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Girl Unlocked



I’m twenty years old, a sophomore who should have figured out how to function by now, yet every morning starts the same: with me staring at my reflection in the streaked dorm bathroom mirror, wondering how the guy looking back turned into such a mess.

My shoulder-length hair hangs in uneven waves that I keep meaning to trim, but every time I try to schedule it, something else distracts me.

My study habits are a disaster, my grades keep slipping, and no amount of caffeine seems to sharpen me enough to catch up.

I sling my backpack over one arm and push out into the hallway, hoping today will feel different. It never does.

The campus buzzes with this bright, easy confidence I seem to lack, and the closer I get to my first lecture, the more it feels like I’m drifting through someone else’s life. Inside the auditorium, no one looks up when I walk in.

People take seats beside their friends, laughing softly or scrolling through their phones, while I slide into a spot near the back where I won’t draw attention. I always think the professor might notice me someday, maybe call on me, maybe see something worthwhile in me, but that moment never comes.

I’m another body in another chair, invisible in a room full of students who seem smarter, sharper, better at everything.

My pen taps against the edge of my notebook while I pretend to follow the lecture. Every so often, I glance down at the girl two rows ahead, the one with the neat braids and the effortless posture.

She laughs at something her friend whispers, and the sound carries back to me, warm and bright. She probably doesn’t even know I exist. None of them do.

When class ends, sunlight spills across the quad and illuminates clusters of women walking together, dressed in simple jeans or cute skirts, all of them confident in their bodies and voices. They look like people who know exactly where they’re headed.

I slow down without meaning to, watching them, wishing I had even a fraction of that spark. I want to be someone who deserves to stand beside them, someone they’d look at with interest instead of mild confusion. Someone worth noticing.

Instead, I blend into the scenery, a forgettable guy with shaggy hair and no direction, hoping there’s still a chance to change something before the rest of the year slips away like every day before it.

I’m halfway across the quad after my afternoon class when a guy from my statistics lecture waves me down. I think his name is Marco, though we’ve never spoken beyond nodding at each other in passing.

He’s got this sharp, almost feline look to him—lean body, dark eyes that take everything in at once, the kind of guy who always seems to be in on something. Today he leans against a bike rack like he’s been waiting for me specifically.

“Nick, right?” he asks, lowering his voice as I approach.

I nod, unsure why he knows my name. His gaze skims over me—not in a sexual way, but in a way that makes me feel seen for the first time all day, maybe all semester.

“You look like someone who could use an edge,” he says. “Something to help you keep up. Maybe even get ahead.”

I laugh under my breath, embarrassed at how easily he read me. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only to people who know what to look for.” He reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a small silver case. Inside are pale blue capsules, glossy and perfect, like they’ve never been touched by human hands. “This unlocks your brain’s unused potential.”

My mind jumps to that one movie immediately, though I couldn’t remember the title. The way everything sharpened, the confidence, the sudden brilliance. For a second I actually imagine myself that way: focused, charismatic, the kind of guy who doesn’t struggle to form sentences around pretty girls.

Marco sees the interest spark in my eyes and smiles. “One a day. That’s all it takes.”

“What’s it called?”

He shrugs like names aren’t important. “It works. That’s what matters.”

I should walk away. I know that. But he closes the case and slips a single pill into my hand with a smoothness that feels practiced. It sits warm against my palm, lighter than it looks. A promise wrapped in blue.

“Try it tonight,” he murmurs. “You’ll understand.”

I take it back to my dorm like it’s contraband, holding it tightly enough that my fingers start to sweat. The room feels dimmer than usual, cluttered with undone assignments and reminders of everything I’m not.

I sit on the edge of my bed and stare at the pill in my hand, my heart thudding hard against my ribs. I imagine waking up tomorrow sharper, stronger, a version of myself I’ve never been able to reach.

It’s stupid. It could be dangerous. But the idea of staying exactly the same is worse.

Before I can overthink it, I lift the capsule to my mouth and swallow it dry, feeling it slide down like the first step into another life.

The pill hits me faster than I expect. One moment I’m scrolling through my phone, trying to ignore the pile of assignments on my desk, and the next a warm pulse spreads through my chest like someone just flipped a switch inside me.

My vision sharpens around the edges. Colors look cleaner. Sounds separate instead of blending together into the usual background haze. I inhale, and even the air tastes different—cooler, sweeter, almost electric.

My thoughts snap into place with a clarity I’ve never felt. The usual fog is gone. Everything feels purposeful, organized, humming with possibility.

Even my own body feels lighter and more responsive, like I’ve been walking around under layers of damp wool and finally peeled them off.

I stand and catch my reflection in the mirror, expecting the same tired guy I’m used to seeing. But the version staring back at me looks… capable.

My shaggy hair still hangs around my shoulders, but somehow it suits me better right now, as if it frames a face that’s finally awake.

My eyes look brighter. Sharper. There’s an alertness in them that I’ve never seen, and the sight sends a quick surge of confidence through me.

By the time I walk across campus, my stride feels different—longer, smoother, almost cocky. I’m aware of my body in a way I usually avoid, aware of how I move, how I carry myself.

And every person I pass seems clearer too, easier to read. It’s like I can anticipate their next shift of posture, their next word.

I spot a small group of girls sitting on the grass near the arts building. They’re the kind I usually admire from a safe distance—stylish without trying too hard, confident but relaxed, laughing in a way that makes me feel like I’m missing out on an entire world they live in effortlessly.

Normally I’d walk right by them, maybe sneak a glance and then hate myself for being too shy to say anything.

Today I feel something else. A pull. A certainty.

Before I’ve talked myself out of it, I change direction and walk toward them. My heart should be pounding, but it isn’t. I feel steady. Sure.

One of the girls looks up first, a brunette with glossy waves and a soft smile, and the way her eyes land on me actually encourages me instead of shutting me down.

“Hey,” I say, my voice low and smoother than I expect. “Sorry to interrupt, but I had to ask—are you all in Professor Rayner’s class, or do you just sit in the front to distract everyone behind you?”

It’s a risky line. I know it. But it rolls out of me easily, confidently, like I’ve been flirting my whole life.

They laugh, not in the polite way girls sometimes use when they want you to go away, but in a warm, genuine ripple that hits my skin like warmth. The brunette tilts her head, looking at me with interest instead of dismissal.

“We do sit up front,” she says, “but maybe you’re just easily distracted.”

“Can you blame me?” I shoot back, and the grin that spreads across her face tells me I’m actually pulling this off.

Another girl—red hair, freckles, bright eyes—asks if I want to sit with them. I drop down onto the grass like I belong there, like this is normal for me, and the conversation flows without any effort.

My mind leaps effortlessly from topic to topic, quick and clear. I make them laugh. I hold their attention. I feel… magnetic.

And the entire time, a thought pulses in the back of my mind, sharp and intoxicating:

If this is what one pill does, then maybe I’m not doomed to be invisible after all.

Maybe this is what I was supposed to feel like the whole time.
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It’s Jenna that ends up taking me home and I feel on top of the world.

Her dorm room smells like a blissful concoction of vanilla lotion and the warm, lived-in scent of her bedding. I notice everything at once—the photos pinned above her desk, the soft yellow bulb in her lamp, the way her braid slips over one shoulder as she closes the door behind us.

My senses are still sharp from the pill, but now they’re tuned to her, every detail catching me the way a hook catches fabric.

We barely finish laughing about something before she steps close and pulls me down into a kiss. It’s easy—shockingly easy. My mouth moves with hers like I’ve been doing this for years instead of fumbling through every encounter up until now.

Her lips are soft, warm, eager. She tastes sweet, like whatever lip balm she’s wearing, and when she sighs against my mouth, I feel the sound all the way down my spine.

The confidence feels baked into my skin. I guide her back toward the bed, and she goes willingly, tugging me down on top of her.

Her fingers slip into my hair, pulling lightly, and the noise I let out surprises us both. She laughs quietly, not unkind, and kisses me again—deeper this time, like she wants to explore every part of me.

I slide my hands under her shirt, feeling smooth skin, the curve of her waist, the heat of her body rising to meet mine. My hips grind against hers without me thinking about it, and she arches up, whispering my name like she’s been waiting for this.

Clothes start coming off—hers first, then mine. We’re a tangle of limbs, lips, breath. I feel smooth and bold, like my body knows exactly what she wants and how to give it. She sits up to slip off her jeans, shimmying them down her thighs, and that’s when everything tilts.

Because underneath, she’s wearing a pair of pastel panties—soft pink with a tiny white bow at the top. They’re simple but delicate, almost girlish, and the moment I see them, the room goes quiet. My breath catches in my throat.

Jenna looks at me, confused at first, then amused when she sees where my eyes are stuck. “You like these?” she teases, brushing her fingers over the thin fabric. “You can touch them, you know.”

I don’t move. I’m mesmerized. The color, the softness, the way the bow sits right above the swell of her pussy—it hits me harder than the sight of her breasts or the sound of her breath. Something warm blooms low in my stomach.

She giggles when she realizes I can’t look away. “Oh my god, you’re really into them.” Instead of being weirded out, she seems delighted.

She hooks her thumbs under the waistband and slowly slides them down, inch by inch, watching my eyes the whole time. “If you like them that much…” She hesitates, then grins. “You can keep them. Call it a souvenir.”

My pulse jumps. I don’t say yes, but I don’t say no either, and she balls them in her hand and tosses them toward my jeans on the floor before pulling me down on top of her again.

The sex is good—better than anything I’ve had. Her body moves with mine perfectly; her sounds are soft and encouraging; she wraps her legs around my hips and pulls me deeper with every thrust.

I should be completely lost in her, and part of me is, but another part keeps drifting back to the panties lying a few feet away. I can see them in my mind, pink and delicate, waiting for me.

Afterward, we lie together for a few minutes. She traces circles on my chest, smiling lazily, while I try to be present. But by the time I leave, the panties are tucked into my pocket like something fragile and precious.

Back in my dorm, I shut the door and pull them out immediately. I bring them to my face, expecting the scent to be what gets me off, but the smell barely registers.

It’s the fabric that gets me—the smoothness, the softness against my fingers. Something inside me aches with a strange, hungry curiosity.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I strip and slide them up my legs. They’re snug, stretchy, hugging me in a way that feels almost tender.

As soon as the waistband settles around my hips, my cock twitches and hardens so fast it almost hurts. I gasp, my hand already between my legs, stroking myself through the thin material.

It feels better than any fantasy I’ve ever had. Better than Jenna. Better than anything.

The pressure of the panties against my shaft, the way the fabric clings, the way I look wearing them—it sets me off instantly. I thrust into my hand until my whole body tightens, and I come so hard I have to grab the bed frame to stay upright.

Afterward, chest heaving, I lie back and stare at the ceiling. The panties are still tight against my hips; I don’t want to take them off. I don’t understand the reaction, but I tell myself it’s nothing. A weird side effect. A heightened sense of touch. Some genius-level people have unusual kinks, right?

I let the thought settle, comforting and convenient, then close my eyes and pretend this is all just the pill sharpening everything—nothing more.
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By the next morning, the pill feels like part of my routine. I don’t even think about it—I wake up, stretch, rub the sleep from my eyes, and swallow it with the first sip of water I grab from my nightstand.

There’s no hesitation, no worry. Just the quiet thrill of knowing the rush is coming. My body seems eager for it, almost tuned to expect the surge of clarity that blooms through my chest a few minutes later.

I move through my cramped dorm room while the familiar warmth settles behind my eyes. Everything sharpens again: the light through the blinds looks cleaner, the colors of my shirts more vivid, even the texture of my sheets catches my attention.

I run my hand along the fabric without meaning to, noticing how coarse and stiff it feels against my fingertips. It’s strange. I’ve never cared about how things feel—comfort was a luxury, not a need—but now the roughness irritates me in a way I can’t quite explain.

My thoughts drift to the panties folded at the bottom of my drawer. I put them away last night like I was locking up evidence, but I kept checking the drawer afterward, half-expecting them to glow through the wood.

The memory of how they felt… God. I can still feel the softness hugging my hips, the stretch of the fabric against my shaft, the way the color looked against my skin.

I tell myself I’m not obsessed. Just curious. Just noticing things more intensely because of the pill. That’s all.

But even as I throw on jeans and a T-shirt, my attention lingers on textures—how stiff the denim is compared to the satin memory trapped in my drawer. And when I step out onto campus and walk past groups of women heading to class, my eyes catch not on their bodies but on their clothing.

A girl in a floaty blue skirt catches the breeze, and instead of admiring her legs, I’m caught up in how the fabric moves. Another girl’s pale pink tank top looks so soft I find myself imagining how it would feel against my own chest.

It scares me a little, how strong the pull is. How automatic.

By lunchtime, I can’t stop rubbing absentmindedly at my chest, trying to figure out why the area around my nipples feels… sensitive. Not sore, not painful—just aware. Like the air brushes differently there.

Every step I take makes the fabric of my shirt shift in a way I never noticed before. I even pull my hoodie on though the day is warm, hoping the extra layer will dull the sensation, but it only makes me more aware of it.

I spend half of my lecture touching my sternum lightly, pretending to adjust my shirt, pretending I’m not checking myself. It’s ridiculous. I’m imagining it.

Side effects of the pill, maybe. Heightened sensory response.

That’s what I tell myself again later that afternoon when I go back to my dorm and open the drawer. The panties sit there, innocently folded, soft pink fabric catching the light. My breath shivers slightly at the sight of them, which is insane.

It’s clothing. Just fabric.

I tell myself I’m only going to look at them. Just for a second.

That lie lasts maybe three seconds.

I step out of my jeans, slide the panties up my legs, and exhale as soon as the waistband snaps lightly into place. It feels even better today. The smooth stretch cups me perfectly, warm and snug.

My cock thickens instantly, pressing against the soft fabric, dragging a low moan out of me before I can stop it.

I pull my jeans back on over the panties, testing how it feels. The denim hugs tighter, pressing the satin against my skin, and the contrast sends a slow ache of pleasure through me. I stand there in my room, staring at myself in the mirror, seeing the faint outline of the panties beneath my jeans and feeling heat pool in my stomach.

I know I shouldn’t. I know it’s weird. But the pill makes everything sharper, and right now the sharpest thing in my world is this secret pressed tight against my body.

I promise myself I’ll only wear them for an hour.

But even as the thought forms, my body already knows the truth: I don’t want to take them off.
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Seducing girls has become easier than ever. The next woman I meet is Talia. We meet at a campus party that smells like beer and cheap perfume, and I can tell right away she’s the kind of girl people naturally gravitate toward.

Her hair is a soft honey brown, curled at the ends like she spent half an hour perfecting it, and her smile is big enough to pull people in without her trying.

She notices me early in the night, laughs at something I say, and touches my arm in that deliberate, lingering way that sends a spark right down my spine.

The pill hums through me, bright and confident. I flirt without thinking, leaning in close, letting the words flow easily. She seems impressed.

Guys like me don’t usually get girls like her—not unless they suddenly wake up with more charisma than they know what to do with.

By the time we stumble down the hallway toward her dorm room, she’s gripping my wrist and tugging me along like she doesn’t want to lose momentum. The door clicks shut behind us, muffling the party noise, leaving us in a warm, dim bubble lit by her desk lamp.

She pulls me closer and kisses me, slow at first, then deeper. Her tongue grazes mine, and she hums in approval, fingers sliding up into my hair.

I feel good. Confident. Hard. The panties I’ve worn all day cling to me under my jeans, soft and secret, and every movement makes them brush my skin in ways that keep me on edge. Shit. The panties. I can’t get naked in front of her…unless…maybe I can convince her of this ‘genius people have kinks’ thing. It’s my only hope.

Talia pushes me back toward her bed, laughing when I nearly trip over my own feet. She climbs into my lap, straddling me, and kisses me again while tugging my shirt up my torso. Her hands skim my chest, pausing for a second like she can feel something different there, but she doesn’t comment. She just yanks the shirt off and tosses it aside.

I reach for her waist, slipping my fingers under her top. The moment feels perfect. Easy. Like I’m finally becoming the version of myself the pill promised.

Then she reaches for my jeans.

She unbuttons them, smiling, breathing hard as she pulls the zipper down. I lift my hips to help her slide them off. It feels natural, instinctive, like this is all heading somewhere good.

Until it isn’t.

The moment the jeans fall to my knees, her expression freezes. Her gaze drops between my thighs. Her eyes widen.

She sees the panties.

The ones I shouldn’t have worn here—shouldn’t have worn anywhere outside my room—but couldn’t resist.

“What the hell?” she says, sitting back so fast the mattress squeaks. Her voice sharpens. “Are those… women’s panties?”

I swallow hard. “It’s not—look, it’s just a thing, okay? I like how they feel. It’s not—”

“Not what?” Her face twists with a mixture of shock and something harsher. “Are you kidding me? I bring you back here and you’re wearing lingerie?”

Heat floods my neck. Shame, embarrassment, something else I can’t name. My hands move automatically to cover myself, but the gesture only makes me feel smaller.

“Talia, it’s not that big of—”

“No. No, absolutely not.” She slides off my lap and stands, pointing toward the door. “You need to leave.”

I blink, trying to catch up. “What? Are you serious?”

“I’m not into whatever this is,” she snaps. “Just—just get out.”

I scramble to pull my jeans back up, fingers fumbling with the fabric. My heart hammers, not just from humiliation but from a strange, traitorous pulse of arousal that spikes every time my panties brush me.

Being caught should mortify me—and it does—but underneath the embarrassment is a quick, electric jolt of something almost pleasurable. A secret dragged into the light. A thrill I don’t understand.

I back toward the door, trying not to trip, trying not to let her see how rattled I am. She folds her arms, jaw clenched, watching me like she’s afraid I’ll contaminate the room if I stay another second.

“Sorry,” I whisper, even though I don’t know what I’m apologizing for.

She doesn’t answer. The door clicks shut behind me, the sound too loud in the empty hallway.

I stand there for a moment, breathing hard, face burning. The humiliation settles into my stomach like a stone, but the arousal doesn’t fade. If anything, it grows sharper. Stronger. My cock strains against the panties, the soft fabric suddenly too tight, too good, as if the shame only amplifies the sensation.

I press a hand to my chest, trying to steady myself.

Part of me wants to tear the panties off and swear I’ll never wear them again.

But another part—dark, warm, pulsing with curiosity—remembers the look on her face, remembers the rush of being exposed, and wonders why that memory feels almost… intoxicating.

Something is happening to me. Something I can’t ignore.

[image: ]


It’s the next afternoon when I meet the girl who will change my life forever. Sadie finds me before I find her.

I’m standing outside the campus café, riding the last steady wave of the pill, when she steps right into my line of sight and smiles like she already knows something about me.

She’s striking in a way that sneaks up on you—dark curls spilling over her shoulders, a sharp little smirk that makes her look like she’s always one thought ahead, and eyes that linger just long enough to feel intentional.

“You’re Nick, right?” she asks, leaning her hip against the railing. Her voice is warm, confident, edged with mischief.

Normally a girl like this would make me freeze. Today I find myself smiling back. “Depends,” I say. “Are you here to sell me something? Convert me? Ask to borrow my notes?”

She laughs softly. “Please. A guy with your vibe doesn’t take notes.”

I should be offended, but the way she says it makes my chest heat. She’s studying me, openly and without apology, and instead of shrinking under it, I meet her stare head-on. Something about her presence pulls boldness out of me like a magnet drawing metal.

“I’ve seen you before. Flirting with some of my friends. You really get around, you know? It makes me curious what all the fuss is about.”

I give her a cocky grin even though she’s the first girl that makes my knees weak since I started taking that pill.

We talk. Or rather—we banter, effortlessly. She challenges every comment I make, teases me when I lean in too close, and smirks when I catch myself staring at her lips. The pill hums through me, sharpening everything, making the world brighter and her attention more intoxicating than anything else around.

When she brushes her fingers against my wrist, the touch feels intentional. Testing. “I like your energy,” she murmurs. “Wanna come back to my room?”

I agree before the sentence fully lands in my brain.

Her dorm room is small but cozy, draped in deep colors and soft lighting, like she decorated it to seduce people without even trying. She locks the door behind us, tosses her phone on the bed, and crosses her arms as she looks at me again.

“Come here,” she says.

I do. She grabs my shirt, pulling me in by the fabric, and kisses me like she’s claiming something. Her mouth is warm and assertive, her tongue brushing mine with just enough pressure to make my knees weaken. I kiss her back harder than I intend to, and she hums against my lips, approving.

Clothes start coming off. Hers first—she peels her top over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that hugs her body perfectly. I can’t stop staring. She bites my jaw playfully when she notices, then pushes me gently onto the edge of her bed.

She climbs into my lap, her hips settling against mine, and I can feel myself throbbing beneath her. My jeans grow tighter, the panties underneath stretching with every shift of her weight. I try to ignore that detail, praying it won’t come up again like it did last time.

It comes up.

When Sadie reaches for my zipper, she doesn’t hesitate. She drags it down slowly, teasing me with the sound, then slides her hand inside.

Her fingertips graze the satin. She pauses, then pulls back just enough to look down.

Instead of recoiling, she grins. “Oh… hello, pretty.”

Heat floods my face, hot and immediate. “It’s not— I mean, I just—”

She touches the waistband, rubbing the fabric between her fingers. “These are soft,” she says, voice low and delighted. “And they look good on you.”

“You’re… not weirded out?” I manage.

“Why would I be?” She leans in, brushing her lips against my ear. “It’s sexy. And unexpected. I like unexpected.”

The relief that rushes through me is dizzying, but before I can catch my breath, her gaze drifts upward—to my chest. Her expression shifts, curious but not judgmental. She lifts her hands to my bare torso and presses her palms lightly against me.

“Hm,” she murmurs, thumbs brushing over my nipples. “You even have little breasts.”

I don’t know where to look. “No, I don’t.”

“You do,” she insists softly, rubbing gentle circles over my nipples that make my breath hitch. “They’re small, but they’re there.” She squeezes lightly, watching my reaction with keen interest. “And they’re sensitive too. That’s cute.”

My entire body lights up at her touch. I want to deny it again, but the words refuse to form. All I can do is swallow hard as she pulls back and gives me that sly, considering smile.

“Let me try something,” she says, sliding off my lap and standing between my knees. “I want to dress you up. Just a little. Just to show you what I mean.”

My heart slams painfully against my ribs. “Dress me up?”

“Mm-hm.” She walks to her dresser, pulling drawers open, humming to herself as though this is the most natural request in the world. “It’ll be fun. And you’ll look adorable. I can already tell.”

“I don’t know…” My voice sounds thin, uncertain, but my body betrays me. I’m getting harder, not softer. The idea terrifies me and thrills me in equal measure.

Sadie turns, holding a soft pair of lilac panties and a matching bra. The colors are delicate, almost ethereal, and something in my chest tightens when I see them.

“Trust me,” she says, stepping closer. “I want to see something, Nick. Just let me.”

She stands between my knees, her eyes warm and knowing, and for the first time I feel completely exposed—not because she caught me, but because she sees through me.

I don’t know if it’s the pill or just the way Sadie looks at me, but my whole body feels warm and floaty, like I’m moving through soft water. My pulse thrums in my ears, steady and hungry.

Every time she touches me—even just brushing past my shoulder—I feel it everywhere. She stands in front of me with lilac lingerie set draped over her fingertips, and something deep in my chest tightens, so sweet it borders on painful.

“Stand up,” she murmurs.

I do, a little unsteady, my jeans still half undone. My cock strains beneath the lace, hard and trapped, and I’m sure she can see it twitch when she steps closer.

She slides her palms up my stomach, slow and deliberate, and pushes my shirt higher until it’s over my head. I let her pull it off completely. The room feels colder without it, and her hands feel hotter when they return to my skin.

“You’re sensitive,” she says, thumbing lightly over my nipple. The touch shoots straight to my cock.

I grit my teeth to keep from moaning.

She smiles like she’s figured out a puzzle. “Good.”

She tugs my jeans to my knees. The panties I wore over are still on, pink lace stretched tight over my erection.

Sadie hums approvingly. “Pretty. But I’m going to make you even prettier.”

She slides them down slowly, watching my cock rise free, throbbing and flushed. The cool air hitting me almost buckles my knees.

“Step out,” she says softly.

I do. She lifts the pair of lilac panties and shakes them out, the light catching the delicate bow at the center. My mouth goes dry.

“Hands at your sides, Nick.”

The command sends a shiver down my spine. I obey.

She crouches in front of me, her face level with my hips, and eases the panties up one leg and then the other. Her fingers graze my calves, my thighs, the insides of them. When she reaches the top, she pauses, holding the waistband just beneath the crown of my cock.

She pulls the panties up, the fabric gliding over my shaft in one long, slow stroke. The sensation nearly knocks me over. It’s soft, snug, almost affectionate. When the waistband snaps into place against my hips, my cock twitches violently against the satin.

“God,” I whisper.

“Yeah,” she says, standing again. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

I nod, unable to lie.

She slides behind me and reaches around my torso to unclasp my hands from where I’m holding them in front of me. She places them at my sides again, like she’s arranging a doll.

Now she holds up the bra.

“This’ll help you see what I mean,” she says, voice playful but warm.

I don’t resist. She steps close enough that her breath grazes my shoulder and reaches around my chest, positioning the cups carefully over my pecs. When her fingers brush my nipples again, I jolt, biting down a sound.

“So sensitive,” she murmurs. “I like that.”

She wraps the band around my back, pulls it tight, and hooks it with a quick snap. The pressure of the bra is immediate and strangely comforting—supportive, like someone’s hands are cupping me lightly. The straps slide into place over my shoulders, warm from her skin.

Then she steps back and looks at me with open satisfaction. “God, you’re adorable.”

My face burns, but my cock aches harder against the panties. I can’t hide it. The bra isn’t tight, but it’s snug enough that I feel it every time I breathe.

Next, she grabs a dress from her closet. A simple campus-girl style—soft blue, fitted at the waist, short sleeves, a swingy skirt. If she had shown it to me yesterday, I would’ve laughed.

Tonight it makes my heart pound.

“Arms up,” she says.

I lift them. She slides the dress over my head, guiding the fabric slowly, letting it trail down my torso. The skirt whispers over my thighs, settling lightly against the panties underneath. The feeling is sharp, sweet, overwhelming.

When she’s done smoothing the dress into place, she circles me, inspecting. “Perfect,” she says. “Absolutely perfect.”

I can’t look at myself yet. I’m afraid of what I’ll see.

She touches my cheek. “Look at me.”

I do, and she smiles like I’m her favorite piece of art.

“Sit,” she says, guiding me to her desk chair. She pulls out a small makeup bag, and my stomach twists with a mix of fear and excitement.

She starts with a brush sweeping across my cheeks, soft and warm. Then a little concealer under my eyes, her fingers tapping gently against my skin. Every touch sends tingles through my chest. She lines my eyes lightly—nothing extreme—just enough to make them look bigger. Softer. She finishes with a gloss she applies with her thumb, smoothing it over my lips until I feel lightheaded.

“There,” she whispers. “Beautiful.”

She steps behind me and gathers my hair in her hands. I shiver. She twines the strands around her fingers, coaxing them into soft curls, shaping them with gentle tugs and pushes. My hair falls around my face differently now—framing it instead of hiding it. Softer. Feminine.

“Okay,” she says. “Stand up.”

I rise slowly, the skirt brushing my legs with impossible delicacy. She comes around behind me and slides her hands down my shoulders, over the dress, and then cups my chest through the fabric.

The sensation explodes through me.

I gasp, nearly collapsing as pleasure streaks downward, tightening every part of me. My nipples harden instantly beneath the bra, and the fabric rubs them in a way that’s almost too much. My cock strains upward, fully erect, trapped in the panties and brushing the inside of the dress.

Sadie watches my face as she squeezes gently. “You like that,” she whispers.

I can’t speak. I nod, breathing uneven.

She rubs slow circles over my covered breasts, the dress moving with her hands in the softest, sweetest way. The pleasure is so sharp I have to brace a hand against her desk.

“Careful,” she teases. “You’re about to come, aren’t you?”

I swallow hard. My knees tremble. “I—maybe—”

She slides one hand down the front of the dress, presses lightly over where my cock is tenting the panties, and the combination—the fabric, the pressure, her voice—hits me like a shockwave.

I groan, nearly falling into her.

Her lips brush my ear. “Told you I could make you prettier.”

My entire body pulses, begging for release. And as her hands explore the dress and the bra again, warmth blooms inside me—pleasure and fear and recognition all tangled together.

But she pulls her hands away, leaving me on the edge. Then she bends down with a pair of heels and says, “Step in. We’re about to go out and show you off.”

The moment Sadie says, “Let’s go out,” I freeze like she’s flipped off the light inside me. My whole body goes tense beneath the dress. The curls she shaped fall around my face softly, brushing my cheeks every time I move. I’m standing in the middle of her room in panties, a bra, and a simple blue dress that fits much too well, and suddenly I can’t breathe.

“Outside?” I manage, my voice thin and shaky. “Out out?”

She smiles like she expected this reaction. “Yes, sweetheart. Outside. With me.”

My knees wobble. “I can’t—I’ll get seen, I’ll get recognized, I’ll—”

“Nick.” She steps close, placing her hands on my hips through the fabric. Her thumbs stroke slow circles, grounding me. “You look incredible. No one will think twice.”

“That’s worse,” I whisper. “That’s somehow worse.”

She laughs softly and rises on her toes to kiss my cheek. Her lips are warm, soft, too gentle for someone who holds this much power over my body. The kiss sends a rush through me, the same dizzy high the pill gives but warmer, more intimate.

“Please,” she murmurs against my skin. “Come with me.”

The word please makes my stomach drop in a fluttery fall. She kisses the other cheek. “I want to be seen with you tonight. I want everyone to look at you.”

My cock twitches against the panties, traitorous and eager. I swallow hard, embarrassed at how quickly I respond to her praise.

She notices, of course. “See? You want this.”

“I don’t,” I lie. “I… I shouldn’t.”

“You should,” she says, brushing a curl away from my forehead. “You’re glowing. And honestly? Guys are going to go crazy for you.”

That should terrify me. It does. But it also sends a wave of heat rolling down my spine. I shake my head, fighting it. “If someone sees me—”

“They’ll see a beautiful girl grabbing pizza with her friend.” She tips my chin up with one finger. “You’ll be safe with me. And if anyone hits on you, we’ll have fun with it.”

The idea makes me lightheaded. I don’t know if she means fun as in teasing me, encouraging me, or pushing me into someone else’s arms—and I’m not sure which thought makes my cock throb harder.

She leans in again, kissing my cheek slowly, lips dragging across my skin. “Come on, pretty. Say yes.”

I melt. I actually melt. The pill hums under everything, edging me toward her, toward the world outside, toward something I’m not ready for but can’t deny.

“Okay,” I whisper. “Okay… I’ll go.”

Her smile is triumphant and affectionate all at once. “Good girl.”

The words hit me harder than any kiss. My breath stutters, nipples tightening against the inside of the bra. I can barely look at her.

“Let’s fix your lip gloss,” she says cheerfully, as if she didn’t just unravel me.
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The air outside is cool, brushing my legs under the skirt, making the fabric sway around my thighs. Every movement feels exaggerated. The dress hugs me in ways that make it impossible to forget I’m wearing it. My panties cling warmly, deliciously, a constant reminder of everything I’m hiding—and revealing.

Sadie walks beside me, arm brushing mine, confident like this is the most natural evening plan in the world.

I keep my head down at first, terrified to make eye contact with anyone. But every time we pass a group of guys, I feel their heads turn. Not toward Sadie. Toward me.

My pulse spikes. My cheeks burn. And against my will… I like it.

“See?” Sadie whispers, nudging me gently. “I told you.”

“Maybe they’re looking at you.”

She snorts. “They’re staring at your legs, babe.”

The humiliation and heat twist together until my thighs feel weak.

Inside the pizza place, it’s busy—students crowding tables, loud conversations bouncing off the walls—but the moment we walk in, a handful of eyes shift our way. Sadie keeps her arm linked with mine like she knows I’ll bolt if she lets go.

We grab a booth, and I try to fold myself small, tucking my legs under me, adjusting the skirt to make sure nothing rides up. Sadie watches me with an amused, affectionate smirk.

“You keep that up, and someone’s going to come over here thinking you want attention.”

“I don’t,” I insist. “I’m just trying not to expose myself.”

“You’re adorable when you panic,” she says, leaning her chin on her hand.

I want to sink into the seat.

Then he walks in.

Tall, broad shoulders, effortless campus-athlete confidence. He glances around the room—and his eyes land on me. He pauses. Actually pauses. His gaze slides down my legs, up to my lips, then flickers to Sadie before returning to me.

My stomach drops.

He gives a small, slow smile.

Sadie sees all of it and grins like she planned this. “Oh, he’s cute.”

“Don’t,” I whisper. “Please don’t.”

But she nudges my knee under the table. “Smile at him.”

“No.”

“You want to.”

The worst part is she’s not wrong. I’m horrified, but there’s a hot, pulling sensation in my chest—like my body is leaning toward his attention without my permission. I steal another look. He’s still watching, still smiling.

My breath shudders.

“Just a little smile,” Sadie coaxes, brushing my hand with hers. “He thinks you’re gorgeous.”

“I’m not— I’m not a girl,” I whisper, panicked.

She tilts her head. “He doesn’t know that.”

A bolt of heat shoots straight to my cock, and I squeeze my thighs together under the table. The panties slide between them, soft and sinful.

Sadie whispers, “Look at him again.”

I do. Slowly. The guy’s eyes meet mine instantly. His smile widens, confident and warm. My lips move before I can stop them—a tiny, shy return smile.

His eyebrows lift approvingly.

“Oh my god,” I say under my breath. “What am I doing?”

“Being irresistible,” Sadie says.

She scoots closer, her thigh brushing mine. “If he comes over, let me do the talking. Just let yourself… enjoy it.”

“I won’t enjoy it,” I hiss, but another electrical pull thrums beneath my words.

“Your body disagrees,” she murmurs, eyes flicking toward my lap under the table.

I snap my thighs together, mortified—and harder than before.

Sadie leans in so close her breath warms my ear. “You like his attention.”

I shake my head weakly.

“You do. And you’re allowed to.”

Her hand slides under the table and squeezes my knee gently, possessively.

“He’s still looking,” she whispers. “You’re driving him crazy.”

I swallow hard. The room spins softly, like the pill is unfurling inside me again.

This is it. The point where I should stand up and run out. The point where I should remember who I am—or who I was.

But with Sadie pressed against me, curls brushing my neck, dress hugging my thighs, and a stranger across the room eye-fucking me like I’m something he wants badly…

I can’t deny it.

I’m pulled toward him. Toward the attention. Toward whatever version of myself Sadie is coaxing into existence.

She whispers, “Let yourself want it, pretty.”

And for the first time, I do.

[image: ]



The guy makes his move faster than I’m ready for. One moment he’s standing across the pizza place watching me like he’s deciding how to unwrap a gift, and the next he pushes away from the counter and walks straight toward our booth. His confidence hits me first—broad shoulders, dark hair pushed back carelessly, warm brown eyes locked on me like everything else in the room has disappeared.

Sadie nudges me with her knee. “Told you,” she whispers, smirking.

I swallow hard, heart pounding under the dress. The guy stops at our table and flashes a grin at Sadie before turning his full attention on me.

“Hey,” he says, voice low, smooth. “I saw you across the room and—sorry if this is forward—but I had to say you look incredible.”

My breath catches. He thinks I’m a girl. He really thinks I’m a girl.

“Thank you,” I whisper. The word barely escapes my throat.

He glances at Sadie, as if checking whether she’s my girlfriend or gatekeeper. Sadie just lifts a brow, silently daring me to play along.

The guy gestures toward the hallway near the bathrooms. “Can I talk to you for a sec? Alone?”

My stomach drops. “Um. I—”

Sadie squeezes my hand under the table. “Go,” she murmurs, voice thick with anticipation.

Her permission—or her command—breaks something loose in me. My legs move before my brain catches up. I slide out of the booth, the skirt brushing my thighs, and follow him down the short hallway. The air cools as we step out of the main room, and my pulse vibrates in my ears.

He pushes open the men’s room door with a quick glance down the hall. No one’s inside.

The second the door shuts, he turns, grabs my waist, and pulls me to him. His body is warm and solid, his scent clean and masculine. The shock of it knocks the air from my lungs.

“You’re gorgeous,” he murmurs, leaning close enough that I feel his breath on my cheek. “I’ve been trying not to stare all night.”

I open my mouth, but no words come. I’m trembling—fear, arousal, confusion blending together until I feel floaty, unmoored. The pill hums under everything, heightening each sensation.

His hands slide down my hips, fingers brushing the hem of the dress. “Can I kiss you?”

I nod without thinking.

Before our lips touch, he pauses, eyes flicking over me again. Then his voice drops even lower. “Get on your knees.”

The command punches all the air out of me. My thighs clench, heat blooming low and sharp. Something inside me responds automatically, instinctively, as if he’s speaking to a part of me I don’t understand yet. My body moves before my mind can protest. I sink down, palms meeting the cool tile, the skirt settling around my hips in a soft ring.

He exhales—a rough, appreciative sound. “Good girl.”

The words send a violent shiver through me, pleasure and humiliation tangled so tightly I can’t separate them. My cock presses desperate and throbbing against the panties, and I can feel the outline through the thin fabric.

He steps closer and unzips his jeans. The sound makes my mouth go dry. His cock is already half-hard, thick and heavy, and the moment he pulls it free, my lips part involuntarily.

“Open,” he says.

I do.

He slides himself into my mouth slowly, giving me time to adjust. My lips seal around him, warm and eager despite how terrified I am. The taste is new—salt and heat, clean skin, something dizzying that hits the back of my throat. He groans, one hand sliding into my curled hair and gripping gently but firmly.

“That’s it,” he says softly. “Just like that.”

I should stop him. I should stand up. I should tell him I’m not who he thinks I am.

But the dress brushes my knees every time I shift forward. His fingers in my hair make the curls sway around my face. The panties hug my cock, trapping every twitch, every pulse of arousal. And something inside me—deep, instinctual—wants to please him.

Wants to be wanted this way.

I start moving on him, taking him deeper. He leans back against the sink, breathing harder, guiding me with slow pressure at the base of my skull.

“Fuck… you’re good at this,” he groans. “So pretty on your knees.”

Each compliment makes my chest tighten. Makes my nipples ache inside the bra. Makes my cock throb painfully against lace.

He thrusts gently, letting the rhythm build. His breath grows unsteady. I hollow my cheeks, swallowing around him, and his hips jerk slightly.

“Oh God—yeah. Just like that.” His voice cracks. “I’m gonna—”

He tries to pull back, but I follow without thinking, taking him deeper, needing the praise, needing the control, needing something I can’t name.

He comes with a groan, spilling into my mouth in warm pulses. I choke once, then swallow reflexively, my whole body trembling as the pulse of pleasure races through me.

When he finally releases my hair, I sit back on my heels, dizzy and breathless, wiping my mouth with shaking fingers.

He tucks himself away, stunned. “Jesus, that was… wow.”

I can’t speak. The room tilts around me, and my panties are soaked—not just with precum, but with something hotter, sharper, more confusing.

He gives me a last lingering look, a slow sweep of appreciation, then slips out of the bathroom without another word.

I stay kneeling for a few seconds, trying to catch my breath.

Then I stand, adjust the dress, and try not to look at myself in the mirror on the way out.

Sadie sees me from across the room the second I return.

Her eyes light up like she already knows.

She scoots over in the booth so I can slide back in, and when I sit, knees trembling, she leans in close enough for her hair to brush my cheek.

“You sucked him off, didn’t you? Your lips are all puffy,” she whispers, voice thick with excitement. “Did he finish?”

My face burns, but I nod.

She bites her lower lip, delighted. “Good. You’re going to tell me everything later. Every detail.”

Her hand slips under the table, brushing my thigh, trailing up the hem of the dress in a slow, wicked tease.

I shiver violently.

And even though I’m terrified of what I just did, terrified of what I’m becoming…

A deeper part of me—the part that knelt without thinking—wants her to ask more of me. Wants her to push me further.

Sadie doesn’t even pretend we’re going separate ways after the pizza place. The second we step outside, she loops her arm through mine and steers me across campus like she’s already decided where I’ll end up.

The night air is cool, brushing my bare legs beneath the dress, making the skirt sway with every step. I’m hyperaware of everything—the lingering taste in my mouth, the sticky warmth trapped in my panties, the way my thighs tremble each time I move.

Sadie glances up at me with a smile that’s way too knowing. “You okay, pretty?”

“I… yeah.” My voice cracks, and she laughs softly.

“Liar.” She squeezes my arm. “You’re buzzing. I can feel it.”

She’s right. My whole body feels fragile and electric, like I’m one wrong touch away from unraveling completely. When we reach her building, she keys open the door without letting go of me, guiding me up the stairs, through the hallway, straight into her room like she’s pulling me into a warm current.

The door clicks shut behind us. She turns to me, leaning back against it, eyes dark with curiosity and heat.

“Come here,” she says.

I move without thinking. She grabs the front of my dress, pulls me into a kiss that’s slow and deep and greedy, as if she’s tasting the secret still sitting on my tongue. Her breath hitches, and she smiles against my mouth.

“You liked it,” she whispers. “Didn’t you?”

My throat works, but nothing comes out. She takes my silence as a yes, and honestly… it is.

“Sit on my bed.”

I do. The dress pools around my thighs, my panties tug just enough to remind me how messy I still am. Sadie climbs onto the mattress beside me, folding her legs under her. Her hand moves immediately to my knee, stroking upward, fingertips slipping under the hem of my dress like she owns the space between my legs.

“Tell me everything,” she murmurs. “Start from when he asked you to come with him.”

Just talking about it makes my cheeks heat. I stare at my hands, trying to piece together the words. “He… he took me to the bathroom. He shut the door. And then he just… grabbed me.”

“Mmm.” Her fingers push higher, warm against my thigh. “Go on.”

I swallow hard. “He told me to get on my knees.”

Sadie’s lips part, breath catching. Her hand slides to the inside of my thigh now, stroking slowly. “And you listened.”

I nod.

“Of course you did.” She leans closer, her voice thick with approval. “My pretty little thing always listens.”

The praise hits me like a pulse between my legs. My hips jerk forward before I can stop myself. Sadie notices instantly. Her smile turns indulgent and wicked.

“What happened next?”

I take a breath, shaky and uneven. “He… used my mouth.”

Her fingers slip under the edge of my panties so suddenly that I gasp. She brushes lightly over my balls, then lower, tracing the soft skin behind them with slow, lazy circles that make my voice tremble.

“Good girl,” she whispers, kissing my cheek. “Keep talking.”

I try. I really do. “He… finished. In my—”

Sadie cuts me off with a low moan, her mouth brushing my jaw. “God, Nick. No wonder you came back here shaking.”

She moves behind me, guiding me until I’m leaning against her. Her hands drift down my stomach, slipping under my dress, dragging the fabric up inch by inch until it gathers around my hips. Her fingers graze the outline of my cock through the panties, then slide around, cupping my ass through the thin lace.

“You looked so flustered when you sat back down at the booth,” she murmurs. “Your lips were swollen, your eyes all soft. I knew you’d been a good girl for him.”

I bite my lip hard enough to sting. “I’m not a girl.”

Her hand slips under my panties, fingers spreading me cheeks gently. “But you let him treat you like one.”

My breath escapes in a shaky exhale. She’s touching me so intimately, so carefully, like she wants me to feel every slow inch of pressure. One fingertip grazes the tight ring of muscle, barely teasing, and my whole spine arches like she’s plugged me into something electric.

“Sadie—”

“Shh.” She kisses the back of my neck. “You’re doing perfect.”

Her fingertip circles me lazily, light enough to keep me desperate. My cock throbs against the lace, twitching uncontrollably with every tease. She tightens her other arm around my waist, keeping me pressed back against her chest, her breath warm on my ear.

“Tell me something,” she whispers. “If I wanted to put something inside you someday… would you let me?”

The question hits me so hard I almost forget how to breathe. Her finger presses a little more firmly, but not enough to enter—just enough to promise.

“Would you let me, Nick?” she asks again, voice soft and devastating. “Would you let me open you?”

My heart pounds. My body answers before my mouth does—my hips push back into her hand, seeking more.

She smiles against my skin, waiting.

I swallow, helpless. “Maybe.”

Sadie exhales like I just gave her the answer she hoped for. She pulls her hand from my panties, wraps both arms around me, and pulls me down onto the bed with her. The dress rubs softly against my thighs as we shift, her legs tangling with mine, her chest warm against my back.

“Good,” she murmurs, kissing my shoulder. “That’s all I wanted to hear.”

My head rests against her pillow. Her fingers stroke my hip through the dress, slow and calming, nothing like the teasing heat from moments before. The room feels warm and quiet. My body still buzzes from everything—the blowjob, her touch, the question I never imagined myself answering.

She holds me tighter, like she can feel the confusion pulsing under my skin.

“Sleep,” she whispers.

I do. And as I drift off, wrapped in her arms, the last thing I feel is the soft press of her fingertip lingering on me… a ghost of a touch I know I’ll crave again even if it scares me.

Because whatever I’m becoming, she’s pulling me toward it gently… and I’m letting her.
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I wake slowly, sinking up from a thick, honey-warm sleep. For a moment I don’t remember where I am. Then I inhale the scent of Sadie’s sheets—vanilla, lavender, something faintly smoky—and everything from last night hits me at once.

I’m still in the dress.

My panties cling to me, damp and warm.

And my cock is so hard it feels like it’s trying to burst through the lace.

Sadie is awake, lying on her side with her head propped on her hand, watching me like she’s been studying my reaction.

“Morning, pretty.”

My cheeks burn. “Morning.”

Her gaze drops to my chest, and she smiles slowly. “Look.”

I follow her eyes—and freeze.

My chest… is different.

Not huge, not dramatic, but undeniably there. Fullness. Roundness. The bra cups don’t lie flat anymore—they curve outward. My nipples are pushing against the fabric visibly.

“What—” My voice cracks. “What’s happening to me?”

Sadie brushes her knuckles lightly over my left breast, and the sensation is instant and sharp. My back arches.

“Oh my God—”

“They’re sensitive today,” she murmurs, delighted. “They grew overnight. That’s adorable.”

I can’t breathe. My breasts move when I sit up slightly. They bounce—a little, but enough to make heat pulse between my legs.

“It’s not possible,” I whisper.

“Maybe not normally.” She smiles in a way that tells me she knows exactly what’s happening and isn’t planning to explain. “Lie back.”

“I can’t—Sadie, I’m so hard—”

“I know.” She pushes gently on my shoulder until I sink into the mattress again. “Let me help.”

She drags the blanket down and exposes the hem of my dress, wrinkled from sleep. She slides her hand up my thigh, slow and sweet, disappearing beneath the skirt. When her fingers find the swell of my cock through the panties, I gasp so loudly she grins.

“You’re practically dripping,” she says.

“I can’t make it stop,” I admit helplessly. “It’s been like this since I woke up.”

“Good.” She strokes me through the lace, gentle at first, letting the friction build. The fabric clings to me with every movement, the panties tightening over my shaft until I can’t think straight.

“Sadie—I’m going to—too fast—”

“I want you to,” she whispers. “In your cute little panties.”

Her hand works faster, the silky pressure unbearable. My hips buck into her palm without my permission, the dress riding up higher around my waist. My eyes squeeze shut and my voice breaks into a desperate moan.

“Sadie—please—”

“That’s it. Come for me.”

I do. Harder than I’ve ever come in my life. My whole body locks, then shudders, release pulsing into the panties in thick, hot waves. I cry out, shaking, gripping the sheets like I’m falling.

Sadie watches every second, her free hand squeezing my breast as I ride the orgasm out. The added stimulation nearly makes me sob.

When I finally collapse back onto the pillow, I’m panting, sweat-slick, ruined.

“Beautiful,” she murmurs, kissing my cheek. “You come so pretty now.”

I cover my face with my hands for a moment, overwhelmed. “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re becoming yourself,” she says simply, brushing my hair back.

Then she gets up, crosses to her dresser, and pulls out a fresh pair of panties—mint green with tiny embroidered flowers—a matching lace bra, and a soft white dress with a fluttery skirt.

“No jeans today,” she says. “You’re wearing these.”

“What? I can’t—”

She steps close and kisses my forehead. “Nick. You slept in a dress. You woke up with breasts. You came in your panties so hard you almost passed out. Trust me—you’re wearing the outfit.”

I swallow, heart racing. “For class?”

“Yes.” She hands me the panties first. “Put these on. I’ll fix your hair while you do.”

My hands tremble as I slip out of last night’s panties and into the new ones. They’re softer, fresher, hugging me perfectly. The bra fits my new shape too well. The dress settles over it all like it was made for me.

Sadie stands back, satisfied. “Adorable. Absolutely adorable.”

I reach for my coat instinctively, clutching it like a lifeline. Sadie helps me into it, pulling the fabric close so the dress is hidden.

“Come back after class,” she says, brushing a curl behind my ear. “And tell me what it felt like to be a girl on campus.”

A shiver runs through me. A deep one.

I nod.

The second I step outside Sadie’s dorm, the cool morning air slips under my coat and grazes the hem of the dress. The fabric brushes my thighs with every step, and the sensation is so vivid it feels like someone is touching me. My panties cling to me snugly, still damp from earlier, hugging every curve and shift of my body. The bra squeezes my chest in a way that’s impossible to ignore. My breasts aren’t big, but they move. They exist. And every time they shift under the lace, a pulse of heat shoots down my stomach.

I keep my coat closed tightly, but it doesn’t matter. I feel exposed. And the worst part—the most dangerous part—is that the exposure doesn’t scare me as much as it should.

It thrills me.

When I walk onto campus, the walkway is crowded. Students drift past in clusters, backpacks slung over one shoulder, coffee cups in hand, moving with the confidence I never had before… or maybe I do now, in a different shape. I’m hyperaware of how I hold myself. My steps feel lighter. My hips sway just a little—barely noticeable, but enough that the skirt underneath flutters.

I tell myself no one can tell what I’m wearing under the coat.

Then a guy I’ve never seen glances at me. Not a quick look—his gaze lingers on my face, slides down my body, then snaps away like he didn’t mean to stare.

My heart kicks hard.

He thought I was a girl.

And that realization should terrify me. It should make me turn around, run back to Sadie’s room, and hide. But instead, warmth blooms low in my stomach. I squeeze my thighs together, and the panties tighten around my cock in a way that makes my breath hitch.

Another guy looks at me as I pass him. His eyes crinkle like he’s smiling at something about me, like I’m someone worth a second glance. My nipples harden instantly under the bra, and the friction makes me dangerously aware of my body. I tug my coat closer, cheeks burning.

I make it into the lecture hall and slide into a seat near the back. The room feels huge and loud, yet I’m trapped inside my own skin. I barely hear the professor. The only thing I can focus on is how the bra band presses into my back, how the straps sit on my shoulders, how the soft dress feels against my thighs each time I shift in my seat.

And how every glance I catch tells me someone sees me—just not the version of me I used to be.

I don’t take any notes. I don’t even try. My body is too loud.

When class ends, my legs feel shaky as I stand. The walk back to Sadie’s building feels twice as long and ten times as intense, like the whole campus is watching me, even if they aren’t. My heart pounds in my throat by the time I reach her door.

I knock once.

It opens immediately.

Sadie stands there barefoot, hair loose around her shoulders, wearing a thin T-shirt and tiny shorts like she planned to tempt me the second I showed up.

She looks me over slowly, from my flushed cheeks to the coat clutched in my hands.

“Come in, pretty.”

The words slide under my skin like a warm hand.

I step inside, and she closes the door behind me. The sound of the latch clicking feels final somehow, like I’ve crossed a threshold I can’t come back from.

“How was class?” she asks, tilting her head as she walks around me. Her fingers trail lightly across the back of my coat.

“I… couldn’t focus.”

She smiles. “Why not?”

“The panties,” I whisper. “And the bra. And… people were looking at me. I think they thought I was a girl.”

“And how did that make you feel?”

I press my back against the door, trying to steady myself. “Confused.”

She steps closer. “Is that all?”

Heat crawls up my neck. “Excited,” I admit.

Sadie smiles like she’s been waiting for that exact answer. She slips her fingers into my coat and slowly slides it off my shoulders. The dress underneath whispers down my thighs, and I breathe in sharply as the cool air touches my bare skin.

“That’s better,” she murmurs. “Let me see you.”

I stand there in the white dress, the soft skirt framing my legs, the bra shaping my chest, the mint-green panties hidden but still tightening every time I breathe. Sadie walks around me again, slower this time, admiring me like I’m something she made with her hands.

“You’re perfect like this,” she says softly. “You just don’t know it yet.”

“I don’t know who I am anymore.”

She steps in front of me, lifts my chin with her thumb, and smiles gently. “Stop questioning it.”

“I’m trying.”

Her voice drops. “Then be a good girl.”

The words hit me so hard my knees weaken. My breath leaves my body in a shaky rush. Something inside me opens—something warm and fragile and terrifying. I don’t just hear the phrase. I feel it. Like it slides straight down my spine and settles deep.

“S-Sadie…” My voice breaks. “I don’t—”

“Yes you do.” She presses her palm to my chest, right between my breasts. “You want to be good for me.”

My whole body reacts. Heat blooms. My cock twitches inside the panties. My lips part helplessly.

“I… I think I do.”

“Not think.” Her hand moves to my cheek, thumb brushing softly along my jaw. “Know.”

Her gaze holds mine, steady and sure, until the world narrows to just her, her voice, her hands.

“Nick,” she whispers, “do you want to be my good girl?”

The words unravel me. My legs tremble, my nipples harden painfully under the bra, and I feel the beginning of tears prick behind my eyes—not sadness, but relief. A deep, aching relief.

“I… yes,” I whisper. “Yes. I want to.”

Sadie’s smile is slow and wicked and impossibly tender.

“Good.”

A shiver runs through me so intense I almost fall into her. She catches my hips, steadying me, guiding me close enough that our bodies almost touch.

“You’ll listen to me,” she murmurs. “You’ll wear what I choose. You’ll come to me when you’re confused, when you’re overwhelmed, when you’re desperate. You’ll let me guide you.”

I nod quickly, breathless. “Anything.”

Her fingers curl under my chin again and tilt my head up. She kisses me softly—slow, claiming, sweet in a way that contradicts everything she’s doing to me. It sends warmth spiraling through my stomach.

When she pulls back, her eyes shine with triumph and affection.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she says.

My whole body feels pliant, owned, hungry.

Sadie stands in front of me like she’s already planning what she’s going to do with my body. The room is quiet, dim except for the soft glow of her lamp. My coat lies discarded on the floor where she let it fall from my shoulders, and I’m still in the white dress she chose for me—breathing fast, chest rising against the bra, the skirt trembling around my thighs.

She steps closer and hooks one finger under my chin.

“Turn around,” she says softly.

My whole body tightens with anticipation. “Sadie…”

She smiles at the way my voice breaks. “Bend over the bed for me.”

The words hit me with a warm shock. My legs feel unsteady, but I move anyway, walking to the edge of her mattress. The skirt sways with each step, brushing my thighs lightly, teasing me. I place my hands on the bedspread and lean forward, feeling the fabric pull tight over my hips.

I hesitate, heart racing, but my cock throbs inside the mint-green panties, betraying every doubt.

Sadie steps up behind me, her presence hot against the back of my neck.

“You’re already hard,” she murmurs. “Your little panties can’t hide anything from me.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, embarrassed and desperate at the same time. “I can’t help it.”

“I don’t want you to help it,” she says, sliding her hand up the back of my thigh. “I want you like this.”

Her fingers slip under the skirt, brushing the lace stretched tight across my ass. Then she grips me gently, squeezing once, appreciating me like I’m something she’s claimed.

She leans close and whispers, “Stay right there.”

I hear movement behind me—the soft rustle of fabric, the faint clink of a buckle. I turn my head slightly, and Sadie gives me a look that freezes me in place.

“Eyes forward.”

I obey instantly.

The sound of her undressing is slow on purpose. The stretch of elastic, the soft slide of cotton hitting the floor. I don’t have to look to know she’s stripping piece by piece, letting me imagine her breasts, her hips, her body moving freely behind me. My breath shakes as the room fills with the warm scent of her skin.

“And now,” she says, voice low and playful, “for the fun part.”

Another sound: leather tightening, a soft click, a subtle hum.

I shiver. “Sadie… is that…?”

“A vibrator,” she answers. “A pretty one. And it’s just for you.”

The bed dips as she climbs behind me, and her hands return to my hips, steadying me. The vibrator’s low buzz sends a ripple through my spine before she even touches me with it.

“I want to see you take this,” she murmurs. “I want to watch you melt.”

My breathing turns uneven. “I don’t know if I can.”

“You can.” She strokes her thumbs across my hips. “You’re made for this.”

I press my forehead to the mattress, overwhelmed by how intensely I want whatever she’s about to do to me.

She lifts the hem of my dress slowly, gathering the soft fabric around my waist. Cool air hits my thighs, then the exposed lace of my panties. Her hand slides over them, cupping me gently, feeling how hard I am.

“Look at you,” she whispers. “Dressed so sweet, and you’re pulsing like you’ll break.”

I whimper, unable to answer.

Sadie hooks her fingers into the waistband and tugs my panties aside, baring me completely. The air feels painfully cold against my skin—but her next touch is warm, firm, confident. She spreads me just enough to expose me fully, her thumbs gentle but decisive.

“Deep breath,” she says.

I inhale shakily.

And then she thrusts.

One smooth, quick motion—sudden enough that I gasp out loud, gripping fistfuls of her blanket. The vibrator is thick, warm from her hands, buzzing softly inside me as my body clenches around it.

A flash of pain spikes—sharp, shocking.

But before I can tense up, her hands smooth across my hips, grounding me.

“Breathe, Nick,” she whispers. “Let your body catch up.”

I try. The pain lingers for a moment, then slowly melts, dissolving into something warmer, deeper. A tight, full ache that unfurls into pleasure I’ve never felt before.

“Oh… god…”

“That’s it,” Sadie murmurs. “Good girl. Take it for me.”

Her voice goes straight to my cock. The praise slips into me as easily as the toy, turning the ache into something electric. My whole body pulses around the vibration, my breath coming in unsteady waves.

Sadie leans over me, pressing her chest against my back. I feel the softness of her breasts through the thin fabric of my dress, warm and solid, molding to me. The contact is so intimate I choke on a moan.

“You feel me?” she whispers. “Right here against you?”

“Yes,” I breathe, voice thin.

She moves her hands under the dress, sliding them over my stomach and up to my chest. When her fingers slip beneath the bra, cupping my breasts, my knees almost buckle.

“Sadie—”

“Shhh. Let me feel you.”

Her thumbs brush my nipples, and the sensation is instant and overwhelming. Pain and pleasure blend into something sharper. My nipples tighten under her touch, and the bra traps the sensation, amplifying it, making me arch back into her.

“God, you’re sensitive,” she whispers, pinching softly. “I love how your body responds to me.”

My eyes fall closed. “I can’t— I can’t think—”

“You don’t need to think.” Sadie thrusts her hips gently, pushing the dildo deeper. The vibration hits a new place inside me, and my whole body jolts.

“You just need to feel.”

She cups my breasts tighter, squeezing them as she works her hips in a slow, controlled rhythm. The vibrator hums against impossibly sensitive nerves, pleasure spreading like heat through my legs, my spine, my stomach.

My cock leaks against the untouched part of my panties, twitching hard with every movement. I’m making noises I don’t recognize—soft, helpless sounds that spill out every time she thrusts or rolls her hips against me.

“Sadie,” I gasp. “I’m— I’m going to—”

“Not yet.” Her hands leave my breasts and grip my hips firmly. “I want to feel you come when I tell you to.”

I whine, desperate, trembling. “Please.”

“Soon,” she promises. “You’re close. I can feel it.”

She thrusts harder, faster, her breath hot against the back of my neck. The mattress creaks under us, the dress sliding against my skin in soft ripples as her motions become more determined. The toy vibrates deeper now, hitting something inside me that makes my vision blur.

My hips buckle. “Sadie—god—please—”

She wraps one arm around my waist and pulls me upright, my back pressed to her chest. Her other hand snakes down between my thighs, slipping under the panties, gripping my cock in her warm, slick hand.

I nearly scream.

“That’s it,” she breathes. “You’re doing perfect.”

Her chest presses into my back, breasts soft and full, nipples brushing my shoulders. The dress is bunched around my waist, the bra tight around my breasts, the dildo inside me vibrating hard enough to make my thighs shake uncontrollably.

“I’m gonna come—please—I’m gonna—”

Sadie tightens her fist around me and thrusts her hips one more time, burying the vibrator deep.

“Come,” she orders, voice thick and commanding. “Come for me now.”

I break.

My whole body locks, then shudders violently. Pleasure tears through me in uncontrollable waves. I come hard into her hand, pulse after pulse, heat spilling into my panties and over her fingers. I’m shaking, crying out, collapsing backward into her arms as she holds me upright through the force of it.

“That’s it,” she whispers against my ear. “Let it happen. Let me see everything.” Her voice is shaky like she’s coming too, and then I can hear and feel her moans against my neck.

My orgasm doesn’t stop—it rolls through me, sharp and overwhelming, as she keeps the vibrator deep inside me, letting it hum against every trembling nerve. My legs almost give out, but she holds me tight, breasts pressed against my back, chin resting on my shoulder.

When the waves finally fade, I collapse forward onto the bed, trembling so hard the mattress shakes.

Sadie withdraws the toy slowly, gently, making me whimper from the sensitivity. She lays it aside, then crawls onto the bed beside me, pulling me into her arms.

I only see her naked body for a moment before I’m pressed against it, but it’s flawless. Full breasts with perfect pink nipples. A taut waist and slender hips, her pussy shaved. I touch her stomach like she’s something precious and she smiles against my hair.

“You did so well.”

My breathing is uneven, but her voice calms me. “I’ve never… felt anything like that.”

“I know.” She kisses my forehead. “Your body is learning how it wants to be touched. Let it happen.”

I swallow, overwhelmed, exhausted and euphoric all at once. “Sadie… what’s happening to me?”

She smiles softly, brushing her thumb over my cheek.

“You’re shifting,” she whispers. “And you’re not done yet.”

I shiver in her arms, unsure if I’m terrified or excited—or both.

I roll onto my back, still half draped over Sadie’s sheets, my body buzzing like I’m made of loose wires. My thighs shake every time I breathe. My chest rises and falls fast, the bra squeezing gently around breasts that feel heavier than they did this morning. The vibrator-shaped ache inside me slowly fades, leaving a warm, throbbing echo.

Sadie lies beside me on her stomach, chin resting on her folded arms as she watches me recover. Her curls spill across the pillow, brushing my shoulder whenever she shifts. She looks completely calm while I feel like I’ve been turned inside out.

“Sadie…” My voice is thin, breathless. “What’s happening to me?”

She smiles softly. Like she’s been waiting for this exact moment.

I swallow hard, my whole body still trembling. “You know, don’t you?”

“Okay.” She pushes herself upright, sitting cross-legged beside me. Her palm rests lightly on my thigh through the rumpled dress. “But you can’t freak out.”

My heart stutters. “I’m already freaking out.”

“Right. So maybe I should say… don’t run away.” Her thumb strokes the sensitive skin just above my knee. “Not that I think you will.”

“Sadie.” My voice cracks. “Please.”

She exhales, her expression softening. “I’ve seen that pill you’ve been taking. It’s the pill that’s causing this.”

My stomach drops. “The pill… Marco’s pill?”

She nods. “I recognized it the other day when you took it.”

I try to sit up, but my legs are too weak. “What do you mean recognized it? What is it?”

“He told you it unlocks your brain’s potential, right?”

My mouth goes dry. “That’s what he told me.”

Sadie’s eyes drift down my body—the dress, the bra, the soft swell of my breasts pushing against the fabric, the faint outline of my panties beneath the skirt. She looks at me like the answer should already be obvious.

“It does unlock potential,” she says. “Just not the kind you thought.”

A chill crawls up my spine. “Sadie… what potential?”

She leans closer, brushing my cheek with her fingertips. “It’s unlocking more than just intelligence. It unlocks the version of yourself your mind has been suppressing.” Her hand slides down to my throat, her touch warm and steady. “It amplifies whatever was buried.”

My heartbeat pounds so hard I feel it in my fingertips. “What are you saying?”

Sadie smiles slowly, gently. “Baby… the pill reveals who you really are.” She tucks a curl behind my ear, her eyes never leaving mine. “Not just your mental capacity. Your identity.”

I shake my head, or try to. My breath comes fast again, my whole body trembling. “That doesn’t make sense. I’m— I’ve always been—”

“Look at yourself,” she murmurs.

I do. The soft dress. My breasts. The bra that fits too well. The lingering ache between my legs from how deeply I took her. The way my body responded—hungry, overwhelmed, natural.

Sadie touches my chest, her palm warm over the bra. My nipple tightens instantly beneath the lace.

“This isn’t random,” she whispers. “Your body isn’t changing because of me. It’s changing because the pill unlocked what you were meant to become.”

A cold, hot shock rolls through me all at once. “Sadie…”

She leans in until her forehead meets mine. Her voice drops to a whisper that feels like it slides right under my skin.

“Looks like your unlocked potential was to be a woman.”

My breath stops.

Not a metaphor. Not a tease. Not a kink she’s pushing me into.

A truth she’s placing gently in my trembling hands.

I feel my body react before my mind does—my chest tightening, my breath stuttering, my thighs pressing together instinctively.

“I’m not—” I try to say, but the words fall apart in my mouth.

Sadie kisses my lips softly, quieting me. “You don’t have to understand it yet,” she murmurs. “But your body already knows.”

I swallow, throat thick. “What… what happens now?”

She smiles like she’s known the answer all along.

“Now?” Her hand moves down my waist, tracing the curve of the dress. “Now we let the pill finish what it started.”

Sadie leans in and kisses me before I can argue.

It’s not a forceful kiss. It’s slow and deep, warm enough to melt every argument I might have clung to. Her lips move against mine with a tenderness that steals my breath. The world tips forward until all I feel is her—her mouth, her hands, the steady heat of her body against mine.

I gasp softly when she pulls back, my lips tingling.

She smiles, her thumb brushing my cheek.

My chest tightens, but not out of fear. Something else rises through me—a calm, warm certainty that settles deeper than my bones. When she kisses me again, my whole body leans forward without hesitation, meeting her halfway like it’s the most natural thing I’ve ever done.

Kissing her feels right. It feels inevitable, like my lips were designed for her mouth, like my breath was shaped around the idea of giving itself to her. My hands slide into her hair, trembling, needing her closeness. She sighs into me, a soft, pleased sound that makes my nipples tighten under the bra.

I didn’t know my body could respond like this—not just with desire, but emotion. My throat thickens. My eyes burn. She kisses me until I forget every version of myself except the one in her arms.

When she finally pulls away, her forehead rests against mine.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispers.

What I want.

The question pulses through me, stripping away whatever pieces of denial I thought I still had. I look down at my hands—small, delicate, trembling. At the dress draped over my thighs. At the faint curve of breasts rising under the white fabric. At the smear of gloss still on my lips from this morning.

And suddenly I know.

“I… want to keep taking the pill,” I breathe. Saying it aloud makes my pulse race. “I want to see where it goes. I want to keep… changing.”

Sadie smiles, slow and proud, like she’s hearing exactly what she hoped for. “Good girl.”

My breath catches. My body reacts instantly, blooming warm between my legs. I swallow hard.

“I want you,” I add, voice shaking. “I want you to help me. To guide me. To… shape me.”

Her fingers slide down my jaw, tracing the line of my neck, following the soft, new edges of who I’m becoming. “And what else?”

I close my eyes for a second, letting the truth rise.

“I want to become her,” I whisper. “Whoever she is inside me. I want to meet her.”

Sadie exhales like I’ve just offered her something sacred. She pulls me into another kiss—slow, deep, claiming—her hands moving down my sides, tracing the curves that weren’t there before the pill.

When she pulls back, her voice is quiet but certain. “Then we’ll keep going.”

A shiver runs through me. “For how long?”

She kisses the corner of my mouth, then the other, her lips soft and promise-filled.

“For as long as you want,” she says.

I lie there with her, dress rumpled, panties damp, breasts aching with sensitivity, my body warm from her touch and from the truth I’ve finally admitted to myself.

Because deep down, beneath the fear, beneath the trembling, beneath everything I thought I knew…

I don’t want any of it to end—not the pill humming through my veins, not Sadie’s hands guiding me, and definitely not the slow, sweet emergence of the girl I’m finally letting myself become.

I want it all. And I want Sadie to guide me.
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