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Chapter One



“This is the summer of getting laid!” Mason shouted, throwing his arms wide as if declaring it to the entire neighborhood. He was grinning like he’d already won something, like our last summer before college was nothing but a long, endless party. “Five girls so far, man. Five. What about you?”

He flicked open a lighter and brought a cigarette to his lips. The faint flare of the flame lit his dark eyes for a second, sharp and careless.

“Shit, Mason, put that out.” I waved the smoke away with a scowl. “You know how my mom gets.”

“Dude.” He exhaled, smiling through the smoke. “We’re both adults now. She can fuck off.”

“That’s my mom you’re talking about,” I shot back, shoving him harder than I meant to. He stumbled against the porch railing, laughing instead of getting pissed. I wasn’t usually the defensive type, but I couldn’t stand hearing him drag her into it. Really, I just didn’t want him circling back to the truth—the one thing I didn’t want to say out loud.

“Relax,” he said finally, grinding the cigarette out on the cement. His voice dropped back into that lazy, confident drawl. “I’ll smoke later.” Then, as if nothing had even happened, he leaned in again, eyes glinting. “So? How many girls have you fucked?”

Heat crept into my neck. I shoved my hands deep into the pockets of my jeans and stared at the porch floorboards. “None yet,” I muttered.

Mason slung an arm around my shoulders, pulling me into the smell of his cologne and cheap smoke. “Don’t worry about it, bro. I’ll find someone to hook you up with.” His grin tilted, sly and knowing. “I won’t tell the guys…for now.”

That look—his dark hair falling into his darker eyes, his smirk that never stayed innocent—did something weird to me. I hated it. Or maybe I didn’t.

Our group of friends had made this dumb pact at the start of senior year. We were all supposed to rack up as many girls as possible before college, like it was some competition. Supposedly, by the time we hit our first college parties, we’d be “experienced.” Mason treated it like a sport, bragging after every hookup, while I was stuck in the stands, watching.

The truth was I’d never touched anyone. And it showed. I was shy, awkward, and too quiet for my own good. My friends weren’t exactly the kindest crowd, but they were the only crowd I had. I looked like the weak link too: fine blond hair that fell flat no matter how I styled it, pale blue eyes that never held much confidence, and a thin frame that lacked the muscles everyone else had built up in the gym. My features might have worked if I’d carried them with swagger, but I didn’t.

And because of that, I never saw the way out that was already circling me. I was looking in all the wrong places.

Before Mason left that afternoon, he pulled out his phone and shoved it in my face. “Check this out,” he said, scrolling with a flick of his thumb. “Dating apps, dude. If you’re serious about getting laid, all you have to do is swipe right. Every single girl that pops up. Eventually, one of them swipes on you too, and bam—you’re matched.”

I swallowed hard, staring at the screen. Could it really be that easy? Just…swipe right?

Mason clapped me on the back and jogged down the steps, phone tucked back into his pocket. I stood there a moment longer, watching him leave, feeling that familiar mix of admiration and resentment tightening in my chest.

The moment I heard my mom moving around in the kitchen, I bolted upstairs to my room. I couldn’t face her questions about how my day had gone. If I told her the truth, it would sound pathetic. If I lied, I’d choke on the words. Better to avoid her altogether and let the silence swallow me whole.

I slipped into my room and shut the door with more force than I meant to, sliding the lock into place as if I were keeping the whole world out. My heart beat fast in my chest, and before I could lose my nerve, I pulled out my phone and downloaded the dating app Mitch had shown me.

The screen lit my face in the dim quiet of my room, and my fingers trembled as I scrolled through the endless stream of women. I swiped right on every profile, barely looking at most of them, as if pure statistics might do the work for me. But then one stopped me cold.

Hailey.

She stood angled toward the camera in a pair of tiny denim shorts, arching her hips so her firm ass jutted out just enough to taunt the lens. Her wavy blond hair tumbled past her shoulders, catching the sunlight like strands of gold, and her smile held that careless, dangerous confidence that made me feel like I was already beneath her notice. She was the sexiest girl I had ever seen. The kind of girl who belonged to someone else’s life, not mine.

Still, something stubborn and foolish in my chest whispered that maybe—just maybe—she’d swipe right too. After all, she was on the app for a reason. I pressed my thumb across the screen and sent her image spinning away, my pulse racing like I’d done something far more daring. Then I kept going, swiping through every last profile until there were no more recommendations left.

Afterward, I tossed the phone onto my bed and sat back against the headboard, waiting for something to happen.

Nothing did. Not that day. Not the next.

Days stretched into weeks, and the glow of that tiny hope dulled into a familiar ache. No messages. No matches. Nothing but the hollow silence of rejection that didn’t even bother announcing itself. I began lying to my friends instead. I claimed I’d hooked up. Pretended I’d lost my virginity. It was easier than watching them smirk and whisper.

But lies never last.

“So?” John asked one night as we crowded into a greasy booth at the burger joint downtown. “What was it like? Your first time, right?”

Heat flared in my face. I ducked my head toward the scratched tabletop, pretending to be absorbed in my half-eaten burger, suddenly dry and unappealing. “You know,” I muttered. “Sexy.”

The guys broke into laughter, the kind of harsh, knowing cackle that made my stomach twist.

“Yeah?” Mark leaned in, grinning. “Describe her, man.”

I scrambled for details. “Blond. D cups. Nice ass. You know.”

“Sounds like a fantasy,” he shot back, eyebrows raised. “When do we get to meet her?”

“It was just a one-night stand,” I said quickly, shrugging like it didn’t matter. “Probably won’t talk to her again.”

“Damn,” Mason cut in, talking through a mouthful of food. “Your first time’s with some goddess, and you don’t even call her back for round two? That’s weak, man.”

“Sounds fishy to me,” John added, smirking. “I call bullshit.”

“It’s not!” My voice came out too sharp, too loud, and instantly I knew I’d given myself away. The whole table roared with laughter.

“He didn’t get laid,” Mark crowed. “Aiden, why are you even lying? We don’t care that you’re still a virgin. Just own it, man.”

My face burned hotter than the grease on the grill. I shoved a hand through my hair and forced a laugh, trying to spin it off. “I was just screwing with you guys.”

That earned another round of chuckles, and this time I laughed along with them. But the moment I slid into my car alone, the laughter dried up, leaving my stomach in knots and my mouth parched.

I pulled out my phone, desperate for distraction. The app loaded slowly, each second stretching until it felt unbearable. And then I saw her.

Hailey.

The same blond I’d fixated on weeks ago, denim shorts, confident smirk. But now her profile sat beneath a new, glowing banner.

We were a match.

For one wild, dizzying heartbeat, I couldn’t breathe.


Chapter Two



I rushed across the driveway, my phone clenched in my hand, and caught Mason just as he was about to pull out. My chest was still tight, my pulse still racing from what I’d seen on the screen. I leaned into his open driver’s-side window, barely able to catch my breath.

“Am I seeing this right?” I asked, shoving the phone toward him as if he might confirm it wasn’t some cruel hallucination. Hailey’s photo gleamed from the screen, that perfect smirk and impossible curves staring back at me. An actual match. With me.

Mason let out a bark of laughter. “Oh shit! No way!” He snatched the phone before I could stop him, his grin spreading wide. “What a fucking vixen.” His eyes—hungry, shameless—traveled over every inch of her photo, and a twist of jealousy burned low in my gut.

He whistled. “Says you’re a match, but…” His gaze flicked toward me with mockery. “…I don’t see how.”

I yanked the phone back, my hand tight around it. “Okay, thanks. That’s all I needed.” I tried to sound casual, but I wanted to put distance between us before he got any ideas. Mason had a way of claiming what he wanted, whether it belonged to him or not. And the thought of him sliding into Hailey’s messages made my stomach clench.

As I walked away, he leaned out the window. “You want any tips?”

“No, man! I’m good!” I shot back without turning around. I slipped into my car, shut the door, and let out a shaky laugh. My face hurt from grinning by the time I pulled into my driveway.

But this time, avoiding conversation at home wasn’t an option. My mom was waiting in the living room, settled into her spot with the soft lamplight glowing around her. The TV was on but muted, some old rerun flickering silently in the background. She patted the cushion beside her.

“Aiden,” she said warmly, “I feel like I hardly see you anymore since you graduated.”

I hesitated, then sank down next to her. She leaned over and pressed a kiss to my cheek, and the touch made me flush, a child again despite myself.

“Sorry,” I murmured.

She tilted her head. “So? How was your afternoon?”

I rolled my eyes, fighting the urge to blurt out the truth—that I’d just matched with the most stunning girl I’d ever seen and my whole body buzzed like it was lit up from the inside. But I wasn’t about to share that with her. I wasn’t a kid anymore. “It was fine,” I said instead.

She gave me that knowing smile, the kind that said she could see through me no matter what. “I’m just trying to stay close to my baby,” she teased. “You’ll always be my—”

“Don’t say it,” I groaned, cutting her off with my hands over my face. “I’m not a kid anymore.”

Her laugh was soft. She clicked her tongue, then squeezed my hand. “You’re right. I’ll ease up.”

I muttered a quick thanks, then excused myself. The moment I reached the top of the stairs, I broke into a run, shutting my bedroom door and locking it as if someone might follow.

Dropping to the carpet, I opened the app again and pulled up Hailey’s profile. My throat was dry. My hands trembled.

Hi. My name is Aiden. We were matched on the dating app.

I hit send before I could overthink it, then sat back against the door with my knees pulled up, tapping my fingers nervously on the carpet fibers. The room was dim and silent except for the thundering of my own heart. I half expected nothing would come of it—that she’d never respond, that it was some glitch or mistake.

Still, I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t stop staring at the glowing screen, waiting for her reply.

My phone buzzed against the carpet. I snatched it up, my pulse jumping.

Nice to meet you, Aiden. I’m Hailey. I loved your cute little photo. Tell me, have you ever worn panties before?

The words blurred as I read them twice, three times. My throat tightened, my mouth dry as dust. Panties? What the hell kind of question was that? A prank, it had to be. Mason or John screwing with me, waiting for me to take the bait so they could laugh in my face for the rest of my life.

Who is this? I typed with stiff fingers.

A moment later: I told you. It’s Hailey.

Before I could decide whether to believe her, another buzz shook my hand. This time it was a picture.

Hailey in a blazing red bikini.

Her breasts were round and high, spilling just enough over the cups to leave me dizzy. Her waist was slim, stomach taut, the kind of toned perfection that only existed in magazines. She posed with one hip cocked and lips pursed into a sultry pout, her hair spilling in golden waves across her shoulder. Her makeup was bold but flawless—like she’d been made to seduce the camera.

My cock stiffened so fast it hurt.

Beautiful, I typed before I could stop myself.

Her reply came quick: So, Aiden… what about my little question?

I chewed my lip until it stung, staring at her photo as though the curves might leap out of the screen and into my bed. My hand slid down over my bulge, pressing against the hard length straining inside my jeans. I groaned under my breath, caught between disbelief and hunger.

If she was real, I couldn’t risk blowing it. So I lied.

No, I wrote back, but I’d be open to anything…

My heart slammed against my ribs as I hit send. If this was Mason’s prank, if the screenshot of my words ever made it to the group chat, I was finished. But when the next message lit up, there was no laughter.

That turns me on so much, she replied.

The relief came first, then the rush. We messaged for hours, a blur of teasing words and photos that grew hotter with every vibration of my phone. Her pictures were intoxicating—different angles of that body, every pose designed to unravel me further. Before long I’d stripped naked, sprawled across my bed with my phone in one hand and my cock in the other, stroking to the rhythm of her texts.

Let me see all of you… I typed finally, the words spilling out once I was too far gone to stop.

I was right at the edge, fist working slick over my length, when her picture arrived. I opened it hungrily, biting down on my lip as pleasure surged through me. But then—something in the image snagged at me. Something wrong.

I blinked, frowned, stared harder.

And then I saw it.

Hailey’s perfect, bikini-clad body, yes. But between her legs hung something thick and unmistakably male. A cock. Half-hard. Gripped in her manicured hand and stroked in the same rhythm I had been stroking myself.

Shock punched through me, and yet it was tangled with something else—something dark, raw, undeniable. My body betrayed me. With a hoarse groan I couldn’t hold back, I came hard across my stomach, thick streams splattering my skin as her image burned into me.

My phone buzzed again. I hope you like what you see… :)

I flung the phone aside as if it had scorched me. My chest heaved, shame rising like bile. I dressed in a rush, as though fabric could smother what I’d just done. I told myself I would forget her, bury her, pretend it never happened.

But deep down I already knew the truth. My disgust was nothing but a mask stretched over desire. Hailey had me now, whether I wanted to admit it or not.

And before long, I would text her again.

She knew it too.


Chapter Three



It only took a few days before the storm inside me became impossible to ignore. I tried to shove it down, to pretend nothing had happened. I told myself I’d never messaged Hailey, never seen those pictures, never spilled across my own stomach at the sight of her secret. But the harder I tried to bury it, the sharper it pressed against me, surfacing in the quiet moments.

Especially when Mason came around asking about her.

“So?” he asked one afternoon, jabbing his elbow into my ribs with a grin that was all teeth. “You finally gonna get laid?”

His tone was light, crude, the same kind of dirty fun he always chased. But the question hit me differently. The words slid under my skin, stirring the ache I’d been trying to silence. To him it was a game. To me it was a tornado—a twisting, relentless force that dragged Hailey’s face into my mind every morning when I woke and every night when I lay in the dark, too restless to sleep.

A tornado that left me trembling whenever I thought about her body, about how close I’d come—how close I still wanted—to stroking myself raw to the memory of her.

I was wrecked, a mess of guilt and hunger, but Mason didn’t notice. He was too wrapped up in the summer, too obsessed with the group’s stupid pact. And for once, I was grateful for his blindness. The last thing I wanted was for him to dig deeper, to force me to explain. Because there were only two options: lie again or tell the truth. And the truth was a fire I couldn’t risk setting loose.

“Nah,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “She seemed okay, but she wasn’t interested.”

It rolled off my tongue smoother than I expected. Safer than claiming I’d suddenly lost my virginity. This lie had weight to it, the kind that might actually pass.

Mason clapped me on the back, a friendly thump that still made me flinch. “That’s alright, man. You’ll get one eventually.” He smirked, leaning in. “Mind if I swipe right on her if I ever see her?”

The words lodged in my throat. I almost snapped, almost told him no. The thought of anyone else touching Hailey, even Mason, tightened something in my chest. I might not have been ready to admit what I wanted, but I knew one thing: I didn’t want anyone else to have her.

Still, I bit my tongue. “Sure, man. Maybe you’ll have better luck than I did.”

He grinned, pleased with himself. I forced a smirk back, though the thought inside me was far darker. Unless she magically grows a pussy by the time you find her, Mason, you won’t be any luckier than me.

The idea of Mason stumbling across Hailey’s profile lingered after he left, needling me, prodding at something fragile and possessive. The more I imagined it, the stronger the itch became—the need to reach out to her myself. It was insane, wasn’t it? I wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. To soft skin, wet heat, a slit I could finally bury myself inside. Not… not to what Hailey had.

But the longer I tried to stay away, the more I wondered if it really mattered.

That night, alone in my room, I gave in. I pulled up her picture again, her lips parted in that confident pout, her body draped in red that barely covered anything at all. My hand slid down before I could stop it. I wrapped my fist around my cock, stroking hard, staring at her until the edges of my vision blurred.

When I came, the release was sharp, overwhelming, and for the first time in days I felt a wash of relief. But by morning, it was gone. My stomach was tight again, my fingers restless. It was like the release had only sharpened the craving.

And when I picked up my phone, I already knew where my thoughts were headed.

Back to Hailey.

Always back to Hailey.

I lay on my bed, staring at the thin ray of sunlight cutting across my wall, a golden blade that made the dust in the air shimmer. My phone felt heavy in my hand, its smooth edges digging into my palm as I gripped it too tightly. I exhaled slowly and opened our last thread of messages.

Where’d you go?

That was the last thing Hailey had written. Just three words, but they carried weight, like an accusation. Guilt settled in my chest as I typed back, my thumbs clumsy on the screen.

Sorry. Emergency.

It was the best lie I could come up with, and I prayed I was better at lying over text than I was in person. The little typing bubble never appeared. I stared at the screen until my eyes blurred, waiting, but no reply came.

Frustrated, I forced myself out of bed and into the shower, letting the water run hot until it burned against my skin. Even so, I couldn’t wash away the gnawing sense that I was hiding something I couldn’t confess. By the time I made it downstairs for breakfast, the weight of it sat like a stone in my gut.

“What are your plans today?” my mom asked brightly, sliding a plate across the counter toward me. Her eyes were soft, hopeful, as if she was still clinging to me before college took me away.

I shrugged, stabbing at the food. “Hanging out with friends,” I muttered. Whether I actually would or not, I didn’t know. All I knew was that I couldn’t stay home, not when my phone might buzz at any second with a message I both dreaded and craved.

“Well, have a good time later,” she said gently, adding a couple strips of bacon beside the eggs.

I ate in silence, barely tasting anything, then escaped to the driveway. The moment I slid behind the wheel of my car, away from her watchful gaze, my phone buzzed. My chest lurched, adrenaline spiking as I snatched it up.

It was her.

Sorry to hear that. I thought I might have surprised you a little too much with that last photo. It wouldn’t be the first time. :)

Even in text, her voice was warm, playful, forgiving in a way I didn’t deserve. She wasn’t mocking me, wasn’t angry. She was reaching back, drawing me closer. My throat tightened as I typed.

It was a surprise… I hesitated, then added, …a good one.

My stomach flipped as soon as I hit send, heat rising into my cheeks. When her reply came seconds later, I nearly dropped the phone.

So glad to hear that. Maybe we should meet?

Meet. The word slammed into me. My mouth went dry, and the air in the car felt suddenly too thick to breathe. Meet—and do what? My mind screamed that I couldn’t. That I shouldn’t. That I needed to keep looking for some girl, any girl, who could finally strip away my virginity in the way I was supposed to lose it. But my body rebelled. My skin tingled, my cock twitched, my whole being thrummed with the restless hunger to see her in the flesh.

I typed before I could stop myself. When and where?

My hands were clammy, slippery against the phone, and I nearly fumbled it onto the floor.

Her reply came fast, clean, decisive. 713 Hickory St. 8 p.m. I’ll make it worth your while.

The words pulsed on the screen, each syllable sinking deeper into me. My thighs tensed, a rush of heat flooding lower. I agreed, my fingers betraying the part of me that was still screaming this was insane.

I told myself I might bail. I told myself I wouldn’t actually show up. But even as I thought it, I knew it was a lie.

What was Hailey planning to do with me? What kinds of things did she want? And what did it say about me that the thought of her wanting me made my cock stir with need, no matter what she carried between her legs?

I started the engine, the rumble filling the silence, and pulled out of the driveway. I didn’t know where I was going. I just knew I had to move, to keep driving until the storm in my chest settled.

But the more I drove, the more I realized it wouldn’t settle.

Not until I saw her.

Not until I knew what the hell I really wanted from a girl like Hailey.


Chapter Four



I drove for hours. I let the miles roll under my tires until the sun drifted down from its high peak, turning the sky from bright blue into a soft haze of amber. The longer I drove, the quieter my head became. The endless thoughts that had been rattling around inside me—Hailey’s messages, her photos, the secret image burned into my brain—faded into a dull, restless hum.

Eventually, when the gas gauge dipped low, I circled back home. The house looked ordinary, the same as it always did, but stepping inside felt different. I was different, carrying a secret that had only begun to show its edges. I wondered what the later stages would be and what it would mean for me if I kept going down this path.

Upstairs, I pulled on my best clothes: the button-up I saved for special occasions, dark jeans that fit a little tighter than I liked, clean sneakers. I stood in front of the mirror and sprayed cologne across my collarbone, watching the mist disappear into the air. I caught myself wondering which scents Hailey liked. Maybe something sweet. Maybe musky. Maybe something softer. The thought made my chest tighten.

My mom was in the living room when I slipped out. She glanced up, smiled at me in that quiet way she had adopted ever since I told her to stop asking questions. Guilt tugged at me as I waved goodbye, but I was relieved too. I wasn’t a good liar. I couldn’t look into her eyes and pretend there wasn’t something heavy sitting like a stone in the pit of my stomach.

The address Hailey had given me wasn’t far. As I drove, I couldn’t shake the fear that this was some kind of trap. A scam. Or worse, a setup for something violent.

The house itself calmed me a little. It wasn’t flashy or suspicious, just a modest two-story with white siding, a black roof that looked new, and a narrow strip of grass along the front walk. I parked across the street and sat there for fifteen minutes, trying to steady my breathing. Every time I touched the door handle, my chest seized up again.

When I finally forced myself out of the car, my nerves spiked all over again. I kept glancing over my shoulder, irrationally afraid that someone would be watching me. That somehow everyone already knew I was here to see her. That they knew she wasn’t just a girl, that she had something else, and that I had seen it and still came anyway.

At her door, my knuckles tapped against the wood before I had a chance to change my mind. The seconds stretched. My back stiffened as the handle turned, bracing for anything, some seedy setup or a man twice my size waiting to drag me inside.

But then the door swung open, and it was only her.

Hailey.

She stood in the doorway with a soft glow about her, sunlight glinting in her blond hair. Her red summer dress hugged her curves, swaying gently against her thighs. And that smile, bright, easy, radiant, made my chest loosen and my cock twitch at the same time.

“You look even more handsome in person,” she said, her voice smooth and playful.

My throat was too tight to form words. “You look gorgeous,” I managed, and it came out almost like a gasp.

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside. Her smile never wavered.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of vanilla. The living room was comfortable but old-fashioned, with furniture that looked like it belonged to another generation. For a brief second, I wondered if I had imagined everything. She looked so convincingly, flawlessly female that it was hard to reconcile the truth I had seen in that photo.

“I put a movie on,” she said, nodding toward the television. “I hope that’s okay.”

I nodded quickly, grateful for something to focus on. “I love this one,” I said, and it wasn’t even a lie.

We sat side by side on the couch. The coffee table in front of us was lined with snacks and sodas, like she had gone out of her way to make me comfortable. I stole a glance at her, at her legs crossed gracefully beneath the dress, at her delicate hand brushing a strand of hair from her face, and my heart thudded.

“Do you live here by yourself?” I asked, trying to mask my nerves with small talk. The furnishings seemed older, mismatched with her youthful brightness.

“Oh, no,” she said with a light laugh, waving the thought away. “My parents own the house. They’re traveling in Europe for the summer.”

“They didn’t take you?” The question slipped out before I could stop it, edged with a pout I didn’t mean to reveal. The idea of being left behind made me bristle on her behalf.

“Well,” she said with a shrug, “I don’t exactly look like my passport photo anymore. I didn’t get a new one in time. I’ll go with them on the next trip.”

The words sank deep. This was real. She was trans. And sitting here, watching her smile at me, I realized I didn’t care. She was sharp, funny, gorgeous, easily the most magnetic person I had ever known. I wanted her. I wanted to be hers, even if I didn’t understand what that meant yet.

“That’s a shame,” I said softly.

She tilted her head, her blond hair falling across her shoulder, and then she rested her hand on my thigh. My body went rigid. Her fingers were light but confident, a spark shooting through me at her touch. She leaned closer, her eyes catching mine before dipping away with a bashful tilt.

“It gives me time to get to know guys like you,” she whispered, her smile softening into something more intimate.

Her lips were painted with a smudge of red lipstick, the kind that looked like it had already kissed someone senseless. Her eyes were darkened with thick mascara that clung to lashes so naturally long they seemed unreal. She didn’t need anything fake. They fluttered delicately as she leaned close, hazel eyes locked on mine with a fire I had never seen before. Her mouth puckered, soft and pouty, inviting me to meet her halfway.

My heart pounded against my ribs. I wanted to kiss her, but fear and hesitation tangled inside me. I was frozen between desire and doubt. Before I could pull away or decide otherwise, her lips pressed against mine, full and demanding. The shock of her mouth sent electricity coursing through me. My legs trembled as I finally gave in, pushing back gently, my fingers lifting to cradle her neck as if I might hold her in place forever.

Her lips parted, warm and wet, and her tongue slid hungrily against mine. The hand that had rested innocently on my thigh began its slow, deliberate climb. My body stiffened when her palm finally closed around the bulge in my jeans. She rubbed me firmly, her touch confident and unashamed, and I thought I might lose control right then, fully clothed.

She shifted and straddled me, one leg on each side, her weight pressing down into my lap. When her hips rolled forward, I felt the hard shape of her cock grind against my stomach, and I gasped into her mouth. She kissed me harder, deeper, claiming me with a hunger I didn’t know how to resist. Her fingers threaded through mine and guided my hand up to her breast.

A groan escaped my throat as my palm cupped her. My head spun with confusion and bliss until she broke the kiss and leaned back. With a practiced flick, she untied the straps of her halter dress and let the fabric fall to her waist. Her breasts spilled free, perfect and bare, her nipples flushed pink and already tight with arousal.

She guided one to my lips. Instinct overpowered hesitation. I opened my mouth and drew her in, tongue circling her stiff peak. The taste of her skin made my eyes flutter closed. My hands gripped her waist with a desperation I had never known, my body screaming that I wanted her, every inch of her, even if my mind had no idea how to proceed or what this meant.

She moaned softly and then pulled herself away, smiling down at me. With deliberate grace, she slid to the floor between my knees. My breath caught as she worked at the buttons of my jeans, unfastening them slowly as if savoring the reveal. I lifted my hips to help her tug both denim and briefs down. The cool air hit my erection, and her eyes lit with delight.

She wrapped her hand around me, stroking once as her lips curved into a mischievous smile. “Your cock is so pretty,” she teased, a girlish giggle following.

The word unsettled me. Pretty. A cock wasn’t supposed to be pretty. The compliment felt wrong, yet the wrongness itself sent a shiver through my legs. Part of me wanted to run, but the stronger part, the part already leaking and throbbing, needed more of her touch.

I couldn’t look away as she lowered her head and parted her lips. Heat swallowed me as she wrapped her mouth around my tip, her tongue swirling slowly before sliding further down. A broken sound escaped me. I sank into the couch as she bobbed along my length, stroking with her hand while spit trickled down to my balls. Her other hand roamed my thighs, kneading the tense muscles like she was coaxing me into surrender.

Without thinking, I tangled my fingers in her silky blond hair and hunched over her, my body jerking helplessly. A sharp whimper tore from me as my climax hit. I spilled into her mouth with a shudder. She swallowed every drop, her throat working around me, then pulled back with a glistening smile.

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked, her voice lilting with playful curiosity.

Heat flamed across my cheeks. I shook my head, unable to meet her eyes.

“Do you want to keep going?” she asked gently. “I don’t want you to do anything you’re not ready for.”

Despite my fear and the whirl of questions in my head, my body answered for me. I nodded. “I want to keep going. I just… I don’t know what to do.”

Her smile softened into something warm, almost reassuring. “You leave that to me,” she said.

She rose gracefully and climbed back onto the sofa, stretching along the cushions with her legs draped across my lap. As she reclined, her dress rode up higher and higher until she lifted it to her hips. My eyes widened as I saw her hard length straining against black lace panties. The delicate fabric clung to her thick cock, unable to fully contain it. The sight stole my breath, both terrifying and mesmerizing, a contradiction I couldn’t untangle.

I was drowning in confusion, yet desire burned through me all the same. My mouth watered as Hailey slid her panties down her thighs and freed her cock. It stood thick and heavy, flushed with need.

“Now,” she said, her lips curling into a playful smile. “If you wouldn’t mind showing me the same courtesy I just showed you.”

I nodded, nervous but eager, and crawled between her legs. Her breasts swayed above me, full and bare, their soft pink tips taut with arousal. I thought they must be implants, yet they were so perfect it hardly mattered. My breath caught as I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the swollen head of her cock.

Hailey sighed with pleasure, guiding me closer. Her hand settled firmly at the back of my head, coaxing me to take more. The thick shaft pressed over my tongue and slid toward my throat. My gag reflex shuddered, and I groaned as she thrust shallowly against my lips.

“Just pinch me if it gets too rough,” she murmured, her eyes already hazy.

I tried to nod around her length, my jaw stretched wide as her cock pushed deeper. Her balls tapped against my chin each time her hips rocked forward, and the sound of her breath grew ragged.

It was almost too much. My throat ached, my eyes watered, and every nerve screamed at me to stop. Yet the heat curling through my stomach told a different story. My hands lifted of their own accord, cupping her breasts as I gagged on her cock. The contrast of her soft flesh and her relentless thrusts made my head swim. It felt surreal, yet it was everything I never knew I had been hungry for.

I expected her to finish in my mouth, but suddenly she withdrew. I gasped for air, saliva wet on my lips and chin, and looked up in panic.

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

Hailey leaned down, stroked my cheek, and smiled. “Not at all,” she said. “I’d just like to finish deep inside that cute ass of yours.”

My eyes widened. The words froze me in place. “W-what?”

She tilted her head, patient and reassuring. “If that’s okay with you, of course.”

I swallowed hard. Was it okay? I wanted her release. I wanted to be the one who gave it to her. Yet I was a virgin, untouched, and I had never once imagined bending over for anyone, let alone her. But I could not say no. I loved her directness, the way she claimed what she wanted without hesitation, and a secret part of me longed to surrender to it.

So I nodded. “Will it hurt?”

“Only at first,” she said with a teasing wink. “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

She peeled my T-shirt from my body and tossed it aside. Then she flipped me onto my stomach with easy confidence. Her hands skimmed up my thighs and over the curve of my ass, sending shivers across my skin.

My head spun. I wanted this, though I barely understood why. It didn’t feel like what I was supposed to want. Yet when Hailey spread my cheeks and spat between them, a low groan tore from me. The warmth of her saliva, followed by the insistent pressure of her finger breaching me, unraveled the last of my resistance. She worked another finger inside, stretching me open, filling me until I whimpered.

“Please,” I begged. “Please fuck me.”

She giggled sweetly, and the sound made my cock throb against the couch cushion. “My pleasure,” she said.

The blunt head of her cock pressed against me. She spat again and eased forward. The pressure was sharp, almost unbearable, as if she were splitting me apart. Yet it was also intoxicating, as though I was being remade.

She sank deeper until her hips pressed against me, her balls resting against my skin. She leaned close, her breath warm against my ear. “The worst is over,” she whispered. “Try to relax.”

Her fingers combed through my hair while her hips drew back. Then she thrust forward, her rhythm slow at first, then gradually more insistent. I glanced over my shoulder and nearly lost myself at the sight of her breasts bouncing with each stroke, her expression twisted with pleasure as she fucked me.

I didn’t even have to touch myself. The steady pounding and the fullness stretching me from within were enough to push me over the edge. My cock spilled onto the couch beneath me, pulsing helplessly as she drove into me.

When she heard my whimpers and felt my body clench around her, Hailey moaned and shuddered. Her cock swelled inside me, and moments later I felt the hot rush of her release spilling deep into me. The warmth spread, soothing the ache of her thrusts, coating the raw edges of my surrender.

By the time she pulled free, I was smiling deliriously, my body limp and my mind untethered. A dangerous thought nestled inside me, heavy and undeniable. Something told me I wouldn’t want another girl for a very long time.

If ever.


Chapter Five



My ass was still slick with her come when my phone buzzed on the couch beside me. I reached for it with trembling fingers and saw my mom’s message. Dinner was ready. My cheeks burned hot at the thought of walking back into my parents’ house with a sore ass that still leaked with Hailey’s seed. The shame and the thrill twisted together inside me, leaving me both flushed and shaking.

“Is everything okay?” Hailey asked softly. She had noticed my sudden change of expression.

“I have to go home,” I said. “Time for dinner. You know how moms get.”

Her smile widened knowingly. “I’m lucky. I do know.” She leaned in and kissed me, her lips warm and lingering. Butterflies stirred in my stomach and my skin tingled as if every nerve had been awakened. “I hope I’ll see you again.”

“As soon as possible,” I answered, and I meant it.

She smiled and guided me toward the door. By the time I slipped behind the wheel of my car, I already felt empty without her. The contrast was sharp, like stepping from sunlight into shadow. I couldn’t wait until the next time.

At home, I ate quickly, though I tried not to seem rude. My parents were deep in their own discussion and thankfully left me out of it. I worried they might notice something in my face or my body, some trace of what I had just done. But if they did, they said nothing.

I cleared my plate and rinsed the dishes. My phone buzzed again in my pocket, and I pulled it out with a jolt of hope. My heart skipped when I thought it might be Hailey, but the message was from Mason.

Me and the guys are hanging out. You down?

I hesitated, chewing my lip. It was unlikely Hailey would text me again that night. My need to see her again was clawing at me, but the idea of losing my cover story with Mason was worse. I typed back quickly.

Yeah, where?

Mark’s place, he replied.

I excused myself from the house, grabbed my keys, and drove across town. The whole way there, the secret in my stomach twisted and scratched like a caged animal, eager to break free. Keeping it hidden excited me. The weight of it made me feel alive, different, even important.

Mark’s garage door was open when I arrived. The air smelled of oil and warm asphalt. A group of lawn chairs and overturned paint buckets made up the seating, and the guys lounged around like they owned the night. I slid into an empty chair with more confidence than I usually carried, and it did not go unnoticed.

“You seem different,” Mark said, cocking a brow as he leaned back in his chair.

“He’s right,” Mason added, eyeing me carefully. “Something’s off.” Their gazes scanned me, searching for a clue, until Mason suddenly grinned wide. His eyes lit with triumph. “Shit, dude. You got laid!”

Heat rushed to my cheeks and up the back of my neck. Was it really that obvious?

I shrugged as if it were no big deal, though inside my heart pounded. They pressed me for details, so I gave them what I could. I described her tits, the way she moaned, the way she went down on me. I gave them everything except the truth about how she had bent me over and filled me until I saw stars.

“So what about her pussy?” Mark asked, leaning forward, his elbows resting on his knees, eyes sharp with curiosity.

The question froze me. My stomach clenched. My mind scrambled for an answer. Finally, I forced the words out. “Tight and wet,” I said with a practiced smile.

They nodded, satisfied. But as I smiled, what I pictured wasn’t a pussy at all. It was Hailey’s hard cock sliding in and out of me, stretching me, filling me, claiming me.

“Alright, man,” Mark said, holding his hand out for a shake. I clasped it firmly, and my heart swelled with something I hadn’t felt in a long time: acceptance. I was one of the guys, finally.

But deep down I knew the truth would not stay buried. And all of it was about to change the next day.
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Hailey messaged me first thing that morning. How’s that cute ass of yours holding up?

Heat rushed to my cheeks as I typed back. Better than ever. When can I see you again?

I was hoping today, she replied.

We set a time, and I spent the next hour getting ready with trembling hands. I slipped out of the house before my parents noticed, my stomach buzzing with both nerves and anticipation, and drove straight to Hailey’s. I expected the same as the day before, maybe a movie on the television and another slow build to passion on the couch. Instead, the living room was quiet, and she offered no invitation to sit.

“Come here,” she said, her fingers curling around mine as she tugged me down the hall. “I want to show you something.”

My pulse quickened. She led me into a bedroom that smelled faintly of perfume and fabric softener. The walls were painted pale pink, and the dresser was dotted with little framed photos and bottles of makeup. It felt private in a way the rest of the house did not. When she closed the door behind us, I realized how truly hidden we were. If her parents came home early, they would never know we were tucked away in here. The thought only made my heart beat harder.

On the bed lay an assortment of delicate clothing. Stockings, slips, and lace were spread out like treasure, but what caught my attention most was the scarlet lingerie set lying in the center. Hailey’s eyes gleamed as she studied my reaction.

“Remember when I asked you if you’d ever worn panties?” she said, her smile spreading.

I swallowed hard and nodded, my gut twisting with equal parts dread and curiosity.

“Well,” she said, her voice soft yet certain. “I want you to wear some for me now.”

I must have looked terrified, because she giggled. “You’re so cute when you’re nervous,” she teased. “They aren’t going to bite.” She reached for the panties and placed them in my hands.

I stared at the silky fabric, my chest tightening. I took a deep breath and reminded myself of how far I had already gone for her. I never thought I would want a girl with a cock, yet Hailey had me begging to be split open the night before. Maybe this would be no different. If she wanted me in panties, I would do it. I wanted to please her, and more than that, I wanted to see her proud of me.

I unzipped my jeans and slid them down, my briefs following. My cock hardened instantly under her gaze, standing in full view. She pointed at my shirt, and I stripped that off as well, suddenly feeling naked in a way I never had before. There was something about the space between us, the way she kept her distance and simply watched, that magnified my vulnerability.

With trembling fingers, I stretched the waistband of the panties and stepped in. The fabric slid up my legs like cool water. When I tugged them into place, the soft material cupped my cock and balls in a way that made me groan aloud. I tipped my head back and closed my eyes. It felt indecently good.

“See?” she teased, her voice sing-song and smug. “I knew you’d like them.”

I lowered my head, meeting her gaze again. My vision blurred from the rush of blood, and my whole body tingled. She handed me the next item: the matching bra.

“Now put this on.”

I hesitated, staring at it longer than I should have. Finally, I slipped my arms through the straps. A ripple of heat traveled through me, sharper than I expected. I had never known getting dressed could feel every bit as erotic as being undressed.

Hailey stepped behind me and fastened the clasp. Her breath warmed the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine. In an instant I remembered how she had taken me from behind, and my ass ached with need for it again. But this was not about that. Today she wanted something else. Today she wanted to dress me.

“Beautiful,” she said, her eyes shining with pride. She wasn’t mocking. She meant it. “One last piece.”

She held out a simple black dress patterned with tiny white flowers. My heart thumped as she slipped it over my head and straightened it down my body. The fabric hugged my hips, clung to my thighs, and barely concealed the bulge pressing obscenely at the front of the panties.

Feeling bolder, I turned in a circle for her. “How do I look?” I asked, my voice half-playful, half-pleading.

“Why don’t you see for yourself?” she said, leading me to a full-length mirror and angling it toward me.

My jaw nearly dropped. The reflection was mine, but not mine. I still looked like myself, but softer, hotter, transformed in ways I couldn’t explain. The panties pressed tight against me, my cock straining in the delicate fabric, and my balls ached with need. The sight alone sent a wave of arousal surging through me.

I looked at Hailey with wide eyes, my chest heaving, my pulse wild.

“We’re not through yet,” Hailey said with a mischievous wrinkle in her nose. Her smile was radiant, almost childlike in its playfulness, yet my body responded to it with a rush of heat. I wanted to throw myself against her, to kiss her until neither of us could breathe. Instead, I held still and let her lead. She was having her fun, and to my surprise, I was enjoying every second of it.

She disappeared into her closet and bathroom, returning with a pair of glossy heels, a makeup bag, and a wig that shimmered like spun silk. My stomach flipped as I realized what she intended.

“Sit,” she said, patting the edge of the bed.

I obeyed, my chest tight with nerves, as she leaned close and began painting my face with delicate strokes. Powder softened my skin, color bloomed on my cheeks, and her steady hands traced my lips with crimson. When she finally settled the wig onto my head and adjusted it with gentle precision, I hardly recognized the reflection staring back at me.

I slipped my feet into the heels and stood unsteadily, every muscle tense. The height shifted my body in ways that felt alien and exhilarating all at once. When I looked into the mirror again, the boy I had known seemed to vanish, leaving something softer, prettier, more dangerous.

Hailey stepped behind me, pressing her palms against my shoulders. Her chin rested lightly against my neck, and her breath warmed my skin. “I knew you’d make such a pretty girl,” she whispered, her voice filled with pride.

She stepped back suddenly and pulled out her phone. The sound of the camera shutter snapped through the room as she took photo after photo. My nerves spiked, my heart racing.

“What are you doing?” I asked quickly. “You’re not sending those out, are you?”

Her eyes gleamed as she smirked. “Not to anyone in particular.”

My heart sank at her words, though arousal tangled with the fear in my gut.

“Remember the dating app we met on?” she asked.

I nodded, hesitant.

“I’m going to find you a cute boy’s cock to suck.”

She giggled, and her laugh cut through me like lightning. A wave of panic surged inside me, and I knew I should stop her. Yet my cock pulsed at the thought, straining against the panties she had dressed me in. I looked again at my reflection. The painted lips, the wig, the dress clinging to my hips. And for the first time, I pictured a cock sliding between those painted lips, filling my mouth while Hailey watched.

In that instant, I knew the truth. I wanted to be a filthy, dirty slut, especially if it meant pleasing her.


Chapter Six



Once Hailey finished snapping photos and setting up a profile on the app, she tossed her phone onto the bed and closed the space between us. Her hands slid under my arms, around my waist, pulling me tightly against her body.

“You look so fucking sexy like that,” she whispered, her lips brushing mine before crashing down in a kiss that stole my breath. I could feel her cock throb against my stomach through the fabric of her dress. Her breasts pressed against my chest, and my head spun from the overwhelming mix of sensations I had never expected to experience.

I was falling deeper for Hailey by the hour. She made me crazy, and I craved more of her in ways I didn’t even understand. Life with her would never be ordinary. It would be an adventure, one that stretched my limits and filled me with exhilaration.

I reached for the hem of her tight pink T-shirt, desperate to touch her, to bare her for me again. She caught my wrist and pulled back, her eyes smoldering.

“You’ll get plenty of this,” she murmured in a low, commanding tone. “But first, I want to see you suck another man’s cock while you’re dressed like that.”

My brows rose as I tried to process what she was saying. “You want to watch?”

Her smile widened. She wrinkled her nose again, that disarming gesture that made my belly flip, though her words left me trembling. “Of course I do.”

Just then her phone buzzed on the bed. She darted over to check it, her grin growing wider. “Looks like we already have a match,” she teased, holding the screen up as if to taunt me.

“That was so fast. How?” My voice cracked between disbelief and dread.

“Because you’re hot stuff, that’s how.” Hailey held up her phone, her smile glowing with triumph. “We got a hottie looking for some action.”

My stomach flipped as my gaze fell on the screen. When I recognized the face, my blood ran cold. “Not him,” I said quickly, my voice strained. “Anyone but him.”

Hailey cocked her head, studying the profile photo again. Her eyes narrowed in curiosity, then widened in amusement. “What’s wrong with him? He’s cute as hell.”

“He’s my best friend,” I muttered, my throat tightening. “His name is Mason.”

Her smile curved into something sharper, edged with mischief. “Even better,” she said softly, savoring the idea.

“No,” I blurted, my chest tightening further. “I can’t. What if he recognizes me?”

Hailey crossed her arms under her breasts, the motion drawing my eyes against my will. “If he didn’t recognize you in the picture, he isn’t going to recognize you in person.”

“I know,” I stammered, “but—”

“Just think about it,” she interrupted, her tone gentling. “You don’t have to decide right away. But just in case you do, we should take care of those legs.”

Her words landed like a stone in my chest. I looked down. My legs were not covered in thick dark hair like Mason’s or Mark’s, but faint blond wisps still showed along my skin. The suggestion made me flush with both shame and excitement.

Hailey helped me out of my tight dress and heels, her hands unhurried, her eyes never leaving me. I missed the weight of the feminine clothes the moment they were gone, though the lingerie still clung to me, soft and delicate. When she guided me into the bath and slid a razor across my skin, I felt both humiliated and worshiped. Each stroke left my legs smoother, more exposed, and more hers.

“Good girl,” she teased, her hand sliding up my newly bare inner thigh. My skin was slick and delicate, like satin pressed beneath her palm. The praise made my breath catch, and I leaned my head back with a low moan.

“Now,” she whispered, her voice sultry, “how about a little reward?”

She dropped gracefully to her knees on the cool tile and tugged down my panties. My cock sprang free, already straining. She wrapped her hand around the base, squeezing just enough to make me gasp, then lowered her lips to the head. Her mouth enveloped me, hot and wet, her tongue swirling as she drew me deep into her throat.

My hands tangled in her blond hair as I hunched forward, groaning helplessly. My orgasm built quickly, overwhelming me, and I spilled onto her tongue with a sharp cry. She swallowed every drop and then rose with a satisfied smile.

She kissed me before I could recover, pressing her lips to mine and slipping some of the taste back into my mouth. I swallowed instinctively. My mind betrayed me, imagining it was not my own seed but another man’s filling my throat. The thought made my pulse thunder in my ears.

When she pulled back, I was panting, my body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure and the flood of forbidden thoughts. “I’ll do it,” I whispered, my lips still slick from her kiss. “I’ll suck Mason’s cock.”

Her smile widened into something radiant, almost proud. “I had a feeling you’d be up for it,” she said, her voice dripping with delight.


Chapter Seven



Hailey let me watch over her shoulder as she typed out the messages to Mason. Each new reply made my stomach clench. He was more eager than I had ever imagined, especially considering how many girls he had bragged about sleeping with that summer. He didn’t want to waste a second. He was ready to meet as soon as possible.

“This guy sounds like a virgin,” Hailey teased as her thumbs tapped out the next line.

My cheeks flushed. “How can you tell?”

“He’s too eager,” she said with a playful smirk. “Desperate, almost.”

“I don’t think that means anything,” I muttered, though the words came out weak. I wasn’t sure if I was defending Mason or just trying to soothe my own fragile ego.

Hailey shrugged and dropped her phone onto the blanket beside her. “You’re all set,” she said with casual confidence. “We’re going to meet him tonight. He’s coming over here.”

“You gave him this address?” My heart lurched into my throat. A wave of panic broke over me as images crowded my mind: Mason laughing at me, Mason mocking me, Mason taking Hailey away and fucking her right there in front of me. The jealousy was hot and raw, a storm I could not contain.

Hailey brushed her fingers along my cheek, her smile steady and calm. “You worry too much. Relax. It’s going to be fun, I promise.” Her hand slid lower until her fingertips found my bare thigh just beneath the hem of the dress I had slipped back into. Only then did I realize my legs were trembling. My nerves betrayed me, but the trembling only sharpened my arousal.

I trusted Hailey. More than that, I believed in her. If she promised something would be fun, I no longer doubted it. The only question was how much of myself I would lose in the process.

We spent the afternoon together while we waited for Mason. We lounged on the couch, watching television, sometimes switching to video games when the silence grew too charged. The more I learned about her, the more I recognized the pull between us. She wasn’t just some girl with a secret. She was witty and fierce, gentle when she wanted to be, bold when she needed to be. I knew that one day, if she let me, I would want to call her mine.

Time slipped by unnoticed until a knock rattled the front door. My entire body jolted.

“He’s here,” Hailey said softly.

I gasped when the knock came again, sharper this time. My chest tightened.

“Wait here,” she instructed. She smoothed her dress, her expression composed, then left the bedroom. I strained to listen as the door opened. Mason’s voice drifted back to me, low and uncertain. He sounded nervous, almost skeptical.

A giggle escaped me before I could stop it. He was as anxious now as I had been my first time stepping into Hailey’s world.

The bedroom door creaked open, and my amusement died in my throat. My body locked, every nerve buzzing. I tried to pose seductively on the bed, angling my legs, tilting my chin, but underneath the flimsy confidence I felt like I might break.

Hailey entered with Mason trailing behind her. His cheeks burned red, and his eyes widened as they landed on me.

Something flickered behind his stare. A knowing. Recognition. My mouth went dry, and I lowered my gaze to the floor, unable to bear it.

“I hope you don’t mind if I watch,” Hailey said with a grin that spread across her whole face. She pressed her back against the nearest wall, her arms sliding behind her as though she were settling in for a show.

Mason swallowed hard and turned toward her. “Not at all,” he said, though his voice was tight, strained. Then he stepped closer and sank onto the mattress beside me.

I held my breath and kept my eyes down, terrified that if I looked at him too long he would strip away the thin disguise I wore. But I should have known the truth. He leaned in, his body heat radiating into me, and whispered, “Aiden. What the hell are you doing?”

My eyes shot up to his. Wide, desperate, searching. My mouth opened, but the words stumbled. In the end, I clung to honesty. “How did you know?”

“I know you,” he said simply. “I’ve known you forever.” His gaze flicked to Hailey, lingering low on her body, and then his expression shifted as though the puzzle had snapped into place. His voice dropped. “Did you know she has a cock?”

I smiled despite myself, my lips curving into something genuine, unashamed. I nodded, my voice steady. “She’s amazing with it,” I said. “Fucking amazing.”

I saw Mason’s jaw tighten as though he were holding back something heavy. Then he said the unthinkable. “Think you could show me how she did it for you?”

A jolt of adrenaline surged through me, flooding my chest and making my pulse hammer. My body felt both weightless and too heavy all at once. Mason cupped my cheek with a trembling hand and kissed me. His lips were rough, uncertain, and inexperienced. The kiss was clumsy, but it carried a raw need that made my skin prickle.

I began to wonder if Mason’s stories about his conquests had all been lies. His lips moved hungrily, but without practice, and when his tongue slipped into my mouth I met it with mine, coaxing, guiding, teaching him as we kissed. I massaged him with soft strokes, and when he pulled back, his wide eyes swept over my face as though he was seeing me for the first time.

“I’ve never done this before,” he admitted, his voice low and uncertain.

“Never done what exactly?” I asked, my chest tightening. Hailey was watching intently, her eyes burning with anticipation.

“Anything,” Mason confessed, shame coloring his tone. “I’ve been lying all summer.”

My breath caught. “And this is how you want to lose your virginity?” I asked him quietly. “Are you sure?”

His eyes roamed over me, lingering on the dress, the wig, the makeup that made me look like someone else. Hunger glinted in them, almost desperate. “The way you look in that outfit,” he said, “I’d let you do anything to me.”

A nervous giggle bubbled out of me, though my body throbbed with arousal. Hailey’s smile grew, proud of what she had created in me. “Go on,” she urged. Her voice was sultry, coaxing. “You heard him. Show him how a crossdressing sissy sucks cock.”

Her words shot through me like ice and fire combined. My cock twitched violently in its satin prison, straining against the panties beneath my dress. Mason leaned in again and I met him, our lips brushing, then locking together in a kiss that was softer, more deliberate. My hands fumbled at the button of his jeans, nervous but determined, while our tongues tangled and wrestled. The heat of his arousal radiated through the denim, and when I felt his cock pulsing beneath, my own desire shocked me. I wanted to taste it. I wanted it filling my mouth.

“Stand up for me,” I whispered against his lips. He obeyed, his knees unsteady, his whole body shaking. I touched his chest lightly. “Are you okay?”

“Just nerves,” he said, his voice shaky but steadying itself. “But I want this.”

He glanced at Hailey as if to reassure her as well. She had lifted her dress around her hips, her cock already freed and thick in her hand. She stroked herself lazily, moaning softly, her eyes never leaving us.

I tugged Mason’s briefs down and freed him. My best friend’s cock stood rigid in front of me, and butterflies fluttered wildly in my stomach. The sight alone made me weak. I knew with certainty that there was no going back. We would never be the same two boys we had been yesterday. This would brand us both forever.

I tilted my gaze upward, following the length of him until I met his eyes. He gave me a small smile, a smile so warm it soothed the panic in my chest.

I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock, marveling at its weight and heat, then parted my lips. Slowly, I closed them around the bulbous head. The tip pressed against the roof of my mouth as I slid him in further. My tongue licked against his skin, teasing as my throat tried to open.

From the corner of my eye, I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror. I froze for a moment, mesmerized. I looked sinful, almost unreal. The dress hugged my body, the wig framed my face, and there I was with a cock filling my mouth. I looked like the slut Hailey had wanted me to become, and God help me, I loved it.

Hailey was in the reflection too. Her eyes blazed as she stroked her cock faster, her gaze locked on me with a fiery hunger that made my legs tremble.

I pushed myself further down on Mason, swallowing as much of him as I could. My head bobbed rhythmically, my tongue flicking and sliding. The taste of salt and skin filled me. My body trembled when I heard his first groan. It was low, deep, and raw. That sound, thick with lust and disbelief, etched itself into me.

He wanted me. He wanted me dressed in slutty clothes, my face painted with too much makeup, my body transformed into something soft and obscene. He wanted me even though I was a trans woman’s little sissy. And I wanted him because he wanted me that way.

My movements grew faster. My lips slid up and down his shaft while my free hand cupped his balls, kneading them gently as I sucked. I hollowed my cheeks to create a vacuum around him, drawing him deeper with each pass of my tongue. His fingers tangled in the strands of my wig, holding me as I worked. In the mirror’s reflection I looked like a filthy slut, and I loved it. Hailey was there too, watching us, her eyes dark with hunger, and I loved her that way even more.

Hailey moaned softly as she stroked herself in time with the rhythm of my mouth. Mason’s head tipped forward until his chin brushed his chest. His eyes were half-closed as he watched me swallow him. I could feel his cock swelling and twitching against my tongue, and I knew he was close.

Acting on instinct, I let my slick hand travel lower, sliding a finger back to tease the tight ring of his asshole. Mason gasped, his body shuddering as I pressed in just enough to make him shake. His cock erupted in my mouth, hot and thick, filling every corner of it with his salty release. I gagged slightly as I tried to swallow it all, but a few warm drops slipped from the corner of my lips and dripped down my chin.

His breathing was ragged as his climax ebbed. He pulled back, still trembling, and collapsed beside me on the bed, staring up at the ceiling as though he couldn’t believe what had just happened.

I turned to Hailey. She was panting, her eyes glinting with a new fire. She wanted me even more than Mason had, and the realization sent a thrill through me. It made me feel like a prize, something rare and worth claiming.

“On your stomach,” she ordered in a low, sultry voice. Her eyelids were heavy, and she chewed on her lower lip. The sight alone made my pulse race.

I rolled onto my stomach, ending up only inches from Mason’s spent body. Hailey walked behind me, lifted my dress to my hips, and tugged my panties aside. “This is your reward for being such a good little slut,” she said, her voice dropping into a purr.

Heat spread through my body as she spat along my ass, the sound sharp in the quiet room. My muscles tightened, craving her. I wished desperately that I could see her fuck me as clearly as I had just seen myself take my best friend’s cock.

Mason propped himself up on his elbows, his eyes glued to us. Hailey lined herself up and pushed into me with one slow, powerful thrust. I was still stretched open from the other day, enough to take her without hesitation. A flicker of pain made me wince, but the sting only sharpened the pleasure. She drew back slowly, then pushed herself deep again.

Mason’s mouth hung open. I risked a glance at his groin and saw his cock stiffening again, the sight sending a dark thrill through me. He was enjoying this. He was enjoying me.

I gripped the sheets, knuckles white, as Hailey found her rhythm. She angled her hips so that her cock pressed against the hidden bundle of nerves behind mine. The pressure built and built until it felt as if I could come without even touching myself. I moaned, trembling under her control, every thrust rewriting what I thought I wanted.

“I bet you want to see yourself get fucked,” she cooed.

“I do,” I begged, my voice breaking. “I want to watch you.”

She gave my ass a playful smack and withdrew, her cock sliding free with a slick sound. “Get on your knees in front of the mirror,” she said. “See what a dirty slut you are.”

I crawled on all fours toward the mirror. My knees trembled, my breath came fast, but a strange smile curved my lips when I caught sight of myself. My mascara had run, black trails marking my cheeks. My lipstick was smudged far beyond my mouth. I looked wrecked, depraved, exactly what she wanted me to be.

Hailey came up behind me and lowered herself until the head of her cock brushed my entrance again. She tugged her dress down and freed her breasts, baring her perfect body for me to see. The reflection framed us together: me on my knees in lingerie, her poised to take me, and Mason rising from the bed with his cock in his hand, stroking as he stepped closer to watch.

“Suck my tits,” Hailey ordered. Her voice was sharp but playful, dripping with authority.

Mason blushed, hesitating only for a moment before dropping to his knees beside us. He leaned forward and wrapped his lips around one nipple, then the other, his tongue tracing over her sensitive skin. He flicked lightly at first, then grew bolder, dragging his teeth across her swollen peaks until she let out a delighted gasp.

Hailey’s hands dug into my hips as she thrust deep inside me. Each stroke sent a tremor through my body. Her moans spilled into the room, high and girlish, yet wild with pleasure. She pressed Mason’s head closer to her breasts, holding him there as she continued to pound my tender ass.

I watched it all unfold in the mirror: Hailey’s perfect body swaying above me, Mason on his knees suckling her, my own face slack with need and submission. My lips parted in a smile I couldn’t contain, though my balls ached so badly I could barely breathe.

The sight of Hailey’s feminine body, her breasts bouncing, her cock driving into me, was more than I could endure. The pleasure mounted with unstoppable force, and without even touching myself, I spilled into the scarlet panties she had given me. My cock pulsed, soaking the soft fabric, while a cry of release caught in my throat.

I collapsed forward onto the carpet, pressing my cheek against its rough fibers. My body trembled as Hailey’s cock surged deeper, stretching me open until I whimpered. A low moan slipped from her lips as she shuddered, filling me with her sweet, hot come. The warmth spread inside me, soothing the ache of her thrusts, marking me as hers.

When she finally withdrew, her seed streamed down my ass in thick rivulets. Mason’s breath hitched at the sight. The sight of her come dripping from me pushed him over the edge. His cock erupted for the second time, spraying across my ass, mixing with what Hailey had already left behind.

The three of us lingered there in silence, panting, trembling, each of us overwhelmed by the intensity of what had just happened. My head spun. I could hardly believe my best friend was lying beside me, his chest heaving, his face flushed, his secrets tangled with mine. Now he knew all of my filth, and I knew some of his. We had crossed a line that could never be erased.

“Let’s get dressed,” Hailey said at last, her voice warm but commanding. “We’ll do more of this soon.”

Mason and I exchanged a look of reluctant disappointment until it dawned on us that she was right. He and I could be together anytime we wanted. The thought sent a fresh thrill through me.

I slipped back into my boy clothes, though I left the come-soaked panties clinging to me beneath my jeans. They felt more natural now than any briefs ever had, and I wanted the proof of what had happened pressed against my cock for the rest of the night.

“That was something else,” Mason whispered as we followed Hailey into the kitchen.

“I know,” I said. My lips curled into a smile. “She’s incredible, isn’t she?”

“She is,” he admitted, sliding his hand into mine. He gave me a playful spin, his grip firm. “But I was mostly referring to you.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. I dropped my gaze, unsure how to absorb the weight of his words. Everything was moving so fast I could barely keep up. “Thank you,” I murmured.

His response was a kiss, soft and grateful. It felt like a thank you of his own.

Hailey busied herself with food, inviting us to linger, as though the three of us hanging out together were the most natural thing in the world. My earlier fear of jealousy had vanished. Instead, I felt giddy, happier than I had ever imagined, knowing Mason and I could share all of Hailey’s wonders.

When the sun dipped below the horizon, we said our goodbyes. Hailey kissed us both on the lips, playful and affectionate. “Call me soon,” she said with a grin. “This was fun.”

We promised we would. Mason walked me out as though I were his date, his hand interlocked with mine. He tugged me closer, his eyes dark. “So,” he said, his voice low, “you like to take it up the ass, hm?”

I laughed, though the sound came out breathless. It seemed absurd to hear him say it, but the seriousness in his eyes made my chest tighten. I nodded, unable to find words.

“I’d like to give you what you like sometime,” he said, leaning close. His voice was husky, promising. “I’d like to give it to you just the way Hailey did.”

A shiver ran down my spine. “I’d like that,” I whispered, surprised at how true the words felt.

“Maybe next time we’ll make Hailey watch us,” he added with a wicked grin.

“Nothing in the world sounds better,” I said.

He kissed me one last time before letting me go. I climbed into my car, my body still humming with sensation. The panties clung damply to my cock, a secret reminder of everything that had happened. I smiled all the way home, knowing my summer was only just beginning, and that it would be filled with more adventure than I had ever dared imagine.

[image: ]


Summer ended more quickly than I ever thought it could. The nights with Hailey and Mason blurred together into something I could never have dreamed for myself. One night I was a nervous virgin fumbling with a dating app, and by the end I was slipping into dresses and lingerie without hesitation, sliding into Hailey’s world as though it had always been waiting for me.

Mason and I stayed closer than ever. We still hung out with the guys, still grabbed burgers and played video games, but there was always a secret spark between us, something no one else could see. His hand would linger on my back a moment too long. His eyes would catch mine across the room. We both knew what we shared, and it thrilled us to keep it hidden.

Hailey remained the center of it all, the one who had drawn me into this new life. She was more than a lover. She was the one who had shown me who I really was. With her, I wasn’t pretending. I wasn’t trying to impress anyone. I was her sissy, her slut, her prize. And strangely, that truth made me freer than I had ever felt.

By the time college loomed, I knew I wasn’t the same boy who had walked nervously into Hailey’s house that first afternoon. The clothes in my dresser had changed. The way I thought of my body had changed. Even the way Mason looked at me had changed.

On the last night of summer, the three of us lay tangled in Hailey’s bed, the window open to the cicadas humming in the dark. She kissed me softly, then kissed Mason, then kissed me again. “Don’t forget this,” she whispered. “Whatever happens next, don’t forget who you are now.”

I promised her I wouldn’t.

Driving home the next morning, I realized she had given me more than sex, more than pleasure. She had given me a new story for myself. One that wasn’t about keeping up with Mason and the guys. One that wasn’t about proving anything to anyone.

It was about me, about what I wanted, about who I was becoming.

And for the first time, I felt ready for the future.
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