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Fitting In



Practice had ended, but the locker room was still heavy with heat and the sour bite of sweat. Steam clung to the walls from the showers running at the far end. Every sound from the slap of towels, the metallic slam of lockers, to the low laughs of teammates, echoed too loudly in my ears. I sat on the edge of the bench, trying to peel my damp jersey over my head, praying they wouldn’t notice me. That was never how it went, though.

I was always the one they noticed.

I was smaller than the rest of them, lighter on the field, weaker in the weight room. My arms never looked like theirs, thick and sculpted. My chest wasn’t broad, and no matter how much protein I drank or how many late-night push-ups I forced myself through, my body never caught up. They reminded me of it every chance they got, like it was a team joke I had been drafted into.

“Hey, Mikey,” one of them called out, his voice carrying across the tile. “Forgot to invite your cheerleader girlfriend to practice again?”

A few laughs followed, sharp and knowing. I forced a smirk, the kind that said I could take a joke, but my stomach tightened. They didn’t mean a girlfriend. They meant me.

I pulled the jersey off and bent toward my locker, trying to keep my head down. Inside, my cleats sat where I had left them. My deodorant. My water bottle. And on top, something that definitely wasn’t mine. A lacy scrap of pale pink fabric, folded neatly like a gift. My throat closed up.

Panties.

The laughter rose again as I picked them up, though I hadn’t wanted to. The delicate fabric dangled from my fingers, too soft, too feminine, too humiliating.

“Looks like Mikey finally found something that fits him,” another voice shouted.

They howled with laughter, slapping lockers, making a scene of it. I shoved the panties back into the corner of the locker, face burning. My pulse hammered in my throat as I tried to act unaffected, as if this didn’t crawl under my skin the way it always did.

It wasn’t the first time. Last week it had been lipstick smeared across my helmet, bright red letters spelling “Kiss Me.” Before that, a silky bra tucked in with my socks. Every time it happened I felt the same burning mix of shame and anger. I hated how they looked at me, like I wasn’t one of them, like I was just a toy they could dress up for fun.

But what I hated most was the way I never threw the things away.

I told myself it was because I didn’t want to risk anyone finding them in the trash, some janitor pulling out the evidence and spreading the story through the halls. The truth was less simple. At night, when I was alone in my room, I would take them out of the bag where I hid them at the back of my closet. I would stare at them, feel the fabric with guilty fingers, and wonder.

I slammed the locker shut, the sound sharp and final, and turned my back on them. My skin still burned, but I wouldn’t let them see it.

From the corner of my eye I saw Derek, the one who always seemed to lead the others. He leaned against the lockers with his towel slung low across his hips, watching me. His mouth curved in a smile that wasn’t exactly friendly. He didn’t shout like the rest, but his eyes were heavy with amusement, like he enjoyed the humiliation more when it was quiet and personal.

“Careful, Mikey,” he said under his breath as I walked past. “You keep those, and you might start liking them.”

I didn’t answer. If I had, my voice would have cracked, and that was worse than silence.

In the showers, water sprayed hot and hard over the tiles, steam curling around my body. I braced both hands against the wall, head bowed as the stream beat down my neck and shoulders. The voices from the locker room still carried in. Their laughter. Their jabs. My name twisted into mockery.

I tried to breathe past the shame. I told myself it didn’t matter. They didn’t matter. I was here to play, to prove myself, to push harder. That’s what I told myself every time.

But when I closed my eyes, I saw the pink lace again. Soft, delicate, waiting. I saw myself touching it, pulling it over my hips just to feel the fabric against my skin. The thought shocked me so much I jerked my eyes open, heart racing. I told myself I hated them for putting that image in my head. I told myself it was only humiliation, not curiosity.

Still, when I turned off the shower and wrapped the towel around my waist, my cock strained beneath it, thick and heavy with need I didn’t want to acknowledge.

Back at my locker, I shoved the panties into my bag when no one was watching. My face burned with the lie I told myself, that I only wanted to keep them hidden, that I had no choice.

But deep down I knew I had chosen.

I carried them home that night, the secret weight of them pressing against my back, heavier than my gear, heavier than the shame in my chest.

I was halfway out of the locker room when Derek’s voice cut through the noise behind me.

“Michael. Wait up.”

My stomach tightened at the sound of my name on his tongue. I slowed but didn’t turn right away. Usually when Derek called me out it meant some new joke, some humiliation that would keep me replaying it in my head all night. Still, I turned because pretending not to hear him would only make it worse.

He leaned against the row of lockers near the exit, his towel slung low on his hips, his chest still glistening from the shower. The lazy smirk I was used to seeing wasn’t there. His expression was calm, almost serious.

“Look,” he said, lowering his voice so the others wouldn’t hear, “I know we’ve been rough on you. Maybe too rough.”

I blinked at him, caught between suspicion and confusion. Derek didn’t usually apologize. He didn’t even pretend to.

“Uh,” I started, shifting my bag higher on my shoulder. “It’s fine. I get it.”

He shook his head, stepping closer. His body heat reached me before he did, a subtle warmth against the damp air. “No. It isn’t fine. You try harder than half the guys on this team, and we should respect that.”

The words landed strangely. My chest tightened with something that wasn’t quite relief and wasn’t quite trust. I didn’t know how to respond.

Then he reached into his duffel and pulled out a black bottle. Sleek. No label. Just a matte surface that looked expensive and dangerous. He rolled it in his palm before offering it to me.

“What’s that?” I asked, my voice catching a little.

“Supplements,” he said smoothly. “It’s what we all use. Helps you bulk up. Boosts testosterone. Makes you stronger. Fills you out where you’re lacking. And,” he added with a crooked grin, “it doesn’t hurt with the ladies either.”

I stared at the bottle like it might burn me if I touched it. “If it’s so great, why don’t I see you guys carrying it around?”

He chuckled under his breath, a sound that stirred something in me I didn’t want to name. “You think we’d leave this in our lockers for anyone to steal? No way. We keep it close.” He pushed it toward me again. “You want to stop being their punchline, this is how. One pill before bed. That’s it.”

My hand hovered near the bottle. The part of me that had grown used to their laughter screamed not to trust him, not to fall for another setup. But another part of me, the one that kept staring at my narrow shoulders in the mirror, the one that wanted to feel like I belonged, leaned closer.

“I don’t know,” I said, searching his face. “It looks… sketchy.”

Derek stepped even closer, his voice dipping lower until I felt the rumble of it in my chest. “Do I look like I’m sketchy?” His eyes held mine, sharp and unflinching. His arm flexed as he tilted the bottle so it brushed against my chest, pressing lightly through the fabric of my shirt. “You think I got this body without help?”

My breath caught. For a second, all I could see was the curve of his pecs, the water still glistening on his skin, the way his mouth tilted when he smirked. It was wrong to notice, wrong to feel heat sliding through my belly, but I couldn’t stop it.

He seemed to see it too. His grin widened, slow and knowing.

“You want this, don’t you? To stop looking like… well.” He let his eyes drift down my body, not cruel this time but matter-of-fact. “To start looking like you belong.”

I swallowed hard. My throat was dry.

“If I take it,” I asked, “will the others really stop teasing me?”

He tilted his head, studying me. “They’ll respect you more. They’ll see the results. Trust me.” He pushed the bottle into my hand. His fingers brushed mine, lingering a second too long, and the contact sent a strange pulse through me.

The plastic was cool against my palm, heavier than I expected. I curled my fingers around it without meaning to.

Derek leaned in until his lips were near my ear, his voice smooth and quiet. “Don’t tell anyone I gave it to you. This is between us.”

My skin prickled. Between us. The phrase stuck to me, charged in a way that left me both unsettled and strangely thrilled.

“Okay,” I whispered, because I didn’t know what else to say.

He pulled back, satisfaction flickering in his eyes. “Good. Start tonight. You’ll thank me later.”

I nodded, gripping the bottle too tightly, afraid I’d drop it.

As I left the locker room, the noise of the team behind me faded into a dull hum. The bottle weighed down my bag, every step reminding me it was there. I told myself I was only taking it because I wanted to get stronger, because I was tired of being their joke.

But underneath the excuses, I couldn’t shake the memory of Derek’s voice, low and intimate, or the way his fingers had brushed mine when he gave it to me.

I hated that it made me hard as soon as I got outside.

[image: ]


The bottle sat on my desk like it had been waiting for me all along. Sleek and black, with no label, no brand, no instructions, it might as well have been a prop from some dark joke. But it wasn’t. It was real, and it was mine. Every time I looked at it, I felt like it was daring me.

I picked it up again, shaking it lightly. The faint rattle of pills inside made my skin prickle. Each sound was another reminder that Derek had pressed this into my hand, his fingers brushing mine as if it were a secret meant for only the two of us. I turned it over in my hands again and again, searching for something—anything—that would prove it was legit. A mark stamped on the bottom. An imprint I hadn’t noticed. Some shred of proof that Derek wasn’t setting me up for another round of humiliation.

But there was nothing. Just the slick weight of it in my palm.

His voice wouldn’t leave my head. This is between us. Start tonight. You’ll thank me later.

The words replayed like a mantra, the cadence low and coaxing. They didn’t sound cruel when I remembered them. They sounded intimate. Personal.

I twisted the cap off. A faint chemical scent rose, sharp and sterile, making my nose wrinkle. It didn’t smell dangerous, just… potent. Like vitamins left too long in a cupboard. My heart raced as I shook one pill into my palm.

It was small. White. Almost innocent.

I stared at it for a long time. My heart thudded so hard it hurt, a steady drumbeat in my throat and behind my ribs. The longer I looked at the pill, the more my chest felt tight, like my body already knew the choice I was about to make.

I told myself it was about strength. About finally proving I wasn’t weak. I wanted to show them I could be more than the team’s punchline, more than the boy they dressed up in lace as a joke. If this helped me bulk up, maybe I could finally stop being their entertainment. Maybe I could become something they respected.

But there was something deeper, something harder to admit, throbbing in me like a pulse I couldn’t ignore. Derek had given it to me. He had leaned close, pressed it into my hand, whispered in my ear. And now, the thought of taking it felt less like discipline and more like letting him mark me.

I lifted the pill to my mouth, placed it on my tongue. The taste was bitter, chalky. I grabbed a glass of water, swallowing hard, feeling it slide down my throat like a stone. It hit my stomach with a heavy finality, and I shivered.

I sat there waiting, stupidly expecting something immediate. Heat. Energy. Power. But nothing happened. Not right away. The only change was the echo of my own heartbeat, louder and louder in the silence of my room.

The bottle sat where I had set it, black and unyielding, as if it were watching me.

When I finally crawled into bed, I couldn’t relax. The sheets were too hot, my skin too alive. I tossed and turned, mind racing. Every time I shut my eyes, I saw Derek’s smirk, the sharp curl of his mouth when he’d said You’ll thank me later. I felt the weight of his fingers brushing mine, the way his gaze had locked on me like he already owned me.

I touched myself to chase the thoughts away, but they only got worse. My hand moved quickly, angrily, my teeth clenched as I stroked my cock under the sheets. I came hard, harder than I had expected, spilling over my stomach with a gasp I couldn’t hold back. My body shook, but the release didn’t bring peace.

Shame hit immediately, heavy and clinging. I wiped myself off and lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling. The bottle sat on the desk across the room, still and silent. But it felt alive, as if it knew what I had done, as if it were laughing quietly in the shadows.

And worse, it knew I would reach for it again.
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By the time the next practice rolled around, I had already taken three doses. Each night I’d unscrewed the black bottle and tipped a pill into my palm like a secret, swallowing it down with water and telling myself I was being disciplined, committed, strong. Nothing dramatic had changed yet, but when I walked into the locker room that afternoon the air felt different, heavier.

It was the way they looked at me. Their chatter dropped just enough that I felt it on my skin. Derek’s gaze lingered the longest. He was sitting on the bench, towel slung across his shoulders, mouth curving into that crooked grin I knew too well.

“Can’t wait for it to kick in,” he murmured, loud enough for everyone nearby to hear.

The laughter that followed bounced off the tile walls, a low ripple that made the hairs at the back of my neck stand up. I could only guess he had told them I was taking the supplement. My cheeks burned, heat creeping up from my collarbone to my ears.

Why were they laughing? What did Derek mean? The words stayed stuck in my throat. I wanted to ask, but I didn’t trust my voice not to crack. Instead I kept my head down, pretending I couldn’t hear them as I laced up my cleats, my fingers clumsy.

Out on the field, I pushed harder than I ever had. My legs pumped, my lungs burned, sweat streaming down my temples, but I refused to quit. I wanted them to see how serious I was. Every time I glanced toward Derek on the sideline, I thought I caught something like approval flicker across his face. Or maybe I was imagining it, reading too much into the way his mouth tilted when he watched me run.

But the teasing didn’t stop. It evolved.

“Hey Mikey, feeling it yet? Feeling bigger?”

“Bet it’s working. Look at that glow. Dude’s skin is smoother than mine now.”

The chuckles that followed weren’t the sharp, obvious jabs I’d grown used to. They were lower, more knowing. They crowded around me in the showers after practice, voices low, brushes of skin that felt deliberate. A palm across my shoulder that lingered too long. A towel snapped across my ass, the sting followed by roars of laughter.

I tried to tell myself it was just more of the same—another round of humiliation, a new way to get under my skin. But the difference was in me. Their hands, their voices, the way Derek’s eyes tracked me—it all landed differently now. Like they weren’t just mocking. Like they were waiting.

The proof hit me one evening after practice. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze. My skin really was smoother, almost glistening under the fluorescent light, softer to the touch. The faint swell of my chest caught my eye and my breath at the same time. Not bigger exactly, but tender. When I pressed my palm there, a sharp little ache flared, making me flinch.

My stomach turned.

I tried to brush it off as side effects. Just my body adjusting. I even sat up late at night scrolling through forums on my phone, looking for anything about supplements and hormones, trying to find an answer that would make sense of what was happening. Nothing matched what I was feeling.

And the more I thought about it, the worse it got. Each night I’d slip under the sheets, telling myself I wouldn’t touch myself, that I’d just go to sleep. But lying there in the dark, my chest still aching faintly, my erection would throb, harder and harder until I couldn’t ignore it. Images would rise unbidden: Derek’s smirk, the brush of his fingers when he gave me the bottle, the way the guys’ eyes lingered on me in the showers.

I would stroke myself quickly, trying to get it over with, but the orgasms came sharper now, stronger, like a jolt shooting through me. Afterwards, shame would settle heavy in my chest, and I’d roll onto my side staring at the black bottle on my desk like it was watching me.

I hated myself for it—hated how my body reacted even as my mind tried to deny what was happening. But no matter how much I scrolled, no matter how many times I told myself it was temporary, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had already started.

And deep down, as much as I told myself I feared it, I knew I was waiting to see what would happen next.
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By the end of the week, the tone of their teasing had shifted. The laughter was still there, sharp and familiar, but the words they chose cut closer, more deliberate, and carried something new beneath the surface.

“Check out Mikey’s lips. They’re fuller, right? Or is that just me?”

“He’s glowing, man. That shit is working.”

Their voices tangled together, circling me the way sharks circle blood. They bumped my shoulders, leaned into me, laughing like it was still all a joke, but I could feel the change. Their stares lingered. Their voices had an edge, playful but heavier, hungrier.

Every comment sent heat crawling up my neck and across my cheeks. My body betrayed me over and over, my cock swelling in my jockstrap until I was terrified they’d notice. I tried to cover my chest with my arms, pressing them tight across my body, but that only made them laugh harder.

“Look at him. He’s shy now. He knows.”

“Don’t hide it, Mikey. We can see.”

The way they said it made my stomach twist. It should have humiliated me—and it did—but the humiliation carried something else with it, something dark and magnetic. My nipples ached under my shirt, my cock straining, throbbing against the fabric of my shorts. The worst part was how alive it made me feel, how much I wanted more even as my head screamed that I shouldn’t.

One afternoon, when the noise died down and most of the guys were gathering their things, Derek lingered close. I was stuffing gear into my bag, trying to get out before the next round of laughter, when I felt him lean in behind me. His breath was hot against the shell of my ear.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered, his voice low and steady. “This is how it starts.”

I froze, my hand clenched around the strap of my bag. His words hit low in my gut, sharp and deep, and I couldn’t move.

It wasn’t the words themselves—it was the way he said them. His tone wasn’t mocking like the others. It was quiet, almost reassuring, as though he was letting me in on some secret. His voice curved around me like a hand, firm and inescapable. The intimacy of it made my cock twitch, thickening instantly.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. I wanted to turn, to face him, to demand what he meant. Instead, I kept my eyes down, pretending to adjust my bag while my body betrayed me. My cock pulsed against the strap of my jock, impossible to ignore, my cheeks burning.

I didn’t know why. I wasn’t gay. At least, I didn’t think I was. But in that moment, under Derek’s voice, I couldn’t remember ever being so turned on by anyone else. Not by a girl’s laugh, not by the brush of a hand at a party. None of it had ever made me feel like this—weak and trembling, my entire body on edge from just a few quiet words.

I wondered then if I had ever really liked girls at all, or if I’d just longed for their validation. I thought of all the years I had spent staring after them, wanting to be wanted, wanting to be seen. Maybe it had never been about them. Maybe it had always been about this—about being chosen, about someone like Derek looking at me like I was worth his attention.

The thought made my chest tighten, my nipples hardening under my shirt. I clenched my fists and bit the inside of my cheek, but it didn’t help. The ache between my legs only grew stronger.

Regardless of the reason, I couldn’t meet his eyes. I felt him linger behind me for a moment longer, his presence heavy, before he finally pulled away. The rest of the guys laughed and jostled each other, but the only sound that mattered was the echo of Derek’s words.

This is how it starts.

And fuck, part of me wanted to know exactly how it would end.

When I looked in the mirror again that night, I lingered too long. My chest wasn’t just tender anymore. The faintest swell had begun, barely noticeable under clothes but obvious to me. My nipples stood out darker, harder, like they were begging to be touched.

I touched them. Just to see.

A shiver shot down my spine so sharp it made me gasp. My cock jerked hard in my shorts, precum dampening the fabric before I could stop it.

I told myself to stop. I told myself it was wrong. But my hand slid down anyway, stroking myself with desperate urgency, my other fingers still circling the sensitive tips of my chest. I came in seconds, spilling hot and messy, panting with shame.

After, I sat there shaking, my skin still tingling. The panties stuffed at the back of my closet whispered to me from the dark. I clenched my fists and ignored them, though the ache between my legs didn’t fade.
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At practice the next day the air felt thicker somehow, like everyone already knew a secret about me that I hadn’t said out loud. Sweat slicked my skin, the sun beating down hard enough to sting, but every time I caught Derek’s gaze it was as if the field had gone silent.

He stood off to the side during drills, his arms folded, eyes tracking me like a hawk. When our eyes met, a flash of heat shot through my chest. He didn’t look away. His gaze slid slowly down, stopping at my chest, then climbed back up to my face. The corner of his mouth lifted in that deliberate, dangerous way that made my stomach flutter.

“How’s it feel, Mikey?” he asked when the others were distracted, his voice pitched low enough that only I could hear. “Different yet?”

My throat went dry instantly. The ball slipped in my sweaty palms and I almost dropped it. “I… yeah,” I said, forcing the words out. “A little.”

He smirked at my hesitation, the kind of smirk that said he already knew the answer. He stepped closer, the smell of his sweat and soap cutting through the scent of grass, and clapped a heavy hand on my shoulder.

“Good,” he murmured. “Don’t stop now. It’s only a matter of time before you see the results.”

The weight of his hand lingered even after he pulled it away. My skin burned where his palm had been, like a brand, like he’d marked me without leaving a visible trace. For the rest of practice I moved through drills in a daze, hyper-aware of my body, the soft pull of my chest against my shirt, the way his eyes kept finding me.

Later, in the locker room, I caught myself glancing at him while I dressed. He was laughing with two of the guys, but he didn’t look at them the way he looked at me. His eyes had been hungry, and I felt that hunger like a pulse low in my belly.

That night, lying in bed, I stared at the ceiling and replayed the moment over and over—his eyes on me, his hand heavy on my shoulder, his voice low and certain. My skin still tingled where he had touched me. The black bottle sat on my nightstand, dark against the glow of my phone.

I reached for it before I could talk myself out of it, fingers trembling slightly as I unscrewed the cap. I had told myself I’d space the doses out, that I’d be careful. But now, with Derek’s smirk burned into my memory and my cock thickening under the sheets just thinking about him, I realized I couldn’t wait.

I tipped another pill into my palm, staring at it for a heartbeat, then swallowed it down. The lump slid heavy down my throat. My body shivered, not from cold but from anticipation.

I lay back, eyes fixed on the ceiling, the taste of water still on my tongue, and admitted the truth to myself: I wasn’t afraid anymore. I was eager. Eager to see what I would become. Eager to see how far Derek would take me.

And most of all, eager to take another pill.
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By the end of the second week, I couldn’t ignore it anymore. My skin looked different, too smooth, almost glowing. My chest felt heavier, tender under the lightest touch. I had been obsessively checking myself in the mirror, pinching at the tiny swell just under my nipples, trying to convince myself I was imagining it.

But I wasn’t.

I cornered Derek after practice, my towel clutched tight around my waist as if it could shield me from what I needed to say. He was standing near his locker, laughing with the others, but the moment I caught his eye, he tilted his head, amused, like he had been waiting for me to approach.

“I think something’s wrong,” I muttered, my voice low. “The supplement… it’s not making me stronger. It’s…” I hesitated, heat crawling up my neck. “… it’s doing the opposite.”

Derek’s grin spread slow, wicked. “Opposite?”

My pulse jumped. “My chest feels weird. Softer. My skin too. I don’t think this is what it’s supposed to do.”

The guys nearby quieted, listening. Their grins widened, their attention zeroing in on me like vultures scenting blood.

Derek chuckled, folding his arms across his broad chest. “Relax, Mikey. That’s how it works. Your body has to go through a feminine stage before it kicks into overdrive. It breaks you down before it builds you back up. Trust me, I’ve been there.”

The others snickered, disbelief written all over their faces but hidden behind smirks. One of them called out, “Yeah, Mikey. Don’t quit before you blossom.”

Laughter rippled through the room. Someone smacked my ass with the flat of his palm as he passed, sharp and stinging. Another brushed his hand down my back like he was testing the softness of my skin. I stiffened, clutching the towel tighter, my cock betraying me with a twitch I prayed they didn’t notice.

“I don’t want to get… feminine,” I said, the word catching awkwardly on my tongue.

Derek stepped closer until the space between us shrank to nothing. His voice was low, meant just for me, but loud enough that the others could still hear. “Don’t worry. You’ll come out of it bigger, harder, stronger than ever. But you have to trust the process. You want to quit now? Prove everyone right about you?”

The smirk on his lips made it sound less like encouragement and more like a dare. My mouth went dry.

The others circled closer, not touching me outright but brushing past, their laughter sharp. “Look at him blushing. Pretty boy’s glowing.”

“Skin softer than my girlfriend’s.”

“Careful, Mikey. With those lips, you’re gonna get yourself into trouble.”

I wanted to shout at them, to tell them to shut up, but the words stuck in my throat. Their eyes pinned me in place. Every insult carried a heat beneath it, something sharper than cruelty, like they wanted me to squirm. And I did. My body betrayed me with a shiver I couldn’t hide.

Derek reached out suddenly and tugged at the edge of my towel. Not enough to strip me, just enough to remind me how close I was to being exposed. My breath caught, my nipples tightening as if the air itself had turned cold.

“You’ll keep taking it,” he said, his tone firm, almost commanding. “Because you want this. You want to belong. Don’t you?”

The room felt smaller, hotter. I nodded, shame prickling under my skin.

“That’s a good boy,” Derek said softly, the phrase like a knife and a caress all at once. His hand lingered on my hip, heavy and certain, before he finally let go.

The others laughed again, one of them patting my ass a second time, slower this round, his palm resting just a moment too long. “Yeah, Mikey. Don’t quit before you really bloom.”

I clenched my jaw, forcing myself to walk away, my legs stiff and unsteady. Their voices followed me, cruel and mocking, but threaded with something else, something darker and more dangerous that made my cock swell against the towel no matter how hard I tried to will it down.

Back at my locker, I stared at the black bottle sitting in my bag. I should have thrown it out, marched it to the trash and ended this humiliation. Instead I shoved it deeper into my things, hiding it like a secret lover.

That night, alone in my room, I twisted the cap off and swallowed another pill.

Because Derek was right. I wanted to belong.

And even worse, part of me wanted to see just how far this would go.
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I had been pretending for days that nothing was happening to my body, but denial only worked until I caught myself in the mirror again. My chest wasn’t flat anymore. The skin there was swollen, tender, and when I brushed my hand across it, my nipples tightened instantly. They looked different—rounder, darker—and the ache that followed wasn’t like any soreness I’d ever had from lifting weights. It was sensitive in a way that made me gasp if I pressed too hard.

I tried to convince myself it was in my head. Side effects. Something temporary. But every time I pulled my shirt off to shower, the small swell beneath my nipples mocked me. I couldn’t hide from the truth that my chest was beginning to change.

That was when I started looking at the bottom of my closet again.

The panties and bra shoved into a bag, the silky dress folded on top. I had told myself I kept them only because I was afraid of someone finding them in the trash. That lie had worked for a while. Now I knew better. The thought of them sitting there waiting for me filled me with heat I didn’t want to acknowledge.

One night, when the house was quiet and my bedroom door locked, I gave in. My hands trembled as I pulled the bag free, the lace panties catching on my fingers. They were softer than I remembered, impossibly delicate. I held them up in the dim light, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

“Just to see,” I whispered, as if saying it out loud made it less of a betrayal.

I stepped out of my shorts and slid the panties up my thighs. The fabric clung to me instantly, tight but smooth, hugging me in ways my boxers never had. The contrast was electric. My cock strained against the front, pressing an obscene bulge into the lace, and I almost tore them off right then. Shame burned through me. But even stronger was the rush of arousal.

I couldn’t stop touching myself, palms smoothing over my hips, fingers brushing the waistband as if I were trying to memorize the way it felt. My skin seemed more sensitive everywhere, alive under the brush of lace.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze.

The boy staring back at me looked wrong, yet not entirely. My chest was still small but unmistakably swollen, pushing faintly against my shirt. The lace peeked out, pretty and obscene at the same time. My face burned with humiliation. I should have looked ridiculous. But I couldn’t deny how hard I was, how much the sight of myself in panties made my cock twitch.

Before I could think better of it, I dug deeper into the bag and pulled out the matching bra. My breath came shallow as I removed my shirt and hooked it around my chest. It was snug, my small swell of flesh pressing into the cups. For the first time, the changes didn’t just feel real—they looked real.

I shouldn’t torn it all off. I should’ve thrown the clothes away. Instead I grabbed the dress and slipped it over my head. The fabric slid down my body like water, clinging to the curves that were only beginning to form. It skimmed over my ass, the hem brushing mid-thigh. In the mirror, I saw a stranger.

A stranger I wanted.

My cock was painfully hard now, jutting against the lace, wet at the tip. I tried to look away, but my eyes kept pulling back to the reflection—the bra filling out, the way the dress hugged me, the obscene bulge pushing forward as if my body was begging for attention.

“God,” I whispered, my voice shaking.

My hand slipped down before I could stop it, sliding over the lace, stroking myself through the fabric. The friction was almost unbearable, every nerve ending heightened. I pressed one palm against my chest, fingers teasing my nipple through the bra, and my knees nearly buckled. The sensation was sharper than anything I’d ever felt.

Shame churned with desire, feeding each other until I couldn’t separate them. I stroked faster, the lace dragging against me, the sight of myself in the mirror keeping me locked in place. The moan that tore out of me was desperate, helpless, and I didn’t recognize my own voice.

When I came, it was violent. Hot, messy spurts soaked through the lace and smeared against the inside of the dress. I gasped and shuddered, thighs trembling, clinging to the edge of the dresser for balance.

For a moment, all I felt was release. Then the shame hit.

I tore the dress over my head, fumbling with the bra clasp, yanking the panties down and kicking them away. My body still ached with aftershocks, my cock softening as cum streaked down my thighs. I pressed my palms to my face, humiliated, my heart racing like I’d been caught.

But the worst part was knowing I had loved it.

Loved the softness against my skin, the way the bra cupped the small swell of my chest, the sight of myself transformed in the mirror. Loved it so much I had come harder than I ever had in my life.

I stuffed the lingerie back into the bag and shoved it into the closet again, as if burying it could erase what had just happened. But lying in bed, my body still tingling, I couldn’t escape the truth.

I wanted it again.
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The first time I wore the panties under my uniform, I told myself it was practical. My chest had grown just enough that running drills left me sore, every bounce a reminder of how tender my nipples had become. The bra supported me in a way nothing else could. That was my excuse. But deep down I knew it was more than that.

Slipping the panties on before practice felt like sliding into a secret. The lace hugged me snugly, a soft pressure that made my cock twitch the moment I pulled my shorts over them. The bra sat firm around my chest, straps tight against my shoulders. When I caught myself in the mirror, I saw a contradiction: the heavy jersey draped over me like armor, but underneath I was wrapped in silk and lace. It should have felt ridiculous. Instead, it felt dangerously right.

Every move I made on the field was laced with tension. I pushed harder, sprinted faster, but all the while I was hyper-aware of what I had hidden beneath my uniform. When I stretched, I wondered if the edge of lace peeked out. When I bent over, I imagined their eyes catching the faint outline of a strap. The risk left my skin buzzing.

I avoided the showers after practice, making excuses about needing to get home, about sore muscles or assignments due. I towel-dried in the corner, pulling my clothes back on while the others jeered about me being shy. Their laughter stung, but not as much as the thought of what they would do if they ever saw what I was hiding.

Derek noticed first. Of course he did.

“You’re always in a hurry these days, Mikey,” he said one afternoon, his gaze lingering on me as I fumbled with my bag.

I shrugged, forcing a smile. “Just busy.”

His eyes narrowed, a smirk tugging at his mouth like he didn’t believe me. He said nothing more, but I felt his attention on me the entire walk out of the locker room.

Over the next week, the whispers started. Quiet at first, traded between teammates when they thought I wasn’t listening.

“He doesn’t shower anymore.”

“You notice how he covers up fast?”

“Bet there’s something under there he doesn’t want us to see.”

I pretended not to hear, but every word sank into me, twisting tight. Still, I couldn’t stop. The lingerie had become a comfort. The bra eased the ache in my chest, kept me from wincing every time I ran a drill. The panties pressed against me in ways that made my cock swell at the worst moments, but even then, I couldn’t resist the heat that followed.

Practice became a blur of adrenaline and anxiety. I ran harder than ever, desperate to prove myself, to distract them from their suspicions. But I knew. The way they watched me, the smirks passed between them. It was only a matter of time before they exposed my secret.

One night, after practice, I lingered in front of my mirror at home. I stripped down slowly, peeling the jersey and pads away until only the lace remained. My chest filled the cups more than it had the week before. My nipples strained against the fabric, aching to be touched. I traced the straps with trembling fingers, my breath shallow, caught between shame and hunger.

I stroked myself through the panties, the lace dampening as precum leaked out. My cock pushed against the delicate fabric, obscene and beautiful at once. I moaned softly, terrified of how much I needed it.

In that moment, I understood the danger wasn’t only in being caught. The danger was in how much I craved the lingerie, how much I wanted to live inside that secret every second of the day.

The next practice, I avoided the showers again. I kept my towel tight around me, dressing fast, my heart pounding. As I turned to leave, I caught Derek watching me from across the room. His lips curled into a slow, knowing smile.

“Don’t rush off, Mikey,” one of the others called. “We’re starting to think you’re hiding something under all that gear.”

Laughter broke out, echoing off the tile walls. My face flamed. I mumbled something about homework and shoved my bag over my shoulder, escaping before they could press further.

Their voices followed me into the hallway, cruel and mocking, but laced with something else too. Curiosity.

They suspected. I knew it. So I did the only thing I could think of in that moment. I ran.

And even as dread sank heavy in my gut, I couldn’t stop the thrill that spiked through me at the thought of what might happen when they finally found out.
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It happened faster than I could react.

I was bent over my locker after practice, tugging off my cleats, when I felt a sudden draft across my back. My jersey had ridden up, exposing just enough for the waistband of the panties to peek out above my shorts. I realized too late.

“Holy shit,” one of the guys said, his voice sharp with surprise. “Did you just see that?”

I froze. My fingers tightened around the cleat in my hand, my heart punching against my ribs.

Another voice joined in, laughing, low and cruel. “No way. Mikey’s wearing panties.”

The words rang in my ears. I yanked at my jersey, trying to cover myself, but it was too late. They had already seen.

In an instant, two of them were behind me, closing in. My body tensed as a hand gripped my arm, spinning me around. Derek stood at the edge of the group, watching, his smirk sharp and hungry.

“Well, well,” one of them drawled. “What do we have here?”

They tugged at my shirt before I could stop them. The fabric bunched in their fists, and with one sharp pull, it was over my head and gone. I stumbled back against the lockers, bare-chested except for the bra that clung tightly across my swollen skin. The cups were filled just enough to make it obvious. My nipples pressed through the fabric, hard and aching.

Silence swept the room.

Then a low chuckle broke it. “He’s really doing it. Look at him. He’s got tits now.”

Their eyes raked over me. Some smirked, others stared openly, their gazes glued to my chest, then sliding down to the lace peeking above my shorts. Heat rushed up my neck. I tried to cover myself, arms crossing my chest, but they grabbed me again, yanking my arms away.

“Come on, Mikey,” one of them said. “Don’t hide it. Let’s see.”

My shorts were the next to go. They hooked their fingers into the waistband and shoved them down to my knees. My cock strained against the lace, obscene and unmistakable. The panties clung to me, damp at the front where I had already leaked.

The room went still again, and I braced for laughter, for disgust. Instead, the silence broke with the sound of someone’s sharp inhale.

“Fuck,” one of them muttered under his breath. “He actually looks hot like that.”

Another voice joined in, lower, rougher. “No joke. He’s prettier than half the girls on campus right now.”

My stomach flipped. My entire body burned with humiliation, but the words slid into me like fire. My cock twitched harder, traitorous, pressing against the damp lace.

Derek stepped closer, his eyes locked on mine. His mouth curved into that dangerous, slow smile I had seen before, the one that made my knees feel weak. He reached out, his fingers hooking under the strap of my bra, tugging it lightly before letting it snap back against my skin. The sting was small but electric.

“Look at him,” Derek said, his voice even, confident. “You thought he was hiding it out of shame. But look.”

His gaze dropped deliberately to my cock. The front of my panties was wet, the fabric darkened with arousal. My entire body betrayed me, standing there trembling, breasts swelling in the bra, cock hard and straining.

They all saw it.

“You’re hard,” Derek said softly, the words cutting into me more deeply than if he had shouted.

Laughter rolled through the room, but it wasn’t cruel this time. It was darker, charged with something else. Their eyes glittered with hunger, not mockery.

One of them licked his lips. Another adjusted himself openly, his cock swelling against his shorts. The air thickened, heavy with sweat and something raw.

I pressed back against the lockers, shaking my head, though the heat pooling in my belly betrayed the truth. My cock throbbed, straining against lace that was already too wet to hide anything.

“Don’t lie,” Derek murmured, close enough now that I felt the warmth of his breath. “You love this. You’ve been waiting to show us.”

My throat was too tight to answer. I stood there trapped in their stares, every inch of me exposed and trembling, my secret no longer hidden.

And as much as I hated it, I couldn’t deny the rush flooding my body. The humiliation only made my cock harder, my chest tighter, my nipples aching under the thin bra cups.

I was theirs to look at.

And my body loved it.

My chest heaved, every nerve on fire as I stood trapped in front of them. Their eyes roamed across my body, lingering on the lace stretched tight against my cock, the bra straining against my swollen nipples.

I saw it in their faces. Not disgust. Not laughter. Hunger.

One of them licked his lips, his cock already bulging against his shorts. Another palmed himself openly, watching me squirm. My heart hammered, but my cock betrayed me, jerking harder against the damp lace.

“Take it off,” someone said.

Before I could protest, Derek stepped forward. His fingers curled under the bra strap again, tugging slow and deliberate. Then he pulled it down, stripping the cups away and baring my chest completely. My nipples stood out hard and sensitive, the cool air making me gasp.

“Beautiful,” Derek murmured, just loud enough for the others to hear.

Their hands were on me then, greedy and insistent. Someone slid his palm over my breast, squeezing, rolling my nipple between his fingers until I moaned. Another cupped my cock through the lace, stroking it slow and taunting. The humiliation burned in my cheeks, but the pleasure was unbearable. My cock strained harder, leaking, soaking the fabric.

“Look at him,” one of them said. “He’s dripping already.”

They didn’t give me time to think. My panties were yanked down, torn from me in one swift motion. My cock sprang free, hard and needy, the lace soaked through at the tip. Their laughter filled the air, but it wasn’t cruel anymore. It was dark, aroused, charged.

“Get naked,” Derek commanded to the rest, his voice sharp.

They obeyed. Shorts hit the floor. Towels dropped. In seconds, I was surrounded by hard, eager cocks, thick and ready. My breath came fast, my body trembling with a mix of fear and desire so strong I thought I might collapse.

Hands grabbed me, leading me toward the showers. My bare feet slipped on the wet tile as they pushed me under the spray. Hot water poured down, soaking my hair, my skin, running over my breasts and cock while they crowded in close.

Hands were everywhere. On my chest, groping, pinching my nipples until I gasped. On my ass, squeezing, spreading me open. Fingers stroked my cock, slicking it with the water, teasing the head until I moaned. I tried to hold it back, tried to shake my head, but the sound slipped out anyway, raw and desperate.

They urged me down. My knees hit the wet tile, the spray beating down on my back as a cock pressed against my lips.

“Open up,” someone said, their tone mocking but thick with lust.

I hesitated, my pride screaming at me to resist. But the heat between my legs was unbearable, my cock aching for release. My lips parted, and he slid inside, the taste of salt and skin filling my mouth.

“Good girl,” he groaned, thrusting shallowly.

I closed my eyes, ashamed of how easily I took him, how quickly my tongue moved along his shaft. Another hand fisted in my hair, guiding me deeper. I gagged, my throat stretching, but the sound only made them groan louder.

“Look how eager he is,” one of them said. “He loves it.”

They teased me, taking turns with my mouth. Each cock pushed past my lips, filling me, using me while the others stroked themselves and laughed. My jaw ached, my throat raw, but the harder they used me, the harder my own cock got.

“You’re dripping, Mikey,” Derek said, crouching beside me. His hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it firmly as another cock slid into my mouth. I moaned around it, my hips jerking helplessly into Derek’s grip.

“Pathetic,” he whispered against my ear. “Getting this hard while we use you.”

The words burned, but instead of shame cutting me down, it twisted into more arousal. My cock pulsed in his hand, leaking over his fingers.

When the cock in my mouth pulled free, slick with spit, they spun me around. My chest pressed against the cold tile, water pouring down over my skin. My nipples dragged against the slick wall, stiff and sensitive, while their hands spread me open from behind. My cock throbbed against the tile, leaking helplessly.

The first one pushed in without hesitation. I gasped, the stretch sharp at first, then overwhelming, a deep fullness that made my knees buckle. My cheek pressed against the wall, lips parted as I moaned.

“Listen to him,” one of them said behind me, laughing. “He’s loving it.”

The thrusts came fast, water slapping against our bodies as he used me. My breasts rubbed against the slick wall with every movement, my nipples burning with pleasure. I groaned into the spray, torn between shame and need, my cock pulsing harder than ever.

When he pulled out, another took his place instantly. His cock slid in easier, my body already slick and stretched. I bit my lip, trying not to cry out, but the sound ripped from me anyway.

“Harder,” one of them taunted. “He’s begging for it.”

They took turns, each of them filling me, their hands gripping my hips, my ass, my breasts. Fingers twisted my nipples, tugging until I cried out. One hand stroked my cock roughly as another fucked me, and the combination nearly sent me over the edge. My legs trembled, my body slick with water and sweat and spit, my cock smearing precum against the wall.

Every thrust, every groan, every laugh cut into me, but instead of breaking me, it only pulled me deeper into the pleasure. I felt used in the best way, claimed, ruined, and my body loved it. I loved it. My new breasts, my aching nipples, the way my ass clenched around them—it all felt like it had been waiting for this moment.

By the time Derek stepped forward, my body was wrecked, trembling, hungry for more.

He grabbed my hips firmly, spreading me wide, and pressed the blunt head of his cock against me. The stretch this time was deeper, rougher. I cried out, my chest flattening harder against the tile as he forced his way in.

“God, Mikey,” Derek groaned low in my ear, his chest hot against my back. “You’re so tight. Made for this.”

His thrusts were rough, sharp, pushing me up against the wall with every stroke. My nipples scraped the tile, sending shocks through me, while my cock slapped against my stomach, harder than I’d ever been.

But his hands…his hands were soft. One slid up my stomach to cup my breast, squeezing gently, thumb flicking over my nipple. The other gripped my jaw, tilting my head back so his mouth could brush my ear.

“You love this,” he whispered, his voice rough but sweet. “Being our little slut. Taking us one by one. Look at you, dripping against the wall.”

I moaned, broken by the truth of it. My cock pulsed, leaking down the tile. My ass clenched around him, pulling him deeper.

“That’s it,” he murmured, kissing the side of my neck even as his thrusts grew harder. “Take me. Take all of me.”

His cock slammed into me, the rhythm merciless, but every word he whispered softened the roughness, turned it into something twisted and intimate. His breath on my skin, his lips against my neck, his hand on my breast, together they made me feel claimed in a way that burned through the humiliation.

When I came, it was violent. My cock jerked against the tile, cum spilling hot and messy down the wall. My body shuddered, my voice breaking into a desperate moan.

Derek groaned, burying himself deep. His cock pulsed inside me as he filled me, his grip on my breast tightening, his mouth still pressed to my ear. “Mine,” he whispered, almost tender. “You’re mine now.”

My legs nearly gave out, but he held me there, his cock twitching deep inside me, his chest heavy against my back.

When he finally pulled out, I sagged against the wall, panting, my body trembling. The others laughed, their voices cruel but laced with arousal.

“Look at him,” one said. “He came all over the wall while Derek was fucking him.”

“Pathetic,” another added, though his cock was still hard, still dripping.

Their laughter echoed, but it didn’t cut me down the way it used to. Derek’s hand was still on my hip, steady, firm. He gave me one last squeeze, almost gentle, before stepping back.

Even though he had been the roughest of them all, it was his touch that lingered, soft and claiming.

And deep down, I knew I wanted to be used by him again.
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When it was over, the others drifted away, laughing as they toweled off and dressed. Their voices echoed off the tile, full of cruel jokes about me moaning against the wall, about how I had come harder than anyone. I stood there trembling, cum streaked across my stomach and thighs, water running down my chest, the taste of their cocks still clinging to my tongue.

The laughter faded as one by one they left, until the locker room grew quiet. Only Derek stayed.

I felt him before I saw him. His hand brushed my hair back, damp strands sticking to my cheek, and then his palm cupped my face. His touch was startlingly gentle. I turned my head, meeting his eyes. The smirk I expected wasn’t there. Instead, his gaze held something deeper, something that made my chest tighten.

“You’re more beautiful than I expected when I gave you that supplement,” he said softly, his thumb stroking my cheek.

My breath caught. “You were rough.”

He smiled faintly, leaning closer, his body still bare, still damp with sweat and water. “I had to be. They needed to see it that way. But you… you know the truth.”

His other hand slid down to my chest, cupping one breast, his thumb grazing over my nipple until I gasped. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, Michael. Watching you try so hard to fit in. Watching you blush every time we teased you. I knew you had this…girl in you.”

I shook my head, though my cock twitched, already thickening again despite how spent I was. “You set me up.”

“I showed you what you really are,” he corrected, his voice low and certain. “And now you can stop pretending. No more hiding, no more excuses. You belong like this. Here, with me.”

His words burrowed under my skin, shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them. He kissed me then, slow and tender, not the rough claiming I expected but soft, almost sweet. My lips parted under his, and the taste of him filled me, warm and steady.

When he pulled back, he rested his forehead against mine. “I’ll make you mine, Mikey. Not theirs. Mine. You’ll be my girl.”

The words hit me like a jolt, shocking and yet exactly what I had been waiting to hear without knowing it. My chest ached, my nipples stiff against his palm as he teased me, my cock leaking again despite the mess on my thighs.

“I…” My voice cracked, the truth spilling out before I could stop it. “I want that.”

His smile deepened, softer now, almost tender. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing me again, deeper this time. His tongue slid against mine, and I moaned into his mouth, my hands clinging to his shoulders for balance.

His cock was still hard, pressing against my stomach as he held me. He didn’t thrust, didn’t force it, just let me feel it there, thick and insistent, as if reminding me of what I had already taken.

“You’ll wear what I give you,” he whispered against my lips. “You’ll take what I give you. And you’ll be perfect for me.”

My knees weakened, my body trembling with want. The water from the shower washed over us, but all I felt was the heat of his hands, the softness of his touch, the weight of his claim.

I bit my lip, nodding, surrendering.

His hand slid lower, wrapping around my cock, stroking me slowly until my breath turned ragged again. “See? Even after all that, you’re still hard for me. You love the new you.”

I moaned, my forehead pressed to his shoulder, my body betraying me as precum dripped down his fist. My breasts ached under the gentle squeeze of his other hand, every nerve alive.

When I came again, spilling into his palm, I shuddered against him, clinging to his body as if it were the only thing keeping me upright. He held me steady, stroking me through it, whispering against my ear.

“That’s it. That’s my girl.”

The words undid me more than anything else. My body was his, my shame was his, and even the secret thrill in my chest belonged to him now.

When he finally let me go, he kissed me one last time, slow and claiming. His hand tangled in my hair, his forehead pressed to mine.

“You’re mine now,” he said simply.

And I knew he was right.

I wanted it.

I wanted him.

I wanted to be his.
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I had never worn a wig before. Or makeup. Or heels. Yet when I caught sight of myself in the mirror that night, I hardly recognized the reflection staring back. My chest filled the blouse Derek had picked out for me, the bra beneath shaping me in ways that made my curves undeniable. The skirt brushed my thighs, showing just enough leg above the heels I was still learning to balance on. The wig framed my face in soft waves, and the lipstick made my mouth look fuller, darker, hungry.

For a moment I hesitated, hands gripping the edge of the dresser. Then Derek knocked softly on my door.

When I opened it, his eyes devoured me. His jaw tightened, his pupils darkening as they ran from my heels up to my lips.

“Jesus, Mikey,” he whispered, though the name sounded different now. His voice was hoarse, as though he had forgotten to breathe. “You look…” He shook his head, smirking like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. “You look like mine.”

Heat flushed through me at those words. I wanted to kiss him right there, but instead I let him take my hand, leading me out like a gentleman escorting his date.

We went to a movie downtown. Something loud, something none of us would remember the plot of. I was too aware of the click of my heels on the pavement, of the way his hand pressed to the small of my back. The air buzzed between us as we slipped into the dark theater.

In the glow of the screen, I caught him watching me more than once. His eyes trailed the line of my legs, lingered on the curve of my chest beneath the blouse. Every time I shifted in my seat, he leaned closer, his breath brushing my ear.

“Careful,” he whispered, his lips curling into that smirk I knew too well. “You’re driving me insane.”

His hand found mine in the dark, his thumb stroking slowly against my skin. Later, when I shifted, his palm slid higher on my thigh, warm and firm. I swallowed a gasp, pretending to keep my eyes on the movie, but my pulse raced. His grip never left me, never stopped reminding me that I was his.

By the time the credits rolled, my body ached with need. He kissed me once, outside under the glow of the streetlights. It wasn’t rough, wasn’t claiming. It was slow, sweet, and somehow more dangerous than anything that had come before.

“Now I’m going to take you home and have my way with you,” Derek whispered against my lips.

I bit my lip, heels wobbling, and nodded. I was his. Completely.

[image: ]


I had worried most about the coach. He had always been sharp-eyed, no-nonsense, and it was impossible to imagine him not noticing the changes in me. My body had shifted too much, too fast. My chest had swelled, my waist had thinned, my skin had grown softer and brighter. Even my movements felt different—lighter, smoother—as though my body had begun writing its own new language.

When I finally worked up the courage to speak to him, I expected ridicule or worse, a lecture about discipline and focus. But he only listened. He watched me as I stumbled through the words, confessing what had happened, what I was becoming, what I had already chosen to embrace.

He didn’t say much at first. Then he put a hand on my shoulder, steady and solid, and told me that as long as I kept showing up, as long as I worked hard, I still belonged on his team. The relief hit me so hard I almost cried right there in his office.

The others knew long before that. They had seen every step, every change, every piece of lingerie that clung to me under the showers and every moan that slipped out when they cornered me. At first their teasing had been cruel. Now it was something else. They still called me names, still joked about my body, but the edge was gone. It was different when I felt the affection underneath it, when I saw the heat in their eyes instead of just amusement.

I came to expect their attention. I even welcomed it. Some nights I dressed up on purpose before practice, sliding on something lacy beneath my uniform, waiting for the moment when one of them would notice, when the whispers would start. The laughter always followed, but it was foreplay now, not punishment. And when Derek gave his quiet nod, they took what they wanted.

But it was Derek’s permission that mattered. His hand at the small of my back, his voice in my ear, the way he always reminded me that I was his first and foremost. The others used me because he allowed it, and somehow that made me feel safer, more chosen. He could have kept me to himself, but he didn’t. He shared me, and in his own way that was another kind of claim. I wasn’t just theirs. I was his girl.

With time I learned to lean into it. To play my role instead of just enduring it. When they teased me, I teased back, rolling my hips as if to prove their point, tossing words back at them that made their grins widen. I learned the thrill of flirting, of letting my voice soften, of biting my lip and watching their eyes darken. It was power, even if it didn’t look like it. Maybe especially because it didn’t.

The mirror had been my enemy in the beginning. Every glimpse of swelling flesh, every trace of softness had filled me with dread. Now I lingered there, turning this way and that, admiring the new curves and the way lace clung to me. I had grown confident in a body that once terrified me. When I saw myself now, I didn’t see the punchline to a cruel joke. I saw someone I wanted to be.

The team still whispered behind me, but I could hear the difference now. The mocking tone was gone. The hunger was there instead. They wanted me, and they no longer tried to hide it. Sometimes I caught them staring in the middle of practice, and instead of shrinking away, I’d arch my back just slightly, letting the outline of the bra beneath my jersey show. I learned to enjoy the power of being seen.

I had changed, and not only on the outside. I was no longer the boy who tried too hard to blend in, who buried his humiliation in the back of a closet. I was Michael still, but also someone more. Someone braver, someone who had stopped pretending to be what he wasn’t.

Belonging had been what I wanted all along. I had thought it meant being like the others, stronger, harder, masculine enough to stop their laughter. But in the end, belonging came from something else. From embracing what I had become. From letting them see me, touch me, want me. From letting Derek claim me and never hiding from it again.

I thought of that every time I slipped on panties before pulling up my shorts, every time I adjusted my bra beneath my jersey, every time I let the teasing roll over me and smiled instead of shrinking. It was our ritual now, our secret and not-so-secret game. The humiliation hadn’t gone away—it had simply changed into something hotter, something that fueled me instead of breaking me.

And sometimes, when the coach glanced at me with that steady look of his, I wondered if he understood more than he let on. He had never asked questions, never judged. He just let me play. Maybe that was its own kind of support, quiet but certain.

In the end, that was enough.

Because I was no longer hiding. Not from my teammates. Not from Derek. Not from myself.

I was theirs, and more importantly, I was his.

And I had never felt more like myself.
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