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EXPOSED

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

(Millie Book 2)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Being back from Down Under, as the Aussies called their homeland, was a weird sensation for Bradley, but he was excited to be back in the United States at his college campus. He was the first one to arrive back at the house, so he went around to open all the windows and let out the stale air.

So much happened while Bradley was living in Melbourne, but he never once dressed as Millie. It’d been business, day and night. Millie screamed from within Bradley’s mind to buy this dress or that skirt, but he never listened.

He bid his time. There were too many eyes around. They had him living in a dorm situation with people from all around the world, and everyone was looking to make a name for themselves.

Bradley ascended the steps to his bedroom after opening the windows around the house. It was a lovely summer day. Warm but not too hot. Everyone was on the move to prepare for the new school year. Bradley couldn’t wait to finish his degree and move back to the city, but he’d return to Manhattan on his own terms.

He would work where he wanted. He would live in a shitty studio apartment if that was what it meant to become Millie completely. Change his last name.

Bradley was caring less and less about what his mother thought. She certainly hadn’t cared what her mother thought about her.

Everything was right where Bradley had left it in his closet. He moved the books, boy clothes, and papers he’d put over them as a hurdle for anyone trying to snoop. Not that those actions had stopped Sebastian from looking and discovering Bradley’s secret. Bradley thought he’d been so smart, but he knew there was always the chance, and maybe it had been fate.

Sebastian knowing about Millie brought a sense of calm to Bradley’s heart. He still wanted to ditch his men’s suits and wear something more womanly every day of the internship, but he could also bask in the memories he’d created with Sebastian.

Their kisses.

Sebastian’s touch against his perfumed skin.

It was what Bradley missed most about being at school and at their house, but he worried the summer had changed them. Sebastian had posted many pictures from parties on social media. There were some with his shirt off, hugging another girl.

He promised it was all innocent, but Bradley told him to do what he wanted. He told Sebastian that Millie couldn’t be in a serious relationship or make commitments until she was independent.

Bradley knew his time would come to an end when he became Millie full time, but he had to keep up appearances until that day, even if it hurt seeing Sebastian with other girls.

Sebastian was Millie’s first kiss. She’d also given him her innocence. She hoped they could pick up where they left off, but there was no telling what would happen.

Bradley sat at his desk in front of his makeup mirror with everything he needed to become Millie off to the side. His roommates weren’t due home for another few hours. It was risky, but Bradley had been waiting all summer for this moment.

He’d shaved at the airport during a layover. His face was soft and smooth, already moisturized and ready for foundation. He picked up a bottle of liquid foundation, feeling its smooth edges in his fingertips, wondering how he’d gone over two months without it.

Millie blossomed from within him as Bradley dotted the foundation around his face. He made quick work of dolling up his face, using a simple layer of makeup that would only take a minute to wash off in case one of his roommates walked through the door.

The final touch was a bit of clear lip gloss.

Millie rolled her lips as she stared at herself in the mirror, wondering what her life would be like if she were a girl. Would she even bother with makeup and dresses, or would she be one of those serious ladies who never wore heels or showed cleavage?

Millie grabbed her blonde wig and donned it before changing into a short aqua dress that stopped right past her butt. She put on a pair of brown boots with a short heel. Millie had on her padded bra and shook her chest in the mirror.

She giggled.

The front door opened just as Millie grabbed her phone to take a picture of herself. She was loving the outfit, but panic hit her like a bulldozer. She cursed and tossed her phone on the bed. Her boy clothes were scattered all around the room from the way she’d dramatically pulled them from her body, pretending like she’d never have to wear them again.

How wrong she was!

“Hello,” the person called. It was David, Millie’s roommate who’d spent most of his summer sailing on his family’s yacht. He was also the last person in the house Millie wanted to discover her secret. He wasn’t as compassionate as Michael or as understanding as Sebastian. “Is anyone home? All the windows are open.”

“It’s me,” Millie said in Bradley’s voice. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute. Just need to take a shower.”

“What?” David asked. His footsteps were heading toward the staircase that led up to Millie’s bedroom. She cursed and scooped her makeup bag and other womanly supplies into her hands. David was opening the door to the stairs.

Millie was panicking as she grabbed what boy clothes she could and raced to her bedroom door. David was climbing up the steps, each creak of the wood sending chills down Millie’s spine. She took off her wig and wrapped a towel around her body before racing out the room.

David was only halfway up the stairs and looking down at his phone, much to Millie’s relief as she darted into the bathroom and slammed the door shut behind her.

“I need to shower, David! I’ll be down in a minute.”

“Dude, can’t you talk for a second?”

“You caught me at a bad time. I was, uh, camming with this chick online.”

“Shit, no way! Why didn’t you say something? Is she hot?”

Millie let out a breath, using her boy voice, feeling so inauthentic as she spoke, but she had to maintain her secret. She couldn’t let the fragile pieces of her life fall apart before the school year even started.

“Yeah, she’s hot.”

“Dope! Sorry to interrupt. Holler at me when you’re downstairs unless you and that chick are planning for a second round.”

“No, we’re not. We were just finishing up when you came in the house.”

“Sorry, my bad, man.”

“No worries,” said Millie.

David walked away from the door and went down the stairs, letting Millie breathe a sigh of relief. She stared at her dolled-up face in the mirror with her precious wig all jumbled up in her hands, wondering how long she could keep living a lie.
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All of the guys were at the house. Bradley had put Millie’s supplies back in his closet, where he thought about keeping them until he graduated. Now that he’d seen Sebastian again, it was clear that their past connection had changed.

There was a different flavor in the air, and it wasn’t love. Bradley didn’t even see lust in Sebastian’s eyes, but maybe that would change if he saw Millie. Maybe he was mad that she’d never sent a photo of herself over the summer as she’d promised.

Bradley thought Sebastian was understanding, but maybe he’d been wrong. One summer could make someone a completely different person.

“We should go out to dinner,” Michael said as they all sat in the living room. They’d sat down to talk about their summers but ended up sharing which classes they were taking senior year. “Catch up over some yummy food and drinks.”

“I’m down,” Bradley said.

“Me too,” said David.

They all turned to look at Sebastian who hadn’t said much of anything. Getting him to speak was like pulling teeth. Nobody knew that he was fantasizing about having Millie alone to himself, but that would have to wait.

“Yeah, I’m down. Where should we go?”

“Nowhere on campus. It’s packed,” said Michael.

“We could go to the pub down the street,” Sebastian suggested.

“That place is skanky,” said David. “Have you seen the people that go there?”

“No need to be judgmental,” Sebastian said in a cold voice. “Those people probably know things that would blow your mind if you ever dropped your nose far enough to listen.”

David scooted forward on the sofa. He was sitting between Michael and Bradley but was about ready to leap across the living room at Sebastian. “Who are you talking to like that, bro?”

“I’m talking to you, bro.”

“You’d better watch your fucking tone before I bust up that pretty face of yours. No girl would want you then.”

Bradley could argue against David’s claim, but he didn’t want to interject himself into David and Sebastian’s fight. They’d been at each other since the tennis match last year. Michael and Bradley constantly had to test the water between them, and it was becoming exhausting.

“Can’t you guys give it a rest?” Michael asked. “We’re supposed to start the new year on a new foot and don’t need your rivalry cramping our style. This is the party house, and we have to do it right this year!”

David crossed his arms and scooted back on the couch. Sebastian leaned away from David and let his eyes drift to the kitchen’s entrance.

“That’s better. Now, David, the pub down the street isn’t that bad. They have pool and darts and plenty of beer. Can’t we all be civil and go down there to catch up about what we did this summer?”

“Sounds like a great idea,” Bradley said and met Michael’s eye, offering a soft smile.

Michael beamed as Bradley looked at him, subconsciously wondering why those hazel eyes looked so familiar and so mesmerizing.

Bradley looked away from Michael and noticed Sebastian’s jealous gaze. Bradley lifted an eyebrow at Sebastian and hoped David didn’t notice the exchange. He was on his phone looking at reviews for the pub when Bradley glanced in his direction.

“This place doesn’t look that bad. I guess we can go there, but I want it on record that I warned it was skanky if anything goes down.”

“What’s going to happen?”

“You never know,” David said and stood. He walked toward his bedroom. “I’m going to put on a pair of jeans, and then I’m ready.”

“Yeah, I should probably change.” Michael stood and went to his bedroom.

Sebastian and Bradley were left alone in the living room. Sebastian looked toward the hallway that led to David and Michael’s bedrooms, but their doors were closed. He moved next to Bradley on the couch.

Bradley tensed and his shoulders rose. He swallowed, nervous Sebastian was putting him in a tight position. He’d already gone through David almost catching him, and that was enough fear for one day.

“What are you doing?”

“We need to talk,” Sebastian said.

“Can’t it wait?”

“No.”

“What do you want?” Bradley asked in a rushed whisper, glancing at the hallway. David never took long to change, and Michael already had his suspicions.

“Millie,” Sebastian said. “I’ve been thinking about her all summer, but you’ve been in Australia. It’s been… hard.”

“I don’t care,” Bradley said. “We can’t talk about this right now. David almost caught me earlier.”

“What? When?”

Bradley stood from the couch, shaking his head at Sebastian. He was taking too big a risk talking about Millie when Bradley’s heart was still shaking from the encounter with David.

“We can’t do this right now, Sebastian.”

“I want her,” he said in a firm voice. “After the pub. You can’t keep her from me. I’ve been waiting all summer.”

Bradley wanted to scream at Sebastian that he’d seen those shirtless pictures of him cuddled up with women who weren’t Millie. Bradley didn’t care if they were innocent. Seeing Sebastian with someone else still hurt, and Bradley had done nothing of the sort while he was in Australia.

There were pictures of him out at bars with people from his internship, but they were always in a group. Bradley didn’t hook up with one person while he was there. Not even a kiss.

Could Sebastian say the same?

“No,” Bradley hissed. “We’re going to the pub, and that’s it. I can’t do this with you.”

Bradley was about to escape up the stairs, but then David’s door opened. Sebastian fell back against the couch and sighed, folding his lips in defeat. David squinted as he walked closer to them, trying to assess the situation.

“What’s going on here?”

“Nothing,” Bradley said. “I was just about to go upstairs to grab my wallet, and then I’m ready to go.”

“Isn’t this place beneath us?” David asked Bradley. “We could go somewhere closer to campus. Who cares about the crowds?”

“I do,” Michael said as he walked into the room. “I don’t want to deal with all those students.”

“Bro, you’re a student, and your dad is famous.”

“Yeah, and my dad wouldn’t turn his nose up at a pub. Do you want to call him to ask?”

David frowned. “No, I just want to go. Maybe it won’t be as bad as I’m thinking.”

“Probably not, considering you’re a drama queen.”

“Drama king, if anything.”

Michael laughed and shook his head at David. Bradley raced up the stairs and went to his bedroom, avoiding any further contact with Sebastian. It was dangerous living with him. Bradley needed to get through this school year with his secret intact.

Sebastian wanted to chase after Bradley, but it’d look too suspicious, so he talked to Michael and David instead. His wallet was in one pocket, and his phone was in the other. He didn’t need anything upstairs besides Millie, but she was being difficult.

The guys went to the pub down the road, which David quite enjoyed despite his objections. They played a few rounds of pool, switching pairs between each match. Playing with Sebastian was suffocating for Bradley, but the other guys didn’t seem to notice.

They were busy talking about baseball and who they thought would win the playoffs, waging a friendly bet they’d probably forget about before the night ended.

Everything went swimmingly until they got back home.
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It was later in the night when Bradley heard a knock on his door. He didn’t have to ask to know who was there. He sighed and stood from his desk, where he’d been watching a movie on his tablet to distract himself. He was a little tipsy but nowhere near tired enough to sleep.

Bradley opened the door to Sebastian. It was late enough that David and Michael wouldn’t come upstairs, but Bradley couldn’t be sure. It was still early in the year. They’d caught up, but there was still so much to tell from their summer adventures.

David had gone sailing around the Mediterranean. Michael volunteered to teach basketball at an orphanage in Africa. Sebastian spent his time interning for one of the toughest executives in the country and had survived it.

“Come in,” Bradley said in a deadpan voice.

Sebastian stepped into the room, remembering when he’d first watched Bradley transform into Millie. He could still feel the amazement in his chest from seeing her in all her beauty.

There was also the instance of Sebastian pleasuring Millie on camera. He’d nearly forgotten about it until he was standing in her bedroom. She could certainly use it for blackmail.

“Do you still have that video of me?”

“Yeah,” Bradley said with a smirk. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Figured you might trust me by now.”

“I trust you, but I’d be a fool to delete that video.”

“Yeah, I guess. Do you ever watch it?”

“I have once or twice,” Bradley said in Millie’s voice. It flowed from his lips like water over marble. It was Bradley’s truest voice. The one he most wanted to leave his lips. “Why?”

“Fuck, say my name in that voice, baby.”

“Sebastian.”

“Shit, that’s so hot. Can’t you dress up for the night? I’ll get us a hotel room. We don’t have to stay here.”

“Wouldn’t that look suspicious if we went off to a hotel room for the night?”

“I don’t care what it would look like. I need Millie. You don’t know how much I’ve been thinking about getting back here to be with you. Can’t you indulge me? Please?”

Bradley stared at Sebastian a long moment, seeing the longing in his eyes, but where there was love, there was hate. The two existed in tandem. Bradley feared Sebastian could turn against him if Millie ever decided she didn’t want to be with him.

“Who are those girls on your social media page? Why were you all shirtless and cuddled up with them?”

“They’re just some girls who were working in my office. We went to the beach together and to some pools. I told them I was gay when they got too flirtatious,” said Sebastian.

“You’re not gay, though.”

“So what? I only have eyes for you. You’re my girl. Millie is who I love.”

Bradley glanced down at himself, dressed in men’s clothing, and felt out of place. Millie was his truest self, but he was conflicted about letting her come out to spend time with Sebastian.

He was acting weird.

Millie had feelings for Sebastian, but Bradley had to protect himself. He had to protect her identity. His mother still had senior year’s tuition to pay before he could let Millie spread her wings.

“Come on,” Sebastian said with pleading eyes. “Let’s go to the city. Let’s have a night to remember before the semester starts.”

Bradley stared into Sebastian’s green eyes, seeing the love, but could Bradley trust him? Could they keep their affair a secret from the other roommates? Bradley swallowed, wishing he had the will to deny Sebastian’s request, but Millie was weak.

She longed for Sebastian’s touch.

“Fine,” Bradley said and pointed a finger in Sebastian’s face. “Only tonight.”

Sebastian nodded and watched as Bradley transformed into Millie.


4

Sebastian lifted Millie’s arm and twirled her in a circle before pulling her close, inhaling the scent of her flowery perfume. She was wearing the tiny black dress she’d had on the last time they were in the city but somehow looked even sexier in it.

It had the tiniest straps and hung perfectly on Millie’s padded breasts. It contoured around her thin waist and flared out above her juicy bootie. Sebastian held Millie’s side as he pressed the bulge of his hard cock against her leg.

“Someone’s excited,” Millie teased.

Her cock was being held by a tiny black thong beneath her dress. It was half-erect, but Millie ignored it. She could wait until they got back to the hotel room.

“You make me hot, baby.” Sebastian reached around and grabbed Millie’s ass.

She gasped into his ear and nibbled on his lobe. “You do the same to me,” she said. “You know we’re in a bar and not a club, right?”

Several people had turned to watch them dance when Sebastian grabbed Millie’s arm and led her to an unoccupied corner. He spun her around and did a little salsa, but Millie was over the dancing, so she held her man close.

“Yeah, but what do I care?”

“You don’t care what people think about us?”

“Not at all. I would fuck you right here.”

Millie threw her head back and chuckled. She pulled on Sebastian’s thick, black hair and looked into his green eyes, testing his will. Seeing if he was brave enough to slip his fingers into her panties, but he wasn’t.

“You wouldn’t fuck me right here.”

“Are you challenging me?”

“If I were, you would have already lost.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing,” Millie said and turned away from Sebastian. She went to the bar and ordered another martini. It would be her third, so she was feeling a little tipsy. “Which hotel are we staying at tonight?”

“It’s down the street from here. We could walk if you wanted.”

“Yeah, let’s do that. After this martini,” Millie said and placed her credit card on the bar to close out her tab. Buying the drinks was the least she could do if Sebastian got them a hotel room.

~~~

The hotel room was even nicer than the last one they had. It had views of the river passing downtown, but they were higher than almost every other building. They could look down at the world, but few were looking up at them.

“This is incredible,” Millie said.

“Only the best for you,” Sebastian said as he came up behind her. He placed his hand on her waist and his dick against her ass, pressing the outline of his erection into the space between her cheeks.

Millie moaned and pressed her ass up against Sebastian’s cock, realizing how much she’d been missing it since she left for the summer in Australia. She reached behind her to wrap her hand around the back of Sebastian’s neck.

Sebastian moved his hand up Millie’s torso and cupped her breast as he kissed on her neck, whispering sweet nothings against the spots he kissed.

“I hate that you left me last summer. We could have had so much fun in the city.”

“I didn’t know we could have been together.”

“You left me, Millie. Do you know how hard that was?”

“Yes,” she said. “I was alone too. You weren’t the only one who had to suffer.”

“We could hardly even talk on the phone. The time difference was impossible.”

“Are you blaming me for everything?” Millie asked.

Sebastian shook his head. He squeezed Millie’s sides, wanting to control himself, but he’d been crazy without her. Temptations had been flying at him left and right. People in New York City could find sex day and night if they went looking for it.

“I’m not blaming you for anything, Millie.”

“Why are you bringing up this summer then? We both know I got that internship before anything between us started. There was no way I could have switched at the last minute. It would have been impossible, and my mother would have thrown a fit.”

Sebastian nodded. “I’m sorry. Forget I said anything. We’re here now,” he said and touched Millie with greedy hands. “That’s all that matters.”

Millie accepted Sebastian’s kisses, but it felt forced. She’d erected a barrier around her heart. There were a few cracks at first. Rumbles of damage, and then her walls came crashing down. Millie moaned as she sunk her fingers into Sebastian’s hair, kissing him deeply.

Sebastian lifted Millie’s petite body into his arms. She wrapped her legs around his body as he carried her to the bed, forgetting why she’d been upset moments before.

Millie gasped when Sebastian tossed her to the bed and undid his belt. He pulled it from the loops and tossed it to the side, staring at Millie like he was about to ravish her.

Millie bit her lip and parted her legs, revealing her long and thickened cock. She was completely erect and poking out of her black panties, and Sebastian couldn’t get over how incredibly sexy her cock looked.

He forgot all about his pants and dropped to the bed, mesmerized by Millie’s huge womanhood. He crawled toward Millie and reached up her black dress to move her thong, further revealing her cock.

“Like what you see, Sebastian?”

“Yes,” he said in a moan. “I love what I see.”

“Why don’t you give my girl a kiss?”

Millie had shaved and pampered her cock earlier, so it was fresh and ready for Sebastian’s lips. He pulled Millie’s thong down her legs but didn’t bother with the dress. It made her look so feminine and drove Sebastian wild.

Sebastian wrapped his hand around Millie’s cock, still fully dressed, as he leaned forward and parted his lips. He took Millie’s member into his mouth and pushed his lips as far as they would go down her shaft until he was choking on her cock.

Millie moaned and pushed her fingers back into Sebastian’s hair, pushing him down on her womanhood. He coughed but breathed through his nose to take more of her. He needed her, and she’d forgotten how badly she craved him.

“Suck that girly dick,” Millie said as she held Sebastian’s hair and guided his lips up and down her cock. “Show me how much you love it.”

Sebastian rubbed the outline of his manhood through his jeans as he sucked Millie’s dick, loving how smooth and feminine it felt in his mouth. It smelled like flowers and was shaved clean. Sebastian admired it as he bobbed his head, wanting to feel Millie cum in his mouth, but he doubted she was even close.

Millie pulled Sebastian off her cock a moment later. She stared into his eyes. “Remember how you fucked me the last time we were in a hotel?”

“Yeah,” Sebastian said in a breath. “How could I forget?”

“I was thinking that I could fuck you this time. What do you say, handsome?”

Sebastian swallowed. “You want to fuck me?”

Millie licked her lips as she stared at Sebastian. She reached down and rubbed her womanhood, imagining how good it would feel sinking into Sebastian’s tight hole. She could picture herself cumming deep inside his cave as she spread his walls to their breaking point.

“I need to fuck you, Sebastian. Don’t you want to feel this girly dick stretching your hole?”

Sebastian had been dreaming of fucking Millie all summer, but his hole twitched at the idea of taking her girly cock. He’d watched plenty of pornos over the summer of guys getting fucked by hot chicks and had certainly been curious.

“I guess that would be okay. Do you have some lube?”

“It’s in my purse,” Millie said with a wink.

Sebastian stood from the bed and went over to Millie’s purse. He grabbed the small bottle of silicone lubricant and went back to her, tossing it on the bed. She was so sexy, stroking her thick cock, but Sebastian didn’t know how it was about to fit in his virgin hole!

“Promise to be gentle?” he asked.

“Why would I ever be rough?” Millie asked in a coy voice.

“Babe, you’re huge. Please, you have to be gentle.”

“I will be,” Millie said as she climbed off the bed. Sebastian had taken off his shirt, but he was moving too slowly. Millie wanted to fuck his hole. It was only fair that he repaid her for what she’d done. “Take off your pants. Hurry,” Millie said with a snap of the finger.

Sebastian swallowed a breath and unbuttoned his pants. He slowly pushed them down over his ass. He was wearing a pair of decorative boxer briefs that hugged his cheeks. Millie rubbed her hand over them, admiring the roundness of Sebastian’s backside.

“Do you regret snooping in my room?”

“Never,” said Sebastian. “I’m so glad we found each other.”

“Even though I’m about to fuck you?”

“If fucking me will make you happy, I’m happy to do it.”

“Good,” Millie said and pushed Sebastian to the bed. He got to his hands and knees. Millie grabbed the lube and lathered her cock as she stood behind him, still wearing her black dress, but it hardly got in the way of her long cock. “I want to bury my dick deep in your ass.”

“It’s so big, though. Be gentle, baby.”

“I’ll do my best,” Millie said with a laugh and pressed her tip against Sebastian’s tight hole. “Have you ever been fucked?”

“I’ve never put anything up my ass.”

“You poor thing, and you’re willing to do this for me?”

“Yeah, but you have to go slow, Millie. Your cock is so big.”

“Tell me to stop and I will.”

Sebastian nodded and bit his lip as Millie pressed two lubed fingers against his ass to slicken his hole for her dick. She added more lube to her cock before pressing her tip against Sebastian’s wet hole. She pushed lightly. Sebastian moaned as she teased his entrance.

Millie loved the sensations of his slippery split and her slick cock. She bit her lip as she did her best not to cum from the sensations. She’d never fucked a guy before, and she was getting close without even putting her dick in Sebastian’s hole.

“Put it in me. I’m ready,” Sebastian said.

Millie held her base and thrusted lightly, pushing her tip past Sebastian’s ring. He yelled out and reached behind him to grab her thigh. She held his side as she pushed deeper, only getting a couple inches into Sebastian before she felt her balls tighten like she was about to cum.

“Fuck, you’re so tight. You feel so good.”

“Yeah? You like this hole?”

“I love it,” Millie said as she struggled against her desire to cum. “Stroke your dick, Sebastian.”

Sebastian grabbed his hard dick, feeling stuffed far past his breaking point, but he was thrilled to have Millie inside of him. He couldn’t tell her to pull her dick out, even if it had him wanting to tap out. He had to stay strong.

“I’m getting close,” Millie said.

“Yeah, baby. Cum in me.” Sebastian stroked his dick, feeling closer to an orgasm with each pump of his hand. “I’m ready.”

Millie thrusted a few more times before hollering out and squeezing Sebastian’s sides. She unloaded into his ass just as Sebastian started cumming. He hollered out as his walls throbbed around Millie’s womanhood, and she couldn’t handle another second of the pleasures within Sebastian’s cave, so she pulled out and shot her last load along Sebastian’s split.

Millie reached between Sebastian’s legs to grab his cock and milk one last strand of cum from his dick, adding it to the milky pool beneath him.

“Fuck,” Sebastian said as he collapsed to the side. “That was hot, babe.”

“You’re telling me,” Millie said as she lay next to Sebastian. She took him and held him against her body, still wearing her black dress and still rock hard. Their dicks touched as they cuddled.

“Can I fuck you later?”

Millie grinned. “We’ll see where the night takes us.”

The night took them several places, which included Sebastian getting what he’d requested. It also included eating little chocolates off each other and watching a movie in bed.

If only every night could be so marvelous.
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The school year was in full swing, and the night at the hotel was long behind Bradley and Sebastian. Something had shifted after that night, and Bradley felt he could no longer trust his roommate’s intensions. Poison had entered their love affair. Sebastian simply wasn’t the same.

Michael and David were having a party at the house. It was the fifth or sixth since their senior year had started. Bradley was losing track, and he honestly didn’t care what his roommates did as long as their friends stayed out of his room.

Bradley was posted up against a wall when Michael came up behind him and placed a heavy hand on his shoulder.

“Yo, what’s up? Enjoying the party?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Michael gave Bradley a hard look. “You’ve been acting cold recently. Is everything okay?”

Bradley sipped spiked punch from his plastic cup. He didn’t need an interrogation. He tried to walk away, but Michael grabbed his shoulder to pull him back.

“Bradley, I asked you a question.”

“A question I don’t want to answer.”

“Don’t act like that, dude. You’re my roomie and I care about you. Is it Sebastian? Did he do something?”

Bradley looked at Michael quickly before he noticed Sebastian watching them. He was on the basement couch, and a girl was talking to him, but he wasn’t paying her any attention. His eyes were trained on Bradley.

“No, he didn’t do anything,” Bradley said as he stared into Sebastian’s eyes from across the room. “I don’t love my classes this semester. That’s all.”

“Bullshit, dude. I don’t believe you at all. There’s something else, but fine.” Michael threw up his hands. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to, but I know something has been bothering you.” Michael pointed a finger in Bradley’s face and squinted his eyes.

Bradley wished he could tell Michael that he was struggling with an identity crisis. That he didn’t know his right from his left some days, but how could he explain to Michael that Bradley was merely a disguise? How could he explain how difficult it was to operate in a world that wanted to categorize him and generalize his existence?

“See you around, Michael. Enjoy the party.”

“I will,” Michael said with a grin. “I only hope you do the same.”

Bradley watched as Michael left, heading back to his group of friends in the corner. Sebastian was still watching him, but there was something evil in his eye. Bradley wondered if Millie had gone too far by fucking him, but he’d agreed to it!

Bradley didn’t want to blackmail his roommate, but he was more than capable of showing Sebastian that video of him sucking Millie’s dick if he wanted to play games.

Sebastian took his eyes off Bradley and turned his attention to the woman next to him on the couch. He nodded a couple of times before cupping her face and moving his lips closer to hers. She stopped talking as Sebastian kissed her.

Bradley squeaked softly, feeling paralyzed by the sight.

Sebastian’s eyes opened as his lips moved, and he stared directly at Bradley as he kissed the girl. He closed his eyes again and continued a moment longer before breaking the kiss to stand.

Bradley stood still as Sebastian walked toward him. He stopped to whisper into Bradley’s ear.

“I’m tired of the games.”

Sebastian kept walking, and Bradley couldn’t help thinking that the games had only just begun.


6

Sebastian walked with his head low, heading toward the pub that wasn’t far from their house. Millie was there waiting for him, upset because of the kiss. Sebastian wished he could take it back, but his rage got the best of him. He couldn’t continue playing these games and hiding in the shadows.

Millie deserved to come forth and live her life, even if Bradley wasn’t ready. He had to learn how to overcome his fears and let Millie fly. She was already on her way to taking over the world, but the world had to know she existed. Sebastian was tired of being the only one.

He reached the pub after what felt like only a few seconds, wishing he could change the past, but he’d made mistakes. He couldn’t wrap his mind around waiting and pretending like he wasn’t in love with Millie. It was confusing. It hurt.

He deserved better.

Millie was sitting at the bar with a glass of water and a plate of fries. Sebastian watched as she popped a fry into her mouth, completely unaware of his presence.

If she could dress up and come to the pub, why couldn’t she dress up every day? Why couldn’t she live her life how she most wanted? It drove Sebastian mad thinking she had to hide who she truly was, as though there was something wrong with her.

Sebastian only saw beauty in its purest form when he looked at Millie, but he couldn’t continue playing games. He stepped forward and approached the bar, taking a deep breath before tapping on Millie’s shoulder.

She turned and covered her mouth, even though she’d all but swallowed the fry.

“Sebastian! You scared me,” Millie said and stood from the barstool. She wrapped her arms around Sebastian and gave him a tight hug, still angry from his betrayal, but she’d come ready to forgive. Sebastian was the only person who knew her secret, and she wanted to keep it that way.

She also wanted a cute boy to fool around with when the mood struck. Sebastian was the perfect candidate, and he was worth fighting to keep, at least for as long as she wanted to keep her secret intact.

“Sorry,” Sebastian said when Millie pulled away and returned to the barstool. “Didn’t mean to scare you. What are you drinking?”

“Water,” she said with a laugh. “You think I drink pint glasses of vodka?”

“No. You hate how bad alcohol is for the skin.”

“That’s right,” Millie said. She reached out and brushed a healing blemish on Sebastian’s face. “Looks like you might be drinking too much.”

Sebastian covered the spot Millie had touched. It was a pimple he’d popped a couple days ago, and it looked like there was a chance it could scar.

“Tonight isn’t about me,” Sebastian said as he took the barstool next to Millie. He rose his hand and ordered a beer without thinking. Millie smirked. He growled, shaking his head. “I like beer. Sue me!”

“I would rather sue you for kissing that girl. What was with that?”

Sebastian bit his lip. He reached over the plate of fries. “Do you mind?”

Millie shook her head and stared at Sebastian with those unwavering hazel eyes. She didn’t let up as he guided the fry to his mouth, chewing far longer than necessary. Millie picked up her water and watched Sebastian over the rim as he ate another.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” he finally asked.

“You’ve been an asshole to me recently. What’s up with that?”

Sebastian ate another fry and chugged half his beer, but it did nothing to dampen his emotions. He felt guilty for his behavior. He knew that kissing that girl was immature and uncalled for, but Sebastian hated living next to Millie and never having her.

Did she know how many nights he lay awake, wishing he could sneak into her room to cuddle her? He would do it, but she wouldn’t be there. Sebastian tortured himself every night, and Millie could come and go as she pleased.

“I hate that you aren’t here all the time.”

Millie whipped her blonde hair over her shoulder. She took a drink of water. “I hate it too, Sebastian, but what do you want me to do?”

“Become Millie. All day, every day. It’s time.”

“We’re basically halfway through the first semester. You can’t wait until summer?”

“No,” Sebastian said in a harsh voice. “I’m done waiting, Millie. I’m tired of not being able to hold your hand on campus. I want to have lunch with you between classes. Kiss you while we snuggle in the quad. Don’t you want those things?”

“Yeah, but I can wait. I’ve been waiting a long time for the perfect moment, and I can’t cut myself short. Not now. Not when I’m so close to having my degree.”

“You’ll get your degree, but then what? What if something else comes up to stop you? How do I know you won’t get cold feet?”

Millie sucked in a sharp breath. She didn’t want to argue with Sebastian, but he had a point. Millie had spent her entire summer as Bradley and didn’t once think about coming out because of business. What if an office in New York pushed her back in the closet? What if she decided she wasn’t ready?

“I doubt I will, but I can’t be certain I won’t.”

“That’s not enough for me, Millie. I need a definitive answer.”

“Why can’t you support me? Why can’t you accept what I’m willing to give? Plenty of couples make sacrifices much greater than the ones we’re making.”

Sebastian took another large gulp from his beer. He hated himself for being so shallow, but he wanted to live his life to the fullest. He didn’t want to spend his youth waiting around for someone who wasn’t willing to fully commit.

“Maybe we’re better off being friends, Millie.”

Millie went cold as she stared at Sebastian, wondering if she’d misheard, but the sad look on his face said everything. He wasn’t willing to continue if she didn’t play by his rules. The only game happening was the one in his head.

“You’re being ridiculous, Sebastian. Are you really going to give up what we have because you can’t have me all day, every day?”

Sebastian didn’t meet Millie’s eyes as he nodded.

“So, that’s it? You’re breaking up with me?”

“We can’t keep pretending like we have something when we have nothing.”

“How can you say we have nothing, Sebastian? You were my first. My only.”

Sebastian squeezed his hands into fists. “I cheated on you during the summer. When I didn’t hear from you that one week, I became unguarded. You’d never sent the picture, and I—”

“Fuck you, Sebastian. I don’t even care what you have to say because you’ve shown me exactly where I stand in your life. I was nothing but sex for you.”

“No, that’s not—”

“Shut up! I can’t fucking believe you! You’re a cheater!” Millie screamed the word loudly enough to turn a few heads.

Sebastian hid his face when people glanced at the bar, wishing he could vanish into thin air, but he’d been holding on to that confession for far too long. It’d been burning him inside.

“I’m not a strong man, Millie. I need people, women, to make me feel better about myself. When I hadn’t heard from you, I had to get it from somewhere.”

Millie squeezed her eyes shut, refusing to cry over Sebastian’s betrayal. She knew something was off the moment she first saw him after summer break. There was a darkness in his eyes, and now Millie knew what it was.

Sebastian was a cheater!

A liar!

He wasn’t worth a second more of her time. Millie pointed a finger in Sebastian’s face, on the verge of tears.

“I never want you to talk to me again, or I’ll release that video to everyone. Do you understand me?”

Sebastian frowned and nodded. Millie wanted to scream that she hated Sebastian. That she wished she could take back her virginity and never give it to him, but that wasn’t true. She trusted him to keep her secret, but she would never again trust him with her heart.

“Pay the bill, asshole.”

Millie grabbed her purse and walked out of the bar with her shoulders held high, doing her best not to cry until the crisp autumn air hit her face.
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Millie’s heels clicked against the sidewalk as she ran, but she didn’t know where to go. She couldn’t go home and risk Sebastian hearing her cry in the next room. She’d already been humiliated enough, so she kept running past her house and went all the way to campus.

Millie found a lonely bench outside of the art building and took a seat. It was a little chilly now that the sun had dropped, but Millie didn’t mind the cold. It distracted her from the brokenness of her heart.

She couldn’t believe Sebastian would give up on everything they’d gained together. Unfortunately, she could believe that he’d cheated over the summer. They were never officially together, but who was Millie about to fuck?

She hadn’t even had the chance to go out dancing in Australia, even though she’d wanted to on more than one occasion. It never felt right. She’d arrived as Bradley and wanted to do business as Bradley, but Millie had a master plan to get her breasts done after senior year before she started any job.

Her resume was stacked from top to bottom, so she didn’t worry about finding a job, even if it took six or eight months. She’d been saving for years and had plans to rent a house on the beach in Colombia while she completed her transition.

She would arrive back in the United States a new woman, ready to take over the world, but Sebastian wasn’t willing to wait. Millie wailed at the loss of her lover, wishing he could see what she saw. They had something incredible. Fate had brought them together. How else could they explain living in the same house?

Sebastian had wined and dined her and paid for hotel rooms, but it all meant nothing in the end. They’d been a means to get what he wanted most.

Sex.

Sebastian didn’t care about Millie’s heart. She hated herself for crying over Sebastian’s infidelity, but had he even been unfaithful? Millie wiped her eyes, wishing the tears would stop, but she was in another world in her mind.

A world where she and Sebastian had agreed to become a couple. A world where she had the courage freshman year of university to show everyone who she truly was. It would have been painful, but at least she would have been able to move on from it.

“Hey,” someone said. “Are you okay?”

Millie cursed to herself and averted her face. “I’m fine. Thanks for asking.”

The person didn’t leave, and his voice sounded strangely familiar. “You don’t look fine. Did something happen? Do you want to talk?”

“No,” Millie said without looking at him.

“Can I give you my number in case you change your mind?”

Millie’s heart sank as she finally registered the voice. It was her roommate Michael. She doubted he remembered her from their brief encounter last year, but he wasn’t the type to go away when someone was in need.

Millie sucked in a breath and held a finger under each eye to mop up the tears. She turned to Michael and did her best to smile. She crossed her legs and pulled down on her short dress.

“Hi, I’m sorry. You caught me at a bad time.”

Michael stared at Millie a long moment, squinting his eyes like he recognized her. He snapped his fingers. “I know you!”

“You do?” Millie asked in a confused voice to play dumb.

“You’re Bradley’s girlfriend. We bumped into each other last year at the house.”

Millie tilted her head and stared at Michael like she couldn’t recall, even though the memory of their exchange was burning in her mind. Michael ignored her confused look and sat next to her on the bench.

“Your name is Millie, right?”

Millie beamed. “How do you remember such trivial details?”

“I never forget a pretty face.”

Millie’s eyes widened. “A pretty face?”

“Yeah,” Michael said with an awkward grin. “Am I allowed to say that?”

“I don’t know. You tell me.”

“Are you still dating Bradley?”

Millie shook her head as she stared at Michael. She’d always thought he was handsome with his tan skin and soulful brown eyes. Those plump lips. The diamond stud in his nose. He was a looker, and any girl would be lucky to have him, but he never seemed to keep a girl more than a night.

“No, we broke up.”

“That’s too bad. He’s a good guy.”

Millie nodded. “He is.”

“Why did you two break up?”

“We drifted apart while he was in Australia.”

Michael nodded. “Makes sense.” He was silent a long moment and looked at the building across the way from them. It housed a small café and study areas for students, and there were a few classrooms, but nobody knew what classes they had there.

“Can I tell you a secret?”

“Guess it depends on the secret,” said Millie.

“It’s about Bradley.”

“What about him?”

“Between you and me, I think he might be in a secret relationship with our roommate.”

Millie placed her hands on her knees. “Do tell. This sounds like juicy gossip.”

Michael told Mille how he’d seen Sebastian and Bradley having secret conversations that looked far too intimate for roommates. They would also leave on the same nights sometimes, and their behavior was just a little off when they were together, like they were hiding a secret.

“That is juicy gossip.”

“Do you think it could be true? Did you ever have suspicions about Bradley being gay?”

“What if I did? Would that be a problem?”

“No,” Michael said quickly. “I’m not homophobic or anything, but I feel like they should tell us if they’re together.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know,” Michael said and looked away from Millie. “Maybe I’ve been wanting to ask you out but was trying to respect my friend.”

“Have you been thinking about me?”

Michael glanced at Millie, staring at her a long moment. She looked into his eyes, yearning for him to see the truth. How easy would it be if he just saw past the wig and makeup and realized his roommate was sitting right in front of him?

Millie wished she had the courage to do what Sebastian wanted of her and tell the world the truth, but she didn’t. She was a coward who worried what her mother thought. What interns from random universities thought. Millie worried she would never be able to step out into the light.

What if Sebastian was right about her?

What if she got cold feet?

“I have been thinking about you, Millie. You’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you, but I’m also your roommate’s ex.”

“What does that matter?”

“Doesn’t it matter a little? Wouldn’t it look bad if we dated?”

“I don’t care what other people think. Ever since I got kicked off the football team for smoking weed, I’ve been living for myself, and nothing will change that. I taught little kids how to play basketball this summer. I still play football and basketball in clubs, and I’m even learning how to play hockey.”

“You’re doing all that?” Millie asked, surprised how little she knew about her own roommate. She had no idea he was learning how to play hockey.

“Yeah, and I’ll do even more once I graduate. I can’t wait to get out of here and take over the world. I want to move to Washington D.C. and go into politics.”

“Why?”

“It’s stupid that people go to jail for things like weed. I want to live in a world where guys like me can stay on the team and smoke if they want.”

Millie giggled, covering her mouth. She’d forgotten all about the tears that were falling down her face.

“What’s funny about that?”

“Nothing,” Millie said.

“Do you smoke?” Michael asked and pulled out a vape. “I filled it before I left the house and haven’t used it yet.”

“What is it? Weed?”

Michael smiled with a laugh. “Yeah, I don’t smoke tobacco. Don’t see the point.”

“Sure, I’ll take a hit.”

“Maybe it’ll help you forget whatever made you cry.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Michael turned on the vape and passed it to Millie when it got to temperature. She took a hit and coughed as the vapor filled her mouth. She blew it out and coughed more.

“That’s strong,” she said.

“Yeah, and it tastes a million times better than smoking it.”

“Let me try again,” Millie said as she caught her breath. She took another drag from the vape and coughed a little the second time, but it wasn’t as hard as the first. Millie could already feel the buzz crawling across her body as she passed Michael the pen. He took a few hits and then passed it back to Millie.

“There’s more?”

“Yeah, there’s a timer.”

Millie glanced at the timer and saw that they still had over two minutes of smoking left. She took a few hits and then passed it back to Michael, telling him she couldn’t handle more.

“More for me then,” he said with a bright smile.

“Yeah, knock yourself out. I’m already high,” Millie said as she studied her surroundings. Everything looked the same, but the air felt hazier, and it almost felt like Millie was floating, as though the air had become thick enough to levitate her into the sky.

Michael smoked the vape until it buzzed to shut off. The smells from their smoke session evaporated once they stopped. It smelled a lot cleaner than a joint, but Millie didn’t see herself running out to buy a vape.

“How much did that vape cost?”

“A little over a hundred dollars. Why?”

“How often do you use it?”

Michael grinned. “How often do you think?”

“Once a week?”

“What?” Michael asked and leaned his head back. “Who do you think I am? A doctor?”

“Doctors don’t smoke.”

“Who are you kidding? All types of people smoke, which is why I want to become a politician. As far as I see it, as long as the doctor isn’t high while he treats me, what does it matter what he’s doing during his off hours? Weed is better than alcohol if you ask me.”

Millie shrugged. She hadn’t thought much about the marijuana versus alcohol debate. She was much more concerned with when to wear lip gloss versus lipstick. Or whether wigs should be made with human hair or synthetic. She had both and still couldn’t decide.

“If you say so.”

“It is!”

“I’m not much of a pothead,” Millie said, even though she absolutely loved how her body was feeling. Michael’s vape pen had completely taken the edge off the pain Sebastian caused.

“I can tell the weed helped you forget your problems,” Michael said with a laugh. “What was wrong anyway? Was it a boy? Do I need to kick someone’s ass?”

Millie laughed and shook her head. “No, no ass kicking necessary. It’s better that I just forget it ever happened.”

“What happened? Was this after Bradley?”

“Yeah,” Millie said. “It was after Bradley, and it wasn’t even that serious. The guy and I never agreed that we would be official before summer started because everything was so fresh and new, but I just found out that he had relations with another girl.”

Millie caught herself before she spilled more details. She didn’t want to reveal too much about her life to Michael. How could she be certain that he wouldn’t put together the pieces?

“Damn, I’m sorry, and you didn’t do anything, did you?”

“No,” Millie said. She wanted to feel righteous in her position. She wanted to feel like the victim, but would she have done something in Australia if she’d come out from her hibernation? Would she have found a cute boy to suck her dick?

The more Millie thought of it, the less certain she became. There was no telling what she would have done during a night out in the city. Melbourne was full of sexy men and sweaty dance floors. With a little alcohol in her system, she might have broken down and done something herself.

“We suck. Guys, I mean. I’m speaking for all of us when I say this, but we’re wired to be wrong.”

“I don’t believe that,” Millie said.

“Why not? Do you think guys are good?”

“Some are good, and some are bad. It’s no different than us girls.”

Michael was silent a long moment as he stared at Millie. Her brown eyes sparkled under the lamp illuminating their bench. It was quiet on campus, so it felt like they had the entire place to themselves.

“Is it bad that I want to kiss you right now?”

Millie stared at Michael’s plump lips, wanting to kiss them. Wanting to get back at Sebastian for those times he’d been with another woman, so Millie shook her head.

“I don’t think it’s bad at all.”

“Good.” Michael reached forward and cupped the side of Millie’s face. He closed his eyes, moving in to kiss Millie.

Millie closed her eyes, forgetting Sebastian as though he were nothing more than a ghost of her past life, and accepted Michael’s sweet kiss. Several seconds of bliss passed before worry struck Millie like lightning.

She broke the kiss and stood from the bench. “I’m sorry,” she said. “We can’t do this.”

“What? What are you saying?” Michael asked. Millie’s delicious scent was still on his lips. He needed her and couldn’t stomach the thought of not having more of her. Michael stood to grab Millie’s hand, but she didn’t let him.

“No!”

“What did I do, Millie?”

“We can’t be together. It’s not you. It’s me.”

“Don’t give me that bullshit line. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel something during that kiss.”

Millie felt fireworks when Michael’s lips pressed against hers, but that didn’t matter. He was her roommate. She couldn’t fall for another man that lived in her house. She couldn’t risk Michael finding out her secret.

Not like this.

There was no telling what Sebastian would do if he found out the man Millie ended up kissing was Michael. It was a drama Millie didn’t want to face, so she turned and ran in the opposite direction without another word.

“Millie!” Michael called.

Millie didn’t stop as her heels pounded against the sidewalk. She had to grab her clothes and change in the library before she went home. She only prayed that nobody would be there when she went into the boy’s bathroom.
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Bradley sat in his room a few weeks after the kiss with Michael. He could still envision the way Michael stared at Millie with desire. He could still feel those soft lips against his glossed ones. Bradley wanted nothing more than to dress up as Millie and climb down the stairs to sneak into Michael’s bedroom, but there was Sebastian.

Her former lover who lived in the bedroom next to hers. He’d been going on date after date to make Bradley jealous, but Bradley could tell his heart wasn’t really in it. Those girls he was going out with were nothing more than pawns to get back at Millie for holding her secret.

Bradley didn’t need Sebastian. He put up his middle finger and pointed it at the wall, cursing in a whisper.

There was a knock on his door.

Bradley jumped. “Who is it?”

“Sebastian,” he said.

Bradley sighed. He was mostly over Sebastian since Michael had stolen his heart. Bradley played their time together on that bench over and over in his head. He wondered what would have happened if he told Michael the truth instead of running away.

Would they have something now?

Would he be out at parties on Michael’s arm?

There was no telling how Michael would react if Millie told him the truth, but Bradley had a feeling Michael would be able to handle it. He had a feeling that dating Michael might be even more fun than going out with Sebastian, but there was no way to know without actually doing it.

“Come in,” Bradley said.

Sebastian twisted the knob and entered the room. He looked sad as he walked over to the bed and took a seat. Bradley did his best not to roll his eyes. Who was Sebastian to act all mopey after what he’d done? Didn’t he know how badly he’d hurt Millie?

If Michael hadn’t come along that night, there was no telling what Millie would have done or where she would have gone. What if she’d ended up in the arms of some gross guy who didn’t have her best interest at heart like Michael?

How would Sebastian feel then?

“What do you want?” Bradley asked Sebastian.

Sebastian was staring between his knees at the floor. He didn’t want to have a difficult conversation with Bradley, but he missed Millie. He was being an asshole when he ended things. It didn’t matter who he went out with, nobody compared to Millie in his eyes.

“I want to apologize.”

“It’s a bit late for that, Sebastian. I don’t need your apology.”

“Can’t you give me a chance?”

“You were going out of your way to hurt me. Why should I give you another chance?”

“I know about the kiss,” Sebastian said. He lifted his eyes and stabbed Bradley with his green irises. “Michael told me that he kissed Millie. He feels guilty about it and wants to tell you but doesn’t know how.”

“You didn’t tell him the truth, did you?”

“No. I don’t want you sharing that video with everyone, so I kept my mouth shut, but it’s time you give me another chance.”

“Why? Because I kissed another guy? How many girls have you kissed, Sebastian? I doubt all those dates were just dinner.”

“I didn’t do anything besides kiss them.”

“What about the girl from the summer?”

“She’s history. You act like we were committed. You barely even let me hear Millie’s voice!”

Bradley’s jaw tensed. “You’d better keep your voice down, Sebastian. We don’t need our roommates hearing what you’re saying.”

“I’m so tired of all these games, Millie. You act like I’m the only one playing them, but you’re playing them too. It hurt this summer not being able to talk to you. We wouldn’t be having this problem if you actually had the courage to live your life how you wanted. I doubt you will, though, because you’re nothing but a coward.”

“Did you come in here to insult me, or did you have something productive to say? I don’t need this, Sebastian.”

“Why did you kiss him?” Sebastian asked as he fell to his knees. He had crazy in his eyes as he crawled across the floor to Bradley. He placed his hands in Bradley’s lap and stared into his hazel eyes, seeing Millie. Seeing the woman he loved. “Why did you kiss him, Millie?”

“You need to get off of the floor right now,” Bradley hissed. He didn’t need this. The drama. The confusion. He wished more than anything that he’d found his own studio apartment instead of agreeing to live with these guys another year. Maybe he could move during winter break, but it sounded like a lot to do.

Bradley just wanted Sebastian to leave him alone. He’d been the one to kiss someone else first. He’d kissed several people by the time Millie got around to kissing Michael, but Bradley knew what the real problem was.

He could sense the connection that Michael had with Millie. There was something between them. It was undeniable, but Millie wouldn’t act on it because she valued her sanity over a cute boy. She wanted peace in her life more than she wanted to see Michael’s plump lips around her cock.

At least that was what she told herself.

“Off the floor! Now!”

Sebastian groaned as he picked himself up off the floor to sit back on the bed. He squeezed his hands, wishing he could go back to last year when the love he had with Millie felt fresh and invigorating. When every day felt like a fairytale.

Why had things gotten so messy and complicated? Why couldn’t they just have a simple relationship?

“I need Millie, Bradley. I can’t live without her.”

“You hurt me, Sebastian.”

“Use her voice. Please,” he begged.

Bradley stared at Sebastian. He looked so frail and weak, whereas he was normally dashing and bold. He lit up a room but looked dimmer than a flashlight with weak batteries. Bradley loved Sebastian, and he would always have a special place in Millie’s heart, but Bradley couldn’t help but wonder if their relationship had run its course.

Had they gone as far as they could go?

“I can’t,” Bradley said in a sad voice. “Not for you.”

“Why not? I love her more than Michael ever will. He’s a player. He treats women like fast food.”

“Maybe all I want is a one-night stand.”

Sebastian’s eyes widened. “You wouldn’t.”

“There’s no telling what Millie will do, but she likes Michael. There’s something there.”

“I’ll tell him the truth.”

Bradley crossed his arms over his chest. He stared at Sebastian a long moment, and Sebastian stared back, refusing to break eye contact, so Bradley did it first.

He turned to his computer and pulled up the video he had of Sebastian sucking Millie’s dick last year. He turned it on without the volume and adjusted his laptop for Sebastian to see.

Sebastian grunted. “I don’t care anymore. Show whoever you want.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Try me.”

Bradley cocked an eyebrow and opened his email. He added the video as an attachment in an email addressed to David.

“I’ll send it to David right now. Tell him that Millie and I broke up because you were sucking her dick.”

“Then I’ll tell him the reason Millie has a dick is because you’re Millie. Why can’t you just let her come out? You know you’re tired of living this dual life. Don’t tell me it’s not exhausting.”

“I don’t care how tiring it is, Sebastian. Until you’re living in my shoes, you’ll never understand how difficult it is for someone like me. My mother isn’t like yours. My family isn’t old money. If something happens to my mother’s career because I tell the world too soon, she would never have anything to do with me. My tuition wouldn’t be paid. Do you get that, Sebastian?”

“I get it, but I still think you’re afraid. Your mother is probably more understanding than you think.”

“Fuck you, Sebastian. You don’t know the first thing about my life. Fuck you, and get the fuck out of my room!”

“Whatever,” Sebastian said. “Send the video to who you want, but I’ll tell Michael soon if you don’t.”

“You’re bluffing.”

“Try me, Millie. I want you, and I want you on my terms. You should know that I get what I want,” Sebastian said. He winked as he walked toward the door. He twisted the knob, and Bradley couldn’t stop himself from grabbing the novel that was on his desk and chucking it at Sebastian.

Sebastian slid out of the room right before the book hit him, pissing off Bradley.

Who was he to come in here and threaten Millie’s secret? Who was he to try to control her life?

Bradley was fuming as he sat at his desk. He thought about stomping across the hall and yelling at Sebastian for acting so crazy, but that would only draw attention from downstairs.

Bradley needed to get his revenge another way. He needed to hit Sebastian where it hurt most.

Bradley opened his computer and searched Michael’s social media pages, learning everything he could about the other roommate that had caught Millie’s eye.

Michael was handsome, funny, and a lot more of a people person than Sebastian. Maybe Bradley could trust him with Millie’s secret. It would eat Sebastian alive if Millie got to Michael first.
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Millie knew she had little time before Sebastian snapped and told Michael her secret, so she planned on getting to him first. Her pink stilettos clicked against the pavement as she walked through campus. She was wearing a pink dress and black leggings and a black peacoat with her blonde wig.

Her heart raced like crazy as she went toward the gymnasium. Michael was getting a minor in sports management, so he spent a lot of time taking classes at the building connected to the gym.

Millie didn’t often go to the gym. She did a lot of her exercise in the privacy of her bedroom or at gyms far from campus. It was a lot more comfortable that way than being around a bunch of students she didn’t know.

Millie sat on a bench outside of the gym’s entrance. She opened a sucker and popped it into her mouth. It was round and watermelon flavored to match her pink lips. More than a few guys checked her out as they passed, but she only had eyes for one.

It took a minute for Michael to emerge, but he noticed her the second he did. Michael waved and looked a bit suspicious as he approached.

“Hey, Millie. What are you doing here?”

Millie stared as a hunky guy walked past. She waited for Michael to see what she was watching. “Enjoying the view. What about you?”

“You come here to watch guys?”

“Maybe I do, or maybe I knew your class was about to get out, and I wanted to come see you. Which would be worse?”

“I don’t know,” Michael said with a light laugh as he took a seat next to Millie. “I don’t really want you checking out guys, but I also don’t want to get involved with a stalker. You never even gave me your number the last time I saw you. What was up with that?”

“There’s a reason I knew you had a class here today,” Millie said.

“How? Are you a psychic?”

“I wish. It would solve a lot of my problems. I could just concentrate and extract answers from all my teachers.”

Michael laughed. “That’d be nice. By the way, your outfit is banging today. You’re the hottest girl on campus.”

Millie cackled. “Did you really just say that?”

“I mean it,” Michael said as he placed his hand on Millie’s thigh. “You don’t know how much I think about you. How badly I wish I could be with you again. That kiss was so amazing. I think about it every night as I fall asleep.”

Millie swallowed. She’d come here to tell Michael that she already slept in the same house as him, but now it felt like the words would be impossible to say. Would he ever be able to look at her again? Michael suspected Millie was someone she wasn’t, and nothing hurt worse than deceit.

“Michael, this is serious.”

The drop in Millie’s voice caught Michael’s attention. He scooted closer to her on the bench and clasped his hands around her.

“What’s wrong, Millie? What happened?”

“Stare into my eyes, Michael. Put the pieces of the puzzle together to save me the pain of telling you.”

“Telling me what?” Michael said as he looked into Millie’s eyes.

Millie tilted her head to the side as she looked at Michael, willing him to see the truth. Hoping he could figure out why he’d never seen Millie and Bradley at the same time. Millie bit her glossy pink lip, holding the watermelon sucker in another hand.

“Wait,” Michael said after a minute. He squinted his eyes, looking up and down Millie’s body. “It can’t be.”

“What do you see, Michael?”

“Are you… no way.”

“I’m your roommate.”

“But you’re like… hot!”

“Millie is who I am. Who I’m meant to be. One day I’ll have the courage to live as Millie all my life, but there are complications.”

Michael nodded, scooting closer to Millie. He placed his arm on her shoulder, pulling her close. “I can’t imagine how difficult it is with a mother like yours, so obsessed with her image. My dad’s the same way. I never wanted to be an athlete like him. I don’t even care about sports management, but I did that to make him happy. What would he look like if he had a son who didn’t go into sports like him? Fuck, I hate him sometimes.”

Millie melted at the words of Michael’s understanding. Their parents weren’t so different. They’d both come from humble beginnings and reached the peak of their fields, and Michael’s father got much more press than Barbara McCormick would ever get.

Michael’s father was Carl Lewis, a famous basketball player. He’d been on several NBA teams as a power forward, graced countless magazine covers, starred in commercials for everything from shoes to sports drinks. His body was insane, so Millie understood why companies wanted him for advertisements.

“What do you want to do?”

“I’m studying business because it’s safe, but my heart is in event planning and fundraising.”

“You do love to throw a party.”

“The world would be nothing without parties. My father’s fundraising events were always my favorite growing up. The glitz and glamour and delicious food. The huge checks. People giving thousands of dollars for a cause just to outdo their friends.”

“Do you not think your father would support those dreams?” Millie asked.

Michael shrugged. He squeezed his bag against his chest, clearly thinking about his father. Every family had its issues, and Millie imagined that Michael’s was no different.

“There’s no telling with him.”

“You should do what makes you happy.”

“We both know that’s easier said than done,” Michael said firmly.

The words hit Millie right in the chest. She cast her eyes to the side and moved a couple centimeters from Michael, but it felt like she’d put a valley between them.

“Sorry,” Michael said as he looked at Millie’s profile. She wouldn’t meet his eyes. “I shouldn’t have said that.”

“You’re right, though. It’s easier said than done. Who am I to talk when I hide Millie in my closet? I went the entire summer acting like I didn’t exist, acting like the opinions of strangers meant more than my happiness.”

“In Australia?” asked Michael.

Millie nodded as she looked at the ground. Her pink stilettos were beautiful, but she hadn’t even painted her nails. She never painted her nails because that would leave evidence if she needed to change quickly, like she did when David entered the house early at the beginning of the school year.

It didn’t even make sense because plenty of men painted their nails. Why couldn’t Bradley be one of those guys?

“Don’t beat yourself up, Millie. You’re only protecting yourself. If you’re worried your mom wouldn’t react well, you should trust your instincts.”

“Why?” Millie asked dramatically. “Why do I need to hide because of her?”

“I’m guessing she pays your tuition like my dad pays mine. We’re not free at least until we graduate.”

Millie used to hate Sebastian for pushing her, but part of her hated how well Michael understood her situation. She hated that there was someone who agreed with her that she should hide who she was to get what she needed. It hurt at her core.

“Don’t worry about your mom, Millie. Enjoy the time that you get to be yourself. Your day will come.”

Millie looked into Michael’s eyes, wishing she’d talked to him a little longer that night last year. Where would they be if she’d given him a chance instead of dumping all of her eggs into Sebastian’s basket?

Millie loved Sebastian, she always would, but he didn’t understand her the way Michael did. He was from old money. His parents weren’t worried about their image in the same way as someone like Barbara McCormick or Carl Lewis, who had the entire world watching, just waiting for them to mess up.

“You’re right. That’s what I tell myself all the time, but it’s hard.”

Michael reached out and took Millie’s hand, lacing his fingers with hers. He licked his plump lips as he stared into her eyes. They were so beautiful, even though they were eyes he knew well. Michael didn’t care about any of that. He saw Millie for who she was.

“Life is hard, Millie, but isn’t that what makes it worth living?”

“Since when did you become a philosopher?”

“I don’t know, but I want to spend more time with you.”

“It’s complicated.”

“Because of Sebastian? I knew there was something going on between you two, but now it makes a lot more sense. Did he catch you dressed up one night or something?”

“Something like that,” Millie said. “We had our fun, but Sebastian really changed over the summer. He’s not the same guy anymore.”

“He knows your secret, though?”

“Yeah,” said Millie. “He and I had a fight not that long ago, and we’re not really talking.”

“He’s a fool for giving up on you.”

“He’s angry because I won’t live full time as Millie. He told me that I either had to change, or that he couldn’t keep dating me. It was too difficult for him.”

“His loss, but it’s too dangerous for us to hang at the house, isn’t it?”

“I think so,” Millie said with a frown.

“Come with me to a party this weekend. We can split a hotel room after or something. I want to take you out. Get to know you better.”

“You do?”

“Girl, would I be…” Michael paused to check his watch, “fifteen minutes late to my next class if I didn’t like you?”

Millie blushed. “I guess not.”

“So, what do you say? Should we have a fun night away from the house?”

“What if Sebastian gets suspicious?”

“I don’t see why he would. I’m never at home.”

“Right. I’m paranoid about him acting crazy, that’s all.”

“We can be better than you two were about sneaking around,” Michael said with a grin.

“Were we that obvious?”

“Yeah, kind of.”

Millie shook her head. “Fine. You have yourself a deal.”

“I’ll text you details, but I really need to get to my class.”

“Go. Go,” Millie said and waved Michael away.

He didn’t leave, though. He scooted forward and closed his eyes as he moved his lips closer to Millie’s. Millie swallowed as she closed her eyes.

Their mouths connected, and it was divine. The world disappeared around them as their tongues danced. Millie loved how Michael tasted like peppermint gum. She loved his gentle touch on her side. Their kiss lasted several seconds, but Millie could have gone on kissing Michael forever.

Michael stood and kissed Millie on the cheek. He bit his lip and shook his head before turning to run in the opposite direction. He glanced over his shoulder and waved once, but then he was gone, and Millie was left in the haze of her desire.
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The weekend finally came, and a temperature drop arrived with it. The weather was all over the place now that they were in the middle of November. Leaves were gone from the trees, and cold winds swirled around in the air, but Bradley couldn’t wait for his night with Michael.

Sebastian hadn’t been bothering him. He waited for a knock at the door every night, but nothing ever came. Sebastian had either given up on Millie, or he was biding his time. Bradley didn’t know which would be worse, but he’d locked Sebastian in a mental box.

He had his clothes packed, and the night was about Michael. Bradley knew it was messy to get involved with another roommate, but Michael was so warm to Millie, and Michael was someone Bradley could trust.

“Hey,” Michael waved as Bradley approached. “Got everything you need?”

“Yeah, I hope so.”

“Good. I want at least one night with you before we have to leave for break.”

“Are you sure about this?” Bradley asked.

“Yeah,” Michael said with a chuckle. “Would I be standing here if I weren’t sure?”

Bradley shook his head, feeling silly for doubting Michael. He was a man who knew what he wanted. He could have gone out with any girl he wanted, and went out with many, but he was treating Bradley differently than any of them.

“Do you normally get your date hotel rooms?”

“No, but my dates aren’t normally my roommate. I’m guessing David doesn’t know.”

“No,” Bradley said with a shake of the head. “I don’t want him to find out, but there’s actually something Sebastian said.”

“What did Sebastian say?”

“He threatened to tell you about me being Millie if I didn’t first.”

“What?” Michael asked with force. “I’ll kick his ass.”

“That’s not necessary, but I worry he’ll tell David. Maybe we can sit down and talk to Sebastian together. I’m not sure David will be as understanding as you two have been.”

“We can go to Sebastian now if you want. He has no right telling anyone your secret before you’re ready.”

“I don’t want that, Michael. Sebastian has been quiet, and I know he doesn’t really want to hurt Millie. He’s angry because he can’t get what he wants.”

“Yeah, he’s a spoiled brat. Just let me put him in his place,” Michael begged. “You won’t regret it.”

“Michael, drop it. I have my clothes, and I want to change. Where are we going?”

Michael stared at Bradley a long moment before sighing. He pulled his car keys out of his pocket and motioned for Bradley to follow. They walked to his car around the corner.

It was a short drive to the hotel. It wasn’t the nicest place, more of a motel than a hotel. They entered their second-floor room from the outside, but it felt much nicer on the inside. There was a king-size bed, and the room smelled fresh. The linens were soft.

“This is wonderful,” Bradley said in Millie’s voice as he fell to the bed with his arms spread wide.

“That’s crazy how you can talk like that. How much practice did it take?”

“More than you’d imagine,” Bradley said in Millie’s voice. Once he got started, it could be hard to stop, and Bradley was more than ready to get dressed and shed his gross boy persona.

“I love Millie’s voice. It’s so tender and sweet. She sounds like she could do no wrong.”

“Are you thinking she could?” Millie asked with a sly smile.

“I most certainly am.” Michael seemed to reach down and rub the outline of his crotch without thought. He coughed and moved his hand, catching himself. “So, how long does it take you to get ready?”

“Are you anxious for Millie to come out and play?”

“You’re the one who said that Millie is who you most are. If that’s true, I want to be with her. I want to pick up what that fool Sebastian dropped.”

“You sure know how to flatter a girl,” Millie said with a hand on her flat chest. She moved to the edge of the bed and grabbed her bag, racing off to the bathroom.

Millie closed the door and placed all of her supplies on the bathroom countertop. She stripped naked and stood in front of the mirror, hairless everywhere except the top of her head. She grabbed a bottle of lotion and rubbed a bit more into her freshly shaved skin before washing her hands to start on the makeup.

Millie dolled up her face, using foundation and a bit of bronzer. She finished the look with eyeliner and a smokey eyeshadow. Millie grabbed the white thong from the countertop and pulled it up her legs, admiring the thickness of her girly cock beneath the thin fabric.

Millie couldn’t wait to see Michael’s reaction when he saw it. He clearly wanted sex, and Millie wasn’t opposed. She’d been in a dry spell ever since the falling out with Sebastian, and Michael was sexy. Clean. He smelled nice and kept his hair faded.

Millie put on her white padded bra after the thong, and then she pulled one of her tiny black dresses over that. It was cold outside, so she would need to wear a black throw with it, but the black dress screamed sex when she didn’t have a sweater.

It had tiny straps and shimmered from the sheer of the fabric. It stopped right past her ass and hung on the body like a draped sheet. Millie always felt sexy when she wore it around the house, but now she could wear it at a party with a boy on her arm.

Millie slipped on a pair of black stilettos and grabbed the tiny black purse she’d packed in her overnight bag. She put all of her important belongings in the bag and zipped it shut. She set the purse to the side and grabbed her auburn wig.

Michael had requested it, and Millie loved being a redhead. It’d also been how Michael first saw Millie when they crossed paths at the house the year before, except he’d believed that Millie was simply Bradley’s girlfriend. He’d gone along with the lie Bradley told and hadn’t questioned it.

Millie hiked the purse up her arm and swallowed as she stared at her reflection in the mirror. Millie thought she was beautiful. The happiness she felt carried to her face. She couldn’t hide her satisfaction if she tried.

Millie stepped out of the bathroom. Michael turned his attention from the TV to take in the sight of his beautiful woman. He stood from the bed and rushed over to her, loving how the tiny black dress hung on her body. He couldn’t wait to show her off to all his friends.

“Do you think Sebastian will be at the party?”

“No way. We run in different circles.”

“It is strange how we all ended up living together.”

“We’re friends, but we’re not so close that it’s annoying to live together. You know?”

Millie lifted an eyebrow at Michael as he cupped her hand around his shoulder. “Weren’t you wanting to get a bit closer?”

Michael moaned as he held Millie close to his body. She was so sexy, and that red wig she was wearing had him feeling wild. It was about as long as her natural hair beneath it.

“Would you consider dying your natural hair red for me?”

“Red dye never stays,” she said.

“That didn’t answer my question.”

Millie warmed, loving how Michael was already considering their future. She wished she could think about a future with him, but her present was so jumbled and confused. There was no telling what Sebastian would do if he found out they were mingling behind his back.

“I would consider it, but let’s stay in the present.”

“I’ve always dreamed about being with a woman like you,” Michael said. He grabbed Millie’s hips and shifted her, so that her bulge pressed against his thigh. “Being with a girl who has a little extra between her legs.”

Millie couldn’t believe her ears. She pushed her cock harder against Michael’s thigh, extracting a moan from his lips.

“Fuck, you’re big, aren’t you?”

“Guess you’ll have to wait until after the party to find out,” Millie said and ran toward the hotel room’s door. She stepped outside and met Michael’s lustful eyes, giggling as she ran away toward the car.
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Michael’s friends were so creative and down-to-earth. They played sensual music and danced when they wanted. There was a lot more weed than alcohol at the party, which Millie didn’t mind. She enjoyed the change of pace.

“My friends love you,” Michael said to Millie after they’d been at the party for over an hour. There were some board games being played in one corner. Video games in another. Bongs and vapes were getting passed around like they had an endless supply of marijuana. “They think you’re hot.”

Millie was the only girl in the room wearing heels and a dress, so she could understand why the boys might think that. She’d seen more than a few of them staring at her but had trained herself to ignore the eyeballs.

“Your friends are sweet,” Millie said as she took another hit from the vape Michael had. She’d been feeling horny ever since Michael had grabbed her and pressed her cock against his thigh. She couldn’t believe that Michael liked girls like her. Sebastian had grown to love her, but Michael seemed smitten right out the gate.

“They are,” Michael said. He took a drag from his vape before sliding it into his pocket. He twisted his head to blow out the vapor before turning his attention to Millie, placing a firm hand on her thigh. “Tell me when you’re ready, and we can go back to the hotel room.”

Millie grinned, enjoying Michael more by the second. For a minute, she’d thought she would be without any man until graduation after losing Sebastian, but along came Michael. A man who appreciated her and didn’t want her to change. A man who understood her to a frustrating degree, but that made her love him. She knew that she could trust him because their parents were cut from the same cloth.

“I’m ready whenever you are,” Millie said.

“Now?”

“You want to leave already?”

“We have this party every week pretty much. Play some games. Talk shit. Smoke weed. Drink a little booze. You already met my friends, so we can leave whenever.”

Millie placed her hand against Michael’s chest. They were sitting on the couch, and Millie needed a kiss before they left, so she scooped her legs beneath her butt and leaned closer to Michael. He cupped the side of her face and met her halfway.

They closed their eyes as their tongues touched. The party disappeared around them as their kiss deepened. It wasn’t until they received a catcall from the corner that they broke apart.

Millie blushed and laughed. Michael grabbed Millie’s hand, yelling at everyone that they were leaving. Many in the room wished them goodbye as they crossed through the door. Millie did her best to wave, but she was still floating in the clouds of her kiss.

Michael was a surprise at every turn.

“Do you think we offended them?” Millie asked when they finally slowed down several yards from the house.

“They’ll be fine.” Michael turned toward Millie and grabbed her sides. He couldn’t get his hands off her. “Are you hungry?”

“I could eat a snack.”

“Don’t say another word. There’s a perfect place on the way back to the hotel.”

“You want to walk?”

“It’s not that far,” said Michael.

“You’re not the one wearing stilettos.”

“Touché. Do you want me to drive?”

“I would appreciate it, yes.”

Michael smirked and shook his head. “Can you walk to the restaurant? It’s much closer to here than the hotel.”

“Fine, but you’re carrying me if I get tired.”

“Deal,” Michael said. He took Millie’s hand. Her stomach fluttered as they walked down the street holding hands. She felt like she was out on a normal date and that she’d finally let go of her old life and everything that was stopping her from living how she most wanted.

It wasn’t long until they reached a diner. Michael led Millie to the door and opened it for her. They stepped inside and grabbed a booth. Millie ordered a strawberry milkshake and fries. Michael got a burger with a vanilla milkshake.

“How long have you wanted to be with a trans girl?”

“Ever since I was eighteen and saw trans porn for the first time. Don’t get me wrong, I love all women, but trans women are the most beautiful. There’s something about them that’s majestic.”

Millie smiled as she stared at Michael, wishing she would have known this before starting her affair with Sebastian. They could be the ones sneaking around the house, but Millie didn’t regret her times with Sebastian. She only wished their relationship hadn’t ended the way it did.

“You’re full of surprises, Michael.”

“I could say the same about you, Millie.”

Millie sipped her strawberry shake, paying close attention to Michael as she wrapped her lips around the straw. Her cock twitched in her panties, and she couldn’t wait to see what Michael wanted to do with it.

They finished up, talking about school and the house where they lived. Michael picked up the bill, and then they were out the door.
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Millie fell to the bed. Michael climbed atop her. They’d left the lamp on, and Michael looked so handsome in the warm light. Millie reached up to touch his face, brushing her fingertips across his soft skin.

“We won’t be able to stop once we start,” Millie warned. “This will complicate everything if Sebastian—”

“Don’t say his name. I know what I’m doing, and I don’t care about the risks. Having you is worth whatever Sebastian might do.”

“He’s crazy,” Millie said.

“Tonight isn’t about him. If you want to leave, we can go, but nobody but you could stop me from wanting you.”

“I want you.”

“Good,” Michael said and leaned down to kiss Millie. He moaned into her mouth as he deepened the kiss, needing her more by the second. She smelled so sweet. Her skin was so soft and smooth, and her dick felt like an anaconda.

Michael needed to wrap his lips around it. He wanted to feel her breasts pressed up against his back as she fucked him, and then he wanted to fuck her. He’d used a dildo in the privacy of his room far too many times, and now he was about to finally have the real thing. His hands shook with anticipation as he touched Millie’s body.

“Are you okay?” Millie asked when she noticed Michael’s shaking hands.

“I’ve never been better, Millie. You’re my dream girl times ten. I’ll never forget tonight.”

Michael reached under Millie’s arms and moved her up the bed. Michael kissed down Millie’s body, pressing his lips against her black dress. He squeezed her boob as he lifted the hem of her dress to the edges of her shadows, not quite ready to reveal her cock.

Millie moaned as Michael released her breast to kiss her thigh. Michael was so attentive. His touch passionate. Millie could feel the seams of her reality unraveling as though she were being pulled at both ends.

Michael couldn’t wait any longer, so he pushed up Millie’s dress. He moaned when he saw the shadows of her dick through the tiny white thong she was wearing. She was half-erect, and the fabric barely did anything to keep her cock in place.

“Fuck, you’re even bigger than I expected.”

“Yeah, it’s not small,” Millie said with a chuckle.

“I can’t wait to try sitting on it.”

Millie moaned, and her cock twitched, growing at a rapid rate. She squeezed her thighs together, needing Michael’s lips around her cock at that instant, but she didn’t want to rush him. She wanted Michael to go at his own pace, taking her big girly dick as slowly as he needed.

“Yeah?”

Michael lifted Millie’s dress past her bellybutton. He reached forward and pushed the fabric of her thong aside, revealing her cock for the first time. He moaned and bit his lip, feeling his own cock growing in his pants, but he was focused on Millie’s womanhood.

He wrapped his fingers around her base. “Yeah, Millie. I want this cock deep in my ass, and then I want to fuck you.”

Millie moaned and curled her toes. They popped. Her back arched. Michael stroked her cock, staring at her fat tip as beads of precum emerged from the split. He looked up at her feminine body, and their eyes met.

“Put it in your mouth.”

Michael moaned and did as Millie commanded, wrapping his lips around her cock. He pushed them as far as they would go, but Millie was much too big to take in one breath. He pulled back to her tip and focused on servicing the head.

Precum leaked against Michael’s tongue. He swallowed every drop he could, savoring the taste. He pushed down on Millie’s balls to extend her cock as he pushed his mouth down it, choking on her length. He kept bobbing his head and getting as far as he could down her shaft.

Millie was getting close after a few minutes of Michael sucking her dick, and she really wanted to feel his ass, so she pulled his mouth off her cock.

“Didn’t you say something about sitting on my dick?”

“Yeah, you want me to sit on that fat dick?”

“Please, Michael. Did you bring lube?”

“I’ll grab it,” Michael said and went over to his bag. He returned with a bottle of lube. He tossed it to the side to grab Millie’s panties. He pulled them all the way off before stripping naked in front of her. His dick was hard. It wasn’t small, but Millie had a couple inches on him.

Millie propped herself up with an elbow, taking in Michael’s naked body. “Hot,” she purred. She curled her fingers and motioned for Michael to approach. “Now come and sit on my girly dick.”

“As you wish,” Michael said. He climbed on the bed and straddled Millie’s legs. He grabbed the lube, lathering her cock and his hole. Michael took a deep breath before pushing down on Millie’s dick, gasping as his ring stretched over her tip.

“Fuck,” Millie moaned. She grabbed Michael’s hips and held them as he sank further on her cock.

“You’re so big,” Michael said with a clenched jaw.

“Take a deep breath, baby. You can do it.”

Michael took a breath, sinking further when he exhaled. He grabbed Millie’s breasts through her dress and lifted his ass to her tip before sinking it back down her shaft. He did that a few times to loosen up his hole, and it felt so incredible to Millie that she was already getting close.

“Give me that ass.”

“Yeah, you like this ass?” Michael asked as he bounced on Millie’s cock.

“I love it.” She reached around and grabbed Michael’s cheeks, spreading them and pushing into his hole. He moaned out and dropped his head to her chest, letting her fuck his hole.

Millie used the top half of her dick to pound Michael’s hole, but she wouldn’t last long with how tight he was. It felt too amazing, and she wanted nothing more than to fill his hole with her cream.

“I’m about to cum in you,” Millie said into Michael’s ear.

Michael lifted himself. He pushed Millie’s dress up to her bra, exposing her smooth torso. He grabbed his erect dick and started stroking it as he bounced on Millie’s cock, wanting her to fill him with his load.

Millie gasped and pushed into Michael’s hole when she couldn’t hold her cum another second. She moaned as Michael came with her, covering her belly with his white goo as she filled his hole with hers. They held each other until they couldn’t cum another drop, and then they switched places later in the night.

Millie didn’t know how she would keep Michael a secret, but she wasn’t about to stop seeing him. She couldn’t.
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Bradley was at home on Thanksgiving break, wishing he could be back at the house dressed up as Millie, but his mother wouldn’t allow it. She’d catered a fabulous meal for her friends. Sebastian’s family was joining too. Their mothers had only grown closer since they started living together at university.

Bradley would have preferred to see Michael’s family, but they didn’t live in the city, and they weren’t his mother’s friends.

Barbara was paying the caterers and thanking them for leaving all the equipment until the morning. They normally didn’t work the holiday, but Bradley’s mother had paid well over the going rate to have them set up the food for her party.

“Bradley,” Barbara called as the caterers gathered their things to leave. They had parties of their own to attend now that they’d finished with the McCormick’s’ party.

“Yes, mother?”

“Could you polish the glasses?”

“Didn’t the caterers do that?”

“Yes, but I want to make sure they’re extra shiny for our guests. Are you arguing with me?”

“No, I’m—”

“Bradley, I don’t want to hear it. Grab the cloth and get to work. I need to get dressed. It’s enough that I have to do my makeup myself. I don’t need the extra drama from you.”

“Yes, mother.” Bradley dropped his head and went to the kitchen to polish the perfectly clean glasses. He caught a smudge or two, but the entire chore was completely unnecessary.

Stanley, Bradley’s father, came into the kitchen a few minutes after Bradley had finished his task. He was drinking a glass of water, wondering what Michael and his family were doing. They’d been texting in the morning, but Michael had yet to reply to his last message.

“Happy Thanksgiving, son. I’m thankful you’re here,” Stanley said and placed a hand on his son’s shoulder.

“Yeah, Happy Thanksgiving.”

“Why so gloom? Would you rather be back at school with your friends?”

“It’s not that.”

“What’s wrong?”

Bradley couldn’t tell his father why he was worried about Sebastian attending their Thanksgiving meal. He couldn’t tell his father that he was really Millie and in love with his roommates. Stanley wouldn’t understand. He would run back to Barbara and ask her what to do, like he had no voice in the world.

“Nothing’s wrong, dad. I need to get ready. Mother will throw a fit if I’m not in a suit.”

“You’re right about that. Get to it,” Stanley said and snapped his fingers.

Bradley looked at his dad like he wanted to slap him for snapping but did nothing and went to his room. His phone vibrated on the way.

There was a shirtless picture from Michael. Bradley gasped and pressed his phone against his chest. He sped walked to his bedroom and closed the door, turning the lock. How he wished he had a lock on the door at the house! It was something he had yet to fix and probably never would.

Bradley had a pair of pink panties stashed in his bag. He grabbed them and pulled them up his bare, shaved legs. He snapped a picture for Michael where the outline of his cock was large and in charge, sending it before changing into the boring suit and tie his mother expected for dinner.

He wore long socks to hide his shaved legs, feeling demeaned that he had to hide anything about himself. He knew Sebastian would judge him for hiding who he was, and Bradley really didn’t want to hear it.

Michael sent back a winky face.

Bradley: I miss you. Can’t wait until we’re together again.

Bradley took a deep breath and slid his phone into his pocket. Guests would be arriving any minute. Most in their circle were punctual and arrived when expected.

Barbara, Stanley, and Bradley waited by the elevator as their first guest ascended. Bradley’s chest was tight, panicked about a confrontation with Sebastian, but he wasn’t the first guest to arrive. It was one of his mother’s friends from the building. The husband was a somewhat famous actor, and the wife was a surgeon.

Sebastian’s family arrived third. Only one family came after them. It was a small get together. They loaded their plates with food from the elegant buffet the caterers had prepared and sat at a table.

The afternoon was civil. Sebastian made occasional eye contact, but he was busy talking to one of the husbands at the event. He worked in upper management at one of the finance firms in the city. Sebastian wasn’t even attempting to hide his desire for a job in Manhattan after graduation.

Bradley talked to everyone, but he was sitting next to his father, who asked a bunch of questions about his studies. Stanley always asked the questions that were expected, and he was a fantastic father. Always present but endlessly boring.

Bradley wanted to run off and send more dirty pictures to Michael, but this was a family function, and running away would make his mother look bad. He would never hear the end of it, so Bradley sat there and talked to his father as the food slowly vanished from plates.

Everyone spread out and mingled during dessert. They drank red wine or brown liquor on the rocks. Bradley excused himself and went to his bedroom to stare at the picture of Michael’s exquisite body. There was a knock on his door a few minutes later.

“Go away,” Bradley said. He didn’t have to ask to know Sebastian was standing on the other side. Nobody else would care enough to go looking for him.

Sebastian opened the door and stepped inside, slowly closing the door behind him.

“What do you want, Sebastian?”

“I just want to talk.”

“You’ve done enough already. There’s nothing for us to talk about anymore.”

“Not even if I’m here to apologize?”

Bradley crossed his arms and made a doubtful face. “Go ahead and apologize if that’s what you came to do.”

Sebastian sighed and gestured at the desk. “Do you mind if I sit?”

“Yes, I do mind, Sebastian. I was doing fine without you talking to me, and I don’t really need us talking about Millie here. It’s not the safest place.”

“Fine,” Sebastian said in a tight voice. “I’m sorry for everything. Sorry for not waiting. Can’t you give us another chance?”

“You hurt me, Sebastian.”

“I know,” Sebastian said and dropped his head. “What I did was wrong, and I hope you’ll find it in your heart to forgive me one day. I’m willing to wait.”

“Now that you’ve gone through every other girl?”

Sebastian said nothing. They both knew the truth. Sebastian had been on numerous dates since kicking Millie to the curb. He could mope and cry all he wanted, but Millie would never forget the pain she felt in her heart.

“If you don’t mind, we need to act like roommates and not past lovers.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“Stop apologizing, Sebastian. Your words don’t mean as much as your actions, and your actions have told me that you don’t really care. Not enough.”

“Fine.”

“Is that all?” Bradley asked, using Millie’s voice for the first time since Sebastian entered his room.

“Yeah, that’s all.”

“Bye,” Bradley said with a wink. He cleared his throat when Sebastian walked out of the room and waited a few minutes before going back to join the party.
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“Shh,” Millie said to Michael. They’d gotten back from Thanksgiving break several days ago and couldn’t resist each other a moment longer, but they also didn’t want to pay for a hotel, so they were trying to stay quiet in Millie’s bedroom. “You’ll wake up Sebastian.”

Michael put a finger over his lips, stifling a laugh. He’d just told a story about his family during the holiday. His cousin had spilled gravy all over his grandmother’s fresh hairdo. It wasn’t funny at the time, but Michael describing her face when it happened had Millie in stitches.

She could only imagine because she would literally kill someone for getting a boat of gravy in her hair.

Millie was wearing her auburn wig and a gray jersey dress. It went down to her knees, but it would be simple to hike up past her waistline if Michael wanted to use her girly dick, but she was happy just lying in his arms.

“I missed you, Millie.” Michael said when he finally got control of himself.

“I missed you too.”

“Why don’t we get our own place next semester? We can get two bedrooms if you want to put up a front, but I’m tired of sleeping downstairs when you’re up here. You could wear your wigs and dresses every night after school. I’ll cook us dinner while you get ready.”

Millie basked in the vision of her potential life. It all sounded so simple when Michael described it, but Millie knew it wouldn’t be that easy. They would have to find people to sublease their rooms and explain why they’re moving to their roommates.

“Don’t think about all the details, Millie. Tell me you want it, and I’ll make it happen.”

“I—”

There was a knock at the door before Millie could finish her thought. Michael had only gotten to her room ten minutes before, and they hadn’t been the quietest. Millie and Michael stared at each other, knowing who was at the door.

There was another knock.

“I’m busy,” Millie said.

“Can we talk?”

“I’m on the phone with my friend.”

“Call him back. I need to talk to you. Please, Millie.”

Michael shook his head, but Millie couldn’t have Sebastian screaming her name. David would wake up and come upstairs to check what was going on, and Millie couldn’t handle that.

Not tonight.

“It’ll be okay. We’ll all talk.”

“No,” Michael said and grabbed Millie’s hand. “Don’t open the door.”

“I have to, Michael.” Millie whispered.

Michael cursed under his breath as Millie rolled off the bed. She twisted the knob and opened the door for Sebastian. His eyes widened when he registered Michael sitting on the bed.

“What are you doing here?” Sebastian asked Michael.

Millie grabbed Sebastian’s hand and pulled her into his room. “You need to be quiet, Sebastian. You’ll wake up David.”

“I don’t fucking care if I wake up David,” Sebastian said with clinched teeth.

Michael got out of bed and went over to Sebastian, puffing his chest out, looking like he was about to pound Sebastian like a hammer on a nail.

“You’d better watch who you’re fucking talking to. I’ll beat your ass,” Michael said.

Millie stood and got between them, but it was like they were blind to her, overtaken by their rage.

“You think you can kick my ass? I’ve been in martial arts classes all my life. If you try to hit me, I’ll make you scream for mercy, and there’s no telling if I’ll give it.”

Michael grunted and pushed Sebastian, slamming him against the cold door.

Millie screamed, covering her mouth. “Stop it!” Millie begged, but the guys weren’t listening.

Sebastian pushed Michael, and then Michael hooked his fist. Millie knew it wouldn’t be long before David came rushing upstairs to see what was happening. Millie grabbed a few things and threw them into a bag, knowing she wouldn’t have enough time to change before David got upstairs.

Millie ducked and moved out of the way as Michael and Sebastian fought, hitting each other with deadly blows. Millie squealed. It’d only been a minute, but that was far too long for her.

“I don’t want to be with either of you! I’ll find somewhere else to live!” Millie said through tears.

The guys stopped. They were on the bed, ruffled from head to toe. Blood was dripping from Michael’s nose, and there was a gash on Sebastian’s forehead.

“I’m done,” Millie said in a depressed voice as she ran out the door. She grabbed Bradley’s sneakers by the door and raced outside just as David was opening the door to his bedroom.

Millie cursed as she struggled to put on the sneakers. She was crying and hated her life. She hated how messy it had become. How dependent on Sebastian and Michael she’d acted. It was amazing having a boy in her life, but she’d forsaken her friends, and there was only one person Millie could thank to call.

She waited until she was a few blocks away from the house before pulling out her phone. There was no telling what Sebastian and Michael had told David about why they were fighting in his room, but Millie didn’t want to know. She needed to extract herself from that life, so she called the one friend who could help.

“Millie!” Shasta hollered when she answered. “Where have you been? I haven’t talked to you in like a year!”

“I’m sorry I haven’t been the best friend, but a lot has been happening, and I could really use someone to talk to right now.”

“Girl! Come on over! Do you remember how to get here?”

“Are you still in the same place?”

“Yeah, I’m here. I’m just sipping on some herbal tea. Do you want me to make you a cup?”

“Yes, please.”

Millie rushed over to Shasta’s house. Shasta was a trans friend. She had the courage to live her womanly life every day. She put up the finger to anyone who had a problem with how she lived.

Shasta was a formidable force, and Millie admired her. She wished she’d called more, but they had internships in different places over the summer after junior year, and they’d already grown apart by then because Millie was spending all of her time obsessing about Sebastian.

Shasta opened the door. She was wearing a robe with a short silk slip dress beneath it. She had on house slippers and wild hair, and she pulled Millie into her arms when she saw the tears running down her girl’s face.

“Millie, what’s wrong?”

“Boys,” Millie said in a deflated tone. “I’m sorry for falling off the face of the Earth, but—”

“Don’t mention it, girl! No hard feelings, and I’m glad you’re here because I’m having boy problems of my own. This guy I’m seeing refuses to bottom, and I just don’t know what to do with him because a girl has got to feel some ass, you know what I’m saying?”

Millie laughed. “I hear that.”

“Come inside. Let’s have some tea while we spill the tea. Tell me all about these boys, and I’ll tell you about mine.”

Millie felt a weight lift from her chest as Shasta wrapped an arm over her shoulder and pulled her toward the door. Millie followed her up the stairs to her apartment and remembered why they’d been so close sophomore year before Millie got cold feet about coming out full time.

Shasta was always supportive, but she wanted a girlfriend to go out with and hang out with, and Millie wasn’t ready, but Millie needed a friend, and so did Shasta apparently. She had tons of stories about the different men she’d been dating, and Millie had never laughed harder.

Their conversation got serious when Millie told Shasta she didn’t know what to do about living with Sebastian and Michael, but Shasta waved her hand in the air and shook her head like there wasn’t a problem in the world.

“Don’t worry, girl. You’ll live here until things calm down.”

“Really? I don’t want to impose.”

“Please! I could use the company, but I prefer Millie. I’m not trying to force you, but—”

“It’s okay,” Millie said with a bright smile. “When I’m here, I’ll be your Millie. There’s nothing I would love more.”

“My house is your house then,” Shasta said with a wink.
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