carefully manicured brows and pouty, pink lips.

I was surprised. She didn’t look at all like Corey’s type. She didn’t look exactly like a stripper. But she certainly looked a bit too experienced for my pretty-boy roommate that was for sure.

I had to admit to myself that she was attractive and that I was a bit envious of Corey. But from the moment I saw her, I had a strange, nagging sensation in the pit of my stomach. She looked incredibly familiar; so familiar that it was all I could think about, even as she walked casually towards me.

“Babe, this is Brian,” Corey said, introducing me.

“Um, hey,” I said, with a small, friendly wave and a smile.

“Hi,” she said, in a smooth, deep tone. She had the timbre of a woman who might sing jazz ballads. At once, the strong scent of vanilla and jasmine crowded my nose.

Who IS this girl? Fuck… I know I’ve seen her, before, I thought, as Corey suggested we all sit down in the living room for a moment. I didn’t think it was necessary, but I did not want to disappoint my new roomie, so I obliged him.

“So, you guys both go to the college over here?” Fantasy asked.

I looked at her, unsure of what to say. I looked back at my buddy, who was winking, and knew to nod.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “We’re… freshmen?” I continued, afraid to say the wrong thing. But, the look of approval on Corey’s relaxed face seemed to tell me I was right, again.

“College boys—sexy,” she said, smiling at me.

“Hey, now,” Corey said. “Don’t get any ideas,” he added with a laugh.

“It’s okay, babe,” Fantasy said, eyeing Corey. “You’re roommate is hot, but I like you, too,” she laughed. Corey smiled at this, but I could tell he was annoyed.

I was not sure what to say to this remark or how to receive Fantasy’s compliment. I gave a half-smile and said nothing, but I tried quickly to change the subject.

“So, um, what do you do, Fantasy?” I asked her. “Like, for a job?”

Corey looked at me as though he wanted to shoot daggers with his eyes. I did not know why he was so bothered by the question. He must’ve believed I was going to insinuate that his girlfriend was a stripper. He should have known that I was more of a gentleman than that! But, sure, I couldn’t help but see what Fantasy had to say.

“I have a work-from-home job,” she said. “It’s in the entertainment industry,” she said.

“Fantasy is going to be an accountant for big actors one day,” Corey said.

Fantasy laughed and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know about that. But I’m studying to get my certifications.”

“At the college, here?” I asked her.

“No, no,” she said. “I do it online. I love that you can do just about everything on the internet these days.”

“Right,” I said. I did not think much of this for a moment. But there was something about the way that Fantasy accentuated the word ‘everything’ that finally made me realize why I recognized her.

The revelation in my mind just about knocked me over. I couldn’t fucking believe it. My heart started to speed in my chest and my hands grew a bit tight and balmy as I realized that my buddy’s new girlfriend was a fucking transgender cam model on the website I frequented. She was named Fantasystarlet69 on the website, and I’d seen her a few times. I did not go looking for trans porn, but I was tricked the first few times into thinking Fantasy was going to have a pussy down between her legs. So, I watched her cam, only to realize that she had a big, throbbing cock that swung between her long, slender thighs.

I couldn’t help but leer at her. I choked up and suddenly lost all the casual and relaxed mood that I’d brought to the living room. Instead, I felt tense as adrenaline pumped through me.

I felt tension in my pants, too. I didn’t know why. I was never really turned on by transgender girls. Yet, having the “fantasystarlet69” in my living room, and knowing all the dirty things she did on the internet left my dick harder than I ever expected. And, truth be told, Fantasy was way hotter in person than I ever could have expected. She looked more beautiful than most girls I’d dated, to the point that she could have nearly fooled me all over again into believing she had a pussy down inside that little skirt of hers.

I wondered if she could tell that I knew her secret. Her expression seemed to change to something cold and guarded not too long after I remember who she was.

“So, um, what exactly do you do online?” I asked.

Corey cleared his throat, but Fantasy simply smiled, as if happy to play this game of wits. She lifted a brow and said, “I help people with their problems.”

“Um, babe, did you want to grab a bite to eat before the game?” Corey then asked.

“Actually, I was thinking you could pick us up something from that Chinese place on Maple Street; the place we ate at last week that was so delicious?” Fantasy said.

“Um, sure,” Corey said. My buddy hesitated for a moment, brought out his phone and punched the order into the app.

“It’s going to take thirty minutes to get over there in this traffic. Um, is that okay?” Corey said, with evidence on his face that he was annoyed by this fact more than his girlfriend.

“That’s fine, baby,” Fantasy said, without looking at him. Instead, she continued to play with me using her gaze. It was unflinching and aggressive. But I didn’t flinch, either. I was turned on, but I was more intent on outing Fantasy for trying to fool my roommate and my buddy.

“Well, um… I guess I’m going to go get it, then? See you in…” Corey said, looking at his phone. “See you in an hour… I guess?”

“Thanks, babe,” Fantasy said.

“Are you not going to be bored here by yourself?” Corey said. “You sure you don’t want to come along?” Corey eyed me and I could tell that he was paranoid I was going to steal his girlfriend or something. Of course, if he only knew the truth about Fantasy, he wouldn’t be so worried about this.

“I’ll be fine, babe. I actually have a few things I need to do for work on my phone,” she said. “It would be easier here on the sofa. And besides, your roommate, Brian can keep me company,” Fantasy said, smiling.

“Right,” Corey said.

He turned his eyes to me and said, “Hey, um, can I talk to you for a moment?”

“Definitely,” I said, “All too ready to lay the truth on Corey.” I was already planning to try and deliver the news as easily on him as I could when we rounded the corner and stood in the hallway.

“Bro,” Corey whispered. “What are you doing?”

“What am I doing? What are you talking about?” I said, offended that Corey was blaming me for anything.

“You’re eye-fucking my girlfriend. And she’s into guys like you. You can’t just let me have a girl like Fantasy for a change?” Corey said with a frown.

“Dude, I need to tell you something right now about your girlfriend,” I whispered.

“What?” Corey said, agitated.

“I know that girl,” I whispered. “She’s on one of the porn sites I go to.”

“Porn?” Corey said, laughing. “No way. And if she is, well… that just makes her even hotter. But you’re wrong,” he dismissed.

“That’s not all,” I said.

Corey cocked his brow.

“She’s… she’s got a dick, bro,” I said.

Corey’s face contorted and immediately he began to laugh and shake his head. He patted me on the shoulder and said, with condescension, “Maybe lay off the porn, bro. You’re starting to see every girl as a porn-star.”

As Corey started to walk away, I caught his shoulder and said, “And if I’m right?”

“Well, you’re not. And if by some one-in-a-billion chance that you’re right, then that’s fucked up because she would be leading me on when I’m not into that kind of thing. But, like I said, Fantasy is hot and she’s all mine. And you’re just jealous,” Corey said. He held a smug grin on his lips and started back into the living room. He pecked Fantasy on the cheek as she stoically scrolled through her phone. Finally, he disappeared out the front door.

I walked to the door and locked it with the second deadbolt, so that Corey did not accidentally walk-in right after leaving. I was planning to confront Fantasy, but I wasn’t sure exactly how to do this.

Luckily, I didn’t have to worry about it for very long. Fantasy turned her green eyes at me and her pouty, pink lips curled into a satisfied grin. “I know you know who I am.”

“Wh—what?” I said, incredulous. I looked at her as I stood by the door.

“Come on,” Fantasy said. “I’ve seen that look a few times, before.”

Fantasy’s voice was a touch deeper, now, and she relaxed her posture a bit.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“I think you do,” Fantasy said. “Do you like watching me?”

I bit my lip and shook my head. I wanted to deny everything Fantasy was saying, but the bulge in my jeans was no secret. I didn’t have the biggest dick, but it was a nice seven-incher that was pretty obvious when it got hard.

And Fantasy’s eyes looked down at it. I cursed the fact that she was so fucking hot, even when I knew her secret. But it didn’t deter me. It was odd in that way. Seeing her on the screen, it was easy to dismiss her as just a “chick with a dick.” But up close and in person? Fuck… she was all girl. And she was turning me on in a way I never thought remotely possible.

“So, what am I going to have to do to keep my secret safe with you?” she said to me, as she sat her phone down and crossed her arms.

“Well, you could start by telling Corey the truth,” I charged. “He’s not into girls like you, you know. You’re just leading him on, and that’s fucked up.”

“The term is ‘trapping,’ by the way,” Fantasy said. “And usually when guys get into bed with me, they don’t care as much that I have a bussy instead of a pussy.”

“A bussy?” I said.

“You should know that term if you know who I am, baby,” Fantasy winked. “If you don’t know what a bussy is, I guess I’m going to have to teach you, aren’t I?”

“Well, I look at pussy when I’m on that cam site. I see you, but that doesn’t mean I watch you or jerk it to you,” I explained.

Fantasy nodded and grinned. “Well, ‘bussy’ means “boy pussy.” The more you know,” she said with a giggle. She spread her arms out as if presenting some invisible graphic for this infamous phrase.

I nodded and pretended to not care about this. But I immediately imagined Fantasy’s bussy in my mind; her slick, bald asshole tight and ready to spread open around my big, fat dick. I felt my shaft throb in my pants and I hated how much Fantasy was getting in my head. But it worked. I was too horny to think straight.

Of course, I didn’t want to fuck my best buddy’s girl. But, I knew Corey wouldn’t want anything to do with Fantasy once he found out the truth. And maybe I could somehow shield him from it and let him down easy.

I decided I’d rather Corey think that his new girlfriend was a whore who cheated on everybody than somebody who had decided to fool him from the get-go.

“Good to know,” I said to her.

“Come here,” Fantasy said, patting the sofa space next to her. “I won’t bite—unless you like that.”

I walked over and sat down. I could feel her body warmth next to me and I could smell her scent. I wanted to rip her clothes off and fuck her brains out. I wanted to plunge my dick so deep into her “bussy” that she was begging for mercy. It made my dick rock hard just to think about it.

I can’t do it… I can’t fuck her. I’m straight… I mean… I like girls with pussy, I thought, confused with my feelings.

“So, are you going to tell Corey or should I?” I said to her.

“Look,” Fantasy said, running a hand through her long, blonde hair. Her skin was so fucking smooth and flawless up close. Her cheekbones were like alabaster with rosy, apple blotches on each mound.

“I really like Corey. I’d like to see where this goes,” Fantasy explained. “Please don’t tell him. Let me do that.”

“And when are you planning on doing that?” I asked her.

“I noticed that you’ve got him paying for everything. He told me yesterday that he’s helping you pay off your nice, new car. Are you just using him, then? And that’s why you don’t want him finding out?” I said.

Fantasy should have been upset at this accusation. Instead, she chuckled and rolled her eyes.

“Seriously, don’t tell him,” she said. “I… I don’t know. Corey is sweet and all, but it’s not like we’re planning to have sex or anything.”

“No, you’re not planning on it. Corey most definitely is,” I explained. “You need to tell him the truth—or I will,” I added. I picked up my phone and was ready to text a message to Corey. Of course, I had already tried to tell him the truth. It did no good.

But Fantasy did not know that. And I wanted her wrapped around my finger. The trapper was about to become the trapped.

“Okay, okay,” Fantasy said. “I can tell you’re serious, so, just, um… what can I do for right now?”

I suddenly felt the blonde girl’s hand on the inside of my thigh. It was hard to push her hand away. In fact, I didn’t push it away. I didn’t do much of anything but enjoy the sensation of her touch.

“You like that, huh? I’ve got a few things you’d like,” she said.

“Come on,” I said through my heavy breath. “This is the same tease you use to get tips online,” I said to her. “You’re not planning to do a damn thing—we both know it,” I continued, clutching my phone.

“Well,” Fantasy said. “I bet I can get you to drop your phone.”

I watched as the blonde girl dropped to her knees. She unbuttoned my jeans and unzipped them. She reached inside my pants and found my hard dick.

I moaned softly. I tried to be quiet. I didn’t want her to know what she was doing to me. But it was a bit late for that, considering that her hand was on my painfully hard dick. She knew just how hard she had made me.

I looked down into her cleavage. She’d had a boob job because she didn’t seem to have rubber fillers or anything. It turned me on to see her big boobs hanging in her bra as she fiddled with my dick.

“Yeah,” she said softly.

“That’s not enough,” I said to her. “Get down to your panties for me. I want to see you better.”

“Wh—what?” Fantasy said, with a nervous laugh.

“You heard me. If we do this, we do it my way. No teasing. You do what I tell you, otherwise Corey is going to find out about you and it’s ‘goodbye sugar-daddy,’” I warned.

I could tell that this frustrated Fantasy. I liked it, though. I liked seeing her have to put her mouth where her money was.

And I knew how much it meant to her, too, because she stood up and began to strip for me. I watched her wiggle out of her clothes until she stood before me in her bra, her thong and her high heels—nothing more.

“Fuck,” I grinned. My dick was somehow harder than it had been, already, as I looked at her tall, svelte figure. I looked down and saw a decent bulge inside Fantasy’s panties. It turned me on to know that she had a big dick, too. I don’t know why, but knowing that she was all dolled-up like some beautiful college vixen, but had a big dick hiding in her satin panties, left me desperate to see it; to see her bussy.

“Come on,” I said. “Twirl for me,” I ordered, like some sleazy old boss instructing his secretary to beg for her paycheck.

I put my hands behind my head and watched as Fantasy turned about. I saw her tight, toned little ass with the thong-string running down her crack. I saw the bulge of her taint and her sack as she bent over and revealed herself to me.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

“You don’t sound like somebody who was watching pussy on that website,” Fantasy grinned.

“Don’t worry about that,” I said to her. “You get over here and show me how much you want me to keep your secret.”

Fantasy turned around and walked towards me. She dropped to her knees and grabbed my dick before yanking my boxers and pants down to my knees.

I looked down and saw my big dick, fully hard, pointing right into the air. I jerked it a few times as Fantasy looked at it and grinned.

“You know… you’re kind of an asshole, but your dick is big,” Fantasy said with a laugh. “So are your balls.” She immediately wrapped her fingers around the base and began to tug my dick.

“That’s it,” I taunted her. She looked up at me—her green eyes nice and big and obedient. “Go on,” I said. “It tastes as good as it looks.”

I know I was being cheesy and corny and whatever else. But, fuck… I felt empowered by the fact that I had something to hold over this girl. I wasn’t going to let it go to waste. I let myself be as corny as I wanted!

Fantasy slid her lips over the head of my cock. I looked down as her pouty, pink lips made the rosy head of my dick disappear like it was a magic trick. I felt her warm, wet tongue slide over my cock and I breathed heavy and fast.

“Fuck,” I moaned. She knew how to suck a dick—that was for sure.

I watched her, conflicted. I can’t believe I’m getting my dick sucked by a girl with a dick of her own… fuck… she’s so good at it, though. This can’t be real, can it? I thought.

Honestly, I wondered if it made me gay—the fact that I felt like I could shoot my load right down Fantasy’s throat. But I didn’t care. Of course, I knew it didn’t. Fantasy wasn’t a guy, anymore. She was a girl—there was no doubt about it. Just because she had a dick didn’t mean she couldn’t be a girl—not when she was turning me on so badly.

She must be a girl, because only girls turn me on, I thought, with my own harebrained logic.

Fantasy stroked the base of my dick while she continued to suck the upper half of it. I didn’t last very long before I felt my thighs tighten and I pulled it out of her tight seal.

“Fuck,” I said with an exasperated laugh.

“Bad boy,” she said to me. “You were supposed to cum and I would swallow.” She tried to be coy and silly, but I wasn’t having it.

“I’m not shooting my load into your throat,” I said to her. “I’m going to get a taste of that bussy, first,” I smiled.

Fantasy looked hesitant for a moment. Finally, she relented.

“Fine,” she said, stroking my wet dick a few more times. “Just… fuck, be gentle, okay? You’re dick is kind of big.”

“I know what kind of dildos you use,” I said to her. “I’ve seen them in your shows. I don’t think you’ll have any problems. Now, get that bra and panties off—go on,” I insisted.

I laughed and watched as Fantasy obeyed me. I watched as she stood and faced me. She huffed and removed her bra. At once, her big, milky-smooth boobs bounced out of their fabric shells and I bit my lip. I wanted to grab them and massage them.

She then stepped out of her panties and her own seven-inch dick spilled out. It was more tanned than the rest of her—more tanned than my dick, too. Her balls were decently-sized, too, and even darker than her dick. Her sack was tight and leathery but swollen and full.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. It fucked with me, but only because my dick was so fucking hard and ready to plunge into her asshole.

“Come over here and turn away from me—bent over so I can get a look at your ass,” I said to her.

As if a runway model taking directions from her boss, Fantasy came over and turned away. She then did a smooth, deep bend forward, like a stripper performing a show. Her long, blonde hair rushed towards the floor as I saw her rosy, bald asshole spread open for me.

I don’t know what came over me, but I immediately grabbed her ass cheeks and dug my fingers into them. I spread them open and buried my face into her ass. I immediately slid my tongue against her hole and she moaned and whimpered with delight.

“Fuck,” Fantasy said. “Wow.”

I spanked her ass a few times and continued eating her tart, clean hole. I never thought I would eat ass before. I sure as shit never thought I would eat a trans girl’s ass, either. But there I was, feasting on her sweet little hole, coaxing it open with my tongue’s caress.

“Oh, ugh…mmm,” Fantasy moaned over and over.

What am I doing? What the fuck am I doing right now? I thought, as I moved my tongue down and slid the tip of it against the back of her ball-sack. I licked it and even sucked one of her balls in my mouth. I then reached forward and grabbed her stiff dick. I gave it a few strokes as I continued to eat her asshole and tease the backside of her ball sack with flicks of my tongue.

“Fuck… ugh,” Fantasy groaned, frustrated by the assault of teases.

Her sounds turned me on even more. It was becoming impossible to keep from fucking her, especially now that I’d tasted and tongued her tight hole. I slid a finger into it and the sound Fantasy made—the deep moan—left my dick too hungry to wait any longer.

“Get down here,” I said to her. Fantasy backed her ass up and I slid my dick between her butt cheeks a few times.

I then spat on my dick and pushed the tip against her hole.

“Fuck… go slow, please,” Fantasy said. I grabbed both her sides and pulled her down. I watched with utter fucking delight as her pink asshole split open and began to swallow my cock. At the same time, I felt the warm, slick canal sucking me in.

“Oh… fuck, ugh,” Fantasy said, groaning. “Shit,” she inhaled.

“Mm, fuck,” I growled. I spanked her ass a few times and laughed. I watched her ass lower down, all as I watched her dick and balls dangle between her thighs. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. But I loved every second of it.

“Come on,” I said, hungry for more of her warm asshole to envelope my shaft. I grew impatient and hungry, and thrust my dick deep into her butt. Fantasy winced and moaned, but she didn’t stop me.

Instead, she climbed back and began to ride me in reverse-cowgirl. I felt as her tight asshole munched nearly my entire shaft into it. I felt her heat around my dick as it throbbed and I tried my best to keep from blowing my load too early—a problem I never thought I’d have from fucking a girl with a dick!

Fantasy began to ride me like a pro. I should have expected that, right? I looked down and watched as her asshole swallowed me cock, spit it back out, and swallowed it all over again.

She began to gyrate her hips and moan deeper and deeper. I brought my hands around the front and massaged her tits. Her nipples were stiff and firm. I then moved down and found her dick. I grabbed it in my fist and began to stroke it. I could feel the oozing pre-cum on my fingers. I could tell I was doing something to her.

After about ten minutes of riding me, I heard Fantasy exhale heavily, “Keep going… don’t stop… I’m going to cum.” I felt her asshole clench tight around my cock and her entire body trembled.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried out. I could feel her hot ropes of cum spill over my fingers as I continued to stroke her dick.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, either. The sensation of knowing that I’d made her cum left me wanting to do the very same thing. I winced and felt the impending climax.

“You’re going to make me… fuck… I’m going to cum,” I said, as the sensation snuck up on me.

Fantasy didn’t pull up off of my dick, though. Instead, she began to move her hips smoothly, round and round, and my cock dunked in and out of her tight hole until my balls swelled and I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh… shit!” I cried out, as the force of my cum blasted straight up into Fantasy’s butt. At the same time, she sat all the way down on my shaft and I felt the tip of her wet dick drizzle cum onto my sack. I don’t know why, but this sent me over the fucking edge and I came even stronger than I thought I would.

My legs were wild and restless and my gut was impossibly tight as I felt my cock throb and inject Fantasy’s bussy with every drop of my virile load. Dizzy with pleasure, I even had to remind myself that I was fucking an asshole, and there was no need to worry about pregnancy. Fantasy’s “bussy” felt so fucking good, I was panicked for a second that I was about to impregnate her.

By the time I finished pumping my load into her, my balls had pulled up so tight in my sack I had to work to find them! I let my head fall back and I smiled as Fantasy wriggled her butt up and off of my dick. At once, my load came drizzling right back down on my dick and balls and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“I hope you’re happy,” Fantasy said. “I don’t really fuck guys. But you just had to go and find out my secret.”

“Too bad,” I said with a dumb, easy grin on my face.

Fantasy actually seemed quite annoyed and flustered. I didn’t care, though. She tried to trap my buddy, and I wasn’t going to have that.

Of course, I knew that I was obligated to keep her secret, now. I didn’t feel too bad because I knew how much of a horn-dog Corey was. He was going to want to have sex soon enough, and then he would know the truth.

With any luck, Fantasy would be knocking on my door when Corey dumped her.

But if not, I always had her web-cam show. Needless to say, it was going to be quite a different experience watching her cam online now that I’d gotten her bussy up close and in person!

“So, my secret is safe with you?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Yeah. I guess you earned it,” I said, looking down at my throbbing, wet dick.

“I’m going to go clean up,” she said.

As she left, she looked over her shoulder and smiled, “That wasn’t bad, by the way.”

“Tell me about it,” I smiled.

Fantasy disappeared and I suddenly realized that I no longer needed to talk Corey out of dating her. Instead, I needed to make sure he tried fucking Fantasy for himself. He might object at first, but I knew if I convinced him he might give it a try. And he definitely needed to give it a try!

I decided that my next job was to get Corey a nice helping of bussy for himself!

After all, what are friends for?
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