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He Thought I Was A Girl




The lacy panties dangled at my ankles, bunched up against my soft toes. The specific type didn’t even matter in that moment. I adored them all.

Green satin panties. Pink cotton panties. Purple thongs. Even red-hot G-strings for when I was feeling especially naughty. Was there anything more exquisite?

Girls always got to have all the fun, didn’t they? They got to strut around in the cutest, skimpiest little clothes, all lace and straps and soft fabrics meant to hug every curve. They got to be pretty without having to explain themselves.

But what if you were a guy who enjoyed that kind of thing too?

What did guys like me get?

We were constantly told to “man up,” or we were bombarded with tired, outdated clichés about how modern men were “weak” and “sissy,” and how we should all be more macho. We all knew what that meant, right? It meant being manly in that typical, thick-headed, caveman way. Loud. Hard. Simple. Proud of never wanting anything soft.

Well, I didn’t agree with that.

Maybe they were onto something. Maybe they weren’t. Honestly, I couldn’t care less.

You know why? Because guys like me had something far more valuable than cars, tools, or sports. Guys like me weren’t afraid to explore and embrace our feminine sides.

Sure, I still had reservations about strolling around in public wearing a cocktail dress, a strapless bra, a sleek black thong, high heels, and makeup. I wasn’t pretending I had all the courage in the world. But alone in my room, with the door locked and my skin warm from nerves, I could let myself want it.

A rush went through me every time I slid a dainty, silky pair of panties up over my smooth, hairless legs. The fabric would catch for one teasing second at my thighs before settling tight against me, soft where my body was hard, delicate where I’d always been told to be rough.

I was ready to saunter across the room, blowing kisses at my reflection, as if teasing an unseen voyeur or captivating some imaginary admirer.

Okay, so maybe “pride” wasn’t the exact word.

Even in the privacy of my room, hidden in the soft glow of dim lighting, shame and humiliation still lingered. They clung to me as stubbornly as the satin. A surge of adrenaline ran through me as I gripped the pink thong in my trembling fingers, feeling how small it was, how obscene it looked in my hands, how badly I wanted it on me.

I tried to remember the first time I became interested in wearing girls’ clothing, but if I was being honest, I couldn’t.

What I did remember was being mistaken for a girl a few different times when I was young. I guess I was pretty for a boy, and it confused people. I had soft features, big eyes, and the kind of face adults liked to comment on before I understood what any of it meant.

One time, when my sister and I were out shopping with our mother, a man smiled at us and called us Mom’s “two adorable daughters.”

Maybe moments like that did something to me. Maybe they influenced me in some quiet, hidden way. Maybe they left an impression, or simply opened a door somewhere deep in my mind.

Sometime just after turning eighteen, I came across a few porn websites that piqued my curiosity in a very serious, very arousing way.

During high school, my fascination with girls’ clothing had mostly taken a back seat while I immersed myself in the typical interests of a teenage boy. Chasing girls became more of a priority than resembling them. Or at least, that was what I told myself.

But every now and then, I’d catch sight of a girl with stunning hair, flawless skin, or captivating makeup, and an inexplicable envy would wash over me. It wasn’t simple attraction. It wasn’t only that I wanted her.

I did want her.

But I wanted something else too.

I wanted to be her.

In my mind, I’d conjure up fantasies of being in her bedroom, touching her clothes, slipping into her garments one piece at a time. Sometimes, in those fantasies, the girl I idolized would watch me. She’d smile while I dressed myself in her things. She’d praise my choices and tell me how pretty I looked, as if she’d known this secret about me all along.

Those urges never felt truly erotic until I got closer to graduation and turned eighteen. Before that, they were vague and strange, tucked away in some private corner of my mind. But as adulthood approached, it was as if I’d been granted permission to grow and explore. A lock had opened. A ceiling had disappeared.

Women often talked about “shattering the glass ceiling,” and while I, as a guy, would never pretend this was the same thing, it felt like a personal breakthrough. My whole life, society had repeated the same message over and over: I couldn’t be a guy and still dress or behave like a girl.

Then, almost suddenly, it felt like I’d broken free from that idea.

And soon I realized there was something far beyond mild curiosity pulling me deeper into this dirty secret.

But could I honestly indulge in wearing girls’ clothes in a world that would shame me if it ever found out?

I stood on the edge of that secret as the summer after graduation approached. It was during that period, on a trip to Mexico just after graduating, that the event unfolded. The event that would push me over the edge and send me plunging into the depths of my most forbidden and depraved fantasies.

My brothers and I went down there for spring break, though we didn’t head to any of the typical coastal destinations that usually attracted college kids like us.

David was partial to a sleepy town about an hour south of the border, and he insisted we go there.

“You’ve got to get your head straight and focus on your upcoming college life. I know you think it’s time to party, but bro, the real partying is just around the corner. You need to get your energy up before you start slamming pussy,” he explained, an endless smirk playing over his lips as he said it.

The town was boring, as far as I could tell. Maybe it was fun enough for my brothers, but they’d all brought their girlfriends along, which meant they could probably spend the whole trip drinking, laughing, and fucking without giving a damn about what the bar or beach scene looked like.

The five of us stayed on our best behavior at first.

Well, until the tequila shots started flowing.

I didn’t drink yet, but everyone else knocked back drink after drink as the sun went down on our first evening there. Their laughter got louder. Their hands wandered more openly. They leaned into each other in that easy, drunken way that made me feel like I was watching something I wasn’t supposed to see.

We were all staying in the same beach house. And as if it wasn’t challenging enough to resist the temptation of two stunning girls who were strictly off-limits in every possible way, it became even harder when they left their clothes scattered around the rental for our entire week-long stay.

It was always nice to think about girls’ clothing. It was even better to wear it. But wearing clothes that belonged to a beautiful girl was a completely different thing.

Sure, I loved the idea of buying brand-new clothes and shopping for cute, skimpy little outfits. I loved imagining racks of satin, lace, cotton, and silk, all waiting for me to touch them and choose what kind of girl I wanted to pretend to be that night.

But the idea of wearing something that had already graced the body of a beautiful, lithe college girl was almost too thrilling for my mind to process.

It was all far too tempting, and I knew that if I wasn’t careful, I was going to get myself in serious trouble and end up on everyone’s shit list for the rest of the week.

In the mornings, I’d stumble around the rental house before anyone else was up, presumably because they were all nursing hangovers. I’d see panties and bikinis hanging everywhere, inside bathroom entrances or just inside the doorways of the bedrooms. Bright scraps of fabric. Little straps. Damp bikini tops slung over chairs. Thongs tossed carelessly on the floor like they meant nothing.

Of course I got envious.

I’d imagine the night before, when the sexy girls wearing those panties had stripped right out of them and climbed into their beds. It frustrated me, but the sight of the panties sitting there completely unguarded made me feel even more tightly wound.

Meanwhile, I had a nice corner bedroom to myself, where I could watch the ocean waves slosh back and forth beneath the moonlight while I worked on pencil sketches in my notebook. It was a decent opportunity to practice before plunging headfirst into art school that upcoming August.

Because of the circumstances, I was mostly able to keep to myself. Their girlfriends didn’t much care what I was doing. Being younger and less macho than the rest, and definitely less muscular, I didn’t seem to register to them at all.

Usually, being invisible was a good thing. I could fly under the radar of their partying ways and focus on quieter, more solitary pleasures.

But on this trip, the guys were different. Now that I was eighteen and out of high school, they were intent on getting me “laid by the end of the week.”

Sure, I was interested in the prospect of finally having sex with a girl in Mexico. I was more than desperate to lose my V-card. And, in my more pathetic fantasies, I imagined one of my bro’s hot girlfriends feeling almost sorry for me and deciding to have sex with me herself.

Sometimes I holed up in my bedroom like a fugitive, waiting until I heard the four of them loudly making for the front door, on their way to one of the sleepy cantinas or cafés in the small town square.

And whenever they left, my thoughts—and my temptations—drove me wild.

There are panties right around the corner. Sexy panties. Thongs that have been on the bodies of some of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen. And they’re right there. All I have to do is sneak into the bathroom or bedroom and take a pair. Nobody will notice. They’ll be out all night. And when they come back, they’ll be drunk. They’ll never notice.

Right?

On the second night, after summoning every ounce of courage I had, I quietly slipped into one of their rooms with a mission in mind: to steal a pair of his girlfriend’s panties.

The previous night, they had all stayed out until the early morning, and I hoped for a repeat performance. At the very least, I knew they would be too intoxicated to notice a single missing thong.

As soon as the four of them disappeared around the corner, making their way toward the village square, I bit my lip with excitement. It was time to get to work.

I made my way to one of the bedrooms.

My heart pounded like a car speeding toward a cliff as I cautiously entered the cluttered room. The pale cream stucco walls were decorated with aged paintings of Mexican hillsides and vaqueros, their faces blurred and indistinct beneath thick strokes of acrylic.

An overwhelming, sudden sense of shame washed over me, as if the painted figures on the walls were silently watching my little quest and judging me while I searched the bedroom for the most alluring pair of panties.

Both of the guys had stunning girlfriends, but it was David’s girlfriend, Audrey, who captivated me the most.

Audrey was twenty, just like David, with long auburn hair and mesmerizing caramel eyes. She had this earthy charm about her, with no heavy makeup and nothing too trashy or overdone. Her beauty felt natural in a way that almost made it worse. Effortless. Warm. Soft around the edges. The kind of beauty that always left me with a dumb, goofy smile on my lips before I could stop myself.

I knew that if I was ever going to come close to that kind of beauty, I would need blush, eye shadow, bronzer, foundation, stockings, and probably a dozen other things I didn’t even know how to use yet.

But Audrey was my inspiration.

I found a small pink thong bunched up on top of the messy bedsheets and claimed it before I could lose my nerve. The fabric felt delicate in my hand, soft and almost warm from the trapped heat of the room. As I curled my fingers around it, I couldn’t help wondering what she had looked like dancing around in it before the four of them left the house. I pictured the thin straps riding high on her hips, the little triangle of pink pulled tight against her body, her auburn hair swinging as she laughed and teased her boyfriend.

I snuck back to my room as evening settled in through the wide second-floor porch window I was lucky enough to have, then closed the door behind me.

A quaint little beach house rental in Mexico wasn’t exactly where I had imagined my first real taste of dressing up, but I certainly didn’t mind the beautiful breeze coming in through my bedroom window as I hurried to my closet with the beautiful girl’s little thong bunched in my fist.

I opened my hand and looked it over, imagining the way it had hugged her perfect, curvy figure. Then I stretched the tiny pair out with both hands, holding it up against the last dusky light coming through the window. The pink fabric looked almost innocent like that, small and pretty between my fingers.

But there was nothing innocent about what it was doing to me.

This would be my night.

And it was going to be a dirty one.

Still paranoid, I double-checked that I had locked the dingy little doorknob before looking around the room. The house was quiet except for the low rush of the ocean outside. My pulse felt too loud. Every little sound made me glance toward the door.

I inhaled slowly, my cheeks already burning, and pulled my T-shirt over my head. Then came my jeans. My fingers were so shaky I could barely undo the brass button above the zipper. I dragged the zipper down and felt the denim loosen around my waist as my cock swelled, hardening from the thrill and shame of what I was about to do.

“Mm,” I moaned, eyeing the panties on the corner of my bed. “You’re mine now,” I whispered.

And the worst part was, I already knew I would probably try to keep them.

After all, it seemed better than returning used panties. And I knew the trip back from Mexico would offer a perfectly reasonable excuse for why she couldn’t find that special little pair she’d brought with her.

I didn’t know exactly what it was.

I didn’t know if it was the fact that Audrey had been wearing them. I didn’t know if it was the thought of pulling those panties against my cock when, only hours before, that same little strip of satin had been snug against her tight twenty-year-old pussy. I didn’t know if it was the idea that maybe I could be just as beautiful as she was, if only I could pull off the same clothing.

I’d seen the attention she got. Not just from my David, but from so many young men when we were out around town. Their eyes followed her. Their voices changed around her. Even when she wasn’t trying, she had this effortless power over men, and I wanted to understand it from the inside.

She was stunning. There was something so taboo, so forbidden and so damn addictive, about holding such an intimate piece of her against me.

But ultimately, I knew it wasn’t about Audrey as much as it was about the panties. The femininity. The forbidden softness of it all.

I wouldn’t understand that until much later. The more experimenting I did, the more I realized that what I craved was the sensation of smooth, tight clothing against my body while I received attention from the sorts of guys who were my opposite: cocky, confident, assured. Men who didn’t question themselves. Men who took what they wanted. Men who looked at pretty things and expected those pretty things to give in.

But in that Mexican villa, for the very first time, all I understood was the heat rushing through me as I slid the thong up my legs.

My cock swelled massively between my thighs, jutting out from my pelvis and pointing upward with a slight bend to the left. The little thong looked so delicate against me, so pink and feminine, but my body made it difficult. As the fat head throbbed, I struggled to fit myself inside the panties, working the satin into place while my breath came faster.

With an obvious tent pushing out from beneath the pink fabric, I shook my head. I bit my lip and sighed.

I was hooked from the moment I saw myself in the dingy corner mirror.

But my cock was too intrusive. It ruined the fantasy a little, to be entirely honest. I wanted to look soft and pretty and forbidden, not like a horny boy bursting through borrowed panties.

Looking in the mirror, I decided there was only one thing to do about that.

I reached into the panties and tugged them down just enough to pull my cock back out. Then I turned in front of the mirror, watching myself with hungry fascination as my perky ass nearly swallowed the string of the thong between its taut little cheeks.

In the body, at least, I pulled off being a lady surprisingly well.

In the movement, I still had a lot to learn.

I tried to twirl and nearly stumbled, catching myself with an awkward little jerk that made my face burn. I needed more grace. More practice. More softness. But when I spun back around and saw myself again, wearing Audrey’s pink thong with my cock free and hard in my hand, the embarrassment only made me hotter.

I grabbed myself and started to stroke.

Sighing, I watched myself in the mirror. A strange, previously unknown flare burned across my skin as I worked my fist up and down my cock, dressed in women’s panties and trembling with shame. Somehow I was both boy and girl at the same time, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

With each stroke of my hard cock in my impatient hand, I imagined myself as the very man who would bend me over and take me hard while I, the girl, wore my new pink thong. It was strange to describe, even to myself, but the sensation made me tight all over, almost weak enough to drop to the floor from the pleasure of it.

I watched the tension build behind my balls. It climbed higher and higher until the familiar snap finally gave way and every muscle in my body caved in.

My eyes squeezed tight, but I forced myself to keep watching in the mirror as I shot one white rope after another. The pink thong was still straddled around my waist and tucked against my balls, pretty and obscene beneath the thick pulse of my cock.

I inhaled deeply and fell back onto the bed as white beads of cum drizzled down my shaft and slid against the pink panties.

I knew it was wrong.

But in that moment, I simply couldn’t care.

If anything, that was exactly what made me cum so wildly. The shame. The secrecy. The fact that these weren’t mine and never should have been.

And when I saw my cum glazing Audrey’s pink thong, I thought I might come a second time.

As I relaxed, my mind continued to flash with countless ideas and fantasies. One stolen thong wasn’t enough anymore. Not after I’d seen myself in it. Not after I’d felt that first hot rush of shame and pleasure twist together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

So I snuck back to David’s room over and over, each time bringing back another little souvenir.

First, it was a pale pink sports bra. Then a pair of white stockings. Then a few makeup accessories that looked like the older, less attended-to items in Audrey’s makeup kit. Nothing she would miss right away, I told myself. Nothing obvious enough to ruin me.

I spent the evening pulling the stockings up my long legs, fitting the pink bra around my chest, and sweeping makeup clumsily across my cheeks. My hands weren’t steady, and I had no idea what I was doing, but that almost made it hotter. Every little mistake felt like proof that I was really trying. That I was crossing some line I’d only ever stared at from a distance.

Looking in the mirror as the sky outside turned pitch dark, I saw the face of a beautiful boy puckering his newly colored lips. Then, for one strange second, I swore I saw something else. A short-haired girl with flushed cheeks, glossy lips, and a sloppy application of eye shadow.

It was a start.

And when I rushed back to David’s room one last time, I found a nice pink wig.

I wasn’t about to ask why Audrey had brought a pink wig on a trip to Mexico, and honestly, I didn’t care. It was the final missing piece of my steamy little puzzle. As I tossed the short wig onto my head, I couldn’t help smiling wide in the mirror because, for a moment, I almost thought I saw a stranger standing there.

But by the time I was fully dressed up, there was nothing strange about it.

This was me.

This was the most natural I had ever felt.

And it might have been the greatest experience of my life if it hadn’t been interrupted by what I expected to be the very worst.

“Oh, hey. I’m sorry,” I suddenly heard from the doorway.

My whole body froze.

I looked over and saw a couple standing there, staring at me.

The girl was college-aged, like Audrey, with shoulder-length dark hair and cool dark eyes. She was beautiful from her painted toes to her tight little shorts, right up to her silky hair. But the man with his arm around her hip was breathtaking. He stood there stealing glances at me with ocean-blue eyes, brushing back his coal-dark hair as a slow smile touched his mouth.

“Shit, I’m sorry,” he said. “Where the hell is she?”

“Um, I’m sorry,” the girl said, her voice hesitant. “We’re looking for Audrey?”

She teased her fingers through her hair and clutched a cell phone in her other hand.

“We tried to call, but you get such shit reception out here near the shore.”

“Um, Audrey went out. You just missed her,” I said, trying to catch my breath.

The second the words left my mouth, I realized what I’d done. I’d been so caught up playing dress-up that I’d forgotten to close and lock the door after my final trip down the hall.

Now this couple stood in the doorway, watching me.

I ducked my head in shame as my stomach twisted into a tight ball of thorns. My cheeks burned. My pulse battered my throat. I waited for the laughter. For the disgust. For the man’s smile to twist into something cruel.

But it didn’t.

Why weren’t they laughing?

“Are you Melissa?” the girl asked.

My breath caught.

“Audrey said she was here with her boyfriend and her friend Melissa.”

My mind raced as I shook my head.

“Um, no, I’m…”

Then I stopped.

Suddenly, I realized they had no idea.

Somehow, they actually thought I was a girl.

The man’s continued glances and little smiles sent thrills racing up and down my legs. I could feel them in my knees, in my stomach, between my thighs. He wasn’t looking at me like some shameful little freak. He was looking at me like I was pretty. Like I was worth noticing. Like he wanted to keep looking.

I certainly didn’t want everything to blow up in my face right as I was being thrust into a starring role.

“My name is Tessa,” I said, stuttering on the name.

I hadn’t had more than a second to come up with an identity, after all. I wanted something with more flow to it, something prettier or more natural, but Tessa was what had come out of my mouth.

So Tessa was my new name.

And there was certainly no going back now.

“Oh, nice to meet you, Tessa,” the girl said, stepping forward.

“I’m Megan, and this is my friend Derek.”

I turned from her and looked up into the man’s eyes as he extended his hand.

“Um, Audrey didn’t say anything about you,” he said, smiling.

His hand was warm around mine. Bigger, too. The kind of hand that made mine feel smaller than it actually was. For one dizzy second, I became too aware of my painted lips, my pink wig, the tight little top pulled over Audrey’s bra, and the way Derek’s eyes kept dropping over me as if he couldn’t help himself.

“Oh? Yeah, I’m…” I swallowed, scrambling for the lie. “I’m a friend of her boyfriend’s. The six of us are here for the week. It’s like a couples thing, I guess.”

I gave a small, nervous laugh and brushed a strand of pink hair away from my cheek.

“I can’t believe she didn’t say anything, though. That’s a little hurtful,” I said.

“Oh, well, I mean, maybe she did, you know?” Megan said. “I mean, she definitely didn’t mention a girl with pink hair. That’s pretty awesome, by the way. And I love your top.”

She pointed to the little purple shirt I’d pulled over my bra. I looked down and brushed it into place, shaking my head at the insane luck of it all. If I hadn’t pulled on Audrey’s shirt and jean shorts right before they’d come into the rental, I would have been standing there in nothing but stolen lingerie and a bad explanation.

Instead, somehow, I looked almost believable.

Almost.

“How come you aren’t out with them right now?” Megan asked.

“Oh, well…” I glanced down, then back up, trying to make the hesitation look wounded instead of terrified. “Me and my boyfriend… we had a fight. Yeah. We were already kind of broken up, but I don’t know. We just got into this big argument, so I came back early.”

I could feel Derek watching me while I spoke. Like he was listening to every little crack in my voice and deciding whether it made me more interesting.

My stomach tightened.

“But they’re right around the corner,” I added quickly, pointing vaguely toward town. “At that bar with the big banana on the sign, if you guys want to go down there.”

Then, because apparently I had lost my mind completely, I smiled and turned toward Derek.

“I mean,” I said, my voice softer now, “you don’t have to or anything, either. You could stay here if you wanted.”

My heart felt as though it was about to leap straight out of my chest.

What was I doing?

It was crazy enough that I’d stolen so many of Audrey’s things and decided to model them while everyone else was out drinking. It was crazy enough that I was standing there in a pink wig, women’s clothes, and makeup I barely knew how to apply, pretending I had any right to this body I’d invented in the mirror.

But now I was pushing my luck even further.

Now I was flirting.

Now I was daring this beautiful girl and this breathtaking man to keep believing in my shoddy little costume, even as the thrill of being seen as Tessa rushed hotly through every inch of me.

“Well, we could wait around here,” Megan said with a little laugh. “Depends on what you’ve got. Maybe some tequila or something? Just as a little pregame before we head down there.”

“Ugh, you don’t need tequila,” Derek said, rolling his eyes. “That’s just going to make you want to fight everybody.”

“Yeah, well, look who’s talking, Mr. Whiskey Dick,” Megan said, nudging Derek in the chest.

The stud laughed and shook his head. He stroked the dark stubble along his chin, then turned those blue eyes back toward me with a sudden flash of humility, as if maybe he didn’t mind being teased as long as I was there to hear it.

“Come on, Megan,” he said. “I doubt Tessa wants to know all our dirty laundry.”

“My last boyfriend was like that,” I said with a nervous laugh. “I mean, not the one I just broke up with, but the one before that. He’d always get so horny when he had whiskey, but then he couldn’t get it up.”

“Well, that just means you weren’t any good,” Derek said, not sugarcoating it at all.

“Derek,” Megan said, shoving the tall, handsome boy.

“What?”

“What an asshole thing to say.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head too quickly. “It’s true. I’m still very inexperienced. I mean, we never really did anything. We tried, but he was always too drunk or stoned.”

The lie came out easier than it should have, which was terrifying all by itself. I was weaving this ridiculous, complicated web while standing there in stolen clothes, stolen makeup, and a stolen body I’d barely figured out how to wear.

I fanned my shirt over the bra and tried to imagine how I was going to explain any of this if anyone happened to come back during our little conversation. I’d have to jump out the window and somehow shimmy down the drainpipe, which was not exactly something I was prepared to do in a pink wig and Audrey’s tight shorts.

“He’s always looking for his next lay. Don’t mind him,” Megan said, shaking her head and scowling.

“What’s so wrong with that, anyway?” Derek asked with a shrug.

The worst part was how casual he sounded. Like wanting someone was just simple for him. Like he could look, smile, say something dirty, and wait for the world to give him what he wanted.

A man like that didn’t have to hide in borrowed panties and pretend not to shake.

“Listen, I’m sorry we barged in here,” Megan said. “We’ll just head down to the bar.”

“Oh no, please. Don’t worry about it,” I said, forcing my voice into the highest, softest tone I could manage.

It came out a little squeaky, but neither of them seemed to notice.

How the two of them hadn’t detected my huge secret, I did not know.

All I knew was that I needed to keep it up. If I didn’t, my life would be completely ruined the second word got back to Audrey and, by extension, David.

“Well, I’m going to go down there,” Megan said. “I don’t know what he’s going to do.”

She glanced at her phone and frowned.

“I need to find them before my battery dies.”

She started for the door, then looked back over her shoulder.

“Are you coming, Derek?”

Derek turned toward me and smiled.

“I mean, if Tessa has any beers here, I’m going to grab one and then head down,” he said.

“Whatever,” Megan said.

Then she shot me a look that made my stomach flip.

“He’s just going to try to fuck you, FYI,” the dark-haired girl said before giving Derek a shove and disappearing down the hallway.

For a second, I could barely move.

The words hung there between us, dirty and casual. He’s just going to try to fuck you. If she had said it as a joke, it didn’t feel like one. Not to me. Not while Derek stood there looking at me with that lazy smile and those ocean-blue eyes.

“Um, we do have some beers,” I said, my voice softer than I intended. “If you want one?”

“Definitely,” Derek said.

“Okay,” I said, uneasy as I started toward the tall, dark-haired stud.

I tried to slip past him without letting him get too close or inspect me too carefully, but the hallway was narrow, and he didn’t move much. My shoulder nearly brushed his chest as I passed. I could smell him for one brief, dizzy second, something clean and male beneath the faint bite of alcohol.

I kept walking.

In the kitchen, I opened the fridge and started rustling through the cans with hands that didn’t quite feel like mine.

“Um,” I called back, trying to sound casual, “is dark ale okay?”

Derek gave no reply.

I grabbed one of the silver cans and stood up, then turned around and found the stud right behind me.

He was looking down at me, shaking his head.

“What are we doing right here?” he asked, a mischievous grin curling across his lips.

“Wh… what are you talking about?” I asked, shrugging as I handed him the beer.

“I run with David and Mick, and they never told me about you.” His eyes moved over my face, then lower, not quite subtle enough to pretend it wasn’t happening. “I think they were jealous. I mean, Audrey and Melissa are pretty, don’t get me wrong. But you…”

He paused, and the pause nearly killed me.

“You’re beautiful.”

“Well,” I started, trying to slow my racing heart. “Thanks. I don’t really know what to say.”

I stepped back.

That was when everything went wrong.

I tripped over my own foot, too focused on staying pretty, soft, and believable to remember how to stand like a normal human being. My heel caught awkwardly, and I fell backward with a gasp.

My legs flew up, revealing my tight little ass to the dark-haired hunk.

That might have helped my case.

The wig flying off my head certainly did not.

“Fuck,” I gasped, scrambling back for it.

“Wait… what the…” Derek said.

His brow furrowed as he clutched the beer and stepped closer.

My stomach dropped through the floor.

“Holy fuck,” he said. “Oh my god. Are you…”

“Wow, I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened there,” I said quickly.

I grabbed the wig and tried to shove it back onto my head, working furiously to adjust it before he could really understand what he was seeing. But my hands were trembling too badly, and the illusion had already shattered.

Derek moved fast.

He yanked the wig right back off.

For one awful second, he just stared, trying to place my face beneath the makeup, the blush, the lipstick, the stolen clothes. His eyes went from my hair to my painted mouth to the bra beneath my shirt, then down to the tight shorts riding up my thighs.

“Holy fucking shit,” he said.

My whole body went hot with shame.

He took one more step toward me, still holding the pink wig in his hand.

“Are you a guy?”

I grazed my cheek with my hand and felt the burn spreading across my face.

I tried to breathe, but for a moment, I simply couldn’t. I couldn’t have imagined a more horrible way to be thrown out of my little fantasy, especially on the very first night I’d gotten the chance to indulge in it.

“You cannot tell anybody. I’m begging you,” I said.

I grabbed the wig and adjusted it back onto my hair, trying to recover even a shred of the look I’d been going for earlier in the night. But my scowl betrayed me. I was dressed for a party, all pink hair and tight shorts and stolen softness, but now I felt as if I were headed straight to the gallows.

“I won’t tell,” Derek said.

My shoulders loosened for one brief, stupid second.

Then he added, “That sort of depends on you, though.”

My stomach sank all over again.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, you do look really hot like that,” he said, looking me over again.

I didn’t know exactly what the hunk was after, but my skin crawled with angst and anxiety as I tried to decipher it. Sure, he was gorgeous. I’d been eyeing the bulge in his jeans from the moment he walked in. But then shit had hit the fan, and I’d been too busy trying to save my reputation to focus for even one second on how handsome he was.

Derek, apparently, had not stopped thinking of me in those terms.

Not even after he knew.

I cocked my head, hating how badly I wanted to believe him.

“Really?” I asked.

The hunk nodded.

“Fuck yeah,” he said. “I would’ve been hitting on you all night if I hadn’t realized you weren’t actually a girl.”

The words should have crushed me.

Instead, they sent a strange, wicked thrill through my body.

“Well,” I said, my voice coming out softer than I expected, “maybe I’m not all the time. But I am right now.”

Derek stared at me for a long second, his eyes narrowing slightly, not in disgust but in curiosity. That was almost worse. It made me feel exposed in a new way, like he wasn’t just looking at the wig or the makeup or the stolen clothes.

He was looking at the part of me that wanted this.

I swallowed hard.

“Isn’t there something we could do?” I asked. “Something that could make all of this forgotten?”

I bit my lip as my mind whirled with the most forbidden thoughts of my life. My cock started to swell inside the tiny jean shorts, thickening against the satin thong beneath them. Feeling that smooth fabric press tighter as I got hard only made my knees weaker.

I hated that my body was betraying me.

I hated that it wasn’t only fear making me tremble.

Derek’s blue eyes dropped for just a second, like he noticed the shift in my body even before I could hide it. Then he looked back at my face and shook his head.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I mean, I’ve definitely been into that kind of porn before, but…”

He paused, dragging one hand over his dark stubble.

“I just don’t know about it.”

In that moment, I made a decision that would affect the rest of my life.

I pressed my body in against the stud and backed him against the fridge. The metal door gave a soft rattle behind him, and for one terrifying second, I thought the sound was loud enough to give us both away. But Derek didn’t move. He only stared at me, breathing harder now, his blue eyes flicking over my face as if he still couldn’t quite believe what he was looking at.

I grabbed the sides of his face and slowly caressed my fingers down, watching his eyes as I smiled.

Then I made sure my voice was extra girly and whispered, “Let me show you how little of a difference there is.”

Derek only nodded in delight. He bit his lip, though I could tell he was uneasy.

That made two of us.

Granted, my heart was racing and my body was desperate to touch his, but the sheer horror of being found out took a moment to leave my mind. It hovered there like a black cloud, even as I knew I had to seduce my ass off. I had never so much as flirted with another girl, and here I was now, attempting to do it with another man.

I was dead meat.

But as I lowered my body, Derek’s chest heaved with breath. His whole posture changed, the teasing confidence shifting into something hungrier, something less certain but far more intense. He looked down and smiled as I started to unbuckle his pants.

“You’re doing well,” he said, relaxing a bit.

I unfastened his pants, allowing them to sag to his thighs, my gaze fixed on the somewhat worryingly large bulge straining against the fabric of his blue boxer briefs.

Fuck, I thought, eyeing the big pouch as it neared my lips.

The kitchen felt too bright and too small, full of little sounds I suddenly couldn’t ignore. Derek’s breathing above me. My own pulse beating hard in my throat.

I licked and breathed against the cotton as my own cock throbbed and swelled inside the little thong. I didn’t know where this evening was going, despite being the one in control, but I knew I was going to do whatever it took to protect my newfound fantasy.

And if that meant getting to experiment with another gorgeous man in the process, I certainly wasn’t going to object.

I ran my hand over Derek’s hardness and watched as his muscular thighs tensed. The alpha towered over me, looking down as I knelt there in stolen clothes, stolen makeup, and Audrey’s pink wig, trying to turn my shame into something useful.

Then he grabbed the back of my head, his fingers pressing into the wig as he held me there.

“I can’t believe what a little slut you are,” he growled.

A shiver ran through me.

He shook his head and laughed, still looking down at me like I was the dirtiest thing he’d ever seen.

“You’re already licking your lips and kissing my underwear. Holy shit.”

“What can I say?” I asked, smiling as a sudden calm washed over my skin.

Maybe I was numb with shock.

Or maybe I was quickly adapting to my new identity.

I was Tessa, the party girl who didn’t hesitate to give a quick little kitchen blowjob.

I peeled the stud’s boxer briefs open and watched as his long, thick cock sprang out.

Suddenly, I realized what I was actually getting into.

For whatever reason, it had been easy enough to pretend and tease. Easy to act like Tessa, easy to flirt, easy to turn my panic into something useful. But seeing Derek’s real, throbbing cock right by my lips made it all too clear that I was about to get not just a taste, but a full serving of this massive meat, whether I was ready for it or not.

I grabbed the stud’s shaft and started to stroke, watching as he sighed.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “You’re such a slutty little girl, aren’t you?”

He guided my face closer to his cock.

“Why don’t you show me how dirty you can be?”

I bit my lip, then quickly opened my mouth.

Look up. Keep eye contact with him.

The thought flashed through my mind just as his warm shaft slid over my tongue and started toward my throat.

“Oh my… oh fuck,” Derek said.

He leaned back against the fridge and thrust his hips forward, shoving his hard dick deeper into my mouth. I pulled back just enough to save myself from gagging, but somehow, I managed to make it look graceful. I kept my eyes on his and wiped my lips with a smile, as if I knew exactly what I was doing.

“How do I taste?” he asked.

“Like candy,” I giggled.

I grabbed his cock again, stroking it with my saliva glazing the surface, then slid my mouth right back over him.

In that moment, it was as though I’d been transformed into an honorary girl. My old identity felt broken down and recycled into Tessa, as if I’d actually spent my teen years reading girl magazines, gossiping with my friends, and having sleepovers where we talked about cute boys in our underwear.

Granted, I didn’t know if that was really what girls did.

But in my head, that was the fantasy.

And right then, kneeling in stolen panties with a gorgeous college boy’s cock in my mouth, I felt like the perfect, idealized slut who had done all of that and more.

I slid Derek’s cock deeper into my mouth. I wanted to please him more than anything now. I had already abandoned my original mission of simply trying to keep him quiet. That was barely even in my head anymore.

Now I only cared about making him moan.

I wanted him louder. Needier. More stunned by what I could do for him.

I wanted to give him everything I had.

“Okay, okay,” he said, pulling out and stroking his wet cock.

I looked up at him with my lips parted, breathing hard, my mouth still warm from the shape of him.

“You’re going to strip for me,” Derek said. “Come on.”

He motioned with his hand, and I smiled, ready to obey.

I gave him a slow little wave of my hips before turning around and bending over. Derek’s voice of approval guided me on as I slid my little jean shorts down, letting them drag over my hips and thighs before they fell around my ankles. Then I reached for my tight shirt and pulled it up over my head.

Somehow, by pure luck, I managed to keep my wig from coming off again.

As I slowly stepped toward him, I embraced the look, fueled by the pure enjoyment in his eyes.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked, touching the corner of my mouth with one finger. “You know, I was a virgin, but you’re really turning me into a whore right now.”

Derek nodded and smiled.

“Technically, you still are for a moment longer.”

I had to think for a second before I understood what he meant. But when I did, my cock pulsed inside the little pink thong.

The stud stepped forward and pressed his body against my back. His cock pushed between my ass cheeks, hot and hard, the swollen head sliding into my crack as it worked its way toward my new “pussy.”

I giggled and moaned as the sensation sent chills racing up and down my body. It was absurd and filthy and somehow perfect, this gorgeous college boy rubbing himself against me while I stood there in stolen lingerie and a pink wig, pretending not to fall apart from every touch.

As Derek tucked his cock just inside the string of my thong, I tried to comprehend how life could be so strange and unpredictable. Only an hour before, I had been alone in my room, terrified and turned on by my own reflection. Now I had a man’s cock sliding against me as if Tessa had been real all along.

But I was jolted out of that thought when Derek turned me around and pressed his lips hard against mine.

His mouth was sweet and clean, and the sudden force of the kiss made my knees loosen. I kissed him back before I could think better of it, my hands rising to his shoulders as his body trapped me there. Then I felt his cockhead press against the bulge in my thong, and for one terrifying second, I thought I was going to come right there.

I didn’t want to ruin the fantasy for either of us.

As if Derek had the same thought, he grabbed my ass and turned me around again before bending me over the kitchen table. My palms hit the surface, and I gasped as the cool wood pressed against my skin. The room felt too bright, too quiet, too real.

He tugged my thong down just enough to reveal my asshole, and I clenched as his cock bobbed against it.

The dark-haired stud teased me there, rubbing the thick head against my tight little hole while I trembled over the table. Then he leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, and whispered in my ear.

“Now it’s time for you to get fucked like a real girl.”

My breath caught.

“I’m going to fuck you with your panties still on, though,” he said.

He grabbed the band of my thong and pulled it back, stretching the satin tight against me before letting it snap against my ass.

I flinched and moaned.

Derek laughed softly behind me.

“I want to see just how pretty you are in it while I fuck you from behind.”

Derek spit against my ass and rubbed his fingers lightly around my entrance.

The sensation left me grabbing the edges of the table, my knees weak and my body nearly ready to collapse from the shock of it. Every touch felt too intense, too filthy, too real.

“Fuck me,” I begged as his massive cock bounced near my asshole.

The torture was unbearable.

I wanted to know exactly what every hot girl had felt. I wanted to know what it was like to be worshipped and filled by a giant, powerful cock. I wanted to know the rush they must have experienced when a man lost control over them, buried himself deep, and used their tight bodies for his pleasure.

And as Derek pushed his cockhead inside me, I cried out and knew I was on my way.

An unbelievable soreness spread through my ass as I opened around him. I felt split and stretched, initiated like a virgin, barely able to handle the pain as my body fought to take him. Then his cock sank deeper, slow and smooth and unflinching, inch after inch burying itself inside me.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, thrusting his hips harder against my ass. “You have the tightest femboy pussy I’ve ever felt.”

His voice was harsh and low against my ear, and it made me tighten involuntarily around his thick tool, as if my body were trying to milk every last drop of his essence deep inside me.

“Mm,” he moaned again, before thrusting once more.

My eyes widened as the struggle began to give way. The pain didn’t vanish, but something else started to bloom beneath it. Pleasure swelled through my core as his cockhead rubbed deep inside me, hitting a spot that made my whole body jolt. It had to be my prostate. There was no other explanation for the way it made me shake.

I moaned, gripped the table, and pushed back until I was on my toes, letting his cock impale my virgin ass and use it for his pleasure.

I didn’t know why, but it was his aggression that left me ready to shoot cum across the kitchen table. It was the way he took me. The way he didn’t treat me like something fragile. The way he looked at me in stolen panties and a pink wig and still wanted to ruin me.

I realized then that I had wanted this for so long.

I wanted to be treated like a whore. I wanted to be humiliated and rammed with a real man’s cock. I wanted to know what it felt like to stop pretending I was above this, stop pretending I was too scared or too proper or too much of a sissy to take what I secretly craved.

And ironically enough, I experienced it by becoming a temporary extension of an alpha.

I was his to use.

His little fuck-toy girl.

As I cried out, making sure my voice stayed tight and high, I felt him pounding deeper, faster, harder.

“Do you like my pussy?” I cried, turning back.

“What does this tell you?” he growled.

Then he thrust balls-deep inside me.

“Oh fuck!” I cried out.

My ass clenched around him as that unmistakable fire rippled through my core and burst from my shaft.

“I’m cumming!” I moaned.

Hot, sticky ropes shot out of me and drizzled the inside of the tiny pink thong I’d stolen, soaking the satin as Derek kept me bent over the table, still buried deep in my ass.

I had swiped that thong from the prettiest girl I had ever known, and only hours later, I was getting fucked the way I imagined a beautiful girl like her should be.

I was clenching the edges of the table with my eyes squeezed tight and my body contracting uncontrollably around a massive cock as it pounded my ass and controlled me for its own pleasure. I felt everything more sharply than ever before. The thong hugging my hips. The bra rounding my chest. The stockings tight against my legs. The wig brushing my cheeks as I trembled beneath him.

And when Derek slapped my ass and said, “You’re going to have to redo your makeup after this,” I felt more alive than I ever had before.

I kept tightening around him until he groaned, low and loud.

“I’m going to come,” he said. “Are you going to take it deep inside you like a real girl?”

“Fuck me, babe,” I whispered. “Fuck your pretty girl.”

At once, I felt his body press hard against my back. His throat released a long, low growl, and I smiled as I gasped for breath, feeling his cock throb deep inside me as he deposited load after load of his virile seed.

“Oh my… oh fuck,” I whispered.

The dark-haired stud groaned and pushed himself as deep as he could, his biceps flexing on either side of my small frame as he pinned me to the table. I could feel him pulsing inside me, filling me while I lay there in stolen lingerie, too dazed and blissed out to feel anything but owned.

“Fuck!” he moaned one final time before his thrusts turned slow and weak. “I can’t believe how much cum you stole from me. I don’t think I’ve ever come so hard with a girl before.”

The remark left me shaking my head and smiling blissfully.

With a girl.

Not with a guy dressed up in stolen clothes. Not with some shameful little secret he wanted to forget.

With a girl.

“So, you won’t let my little secret spill?” I asked, as a quick flash of nervousness moved through me.

Derek laughed.

“What secret? That you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever fucked?”

“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “I think that was it.”

“We’re going to go get a drink after this,” he said. “But when we all come back, I think you and I are going to have to do this again.”

The insistence left me biting my lip and moaning softly as the stud pulled his big cock from my ass. The moment he slipped free, I felt the emptiness return, a deep little ache where he had stretched and filled me.

Derek pulled my thong back over my wet ass, covering the evidence in pink satin, then gave my butt a nice little slap as I looked back toward him and smiled.

“You’re filled to the brim, just like a cute girl like you should be,” he said, reaching around my body and pulling me back against himself.

I didn’t know what I was going to tell him on the way to the bar.

I didn’t know how I was going to keep my story straight, or what would happen when everyone else came back.

But in that moment, I honestly couldn’t have cared less.

My new identity had just had the maiden voyage of a lifetime, and all I could think about was the next time I’d slide a pair of panties up my legs and find myself bent over the kitchen table, taken like a real girl.
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