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She’ll kiss your neck with no emotion

When she’s mean, you know you love it

—Sweet but Psycho, Ava Max


Chapter 1
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The dorm leak had started with the ceiling dripping.

At first it was just a drop or two, just about easy for us to ignore or chalk up to our imagination. But then the little drips morphed into a steady drip-drip and the ceiling above my bed looked terrible. The cheap drywall had started to sag ominously and there was a dark, brownish-yellow stain covering it that looked suspiciously like urine.

My roommate and I complained to our RAs about it, and that was when we were told it wasn’t just our room but the entire wing of dorms that were having some sort of issue with the pipes. Things escalated quickly that afternoon. Maintenance men in orange vests swarmed our rooms and yelled at us like there was a full-on flood warning. The Residence Director dropped by and told us that we needed to pack up and move out and that they were very sorry and that housing would ‘do their best’ to find us temporary rooms, which sounded reassuring until we realized no one could tell us where—or when.

It certainly wasn’t the dream start to my first semester of college ever. My roommate, Mike, was lucky. He’d already made a bunch of friends so he instantly found a place with three other guys who lived off campus. I, on the other hand, had nowhere to go. I didn’t know anyone in the city who could take me in and I had no idea where I could go. I was worried I’d have to stay at the student union or some shitty motel off campus. Potentially for weeks.

With a lump in my throat I frantically began packing my essentials into a bag, trying to tell myself it was fine.

“It’s just a little leak, Theo. Stop overreacting. It’s not like you’re going to die.”

The voice belonged to Owen Banks, my new friend. He was casually looking me over with his arms crossed, without, you know, trying to help me pack or something.

I shot him an annoyed look and he grinned, not even remotely sorry about the predicament I was in. Of course, his dorm room was perfectly dry and intact.

“It’s a little more than a leak,” I scoffed. I pointed up. “That ceiling is just about to pop open like a blister.”

I zipped up my bag, then dropped it onto the floor with a sigh. “And I have nowhere to go. A little sympathy would be nice.”

Owen snorted. “Nah, you’ll be fine.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“I’m serious.” He took his phone out of his jeans pocket. “My sister’s got a spare room off-campus you can crash in.”

I froze, then recovered quickly and tried to look casual. “Your…sister?”

“Uh-huh. My one and only big sissy.” Owen was click-tapping on his phone at lightning speed. “Don’t worry. I’m pretty sure she’ll say it’s cool.”

I hesitated. Owen’s older sister was Briar Banks, a senior who had a reputation around campus as a cold, brilliant beauty. She was twenty-one, president of one of the top sororities on campus, and was majoring in political science. She could also make any dude a little sweaty just by walking through the door. She didn’t just walk like she owned the place, she walked like she owned the whole damn world.

I’d never actually talked to Briar myself, but I’d seen her from a distance a couple of times. Owen never knew this, but I happened to have a big-time crush on her, even though she seemed like the hot, mean, and intimidating kind. The kind of girl who’d easily put her nose down on a younger guy like me. I regularly stalked her on both Instagram and TikTok. And let me tell you…the kind of photos and dances she posted…phew. Her D cups alone could make you shoot a load within seconds.

“So you think she’ll, uh…really be okay with random dudes crashing at her place?” I asked, trying not to sound as nervous as I felt.

Owen had his eyes still glued on his phone. “I mean, she’s a little intense sometimes, but yeah, she’ll be cool with it since you’re a buddy of mine.” His gaze flicked at me. “You’re not going to be a weirdo, are you?”

“No.” My heart ticked just a little faster because it just hit me there was no way I could afford a room in whatever place Briar stayed in. “You know what, I think I’ll be fine,” I added casually and shrugged. “Save yourself the trouble, okay? I’m sure housing will find me something soon.”

Owen raised an eyebrow. “You sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. I don’t want to impose. Besides, isn’t your sister like, super busy all the time?”

“Yeah. But that just means you’ll have the place to yourself most of the time.” He finally unglued himself from his phone. “Are you seriously turning down a free room off-campus with no RAs and your own private bathroom and full access to a kitchen and a heated rooftop pool? You’re an idiot if you say no to that.” He waved a hand in the air. “If you must know, dad bought the condo for her senior year as an investment property. So technically, it’s not hers alone. And besides, you know my parents.”

I nodded slowly. Yeah, I knew the Bankses. Mr. and Mrs. Banks were both hot-shot lawyers but outwardly generous and philanthropic. Mr. Banks even handed me a hundred-dollar Amazon gift card when I met him on move-in day. For no reason. They seemed kind and generous, a quality that I admired in Owen too, despite our differences. He didn’t care where you came from and made friends everywhere he went.

Without waiting for my response, Owen picked up his phone again. I heard the dial tone and a female voice say, “Heyyy, baby boy, what do you want?” It was an overly cutesy tone that Briar clearly only reserved for her brother.

Owen rolled his eyes, a little embarrassed. “Hey, Bri. Yeah, listen, a couple of dorms got flooded so the RD’s kicking out everyone in that wing. You know Theo Rafferty right?” The conversation went on, and after a couple of more eye rolls from Owen, he said, “Fine.” I heard the call drop.

I looked at Owen expectantly. I was totally expecting him to say that his sister told him to fuck off. But then he tucked his phone back into his pocket and his mouth stretched into the smuggest smile ever.

“You’re welcome,” he said, still smug as all hell.

But my stomach was still lurching. “Dude, you know my situation, I’m broke as hell, I’m not going to be able to—”

“Shut up.” Owen winked. “Who said anything about money? I’m telling you, just move in and be a good roomie and don’t piss Bri off. Easy-peasy. She likes her privacy, her shit in order. As long as you respect her rules and don’t trash the place, you’ll be good.”

I wasn’t sure why I was so nervous when I heard that.

“Well, you know I’m kind of a messy—”

“Jesus, stop being dramatic. She’s not the fire-breathing dragoness she looks like she is.” There was a ping on his phone. He took it out, quick-typed a message, then shot me a grin. “There. It’s done. You’re crashing at her place until housing fixes this dump.”

Slowly, I nodded, my mouth going dry at the idea of moving in with the girl I’d had a crush on since freshman year started. A mix of dread and thrill surged through me. I was going to be living with Briar Banks. This could either go really, really bad for me. Or really, really good.

“Bri will be heading out to take care of some sorority stuff soon, so we better make it there quick,” Owen added. He grabbed my duffle bag and tossed it over his shoulder before heading out the door. “What are you waiting for? Come on.”

* * *

The car ride was quick, only ten minutes off-campus, and Briar turned out to live in a luxury high-rise at Fox North. I knew Fox North. It was a neighborhood known for its art galleries, exclusive restaurants, and a gigantic cluster of ultra-expensive condos. We pulled up under the wide, covered drop-off right outside the front doors. Owen grabbed my bag and tapped his fob to enter the lobby.

He waved to the concierge, who nodded politely, then handed me my bag. “You’re all set. Just head over to the elevators and hit the thirty-eighth floor. She’ll be in 3804. Shouldn’t take you that long to find it.”

“Wait—you’re not coming?”

“Nah. I gotta get back to the dorm or I’ll lose my parking spot. Text me if you need anything, okay?”

And just like that, Owen was gone.

I stood in the marble lobby alone, pulse thumping in my ears. It was all black marble walls and gleaming floors and chandeliers. Not a speck of dust or greenery anywhere. Black-and-white photos framed the wall besides the electric fireplace. One of them was a nude photo of a very famous actress I won’t name, with hair short and shaggy and her bits covered with a white cloth.

The concierge cleared his throat behind me and that was my nudge to stop staring and move along.

As Owen had promised, it didn’t take me too long to find Briar’s suite. I knocked on the door, a little softly. Within a minute the door swung open.

Briar Banks stared at me. She was looking me up and down like I was some creep who’d just hit on her at a bar.

“Yeah?”

“Oh, hi.” I held my hand out for a shake. She didn’t take it. “Owen might have told you—”

“Yeah. I know. I know. You’re Theo Rafferty, right?”

“Last time I checked, yep. That’s me.” I tried to grin, but it felt a little forced.

And she wasn’t grinning back.

“Riiight,” Briar said slowly. “Come on in.”

She held the door open, and I stepped shakily inside. My heart was pumping hard. Fuck. Did this girl just get even hotter since the last time I saw her?

Briar walked deeper into her suite, her blonde ponytail swinging, clearly expecting me to follow. I could hardly focus as she did a quick, half-hearted tour. She was wearing a loose-y tank top that revealed her breasts practically right down to the nipples paired with biker shorts that accentuated the perfect circles of her ass. It didn’t help that her breasts were heavy and bounced lightly every time she moved. When we reached the kitchen, I saw a reflection of myself on the fridge’s surface and wished I’d groomed myself better. I was dressed like a slob, with my long brown hair a little matted down, a little unkempt. Plus I hadn’t bothered to shave in two days.

No wonder Briar Banks didn’t seem the least bit impressed with me.

She finally led me to the space that would be my room. It looked barely used and seemed almost palatial compared to my cramped dorm. A queen-sized bed was positioned at the center, paired with a white comforter that had gold tassels on the corners. Two plush, matching pillows sat against the headboard. The view of the city right by the bed was incredible.

“Wow,” I said.

Briar handed me a spare fob and a key. “The fob gives you access to the building, and the key is for the condo.” She gave me a curt smile. “Well, make yourself at home, Theo Rafferty.”

A shivery tingle went down my spine at the way she said my name. I smiled. It was warm and toasty inside the room, so I took off my jacket and tossed it on top of the comforter.

“Hey, thanks again. This place is the coolest. I swear I won’t be any trouble.”

Briar smiled. “No problem.”

I grinned. Maybe I’d misjudged her. She didn’t seem all that mean or bitchy. Maybe she was the sort of girl who took time to warm up to people. Hot girls’ defenses and all that.

Standing back up, I headed to the light switches and flicked them on. That’s when I realized none of them worked.

“Oh, sorry.” Briar laughed. “I never got around to fixing the bulbs, but there’s a lamp by the bed.”

I crossed the room. “Ah, there it is.” I felt for the switch along the wire and a low, yellow light filled the air. “You know what? I’ll try to change up those bulbs tomorrow—”

“You don’t have to,” she said. “I can get Blake to do it.”

“Blake?”

“My boyfriend.”

My heart sank at those two words. So she was taken. Of course, dummy. I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just smiled at her weakly.

Briar inched herself closer to where I was standing against the wall. She crossed her arms, which had the effect of pushing her tits up and out. I felt my face roast.

“I’ve got to head out in a few minutes, so let’s get the house rules out of the way.”

“Right. The house rules. Right. Of course.” I nodded vigorously.

Briar’s eyes sharpened suddenly, making me feel like I was on the receiving end of an interrogation. “It’s not rocket science, so listen carefully.” Her fingers flicked up one by one as she crossed the rules off her list. “Don’t eat my food. Keep your room clean. Don’t trash my place. Stay quiet when I have company. And if I tell you to do something, you do it.”

Briar Banks was shorter than me, but right then, I felt smaller than an imp under her gaze. It was like I was a snotty-nosed kid who needed to be disciplined and she was secretly enjoying the telling-off.

“Oh. One more thing,” she added with a nonchalant wave of her hand. “You never, ever go into my room without permission. Think you can handle all that, princess?”

My breath faltered. There was an edge to the question and the nickname she’d tacked on to it. Something dangerous. Like I was treading on thin ice.

I forced a quick, too-loud laugh. “Yeah. Totally. No problem. And, uh, thanks again for letting me stay here, Briar.”

“Call me Bri,” she said, and then she turned and left, shutting the door behind her.

I stared at the spot she’d left. The scent of her still lingered in the room. It reminded me of pears and ice-cream. Rich, creamy, juicy, and oh-so-tempting.

A thin sheen of nervous sweat swept down my spine. Did she just call me princess? Well, that was insulting. I looked nothing like a princess. I was 5’9” with broad shoulders and practically lived in the gym. I played basketball three times a week. I wasn’t some scrawny, soft little thing who got bullied by random people.

Maybe it was my anger, or the flash of embarrassment I’d experienced, or the raging tension of being so close to sexy Briar, but somehow my cock was starting to stir, stretching harder and harder until it was pressing uncomfortably against the front of my joggers. I blew out a breath and told myself to let it go.

I already knew Briar Banks was not the kind of girl who played by normal rules. She was one-of-a-kind. Maybe if I kept the place spotless and stayed out of her way, she’d warm up to me. Maybe the ‘princess’ thing was her weird sense of humor. Maybe, if I was good, she’d eventually let me see what was under those tank tops.

Unlikely, of course, but what’s to stop a guy from dreaming? Either way, I was here now. In a luxury condo living rent-free with the hottest girl on campus. And yet a weird sense of dread was making its way through my skin, sparking little goosebumps all the way down my spine.

Because as fiercely hot and sexy as Briar Banks was, something about her body language had set off a warning in me. A preternatural sense I felt right down to my guts.

It said: stay away.


Chapter 2
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“So, how’s the new spot? Settled in okay?”

Owen was leaning into my ear. The lecture hall was noisy as kids filed in for the beginning of the early nine a.m. lecture. Old Professor Thatcher stood at the head of the hall, sipping from a thermos and flipping through a notebook that was so tattered it looked just about ready to decompose.

“Not bad,” I replied, raising my voice over the banter of students around me. “Pretty sweet place, actually. Yeah, it’s good. All good.”

It wasn’t exactly a lie. I just didn’t feel comfortable telling my friend that I was already feeling like a fish out of water at his sister’s place. Especially after all he’d done for me to make it happen.

“Your sister’s chill, dude. Super chill,” I added.

I was obviously laying it on too thick but Owen luckily didn’t seem to notice. The sudden memories of her sister popped into my mind: the way her tank top had strained against the fullness of her breasts. The way she’d rattled off her house rules like I was some dumb kid who needed a babysitter. The way she’d stared me down and called me princess.

My cheeks flared with heat. I shifted in my seat and crossed my arms tighter, trying to look relaxed.

Rashad, a new friend in our group, plopped down on the seat next to me, his hair messy like he’d just rolled out of bed. Owen, Rashad, and I had met at the rec center during intramural basketball sign-ups and it turned out we were all majoring in business analytics. Two weeks into my first semester and they were the only guys on campus who felt like real friends.

“Theo, you lucky asshole,” Rashad began with a knowing smirk. “I heard. You know how many dudes on campus would kill for that view every morning?” He waggled his bushy eyebrows. “I’m talking about the ass, not the skyline, by the way.”

I groaned. “It’s not like that. Promise. I’m not about to try anything.”

Rashad snorted. “Oh, don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

“What do you mean—it?” I demanded.

Owen pretended to barf. “Ew, dude, don’t even. She’s my fucking sister.”

“Sister or not, Briar’s a hot piece of ass, and you know it, man,” Rashad said. “Hot with spice and bite. Who doesn’t love a bitch like that?”

I rolled my eyes and waved them both off, totally acting like I hadn’t jerked off several times to Briar’s TikTok dances before I’d ever moved in with her. “Briar is not that bad. Kinda strict, but I can handle it.”

Owen turned to me, suddenly serious. “She can get pretty intense. Just don’t let her boss you around too much. If she even gets a whiff of weakness, you’re fucked. Bri can get a little psycho.”

“Psycho?” I asked, a little tentatively.

Owen ignored my question. Instead he’d begun to sing that stupid song by Ava Max while he kept winking at me like it was all a big joke. “Oh, she’s sweet but a psycho, a little bit psycho…”

I had no clue whether he was being serious or not. But thankfully his awful singing was interrupted when Professor Thatcher spoke into the microphone and asked us all to hush, and soon enough, I forgot about the tail end of that conversation.

* * *

It was right after my morning lectures that a genius idea popped into my head.

On my walk back to Briar’s building I decided to stop at the big hardware store downtown and grab a pack of lightbulbs. I’d also noticed a long crack in the baseboard in the hallway yesterday so I searched around for a bit before picking up something that seemed like a suitable solution: a small tube of paintable caulk and a putty knife.

By the time I let myself into the condo it was early afternoon and I was in a great mood. The place was quiet. Briar wasn’t in. Perfect. I’d swap the bulbs in my bedroom and surprise her by fixing that unsightly baseboard crack. My plan was to show her I was the kind of guy who pulled his weight. That I was handy. Useful.

I changed into an old T-shirt and got to work.

I did the bulbs in my bedroom first, and it all went without a hitch. Awesome. I couldn’t be prouder of myself. Now at least I didn’t look like some freeloader who was useless enough to be called a princess.

I could be her sexy handyman instead. A handyman she might actually want to fuck.

Theoretically speaking, of course.

It was time to work on the baseboard. That was going to be a little trickier since I’d never messed around with caulk before. I set my phone on the floor beside me, open to a YouTube tutorial.

I got the little tube ready and unscrewed it. The putty knife had a pointy little thing at one end, which I imagined would help me spread the stuff around evenly. I tried to follow along with the man in the video, but within a minute I realized my fix-the-baseboard plan might actually be harder than I thought. The caulk stuff oozed and oozed and was hard to spread properly.

After ten minutes of struggling, I started to panic. Then panic a little more.

I stared down at what I’d just done. The caulk looked stringy and uneven, I had it all over my hands and shirt, and the whole thing looked worse than when I started.

Oh, damn. What do I do now?

Picking up my phone (and staining it in the process), I frantically searched for another video tutorial. I was on my knees cursing under my breath when the front door swung open and a whiff of the condo building’s perfumed air floated through.

Briar Banks sauntered in, hips swinging, wearing a cropped hoodie and high-waisted black leggings.

Oh.

God.

No.

Her long blonde hair was twisted up into one of those messy half-bun styles I’d been noticing on practically every girl on campus. A crapload of notebooks and a MacBook burst out of the tote bag slung over her shoulder.

She stopped dead in the hallway, her lashy eyes first dropping to the messy line of caulk and then the putty knife still clenched in my sweaty fist. The look on her face read: what the actual hell?

I scrambled up fast to mute the stupid tutorial, wiping my hand on my thighs and leaving smears of the white gunk. I could already imagine the rage that was about to descend on me. She was going to yell at me. Slap me. Or worse, kick me out. Where would I go? What would I tell Owen? Not only would that be embarrassing, I didn’t have a single friend who had a room to spare. Would I have to camp out in the damn library or something?

I held up my hands and took a step backward.

“I’m so sorry, Bri. I noticed the crack yesterday and just wanted to help you out.” I pointed to my room, my index finger shaking. “The lights there are fixed, though, I mean, I replaced the bulbs, and they work so you don’t have to worry—”

I tensed for the incoming blast of insults, but they didn’t come. Instead, a strange expression washed over Briar’s face. I couldn’t really read it. It might have been pity, or amusement, or maybe, weirdly, hunger. An appetite for something dark and twisted. Whatever it was, I didn’t like it. It made me slightly…uncomfortable.

Very slowly, Briar shrugged her shoes off at the door and set her tote down. My heartbeat ramped up with every second that ticked by. When she faced me, I took another step back unconsciously.

“Okay, Voltaire, relax,” she said, folding her arms. “I can fix my own bulbs. I can fix my own cracks. I don’t need you to do that.”

“I…I swear I was just trying to help.”

“I get it, Theo. I do.” A small laugh escaped her shiny pink lips as she grabbed the putty knife from my hand like she was afraid of what I’d do with it. Her eyes roved over me the way a cat stares at a mouse he was planning to play with—until, you know it kills it.

“Aw. I didn’t really believe Owie when he told me, but you really are just the sweetest.”

My stomach knotted up. I wasn’t a fan of the way she was talking to me, but I was slightly relieved she wasn’t mad.

“You don’t need to try to impress me, Theo. Just do what I tell you to do and we’ll be best friends, okay?”

“Okay…” I said, a little uncertainly. My prickly senses were going off again, setting off those alarm bells.

Alarm bells that sang: this girl is danger.

“Hmmm.” Briar looked around her condo as though she was searching for something. Her eyes landed on one of the kitchen cabinets next to the sink. “Since you’re so eager to help…maybe take the garbage out for me?”

I exhaled with relief. Then, grinning, I nodded. I wasn’t mad at that. Taking the garbage out was a man’s job. “Sure thing!”

Briar tilted open the cabinet, exposing the trash can inside. Wrinkling my nose, I stepped closer and lifted the trash bag up by its little plastic handles. It was disgusting inside, packed to the brim with coffee grounds and bits of apple cores and what I swore was a used condom. Still, I put on my best poker face and quickly carried the whole thing outside to the chute down the hallway.

When I returned, Briar was waiting in the entryway. I smiled at her, proud of my little mission.

“Thanks! You did a good job,” she said, smiling that sexy smile of hers.

“Anytime.” I grinned.

Briar pointed to the baseboard crack and the mess I’d made of it. My face flushed.

“I’ll have Blake fix that, so don’t even worry about it, okay?” she said, tucking a stray lock of flowing hair behind one ear.

I began apologizing again, but Briar cut me off.

“So, since I’ll be taking care of that, and you still want to help, I thought of something else you could do. I’ve just been so busy I haven’t been able to clean my bathroom for a while. If you wouldn’t mind…”

Briar lifted an eyebrow expectantly, like she already knew I wouldn’t refuse her.

Could I refuse her? No, not if I still wanted to stay. Especially when I’d technically damaged her property. Especially when she was giving me the sweetest, sexiest, most charming smile I’d ever seen.

Reluctantly, I found myself nodding.

“Oh, good. Thank you so much!”

Before I knew what was happening, Briar was handing me a bucket filled with various cleaning products and several rags. Then she told me follow her. I thought she was going to finally show me what was supposed to be her ‘forbidden space’: her room. But it looked like her bathroom had two entrances and she pointed me to the one from the hallway.

“Top to bottom, please,” she ordered. “Dry everything off with the microfiber cloths once you’re done. Oh, and don’t forget to flush the toilet.” She laughed. “I left that just for you, princess.”

Wait a fucking minute. Did I just hear that right?

I swiveled my head around to look at her but she was already swinging her hips down the other way of the hall, and then I heard the slam of her bedroom door.


Chapter 3

[image: ]

Briar Banks’s bathroom was kind of a…mess.

I’d never really been inside a chick’s bathroom before, but I suppose I’d been naïve for thinking they kept things pink and sparkly all the time. There were strands of hair absolutely everywhere and makeup and skincare products cluttered up every single surface you could see. Still, I’d seen worse bathrooms than this. Case in point: my dorm’s communal bathrooms.

My pulse thumped hard as I walked over to the toilet. The toilet bowl water was tinted yellow from her piss. She hadn’t been lying.

‘I left that just for you, princess.’

She’d said it so casually, like I was some servant who existed just to entertain her. If it had been any other girl, I’d have told her to fuck off, that I wasn’t doing shit, least of all take care of her bodily excretions. But this was Briar Banks we were talking about. The woman who’d seemingly cast some weird voodoo spell on me. A little shiver of pleasure trickled down my back, not really wanting to believe that I was slightly turned on by the thought she’d left this behind for me.

How many guys got to see this? Her piss felt like something special. A gift.

I flushed it down and watched the water swirl for a little too long until the yellow disappeared. To my shock, my cock had gone semi-hard. With a groan, I pressed my palm against my dick, willing it to go down. If Briar caught me hard over her damn toilet, I’d die of embarrassment.

It took me a while to get it down, and then I got straight to work. I told myself I didn’t have to be perfect. I mean, it wasn’t like I was a professional maid who washed toilets for a living. Briar probably just wanted me to straighten things out a bit, get rid of the hair on the rug and stuff. But, as I kept spraying and scrubbing and wiping, I felt like the biggest fucking loser on the planet. Anger bubbled up through me. What the hell was I doing? Was I really down on my knees, cleaning my friend’s sister’s toilet?

I prayed that Owen or Rashad or nobody else would ever find out. I could almost imagine how it’d go down if they did. ‘Theo? Cleaning Briar Banks’s bathroom? Bro, you’re fucking whipped!’

That was not what I wanted for myself starting college. But I couldn’t stop now. I kept cleaning and scrubbing and sorting things out. I swallowed down my emotions, forcing myself to count my blessings instead.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I was done. Heading back down on the hall, I knocked politely on Briar’s bedroom door.

“Come on in!”

I swallowed and opened the door. I was about to step into Briar Banks’s bedroom. The forbidden room. Briar was stretched out on a huge king-sized bed, painting her toenails a deep wine red. She’d changed into a soft, drapey lounge set of a similar color. She hadn’t bothered fastening half the buttons on her loose top and I could clearly see she was braless.

“Yeah, baby, miss you too.” She was purring. That’s when I noticed the phone by her foot, set on speaker. “Blakey, stoppp. You know I’m busy tonight.” She giggled sweetly. “But maybe tomorrow if you’re good…”

She glanced up, saw me standing there looking a sweaty mess, and held up one finger.

I stood there awkwardly, kind of embarrassed at having to listen in on a private flirty conversation. I had no choice but to listen to her laugh sexily at something her boyfriend said and stare at the way she casually flexed her bare foot while she checked her nail polish. Briar was acting like a girl with a totally different personality. She’d never talk that way to someone like me.

Finally she murmured, “Okay, have to go babe. Someone’s here who needs me to tell him what to do. Mmm, love you too.”

She ended the call, tossed the phone aside, and lifted her head at me.

Her eyes dragged slowly over me, taking in my ruffled hair, my sweaty face, and the bucket I was still carrying with all her ridiculous cleaning supplies.

“Look at you,” Briar said softly, clearly tickled by how humiliated I looked. “All red-faced and trying so hard to be useful. It’s adorable.”

My whole stomach quivered. I opened my mouth but nothing came out.

Briar sat up a little, letting the drapey fabric of her top fall open a little more. I let my attention linger on there for half a second, my pulse stuttering in disbelief. I had no doubt she was showing me that incredible cleavage on purpose, but the question was why?

Was Briar Banks trying to seduce me?

“See? If you really want to impress me, princess, you don’t need to play handyman. You just need to do exactly what I tell you…when I tell you.” She pushed herself off the bed and sauntered toward me.

My back hit the wall and my fingers lost control, the cleaning bucket thumping down to the floor.

“Keep being this good and maybe…maybe…” she murmured, “I’ll let you see what a real woman feels like one of these days.”

A shudder worked its way down my body as I stared at those seductive sleepy eyes, sending all my blood racing southward. There was no way this was really happening. This was Goddess Bri, my friend’s hot sister, teasing me. Flirting with me. Practically presenting herself. This had to be some kind of prank.

“You can’t say that,” I blurted out. “You…you have a boyfriend.”

Briar released a haughty laugh. “Oh, Blakey? Don’t worry about him. He knows better than to tell me what I can and can’t do.” Her pouty pink smile widened, and there was another twist in my stomach, one that didn’t feel pleasant at all. “I get what I want, sweetie. Always.”

Briar was inches away from me, looking me right in the eyes. I couldn’t move even if I wanted to. Through her thin loungewear, I could practically see the outline of her full round tits, her hard, pointy nipples, the shadow of her slim, smooth waist.

I sucked in a sharp breath, hoping I didn’t look as nervous as I felt.

“You’re just fucking with me,” I gritted out.

In response, she swooped in. Before my brain could even process what was happening, I felt her soft tongue brush against my collarbone. Oh my fucking god. In one smooth, confident move, she licked my neck, slowly dragging the entire flat of her tongue up until she stopped right at my jaw. The hot trail of saliva she left behind left me spellbound.

My whole body went rigid. I knew I didn’t smell the best. I was sweaty. But Briar didn’t seem to mind. Or if she did, she didn’t show it.

She wasn’t done. She leaned forward again, until I could smell her shampoo, and then her teeth were nipping my skin, gently at first, and then harder, sucking teasingly a few times before pulling herself away. I couldn’t help letting out a little whimper. That was so hot. It wasn’t even the fact that no girl had done anything remotely like this before. No, it was more the signal she was giving me. Like she was hinting at me how dirty she could be…if I let her.

“I’m not playing, sweetie,” she whispered. “If you could be a good little girl for me, I think we could have a lot of fun together.”

“But I’m not a girl,” I whispered. I was so confused.

“Not yet. But I could turn you into one.”

“But why?”

“But, but, but, but,” she mocked. “You ask too many questions, princess.”

Her fingers went up and tweaked both of my nipples, rolling them until I gasped.

“Did that feel good?” she asked.

“Y-Yeah.”

“I can tell,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes. She was looking down at my erection. I blushed. Well, the cat was out of the bag. “And I can make you feel even better. All you need to do is say you want this. Say you’ll be good for me. Just say it and we can start our little games.”

I shivered as I felt her hand inch closer to my cock. I wanted this. Badly. I couldn’t remember ever being this hard, this turned on, this desperate.

“Are you a virgin, Theo?” she whispered.

“I’m not.”

“Really? How many girls have you fucked?”

I pretended to do the math in my head. The truth was pathetic, because I’d only ever done it with my high-school girlfriend. We lasted a whopping two months, and while we’d gone at it like rabbits whenever her parents were out, she’d insulted me when we broke up, telling me I had a ‘pencil dick’.

“Like ten?” I said finally.

“Don’t lie to me, princess.”

“Okay, fine.” There was no point trying to bullshit Briar. I told her the truth.

Bri studied me a for a long second while she listened. “Aw. Poor little Theo. Your ex was a bitch, plain and simple. You’re a pretty boy, but you still have a lot to learn about girls. You need someone like me to teach you, princess. How to eat a girl out. How to use your cock properly.”

A throbbing thrill zipped straight to my cock hearing those words. Bri was filling my head with so many beautiful fantasies. I imagined her moaning, spreading her thighs for me. Training me how to push my swollen length into her. Teaching me how to give her the time of her life.

“You’re so turned on right now, aren’t you? I can feel it, princess. You’re leaking for me already.”

I shook my head unsteadily. Something just didn’t feel right. “This…this has to be a prank. Or a test.” I looked around the room. “Is Owen inside the closet or something? Is your boyfriend hiding somewhere, ready to beat my ass or something?”

Briar laughed. “Oh, sweetie. You’re so cute and innocent. You’ve never really had any real fun, have you?”

She let go of me and began walking back to her bed. “I just want to have a little fun with you, that’s all. No one else has to know.” She shrugged airily. “If you’re not into that, fine.”

“I am,” I blurted out. Too fast. I knew that. My body was practically on fire, and the last thing I wanted was Briar Banks to think I was a prude. “I mean, yeah. Sure. I’m…curious.”

Briar smiled patiently, looking like a cat who’d just caught a particularly fat little sparrow. “You’re just too fucking cute.” She was back, reaching out and running a finger down my cheek, a surprisingly tender gesture that made my chest squeeze. “Trust me, I’m going to blow your mind.”

I was sure my face was a raw, flaming mess but she seemed to find that adorable, so I wasn’t too mad at that.

She walked past me toward the bathroom, entering it through the door on the opposite side of the hallway. “Now let’s see how good you’ve been today.”

She stepped into the bathroom I had just cleaned, ran one manicured finger along the sink, then the edge of the tub. I held my breath. After a long second she made a soft tsk-tsk sound.

She turned back to me, eyes sparkling with quiet amusement.

“Pretty good, but I see you haven’t scrubbed the tiles behind the toilet,” she commented, her tone back to being curt and dry. “And there’s still those grout stains between the tiles over the shower floor. I like my shower floor spotless.”

I stood there, stunned. “Sorry. I-I didn’t notice,” I stuttered.

“I know, sweetie.” She looked at me like I was the most endearing, dumbest creature she’d ever seen. “That’s what you’ve got me for. To tell you what to do. Now why don’t you get your cute little butt in here and scrub a little harder?”

“S-Sure.” I shuffled over to the bathroom doorway, staring at the floor. How many times was I going to have to do this?

But as soon as I stepped inside, something shocking happened.

Briar dragged down her pants and settled onto the toilet seat right in front of me. I heard the tinkle of her piss hitting the bowl and she released a soft sigh as her pour got stronger and stronger, and then her eyes locked right onto mine. Her legs were wide open and she didn’t look away.

When she was done, she calmly rolled up some toilet paper and patted herself clean. Then she dropped the wet stuff into the bowl.

“Another reward for you, princess,” she said sweetly, patting my cheek as she stepped past me. Then she gently shut the door behind me.

I got down on my knees, trying to ignore the scent of female piss wafting up my nostrils because my cock was already painfully swollen. I flushed it down with one of my knuckles. Then I grabbed a brush with shaking hands and started to scrub the tile grout with a bottle of bleach, wondering what the hell I’d gotten myself into.


Chapter 4
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The bar clanged down hard on the rack and my arms felt like they were on fire. Rashad was curling beside me, grunting like a bull. I sat up on the bench, chest heaving, sweat stinging my eyes.

Dropping my head between my knees, I blew out a long breath. I loved being at the gym. It was one of the only places where I felt completely in control of my body. My goals. My strength. But this was the most exhausted I’d felt in a long time. I wiped my face with the hem of my tank and told myself the clenching in my chest was just from the weights.

But I knew that wasn’t true.

The real reason was Bri Banks.

Not only had my ‘genius’ plan to impress her backfired so magnificently, but she had also proved she was capable of making me dance on her strings. The memories kept replaying in my mind, one after the other, and there was nothing I could do to stop them. Her tongue dragging slow and wet up the side of my sweat-stained neck. Her fingers pinching my nipples like they belonged to her. That sexy smirk on her face while she called me princess and asked me to take care of her piss.

All while I stood there like an idiot and let her do it.

For whatever devious reason, Briar wanted to humiliate and degrade me. I didn’t know why. Maybe she liked picking on freshmen. Maybe the fact that I was her ‘baby brother’s friend’ turned her on. Maybe she knew I had a stupidly big crush on her and she was trying to see how far she could take it.

She also seemed to believe she was superior to me simply because she was a girl. A hot girl. And I could see how that might have worked on some loser, but I was smarter than that. I wasn’t actually into any of that degrading and feminizing shit. I was only letting her play these games because if I was good enough, if I let her push me just a little further, maybe she’d finally let me have her.

Two can play this game, I thought resolutely. And I was going to win. I’d play along, let her think she was breaking me, and when she finally gave in and spread those perfect legs for me, I’d be the one walking away with the trophy.

Rashad squeezed my shoulder as we headed for the showers. “Hey, are you okay? Something on your mind?”

“I’m good,” I said, forcing a grin. “Just feeling the burn!”

I turned away fast, hoping Rashad wouldn’t see the flush crawling up my neck. Owen had already left for a class, which I was grateful for. I kept wondering how they’d react if they found out I’d been cleaning Briar Banks’s bathroom and flushing her toilet for her like I was her maid. And the fact she’d made me do it twice?

That thought alone was enough to make me shudder.

The showers hissed around us, steam thick and heavy. I stood under the hot spray with my eyes closed, trying to scrub the memory of Briar’s scent off my skin. Pears and ice-cream and that slightly hot scent of her piss. I’d never come across a person as magnetic as my new roommate. She was the kind of girl you couldn’t shake off, the one who knew exactly how to get under your skin. And even though I hated what she was doing to me, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

My cock had started to thicken. I turned the water colder until it hurt.

I was drying off, my towel low on my hips, when a big, burly upperclassman I’d never seen before spotted me and came striding over with a wide grin. He was easily 6’4” and composed of pure muscle, and he shoved one of those big boulder shoulders in my way as I tried to quietly slip past him.

“Watch where you’re going, dude.”

I winced, pressing closer against the locker, blood pulsing in my ears. Guys like this guy were my nightmare.

To my surprise, his grin turned jovial then, not menacing. Like we were old friends or something. “Kidding.” He put up his hands. “Theo Rafferty, right? You’re the kid crashing with Bri now?”

My stomach dropped straight through the tile floor as it dawned on me who this stranger was.

“I’m Blake. Blake Norman. In case you didn’t know.” He laughed, easy and loud. His eyes flicked over my body—my still damp, still half-naked body. Strange flitters flew down my spine when his gaze didn’t budge. I quickly tightened the towel around myself again.

“Bri’s told me all about you,” he grunted. “I better not hear anything, kiddo. My girl has a thing for pretty boys like you.” He grinned again, his square jaw spreading even wider. “Just make sure you keep your paws off my girl or I’m gonna have no choice but to rip them off.”

I shivered as he did the pat on my shoulders a little too hard, and that same hand lingered there. Squeezing me. Getting his threat across.

“No, it’s not like that at all,” I babbled. “She’s just letting me stay there while my dorm gets fixed. I swear. I wouldn’t ever do anything like that.”

Blake laughed as he clocked my visible shivering. “Easy, easy. I’m just fucking with you.” He winked. “Mostly.”

He walked off then, whistling to himself. His shoulders were so wide they took up the space of three guys.

I just stood there for a long time, my heart thumping erratically in my chest.

Rashad raised an eyebrow from the next bench. “Um, what the hell was that about?”

I just shook my head and shrugged. “Nothing. My roommate’s boyfriend just being a douche. I should’ve seen it coming.”

Rashad snorted. “Yeah, well. He’s on the football team and everyone treats him like a goddamn celebrity around here. You might want to watch your back, buddy.”

I nodded like it was no big deal, but my stomach was already in knots.

Jesus. That had brought me back down to reality again. Blake was built like a house and apparently had a temper to match his size. This was not a guy you wanted to mess with.

Dread welled up inside me when I remembered I’d gotten a call from housing that morning. They told me the dorm leak was going to take at least three weeks to fix.

Three weeks.

Minimum.

Which meant that was how long I was going to be stuck with Briar Banks and her antics.

By the time I stepped out of the gym into the chilly evening my pulse was still racing. Part of me wanted to text housing right then and there. Tell them I’d take any shitty motel room, anything, just get me the fuck out of that condo before something terrible happened to me.

But there was another part of me that was still being stubborn. No part of me was technically dealing with Blake Norman. My dealings were with Bri, and only Bri. A sick little voice had also started whispering in the back of my head, reminding me that naughty Bri and I were going to do filthy, sexual things all while she kept him in the dark. I was going to fuck Bri. A football stud’s girlfriend. Who could probably break me in half if he ever found out.

That thought did dangerous things to my ego.

It was hot as hell. And wasn’t that what the college experience was all about? Having adventures? Snatching new opportunities before it was too late? And this was one heck of an opportunity. Briar Banks was the ultimate alpha woman, and I couldn’t deny it anymore: this made her even hotter to me. We were all grown-ups here, after all. Adults playing adult games.

I just had to be careful. And as long as we both kept it a secret, it wouldn’t be so bad.

Right?

* * *

The condo felt unusually silent when I let myself in. I wasn’t even sure what I was expecting to be coming home to. All I knew was how hard my heart was thumping. With nerves. With excitement.

“Hey?” I called out. “Bri?”

No one answered. I let out of a whoosh of air, my shoulders loosening with relief. I’d worked myself up for nothing. Bri was out somewhere, probably with her friends. Or Blake. Maybe she’d even forgotten about our ‘arrangement’. Whatever.

I opened the fridge and grabbed a can of Coke before padding down the hall toward my room. That was when I noticed it.

Bri’s bedroom door was wide open.

I hesitated for a second, knowing full well she’d told me to never ever set foot inside her room. I knew better than that.

Still, my stubborn little feet didn’t move.

Don’t, I told myself. It’s her house, her rules. You just met her boyfriend. You’re not that fucking stupid, are you?

I stood there just at the threshold, chugging down my Coke as I thought this over. I was alone. Bri wasn’t here. So what was I so scared of? I leaned back, closed my eyes, and tried to think of something else. The sight of Blake in the locker room filled my mind’s eye. His huge hand on my shoulder, the glint in his eyes like he was just waiting for a reason to mess with me.

I opened my eyes.

Bri’s bedroom stared back at me. The bed was neatly made, but there were clothes scattered across it, some of them spilling onto the floor. I noticed the cropped hoodie she’d been wearing yesterday and a pair of jeans that were inside out. Jeans that had been clearly worn. Jeans that had been clinging to her ass for god knows how long. And right beside it was a panty and bralette pair—white cotton with little red roses printed on them.

My mouth went dry.

I had to leave. Now. I knew the longer I kept staring, the more tempting it was going to be for me to cross the line.

I tiptoed straight past Bri’s door and began walking toward my room.

Look, I was not that fucking stupid.

It was my heart that stopped when I heard the softest click.

Coming from Bri’s room.

The Coke can in my hand began to shake as I turned around, very slowly.

“I saw you looking.”

Briar Banks was standing right there in a cloud of steam, having evidently just stepped out of her bathroom. She was wearing nothing but a white towel wrapped snug around her chest.

“What? Into your room? No, I wasn’t,” I lied.

She raised one eyebrow, letting the droplets of water run down her neck and the line between her breasts. “You’re a horrible liar, Theo.”

“Okay, so maybe I was tempted,” I ground out. “Like any other guy on campus would be.” I placed my emphasis on ‘guy’. “But I never walked in. You know I didn’t.”

Briar smiled and nodded. “You didn’t. Good boy.” She placed the emphasis back on ‘boy’, mocking me. “Do you think you deserve a reward for not violating my rules?”

I snorted, desperately trying to act like this was no big deal. “I don’t need a reward, it’s fine.”

I watched as Briar crossed her room, her wet feet padding softly over the plush carpet. She was a walking Playboy Bunny. I could barely keep my eyes away from the towel barely covering her luscious tits. They were hanging so low, so heavy.

“Come in,” she said, looking up to see me still frozen by her door. “You’re not breaking any rules if I’m inviting you in.”

I hesitated for another moment and then let out a long exhale, forcing myself to move forward. Briar smiled, pleased, as I stepped over the threshold, then moved past her to the bed and sat down.

I forced myself not to think of how this looked. The door open behind us, both of us on the bed alone together. The bed that Blake and Briar shared on nights he slept over, where they probably had sex every single time they were together.

Briar was smiling again like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said, her tone soft now. Her fingers latched onto my hair and she rubbed my head affectionately. “Have you been thinking about me?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. I looked down at my hands. “I even met Blake today. He seems…”

Briar laughed. “He’s just a big goofball. He’s great at sex, though, which is why I’m still keeping him around. He’s…big, if you know what I mean, and he’s not afraid to experiment. Unlike some other guys.” Her voice turned teasing, as if she meant ‘other guys’ as me. “Anyway, Blakey and I have an…understanding. You don’t have to be afraid of him.”

“I’m not,” I said.

“It’s his aunt’s birthday today. That’s where he is right now, driving four hours to go eat cake with his family.” She kept tousling my hair, the way I imagined she did to Owen when he was younger. “You know what that means? It means we’ve got the whole night to do whatever we want.”

“Oh yeah?” My brain was already exploding with filthy, shameful fantasies. And even if I’d never admit it, the fact that Blake was out of town tonight had given me a little courage. Okay, maybe a lot of courage. It was the perfect night. The perfect moment.

“Oh, correction,” Briar said suddenly, her tone low and slightly curt. “We’ve got the whole night to do whatever I want.”

“Well, what do you want to do?” I leaned in, whispering in her ear in what I hoped was a husky, seductive tone.


Chapter 5
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Icleared my throat as I waited for Bri to respond.

“Do you want to kiss or something?” I offered. “Or do you, um, want to…get me off or something?”

Bri withdrew her arm and flashed me a sexy smirk. She went to her door and shut it close with her foot before twirling around, still wrapped in nothing but that white towel. She stepped in close and my cock responded. I had a feeling she was about to reveal her perfect, voluptuous nakedness to me for the very first time.

“I wore those all day today,” she whispered into my ear. “Do you like them?”

I looked at where she was pointing. It was the little red rose print panty and bralette set.

“I like them a lot,” I said.

“Do you want to smell them?”

“Okay,” I croaked, wondering why I felt unusually nervous. “Okay. That sounds great.”

My mouth had gone so dry I could barely speak. Of course I wanted to smell Briar’s panties, but I was terrified that one whiff of her scent would be enough to make me blow my load right there in my boxers. That would not be a good look for me.

Just a whiff, I decided, unable to help myself. But the second I brought the fabric up to my face, Briar’s hand shot up, shoving my nose deep into the panty’s crotch. A potent smell clung to the damp crotch. Its sharp, musky aroma flooded my nostrils and overwhelmed me.

“Mmm,” Bri purred like a cat. “Tell me if my dirty panties smell good.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. But I was high. It was the single most arousing scent in the world. It was addictive. It was perfect. I groaned and nodded.

“Take off your shirt,” Bri said softly.

I yanked my shirt over my head and dropped it on the floor. My cock had hardened into a steel rod, and my brain had shrunk to about the size of a fruit fly’s. Briar stepped even closer. The towel slipped lower on her breasts. She reached out and ran one manicured finger down the center of my chest, all the way to my stomach, stopping just above the waistband of my jeans.

“Your dick better be as cute as your face,” she murmured.

She hooked a fingertip over the top button and twisted, undoing my fly in one smooth move. She ordered me to strip it off along with my boxers. I complied immediately. The truth was at that point I was thinking more with my dick than with my brain. I was so hard it was actually starting to ache.

My cock bobbed in front of her and an approving purr vibrated in Briar’s throat.

“My, such a cute thin clitty you’ve got!” she sang, giving the tip a light smack. “What did your ex call it? A pencil dick?”

I flushed at the mention. “Please don’t bring that up.”

“It’s okay, sweetie. We all have our strengths and weaknesses. Plus I like you, princess, and I’m not a bitch like your ex so I won’t laugh at your teeny pencil clitty.”

I barely registered what she was saying because she was pressing her thigh between my naked legs, feeling up my scrotum. I was breathing hard and my heart battered against my ribs, my hips trying to rut up against her leg before I even realized what I was doing.

I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t even see straight.

Briar laughed then, and smacked my cockhead away. I let out an involuntary, pitiful groan. Before I knew what was happening, her weight was on me, surging forward. The back of my thighs bumped up against the edge of the mattress and my arms went out from under me.

I was basically putty at that point. Whatever game Briar was playing, she was a master at it, because it was only midway through the process that I realized she was dressing me up in her little white-and-red-rose bralette-and-panty set. Frozen, I lay there as she expertly maneuvered my male limbs into the relatively tiny female-sized holes of fabric. Her nails grazed down my sides as she stretched and pulled the band of the bralette over my chest. Then she reached down, yanking the panties up my backside in one fluid motion, releasing a sigh of satisfaction once it was all done.

I stared down at myself, trying to process the fact that my body was splayed on top of her bedspread, no longer naked but wearing cotton panties and a bra. The sensations hit me in layers. The surprise. The humiliation. How everything felt soft and stretchy but tight at the same time. My balls were now aching, compressed into a smooth, feminine mound that left no room to hide how painfully hard I still was. I could see my own leaking precum on the outside, a stain forming on the thin fabric.

“Look at these little titties you’ve got now, sweetheart.”

Gasping, I looked down to see Bri had already stuffed my bra with socks. Or rather, overstuffed them, because the new titties I’d suddenly sprouted definitely didn’t look ‘little’. Briar giggled as she admired her handiwork. At this point I was mortified, especially when it was dawning on me that her goal was to make a mockery of my masculinity.

“Do we…do we really need to do all this?” I asked gently, in an overly polite tone.

“Nope,” Briar replied in a lazy drawl, trailing one finger down my chest until she found my nipple. She circled it once before pinching it sharply between her nails. I groaned at the pain.

“We don’t need to do anything,” she continued. “But you’re going to do it anyway. Because good boys who let sexy older girls dress them up get rewarded, and you want to be rewarded, don’t you?”

A hard lump formed in my throat.

I guess that was when I should’ve stopped. I should’ve stopped while I still had a little control over what was happening to me. But ending things now would mean game over. Briar wasn’t stupid, and neither was I. I had a feeling she knew exactly what I wanted and why I was going along with this…

I needed a reality check. Briar Banks—the hottest girl on campus—was in bed playing with me.

No, I thought, gritting my teeth. I’m going to see this through to the finish line.

“So what next, princess?” I ground out at Briar, deciding to give her a taste of her own medicine. “I know much you like making me into your little sissy.”

That made Briar stop and look at me. Something told me she hadn’t expected the pushback.

“Oh?” she whispered, her voice husky. “Oh, I see you’re a boy who’s going to make this difficult for me.”

I stared up at Bri with wide eyes, breathing hard while my heart went thud-thud-thud inside my eardrums. Something about the way she’d said that had sent a jolt of pure adrenaline through my veins. She had a predatory look in her eye, like she wanted to tear me to shreds with her nails, and it was…hot.

“You know, I happen to love a good brat,” Bri said, licking her lower lip. “A feisty little sissy makes the games so much hotter. Because we both know the second I spread those pretty legs, your tiny clitty is going to throb and drip like the desperate slut you really are.”

“Wait—whose legs are you talking ab—”

I had to swallow my words because that when Bri played her trump card.

She let the towel drop.

Briar Banks was completely naked. On top of me.

It’s real. She’s real.

Fuck!

My breath hitched as I took every bit of it in. Her tits were full and hung heavy, large and ripe enough that the sides spilled out. These were no porn star tits. These were natural Ds all the way, down to the perfectly placed puffed-up nipples. She had shapely hips and her smooth shaved pussy was still glistening wetly from the shower.

Every bare inch of her radiated pure, fearless control.

“Wow, you’re beautiful,” I muttered. I couldn’t stop staring.

Briar smirked, leaning over to grab a pink bag from the top of her dresser. Every movement she made kept me in a trance. The swaying of her boobs, the way her ass stuck out while her back arched, the curve of her hips. She was a masterpiece of human creation and I had turned back to human putty.

“Time for your makeover.” When she zipped open the bag, I could see it was full of makeup products and brushes. She pulled out a dark brown pencil. “Just don’t move. Don’t worry, this part won’t hurt.” She winked.

I didn’t move. I can’t move.

Briar straddled my lap, her wet, shaved crotch settling over my own in the thin cotton panties while she worked on me. The heat instantly soaked through the fabric. She positioned my face towards the light and began drawing over my eyebrows while simultaneously using the other end to brush them into a feminine arch. Her body was the perfect distraction. My focus was drifting lower as I continued to admire everything before me, from the fullness of her tits down to the flat plane of her stomach to her pussy, nestled snugly right into my cock.

My hips surged forward in a helpless, instinctual thrust. I could care less what Briar Banks was painting on my face right then. I wanted nothing more than to rip away these stupid panties and bury my dick inside her. Just let me have you. Now. But I knew I’d have to wait a little bit longer for that to happen.

Several minutes later Bri was drawing my lips into a full pout. The lipstick she’d chosen was a strawberry red. She made a point of telling me it would be the cutest because it would match the hearts on my underwear. I wanted to open my mouth and argue. I wanted to tell her none of this was cute, that I was a man, that this was just a game I was playing just to fucking get laid. But I kept my mouth shut. Because then, of course, all of this would stop. Bri would put the lipstick away, kick me out, and I’d be left hard and aching with nothing but the memory of her hands on me.

I couldn’t let that happen. Not when I was so close…

Briar rubbed a red jelly balm on my lips until they were glossy, then puckered her own lips into an O, gesturing for me to do the same.

“So you make Blake do this too?” I joked. “Make him into a sissy girl?”

To my surprise she slapped me.

“Ow!” The slap had hurt, though I might have slightly exaggerated the pain level. “What was that for?”

“Keep that up and you won’t need any blush.”

The biting heat on my cheek was spreading all the way down to my cock. Well, damn. I was surprised I was getting turned on by her slapping me. This chick wasn’t afraid to show her mean side and to be totally honest, I was secretly considering being ‘bad’ just so she’d slap me again.

“You know, if you’d just asked me nicely,” I said a little cockily, “we could skip all this and get to the part where you spread your legs for me.”

That made Bri pause again. We locked eyes, and the silence felt like a dare.

A challenge.

I expected her to slap me again.

But Briar did something I never expected. Her fingers pressed into my jaw and she kissed me. The kiss was soft, barely a whisper of touch against my mouth, but then her sweet tongue darted in between my lips. The wetness sent a bolt of electricity shooting right to my groin.

Damn. Okay.

She wins.

“We were just getting to that,” she whispered. “Just drop the stupid macho act. If you’re a good girl and do what I tell you to, you’ll get it.”

“Good.” I was barely able to get the word out. “Then please tell me what to do.”

Briar swung one leg off me, then the other. She made herself comfortable against the headboard and spread her thighs wide open. My cock began to pulse violently, and I swore I could already taste my first ever orgasm with her.

Briar pointed to the space between her legs.

“Crawl in there, princess, and taste me.”

She didn’t need to tell me twice.

I got on my knees and bent over. The scent of her pussy was like a drug. I was only partly aware of what I looked like at that moment, but later, I’d have plenty of opportunities to have that image burn forever into my mental memory bank. Me kneeling over in my ridiculous bralette and panties, with a face full of makeup and little butterfly clips I didn’t even know were in my hair. The way my tits stuck out, so obviously fake and slutty-looking. But I was oblivious then, and my thoughts were soon literally drowned out by how soaked Bri was.

For thirty slow, torturous seconds she rode my face with tiny, controlled rolls of her hips, smearing her dripping pussy all over my mouth and jaw. Her wetness covered my face, my tongue, my lips. Her sharp fingernails scraped lightly against my scalp, guiding me deeper into her.

“That’s my sweet girl,” she moaned. “Feel how wet I get when I watch my pretty little roommate’s bubble ass bounce in her panties as she eats me out. Don’t you feel pretty? Don’t you feel feminine for me?”

I nodded and moaned against her pussy, my brain wiped clean, all my senses overloaded with her taste, her smell.

“God, I’m gonna cum!”

Suddenly I felt Briar’s whole body tense, her thighs squeezing tight around my head, her fingers clenching hard in my hair. Her toes curled and landed on my back, digging into me desperately. I was basically drowning in her, my mouth and nostrils flooded with her addictive musk.

Finally, she released me and pushed me off gently, a breathy laugh escaping her lips. I sat back on my heels, catching my breath, drunk on the realization that I’d just made Bri Banks cum. I’d given a hot bitch a full-on orgasm with just my mouth. Now that was an accomplishment worth bragging about.

It was when I stared back up at her through hazy, dreamy eyes that I noticed the phone. Her phone. Angled on me, a little white light blazing in the corner.

Wait a minute. Was she was taking a video of me?

“Hey, were you recording me?” I asked, blinking nervously.

“Oh, yeah. Definitely,” Briar replied, stretching out on her bed like she didn’t have a single care in the world. ”I’ve got every second of this saved on my phone.”

“Why?”

She dipped her finger inside herself again, collecting more of her arousal. “Because you look too fucking cute not to.” She extended her finger, inviting me to lick it clean. “Don’t worry, it’s just for me. I don’t share my personal collection.”

I stared at her hot, watery cum, my pulse pounding in my ears, knowing her phone camera was still on me. Then I leaned forward and took her finger into my mouth.

“Suck, sissy, suck,” Briar moaned.

I sucked until she was clean. I was blushing fiercely, too embarrassed to do or say anything except what Bri wanted me to do. This was something I was going to regret tomorrow.

When I was done with licking off her arousal, Bri placed her hand on my crotch. I shuddered as she dug into the waistband of my panties and wrapped a firm hand around my cock.

“See, your little clitty wants to cum in my panties so bad,” Bri said, angling the torchlight on her phone right on my panty-clad privates. “Cum for me, sissy.”

Fuck. I’d been holding back for so long—I couldn’t do it anymore. My body convulsed as I came, the heat of my release soaking into the thin cotton of Briar’s underwear. Her phone focused on my face before descending to my crotch, then back up again, zooming in on my uncontrolled expressions. I groaned, my back arching off the bed as I emptied myself to the last drop into the fabric.

“There we go,” she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She pulled her hand away, looking down at the wet, darkened patch on the front of the little red rose panties. “Look at the mess you made of my pretty underwear, princess. You really are a desperate little thing, aren’t you?”

I lay there panting, my face hot with a mixture of post-orgasmic bliss and extreme embarrassment. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done with my roommate, and I couldn’t believe that she’d actually recorded the whole humiliating scene.

There was nothing to brag about anymore.

Briar tapped away on her phone before her eyes landed on me again, scanning my makeup-smeared face with a contented sigh. At that moment, I felt the power she had over me like I’d never felt before. I felt owned, and helpless, and like her toy, not a human being.

“That was so hot. Now you know how a sissy roommate thanks her big sister for letting her stay,” Bri said sweetly. She patted me on the head like I was a dog who’d just performed a new trick. “Hey, I just shared the video with you. But don’t worry, it’ll just stay between us. I promise.”


Chapter 6
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Imust have watched that video a thousand times before the next twenty-four hours were up.

Whenever I could catch a moment to myself, my hand would sneak into my pocket and I’d open it again. I took far too many bathroom breaks during class. I was petrified that someone would come find me and laugh in my face and call me names and tell me that what psycho Briar Banks had done to Theo Rafferty was currently circulating all over campus.

If that was the case, my college life was about to be over when it had barely even begun.

But, strangely, no one approached me. I didn’t hear muffled giggles behind me in the halls or watch boys around me look away in disgust.

Everything appeared completely normal.

Even through my fears, though, I kept watching the damn video myself. I wasn’t even sure why. It was like a compulsion. It was like I couldn’t get enough of the embarrassment I felt each time I watched myself. Maybe I was hoping my eyes would show me something different. Like that maybe my fake tits didn’t look so big and bouncy. That my makeup didn’t make me look like a real female hooker. Or that maybe my ass didn’t really look all that round and juicy in those panties…

At five p.m., I slipped inside a dark, empty lecture hall on the third floor of the deserted Social Sciences building and slumped into a seat in the very back row and took out my phone. I gave a quick glance at the door then tapped on the screen.

The video loaded instantly. There I was. My face, but not my face. My eyes smeared with dark eyeliner, my lips looking swollen like strawberries. My breath hitched as I watched the way I emerged from between Briar’s legs, lipstick smeared all over my face. My little whimpers. The final climax that left my face flushed and my cock dripping into her red rose panties.

Bri in the background, her voice oozing with dominance.

Look at the mess you made of my pretty underwear, princess.

I’d turned the volume most of the way down but at this point I could’ve heard her voice in my head even if I’d muted it.

I replayed the video again, watching my own body on the screen convulse, watching the way my back arched just like a girl’s. My skin prickled as a wave of cold-hot shame washing over me, settling deep in my gut.

I would’ve cleaned Briar’s bathroom a thousand times over if she promised she’d delete this stupid footage of me. In fact, it was exactly what I should do. Offer her whatever the fuck she wanted and make her swear to never let anyone else see this.

And yet…

I hit replay.

A slick heat blossomed in my lower belly, a throb that made my jeans feel suddenly, suffocatingly tight. Oh, shit. I leaned my head back against the cold wall of the lecture hall, my eyes fluttering shut as the sound of my own recorded moans filled my ears.

I was getting hard. I was getting so hard it hurt.

I. Am. Pathetic.

What the hell had Bri done to me?

My phone vibrated in my hand and I let out a yelp, almost dropping it on the floor. Had it happened? Had the video of me leaked? Were people laughing and calling me a stupid fucking sissy?

I peered down with one eye closed. No.

The notification wasn’t about that.

Owen.

Owen had texted.

‘Where u at? I’m at the union. Get your ass down here. We got stuff to do!!!!’

It took a moment for my head to catch up. Right. It was Friday night. Everyone was hanging out, having a great time socializing and enjoying themselves. Not rotting in an empty room, alone and becoming embarrassingly aroused by what my sexy senior roommate had done to me.

I sent Owen a quick text back: ‘omw! be there in 10!’

I took one final, long glance at the video. Then I stuffed my phone back into my pocket, waited for my erection to subside, and bolted.

At the student union, I found Owen and Rashad in the game room huddled over the foosball table.

“Goal!” Rashad yelled. “Guys. It’s official! Owen Banks plays like a grandma!”

“Shut up, grandpa,” Owen grumbled, but then he saw me and grinned. “And where the fuck have you been?”

“Nowhere,” I muttered, not even caring to come up with a joke. Then I pointed at my stomach. “Um, actually, I think I’ve got food poisoning.”

“What? Did you steal some of Bri’s food or something?” Owen joked. “The vegan shit? I call it gloop.”

At the mention of Bri, the hairs on the back of my neck pricked up, and I quickly turned away, knowing I was blushing. It was going to be hard to act natural with Owen now that his big sister had a private video of me. Jesus, I might as well have SISSY stamped to my forehead. And god, I could only pray it would stay a secret. Because if Owen ever found out, I’d never be able to face him again. I just might have to fake my own death or something.

Luckily, Owen’s attention was currently focused on the neon-green plastic wristbands he was holding up. There were three of them. “There’s a party on the frat row tonight! Food poisoning or not, you’re coming with us.”

“Wow.” I’d never been to a frat party. I’d only been on campus for one month. A party like this would be my first real taste of college. Plus it would be the perfect chance for me to reset, to be myself. The real Theo, not the one who let his friend’s older sister make him eat her pussy until he came in her underwear like a little slut. Nope. Not the princess. Not the maid. Not the pathetic beta. I’d be cool Theo. Chill, funny Theo.

But Rashad was frowning. “What if he got explosive diarrhea, though? We don’t need him shitting on our chances of getting laid.”

I grimaced. “I don’t have diarrhea, you prick. I feel miles better, actually. Let’s do it.”

Rashad looked skeptical so I glared at him until he backed away.

I did feel better. I didn’t need to keep thinking about Briar and her antics. I needed to prove to everyone—and most of all, myself—that I was a man, not just her pathetic sissy roommate.

This party tonight was the perfect place to start. And maybe if I got lucky, I could hook up with someone. You know, the normal way. The way a real college guy should…


Chapter 7
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Frat parties, as I would soon discover, were not exactly for the faint of heart.

From the minute Owen and Rashad and I showed up to the place, I had to shout to be heard over the pulsing bass. There was beer and hard liquor in every direction, the floors were sticky with it, and the main attraction appeared to be a huge crowd of drunken, half-naked girls grinding against each other.

An hour in and I’d already lost Owen and Rashad in the crowd. But that was when I spotted her.

She was gorgeous. She had dark, almost-black hair down to her waist with wispy bangs that framed a round, porcelain-white face. She had piercing brown eyes and a nose with a cute little upturn. She was just standing there, off to the side, like she had no idea how hot she looked dressed in that tight red crop-top and even tighter jeans. I wanted to approach her but she was definitely older than me.

She caught me watching, though, and raised her cup at me, like she was saying come here.

“Hey,” I shouted as I walked over to her.

“Hey yourself,” she said. Her voice was warm, inviting, and had a melodic quality to it. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Theo,” I shouted back. “You’re brave wearing white sneakers to a frat party!”

She grinned and a spark of genuine electricity flew down my spine. “I’m Chloe. And yes, I wasn’t about to walk back to my place in heels at three a.m.” She looked me up and down, slow and curious. “And you look…really, really young. And lost.”

“Do I?” I glanced down at my outfit, suddenly worried my choice wasn’t up to par. I’d spent twenty minutes in front of the Owen’s mirror earlier, rummaging through his clothes. I’d managed to steal a pair of dark indigo jeans and a clean, fitted black t-shirt that hugged my chest and shoulders. The last impression I wanted to give off was ‘scrawny freshman’.

“Um, it is my first party,” I confessed. “I guess I’ve got no clue what I’m doing.”

“A freshman, huh?” she said without a whiff of surprise. “Let me give you some tips, then.” She leaned into my ear. “Maybe we should go somewhere quieter.”

We moved toward the kitchen, her hand grazing my elbow as she guided me. She seemed to know her way around the house. We found a bottle of something cheap and clear, and we talked. Or rather, she talked and I listened, nodding and laughing at the right moments, trying to ignore the way my heart was hammering against my ribs. She was a Junior, a nursing major, and best of all, she seemed genuinely interested in me.

The ‘princess’ in makeup and panties was beginning to feel more like a bad fever dream, something happening to a different person in a different life.

It didn’t take us too long for Chloe and I switch to the den off the main hall, where we started making out on a worn but comfortable leather couch. In between kisses, I tried to see if Owen or Rashad were anywhere near to witness this, but they were nowhere to be seen. Dang it. Maybe they’d found their own girls and were also busy hooking up.

Either way I was on cloud nine.

Chloe’s hands slid up my chest and rested on my shoulders.

“You work out a lot, don’t you?” she murmured. There was a slight slur to her speech.

“Every day,” I said, my voice thick.

I kissed her then with a sudden, desperate hunger, my hands finding her waist, pulling her flush against me. I loved the way she smelled, and I loved the way she tasted even more. And if I played my cards right, she might just become my first-ever proper college hookup.

Chloe’s leg lifted up and she placed her thigh across mine as she slid even closer. I kissed her even harder as my hands started to roam her body. I felt good, and confident, and strong. I wanted her to know I wanted her. That I was ready to show her exactly how much of a man I was.

I grabbed her ass through her jeans, pulled her roughly into me.

“Fuck, baby,” I growled, making sure my voice was as deep as it could go. “I want you so bad…”

Chloe moaned into the crook of my shoulder. “I…need you inside me…”

“Chloe? Oh my gosh! We’ve been looking everywhere for you!”

Chloe instantly untangled herself and stared up in the direction of the voice. It belonged to a pudgy girl in a short blue dress who looked green in the face. “I think…I think…I’m about to—” She swayed unsteadily. “Bathroom?”

Chloe quickly scrambled up off me, giving me an apologetic look. “Sorry,” she whispered. “I’ll be back.”

“Thanks, Chloe! You’re always such a sweetheart.”

My skin went ice-cold at the newcomer’s voice. My eyes popped open to find Briar Banks, of all people, standing only a few feet away. Dumbfounded, I stared as Chloe and Briar exchanged quick hugs before Chloe disappeared out into the hallway, holding up her friend who was staggering unsteadily against the wall.

“Hello, princess,” Bri drawled, as she sauntered towards me looking like a supermodel on a runway. A smirk was playing along her lips. “You’ve got lipstick all over your face, by the way.”

I instinctively reached up to wipe my mouth. Shit. “I—I was just—”

Briar’s arm shot out to stop me, her grip tight as steel. “You don’t have to wipe it off. It looks good on you.”

“Th-Thanks.” I couldn’t believe I was stammering out nonsense. Where had all my confidence gone? It was like my roommate’s presence alone had turned me back into an insecure, mumbling idiot.

A bead of sweat trailed down my temple as I glanced at Bri. I’m not even exaggerating when I say that she looked devastatingly hot that night. She had on this black satin corset that pushed her breasts up to a dangerously distracting height paired with a leather micro-skirt. Her blonde hair was left loose but curled at the ends. And I was positive those heeled knee-high leather boots she was wearing could double as weapons of torture.

I gulped. Hard.

“Um, have you seen Owen?” I asked, suddenly worried he was about to barge in and catch us together.

“Nope. I have not. Sorry, sweetie.” She leaned over, her corset straining as she whispered into my ear. “I’m pretty sure Owie and his friends are busy being…you know, boys. By the way, how many times did you watch that video I sent you? It must have been a whole fucking lot. You liked it that much, huh? Just as much as my TikTok videos?”

I blushed. How the hell did she know all that? Was she practicing some kind of witchcraft, or was I just that stupidly transparent? Briar Banks kept me on my toes, all right. It was what made her exhilarating and fucking terrifying to me at the same time. She was so confident and domineering, too sexy for her own damn good. She didn’t even seem to care about humiliating me in the middle of a crowded fraternity house.

The video.

My heart sank when I realized the worst part of it all was the power she already had over me. She could easily destroy my life with that stupid video. I could kneel and beg and offer to clean her kitchen floor with my tongue, and it still wouldn’t matter. She’d never delete it. I knew her well enough by now.

She had a hold of me so tightly it was as if my cock and balls were on a string tied around her finger.

There was no going back. Briar Banks owned me now.

Bri seemed to sense my helplessness and agitation and slid onto my lap, wrapping an arm around me. She felt hot and smooth and delicious all over, and I had the familiar feeling of my whole body turning back to human putty.

“Look, I told you not to worry, Theo,” she murmured, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “I take very good care of my sissies and my secrets. No one’s going to know. Not even Owie. I promise.”

For some reason, her words made my heart flutter. Even though I wasn’t sure whether I really believed her, the savage confidence rolling off her made me feel so small and shy. And the way she was looking at me. Like I already belonged to her. Like I was nothing more than just her possession. Her pretty little toy.

I knew, deep in my heart, this just wasn’t a game anymore.

Had it ever been a game at all?

“That said,” she continued in a drawl, “there are a few things I still need to explain to you that should clear up some of your questions.”

I took a deep breath and met Briar’s eyes. “You know Chloe?”

Briar laughed. “We’re sorority sisters, honey. Of course I know her. Speaking of Chloe, I happen to know what she likes in bed. I can teach you some moves that will blow her socks off.” Then she let go of me and stood, yawning. “I mean, the choice is yours, sweetheart. I happen to really like you. I just want you and me to have a great time, that’s all. Especially since we’re roommates and all.”

Then, without waiting for a response or casting back a second glance, she turned and strolled out of the den.


Chapter 8
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Istood in the den for what felt like the longest second ever, the thud of my heart vibrating against my ribcage. It felt as though I was on the verge of being offered something, but exactly what? What did Bri have in mind? She knew exactly how to pull me in with a promise. And yet there was always a price.

Another couple walked into the den at that moment and gave me a dirty look as they headed for the couch. That made my mind up for me. I looked down the hallway and the pulsing lights of the party beyond. I could run out of here, but where would I go? Maybe I could try to find Owen and crash at his dorm tonight, but what excuse could I give? There was no escaping my roommate and that made me feel so helpless.

And I had a feeling that was exactly how she liked it.

I spotted Briar walking up the staircase, and I followed her. I did try to fight it, tried to man up, but I was fighting a losing battle. My legs were shaking with adrenaline but there was something dark stirring in my groin too. It was the sizzling temptation of wanting to know what this unpredictable girl might do next.

Bri was waiting at the end of the hall, keying open one of the doors. She gave me a smug look. She knew I was at a crossroads. Either I could just be a normal college guy or I could follow her in there and let her turn me into whatever filthy toy she wanted me to be tonight.

Bri disappeared inside the room and I swallowed hard. I still had time to change my mind. But the more I tried to find reasons to walk away, the stronger my brain buzzed with the desire to be with Briar Banks. It wasn’t like I had anything else going for me. I mean, I’d just been cock-blocked downstairs, and I knew the girl I liked had run off and was never coming back.

What if I was never meant for the ‘normal’ college lifestyle anyway?

And what if there was no such thing as a normal college life?

All my thoughts disappeared in a blink when I stepped inside the room and closed the door behind me. There was a king-sized bed with a dark leather headboard and a framed football jersey hung on the far wall beside a mounted team photo. A shelf full of trophies and mini helmets lined the wall to my right.

I felt my throat dry up. This wasn’t just any room.

“This is Blake’s room, right?” I asked. “Bri…is he here? Because if he is, he’ll literally kill me.”

“Relax, princess,” Briar purred. “I told you Blake’s at his aunt’s place in the suburbs. He won’t be back until a lot later. Besides, he’ll never lay his hands on you as long as you’re with me. I’d cut them off before they get close to you. I’m your protector, sweetie. You don’t have to worry about anyone or anything when you’re mine.”

I’m your protector.

The words made butterflies dance in my belly. The pull of it was sexy and liberating in a way I’d never really considered before. The idea of someone as strong and as intimidating as Briar Banks keeping me safe? Wouldn’t that be like having your own older sister in a way, guiding you through college life?

Before I could say anything, Briar lunged towards me, her hands catching the front of my T-shirt and shoving me backwards. I hit the edge of Blake’s bed, my legs giving way, and then she was climbing on top of me.

“What are you thinking, sweetie?” she drawled.

I stared up at her, lost in her magnetic pull. Her flawless face. Her big, blue eyes. The Lily-Rose-Depp pout of her lips.

“Prove to me you actually like me,” I whispered. “Please.”

That this…all of this…isn’t just about taking blackmail videos of me.

“Aw, sweetie.” Briar curled her arms around my neck. Her long, dark nails scraped lightly, possessively, against my jawline. I swallowed, my mouth feeling like it was suddenly full of cotton.

At first, she didn’t say anything. Her eyes had darkened, swirling with a mix of affection and something else, something dangerous but also strangely tender. Then her lips were on mine, soft at first, but growing demanding. Her hands slid back into my hair and wound through the strands, grabbing fistfuls and tugging until my roots smarted.

I felt it down to my bones. Every fucking fiber of her authority.

And I was getting addicted.

My hands flew to her waist, my fingers sinking into the soft skin just above her skirt. Fuck. I was hopeless around her. My roommate was pulling every string, flipping every switch, and with every second I passed, I was losing myself.

When she pulled back, Bri was breathless, her own lips wet and pink.

“I like you because you’re way too innocent,” she whispered. “Too many guys try to do the fake macho act. I hate that. It’s boring. Girls these days just want men who shut up and listen. Don’t get me wrong, there’s still plenty of younger girls who go for the jocks and the massive dicks, but frankly, they don’t know what they’re missing. Things are evolving, Theo. Older girls like me want men who aren’t afraid to the bend the rules of masculinity and femininity. Men who aren’t afraid to obey a woman because he knows where she stands.”

Her thumb began tracing the line of my lower lip as she continued looking me over like I was her property. “You’re one of a kind, do you know that? And you have this look in your eyes. It’s adorable and sweet and…fucking irresistible.”

I looked up at her predatory, beautiful face. I wasn’t sure what to think anymore. I felt flattered, and dizzy, and scared, and ridiculously turned on, all at once.

Briar grinned, clearly pleased with my reaction.

“I love how easily you blush.” She leaned in, brushing her lips against my neck. “And the way you make those cute little noises when I touch you.” She ran her fingers lightly over my chest, making me shiver. “You just need a little more confidence with girls. I’m going to teach you. I’m going to train you how to give a girl what she actually wants. A submissive doll-toy they can play with. Someone who belongs to them.”

She slid off me then.

“Get up,” she ordered.

I obeyed, balancing myself on shaky legs.

“First we need to fix how you smell,” she said firmly. “No men’s cologne allowed. And I’m not a fan of body hair. Princesses have smooth, soft skin. Always remember that.” She pointed toward the ensuite door. “Go in there. You have ten minutes. Scrub yourself well, and don’t forget to get in there between the butt cheeks. Then shave it all off. I’m taking about everything from the brows down.”

My stomach twisted. Shave it all? My arm hair? My armpit hair? My pubes? That would be crossing a line—it wasn’t something I was going to be able to hide, was it? But then I reminded myself it was still fall slipping into winter. I could easily play it off by covering myself with long sleeves.

“Consider it done,” I told Bri.

Unlike his spacious bedroom, Blake Norman’s bathroom was cramped and happened to be dirty and muddy as fuck. I found his razor inside a cup with a caked layer of foam still on it. The toilet needed flushing too. Gross. I kept my eyes averted from it and emptied the entire bottle of body wash I found into the shower, then got to work.

* * *

I emerged ten minutes later on the dot, freshly showered and completely hairless from my neck down. I felt naked without my body hair. Even worse, I felt ugly. And even though I came out wearing a thin black towel, Briar instantly ordered me to drop it.

I wanted to hide my face with my hands while she inspected my naked body, turning me around and around as she did. But then she gave a little purr of approval, mentioning that my ‘clitty’ looked even prettier without all the dirty hair. She complimented my hips, saying I had the perfect shape to wear skirts and dresses. Finally, she gave me a sharp thwack on my butt, making it jiggle, marveling at how perfect it was.

All of it was beyond mortifying. But now that it was just Bri and me, the atmosphere in the room had changed. I was slightly more comfortable acknowledging to myself that I didn’t want her to stop. It felt kind of hot that she could read every inch of me like a book, that she had access to my most shameful sexual experiences. I wanted to see how much further she could push me, a freshman who had once been proud of his muscles and the hair on his body and all those manly things.

By now I was certain that Briar would never have sex with me, at least not in the usual sense. This was as good as things were going to get. Maybe that made me a loser, but I was beginning to realize that maybe, just maybe I could live with it.

Because none of it mattered. None of my thoughts or opinions mattered. Not when she was here in the flesh in those sexy boots and her tight-ass corset and that wild, wild look in her eyes…

Briar made me stand in front of Blake’s closet mirror as she slathered moisturizer all over me. Then she quickly dried my hair, spraying it with various strong-smelling products that got rid of the scent of Blake’s shampoo. Soon I was smelling like a bouquet of flowers.

“Why are you standing like that?” Bri snapped at me.

“Excuse me?”

“A girl never stands like that.” She waved at my reflection in frustration.

At first I had no clue what she was talking about. I was standing how I always stood, feet slightly apart, my shoulders squared, my biceps slightly flexed. Then it became clear it was an obviously male posture, a reflex I’d gathered from years of being…well, a guy. I deliberately worked on softening my stance, relaxed my muscles. I pressed my thighs together then tilted my hips to the side just slightly, the way I’d seen girls do on TV.

Briar’s approving smile was instant. “That’s better, sweetie. I love how quickly you learn.”

There was nothing to do but blush, since I was still naked and unprotected.

It was dress-up time next.

Bri reached for a black designer duffel bag that had been stashed near the nightstand and dragged it onto the bed. As she zipped it open, her eyes were literally shining with excitement. She was positively aroused by the fact she was about to make me over into a sissy girl.

My transformation began by her plucking my thick brows. My eyes instantly began to water and she giggled while I howled and winced in pain. Even more disturbing was the fact I had no idea how permanent this effect was going to be. How the heck was I supposed to explain this when I saw my friends again? Would my brows ever grow back again?

Bri, however, didn’t seem to care in the least.

She hummed Britney Spears’s ‘I’m a Slave 4 U’ while she directed me to put on black lace panties and a push-up bra. I was skeptical since they looked way too sexy for me, but I didn’t exactly have the balls to complain. The material was made up of sheer floral lace, and once worn, the panties lined up high, their scalloped edges leaving half my butt cheeks exposed. The push-up bra had the effect of giving me big perky tits without needing to stuff anything, and the lingerie overall made my shape look curvier than I really was.

After the experience of wearing Briar’s cotton underwear this was like pushing me over to Level 1000. It was all so overwhelming.

“Your breasts look bigger than mine now,” Bri commented.

“Please don’t say that,” I whispered, so embarrassed that I was pretty sure I was going to start crying.

“Why not? They look perfect. You should be proud of these boobies.”

The humiliating comment made heat rise in my cheeks. I wished I had time to process everything but it was all happening so fast. I tried not to fidget as Briar applied makeup to my face, using shades of pink this time, giving me the appearance of a doll who was blushing all the time. By the time my wig was secured—a long one with slight waves that very closely matched my real brown strands—I was starting to feel like a stranger. Like I was trapped in a game of Sims and Briar had all the options and controls.

“Um, I don’t think that’ll fit me,” I said as soon as Briar pulled out the tiniest black sequined minidress I’d ever seen.

I was hoping she’d understand the subtext: Please don’t make me wear that.

She didn’t. “Trust the process, darling. Put your hands up.”

Gulping, I did as I was told. And surprise, surprise, Bri turned out to be right. The minidress fit me like a glove. What kind of voodoo was this?

“You see, good lingerie doubles as shapewear,” Bri explained. “That’s why I bought that lace set for you. The thicker bands are doing double duty. Cool, right?”

“Wait—you bought this just for me?”

Briar nodded. “The wig, the dress. Everything, baby. You can keep it all. Consider it my little present for you.”

“Hey, thanks.” How could I not be flattered by that?

“We’re not done yet.”

Of course we weren’t. The finishing touches came in the form of black kitten heels, a silver choker, and pointy press-on nails in shimmery pink. It was at this moment a weird feeling took over me. Why was Bri dressing me up this extravagantly? Spending money on me? Wasn’t this just supposed to be for me and her to have a little bit of fun?

I sucked in a slow breath. Did Briar want to show me off to someone? That motive suddenly seemed obvious. She hadn’t brought me here into Blake’s room for no reason. If she wanted me all to herself, she could’ve just done this back at the condo…

Her phone, which she’d tucked tightly into her corset top, also seemed to be vibrating incessantly. My heart sank when I realized something was missing.

“Where’s my phone?” I demanded.

“Oh, with me,” Briar responded casually. “With the rest of your clothes. I’ll give it you later.”

“Bri.” I held her softly by the arm, pleading and begging with my eyes. “I thought you and I had an understanding this would just be between us.”

She didn’t answer. Her attention was on her phone, and she was tap-tapping away.

“Bri,” I repeated. “If anyone sees me like this…”

She finally looked up from her phone and gave me a mischievous smile.

“So what if they do? Maybe you’d like that.”

I did not like that.

“I thought you actually liked me. I guess I was wrong.” I began to walk awkwardly in my heels in the direction of the ensuite. I had the sniffles now, and it all felt pathetic. I couldn’t believe I’d trusted her.

“Where do you think you’re going, princess?”

I didn’t bother turning around. Anger burned behind my eyes. I just wanted to wash my face, get rid of the stupid wig, and figure out a way to stop these stupid tears from running down my face.

“I’m sorry, Bri,” I said, “but I’m done with this. I’m leaving.”
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As soon as I uttered those words, Briar Banks was on me, blocking my path with one arm. Then she spun me around so fast I nearly twisted an ankle.

“Princess, it was Owie,” she said sharply, waving her phone at me. “He was wondering if I saw you.”

That made me freeze in place. “Um, w-what did you say?”

“That I saw you go somewhere out on the lawn with a girl. That was all.” She huffed and placed one arm around my waist, surprisingly gently, pressing my body close to hers. “I told him to back off for a while and let you have your fun. I got you.” Her eyes narrowed, but I couldn’t detect any anger. “I would never hurt my princess like that. Can’t you take a little teasing?”

She pulled me into a hug and I shivered.

“Now show me evidence I’ve shared your private video with anyone,” she demanded sharply. Since you’re so intent on being a baby about this. Go on. Search my phone. I haven’t shared it with a single soul.”

I had nothing to say to that because it was true. If she’d shared it with a single person, I would’ve been outed by now. Outed and ruined. How had I gotten so worked up with toxic thoughts that I’d nearly broken down crying? Bri began running her fingers slowly up and down the back of my spine. The gesture made me realize how fragile I was, especially now that I was dressed up as a girl. Secretly, it didn’t feel too bad.

Not to mention how good it felt to have a girl’s arms around me like this, comforting me.

“God, you’re so sensitive,” Bri said. She whispered her next words right into my ear. “Just like a girl. You have no idea how much that turns me on.”

Her perfume engulfed my nostrils—peaches and ice-cream mixed up with delicious sin. I knew if I turned my head to look at her face, I would want to kiss her again. I’d lost the game. That much was obvious. I felt exposed and vulnerable in a way I’d never experienced before, and that made my heart feel all tingly and funny. My dominant roommate had me in the palm of her hand but it felt like the most powerful drug I couldn’t pull myself away from.

“You’re going to ruin all that pretty makeup if you cry now.” Bri took out a small packet of baby wipes out of her bra. “Look. I can be mean, but I’m not evil. If you’re not up for it today, we can try another day.”

I blinked down at the baby wipes. Then I let out a long sigh. “I’ve been a brat.”

“Yes, you have. A brat and a big baby.”

“And an ungrateful bitch,” I added.

“Uh-huh. You do deserve to be punished for that.”

I stared her down, biting down on my pout mischievously. “I thought you liked me being bratty.”

That made something shift inside Briar. Her expression turned dark and hungry. Carnal. Before I could even smirk, her hand shot out, fisted the front of my minidress, and dragged me back onto Blake’s bed.

I landed with a bounce with my heart pounding.

“Oh, sweetie, I love when you’re bratty,” she growled, climbing over the bed and splaying my thighs wide open. “Bratty sissies are the ones that end up liking it the most. You can fight and pretend all you want, but I promise you, before the night is over, you’ll be begging to be fucked in that tight little ass of yours.”

She slid in between my legs, shoving my thigh wider roughly with pressure from her knee. The short hem of my sequined dress rode all the way up, leaving my feminized privates completely exposed.

Her fingers slid under my lace panties and began tracing the warm, hairless crack of my ass.

“Oh god!” I squirmed. I tried to move around her but she grabbed my wrist and pinned one arm above my head. Then she thumped her full weight on me again, her breasts squashing against my fake ones.

Where had all that physical strength come from? It frightened and impressed me all at once.

“Stop fucking fighting, sissy. You started this,” she hissed. She glared at me with fire in her eyes as one manicured nail began to circle my virgin hole, teasing, pressing just enough to send goosebumps rippling across my skin.

What had I gotten myself into?

And why the fuck did it feel so good?

Bri rolled herself upward and lightly nipped my neck. She spat once on the area and then her tongue licked it up with a long, slow stroke that made me see stars. It was just like the day she did it to be the first time—a signal that told me exactly how fucking dirty my roommate could be.

“Fuck…Bri…” I whimpered.

“Shhh.”

She was pinning me flat with her weight so I could hardly move as she continued to grope me. My fingers curled downwards like a helpless little girl. Thanks to my new fake nails, even my hands felt dainty and weak. Through the endless teasing torture, I could do nothing but release soft, uncontrolled whimpers.

I buried my face into the side, too embarrassed to look Bri in the eyes. The smell of Blake’s bed hit my nose. It smelled exactly as you’d expect, making me wonder when he’d last washed the sheets. It was a slight turn-off. I didn’t want to be thinking about burly Blake when I was getting my ass fondled by his girlfriend.

Even so, there was wetness trickling down my taint, something that Bri noticed instantly.

“Wow. Someone’s a little slut, isn’t she?” she murmured.

I tried to shake my head but the denial felt pathetically weak. There was no hiding from the truth: my cock was aching, twitching like crazy inside its lace prison, and precum was coating my inner thighs.

“God, just looking at you right now is making me so fucking horny. All scared and helpless…just a pretty little fucktoy for me to play with.” Her finger pressed deeper, not quite inside me yet, just rubbing and teasing that sensitive ring until my hips bucked and writhed involuntarily. “Don’t you agree, princess?”

“Yes,” I mewled. “I don’t feel like Theo at all.”

“That’s because you’re not. You’re Tina now.”

“Tina?”

Briar smiled infernally against my throat.

And that was when I saw the door handle move behind her.

My heart stopped. The lock slipped open. Owen. It had to be Owen or Rashad. Or Blake. My life was over. Over! Bile rose in my throat, my eyes widening with horror as I stared at the door.

The door swung open.

But it wasn’t Owen. Or any of the people I’d imagined.

I was so out of it that it took me a full minute to recognize who this person was.

It was the cute girl from downstairs.

The girl I’d been making out with.

The girl I thought I’d never see again.

Chloe.
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Chloe stood in the doorway, her chocolate-brown eyes going huge as she took in the scene before her.

I wanted to die. My dream girl—the girl I thought I actually had a shot with—was staring at me while I was in a black sequined minidress, a huge push-up bra, a full wig, with kitten heels still strapped to my feet. Briar stayed right where she was, relaxed as ever, still holding me down with one hand still playing with my ass.

I wanted to scream at Bri to move, to stop, but my body had gone rigid with shock.

Chloe seemed to have equally lost her voice for another second. Then she spoke. “Oh my goodness. Bri, is this your sex kitten roommate?”

Briar grinned. “You better believe it. Chloe, meet Tina.” She finally shifted out of my legs so Chloe could get a better look at me. The full visual experience of a helplessly feminized Theo Rafferty.

Chloe stepped inside, clicking the lock behind her. “Bri, honey. Oh my god. You were right. She’s gorgeous like this.”

My stomach dropped. The girl who’d been grinding on me downstairs, who’d been sweet, and flirty, and hot, who’d complimented me on my muscles, was now staring at me like I was a piece of meat. I tried to cover my chest and crotch with my arms and awkwardly scooped myself backward until I hit the wall.

“Tina’s still a little overwhelmed,” Bri explained with a shrug.

“Oh.” Chloe sat down on the bed and squeezed my hand. Her palm was so warm and soft that I couldn’t help squeezing it back. She smiled. Her brown eyes were still huge and assessing, as if she was still slightly in disbelief at my transformation. Her gaze was drinking in every small detail of my feminization, from the shimmer on my eyelids and lips, to the silver choker, to my now hairless arms and legs.

“You look so different,” she said finally. “But I like it. I like both sides of you, Theo and Tina.”

Some of the tension that had been coiled in my chest loosened up. Somehow, her soothing, melodic tone comforted me. She hadn’t laughed at me and she sounded sincere. Plus it was a relief to hear that she liked the Theo version of me too.

Chloe scooted a little closer, and I let her. Her palm landed on my thigh, gliding slowly up to my lace panties. My cheeks went red-hot, but I didn’t pull away.

“Mm. Look at you now,” Chloe whispered. “So different from the confident guy who had his tongue down my throat earlier, huh?”

A fresh wave of shame crashed over me, but I’d gone mute.

“You look so shy and sexy as Tina,” Chloe continued. “Bri is lucky to have you as her roommate.”

Briar smirked down at me. “Tell her, princess. Tell Chloe how you spent the whole afternoon on your knees cleaning my bathroom like a maid. Or the time you tried to fix my baseboard and made a mess of it like the useless little girl you are.”

Chloe giggled. “Poor baby.” Her eyes were now sparkling with dark, unmistakeable lust. “That ass must have looked so pretty while you were scrubbing on all fours.” Her expression was morphing into something dirty. Something that made my pulse throb in anticipation. “Can you turn around for me, sweetie? I would love to see your sissy ass.”

I bit my lip as the request registered in my head. I inhaled a shaky breath, trying to get my heart to settle down. Chloe wanted to see my ass. I tried to convince myself that this was the same girl who had kissed me so passionately and there was nothing to be afraid of.

I mean, here she was, still wanting me. Just in a different way.

Steadying my nerves, I turned over and presented my glittery sequined ass to my audience of two. I’d watched Bri’s video enough times to know my ass looked good in panties, a fact that was verified with Chloe’s instant whistle. She lifted my dress a tad and began stroking my bare cheeks below the panty hemline. Then she gave my butt a stinging slap that made all my remaining pride having flown out of the window.

“It’s my turn to play with you now,” she told me. “Is that okay?”

Shivering, I nodded. I just couldn’t refuse her, especially when she was being so nice to me.

Chloe grabbed me and pulled me close. I was trembling like a newly hatched bird, not knowing what to expect next. Then she was kissing the side of my face. Little tender kisses that that had electricity jolting down my spine, that made me relax my body into hers. She inhaled me slowly, breathing in the scent of my new skin and hair.

This time it was her hand that began to roam, exploring my newly girlified body. It glided over my smooth arms, traced the new curvy line of my waist. For a moment it felt euphoric to be so desired…until her fingers slipped under the front hem of my minidress.

I began to squirm. It was too much. I wasn’t ready. I was terrified she was going to laugh at me, at how hard and sticky I’d already become. I pressed my thighs tightly together and tried to roll away from her again.

Briar, however, quickly intervened, gripping my shoulder and slapping my face hard.

“Bratty little girls get their faces slapped when they try to close their legs,” Bri growled. Her face seemed to glow with a smug, wicked glee, especially at having her friend witness exactly what she could do to me. She was clearly having the time of her life.

And unfortunately, though the sudden slap had shocked me into silence, I felt the stinging heat of it travel straight to my cock.

“Hey, I think Tina liked that,” Chloe said. She glanced at my crotch with her big observant eyes. “Do you want to get slapped again, sissy?”

Yes, yes, yes! My cock was twitching at the thought. I wanted to be slapped hard. I wanted to be used and overpowered be these two beautiful college girls.

Shyly, I nodded.

Chloe folded her arms and looked at me sternly. “Well, I’m not just going to do anything you want me to do. Convince me, sissy. Beg.”

“Please…could you slap me?” My voice cracked on the last word.

“Oh? Why do you want me to slap you, sissy Tina?”

“Because…because I like it.”

“Oh, so you’re a little pain slut. Why don’t you admit that to me?”

I was so turned on I couldn’t think straight. It was almost as if I was slipping into a trance. “I am a pain slut and a sissy who needs to be punished,” I said, the words slipping out naturally. “Please, Chloe. I need you to punish me with your beautiful hand.”

Chloe grinned like Christmas had come early for her this year. She cracked her palm hard across my cheek, and then she did it again with my other cheek, making me whimper.

“Tina, do you want me to slap you down there?” Chloe asked. “I bet you do, don’t you, you desperate slut?”

Bri didn’t wait for my answer. She pinned me onto my back and latched onto my left leg, lifting it up in the air. Chloe did the same to my right. I let them. This time I knew better than to keep my thighs locked. They spread me open so wide that my knees were almost resting on my shoulders. My useless minidress had slipped all the way up my waist. Briar maneuvered my lacy floral panties down enough to free my aching cock. It sprang up and thumped wetly against my stomach, a string of precum already forming from my slit.

Bri whistled.

“Oooh, you’re so small and pretty,” Chloe cooed, her eyes bright. “And very tasty looking.”

To my shock, she reached down and licked the precum off my stomach, trailing her tongue along my sensitive skin until I was all clean. Then she locked eyes with me and gave me a wink. Wow, Chloe was a dirty girl. Just like Bri. That only made me like her more. Chloe gave my balls a slap, then she dragged and stretched them out between her fingers like they were two squishy stress balls before slapping them again. The sensations made me jerk my hips, crying out with both pleasure and pain.

“Please do it again,” I pleaded, my voice wobbling with shame. “Harder…please…”

The words horrified me as soon as they left my mouth.

What the hell am I saying? I sound like a pathetic whore.

But I couldn’t stop. Soon I was being slapped all over by two hot sorority girls, and the sensations felt amazing. I was trembling, legs held high in the air, completely at their mercy. And the more they thwacked at my cock and balls and stomach and all along my ass crack, laughing and giggling at my over-the-top reactions, the more my brain melted and turned to mush.

I was losing my mind.

Suddenly Bri stopped what she was doing. There was a loud vibrating sound coming from her corset top.

Her phone.

Chloe stopped too, watching Bri closely. It seemed like she was trying hard not to smile.

“Don’t you dare bring your legs down,” Bri snapped at me. “Or I’ll cuff your ankles to the headboard.”

I nodded frantically and clutched the backs of my thighs, holding my legs up high in the air.

Bri took out her phone, glanced down at it, then looked at me. Then she stuffed it back into her top with some difficulty and took a deep breath.

“I think the time has come where I’ve got to explain a few things to you, princess.”

Oh god. A ball of anxiety lodged itself in my chest. What was she about to say? Had the video she’d taken of me leaked somehow? Had someone found out about this whole transformation charade already? I stared up at Bri in terrified silence, still frozen in my deeply emasculating position even though my muscles were starting to hurt.

“Oh, you poor scared sissy.” Chloe patted the upside of my thigh soothingly. “It’s nothing to worry about.”

“Tina, I have a small, trusted circle,” Bri began solemnly. “It’s just a few people I like to have fun with, but we take trust and confidentiality very seriously. Like I told you, our secrets are safe with each other. We make sure of it, so we can be safe to experiment without having to worry about consequences or judgments from others. Am I making sense so far?”

“Uh-huh,” I whispered.

“Like I said, it’s a really small circle,” Bri continued. “I’m very careful about who gets to join in. Chloe is one of them.” She smiled and reached over to stroke her friend’s long hair lovingly. “And there’s only one other person so far. That person…well, that person will be here soon enough.”

A cold spike of dread pierced through me. I didn’t need to be a genius to figure who this ‘person’ was.

“Is it…is it Blake?”

Chloe and Bri exchanged knowing glances, and that was how I knew I was right.

My stomach lurched so hard I thought I might be sick.

“No,” I whispered. No fucking way.

“Listen,” Bri said. “Blake has a secret. A big one. He’s bisexual, but he’s not ready to come out yet. I mean, he’s the star linebacker on the football team. You know how that goes. He feels he has a reputation to protect.”

I closed my eyes and imagined Bri’s boyfriend. His mean, square jaw. His huge build, those thick, strong arms. Arms that could easily strangle me.

“He threatened me that day, though!” I was shouting now, and I didn’t give a hoot if anyone outside could hear us. “He made it clear he didn’t want me anywhere you, Bri. Do you want him to murder me? Is this where all this is heading? I’m only eighteen! I’m not ready to die yet!”

Bri just laughed, like she thought it was cute I was genuinely scared. “Blakey was teasing you that day in the locker room because he thought you were cute. He already told me he wants a piece of you.”

Chloe patted my head gently. “Blake’s always had a thing for sissies. He prefers boys who look like girls. It was pretty difficult for him at first because his feelings brought him a lot of shame. He was never brave enough to act on them. Not before Bri came along and helped him, of course.” She flashed Bri a heartwarming smile.

“But…but…” The idea of Blake Norman, the 245-pound football player, seeing me like this, let alone touching me made my skin crawl with panic. He was a…man. A real man. There was no way I was going to allow it to happen.

“I’m not gay, though,” I blurted out. “Or bisexual. I don’t…I don’t know what the hell I am now.”

Chloe slid herself right up to me and stared me right in the eyes. Her gaze was kind. Reassuring. “Don’t rush to put yourself in a box, Tina. That’s what college is for. Exploring different sides of yourself, trying things you never thought you’d do. We’re all in the same boat really, still discovering ourselves.”

Briar leaned down too, her lips brushing my ear. “I promise Blakey boy’s going to make you feel so good, princess. Can you even imagine how his big cock is going to feel in your tight little boipussy?”

Chloe pressed a soft, sweet kiss on my mouth, then another gentle one on my forehead. Her voice was kind and tender. “Don’t worry, Tina. We’re both going to take such good care of you tonight. You’re going to love every second.”

Briar’s phone vibrated again, and a smirk spread across her face as she read the notification.

“He’s here.”

The bedroom door handle turned just I let out a strangled whimper.
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The bedroom door swung open and then Blake Norman was standing there, one hand on the doorknob. His massive shoulders nearly touched the sides of the doorframe. He was wearing a tight T-shirt that looked about ready to burst open at the seams and a pair of jeans that did nothing to hide his tree-trunk legs. There was a thick silver chain around his neck. His eyes instantly locked onto mine and I nearly fainted at the heat of his gaze. Here I was, dressed like a total cleat chaser with my legs spread wide open, my small, girlish dick sticking straight up like an offering.

A jolt of fear zipped through me as a crooked grin slowly spread across his face. It was the same cocky-ass grin I’d seen that day in the locker room.

“Well, look what we have here.” His voice was a low, amused rumble. “Bri wasn’t lying. You really are the hottest fucking sissy I’ve ever seen.”

Bri latched onto him, looping her arms around Blake’s neck and giving him a long, wet kiss on the lips. “How was the drive, Blakey?”

“I’m fucking wiped out, man.” Blake groaned and pulled back from the kiss, but his gaze never left me.

“Fuck,” he muttered, voice low and rough. “She really does look like a hooker. Her boobs are bigger than yours, Bri.” He turned to his girlfriend. “That’s hot.”

Bri giggled and squeezed his bicep. “Isn’t it? That’s exactly what I told Tina.”

“Tina? That’s your new name, huh?”

Blake had directed the question at me. My face flushed as I nodded. It was impossible not to be intimidated by his presence, especially when his hair was a little mussy, he seemed a little sweaty, and he looked like he needed a release.

“Well, then. Come over here and claim your pretty present, baby,” Bri purred, patting the bed.

Blake kicked the door shut and stripped fast, leaving his boxers on. Seeing his physique without clothes on made me gulp. I wasn’t skinny, not at all, but Blake made me feel about as thick as a coat hanger. He was positively ripped, his herculean pecs covered by a light layer of hair, his eight-pack abs and lined and chiseled to fucking perfection.

I wasn’t sure if I was jealous, or angry, or humiliated.

Without a word, he made his way over to the bed and straddled me. The bed springs squeaked and my stomach sank into the mattress with his weight. I felt fragile and defenseless. Blake Norman could snap my spine in two he wanted to, and I sure as hell wasn’t about to give him a reason to.

“Do the honors, Twiggy,” Blake ordered, jutting his hips out. “I mean, Tina.”

My stomach bottomed out at the thought of what I was about to do.

Chloe turned my face towards her. “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered. “Just breathe and enjoy this. I’ve got you.”

“Thank you,” I mouthed back.

My fingers were trembling as I tugged gently on Blake’s boxers, trying not to fumble with my long nails, then slipped the boxers down his body. My eyes widened at what was revealed in front of me. It was already stiff and long, sticking up right in front of me like a third arm. His balls were so huge they could each take up the entirety of my palms.

It was…perfection. I swallowed thickly at the realization. I was no man. What I had was no penis. This was a real cock, a real fucking alpha man who deserved to be praised. To be worshipped.

“You ever seen a real dick in your life?” Blake grinned. “Well, here you go. You like what you see, you little sissy cock tease?”

I gulped and nodded slowly.

“Say ‘yes sir’,” Bri demanded. “Give my man the respect he deserves.”

“Yes, sir,” I said meekly, my entire body tingling with shame.

Blake laughed, and then with no warning, he squeezed his cock between my fake tits and began to motorboat me. My bra was still on, and technically he was motorboating my fake cleavage, but he seemed to be enjoying himself a lot.

“Such big fuckin’ titties you’ve got, Tina,” he murmured. “I’d pay for a boob job if you’re up for it. It would make you so much hotter.”

My head swam. I couldn’t believe I was hearing these words coming out of Blake Norman’s mouth. I couldn’t believe his ginormous cock was driving itself in and out of my pushup-breasted cleavage. His length was fleshy and meaty and almost feverishly hot.

I was supposed to hate this. I was supposed to fight back. But I didn’t. Weirdly enough, I didn’t want to. I was hypnotized by the smooth motion of his cock, by the way his thick tip looked even thicker sliding up and down my skin. He was smelling of musk and sweat, and not in a good way. It was supposed to be a turn-off, but instead my girl-dick was convulsing in need.

When Blake retreated, though, I was relieved.

Until Bri helpfully yelled that I liked to be slapped in the face.

I barely had time to brace myself before Blake’s cock made contact with my face. He began slapping my cheeks with it. Again and again, reminding me I was a worthless whore. I was trapped between the headboard and his body, and the only thing I could do was let it happen.

The smell of him was stronger now, the alpha male scent of him sucking in through my nostrils every time I took a breath. I could feel a string of precum streaking across my face. I thought I would gag. I thought I would feel disgusted, but I didn’t. I was in the middle of the filthiest moment of my life and I was craving more.

I was full of shame and incredibly emasculated. Why did I like this? How could I enjoy being humiliated this way? What had Bri done to me? I’d heard rumors of college girls who practiced voodoo tricks to get guys to do whatever they wanted. But I wasn’t sure I believed in all that.

Which left only one explanation, really. Maybe I’d spent my whole life without knowing I was really a sissy. That was the only thing that made sense, wasn’t it?

When Blake had enough of his cockslapping, he finally got off me. I could breathe properly again without his weight and scent on me.

“Turn around, princess,” he growled. “It’s time for me to own that tight little pussy.”

Bri and Chloe didn’t give me time to spiral. They positioned me exactly how the man in the room wanted me—on all fours on the middle of the bed. Even though there wasn’t much space, Bri made herself comfortable at the head of the bed. She leaned back against the headboard, thighs spread lazily open, one hand slowly circling her clit under her leather micro-skirt while she watched me with a heavy, satisfied gaze. The heel of her boots looked just about ready to puncture through Blake’s mattress.

In her other hand she held her phone up. The camera was already recording.

Chloe knelt on the floor beside me, stroking my back. She’d helpfully gotten rid of her crop top in an attempt to get me hornier. Well, her big breasts certainly served their purpose because my brain went into overdrive as soon as she set the sight in front of me.

“You’re being so brave and sexy for us, Tina,” Chloe said encouragingly. “This is going to be so hot for us to watch.”

My breath hitched. The full consequences of my feminization adventure had just dawned on me. Not only had they succeeding in dressing me and treating me like a girl, but I was also now about to be fucked like one.

It was a full-circle moment. Blake Norman was going to fuck me in the ass, and I was letting him. Letting him.

The big athlete climbed onto the bed behind me. The mattress dipped again under his weight. His rough hands pulled at my panties, yanking them all way down to my knees. There was a sudden, tension-filled silence. I could feel the linebacker’s gaze drifting from the peach of my ass, down to my dangling girl-cock.

“Where’s the Vaseline?” he grunted.

Chloe’s eyes lit up. Without missing a beat, she reached into Briar’s duffel bag on the floor and pulled out the jar. “I’ve got it,” she said in an excited tone. She scooped a generous amount onto two fingers and leaned further over the side of the bed.

“Hold still, baby,” she murmured to me, voice soft and comforting as she reached between my spread cheeks. Her slick fingers circled my asshole once, then pushed inside, spreading the jelly deeply and thoroughly, massaging and opening my virgin boipussy. I couldn’t help but moan. If just two small fingers felt so good, how was Blake’s ginormous organ inside me going to feel?

“Look at that,” Briar drawled. Her thighs were still spread in front of me, her fingers lazily playing with herself. “Smile for the camera, princess, while Chloe gets you nice and ready for Blakey. God, I bet your tight ass is gonna feel amazing.”

The white torchlight on Briar’s phone blared down at me. I could only groan as Chloe kept penetrating me, her fingers working the Vaseline with wet, obscene sounds.

Briar Banks was filming everything. Me in doggy position, my body all smooth and shaved in a pornstar get-up, my hard little dick leaking all over my stomach while a hot chick fingered my ass.

Not only was her own boyfriend going to fuck me, but Bri was also going to have permanent proof of what her roommate had become.

Chloe gave one final gentle twist of her fingers, then pulled back and gave my ass a soft, affectionate pat. “There. All nice and slippery for him. You’re going to feel amazing, Tina.”

My lungs tightened as the weight of two rough hands dug into the meat of my ass. His thumbs spread me further open, and then his blunt tip pushed against my special hole. My heart hammered. This is really happening. A guy. A fucking football player.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Blake growled, voice thick with lust. “You’re so fucking tight. But I’m going to pound you so hard and deep, you become good and loose like you were meant to me. Isn’t that so?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, while he tried to yank at my dress. The sequined fabric ripped away like tissue paper. Then his palm whacked my left butt cheek just as he pushed himself even deeper inside my passage.

My thighs began to shake. The violation felt intense, a strange combination of both pain and longing, discomfort and pleasure. My eyes screwed shut as my ass tried to reject the foreign body, but I was stubborn and determined to take that huge monster all the way to the base. A slight burning sensation flamed up my back as Blake’s shaft slid in, further, further.

This is fucking insane, my brain kept telling me. Your asshole wasn’t made for this.

But I didn’t care. Or maybe I did, in a masochistic, submissive way that I didn’t really understand yet. Either way, I didn’t tell him to stop.

I suddenly felt Chloe’s breasts against my shoulder. She was leaning forward over the mattress so she could reach underneath me. Her warm hand found my leaking clitty immediately and started stroking it in slow, soothing pulls.

It was exactly what I needed. My girl-cock pulsed under the softness of her fingers and I began to moan again as the pain started to dull.

Chloe leaned in and kissed the corner of my mouth, her hand still working my clitty in perfect time with Blake’s thrusts. “You’re doing so good, baby. Look how pretty you are getting fucked. Doesn’t it feel amazing?”

“Uh-huh,” I responded, wishing I could reach out to squeeze one of her tits.

My hips by now had started moving on their own. I was pushing back to meet Blake’s cock, forcing it deeper inside my core. Chloe whispered something that sounded like ‘good girl’ and began to kiss along my shoulder, then my back, peppering me with a series of warm, wet pecks while the football player’s big dick was stretching out my virgin hole. The shame was still there—the hot, humiliating, sinful shame—but it had twisted into something else. Something addictive.

Blake spanked me again, harder. “That’s it. Fuck yourself on it, sissy. Show the girls how bad you want this dick.”

I moaned in needy pleasure. The line between pain and pleasure was blurring and all I could feel was how full and stuffed my ass was.

“Need more,” Blake demanded. “Show my dick some lovin’.”

“Please, fuck me as hard as you can, sir,” I gasped between mewls. Blake’s heavy balls were beating against my ass, his full sack smacking into my own tiny, tingling balls like he was reminding me exactly who was in charge.

“I love your cock,” I whimpered. “Please use me for your pleasure. Please stretch my virgin ass as wide as you can. Please…please turn me into your whore.”

Briar’s laugh rang in my ears. “There she is. Our greedy little princess. Fuck her harder, baby. Remind her that pretty asshole belongs to us.”

Blake made an appreciative grunt, seemingly gathering more energy. Chloe kept stroking, kept edging me, even as Blake began to piston in and out of my ass at full force. The more Chloe teased, the harder the thrusts got. His hands squeezed around my hips as he bucked harder into me, all the way up to my prostate, pushing the walls of my sphincter to their limit. He was so massive I was certain it was going to rip me apart, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

There was no way I could describe the sensations in any way that made sense. It was hot and cold and wet and burning all at once. My hole felt stretched so taut, my entire body on fire, but I still craved more.

It was everything that Bri and Chloe had promised me…and more.

Blake’s body and cock was starting to smell even more. It was the smell of masculine body odor combined with sweat and pheromones. It felt thick as fog, surrounding us, forcing its way inside our noses, making it hard to breathe. It was so disgusting that it spurred me on.

I could feel something building inside me that was ferocious in its intensity. The world seemed to be shrinking into a tunnel vision around me. I sensed Bri’s phone zeroing in on my face, taking in every detail. I imagined the video camera capturing every moan and cry, the flush of my skin, the glistening of my wet mouth, the way my body rocked back and forth. Then I vaguely heard Chloe borrow the phone, telling Bri the angle from her position was much better.

Just as the phone exchanged hands, I caught a glimpse of what it was recording. And something exploded in my brain. My whole body seized up. The orgasm that followed was the most brutal I had ever experienced in my life. It was like my brain had just melted inside my head. It felt like I had lost all control and dignity.

Blake groaned loud, gave me three more brutal thrusts, then pulled out at the last second. Hot ropes of cum splattered across my burning ass and lower back. He stroked himself through it, breathing hard.

The room turned quiet except for our ragged gasps.

For a moment I just stayed there, on all fours with my mind completely blank and cum cooling on my skin. My ass was still throbbing. I immediately wanted to sob. But before I could, Bri and Chloe descended on me. They pulled me down gently between them, rearranging my limp body so I was spooned perfectly in the middle.

Blake blinked down at us, still naked. His face was flushed dark red. He wouldn’t look any of us in the eye. The hungry, confident jock from thirty seconds ago was gone. He looked…embarrassed. Almost ashamed.

“Shit,” he muttered, already reaching for his boxers. He grabbed a pack of tissues and used one to clean himself up. “I, uh…I have to get back downstairs before someone notices I’m gone.”

He dressed in record time. At the door he paused for half a second, glancing back at me—wrecked, covered in his cum, trembling between the two girls—and then he was gone.

The door clicked shut.

Chloe’s mouth was instantly on mine, claiming me. “You were so perfect, Tina. So beautiful for us.” Bri curled against my back, one arm draped possessively over my waist, her lips brushing the back of my neck.

“See?” Briar whispered, her voice low and satisfied. “Told you we’d take good care of our princess.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

I buried my face in between Chloe’s breasts, breathing in her softness. Her femininity. The world turned dark around me. Bri had draped one of her legs over mine, and I could hear her tapping on her phone.

“Hey, Bri?” I said shyly. “Could you…could you send me the video?”

“Already sent it to you, sweetie,” Bri said brightly.

I wanted to watch it, but my body was too exhausted and my brain was too full. Instead I let myself go, lulled by the comforting heat of the two girls next to me. Later, I would see the video hundreds of times and it would make me unbelievably horny. Every fucking time. My only regret was not being able to taste Blake’s cum. That would’ve been so perfect.

“Tina, you just might be my favorite sissy ever,” Bri murmured into my hair, squeezing my cum-soaked ass with both hands. I felt her lips curl in a smile against the nape of my neck.

Chloe just giggled, and then I was drifting off with the most satisfied feeling I’d had in a very long time. I had no idea where Owen and Rashad was, but for once I wasn’t too worried about them. I’d just the perfect college night and it was time for me to savor that for a while.

As my thoughts grew hazy, I wondered who else Briar Banks had managed to feminize just like this. This was clearly not her first rodeo.

But maybe that was a question for another time…


Epilogue

[image: ]

Three weeks later

The late October sun was blessedly bright and hot. It felt like one of the last truly nice days before winter took over. I was on the little outdoor basketball court behind the freshman dorms, shirt off with sweat dripping down my back. I was playing a lazy five-on-five pickup game with Owen, Rashad, and a handful of other guys from our floor. Someone had brought a Bluetooth speaker that was blaring old-school Jay-Z to keep things lively.

The day felt…nice. More than nice, actually. It felt normal and I felt normal. I felt like Theo Rafferty, your average freshman who liked to crack bad jokes and play pickup basketball on the weekends and was making the most out of his first semester.

I caught a bounce pass, drove baseline, and laid it up clean off the glass. The guys whooped.

“Rafferty is on fire today!” someone yelled.

Owen was grinning at me from the three-point line, sweat rolling off his nose. “You fucking showboating on me again, Rafferty?”

I flashed him a cheeky grin, my chest heaving. Then I looked toward the sidelines. My heart skipped a beat and butterflies exploded in my stomach.

Chloe was leaning against the chain-link fence wearing tight jeans and a tank top under an oversized denim jacket with one shoulder exposed. Her dark hair shone in the sunlight.

When I jogged over during a water break she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts, pulled me in, and kissed me right there in front of everyone.

“You look so hot when you’re all sweaty, babe,” she murmured against my mouth, loud enough for Owen and Rashad to hear.

When I turned back around Owen and Rashad were right there with both their mouths hanging open. Then Rashad made an exaggerated gagging noise.

“Jesus Christ, Rafferty,” he said. “How the hell did you pull a junior? She’s way too good for you.”

I laughed and stole another quick kiss from Chloe before jogging back onto the court. She was perfect and I couldn’t believe she was mine. In public she was the cool, confident older girlfriend who cheered louder than anyone and made all my friends jealous as hell.

In private… well. She still called me Tina behind closed doors, still made me wear little pink panties and pink miniskirts or babydoll dresses with cute frilly sleeves. Whatever she was in the mood for, basically. Then she’d whisper the filthiest things in my ear while she rode my face or made me beg or spanked my ass. Our most used sex toy in the bedroom was an expensive strap-on that she absolutely loved using on me. She loved both versions of me, and somehow that made everything feel even better.

As it turned out, the night of the frat party I was the only one in my friend group who happened to get laid. Owen and Rashad had ended up getting a little too drunk and had found a pair of identical twin girls to talk to. They’d all ended up in a room upstairs where they all just passed out. It was a hilariously tragic story that Rashad got angry over whenever I retold it.

Of course, they didn’t know any of the specifics about the night Bri, Blake, Chloe and I spent together. And that was exactly how I wanted to keep it for now.

During the next break, Owen and I jogged over to the bleachers on the far side of the court, where Chloe and Bri were waiting with cold Gatorades and water bottles. To Owen, Bri was there to watch her little brother play like any normal big sister would. But the second our eyes locked she gave me that slow, infernally hot smirk. Her beautiful face made my pulse race, and the smirk felt like a leash tightening right around my balls.

This was the girl that started it all.

Briar Banks was no longer my roommate, but our ‘arrangement’ was still very much alive. A couple of carefully planned nights a month Chloe, Bri and I would meet up somewhere for a few hours of fun. Blake joined in from time to time. Our ‘experiments’ were different every time, and that was what made it exciting. I never knew how those girls planned to dominate me until the door closed and the clothes came off.

College was weird.

Everybody had secrets. Everybody was figuring out who the hell they were supposed to be. Some people were still pretending. Some were still scared.

Me?

I had good friends, an amazingly hot girlfriend who accepted all sides of me, and my future seemed bright and full of possibilities. And standing here with the sun on my back and Chloe’s eyes on me and Bri’s knowing little smirk still stuck in my mind, I was pretty sure I was living the best of both worlds.

Maybe I just got lucky…


THE END

Thank you for reading, pretty girl!

Rae <3


Continue the Obsession…

Hey pretty readers! Did you know I have a brand-new BDSM feminization series out? Mistress of Surrender is very different from anything else I’ve written and I’m sure you’ll love it!
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If you didn’t know, the series includes full-length novellas (31k+ words each!) featuring young dominatrix Mistress Tatiana and sissy Rose in the intimidating, gothic-inspired setting of The House of Surrender.

Here’s what you can expect:

	escalating feminization of our shy nerdy, insecure protagonist 

	an intelligent ice-queen domme who built an empire and knows exactly who she wants 

	power, shame, tease-and-denial, and desire all tangled together in all the wrong (uhm, right) ways 

	some prettyyyy intense intimate scenes

	sweet and sexy aftercare 

	a slow-burn, true ROMANCE between domme and sub 

	enough angst and simmering tension to make you HEART HURT!



So what do you say, pretty reader? Are you brave enough to enter the House of Surrender and meet Mistress Tati?

🩷 Start reading 🩷

👉 Start with Book 1: Mistress of Surrender: Does This Excite You?

👉 Continue with Book 2: Mistress of Surrender: So Pretty When You Kneel

Or keep scrolling for an excerpt from Chapter 1…


Mistress of Surrender (Excerpt)

CHAPTER 1

727.

The brass numbers were winking like they were mocking me. My knuckles hovered inches from the dark wood door surrounding it. I rubbed my left palm down the side of my trousers, leaving a trail of sweat despite the chilled air circulating off the polished floors and the rose-patterned wallpaper in the hallway.

Blowing out a puff of nervous air, I stalled. Again. Downstairs in the marble lobby, the doorman had flashed me a smile that hid a smirk and I’d gone red as a lobster. He knew. He knew why I was here. He knew what lay behind door 727.

Mistress Tatiana.

The name alone sent beads of sweat pricking across my scalp, squeezing my chest tight.

Good afternoon, Mistress Tati. Rick Hayes. Yup, that’s me! Web designer extraordinaire. The best you’ll find around these parts! May I come in?

How many times had I rehearsed that in the mirror? A hundred? A thousand? And it still hadn’t sounded right. Was I supposed to bow when I greeted her? Or curtsy like those men on her website, the ones who wore frou-frou pink-and-black maids’ outfits and frilly white thigh-high stockings? Could I shake her hand or was that considered beneath her station?

There’s no way you can do this.

My reflection in the brass peephole made me sigh. I was pale and as wide-eyed as a baby behind my glasses. My mousy brown hair had been neatened in the taxi ride over, but one thick lock had already escaped and was hanging in a limp-ish curl over my forehead. My cheap suit jacket hung limply off my narrow shoulders. Two sizes too big.

I looked exactly like what I was.

Broke nerd. Desperate as fuck.

There was the ugly truth, fluttering in my gut. Ricky Hayes was miles away from the web designer extraordinaire he was pretending to be. It had been twelve months since the fancy IT company I used to work for laid me off. A whole goddamn year. And in all that time not a single soul had offered even a lick of interest in hiring me.

The economy was as good as dead now. Everyone knew it. Everyone was desperate. Scrambling for scraps like rats on a sinking ship. I couldn’t afford the luxury of bumming around the library browsing job listings all day. Not anymore. Not when my savings had dwindled so much and the credit card debt I’d managed to rack up during the good years was itchy for relief.

Not when my landlord slipped that notice under my door last week.

Three months.

I only had three months.

Then it was either say bye-bye to my apartment or start selling my body parts for rent money.

The thought made me shiver. I raised my hand again, knuckles almost grazing the wood. Now or never, bucko. Clenching my teeth, I tapped the back of my fist against the door.

The door swung inwards instantly without a sound, startling me. It was like something—no, someone—had been waiting there just for me, eager to spring its trap.

My gaze travelled slowly over the figure filling the doorway. Up the long legs, across the impossibly tapered waist, and finally to the chiselled face with its high cheekbones and doll-like skin.

My heart seized. Was I supposed to say something? I couldn’t remember.

“Mr. Hayes.” The voice was a low, velvety purr that sent stars sparking through my veins. “Right on time, I see. Come in.”

My body obeyed her before my brain caught up. A small gasp burst out of me as I stepped over the threshold into a cloud of spicy perfume. The door clicked shut behind me, and my mouth went dry.

There she was.

In the flesh.

She sauntered to her desk without another word. I stared. I couldn’t help it. She was tall, taller than me, those needle-thin stilettos giving her the kind of leg length I’d only seen on Victoria’s Secret models. The dress that clung to her was so shiny it looked painted on. A river of red hair reached the middle of her spine, shining like spilled blood under headlights.

The shock hit me harder than it should’ve.

She was young. Not fifty like I’d pictured. Not forty. Barely in her thirties.

Barely in her thirties and already the queen of an empire.

Um, so yeah.

She isn’t intimidating.

Nope. Not at all…


My Newsletter

Keep up with Rae Robinson!

Want FREE books, exclusive teasers/content, and writing updates?

Sign up for my newsletter!


About the Author

A full-time corporate content writer by day and an erotica and romance writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of scorching hot stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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