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Chapter 1













Oh, fuck. I hated this. Not because of Amelia, but because she always wanted to talk about him at these godforsaken mornings, when all I craved was a quiet moment over coffee and croissants.

The sun hadn't even graced us with its presence yet, but here we were, in this dimly lit corner of our usual café, her eyes already sparkling with that annoying glee she reserved only for talking about him.

It could easily get annoying sometimes.

"August," Amelia began, stirring her cappuccino with meticulous slowness. I knew what was coming next. "Guess who's back from his trip?"

I sighed internally, taking a sip of my black coffee to stall my response. The bitter liquid scalded my tongue, mirroring the burn of jealousy that had become all too familiar. I didn't want to have that feeling, but couldn't stop it. "Oh, let me guess," I drawled. "The big, bad lumberjack."

She giggled, her eyes twinkling with amusement and something else I refused to acknowledge. "You're just jealous because he can grow a real beard."

I rolled my eyes, running a hand over the smooth skin of my chin. "Yeah, well, not all of us are blessed with the ability to look like a yeti." My fingers itched to trace the faint stubble on my jaw, but I resisted, not wanting her to see how much her words affected me.

This was such a drag.

Amelia leaned in, her eyes sparkling again. "He sent me pictures from his trip, August. You should've seen him, standing there in the middle of the forest, his shirt off—"

Yeah, I didn't need to picture that in my mind. I was already too horny.

"Okay, okay," I interrupted, holding up my hands in surrender. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. "I get it. He's a rugged, muscular god among men." I emphasized the words, hoping to sound sarcastic rather than envious.

She laughed, sitting back in her chair. "He really is."

I took another sip of my coffee, trying to focus on anything but the image of him burning itself into my mind. "So," I said, changing the subject. "What did you two get up to last night?" My tone was casual, but I felt anything but.

Amelia's eyes lit up again, and she began to recount their evening, oblivious to the storm of emotions brewing inside me.

I listened, offering appropriate responses at the right times, but my mind was elsewhere. It was with him—with his rough hands, his deep voice, his laugh that rumbled like thunder.

With the way he looked at Amelia like she was the most precious thing in the world.

My fingers tapped nervously against the side of my mug as I zoned out, lost in my own thoughts. I had known for a long time now that my feelings for her boyfriend were more than just friendly admiration.

But I pushed them down, buried them under layers of denial and self-loathing. I was straight, wasn't I? At least, I thought I was.

"August?" Amelia's voice pulled me back to reality. "Are you even listening to me?"

I blinked, focusing on her face. "Sorry," I muttered. "Just… tired."

She raised an eyebrow but let it go. "Well, if you're that tired, why don't we call it a night early? We can catch up another time."

I was already 18.

God, where did the time go? It felt like just yesterday I was celebrating my seventeenth birthday, and now here I was, a college student with no idea what I wanted in life.

Well, that wasn't entirely true. I knew what I wanted—who I wanted—but it was an impossible fantasy, a pipe dream that would never come true.

I took another sip of my coffee, letting the bitter liquid distract me from my thoughts. My mind raced, memories and desires jumbling together into one big mess.

Why did Amelia have to bring him up again? I knew she meant well, but every time she talked about her boyfriend, it felt like a dagger twisting in my heart. I couldn't help but compare myself to him—his strength, his confidence, the way he took charge of everything and everyone around him.

And then there was me. Eighteen years old, a virgin, and never even been on a proper date. Hell, I had never even kissed anyone before. What did I have to offer?

I sighed internally, tracing patterns on the table with my fingers. My gaze drifted to my reflection in the window, and for a moment, I didn't recognize myself. My hair was longer than most guys'—it reached just below my shoulders now—and I had started experimenting with makeup when no one was looking.

It all started as a joke, really. A dare from Amelia to try on some of her lipstick. But then I saw the way it made me look—that hint of pink adding something soft and almost feminine to my face—and I couldn't stop. It was addictive.

I liked the way it felt, the way it transformed me into someone else. Someone confident, brave, fearless. Someone who could have what they wanted.

But why did that person have to be a girl?

I shook my head, dispelling the thoughts. It didn't matter, not really. I was straight, wasn't I? Sure, I liked dressing up as a girl sometimes, but that was just... a thing I did. A way to escape from reality for a little while.

It didn't change who I was inside. Or what I wanted.

And what I wanted was him.

But how could I ever tell Amelia that? How could I confess my feelings for her boyfriend without ruining everything between us? She was my best friend. Losing her would be devastating.

Not to mention the fact that he was straight too. Even if I found the courage to admit my feelings, there was no guarantee he'd feel the same way. Hell, he probably wouldn't even understand what I was talking about.

I sighed again, rubbing my temples with my fingertips. This was all so fucked up. Why did life have to be so complicated?

I wanted things to go back to normal—to before Amelia started dating him, before I realized the extent of my feelings for her boyfriend, before I even knew what it meant to want someone like this.

But then again, maybe 'normal' wasn't what I really wanted.

Maybe I wanted something else entirely, something scary and uncertain and completely out of my comfort zone. Maybe I wanted to take a chance, to put myself out there and see where things went.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine, both thrilling and terrifying at the same time. Could I do it? Could I actually tell Amelia how I felt?

Or would it be better to keep everything buried deep inside, like I had been doing for so long now?

I didn't know the answer. But I knew that I couldn't keep living in this limbo forever. Eventually, I was going to have to make a choice, one way or another.

My eyes flicked back to the window, my reflection staring back at me with an intensity I hadn't noticed before. I saw the way my gaze lingered on my lips, now stained a soft pink from Amelia's lipstick earlier today.

I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have his cock in my mouth.

Not just any cock—his. Big, thick, and throbbing with too much lust. Just thinking about it sent shivers down my spine and made me squirm uncomfortably in my seat.

God, I was such a fucking pervert. What kind of straight guy thought about sucking another man's dick?

But here I was, fantasizing about exactly that, and I had no hope of stopping it.

I took another sip of coffee, trying to distract myself from the thoughts swirling around in my head like a storm. It didn't work. Instead, all it did was make me think about how he would taste, dark and bitter like coffee, maybe, with a hint of saltiness that made me lick my lips involuntarily.

Fuck, fuck, fuck. I needed to stop this. Now.

I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath in an attempt to calm myself down. It didn't help. All it did was bring back memories of the last time I saw him, with his strong arms flexing as he chopped wood outside their house, sweat glistening on his tanned skin, the way his jeans hugged his bulge perfectly.

And then there was that one moment when he caught me staring at him. His lips quirked into a half-smile, and he winked at me before turning back to his work.

Had he known? Did he realize what I wanted from him?

The thought made my heart pound even faster, sending heat rushing through my veins. I could feel myself getting hard, the front of my jeans tenting slightly as I shifted in my seat again.

God, I needed to get out of here before Amelia noticed something was wrong. She'd kill me if she found out about these thoughts—these desires—and I didn't blame her. It was fucked up, and I knew it.

But still... I couldn't stop myself from thinking about him. About what he would feel like in my mouth, about how his hands would grip my hair as he fucked my face, about the sounds he'd make when he fed me his hot cum.

I swallowed hard, trying to push the thoughts away once more. This was dangerous territory, and I needed to steer clear of it if I didn't want to ruin everything between Amelia and me.

But then again, who was I kidding? Everything was already ruined because of my fucked-up feelings for her boyfriend.

I stood up abruptly, grabbing my coat and bag. "Hey, I gotta go," I said, barely looking at Amelia as I rushed past her. "See you later, okay?"

I tried to make a run for it, but Amelia wasn't having any of that. She reached out and grabbed my wrist before I could escape, her fingers digging into my skin with surprising strength.

"Hey, where do you think you're going?" she asked, her voice as sharp as a whip. "I'm not done talking to you yet."

I sighed again, knowing there was no use arguing with her when she got like this. I reluctantly sat back down in my chair, trying my best to appear casual even though every nerve ending in my body felt like it was on fire.

"Fine," I muttered. "But can we make this quick? I've got shit to do."

Amelia raised an eyebrow at me but didn't say anything else about my sudden urge to leave. Instead, she leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, a smirk playing on her lips.

"So, you asked before about last night and I have to say it was interesting... very interesting, to say the least," she said, drawing out the words for emphasis.

I rolled my eyes, already dreading where this conversation was going. "Please, spare me the details. I don't want to know how many times you two fucked like rabbits."

She laughed, completely unfazed. "Oh, come on, August. Don't be such a prude. You can handle it."

I doubted that very much, but before I could say anything else, she continued.

"It was fucking incredible, okay? He was so... him." She bit her lip, her eyes glazing over as if lost in some distant memory. "He took me from behind, hard and fast, just the way I like it."

My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment, and that same thing I didn't want to admit was there too.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to hide the fact that her words were having a very unwelcome effect on me.

Amelia didn't seem to notice or care. She just kept going, her voice getting huskier with each word. "I could feel him so deep inside of me, filling me up completely. God, it was amazing."

She paused for a moment, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. I watched the movement, unable to look away, and felt my cock twitch in response.

"He fucked me so hard that I couldn't even walk straight this morning," she continued, laughing softly. "I'm still sore, but it's a good kind of soreness. You know what I mean?"

No, no, I did not want to know anything about her 'good' soreness. But before I could tell her to stop talking about it, she went on.

"I can show you," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "If you want."

The fuck?

I froze, my body tense. What was she suggesting? Did she really think that...?

Before I could even finish the thought, Amelia pulled away from me, grinning like a cat who had just caught its prey.

"Just kidding," she said, laughing at the expression on my face. "You should've seen your face, though. Priceless."

I sat there in stunned silence for a moment, trying to process what had just happened. Had she really just offered...?

No. No way. There was no fucking way that Amelia would ever—

"August?" Amelia's voice interrupted my thoughts, her tone suddenly serious again. "Are you okay? You look pale."

I blinked, finally managing to find my voice. "Yeah," I said hoarsely. "I'm fine. Just... need some air, I think."

Without waiting for her response, I stood up and made a beeline for the door, leaving my half-finished coffee behind. I needed to get out of here, and fast.

This was too much. Too fucking much. My best friend talking about her boyfriend's dick like that, offering... things... to me...

I shuddered at the thought, pushing open the café door and stepping outside into the cool morning air. It wasn't until then that I realized my hands were shaking and my heart was still pounding wildly in my chest.

What the fuck had just happened?
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My mind was still spinning from our conversation at the café as I walked down the familiar street towards Amelia's house. The sun beat down on me, its rays seemingly amplified through the clear blue sky above, and sweat trickled down my back despite the early hour.

But it wasn't just the heat that made me feel so flushed. No, it was the image of her boyfriend—her rugged, muscular, incredibly virile boyfriend—that kept playing over and over in my mind like a fucked-up slideshow I couldn't shut off.

I tried to push away the thoughts as I turned the corner onto their street, but they clung to me like a second skin. I could practically feel his hands on me, calloused from years of hard work and rough because he didn't know how to be gentle. I imagined them gripping my hips tightly, pulling me against him as he...

Fuck.

I shook my head, trying to clear it, but it was no use. The more I tried not to think about him, the more intense the thoughts became.

And then I saw him.

He was out in front of Amelia's house, shirtless and sweaty as he chopped wood with precise, powerful strokes. His muscles flexed with each swing of the ax, his tattoos shifting and twisting like they had lives of their own.

God, he was a fucking god among men. A real man. Not some scrawny college kid like me who spent more time experimenting with makeup than actually doing anything useful.

I stopped walking, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight before me. I told myself that it was just because I hadn't seen him in a while—that anyone would appreciate such an impressive display of masculinity—but deep down, I knew the truth.

It was more than that. So much more.

He paused for a moment, wiping the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand before taking another swing at the log in front of him. I watched as the ax sliced through it easily, splitting it into two neat pieces that fell to the ground with a soft thud.

I didn't even know why he was chopping wood. Maybe he just liked doing it. He certainly didn't need to.

And fuck, even his forearms were sexy. Veined and corded with muscle, they flexed in a way that made me want to trace the lines with my tongue.

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the growing ache between my legs. This was wrong, so unbelievably fucking wrong. I shouldn't be thinking about him like this—especially not here, right out in the open where anyone could see me—but I couldn't help it.

There was something about him that called to me on a primal level, something that made me want to surrender completely and let him take control of every inch of my body.

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to relieve some of the pressure building in my groin. It didn't work. All it did was draw more attention to the fact that I was getting hard just from watching him chop wood, for fuck's sake.

What was wrong with me?

But even as I asked myself the question, I knew the answer. There was nothing 'wrong' with me. Not really. I just... felt things differently than most guys did. That didn't make me broken or messed up; it just made me who I was.

And right now, that meant standing here like an idiot while I watched my best friend's boyfriend chopping wood and fantasized about him fucking me senseless.

I bit my lip, suppressing a moan as he bent over to pick up another log. His ass looked amazing in those faded jeans, firm and round and practically begging for me to grab it.

What would it feel like to have him inside of me? To have his thick cock stretching me open, stuffing me completely?

I imagined what it might be like, the way he'd grip my hips tightly, pulling me back against him as he drove into me again and again. I could almost feel the heat of his body pressed against mine, hear the sound of our skin slapping together in a rhythm that would make us both pant.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to regain some semblance of control over myself. I was thinking things that were too dangerous—borderline obsession—and I knew it. But try as I might, I couldn't stop the fantasies from playing out in my mind like some kind of filthy movie that only I could see.

Thankfully, only I could see it, I thought.

And then, just when I thought things couldn't possibly get any worse, he looked up and caught me staring at him.

Our eyes met for what felt like an eternity, and time seemed to slow down around us. He didn't say anything, and quite frankly, he didn't have to. The intensity in his gaze said it all: he knew exactly what I was thinking about, and he liked it.

My heart pounded in my chest as we stared at each other, my breathing becoming more erratic. It was as though he was challenging me to say something and break the tension.

But then, just as suddenly as it had started, the moment passed. He broke eye contact and turned back to his work, leaving me standing there alone on the sidewalk, feeling like an idiot.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down before I did something stupid, like walking over there and throwing myself at him, but it was no use. My body felt alive in a way it never had before, every nerve ending tingling.

I wanted this—no, I needed this. More than anything else in the world, I needed to feel him inside of me, fucking me hard enough to make me forget everything except for the pleasure coursing through my veins.

But how was I supposed to make that happen? He was Amelia's boyfriend, not mine. And even if he were single—and interested—there was no way someone like him would want anything to do with a pathetic little virgin like me.

I sighed, finally managing to force myself to continue walking towards my house.

I was still lost in my thoughts, trying to process what had just happened between us, if anything even happened at all, when I heard footsteps approaching from behind me. I turned around slowly, half-expecting to see some kind of divine intervention or maybe even a mirage caused by the intense heat.

But no, it was neither of those things. It was Amelia, sauntering towards me with that same playful smirk she always wore when she knew something I didn't.

Fuck. Me.

My face felt hot instantly, and I looked away from her gaze, suddenly unable to meet her eyes. She stopped in front of me, hands on her hips as she surveyed the scene before us: her boyfriend still chopping wood, sweat glistening on his tanned skin, muscles flexing with each swing.

"I see you've been enjoying the view," she said, raising an eyebrow at me.

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry all of a sudden. "W-what are you talking about?" I stammered, trying to play dumb even though we both knew it was useless.

She laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, come on, August. Don't give me that shit. You know exactly what I'm talking about." She gestured towards her boyfriend with a nod of her chin. "You were checking him out."

I felt my face grow even hotter if that was possible, and I knew I must be beet red at this point. But before I could say anything else in my defense—assuming there was one—I saw the corners of her mouth twitching like she was trying not to laugh.

"You're cute when you're flustered," she said, reaching out to ruffle my hair. "But don't worry, your secret is safe with me."

I let out a sigh, knowing that it wasn't just my 'secret' she knew about but also how much I'd been fantasizing about her boyfriend. The thought made my stomach twist, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt.

But then again, maybe this was my chance to finally put an end to these feelings once and for all. Maybe if I spent some real time with him and saw that he wasn't as perfect as I imagined, my stupid crush would finally fade away.

Yeah, right, said a voice in the back of my mind. You can't even look at him without getting hard, remember?

I pushed the thought aside, determined to keep trying nonetheless. "Can we just... go inside?" I asked Amelia, avoiding her gaze. "It's hot out here."

She shrugged, turning towards the house. "Sure thing," she said over her shoulder. "But first, let me introduce you properly to Colton. He's been asking about you, actually."

My heart stuttered in my chest at the sound of his name, and I felt my palms start to sweat as I followed her up the front path.

He'd been asking about me. Why? What had she told him about me?

Also, what did he want to know about me for? And why now, when all I wanted was to run away from this situation as fast as possible?

Amelia didn't give me time to dwell on those questions, though. She led me straight over to where Colton was still chopping wood, a sheen of sweat covering his bare chest and making the tattoos there seem even more vivid than usual.

He paused in mid-swing when he saw us approaching, his eyes meeting mine for just long enough to make my breath hitch before turning towards Amelia. "Hey babe," he said, flashing her one of those smiles that made her light up like a fucking Christmas tree.

"Hi honey," she replied, leaning in to kiss him briefly on the lips. She pulled away all too soon, though, and turned back towards me with an excited grin. "Colton, you remember my best friend August, right?"

I felt my face grow hot again as he looked at me, his expression inscrutable. But then, slowly, one corner of his mouth lifted in a smirk that made me stop breathing for an entire second.

"Yeah," he replied, extending a hand towards me. "I remember."

His grip was firm and warm, his fingers calloused from years of hard labor. I tried to ignore the way my own hand trembled slightly as we shook hands, or how our eyes seemed to lock onto each other's like magnets.

"Nice to see you again," I managed to choke out eventually, hating myself for sounding so fucking awkward and pathetic.

But if he noticed, he didn't say anything about it. Instead, he just nodded at me once before releasing my hand and turning back towards the logs in front of him.

"Well," Amelia said after a moment, breaking the tense silence that had fallen between us. "I'm gonna go inside and get some water. You two can... chat or something." She raised an eyebrow at me, that playful smirk still on her lips.

Why was she doing this?

Before I could say anything else—before I could even begin to process what was happening—she spun around and walked away, leaving Colton and me standing there alone together.

Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I didn't know whether to run after Amelia or make a break for it myself, but before I could decide one way or another, Colton spoke up again.

"So," he said, his voice low and gruff as he picked up the ax once more. "Amelia tells me you're in college."

I blinked at him, caught off guard. Of all the things I thought he might say to me, that wasn't even on the list. "Y-yeah," I stammered after a moment. "Yeah, I am."

He nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving mine as he chopped another log in half. "What are you studying?"

I cleared my throat, trying to find some semblance of composure amidst this whirlwind of anxiety and desire. "Um... art history," I answered after taking too long to do so.

One dark eyebrow rose slightly at that, but he didn't say anything else about it. Instead, he just kept chopping wood, his muscles flexing and bunching with each swing of the ax.

I couldn't help but watch him, entranced despite myself. He moved like someone who knew exactly what they were doing—and did it well—every motion confident and precise.

It was... hot.

No, not hot. Scorching. Like watching some kind of ancient god at work, each movement mirroring his strength.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to look away before I got too caught up in the fantasy again. But even then, all I could think about was how much I wanted to run my hands over those muscles, feel them flexing beneath my fingers as he...

"Hey."

Colton's voice cut through my thoughts like a knife, snapping me back to reality so fast that I almost stumbled.

"Yeah?" I asked, trying to sound nonchalant even though my heart was pounding in my chest again. It wasn't working, obviously.

He stopped chopping wood and leaned against the ax handle, his gaze never leaving mine. "You okay?"

I blinked at him, taken aback. That wasn't what I expected him to say—not even close—and for a moment, I couldn't find any words to respond with.
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"I'm fine," I said quickly, turning my attention back towards Amelia's house. Anything to avoid looking at Colton any longer than necessary. "Just... It's just so hot right now, you know?"

He raised an eyebrow but didn't say anything else about it. Instead, he leaned against the handle of his ax and crossed his arms over his chest. I tried not to stare at how that made his biceps bulge, or how the movement shifted the muscles in his forearms.

"So," he said after a moment, breaking the silence between us. "You're into art history?"

I blinked, taken aback. It was an innocuous enough question, but coming from him, it felt almost... intimate somehow. Like he actually cared about my answer instead of just making small talk to be polite.

"Yeah," I replied softly, finding myself wanting to tell him more. "It's... It's always fascinated me, I guess. The way people express themselves through different mediums and time periods..."

I trailed off, realizing that I was rambling like an idiot again. But Colton didn't seem bothered—or maybe he just wasn't listening—but instead of making fun of me as most guys would have, he actually nodded.

"Sounds interesting," he said after a moment. "I've always been more of a... hands-on kind of guy myself." He held up his calloused hands for emphasis, and I couldn't help but notice how they looked even larger against the backdrop of his tanned skin.

Damn.

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way my body responded to that simple gesture. It was stupid, really. I shouldn't be getting worked up over something so trivial, but I couldn't stop myself from imagining what those hands would feel like on me.

"Right," I managed to choke out, turning my attention back towards Amelia's house again. Anything to avoid staring at him any longer than necessary. "Makes sense."

We lapsed into silence once more, and I could feel the tension building between us with each passing second. It was like standing too close to a bonfire, the heat radiating off of him making my skin flush and my heart pound in my chest.

But then, just as suddenly as it had started, Colton spoke again, and this time, his question caught me completely off guard.

"So," he said, sounding almost casual. "Have you ever worn makeup?"

I froze, feeling like all the air had been sucked out of my lungs. Had he really just asked me that?

"W-what?" I stammered, unable to hide the shock in my voice.

He shrugged one broad shoulder, his gaze like it was eating me whole. "You heard me," he said simply. "Have you ever worn makeup?"

I felt my face grow hot instantly, and I knew I must be tomato-red at this point. How could he possibly know about that? Had Amelia told him?

No, no way. She wouldn't do something like that without telling me first… or would she?

"I... um..." I stammered, searching desperately for some kind of response but coming up empty.

He raised an eyebrow at my hesitation, waiting patiently for my answer. And then it hit me: he was testing me, trying to see if I would be honest with him or not. Maybe Amelia had told him about my little 'secret' after all, and now he wanted proof that I wasn't some big fraud.

Fine. If that's what he wanted, then I'd give it to him.

"Yeah," I answered, forcing myself to look him in the eye as I spoke. "I have worn makeup before."

His expression didn't change, but something flickered in his gaze, something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Satisfaction? Relief?

"You're not afraid of being judged?" he asked after a moment.

I shook my head slowly, finding myself unable to look away from him despite how much it made my heart race. "No," I replied softly. "I don't care what people think anymore."

But that wasn't entirely true. I did care what people thought about me, especially him.

Something shifted in his eyes, and suddenly, the air between us seemed even more charged than before. He took a step closer to me, close enough that I could feel the heat of his body radiating against mine.

"Good," he murmured, his voice low and gruff. "Because there's nothing wrong with expressing yourself however you want to."

I couldn't help but notice how close our faces were now. We were so close that if either of us moved even slightly, our lips would be pressed together.

And of course, I wanted him to do it so bad. To kiss me, to claim me right here in front of God and everyone else...

But instead of doing what I so desperately wished he would, Colton stepped back abruptly, breaking the moment between us.

"So," he said, turning towards the house suddenly. "Did Amelia tell you about her new lipstick?"

I blinked, thrown off guard once again. What the hell was he talking about now?

The word escaped as barely more than a breath—"No"—while I scrambled to piece together thoughts that had scattered like leaves in a storm. My pulse hammered against the silence. "She said nothing about it."

He nodded, turning back towards me with that same unreadable expression on his face. "Yeah, she got this really dark shade, almost black, and it looks fucking amazing on her."

I felt my stomach twist at the way he talked about Amelia's lips, remembering all too well how they had looked when she was wearing that exact color just yesterday...

And then it hit me: why he was talking about makeup like this. He wasn't trying to make small talk or anything; no, he was doing something far more calculating than that.

He was testing me again, to see if I'd react differently to hearing about Amelia's new lipstick compared to his question earlier about whether I'd ever worn makeup myself.

Oh God.

I couldn't help but wonder what else he knew, and how much Amelia had shared with him.

"Well," he said, picking up the ax and starting to chop wood once more. "What do you think about trying some of it yourself sometime?"

I froze, feeling like all the blood had drained from my face. Had he really just...?

"W-what?" I stammered, unable to hide the shock in my voice.

He glanced up at me, his expression almost innocent, if not for that glint in his eyes that seemed to see right through me. "I mean, you said earlier that there's nothing wrong with expressing yourself however you want to," he pointed out with a shrug. "So why not give it a try?"

My mouth opened and closed several times as I struggled to find some kind of response—anything at all—to what he was saying. Was there even anything that could be said?

But before I could manage even a single word, Amelia's voice rang out from inside the house, calling for both of us to do something I didn't understand.
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I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Did he really just...? No, there was no way I misheard him. He'd actually suggested that I try on Amelia's lipstick. What the fuck? I never thought he'd say something like that. It was unlike him, to say the least.

My mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water as I struggled to find some kind of response, anything at all, to what he was saying.

"You know," he said casually, leaning against his ax handle once more. "You've got this... look about you."

I blinked, confused and off-balance from the sudden change in topic. "What do you mean?"

He shrugged, his eyes scanning me up and down in a way that made my skin tingle with awareness. "You're just... different. Effeminate, almost."

Effeminate? I certainly didn't think he was going to say that. Some people would say that about me, but him, all of a sudden, bringing that up? It was certainly unexpected.

My face burned, both with embarrassment and something else I couldn't quite put my finger on. Was he... was he making fun of me? Or worse, did he know about the times Amelia had caught me wearing her makeup?

"Excuse me?" I said, my voice harsher than I intended.

He held up his hands, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. "Hey, no need to get defensive. I'm not saying it's a bad thing or anything."

I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to hide how much he was affecting me with just his words alone. "Then what are you saying?"

He paused for a moment, considering me thoughtfully before continuing. "You'd look good in a dress, that's all."

My jaw dropped, shock coursing through me. He couldn't be serious, or could he?

"W-what?" I stammered, unable to form any coherent response.

Colton chuckled, shaking his head as though amused at my reaction. "Don't tell me you've never thought about it before."

I felt the blood drain from my face, leaving me feeling cold and exposed. Had he somehow found out about the times I'd dressed up in Amelia's clothes? But no, that couldn't be possible. She would've told me if she had said something to him...

Wouldn't she?

"No," I lied, my voice steady despite how much my heart was pounding. "Never."

He raised an eyebrow at me, clearly not buying it. But before he could press further, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind in an attempt to change the subject and pretend nothing unusual was happening.

"Is this some kind of... joke to you?" I demanded, heat flaring back into my cheeks. "Because if it is—"

"No, of course not," he interrupted, his expression turning serious for once. "It's not a joke. I'm just... being honest."

I studied his face, for a moment thinking more about it than the rest of his body, searching for any sign that he was being anything but genuine. But all I found were those piercing eyes that seemed to see right through me and the hard set of his jaw.

"What about it makes you think that?" I asked, unable to stop myself from taking the bait despite my better judgment.

He shrugged again, turning back towards the woodpile as he answered. "Just a vibe you give off," he answered. "Like you'd be more comfortable in something flowy and soft than... this." He waved a hand up and down my body dismissively, indicating my jeans and t-shirt.

I bristled at that, but before I could say anything else, Colton turned back towards me with another smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Besides," he added. "You've got great skin. Would look amazing with some foundation on it."

I felt my cheeks grow hot again, and this time, there was no hiding the blush that crept up my neck. No one had ever complimented me like that before—not even Amelia when she caught me wearing her makeup.

And coming from him... it meant something different.

"I'm not sure what you think you're doing, but stop it," I muttered, looking away in an attempt to hide just how much he was getting to me with these absurd comments. "You're making fun of me."

He laughed the kind of sound that seemed to rumble through his chest and into mine. "No, really. You've got that kind of face, the kind that can pull off both masculine and feminine features at the same time."

I glanced back up at him, unable to help myself despite how much it made my heart race. "What do you mean?"

He reached out, his fingers brushing against my jawline in a gesture so unexpected that I barely had time to react before he pulled away again.

"Right here," he murmured, tracing the line of my cheekbone with the tip of his finger. "It's high and defined like a model's would be, but then you've got this strong brow and square jaw... It's a good look for you."

I felt my breath hitch in my throat as his hand lingered just long enough to make me wish he'd do it again. God, what was happening right now? Was I actually... enjoying being complimented like this?

Wasn't it what I had always wanted, though?

"And you've got these lips..." He reached out again, his thumb brushing gently over my bottom lip this time.

I couldn't help but gasp at the sudden contact, feeling the heat of him against me like a shockwave through my entire body.

"See?" he whispered, leaning in close enough that I could feel his breath on my face. "You'd look amazing in full makeup and a dress."

I felt my eyes widen as realization dawned on me. He was... seriously considering this. And not just as some passing thought. He actually seemed to be taking it very seriously.

"Wait," I said, suddenly panicked at the idea of him doing something crazy like making me try on Amelia's clothes and makeup right now, in front of him, with him watching everything. "No way. There's no fucking way I'm doing that."

I watched Colton with suspicion, my heart pounding in my chest like a trapped animal trying to escape its cage. "What do you mean, no way?" he asked, an eyebrow quirked up in challenge. "You don't even know what it entails yet."

And all of a sudden, he was being curiously… formal?

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way his voice seemed to vibrate through me, making my skin tingle. "Doesn't matter," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "I'm not doing it."

He shrugged, turning back towards the woodpile as though the conversation was already over. But then, just when I thought he'd given up, his eyes flashed differently.

"You know what?" he continued. "Let's make a deal."

I hesitated, unsure if I even wanted to know what kind of 'deal' he was proposing. But curiosity got the better of me, and before I could stop myself, I found myself asking, "What kind of deal?"

He glanced back at me, his eyes gleaming with something that looked almost like amusement. "I'll show you exactly how I'd turn you into a woman," he started to answer. "And in return, you'll… consider it."

I felt my breath hitch in my throat as the meaning behind his words sank in. Consider it? Was he really giving me an out?

But more importantly, why did that thought both terrify and exhilarate me at the same time?

I kind of knew the answer to that question, though. I just didn't want to think it was real.

"And what if I say no?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady despite how much my heart was racing.

He smirked, turning back towards the logs in front of him. "Then you'll never know," he answered with a shrug of his shoulders.

I bit my lip, considering his offer. This could be a trap—hell, it probably was—but for some reason, I couldn't bring myself to care. The idea of him describing exactly what he'd do to me… it made me realize how much I wanted it.

"Alright," I said after what felt like years of unnerving silence. "I'm listening."

He chuckled, as though pleased that I'd taken the bait.

"The first thing I'd do," he began, "is shave your face. Close, smooth. No stubble at all."

I felt my stomach twist at the mental image that conjured up. It was intimate, personal… and expectantly hot.

"And then what?" I asked, failing at hiding the need in my voice.

He turned to look at me, his eyes meeting mine for just a moment before he continued. "Then I'd take you shopping."

I blinked, taken aback. Shopping? That seemed… tame compared to what I thought he was going to say.

But Colton just shrugged and kept going.

"New clothes, new shoes, everything," he continued. "We'd find something that makes you feel good when you wear it. Something flowy maybe, or tight and form-fitting…" He trailed off, letting the possibilities hang in the air between us.

I felt my cheeks grow warm at the thought of him picking out clothes for me, trying things on while he waited outside the changing room, imagining how they'd look on my body…

"Next," he said, turning back towards his work. "Hair."

I raised an eyebrow, curious despite myself. "What about it?"

Was there something wrong with it? Because I didn't think so, but maybe there was something he could see that I couldn't.

He glanced over at me again, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. "Well, you've got this," he gestured vaguely to my hair, "going on. It's… fine, I guess. But it doesn't do anything for your face."

I bristled at that, not sure what to say or if there was even anything that could be said.

"I'd give you a real haircut," he explained. "Something soft and feminine to frame your face properly." He reached out, his fingers brushing against the strands just above my ear. "Here, maybe."

I felt my breath hitch as his hand lingered there, so close to my face that I could feel the heat radiating off of him.

"And then," he continued, dropping his hand and turning back towards the woodpile once more. He was paying more attention to it than to me, stirring my jealousy. Fucking woodpile. I wanted his entire attention focused on me alone in that moment. "Makeup."

My heart skipped a beat at that, memories flooding my mind of the times I'd snuck into Amelia's bathroom and experimented with her lipsticks and eyeshadows. The way it had made me feel—powerful, confident…

But Colton didn't know any of that, and it was best he didn't, because I still wasn't sure if he was trustworthy. As soon as I left, he could start telling people about this conversation.

I didn't even want to imagine that. The mere thought was mortifying—the kind of thing that should be reserved for my worst nightmares and nowhere else.

"I'd start light," he said, his voice thoughtful now as though lost in some distant memory. "Foundation, concealer—just enough to even out your skin tone."

I closed my eyes for a moment, imagining the weightless feeling of him applying makeup to my face, his calloused fingers gently tracing lines and shapes onto my skin…

"And then," he continued without as much as giving me a hint he might stop. "Eyeshadow. Something subtle at first—a neutral shade maybe—but gradually building up to something more dramatic." He paused, turning back towards me again. "You've got great eyes, you know. They'd look amazing with the right colors on them."

I felt myself blush at that, unable to meet his gaze as I mumbled a soft 'thank you.'

He just smiled in response before continuing.

"Lipstick would be last," he said. "Something dark and bold, something that says 'look but don't touch.'"

I swallowed hard, my small dick growing harder with each passing second. The way he talked about it… like he knew exactly what he was doing, like he'd done this before…

But no. That couldn't be right, could it?

I just wanted to know. If the answer was positive, then I had another question: with whom had it happened? Whom had he turned into a woman before meeting me?

"And that's it," he said, wiping the sweat off his forehead. "That's how I'd turn you into a woman."

I stood there for a moment, struggling to process everything he'd just told me. It was so… thorough, to say the least. Like he'd actually put thought into this, like maybe he had done it before.

But that couldn't be right…

Could it?


Chapter 5













I stood there, stunned and breathless from his detailed explanation, my cock aching in my jeans as I tried desperately to hide my erection from him, not that it was working.

Of course it wasn't working. I was too horny. Always too fucking horny.

That man couldn't know how much he was getting to me, and especially not like this, not when I barely understood what was happening myself.

But then something in his expression changed, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth as he took a step closer to me. What was he doing? We were outside. Anybody could see.

"You're hard, aren't you?"

I felt my eyes widen in shock and embarrassment, heat rushing to my face. Of all the things I thought he was to say, that one was definitely not on the list.

"W-what?" I stammered, trying to play dumb despite knowing it was useless. He could see right through me.

Colton chuckled, that dirty smile spreading across his face like wildfire as he took another step towards me, backing me up against the side of Amelia's house until there was nowhere left for me to go.

His hands came up on either side of my head, caging me in, and I felt myself trapped—not just physically, but emotionally too. He had me totally wrapped around his finger.

"Don't lie to me," he murmured. "I can see it. You're like an open book. I can see everything."

And then, I realized something. I wasn't the only one hard in that moment.

My eyes flicked downwards without my consent, and sure enough, there was a noticeable bulge in the front of his jeans.

I couldn't bring myself to ask the question aloud, though. Instead, I just stood there, frozen like a deer caught in headlights as he shortened the distance between our heads, his breath hot against my ear.

"Tell me because I think I know, but still want to be sure," he whispered. "Do you like the idea of me dressing you up?"

My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel myself getting even harder at his words. This was so fucking wrong, but why did it feel so right?

I opened my mouth to respond—to say something, anything—but no sound came out. It was as though all the air had been sucked from my lungs.

He pulled back by a fraction, just enough to look me in the eye again, and I saw that same gleam of amusement there, along with something else. Something darker, almost twisted...

"You do," he whispered. "Don't you?"

I felt my body betray me then, a shaky breath escaping my lips as I nodded slowly.

God, what was happening to me? Why was I so willing to give in to him like this?

"Say it," he insisted. "I want to hear it from you, or else I won't be satisfied."

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of his words settle over me like a heavy blanket. But even as my mind screamed at me to push him away, to run as fast and as far from here as possible, I found myself uttering those two tiny words.

"Well, yeah…"

Just as Colton's gaze became more intense, holding mine captive, Amelia's voice rang out behind him.

"Hey, you two," she called out, approaching us with a wide smile on her face. "What are you doing out here?"

Colton stepped back, putting some space between us again, but not before I felt the rough denim of his jeans brushing against mine briefly. I sucked in a sharp breath, trying to regain control over my body and emotions.

Amelia didn't seem to notice anything amiss, though, or if she did, she was choosing not to acknowledge it. Instead, she clapped her hands together, her eyes sparkling.

"I'm so glad you're both still here," she said, looking back and forth between us. "I have something important to show you."

Colton raised an eyebrow at that, turning towards her with a smirk playing on his lips. "Oh yeah? What is it?"

Amelia bit her lip, trying to contain her excitement as she held up a small, rectangular box wrapped in shiny gold paper.

I couldn't help but feel a jolt of embarrassment and betrayal at the realization that Amelia had overheard our conversation, and had possibly even seen how close we were standing to each other just moments before.

But as she looked up at us, her eyes still sparkling, all those feelings were quickly replaced with shock when I saw what she was holding.

"It's a transformation kit," she announced proudly, unwrapping the box to reveal an assortment of makeup and skincare products inside. "I thought we could have some fun trying it out on... someone." Her gaze flicked over to me, and I felt my cheeks flush with heat as I realized what was happening here.

She knew. She fucking knew exactly what we had been talking about, and she was okay with it?

More than okay, even. She looked thrilled at the prospect of turning her best friend into a girl for an afternoon.

"Amelia," I started to protest, my voice coming out weaker than I intended as I tried to find some way out of this. "I don't think—"

But she cut me off before I could finish my sentence, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the house. "Come on," she insisted, dragging me along despite my attempts at resistance. "You're gonna love this."

Colton followed close behind us, his footsteps steady and confident as we made our way inside. I stole a glance back at him, trying to gauge his expression, but he just gave me a small smirk and shrugged.

Bastard, but I kind of loved it.

"Looks like your best friend has some plans for you," he said, sounding almost... amused?

Amelia led us upstairs to her room, chattering excitedly the entire way about all the things she wanted to do. She talked about how much fun it would be to pick out an outfit for me to wear, and how she couldn't wait to see what I looked like with makeup on.

She didn't even want to discuss her plans, what we were doing, or ask my opinion. Nothing surprising about that, I thought. She'd always been like that.

I listened to her in stunned silence, still struggling to process everything that was happening. This wasn't supposed to happen, and none of this was supposed to be real. It was just a stupid crush, a fantasy...

Wasn't it?

We reached Amelia's room, and she immediately started rummaging through her closet for something "perfect" for me to wear. Colton leaned against the doorframe, watching us with that same amused expression on his face.

"Here," Amelia said after a moment, pulling out a long, flowing dress in a soft shade of pink. She held it up to my body, scrutinizing the fit critically before nodding in approval. "This will look great on you."

I was sure it would, but were we really going to do this?

I stared at the dress Amelia was holding up for me, feeling a sense of disbelief wash over me. This couldn't be real. There was no way this could be happening.

"It's... pink," I pointed out, my voice coming out more sarcastic than I intended. "And it's a dress."

Amelia just shrugged, unfazed. "So?" she said, looking back and forth between me and the dress. "What's wrong with that?"

Colton chuckled from his position against the doorframe, clearly entertained at my discomfort. I would be, too, if I were him.

"Um, nothing," I muttered, shifting uncomfortably under their combined gaze. "I just... this is ridiculous, right? You can't seriously expect me to wear this thing."

Amelia rolled her eyes, but there was still a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "Why not?" she challenged, holding the dress out towards me like some kind of trophy, and maybe it was… to her.

To me, it represented something else, a kind of freedom I thought I'd never have—not openly like this, anyway.

"Because I'm not... that's not something guys do," I said, feeling my face grow hot as I realized how stupid that argument sounded aloud.

But Amelia just laughed and shook her head. "That's exactly the point," she replied, turning towards Colton with a smug smile on her face. "Right?"

Colton pushed off from the doorframe, walking over to stand beside Amelia as he looked me up and down thoughtfully. "You've got the right build for it," he agreed, his voice still filled with that same amusement. "Soft features, narrow hips... We've already talked about this, August."

I felt my mouth drop open in shock at that. Was he really talking about me like this? In front of Amelia, no less?

But then I thought that maybe this shouldn't be so surprising, considering this recent sequence of events. So many things were changing and happening so fast.

"See?" Amelia said, grinning at me. "He thinks you'd look good in it, too."

I stood there for a moment, speechless as they both stared at me expectantly—Amelia with that smug smile still on her face, Colton with his arms crossed over his chest like he was waiting for something.

And then it hit me: they were waiting for me to protest more, to argue against this absurd idea of me dressing up in a woman's clothes.

But… but as much as I wanted to do just that—to put an end to this whole ridiculous charade once and for all—I found myself unable to force the words out.

Because deep down, hidden beneath all the layers of fear and uncertainty and embarrassment, there was a part of me that actually... wanted this. Wanted to know what it would feel like to wear something soft and flowy like that dress—something meant for a woman's body, not mine.

And as if they could sense that hesitation, Amelia and Colton exchanged glances before turning back towards me with matching expressions of triumph on their faces.

"Ah," Colton said, uncrossing his arms and taking a step closer to me. "I think we've finally found the root of the problem here."

Amelia nodded, her eyes wide with excitement and something else. "You're shy about it, aren't you?" she asked, her voice softening slightly as though talking to a scared animal. "That's okay, August. We can take things slow if you want—"

"No!" I blurted out without even fully realizing what it was that I was saying, cutting her off before she could finish that sentence. Because if there was one thing I didn't want right now, it was for them to start treating me like some delicate little flower who needed coddling and protection.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say next. "I'm not... shy," I managed to choke out eventually, trying my best to sound confident despite how much my heart was pounding in my chest. "I just don't see the point in this whole thing."

Colton raised an eyebrow at that, clearly not buying it. "No?" he said as he took another step closer to me. "Because from where I'm standing, it looks like you've got some pretty strong feelings on the subject."

I felt my face grow hot again, knowing exactly what he was getting at.

"Come on, August," she said, her voice cajoling now as she walked over to stand beside Colton. "You can't keep denying it forever. We know the truth."

I hesitated, torn between wanting to deny everything and just giving in once and for all. But then I saw something flicker in Colton's eyes—something that looked almost... like understanding—and suddenly, I knew what I had to do.

"I'm not a sissy," I said softly, my voice barely more than a whisper as I forced myself to meet their gazes head-on. "I just... I've always been curious about how it would feel, that's all."

There was silence for a moment after that, and I could almost hear the wheels turning in their heads as they processed what I'd just admitted aloud.

And then Colton started to laugh, and it seemed to fill up the entire room. Amelia joined in a moment later, her giggles high-pitched and infectious until both of them were doubled over with laughter, leaving me standing there alone feeling more confused than ever.

"What?" I finally managed to blurt out once they'd calmed down enough for me to speak again. "What's so funny?"

Colton wiped a tear from his eye, still chuckling as he looked back up at me. "You," he said simply. "You're hilarious."

I felt my face grow hot with embarrassment as I realized what was happening here. They weren't laughing at me—they were laughing at how strongly I still refused to admit the truth.

Colton's laughter died down, but his eyes still sparkled with amusement as he looked at me. He still found this whole thing so funny, meanwhile, I was conflicted.

Without warning, he reached out and grabbed my chin between his thumb and forefinger, tilting my head up so I had to meet his gaze.

What the hell was he doing this time? I asked, realizing that also, in that moment, I couldn't ask him that question.

"You're adorable when you're flustered," he said, a smirk playing on the corners of his mouth. "But we both know that's not all there is to it, don't we?"

I felt my breath catch in my throat as I stared up at him, trapped in his hold and unable to move away even if I wanted to—which, admittedly, I didn't.

Being caged in by Colton was a dream come true. I just didn't think that it would happen this way.

"What are you talking about?" I whispered as I tried to keep the tremble out of my voice.

He bridged the gap between our mouths, his lips brushing against mine briefly before he pulled back again. "You want this," he murmured very slowly. "Admit it."

I felt myself blush at that, knowing exactly what he meant but still unable to bring myself to say the words aloud.

"I... I don't know what you mean," I managed to stammer eventually, looking down and away from him in an attempt to hide just how much his proximity was affecting me.

But Colton wasn't having any of it. He never did. He tightened his grip on my chin, forcing me to look back up at him again.

"You want us to dress you up," he said. Not a question, but an affirmation. "You've always wanted Amelia to pick out an outfit for you and put makeup on your face until you're almost unrecognizable."

I felt my heart pound in my chest at that, knowing all too well just how much truth there was in those words.

"And then," he continued, his lips on the verge of touching mine. "You want me to take it one step further—to shave your face smooth and clean, and maybe even help you try on some of Amelia's clothes too."

I felt myself blush again at that—this time, even hotter than before—and I knew there was no use denying it anymore.
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Colton's grip on my chin tightened, his fingers pressing into my skin with a firmness that made me gasp. But it wasn't painful—no, this was something else entirely. It was possessive, commanding, and it sent shivers down my spine.

His eyes burned into mine, intense and unyielding. "You're going to give me what I want," he said, the tone of his voice telling me that he didn't want to argue—not that he needed to, because I wanted to fulfill his wishes.

My heart hammered against my ribs, my mind racing with questions. What did he mean? What could he possibly—?

But before I could even begin to formulate a response, he took a step back, releasing my chin and leaving me feeling suddenly cold without the heat of his hand on my skin.

He unbuckled his belt, the sound of leather sliding through metal echoing in the room like a gunshot. My eyes widened as realization dawned on me—he was going to...? Here? Now?

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. Instead, I found myself watching, hypnotized, as he popped open the button of his jeans and began to lower them down over his hips.

Amelia was beside us in an instant, her eyes wide with excitement as she took in what was happening right before our eyes. She was just going to watch it happen?

"You're really going to do it?" she breathed, looking up at Colton like he hung the moon. "You're going to let August suck your cock?"

He smirked down at her, never breaking eye contact with me. "Not just let," he replied. "Make."

My stomach twisted, part excitement, part fear. He was doing this to prove something—to make a point about how much power he had over me.

It wasn't really necessary. We both knew that I would do anything for him.

Either way, I couldn't bring myself to care, not when all I could think about was the way my mouth watered at the thought of tasting him.

Colton stepped closer again, his jeans now pooled around his ankles. His cock was already hard, straining against the fabric of his boxers, and I felt a surge of desire so intense it took my breath away.

He reached out, grabbing a handful of my hair and forcing my head back until I was looking up at him. "On your knees," he commanded.

I hesitated for just a moment, some lingering part of me protesting this insane turn of events. Straight guys didn't do stuff like this—not even when they wanted it as badly as I did right now.

But then Amelia was there, her small hands on my shoulders, pushing me down gently until my knees hit the floor with a soft thud. She didn't even have to apply much force. I was already lowering myself anyway.

"Come on, August," she whispered, her voice filled with encouragement and something else—a hint of jealousy maybe? "Show him what a good little cocksucker you are."

I felt that same thing again—jealousy? From Amelia? But there was no time to dwell on it, not when Colton was already guiding my head towards his cock.

His fingers tightened in my hair as he held me in place, his hips shifting slightly so that the bulge in his boxers pressed against my lips.

"Open up," he ordered.

I obeyed without hesitation, parting my lips and flicking out my tongue to taste him through the thin fabric of his underwear. He groaned, a low sound that sent shivers down my spine, and I felt a sense of power surge through me at the realization that I was doing this to him.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying, parting my lips wider to take him in. But Colton didn't wait—he grabbed the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down roughly, freeing himself in one swift motion.

My eyes widened as I took in the sight before me. His cock was massive, thicker than anything I'd ever seen, almost inhuman. It jutted out proudly, veins pulsing with blood, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. Holy shit. I couldn't believe what my eyes were seeing.

"Jesus," I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper as I stared at it, unable to hide the awe and hunger in my eyes. "You're... you're enormous."

Colton chuckled, his hand still fisted in my hair. "Flattery will get you everywhere with me," he said, guiding me closer until the head of his cock pressed against my lips.

I looked up at him, searching for any sign that this was a joke—that he wouldn't really make me do this. But all I found was that same intense gaze, filled with challenge and desire.

"Open up," he commanded again, pushing forward gently this time. I complied, letting his thick length slide into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat.

I gagged slightly, tears welling in my eyes as I struggled to take him in. It was too much—too big, too intense—but Colton didn't stop. He held me there for a moment, allowing me time to adjust before pulling back slightly and then thrusting forward again.

"Relax your jaw," he murmured, his voice softening ever so slightly. "Let it slide over your tongue."

I tried to do as he said, focusing on the sensation of him moving in and out of my mouth, filling me completely. He was gentle at first, setting a slow rhythm that allowed me to get used to the size of him.

But then Amelia's voice cut through my thoughts, her words sending a jolt of excitement and jealousy through me. "God, he looks so good like that," she breathed, her eyes wide as she watched Colton fucking my mouth. "His cock is amazing, isn't it, August?"

I moaned around him in response, the vibration making his hips jerk slightly. I didn't want to take my mouth off of it just to answer her question, especially knowing that it was rhetorical.

He groaned, his grip tightening in my hair as he began to pick up speed.

"Fuck, yes," he muttered, his voice strained with effort now. "Take it all, August. Show me what you can do."

My mind raced with thoughts of him and Amelia watching me like this—of how wrong it was, how dirty—but I couldn't bring myself to care. All that mattered was the taste of him on my tongue, the feel of his thick cock sliding in and out of my mouth.

I reached up, wrapping my hand around the base of his shaft, adding pressure as I bobbed my head in time with his movements. He groaned again, louder this time, and I felt a surge of pride at knowing that I was doing this to him.

"Fuck," he panted, his hips moving faster now. "You're going to make me come if you keep doing that." And that was the plan, I thought.

I hummed around him in response, eager to taste him—to swallow every drop—and he let out a low growl of approval. But then, just as I felt his cock swell even more in my mouth, he suddenly pulled back, popping out with a wet, sucking sound.

"Wait," he said, his voice hoarse and breathless. "Not like this."

What?

I looked up at him, confusion warring with desire as I tried to process what was happening. He wanted me to stop? But why?

He took a step back, his cock still hard and glistening with my saliva. "This isn't how it's going to happen," he said, his chest heaving, his skin covered with a thin layer of sweat.

I opened my mouth to protest, but Amelia beat me to it. "What do you mean?" she asked, her brows furrowed as she looked back and forth between us. "Why did you stop?"

Colton glanced at her, a small smirk playing on his lips. "Because I want this to be special," he replied, turning his attention back towards me. "For both of us."

I felt a flutter of excitement in my chest at that—a mix of anticipation and fear as I tried to figure out what exactly he meant.

"But..." Amelia began, only for Colton to cut her off with a sharp look.

"Trust me," he said, his voice brooking no argument. "This is just the appetizer."

I felt my heart pound in my chest at that—at the thought of what was still to come. What could possibly be better than this? Then having him inside me like this?
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Colton stepped forward, his large hands wrapping around my upper arms as he led me towards Amelia's en suite bathroom. What was he doing, and what was his plan?

I stumbled slightly, still caught off guard from that blowjob, but he steadied me with an ease that made it clear this wasn't the first time he'd done something like this.

"Where are we going?" I asked, my voice coming out raspier than usual as I tried to hide just how much my body was trembling with anticipation and nerves.

He glanced back at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "We need to get you ready," he replied simply, pushing open the bathroom door and pulling me inside before letting it swing shut behind us.

Amelia followed close behind, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she took in the sight of Colton's hands still resting on my arms. I felt a sudden pang of jealousy at their proximity—at how comfortable they seemed together—but then he was turning towards me again, his gaze intense and unreadable, and all thoughts of anything else faded away.

"We need to get you cleaned up," he said as he released my arms and gestured towards the shower stall. "And shaved."

I felt my face flush at that, at the idea of him seeing me naked like this, let alone touching me while I was vulnerable and exposed. But there was no use arguing, especially not when every cell in my body seemed to be screaming at me to comply.

Colton turned on the water, letting it run for a moment before testing the temperature with his hand. He didn't seem concerned about his own nudity anymore, standing there casually as though he had all the time in the world, and he most likely had.

I watched him, mesmerized, as he grabbed a towel and placed it on the counter within easy reach of the shower. Then he turned back towards me, his eyes glinting with that same amusement I'd seen earlier.

"You know," he said, walking over to stand directly in front of me. "I've never actually done this before."

My eyebrows shot up at that, confusion warring with disbelief. "What do you mean?" I asked. "Done what?"

He shrugged, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Helped someone get ready for their... transformation."

I felt my heart skip a beat at that, at the realization that he was taking this seriously, that he wasn't just messing with me or playing some cruel joke.

"So, you've done the other part before?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady despite how much it was shaking. "You've helped someone... like this?"

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes flicking away from mine as though lost in thought. Then he nodded slowly. "Yeah," he said softly. "Something like that."

I felt a sudden, overwhelming desire to ask him about it—to know more—but before I could even open my mouth to speak, he was reaching out and grabbing the hem of my shirt.

"Arms up," he commanded, his voice firm as he began to lift it over my head.

I complied without hesitation, lifting my arms above my head and letting him strip me down until I was standing there in nothing but my boxers. He didn't even seem to notice—his eyes were focused on the task at hand, his movements efficient and practiced.

He knelt down in front of me then, grabbing the waistband of my boxers and tugging them down over my hips. I felt a sudden rush of embarrassment as he exposed me like that, but he didn't seem to care. He just tossed my boxers aside and grabbed my hand, pulling me towards the shower. He didn't even look at my cock.

"In you go," he said, pushing open the glass door and guiding me inside before following close behind.

The hot water was a shock at first, but it quickly turned into something else. It was this slow-building pleasure that spread through me like wildfire as Colton began to lather up the soap in his hands.

He started with my hair, scrubbing it roughly with shampoo until it was sudsy and clean. Then he moved on to my body, using a loofah to wash away all the grime and sweat I'd accumulated over the past few hours.

His touch was firm but gentle, grazing over every inch of me as though he were mapping out each contour and line. He didn't skip any part—my arms, my chest, my back... even the sensitive skin between my legs. He was being thorough.

I gasped at that, when he touched my balls, and he paused for a moment, looking up at me with a smirk on his face.

"Too much?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as though daring me to challenge him. Should I? Probably not.

So either way, I just shook my head, unable to bring myself to voice any protests despite how badly they wanted to be heard. Because the truth was, it felt good and, actually, even better than anything I'd ever experienced before. And I didn't want him to stop. Not now.

He chuckled at that, the sound vibrating through my entire body as he continued. He washed my legs next, running the loofah over them in long, slow strokes until they were clean and smooth.

Then he stood up, dropping the loofah onto the shower floor with a soft thud. His eyes met mine for just a moment before he reached out, tracing the line of my jaw with his thumb.

"We need to get rid of this," he murmured as he leaned in close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin. It was warm and familiar.

I knew exactly what he meant—the hint of stubble still left on my face.

He grabbed a razor from the edge of the shower stall then, popping open the cap with one hand before bringing it up to my face.

"Ready?" he asked, raising an eyebrow at me as though daring me to say no.

I hesitated for just a moment, just long enough to realize that I was actually doing this, but then I nodded anyway. Because what did I have to lose?

He started with the sides of my face first, working his way up from my jawline to my cheeks in slow, steady strokes. Then he moved on to my mustache and beard, carefully shaving away every last bit until there was nothing left but smooth skin.

I expected to feel a pang of loss but felt nothing at all—just smooth skin where the beard had been—as Colton leaned back again, his eyes scanning me critically as though checking for any missed spots. He didn't miss a single one.

"There," he said, dropping the razor onto the counter behind him. "Now you're clean."

But we weren't done yet, not even close. There was still so much hair to shave.

He grabbed a bottle of shaving cream next, squirting some into his palm before rubbing it between his hands to warm it up. Then he reached out, pressing his fingers against my chest and spreading the foam over my skin in slow, circular motions.

"Wh-what are you doing?" I asked, my voice coming out breathless. I knew what he was going to do, but still couldn't fully believe it.

He looked up at me, a small smile playing on his lips. "Getting rid of all this, obviously," he replied, gesturing vaguely towards my body hair.

I felt my eyes widen at that, at the realization that he really was going to do this. But before I could even begin to protest, he was already reaching for the razor again.

He started with my chest, even though there wasn't much hair there, running it over my skin in smooth, careful strokes until all that remained were tiny little bubbles of foam and the smoothness of my body underneath.

Then he moved on to my stomach—my abs, my sides... Everywhere but where I really wanted him to go. Not that I was about to say anything, not when his hands felt this good moving over me like this.

He worked his way down to my thighs next, taking extra care around the sensitive skin of my inner legs. And then, finally, he paused—just long enough for me to realize where he was going next.

I felt my breath hitch in my throat as I looked down at him, at the way he was kneeling on the shower floor, his eyes focused intently on his task at hand. He didn't even seem to notice how close his face was to... that part of me. But then again, maybe he did.

Maybe this was all part of some calculated plan to drive me crazy with lust. If so, it was working perfectly.

He reached out, wrapping one hand around my cock and holding it still as he began to shave the hair away from my balls. I gasped at that, and he looked up at me, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Too much?" he asked again, raising an eyebrow as though daring me to say something.

But I just shook my head, unable to force any words past the lump in my throat. Because honestly? It felt good—too fucking good.

He finished with my legs next, running the razor over them in long, slow strokes until they were smooth and hairless. Then he sat back on his heels, his eyes scanning me critically as he checked for any missed spots.

"There," he said, dropping the razor onto the shower floor with a soft thud. "Now you're ready."

But ready for what? To put on makeup first, or the clothes?

I opened my mouth to ask him that very question, but before I could even get a single word out, Amelia was pushing open the shower door and stepping inside.

"Can I help?" she asked, looking back and forth between us with wide eyes. Her gaze flicked downwards briefly, taking in the sight of Colton's naked body, spotting his cock, which was semi-hard now.

Colton glanced up at her, a small smile playing on his lips. "Sure," he said, standing up and gesturing for her to take his place in front of me. "He could use some help with... details."

I felt my face flush at that, at the realization that they were talking about me like I wasn't even there, but then Amelia was reaching out, her fingers grazing over my chest as she began to inspect every inch of my body.

"He looks so smooth," she murmured, running her hands down my arms and back up again. "He looks ready to be transformed."

I felt a shiver run through me at that, at the way she said it, like it was a compliment rather than an insult, and I couldn't help but wonder what that meant for me.

Did I really want to look like a woman? To feel like one, too?

The answer was obvious, even if I didn't fully want to admit it. I let things get to this point because, indeed, I wanted to become a sissy. My entire body yearned to be feminized.
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I stood there, dripping wet and completely naked, as Amelia and Colton stepped out of the shower to grab towels before returning to help me dry off. They both took their time, their eyes lingering on my body in a way that made me feel more exposed than ever.

Amelia grabbed a towel from the rack and began to dry her hair, but her gaze never left mine. She smirked slightly, as though enjoying the sight of me like this. I was more vulnerable than ever before, naked, and freshly shaved. Colton was no different. He rubbed his towel over his chest absently, his eyes scanning every inch of my body.

"Well," he said, breaking the silence. "Let's get you dressed."

I felt a flicker of excitement at that, followed quickly—and unexpectedly—by a wave of doubt. Was I really ready for this? To have them dress me up in... girl clothes?

Amelia seemed to sense my hesitation because she reached out, placing a comforting hand on my arm. "It's okay," she murmured, her voice soft and reassuring. "You can change your mind at any time."

Although I appreciated the offer of an escape route, I nodded, knowing I would never take it. There was no way I was backing down from this.

Colton chuckled, tossing his towel onto the counter. "But you won't," he stated, as though he could see right through me. Maybe he could.

He turned towards Amelia then, gesturing for her to grab something from the transformation kit we'd left on the bathroom vanity earlier. She did so without hesitation, returning with a delicate silk dress in a soft shade of pink that shimmered under the harsh fluorescent lighting.

I'd seen it before, of course, but its beauty still surprised me.

"It's... so beautiful," I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away from it.

Amelia smiled at me, holding it up against her own body for a moment before turning back towards Colton. "What do you think?" she asked him, seeking his approval as though this was somehow his decision too.

He raised an eyebrow, looking the dress up and down critically before glancing back at me. "It'll look good on him," he replied. "But we should put something underneath it first."

Amelia nodded, grabbing a pair of silky panties next—the kind with lace trim and barely any coverage—and handing them to Colton. I never thought I would, one day, wear panties in front of Colton.

He stepped closer then, his warm fingers grazing against my hips as he held the panties out for me to step into. I hesitated for just a moment before doing as he asked, feeling a rush of embarrassment as he helped pull them up over my ass.

"God," Amelia breathed from behind us, her voice filled with excitement and appreciation as she took in the sight of me like this. "You look so good in pink."

My cheeks flushed at how openly they were both admiring me now, as though I were some sort of object to be scrutinized and appreciated rather than a person with thoughts and feelings.

Colton smirked again, reaching out to adjust the waistband of the panties slightly. His fingers brushed against my cock in the process, and I felt it stir to life. He noticed, of course—how could he not? But all he did was chuckle softly before stepping back to give me some space.

"Alright," he said, turning towards Amelia again. "The dress next."

She nodded, holding it up for me to slip my arms through the sleeves. I complied without hesitation, feeling the cool silk slide over my skin like liquid satin. It was soft and flowy, falling down to just above my knees.

Colton stepped closer once more, his hands reaching up to the straps of the dress. He adjusted them carefully, his fingers grazing against my collarbones as he made sure everything was in place.

"Perfect," Amelia breathed from behind us. "You look like a princess."

I felt a rush of pride at that, followed quickly—and unexpectedly—by a wave of self-consciousness. Was I really supposed to feel this way? To want this?

Colton must have noticed my internal struggle because he approached me to speak into my ear. "It's okay," he murmured. "You're allowed to like it."

I felt a shiver run through me at that—at the warmth of his breath on my skin and the reassurance in his voice. Maybe he was right. Maybe I was allowed to enjoy this—to want it, even.

Amelia stepped forward, her hands reaching up to grasp the top of the dress. She tugged it down slightly, exposing more of my cleavage—such as it was—and making me gasp at the sudden cool air against my skin.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "That's much better."

I looked down at myself then, taking in the sight of the dress clinging to my body. It was beautiful, more so than anything I'd ever worn before, but there was something else too, something that made me feel different somehow.

"Wait," Colton said, reaching out to grab my hand and pull me towards him. "There's one more thing."

I raised an eyebrow at that, curious as he reached into the pocket of his discarded pants and pulled out a small, delicate necklace. It was made up of tiny pink diamonds strung together on a thin gold chain, exactly like the ones Amelia had shown us earlier in the transformation kit.

He stepped closer then, his warm fingers brushing against my skin as he began to fasten it around my neck. I felt a flutter of excitement at that, the gentle pressure of his touch, and the way his breath grazed against my ear as he leaned in close.

"There," he whispered right behind my neck, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Now you're ready."

I looked down at myself again, taking in the sight of the necklace resting just above the neckline of the dress. It was perfect—the final touch that made me feel like... a princess.

Amelia clapped her hands together, her eyes wide with excitement and approval as she took in the sight of me like this. "You look amazing," she breathed. "I can't wait to see what you'll look like with makeup on, too."

And just like that, all my earlier doubts and fears seemed to melt away, replaced instead with a sense of anticipation and excitement at the prospect of whatever was still to come.

Because honestly? I couldn't wait either.

Next, I sank onto Amelia's vanity stool, my heart pounding in my chest. The cool leather of the seat pressed against the backs of my thighs, grounding me for the next part of my transformation. Colton and Amelia stood before me, their eyes scanning my face like artists about to create a masterpiece.

Amelia held up a foundation bottle, her fingers tracing the label. "First, we'll even out your skin tone," she said, twisting open the cap and dipping her fingertips into the creamy liquid. She approached me, her touch feather-light as she blended the foundation onto my face, working in circular motions from my forehead down to my jawline.

Her hands were steady, confident. She'd done this a thousand times before. I watched her reflection in the mirror, her eyes focused intently on her task. She was enjoying this, I realized. Enjoying playing with me like this.

Colton leaned against the vanity, his arms crossed over his chest as he observed our interaction. His gaze flicked between Amelia and me, taking in every detail.

I could almost feel the heat of his stare, burning into my skin. It was almost too much.

Next came the concealer, applied with a tiny brush under my eyes to disguise dark circles I didn't even know I had. Amelia hummed softly as she worked, her brow furrowed in concentration.

Every so often, our eyes met in the mirror, and we shared a small smile.

Colton cleared his throat, pushing off from the vanity to stand behind me now. His hands came down on my shoulders, his thumbs pressing into the tight muscles there. I felt myself tense at first—what he was doing was unexpected—but then warmth spread through me as he began to knead away the tension.

"So far, so good, princess," Amelia said, stepping back to reveal her handiwork. She grinned at me, satisfied with the transformation so far.

Colton's hands stilled for a moment before they moved down my arms, his touch growing more intimate. I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way my body was reacting to him, especially when he reached my hands and laced our fingers together.

"Let's learn about contouring," he murmured into my ear, my breathing pausing for a moment. His breath tickled my neck, making it difficult for me to focus on anything else.

He picked up an eyebrow pencil from the vanity, his thumb brushing against mine as he handed it over. I took it, our fingers lingering briefly before he released his grip. Heat rushed through me at that simple touch, and I could feel him smirking behind me, as though he knew exactly what effect he was having on me.

"Now," Colton said, guiding my hand up to my eyebrow. "Gently draw a line just above your brow, following its natural shape."

My fingers trembled slightly as I tried to mimic his movements, but he didn't seem to mind. In fact, his hands came down over mine, steadying me as we worked together to create the illusion of higher, more defined brows.

I could feel him watching me in the mirror, the way my face changed with each stroke of the pencil. His eyes lingered on my lips, and I found myself biting them softly in response, drawing his gaze even more.

"Good," he murmured, stepping back to admire our handiwork. "Now for your eyes."

Amelia passed him an eyeshadow palette, and he held it out towards me. "Choose a color you like," he instructed.

I scanned the array of shades, my fingers hovering over a soft gold shimmer. I glanced up at Colton in question, and he nodded approvingly.

"Excellent choice," he purred as he took the palette from me. His thumb grazed against mine once more before he turned towards Amelia. "Could you grab the eyeshadow brush?"

She passed it to him without a word, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she watched us, like she knew exactly what was happening between Colton and me. And yeah, there was no denying it. She knew.

Colton began to apply the shadow to my lids, his touch feather-light as he blended the color up towards my brow bone. He was close now, his breath on my cheek, his chest pressed against my back. I could feel his heart beating in time with mine—fast, erratic.

I stole a glance at him in the mirror, our gazes locking briefly before he looked away, focusing back on his task. But not before I saw that hunger in his eyes. It burned with a familiar intensity.

"Next," Amelia said, breaking the moment as she handed Colton an eyeliner pencil. "Define those lashes."

Colton took it from her without a word, his fingers tracing the line of my upper lash before he began to apply the liner. His hand was steady, confident, but I could feel him growing harder against me, and could see the evidence in the mirror.

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on anything but the way his body was pressed against mine. But it was impossible, especially when he was so close.

He finished with my eyes, stepping back once more to look at me. "Now for your lashes," he said, reaching for a tube of mascara.

I felt a flicker of doubt then—would this be too much? Would I look ridiculous with makeup on? But Colton seemed to sense it because he leaned in close again, whispering directly into my ear.

"You're beautiful just as you are," he murmured. "But this will make you… extraordinary."

His words sent a shiver through me, both at their meaning and the way his voice sounded when he said them. I nodded, giving him permission to continue.

He applied the mascara carefully, his fingers brushing against my lashes with each stroke. When he finished, he leaned back again, letting out a low whistle of approval as he took in the transformation.

"Now," Amelia said, passing Colton a lipstick tube. "The pièce de résistance."

I felt a rush of excitement at that, because this… this would make it real. This would turn me into someone I hardly recognized myself—a sissy, a princess, a boy dressed as a girl.

Colton took the lipstick from Amelia, twisting off the cap before holding it up to my mouth. "Open," he commanded softly.

I obeyed without hesitation, parting my lips slightly and feeling the cool metal of the tube against them. He leaned in close then, his breath mingling with mine as he began to trace the color onto my bottom lip first—slowly, carefully.

My heart hammered in my chest as I watched him—watched us too—in the mirror. His eyes were locked on mine, focused intently on what he was doing. But there was something else too—a hunger to finally bend me over and fuck me senseless.

He finished with my lower lip before moving onto the upper one, his touch gentle yet firm. When he finally pulled away, I let out a shaky breath, one I hadn't even realized I'd been holding in.

Colton's eyes lingered on my mouth for a moment before they flicked up to meet mine again. And that was when I saw it, the desire he couldn't hide anymore.

He bridged the gap between us again, his lips pressing against mine in a soft, chaste kiss that still managed to set my body on fire.

I COULDN'T BELIEVE HE JUST KISSED ME.

He pulled back after just a moment, but the damage was done—my heart raced, and my cock throbbed.

"Fuck," he muttered under his breath as he stepped back to put some space between us again.

Amelia laughed, her eyes sparkling with amusement as she looked back and forth between us. "Well," she said, reaching up to adjust the neckline of my dress slightly. "You're all dressed up now, except for one thing."

She reached into a drawer, pulling out a long, blonde wig that cascaded down in loose curls. She held it up for me to see, a mischievous grin spreading across her face.

"Congratulations, August. You've finally reached the end of your transformation," she said, stepping behind me and placing the wig on my head.

Now… Now I was finally a sissy.
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I stood before Amelia's vanity mirror, my heart pounding like a kick drum in my chest. The person staring back at me... I barely recognized them. Gone was August, the scrawny college kid, replaced instead with this vision of feminine beauty. My lips curled up into a smile as I took in every detail.

The makeup was flawless, each stroke precise and purposeful. My eyes looked huge, framed with long, dark lashes that fluttered when I blinked. It was one of the best things about my makeup.

The gold eyeshadow made them sparkle like jewels under the soft light. My brows were fuller, more defined, thanks to the eyebrow pencil Colton had guided my hand with.

I could still remember every detail and second of that moment.

My cheeks were flushed with a healthy glow, courtesy of the blusher Amelia had applied with delicate precision. And my lips... God, my lips. They were painted a soft pink, plump and inviting. I could hardly keep myself from touching them, from tracing their new shape with my fingertips.

The dress was next to fall under my scrutiny. The silk shimmered like liquid candy floss as it draped over my curves—curves that seemed suddenly more pronounced than before. I knew that wasn't true, but it still felt like it was. It was as if the very fabric itself was accentuating what little I had, making me feel womanly in a way I'd never experienced.

And then there was the wig. Long blonde curls cascaded down my back like a waterfall of sunshine, framing my face and giving me an air of angelic grace. I couldn't help but reach up, running my fingers through the silky strands as I marveled at how real it felt.

But perhaps the most startling transformation was... lower. My hand drifted down, tracing the neckline of my dress until it reached the hem. And then, with a deep breath, I lifted the fabric just enough to glimpse what lay beneath.

There it was: a small, round bulb pressing against my asshole. The butt plug. Amelia and Colton had prepared me for this moment, had eased it into place with gentle hands and patient words. Now, hours later, I could still feel it. It was solid, unyielding, stretching me open in ways that both thrilled and terrified me.

I let the dress fall back into place, taking a deep breath as I tried to process everything. This was who I was now, who they had made me. And God help me, but I loved every minute of it.

Just then, I heard the faint click of Amelia's bedroom door opening. Panic surged through me, my heart pounding even harder as I realized they were coming back.

The door creaked open, revealing Amelia standing there, her cheeks flushed with excitement as she took in the sight of me. Behind her, Colton loomed large, his eyes glinting with hunger as they scanned my body.

"Well, well. Look at you," Amelia breathed, stepping into the room and closing the door softly behind them. "You look... amazing."

I blushed at that, feeling a flutter of pride at their approval. But there was something else too—an antsy excitement in my belly, anticipation coiling through me as I waited to see what they would do next.

Colton approached first, his long strides eating up the distance between us. He reached out, tracing a finger along the neckline of my dress, making me shiver at the contact.

"So precious," he murmured. "But it has to come off. I know you don't want to do that, but it's for something special."

I swallowed hard, nodding as I raised my arms above my head, granting him permission to undress me. He didn't need it—he was already reaching for the hem of my dress, tugging it up over my hips before pulling it off completely.

I stood there in nothing but my pair of pink panties and that butt plug still nestled between my cheeks. I could feel its weight, its presence, reminding me and warning me about what was going to happen.

Amelia stepped forward, her fingers tracing the waistband of my panties before snapping them off with a sharp tug. I gasped, the cool air hitting my skin, making me suddenly self-conscious.

But then Colton's hands were on me again, warm and firm as they explored every inch of my body. He paused at the plug, his fingers tracing around it before giving it a gentle tug.

"How does this feel?" he asked.

I bit my lip, trying to find the words. "It's... big," I admitted, blushing. "But I like it. It reminds me of how much you want me."

It also reminded me of how much he approved of my transformation. I wasn't the same person I used to be. Not even my relatives would recognize me now.

He smirked, leaning in close. "Good," he whispered against my ear. "Because your asshole—we are going to make it even wider."

My heart pounded at that—at the thought of them filling me up with their cocks and that strap-on I'd seen Amelia bring with her.

Colton's hands moved down, cupping my ass and giving it a firm squeeze before slipping a finger between my cheeks. He traced around the plug, pressing gently against it, forcing a gasp out of me.

"Let's get this out of you," he said as he slowly began to pull it from my body. I felt myself stretching, the sensation both intense and strange as it slipped free with a soft pop.

Colton's hands were firm on my hips as he guided me onto Amelia's bed, pushing me back until I was lying down, looking up at them both. My heart pounded in my chest like a drum solo, echoing the throbbing in my cock that pressed against my stomach.

Amelia stood beside Colton, her eyes gleaming with anticipation as she unbuckled her belt and shimmied out of her jeans. She wore nothing underneath—no panties, no bra—and I caught a glimpse of her pussy before she stepped towards me.

Colton was still fully clothed, his shirt stretched taut across his muscular chest. He reached down, grabbing my legs and pulling them apart roughly. His eyes locked onto mine, intense and commanding.

"Don't move," he growled as Amelia climbed onto the bed between my legs. She smirked at him before turning her attention to me, running her hands up my thighs in slow, tantalizing strokes.

"You like that?" she purred, leaning down to kiss my inner thigh, just above my knee. I nodded, my breath catching in my throat as she continued her ascent, each kiss bringing her closer to where I needed her most.

Colton's hand wrapped around my throat, his thumb pressing against my pulse point. "I said don't move," he repeated, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. His hand made me freeze, my body tense and eager.

Amelia reached the apex of my thighs, her breath hot on my skin as she nuzzled against my balls, making them tighten in response. She looked up at me, her eyes meeting mine before she took one into her mouth, sucking gently.

I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily. Colton's grip tightened around my throat, a warning not to disobey again. I had no choice but to will my body not to move, forcing myself to lie there as Amelia worked her way up, taking my cock into her mouth next.

She was slow at first, her tongue tracing the underside of my shaft before she took me deeper, inch after inch until I felt the back of her throat.

She gagged slightly but held firm, her hands grasping my hips and pulling me closer.

Colton's fingers trailed down from my neck, over my chest, stopping to circle one of my nipples. He pinched it hard, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through me. Amelia moaned around my penis, the vibration making her shudder in response.

She pulled off without giving me a warning, leaving me panting and wanting more. But she had plans of her own—ones that involved that strap-on she'd brought with her. She reached for it now, unrolling it from where it lay on the bed beside us.

Colton watched her, his eyes narrowing as he took in the size of it. "That's going to be a tight fit," he murmured, reaching down to palm my ass, giving it a firm squeeze.

Amelia couldn't help but laugh, slipping the harness over her hips and buckling it. "He can take it," she said, confidence oozing from every pore as she slicked the strap-on with lube.

I watched them, my heart hammering in my chest as they prepared for what was about to come. My asshole could only clench involuntarily at the thought of taking that massive thing inside me, and Colton noticed.

He grinned wickedly, his fingers still playing with my nipple. "You want this, don't you?" he asked. I nodded, my mouth too dry to speak.

Of course I wanted it. I wanted everything they were going to give me.

Amelia climbed back onto the bed, straddling my hips as she lined up the head of the strap-on with my hole. She looked down at me, her eyes soft for just a moment before they hardened again.

"You're going to take this like a good little sissy," she commanded, pressing forward slowly but steadily until I felt the tip slip inside.

The pain forced a gasp out of me, my body tensing as I tried to accommodate the intrusion. It was too big—too much—but Amelia didn't stop. There was nothing and no one capable of stopping her in that moment, I realized with fear.

She pushed deeper, her hips rolling in a steady rhythm that had me stretching to take every inch, and even with all my effort, it still felt like a losing battle.

Colton watched us, his hand stroking his cock slowly as he took in our joined forms. When did he remove his clothes? I couldn't remember seeing him doing it.

He reached out all of a sudden, grabbing my chin and turning my face towards him.

"Watch," he growled, his eyes locking onto mine as Amelia began to fuck me in earnest now, her hips slamming against me with each thrust. I did as he said, watching as that massive strap-on disappeared inside me again and again.

Even if he hadn't said anything, I would still be watching that thing.

I could feel every ridge, every vein as it moved within me. It was too much, too intense, and yet, I never wanted it to stop. My cock leaked pre-cum onto my stomach, reflecting just how turned on I was despite the overwhelming sensations coursing through me.

Colton leaned down, his lips crashing against mine in a kiss I never thought would happen. I thought he wasn't the kind of man who would kiss, but there he was, proving me wrong.

He tasted of desire and dominance, and I found myself kissing him back with equal fervor, my hands reaching up to tangle in his hair as our tongues danced together.

He pulled back just as suddenly, leaving me gasping for air and with a clear layer of sweat on my body. "Your turn," he said, nodding towards my cock.

I knew what he meant, what he wanted. I sat up, my body still trembling from Amelia's fucking, and turned to face him. His cock stood proud and erect before me.

I reached out while wondering if I should be doing that or not, wrapping my fingers around the base of his shaft. It was hot and throbbing in my hand. I looked up at him in that moment, seeking confirmation that this was what he wanted—and found it in his intense gaze.

"Suck," he commanded as he guided my head towards his cock.

I opened my mouth, taking him inside until I felt the tip hit the back of my throat. He was huge—bigger even than Amelia's strap-on—but I was determined to take every inch if that was what they wanted from me.

I couldn't disappoint them. Most of all, I wouldn't. Disappointing them would mean I failed, and I didn't want to believe I let something like that happen—not now, not ever.

I relaxed my jaw in that moment knowing that I might not get a second chance, breathing through my nose as I began to move, sliding up and down his length in slow, steady strokes. Colton's fingers threaded through my hair, guiding me as he set the pace.

Not having left her spot, Amelia watched us, her hips moving in time with mine as she continued to fuck me while I pleasured Colton. The sensation of being filled both ways was overwhelming, but I loved every minute of it.

I'd always wondered what it would feel like, and I was so happy to be finding out in that moment.

I continued to take Colton into my mouth, feeling him grow harder with each passing second. Amelia's movements became more urgent, her hips slamming against me. The sound of our bodies meeting echoed around the room, mingling with our ragged breaths and the wet, sucking noises coming from my mouth.

Colton's fingers tightened in my hair again despite the pain he was making me feel, guiding me faster along that slab of meat. He was close—I could tell—and that knowledge sent a thrill coursing through me. I wanted to taste his cum for the first time, to feel him pulse on my tongue, and it was the only thing I was thinking about in that moment.

"Hmm, definitely not yet. I don't want to end it like that," he grunted, pulling me off him just as the first spurt of Amelia's orgasm hit her. She cried out, her fingers digging into my hips as she rode out her climax. She was holding on to me so strongly I was sure it was going to leave marks.

Then, with a final thrust, she pulled herself free from me, leaving me empty and aching for more. I didn't want her to go anywhere in that moment.

Noticing the opening, Colton didn't waste any time. He grabbed my legs, flipping me over onto my hands and knees without so much as a warning. He wasn't one to give out warnings.

I gasped at the abrupt movement but quickly adjusted to the new position, eager for whatever he had in mind. It could only be something good. I was sure of it.

"Stay still," he commanded, his eyes flashing with lust. I nodded, burying my face in the pillows as I waited for him to take over.

I felt the tip of his cock press against my puckered entrance, already slick with Amelia's lube. He pushed forward, stretching me open just like she had, but this time it was different. This time, there was no strap-on between us. It was just Colton and me, flesh on flesh.

It wasn't just different, but better. So much better. He was making me feel something she couldn't.

He began to move, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm as he filled me completely with each thrust. I could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, as he set a punishing pace that left me breathless and trembling.

I could hardly think or speak in that moment; everything was happening too fast.

Colton's hands grasped my hips, pulling me back against him with each stroke. He was relentless, his body slamming into mine with enough force to make the bed frame creak in protest.

Amelia was probably watching everything with a sense of envy. Still, I was surprised she was okay with it. I didn't think she was going to be.

My own cock hung heavy and ignored between my legs, aching for some attention that wasn't coming anytime soon. But I didn't care. I was too focused on the sensation of Colton inside me, too lost in the pleasure-pain that came with each thrust.

I could feel myself building towards something, some point of no return where nothing would matter but the moment we were in and the people we were with. It was like a rollercoaster, climbing steadily higher and higher until I knew there was no going back down.

Colton's fingers dug into my hips, his grip tightening as he neared his point of no return, which was something I was anxiously waiting for. "Jack off for me, sissy," he growled. "It's almost the right time. You're going to come when I do."

I reached down without hesitation, wrapping my hand around my cock and stroking in time with his movements. There wasn't much space, but I made do with what little we had.

It didn't take long—just a few quick pumps of my fist before the pressure inside me became too much to bear.

I finally came, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm as I spilled onto Amelia's bedsheets below. I hoped she wasn't going to mind that.

Colton followed suit just moments later, burying himself deep inside me with a guttural groan as he filled me with his hot, sticky cum.

We fell together in a tangle of limbs and sweat, our bodies still joined as we rode out the last waves of our orgasms. Amelia lay beside us, her eyes soft as she watched Colton pull out of me slowly, his cock glistening with his seed and my sweat.

"Look at that," he murmured, tracing a finger through the mess on my thighs before bringing it to my mouth. I opened without hesitation, tasting him and myself mingled together in that moment.

There was no way I was going to hesitate when the opportunity came. It was everything I wanted to cap off the moment.

"That's how you know I own your ass now," he growled. "My cum inside you—it's a claiming, August."

I nodded, unable to speak as I swallowed down the mixture he had on his fingers. It was more than just physical for me now. I felt claimed, truly claimed, in a way that went beyond sex.

Amelia reached out, her fingers trailing through the mess on my thighs before she brought them to her own mouth, tasting Colton's cum as well. She hummed, satisfied with the flavor of him mixed with mine.

"You taste good like this," she murmured, looking between us with a wicked grin. "And I'm so sad it's over for now. But there will be many more opportunities in the future."

And of that, I was sure—more sure than I had ever been in my life. I didn't want anything else. All I wanted was to keep being their sissy and get fucked senseless.

Thankfully, my wish was being granted.


Epilogue

5 years later…













Years had passed since that first fateful night when I—formerly known as August—became the sissy of Amelia and Colton. Oh, how things had changed, yet somehow stayed the same. I wouldn't have it any other way.

I was now their kept boy, living in a sprawling Victorian house with them, tucked away in a quiet neighborhood where the only noise came from the occasional honking goose flying overhead. It was the embodiment of absolute peace.

The house blended antique furniture with contemporary art, reflecting both Amelia's sophisticated eye and Colton's more casual aesthetic.

Colton had retired from his job, opting instead to become a stay-at-home husband, managing our home and finances with the same fierce dedication he once reserved for cutting logs. He'd taken up cooking as a hobby, and the aroma of his homemade stews often filled the entire house, always making my belly growl.

Amelia, on the other hand, had risen through the ranks at her advertising firm, eventually becoming a creative director. She worked long hours, but the payoff was worth it. She could now afford to indulge in her favorite pastime: shopping.

Our closets were overflowing with designer clothes, shoes, and accessories, many of which she insisted I try on just for fun, which I always did because I was her obedient sissy.

Today, as I lay sprawled on the plush velvet chaise in our sunroom—which I knew wasn't common in houses like ours, but we'd had one built because we couldn't live without it—I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment wash over me.

The warm afternoon sun streamed in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a golden glow over the room. I was dressed in a frilly pink negligee, my hair cascading down my back in loose curls, just the way Amelia liked it.

I didn't need wigs anymore since I let my hair grow naturally now.

Colton entered the room, his eyes drawn to me. He leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his chest, and smirked. "You look like a little princess," he said.

I smirked back, rolling onto my stomach to give him a better view of my ass. "Why, Colton, is that any way to speak to your kept boy?" I teased, fluttering my eyelashes at him.

He chuckled, pushing off from the doorframe and striding towards me. "You know I don't do soft, sissy," he growled, his hands coming down on my ass, giving it a firm squeeze. "But I'll make an exception for you."

I gasped as his fingers drew the lace trim of my negligee, tracing the curve of my ass before slipping between my legs. I spread them willingly, my body begging him to fuck me. And with some luck, I knew he would do it.

"You're already ready for me," he murmured, his fingers brushing against my asscrack. "Did you start without me?"

I shook my head, biting my lip to stifle a moan as he began to circle my dickie with his thumb. "I was waiting for you," I breathed, my hips moving in time with his hand.

He smirked, pulling his hand away just as I was about to come.

I knew he was going to do that, but I still thought it was a dick move.

"Not yet, sissy. You don't get to be so lucky this time," he said, slapping my ass hard enough to leave a mark. "I want you to wait a little while longer."

I pouted, my body trembling as I watched him walk away. I knew he was going to the bedroom, and I couldn't wait to see what he had planned for me.

A few minutes later, he returned, carrying a leather strap and a bottle of lube. He set them down on the chaise beside me, his eyes locked on me, and he couldn't even blink.

"Roll over," he commanded, and I complied without hesitation. I would never dare disobey him. Not even once.

He leaned down, his hands grasping the hem of my negligee before slowly pulling it up over my head. I lifted my arms, allowing him to undress me completely, leaving me naked and exposed beneath his ravenous gaze.

"God, you're beautiful," he murmured, his fingers tracing the curves of my body. "I never get tired of looking at you."

His words earned him a blush from me, my heart fluttering in my chest. I knew I was lucky to have them, to be loved and cared for the way they cared for me.

Colton reached for the strap, wrapping it around my wrists before securing them to the legs of the chaise. I tugged to try something, finding that I was indeed bound, at his mercy.

That realization made him grin, reaching for the lube next. He coated his fingers liberally before bringing them to my ass, circling my hole before pushing inside.

The invasion forced a gasp out of me, my body tensing as I adjusted to the feel of him inside me. He was gentle in the first few seconds, his fingers moving in and out of me slowly, allowing me to stretch around him.

He was being merciful, which was something he sometimes was with me. It didn't happen very often, though, and I preferred it that way.

With my body relaxing, he grew more insistent, his fingers moving faster, harder, until he was fucking me with them, making me writhe and moan beneath him.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he pulled his fingers out, leaving me empty. I whimpered, my body trembling. I could almost not feel my legs.

"Master, please," I begged, my eyes locked onto his.

My words made him smirk, and he reached for the strap that bound my wrists. "Please what, sissy?" he asked, unbuckling it and freeing my hands.

I was surprised he was already doing that. I thought it would last longer, but either way, I wasn't going to complain. Whatever he had planned for me, I was certain it was going to be good.

"Please fuck me until I can't feel my legs anymore," I moaned, my hands immediately reaching for his belt, eager to undress him.

He chuckled, helping me as I fumbled with the buckle, my hands shaking. When his cock finally sprang free, I moaned, my hand wrapping around it, stroking it gently.

He could only groan in that moment, his hips bucking forward as he thrust into my hand. I could feel his heart pounding through the pulse of his manhood, somehow matching the rhythm of my own.

He grabbed my hips without warning me first, flipping me onto my hands and knees, positioning himself right behind me. The movement made me grit my teeth, my body tense as I felt the head of his cock press against my puckered hole.

He pushed forward without hesitation, his cock stuffing me completely, stretching me open in a way that made me cry out. He began to move not even a second later, his hips rolling in a steady rhythm that had me gripping the chaise for support, not that it was helping me much.

I could feel every inch of him inside me, his cock rubbing against that spot that created black dots in my vision. I moaned, my body writhing, my fingers curling into the velvet as I held on for dear life.

Colton's hands came down on my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded into me, his breathing ragged and uneven.

I thought it wasn't possible, but I could feel him growing thicker inside me, his cock swelling with his impending release.

"I'm going to come inside you," he growled. "I want you to feel me filling you up."

Was there anything else I could do in that moment other than groan?

A second following that thought, my body convulsed as I came around him, my ass clenching tightly around his cock as I rode out my orgasm.

Colton groaned, moaned, and huffed, his body tensing as he came inside me, his hot cum filling me completely.

Moments later, we collapsed onto the surface beneath us, our bodies glistening with sweat, hearts beating in unison. I felt his load seeping from me, trailing down my thighs and pooling on the floor below.

But neither of us cared about that. It was of little importance.

All that mattered was this moment, this connection, this thing that kept us together no matter what.

In the following aftermath, Colton and I lay entwined on the chaise, our bodies glistening with sweat and cum. The room was filled with the scent of sex and the sounds of our breaths slowly returning to normal when suddenly—

click

The door creaked open, and there she stood, Amelia. My goddess, my queen, her eyes locked onto us as if she'd just stumbled upon a scene straight out of one of her dirty fantasies.

"Well, well," she drawled, barely holding back a series of giggles. "Looks like I missed all the fun."

Colton grinned, reaching over to run his hand through my hair. "We were just getting started, love," he said, looking up at her with that hungry glint in his eyes.

It was true—I wasn't done yet. There were still so many things I wanted to do. My sex drive was nowhere near satisfied.

Amelia sauntered towards us, her hips swaying in that hypnotic way she had. She was still dressed from a business meeting—in a sleek business suit that accentuated every curve of her body—and I couldn't help but lick my lips as I took her in. She was going to give me more than a meal—it was going to be a feast.

"August," she purred, stopping before me and reaching out to stroke my cheek. "You look like you've been a very naughty sissy. I need to do something about that."

I blushed at her words, feeling Colton's cock stir against my thigh. I knew exactly what she wanted from me, and I was more than ready to give it.

"I'm always your loyal and obedient servant, Mistress," I whispered, nuzzling my cheek into the palm of her hand.

She smirked, knowing she had me right where she wanted me. "Prove it then," she commanded, hiking up her skirt to reveal the lacy thong underneath. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly slid it down her legs, revealing her shaved pussy to us.

My mouth watered at the sight, my small dickie hardening as I took in her glistening folds. She was already wet and I couldn't wait to taste her.

No, not just that. I couldn't wait to devour her whole.

Colton's hands on my shoulders urged me forward, and I eagerly complied, leaning in to run my tongue along her slit. She moaned, her fingers threading through my hair as she guided me closer.

"You know what I like," she huffed as I circled her clit with my tongue. "Don't be shy now. You know what happens when you are like that."

And I did. I remembered everything, all the punishments, the bad and good things they made me do. It was always a fulfilling experience, despite the pain.

I hummed in response, feeling the vibrations against her sensitive flesh. Her grip on my hair tightened, and she began to grind against my face, fucking my mouth just like Colton had fucked my ass.

Colton could only watch us, his hand working his cock as he took in what his eyes were seeing. I could feel his eyes on me, and it only served to heighten my own arousal.

Amelia's taste filled my mouth and I lapped at her greedily, wanting more of her, all of her. Her moans grew louder, her hips moving faster.

"Don't stop," she commanded, her body tensing as she neared the edge. "Make me come, sissy. Make me fucking come all over your pretty little face."

Hearing that, I redoubled my efforts, flicking my tongue against her clit in rapid succession until I felt her body convulse. She cried out, her fingers pulling at my hair as she rode out her wave of pleasure.

As her tremors subsided, she looked down at me with a wicked grin. "Now," she said, her voice steady despite the climax she'd just experienced. "Lick my pussy clean."

My heart swelled as I lay there, Amelia's scent still lingering on my face. This was it—the life I had always wanted, but thought would never happen. This was real. It was happening now.

Here I was, loved and cherished, desired and dominated, free to explore every fantasy and fetish that had once lurked in the shadows of my mind. My heart fluttered as Colton's fingers trailed along my spine, his touch gentle yet firm.

I turned my head, looking up at Amelia who smiled down at me with warmth and pride.

She was my goddess, my queen, and I wouldn't have it any differently.

This was my life—my perfect, beautiful existence—and nothing would ever change that.




End of Book 5
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