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In Too Deep



“This is bullshit.”

Miles sighed with a heaviness that seemed far too old for his twenty-one years and raked both hands through his short, wheat-blonde hair. He leaned forward, elbows pressing into the cheap laminate surface of the desk that occupied the cramped heart of his dingy corner cubicle. The overhead fluorescents buzzed faintly, casting him in a pallid glow that only emphasized the frustration gathering in the crease between his brows.

“Something’s got to give,” he muttered, his voice a low rasp. The words hung in the stale air, quickly swallowed by the constant drone of copy machines and muffled conversations. He exhaled again—sharper this time, as though trying to rid himself of the weight pressing down on his chest.

His fingers, softer and more delicate than he liked to admit, massaged small circles into his temples. They were too fine for this work, he thought—not meant for balancing coffee trays or ferrying mail carts up and down gray hallways. These hands should be writing something that matters, he whispered, almost inaudibly, the confession tumbling out before he could stop it. “Not running errands for the jackasses upstairs.”

Two weeks into what was supposed to be his dream job—the very position he’d spent sleepless nights and caffeine-soaked mornings chasing through college—and he already felt himself sliding toward the familiar pit of exploitation, that endless churn of unpaid overtime and the constant reminder that he was replaceable. His paycheck barely covered rent and the gnawing interest of his student loans. The reality was nothing like the picture he’d painted for himself.

A sudden rap against the thin cubicle wall pulled him from his spiraling thoughts. Miles straightened abruptly, the chair squeaking beneath him as he adjusted his powder-blue button-down. His mother had insisted the color matched his cobalt eyes—eyes that, she’d said, were his best feature. They’d always drawn attention, and though he hated to admit it, he had learned to use them when charm alone wouldn’t do. Clearing his throat, he braced himself, plastering a professional expression across his tired face.

His supervisor, Elias, leaned around the corner. “How’s it going, Miles?”

Elias was in his early forties, though the years had played unevenly across him. His posture carried the energy of a man still clinging to his thirties, but the thin band of ashen hair circling his scalp and the wisps combed over the top betrayed the truth. He smiled with the warmth of a counselor, practiced and patient. Miles knew better. That smile was the prelude to another errand.

“Um,” Miles began, forcing the corners of his lips upward. The effort felt unnatural, his face stiff with exhaustion. “Good… fine, so far, Elias.” His voice cracked slightly, betraying his fatigue.

Isn’t it enough that I’m already his errand boy? Miles seethed inwardly. And to make it worse, he insists on calling me ‘Miles’ like I’m some gigolo out of an ’80s soap opera.

Elias continued, oblivious to the younger man’s inner protest. “We’ve got a tip that the Wildcats are dealing with some internal drama at their practice facility. Apparently their star rookie, Julian—yeah, that’s his name—is threatening to leave the team.” He tugged absently at the pocket of his khakis, a nervous tic. “I don’t have the full story yet, but it sounds like something we should cover.”

Miles’s heart gave a sudden, desperate leap. Is this it? Finally, my shot? Hope flared in his eyes, sharp and dangerous, like sunlight breaking through a week of storms. His body leaned forward instinctively, posture sharpening—not the hollow mimicry of attentiveness he usually donned, but genuine interest at last.

“Anyway,” Elias went on, as though unaware of Miles’s anticipation, “Nora’s driver is out today—jury duty, I think. Whatever the case, she needs a lift to the facility. You’ve got a car, right?”

The hope curdled in his chest. “Yeah,” Miles said. He stretched the word into something resembling agreement, though every muscle in his jaw longed to twist it into a scowl.

He wondered, fleetingly, why he hadn’t lied—claimed to take the bus or walked to work every morning. Maybe then he would have earned a scrap of sympathy, a reprieve from these humiliating little assignments. But the moment passed, and with it, his chance.

“Great.” Elias’s smile broadened, though his eyes flickered with hesitation. “Is it… a nice car?”

Miles nearly laughed, though the sound would have been bitter. “It’s fine,” he said, his voice edged with sarcasm. “But whether it’s good enough for Nora Brookmeyer—the queen of Sports Scoop Tonight Exclusive—that’s another story.”

Elias’s smile faltered, his brow knitting in quiet rebuke. “Nora is our biggest persona here at the station. I didn’t realize you had a problem with that.”

For a moment, Miles considered telling the truth—that he resented Nora, resented her glamorous career and her name splashed across headlines while he was still stuck licking envelopes. But the thought of his rent check, of the loan notices piling on his desk at home, pulled him back into line.

He turned, forced his lips into something that almost looked like admiration, and smoothed the sarcasm from his voice. “Are you kidding, Elias? I love Nora. I just want her to be comfortable on the ride over. I’d hate for her to think less of the station just because of my car.”

The smile held this time, fragile but believable, as though politeness could disguise the simmering frustration beneath.

“Well,” Elias said with a weary sigh, “come here.”

Miles rose reluctantly from his chair, the wheels squeaking as though protesting along with him. He trailed after his supervisor down the narrow corridor, the stale office air gradually giving way to the brighter expanse of a hallway lined with floor-to-ceiling windows. Outside, the late-afternoon light gleamed against rows of parked cars, the sun catching chrome and windshields until everything shimmered with artificial brilliance.

“Which one of those is yours?” Elias asked, gesturing toward the lot with a pointed finger.

Miles shifted uneasily, his throat tightening. “Um, it’s the red one, over in the corner,” he said at last, his voice clipped as his gaze flicked to the solitary vehicle parked at a distance from the others, as if even the car itself carried a sense of isolation.

Elias followed his line of sight, then shook his head. His sigh this time was sharper, the exhale laced with impatience. “Take one of the cars from the garage,” he instructed, already pulling his phone from his pocket. His tone was dismissive, a final verdict rather than a suggestion. “And get her there as soon as possible. I’ll text her and let her know to meet you downstairs.”

Frustration knotted in Miles’s stomach, mingling with a sharp pulse of anxiety. It was one thing to fetch coffee and shuffle stacks of papers like some eager intern. But chauffeuring the station’s most lauded personality? That felt different. That felt humiliating. A servant, not a journalist. And worse—his body betrayed him with a nervous tremor in his hands as he pressed the elevator button, silently cursing himself for the weakness.

The elevator hummed as it descended to the underground garage, its mirrored walls reflecting a young man trying too hard to look composed. He smoothed his powder-blue shirt, squared his shoulders, and wished the reflection staring back at him looked more formidable, less delicate.

At the security desk, the guard barely looked up before sliding a key fob across the counter. “Take whichever’s the nicest,” the man said with a knowing smirk. “It’s for Nora.”

Of course it was.

Moments later, Miles settled behind the wheel of a sleek luxury car, the leather cool and foreign beneath his palms. He adjusted the seat, fumbling with controls that seemed deliberately designed to mock his inexperience. As he familiarized himself with the dashboard, movement caught his eye—fast, deliberate strides clicking against the garage floor.

Nora Brookmeyer.

Even from a distance she radiated confidence, the kind sharpened into armor after years in front of the camera. At twenty-nine, she looked every bit the polished sportscaster her reputation promised. Her tawny hair, teased into glossy curls, framed a face perfected with meticulous layers of foundation, bronzer, and shimmer. She primped even as she approached, tossing curls with practiced ease, and when her dark red lips curled into a smile, Miles felt the falseness of it like a slap.

“Well, hello there,” she called, voice lilting, performance-ready. The cloying haze of hairspray and perfume arrived with her, filling the car before she even touched it.

She leaned into the passenger side door, tilting her head with calculated charm. “So, you’re driving me? Wow. Elias really is lowering his standards.” Her laugh was brittle, punctuated by a dismissive huff. “No offense, kid.”

Miles’s jaw tightened. “I’m not a kid,” he whispered, just soft enough that she wouldn’t hear. Saying it any louder would have been pointless; she’d already dismissed him.

Sliding gracefully into the seat, Nora crossed her legs, her skirt tugging just high enough to suggest she knew exactly where his gaze would fall if he weren’t careful. She didn’t look at him when she asked, “So, how are you doing?”

“Um… fine, I guess,” Miles said, gripping the steering wheel as he turned the ignition. The engine purred to life, but her sudden pivot caught him off guard.

“Ugh, hold on. Did you say something?” she asked, her head snapping toward him with passive curiosity.

“What? You… you asked how I was doing, didn’t you?” His confusion lingered, but then he noticed it—the sleek device clipped to her ear, the way her lips moved half a beat ahead of his response. She wasn’t speaking to him at all.

Lovely. He rolled his eyes toward the windshield, swallowing the sting of irritation.

He eased the car out of the parking spot, trying to focus on the road as Nora fidgeted beside him, endlessly primping. She adjusted her neckline again and again, tugging fabric until her cleavage hovered just shy of indecency. It wasn’t for him—it was for the camera, for her audience—but he felt the performance nevertheless, as though he’d been unwillingly cast in her rehearsal.

“So,” she said breezily, glancing at her phone, “you’re fine with holding this for me and filming, right?”

Miles kept his gaze fixed ahead, teeth clenched against the dull throb of her voice as she prattled on about co-anchors and scandals, gossip so empty it made his skull ache.

“Um, hello?!” she snapped suddenly, her head whipping toward him, eyes wide and indignant.

He startled. “Me?”

“Uh, yeah,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “I asked if you can hold my phone and film while I talk with Julian.”

“Oh. Yeah, I think so,” Miles said, forcing steadiness into his tone.

Her smirk returned, triumphant in its own way. “Well, I guess we’ll find out.” She turned back toward the window.

“You know, it didn’t used to be like this,” Nora said with a sigh, her tone sliding into the theatrical cadence of someone who expected an audience at all times. “A couple of years ago, this place was actually classy. Then some asshole company bought us out and started cutting every corner they could. I used to have a badass sports car lease and everything. I’m the top talent around here, so the fact that they treat me so… pedestrian…” She drew out the word, her lips curling around it with disdain. “It’s idiotic.”

Miles wasn’t entirely sure whether she was talking to him or to some invisible companion on her headset. He gripped the steering wheel tighter, his knuckles blanching. Was he supposed to respond? Or would answering risk interrupting another of her mid-drive monologues, the kind that seemed to float between casual rant and live performance?

“That sucks,” he murmured at last, keeping his voice low—meant as much for himself as for her. If she hadn’t been speaking to him, maybe she wouldn’t even hear.

But she snapped her mirror down and tilted it toward herself. “I know, right?” she said, fluffing her thick bangs with a quick flick of her wrist. Her tone suggested she had, in fact, been waiting for agreement all along.

Then, with startling nonchalance, she pressed her palms together beneath her breasts, squeezing them upward until they seemed to defy the neckline of her blouse. She angled her head, lashes batting toward her own reflection. “How do my ladies look?” she asked.

Miles blinked, his mouth drying. “Wh-what?” He turned his head before realizing the car had drifted slightly off course.

Nora gave her chest another squeeze, her cleavage swelling between her manicured fingers.

“Shit,” Miles hissed, jerking the wheel to correct their lane. Horns blared from the cars around them. His pulse thundered. “Sorry,” he muttered.

“They look good,” Nora decided, not waiting for his answer, her lips curling into a slow, satisfied grin. The amusement in her eyes made him feel like the punch line of a joke he hadn’t been clever enough to catch.

Trying to recover, Miles cleared his throat. “Sorry about your regular driver,” he offered, forcing the words into something that sounded conversational. Maybe if she softened toward him, this wouldn’t feel so much like servitude.

“He’s a bonehead,” she said easily, sliding the mirror back into place. “A real pervert too. Not like you.” She turned her head then, regarding him more directly for the first time. “You’re new here, right? Don’t let this industry turn you into another fat, old pervert, okay?”

Her words hit harder than he expected. Don’t let this industry turn you. The phrasing lingered, oddly intimate, as though she were giving him instructions on how to preserve something fragile.

“Um…” Miles faltered, searching for a response that wouldn’t sound naive. None came. He fixed his gaze on the highway instead, watching the brake lights ahead flare red. “Shit,” he muttered, flicking his turn signal and veering toward the exit ramp.

“What are you doing?” Nora shrieked, clutching at the door handle. “The facility is that way!” She jabbed her manicured finger toward the clogged freeway ahead.

“I know, but there’s an accident up there,” Miles said quickly.

“And how do you know that?”

“I used to drive this way for college,” he explained, taking the ramp smoothly despite his racing nerves. “Every day. Trust me. We’ll get there faster through Cherry Street.”

Nora gave a pout that bordered on theatrical, her lower lip pushed out in performative protest. Then, softening, she smirked. “Well, let’s hope you know what you’re doing, pretty boy.”

The words hung in the air, light yet weighted, teasing yet dismissive.

Pretty boy.

The label clung to him like static, and Miles didn’t know whether to be flattered or offended. Did she actually find him attractive? Or was she just the kind of woman who tossed around pet names the way other people tossed coins into fountains?

But she had said pretty, not handsome. The distinction nagged at him. Pretty implied delicacy, softness. Feminine. His chest tightened as he bit his lip, willing himself to think of something clever to say back. Nothing came.

“How do you know I’m not a pervert?” The words slipped out before he could stop them. As soon as they left his mouth, heat spread up his neck, shame burning his cheeks.

Nora chuckled, low and husky, her gaze flicking from the passing buildings outside to his profile. “I don’t know,” she admitted, smirking. “You just have those cute, innocent eyes. Like they’ve never even seen a naked girl.”

Miles’s ears burned. “Okay, well—that’s where you’re wrong,” he stammered. “I’ve seen… a lot… of girls naked.”

Her laughter came quick, rich, unrestrained. The sound filled the car, echoing against the leather interior. And in that instant, he realized she didn’t believe him. She had seen right through him, pierced whatever thin shield of masculinity he thought he’d managed to present. She’d found him out: twenty-one, still a virgin, and trying far too hard not to look it.

“Honey,” Nora said at last, her laughter easing into something almost maternal. She reached up, adjusting the curl of her hair as if nothing in the world could fluster her. “It’s okay. You’re new to this industry. You’re new to life. Savor it.”

Her voice had softened, but Miles couldn’t decide if it was reassurance or condescension. Either way, the word honey clung to him just as tightly as pretty boy, the kind of word that made his chest flutter in ways he didn’t want to examine too closely.

“You’re not much older than me,” Miles reminded her, watching as Nora produced a slender glass bottle from her handbag. She spritzed her wrists, then tilted her head to mist behind her ear. Within seconds, the air inside the cramped luxury car thickened with the heavy sweetness of vanilla and chemical musk. The fragrance enveloped him, cloying and intoxicating at once, making his chest tighten. He couldn’t decide whether he liked it or loathed it.

“How old are you?” she asked casually, snapping the cap back onto the perfume. “Seventeen or something?”

Miles blinked, incredulous. “What? No. I’m twenty-one—almost twenty-two.”

“Oh.” Nora arched one manicured brow, her tone dismissive. “Still seven years behind me, hun. And trust me, I’ve lived more in those seven years than you’re ever going to live, even if you make it to one of those hundred-year-old ladies we trot out for the ‘Silver Sunset’ puff pieces.”

Miles tightened his grip on the wheel. “What makes you so sure?”

“Babe.” Nora’s laugh was husky, cynical. “I’m the biggest name at this station—hell, in this entire town. And I didn’t get here by keeping my legs closed. How do you think we’re getting into that locker room today? You think we’re going to waltz up and politely ask those boys for quotes?” She smirked, eyes flashing with mischief. “Please. A wink, a smile, a bat of my lashes—and the understanding that if I need to do something to get the story, I’ll do it.”

She stopped then, as if realizing how far she’d gone. Her grin evaporated. She turned sharply toward Miles, her eyes narrowing. “That’s off the record. I never said any of that. And if you told your little friends, they’d never believe you anyway. Nobody would.”

“Calm down,” Miles said, though his heart had quickened. “I’m not going to tell anyone. Honestly, I couldn’t care less. I’d almost rather be…” He hesitated, the words spilling out before he could censor them. “I’d almost rather be blowing athletes than scrubbing toilets upstairs. At least in your job you get to decide when to get fucked. Me? I’m just doing it for free.”

The words shocked even him. His cheeks burned, but before he could retract them, Nora’s eyes went wide, and then she burst into laughter.

“Oh my God,” she gasped between peals, her face reddening beneath its careful coat of blush. “Okay. Maybe you’ve got a point.”

Miles forced a laugh, trying to mask his mortification. “It’s just… I came here to be a sportswriter. I went to college for this. Journalism. Top of my class. And now? They won’t let me touch a story.”

“No, they won’t,” Nora said simply.

The bluntness stung. Miles turned, almost insulted by how quickly she confirmed the thought he’d only just voiced. Sympathy, apparently, wasn’t in her vocabulary.

“You’re not going to get a piece, not anytime soon,” she went on, twirling a lock of hair around her finger. “Jerry, Elias, Trevor—it’s a boys’ club up there. Always has been. Maybe if they didn’t think you were gay or something…”

Miles’s head snapped toward her. “What? They think I’m gay? What the fuck does that have to do with anything?”

“Well, nothing,” she said with a shrug. “Not to normal people. But those assholes? They’re small-minded. And insecure. If you’re not one of them, you’re an outsider. You can kiss their asses and maybe get tossed a crumb, but probably not. Or…” She leaned back, her lips curving into a sly smile. “You fall ass-backwards onto something juicy and hold it over their heads until they choke.”

Miles huffed a laugh, startled by how specific she sounded. “That’s oddly detailed.”

“I’m just speaking from experience,” Nora said, her grin widening. There was something conspiratorial in her expression, as if she carried a secret she was daring him to ask about.

Miles bit. “And what experience would that be?”

They were pulling into the practice facility lot now. The sight hit him with surreal force—actual professional athletes, men he’d idolized growing up, leaning casually against railings and chatting outside the entrance. He couldn’t believe he was close enough to make out their faces.

“When I got hired,” Nora began, her tone light but her words edged with steel, “nobody saw me as anything but a secretary with an ass they thought was there to slap. I tried filing complaints, but corporate laughed them off. This was before I learned how the real world worked.”

She smiled faintly, brushing a curl behind her ear. “Then I found out our station had been locked out of covering a golf star—big name, huge story. So I tracked him down. Got on his private bus. And let’s just say, I gave him a reason to loosen his lips. Voilà. Exclusive.”

Miles’s mouth fell open. “You…?”

“Flirted a little,” Nora finished breezily. “That’s all it took. He gave me details nobody else had, and suddenly I wasn’t just some secretary anymore.”

Miles let out a sharp breath. “So, your advice is to be a hot girl. Thanks.” His voice dripped sarcasm.

“Well, yeah.” Nora laughed, tossing her hair back. “I guess it is.”

Her giggle lingered in the air, sweet and mocking, as if she hadn’t even realized—or hadn’t cared—that the person she’d been counseling was in no position to make use of such advice.

“Showtime,” Nora said, her tone snapping back into the brisk authority she’d carried when she first met him.

Miles climbed out of the car, the muggy summer heat pressing against his skin like a damp second shirt. Sweat prickled the back of his neck almost instantly, and he tugged at his collar as he rounded the hood. Nora extended her phone toward him without breaking stride.

“Here. Stay a few feet back the whole time, and don’t get in my way. Oh, and try not to snoop through my photos while I’m busy flirting with the players.” Her stride was so fast and purposeful that Miles had to lengthen his steps into something dangerously close to a jog to keep up.

Inside the building, Nora’s demeanor flicked on and off like a switch. One moment she was composed and aloof; the next, she radiated flirtatious charm, leaning close to the athletes, touching an elbow, tossing her hair. Every time—astonishingly, infuriatingly—it worked. Doors that stayed firmly shut to the other reporters, especially the older men in their crumpled shirts and sagging bellies, swung wide open for her. Miles watched in stunned disbelief as she was ushered into locker rooms and even shower areas, her laughter trailing behind her like perfume.

He tried to catalog what he was witnessing, unsure if the lesson was sobering or enlightening. Was this empowerment? Or just another form of survival in a world where everything had a price? He wanted to hate her for it—for the ease, for the cynicism—but he couldn’t. She was playing the only game she’d been allowed to play.

Still, Miles’s thoughts slipped into places he hadn’t meant them to go. As he filmed her conversations, his gaze betrayed him, lingering on the players she teased. With each man she touched, he found himself wondering. Did she sleep with him? Has she taken him in her mouth? How big is he… and why am I even thinking about that? His pulse quickened, shame and arousal twisting together in ways he didn’t dare name.

More than once he caught physical moments—hands grabbing at Nora’s chest, a playful slap across her ass. The men grinned and winked, and she let them. Miles’s stomach knotted. He told himself he disapproved, that he’d never treat a woman so carelessly, but his body betrayed him: he was excited. Envious, even. Not of her—but of them, the ease with which they inhabited this game he knew he could never win.

The thought sank in like a stone: he wasn’t that kind of man. Maybe he wasn’t any kind of man at all. Maybe he was destined to keep fetching coffee and emptying wastebaskets while Elias and his cronies churned out idiotic articles about athletes’ bathroom habits.

By the time they drove back toward the station, silence had stretched between them. Miles stared out at the blur of traffic lights and billboards, wrestling with the hollow ache in his chest.

“You did a good job,” Nora said suddenly, breaking the quiet. She gave him a sidelong glance. “You’re not a slimeball like the rest of them.”

“Um… thanks,” Miles said. The words tasted flat in his mouth. “Probably because I’m such a loser.” He winced the moment it came out. A woman like Nora didn’t want to babysit his self-pity.

“Come on,” she said, shaking her head. “A loser? Give me a break.”

“Well, I feel like I’ll never get to write anything real under Elias,” Miles admitted. The frustration spilled faster now, harder to contain. “I can’t just—grow a pair of boobs, you know?”

“No,” Nora said, smirking faintly. “You can’t.” She paused, then added with a sly laugh, “Though you could get implants.”

Miles choked on a laugh of disbelief. “I’m not turning myself into some kind of hot girl just to get into locker rooms.”

“Well…” She trailed off, her tone dipping low, more thoughtful than playful. “Let’s see how desperate you get.”

The absence of humor caught him off guard. Something in her gaze—quiet, knowing, touched with experience—left him unsettled, curious, and reluctant to press further.

After a beat, she smiled again, lighter this time. “It’s a shame, though,” she said, her voice teasing once more. “You’d make a cute girl. Prettiest boy I’ve ever seen, actually.”

Miles’s grip tightened on the steering wheel. “What?”

“You’ve got those big blue eyes,” she continued, her tone airy, almost sing-song. “That soft blonde hair—of course it’s short, but that’s nothing a wig couldn’t fix. A little makeup, some toilet paper in a bra… Honestly, you’d be adorable.” She laughed then, shaking her head as if to scold herself. “Listen to me, I’m ridiculous.”

But the words lingered, heavy and charged, refusing to vanish into the air between them.
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Let’s see how desperate you get.

The phrase stuck in Miles’s head like gum on the sole of his shoe—sticky, persistent, impossible to ignore. He heard it again and again as he went through the motions of another day. Printing off articles for Elias. Emptying trash bins no one else touched. Pushing the vacuum back and forth across the beige carpet of the conference room, his reflection staring back at him in the darkened television screen mounted to the wall.

On the other side of that same wall, the senior writers were deep in yet another meeting. Their voices carried easily, rich with self-importance and cheap laughter.

“Supposedly, he’s fucking a girl on the side whenever he plays in Detroit,” one of them said, and the room erupted into a chorus of cackles.

Miles pressed the vacuum harder into the carpet, the roar of its motor helping drown them out. How much more of this could he take? Their crass jokes. Their lazy, phoned-in gossip disguised as sports reporting. This isn’t what I went to school for. He imagined the headlines he could write, the stories he’d dreamed of telling. But he wasn’t writing anything—not even captions for highlight reels. He was just another grunt, scrubbing floors and swallowing bitterness.

Even if they ever tossed him an assignment, he thought, it would be some fluff about an athlete’s love life or bathroom habits. A gossip rag with a sports logo. Not journalism. Not what he’d worked for.

The vacuum’s steady drone gave him a small comfort, a hum he could hide inside. It dulled their voices, dulled his anger, dulled the sting of failure that lived behind his ribs like a constant bruise.

But then, unbidden, he thought of his interview.

He saw Elias again in that office, leaning back in his chair with the self-satisfaction of a man who thought himself a gatekeeper. He remembered the way the man’s fingers laced together, his grin wide as he skimmed Miles’s résumé.

“Okay, so you graduated with a 4.0 in journalism, sports focus. You’ve got some clips here… they look good.” Elias paused, then smirked. “Unfortunately, we just aren’t hiring sportswriters anymore. Nobody is.”

The words had stung like a slap, but the smirk—that had been worse. Like Elias had enjoyed saying it. Like telling Miles there was no place for him had been some kind of sport in itself.

“I’d be willing to do anything,” Miles had said back then, desperate. “Just to get my foot in the door. To learn from you. And maybe if someone retired or…”

Elias laughed then, the sound cruel in hindsight. He’d leaned forward and extended his fist, like they were teammates instead of predator and prey. “If you’re willing to do anything, we could use you for tasks here and there.”

Tasks here and there. Miles grimaced at the memory. That had been the trick of it, hadn’t it? The phrasing that had signed him away into a role that was nothing more than busywork dressed in false promise.

The vacuum sputtered to a stop. He wrapped the cord mechanically, though his ears sharpened again, catching the low murmur of voices from the conference room.

“Something’s going on with Julian,” a man said. “He knows whether he’s staying with the Wildcats or signing with the Dragons, but he won’t tell anybody. Clammed right up.”

Miles froze, pulse quickening. This was it—the kind of scoop he dreamed about. He pressed closer to the wall.

“So send in Nora,” someone else said.

A pause, then Elias’s voice: “Julian’s tired of her. She’s not his type. He likes blondes. Bright blondes. And he’s got a thing for A-cups. Always has.”

Another voice scoffed. “Bullshit.”

“Then why do you think every girl you see him with in the tabloids has a flat chest?” Elias shot back.

The room chuckled again, as if this insight were as weighty as breaking news.

Miles exhaled sharply, tearing himself away from the door. He shoved the vacuum into the janitor’s closet, fury bubbling in his veins. He didn’t just wish he could write that story—he knew he could. Better than any of them. But no one was ever going to hand him the chance.

Not unless he made one.

Nora’s words came back, sultry and mocking all at once. Let’s see how desperate you get.

He bit his lip hard, his thoughts spiraling into dangerous territory. What if he did what she had suggested? What if he dressed the part of a “bright blonde” with a flat chest and batted his lashes the way she did? Would Julian talk to him? Would he slip, spill the truth the way he had with Nora once upon a time?

The very thought made his chest tighten. His mind conjured the image unbidden: himself in a wig, powder dusting his cheekbones, lips glossed to a sheen. Sliding into the practice facility as someone new. Someone alluring. Someone powerful in a way he never was as Miles.

He shook the thought off with a groan, dragging a hand through his hair. Not in a million years would that work.

And yet the image lingered, refusing to be shaken, as stubborn as the perfume Nora had left clinging to the seat beside him.

He started back down the hallway and noticed the meeting had ended. The writers were spilling out of the conference room, laughing too loudly, slapping each other on the back, reeking of entitlement and stale coffee. Their voices carried down the corridor like a pack of rowdy teenagers who had never grown up.

One of them—a senior writer Miles didn’t recognize, his gut straining the buttons of his shirt—locked eyes with him. A sneer curled across the man’s lips.

“Make those urinals shine, kid, or I’m gonna have to use your desk instead.”

The laughter of his colleagues echoed behind him, and before Miles could retreat, the man made a crude gesture, miming the unzip of his fly and the casual flick of his hips, as if to piss on the carpet—or on Miles himself.

Heat rushed to Miles’s cheeks. He bit down on his tongue until he tasted copper.

“Fuck this,” he muttered under his breath, forcing himself to keep moving.

But inside, something shifted. He knew he had no choice—not if he wanted respect, not if he wanted more than scraps. If he was ever going to claw his way out of grunt work and into a seat at that table, he would have to do something bold. Something reckless. Something desperate. He would have to get a story of his own, even if it meant crossing a line he could never uncross.
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That night, Miles paced the small square of his bedroom like a caged animal. His laptop glowed from the desk, the screen displaying a shopping cart filled with absurdity: a luscious blonde wig, soft curls tumbling down the model’s shoulders. A makeup kit with glossy palettes of color that both terrified and intrigued him. A shiny pink skirt and matching halter top that clung indecently to the mannequin in the product photo. And a bra—complete with silicone inserts promising “realistic bounce and feel.”

His heart pounded as he hovered over the trackpad. He kept adding things, removing them, adding them again, circling the decision like prey he wasn’t brave enough to strike.

“This is insane,” he whispered, raking his fingers through his short blonde hair. His reflection in the darkened window looked back at him, blue eyes wide and haunted. “No way can I do this.”

But then another thought crept in, sharp and undeniable. No way can I find a writing job in this town, either.

He shut his eyes, adrenaline coursing through his veins, making his fingertips tremble. With one final breath, he clicked Place Order.

A confirmation page blinked onto the screen. The items would arrive the next day.

He sat back, staring at the glow until it blurred. Whether he could bring himself to actually put them on, to step into that other version of himself, was a question for tomorrow.
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The following day dragged like wet cloth. Miles checked his phone compulsively, refreshing the tracking app every hour, every half-hour, every ten minutes. Each time it confirmed the same thing: Out for delivery.

By the time the notification arrived—Package Delivered—he could barely concentrate. The office air felt thick, oppressive, the laughter of his coworkers like static in his ears. Every sneer, every condescending order reminded him of the pink box waiting at his doorstep. The box felt like possibility, like escape, like a secret daring him to open it.

He endured the day, careful to keep his head down, careful to avoid Elias’s smirk or another crude joke from the writers who still thought of him as a janitor with delusions of grandeur. But the bitterness in his stomach grew heavier with every step he took across the newsroom.

By five o’clock, his hands itched. His legs carried him to the parking lot as if on autopilot, faster than he intended. He unlocked his car with shaking hands and sped home, heart thudding with the kind of anticipation that bordered on arousal.

Whether he would actually go through with it—that was still unclear. Whether he would really slip the wig over his head, paint color onto his lips, tug the skirt across his hips. He didn’t know. But he did know this: if he didn’t try, if he didn’t at least see what he looked like—what he felt like—he would regret it every single time Elias barked an order, every time some smug old writer laughed at him, every time he walked through those newsroom doors carrying bitterness like a stone in his gut.

It wasn’t just a package waiting at home. It was a test. A mission. Maybe even his only chance.

When Miles arrived home, the first thing he saw was the large brown package resting squarely on his doorstep. His heart lurched into his throat.

He glanced up and down the walkway, eyes darting nervously across the parking lot and toward the other apartment doors. What would his neighbors think if they saw it—if they guessed what he had ordered? The thought made his pulse quicken.

The box sat exposed, careless in its placement, as if daring someone to discover it. For a brief, stomach-turning second he imagined one of the porch pirates he’d heard about over the holidays swooping in and ripping away his secret. The local news had run segment after segment about stolen deliveries. His face burned as he pictured some stranger opening the package, holding up the wig or bra to the light, mocking the poor sap who’d ordered them.

But no. Luck, for once, was on his side. The box remained untouched. His “naughty delivery,” as he thought of it with both dread and excitement, had slipped safely into his hands.

He scooped it up quickly and slipped inside, locking the door behind him.

The cardboard flaps gave way beneath his trembling fingers, and the sight of the contents sent an electric jolt through his chest.

A strange rush overtook him—a cocktail of adrenaline, curiosity, and something darker, headier. The wig, soft and gleaming. The compact case of makeup, shades glinting with possibility. The pink skirt and halter top that shimmered beneath the light like something far too bold for his quiet life. And at the bottom, the bra—its cups padded with firm, silicone mounds meant to transform the flat chest of any boy reckless enough to wear it.

He laughed nervously, though the sound was thin and tight. “This is crazy,” he muttered, but his hands betrayed him, already tugging the wig free from its netting.

It was more realistic than he’d dared to imagine. The strands shone a bright, eye-catching blonde, draping past his shoulders, bangs falling neatly into his line of sight. He placed it on his head, adjusting it clumsily at first, then discovering the small hooks hidden inside, a system designed to anchor the wig securely against his short hair.

He turned toward the mirror and froze.

The reflection staring back at him wasn’t simply Miles with a wig. It was something softer. Younger. Beautiful, even.

He laughed again, shaking his head, but this time the laugh was genuine—startling in its release. “Hey, I’m…” He hesitated, tongue grazing the corner of his mouth as the name rose unbidden. “I’m Miley.”

The word lingered, delicate and dangerous, yet it felt right. His lips curled into a smile. “Yeah. Miley.”

For the first time in longer than he could remember, the smile felt real.

He tilted his head, brushed the bangs aside, and studied himself. The wig framed his face in a way that changed everything. Not entirely male. Not entirely female. Something else. Something freer. Miley is going to be sexy, he thought. Miley is going to be confident as fuck.

His fingers dug into the box again, retrieving the bra. Black lace, intricate and feminine. Its weight surprised him—the silicone inserts heavy, firm, promising shape and fullness he’d never known.

He shoved his arms through the straps, awkward at first, then paused. With a frustrated groan, he stripped his T-shirt over his head, tossing it aside. The air was cool against his bare chest, but the bra’s interior was cooler still as he fastened it around his ribcage.

The sensation made him shiver. The silicone pressed snugly against his nipples, stiffening them almost instantly. He bit his lip as he turned back to the mirror.

The sight left him breathless.

Long blonde hair tumbling past his shoulders. Lush breasts straining against black lace. His boyish frame softened, transformed.

“Damn,” he whispered, grinning in spite of himself. “I look good.”

Heat pooled low in his stomach. He wasn’t sure if it was pride, embarrassment, or desire. Maybe all three. The reflection staring back at him was dangerously close to the kind of girl he had always wanted—except now, she was him.

He crossed his legs, instinctively trying to complete the illusion. But the effect was ruined by the sight of his khakis, wrinkled and utterly out of place.

His grin faltered into a frown of impatience. “I’ve got to make this believable,” he said aloud, voice husky, before shoving the pants down his hips and stepping out of them.

Suddenly, a sharp swell of tension gripped him low in his belly, radiating into the base of his cock. His gaze had fallen on the last item nestled in the box: a pair of panties, delicate and pink, folded like a secret too dangerous to leave out in the open.

His breath caught. His lips parted. His eyes widened, glassy and uncertain, as if the fabric itself were staring back at him, daring him to make a choice.

Am I really going to wear this?

His hand trembled as he reached for it. The thong was impossibly soft, a whisper of silk that seemed to dissolve in his grip. His cock throbbed instantly, lengthening and hardening as though it already knew what the rest of him refused to admit.

The ache that followed was almost painful.

It was the kind of underwear he had only ever fantasized about—a forbidden piece he had imagined peeling off a girl he would never have. The cruel truth hit him again: he had yet to undress anyone in his life. His experience with women existed only in fantasies, in porn, in the unreachable space between longing and shame.

Frustration boiled in his chest as he clutched the thong tighter. “Maybe I was never meant to succeed at anything,” he muttered, the words falling heavy, defeated, a confession no one would hear but him.

But standing there, chest heaving, bra cupping fake breasts, blonde wig framing his flushed face, Miles realized he had come to a crossroads.

He could dismiss it all. Put the clothes back in the box. Forget the wig, the bra, the thong. Pretend none of it had ever touched his skin. Pretend he wasn’t throbbing at the sight of himself in lace. Pretend he wasn’t desperate enough to cross lines other men wouldn’t even think about.

Or he could lean into it. He could be ridiculous. Wild. Bold in a way that terrified him. Bold enough to seize the kind of story that would never be handed to him.

His mind spun with strange, half-formed images. Other young men—vague, faceless rivals—fresh out of college, standing at the same threshold he was. He imagined them pulling on the wig without hesitation, sliding into skirts and heels, painting their mouths crimson before sashaying into Julian’s arms. He could almost see them—these phantom competitors—flirting with the Wildcats’ star, seducing him, coaxing out the story. He pictured them rewarded for their boldness, standing where he should have stood, being promoted where he was ignored.

The line between possible and impossible blurred.

He stared at his reflection. Bare legs. The bra’s weight pulling at his chest. The cascade of blonde hair spilling down, framing his face with softness that made him nearly unrecognizable.

The laugh that had bubbled up earlier was gone. This time he didn’t laugh at all.

Instead, he looked down and saw his cock, thick and heavy, jutting forward in shameless contrast to the girl he was becoming in the mirror. It pulsed, impossibly hard, and he felt dizzy at the sight of it.

He glanced around the room, irrationally afraid someone might have snuck in to watch, that a shadow in the corner might expose his secret. But no—he was alone. Alone with the pounding of his heart, the rush of his breath, and the silken thong trembling in his hand.

He swallowed, furrowed his brow, and stepped into it.

The fabric slid up his thighs like a caress, smooth and cool. When it settled against him, snug and merciless, he let out a broken moan.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his voice ragged.

The thong hugged his cock tightly, straining against the impossible shape beneath, pushing him downward into a tent that bulged obscenely between his thighs. The pressure was sharp, almost sore, but it made his body hum in ways he didn’t understand.

He crossed his legs instinctively, trying to soften the bulge, to make the silhouette more believable, more feminine. The mirror rewarded him with a glimpse of someone new—someone fragile, alluring, dangerous.

His chest rose and fell as he reached back into the box. This time, he pulled out the soft pink T-shirt, the one cut snug around the waist.

He drew it over his head, letting the fabric fall across his chest and settle over the bra. He smoothed it down, tugging at the hem until it sat neatly against him.

“Fuck…” Miles blurted, his voice raw with disbelief as he stared at the reflection. The sight left him dizzy, unsettled in the deepest, most existential way. Who the fuck am I? Who am I even looking at?

The girl in the mirror—the sexy blonde with flushed cheeks and a bra full of round, perfect tits—was both alien and intoxicating. His chest heaved as his eyes roamed over her. The longer he looked, the less she seemed like him at all, and the more she felt like someone else entirely.

“Hey, you,” he whispered, then raised his voice higher, shaping it into the closest approximation of a female tone he could muster. His lips curved into a smile, his tongue grazing their edge. “I wanna fuck you so, so bad.”

Heat surged through him as he continued, licking his lips, experimenting with the role. “I want to suck that big cock you’ve got,” he said, dirty words spilling from his mouth—but when they bounced back at him, it wasn’t Miles speaking them anymore.

It was her.

The girl in the mirror.

A stranger, mysterious and blonde, who had somehow taken root in his bedroom, taunting him with her sultry grin and brazen hunger.

His cock swelled harder with every filthy word, stretching against the thin front of the pink thong until the bulge betrayed the illusion of smooth femininity. He shifted awkwardly, biting his lip, unsure how to disguise the evidence of himself that stubbornly refused to disappear.

But he already knew there was one way to make it disappear.

His hands trembled as he tugged the thong down just enough that its band hugged beneath his balls, freeing his shaft. He wrapped his fingers around his length, stroking with deliberate, shaky pulls, eyes never leaving the mirror.

He focused only on the reflection above his waist—the wig, the lashes, the bra, the girl. The girl who wasn’t Miles at all.

“Stroke that big, juicy cock for me, baby,” he said, pitching his voice higher, coaxing himself, coaxing her.

He dropped lower, his knees meeting the carpet as he crawled closer to the mirror. His cock jutted straight upward now, inches from the glass, his hand working faster. His balls slapped lightly against the band of the thong with every motion, the sound obscene, arousing.

“Are you gonna cum all over me?” he moaned, pressing his lips to the air as though kissing his reflection. His breath fogged the mirror. “Cum all over my tits. Spray me, baby… I want you to spray me all over.”

The fantasy overtook him. His vision tunneled, fixated only on the blonde girl’s lips parting in desperate invitation.

A flicker in the mirror caught his eye, and he turned his head just slightly, glimpsing his own ass in profile. The thin pink thong disappeared between his cheeks, the string riding snug against his crack. His hips were slimmer than he’d ever realized; his waist, narrower. For a disorienting moment, he believed the girl was real—that she existed apart from him, bending, showing herself off.

“Fuck…” he moaned, voice breaking into something higher, softer, breathier than his own.

He turned fully, arching toward the mirror, his ass presented. He bent forward, hands bracing the floor, his reflection now nothing but a round backside and the taut line of a thong splitting him open. His cock throbbed wildly beneath him, swinging as he stroked harder.

Curiosity spiked hotter than shame. He licked his finger, heart hammering, and slid it back between his cheeks. His breath stuttered out of him in a desperate rush as the slick fingertip teased the tight ring of his opening.

He had never touched himself there before. Never even considered it. And yet the moment he pressed inward, his whole body convulsed with sensation. A sore, stretching ache gripped him, sharp at first, then molten.

His moan came out high, coquettish, startling him with how much it sounded like her.

“Yes,” he whimpered, his hips jerking. “Yes, fuck me… please, fuck me.”

His finger pumped into his ass, deeper each time, while his other hand stroked his cock furiously. The reflection confirmed the fantasy: not a young man in a wig, but a blonde girl bent over, moaning as she was finger-fucked in her tight, virgin ass.

The sight was enough—more than enough.

The orgasm surged from deep within, unstoppable, clawing up through his body until it tore through him.

The conquest shifted. It was no longer about spilling himself against the mirror, marking his own reflection with lust. No—the mission had changed. Now the goal was to see only her in the glass. To believe in the illusion fully, to surrender to it completely, until the boy disappeared and the girl reigned.

He kept his gaze high, refusing to look down at the jut of his cock. It wasn’t what he wanted anymore. He wanted to erase it, to forget it. Instead, he pretended the hardness between his thighs no longer existed. In his mind, his cock had transformed into the very finger pumping inside him. He imagined the release flowing backward, spilling from that finger, hot and thick, flooding his own ass as though she—Miley—were being filled.

The fantasy became unbearable. With a strangled cry, he shuddered violently, ropes of semen striping the carpet beneath him, sticky white evidence of the impossible desire that had consumed him. He gasped, his body trembling with the force of it, sweat beading at his temples.

Slowly, breathing ragged, Miles tucked his softening cock back into the pink thong. This time, the skimpy pouch received him easily, his cock limp and his sack drawn tight from release. He exhaled a long, shaky breath, letting the last ripples of climax ebb through him.

He turned back to the mirror. And what he saw made his chest clench.

He had expected disgust. Shame. The crash after the high. But instead, his heart gave a strange flutter of excitement. The wig framed his flushed face. The bra rounded his chest with perky, artificial curves. The thong hugged his hips, still damp with the bead of cum seeping into its fabric. And when he pulled the skirt from its plastic sleeve, held it against himself, and slid it up his legs, the transformation deepened.

The snug pink fabric smoothed against him, concealing more than he feared it would. It hugged him in a way that flattered rather than betrayed. And with it, the illusion solidified. He no longer felt like a boy dressing up. He felt like someone new, someone becoming.

He lingered there, staring, then set the makeup kit out on his desk like sacred tools. Lipstick. Eye shadow. Foundation. Liner. He didn’t know the first thing about how to apply them properly, but he knew there would be time—tutorials, practice. Already, the thought of contour and lashes and gloss made his pulse race. If the wig and bra and skirt could do this much, what would happen when he learned to wield the full arsenal?

Could I really look more like a girl than I do right now?

The question made his cock twitch faintly in the thong, despite his orgasm minutes earlier. He pressed his thighs together, savoring the pressure, the sticky wetness against lace.

He should have felt ashamed. Instead, he felt powerful.

For the first time in his life, Miles had succeeded at something unexpected—he had seduced himself. He had aroused himself to the point of losing control, simply by becoming her.

And now came the more dangerous question: would this remain a secret, a perverse little role-play in the privacy of his bedroom? Or could it become something more practical, more daring? Could he really step out of his apartment and into the world like this?

The very thought made his stomach flip.
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That night, he sat cross-legged on the floor with his phone balanced against a stack of books, watching tutorial after tutorial. He followed every stroke of a brush, every dab of powder, every curve of liner. By the time he finished applying each piece—foundation, shadow, liner, mascara, and finally a slick coat of lipstick—his hands shook, but his reflection did not betray him.

What looked back from the mirror was no longer an experiment. It was her.

Miley.

She was gorgeous. A blonde bombshell with bedroom eyes and lashes that fluttered like they’d been born for it. A girl with lips begging to be kissed, tits perfectly outlined in lace, and a tiny skirt that clung like it had been sewn for her alone.

He bent down before the mirror, overwhelmed, and found himself spreading his legs, presenting just as he had earlier. Only this time, he had added a prop. The banana was still warm from the microwave, slicked with lube, filling him in a way his finger never could. He gasped and pushed, back arching, his wig swaying as he moaned in Miley’s voice.

The reflection undid him. Not a boy pretending, but a girl on her knees, taking it, craving it.

By the time he collapsed onto the carpet, his entire body quivering with release, he knew the truth: this wasn’t a fluke. Miley wasn’t a one-time fantasy. She was real, and she was powerful.

She was everything Miles wasn’t.

When he stood and adjusted the wig, straightened the skirt, reapplied the gloss, the decision came without hesitation. He couldn’t hide her. Not tonight. Not ever again.

Dr. Frankenstein had made his monster. Dr. Jekyll had unleashed his Hyde. But what Miles had created was no monster at all.

It was Miley—confident, cool, liberated.

And before the night was over, she would make her debut.

He grabbed a clutch bag he’d bought on impulse with the rest of the order, slung it over his shoulder, and slipped on a pair of flats. His pulse drummed in his throat as he stepped into the humid summer night.

Miley was free now. And she was already strutting downtown to a bar that had no idea what had just been born.

He parked his car and stepped out, the humid night air pressing against his freshly powdered skin. His hands instinctively went to his skirt, smoothing the fabric over his hips, tugging the hem straight. The padded bra was fussy, its rubber mounds shifting every time he moved too sharply, but Miley adjusted them with the ease of a girl who knew how to make herself look right.

He caught his reflection in the passenger window. The neon glow of Main Street shimmered across the glass, wrapping him in pinks, purples, and electric blues. For a breathless moment, he didn’t see Miles at all. He saw a starlet staring back at him, a blonde siren caught beneath stage lights, ready for her cue. Miley smiled at herself, glossy lips curling, her reflection almost winking back.

The bar he’d chosen was called The Stone—an Irish pub with a sports-bar twist, tucked into the ritziest stretch of downtown. Everyone at the station knew it was a haunt for local athletes looking to drink without paparazzi snapping their photos. Reporters weren’t welcome. The owner, Jersee, was infamous for running his place like a velvet-roped nightclub, flamboyant and bossy in equal measure. Which, of course, made it the perfect place for a girl like Miley to make an entrance.

Miles’s heels clicked against the concrete as he drifted down the long sidewalk toward the doors. His nerves fluttered, but the skirt swished against his thighs, and with each step, Miley grew bolder.

Halfway down the block, two college guys approached. One was stout, with a copper buzz cut and shoulders like a wrestler’s. He gave a low, sharp whistle, eyes tracking every curve of Miley’s body.

The other—taller, leaner, with jet-black hair and a jawline carved from stone—grinned openly. His eyes lingered on her ass, and he smirked. “Fuck, that’s some ass,” he drawled.

The words hit like a spark.

Any normal girl might have rolled her eyes, quickened her step, cursed under her breath. But Miles wasn’t a normal girl—he wasn’t a girl at all. And yet, the attention flooded him with heat.

His cock stirred in the thong, swelling against the satin, and his heart kicked. He wanted more. He wanted the whistles, the grins, the greedy eyes crawling over him. He wanted to feel their hands, even the smack of a palm against his ass. He wanted to be seen.

Used.

Miley wanted to be the center of it all—every look, every catcall, every filthy fantasy. And Miles, for reasons he couldn’t name, found himself craving it too.

He threw a glance over his shoulder as he passed. The two guys were still watching, still grinning. Their eyes followed him like hands.

If only they knew, he thought, a laugh bubbling up in his throat. He bit his lip and giggled, savoring the delicious, dangerous secret.

They thought he was a college girl out for a drink. They believed the illusion. That was all that mattered.

He liked knowing he’d fooled them. Loved it, even. The thought that they found him attractive—her attractive—made his cock twitch again, though soft enough to leave no telltale bump beneath his skirt. He looked down at his flat silhouette, whisper-thin thong hugging him tight, and for a flicker of a moment, he imagined the truth: that he didn’t have a cock at all. That he was smooth between the thighs, aching with a void that only someone else could fill.

He clenched his ass cheeks as he walked, shivering at the fantasy. Miley, you’re turning me into such a slut, he thought, smiling to himself.

The thought of actually going home with a guy—letting someone see, touch, fuck—seemed impossible. Or at least, it had yesterday. But now? Now his brain teemed with fantasies he couldn’t control.

“What’s happening to me?” he whispered, breath ghosting into the night air. His cock pulsed again inside the thong, betraying his body as he remembered the catcalls, the hunger in their eyes. What will happen when I go inside? What if someone else notices me? What if they want more than a smile?

He told himself firmly that he wasn’t here for that. He was only here for a drink, maybe to stand out a little, then go home. But he didn’t take the possibility off the table either. Not anymore.

He reached the doors and placed his hand on the brass handle. The heavy wood swung open on its hinges, and the sound washed over him immediately.

The Stone was upscale in a way that surprised him—polished brass railings, etched glass partitions, and steel accents that glinted in the dim, golden light. It was a place of expense accounts and cocktails served in heavy crystal, hardly the kind of dive where a girl in a pink skirt should belong. Which was precisely why Miley did.

The air hit him thick—fried food and cologne and the faint, stubborn trace of cigarette smoke that clung to every bar downtown. He passed a row of tall ceramic planters, each with a palm frond stretching upward as if posing for a photograph. The brass stanchions and velvet ropes coiled near the entrance stood waiting for the weekend crowd, but on this weeknight the room felt open, humming, alive.

He drifted toward the bar, heels soft on the tiled floor. A cluster of men in business suits occupied one corner, deep in conversation, too wrapped up in their own worlds to notice the blonde starlet sliding into the room.

The bartender turned as Miles slid onto one of the stools, the soft leather creaking beneath him. The name of the adjoining hotel was embroidered in gold along the backrest, lending the place a sheen of polish.

The man behind the bar was tall, broad through the shoulders, with the rugged, smoky handsomeness of middle age—salt beginning to creep into the black of his hair, but with eyes that still held a cinder’s glow. His voice was low and smooth, the kind of voice that belonged to a man who didn’t need to shout to be heard.

“How’s it going?” he asked.

Miles startled, answering at first in his own voice before catching himself, sliding quickly into Miley’s softer, lilting tone. “Um… hi,” he said, adding a coy little wave and even a wink, his nerves buzzing.

The bartender smiled faintly. “Are you waiting for somebody?”

Miles straightened, crossing his legs, the skirt brushing against his thighs. “Why? Because a girl like me doesn’t belong in a place like this?” he teased, though the words carried more bite than he intended. Heat bloomed across his cheeks.

The man chuckled, holding up his palms. “Whoa, easy there. I only meant—are you meeting a hotel guest? Or do you want to order now?”

“Oh.” Miles laughed, trying to play it off, though his voice cracked slightly. “Sorry. I just… well, I’m new in town. Don’t really know anyone yet. Thought I’d grab a drink and, you know, see what’s out there for me.” He gave a self-effacing shrug, improvising as quickly as he could.

“It’s all good,” the bartender said, reaching for a glass and polishing it absently. “Third Street has a great nightlife. Heats up around midnight.”

Miles tilted his head, batting his lashes with effort. “Any bars with cute guys? I mean—besides this one?” He let out a nervous giggle, the sound bubbling up higher than he expected.

The bartender smirked, clearly amused. “There’s The Palms. Popular with college kids. Probably more your speed.”

Miles smiled sweetly. “What makes you think I’m a college kid?”

The man shrugged. “Call it a hunch.” His eyes drifted briefly to Miley’s skimpy pink outfit, lingering for half a beat longer than professional courtesy required.

Miles swallowed, fingers brushing the counter. He almost ordered a beer, then stopped himself. Beer wasn’t Miley’s drink. “Can I get a…” he hesitated, then brightened. “A screwdriver.”

“Sure,” the bartender said, reaching for the vodka. “But I’ll need to see some I.D.”

The words froze Miles’s blood. His heart began to pound, palms growing clammy against the bar top. He hadn’t thought this far ahead. There was no way he could hand over his real I.D.—no way to explain that the blonde starlet on the stool was actually Miles, twenty-one, intern, and errand boy. His mind scrambled. Do I bolt? Pretend I left my wallet at home? He’ll think I’m just some dumb kid who tried to sneak a drink. He’ll never know the truth.

“Um… actually—”

“Just give her the damn drink, Ben,” a voice cut in.

Miles stiffened.

The bartender sighed, rolling his eyes but smiling all the same. “Julian, don’t start.”

Miles turned, pulse thrumming in his ears, and nearly forgot how to breathe.

There he was. Julian. Blonde, statuesque, the star athlete whose name had been on every gossip rag and every sports broadcast. The same man Nora had interviewed with those bedroom eyes. The same man Elias and the others had been talking about behind closed doors.

And now he was here, leaning down behind Miles, his presence overwhelming, his cologne sharp and masculine, mingling with the musk of cigarettes and alcohol.

“C’mon, Ben,” Julian said, placing a warm, heavy hand on Miles’s bare shoulder. “She’s twenty-one. Looks plenty old enough to me.” He winked, and the casual intimacy of it nearly undid Miles.

“Oh, um…” Miles forced a smile, channeling Miley’s higher voice. “Of course I am. Thanks for sticking up for me.” The words came out breathy, wavering with nerves.

Julian slid onto the stool beside him. Up close, he was even more devastating—chiseled jawline roughened with stubble, blue eyes alive with mischief, his frame so effortlessly athletic it radiated power.

“Mind if I pay for that?” Julian asked, nodding toward the bartender, who was already pouring orange juice into the glass.

Miles’s stomach flipped. The screwdriver would go untouched—he knew he couldn’t risk getting drunk tonight. Not when his ruse already balanced on a razor’s edge. But the gesture, the athlete sitting close, the scent of sweat and spice filling his nose—it was dizzying.

And then the darker thought struck him: What if he recognizes me? What if he sees past Miley and finds Miles hiding underneath? What happens if word gets back to Elias, or the station? Would it ruin me? Would it ruin everything?

“So, you said you’re new in town?” Julian asked as the bartender slid a beer toward him. The athlete waved it away with an easy grin.

“You know I don’t drink during the season, dude,” he said, his voice carrying that casual authority of someone who was used to being listened to.

Miles, trying to think on his feet, blurted, “You certainly smell like you do.” The words slipped out before he could stop them, and his stomach dropped instantly.

But Julian only laughed, shaking his head, the sound warm and unbothered. “Okay, fair. Maybe I spend time with a few hedonists, if you want to call them that.” His eyes gleamed with mischief. “But seriously, I’m all about the job.”

Miles tilted his head, giving an innocent smile. “What do you do?” he asked, as if he hadn’t already memorized every stat line the man had racked up this season.

Julian blinked, visibly thrown. He shifted in his stool, leaning forward with renewed interest. “Wait—you don’t know?” His grin widened, boyish despite the stubble roughening his jaw. “Wow. That’s… refreshing. Different.”

“Should I know?” Miles asked, letting his voice tilt upward with girlish curiosity.

Julian chuckled and spread his hands. “I’m an athlete.”

Miles widened his eyes. “Wow.” He let the word linger, airy with admiration. He crossed his legs beneath the bar, skirt riding up just slightly as he shifted. The motion wasn’t lost on Julian; his gaze flickered downward, then back up with a smirk.

“So,” Miles said, biting gently at his lower lip. “What kind?”

Julian leaned back, eyes narrowing with playful secrecy. “Well, that’s for me to know and for you to find out.”

Miles felt the shift deep inside himself—Miles fading, Miley taking the wheel. He let his gaze drop to Julian’s lap, lingering just long enough before dragging it back up to meet the man’s eyes. He smiled, coy and practiced. “And how does a girl go about finding out, anyway?”

The move was bold, maybe reckless. Careful, Miles, he warned himself. But the truth was clear: he’d already gone too deep to pull back. Miley was here now, and she wanted to play.

Julian’s eyes softened into hunger, the corner of his mouth quirking up as though he’d been waiting for that very line. His jeans stretched taut against his thighs, and Miles—no, Miley—couldn’t help but wonder what lay beneath, thick and heavy, restrained only by denim. The thought sent a twitch through the thong’s pouch, and his heart hammered faster.

Miley brushed her bangs aside with a light flick of her fingers, flashing a flirtatious smile. She giggled softly, her glossed lips shimmering in the bar’s dim light. She knew her makeup was perfect, her lashes batting with deliberate timing. She was ridiculous, she knew—but also irresistible.

This was the moment she had fantasized about. Fate had delivered Julian to her, here, now, in this bar. All she needed was to coax him, to keep him leaning closer, to slip past his guard until he gave her the truth. Was he staying? Was he signing? If she could bring that scoop back to the newsroom before Elias or Nora even had a clue—

They’d choke on it.

But she had to hold her nerve. Miley had to stay calm.

Julian cleared his throat, his eyes sliding over her body as though cataloging every curve. “You’re asking me how a girl like you finds out?” He smirked. “I’d say you’ve got plenty of gifts… and I’m sure more than a few talents.”

“Julian,” the bartender muttered, half a warning, half a sigh. Clearly, he’d seen this act before. But his tone lacked heat—just weary indulgence.

Miley laughed, effervescent and teasing. “What kind of talents are you talking about?” She leaned an elbow onto the bar, letting the movement push her padded breasts higher. “You’re the athlete. Let’s talk about your talents.”

Julian grinned, leaning closer, the scent of his cologne and sweat washing over her. “Well,” he said, voice dipping low, “I’ve got a big bat.”

Miley giggled, covering her mouth delicately. “Whoa. Okay. Now we’re getting somewhere.”

Her thighs pressed together beneath the skirt, heat pooling low in her belly as the tension between them coiled tighter.

He found himself unable to keep still. His hands had grown restless, rebellious, no longer his own. They drifted toward Julian almost of their own accord, fingers grazing the solid curve of the athlete’s bicep. The skin beneath his touch was smooth, warm, and unyielding, like steel wrapped in silk. The brief contact sent a wild flutter through him, his body shivering with an appetite he couldn’t name.

What am I doing? How far is this going to go? Why the fuck am I touching him?

Miles had no answers. Because it wasn’t Miles anymore.

It was Miley.

She was here, taking control, her hunger eclipsing his fear. Miley wanted something he couldn’t admit out loud. She wanted Julian. She wanted the scoop, yes—but she wanted the man too. She wanted his attention, his eyes, his body. She wanted to test what it meant to be seen, desired, maybe even claimed. And Miles, powerless, could do nothing but follow where she led.

His cock swelled shamelessly beneath the tight pouch of his thong, straining inside his skirt, betraying him with every beat of his heart. His thoughts twisted dirty: What would that “big bat” he bragged about feel like inside me?

Miles swallowed and forced a smile. “So… you’re a batter, huh?”

Julian leaned closer, a smirk curling over his lips. “And you look like you know how to catch a few balls,” he said, punctuating it with a wink.

The boldness struck Miles like a blow and a caress all at once. He twirled a lock of blonde wig between his fingers, careful not to tug too hard. The illusion had to hold. I can’t believe he hasn’t seen through me… it must be the lighting.

But then he remembered the mirror. The way he’d looked last night—how convincing he’d been even to himself. How Miley had stared back at him like a stranger who was real, alive, hungry. She wasn’t just an act.

“Maybe so,” he said, eyes darting playfully side to side.

“Julian, my man,” Ben muttered, polishing a glass. “You’re asking for it.”

“Bud out, Benny.” Julian laughed, his tone warm but dismissive. “I know I’m asking for it.” He turned back to Miley, grinning like a wolf who had spotted prey. “The question is—what are we going to do about it?”

His stare pressed into Miles like a hand, heavy and expectant.

Miles’s voice wavered, though he pushed through, feigning nonchalance. “Are you on a team? Like… are you signed for a few seasons or anything?”

For a fraction of a second, something shifted in Julian’s expression. Even Ben’s shoulders stiffened as the words hung in the air.

Miles’s heart kicked into his throat. Shit. Too blunt. Think. Pivot.

He laughed nervously, twirling his straw. “I mean—do I need to worry about your wife showing up? You know, commitments. Are you tied down? Like… to a team. Or a wife.” He forced the metaphor, desperate to keep afloat.

Julian’s laugh broke the tension. He cocked a brow, intrigued. “No wife. But I like that—being on a team is like being married.”

“You’ve never been married, Julian,” Ben muttered.

“Bud out, Benny,” Julian shot back, flicking his wrist with careless flair. Then he leaned closer, eyes gleaming. “I don’t have any commitments. So why don’t we make one?”

Miles blinked. “What?”

“I’ve got a penthouse right upstairs.” Julian’s tone was casual, but his eyes promised something far from casual.

Miles’s pulse thundered. Fuck. Upstairs? Go upstairs with him?

His thoughts spun. Maybe Julian just meant another drink. Maybe he meant to talk. Miles could always leave if it got too far. He was still in control, wasn’t he? I’m a grown man. I can walk away whenever I want.

But then another voice whispered: Do you even want to?

He bit his lip, heat flooding low in his belly. Fuck… I really want to.

Julian waved a hand in front of his face. “Earth to hot girl.”

Miles blinked, then found his voice. “I was just wondering what you were waiting for.”

The athlete grinned, triumphant. He slipped his large hand over Miles’s, engulfing it, and gave a gentle squeeze. The contact made Miles’s knees quiver beneath the bar.

“Come on.”

Before Miles could second-guess himself, Julian was guiding him off the stool, leading him through the back of the bar. The press of his palm, warm and firm, made Miles’s body hum with nerves and want.

The hallway dimmed as they approached the elevator. Julian pressed the button with the confidence of a man who always got what he wanted. He turned back, that wolfish grin still painted across his face.

The brass doors slid apart with a soft chime, and Miles followed Julian into the elevator’s polished interior. His pulse thundered in his ears as his eyes betrayed him, roaming down the length of the jock’s body. The tight denim clung to Julian’s thighs, outlining every line of muscle, every taut curve of his hips. But what Miles couldn’t look away from—what his hungry gaze kept returning to—was the formidable swell in the front of those jeans.

God, what does his dick look like? What if I just… got a peek?

The thought made his cheeks burn. It wasn’t Miles thinking it—it was Miley. It had to be. It felt like the wig itself had burrowed into his mind, like some intoxicating parasite, rewiring him into the kind of reckless, cock-hungry girl he’d never imagined himself becoming.

But how could he help it?

Miles reminded himself, desperately, that this was supposed to be about the story. The scoop. The career-making detail no one else could get. Yet the truth was undeniable: the story had already taken a backseat to something else. Something hotter. Hungrier.

The elevator shuddered, then rose smoothly, climbing into the night. Gravity tugged at his knees, leaving them weak as the box ascended floor after floor. His stomach swooped like he was on a roller coaster, every nerve lit with panic and arousal.

When the doors finally opened, Miles drew in a sharp breath.

“Wow,” he gasped.

The penthouse sprawled out before him like something from a magazine. The floor gleamed with white marble, cool and pristine, while brushed steel fixtures caught the glow of the recessed lights. Along the far western wall, an expanse of floor-to-ceiling glass revealed the city skyline, glittering like spilled jewels against the velvet night.

“Shit… this is amazing,” he whispered, nearly forgetting to soften his voice into Miley’s.

Julian smiled, watching him with amusement. “I know, right?”

Miles drifted toward the window, drawn by the view. But before he could press closer, Julian’s presence was suddenly behind him, overwhelming, inescapable.

He felt it then—the very mound he’d been staring at in the elevator—firm and undeniable, pressing into the cleft of his ass.

A choked moan slipped out before he could stop it. His lips parted, and his body trembled. Fuck. What am I doing? I can’t do this. I shouldn’t do this. His heart hammered faster, caught between dread and desire.

“I—” he started, meaning to protest. To stop this before it went any further.

But the words dissolved on his tongue.

Instead, he bit down, hard, on his lip, staring out at the glittering city below. For a dizzy, surreal moment, it felt like he ruled it all—like he was queen of a kingdom that had once spat him out as nothing. No Elias sneering at him. No bosses laughing behind conference room doors. Just him—her—standing above the world with Julian Stone pressed flush against his ass, breathing hot against the side of his neck.

Gooseflesh prickled along his arms as Julian’s strong hands slid lower, fingertips skimming the bare skin of his thighs, teasing higher, brushing the hem of his skirt.

“Fuck…” Miles moaned, voice high, trembling.

Julian reached for a remote and clicked it casually. The lights died in an instant, and the room was swallowed by shadow. Only the city remained, a thousand neon lights casting Miles’s reflection back at him in the glass.

His chest heaved. His heart galloped. The athlete’s fingers crept under his skirt, stroking dangerously close, and Miles panicked. Fuck. He can’t touch my dick. He can’t find out. What do I do?

“You know,” Julian murmured between soft kisses along his neck, teeth grazing skin, “I don’t usually bring girls up here.”

“Oh?” Miles managed, his voice strangled. The lips on his throat left him weak, pliant.

“I’m a big star,” Julian whispered, the words rumbling against his skin. “I can’t take risks. Girls might try to get pregnant. Blackmail me. Use me.”

Miles froze. His blood turned cold. What does he mean? Is he testing me? Does he know? Am I busted? His hands twitched at his sides, restless with dread.

“Oh?” he echoed, forcing out a laugh, strained and brittle. “Well… I’m a girl.” His voice cracked, but he pushed through. “Why did you bring me up, then?”

Julian chuckled, low and knowing.

“Because I can usually tell which girls will play by my rules. There are the straight-laced ones, the proper ones—they don’t bend. But girls like you?” His lips brushed Miles’s ear. “Girls who scream fun? I can tell you’re the kind who likes to get a little dirty.”

Heat surged back into Miles’s veins, heady and dangerous.

“Oh yeah?” he whispered. “Well… that’s true. I am.”

The words shocked him even as they left his mouth. But Miley—oh, Miley leaned into them.

He turned, eyes wide, lips parted—and pressed them to Julian’s.

The contact was explosive.

Julian kissed him back instantly, hungrily, his tongue thrusting forward, claiming, dominating. Their mouths collided, their tongues tangling, and Miles whimpered into him, knees quivering, body surrendering.

Oh God. I kissed him. And he kissed me back.

Julian pulled back from the kiss, his breath hot and impatient, his hands already lowering toward the swell of Miles’s padded bra. But Miles—Miley—moved faster.

A daring smile tugged at his glossed lips as he slipped down from the couch, sinking to his knees on the cool marble floor. His skirt hiked up around his thighs, a deliberate invitation. “Maybe you need to play by my terms, too,” he teased, voice husky, and let his fingers wander boldly over the bulge straining against Julian’s jeans.

The sheer size of it made his pulse hammer. He toyed with the button, flicking it open with a practiced little twist, then tugged the zipper down slowly, savoring the rasp of teeth parting under pressure. The massive mound surged forward, swelling against the fabric until he reached inside and freed it.

The cock that spilled out was obscene.

Thick. Heavy. Alive. It sprang forward with weight and heat, the flushed head bobbing close enough to brush his lips. Miles’s eyes went wide, crossing slightly as the thick, pink crown hovered inches from his face.

Fuck… how big is this thing? Holy shit.

He pulled back with a gasp, awe and panic colliding in his chest. “Oh my God…” he whispered, breath catching as the veined shaft loomed over him, stiffening by the second.

He couldn’t resist touching it. His fingers curled around the base, tentative at first, then firmer as he stroked upward. The skin was hot, taut with veins that pulsed under his grip. Each stroke made Julian’s hips twitch ever so slightly, the sheer mass of him demanding attention.

Julian chuckled, shaking his head as if the scene were familiar, routine. “So, you’re really gonna put those sweet lips around this thing, huh?”

It was a challenge.

Miley accepted it.

With a wink and a flutter of lashes, he leaned in and parted his lips, wrapping them around the swollen head. The taste of skin and salt filled his mouth as the thick crown spread him wide. The spongy head pressed against the roof of his mouth, rubbing, testing. Miles’s tongue darted forward instinctively, swirling around the ridge, teasing the slit.

Julian groaned, fingers tangling in the blonde wig. Panic shot through Miles’s body at the tug—fuck, if it comes off…—but miraculously, it held. The illusion remained intact.

A flicker of guilt tried to surface. This is wrong. He doesn’t know. I should stop.

But Miley silenced the thought.

Because Julian wasn’t innocent either—bringing a stranger upstairs, pressing his body close, expecting sex as easily as ordering a drink. And besides, in this moment, Miles wasn’t Miles. He was a warm mouth. A hungry girl. A hole aching to please.

Julian’s hand tightened, pushing him lower. Miles gagged as the thick shaft pressed deep, the back of his throat fluttering helplessly around it. His eyes watered, but when he pulled back, gasping for breath, the sight of Julian’s spit-slick cock bobbing inches from his face only made his own body throb harder.

“Fuck yeah,” Julian groaned, his voice deep and raw.

Miles bit his lip, saliva dripping down his chin. A flicker of resentment stirred—resentment at being treated so cheap, so mechanical.

But Miley wanted it. Miley wanted to be used, degraded, swallowed up whole by this man’s power. The ache between his thighs was unbearable, his cock twitching uselessly against the lace of his thong, trapped and aching.

He leaned forward again, sliding his lips back over the thick shaft. The plush head pushed past his tongue, pressing relentlessly against his throat. Again the gag reflex sparked, but this time he lingered longer, eyes shut tight, his whole body trembling with the effort.

“Come on…” Julian growled, hand guiding him with firm insistence.

Miles whimpered around the cock, the sound muffled but desperate. His throat spasmed as Julian pressed him deeper still.

And with each thrust, the line between Miles and Miley blurred further—until he wasn’t sure if he was fighting the gag or surrendering to it.

“What do you think of my cock?” Julian asked, his voice low, teasing, already confident in the answer.

Miles looked up at him, eyes wide, lips glistening with spit. “I fucking love it,” he said, his voice trembling but hungry. His fingers clutched at the athlete’s thighs, feeling the sheer density of muscle beneath the denim.

Julian smirked. “Good. But there’s somewhere else I want to put it.”

Miles licked his lips, tasting his own saliva, his chest rising and falling in quick little bursts. “Oh yeah?”

Julian leaned forward slightly, eyes gleaming. “Remember what I said about playing by my rules?”

Miles nodded, still kneeling on the floor, still playing the role of the eager blonde co-ed.

“I only do anal,” Julian said flatly, as if the statement required no apology, no negotiation. “Take it or leave it.”

Miles blinked, then let out a sudden, girlish giggle.

Julian cocked a brow. “What’s funny?” Suspicion laced his tone.

Miles flicked his blonde bangs aside with a playful toss of his head. “Because I only do anal too.”

For the first time, Julian’s cocky smile faltered into surprise, then broke into a deeper grin. “Seriously? Oh, fuck. You’re one dirty little slut, aren’t you?”

Before Miles could answer, Julian grabbed his wrist and hauled him up from the floor. The athlete’s strength was dizzying, irresistible. He led Miles across the room to a broad ivory leather sofa and bent him over the armrest with casual authority. Miles’s ass arched high into the air, his pink skirt riding upward, baring the round swell of his cheeks.

“Fuck yeah,” Julian growled, yanking the skirt higher until the pink thong came into view, thin fabric disappearing neatly between the cheeks of his ass. The jock’s big palm came down with a sharp smack, the sting blooming across Miles’s skin, followed by a rough grab that kneaded his flesh.

Miles whimpered into the cushions, praying the dim lighting would keep Julian from noticing the betraying bulge of his balls hidden by the thong. He swallowed, then pushed his hips back just slightly, daring, wanting. “I like to keep the thong on,” he said breathlessly, pitching his voice higher, more feminine. He peeked over his shoulder, batting his lashes. “Just pull it aside and fuck me. Why waste time with pussy when I’ve got a tight, wet little ass begging to choke that big dick?”

Julian’s breath hitched. “Oh, fuck yeah.”

He spat into his palm, slicked his cock, and gave it a few slow strokes. Then he bent down, his hot tongue dragging across Miles’s puckered hole.

Miles gasped, eyes wide, back arching violently. “Oh—fuck!”

Julian licked again, then circled his tongue over and over, coaxing the tight ring of muscle to loosen. Miles moaned high and sharp, clutching the cushions, disbelief and hunger warring inside him. He couldn’t believe he was letting this happen—letting a man bury his face in his ass—but he couldn’t stop either. Every swirl of Julian’s tongue made him shiver, made his cock twitch inside the thong.

“Fuck me,” Miles begged, his voice breaking. “Come on. Split me open with that big dick. I need it.”

Julian chuckled darkly, then pushed a finger inside. Miles groaned, biting down on the leather cushion, the ache sharp but intoxicating. Another finger followed, stretching him, filling him.

When the jock finally pressed the swollen head of his cock against Miles’s ass, Miles bit his lip until it almost bled. The pressure was immense, the blunt crown grinding against his tight ring, demanding entry.

Then, with a steady thrust, Julian pushed past the resistance.

Miles wailed, his body shuddering as the massive cock forced its way inside, inch by inch. The stretch was unbearable, burning, tearing him open. Yet even through the pain, ecstasy pulsed at his core.

“Fuck,” Julian groaned, gripping Miles’s hips as he slid deeper, burying himself in the trembling body bent over his sofa.

Miles clawed at the cushions, crying out, overwhelmed by the pain and the sheer size filling him. But the pain blurred quickly into something sharper, sweeter. His hole spasmed around the cock, gripping it, craving more.

Julian set a rhythm, pulling out just enough to slam back in, each thrust shoving Miles forward against the leather. The sound of their bodies meeting echoed through the sleek penthouse, vulgar and wet.

Miles sobbed and moaned, his face pressed into the couch, his body breaking open. But even as the soreness spread, a new pleasure lit up deep inside him. Julian’s cock was grinding against something within—a spot that sent fireworks bursting behind his eyes with every stroke.

“Oh God,” he whimpered, high and raw. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

Julian groaned above him, his thrusts faster, deeper, more demanding.

And suddenly, Miles realized the story didn’t matter anymore. Elias didn’t matter. His job didn’t matter.

All that mattered was this moment: being filled, owned, split apart by the big, muscular athlete who was fucking him like a dirty little fuckdoll.

The line between Miles and Miley dissolved completely.

And she was screaming for more.

Julian’s hand cracked against Miles’s ass, sharp and demeaning, the sound echoing through the marble-and-leather penthouse. His palm lingered, kneading, claiming. “You dirty little cock-tease,” he snarled, his voice guttural with lust. “You love this dick buried deep in your ass, don’t you? You love being my little whore.”

Miles’s head snapped back, blonde wig swaying, his lips parted in a desperate cry. “Fuck… yes! I want it deeper—harder!” His voice was higher now, less a performance and more a confession, torn from some raw part of him he didn’t know existed. The pitch had grown authentic, as if Miley herself were speaking through him, abandoning pretense for truth.

Julian groaned, a visceral rumble from deep in his chest, and Miles knew what was coming. The athlete’s rhythm grew ragged, thrusts faster, rougher, each one slamming Miles’s ass down on his thick shaft with merciless force.

Miles barely had time to brace before the fire consumed him. The pressure in his gut coiled and snapped, spilling over like a dam breaking. His body convulsed, hole spasming tight around Julian’s cock. “I’m cumming!” he screamed, voice cracking as white-hot pleasure tore through him.

“Not before me, you greedy little pussy!” Julian growled, his hand slapping hard against Miles’s cheek before locking down on his hips. He yanked him back with brutal force, grinding his ass to the hilt, impaling him on the full length of his cock.

“Ohhh—fuck!” Miles howled, the cry echoing off the glass walls as his orgasm erupted. Hot seed burst into his thong, spurting against the lace, soaking the inside of his skirt. His cock twitched helplessly, trapped and leaking, as he shook with release.

And then Julian’s roar filled the room. His cock throbbed violently, swelling inside Miles’s ass before spilling over. The first hot pulse flooded deep, followed by another, and another—thick ropes of virile cum pumping into his bowels. Miles’s body clenched tight around the cock, milking it, holding it, refusing to let go. He felt every drop, every shuddering spasm, until his insides were drenched, until he could no longer tell where his body ended and Julian’s pleasure began.

The athlete grunted, hips jerking as he emptied himself, stuffing Miles until the cum leaked around the shaft, slick and obscene.

When Julian finally stilled, both men were trembling. Miles collapsed forward, chest heaving, face pressed into the cool leather cushions. His hole fluttered around the thick cock still lodged inside him, clinging, reluctant to let go.

At last Julian eased back, sliding free with a wet sound that made Miles gasp. Miles could feel the mess seeping out, soaking the thong, warm and humiliating, yet thrilling in a way he couldn’t explain.

Julian chuckled, still catching his breath. He tugged the thong string neatly back between Miles’s cheeks, almost ceremonious, like covering up a treasure only he had discovered. Then he gave another firm smack to Miles’s ass. “You’re one wild girl,” he laughed. “I’ve never had anyone take it like that before.”

Miles pulled himself upright slowly, legs trembling, his wig slightly askew, his cheeks still flushed. He forced a breathless smile. “Well… let’s just say I’m not your typical girl.”

Julian grinned, but his next words landed like a bomb. “It’s a shame I’m signing with Seattle next month.”

Miles’s eyes widened. For a moment, the soreness in his ass, the cum in his thong, the heat still burning through his body—all of it vanished beneath the realization. He had stumbled, miraculously, into the very secret he had set out to uncover. The scoop. The career-making story.

“Oh,” Miles managed, voice tight. “That is a shame.”

Julian leaned back against the sofa, still smirking. “I’ll be back here once a month, though. Maybe you can take care of my place while I’m gone?”

Miles blinked. “Are you serious? You don’t even know me.”

Julian laughed, shaking his head. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I only fucked you balls-deep, but I suppose that doesn’t really count.”

Miles smirked despite himself, his voice soft but certain. “Trust me. That counts for something.”

Julian’s grin grew wolfish again. “Guess I’ll just have to get to know you better. Why don’t you stay the night?”

“Really?” Miles asked, caught between relief and something dangerously close to excitement.

“Yeah,” Julian said simply. His hand slid down, cupping Miles’s ass possessively, tugging him close again. His eyes narrowed, searching, as if trying to read something hidden behind the blonde wig, the lashes, the painted lips. “I’m not done with you yet.”

For a breathless moment, their eyes locked—blue on blue, two secrets staring at one another.

“Something tells me you’ve got a lot I don’t know,” Julian said.

Miles laughed nervously, his heart still racing. “You don’t know the half of it.”

“So you’re staying?”

Miles hesitated. Who was he now? Still Miles, the frustrated intern? Or Miley, the daring, dangerous slut who had just given herself to a man she wasn’t supposed to want? He didn’t know anymore. The only certainty was the strange pull in his chest—the feeling that Miley wasn’t just a disguise. She was real. And she wanted this.

He knew one thing for sure: he wouldn’t betray Julian’s secret. Not to Elias, not to anyone.

So he smiled, trembling but resolute, and answered. “Of course.”

[image: ]


The apartment was silent when Miles finally let himself back inside. He shut the door and leaned against it, exhaling hard, as if the weight of the night had only just caught up to him. His body still ached—his thighs sore, his ass tender, his lips swollen from Julian’s kisses—but it wasn’t just his body that felt different.

It was him.

He drifted to the mirror, the same one where Miley had first been born. The wig was slightly tangled, lashes clinging to his lids, lipstick smudged into a faded stain. He should’ve been embarrassed, even disgusted. But when his reflection stared back at him, he didn’t see shame. He saw her.

Miley.

Her blonde hair framed his face just so, softening his jaw, brightening his eyes. Her skirt was wrinkled now, her thong stained and sticky beneath, but she looked every bit the girl who had been desired, taken, filled. Every bit the girl who had been kissed like she mattered, fucked like she belonged.

And the truth was—she had loved it.

Miles touched the mirror, his fingers brushing the glass where hers reached back. “Do I even want to go back?” he whispered. His voice wavered, deeper than hers, but softer now, fragile with doubt. “Or do I want to stay you?”

He thought about Julian’s weight against him, the way his body had responded with a hunger he’d never known before. He thought about the way the world had looked from behind her lashes—how every catcall, every hungry glance, had made him feel powerful, alive.

Was he still Miles? Or had he been someone else all along, waiting for this moment, waiting for Miley to step forward and claim the space he’d been too afraid to occupy?

His chest rose, fell, rose again. He didn’t know the answer.

But as he peeled off his skirt and thong, cleaned himself, and finally curled into bed, he realized something undeniable: he wasn’t sure he ever wanted to stop.

Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

His New Fantasy

Training the Neighbor Boy

Midnight Makeover

The New House Guest

The Magic Fountain

Caught by My Roommate

Push and Pull

Blossomed Into a Woman

Her New Girlfriend Wants Me

Pretty When She’s Bad

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


Want New Stories?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?



Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

His New Fantasy

Training the Neighbor Boy

Midnight Makeover

The New House Guest

The Magic Fountain

Caught by My Roommate

Push and Pull

Blossomed Into a Woman

Her New Girlfriend Wants Me

Pretty When She’s Bad

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author
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