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VULNERABLE

Four Men Share a House. One Dreams of Becoming a Woman.

(Millie Book 1)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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It was late at night as Bradley McCormick placed his makeup mirror on his desk for the first time since moving to his new house. All his supplies were tucked away at the back of his closet. The mirror, the bag of makeup, and his secret stash of women’s clothing.

There’d always been something feminine within Bradley, but he didn’t know how to accept it. Not fully. He only dipped his toes in the water of womanhood, sporadically at that.

It was Bradley’s wish, his greatest desire, to become his womanly half. He didn’t want to spend his entire life hiding the truest parts of himself in the back of a closet. He wanted to blossom. Spread his wings. Adopt his girly name once and for all.

Millie.

Millie had all of Bradley’s power. She grew stronger within him shortly after his eighteenth birthday when he started living on campus. It was early in his freshman year when Millie emerged for the first time in the privacy of his dorm room. She’d always been lurking in the background, but Bradley never had the courage to set her free.

Not until he was living on his own, but Millie could only come to life when the coast was clear. When there was nobody around to discover who Millie really was. Bradley wasn’t confident he could fool people into believing he was really a girl.

Not yet, but he was getting close.

Bradley flinched when his closet door screeched as he slid it open. He needed more of his feminine supplies if he was going to completely doll himself up. He’d already shaved and been looking forward to feminizing himself all day.

Bradley looked over his shoulder as he waited for one of his new roommates to appear at the door, but Bradley didn’t hear a sound after a few moments. He let out a breath as he opened his door more fully, quickly grabbing his makeup bag and a second skirt option.

He wanted to get out his favorite red wig, but it was buried beneath several more boxes, and he feared making any other noise after the deafening screech of the closet door. His heart was still racing minutes later, but he had to see Millie.

He had to release her shackles, if only for a second.

Bradley placed his things on his desk and sat in front of the makeup mirror. He had a table lamp turned on at its lowest setting. He heard the occasional car pass on the street outside his window, but the night was otherwise silent.

Bradley turned on the mirror and increased the lamp by two notches. His heart was still racing. There was no lock on his door. Something he wished to change as soon as he had the house to himself, but he didn’t want to arouse suspicion from his roommates who always seemed to be around.

They respected the no-opening-a-closed-door-without-knocking rule, but there was always the small chance it could happen. What if there was an emergency and those rules got thrown out the window?

Millie would have to come out to the world before Bradley was ready.

The thought sent a chill down Bradley’s spine, but he couldn’t let those fears stop him from dressing up that night. It was the first day they didn’t have friends over to party. Classes were getting more difficult, and the other guys finally wanted to take their studies seriously.

Bradley didn’t mind the visitors, but Millie was growing restless within him. She’d stayed away most of the summer when Bradley was living with his family, and she hadn’t had the chance to come out since returning to campus.

Bradley thought this was the year he could finally take Millie public. He’d been practicing his routine for two years behind closed doors, strutting and shaking his hips in front of a mirror. He would put on his favorite red wig, which was more auburn than flamethrower and stopped around his shoulders. There was also the blonde wig. The brown one with waves that fell far past his shoulders.

They all made Millie look a little different. They each changed her personality to a degree. She loved them and couldn’t wait until she could have a closet filled with them. Bradley couldn’t wait until he could shed his old self and become Millie through and through.

College couldn’t end quickly enough.

Until Bradley graduated, he couldn’t afford to pay his tuition. He couldn’t afford his rent for the house. He worked on side projects that gave him enough to buy clothes and makeup and the occasional gift for his parents to show how much he appreciated all they spent to maintain his lifestyle. He was also saving for a boob job, which he would get the summer after graduation.

Bradley pondered what his parents might think if they knew he was applying a primer to his skin before picking up a bottle of liquid foundation. The woman who’d helped him pick it out was so lovely. They tested six different shades on his skin before finding the perfect bottle.

He wished his mother were more like that woman as he applied dots of foundation around his face. Bradley knew his mother wouldn’t approve. She was so old-fashioned. Men had to wear this. Women that.

Blah, blah.

Bradley could hear her yapping in his head as he used concealer in a few trouble areas, already feeling more like Millie as he stared at his reflection in the makeup mirror. He ignored it and picked up his brush, using a touch of powder foundation to brighten his face.

Time was passing quickly, but Bradley didn’t care. He could run on fumes and spent a lot more time than his roommates studying. He wasn’t the biggest partier. Bradley didn’t mind hanging out with people and having a drink, but he wasn’t trying to get trashed.

Alcohol was terrible for the skin.

Bradley wanted to stay youthful for as long as he could, which was why he went to the gym to run on the elliptical every morning. He had a big booty and a small waist. The only thing he was missing were some melons on his chest.

Bradley squeezed his arms together. It did little to give him what he wanted, but he had a padded bra that he would put on as soon as he finished with his makeup. If he were going to chat online, he would add some bronzer and spend a lot more time on contouring, but Bradley was already tired.

He hoped he could chat with some hot guy as Millie soon, but tonight wasn’t the night. He didn’t even have one of his wigs to wear and couldn’t stomach grabbing them from the back of his closet.

Bradley finished his look with some eyeliner. He couldn’t go without it. He needed at least a little bit.

Bradley shook his natural brown hair as he stared at himself in the mirror, his face completely transformed. He blushed as a beaming smile crossed his face. He couldn’t hide his love of the transformation if he tried. It was everything he’d been craving.

Bradley nearly threw his chair to the floor as he pulled it out, completely forgetting the hour of day. It was only a brief second, but he made enough noise to send his heart racing. Bradley stood still as he stared at his door, waiting for the sounds of footsteps before someone twisted the knob.

Nothing happened.

There was a pair of white panties on the bed. Bradley stripped before pulling them up his smooth legs. He bit his lip as the panties hugged the favorite part of his body. Bradley felt like a woman on the inside, but he loved his phallus.

It was long and thick, and he loved touching it, but not tonight. Tonight was about letting Millie breathe, and then he had to wash away her presence before one of his roommates saw.

Bradley grabbed a pink miniskirt next. It was a light pink and rather short, but that was exactly what Bradley loved about it. He would usually pair the skirt with four-inch clear heels, but those were tucked away in the back of his closet.

It was tragic.

Bradley never expected that feminizing himself at the house would be harder than in his dorm, but it seemed almost impossible to change with any privacy. His roommates were always wanting to hang out. Cook meals. Do something.

When Bradley lived in a dorm, he could keep his door closed, and nobody would bother him. He shared a living room and kitchen with his roommates, but it was like he had his own little world behind that closed bedroom door.

There was always someone else to find in the dorm halls. His former roommates never knocked on his door. Bradley could hang out with people when he chose, but his current roommates were always around and ready to have fun.

It was their junior year. They were all finally old enough to legally buy alcohol. They had a house without rules. No hall monitor telling them to turn down the music. They had a yard. A kitchen. A basement. The possibilities were endless.

Their new, incredible life was just a short walk from campus.

Bradley had been excited when he signed the lease with his friends, but he never imagined that it would be so difficult to become Millie. He never thought he would have to go nearly a month in his own house without putting on makeup and a skirt.

The breeze on Bradley’s smooth, uncovered legs felt incredible. The wind from the open window blew right up his skirt and tickled his thighs.

He laughed lightly in his girly voice, putting a hand over his mouth, even though nobody was there to hear him. He took a breath and stood from his bed, where he’d taken a seat. He pulled off the t-shirt he was wearing to put on the padded bra he’d grabbed from his closet.

They were a B-cup and made him feel fabulous when he pulled the t-shirt back over his body. He walked over to the mirror he had on the back of his door and stared at himself. Bradley had completely disappeared.

Millie was there.

She smiled at herself, flashing her pearly white teeth.

Millie ran a hand down her body, wondering when she would be fully free. Wondering when she would be able to escape all of the shackles of Bradley’s life.

His roommates.

His mother’s reputation.

The life she had planned for him to live.

Millie sighed, knowing her day would come, but she could only hope it was sooner rather than later because she was going crazy. Millie wanted a boob job. She wanted to wear makeup every day. She wanted to strut down fifth avenue and be a powerful woman in business just like her mother.

Barbara McCormick was the CEO of one of the largest beverage companies in the country. She climbed her way up the corporate ladder through her unwavering work ethic and charming personality. Millie had always admired her mother.

Millie stared at herself, seeing the similarities between them. Would people call them sisters if they were at a bar together? There was nothing Millie would love more, but she had a feeling that day would never come.

Millie feared her mother would never accept her once she learned the truth. She would never understand. Millie knew the day would come when she might even have to change her last name and pretend her mother didn’t exist, but that wouldn’t stop her from finding success.

Nothing would stop Millie from living her best life.

“Nothing,” Millie said in a whisper to her reflection as she stared at herself.
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“Morning, bro. You got time for a game of basketball? David and Sebastian already agreed. Two on two,” Michael said to Bradley. “You can be on my team. Come on, bro!”

Sebastian and David were eating breakfast at the dining-room table. Michael was standing in the kitchen, and Bradley hadn’t even had his coffee. He needed caffeine before he could even consider playing basketball.

“Let me think about it,” Bradley said as he grabbed the pot of coffee. “My head hurts.”

“Staying up late? Got a girl you’re not telling us about?” Michael asked as he wrapped an arm around Bradley.

David and Sebastian lifted their eyes to watch Bradley, waiting for his answer.

Bradley scoffed and walked past Michael with his cup of coffee, clipping his shoulder. “No, man. I have a headache from all the partying we’ve been doing.”

David laughed. “What partying have you been doing? You have one drink and call it a night.”

Sebastian spooned his yogurt and took a bite. He sipped his pulpy orange juice, which was just how he liked it. He watched as Bradley’s face reddened with anger. David wasn’t the nicest to him, but it wasn’t Sebastian’s job to protect Bradley.

They’d all agreed to live with each other. He’d signed the least like the rest of them.

“It’s all the music you guys play. It’s nonstop,” Bradley said as he stood against the wall between the dining room and the living room.

“We haven’t had a party in like five days. You’re overreacting,” Michael said as he took a seat next to Sebastian at the table. “Aren’t you going to sit with us?”

“Do we have to do this ritual every day? Eating together? Talking? Can’t we just have some alone time?” Bradley asked in a voice that was a bit pathetic sounding for his liking. He hated how his voice could come out like a whine, but he loved how light he could make it as a girl.

The guys online loved him.

Millie.

They worshipped her. She had more than a few wrapped around her finger. If she told them to run to the jewelry store, they would ask her for a list. Millie had powers that Bradley never could, but he was biding his time.

He was a phoenix waiting to rise from the ashes. Once he got his diploma, he would spread his wings and fly. He wouldn’t need his mother, and he wouldn’t have to worry about her thoughts and opinions.

His roommates would be history.

“Woah, my bad. Didn’t mean to ruffle your feathers, bro.” David spoke in a sarcastic voice, getting a few snickers from Michael. “Bet you like drinking that coffee I made while you were sleeping.”

Bradley glanced down at his mug of coffee and grunted. “Whatever.”

“Sit down and stop getting worked up about nothing. You act like any of us have real jobs. You act like we don’t have all the time in the world,” David said with his arms spread wide. “Our parents are rich. We don’t have to worry about dumb shit, bro.”

Bradley’s grip on his mug tightened as he took a seat at the table next to David. His aftershave was overpowering and somewhat sexy. Bradley wondered how David would look at Millie.

Would he like her?

Would he want to touch her?

Kiss her?

Millie longed to have her first kiss with a boy, but she wasn’t in a hurry. She wanted it to be special. She would need to leave the house if she ever wanted her dreams to come true.

“Bro, you okay?” David asked when Bradley hadn’t said anything in a minute.

“Yeah, I’m good. We can play basketball. Let me eat first, though.”

“Shit, for real?” Michael asked in an upbeat voice. “I need to play to shake off this anxiety I got for my tests. What the fuck am I going to do?” Michael’s voice dropped and he rubbed a hand over his short hair.

“You could study,” Bradley said in a sassy voice.

“If you guys are going to keep fighting with each other like bitches, I’m going to get my own place.” Sebastian spoke without lifting his eyes from the bowl of yogurt in his hand.

“Oh, shut up,” said David. “You’re always so dark and dramatic. Save it for the ladies because you’re not going anywhere.”

Sebastian lifted his face, sending daggers with his green eyes. They were bright with an underlying deepness that was impossible not to notice.

“Oh, yeah? That’s what you think?” Sebastian asked in a firm voice. “I can go wherever I want and none of you could stop me.”

“Simmer down, ladies.” Michael lifted his hand over the middle of the table. “Save that energy for the court. How about you play with Bradley, David? I’ll take Sebastian.”

“No way,” David said quickly. He glanced at Bradley with apologetic eyes, but he wasn’t offended.

Bradley wasn’t the most athletic. He wasn’t the tallest or the fastest. He could throw a ball around and play a game, but his heart was never in it. Not like it was when he was brushing his face with bronzer or blush.

“We could play tennis,” said Sebastian. “Bradley’s good at that. Bet you are too knowing how much you love to fit in at the country club.”

“Tennis? No! I’m terrible at tennis,” Michael said in a distressed voice, but nobody paid him any attention. Bradley wanted to remove himself from the situation but felt glued to his chair as Sebastian and David glared like they wanted to murder one another.

“Oh, whatever. Save your bullshit. You take trips on private jets. You always wear expensive clothes. Your car is nicer than all of ours.”

“What’s your point? At least I don’t suck up to yuppies at the country club by showing them how well I can play sports or about how manly I am,” Sebastian said in a teasing voice.

David’s face reddened. He folded his small, thin lips. He wanted to reach across the table and wring Sebastian’s neck, but it wouldn’t be worth his time. Sebastian’s family had the best lawyers in the country on speed dial.

“Fine, we can play tennis,” David said. “We’ll smoke you guys. Won’t we, Bradley?”

Michael was nodding, but Sebastian ignored it. Bradley said nothing and stared at his lap, wishing they would turn down the testosterone pissing contest three notches.

“Doubtful,” Sebastian said. “Let’s go.”
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The tennis match was a complete shitshow. Sebastian and David spent most of it screaming at each other, but Bradley ended up throwing the match after David yelled at him and said horrible, horrible things. The spit flying in Bradley’s face sent him over the edge.

He missed countless balls on purpose until Sebastian and Michael were deemed victorious. Bradley got a rideshare home because he couldn’t stand being around David another second, but the tennis match had given Bradley a brilliant idea.

A package sat in front of Bradley on the bed. He grabbed his keys and dug them into the tape, sliding down to break the seal. He opened the box and pulled out the outfit he’d ordered online.

It was a short pleated white skirt with a white polo shirt and white sneakers. It cost his entire monthly shopping budget, but Millie was screaming in his head that they needed the outfit the entire time he was playing tennis.

Bradley stood from the bed and stripped down to the white panties he was wearing beneath his clothes. He’d put them on after a shower in anticipation of this moment. His heart raced as he pulled the skirt up his legs.

It barely went past his package, which got him all hot and bothered. Bradley loved it when a skirt was so short that it’d show his ass if he bent over, which was exactly what he went to do. He hadn’t even put on his bra or the polo shirt as he stood in front of the mirror on the back of his closet door.

He turned around and bent over, admiring how the skirt rode up past his butt. His white thong barely held his thickened member in place. He pushed on his manhood, forcing his bulbous tip out of the tiny bit of fabric.

Bradley bit his lip and moaned as he forced himself away from the mirror. There was so much he still had to do, and he couldn’t get distracted touching himself, even though the short skirt already had him feeling wild.

He grabbed his bra with b-cup breast forms and put it on before pulling the white polo over his head. He already felt like Millie, but she was feeling like a little makeup and a wig. She wanted to be blonde for the night.

Bradley went to his closet, doing his best to stay quiet as he slid open the door. He’d moved his wigs and reorganized everything in his closet to keep stuff hidden while maintaining its accessibility without causing a ton of noise to get to it.

He moved the jeans and other stuff he’d placed on top of the boxes holding his womanly treasures to remove his makeup bag and blonde wig. He also grabbed his mirror and went over to his desk.

There was little commotion in the house. All the other guys were in their rooms and focused on their midterm exams. Bradley had been studying a little every day, so he didn’t need to spend all night cramming.

He felt light in the chest as he grabbed his foundation. He was going for a simple look. Foundation. Little contouring. A touch of blush. Pink lips. He got to work and had his face all dolled up within ten minutes.

Millie had appeared, and she was ready to come out to play. She reached over to grab the blonde wig. She donned it on her head, wishing she could look like this every day.

How many men would look in her direction?

How many of them would worship her?

There was so much Millie could do as a woman that she’d never be able to accomplish as a man. She looked so much hotter. She felt livelier. More vibrant. She could breathe easy in a way that Bradley never could.

She felt right.

Millie went over to the mirror. She ran her tongue over her top lip, feeling hot, but there was something missing. She needed a touch more makeup around the eyes, so she went and grabbed some shadow.

She used the lightest touch of pink on her upper eyelid, fading it out. To the untrained eye, it wouldn’t look like she was wearing anything, but the extra color made her eyes and lips pop. It rounded out her face and looked fabulous against the long, blonde hair.

Millie ran over to her desk and grabbed her phone. She stood in front of the mirror on the back of her bedroom door. Her trainers, the polo, and the skirt. All white and absolutely adorable. She felt like a girl on the way to the country club to play tennis with her friend.

Maybe she’d be on her way to a private lesson with a hot instructor who wanted to fuck her. Would she prance around the tennis court to drive him crazy? Would she convince him to suck her dick?

Millie’s cock throbbed at the thought. She moaned as she pushed down on her hardening womanhood, hating how it betrayed her. She wanted nothing more than to have some fun with a man. A kiss. A touch. How amazing would it be to have a man love her? All of her?

Millie fantasized about love night and day, but Bradley did nothing to make Millie’s goals happen. Millie was waiting patiently for Bradly to graduate, nothing more than a germ of his truest form. A seed waiting for the perfect weather to sprout.

Millie ran her fingers through her hair, wondering what would happen if she came out to the world just a bit earlier than they thought necessary. The idea tempted her every time she saw herself in the mirror. She wanted to skip ahead two years to when she would have her degree and her freedom, but the time was ticking slowly.

Millie held her phone up to the mirror. She twisted her foot and bent her knee before snapping a picture. She pushed her knees together next and blew a kiss, taking a photo. Millie grabbed her tennis racket from her closet and placed it on her shoulder for the next one.

It was heartbreaking how happy she looked in all the pictures.

Millie took a deep breath and threw her phone to the bed, anxious and annoyed that she would have to go back to her gross boy form soon. Upset that she couldn’t live life how she wanted. Pissed that she was still dependent on anyone but herself.

How difficult could it be to find a man to buy her titties? Wasn’t there someone out there besides her judgmental parents who wanted to take care of her?

Millie had thought of camming for money, but she only did that for fun when she was feeling extra horny. She enjoyed knowing who was on the other side watching her. The connection they could form. She didn’t want fans and admirers. She wanted someone she could relate to and love.

Millie stared at herself in the mirror, taking deep breaths, watching her breasts rise and fall beneath the polo. She wished they were real, but they weren’t. She would have to get over it if she wanted her parents paying that expensive tuition bill.

She ignored her problems and squeezed her bosom. It was soft. Squishy. Millie closed her eyes and pretended she was squeezing her own breasts. Millie moaned and rubbed where her nipple would be if the breasts were attached to her body how she so desperately wanted.

Her cock stiffened beneath her skirt as she touched her bosom. She reached under her skirt and rubbed the outline of her cock with her other hand, moaning as it grew, pushing free from the tiny bit of fabric keeping it in place.

Millie wrapped her hand around her staff, rubbing it slowly as she moaned with her eyes closed. Her hole throbbed, wishing there were a man in her life to take her virginity. She needed a man to fuck her as she stroked her dick but had yet to meet anyone to fill that role.

It was disappointing, but Millie was hopeful she’d find the man eventually. Once she had the courage to go out in public and actually meet someone. The men online were often hot, but she couldn’t spend her life chasing people who wouldn’t come out from behind their computers.

Millie stroked her dick as she watched herself in the mirror, wishing there were a man to wrap his lips around it. She had toys in her closet, but she wouldn’t bother getting those out. She was already getting close.

The new tennis outfit made her feel sexy, like a girl in a magazine. She wished she had the courage to actually go to a tennis court wearing the outfit, but she didn’t. Millie hardly had the courage to walk out of her bedroom door to go to the bathroom, but that was a necessary step in cleaning off her makeup.

Millie slowly sank to her knees and then sat on her bottom, spreading her legs. Her dick stood tall as it hung out the side of her white thong. Millie stroked her thick, throbbing cock as she stared at herself in the mirror.

She rubbed it as she bit her lip, loving how the skirt framed her thick womanhood. She couldn’t wait until she found a man who appreciated her for all she was. She imagined a guy in front of her on his knees, wrapping his manly hand around her girly cock.

Millie gasped as the first strand of cum shot from her dick. She cursed and put out her hand by her shaved balls to catch the white goo, but there was so much of it! Strand after strand of cum shot from her dick.

Millie gasped as her chest rose and fell. She held her dick as it throbbed and leaked its last bit of cum. She wished she’d grabbed a towel from her closet before starting, but it was too late. Millie needed to get to the bathroom to clean up the mess she’d made.

Millie stared at her cum-covered cock a moment longer before using her elbow to help herself to her feet. She couldn’t touch the floor with either of her hands because they were wet and sticky. She used her forearms to twist open the knob, peeking to make sure Sebastian’s door was closed before she raced across the hallway to the bathroom.

They shared the upstairs bathroom, and the other guys shared the bathroom downstairs. Most of the guests had to go all the way to the basement to use the bathroom because nobody else wanted to share their bathroom. David hollered at everyone to go downstairs if they even acted like they were going to use one of the other bathrooms.

Millie closed the bathroom door behind her, feeling like she could breathe more easily as she ran her hands under the water. She grabbed some tissue to clean off her dick, flushing the toilet to dispose of her evidence. She washed her hands a second time.

It was all going so well until Millie stepped back into the hallway. Sebastian opened his door and walked out like it was no big deal.

“Hey, Bradley. I have a question,” Sebastian said before realizing it wasn’t Bradley in the hallway. Millie registered the shock on his face. “Oh, shit. Sorry.”

Millie swallowed, using the girly voice she’d practiced many times before. “It’s okay. If you don’t mind,” she said and reached toward her bedroom door, but Sebastian didn’t let her get away so easily.

“Wait,” he said in a low voice. “Are you… with Bradley?”

Millie saw what Sebastian was thinking. How could a girl like Millie be with a boy like Bradley? What would he say if he found out that it was Bradley beneath the blonde wig and fake boobs?

“Yeah,” Millie said in an annoyed voice. “Why? Is that a problem?”

“No, it’s just…” Sebastian looked each way, checking to make sure nobody was within earshot. “You’re hot.”

Millie crossed her arms and tilted her head to the side, loving that she could fool her roommate. If she could fool him then why should she fear anyone?

“What’s your point? Bradley can’t be with a hot girl?” Millie ran the back of her hand along her long, blonde hair and tossed it over her shoulder. “Is that what you’re saying?”

“No,” Sebastian said and took a step backward toward his bedroom. “Forget I said anything. Have a nice night.”

Millie smiled to herself as Sebastian slipped into his bedroom and closed the door. She went back to her room and looked at herself in the mirror, feeling like maybe it was time she took Millie outside the house.
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Bradley turned the knob to the side door that led to the kitchen. He opened it and stepped inside, surprised to find Sebastian standing against the counter with a mug of coffee in his hand.

“Hey,” Bradley said. It’d been several days since his nightly encounter with Sebastian in the hallway, and he was waiting for Sebastian to bring up Millie, but he never did. “What’s up?”

“I finished my midterms today.” Sebastian pumped his fists in the air as though he were celebrating. “Have you finished yours?”

“I still have a couple tests to take, but I’ll be done after tomorrow.”

“Going home for the break?”

Bradley shook his head. “My parents are in South America. My mother had a meeting in Sao Paulo, so they took off to Brazil last week.”

“Do they have a huge house?”

“A huge loft. In Manhattan,” Bradley said.

“You don’t want to enjoy it while they’re gone? I wish my family could be gone for break.”

“They offered to fly me down to Brazil, but I don’t feel like being on a plane that long. I’ll just stick around here. Read some books. Enjoy the quiet house.” Bradley didn’t mention how he’d spend most of the time his roommates were away dressed up as Millie, but that wasn’t their business.

They all had secrets.

“You’re passing up a chance to go to Brazil?”

“It’s not like my family can afford to fly me there on a private jet like yours.”

“We don’t always fly private, especially me. I never fly private unless I’m with my parents,” said Sebastian.

“Right. Anyway, I’m going to my room if you need me,” Bradley said and walked past Sebastian. He was halfway through the living room when Sebastian ran up behind him.

“Wait, there’s actually something I’ve been meaning to ask you.”

Bradley lifted an eyebrow and waited for Sebastian to continue. He wasn’t about to bring up Millie without Sebastian doing so first. It was too dangerous. Bradley still had over a year of waiting left before Millie could fully shine.

“It’s about that girl. The one I saw in the hallway.”

Bradley swallowed as a heat crept across his body. He’d been dreading this conversation ever since he shut his eyes to sleep that night. He wondered what he would say if Sebastian asked questions. It was impossible for Bradley and Millie to be in the same place at the same time.

“What about her?”

“Dude,” Sebastian said in a dumbfounded voice. “What do you mean ‘what about her’? She’s hot! Where did you meet?”

“On campus. She goes to school here.”

“I’ve been looking for her all week, dude. I haven’t seen her once, and our school isn’t that big.”

“There’s no way you could possibly remember every face from campus,” said Bradley. “Don’t worry about it.”

“Come on, man. We always tell you about our girlfriends. Why can’t you do the same?”

Bradley stood as tall as he could. Sebastian wasn’t his tallest roommate. He had a few inches on Bradley, which Bradley didn’t hate at the end of the day, but he had to feign manliness in the face of Sebastian’s questioning.

Millie loved that she could wear heels without towering over the boys. She couldn’t wait for the day that she could hook her arms with a cute guy and walk down the street. Loop her finger in his beltloop. Bend over and let him kiss her while everyone watched, but that would have to wait until she moved away from this house.

“Frankly, Sebastian, it’s none of your business who I date.”

Sebastian shook his shoulders and stared into Bradley’s eyes. “I suppose it isn’t, but I thought we were friends. Friends talk to each other about who they’re dating.”

Bradley narrowed his eyes. “She’s my girlfriend, and what we do is none of your business. Got it?”

“Can’t you even tell me her name?”

“Why? So you can look her up and steal her from me? I don’t think so.”

“Are you that insecure that you think I’d do something like that?”

“I don’t know what you’d do, Sebastian. You’re rich, and everyone knows you’re the handsome one. It goes you, then Michael, then David, and who’s at the bottom of the hot list? Me! I’m short. My face is round and red. I’m basically the picture of the guy that gets beat up, and a girl actually likes me. Why wouldn’t you want to take that from me?”

“I’m your friend, Bradley. I don’t want to take anything from you, but you don’t have to say anything about her. It’s whatever.”

Bradley looked Sebastian up and down before nodding curtly once. “Thanks. Now, excuse me. I need to study for my last midterms,” Bradley said and walked past Sebastian to the stairs. He had to get out of there before he fell apart. He felt himself ripping at the seams, wanting to spill all his secrets, but those secrets were too precious to share.

Bradley longed to tell someone the truth about Millie, but it wasn’t time. He had to wait. Her day would come.
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Millie stood in front of her mirror, admiring her transformation. She was wearing a black wool dress and faux suede black boots with a thick two-inch heel. Her white and black tights added interest to the otherwise solid-black look. She had on her shoulder-length auburn wig and a smoky shadow on her eye. Her lips were painted red, and she felt on top of the world.

Absolutely fabulous.

The house was finally empty, and it was her time to shine. She couldn’t wait to feel the fresh air on her face. Hear her stilettos click against the sidewalk. She lived in a small college town, but she would pretend that she was a fabulous city girl with skyscrapers towering on either side of her when she went on her walk.

Millie had a small black purse to complete the look. It had a thin silver chain as a strap. Millie hiked the purse up to her shoulder, checking it once to make sure it had all of her essentials.

It would be her first time out in public as a girl. She couldn’t wait to walk around campus and have people look at her, but she had to get outside first. Millie felt a touch of paralysis as she stared at the door, wondering if she could really go through with it.

Could she let the world see her like this?

What if she ended up in photos? What if someone tried to talk to her? Millie had practiced her girl voice, but she hardly had a backstory for herself. She’d never been the best liar, which was part of the reason she’d avoided the world for so long.

Guys she chatted with online never asked deep questions. They never challenged her for more information than she was willing to give. There was something comforting about the online world. There was somewhat of a shield that Millie would no longer have once she left her room, but could she stay hidden behind her bedroom door forever?

She longed to see a man stare at her while she walked down the street. She longed to enter a store and have people treat her as a woman, offering her samples of feminine perfume instead of manly cologne. Not judging her for a second when she sat down to test makeup.

Millie longed for a life that she could have once she walked out of the bedroom door and to the world beyond but taking the first step was the hardest. It was as though she’d stepped into a fresh block of cement and couldn’t move.

“You can do this,” she said to herself in the mirror. She lifted a finger and pointed at herself. “You can do this! Get outside and make those mouths drop!”

Millie nodded at herself, feeling invigorated. Her nerves had calmed enough that she could take that first step. She could move toward the life she’d always wanted, so that was exactly what she did.

Millie twisted the knob to her bedroom door and stepped into the hallway! In broad daylight! Her house was empty, but that was beside the point. She’d done it!

Millie’s smile nearly broke her face as she descended the stairs, loving the sounds of her heels clicking against the wood. She was nearly to the front door when she heard movement. Millie stopped cold in the foyer, wondering who the hell was in their house!

“Who’s there?” Millie called.

Michael rounded the corner, making Millie jump. She clutched a hand over her chest, feeling relieved, but Michael looked confused.

“Hey there,” he said in a questioning tone. “What are you doing here? Sebastian left yesterday.”

“Oh no,” Millie said in her trained voice. “I’m friends with Bradley. He gave me his key to get my… uh… purse.” Millie smacked her forehead lightly. “He’s waiting for me at the library. He offered to come with me, but I told him it was no big deal.”

Michael lifted an eyebrow. “You’re friends with Bradley?”

“Yeah, why is everyone so surprised by that?” Millie asked with a seductive laugh. She’d come this far and already fooled one roommate. What was the harm in fooling another? “He’s a sweet guy.”

“Yeah, but you’re…” Michael shook his head. “Anyway, it’s nothing. Did you get what you need?”

“Yeah,” Millie said as she tilted her head slightly and tapped her bag. “I told you I needed my purse, silly.”

“Right,” Michael said with a light laugh.

It was like Millie could feel his attraction from across the room. Michael had a gentle look on his face, but she could tell he wanted to pin her up against the wall and fuck her brains out, and it made her feel so sexy and hot. She couldn’t believe her roommates couldn’t see through her disguise, but that was the ultimate test.

If they could be fooled, anyone could.

“What’s your name?” Millie asked.

“Michael,” he said and took a step toward her.

She noticed the way he looked up and down her body as he walked closer. She did the same to him, noticing a large lump beneath his basketball shorts. It had her feeling hot and more than a little horny, but she would have to keep her feelings under control if she didn’t want her girly dick popping out of her thong.

“What about you?” Michael asked and extended his hand.

“If I tell you, you have to promise me something.”

“What?” Michael asked in a breath. His hand was still in the air, and he looked like he couldn’t move, like a copper statue.

“You can’t tell anyone I was here. Bradley wants to keep our relationship a secret.”

“He wants to keep you a secret?”

Millie nodded. “He’s worried his mother wouldn’t approve if she caught wind of our relationship. My father is in jail for embezzling money, so I’m actually at the university on a scholarship.”

“Oh,” Michael said with a nod. He looked like he believed Millie, but she couldn’t be sure. “Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.”

Millie leaned forward and kissed Michael lightly on the cheek before staring into his eyes, wondering who he saw if he didn’t see Bradley. How many times had they looked at each other? Over a thousand times at least, yet he looked like he been kissed by a complete stranger.

“If you tell anyone, I’ll tell Bradley you kissed me.”

“What? That’s not—”

Millie placed her finger against Michael’s lips. “Don’t say a word, handsome.” She winked at him as she lifted her finger and turned toward the door. She slipped outside before she broke into laughter at the entire situation.

Millie held her shoulders high as she strutted down the sidewalk. She felt like she had magical powers, like she could fool anyone into believing that she was someone else.

Her auburn hair and b-cup breasts bounced as she strutted around campus, feeling like nothing and nobody could stop her, except maybe one of the many cute boys who stopped to check her out during the stroll.
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Winter break had come and gone, and the second semester of junior year was in full swing. The guys were busy studying and applying for summer internships. They couldn’t wait for the cold weather to pass and for the days to grow longer, but someone else was on the forefront of some minds.

Sebastian and Michael were the only two home and kept glancing at each other like they wanted to speak but neither knew how to broach the subject of Millie, the mysterious girl who’d appeared more than a few times over the past few weeks.

They were the only two to meet her, and neither had mentioned her presence to anyone else, but both men were deeply curious if the other had seen her.

Millie was smoking hot and yet impossible to spot on campus. It was maddening.

“What’s up?” Michael asked Sebastian after their eyes met for the tenth time.

Sebastian shook his head and dropped his eyes to the textbook beneath him. “Nothing,” he said quickly.

“It’s not nothing. What’s on your mind?”

Sebastian licked his lips. He didn’t want to throw Bradley under the bus, but he was deeply confused about the hot chick he’d seen come out of his room that night. He’d also heard her one other night, but he listened and listened, and he never once heard Bradley’s voice.

“I don’t know how to say it,” he said.

“Say what?”

Sebastian tapped his pen against his textbook. He shook his head and acted like he was reading, but Michael wasn’t buying it. He got up from the couch and went over to the dining-room table where Sebastian was sitting.

“Sebastian, dude, tell me. I can’t go back to studying until you do.”

“It’s nothing,” he said quickly. “I shouldn’t talk about it.”

“Is it about Bradley?” asked Michael.

“Maybe. It’s not important, though. We shouldn’t gossip.”

“Dude, it’s about that chick, isn’t it? I saw her too. She’s so fucking hot, and I… like no offense against Bradley, but she’s way out of his league.”

Sebastian’s eyes lit up and he completely forgot about the textbook he’d been reading. “I know, man! She’s a ten, and he’s like a six at best.”

Michael laughed hard, covering his mouth. “You’re cold, but you’re not wrong. I was thinking the same thing. Her booty too! Damn! That short, auburn hair. Perfectly curled at the ends.” Michael looked like he was about to drool, as though he were talking about his favorite dessert. He had stars in his eyes. “I’ve jacked off thinking about her at least three different times.”

“Auburn? Her hair wasn’t red.”

“Don’t be dense. I know what I saw.”

“She had long blonde hair. Maybe we saw different girls.”

“No,” Michael gasped. “You think Bradley gots it like that?”

Sebastian shrugged. It was certainly curious but not impossible. Maybe he had moves they didn’t know. Maybe Bradley could teach them a thing or two on how to pick up the ladies.

“Maybe.”

“No! No way, dude!”

“You never know. Crazier things have happened.”

“There’s no way Bradley McCormick is pulling two hot chicks! We have to talk to him about this. I need some tips!”

“Yeah, we should ask.”

The guys went silent as they thought of Bradley banging the hot chicks they’d seen, and it was a wild thought. One Sebastian didn’t quite believe, but what other explanation was there?
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Bradley was at the library, growing nervous his roommates would find out the truth about him, and he’d already agreed to another year of living at the house!

They’d signed all the paperwork the previous month since none of them wanted to move their furniture before summer and the landlord wanted an answer shortly after winter break.

The constant questions from Sebastian about Millie were becoming too much to handle, so Bradley had buried his feminine life in the back of his closet and hoped that the truth would never come to light.

He’d gotten a little crazy with dressing up and camming on the leadup to winter break, but all that had come to an end.

Sebastian was sniffing for information about Millie. He wouldn’t let up about it, so Bradley had to hide his truest self. He had to repress any desires he had to become Millie, even for a night. It wasn’t safe.

He’d fooled Sebastian once, but Bradley wasn’t sure he could do it again. Sebastian would expect to see Millie with Bradley, and that simply wasn’t possible. It would reveal the truth, which was so depressing because all Millie wanted to do was come out to play.

She wanted to strut around campus and have all the cute boys turn their heads as she walked past. She wanted to hear her heels clicking against the sidewalk. Feel the breeze pass between her exposed thighs. Laugh to herself as curious boys tried not to look when she bent over to pick up something she ‘dropped’.

She always got a little hard seeing them squirm, but she’d yet to find the man she wanted to kiss. The man she wanted to let inside of her for the first time.

Millie hoped that day would come, as did Bradley, because they were tired of being virgins. They wanted to experience what it would be like to fully be a woman, in the bedroom and in life. She’d already lived so much, but now Millie was trapped at the back of a closet.

It depressed Bradley every time he thought about how he’d buried Millie beneath piles of clothes and books. He could hardly concentrate on his studies, but he would have to find a way. If he didn’t graduate with top grades, he wouldn’t be able to land one of the jobs he most wanted, and Bradley planned to climb the corporate ladder.

He planned to climb high, and he would do it as Millie. He just needed that degree, and then he could fully spread his wings, but he would have to keep them strapped to his back for now. He would have to wait to fly.

Bradley sighed as he took a deep breath and focused his eyes on the words in his textbook. He placed his finger beneath them, following along to pay attention as best he could, but Millie was screaming from her locked cage.

Her shackles rattled and clinked as she begged to break free, but Bradley had her locked down tight. It wasn’t her time. He had to trust his intuition, even if it felt like torture. She only had to wait a bit longer than a year, and then they would have that degree in hand.

Millie screeched that it wasn’t fair. She hollered profanities about how Bradley deserved to be free. He deserved to live his life as Millie, which was what he most wanted. They both knew it.

Bradley closed his eyes and ignored the powerful female voice in his head. He knew it was his most authentic voice. He knew it was the voice he wanted to hear come from his mouth day and night. The same voice he’d practiced in front of a mirror for years on end.

Bradley forced himself to focus on the words of his textbook, conflicted more than he’d ever been. He wished more than anything that he could fast forward the clock until he was free from the university. Free from his mother’s tuition checks. His roommates. His ugly boy clothes.

It was a long wait.

Bradley gripped the edge of the table and took a deep breath to steady himself. He could sigh all he wanted, but Millie’s voice would still ring loudly in his head.

***

Sebastian’s heart raced as he stood outside of Bradley’s door. He placed his hand on the knob, cursing to himself that he was crazy. Telling himself to stop before it was too late. Once he went snooping, he would always have to live with that, and Sebastian didn’t think of himself as a nosey guy, but there was something that didn’t smell right.

Sebastian honestly didn’t care how beautiful Millie was. She might have been out of Bradley’s league, but that wasn’t what bothered him.

What Sebastian couldn’t wrap his head around was why a guy like Bradley would hide a girl like Millie. Sebastian wasn’t buying the excuse Michael had heard from Millie that it was because her father was in jail.

He’d met Bradley’s mother, and Barbara didn’t seem like the type to judge someone because of their family. She was one of the few people who didn’t make a big deal about Sebastian’s ancestors, who were extremely rich and founders of the university they attended, Friedman Academy.

Sebastian’s lineage included countless politicians and CEOs. His family made the rules for the public but followed their own behind closed doors. He’d never felt enamored by the power they had. More disgusted by it, which was why his mother threw a fit when she found out he was going to live in a house with three roommates.

It made him feel at home, though. They’d sent him off to boarding school in the country until he was old enough to navigate New York City’s public transit by himself. His parents couldn’t leave their precious island known as Manhattan, and they were too busy to walk him to school or care about his homework.

They waited to move him to their penthouse until he was trained and well-behaved enough to attend the countless functions they had. He hated it. The fakeness of it all, yet there was a whiff of realness behind Bradley’s door.

Sebastian could feel it.

He’d always wondered what was off about Bradley. Why he was so quiet and quick to retreat to his room. He questioned many times what might be behind Bradley’s door. The guy liked to read, so he figured he had an e-reader or something, but now Sebastian had a different feeling.

He glanced over his shoulder once before turning the knob, his heart still racing like wild. He worried he was making a mistake. Worried he would find something incriminating like bones or teeth or something else a person would find in a scary movie.

Sebastian stepped into the room and closed the door until it was barely cracked. He wanted to be able to hear if anyone came in the front door, but he also wanted the wood blocking any view of him snooping. Not that Michael or David ventured upstairs often, but Sebastian wanted to be safe.

He swallowed as he glanced around Bradley’s room without touching anything. He was afraid Bradley would come back to dust for fingerprints. Sebastian knew those were crazy thoughts, but Bradley might remember where he left his things. He could call Sebastian out for moving something.

There was nothing in plain sight. Sebastian knew he should turn around and leave at that moment, but there was something within him that wouldn’t let him leave. He had to keep exploring, so he swallowed and stepped forward.

He went over to the desk and pulled open the drawer. There were pens, notepads, clips, and other normal stuff a college guy might have, but why weren’t there things from Millie?

Didn’t she give him gifts? Why wasn’t there a picture of her and him together? What guy wouldn’t want a picture to remember that babe?

It didn’t make sense.

Sebastian stood and tapped his lip. He glanced at the closet, but there was probably so much in there. He decided to check under the bed, which was spotless. The drawers were next, but there was nothing that stood out to him, and it quickly became gross touching another guy’s underwear.

Sebastian stepped toward the door, but then a voice in his head whispered to check the closet. He’d already crossed a line and just wanted to put his theories to rest. All he had to do was check Bradley’s closet, and then he could tell the crazy voices in his head to stop making unfounded accusations.

There was nothing that caught Sebastian’s attention at first glance, but then he looked more closely. The papers and clothes and books atop a stack of boxes in the corner looked neat and tidy in a way that made Sebastian question what might be in them.

Why would Bradley take the time to make sure those boxes were covered in just enough stuff that would make them inconvenient to check?

Did he have money? Drugs? Naughty pictures of Millie?

Sebastian had to see, but he took a picture of the books and papers first to make sure he could put them back how they’d been. He didn’t want Bradley accusing him of snooping, even though there was a chance he could return from the library at any moment.

Sebastian slowly removed the books and loose papers until he got to the boxes. He lifted the first one and found a bunch of feminine shirts. He dug a bit deeper and found skirts and dresses and a few pairs of heels. Sebastian moved that box to the floor behind him.

There was an auburn wig in the next one. A blonde wig in another box. It took Sebastian a minute to put the pieces of the puzzle together, but he covered his mouth when he did.

Bradley was Millie!

It explained everything!

Sebastian rushed to put the boxes and everything back how he’d found it, praying Bradley wouldn’t notice that Sebastian had been snooping. He didn’t want to fight with Bradley, but he knew a fight would come.

How would he ever keep this a secret?

There were so many questions Sebastian wanted to ask Bradley with the first one being how he could be so convincing as a woman. Sebastian couldn’t believe it! He’d had dirty thoughts about Millie after seeing her cute butt in that super short white skirt.

He’d even looked into her eyes!

Sebastian’s hands shook as he finished putting the books and papers and clothes back in place, using the photo on his phone as a reference, but there was no way he’d done well. He was too stricken. Even more curious than when he’d first opened the bedroom door.

Sebastian rushed to his bedroom and closed the door, wondering what he would do now that he knew Bradley’s secret. Now that he knew Bradley’s girlfriend wasn’t his girlfriend at all.
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Bradley sat at his desk and stared at his closet. He wanted to become Millie more than anything, but his nerves were still shot. He worried Sebastian had grown too curious about her existence to change into her clothing.

It was depressing.

Bradley tapped his fingers along the desk, wondering if he should just say fuck it and put on the clothes. Millie was screaming from inside, begging to come free, but there was so much Bradley worried about in his life. He was too nervous to take the next step.

There was a soft knock on Bradley’s door, making him jump. He took in a sharp breath and stood.

“What’s up?” Bradley asked without opening the door.

“It’s Sebastian. I want to talk.”

Bradley’s heart raced. His roommates almost never knocked on his door and saved their conversation for the common areas, but there was a softness in Sebastian’s voice that worried Bradley.

“About what?”

“I don’t know. Life?”

“Can’t you save it for the morning? I’m trying to study.”

There was a moment of silence but zero footsteps retreating from the door. Bradley didn’t need this. He would have to talk to his mom over the summer about finding someone to sublease his room. There was no way he could live under Sebastian’s vigilant eye.

“I just want to talk.”

Bradley’s heart raced. “Talk about what?”

“I told you. Life,” he said.

There was no telling what ‘life’ meant to Sebastian, but Bradley could tell that he wasn’t going to leave without a little entertainment, and then maybe Bradley could dress up as Millie after he left. There was no way he would want to visit twice in one night.

Bradley opened the door. Surprise flashed through Sebastian’s eyes, but he said nothing. Bradley opened his door wider to let him inside.

Nearly two weeks had passed since Sebastian went snooping in Bradley’s closet, but he was none the wiser. He didn’t notice anything out of place. Bradley was doing his best not to look in the corner that held Millie’s things. It was too heartbreaking. Too devastating.

Sebastian stepped into the room as Bradley took a seat at his desk. He gestured at the bed for Sebastian to sit.

Sebastian sat, but he felt off. There were so many questions, and he’d been expecting Bradley to be all dressed up as Millie when he knocked on the door, but he wasn’t.

Had Bradley discovered the truth? Did he know that Sebastian had violated his privacy? Sebastian swallowed and twiddled his thumbs as he waited for Bradley to speak, too nervous that a confession would leave his lips if he spoke.

“What do you want, Sebastian? I was trying to study.” Bradley glanced at the business textbook on his desk. He’d barely been reading it though, as he was too preoccupied about becoming Millie.

It'd been too long, but his house was no longer safe because of Sebastian’s curiosity. Millie had to stay locked in her shackles.

“Sebastian?”

Sebastian lifted his eyes to look at Bradley before quickly shifting his gaze to Bradley’s closet door, exactly where Millie’s clothes were located.

Bradley knew he’d been caught at that moment. What was he going to do? He could throw away everything Millie owned, but there were years of purchases in those boxes.

Millie screamed from within him that it wasn’t possible. It wasn’t worth it. She would rather leave university at once than destroy the fabulous wardrobe she’d accumulated.

“Can I help you, bro? You’re acting really weird,” Bradley said.

Sebastian glanced at the closet again before taking a deep breath. He couldn’t reveal the truth he knew. It would be like opening a can of worms, and Sebastian didn’t want to do that to his friend.

Bradley had kept Millie a secret for a reason, and Sebastian didn’t want to be the person ruining his friend’s life. He wasn’t that guy, so he stood from the bed and rubbed the back of his neck.

“Uh,” Sebastian said with a shake of the head. “It’s nothing.”

Bradley watched as Sebastian walked to the bedroom door, but how long could his roommate really keep a secret? Would it be safer if he just bit the bullet and talked about it before Sebastian cracked in front of Michael or David?

“I know why you’re here,” Bradley said before Sebastian could leave the room. “Ask me what you want to ask.”

Sebastian glanced over his shoulder and stared at Bradley a long moment, trying to judge if his roommate was being serious or not.

Millie was on the cusp of rising from within Bradley. He could hear her voice in his mind. Taste her sweet, feminine flavor on his lips. All he would have to do was speak like her for a second to confirm Sebastian’s obvious doubts.

“Where’s Millie? I’ve been driving myself crazy looking for her on campus,” Sebastian admitted.

“Why have you been looking for her? Trying to steal her from me?”

“No,” Sebastian said quickly as he returned to the sofa. “It’s not like that. She’s hot, but…”

Bradley stared into his roommate’s soul, waiting for him to continue.

“You two have the same eyes.”

“Do we? I never noticed,” Bradley said to play coy.

“Yeah, you do. You two are also around the same height.”

“Guess I’m lucky she doesn’t mind a short guy.”

“You are,” Sebastian said with a nod. He licked his lips as he looked up and down Bradley’s body, making him feel exposed, like Sebastian could still see him all dolled up in that super cute white tennis outfit.

“So, where is she? How come she never comes around? Michael told me how you’re embarrassed about her father or something, but I’m not buying it.”

“My mother doesn’t associate with criminals,” Bradley said curtly.

“Does she associate with trans people?”

“I don’t know,” Bradley said in a tight voice. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“I know where Millie is,” Sebastian said and looked at the closet. “You can trust me.”

Bradley swallowed, wishing he could trust Sebastian, but he’d never trusted anyone with his secret. Not outside of the virtual world.

“Trust you?”

Sebastian nodded and scooted closer to Bradley. He twisted his body to dangle his legs off the edge closest to Bradley.

“I want to see how you do it.”

“Do what?”

“I want to see how you become her. How you transform into Millie. You were unrecognizable in that skirt.”

“Shh. Keep your voice down,” Bradley said in a harsh whisper. “Someone will hear you.”

“David and Michael aren’t coming up here, and I can guard the door just in case.”

“What makes you think I’m Millie?”

“Can you forgive me?”

“Probably not,” Bradley said and crossed his arms over his chest. “What did you do?”

“I went through your closet,” Sebastian said and dropped his gaze to the floor. He couldn’t bear to look Bradley in the eye after what he’d done. It was too embarrassing. “I’m sorry, but the pieces just weren’t adding up, and I went a little crazy.”

“Why are you so interested in Millie?”

“I don’t know,” Sebastian admitted. “At first I thought it was impossible that you wouldn’t be showing off a girlfriend like her to anyone and everyone you could, and I couldn’t let go of that fact no matter how hard I tried.”

“Have you always been something of a detective?” Bradley asked in a softer voice, wondering if it would be so bad to let one person in on his secret. Millie was dying to have a friend. A confidant, and who better than Sebastian Egan?

Mr. Sexy.

Mr. Mysterious.

“Yeah, but I feel like such an asshole for looking through your closet. That’s not like me. I’m not that guy.”

“We all make mistakes,” Bradley said in a sinister voice, sliding into his Millie voice, one beat at a time.

Sebastian took notice and stared at Bradley a long moment, desperate to see how it was possible. How a guy like Bradley could possibly transform into one of the hottest chicks he’d ever seen. Sebastian had written it off as a dream more than once, but he knew it wasn’t.

He knew what Bradley did was possible, in theory, but he’d never witnessed it in real life. Sure, he’d seen drag queens, but Millie was all girl, and she was gorgeous.

She could walk the runways at Fashion Week if she were a few inches taller, but Sebastian didn’t care about all that. He would rather have Millie as his secret, like an underrated restaurant with incredible food and few customers, craving every meal before word spread of the outstanding flavors.

“Will you show me?”

“What will you do for me?” Bradley asked in his girly voice. “How can I trust you?”

Sebastian gasped. “Dude, that’s fucking crazy! How can you switch your voice like that?”

“Keep your voice down before I make you regret ever coming in here.”

Sebastian fell silent and swallowed. He ran his right thumb over his left knuckles, glancing at the window through his peripherals. He waited until there were no sounds of movements on the staircase.

“How long have you been dressing up as Millie?”

“Millie is my truest self,” Bradley said in his girly voice. “Do you really want to watch me transform?”

Sebastian nodded quickly, feeling his manhood grow awkwardly stiff. He wasn’t trying to get hard over his friend, but Millie was sexy! He’d had dirty thoughts about her already. Now he had the chance to see her come to life!

The excitement was riveting.

“You never said what you will do for me if I show you.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Something that will keep your mouth shut.”

“Like what?” Sebastian asked.

Bradley stared at Sebastian a long moment wondering if he could really go through with it. Could he ask Sebastian to be his first kiss? His first blowjob? Bradley couldn’t think of another way to ensure Sebastian would forever keep his lips sealed.

“I have an idea,” Bradley said with a smirk.

Sebastian’s eyes widened as he registered the wicked smile on Bradley’s face. He wondered if he should have kept his mouth shut about finding the clothes as Bradley remained silent.

“What?”

“You’re not going to like it,” Bradley teased.

“Just tell me.”

“Suck my girly dick on camera, and you got yourself a deal.” Bradley leaned forward to whisper in Sebastian’s ear. “It sounds slutty, but you’d actually be my first.”

Bradley had the cutest look on his face when he leaned back, and Sebastian saw Millie in his eyes. There was a dick between her legs, but Sebastian couldn’t deny that Millie was all girl.

“Fine, I’ll do it.”

“Perfect.”
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Millie had all the supplies out on her bed. She was going to wear her favorite pink dress with a low cut. It was tight through the hips and flared out at the bottom, stopping right below her ass. She loved wearing it with a pair of pink stilettos and the blonde wig.

It was the outfit Millie planned to wear around the clock if she ever got a boob job. She couldn’t wait to show off her cleavage and petite shoulders as she strutted down the street, but she had to live with her fake breasts for now.

Millie grabbed her makeup bag, the stilettos, and the blonde wig. She closed the closet door and took a seat in front of her makeup mirror. She ignored Sebastian as she got to work transforming her face.

It wasn’t a hard job since she had a plump face and little facial hair. It was something people had once teased her for as a boy, but it was a blessing in disguise. A gift from the universe.

“What are you doing now?” Sebastian asked as Millie primed her face.

She ignored Sebastian and kept applying makeup, focusing on herself in the mirror. She’d never had someone watch her transform, and it was more than a little uncomfortable. Sebastian was her roommate. They’d been friends for years, but he’d only ever known the side of Millie the world wanted to see.

Sebastian didn’t ask more questions as he watched Millie transform her face, completely blowing him away with each flick of her brush. It was like watching a magician wave a wand to make something cool happen. Sebastian’s cock pulsated beneath his jeans as he pictured himself sucking Millie’s stiffness.

“Were you being serious about what you said?” Sebastian asked after a few minutes of silence.

Millie looked away from her mirror for a brief moment to send daggers with her eyes. Was Sebastian seriously asking such a silly question? She turned back to her mirror without saying a word, feeling her cock stir.

“Silence can be interpreted as a no,” said Sebastian.

Millie had eyeliner in her hand, darkening her upper lid. She added a little tail at the end for dramatic effect. Millie picked up her pink lip gloss after finishing with her eyes, nearly complete with her transformation.

She rubbed the pink gloss over her lips before rolling them and snacking them as she stared at herself in the mirror, loving how beautiful she’d become with a little bit of makeup. All she needed was her wig, and her face would be completely transformed.

“Did you think I was joking, Sebastian? Are you really trying to pull that now?” Millie asked as she stared into his green eyes. She crossed her legs, feeling fabulous, even though she was still in her gross boy clothes. Makeup could do so much to lift her mood, though.

It was truly magical.

“No, I didn’t think you were joking. Well, not all the way. I don’t know. Does it really have to be on camera?”

“It’s the only way I can be sure that you won’t share my secret.”

“What if you share the video with someone? How do I know that I can trust you?”

“Nobody can be certain about anything, Sebastian, but you’re the one who came into my room. You’re the one who asked to watch my transformation,” Millie said as she stood from the chair at her desk. “I didn’t ask you to come snooping. You could have believed me like Michael, but you wanted to be Mr. Detective.”

Sebastian tensed as Millie cupped the side of his face, brushing his cheek with her fingertips. Her touch was so feminine. So sensual and sexy.

“I’m sorry for snooping. Can you forgive me?”

“Maybe,” Millie said with a wild grin. “There’s something else I’ve always wanted from a boy.”

“What?”

“A kiss.”

“I can give you a kiss,” Sebastian said and stood a little to kiss Millie, but she put her finger against his lips and shook her head.

“Not yet. Let me change first.”

Sebastian nodded as Millie reached past him to grab her panties. She stripped naked without breaking eye contact, smirking when Sebastian caught a glimpse of her dick.

“Fuck, Millie, you’re huge.”

“Is that a problem?”

Sebastian swallowed and shook his head. He’d already made his deal. Plus, he wasn’t trying to back down from another agreement with Millie.

“No, I guess not. More of a surprise than anything.”

Millie grinned as she pulled a pink thong up her legs, tucking her long, half-erect cock in the fabric. She put on the bra and camisole next.

“You’re sexy just like that,” Sebastian said as he watched Millie in awe. He couldn’t believe how much of a girl she looked like, even with that huge bulge in her pink panties.

Millie grinned and placed a hand on her hip. “You really think so?”

“Yeah, but keep going. I want to see the full transformation.”

“Your wish is my command.”

Millie stared at Sebastian as she pulled the dress over her head, adjusting it to fit her torso. She grabbed her blonde wig and walked over to the mirror on the back of her door.

She donned the wig and adjusting it, feeling the shackles fall from her wrists and ankles. She heard the lock of her cage click open. Millie could finally come out to play, and her dreams of being with a cute guy might possibly come true!

She glanced over her shoulder, seeing nothing but lust in Sebastian’s eyes. She felt her dick twitch and desire flood her body. Sebastian was the perfect first. Handsome, rich, and someone she could trust.

“If someone catches us, we’ll just say Bradley gave you permission.”

Millie grinned before stepping across the room to grab her pink stilettos. She sat next to Sebastian on the bed and slipped her feet into the shoes, feeling like she could finally breathe. Feeling like she could finally be herself.

“You don’t know how good this feels,” Millie said to Sebastian.

“Why don’t you tell me?”

“After a kiss,” Millie said and closed her eyes as she moved her face closer to Sebastian’s. He closed his eyes and did the same. They kissed as the world stopped around them, both rock hard beneath their undergarments.
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Millie’s fingers sunk into Sebastian’s soft hair as their kiss deepened. She moaned into his mouth as he touched her side. He spoke her name in a whisper. She said his.

Millie.

Sebastian.

Millie.

“Sebastian,” Millie said in a breath as she pulled on his hair, feeling her dick grow even harder. Having Sebastian in her arms was hotter than any camming session she’d ever had. It was everything she’d been dreaming of doing with a man.

“You’re so beautiful, Millie. I’m so attracted to you it hurts. You’re my obsession,” Sebastian said in short breaths. He squeezed Millie’s side, feeling beyond confused, but one thing was certain. He wanted Millie. All of her. “I’ve been thinking about you ever since I saw you in the hall.”

Millie moaned. She kissed Sebastian with greedy lips to silence him. To pleasure herself. It was confusing and magical and everything she’d ever wanted.

“Don’t hurt me,” she said in a low voice.

“I’d never want to hurt you,” he said. “Thank you for trusting me with your secret.”

“You can’t tell a soul.”

“I won’t. I promise. Not until you’re ready.”

Millie went still in Sebastian’s arms. She couldn’t imagine telling others but knew the day would come. It had to come because she couldn’t spend the rest of her life caged up and shackled.

“Let’s not talk about that right now,” Millie said in a light voice. She didn’t want to break the mood after coming this far. “We’re here right now. You and me, Sebastian.”

“I feel like the luckiest guy in the world.”

“You’re crazy,” she said with a goofy smile.

Sebastian shook his head and brushed Millie’s chin with his thumb. She saw the longing in his eyes and thought about throwing her camera idea out the window, but then she saw her cell phone sitting on the desk.

She needed her security blanket. A protective shell to house her if anything went wrong. There was no telling what Sebastian might do with the knowledge of her secret. She couldn’t take chances, even though the idea of using blackmail against Sebastian unsettled her.

“You ready to suck my dick?”

“Yeah,” Sebastian said with a smile. “I could do without the camera, but a deal’s a deal.”

Millie ignored Sebastian’s comment. “Have you ever sucked a dick before?”

Sebastian’s face quickly reddened. “No. Never.”

“Neither have I,” Millie said with a grin.

“Did you want to suck mine?”

“Maybe one day,” she said. “Once I can trust you.”

“How long will that take?”

Millie shrugged and reached over to her desk to grab her phone. “No telling, but this video will go a long way toward earning my trust.”

Sebastian nodded and awkwardly sank from the bed to his knees. He moved over until he was between Millie’s legs, and he could see right up her dress. The panties clad against her thick dick, getting wet with the precum leaking from her cock.

“Don’t be shy, handsome.”

Sebastian swallowed and reached his hand up Millie’s dress, pushing his fingers against the outline of her cock. It was so long and thick and felt heavy in his hand.

Millie moaned and pushed her legs together, locking Sebastian’s hand in place as she stared into his eyes. She saw him looking at both sides of her. Conflict flickered in his eyes, but they’d already come too far to turn back.

“Take off my panties,” Millie said.

Sebastian swallowed as he reached up Millie’s dress and grabbed the waistline of her panties. He pulled lightly, careful not to reveal too much too quickly. He didn’t want to shock himself as he was still trying to wrap his head around how Millie’s enormous cock would fit into his mouth.

“I love how timid you are,” Millie said as she stared down at Sebastian, looking like she didn’t have a fear in the world, like it was no big deal that her roommate and friend was about to wrap his lips around her cock.

“I’m nervous,” Sebastian spat in a whisper. Now he was the one worried that someone would walk in at an unflattering moment. He didn’t want to get caught with Millie’s dick halfway down his throat.

That would be humiliating.

“I’ll start recording once you wrap those sexy lips around my dick.”

Sebastian released Millie’s thong and sat back on his bottom, wondering what in the world he was doing. Was he really about to suck some girl’s dick? He’d watched trans porn once or twice out a curiosity, but it wasn’t something he necessarily enjoyed. He was in a bad place at a bad time, and reality was quickly catching up to him.

Millie saw the fear in Sebastian’s eyes. It’d probably be different if she had a cute, little dick, but Millie knew she was more hung than most guys. She was nine long and thick inches. Her cock always got attention when people saw it.

“I’m nervous.”

“We both are, but you’re the one who went snooping. This is the least you could do.”

Sebastian cursed his curiosity as he reached his hand back up Millie’s dress, wondering why he couldn’t just drop things like Michael. Michael had an entire conversation with Millie and stopped thinking about her within days, but Sebastian couldn’t let it go.

He’d grown obsessed, and now he was on his knees about to put her dick in his mouth.

“You can’t tell anyone.”

“I’ll keep your secret if you keep mine,” Millie said. “You’ll have to do some work to get me hard, though.”

Sebastian swallowed and pulled the pink panties all the way down her legs. Millie played with her long blonde hair as Sebastian wrapped his hand around her mostly soft dick. She’d been hard until he got all concerned about the recording.

Millie didn’t fault Sebastian for his concern, not in the slightest, but she had her camera ready. She was just waiting for her dick to get hard, and then she’d press that record button.

Sebastian lifted Millie’s dress slightly and took a deep breath before wrapping his lips around her cock. It tasted like the perfume she’d sprayed while getting ready, and it was gorgeously feminine. Millie didn’t have a hair anywhere except the top of her head from what Sebastian could tell.

Millie’s cock slowly grew hard as Sebastian bobbed his head, taking more and more of her shaft into his mouth. He felt his own cock growing in his pants and reached down to undo his zipper, breaking contact with Millie’s cock.

Millie grabbed Sebastian by the side of his head and moved him close to her cock. “Focus on me,” she said in a stern voice.

Sebastian longed to touch his cock but followed Millie’s command. He held the base of her dick as he slurped her womanly shaft. Her balls tightened against the palm of his hand.

Millie was so caught up in the pleasure and nearly forgot to record Sebastian slurping on her womanhood. He’d really gotten into it and was bobbing his head like wild as she reached for her phone.

“Fuck,” Millie said in a moan as she struggled to open the device, desperately wishing her nails were long and painted. She pointed the device at Sebastian. “Look at me, sexy.”

Sebastian looked at Millie through hooded eyes as he continued slurping on her cock. She moaned as the pleasure grew intense. She could feel herself getting close but needed a few more seconds of video. Her toes curled and popped as she gasped, a jolt passing through her body.

“Yeah, Sebastian! Suck that dick!”

Sebastian pulled his lips off her cock and stared into the camera with his mesmerizing green eyes. “You like this, baby?” Sebastian asked as he pumped Millie’s cock.

“Fuck yeah,” Millie said and tossed her phone to the side. She reached forward and cupped Sebastian’s face to kiss him. She needed to feel his lips against hers. She needed this to be more than one night. “Thank you for being my first.”

Millie gasped, and then she exploded. She couldn’t hold her load another second. She moaned and came all over Sebastian’s hand. He watched in awe, completely in shock, but it only took a moment for him to shake the shock and wrap his lips around Millie’s cock.

He moved his lips as far as he could down her shaft and swallowed every drop she gave. It tasted more delicious than Sebastian ever would have expected.

His dick throbbed in his pants as he pulled his lips off Millie’s glorious womanhood, but he had to cum. He couldn’t hold his load after tasting Millie’s delicious girl juices.

“Can I cum on you?”

“Yeah,” Millie said in a spent voice. “Just don’t get it in my hair, or I’ll literally kill you.”

“Let me cum on your ass.”

Millie moaned and turned over. Sebastian pushed up Millie’s dress and spread her ass cheeks. He moaned as he saw her tight, puckered hole for the first time and couldn’t wait to fuck it.

He would do whatever it took.

“Fuck,” Sebastian hollered and came all over Millie’s sweet hole. He pushed his cock against the cum and smeared it all over before falling to Millie’s side. He’d never felt this tingly and excited with another girl.

Millie lived in the room next to his, and they could fool around whenever they wanted.

Who wouldn’t want that?
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Spring break was upon the guys. David had already left to sail with his family on their yacht. They were taking it south to enjoy warmer weather and cheap food. David’s family loved saving a dime wherever they could and had properties around the world.

“Hopefully I’ll see you guys before I leave in the morning! My friend’s having a party, and I have to go!” Michael ran out the door after fist bumping both Sebastian and Bradley.

“When are you leaving for break?” Sebastian asked Bradley as they stood in the kitchen.

“My plans are flexible. My mother is in Japan on business.”

“Your mother never rests, does she?”

“She loves to work,” Bradley confessed. He wondered if he’d ever be able to dedicate himself to his work as completely as she did. There was no telling what would happen once Bradley graduated and left university, but he couldn’t wait to find out.

“What about you, Sebastian? Where are you taking the private jet this time?”

Sebastian grinned. “Nowhere. I’m flying home coach. Tomorrow night.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Why?”

“We could have spent all week with the house to ourselves,” said Bradley.

Sebastian swallowed, knowing how wonderful it would be to have Bradley to himself all week, but his mother was expecting him at home. He couldn’t cancel on her after how much she’d complained about him flying coach. It was dreadful to her.

“Next year,” he said. Sebastian took a step forward. “We both know Michael isn’t coming home tonight, so why don’t we make the best of it?”

“What are you suggesting, Sebastian?” Bradley asked in Millie’s voice.

They’d traded blowjobs once since the night Millie got Sebastian on camera sucking her dick, but it wasn’t enough. They were starting to do things in front of their roommates that would make them suspicious if they kept it up, but they couldn’t help themselves.

“We need to release this tension before spring break.”

“I agree.”

“Why don’t you go upstairs and get dressed? I’ll take you to dinner.”

“You want to take me to dinner?”

“Millie deserves a night out. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Bradley couldn’t believe what he was hearing. How long had Sebastian been so close yet so far away? How long ago could they have shared their first time?

“You mean it?”

“Yeah,” Sebastian said with a smile. He didn’t mention how he had reserved them a hotel room as well. That could wait for later. He didn’t want to get ahead of himself. Millie had never been out in public before, but she’d confessed that it was her dream when they last made love. Sebastian wanted to make his girl’s dreams come true.

“Wait right here. I’ll be back,” Millie said and ran upstairs. She closed her door and tapped her lip as she thought what to wear.
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Sebastian glanced to his side, looking at Millie’s long legs as she scrolled through her phone in the passenger’s seat. He couldn’t wait to reach up her skirt and pull out that fat cock he’d grown to love. For whatever reason, it felt more natural sucking Millie’s dick than eating some girl’s pussy.

He didn’t hate pussy, but he loved Millie’s dick. Her womanhood gave him endless pleasure. He just wished they didn’t live with those dweebs below them. He wished they hadn’t signed contracts for another year in the house, so he could have his own place with Millie.

He would love to wake up next to her and play with her morning wood. He’d cook her breakfast and fix her coffee. Scrub her in the tub before she left for work if that was what she wanted.

Sebastian felt crazy about Millie, but he didn’t know how she felt about him. He knew she liked him, but were her feelings as strong as his? Sebastian feared he already knew the answer.

“Where are you taking me?” Millie asked in a nonchalant voice. Her family didn’t have money like Sebastian’s, but Millie was no stranger to the finer things in life. Her mother was one of business’s leading ladies.

People with power knew her name.

“It’s a surprise, but we’re going to the city.”

“Ooh, you’re taking me out on the town? How fancy.”

Sebastian swallowed, hoping his plans to woo Millie wouldn’t backfire. She didn’t seem impressed as she gazed out the window and stared out to the bit of countryside between their college town and the nearest large city.

The Midwest didn’t compare to Manhattan, but Millie thought there was something charming about smaller cities. They didn’t try too hard and had plenty of fabulous amenities. Everyone in New York acted like they lived in the best city in the world, and it was rather exhausting.

Where was one to aim without something higher on the totem pole?

“Is something wrong, Millie?”

“No,” she said, but they both knew it was a lie.

“You’re acting different.”

“I’m just wondering why I’ve spent so long hiding who I am,” Millie said as she stared into the distance. “Why does it matter what anyone thinks when I’m so much happier like this?”

“If you’re asking me, I would tell you that it doesn’t matter. I would tell you that you should live your life how you want to live it. You being Millie doesn’t hurt anyone.”

“It might hurt my mother,” Millie said in a soft voice.

“You won’t know until you tell her, and if she’s not supportive, then you don’t need her.”

“How can you say that? Do you know how much our tuition is?” Millie scoffed after asking the question. “I forgot. You probably don’t know because you’re spoiled. You don’t have a mother like mine who thinks the entire world is out to get her.”

“Why does she feel that way?” Sebastian asked, ignoring the hurtful comments about his character. “That the world is out to get her?”

“I wish I knew, Sebastian, but my mother is harder to read than a foreign language. Nobody knows what she’s thinking. Not even the people closest to her.”

“Do you think she’s like that from climbing the ladder?”

“Yeah,” said Millie. “My father has always been the one to take care of me, but she calls all the shots. I’m not even sure my father knows who he is beyond being an extension of Barbara. That’s all we are. Extensions of her.”

Sebastian nodded. His family had its own issues with pride and status. They worried what people thought of them, but they also weren’t new money. They could afford to make mistakes in ways that a woman like Barbara McCormick couldn’t.

If she made one wrong move, they’d pull the rug out from under her, and Millie’s family would lose their status. They would be tainted by the stains of her actions, so in a way, they were connected to Barbara, but Millie couldn’t live her entire life in her mother’s shadow.

“You living as your truest self shouldn’t have anything to do with your mother or her business dealings. You can’t hide, Millie. Please,” Sebastian said as he drove.

They were getting close to the city. Millie studied the houses along the highway as they passed them, wondering what the people within those walls were like. Would they judge Barbara McCormick for having a trans daughter? Would they switch beverages when the news broke?

Millie knew most people didn’t keep up with minute details of CEOs lives, but Barbara McCormick thought they did. She was in enough interviews that Millie didn’t blame her for thinking like that, but few people were watching the financial news, and those reporters weren’t looking for juicy, personal details.

They wanted sales numbers and details on new products. They couldn’t care less if Barbara was swapped out with someone else, even one of the top managers that reported to her, but Barbara had to wear a million different hats.

“I’m sorry for saying you’re spoiled, Sebastian.”

“It’s okay,” Sebastian said and reached out his hand. He laced his fingers with Millie’s. “I’m here for you, Millie.”

“Why are you so nice to me?”

“I hope you’d be nice to me if I had problems,” he said.

Millie smiled as she dropped her chin to her shoulder. She nodded, barely meeting Sebastian’s eye, and turned her attention back to the houses along the side of the highway.

“Focus on the road,” Millie said to her reflection in the window.

Sebastian smirked and turned his attention to the highway, which was mostly empty. He continued a few miles before getting off at an exit when the GPS spoke. Sebastian followed the turns until they arrived at a restaurant a few miles from downtown.

Low lights glowed from beyond the tall windows. Millie sat upright in her seat, impressed by the ambiance of the restaurant. She couldn’t wait to taste the food.

“Does this place have good reviews?” she asked.

“The best,” he said.

“What are you waiting for, mister? Come open my door!”

Sebastian hopped out of the car and ran over to Millie’s side, putting out his hand to help her, and then they walked to the door. The reviews weren’t wrong. The food tasted even better than the place looked.
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Sebastian paid the bill after they finished their dessert. They’d enjoyed a scoop of chocolate ice cream that they fed to each other. There was nothing sexier than watching Millie’s red lips close around the spoon. Sebastian longed to feel them on his cock again.

He’d cum quickly the last time they fooled around. Millie was so sexy, and he’d gotten so close to cumming after sucking her dick for five minutes that he only lasted a few seconds once she got around to putting her lips on his member.

Sebastian planned to do better tonight.

Millie squealed as Sebastian pulled her close when they stepped onto the sidewalk. “What are you doing?”

“I have another surprise,” Sebastian said into Millie’s ear.

She moaned a little. “What’s that?” she asked in a soft voice.

“I thought we could stay in the city. Even if Michael comes home, there was no way we would see him. He showed me his itinerary, and his flight leaves at eight in the morning.”

“You want to stay in the city?” Millie asked with a finger against Sebastian’s chest and a sparkle in her eyes. She could feel her dick growing beneath the tiny black thong she was wearing and couldn’t wait for Sebastian to take it off.

“Yeah,” he said. “I got us a hotel room.”

“Ooh,” Millie purred. “You spoil me.”

“Don’t you want to have some fun without looking at the door every five seconds? Without worrying if our roommates can hear us below them?”

“Yes,” she purred again. “You’re such a smart man, Sebastian. Whisk me away.”

Sebastian grinned and grabbed Millie’s hand, running with her until they got to the car.

***

“I’m falling for you,” Sebastian said as he kissed Millie. Her back was against the hotel suite wall. Her hard cock was barely able to stay in her panties. “You mean so much to me.”

“We’re too close to fall for each other. Not yet.”

“We can get our own place, Millie. We don’t have to live with David and Michael.”

Millie pulled on Sebastian’s hair to give them the distance they needed to look at each other. There was nothing but seriousness in Sebastian’s eyes, but Millie couldn’t risk falling in love.

She had a future in front of her, and that included a summer internship in Australia. She couldn’t live a double life. It would swallow her alive trying to keep up with the lies.

“We have to wait to be serious, Sebastian. You know that.”

“What if you fall in love with someone else?”

“It’s a lot more likely that you’ll meet someone before I do.”

“No,” Sebastian said. “I’m not meeting anyone. You’re it for me.”

“Don’t make tonight more complicated than it needs to be. I love that you got us a hotel room. Let’s enjoy it.”

Millie pushed Sebastian off her and walked around him, turning to stare into his eyes. She pulled the strap of the small black dress over her shoulder. Then she did the other, pulling them both down her body to reveal the black corset she was wearing.

It stopped beneath her bellybutton and left a gap of skin visible before the waistline of her thong, which was barely holding her oversized cock in place. She stepped out of her dress that had bundled up around her shoes and walked toward Sebastian.

“You’re so sexy.”

Sebastian said nothing as Millie pressed her fingers against his lips. She reached down and unbuttoned his slacks. He’d worn a suit to dinner, and it had Millie feeling all hot for her prim and proper guy.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” Millie said as she pushed down Sebastian’s zipper. “I’ve been wanting to repay you for the two amazing blowjobs you gave me.”

“Yeah?”

Millie licked her lips as she sank to her knees in front of Sebastian, pulling his pants and underwear down as she went. He was erect and trimmed.

“You cut your hair for me?”

“Yeah,” Sebastian said with reddening cheeks.

“That’s so considerate of you, baby.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

Millie wrapped her fingers around Sebastian’s base as she parted her painted lips and closed them around his manhood. He gasped as she pushed her lips to his base, swallowing his entire shaft.

Sebastian moaned and put his fingers into Millie’s auburn hair. She looked so fucking sexy in her black thong and corset as she squatted beneath him in her heels. She bobbed her head along his dick, taking all of it with each movement of her lips.

It was too wonderful, and Sebastian worried he wouldn’t be able to last another second because it felt so good, so he pulled Millie’s mouth off his dick.

“What’s wrong, baby? Did I do something wrong?”

“No,” Sebastian said with a shake of the head. “You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s me. I’m about to cum in your mouth.”

“What’s wrong with that?”

Sebastian held his throbbing cock. “I want to fuck you.”

“You do?” Millie asked in a coy voice.

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking about it ever since I came on your ass. Please. Won’t you let me?” Sebastian asked and cupped his hand around Millie’s face.

Millie grinned and put out her hand for Sebastian to help her up, and then she took his hand and led him to the bed. She got to her hands and knees at the edge and stuck her ass in the air, wanting exactly what Sebastian planned to give.

“Fuck me,” she said.

“You… uh. Yeah. Should I go to the store and get condoms?”

“No, fuck me right now. I have a little bottle of lube in my purse in case I needed to let one out real quick while we were at dinner.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, now get that lube and fuck me!”

Sebastian ran over to Millie’s purse and quickly found the small bottle of silicone lube she had in there. There were only a few other things, and Sebastian wondered if Millie had planned to get fucked by him all along.

Sebastian took his place behind Millie and moved her thong to the side to expose her hole, but then he wanted to see her dick, so he just yanked the thong all the way down Millie’s legs.

She gasped, but Sebastian had lost sight of his manners. He was too horny and needed to fuck Millie now.

He lathered his cock with lube and then slapped some against her hole. He stepped forward and pressed his tip against her tight entrance.

“Am I your first?”

“Yeah,” she said in a soft voice. “Be gentle.”

Sebastian took a deep breath before pushing his head into Millie’s hole. She gasped but took it as he slowly sank deeper, filling her with his dick.

“You like that?”

“It hurts, but it feels good.”

Sebastian pushed deeper until his entire cock was in Millie’s tight, warm hole. He bit his lip, knowing he wouldn’t last long as her walls hugged his manhood. They felt too amazing, but he wanted to fuck Millie as long as he could.

Millie moved her hips after a moment, using Sebastian’s cock to fuck herself. Sebastian reached around her body, and her dick was rock hard.

He lifted Millie, making her sink onto his dick. She gasped. Her cock throbbed in his hand, but it felt too amazing for Sebastian to last. He had to cum, and he was about to cum deep in Millie’s hole.

“I’m close.”

“Me too,” she said.

“Cum with me.” Sebastian grabbed Millie’s hips and pumped his dick deep in her hole, but he only got a few thrusts in before the pleasure became too much for his dick to handle. “Fuck!”

“Yeah! Cum in my hole,” Millie hollered as she bounced her ass on Sebastian’s dick, milking it for all she could as she stroked her cock. She gasped when the first load of cum shot from her dick.

It was so intense cumming with Sebastian plugging her ass, but Millie loved it. She knew she wouldn’t be able to resist sneaking across the hallway for more. She was already addicted, and she’d only had Sebastian’s dick in her bussy once.

Sebastian grabbed Millie’s cock as she came. He unloaded the last of his seed inside of her. He held her and kissed her from behind before letting his cock fall from her hole.

He nibbled on her ear and pulled her to the bed. They kissed and made love again before relaxing in the jacuzzi tub, talking about what they would do if they were a few years older and free from their families.

It was wonderful to dream, but Millie was also one to live in reality. Sure, she loved Sebastian, but love was messy and complicated. She hoped what they had could endure until she was ready to go public with her truth, but they would have to learn to hide their love behind closed doors and hotel rooms until the moment came.

“You mean a lot to me, Sebastian. Thank you for helping me explore my deepest desires,” Millie said as they lay in the dark room before bed.

Sebastian wrapped his hand around Millie’s. He was so in love that it hurt, so he said nothing. He pulled her hand to his lips and kissed it. He stroked her natural hair as he stared into her eyes. It was crazy to Sebastian how he could see Millie even when she was this bare.

“I’m not going anywhere.”


14

Summer had come, and the guys were all ready to leave the house. Their schedules had fallen into place that they were leaving on the same day, and Bradley was depressed about having to spend the summer away from Sebastian, but he had an internship in Australia.

They all had internships or projects that were starting soon, including Sebastian, who had plans on spending his summer in New York.

Bradley had almost taken an offer there but decided to jump at Australia before he and Sebastian had gotten all hot and heavy, but it would be a disaster trying to keep his parents and housekeepers in Manhattan from finding out his secret, so it was probably for the best that Bradley was leaving.

“I’ll miss you guys,” Bradley said as he stood outside his car.

“There’s still next year. I’m pumped we’ll all be together again,” David said.

“It’ll be fun for sure,” Michael agreed. He had a bunch of friends outside the four of them, but he was like the last piece of their awkward puzzle.

Everything would change if the other guys caught wind of what Bradley and Sebastian were doing when they thought they were sleeping, but their secret was still intact.

For now.

Sebastian was staring at Bradley as they stood in the driveway, and Michael noticed.

“What’s with you two? You guys have been acting weird lately,” he said.

“Nothing,” said Sebastian a little too forcefully.

David looked at him. “Yeah, Michael’s right. You two have been acting weird. Do you have some secret upstairs club we don’t know about?”

Bradley spoke before Sebastian made more of a fool of himself. “No more than you guys have a downstairs club.”

“Hardly. We’re barely at home unless we’re throwing a party.”

“Exactly. You guys are the ones throwing parties, but we never complain. We sit back and enjoy the show, even when people throw up in our yard.”

David fell silent, and Michael averted his eyes.

“Anyway, guys. It’s been real this year,” said Bradley. He put his hand out and waited for the other guys to do the same. “To a great summer!”

“To a great summer!”


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Vulnerable. This is the first book in the Millie series that will follow our blossoming girl Millie and her adventures with her roommates and some other friends. Check out my Amazon page to get your copy of the next book in the series!

Please consider leaving a rating or review for Vulnerable if you enjoyed this story. You can explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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