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His New Fantasy



The apartment smells like pizza—grease, garlic, and pepperoni that’s been sitting in a cardboard box since dinner—and the table in front of us is littered with empty energy drink cans, crumbs, and a half-finished bag of chips. It isn’t even Friday night.

Nick and I sprawl across the sagging couch we dragged in from the lounge last semester, controllers in hand, half-heartedly button-mashing through a fighting game we’ve both played a hundred times. The cushions dip in the middle from years of use, forcing us closer together whether we want to be or not.

“Stop spamming the kick combo,” Nick groans, his voice tight with frustration as his character crumples across the screen. He jabs at his buttons harder, as if force will save him. “It’s cheap.”

“Then block it,” I shoot back, grinning.

He narrows his eyes and leans into me, shoulder slamming mine, trying to throw me off rhythm. I laugh and jab him with my elbow in return, nearly dropping my controller as we knock into each other. The scuffle ends with my character flattened and Nick’s standing tall. He tosses his controller onto the cushion with a victorious flourish, smirking like he just solved world peace.

“Skill,” he says, leaning back with a smug sigh.

“Bullshit,” I mutter, but I can’t hide my smile.

This is us—always has been. We’ve known each other since freshman orientation, roommates by chance, best friends by the end of the first week. We’ve pulled each other through finals, heartbreaks, hangovers, and more than a few disastrous dating attempts. At this point, we don’t even need words half the time. Just looks, shrugs, or the easy silence of people who’ve already shared too many late nights.

Nick stretches out, taking up more than his half of the couch, his T-shirt riding up just enough to show the faint line of muscle along his stomach. He doesn’t notice, doesn’t care. He yawns, grabs another slice of cold pizza from the box, and eats like he hasn’t touched food all day.

“You ever think we peaked?” he asks around a mouthful, words muffled but thoughtful. “Like… this is it? Classes, cheap beer, microwaved food, and us wasting nights on video games?”

I snort, reaching for my own slice. “Dude, you’re twenty. You don’t get to have an existential crisis until at least twenty-five.”

He snickers and tosses a napkin at me. It bounces off my chest and flutters to the floor.

“Easy for you to say,” he shoots back. “You’ve got your whole plan mapped out—internships, job prospects, career path. Meanwhile I can’t even commit to a major. Hell, I barely got through last semester’s econ final.”

“You don’t need to yet,” I say around a mouthful of cheese, grease dripping onto the plate balanced on my knee. “You’re good at everything. You’ll figure it out.”

He raises a brow at me, lips curling. “Was that a compliment?”

“Don’t get used to it.”

We lapse into silence. The comfortable kind only best friends can manage. The glow of the TV paints our faces in shifting colors as the fighting game’s victory screen loops with obnoxious fanfare.

Nick sighs and leans back, draping one arm across the back of the couch, the other hand still clutching his slice. He looks content, but restless too, like he’s itching for something more than another round of the same game we’ve beaten to death.

“So,” he says, glancing sideways at me. “What’s on deck tonight? More of this? Or are we finally gonna crack open that beta key you’ve been drooling over?”

I follow his gaze toward the kitchen table. My laptop sits open, and beside it, the unopened VR headset, gleaming faintly under the desk lamp. It looks out of place in this mess of a room. New. Untouched. Like it’s waiting for me.

“Yeah,” I say slowly, setting my plate aside. “I was saving it, but… why not? Tonight’s as good as any.”

Nick smirks, his whole expression lighting up. “About time. Let’s see if this thing is as life-changing as you’ve been hyping it up to be.”

I roll my eyes, but the excitement prickles anyway, crawling up my spine and pooling in my chest. My fingers drum against my knee, restless.

Neither of us knows yet just how much life is about to change.

The headset settles over my face, the padded rim pressing into my forehead as I lean back into my desk chair. The room around me disappears in a blink, swallowed by the glow of the loading screen. A flicker of anticipation runs through me, half nerves, half thrill. I’ve beta tested plenty of games before, but never anything this immersive. This one supposedly maps neural responses, lets you “feel” what your character feels. That’s the kind of promise I don’t buy into—but I’m not about to pass up the chance to find out.

“Don’t tell me you’re making another boring knight,” Nick says from my bed. He’s sprawled across it like it’s his throne, scrolling through his phone, watching me set up like it’s his personal show. “You always pick some square-jawed warrior guy. Try something new for once.”

“Some of us like immersion,” I mutter, grinning.

Nick smirks. “Some of us need to grow a sense of humor.”

The loading screen shifts into a full character creation menu. A wireframe figure floats in front of me, waiting to be shaped. I glance at Nick’s reflection in the monitor. His dark hair is a mess from the gym, his grin wide and teasing. He looks way too invested in whatever I’m about to do.

“You want different?” I say. “Fine.”

I swipe my hand through the menu. The wireframe body changes. Shoulders narrow, hips flare, breasts swell. Skin smooths into softness. I zoom in, adding long auburn hair, toned legs, freckles dusted across her nose. Big hazel eyes and pouty lips. She’s hot. Hot enough that I squirm in my chair, suddenly aware of how real this all looks.

Nick sits up. “Dude, are you serious? You’re actually making a chick?”

“Yeah.” I smirk. “Why not? It’s just us tonight. You wanted different, I’m giving you different.”

He barks out a laugh. “That’s not different, that’s… wow. You’ve been at it for ten minutes and she looks like she stepped out of a porn mod. You even gave her freckles. Should I be worried?”

“Relax,” I say, laughing. “It’s a game, not a dating app.”

“Uh-huh.” He leans closer, squinting. “And those tits? You maxed them out.”

“They bounce realistically,” I shoot back.

Nick groans, falling back against the pillows. “Unbelievable. You’re really committed to the bit.”

I grin, scrolling to the last menu: Genitalia. Male, female, none, custom. A wicked idea sparks. I flick it to custom. The avatar stands there, curves and breasts and soft lines—plus a cock hanging heavy between her thighs.

Nick explodes into laughter. “Oh my god. No way. You gave her a dick?”

“It’s hilarious,” I say, proud of myself. “The perfect warrior. She’s got options.”

“Options? That’s a weapon. Jesus, Caleb. You’re broken.” He shakes his head, laughing so hard his phone almost slips out of his hand. “Straightest guy I know making a chick with a dick. This is comedy gold.”

“Hey, I’m still straight,” I shoot back. “You’re the one staring at her junk.”

Nick throws a pillow at me, howling. “Touché.”

Hours blur by. We run across sprawling fields, fight goblins, clear ruins. His rogue darts ahead, cocky as hell, while my warrior princess—yeah, I’ve started calling her that—swings a broadsword like it’s nothing. The neural feedback is freaky. I swear I can feel the tug of her hair down my back, the weight of her breasts, the sway of her hips. It’s so vivid I keep shifting in my chair like I can’t sit right.

Nick notices. “Lagging?”

“Yeah,” I lie quickly. “Just adjusting.”

What I don’t say is that every step makes me feel… off. Not bad. Just… strange. Like I’m too aware of this body that isn’t mine.

By midnight we’re wrecked, slumped and yawning. Nick stretches on my bed, arms behind his head, looking smug.

“Well,” he says, “credit where it’s due. Your freaky avatar actually carried half those fights. Still think you just wanted to watch her ass for three hours.”

“Bullshit,” I say, laughing. “I made her because you dared me.”

“Uh-huh.” He yawns wide. “Sure. You keep telling yourself that.”

I pull the headset off, rubbing my sweaty forehead. The faint outline of auburn hair and freckles still lingers in my head. “If you catch me moaning in my sleep, don’t ask questions.”

Nick snorts. “You’re such a degenerate. If you actually start moaning, I’m recording it. That’s going straight on the group chat.”

I laugh, chucking a balled-up sock at him. He blocks it with one hand, still grinning. “Yeah, yeah. You wish. At least my avatar’s hot.”

“No arguments there,” he says. “I’d fuck her.”

“Even with a dick?” I ask.

He shrugs. “Those tits kind of cancel that out, don’t you think?”

I don’t know what to say to that, so I keep quiet.

We’re both too tired to keep it up, our voices rough with exhaustion. The room is quiet again except for the hum of the PC fans cooling down and the faint rattle of traffic outside.

I shut everything down, the screen fading to black. The outline of auburn hair and freckles still lingers in my mind like afterimages burned into my retinas. I roll into bed, tug the blanket over me, but the thought won’t leave. The weight of her breasts bouncing, the swing of her hips when I moved. The way her lips had curved when I made her smile.

It’s stupid. A game. Nothing more.

But when my eyes finally close, I can almost feel her skin stretching over me, her chest rising with my breaths, her hair sliding down my bare shoulders. I drift off with that image wrapped around me, too vivid, too alive—like I’m already half inside her skin.

[image: ]



The first thing I notice when I wake up is weight. Not the kind of heavy you get from pulling an all-nighter, but something physical, pressing down on my chest. My sheets feel different too—slick against my skin, clinging where they never used to.

I groan, dragging a hand over my face, only to stop short when strands of hair brush across my lips. Long strands. I blink, brushing them away, but they fall back again, tickling my cheek. My heart kicks harder.

Sitting up, the blanket slides down, and that’s when I see it.

Two round mounds rise from my chest, pale and soft, nipples tightening in the morning air. Breasts. Real ones. Heavy enough that when I breathe, they shift and drag against the fabric of my shirt.

“What the hell…” My voice catches in my throat. It’s higher. Breathier.

I shove the blanket the rest of the way off and stare. My thighs taper in, my hips flare out, and my waist curves so sharply I look carved. My skin is impossibly smooth, pale with a faint glow to it, like I’ve been airbrushed.

But lower down, it’s still me. Sort of. My cock rests between my legs, but smaller, sleeker, the skin around it different. And it’s not soft. Not with the way my chest rises and falls, with the way heat is licking through me just from seeing this reflection.

“Shit.”

I stumble to the mirror, my breath catching as I take it all in. She’s there. The avatar I made last night. Auburn hair cascading down over my shoulders, freckles scattered across my nose, hazel eyes wide with panic. Except it’s not her—it’s me.

I press my hand to the glass. The girl in the mirror does the same. My reflection blinks, lips parted, chest rising. My chest.

I can’t stop myself. My hands go to my breasts. The moment I squeeze, the world tilts. They’re warm, soft, but firm under my palms. My nipples pebble instantly, sending a sharp spark down my spine. I let out a sound—half gasp, half moan—that doesn’t sound like me at all.

“Oh my god…”

I cup them harder, feeling the weight shift and settle, the skin hot beneath my palms. My fingers find the stiff peaks, rolling them, tugging. The sensation shoots straight to my cock, making it throb against my underwear.

I stagger back, but my hands won’t leave my body. One drifts down, tracing the curve of my stomach, the narrowness of my waist, before sliding over the flare of my hips. They’re wider than they should be, plush with muscle and softness both. My legs press together differently, my thighs brushing in ways that feel strange and new.

By the time my hand hovers near my cock, I’m trembling.

It looks different, framed by this body—smaller, neater, the shaft half-hard and glistening at the tip. I wrap my fingers around it and shudder. The grip feels wrong and right at the same time. My hips jerk forward, my breasts bouncing with the movement, and the sight alone nearly unravels me.

I stroke once, twice, my chest heaving as sparks shoot through me. The mirror makes it worse. Seeing her—me—stroking my cock, nipples taut, breasts swaying with every jerk. It’s too much. My body is hypersensitive, every nerve lit.

I groan, dropping my forehead against the glass, my breath fogging it up. My voice is higher, the sound almost desperate. My cock twitches in my grip, leaking, begging.

The door rattles.

“Caleb?” Nick’s voice, muffled but close. “You awake, man?”

I freeze.

“Don’t come in!” I shout, but it comes out too high, too soft, almost like a girl’s whimper.

There’s a pause. Then the door creaks open anyway.

Nick steps in, hair messy, T-shirt hanging loose, still half asleep. “Dude, it’s almost—” His words die.

I spin, yanking my hands to cover myself, but it’s useless. My breasts push together, my cock is hard and obvious, my whole body trembling with heat.

For a long second, silence. His eyes widen, his mouth drops open, and he just stares.

“Caleb?” His voice cracks.

“It’s me,” I whisper. My face burns.

He takes a step forward, slowly, eyes darting over me like he can’t process what he’s seeing. My hair, my chest, my cock straining beneath the fabric. He runs a hand through his hair, muttering, “What the fuck…” but he doesn’t look away. Not once.

I cross my arms over my breasts, but the movement just squeezes them tighter, my cleavage deeper. His eyes flick down and then snap up again, guilty but caught.

“Don’t stare,” I mutter, but even I can hear the tremor in my voice.

“I’m not—” His protest dies as soon as it leaves his mouth. His jaw tightens, his eyes betraying him. They keep sliding back to the curve of my hips, the way my hair spills down my shoulders, the strip of bare skin between my shirt and my underwear.

I back up until my shoulders hit the mirror. The cold glass presses against my skin, my breasts flattening slightly where they touch. The contact makes my nipples tighten all over again. I gasp and Nick freezes, his eyes locking onto mine.

“Caleb…” he says, but my name comes out like a warning. Or a plea.

I can’t stand the heat in his stare, the heat in my own body. My arms loosen without meaning to, sliding away from my chest. My breasts are bare now, the nipples flushed pink and tight. His gaze dips, lingers, and the silence between us grows heavier.

For a heartbeat I think he’s going to step closer.

Instead he swears again, spinning toward the door, dragging both hands through his hair. “Shit. Okay. I need—I need a minute.”

His voice is hoarse, his shoulders tense. I can see the hard line of his jaw, the way he’s fighting something back.

And my body—my new, impossible body—won’t stop betraying me. My cock jerks, another bead of precome wetting the fabric, while my breasts throb from the air alone.

“Nick…” I start, but my voice is too soft, too feminine. He flinches like it cuts through him, then storms out, slamming the door behind him.

The room goes quiet again. My reflection stares back at me, flushed, panting, breasts rising and falling.

I touch the glass, whispering to myself, “What the fuck is happening to me?”

I pace the room barefoot, running my hands through my new hair again and again, as if I’ll find a seam where this all unravels. The auburn strands slip like silk over my fingers, tangling down my back, catching against my shoulders. It’s too long, too heavy, too real. Every move makes my hips sway, my breasts shift beneath the oversized T-shirt I yanked on earlier. Nothing about this feels like a dream anymore.

Nick leans against the wall, arms crossed, watching me. He hasn’t stopped swearing under his breath since he came back.

“It has to be the game,” he says finally. “You went under in that headset last night looking like you, and you wake up looking like—” He gestures vaguely at me, his face caught between disbelief and something I can’t name, “your avatar.”

“Don’t say it,” I snap, but my voice comes out soft, almost breathless. “Don’t say it like I’m not still me.”

“I didn’t mean—” He rubs his forehead, exhaling hard. “Caleb, look at you. Look at what’s happening. It has to be connected. Maybe if you contact the developers…shit, I don’t know.”

My stomach twists. “You think I should tell the developers? Let them poke and prod me like I’m a lab rat? No. No fucking way.”

Nick opens his mouth, then shuts it again. He doesn’t argue, not really. He just stares, his eyes dragging down my body before he catches himself and looks away.

I feel heat crawl up my neck. “Stop doing that.”

“Doing what?”

“Staring.”

“I’m not—” His voice cracks, and he laughs nervously. “Sorry. It’s just… it’s hard not to notice.”

Notice. That’s all he says, but it makes my chest tighten anyway.

I throw myself down onto the edge of the bed, hunching forward with my head in my hands. The motion makes my breasts hang heavy beneath the thin cotton, the nipples brushing against the fabric in a way that makes me shudder. Even sitting feels different—my thighs press together, my hips spreading wider than they used to. My cock twitches, stiffening fast, as if my body is caught between two realities and doesn’t know which way to go.

Nick shifts awkwardly, and I glance up to find him staring again. He clears his throat, looks away, then back, like he can’t help himself.

“What?” I snap, though my voice wavers.

“You’re…” His jaw tightens. “You’re moving different. It’s not—fuck, Caleb, I don’t know how to explain it.”

I fold my arms, which only pushes my breasts together. His gaze flicks down before he forces it up again. The tension between us thrums louder than my pulse.

Eventually, he sighs and pushes off the wall. “Okay. First things first. We can’t let anyone else see you like this.”

“No shit.”

He ignores the bite in my tone, rifling through his closet. “You can’t walk around campus looking like…” He stops short again, shaking his head. “Like this. You need clothes that’ll fit.”

I laugh, sharp and nervous. “And what, you just happen to keep a stash of women’s clothes in here?”

“No,” he shoots back. “But I’ve got some sweats, hoodies. Baggy stuff. It’ll buy you time.”

He disappears for a moment, then tosses a hoodie and sweats at me. I pull them on, the fabric swallowing my frame, but it doesn’t hide everything. My breasts strain the front, and the curve of my ass is still obvious when I stand.

Nick’s gaze flicks down, lingers, then jerks away. His ears redden.

“Better than nothing,” he mutters.

I wrestle with the long auburn hair, shoving it back over my shoulders, but it tangles in my fingers. A frustrated sound escapes my throat before I can stop it.

“Here,” Nick says, stepping behind me. “Let me.”

I stiffen as his fingers brush the back of my neck. The touch sends a shiver down my spine. He gathers the heavy strands, twisting them up clumsily, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin at my nape. Every pass of his fingers makes my chest ache, my nipples tightening under the hoodie.

“Hold still,” he murmurs, close enough that his breath warms my ear.

My lips part, but no sound comes out. My cock swells again, throbbing against the waistband of my underwear, traitorous and urgent.

“There.” He ties the hair back with a rubber band. His hands linger a second too long before he steps away. “Better.”

I turn to face him, pulse hammering, my breasts brushing the fabric of the hoodie with every breath. His eyes drop to my mouth before he snaps them back up to mine.

The air between us feels too close, too hot.

I retreat to the mirror, pulling at the hem of the hoodie, trying to make it cover more. My reflection stares back, freckles scattered across my nose, lips swollen from biting them. A girl’s body. My body.

“Nick,” I whisper. “What if this doesn’t go away?”

He swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Then… then we deal with it.”

His voice is steady, but his eyes betray him. They sweep over me again, slower this time, and my stomach flips.

I should yell at him. I should tell him to stop. But I don’t. Because part of me wants him to look.

And that’s the part that scares me most.
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The hoodie hangs loose on me, but it doesn’t hide everything. My breasts press against the front, shifting when I walk, and the way the fabric clings to my waist and hips just makes the difference clearer. I tug at the hem for the tenth time, trying to make it fall straighter, but there’s no fixing it.

Walking across campus feels like running a gauntlet. Every set of eyes I pass seems sharper than usual, lingering a beat too long. Some of the stares are confused—like people are trying to reconcile who I am with what they’re seeing. Others are curious. A couple are downright hungry.

I keep my head down, hair spilling from the messy tie Nick gave me. The auburn strands catch the sunlight and shimmer copper, making it even harder to disappear. My thighs rub together as I walk, my cock shifting against the soft panties beneath my jeans. The sensation makes me hyper-aware of my body in ways I’ve never been before.

“Hey,” a voice calls from behind me. I stiffen, but when I glance back, it’s just a couple of guys from my apartment complex. They’re laughing about something else entirely, barely noticing me. Still, my stomach knots until they’re gone.

By the time I reach my lecture hall, my palms are damp.

The room feels different today. I’ve sat in these seats a hundred times before, but walking down the aisle with long hair brushing my shoulders and my chest bouncing with each step makes me feel like I’m intruding in someone else’s life.

I slide into a desk near the middle, tugging the hoodie tighter. My breasts squish against my arms as I cross them, nipples stiff from the chill of the air conditioning. The hardness makes me wince—it’s distracting, constant.

A couple of students glance my way. One girl smiles politely, but her eyes dip to my chest before she looks away. Two guys in the back keep whispering, not even subtle about it. I flush hot, staring hard at my notebook.

The professor walks in, droning about course updates, assignments, upcoming exams. His voice feels distant, muffled under the pounding of my own pulse. Every word I write comes out messy, my hand shaking, my mind slipping back to the weight of my breasts, the sway of my hips in the chair, the curious eyes scanning me as if I’ve been replaced by someone new.

I never thought sitting in class could feel like this—exposed, raw, like every part of me is under glass. My cock presses against the waistband of my jeans, half-hard just from the constant friction of fabric against my thighs. I shift, trying to adjust, but the movement only makes the wet patch spreading across the silk beneath more obvious to me.

When the lecture ends, I’m the first out the door. The rush of fresh air on my face feels like escape. I duck the stares, pull the hoodie tighter, and head back toward the safety of my apartment.

And the whole way there, I can’t shake the thought: maybe this isn’t something I can hide.

By the time I slip back into our apartment, my pulse is raw with it. I slam the front door behind me and press my back to it.

“They all thought I was a girl,” I mutter. “Every single one of them.”

Nick looks up from the sofa. He takes me in, the oversized hoodie swallowing my frame, my long hair escaping the makeshift tie, the curve of my hips obvious no matter what I wear. He doesn’t deny it.

“Yeah,” he says, like it’s the simplest truth in the world. “Because right now, you are.”

I groan, dragging my hands through my hair. “Don’t say it like that.”

“I’m not judging,” he says quickly.

“The worst part is that all day long I could feel these…things…bouncing around, like two weights on my chest. Not to mention having to hide my dick that wanted to keep randomly getting hard throughout the day.”

Nick swallows. “Caleb, baggy clothes aren’t cutting it. You may as well own those curves. You need stuff that fits. Normal stuff.”

“You mean women’s clothes.”

He shrugs. “If the shoe fits. Or the bra. Panties will keep that…um…dick tucked in a bit too. It could help”

I glare, but he only grins, standing and snagging his keys. “C’mon. Mall run. No one’s gonna think twice if I’m dragging my girlfriend around shopping.”

I choke on air. “Girlfriend?”

He smirks. “Relax. It’s just cover.”

I don’t argue because, honestly, he’s right.
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The department store is worse than class. Racks of lace and silk taunt me under fluorescent lights. Nick doesn’t make it easier. He’s weirdly confident weaving through aisles, plucking things off hangers while I trail after him, red-faced.

“How do you even know what to get?” I hiss.

“Years of paying attention,” he says with a wink. “Trust me, Caleb, I’ve slipped off more dresses and unclasped more bras than you’ve touched in your life.”

It was probably true. Nick had always been a playboy. “Not helping.”

We leave with a bag heavy with things I’m too nervous to even peek at until we’re back in the apartment. Nick hands me the bag.

“Try some on,” he says without looking.

“Right now?”

“Unless you wanna walk around in that hoodie forever.”

I hesitate, then grab the bag and retreat to my room, locking the door behind me.
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The panties are first. I slide them up my thighs and shudder as the fabric hugs every contour of this new body. Softer, thinner than any boxers I’ve ever owned, they cling tight, cupping my cock and balls in a way that makes me gasp. My hips shift instinctively, the hem brushing the swell of my ass, my shaft twitching against the delicate fabric.

“Oh fuck…” I whisper, pressing a palm against the front. The pressure makes me ache harder, the silk tugging just right.

I tear myself away before I get lost in it, reaching for the bra. That’s when things fall apart.

Straps twist, cups gape, hooks slip through my fingers. I try looping my arms backward, then forward, fumbling like an idiot. My breasts jiggle with every failed attempt, nipples brushing against the inside of the cups, teasing me mercilessly. My cock pushes harder against the panties, leaking precum into the fabric.

A knock breaks my frustration.

“You good in there?” Nick’s voice.

“Fine,” I call, too fast, too high.

Pause. Then, “You don’t sound fine.”

I squeeze my eyes shut. “I can’t figure this thing out.”

“What thing?”

“The stupid bra.”

Another pause. Then his voice softens. “Want help?”

The humiliation burns hot, but I can’t take another second of fighting with elastic straps and sensitive skin. My silence is enough. The door unlocks and Nick steps in.

His eyes widen.

I’m standing in nothing but panties, breasts half-covered by the tangled bra, hair a mess around my shoulders. My cock strains hard and obvious against the thin fabric.

Nick gulps, his Adam’s apple bobbing, but he doesn’t move.

“Don’t just stand there,” I mutter, face blazing.

He clears his throat, stepping closer. “Right. Okay. Let me…”

His hands are careful as they gather the straps, brushing over my shoulders. The first graze of his knuckles across my breast makes my whole body seize, a shiver racing straight to my cock. I bite my lip hard, but another whimper slips free anyway.

“Sorry,” he says quickly, though his hands linger a fraction longer than they need to. “You’re… sensitive.”

“No shit,” I breathe.

He hooks the straps over my shoulders, adjusting the cups so they sit right. His fingers graze the underswell of my breasts, then slide higher, brushing nipples that are already tight and aching. I jolt, moaning before I can stop myself.

His eyes flick up to mine, wide, but he doesn’t pull back. Instead, he settles the bra in place and reaches around to fasten it. His chest presses against my back as he works the hooks, his breath warm against my neck.

“There,” he murmurs, low and rough.

The bra is snug, almost too small, pushing my breasts together, cleavage deep and obscene. I glance in the mirror and nearly stagger at the sight—my cock straining inside delicate panties, breasts spilling from lace.

Nick catches my reflection too. His gaze is glued to me, his jaw tight. He adjusts a strap on my shoulder, his fingertips brushing bare skin.

“Fits well enough,” he says, but his voice is hoarse.

I flush hotter, my cock jerking against the fabric. Every touch, every adjustment sets me on fire. I can’t tell if it’s humiliation or arousal, maybe both, but my body responds like it’s begging for more.

“Nick…” I whisper, not even sure what I mean to say.

He doesn’t answer. His hand trails down the strap, across my shoulder, and then he moves—suddenly, urgently. He pins me back against the wall, one hand braced near my head, the other still on the strap. His chest presses into mine, breasts crushed between us, my cock trapped between our hips.

The air crackles. His face hovers inches from mine, his breath ragged, eyes dark with something I’ve never seen before.

For a heartbeat, I think he’s going to kiss me.

And for some fucked up reason, my body wants him to.

His gaze drops to my lips. He leans closer—then pulls back, swearing under his breath, dragging a hand through his hair.

“I—fuck.” His voice shakes. “I’m sorry. Jesus, what the fuck. I’m sorry.” He keeps apologizing while in a daze and it makes me feel strange.

I stand frozen against the wall, chest heaving, cock throbbing in lace, every nerve burning with what almost happened.

Nick backs up toward the bed and pulls out a cute dress. “Try that on. Cover yourself up. I’m begging you.”

Then he leaves.

I never thought slipping into a dress would feel this good. The soft swish of fabric against my thighs, the cool slide over my hips—it’s maddening how right it feels. The bra Nick helped me with earlier hugs my breasts tight, lifting them just enough that they’re obvious under the summer dress we grabbed off the rack. A thin strap keeps slipping down my shoulder, tickling my arm, reminding me of everything I’ve become.

The panties cup me perfectly, snug and silky, holding my cock and balls in a way that makes every step a secret caress. Even the flats we bought—plain, black, nothing flashy—make me feel different when I walk, lighter somehow, my posture shifting, my hips swaying.

I shouldn’t enjoy this. I shouldn’t want to admire myself. But when I tug out the rubber band holding my hair and brush through the auburn strands, they fall around my shoulders like liquid fire. Smooth, glossy, framing a face I still can’t believe is mine. The freckles dotting my nose make me look younger, softer. My lips curve without meaning to, and I realize I’m smiling at my reflection.

A knock at the door breaks the spell.

“Caleb?” Nick’s voice. “Come hang out. I’ve got the console on. Thought maybe if you tried making a new avatar, it might… I don’t know, reverse this? Worth a shot.”

I hesitate, heart hammering. But I don’t want to hide anymore. Not tonight.

He’s sprawled on the couch in the living room, controller in hand, smirking when he sees me.

“Well, damn,” he says, sitting up straighter. “Guess you figured out the dress.”

I flush hot, tugging the hem down even though it already falls mid-thigh. “Shut up.”

He grins but doesn’t push. “C’mon. Sit. Let’s see if your digital twin can bail us out.”

I drop onto the couch beside him, crossing my legs instinctively. The dress slides higher, baring more of my thighs. Nick notices. I can feel the weight of his stare even when he pretends to focus on the game.

I take the headset and create an avatar that looks more like myself, but I can’t concentrate. My skin feels alive, every nerve tuned too sharply. The brush of fabric against my breasts makes my nipples ache. The slick heat between my legs won’t fade no matter how I shift. My hair tickles my neck, and I swear my body can feel Nick watching.

“Not focused, huh?” he murmurs.

“Hard to be,” I admit, voice low. “Everything feels… different.”

“I had a dream about her, you know. Your avatar. Last night.” I remove the headset and stare at him. His gaze lingers on me, then he says quietly

I turn more toward him, stunned. “You’re joking.”

He laughs, but it’s uneasy, the kind of laugh you use when you’re telling the truth but don’t want to admit it. “Wish I was. But no. Freckles, hair, all of it. I woke up hard, and it’s her face I saw. Her body. Your face.” He gulps. “Your body.”

Heat rushes through me so fast I can barely breathe. My cock stirs inside the panties, straining against the silky fabric. “Nick…”

He leans closer, his knee brushing mine. “You should make the most of it. In case you wake up tomorrow and you’re back to the old you.”

I swallow hard. “Make the most of it how?”

The corner of his mouth curves. “You already know what I mean.”

The room feels smaller, hotter. My heart slams. I want to argue, to push him away, to remind him that I’m still Caleb, still his best friend—but the words won’t come. Because the truth is, I feel good. Better than good. My body is humming, every inch of me desperate for something I’ve never admitted I wanted.

Nick lifts a hand and brushes a strand of hair from my face. His fingers trail down my cheek, feather-light, leaving goosebumps in their wake. My lips part, and I can’t stop the faint whimper that escapes.

“God, Caleb,” he murmurs. “You’re beautiful.”

Then his mouth is on mine.

The kiss is slow at first, as if we’re both testing whether the world will crack open beneath us. His lips are warm, insistent, coaxing me to give in. I do. My eyes flutter shut, and I melt against him, the controller forgotten on the floor.

I moan into his mouth, the sound high and needy, nothing like my old voice. His tongue slides against mine, and suddenly it’s deeper, hungrier. I clutch his shirt, pulling him closer, breasts pressing into his chest. The friction makes my nipples throb, the bra cutting against my sensitive skin.

Nick’s hand slips to my thigh, squeezing just above the hem of my dress. I shudder, my cock jerking in my panties. The kiss grows messier, wetter, both of us breathing hard.

“Nick,” I gasp when he pulls back for air, my lips swollen, my body trembling.

His eyes are dark, pupils blown wide. “Tell me to stop.”

“I—” My voice breaks. I don’t tell him to stop. I lean forward instead, kissing him again, harder this time, desperate.

We tumble back onto the couch, then sideways, until the cushions can’t contain us. We crash to the carpet, tangled together, laughing breathlessly between kisses. His weight pins me down, my dress riding high, his thigh pressing between mine. The pressure grinds against my cock through the panties, sparks shooting everywhere.

I arch into him, moaning. His hand cups my breast, thumb brushing over the nipple through the fabric of the dress and bra. I cry out, overwhelmed.

“Fuck,” he groans against my mouth. “You feel incredible.”

My nails dig into his shoulders as his lips trail down my neck, sucking lightly at the tender skin. Every kiss makes me writhe, my cock leaking precum into the panties.

I want more. I want all of him.

But then he pulls back, both of us panting, our faces inches apart. His hand lingers on my hip, fingers digging into the fabric of the dress.

“Maybe this isn’t such a great idea,” he whispers, his voice ragged. “If we don’t stop now, we’re not stopping at all. And if you change back…well I don’t want there to be any regrets.”

I nod, though every nerve in my body screams in protest. I don’t trust myself to speak.

He helps me up, both of us flushed and trembling, the air between us thick with what almost happened.

I smooth my dress down, but it’s useless. My nipples are stiff peaks under the fabric, my cock still straining hard against silk. Nick’s eyes drag over me one last time before he collapses back onto the couch, running a hand through his hair.

Neither of us says anything. The truth is written all over our faces, in the swollen kiss-marks on my lips, in the way my body still aches for him. Part of me hopes I don’t wake up tomorrow as myself. Part of me wants to keep this body just a little bit longer.

We’ve crossed a line. And there’s no going back.
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I wake with the same heaviness pressing on my chest. For a heartbeat I expect it to be gone, that I’ll blink and see my old self again. But when I lift the sheet and two soft, round breasts spill into view, I don’t groan. I don’t panic. I actually sigh in relief.

It’s still girly. Still this body.

The thought should terrify me. But instead, warmth spreads through my chest, settling deep, like I’ve been holding my breath for years and only now let it out. Then I get ready for the day.

The shower runs hot, steam clouding the glass. Water pours over me, sluicing down curves that still don’t feel like they should belong to me. My hands shake as I trail a razor up my shin, over my calf, my skin turning silkier with each stroke. I’ve never shaved my legs before. Never had to. But when I rinse and run my palms over the smoothness, my knees almost buckle.

Shaving my pubic hair is harder. My breasts block the view, tugging forward, heavy and soft, nipples tight from the steam. I bite my lip, leaning to the side, sliding the razor carefully over skin that feels too delicate, too sensitive. Every brush makes me twitch, my cock thickening as water pounds over my shoulders.

By the time I step out, towel wrapped tight around me, I’m flushed and buzzing, my skin humming like electricity.

I carefully style my hair in waves, something I’ve never had to do before. I don’t know the first thing about makeup and we didn’t buy any. Luckily, my face seems feminine without it. Pouty lips, long eyelashes. I look like a girl I would’ve used to want to fuck.

The outfit almost chooses itself. The flowy skirt Nick picked out yesterday slides over my hips, whisper-light, brushing my thighs with every step. The halter top ties behind my neck, baring shoulders and cleavage I can’t stop staring at in the mirror. I slip into heels—low, blocky ones, not too intimidating—and my legs look impossibly long, calves tightening with every shift of weight.

I turn, hair swishing, skirt fanning, and for the first time I don’t see an accident staring back. I see someone beautiful. Someone I want to be.

Then the thought of Nick creeps in. The way he kissed me last night. The heat of his hands. The sound of his voice when he almost lost control.

And the way he pulled back.

A knot twists in my stomach. What if it ruined everything? What if he can’t even look at me anymore?

The skirt swishes around my thighs with every step, the halter top snug against my chest, lifting and framing my breasts in a way that makes them impossible to ignore. Heels click softly against the pavement, each sound reminding me that I’m not hiding anymore. Not under a hoodie, not behind Nick’s nervous looks.

I feel… exposed. Every breeze brushing against my legs makes me hyper-aware of bare skin. Every shift of the halter strap pulls across my nipples, leaving them taut and sensitive. But beneath the nerves, there’s something else too. A flicker of pride. Confidence. I look like I belong this way.

And people notice. Heads turn as I cross the quad, and for the first time, I don’t duck away. I hold my chin a little higher, hair falling glossy around my shoulders.

“Hey there.”

The voice makes my stomach knot. A tall guy steps into stride beside me, grin too wide, eyes roaming shamelessly. I recognize him from one of my gen ed lectures—a guy who always sits in the back, cracking jokes with his friends.

“You’re new around here, right?” he asks, though it’s more statement than question. “Haven’t seen you before.”

My cheeks burn. “Something like that.”

He chuckles, leaning closer. His cologne is heavy, sharp, making my head swim. “Well, lucky me. What’s your name, gorgeous?”

My throat dries. I want to shove him off, but part of me thrills at the word. Gorgeous. No one’s ever called me that before. Not like this.

“I—uh—” I start, but his hand slides down my back, settling bold as anything on the curve of my ass.

I freeze. Heat flashes through me—shame, shock, but also an undeniable surge of arousal. The contact makes my cock twitch in the panties, straining against the silk. My breath hitches.

He squeezes, grinning wider. “Damn. Thought so.”

I jerk away, heart hammering. “Don’t touch me.”

He raises his hands like he’s innocent, smirk still plastered across his face. “Relax, baby. Just saying hi.”

I don’t wait for more. I push past him, heels clattering as I hurry toward the nearest building. My thighs press together, wetness spreading in my panties. Humiliation knots in my chest, but beneath it—treacherously—I’m still hard, still aroused from the way he grabbed me.

The hall is blessedly empty, but my pulse won’t slow. Ahead, two restroom doors loom: Men’s on the left, Women’s on the right.

I freeze.

My cock strains against the silk, but my breasts rise and fall with every breath, the halter leaving no doubt of what I look like. If I walk into the men’s room like this, I’ll be eaten alive. But the women’s?

I bite my lip, staring between the two doors.

Then I push through the one on the right.

The women’s restroom is quiet, cleaner than I expect. My heels echo softly against tile as I make my way to the mirror. When I lift my gaze, the girl staring back takes my breath away.

Auburn hair glossy from the shower, freckles dusting her cheeks, lips full and flushed from nerves. Breasts rising proudly in the halter, skirt skimming long legs. She’s beautiful. I’m beautiful.

I lean in, pressing my palms to the counter, eyes locked on hers.

“Worth it,” I whisper. “Even if I have to deal with assholes. Worth it.”

Because for every slimy hand that gropes me, every leer that makes my skin crawl, there’s this: the reflection in front of me. The truth of who I’ve become. The way my body feels alive now, humming with possibility.

I smile at myself. Small, but real.

And for the first time today, the knot in my stomach loosens.

The day drags, but my body feels like a secret humming beneath my clothes. When Nick finally comes back that evening, I know before he even speaks that something’s off. His hair’s a mess, his backpack slung carelessly over one shoulder. His eyes find me in the skirt and halter top, and his whole body stiffens.

“You’re still…” He swallows, setting his bag down with a thud. “Still like this.”

My throat tightens. “Yeah.”

He drags a hand down his face, pacing once like he’s trying to burn off restless energy. “I thought maybe—hell, I don’t know what I thought. That it’d wear off. That you’d wake up and it would all be back to normal.”

I stand, clutching the hem of my skirt, heart pounding. “Nick… I don’t want anything to change between us. You’re my best friend. That’s what matters.”

He looks at me like the words cut him in two. His jaw flexes, his chest rising fast. “Caleb… I don’t think I can be just friends with you anymore.”

The world tilts. My stomach flips. “What do you mean?”

He steps closer, so close I can smell the faint sweat clinging to his shirt, the soap from his shower earlier. His eyes burn into mine. “I mean every time I look at you, I don’t see my best friend anymore. I see…” He falters, groaning softly. “I see someone I want so bad I can’t think straight.”

Before I can breathe, his mouth is on mine again.

The kiss isn’t soft this time. It’s hard, desperate, his lips crashing against mine like he’s been starving for it all day. I gasp into him, my hands flying up to clutch his shirt, pulling him closer. My breasts crush against his chest, nipples aching, my cock swelling fast beneath the skirt.

His tongue slides against mine, hot and hungry, and I moan, the sound high and shameless. My knees nearly buckle in the heels, but he steadies me with his hands gripping my waist, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.

When we break for air, both of us panting, I whisper against his mouth, “I want more, Nick. Last night wasn’t enough. I want… I want you to go further.”

His eyes darken, his breath ragged. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” I whisper, heat rushing through me. “I’ve never been more sure.”

I take his hand and lead him toward my bedroom. Each step makes my skirt sway, my thighs brushing, my cock straining against silk panties. His grip is tight, his pace quick, like if he lets go he’ll lose me.

Inside, I back toward the bed, lowering myself until I’m sprawled against the sheets. The skirt fans out, my halter top clinging to the rise of my breasts, nipples pushing against the thin fabric. My hair spills around me in a halo, my chest rising fast.

Nick stands at the edge of the bed, staring like he’s never seen anything more impossible. His hands clench at his sides, his jaw tight.

“God, Caleb,” he breathes. “You’re… fucking breathtaking.”

I spread my thighs slowly, letting the skirt ride up, revealing the silk stretched tight over my cock. His gaze snaps down, and his throat bobs as he gulps hard.

“Come here,” I whisper, voice trembling.

He hesitates only a second before climbing onto the bed, caging me with his arms. His weight presses me down, his breath hot against my lips. Our mouths meet again, slower this time, deeper, every kiss winding me tighter until I’m trembling beneath him.

I arch into him, my breasts crushed between us, my cock trapped against his thigh. I can feel his own erection digging into my stomach. God, why do I want this? I was never gay before. But every grind makes me whimper, every touch fans the fire.

We’re balanced on the knife’s edge, the heat unbearable, the want undeniable.

Nick hovers over me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his lips hungry against mine. When his hand slips under my top and cups my breast, I tense—then shiver as heat shoots through me like a live wire.

“Nick…” My voice cracks, high and breathless.

“Shh,” he murmurs, his mouth trailing down my jaw. “Just let me… please.”

I nod, even though my whole body trembles. His palm kneads gently at first, then harder, thumb circling my nipple until it’s painfully tight. I gasp, arching into his hand, my cock jerking beneath the skirt.

He lowers his mouth, kissing down my throat, across my collarbone, then further. When his lips close around my nipple through the thin fabric, I nearly scream. My back arches, breasts pushing into him helplessly, the pleasure sharper and deeper than anything I’ve ever felt before.

“Fuck—Nick—”

He pulls the halter aside and takes me into his mouth properly. His tongue swirls, his teeth graze, and I writhe, clutching at his hair, confused and overwhelmed. Every suck drags fire down my spine, feeding the ache in my cock until I’m leaking into my panties.

Then his hand slides down, slipping under the hem of my skirt. His fingers find me, stroking over silk stretched tight around my shaft. I jolt, moaning high and needy, my cock twitching hard in his grip.

“God, Caleb,” he groans against my chest. “You’re so fucking hard.”

He strokes me slowly, deliberately, squeezing through the fabric while his mouth lavishes my breasts. The double assault makes me lose it—nipples burning, cock pulsing, body squirming under him. I’ve never been touched like this. I’ve never felt this sensitive, this desperate.

“Nick—I—oh fuck—”

My hips buck into his fist, thighs trembling. He sucks harder on my nipple, pinching the other with his fingers, and that’s it. I cry out, loud and shameless, as my cock jerks violently, spilling into my panties. Hot, messy pulses soak the thin silk, my whole body convulsing as pleasure rips through me harder than it ever has before.

I collapse back into the sheets, chest heaving, breasts rising and falling, nipples still aching from his attention. My skirt is bunched around my hips, panties clinging wet and sticky to my cock.

Nick pulls back, staring down at me, his lips wet from my breast, his eyes dark with awe.

“Jesus, Caleb,” he whispers, almost reverent. “You look… incredible.”

I blush, still trembling, my body humming in the aftermath. For the first time in my life, I don’t care how I sound, how I look, how messy I am. All I care about is the way he’s looking at me—like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.
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The morning after leaves me rattled. My body still aches with the memory of Nick’s hands, his mouth, the way I came apart under him like I never had before. But the memory also makes my stomach twist with nerves.

I spend the day keeping my distance, ducking out early from class, avoiding the dining hall where he might be. Every time I think about his lips wrapped around my nipple, the shame floods back, hot and confusing. What if it was a mistake? What if he regrets it? The day before, he avoided me. What if this isn’t really what he wants?

By the time I get back to our dorm, my nerves are shot. I try to bury myself in busywork—laundry, notes, anything—but my body betrays me. Every brush of fabric against my chest reminds me of how sensitive I am now, how easily I respond. Even crossing my legs makes me too aware of the wet heat building between my thighs.

When the door swings open and Nick strides in, I freeze.

His chest is heaving like he ran straight here. His eyes lock on me instantly, dark and intense.

“We need to talk,” he says, voice low.

I shake my head. “Nick—about last night—maybe it was—”

“No.” He crosses the room fast, crowding me back against the wall. “It wasn’t a mistake. Don’t you dare say that.”

My pulse spikes. “I don’t know if I can—if we can—”

“You can.” His hand cups my cheek, thumb brushing my lips. “I want more, Caleb. I can’t stop thinking about you.”

I open my mouth to argue, but the words tangle when his thumb presses a little harder, slipping between my lips. My tongue flicks against him instinctively, and the heat in his eyes makes my knees weaken.

“God, look at you,” he murmurs. “Already trembling.”

And he’s right. My cock is straining hard against the skirt I threw on earlier, a wet patch darkening the silk panties underneath. My body’s not waiting for permission. It’s begging.

“Nick,” I whisper, but it’s not protest. It’s surrender.

He sinks to his knees before I can breathe. My skirt is pushed up, panties tugged down, and then his mouth is on me.

The first lick of his tongue against my cock makes me cry out, gripping his shoulders for balance. The sound that escapes me is high and desperate, nothing like the noises I used to make. He sucks me slow, then deep, lips sealing around the head as his tongue teases the slit.

“Fuck—oh, fuck—” My hips jerk forward, breasts bouncing as I writhe. The sight of him between my thighs, hair falling into his eyes as he devours me, makes my whole body thrum.

He pins my hips, holding me steady as he works me deeper into his throat. The suction is relentless, wet sounds filling the room. His other hand slips under my top, fingers teasing my nipple, twisting and tugging until I’m keening, my back arching uncontrollably.

It’s too much. My body’s different now—every nerve on fire, every sensation doubled. Orgasm rushes through me before I can stop it, spilling into his mouth with a strangled cry.

But he doesn’t stop.

He swallows and keeps sucking, tongue flicking over my shaft, hand rolling my nipple between his fingers. Another orgasm slams through me, harder, wetter, tearing another scream from my throat. My knees buckle, but he holds me up, devouring me like he’s starving.

“Nick—please—oh god, I can’t—” I’m sobbing, trembling, but my cock is still hard, leaking endlessly into his mouth. Wave after wave crashes through me, my body giving and giving, no pause, no mercy.

I’ve never cum this much in my life. I’ve never felt so empty and full at once, so wrung out and desperate for more.

Finally, I grab his shoulders, pulling him up. My chest heaves, sweat dampening my hair, breasts rising and falling like I’ve run a marathon. I meet his eyes, raw and wild.

“Let me,” I whisper. “I want to taste you too.”

His pupils blow wide. He nods once, breath shuddering, and stands. His jeans unzip, and in one quick motion he frees his cock—thick, flushed, already dripping precum.

My breath catches. It’s so fucking big.

I sink to my knees without thinking, the skirt pooling around me, my panties still around my ankles. My hair spills forward as I wrap my hand around him, stroking once before leaning in and sliding him into my mouth.

He groans, low and guttural, his fingers immediately tangling in my hair. “Caleb… fuck.”

I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, tongue swirling along the underside. The taste of salt and heat fills me, his cock throbbing against my tongue. I moan around him, loving the way he twitches in my mouth, loving that I can make him lose control.

His hips rock, careful at first, then harder, fucking into my mouth as I grip his thighs. He groans again, louder, head tipping back. His hand tightens in my hair, guiding me, pulling me down until I gag around him—and I love it.

I look up through my lashes, meeting his eyes. The sight makes him shudder.

That’s all it takes. With a sharp curse, he explodes, hot spurts flooding my mouth, pulsing down my throat. I swallow everything, greedy, desperate, moaning at the taste. His body jerks, his grip fierce, until the last drop is gone.

When I finally pull back, licking my lips, he stares down at me like he’s never seen anything so filthy, so perfect.

“Jesus Christ,” he pants. “Caleb… you’re gonna kill me.”

I smile, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, still trembling with the aftershocks of my own endless release.

“Then die happy,” I whisper, and lean up to kiss him again.

Nick’s lips are still on mine when he grabs my hand, tugging me up from the floor. My knees are weak, but I follow without hesitation, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest. He leads me down the hall, and when we step into my bedroom, the air shifts—thicker, charged, like we both know there’s no going back from this.

He closes the door behind us and turns, his chest heaving, eyes dark with hunger. Then his hands are on me again, sliding up my sides, catching in the fabric of my skirt. He kisses me hard, walking me backward until my calves hit the edge of the bed.

“Let me see you,” he murmurs against my lips.

I nod, trembling. He takes his time, untying the halter, sliding it over my head, his fingers brushing my skin as he peels it away. The bra comes next, straps slipping off my shoulders, cups falling to reveal my breasts. My nipples are already stiff, aching for him. His eyes widen, and he groans low in his throat, cupping them, kneading like he can’t believe they’re real.

I gasp, arching into his touch, my cock twitching.

His gaze drops lower. He hooks his thumbs into the waistband of my skirt, dragging it down, letting it pool at my ankles. I kick it away, suddenly bare before him, my cock jutting forward, dripping. My cheeks burn, but the way he looks at me makes me want to show him everything.

“Your turn,” I whisper.

My fingers find the hem of his shirt, tugging it up. He helps me strip it off, tossing it aside. My hands wander over his chest, the muscle taut under my palms, the warmth radiating into me. I trail kisses across his skin, tasting salt, savoring every shiver that runs through him.

Then I work his jeans open, pushing them down over his hips. His cock springs free, thick and flushed, already hard again. My breath hitches.

He smiles faintly, almost shy despite the raw hunger in his eyes. “Like what you see?”

All I can do is nod, stroking him once before he groans and presses me back onto the bed.

The sheets are cool against my skin as he climbs over me, kissing me feverishly. My legs spread instinctively, my cock pressed between our bodies. His weight pins me down, his chest crushing my breasts, his tongue sliding against mine.

When his hand lifts my thigh, I gasp. He hooks my legs up, spreading me wide, exposing me.

“Nick…” My voice trembles, high and needy.

“God, Caleb.” His voice breaks. “I want to be inside you.”

He spits into his palm, then onto my asshole, rubbing the slickness with his fingers. I shudder, every nerve sparking. The tip of his cock nudges against me, smearing in his spit, pushing just enough to make me whine.

“Please,” I whisper.

He groans, lining himself up, and then he’s pressing in.

The stretch is overwhelming. My back arches, my hands clutching the sheets, my breasts bouncing with every inch he slides deeper. I moan, loud and shameless, as he bottoms out, his cock buried inside me.

“Fuck,” he gasps, forehead pressed to mine. “You’re so tight. So good.”

He pulls back and thrusts again, harder, and I cry out, my cock leaking between us. His hips slam into mine, rhythm building, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me open. Every thrust hits deeper, sharper, pleasure blinding me.

“Nick—oh god—yes—”

He growls against my mouth, kissing me hungrily, his thrusts faster now, relentless. My breasts bounce with every movement, nipples dragging against his chest, sending shocks of pleasure straight to my cock.

I can’t stop moaning. I can’t stop clinging to him, my body begging for more, for harder, for deeper.

When he shifts, hooking my legs over his shoulders, I scream. He slams into me at a new angle, cock driving right against a spot that makes me see stars. My hands fly to my breasts, squeezing, tugging at my nipples, desperate for more stimulation.

He watches, eyes glazed with lust, his hips piston harder. “Look at you,” he groans. “Touching yourself while I’m inside you. You’re so beautiful, Caleb. So fucking beautiful.”

His words make me quake, make me gush precum in messy spurts across my stomach. My cock never softens, never slows, trapped between us, pulsing with every thrust.

“Nick—don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

At some point he flips us, rolling onto his back with me straddling him. I cry out as his cock stays deep inside me, my body trembling as I adjust.

“Ride me,” he pants, gripping my hips.

I move, rocking forward, then lifting, then sinking back down. The stretch makes me whimper, but the pleasure makes me wild. My breasts bounce freely, hair sticking to my damp face as I ride him harder, faster, the slap of skin loud in the room.

Nick’s hands clutch my hips, guiding me, thrusting up to meet every desperate drop. His mouth finds my breasts, sucking one nipple, then the other, as I grind down on his cock, my body writhing with need.

“Nick—I’m—oh fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” he growls, teeth grazing my nipple.

I shatter. My cock erupts between us, spraying my chest and stomach, sticky and hot. I scream his name, bouncing through the orgasm, milking his cock deep inside me.

He groans, eyes squeezing shut, and then he’s spilling too—thick pulses flooding my ass, filling me so full it leaks out around him. His hands grip my hips so tight I know he’ll leave marks.

We collapse together, sweaty and tangled, gasping for air. My breasts press against his chest, my cock still twitching, his seed leaking from me onto the sheets.

He kisses me again, softer this time, lingering, reverent.

“I don’t care what’s happening to you,” he whispers against my lips. “You’re mine.”

And I know then, trembling in his arms, that I don’t want to be anyone else’s.
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It’s strange how fast a few months can change everything.

At first, I thought I’d spend every day hunting for answers. Digging through message boards, writing desperate emails to the VR developers, retracing every click and choice I’d made in that game. I thought I’d be obsessed with undoing it.

But the weeks slipped by, and instead of unraveling, I settled in.

Classes carried on. Life went on. Only I didn’t walk through campus as Caleb anymore—not exactly. I walked as the girl I’d become, skirts swishing around my thighs, hair brushing down my back, breasts swaying with each step. At first, people whispered, stared, speculated. But after a while, it didn’t matter. I didn’t care what they saw or what they thought, because I knew who was waiting for me back home.

Nick.

We’ve grown reckless together. The line between best friends and lovers blurred the first night we kissed, then shattered completely when he finally took me. Since then, we’ve been insatiable.

Some days it’s quick, frantic, against the wall the moment he shuts the door behind us. Other nights it’s slow, deliberate, him stripping me out of a dress piece by piece, kissing every inch of skin until I’m begging for him.

And sometimes it’s me on top, riding him until I’m screaming, breasts bouncing, my cock jerking between us until I spill all over his chest. Every position, every angle, every way two bodies can fit—we’ve found them all. And still, it never feels like enough.

We can’t keep our hands off each other. And I don’t want to.

I’ve come to love my body.

I love the way my nipples ache when his mouth closes over them, how sensitive I am to the flick of his tongue, the pinch of his fingers. I love the way my ass clenches when he pushes into me, the stretch making me cry out every single time no matter how often we do it. I love watching my breasts bounce while his cock pounds deep, love the obscene mix of masculine and feminine I’ve become.

Even my cock feels new—harder, needier, leaking with the slightest touch. When Nick strokes me while he’s inside me, I lose my mind, my orgasms crashing harder than anything I ever knew before.

And he never gets tired of it. Never gets tired of me.

One night, weeks in, we’re sprawled on the bed, both of us slick with sweat and come. My legs are still trembling from riding him until we collapsed. He strokes my hair back, his fingers tender after hours of clutching, grabbing, pulling.

“You ever think about what you’d call yourself now?” he murmurs, voice rough from groaning my name into my ear all night.

I blink, dazed, my breasts pressed to his chest, our come still sticky between us. “What do you mean?”

“You’re not Caleb anymore. Not really. You could be whoever you want. Pick a name that fits.”

The thought makes my stomach flip, but not in fear. For the first time, I let myself smile at it.

“I think…” I pause, tracing circles on his chest. “I think I like the name Callie.”

His grin is slow, wicked, but full of affection. “Callie,” he repeats, tasting it on his tongue. He cups my cheek, makes me look at him. “My Callie.”

Hearing it from him seals it. I’ve never felt more myself than I do in that moment.

So now, months later, I don’t waste time wondering how it happened. How a game avatar bled into reality, how I woke up with breasts, curves, and a body that still takes my breath away every time I catch my reflection.

I don’t care about the “how” anymore.

What matters is the way Nick looks at me when I straddle him, the way he groans my new name when I squeeze tight around him, the way he fills me until I’m crying for more.

What matters is that we’re closer than ever, no longer just friends, no longer denying what we both want.

What matters is that I’ve found myself—my real self—in the place I least expected.

And Nick can’t get enough of me. Neither can I.

We keep fucking each other silly, night after night, exploring every limit, every fantasy. Every moan, every scream, every climax binds us tighter.

I don’t know what the future holds. Maybe the game will glitch again, maybe it’ll try to take this away.

But for now, I’m Callie. I’m his.

And I wouldn’t trade this life for anything.
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