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Midnight Makeover



The dorm smelled like floor cleaner and popcorn, a strange mix of sterile and lived-in. I slipped through the side door with Lena at my side, my heart thudding with every step. Her hand brushed against mine, a fleeting touch, secretive in its softness, and even that was enough to stir me instantly, my body betraying me before we’d even made it upstairs.

It was a few minutes before ten. We both knew the rules—strict, posted in all caps on a laminated sign by the elevator: No opposite sex after quiet hours. Random checks enforced. I glanced at it like it might flash red and scream my guilt to the whole building, but Lena only smirked, her brown eyes glinting, and tugged me along as if she had never once considered being afraid.

Her dorm always made me feel like I was sneaking into a crime scene. Every step down the hallway carried a charge of risk, but it wasn’t just the rule-breaking that had my blood pumping. It was her.

Lena was temptation personified. That night she wore a black tank top that clung to her curves, leaving just enough skin at the neckline to tease me, and a soft skirt that showed off the long lines of her legs. Her ponytail swung behind her, playful, defiant, as if she dared someone to catch us. She walked like someone who knew she was breaking the rules and reveled in it, pulling me down the corridor toward her room with that easy confidence I both admired and envied.

Inside, she shut the door quietly and leaned back against it, her hand still curled around the knob as though she’d be ready to lock it at the first sign of trouble. For a second she didn’t move, just grinned at me like she was savoring the thrill. Then she lifted her phone. “Timer,” she said, tapping the screen. “Forty-five minutes. We study, maybe kiss a little, and you’re gone before Riley starts rounds.”

Riley. Her resident assistant. A guy who acted like the dorm rules were written into federal law. My stomach tightened, but I nodded anyway. I should have thought about the ethics lecture notes in my backpack, the flashcards waiting for review, but the word kiss had already derailed me. I wasn’t thinking about school. I was thinking about her mouth—her tongue, her lips, the curve of her smile—and everything else that went with it.

We spread our books across her bed anyway, going through the motions of respectability. The desk lamp cast a low golden glow that softened the edges of the room: the white comforter, the messy stack of notebooks, the photos of her friends taped to the wall. Even her serious brown eyes looked gentler in the light as she pretended to read her notes.

But she wasn’t reading. Every few seconds she peeked at me over the top of her notebook, lips curving when she caught me staring back. Each look was a secret promise, an invitation, like she was already imagining me abandoning the pretense and crawling across her bed to taste her.

I lasted maybe fifteen minutes. She lasted about the same.

Her pen slipped from her fingers, landing on the open notebook with a soft tap. That was all it took. I reached for her hand, and she let me pull her close. Her lips found mine in a kiss that was supposed to be brief, a break between flashcards. But the moment her mouth touched mine, I knew there was no going back.

Her kiss was warm, insistent, her tongue teasing at mine until the timer ticking on her phone no longer existed in my mind. She shifted easily, climbing into my lap, straddling me with her skirt bunching up around her thighs. The weight of her pressed down into me, hot and heavy, and my hands slid over the soft fabric before finding the heat of her bare skin.

“Quiet,” she whispered against my lips, breathless but smiling. “Walls are thin.”

“Yes,” I murmured, though nothing about me felt quiet. Every nerve buzzed with restless hunger.

She rolled her hips slowly, grinding against me with just enough friction to make me ache. I gripped her waist, my hands moving up her back, pulling her closer. Her breath caught when my fingers slipped beneath her tank top, brushing the satin of her skin and the thin strap of her bra. She shivered against me, then kissed me harder, her ponytail falling forward, her hair brushing my cheek.

I slid my hand lower, cupping her through the skirt, feeling the shift of her body beneath my palm. She gasped softly, pressing her forehead to mine. For a suspended second, the only sound was our ragged breathing—fast, uneven, completely in sync.

And then her hips moved again, slow and dangerous, and I knew the timer might as well have never existed.

“You know what happens if we get caught,” she whispered, her voice low but vibrating with excitement. Her lips brushed my jaw as she spoke, her breath warm. “I get written up. You get banned from even setting foot here.”

“I know,” I said. My voice came out rougher than I intended, more a growl than an answer. My cock ached just from the sound of her daring me. “That won’t stop me.”

Her smile was wicked and sweet all at once, mischief glinting in her eyes even as her mouth softened against mine. “Good.” She kissed me again, slower this time, savoring every slide of lips and tongue like she wanted to carve the moment into memory.

We’d promised ourselves it would stay simple. Kissing. Maybe touching over clothes. Nothing that would get us into trouble. But the second her nails grazed the back of my neck, dragging lightly across my skin, all those promises unraveled. Heat shot straight down my spine. I groaned against her mouth and let my hands wander under her skirt. Her thighs were smooth and warm, my palms full as I tugged her closer, lifting her until her body pressed flush to mine. Through the thin barrier of her panties, I felt her heat, wet and ready, and it made me dizzy.

She moaned into my shoulder, biting the sound back at the last second, her teeth sinking lightly into my shirt. “Timer says thirty minutes left,” she murmured, her voice quivering with need.

“Plenty of time,” I whispered against her lips, unable to keep the smirk out of my voice.

Her laugh came out breathless, broken between kisses. “Plenty of time to get us both in trouble.”

We kissed like the rule itself was the danger we wanted to taste. Every brush of her lips, every roll of her hips against me, was reckless. Daring. The threat of being caught wrapped around us like an extra pair of hands, coaxing us deeper. And the more I thought about the possibility of Riley opening that door, clipboard in hand, the hotter it made me. Lena knew it too. That gleam in her eyes wasn’t just lust—it was defiance, a hunger for risk as much as for me.

I eased her back against the pillows, her hair spilling around her face in a messy halo. She looked up at me with that half-daring, half-needy expression that always undid me. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wide as if she didn’t know whether to order me closer or beg.

I kissed her one more time, deep and lingering, before sliding my hands down her body. My fingers hooked into her skirt, tugging it higher until it bunched around her waist. Her thighs parted without hesitation, her knees bending to invite me in.

The sight of her spread for me like that made my breath catch. Her panties were all that stood between us, a soft barrier that barely concealed how soaked she was. My cock throbbed at the thought of peeling them away.

She gasped when I hooked my fingers into the waistband and dragged them slowly down her legs. The fabric clung to her skin, resisting just enough to make her whimper. The little sound went straight to my cock, and when the panties slipped past her knees and down to her ankles, I nearly tore them off. I tossed them aside carelessly, already pushing her thighs open again, desperate to look at her, to taste her.

“You don’t have to—” she whispered, her voice trembling, not from reluctance but from want so sharp it was almost pain.

I smirked against her inner thigh as I kissed my way lower. “I want to.”

I pressed my mouth to her pussy, and she arched immediately, her whole body responding like I’d flipped a switch. My hands clamped around her thighs, holding her steady as I licked her slow and steady, teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue. She trembled beneath me, her fingers tangling in my hair, tugging me closer with each desperate gasp.

The timer buzzed faintly on the nightstand, the alarm we’d promised to obey. We both froze, my tongue pressed against her, her breath caught in her throat.

Then she whispered, hoarse and urgent, “Don’t stop.”

And I didn’t.

The timer clicked off, fading into silence, and the world shrank to nothing but her body writhing under my mouth. She moaned into the pillow, muffling herself with bitten lips, her thighs tightening hard against my cheeks. I licked harder, faster, tracing tight circles around her clit until her hips lifted from the bed, until her nails scraped my scalp and her voice broke on a ragged cry.

She came with a shudder, thighs trembling violently against my grip. Her whole body arched, then collapsed back into the pillows, her chest rising and falling fast.

I kissed her inner thigh, then looked up at her. Her face glowed, flushed and hazy with satisfaction. Strands of hair clung to her cheeks, her lips swollen and parted. She looked wrecked in the best way, and the sight of her like that made my cock ache even harder.

Her chest heaved as she caught her breath, a lazy, satisfied smile spreading across her face. In that moment, she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. Half angel, half devil, and entirely mine.

That was when we heard it.

A knock. Distant at first, but unmistakable. Then a voice in the hall. Another knock, louder, followed by the sharp creak of a door opening and slamming shut.

Lena’s eyes widened instantly. “Shit. Riley.”

Panic jolted through me like an electric shock. My heart kicked against my ribs as I scrambled off the bed, fumbling for my shoes where I’d kicked them under the chair. My fingers shook so badly I could barely grip them. My hoodie wasn’t where I thought I’d left it, and every second wasted sent a new rush of adrenaline through my chest. I checked the desk, the floor, even ducked to peer under the bed, but the sounds outside—the steady rhythm of doors opening, muffled voices, the shuffle of footsteps—were getting closer.

“Go,” Lena whispered urgently, clutching her skirt down over her thighs and tugging the blanket up to hide the mess of the sheets. Her voice was a frantic hiss, her eyes darting to the door. “You have to leave before—”

But my mind was already racing through the layout of the dorm, mapping the hallway in my head. If I stepped out now, I’d run right into Riley. The thought of being caught mid-sneak, shoes in hand, looking guilty as hell, made my stomach churn. Getting written up was bad enough for her, but for me, the humiliation would be worse.

I yanked the laces tight with shaking hands, fumbling, my breath ragged. Then I froze. Footsteps stopped just outside.

A sharp knock slammed against the door across the hall.

Lena’s eyes flew to mine. Her face was pale but blazing with determination. “Stay,” she mouthed, sharp and certain.

I wanted to kiss her goodbye—just a quick peck, something to anchor myself—but when I leaned in, she grabbed me by the shirt and kissed me hard. It was too long, too hot for the moment, her tongue sliding against mine in a desperate clash. Her hands fisted in my shirt like she couldn’t bear to let go.

It cost us precious seconds, but I didn’t regret a single one.

We broke apart only when Riley’s voice carried clear through the hall, close enough to make my blood run cold: “Random check. Open up, please.”

Lena shoved me toward the corner of the room, her movements sharp, commanding. Her eyes blazed—not just with fear, but with that wild hunger that had gotten us into this mess in the first place. My pulse thundered in my ears as I crouched there, pressing myself into the shadows, praying Riley wouldn’t come to our door next.

The footsteps stopped. Right outside Lena’s room.

A knock rattled the frame, hard enough to shake the air.

“Lena?” Riley’s voice came muffled but unmistakable. “Spot check.”

My stomach dropped to the floor.

Lena shot upright, her whole body stiffening. For half a second, her eyes went wide, then she snapped into motion.

“Just a minute!” she called, her voice so perfectly casual I almost believed it myself. But her hands told the truth. They grabbed at me like I was contraband she had to hide before the cops stormed in. She yanked me away from the bed, shoving me toward the corner near her wardrobe.

“Stay still,” she hissed, her voice sharp, as she dove into her closet.

I stood frozen, my chest heaving, as she rifled through hangers with a speed that made my pulse spike harder. Clothes rustled, hangers clattered, her hands working fast and sure. Then she spun around, her arms full.

A black sweater dress hit the chair with a soft thud. Next, she pulled out a pair of dark tights that looked impossibly small in her hands, stretching thin like they’d tear before they’d ever fit me. A wig followed—short, bobbed, the synthetic strands swaying. And then, as if to complete the absurdity, she grabbed a soft knit scarf.

I stared at the pile. Then at her. My brain couldn’t keep up. “Lena, what—”

“You’ll pass,” she whispered fiercely, her eyes flashing as she thrust the bundle toward me. “Just put these on. Hurry.”

Her urgency left no room for argument.

Another knock shook the door, harder this time, impatient.

“Lena?” Riley’s voice cut through the room again, sharper, more suspicious.

My stomach dropped. Panic surged through me as I quickly stripped out of my clothes, fumbling with buttons and fabric, not even sure this plan could possibly work. My hands shook as I grabbed the tights, the thin nylon whispering between my fingers as I tried to pull them up my legs. They clung, stretched, resisted in ways that made me clumsy. My nails snagged slightly, nearly tearing them.

“God, hurry,” Lena hissed, crouching in front of me before I could manage. Her fingers took over, tugging the waistband higher with brisk motions. The intimacy of her touch made my pulse spike. Her knuckles grazed the insides of my thighs, each brush both practical and unbearably intimate. My body betrayed me, heat coiling low even as fear clenched my chest.

The sweater dress came next, sliding down over my head. The knit was soft, surprisingly warm against my bare skin. It smelled faintly of her perfume—floral, sweet, with that faint powdery softness that was uniquely hers. The scent wrapped around me like a second skin, strange and intoxicating. Lena adjusted the hem, smoothing it down over my chest with her hands, her touch pressing the fabric flat over me in a way that made me hyperaware of how I must look.

Then she grabbed the wig. Short, bobbed, dark. She pressed it onto my head, tugging it into place with quick fingers, combing the strands down until the synthetic hair brushed my cheeks. My reflection in the blacked-out window caught me off guard—strange, blurred, almost passable in the dim light.

Another knock rattled the door, louder this time. “Open up, Lena, come on!”

“One second! I’m indecent!” Lena sing-songed, her voice syrup-sweet, all innocence. Her calmness contrasted with my pounding heart.

She turned back to me, her eyes sharp as a blade. “Sit down. Head low. Don’t talk unless you have to. If you do, keep it soft. No eye contact.”

I nodded quickly, my breath shallow, my pulse so loud I thought it would give me away.

She uncapped a tube of lip tint and swiped it over my mouth before I could protest. The slick brush left a wet sheen, the chemical-sweet taste lingering on my tongue. She used her thumb to blur the color, her skin smearing it into something softer, messier, more believable. Then she grabbed a liner pencil, tugged gently at my lower lid, and smudged the dark line fast with her fingertip.

Her hand lingered just long enough to make me shiver.

She caught it. For a heartbeat, her lips curved like she found the reaction funny—or maybe hot. Then the mask of focus dropped back into place. She looped a knit scarf around my neck, tugging it high until it shadowed half my face, hiding the curve of my jaw, the telltale lines of my throat.

“Perfect,” she whispered, leaning close. Her breath was warm against my cheek, smelling faintly of mint gum and adrenaline. “Don’t move.”

I froze in the chair, forcing myself still as she smoothed her skirt, squared her shoulders, and finally opened the door.

Riley stood there, clipboard in hand, his eyes already sweeping the room like he expected to find something. His gaze lingered on the rumpled bed, the half-open books, the faintly mussed comforter. My shoes—my fucking shoes—were shoved half under the chair. I tucked my chin deeper into the scarf, praying he wouldn’t notice how fast I was breathing.

“Late night?” Riley asked, his tone suspicious, eyes narrowing at Lena.

“Just studying,” Lena said brightly, her smile quick and easy. She stepped aside, casual but calculated, angling herself just enough to reveal me slouched in the chair. “My classmate’s helping me with econ.”

Riley’s eyes flicked to me. My stomach dropped further. His gaze scanned me slowly, assessing—the wig, the scarf, the oversized sweater dress. My hands curled tight in my lap, nails biting my palms as I fought the overwhelming urge to bolt for the window.

“Doesn’t look like econ notes,” Riley muttered, pointing his pen toward the bed where our books lay scattered like props in a bad lie.

“Flashcards are under the pillow,” Lena lied smoothly without missing a beat. She smiled up at him with wide-eyed innocence. “We were reviewing.”

Riley stepped inside, his shoes squeaking faintly against the tile floor. My pulse thundered in my ears. He scanned the corners of the room like he expected Mason—the boyfriend, me—to materialize out of thin air. His eyes lingered on the pile of discarded clothes shoved under Lena’s desk. I ducked my head lower, letting the wig’s bangs curtain most of my face. My lips still tingled from the smear of tint, my thighs still hot where Lena’s fingers had tugged the tights into place.

Every nerve in my body was lit up, strung taut between fear and something darker, sharper.

“Quiet hours mean quiet,” Riley said finally. His gaze lingered once more on the bed, then on me, his eyes narrowing as if trying to place what felt wrong. Then he sighed, scribbled something on his clipboard, and turned toward the door. “I’ll be doing stricter checks from now on since we’ve been having some trouble. Don’t push it.”

“Yes, Riley,” Lena said sweetly, walking him back toward the hall.

The door clicked shut.

Silence crashed over us, broken only by the sound of my ragged breathing. My chest heaved as if I’d run a marathon.

I ripped the scarf down from my mouth, gasping. “Holy shit.”

Lena’s eyes danced, relief and adrenaline sparking in them like firelight. “You did perfect,” she breathed, a grin curling at her lips. Then her gaze dropped. Slowly, it swept down the length of my body. I felt it as much as saw it. Her eyes traced the sweater dress hugging my shoulders and chest, the dark tights stretched tight across my thighs, the bobbed wig that hung heavy and unfamiliar against my forehead.

I shifted, embarrassed by the scrutiny, and reached instinctively to yank the dress off. But before I could, her hand shot out, fingers wrapping firmly around my wrist.

“Don’t,” she murmured. Her voice had changed. It was no longer playful, no longer frantic with fear. It was low, husky, threaded with something darker. “You actually look kind of hot like this.”

The words struck me harder than the pounding in my chest had minutes before, low and undeniable. My protest stalled in my throat, caught between disbelief and the dangerous spark those words lit inside me.

Her hand slid from my wrist to my jaw, fingers trailing across my skin until her thumb brushed the tinted smear still clinging to my lower lip. The gesture was tender but claiming me. Her eyes locked onto mine, gleaming with something I had never seen in her before—a command, a hunger, a spark of wicked delight that made my stomach twist.

Heat rose to my face, my pulse stuttering. “Hot? Lena, come on.” I tried to laugh, but it sounded hollow. “It was a disguise. That’s all.”

“Maybe,” she said, tilting her head, her ponytail swinging over her shoulder like a punctuation mark. She didn’t look away. “But the way you look right now…” Her gaze drifted down again, unhurried, greedy, like she couldn’t stop herself. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “It does something to me.”

My mouth went dry. I swallowed, embarrassed, defensive, cornered by her eyes. “It was a one-time thing. I’m not…this isn’t—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. The pad was warm and soft, scented faintly with the lotion she always used after showers. The touch silenced me, gentled me, even as her eyes softened into something tender. The mischief never left, though. It lingered there, alive and sharp.

“Fifteen minutes,” she whispered. “Let me do it right. If you hate it, we stop. You say the word, and it’s over. Deal?”

I stared at her, torn. The whole thing was absurd. Dressed in her clothes, a wig sliding down my forehead, my lips tingling with her tint. But beneath the absurdity was a heat curling low in my stomach, undeniable. Fifteen minutes. Nothing more. I could give her that.

She must have seen the hesitation breaking in my eyes, because she leaned in and kissed me. Slow, coaxing, tasting like adrenaline and leftover gloss. Her tongue brushed mine, coaxing, teasing, pulling me in when I should have pulled away. When she drew back, her voice was husky, soft but commanding. “Please.”

That single word undid me more than the kiss had.

I let out a rough sigh, feeling the surrender in it. “Fine. Fifteen minutes.”

Her grin broke over me. It was triumphant but softened at the edges, victory wrapped in affection. She swung a leg over me and straddled my lap, the sweater dress hiking up and tightening around my thighs as she settled her weight against me. My cock twitched, hard and unrepentant beneath the tights. My body betrayed me, pressing up toward her.

Her hands slid into my hair, wig and all, fisting it gently to hold me still as she kissed me again. This time it wasn’t coaxing; it was deeper, hotter, a claim. My chest burned with how fast I responded, how completely she pulled me under.

When she broke the kiss, her thumbs stroked slowly along my jaw, her brown eyes scanning my face with an intensity that made me feel like I was being drawn, painted, remade. She studied me like an artist considering her canvas, lips parting with awe and heat.

“God,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You don’t even see it, do you?”

“See what?” My voice was rougher than I intended, half-wrecked from kissing, half-cracked by nerves.

“How good you look as a girl.”

The words sank into me like a stone thrown into deep water, rippling out through every part of me.

Her fingers lingered on the scarf still looped at my throat, tracing the edge with soft strokes as if she were testing how far she could go. Then they drifted lower, sliding down to the neckline of the dress. She didn’t tug it down, not yet. She only let her knuckles brush across the fabric stretched snug over my chest. The faintest pressure made my skin tingle, every touch magnified. It wasn’t just her hands. It was what I was wearing, the absurdity and vulnerability of it, and the way she looked at me like I was both hers and something brand new.

I tried to laugh it off, but the sound cracked, weak and shaky. “You’re insane.”

“Mm.” Her smile curved slow, dangerous, lips inches from mine. “Maybe.” She tilted her head, ponytail sliding against her shoulder. “But you said fifteen minutes.” Her breath brushed hot against my mouth. “And I’m going to relish them.”

Her kiss came deeper this time, coaxing instead of demanding, until all the frantic edges in me blurred. I forgot about wigs and tights and the timer still running on her phone. All I knew was the curl of her tongue against mine, the weight of her body pressing down, her hands sliding to the back of my neck and holding me still like I might slip away. When she finally pulled back, her lips grazed mine with one last tease of heat.

“Let me show you,” she whispered.

I nodded, too breathless to argue anymore, my chest heaving.

Lena pulled back just enough for me to see her clearly. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes alight with mischief and intent. “Sit still,” she murmured, already reaching for a makeup bag tucked deep into the bottom drawer of her desk.

I almost groaned. I wanted to roll my eyes, to tell her again how ridiculous this was, but the look she gave me froze the words in my throat. It wasn’t playful, not exactly. It was soft, commanding. An expression that said I wasn’t just a joke, I was her project, her prize.

She knelt in front of me, her knees pressing into the carpet, and tilted my chin up with two fingers. “You’re still smudged from earlier,” she whispered, her thumb brushing tenderly under my eye. “Let me fix it.”

Her touch was delicate, like I might break otherwise. She grabbed a cotton pad, swiped gently, then pumped moisturizer onto her fingertips and smoothed it across my cheeks. The coolness of the lotion shocked me, made me flinch, then shiver. She caught the reaction instantly, her lips curving.

“You’re so sensitive,” she teased, her voice light but threaded with something heavier underneath.

“Lena…” I muttered, though it slipped out low and hoarse, more a plea than the protest I meant it to be.

“Shh.” She dabbed foundation onto a sponge and began brushing it over my face in careful strokes. Her concentration was fierce. She leaned in close, her lower lip caught between her teeth, her hair falling forward to tickle my skin. Every breath she released fanned warm across my cheek.

The intimacy was unlike anything I’d felt. Not the lust of mouths pressed together or her nails digging into my back. This was slower, stranger, more forbidden. Each brush of the sponge was like a kiss disguised as something innocent, each careful blending stroke a caress she had invented just for me.

I sat frozen, my pulse hammering, while she painted me into something new.

When she was done, she leaned back on her heels, studying me with narrowed eyes. Then she smiled softly. “Better already.”

She reached for a tube of mascara, twisted the cap, and held it like a surgeon preparing an instrument. “Blink up.”

I groaned softly but obeyed, my lashes trembling. The wand brushed them, feather-light but terrifying, her other hand steadying my cheek.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dropping low and husky. The words shouldn’t have meant anything, but they slid through me like molten heat. My cock twitched in betrayal, and I clenched my hands into fists on my lap.

She finished with a sweep of gloss, pale pink and gleaming. She smeared it onto my lips, the slickness clinging. Then, with her fingertip, she pressed and spread it, softening the edges until my mouth looked blurred, kiss-swollen. Her thumb lingered at the corner, smearing a little more, before sliding away at last.

I sat there stunned, my lips tingling, my breath shallow, while she leaned back to admire her work.

“God,” Lena whispered, her gaze sweeping over me like she was drinking me in. “You don’t even know how pretty you are.”

Heat climbed up my neck until my ears burned. I shifted in the chair, suddenly desperate to hide from her stare. “This is ridiculous,” I muttered, though it sounded weak even to me.

“Ridiculously hot,” she countered without missing a beat. Her grin curved sly as she moved to her closet again, her hips swaying like she knew I was watching. She rummaged for only a moment before pulling out a black skater dress. The fabric was soft, stretchy, the kind of thing I’d seen her wear to parties when she wanted every eye on her. She held it up against me, tilting her head like an artist checking the light. “Perfect. Take this off.”

She didn’t wait for my hesitation. She tugged the oversized sweater dress up and over my head in one smooth motion, leaving me in nothing but the tights. I flushed hotter, exposed in a way I’d never been before, but her eyes swept over me unapologetically. There was no mockery in them, only hunger.

She slid the skater dress down my arms, her knuckles brushing against my skin, then guided it over my chest and torso until it settled against my thighs. The hem skimmed just above my knees. It clung in places I didn’t expect, fitted snug across my shoulders and waist in a way that made me hyperaware of every line of my body.

Lena smoothed the fabric down, her palms pressing firmly along my torso as if she couldn’t resist the chance to touch me more. Her thumbs lingered at my waist, grazing the curve of my hips. “Better,” she said softly. “So much better.”

I sat frozen, every nerve lit up like a live wire, my pulse hammering as she stepped back to admire me.

Then she beckoned with a curl of her finger. “Up. Let me see.”

Reluctantly, I stood. The skirt brushed against the tops of my thighs, light and alien, every shift of the fabric reminding me I wasn’t wearing what I was supposed to.

“Walk,” she said simply, her tone expectant.

“What?”

“To the door and back. Trust me.”

I hesitated, my throat dry, but the gleam in her eyes left no room for escape. So I obeyed. My strides came out stiff, awkward. The tights made my legs slide against each other with every step, a slick friction that was both strange and disarmingly erotic. The dress shifted with my movement, hugging tighter here, swishing looser there, constantly reminding me I was playing a role. By the time I turned back, I felt like an idiot parading in borrowed skin.

But she didn’t laugh. She didn’t even smile. She looked at me with something closer to hunger, her eyes dark and unblinking. “Good,” she murmured. Her voice dropped, low and smoky.

She crossed the space to me, coming up behind me. Her hand slid onto my waist, firm but gentle, steadying me. “Shoulders back,” she instructed. “Smaller steps. There. Like that.”

Her hand lingered on my hip, warm and possessive, guiding me forward again. My pulse spiked at the touch, at the way her breath brushed my ear when she leaned close to correct me.

I obeyed, heat crawling up my neck. Every step felt like surrender.

When I reached the bed again, she spun me gently to face her. Her eyes swept down me once more, fiery and consuming. Her grin spread, slow and almost wicked. “You have no idea what this does to me.”

I swallowed hard, my throat bone-dry. “Fifteen minutes,” I reminded her, though my voice cracked, betraying me.

Her smile softened, her gaze tender now, though no less heated. She cupped my face, her thumb grazing over the gloss she’d pressed into my lips. “I know. Fifteen minutes.” Her lips curved. “But I’m going to make every one of them count.”

The way she said it—soft, sure, dripping with intent—made me believe her.

She began to circle me slowly, like a predator orbiting prey, or an artist inspecting something rare she’d discovered. My nerves buzzed, my pulse climbing higher with every step she took. The black skater dress hugged me in ways I wasn’t ready to think about. The wig tickled the side of my face every time I moved, reminding me of what I’d become in her hands. And she drank it all in, eyes shining, lips parted slightly as if she could taste me from where she stood.

Finally, she tilted her head, a sly smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “You need a name.”

I blinked, startled. “What?”

“A name,” she repeated, her voice soft but certain. “If you’re going to look like this, I need to be able to call you something else. Not Mason.”

I shifted in place, restless, the hem of the skater dress brushing against the tops of my thighs in a way that made me hyper-aware of every inch of my body. The fabric was light, almost ticklish, but the sensation was distracting, intimate in a way I didn’t want to admit. I cleared my throat, my voice low. “Lena…”

“Don’t fight me on this,” she teased, though her tone wasn’t just playful anymore. There was heat behind her words, a sharpness in her gaze that pinned me to the spot. “Think about it. Just for tonight.”

My throat tightened. I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to pick. Giving it a name felt like stepping over a line I couldn’t uncross. A disguise was one thing. Temporary, laughable in the morning. But a name made it real. And real was dangerous.

She leaned in before I could answer, her lips brushing the shell of my ear, sending a shiver through me. “Maya,” she whispered.

The sound of it rippled through me, hotter than I wanted to admit. A name. A word that reshaped me the moment it left her mouth.

“That’s not—” I started, scrambling for a protest, but it died halfway out, weak, unconvincing.

She pulled back to study me, her grin slow and knowing. She could read me too well, could see exactly how much the name had landed even if I refused to admit it. “Maya,” she said again, firmer this time, tasting the word like she was testing its fit. “Yes. It suits you.”

My heart thudded so hard it hurt, a hammering beat that shook in my chest. “It’s Mason,” I muttered, but even to my own ears the name sounded hollow, flimsy, like it belonged to someone far away.

Her brow arched, her smile curling with wicked satisfaction. “Mason’s not here right now.”

I swallowed, my lips tingling with the ghost of the gloss she’d smeared on me. The silence pressed in, thick and suffocating, until the truth slipped out of me in a whisper I couldn’t hold back. “Maya, then.”

The words fell into the air, irreversible, sealing something between us. The moment they left my tongue, they belonged to her as much as they belonged to me.

Her smile widened, hungry and triumphant, the gleam in her eyes almost feral. “God, I love hearing you say that.”

Before I could change my mind, or even think about what I’d just agreed to, she crossed to her dresser and pulled out a pale gray cardigan. She carried it to me with a reverence that unnerved me, then slipped it gently over my shoulders. The knit was soft and delicate, lighter than anything I’d ever worn, clinging faintly to the line of my arms. She smoothed it down as if she were wrapping me into the role itself, the new skin I hadn’t asked for but now couldn’t escape.

“Perfect,” she whispered, her voice husky. Her fingers lingered at my wrist, brushing the inside of it before finally drifting away, leaving heat in their wake.

She reached again, this time lifting a thin chain with a tiny pendant. She unclasped it, stepped behind me, and draped it around my neck. Her fingers grazed the nape of my skin as she fastened it. The weight of it was nothing, but it felt heavy, symbolic, a brand pressed to the center of my chest. My breath hitched, rising and falling too fast, the necklace resting right over the frantic thud of my heartbeat.

“Almost done,” she murmured. She reached into a small box and plucked out a simple hair clip. Coming close again, she tucked the synthetic strands of the wig behind my ear with a gentleness that nearly undid me. Her fingers slid through the fake hair as if it were real, as if it were mine. She pinned the strands neatly in place, her touch lingering just long enough to make my chest tighten.

I glanced at my reflection in the corner mirror. For a moment, I didn’t recognize myself. The cardigan, the necklace, the wig pinned neatly—it all softened me, shifted me into someone I would never have imagined seeing. The same bones and body, but blurred, gentler, stranger. My chest squeezed tight. I still saw myself, but I also saw a version of me that wasn’t Mason anymore.

Lena came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. Her chin rested on my shoulder, the weight of her presence grounding me even as it unmoored me. Our eyes met in the mirror, mine wide and uncertain, hers glowing with delight.

“Maya,” she said again, softly this time, her lips brushing my ear.

Hearing it while she held me like that made my knees weak. The name hummed through me, vibrating down into my bones.

“It’s still me,” I whispered, clinging to the thought, like I needed to remind both of us of who I was beneath the layers.

Her hands pressed lightly against my stomach, possessive but reassuring. “Of course it is,” she breathed, her voice velvet-smooth. “But tonight, you get to be even more.”

Her lips touched my neck, soft and lingering, and my eyes fluttered shut. Each brush of her mouth pressed the name deeper inside me, engraving it there until it hummed with every heartbeat.

I didn’t correct her again.

Lena paced in front of me with that look she got whenever she was plotting. It was sharp, certain, the kind of look that made my stomach twist because I already knew she was about to suggest something I wouldn’t like. The cardigan she’d draped over me was still warm from her hands, clinging to my skin like it belonged there, while the necklace lay cool and delicate against my chest, pulsing in time with my frantic heartbeat. I already felt like I was in too deep, like I had passed some invisible point of no return.

Then she said it.

“Let’s test it,” she whispered.

I stiffened, blinking up at her. “Test what?”

Her smile bloomed sly and electric, predatory in its delight. “The disguise. Just down the hall to the vending machine. No one will notice a thing.”

I barked a soft, incredulous laugh, shaking my head. “You’ve lost your mind. I’m not walking out there dressed like this.”

Her grin only widened, wicked as if she had been waiting for me to resist. She closed the space between us slowly until she was standing between my knees where I sat perched on the edge of her bed. She set her hands on my shoulders, a feather-light weight that still pinned me in place without needing to press.

“You’d pass,” she murmured, her voice low and coaxing, her eyes locked on mine. “They’d glance, maybe smile, but they wouldn’t look twice. Not if you carry yourself the way I showed you.”

I shook my head quickly, my chest tight. “No way. That’s—no.”

She leaned closer, brushing her lips across my cheek, the soft drag of gloss making me shiver. Her breath warmed my ear. “Then how about just the door?” she whispered. “We crack it open. You stand there with me. That’s all.”

My pulse spiked at the thought. Even that felt insane, dangerous in a way that made the walls seem too close. But her eyes glowed with challenge, with hunger. She wanted to see me do it. Wanted to see if I’d give in.

“Lena…” My voice came out thin, barely a protest.

She kissed me then, soft and slow, her tongue coaxing mine until I forgot what I was even arguing against. When she finally pulled back, her lips hovered close, brushing my gloss-smeared mouth. “Just the door,” she breathed. “You trust me?”

Of course I did. That was the problem.

She laced her fingers with mine and tugged me up. My legs felt shaky inside the tights, my knees threatening to buckle. The hem of the skater dress brushed against my thighs with every step, a light, teasing reminder of what I was wearing. She led me to the door, her hand steady in mine, grounding me even as my chest threatened to explode.

The hallway beyond was muffled, quiet. Voices drifted from somewhere far away, laughter echoing faintly off the cinderblock walls. Lena looked back at me one last time, her smile soft, reassuring, but her eyes still glinted with mischief. “Head down,” she murmured. “Breathe.”

I nodded stiffly, unable to speak, my heart hammering in my throat.

She turned the knob, slow and careful, and eased the door open a few inches. A draft of cool air slipped in, brushing across my bare thighs. The shock of it made me freeze, lungs clenching tight.

Then footsteps echoed suddenly, and my chest seized. Shadows stretched under the fluorescent light. Two girls walked by, flip-flops slapping lazily against the linoleum, their laughter spilling careless and unguarded. They passed within feet of me. My pulse thundered so loud I was sure it would betray me, sure they would turn and catch me half-hidden in Lena’s doorway, dressed like this.

But they didn’t even glance. Didn’t pause, didn’t sniff the air like they could smell my fear. They kept walking, their voices fading down the corridor.

I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Relief crashed through me, followed by something sharper, darker. The rush hit all at once—adrenaline and terror twisted together until I was lightheaded. It felt like standing on the edge of a roof and not falling. Like temptation balanced perfectly with danger.

I staggered back a step, clutching Lena’s hand like a lifeline. She shut the door with a soft click, her eyes never leaving mine.

“See?” she whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction, vibrating with pride. “Believable.”

I nodded weakly, my chest rising and falling too fast. My skin buzzed, my knees wobbly, the aftershock of the fear mingling with something I didn’t want to name. “That was insane.”

“Insanely hot,” she corrected, her grin flashing bright before she pressed her body flush against mine. Her hands framed my face like I was something fragile and precious, and then she kissed me with a deep hunger that stole the rest of my breath. The cardigan slipped halfway down my arms, her fingers curling into the fabric like reins, tugging me closer as if she could steer me anywhere she wanted.

The kiss was softer than the danger we’d just escaped, but it carried the same wild energy. My pulse still hammered in my ears, the phantom rush of being inches from discovery still alive in my veins. It all bled into the press of her mouth, the warmth of her body, the cold touch of the necklace lying trapped between us.

When she finally drew back, her lips glistened, damp and parted. Her eyes burned dark, heavy with heat, yet steady with intent. She whispered the question against my cheek like a challenge, like she already knew how it would land.

“Are the fifteen minutes up?”

My throat worked uselessly as I tried to breathe, tried to think, but the tilt of her smile made it impossible. My body betrayed me, answering for me before my mouth could. I leaned in, claiming her lips again, surrendering to the fire she’d already lit in me.

Lena’s mouth was still warm and sweet on mine when she pulled back, her breathing ragged. Her eyes searched me with focus, lit with hunger but sharp with something more. Control. She brushed her thumb over my lip, smudging the gloss she’d given me into a blur, then smiled like she’d won.

“Tell me what you’ll allow,” she whispered, her voice low and edged with coaxing promise. “If I keep it gentle and slow… what will you let me do?”

The question landed heavier than I expected. My first instinct was to say no, to claw back some boundary, some line in the sand. But deep down, I already knew that whatever she asked, I would fold. The truth throbbed low in my stomach: I wanted to know what she had in mind. I wanted to see where she’d take me.

“What exactly are you planning?” My voice came out lower than I meant, thick with defiance but threaded with anticipation.

Her smile was slow, knowing, curling like smoke. She looked at me like she could see straight through the protest and into the craving I didn’t want to admit. “Everything you’ll let me,” she murmured.

Her hands slipped under the cardigan, gliding along my sides before she pushed it off my shoulders. It fell to the floor in a hushed slide, pooling useless at my feet. Then her palms pressed beneath the hem of the dress, flat and warm against my stomach. The touch made me stiffen, every muscle bracing, then melt the moment she stroked lower, her nails grazing just above the band of my boxers.

“Look at you,” she teased, her lips grazing my jaw as she spoke. Her breath feathered my skin, intoxicating. “So responsive already.”

I swallowed hard, trying to summon a retort, some shred of control, but nothing came out. She had me in her hands, literally and otherwise.

Her fingers hooked into the hem of the skater dress and, with a swift pull, she tugged it up over my head. I raised my arms before I realized I’d done it, complicit in my own undoing. She tossed the dress aside like it was nothing, leaving me standing in only my boxers, already awkwardly bunched beneath the tights, the wig askew, the smear of makeup clinging to my face.

Ridiculous. Exposed. Wrong.

But the way she looked at me stripped all that away. Her gaze didn’t falter, didn’t soften. She didn’t see something laughable. She saw something she wanted. Something she was hungry to unwrap further.

Her fingers slipped inside the waistband of my boxers, sliding over the fabric with a patience that made me tremble. Then she tugged the boxers and tights down together in one seamless pull. The nylon whispered against my skin as it slid lower, baring me inch by inch until I was naked before her.

My cock sprang free, hard already, jutting out shamelessly. I turned my head instinctively, the wig brushing against my cheek, a curtain I wished could hide me from the rawness of her stare.

But Lena didn’t look away. She drank me in, her lips parting, her eyes molten with heat.

And I knew I was hers to do with however she wanted.

“Lena…” My voice cracked, half protest, half plea, and even I wasn’t sure which I meant.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she crossed the room with purposeful calm, the sway of her skirt brushing her thighs, the light catching in her hair. My heart thudded as she bent at her dresser, pulling open the top drawer. I expected a condom, something familiar, something that fit the pattern of every other night we’d crossed the line together.

But when she turned back, her hands weren’t holding anything I recognized.

She held a pair of pale pink panties and a matching bra. Satin, delicate, shimmering faintly in the lamplight.

My cock twitched hard, betraying me before I could even form words. “What are you doing?” I asked, my voice low, thick, and shaky.

Her smirk bloomed, the corner of her mouth lifting in wicked delight. “Trying on a new look,” she said simply, her tone like velvet over steel.

My pulse roared in my ears. Everything in me screamed that this was the line, the point where I should draw a boundary, push back, laugh it off. But my body refused to move. My imagination was already running ahead of me, showing me what it would feel like, what I would look like.

She stepped closer, holding the panties low between us like an offering, like temptation in tangible form. “Just let me,” she coaxed. “It’ll be fun. No one will know but us.”

I hesitated, my chest heaving. My pride wanted to say no. My mouth wanted to argue. But the way she looked at me—hungry, confident, utterly in control—made every excuse disintegrate. Maybe this was just her foreplay. Maybe this was how she wanted sex to start tonight. Either way, I couldn’t bring myself to walk away.

I nodded, barely, the smallest dip of my head.

Her grin spread, triumphant and tender all at once. She crouched in front of me, her hair falling forward, brushing against my thighs. Instinctively, I placed my hands on her shoulders to steady myself, my fingers curling into her skin. She slid the panties up my legs, the satin gliding smooth and cool over my calves, then higher, higher.

The fabric whispered over my thighs, and then she was drawing them over my cock, snug against my hips.

The sensation knocked a groan out of me before I could stop it. The satin cupped me differently, held me in a way no boxers ever had. Tight, smooth, almost terrifyingly pleasurable. The snug cradle of the fabric sent sparks shooting through me, euphoric in its strangeness. I had never known something so simple could feel this good.

Lena’s eyes flicked up to mine, sparkling with heat and mischief. “You like that,” she murmured, not as a question but a fact.

I bit down hard on my lip, trying not to admit it aloud, but my cock strained shamelessly against the pink satin, the outline undeniable. I didn’t need to answer; my body already had.

She rose slowly, her gaze raking over me, the bra dangling from her fingers now. “Arms up,” she said softly, but it wasn’t really a request.

I obeyed, my breath uneven. She slipped the straps over my shoulders, the cool satin sliding against my skin. Her fingers worked behind me, nimble and sure, until the clasp snapped shut. The band hugged snug across my chest, foreign and constricting but also thrilling in a way I couldn’t explain.

Then she reached back into the drawer, pulling out a set of silicone inserts. She slid one into each cup, adjusting them until the bra filled, rounding my chest, reshaping me. I swallowed hard, the weight pulling faintly at my shoulders, the illusion shockingly real.

“Now,” she whispered, turning me gently toward the mirror.

I looked.

The wig framed my face, the gloss blurred on my lips, the necklace glinting at my throat. The cardigan was gone, but the bra sat snug against my chest, filled like it belonged. The panties hugged me tight, the satin stretched taut over my cock, hard and obscene beneath the delicate fabric.

My chest squeezed painfully tight. Because it wasn’t just ridiculous. It wasn’t just a disguise anymore. It was sexy.

I looked arousing. To her. To me.

My cock throbbed harder at the sight, straining against the soft pink, betraying every denial I wanted to cling to. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was—how much the mirror, the feel of the satin, the weight of the bra, all of it lit me up.

Lena came up behind me, her arms sliding around my waist, her chin resting on my shoulder. Our reflection doubled the effect: me, dressed up, her, wrapped around me like she owned me.

“Maya,” she murmured into my ear, her voice hot and tender. Her hands slid down my stomach, pressing flat before stroking lightly over the satin.

I groaned, my head falling back against her shoulder, the wig brushing my cheek. “Fuck…” The word came out broken, wrecked.

Her fingers pressed harder against me, teasing my cock through the panties, stroking in slow motions that made me twitch and gasp.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, her lips grazing my neck. Her teeth scraped lightly against my skin. “And all I did was dress you up.”

The mix of humiliation and arousal tangled inside me, twisting until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Normally I was the one in control, the one pressing her down into the mattress, driving her wild. But now my knees felt weak, my hips rocking helplessly against her teasing hand, every ounce of control stolen by satin and her smile.

She ground her palm against me through the panties with slow, steady pressure, making a moan slip out low in my throat before I could stop it. The wig tickled against my cheek whenever I moved, the bra straps bit faintly into my shoulders, and the panties hugged every twitch and throb of my cock like they were made to contain me. And somehow, impossibly, all of it together made me want more.

I had never felt so submissive. And never so alive.

Lena’s touch was merciless, firm enough to make me gasp, teasing enough to keep me hanging on the edge. Her palm rubbed the satin over me in languid circles, stoking me higher without ever giving me what I craved. She knew exactly how to hold me there, strung tight, desperate, trembling.

“Look,” she whispered, her voice rich and low as she turned my chin toward the mirror.

I looked.

The sight nearly undid me.

The wig framed my face, the strands spilling over my jaw and brushing my lips, lips still tinted pink and slightly swollen from her kisses. The bra rounded my chest beneath her hand, filled and lifted as if I’d always had something there to offer. My cock strained desperately against the panties, the satin stretched indecently tight as she stroked me through them with patient cruelty. And somehow the combination of femininity layered over me with the masculinity fighting to press through, looked obscene. And undeniably sexy.

My knees went weak. I gripped her wrist as if I could steady myself, but it only made me feel more at her mercy.

“See how beautiful you are?” she murmured, her lips grazing the shell of my ear, her cheek pressed warmly against mine so that our reflections filled the glass together.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight and dry. My eyes couldn’t look away. I watched her hand slide up, cupping one of the padded breasts, squeezing it lightly as if to prove the illusion was real. The sight of her playing with what she had made me into was more intoxicating than anything I’d ever felt.

Her other hand never left my cock. She stroked me with agonizing patience, her fingertips tracing along the satin, pressing just enough to make me gasp. The rhythm was too slow to finish me, too sure to let me go. She kept me on that knife’s edge, forcing me to watch.

The reflection seared into me. I had never imagined I could be turned on by this. By seeing myself feminized, dressed, teased into something I barely recognized. But my body betrayed me in every way. Heat surged through me, growing unbearable, until I thought I might climax right there from the sight alone, from the wicked spell she’d woven around us.

A raw moan tore out of me, my hips jerking helplessly against her hand. “Lena…”

“Shh,” she whispered, her lips brushing hot against my ear. “Not yet.”

And then a knock.

The sound jolted us both, sharp and sudden, rattling the air. It came from the room next door, but it might as well have been at ours.

We froze. Her hand went still against me, my cock twitching hard against her palm even in that pause. My breath caught high in my chest. My heart slammed against my ribs so loudly I was certain whoever knocked could hear it.

Another knock followed, firmer this time, and then a muffled voice called out. “Hey, Lena, you in there?”

My blood iced. Every muscle in me locked.

Lena moved instantly, clamping her hand over my mouth. Her eyes met mine in the mirror, wide but steady, commanding. She pressed a finger from her free hand to her lips, the universal order for silence.

I didn’t dare breathe.

We stood like that, our bodies taut, locked in the frozen air between danger and discovery. Her palm muffled the frantic sound of my gasps, the wig brushing my cheeks as I stared at her in the mirror, my cock throbbing violently against the satin prison she’d put me in.

Finally, after a stretch of agonizing seconds, the voice faded. Footsteps shuffled down the hall, retreating, until the silence was complete again.

Lena lowered her hand from my mouth slowly, her chest rising and falling hard as she caught her breath. For a moment, neither of us spoke, the silence buzzing with what almost happened.

Then she smiled. That wicked, electric grin. “Almost caught. Again.”

The danger, the fear. Logic said it should have cooled me, snapped me out of it, pulled me back into myself.

But instead it made me burn hotter.

The brush with discovery left me dizzy, desperate. My cock pulsed harder than it ever had, the satin damp and clinging, my whole body strung so tight I could barely stand. I was shaking, but not from fear. From need.

Lena must have felt the way I trembled, because she leaned in close, her tongue flicking against the shell of my ear. The shiver that jolted through me wasn’t fear anymore. It was raw, helpless want.

“Get on the bed,” she whispered. Her voice had shifted. It was darker now, commanding in a way that made my cock twitch against the satin. “On your stomach. There’s something I want to try.”

I turned to her, still buzzing from the near miss in the hallway, adrenaline sparking through every nerve. For a heartbeat, I thought about saying no. I could have stopped it. I should have. But my cock throbbed inside the panties, aching, already leaking, and the hungry, wicked, look in her eyes made refusal impossible.

Wordless, I obeyed. I moved to the bed, the wig swaying against my cheek as I climbed onto the comforter. I stretched out on my stomach, face pressed into her pillow, the faint smell of her shampoo filling my nose. The panties hugged me tight, keeping me trapped and aching, the bra straps biting faintly into my shoulders every time I shifted.

Behind me, the mattress dipped as she joined me. Her hands slid down my thighs, smoothing over the taut nylon of the tights, slow and claiming. She cupped the curve of my ass with both hands, squeezing, spreading me lightly. My breath caught.

Then her weight pressed against my back, her lips grazing my neck as she whispered, “You look so good like this.” Her hips rocked against me, a soft grind that made my cock throb harder.

I arched into her touch without thinking, my body surrendering even as my mind reeled. Out of the corner of my eye, the mirror still caught us—the wigged version of me sprawled out on my stomach, her body draped over mine like she owned me. Seeing myself like that, submissive, waiting, wanting. It nearly broke me.

Her hand slid under me, cupping me through the panties again, squeezing just enough to make me moan into the sheets. The sound came out muffled but raw, needy in a way I couldn’t disguise. And I knew it then: I was hers completely.

Her weight pressed me deeper into the mattress, her breath warm at my ear. I was still trembling, the close call in the hallway alive in my veins, when her voice slid over me. Low, steady, commanding.

“Say something for me, Maya.”

The name struck like a spark. My throat closed tight, shame and desire colliding hard. “Like what?” I croaked.

Her hand stroked down my side, calm, patient, coaxing. “Two simple lines. ‘Yes, Lena.’ And ‘Please.’ That’s all.”

I bristled, the words sticking in my chest. Too much. Too raw. Too exposed. She kissed the back of my neck, slow and warm, then waited—like she knew silence would undo me faster than force.

“Yes, Lena,” I managed, my voice rough and awkward.

She smiled against my skin, lips brushing light over my nape. “Again. Softer.”

I shut my eyes, heat crawling up my face. My chest clenched as I tried again, this time quietly. “Yes, Lena.”

The soft sigh of approval she made sent a shiver down my spine.

“Good girl,” she whispered, and the words cracked something inside me wide open. My cock twitched violently against the satin, humiliated and aroused all at once.

Before I could catch my breath, she guided me further. “Now say please.”

The word caught in my throat. I shook my head into the pillow, muttering, “This is ridiculous.”

Her hand slid lower, cupping me through the panties again until my hips jerked helplessly. “Then make it real,” she coaxed, her voice smooth as velvet, merciless. “Say it like you mean it.”

The pressure, the friction, the way her voice wrapped around me—it all tore me open. My lips parted, the shame and need tangled together until I couldn’t tell them apart. The word came out tender and quiet, like it belonged to someone else. “Please.”

Her reward was instant. She kissed me hard, rolling me half onto my side, her tongue sliding against mine until I moaned into her mouth. Her fingers never left me, though. They slipped beneath the waistband of the panties, sliding lower, lower, until her touch brushed over my asshole.

I gasped, jerking, but her mouth swallowed the sound whole. Her finger circled me lazily, teasing, stroking just enough to make me tremble beneath her.

“Lena—” My protest broke into a moan as she pressed—not forcing, not yet, just circling, coaxing, claiming. My body betrayed me, hips rocking back against her hand, even as shame burned through me.

She kissed me softer then, her mouth gentler, almost tender, as she murmured against my lips, “Relax. Let me in.”

Her finger slipped inside, slow and careful, stretching me in a way that made my whole body jolt. My eyes fluttered shut, my forehead pressed to the pillow as a groan spilled out, muffled and broken. My hips betrayed me, arching up into her touch without my permission.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice low and coaxing, like she was guiding me into something inevitable. “So good for me.”

The words curled through me, electric. Our relationship had never been like this. I’d always been the one pressing her down into the sheets, the one in control, setting the pace. Now she was commanding, sure of herself, while I trembled beneath her. It was foreign. It was humiliating. And it was delicious torture I couldn’t bring myself to stop.

Then another finger joined the first. She pushed deeper, stretching me further, and I sputtered on a moan, my lips dragging across the pillow. Every nerve lit up. The pressure, the burn, the way my body clenched around her. It was raw, overwhelming, hotter than I wanted to admit. My cock throbbed so hard against the panties it almost hurt.

I knew exactly where this was heading. The knowledge alone made me harder, straining, desperate for more.

And then she pulled her hand away.

The sudden emptiness made me groan in frustration, my body twitching against the sheets, craving her touch. My ass clenched around nothing, the loss sharp and unbearable.

I lifted my head, breathless. “What are you—”

She was already moving, crossing to her dresser, the quick click of the drawer pulling open making my pulse spike. The sound of something clinking together rattled my nerves, anticipation cutting sharp through me.

When she turned back, she held a small bottle of lube in one hand and a strap-on in the other, the harness dangling from her fingers like a promise. Or a threat.

My mouth went dry.

She smirked, her eyes wicked, knowing. “Flip over,” she said softly, the command silk-wrapped steel. “I want to see your face when I take you.”

My heart pounded so hard it echoed in my ears. Fear, arousal, and surrender tangled in my chest until I couldn’t tell them apart. But my body had already made the decision for me. My muscles moved on their own, obeying her. Slowly, I turned onto my back, the wig falling into my face, my chest rising and falling too fast under the snug band of the bra.

I looked up at her, towering over me with the strap-on dangling from her fingers, and the last thread of resistance snapped. I realized, to my own demise, that I wanted this.

Lena stood at the foot of the bed, her gaze fixed on me like I was prey cornered and trembling. My body thrummed with nerves, every inch of me too aware of itself. My panties damp and tight, bra cups filled and false, gloss smudged, cheeks flushed. She could have strapped it on then, claimed me without hesitation. But she didn’t.

Instead, she set it aside.

Her eyes glittered as she whispered, “Watch me.”

And then she began to undress.

I’d seen Lena naked plenty of times before, but never like this. Never slow, never with the intent to torment me with every inch revealed.

She unhooked her skirt first, sliding it down her hips with an elegant sway that made my cock twitch painfully against the satin. She let the fabric pool at her ankles, leaving her in a thin black bra and panties, the contrast of the dark fabric against her flushed skin making my mouth water.

She took her time with the bra, slipping one strap off her shoulder, then the other, each inch of exposed skin a tease. She unclasped it behind her back with a flick of her fingers, and the cups fell away. Her breasts spilled free, full and perfect, her nipples already hard and peaked.

A guttural sound tore out of me before I could stop it. My first instinct was to lunge forward, to bury my face between them, to take back the control she’d stolen. But I stayed frozen, watching, trapped by the spell of her stripping for me.

Her panties were last. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, easing them down slowly, making a show of dragging the fabric inch by inch over her hips, down her thighs, until they fell to the floor. She stepped out of them gracefully, standing before me fully naked, radiant, confident, hers.

My chest ached with how badly I wanted her.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

Her smile turned wicked, sweet and sharp at once. She reached for the harness.

Sliding her legs into the straps, she pulled it up over her thighs, tugging the waistband snug around her hips with the same ease as lingerie. The dildo jutted forward proudly, heavy and obscene, an extension of her intent. She buckled it into place, her movements efficient, sure, while I lay there shaking.

Then she pressed a button at the base.

The low hum of vibration filled the room, deep and steady, the sound alone enough to make my cock twitch against the panties.

Her mouth parted on a moan the moment she flicked the hidden switch, the little bullet at the base of the harness coming to life against her clit. The sound was low, raw, and it made my cock twitch instantly. She closed her eyes for a second, savoring the sensation, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed through the first wave of pleasure. When she looked back at me, her gaze was half-lidded, heavy and dark with heat.

I swallowed, my throat dry, my pulse a hammer in my ears.

She crawled onto the bed slowly, her movements a little shaky now, every shift of her hips pressing the vibrator harder into her clit. The sight of her already getting off from it, before she’d even touched me with it, made my chest seize. She crawled up until she was kneeling between my legs. Then, with a smooth motion, she hooked her hands under my knees and lifted them easily, folding me back. My ass lifted off the sheets, open and exposed. The panties stretched tight, the fabric tugging as my cock strained desperately against them.

“Lena,” I breathed, trembling, the word breaking into a moan.

She leaned down and kissed me hard, her tongue invading, demanding, making me forget the panic for one burning second. When she pulled back, her lips hovered above mine as she whispered, husky and certain, “You’re mine now.”

My stomach flipped, my cock twitching against the damp satin.

Her hand slid to the side of my panties, tugging the fabric aside to bare me completely. The rush of cool air across my balls made me jolt, and then came the first brush of the humming toy against them. The vibration ripped a sharp moan out of me, so sudden and hot it felt like the sound had been dragged from the center of my chest.

“Sensitive,” she teased, smirking as she reached for the lube on the nightstand.

She squirted it into her hand, the slick sound loud in the quiet room. She rubbed it slowly over the shaft, coating the silicone until it gleamed wet under the lamplight. The sight alone made me groan, imagining it inside me.

Her slick fingers found me next, circling the tight ring of muscle at my ass. The lube was cool, shocking, before she pressed gently inward. My body clenched instinctively, resisting, then eased as the pressure gave. A finger slid inside, stretching me slow and steady, pulling a muffled groan from me into the pillow.

“Good,” she whispered, kissing the inside of my knee. Her tenderness only made the act filthier. “So good for me.”

A second finger joined the first, scissoring me open with patient strokes. The stretch burned, then bloomed into something hotter, deeper. My hips rolled helplessly against her hand, grinding for more even as shame flooded me.

“Relax for me,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding as she pulled her fingers free and brought the toy into position.

I sucked in a sharp breath, clutching the sheets until my knuckles ached. She pressed the tip forward, steady and insistent. The stretch was sharp at first, a deep ache that made me gasp, but then it gave. Her hips rolled forward, the toy sinking deeper inside me inch by inch until the fullness made my back arch off the bed.

A guttural groan tore out of me, raw and loud, as pleasure washed over the sting.

Lena bent low over me, her breasts brushing against my chest, her hair falling around my face. She kissed me messily, her mouth claiming mine as if she owned it too. I clutched at her breasts, kneading, pinching her nipples until she gasped into the kiss.

Her hips began to move. Slow, steady thrusts that rocked me into the mattress. Each push made me moan louder, the toy nudging something deep inside me that lit up my nerves like fire.

She reached up and cupped one of the fake breasts she’d given me earlier, squeezing it in her hand. The sight in the mirror at the side of the bed nearly undid me—me, wig slipping, bra filled, panties stretched across my cock, and Lena riding me with a strap like I was nothing but her plaything.

The humiliation and the pleasure tangled into one unbearable wave.

“Lena,” I gasped, my hands clawing at her sides for something to hold onto.

“Shh. Take it,” she murmured, her voice ragged with arousal. Her hips snapped harder, the harness grinding into her clit with every thrust, making her moan against my mouth.

Then her hand slipped down, wrapping around my cock through the soaked satin. She stroked me firmly, the lube and the fabric turning it slick, her hand pumping me in rhythm with her hips.

I cried out, the sound wrecked, my hips jerking helplessly between her thrusts and her strokes. Every nerve in my body screamed.

Our moans tangled together, loud and reckless, filling the room. The thin dorm walls might as well have been paper. I knew someone would hear us. I knew the whole floor could guess what was happening. And the thought only shoved me closer to the edge.

She guided my hands up, pressing them over my own chest, forcing me to squeeze the bra, to stroke the fake breasts she’d put on me. “Touch yourself,” she commanded.

I obeyed instantly, groaning at the shame and the heat of it. My own hands pawed at the falseness, the illusion she’d made real, and somehow it only turned me on more.

She kissed me hard again, biting my lip, her tongue tangling with mine. Her thrusts grew sharper, her strokes on my cock more frantic. The toy buzzed faintly between us, every grind of her hips sending jolts through her body too.

“I’m gonna—” I tried to warn, but my words broke into a moan.

“Me too,” she gasped, her eyes blazing, her sweat-slick skin glowing under the lamplight.

The climax ripped through me suddenly, hot and overwhelming. I bucked against her hand, spilling into the panties, the wet heat soaking through the satin, clinging to me. My cry echoed loud, feral.

She came with me, her moans sharp and desperate, her hips grinding hard against me as the toy pressed against her clit. The vibrator’s hum mixed with the wet slap of our bodies, the rhythm frantic and perfect as she rode it out.

We were loud. Too loud. The walls shook with it, our cries echoing. I knew we’d woken half the dorm. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

When it was over, she collapsed against me, our bodies slick with sweat, the toy still humming faintly between us. My arms wrapped around her on instinct, holding her close, trembling in the raw aftermath.

I had never felt so undone. Never so owned. And never, in all our time together, so close to her.

When Lena finally pulled out, my whole body shuddered with the loss. The emptiness was sharp, almost cruel, and my ass throbbed from the stretch, each pulse of muscle a reminder of where she had been. The ache wasn’t just physical. It was deeper, like my body already missed the fullness, already wanted her back inside me.

She unbuckled the harness slowly, her fingers trembling just enough to betray how hard she’d come. The toy slid down her thighs, the straps glistening faintly with sweat before she set it aside on the floor. Her chest still rose and fell too quickly, the sweat between her breasts catching the light, her skin flushed from effort and pleasure. She looked wrecked, radiant, and so heartbreakingly beautiful it made my throat ache.

Without a word, she padded to her dresser and pulled out a towel. I lay sprawled on the bed, too limp to move, watching her through heavy-lidded eyes. There was nothing hurried in the way she moved, only care. She came back and sat beside me, the mattress dipping with her weight, then pressed the towel gently to my stomach and thighs.

Her touch was tender. She wiped me clean with a reverence that almost undid me more than the sex had. Each soft dab made me shiver with sensitivity, my cock still twitching weakly against the ruined satin.

“Easy,” she whispered, dabbing at the sticky mess that clung to the panties. Her smirk bloomed at the sight of them, pale pink and utterly destroyed. “Ruined these already.” Her tone was teasing, but the way her eyes lingered told me she loved it. She shook her head, chuckling low, then finished wiping me up with quiet patience.

When she was satisfied, she tossed the towel to the floor and curled into my arms as if she belonged there. Her skin was warm and damp, her hair sticking in dark strands against her forehead. She didn’t care. She pressed close, fitting herself against me perfectly, her breath feathering soft over my chest.

I kissed her temple, let out a shaky laugh, still trying to catch my breath. My body felt loose and heavy, boneless from everything she’d taken from me.

For a while she stayed quiet, and then, softly, she admitted, “That’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

I tilted my head, lazy grin spreading across my lips. “Is that why you’ve been hiding a strap-on in your drawer? I half wondered if you liked girls when I saw it.”

Her chuckle was low and throaty, the kind that curled straight into my gut. “I think it’s obvious now that I like girls. But I really like guys dressed up as girls.” She paused, and then, with a wicked glint, added, “Little femboys.”

Heat flared in my cheeks so hot it made me dizzy. Femboy. The word sat heavy in the air between us, playful on her tongue, but when it hit me, it stuck somewhere deeper. I’d never thought of myself that way. But lying there, wig half-crooked, bra straps biting into my shoulders, panties still clinging damply to my cock, it was impossible to deny that’s exactly what I looked like.

I didn’t answer right away. My arms tightened around her instead, my thoughts tumbling. Could I be that for her? Could I give her this more often? Not just hidden here, but maybe, someday, in public. Even in small ways. The thought terrified me, but beneath the fear was a thrill I couldn’t ignore.

Finally, I cleared my throat. My voice was low, ragged, honest. “I never expected to enjoy any of it. But I liked the softness. The way you guided me. I liked…” I hesitated, then let the truth slip free. “I liked letting go.”

Her smile pressed against my chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns along my ribs. “And I liked the power,” she murmured. “But it wasn’t just that. It was how sweet you looked. How open. Like I had the real you in my hands. Raw and vulnerable and open.”

A lump formed in my throat, and I kissed her hair, holding her tighter. “You did.”

We lay there in silence after that, our breathing slowing, bodies cooling but still twined. The dorm had quieted, no more footsteps, no more knocks, just the creak of the building settling into night. For a moment, it felt like we were the only two people alive.

She tilted her head up, her eyes soft and tender, all the mischief replaced with something warmer. “This stays private,” she said. “For now.”

I nodded. “Yeah. For now.”

But even as I said it, I knew better. The memory of tonight would follow me everywhere. It was already carved into me.

By the time dawn crept through the curtains, gray light softening the edges of the room, I finally pulled myself from the bed. My body ached in the best possible way. My ass was sore, my cock hypersensitive, my lips still swollen from her endless kisses. I dressed slowly, savoring the drag of each movement, every shift reminding me of the hours we’d just spent tangled together.

As I bent to lace my shoes, Lena’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She picked it up, squinting at the screen, then laughed softly. “It’s Riley,” she said, amusement curling her mouth. “He’s warning everyone about stricter rounds next week.”

I shook my head, grinning despite myself. “Guess we got lucky tonight.”

She smirked, eyes glinting, her voice low and sure. “More than lucky.”

I leaned down, kissing her one last time—slow, lingering, reluctant to break away. Then I slipped out her door. The hall was empty, but my chest still pounded like I was seconds from being caught.

By the time I stepped outside, the early morning air cooled my hot skin, the sky pale with dawn. I shoved my hands into my pockets, grinning like an idiot, the memory of my reflection in her mirror burned into me.

And I knew I would never forget it.
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