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CHAPTER 1

I stepped off the shuttle and the last person I expected to see—and the last person I ever wanted to see—was standing there. Right there, at the shuttle drop off area, oversized sunglasses fixed on her head, blonde hair draped around her shoulders, pink flip-flops on her feet.

Kira.

Even under the chokingly hot sun, my shock felt like someone had just dumped a bucket of ice water over my head. How the hell was she here? I tried to take a step back, but people were piling up behind me and I couldn’t move. My heart was pounding as panic began to set in, my hand trembling so badly I almost dropped my bag.

She was laughing. The silver hoop earrings she was wearing—they were big enough to put your arm through—glittered in the sunlight. Of course she was here with someone else—she’d never been a loner like me. She was a social butterfly with extra-big wings—oversized like everything else on her. That was how we’d met all those years ago. I’d been huddled in a corner at a too-loud party, alone and nursing a beer I’d snagged off the kitchen counter, and she’d simply floated over, introduced herself, and dragged me into her life. I haven’t been the same since we broke up.

I needed to leave.

Never mind the fact I’d spent eleven months planning this trip—which happened to be my solo adventure for the summer I turned twenty-five. Never mind the fact I’d just dropped nine hundred bucks to spend three nights at the Dreamyland Festival. It was meant to be the trip where I finally took back my life from Kira, and now...now she was standing right in front of me.

Yeah, fuck that. I was leaving.

But just as I turned to duck back into the shuttle, the doors closed with a squeak, leaving me stranded again. With her.

I let my bag drop onto the pavement and tried not to let my panic get the best of me. I still had hope. There were probably upwards of eight thousand people coming here for the festival. I could get lost in the crowd. I could literally disappear and she’d never find me.

Rummaging around my bag for my sunglasses, I put them on. They instantly made me feel safer. Good. Now I just needed to find my way towards one of the volunteers...

I walked with my shoulders drooped, trying my best not to draw any attention to myself. I was a pretty small guy—just about five foot six with a skinny build, and with the baggy tank top and shorts I had on, I looked even smaller. I finally caught the attention of a volunteer with neon pink hair and a badge pinned to her chest.

“So which artist are you looking forward to the most?” she asked chirpily, flipping through the pages of her clipboard as she looked for my name.

“Psycat,” I said bluntly.

“Nice! He’s playing tomorrow night!”

“Uh-huh.”

“I’m so psyched for Dom Ino. So have you seen some of the stages yet? They’re bangin’!”

“No, I just got here.” I also had no idea who Dom Ino was.

The volunteer let out a giggle. I thumbed through the nose of my sunglasses to flick away sweat and wished she’d hurry the fuck up. I just wanted to get to my room and lock myself inside until I was safe from Kira.

“Found it!” She ticked off my name and placed her pencil behind her ear. “Follow me!”

Keeping my head bent, I followed her as she led me past a tiny reception building towards the rows of festival dorms. She kept chatting until we reached Dorm Number 8.

“Here we are.” She handed me a map of the festival grounds and the key card to open my dorm, then left.

Inside, the air-conditioning was already humming away. I breathed a sigh of relief. The dorm was actually really nice, with two bunk beds and a double bed, plus a small sitting area and a mini-fridge. Considering I’d coughed up an extra three hundred bucks for the premium package, it was a good enough deal.

I tossed my bag onto one of the bottom bunks, then went to the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. I stared at myself in the mirror, wincing. All that money and hopefully I hadn’t fucked it all up already. As long as Kira hadn’t seen me...

The dorm door suddenly banged open, hard enough for it to whack against the wall.

“Oh, this place is fannnncyyyy!” someone gushed.

A cold, cold shard of panic stabbed me right in the gut. I could’ve recognized that voice anywhere.

“Who the fuck’s already in the shitter?”

Another girl. Slurring. Fists slammed against the bathroom door, making me flinch.

“Hurry uupppp! I gotta shit.”

It wasn’t even three o’clock and they were already sloshed. My heart started racing all over again and I forced in a breath. I really couldn’t afford to hyperventilate right now. Splashing a few more droplets of cold water on the nape of my neck, I dried myself off and peeked out the door. The drunk girl pushed past me, huffing, and locked herself in. I stumbled forward, unbalanced, then collided with the girl I hadn’t even talked to in two years.

Two years and I still hadn’t healed.

She turned around and saw me. For a moment, neither of us moved. It seemed like the whole world around me had slowed to a grinding halt. I saw her face move in slow-motion, from shock to confusion to contempt to a kind of sick delight, one that made shame boil up inside of me all over again.

Kira O-ed her mouth and whistled.

“Well, well, if it isn’t Dana...” she said, her pink lips twisting upwards. She flicked her bleach-blonde hair back and grinned.

The air in my chest felt heavy as she looked at me. The shame was now thick and hazy, clouding my mind, and I was desperately trying not to lose it.

Dana.

It wasn’t just the fact that she’d remembered that name—it was that she could still make me feel so small and insignificant with just that one word. My secret. Or what had been my secret, until Kira had found out about it and exposed everything before breaking up with me.

“Aren’t you happy to see me?”

I blinked slowly at her through the haze in my eyes. She was still grinning.

“I...what are you doing here?” I muttered.

“I could ask you the same thing,” she said, folding her arms across her chest. Her arms disappeared easily under her big breasts—a generous 32DD...you don’t forget things like that. A blush crept up my face as I clocked the visual. Oh, what I wouldn’t do to touch them again...

Kira stepped a little closer, her eyes traveling over my tank top and shorts. My eyes dipped before returning to hers, which looked greener now. Almost like acid. She put on a smile before she whispered out her next words.

“So, have you got your princess costume underneath that?”

Heat blazed across my cheeks and I looked away. She might as well have tossed me into a firepit. “What you saw...it wasn’t meant to be anything,” I muttered. “It wasn’t meant...”

I stopped. Two years later, and I was still trying to explain myself. How pathetic was that?

“Wasn’t meant to be what?” Kira had sidled up beside me. The scent of her shampoo—I’d never been able to describe what the hell that smell was...if ‘heavenly’ was a scent, that was it—wafted towards me. “You getting your freak on? You like being a little girl, Dana. You like having your kinky little secrets, don’t you?”

I still didn’t answer, but my face felt hotter than a furnace. I hadn’t meant to keep secrets—not really. I’d just been embarrassed about my urges. Girls don’t take their boyfriends wearing silk panties under their jeans too well, or trying on their lipstick just to know what it feels like, or stealing their old Victoria’s Secret bras just so they can find out what it feels like to have a full rack. Especially not girls like Kira.

“You guys know each other?”

My head snapped up. It took me a moment to even recognize that Kira’s male counterpart—her friend? Her date? Or her—god, please no—new boyfriend?—had entered the picture.

“Yeah. This is Dan,” Kira said, tilting her head at me. “Dan, this is Dom. My boyfriend. He’s playing on Sunday at ten.”

She arched one eyebrow as she waited for me to make the connection. I swallowed. “You’re...Dom Ino?”

Dom grinned. His teeth were so white and straight and perfect, he could’ve been in an ad for toothpaste. “Yeah. DJ Dom Ino. The one and only.” He dropped a hunk of an arm around Kira’s shoulder and the two shared a quick, lovey-dovey kiss that made bile bubble up my throat.

He was taking it for a given I’d already heard about him. What a pompous ass.

“You know, baby, Dan and I used to date.”

I almost choked on my own spit. Dom’s shaggy eyebrows shot up, and then he just laughed. Kira laughed right along with him, her hoop earrings jangling.

He thinks it’s a joke, I thought, totally mortified. Of course, with his good looks—buzzed red hair that somehow made him look cool, muscles everywhere—maybe it really was a joke. What had Kira seen in me in the first place? She clearly had a kink for super-controlling alpha assholes.

For some weird humiliating reason, Kira wound her hand around my waist and gave my skinny bicep a little pinch. “Well, this room’s going to be cozy...”

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled, my voice strained. I wobbled back and forth a little. My balance was all off because her touching me was getting me weak in the knees.

She pointed at the double bed. “Looks like Dom and I will be sleeping right next to you.”

“Uh, yeah.”

Practically a threesome, I thought bitterly.


CHAPTER 2

The universe had a pretty cruel sense of humor.

There I was, happily planning a birthday summer trip that was supposed to be my chance to get my shit back together after two years of floating through life like a brainless zombie. I’d thought Dreamyland would be the perfect setting. A place where no one knew me, where no one knew Dana. A place where I could—for the first time—finally explore who I was without any fear of judgment.

But nope. My ex had somehow found her way here, and now I was trapped in a dorm room with her and her DJ boyfriend.

There was no escaping Kira now. Even if I could sneak away to do my own thing, I had to come back and watch her sleep in the same room. With another guy. In the bed right next to me.

Hilarious…

The evening went by in a blur. Kira, Dom, and her friends went for an exploration of the festival grounds, while I mostly stayed in my dorm, building up my energy for the next day. It wasn’t too bad considering there was Coke in the mini-fridge.

It didn’t take long for me to recognize just how much I didn’t like Dom.

And no, it wasn’t just because he was dating Kira. Although I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t a factor. But the dude was also a complete douchebag and a manwhore. I watched from the shadows of my bunk as he flirted with Kira’s friends and flexed his muscles and rambled on about himself endlessly.

What in the world did she see in him?

I didn’t say a single word to either of them when they came back. But then something happened that caught me completely off-guard.

“Hey, wanna join us for dinner?”

I looked up from my phone. Kira was standing in the doorway, her hair gleaming in the shimmer of the dusk. Dom stood next to her, wearing a gold baseball cap with a jeweled dollar sign on it. My heart fluttered in my chest, and I wasn’t sure if it was from dread or excitement.

Did Kira want to spend time with me?

“Uh, sure. I guess.” I slid my phone into my pocket and grabbed my wallet.

Kira smiled.

We headed down to the food trucks, me shuffling behind the group, trying my best not to look awkward. I had butterflies in my stomach. Why had she invited me? Did she want to talk? Maybe she was looking for closure—maybe she was looking to apologize. Maybe she’d had a change of heart...

We ordered our food and found a spot to sit at. Dom wandered away with some of his buddies, leaving me alone with Kira and her friends. They were loud. I picked up my burrito and unwrapped it slowly, not feeling very hungry. Someone had brought in a round of tequila shots.

I watched from the corner of one eye as the girls all gathered around, their mouths pinched into little pink and red o’s as they sucked on lime slices. Pretty soon someone had brought in another round, and another.

“Hey. For you.”

Kira was holding a shot glass up to me. There was a sexy, glossy look in her eyes as she smiled devilishly.

Her gaze flickered as I took the glass. I almost spilled tequila everywhere. “Uh, thanks.”

She was watching me as I gulped the shot down, cringing as the sharp liquor hit the back of my throat. I sucked hard on the lime slice and squeezed my eyes shut. The liquor burned its way down my throat and left an aftertaste in my mouth.

When I opened my eyes, Kira was still watching me. A little flush crept up my neck and face.

“You guys, don’t you think Dan looks cute when he blushes?” she said.

Her friends smirked and nodded. “He’s a cutie-pie for sure,” her brunette friend said, leaning over to give my shoulder a nudge.

My heart skipped a beat, making my blush deepen. How much did her new friends know about me? How much had Kira told them?

I stared down at my empty shot glass, trying not to think too much about it. I was still looking down when Kira said, loud enough for everyone in a three-table radius to hear, “He’d be cuter if he put on some makeup. I’m serious. I’ve actually seen him with makeup on, you know. The red lips made him look so much prettier.”

“Maybe he’ll put on a performance for us,” her other friend said in a drawl. “If we ask nicely. That’ll be cool until the festival starts.”

“Oooh,” Kira gushed, as if this was the best idea someone had come up with all night. “How about it, Dana? You don’t play dress-up anymore?”

“I told you. It got old,” I muttered, slamming the empty shot glass on the table.

“God, you’re such a bore.”

My chest tightened. I said nothing. What was she trying to get at? Wasn’t it enough for her to break up with me? She wanted to ruin my time here and turn me into a circus freak in front of her girlfriends?

Just when I thought she was going to leave me alone, she pressed her shoulder against mine, hard enough to hurt. I hissed out a breath. By some miracle, her friends hadn’t noticed. Her voice dropped to a whisper as she leaned into my ear.

“Stop lying, Danny. You don’t grow out of things like that. You’re still doing it, aren’t you?”

“Don’t.” My voice cracked.

“So you’re telling me you don’t go home after a long day and slip on some sexy bra and panties and jerk off?” Her fingers had trailed up to the neck of my top, just barely stroking my skin there. “You don’t play with your boobies and pretend that you’re a pretty lady?”

A wave of heat rolled through me and my whole body started to tingle. Of course I’d been wrong about her. She didn’t want to talk or be nice—she wanted to torture me.

A single finger was running up my cheek. I closed my eyes and breathed, feeling her fingertip brush against the very edge of my eyelashes. I just wished she’d leave me alone. Or touch me. Or kiss me.

God, I was just a mess.

“You’re so easy to play with,” Kira whispered. “It’s just so funny seeing you get all worked up over being called a girl.”

I swallowed. Just a few words and my cock was hard. This was why I’d wanted to stay away from Kira. She made me so weak. When she was teasing me like this...making me imagine what we could’ve been...a dream relationship where she was happy to make me her girl...it was like being rejected all over again.

Someone shouted across the field, and I realized with a sinking feeling it was Dom. Kira’s finger slid off my cheek just as he and his friends wandered back over. One of the girls pulled her up by her wrist and the whole group left, giggling and hooting.

My body sagged back into my chair. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed. I stayed at the table for a while, taking my time with my burrito. My mind kept flitting back to Kira and how she’d teased me and kept touching me like I’d been a piece of meat. That was when I shifted around in my chair and realized the crotch of my shorts was wet.

Fuck. At least she wasn’t here to see how red my face was.

How had I even allowed her to get to me like this?

I stood up and tossed my garbage away. My face still felt warm, my cock still pulsing with heated fantasies as I wandered off into the night.

The grounds were buzzing with life and laughter and chatter. Even though nothing had officially started yet, everyone seemed to be having a good time. Except me.

Fuck this. This has to stop now.

I dug my shoes into the dirt and swallowed down the urge to scream. No. This time I was actually going to stand up for myself. I wasn’t going to buckle and beg at my ex’s feet like a loser. I wasn’t going to jerk off in the shower to her calling me Dana, even though the thought sent shivers down my spine.

I was going to survive Dreamyland with my sanity intact.

I just had to escape Kira.


CHAPTER 3

I delayed going back into my dorm as much as I could. Everyone, thankfully, seemed to be sleeping. Everyone apart from Dom, that is—he was nowhere to be seen.

I changed quickly and slipped into my bunk, pulling the covers over my head, trying not to remember that Kira’s beautiful sleeping body was just inches from me.

I wondered how long it’d be before she messed with me again.

It was the middle of the night when a strange sound woke me up. I lay stiffly in the dark, trying to work out what it was. Was Dom back?

There it was again. A kind of wet, slurpy, smacky sound that made a cold, eerie feeling trickle down my neck and into the pit of my gut.

Whispers.

“Oh, yeah, baby. Suck that fucking dick. Show me how proud you are of your man.”

There was a hoarse little laugh before the smacky noises resumed and the bed beside me creaked. I squeezed my eyes tighter and tried not to move. I could picture virtually everything in my mind’s eye: Dom naked on his back, Kira’s lips wrapped around his dick, his hands gripping her hair as he pumped into her mouth.

Those lips had once belonged to me. They’d once sucked my dick exactly like that...and I knew for a fact Kira could make you feel like a god when she was giving head.

“You’re such a dirty fucking girl,” Dom whispered, letting out a grating moan that sounded like a dying animal. The slick squelching of Kira’s mouth grew louder as she took care of his needs. “You love my dick, yeah? You love making me happy?”

It took everything inside me to stop myself from jumping out of bed and punching him in the face to make him stop moaning like that. To stop taking advantage of Kira, my girlfriend. I wedged my pillow over my head and tried not to breathe.

Go to sleep.

But that felt impossible. Before long my brain was spinning with pictures of what Dom’s dick must look like. He was probably packing, I guessed. He probably had the kind of dick that could leave your throat raw and aching...the kind that made you choke...Kira was probably enjoying the taste of him, the texture of him, the way his thick veins felt as she ran her tongue over them.

I gripped the thin mattress beneath me and gritted my teeth. I was ashamed of the heat stirring between my legs. Of the way my heart sped a little faster, sending a flurry of blood to my cock. Of the weird, sick, stupid jealousy I was suddenly feeling towards Kira.

You need a therapist.

Somehow, in the midst of all the grunts and moans and whispers and my own confused heart, I dozed off.

***

By the time I woke up, daylight was squeezing past the shutters across the window and into my eyes. I lay in the stuffy silence listening for any movement. Then I slowly sat up and looked around the room. There was Kira, sprawled solo across her bed, one hand tucked under her cheek, her bare leg sticking out from the edge of her sheets. Dom—and all the rest of her friends—had already headed out.

I stuffed down the impulse to stare too long at Kira’s creamy thigh. Quick. Take advantage of this. Get the hell out of here.

I hopped out of bed and started changing, praying that Kira wouldn’t wake up. She was very lightly snoring. Slipping on my sneakers, I grabbed my backpack and tiptoed towards the door, my heart pounding.

I made it all the way out of the dorm when a sleep-drenched voice called after me.

“Where do you think you’re going, Dana?”

I stopped mid-step. That voice. It was like someone had just grabbed the back of my throat.

Slowly, I turned around. She was still lying in bed, propped up on one elbow. The sheets were slipping off her body and I could see she was wearing the same white tank top from last night. Her nipples were poking out like two big pearls.

“Uh...” I said stupidly. How did words work again?

Kira yawned, and I remembered with a stab of jealousy that mouth of hers had been servicing another man last night.

Get away from her. Now.

“I have to go,” I muttered. “I’ll catch you later.”

Kira blinked her pretty eyes and smiled. “Okay. Have fun.” She ripped the sheets off the bed, revealing the fact that she was only wearing a teeny-tiny pair of panties. “Or...you know, we could talk.”

And just like that, I knew my ex had slapped on literal handcuffs on my plans...and there would be no escape.


CHAPTER 4

“I know you heard us last night.”

She was standing now, a smirk curving her lips upward. Like a perv, I couldn’t stop myself from letting my eyes wander downward. Her legs were a little thicker than I remembered, her thighs a little smoother. The gap between her thighs looked a little more inviting...

“Heard what?” I muttered.

“Don’t be stupid. Did you like it? Listening to me suck Dom off?”

“I...” My throat felt thick and my mind dark. I was still technically outside our dorm, and if I really wanted to, I could make a dash for it. “Look, I wish I could talk, but I’ve got plans.”

Kira folded her arms across her chest. The movement caused her breasts to swell over her forearm. The sight made me dizzy.

“You’re such a pussy,” she said.

“Okay. Maybe I am.” I stared down at the ground and scuffed my sneakers across the grass. “But I don’t think it’s such a good idea for us to be spending time together.”

I turned, ready to set off. I’d just barely taken two steps when she pounced on me like a cat, long nails jagging into my arms.

“Don’t run away,” she said. “Especially when we’ve barely had time to catch up since...well, you know.”

The mention of our past made my heart sink.

“Remember the night I caught you for the first time?” she whispered. “You in your little skirt...oh, wait. My little skirt. Standing there in front of my mirror, putting on my makeup. I’ve never forgotten about that night, you know.”

The memories hit me hard, almost like a physical hit to my brain. That night. Kira had gone to yet another party and I was at her apartment, alone and bored out of my mind. I’d wandered into her closet knowing it was wrong, knowing if I started with one small thing—an old bra she wouldn’t notice if it went missing, the miniskirt I hadn’t seen her wear in forever—it would quickly spiral out of control. But the thrill of it all was what got me in the end. It had felt so naughty, and I’d been so sure she wouldn’t be back for a few more hours...

“I still have the photo of you somewhere on my phone,” Kira said. “You know, the one I took of you when I sneaked into the room. You were so cute in it. You were even pouting.”

“Told you, I don’t do it anymore.” Liar, liar, panties on fire. Then I added, all seriously, “We’re not who we were back then.”

“Aren’t we, though?” Kira’s nails rose again, reaching out to the side of my face as if to trace my jawline but stopping just shy of touching me.

God, I hated this. How hot Kira looked. How turned on I was, especially when the memories of us together were so strong.

“What...what do you want from me?”

Kira was silent for a moment, her chin tilted at me, the gears turning in her head. Then she leaned in, her breath soft and sexy in my ear. “We might never get another chance, baby. Even if we meet again, I might never give you another chance. So don’t make yourself regret this.”

I stared at her, my heart thudding so loudly I felt a little dizzy. “I...I don’t understand.”

She didn’t answer, because then she was undressing. Right in front of me.

Like she didn’t even care I was a man who wasn’t her boyfriend.

But no—not all the way. It was just her panties in her hand. Way too tiny, dark purple lace, with a bow on the front.

I hurried into the dorm and shut the door behind me in case anyone outside could see her naked. Swallowing hard, I stared at her again. “What are you doing, Kira?”

She leaned forward and pushed the panties into my hand.

“I’m not doing anything. You, on the other hand, you’re going to wear these.”

I bit my lip and clenched my jaw and took a step back. My back hit the door too hard and a rush of air exploded out of me. She slapped my cheek playfully. “Wake up, Danny. This isn’t a dream.”

“I know,” I croaked. “I think this is a nightmare.”

She laughed softly as her hands snaked up my waist. “Are you thinking about Dana? I can bring her back.”

“You hated Dana.”

“That was before. Back when I didn’t understand.” Her hands slid down, down, down, until they rested just before my navel.

You still don’t.

“People don’t change, Danny. I know Dana is still in there. So show me. Put on her panties for me.”

I could hear the crowds outside, along with the faraway throbbing of music. But inside the dorm room, it felt like Kira and I were the only two people in the world. I couldn’t move, couldn’t even look at her. All I could feel was how soft and sexy her panties felt resting inside my curled palm.

When I felt the tug on my zipper, my breath hitched.

Kira crouched to the ground, pulling my pants down as the soft wet patch between her thighs gleamed in the sunlight. I lifted my foot awkwardly to help her pull them off, along with my boxers. She unfurled my hand and took her panties, bringing them to the line of my hips, letting the lace brush and slide teasingly across my skin. I sucked in a sharp breath, instantly wondering what it would be like to actually be wearing them. The feeling of lace on my bare thighs, my balls, and my cock was way too intense...especially when I could smell the fact that they were well-worn.

God. This was what I’d wanted, back when we were still together.

For her to dress me up like this.

Why was she doing this now? When we could never be together again?

“Wow, Dana, you’re actually hard for me. How cute.”

Through the lace, she lightly squeezed my boner. I shivered.

“I know you’ve missed me,” she whispered.

“It’s been two years, Kira,” I said, my voice hoarse.

“Have you ever had a girl do this to you? After I left?”

I shook my head.

“Oh, poor baby. You had your heart broken, didn’t you? You loved me. You still love me.”

I stared into her eyes. Why are you doing this? I thought you’d be glad to have me out of your life.

“This is the closest you’ll get to having me back,” she said, clutching the bottom of my T-shirt.

I didn’t even blink as she peeled the T-shirt off my body and threw it aside. Somehow, for some reason, the words hadn’t stung. I’d already known that, hadn’t I? I already knew that what I’d felt for Kira, she would never have felt back. She’d never have fallen in love with a Dan who wanted to be a Dana.

Did she only want me as a toy?

Kira studied my bare chest. “You haven’t shaved. Dana would’ve shaved.” She smiled brightly. “But that’s okay. You can do it now. I’m going to make you.”

Because I could say anything, her hands rested on my shoulders, pushing me along into the bathroom. A translucent bag of toiletries sat next to the bathroom sink. I recognized it instantly. How many times had I offered to help her clean and organize her makeup and hygiene stuff so that I could play around with that bag for hours?

I watched intently as Kira placed her panties on the towel rack then tinkled through her belongings, pulling out a pink disposable razor and a can of shaving cream.

“Here,” she said, handing them over to me.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, but my voice was quiet.

“I’ll teach you how to do it right.”

Her voice had grown gentle now. She knew it was an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“What about the others?” I whispered, clutching onto the sink counter so hard my knuckles had turned white. “They might come back.”

Kira just laughed, kicking the bathroom door behind her and hitting the lock with her elbow so that it turned. “You don’t have to worry about that. We have all the time in the world.”

She shook the shaving can and squirted a cloud of product onto the palm of my hand, instructing me to slather it all across my arms. While I did that, she went ahead and covered my chest, stomach, and armpits and rubbed it all in.

“Don’t move,” she whispered. She lifted my arm, her eyes glittering like green jewels as she raised the razor. “Just watch.”

She pressed the blade against my armpit, letting me brace myself for a second before she began her tutorial. “It’s always with the grain. Not against the grain. See?”

She was slowly gliding the blade across my skin, her eyes narrowed, rinsing it under the skin after every few strokes. I was transfixed by the way her reflection moved in the mirror and how effortlessly focused she was. Her lips were pulled tight into a pout, her nostrils slightly flared.

She didn’t stop until she’d finished one whole armpit.

“Nice. Now for the other one.”

I obediently raised my other arm. She angled the razor and went straight for it, her fingers pressing deep into my pit, her tongue peeking out between her lips as she worked. When she was done she handed the razor to me, instructing me to do the rest of my body.

“Try to do it like I did. Nice and smooth.”

I nodded and worked silently, glancing at Kira in the mirror after practically every stroke. Once I was done with the top part of my body, she ordered me to shave my legs, crotch, and ass. She stood over my shoulder while I did, telling me which parts needed more care and attention.

As my skin got more and more exposed, my breathing grew deeper and deeper. It was so hot knowing she was watching me so closely, supervising my every move. I still didn’t understand her sudden interest in Dana, but for now I was determined to enjoy myself while it lasted.

When I was done, Kira took the razor from me, placed it on the counter, and inspected my body.

“Perfect. Now it’s time for a bird bath.”

I looked at her, confused. “Bird bath?”

“Oh, it’s what girls do when we don’t have time for a full shower. We clean ourselves in the sink. Like this...” She pulled out a hand towel, wet it under the sink, and patted the damp fabric down my arms, my chest, my belly, and between my legs. She asked me to rinse the towel and do it once more to get all the cream off.

“Now for some deodorant.” She grabbed a Dove can and sprayed a few spurts under my arm. “We can use my perfume once we get dressed.”

“Dressed?” I asked, my heart doing a little skip.

She flashed me a mysterious smile. “Yes. We didn’t do all this just for us to play around in here.”

My breath caught in my throat. “You mean...but I thought you just wanted me in your panties.”

“Stop arguing with me and just do what I say. Unless you want to just go out in panties?”

“Oh my god, no!”

“I thought so.”

Without wasting another second, Kira slipped those skimpy purple panties of hers under my feet and pulled them up to my hips. She popped out of the bathroom for a bit, giving me time to stand in front of the mirror and quietly marvel at how sexy my legs looked. She came back with a matching strapless bra and the rest of the outfit she wanted me to put on: a black tube top and a tiny denim skirt.

As she dressed me, my face burned with the kind of shame I hadn’t felt since Kira had first discovered my secret. The skirt was way too short and tight—it reached barely an inch below the point my butt crease ended—and the tube top did little to hide the fact that I looked like I had at least a B cup thanks to the bra.

Kira sighed as she checked me out in the mirror. “God, I think you’re prettier than I am.”

“That’s not true!”

She grinned and slammed down the toilet lid, telling me to sit down on top of it. She’d already opened up her makeup bottles and palettes and was hunting through a separate bag filled with just brushes.

“Just watch what a little makeup could do to you…”

As she tilted my chin upwards with the tip of her finger and got to work with her moisturizer, I only wished I could freeze this moment so it would last forever.


CHAPTER 5

The sun blazed down on us, filtering easily through the treetops as we walked through the grounds. All around us, people were wandering around, taking selfies, sipping on cold drinks, and swiping bamboo fans against their faces. My heart juddered to the rhythm of the bass rolling through us in waves and with each step, I could feel the air circulating up my freshly shaven legs. 

“Remember, we’re just two normal girls enjoying the festival,” Kira whispered, taking my hand in hers.

I nodded. I was so nervous my palm was dripping with sweat. I prayed I was blending in with the rest of the girls in the crowd, most of them wearing ultra-skimpy clothing that left little to the imagination. My skirt kept riding up my ass and my thighs, but Kira’s panties were surprisingly comfortable. I just hoped I wouldn’t sweat too much down there and make a stain on the back of my skirt.

We quickened our pace, and I was suddenly thankful that Kira had both of us wearing sneakers instead of anything with a heel on it. Our outfits blended well together—she’d ended up wearing a matching tube-top like me, excepts hers was neon yellow. Her hair was in French pigtail braids with yellow beads clipped right onto the braids. She’d done my hair too—combing my relatively long strands with a middle part and adding some of her pretty beads along the side of my hair. She was showing less skin than me, though, because the bottom portion of her outfit consisted of a pair of high-waisted jeans with the belt hanging loose.

“Hey! Over here!”

It was one of Kira’s friends who’d been with us at the dorm. All she was wearing was a yellow bikini with fishnet stockings and a shiny backpack.

“What took you so long?”

“I got distracted,” Kira said with a light smirk. She turned to me. “This is Dana, my friend from college. I ran into her here—can you believe it? We haven’t seen each other in ages.”

The friend smiled and gave me a big hug, her barely covered breasts squashing against me. “Aw, how nice. That’s so random you guys were able to bump into each other at a festival! I’m Jenna.” She raised her hand to her forehead, shading herself while she squinted up at me. “Um, check out your look!”

I smiled weakly, tugging at my tube top. This was so surreal. I couldn’t believe she hadn’t recognized me.

“Wanna smoke a joint with us?” Jenna asked.

Kira twirled the ends of her braids in one hand and smiled at me. “Dana’s a bit of a newbie when it comes to smoking. I think she’ll pass.”

“Oh, come on. We’ll take it easy on her.”

Kira giggled. “Yeah. We can take it easy.”

We moved over to a secluded spot in the shade where the rest of Kira’s girlfriends had gathered. They rolled a few joints and shared some gummies between each other.

Jenna passed one of the joints over to me.

“So, Dana,” she said, the friendly dimples in her smile growing deeper. “Your first time?”

“Uh...” I swallowed, knowing my male voice could potentially give me away. I was still in unknown territory here…girl territory, the super-secret club that no man had ever been able to infiltrate. Now that I’d been given access, I had to play my cards right if I wanted to stay here.

I glanced at Kira, who was smirking at me. She gave me a nod. “Yes, it is,” I squeaked, my pitch going way higher than I’d intended.

I played that off with a cough, and Kira’s girlfriends didn’t bat a single eyelash.

Jenna chuckled and patted my shoulder. “You’re so cute. Here, let me show you how. Open your mouth, nice and wide...”

She showed me how to properly hold the joint in my hand and place my lips over it, inhaling carefully. Then she told me to suck in my cheeks a bit before puffing out a trail of white smoke.

“There. Just like that.”

I passed the joint over to Kira, my head spinning a little.

“Feels good, huh?” she murmured as she placed the joint between her glossy lips and sucked, still looking at me.

A flutter of excitement swept through me. Was this really happening? We were actually hanging out together, and she was actually being nice to me. Even her friends seemed to like me, and what was more they didn’t suspect a thing. Clearly they’d been too intoxicated to remember anything that had gone down yesterday.

With a shiver I remembered whose panties I was wearing underneath my skirt. It was like Kira wanted me to know she still owned me—that she was still in control of my life years later. And I wasn’t sure if it was because I was high or just happy she wasn’t acting like an asshole, but everything suddenly seemed so bright and hopeful.

When I turned my focus back to the group I realized with a jolt that two of Kira’s friends were making out. My face instantly became pink from blushing. Why did two girls kissing have to be so arousing?

Jenna giggled. “God, they get so horny.”

“So do I,” Kira said nonchalantly.

Jenna stared at both of us. “You two should kiss.”

My heart thudded to a stop. Kira looked over at me, and on her face I could see something dark and mischievous that lit my face practically on fire. Kiss Kira? After all this time apart?

Kira shimmied closer to me. I felt frozen solid as she placed her soft arms around my neck and winked at Jenna. Part of her braid had settled onto my face and I sucked in a breath, the scent of her shampoo overtaking me. Her lips pressed against mine. Her mouth was sweet and warm and tasted like lip gloss and weed, and when her tongue darted across mine, my body exploded in heat.

Kira had never kissed me like this before. Not like this, with her hands trailing down to my waist, touching me softly, slowly...her fingertips moving below my tube top and running gently up my back. She was kissing me like she didn’t want to stop.

She was kissing me like I was a real girl.

I heard the click of a camera, and we suddenly broke away.

“So hot,” Jenna drawled, turning her iPhone around to show us the photos she’d captured.

Kira gave Jenna a flirty little wink and sat back casually like it was just another day, while I struggled to keep my breathing steady. The inside of my head was swirling like I was on a roller coaster. What was that?

Had Kira meant anything by that kiss?

Or was I being stupid for keeping my hopes high?

I realized I was squeezing my legs together and could feel the oncoming stiffness between them. Shit. I had to adjust myself, or else my boner would grow big enough to make its presence known to everyone.

Thankfully, everyone got up at that point to check out the music. The day went by in a fast, intense haze. Kira kept introducing me as Dana to people she knew, and she knew a ton of people of course. Everyone seemed to think I was her old college buddy. The way she held my hand and made sure I stayed close by her side had my insides practically melting. It felt...possessive somehow, like she didn’t want me leaving her sight. Like she wanted to witness every second of me acting like the girl she wanted me to be.

I wondered if she knew that all I could think about was that kiss we’d shared in front of her girlfriends.

As the evening gave way to night and the lights flashed and the fog started to roll and I was having full-body chills from the music, Kira dragged me into the middle of the dancing crowds. The music was so loud. There were so many people. All I could see were the waves of bodies crashing and swaying as a sea of lasers spun through the air.

Kira pulled me close to her and the crowd engulfed us.

My heart was pounding so hard in my chest I was worried she’d notice the veins on my neck pulsating. Could I really pull off dancing like all the hot chicks in here?

Kira turned to me, her hands on my hips, her fingers digging into my bare skin. My entire body grew weak. There were sweaty, half-naked bodies around us, moving, rocking, dancing, and jumping. All I could feel was the beat of the bass and the ground reverberating through my skin and bones. There were no words spoken, only thoughts shared between our sliding hips and the way we pressed tightly against each other, both of us hot and sweaty too, our makeup melting off, smelling, feeling, vibing.

This is the closest you’ll get to having her back.

The dark, dark thought had snuck into my brain without so much as a warning. A strange feeling grew in the pit of my stomach and I struggled to focus on the music and moving my body. Would Kira leave me again after playing with me, my body, and my emotions?

You can’t do this again.

“Hey!” Kira shouted over the noise.

I’d pulled away from her, the sick feeling in my stomach gnawing away at me. It’s okay, just breathe and pretend, Dan. You’re Dana now.

But it wasn’t working. Was I about to throw up?

“Dana! Wait the fuck up!”

I could hear the angry notes in her voice. But I kept going, cutting through the crowd, my eyes stinging. I needed to get away from her, to get out of here. Because it wasn’t real. None of this was real. My biggest dream was coming true, but I knew I was only her toy. It was pathetic. She’d never want me back, not like she wanted Dom-motherfucking-Ino. And if I allowed myself to fall harder for her, I’d never be able to put myself back together again.

I turned back for an instant, and I couldn’t see Kira anymore. Or her friends. Good.

I just needed a break from it all.


CHAPTER 6

I was still trying to catch my breath as I pushed my way through the throng.

Everything seemed out of balance, and my heart was beating a little too hard.

I kept walking and walking, until the blaring music faded behind me and the crowds began to thin.

What the hell had just happened in there? It had all been so perfect before I’d run away. I’d been dancing with Kira, enjoying the warmth of her body next to mine, with her lips grazing my cheek and my neck from time to time. I’d felt like she’d been truly attracted to me dressed up as a girl.

I stopped walking. Blinking, I stared at the tent in front of me. There was a security guy with a yellow armband and a radio clipped to his belt standing at the entrance. It was some kind of VIP place.

I took a step backwards, ready to turn away, when the guy nodded his head warmly at me and asked, “Name?”

“Uh...Dana,” I said, then quickly adjusted my voice. Suddenly feeling daring—and a little reckless—I added, “Kira sent me?”

He tipped his face towards the inside of the tent. “Come in.”

Wow. Kira definitely had connections.

Cool air whipped through my head as I stepped through the flap. There weren’t many people inside—only a handful, and every single girl in there looked like models. A lump formed in my throat. There was no way I could fit in with this crowd. They were all so hot, so beautiful, and I was...well, I was an imposter.

Just as I was about to turn back, though, I saw him.

He was standing across the room, laughing with a group of his buddies. For a second, I stared at him—him and his well-built body, the tattoo sleeves, the ripped jeans, the red hair, cool, calm, self-assured grin—and wondered how my ex could possibly think he was all that.

Prick.

Dom looked up.

Shit. He’d caught me staring at him.

He frowned. I could see the wheels turning in his mind as he tried to work out who I was. My face grew hot. Oh god. Did he recognize me?

“Do I know you?” he called across the room.

I suddenly felt anxious, wearing barely anything with my face caked in makeup and baked with sweat. There was no way Dom couldn’t tell it was me. He was a guy. A guy could spot another guy from a mile away.

Right?

My lips parted, but before I could speak, Dom had wandered over to me, a smile curling his lips. “Do I know you?” he asked again. His voice was lower than usual. Deeper.

“Um, I don’t think so,” I said in the girl voice I was still trying to perfect.

Without thinking, I staggered towards the bar, not wanting to accept what was really happening. I picked up an energy drink from one of the buckets filled with ice. I didn’t have to look back to know he’d followed me. Standing so close I could practically smell his aftershave.

He breathed into my ear. “What’s your name?”

“Da—Demi,” I stammered.

“Nice name. Recognize me?”

“I...I’ve seen you on Instagram.”

I slowly turned and glanced up at Dom’s face. The fucker was still smiling at me.

“Really? Wow. You’re a fan, then.”

I couldn’t bite my tongue down fast enough to stop myself from saying, “No, not really a fan.”

Dom smirked and ran a hand through his hair, totally unfazed. “Don’t be like that. You look like a nice girl.” He reached out, touching the bottom of my chin. His thumb lingered, trailing across my lips.

I shivered, a sudden wave of heat running down my body. I gulped down a few sips from my drink. “I thought you h-had a girlfriend.”

Dom laughed. “Not anymore.”

I nearly dropped my can. What a fucking asshole!

He inched even closer, so close I could sense the heat radiating off his nostrils and see the tiny beads of sweat just beginning to form across his brow. My stomach was doing somersaults. This…wasn’t good.

Before I knew what was happening, Dom’s fingers slipped down my bare arms, caressing me.

“You’re fucking hot,” he murmured. “You know that?”

My pulse quickened under his gaze. What the fuck was happening? There was something different about the way Dom was talking to me. He really thought I was a girl. A cute girl.

I wheezed in another breath, his compliment still bouncing around in my head. I put my drink down before I spilled it all over myself. I suddenly didn’t feel like myself at all. Not Dan, not even Dana.

Dom leaned in and then his tongue was trailing down the side of my neck, his hot breath causing me to gasp.

“Your skin tastes so good,” he whispered.

I froze, my mind going blank. Get away. Now. His lips latched onto my skin and he started sucking. I remembered the scented lotion Kira had slathered all over me that morning. He must be smelling that and liking it. My skin didn’t really taste all that good…or did it? Did I really taste like a girl?

I couldn’t focus on anything other than his warm wet mouth sucking on my neck.

His tongue feeding on my skin and sweat.

With one harsh tug, he pulled me even closer to him. His hand squeezed my tube top then slid down my skirt and tickled my bare thigh.

I wanted to run. I wanted to spit into his horny face. But a thrill darker than anything I’d felt before was snaking through me, down, down, coiling around my core and squeezing so tight I couldn’t breathe.

“Fuck.” Dom paused to glance into my scared eyes. His lips were red and wet from kissing my skin. “You’re making me crazy, girl. I think we need a room.” He chuckled.

A shiver ran down my spine. My cock was shamelessly twitching inside my panties. No, Kira’s panties. I wasn’t just flirting with danger right now, I was drinking her poison, playing around with my ex’s boyfriend while I was literally wearing her stuff.

How could you do this to the woman you love? Are you that much of a slut?

“I can’t…” I said weakly.

Dom hadn’t even heard me. He was pressing himself against me, his lips bending over and locking roughly against mine, his stubble scraping across my chin, his tongue forceful as it penetrated my mouth. I found myself kissing him back, letting out a sweet, hungry moan.

I was kissing a man, and he didn’t know who I really was.

Dom’s thick erection poked into my thigh, making my blood thrum with both disgust and adrenaline. His hands ran across the front of my tube top, squeezing my little tits through the fabric, sending shocks of pleasure through my body. He moaned. His hand found mine and pressed it against the bulge between his legs.

Oh god. The moment I felt it…the sheer size of it…the way I could almost feel the shape of the bulbous veins on his shaft…I just about lost it.

I know I should’ve stopped. I should’ve pushed him off of me, slapped his stupid face, and called him an asshole for treating Kira this way. But it was like the shock of it had already settled and all I could feel was the raw pleasure of being desired…desired by a man who was completely unattainable to me in my male form.

My brain was telling me it didn’t matter that Kira would kill me for this. That it didn’t matter that I’d hate myself tomorrow for this.

But it did matter…it most certainly fucking did, because the next minute someone’s arm came swerving out of nowhere and pushed me away from Dom. I toppled sideways, teetering for a second before I crashed straight into the bucket of ice. Drinks exploded and spilled everywhere. A cold shock spread through me as a thick slush of mixed drinks dripped all the way from my top to my knees.

Ashamed and embarrassed, I got up to see Kira.

Her face looked scarily still and composed.

She pulled Dom into her and laughed like it was the funniest thing in the world, not even giving me a second glance. Then her hands were all over his body, caressing his arms, his chest, his back as her lips locked onto his. My feet shuffled backwards, and I almost slipped and fell again on a patch of spilled alcohol.

“Running away, girlfriend?”

Kira was looking at me, her gaze flickering.

“You know Demi?” Dom murmured, nuzzling into her chest.

Kira smiled at him. “Of course, babe. Demi is my bestie.” She looked at me again, her eyes like cut glass, and I was so terrified she’d say the words that would give me away that I actually stopped breathing. Someone like Dom would probably punch me if he knew who he’d just been trying to cozy up with.

Could she be that heartless?

Someone handed me a towel. I wiped up the mess on myself but I’d ruined Kira’s clothes.

“Sorry,” I said in a low voice. “I’m sorry. I’ll go.”

Kira’s arm shot out. “No, don’t. It’s okay.” She laughed sultrily before whispering something in Dom’s ear. “I’ll be back.”

I froze, not sure what was going on as Kira sauntered over to me, grabbed my hand, and dragged me out of the tent and into the darkness outside.


CHAPTER 7

“You fucking skank whore.”

I shivered and winced, struggling to hold Kira’s gaze. There was an anger in her eyes I’d never seen before, and it made me want to throw up.

“So that’s what you really wanted, huh? When you left me back there? To suck my boyfriend off behind my back?”

“No, Kira, I—”

She grabbed my wrist and squeezed, then yanked me so close to her our noses were touching. I was trembling, terrified she might slap me or...worse.

“Did you enjoy it?”

“I don’t know...” I looked at her helplessly. A million different emotions were running through me. I felt so guilty...so ashamed...so turned on...and just so fucking scared of telling her the truth.

“Stop,” she hissed. “You can’t hide it now, Dan. Especially not from me. Not when it’s so obvious.”

“W-what do you mean?”

She scoffed. “You want me to spell it out for you?”

My heart dropped. It was like she was stripping me out here in public, peeling off the layers and layers of lies I’d covered myself with for so long. “I...don’t want to hear it.”

“Oh, you do. You want to hear it so fucking bad. You’re obsessed with being a sissy slut.”

She’d spat the words out like they were poison. The anger swelling through my veins was hot and instant.

“I’m not a fucking sissy!” I spat back at her.

She laughed darkly and let go of me. I almost fell onto the grass.

“Oh, really?” she hissed. “Is that why I caught you so many times when you thought I wouldn’t be home, pretending to be a girl? Stealing my panties and bras and old makeup? You thought I wouldn’t notice? You thought I was dumb enough not to find all your secret websites and your sissy porn stash on your laptop? You just want to be a slut and be fucked by a cock, is that it? Is that why you tried to make a pass at my boyfriend?”

I blew out a breath, hoping my blush wouldn’t be so obvious in the dark. “I didn’t make a pass at him, Kira. I don’t understand why you’re not mad at him too. He wanted to...” I paused. “He wanted to fool around with me.”

Kira sighed. “We’re in an open relationship.”

“Oh. I didn’t know.” My voice cracked like I was about to cry. Oh god, was I? “I didn’t know about you and Dom, being...open. How was I supposed to know?”

“You weren’t! That’s what makes it worse!”

My mind became a blur. It was as if I could physically feel her words whipping against my skin. “I’m sorry,” I said lamely.

Her eyes flickered—was that anger again? Or…longing?

“You really messed up, Danny.”

“You don’t understand.” A tear fell down my face and I quickly wiped it away. A group of girls passed by and gave us a concerned look, but right now I really didn’t care what anyone thought of me. “You left a hole in my heart when you left me, you know. How do you think I felt when you showed me you couldn’t accept me for who I am?”

“That’s not why I left you, silly.”

I froze. “What?”

Kira leaned in. Her voice lowered. “You never even gave me the time or space to tell you how I really felt. I hated how you were always doing things behind my back.”

“You made fun of me, though,” I said stubbornly. “You made fun of Dana. You took pictures of me when I wasn’t looking. You told all your friends!”

“I was pissed off because of how you were treating me,” Kira said simply. “We were both becoming toxic to each other, you know. But now…I think I’m beginning to know the real you now.”

My pulse sped up. “So…what are you saying?”

Kira exhaled. Her French braid pigtails had all unraveled, and a dry breeze lifted her hair, still pinned by those pretty yellow beads. She looked so sexy it hurt. “I broke up with you because you didn’t trust me enough, Dan. You kept hiding all this from me, acting like it was dirty and like I was gonna hate you for it. You never thought I’d want you like this. Did you ever think that, deep down, I would’ve liked Dana, if only you’d trusted me enough to share that part of you with me?”

“Uh...”

“Fuck,” Kira whispered. “You don’t fucking believe me, do you?”

“I want to,” I said in a small voice. “But Kira, you made me feel horrible and told me all kinds of things when you caught me.”

“Because like I said, I was so fucking pissed off at you! Don’t you get it? You were fucking me at night and trying to act all macho and shit and then you jerk off to sissy porn and then fucking lie about it! Trust me, it’s not a nice feeling to know you’re not enough as a girlfriend, that your boyfriend has a fetish he was obsessed with 24/7 and you’re not part of it!”

I could sense her anger building and building and building, until her hands were grabbing onto me, and she was dragging me away.

“What...what are you doing?” I cried.

Kira said nothing. She dragged me away from the crowds, down a darkened trail through the trees. Her fingers were tightening around my wrist, almost bruising me.

We stopped when we were away from the crowds and the sounds of people partying became more and more muffled. That was where Kira pushed me against a tree.

“You look fucking sexy in my skirt, do you know that?” she breathed.

My stomach flip-flopped. I couldn’t even process what was happening right now.

Did she just call me sexy? In a skirt?

She suddenly twisted my face around and slammed her lips against mine and kissed me hard, so hard I could hardly breathe. Pushing my skirt up, she let herself explore the lace panties that were hidden underneath.

She smothered me with another possessive kiss.

Her touching was making me crazy. I couldn’t fucking stand it, not when I’d waited for so long for this kind of connection with her, for a fantasy like this to come true. I pressed myself against her, my hips grinding into her like I was a girl humping her man, my breaths growing shallow, my erection forming fast and hard.

“Please...” I panted.

“No. I’m not going to do what you want.” Kira had slipped her hand down there, feeling around for the evidence she needed. A smile curled on her lips when she found it. “Aren’t you a little whore?”

“Mm, yes,” I finally admitted. I was growing so horny, I didn’t even care if it meant admitting that. “I’m your little slut.”

She looked smug. “Then say it: Dana is a sissy slut.”

I closed my eyes. It felt so naughty, but I was way past caring now. “Dana is a sissy slut.”

With her hand still over the lace, Kira pulled on my cock and squeezed my balls, making me shudder. “You hurt me, Dana,” she said in a low voice. “It hurt that you could never see that maybe, just maybe, I had fantasies and desires too. That maybe I liked the idea of having a sissy slut boyfriend.”

I looked at her through half-closed lids. Her fingers kept teasing me while she glared at me. My mouth felt so dry and I was so overwhelmed with a need to give into her, to let her do whatever she wanted to do to me.

Kira gave me a peck on the cheek. “So I’m going to make you fall apart and get you back for what you did to me. You want that, sissy?”

You already broke me. You didn’t even need to try. But maybe I was the biggest idiot for letting you leave me.

“Yes,” I moaned.

Her arms reached out and she carried me down onto the dirt, laying my head down. I felt the thrill of lust race through my body, making me even harder. She sat on my thighs and placed her palms on my crotch, continuing to gently tease my shaft through the soft fabric. Lying down, it felt even better. I was so tight down there and straining.

“You like that, huh? Do my panties feel good around your dick?”

I nodded, gasping.

“Bet you want me to touch it so bad, don’t you, sissy?”

Moaning, I fixed my eyes on her and saw just how turned on she was. God, this was so humiliating yet so hot at the same time. I spread my legs even wider as Kira shifted to lift up my skirt once more and pulled open the thin purple waistband of my panties. She pulled slowly, inch by inch and suddenly my cock and balls slipped free. I groaned out loud at the sensation. We weren’t that far away from people judging by the empty cups and plastic wrappers all around us. Anyone could come down this way and find us fooling around, and see that the girl wearing the cute little top and skirt was actually a femboy with a raging hard-on.

“Your dick looks so pretty coming out of my panties,” Kira said.

She began to swing her hips back and forth, slowly, teasing me while fully clothed. My breath quickened, my heart beating so hard I could hear it thrumming fast in my ears.

“Kira,” I whispered, my eyes squeezing shut. “I want you. I want to feel you…inside.”

Her laugh was throaty, seductive. “No.”

All I could do was watch as she peeled her top off, revealing her gorgeous big tits. Tits I’d never forgotten the feeling of…the taste of. Tits I craved sucking every time I went to sleep alone in bed.

I reached around to grab them, feel their fullness in my palms but Kira quickly slapped me away.

“No,” she said, her eyes blazing. “I didn’t say you could touch me, did I? Don’t even move. Just do what I say. I’m the one in charge tonight.”


CHAPTER 8

I’m the one in charge tonight.

Those words kept repeating in my head. She’d put me in my place and it was so fucking hot.

With my cock trapped underneath her, Kira kept moving her body, grinding and twisting and turning, watching my powerless body squirm for her. Then she asked me to feel her panties. She hovered a little and I reached underneath her and impatiently unbuttoned her jeans, and slipped my hands down there. She was soaking wet.

“You’re so horny,” I whispered.

She rolled the strip of her panties to the side and sat over me again. Her bare pussy made contact with my bare cock, and I let out a squeaky scream. She’d only allowed the tip of my cock to enter her, and now she balanced herself on top of me, one hand on my stomach before she began to twist her hips again, so, so, slowly…so slow it was torture…

I thrust upwards, groaning at the delicious teasing of her folds, but she simply adjusted herself, lifting herself up so I was just barely penetrating her. Her wetness was coating my cockhead and had started dripping down my length.

“Was this what you dreamed of?” she whispered, her green eyes hooded with lust. “Me fucking the slut in you? Fucking you while you wore my panties and my makeup?”

“Oh god, yes…”

“We could do so much more,” she moaned. “I want you in a pretty dress. Wearing a Barbie blonde wig…no, a long, sexy, black one. I want your ass to twerk for me while I spank you. I want to see your cock squirt while you wear my thong. I want to make you over like a doll and keep you on my bed like a collectible...so many, many, ideas, Dana. Your porn stash has got nothing on me, baby. I could fill up a whole fucking library with what I want to do with you.”

“Oh fuck…”

I was speeding towards an explosion listening to her speak like that. She’d found my most secret, shameful fantasy, and she was taking it and playing with it, giving me things I’d never even dared to dream of before, where I was the girl and she was the dominant one.

Her slick pussy slid over my shaft faster and faster, still not even dipping an inch. Her self-control was incredible. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. Kira, my beautiful ex, was controlling me. She was denying me my pleasure. She was driving me wild with her dirty talk.

“What color would you pick for your lips, Dana? A nice, innocent pink? Or a shiny, trampy red?”

“I want both,” I panted.

Her smile grew darker. “Of course you do, little slut. You’re going to look so hot in my lipstick while I make you suck your own cock.”

“Oh fuck!”

“Show me how you’d suck your own cock.”

She shoved a single finger inside my mouth before I could say anything. I felt it poke the back of my throat and I instinctively sucked on it, rolling my tongue around her smooth, polished nail. She laughed huskily as I stared at her, helpless, tasting her salty finger, imagining it was my own pathetic sissy cock.

Her hips moved even faster, bouncing up and down the tiniest bit, her folds kissing the head of my penis in a way that made me drool at the sensation. Then she arched her back. I knew what was coming. I knew her body inside and out.

Her breasts jutted out and her mouth opened wide as she came.

The violent pulse of her pussy and the slickness of my own tongue around her finger was more than enough to push me over the edge.

I exploded and I couldn’t hold it back. I watched, totally hypnotized, as Kira stood up and angled my cock towards my belly button. I sunk my fingers into the dirt as a huge string of white cum flew out from my tip and landed on my tummy, with a little bit splashing onto my already stained tube top.

My whole body was shuddering as Kira smiled down at me.

“Messy, messy, messy slut,” she said.

Still smiling, she dipped her fingers into my load. Her eyes brightened as she lifted it up to my lips. I automatically opened my mouth, still drunk with pleasure and a little confused. The taste of my own semen hit my tongue as soon as Kira placed her sticky fingers into my mouth. I imagined I’d just shot my load into my own mouth while Kira watched.

“That was...that was so amazing,” I murmured. It was going to take me a couple of minutes to regain my senses and come back to reality.

Kira smirked as she pulled me to my feet, and then we were standing close and gazing at each other in the darkness, our bodies glowing under the moon and the lights coming from the festival behind us. It was a beautiful moment. So beautiful that I gathered the courage to ask her what I’d been thinking about all along.

“Baby, I’ve been the biggest, most selfish idiot. I want us to get back together. Please.” I looked at her bravely.

Kira’s face fell as soon the words left my mouth.

A shard of fear pierced my heart.

No, no, no.

Had I been reading her all wrong?

“I thought...” I started, my bottom lip quivering.

Kira sighed. “I don’t think you’re ready, Danny. You need to do some serious soul-searching.”

My heart dropped. “What?”

She cupped my face, stroking my cheek with her thumb. “Do you really want this?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “More than anything.”

“You really need to be sure. Do you understand? I don’t want to go through that bullshit again where you try to hide this part of you from me.”

“I’m sorry.” I squeezed my eyes shut. Had I been the bad guy all along? I felt like crying.

“Don’t be. I need some time,” she whispered. “I think you need time, too. To prove yourself to me.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Kira stood up and dusted her jeans before stepping back into them.

“I’ll see you around, Dana.”

The way she’d said my girl name had sounded so soft and full of emotion. It was the only thing that kept me hopeful as she left me in the woods.


CHAPTER 9

I rustled myself out of sleep the next day feeling like shit.

I was alone. The sun was out and I’d just turned twenty-five. It was officially going to be the worst birthday I’d ever had.

After my big blow-up with Kira last night, I’d wandered around aimlessly, trying to find her, but eventually I’d had to give up. Annoyingly, I’d passed out still wearing Kira’s clothes. My legs were aching, my feet felt swollen, and my entire outfit was smeared with dried alcohol.

Sliding out of bed, I found my phone and checked if I had any messages. Yup, my parents and a friend or two had wished me online, but there was nothing from Kira.

I slowly undressed and carefully folded her clothes, wanting to at least preserve the good parts of my memories with her. I placed them under my bunk bed where I figured they’d be safe for now. Then I slumped back into bed where I wallowed in misery for a while. Could I ever try my hand at being a girl again?

No way.

It was the last day of the festival—and the day Dom would be performing, meaning he and Kira were probably going to be busy all day long. Good. At least I could try to enjoy myself.

I showered, shaved the stubble off my face, and put on a clean pair of underwear. White briefs, not pretty lace panties. I sighed as I slipped them over my thighs and over my flaccid cock. Seeing my still hairless legs had me thinking about Kira again. Was it really over between us? Had she meant it when she’d told me I needed time to prove myself to her?

“Fuck it,” I muttered, and yanked down my underwear.

Naked, I stepped out of the bathroom and zipped open my bag.

I had a sexy secret in there—or several secrets. I pulled them out one by one, letting my eyes feast on them. The pink thong, the lipstick, the kitten heels, the wig, and the pink dress with the cutout sleeves. I’d planned it all out painstakingly—the cute girly look I’d wear on my birthday to celebrate just being me.

I should. I fucking could.

With shaky hands, I shimmied my way through each layer of clothing. I unboxed the wig and slipped it over my head. Once it was in place, I picked up the lipstick and applied the shiny pink color to my lips. I stood there staring at myself in my tight dress and blonde curls and felt a flutter in my tummy.

I walked back to the bathroom feeling pretty in my kitten heels. There, on the counter, was Kira’s makeup bag and brushes. I’d only brought a tube of lipstick along and I needed something more to truly feel transformed...

I quickly swiped her eyeliner, mascara, and a dark plum eye shadow. I also pulled out her blush and bronzer.

Surely she wouldn’t mind…

***

I was having a blast.

My hips swung naturally as I strode across the field in my heels. I could feel the breeze drifting up the skirt of my dress and blowing through my arms. People kept glancing my way and smiling when I met their eyes. I smiled back at them, knowing I didn’t look like Dan at all, but a cute and playful girl. With amazing music surrounding me, it was easy to lose myself to the escapism of pretending to be someone who was better than I was.

I was finally celebrating my birthday in the way I’d always wanted, and it felt amazing.

Was this what I’d been missing all along?

As the sun dipped low, the crowds grew thicker and more hyped. Then the sun disappeared, and the stars and lights came out. The music thumped so loud and there was so much adrenaline inside me I could hardly breathe.

I had so much fun, I almost forgot about Kira.

Almost.

People were heading towards the main stage, where the final set of performances were about to start. Dom’s set was scheduled to start soon too. I knew Kira would definitely be heading over to watch him, wherever she was. For some reason—was it morbid curiosity?—I wanted to see Dom, the asshole who had my girl, perform.

My body was buzzing as I made my way towards the stage where Dom was going to be performing. I had a knot in my stomach waiting for him to be on. I didn’t have to wait that long. Minutes later, his voice was booming through the speakers and the crowds were roaring like they all actually knew him.

At first, I wasn’t sure how to feel when he started to play. His style turned out to be a mixture of EDM, hip hop, and rock. I still hated him for the asshole he was and for hitting on me, but I also couldn’t help admiring him as a DJ. One thing was for sure, Dom knew his craft—the music flowed from him like a god, like he was creating it all on the spot.

I felt the eyes behind me at about the halfway point of his set.

My heart began to flutter in my chest, and my throat ran dry.

I hope...I pray it’s...it’s…

I didn’t want to even say the word.

The person’s hand pressed onto the back of my dress. Feeling my ass. Fingers moving slowly.

I sucked in a breath, not knowing what to do. The music was so fucking loud, I couldn’t think.

How had she recognized me?

Could she really see me under all the layers of makeup and the wig I’d put on?

The person continued to fondle my ass, teasing me in front of everybody. Goosebumps rose all over me, and then her hand snuck up my dress. She was cupping my bare ass.

Oh god. She’s going to know I own a thong.

She tickled me, her fingers running up along the little pink strip of fabric that lay tight between my ass cheeks. She pulled on it, causing me to fall back into her, then let it snap back into place. I moaned under my breath, knowing no one would hear me. There was no way I could stop myself from getting an erection, and there was nowhere else I could look except up at Dom.

It was so hot, standing there, listening to him mix tracks while he had no idea that his girlfriend’s fingers were running circles over my crack.

I leaned back, letting her hold me. She wrapped one arm around my waist and rested her chin on my shoulder. Her other hand was still up my dress, gripping my thong, playing with it while we both sank into the rhythm. We started to move our hips together, each thumping beat hitting perfectly with the beating of my heart. Glowsticks swayed in the air above us and somehow the shaking ground beneath our feet had slipped us into a parallel universe.

She squeezed my ass, sweat starting to form under her palm.

“Kira!” I moaned.

“Enjoying this?”

I breathed in. “It’s kinda hard not to...”

She sank her nails into me.

When I couldn’t stand it anymore, I turned back slowly, meeting Kira’s eyes. The way she was looking at me made shivers dance up and down my spine.

She grabbed my wrist, somehow leading me past the throngs of people and eventually towards the metal barrier at the front of the stage. She nodded to the security guy patrolling the area and he moved the barrier just enough for us to slide through.

We were standing so close to the stage. Close enough for Dom to see us clearly, along with hundreds of fans. Kira led me in front of her. Then her arms circled around me, holding me against her, and she started grinding herself against my ass, so fucking slowly…

She pushed my dress all the way to my waist, exposing my thong and bare ass to fucking everyone behind us.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I’ll make sure you’re noticed, slut.”

I whimpered, my hands darting to the front of my dress and trying to pull it back down. Oh fuck. This was so fucking insane. I could feel the wind blowing past my ass, my cheeks jiggling as Kira thrust into me. If Dom just happened to glance down he’d see us instantly…

“Shake your ass for me,” Kira hissed into my ear. “Now.”

The crowd was roaring again and chanting Dom’s name. My cock was swelling practically out of my thong. I tried to hold it back but I couldn’t. I was so horny it hurt. I squeezed my thighs together and began to bounce up and down on my toes, mimicking the beat and trying to conceal the growing bulge underneath my dress.

How many people were watching us now?

How many of them were going to notice me when I inevitably shot my load into my panties?

Kira pulled my dress up even higher. I squeezed my eyes shut as I gave in. If Dom saw the girl in the pink dress with the obvious erection, I wouldn’t even know.

Kira was in control now and I was powerless.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “This is so fucking wrong.”

“I know,” Kira whispered back. “But you love this, don’t you?”

I clenched my teeth.

I never heard her prepare herself for what she did to me next.

I felt something wet and tender breach my entrance and my eyes snapped open. I didn’t even have time to think about how exposed I was when she started fingering my asshole right in front of the stage where Dom was spinning, where hundreds of people had their eyes fixed on the exact spot where we were.

The beats vibrated through the ground under us and my legs were starting to shake uncontrollably. Kira propped me up and I was now practically sitting on her arms, my weight helping her penetrate me into a whole new world.

“Kira…” I groaned helplessly.

She flicked her finger deeper inside me in response. A shivery heat was growing rapidly up my thighs as the pressure grew around my special spot. Of all the times I’d fantasized about Kira dominating me like this, I never imagined something like this. She was a natural. She was perfection.

I looked up at the exact moment Dom was throwing his fist in the air and glancing around the audience. I froze, my stomach clenching tight as my eyes met his.

His eyes flickered with a glint of recognition.

Kira kept at it, pushing, twisting, bouncing me around half-naked like a rag doll. I felt myself let go, knowing that both her and Dom would see exactly what she’d reduced me to—a sissy whore.

The first spray of hot liquid squirted from my exposed tip up into the air before landing back on the hem of my dress. My eyes rolled back and I felt Kira’s lips press into the crook of my neck as I trembled in her arms. I squirted twice more, my full length protruding out from my thong and pulsing in shame, almost in tune with the beat. The build-up was hitting my ears at such a volume that I felt like I was trapped in a dream.

The beat dropped just as I emptied out my balls right in front of Dom.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed like a girl, unable to control the violent convulsions that kept pumping through my body.

I collapsed onto the ground and Kira crouched down, taking me in her arms.


CHAPTER 10

“You’re coming with me,” Kira yelled over the music.

She dragged me along behind her. I couldn’t think. I was still gasping for breath. My eyes were fixed on the ground in front of me and I had to force myself not to trip in the brand new heels I still wasn’t used to walking in.

Kira was taking me down a brightly-lit corridor. I hoped the people milling about backstage wouldn’t see the naughty stain all over the front of my dress. We stopped in front of one of the many dressing rooms that had a sign saying ‘CREW ONLY’. We stumbled inside. Kira kicked the door shut and tugged me towards a deserted makeup chair sitting in front of a huge lighted mirror.

I was still shaking after the mind-blowing orgasm she’d just forced me to have, and now, in the relative quiet, all my shyness and anxiety was flooding back into me at once.

Why had she humiliated me out there?

Had it just been to out me to Dom, and get some sick revenge?

Or did she…want me back?

“Get rid of the crap you’ve put on your face,” Kira ordered, throwing a packet of makeup wipes at me.

Crap?

Embarrassed, I peeled off the mixture of Kira’s stolen makeup and my own, not wanting to glance at the mirror in case I caught sight of how bad I looked.

Kira sat on top of the vanity and crossed her legs, a brush and a bottle of foundation already in her hands. “Who taught you to do this?” she asked.

“Um, YouTube?”

“Clearly you haven’t been watching the right videos.”

My cheeks got hot. Here I was, thinking I was the hottest ticket in town when maybe I’d just made a royal fool of myself.

“Maybe…maybe you can teach me sometime?” I asked quietly.

She cocked an eyebrow at me. I wasn’t sure if she was teasing me or judging me.

“At least you’re naturally pretty,” she said finally, unscrewing the makeup bottle and dabbing some of the liquid on the back of her hand. “Makes the screw-ups less obvious. Just watch what I do now. We don’t have much time, but the thing about makeup is you don’t need a lot to look pretty. All you need is the right product to highlight your best features and take away the flaws, like this pimple right here you seem to have gotten overnight…”

She stabbed the side of my nose with the makeup brush and began blending it all in. With every flick of her wrist, I saw the magic happening in the mirror as she made my face flawless and applied a smoky glitter brown look on my eyes.

I was loving what she was doing to me. It felt so sexy and intimate. But it also made me feel nervous.

“Kira…you don’t have to do this,” I said when she just got done lining my lips with a hot pink color.

She stopped, the lipstick she’d chosen for me poised inches from my mouth. Then she smiled in a way I hadn’t seen in years—her happy smile. The smile that had made me fall for her. “What if I want to?”

I couldn’t say anything then because she was dabbing the lipstick on me, fixing the edges with a fingertip, her breath softly falling and mingling with mine. I tried not to shiver because there’d been a quiet longing in her voice that had crawled right under my skin and settled there, making me feel excited and fucking terrified all at once.

“You know I don’t love Dom, right?” Kira whispered.

I stared up at her. That had just hit me like a brick, though she was trying to brush it off by stepping back and smoothing the locks of my wigs with hair gel.

“Dom’s just fun and easy,” she said, continuing to play with my hair. “He knows what he wants and I don’t have to keep guessing where we stand. But if I get to have Dana...a pretty, sweet girl, someone who understands me...and lets me take control...that’s different, right?”

I sat frozen in my chair, my heart hammering inside my chest.

Had Kira literally just admitted that she’d like me as her girlfriend?

“You think you’d want that?” I asked finally, my words coming out slow and careful. “You’d want...us?”

“I don’t like secrets. I don’t want to feel like the girl you wanna be with just to look ‘normal’. Seriously, fuck that. I don’t want you to hide yourself from me again.”

“I won’t,” I said instantly. “I’m sorry I lied to you so much.”

She nodded and pressed her finger against my lips, stopping me from speaking. Her eyes were shimmering. “Okay.”

I stood up. “I want to prove it to you,” I said in my girl voice.

Kira smiled—this time it was a full-on seductive smirk. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Dom’s going to come offstage in a little while.”

And then her words drifted away, leaving me breathless and with butterflies in my stomach.


CHAPTER 11

I fiddled with the slit of my dress, swallowing hard.

I didn’t have a clue how the rest of this night was going to go.

Kira had escorted me to another room with the same ‘CREW ONLY’ sign plastered on the front, except this one was looked more like a lounge. I was sitting on one of the couches, sipping the drink she’d given me. A fruity cocktail, nice and sweet, but it wasn’t doing much to tame my nerves.

The couch was facing the doorway so I kept looking at it, waiting for the moment Dom would walk in. Then I heard the commotion outside. Voices, footsteps, laughter, the thumps of equipment being moved.

The door burst open.

Dom and his team strode in, all of them looking sweaty and flushed. He was chugging down a bottle of water, which he tossed into a nearby bin as soon as he was done with it. I was worried his friends were going to hang out with us too, but to my relief, they gave each other brotherly hugs before filing out again.

I swallowed as Dom sauntered over and sank into the seat right next to me. I could feel the aftershocks of his performance adrenaline radiating off his body, making me feel even more jittery than I already was.

Was he going to recognize me? Had he seen me out there while he was performing, with my sissy cock out, exploding my milk all over myself?

What the hell was I going to do if he did?

“I’m so fucking proud of you, babe!” Kira said in a whisper, leaning into him. “You nailed it. I’m so sure you’re going to get discovered tonight. You were fucking awesome!” They kissed, tongues meeting, and his arm locked around her and gave her ass what looked like a painful squeeze. Her eyes flickered. “Remember when I said I got you a gift?”

Dom smirked. “You’re gonna let me have at it with one of your hot girlfriends.”

“Uh-huh.” Kira giggled. “Such a special gift…”

His glance ping-ponged between the two of us and I felt my throat run dry.

“I know her. Demi, right?” he asked.

“Dana,” Kira said.

“Could’ve sworn it was Demi.”

“Nah, that was her friend. Demi and Dana practically look like twins so I don’t blame you. Anyway…” Kira placed her hand on my thigh and stroked it suggestively. “She’s all yours for the night. Anything you want with her. Right, Dana?”

“R-right.” I tried to play it cool as Dom studied me closely.

Don’t freak out. Don’t freak out…

“Wait. Is this the chick you were fooling around with earlier?” Dom drawled, sliding his fingers through his barely-there buzz, his eyes still on me.

“Maybe,” I said meekly.

“Yeah. Kinky little thing, huh? I wouldn’t mind playing with her, babe.”

I twirled a strand from my blonde wig and laughed right along with them. So he’d been too dazed up there to realize I was a guy. And it looked like Kira hadn’t told him either...

Dom slipped off his Yeezys and bomber jacket and spread his legs, getting comfortable. He was glistening with sweat, his black tank top damp and sticking to his chest. Seeing his pecs and abs through the thin fabric made me sink even deeper into the couch.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get over here.”

He didn’t bother stifling his yawn.

I snuck a glance at Kira. She gently nudged me over to the floor, ushering me between his open legs. The smell of his sweaty socks hit me and my stomach turned, not in disgust but from excitement. I couldn’t believe it. He was probably the biggest asshole I’d ever met, but damn if he didn’t make my panties wet…

Leaning forward, I unbuttoned his leather pants and pulled the zipper down slowly, my heartbeat speeding up in my ears.

The fact that Kira was right behind me made this practically torturous.

Dom’s boxers came into view. Black and white. A brand I wasn’t familiar with. He shifted a little so I could slide his pants and underwear halfway down his thighs. When his cock bounced out from the opening I couldn’t help but let out a gasp.

“Wow, you’re...” I breathed. “You’re big.”

Kira was taking off one of Dom’s socks. “Mmm, what can I say. I’m a lucky girl.”

“Y-yeah.”

Dom’s cock lay soft on his belly, pointing to the right. I remembered how it had felt rubbing up against me inside the tent. Now I was going to see exactly what that cock could do to me.

With my heart skittering, I gently pushed my face into his crotch and took him past my lips. I left a lipstick stain that disappeared as I swallowed him, letting myself getting used to his girth and flavor. I couldn’t help feeling awkward at first not knowing if Kira and Dom thought I’d be a good cocksucker, but I tried to cast all that aside as I began rock back and forth, starting a slow rhythm.

Dom sighed, sinking even further into the couch, and I felt his cock pulse bigger and harder.

“Mm, you look so pretty with your mouth full of my boyfriend’s cock.”

Kira’s breath was on my earlobe, her palm on the back of my head as she guided me to go a little faster. The veins on Dom’s shaft thickened under my tongue. A hotness grew between my legs, knowing I was proving to her how dirty and slutty I was willing to be for a chance to be with her.

A part of me felt like I was betraying myself. Why would I stoop so low as to give my ex’s man a blowjob? What happened to all the promises I’d made to stand up for myself? But I knew I had to face the truth. And the truth was that I loved this, wearing a pretty dress and being used by Kira and Dom for their needs.

The corners of my mouth were growing wet with saliva as I started sucking Dom harder, faster, secretly enjoying how full and heavy he felt. A cold, dark lust was humming through my bones, making me crave every particle of his beautiful penis. I fondled his balls while I went up and down his length, digging my fingers into his hot tight skin, loving the way Kira’s voice groaned in my ear, saying things that made me feel so shy.

Soon Dom’s cock became a steel rod in my mouth and Kira had disappeared from my side. She’d pulled down her top, exposing her pearly nipples while she and Dom made out.

I had to admit they looked so fucking good together.

“Suck his balls, Dana,” Kira ordered mid-kiss. “And play with his pubes. He likes that a lot.”

Dom spread his legs wider, giving me space to get closer. I dipped my face underneath his sack and began tonguing it, making wet circles over its surface. I also started gently tugging on his short pubic hair and squeezed his sack. Then I swallowed one of his balls, using my lips to create a suction motion. Dom grunted loudly. Oh god, this was so naughty. Was this what Kira had been doing underneath the covers the first night we’d come here?

I spent my time there, right underneath Dom’s ballsack, giving it the care and attention it deserved. It was a good place for me to be. And even though Kira and Dom were getting louder kissing each other, she was glancing down at me often enough to tell me she was eyeing my every move. I hoped I looked pretty as I did in my mind’s eye.

“Just so you know, Dom’s cum tastes amazing,” she suddenly said out of nowhere.

I stared up at them both. He was sucking on one of her nipples.

“But maybe that would be going too far. Unless…” she said slowly, her tone edgy and doused in desire. “Unless you really want to?”

Did I?

“Um...” I mumbled, lifting my face, two huge, wet balls coming to rest on the base of my neck.

“I’m sure you’d look so fucking hot with his cum all over your lips, Dana.”

Oh, fuck. She knew me so well she could push all the buttons of my fetish just like that, in one go.

“Well?”

“I...I want to,” I said.

Kira smiled. “Want to what?”

“I want to taste him,” I said quietly. “And…and swallow it all.”

“Wow. That’s so fucking hot.”

Kira slid her hand down and began stroking his cock, her fingers sliding up and down his shaft. I watched, hypnotized, as his cockhead grew bigger and darker. She angled it towards my mouth and ordered me to lean forward.

“He’s nearly there, Dana. I bet you can feel his dick just dripping now, right? Can you take his cum in your mouth like a good slut?”

“Mm-hm,” I moaned.

“Okay, here it comes. Open wide, baby.”

I opened my mouth as wide as I could.

Kira jerked him off and his cock exploded.

I watched, my eyes wide, as the strings of cum spurted out of his cock and landed on the tip of my tongue. It was so warm and creamy. I quickly closed my lips and swallowed, my eyes never leaving his still-pulsing cock. I focused on how his cum tasted while it ran down my throat.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Dom groaned. “Get it all down, bitch.”

“Lick the rest of it off, Dana,” Kira whispered. “Show him how much you love his cum.”

I bent down and began licking his cock clean. I kept at it until every last drop was gone. Then I sat back, feeling embarrassed by how eagerly I’d done that.

“Dana’s got the cutest ass, babe,” Kira said.

Dom quirked a shaggy brow. “Oh yeah?

“Why don’t you see for yourself?”

A wave of both fear and excitement rustled through me as Kira stood up and pulled me to my feet. I gasped as she peeled up the hem of my dress to show him my butt cheeks and the thinnest pink strip clinging to my entrance.

“Bend over,” she whispered. “I want you to really show him.”

I suddenly wished I could take another sip of my drink. Or a hundred.

You love her, so you better do what she says.

Feeling as timid as a mouse, I placed my hands over my knees, bending over in front of him. Ripples of heat spread over my face as Kira hooked her fingers into the waistband of my thong, yanking it away to reveal my crack.

Dom whistled.

Fuck…he likes my ass!

I bit down on my bottom lip as Kira dug her hands in and spread my cheeks wide open. My heart pounded. I was scared she’d get rid of the thong altogether and there would be no way to hide my manly bits…

I let out a silent sigh of relief when Kira let go of my thong. She began to spank me instead.

“Oh yeah, that’s one perfect ass,” Dom groaned.

“She likes it in the ass. Like me,” Kira tittered. “But she’s not got a lot of experience so you gotta be gentle with her. Want me to prepare her ass for you?”

“Yeah,” Dom said. “That’ll be fucking hot to watch.”

Fuck. She hadn’t even asked me if I’d be okay with that. Is this how she wanted me to prove I was good enough for her? Pleasuring her man wasn’t enough? She wanted him to fuck my butt?

And his cock was so fucking big…

“Kira?” I whispered, my entire body trembling.

“Shhh…” Kira said, leaning into me. I could tell by how flushed her face was that she was so turned on by the idea of her boyfriend using me like that. “You don’t need to be shy now. I know this is what you really want. You’ve been obsessed about it for years. I’m gonna make it feel nice for you.”

I looked at her, blinking back my emotions. I just needed her to see how much I was willing to lose for the chance for us to get back together. I’d never had a real cock inside me before, and I wasn’t sure if Kira knew that.

But she was already busy, unscrewing a tube of lube.

I took a deep breath and settled down on the carpet.

“Hey, you’re not allowed to cry. You’ll ruin your makeup. You still want to look pretty for Dom, don’t you?”

I stared up at Kira. She was kneeling beside me with a tissue, dabbing the corners of my eyes with it. Finally I nodded. Kira rewarded me with a tender stroke on the cheek before she disappeared behind me.

When her lubed-up fingers entered me, I cried out. She moved slowly, rotating them inside me, working my hole loose enough for penetration. When I looked back, Dom was right there, jerking off while he watched his girlfriend play with my butthole.

I imagined his huge cock sinking into me and suddenly my insides clenched with the filthiest arousal.

This is who you really are, Dana.

Kira knows.

There’s no point fighting it anymore…


CHAPTER 12

Kira pulled her fingers out of me and Dom pushed me face down against the carpet, keeping one grip firm on my waist. My balls were starting to swell between my legs waiting for him to break me open.

I imagined Kira guiding his tip into my hole, showing him where I was the tightest and most vulnerable.

Something wet nudged between my cheeks, and then there was a pressure against my ring. Dom let out a hiss. It hurt—of course it fucking did. The pain only started to subside once I got used to the thickness. But with the pain gone something else came back.

Shame.

I’d hid this part of myself for so long, thinking I was pathetic for wanting to be feminized and humiliated like this. Now here I was, whimpering and moaning like a real whore, my dress bunched up to my waist while a DJ pumped his cock in my ass. But then Kira appeared in front of me and the shame melted away as slowly as the pain had done. She was sitting right there, an open bottle of wine in one hand, the other massaging her clit.

“You’re doing so good,” she mouthed, her lashes lowered and heavy as she rubbed herself hard.

I was shocked at how quickly the pleasure was catching up with me. I gazed into Kira’s drunk eyes, unable to stop my mouth from dropping open as Dom buried himself deeper and deeper inside me. She put the wine to her lips and swallowed a sip, then bent forward to give me a sloppy kiss. Wine dribbled down the corners of both our mouths.

“I love seeing Dom’s dick stretching you. I wish you could see it for yourself,” she murmured. She started to finger her pussy in time with his thrusts.

I pressed my forehead onto the carpet, biting down on one discarded Yeezy, moaning into the soft, smelly fabric. The front of my thong was getting tighter and tighter as Dom kept pounding me from behind. It was going to be so embarrassing if I creamed myself so soon, but it was getting harder and harder to hold it back.

And just when I thought my night was about to reach an epic climax, Kira piped up, “You can fuck us in turns, babe. I’m just so horny watching you two I have to join in.”

I watched, stunned, as Kira lined herself up right beside me and pulled up her skirt. Her big bubble ass came into view.

“Holy shit, babe. Your ass…” Dom breathed. “You should check out this view. You two are so fucking hot.”

“Whose ass looks better, babe?” Kira said, widening her knees some more.

“Mmm. They both look like fresh meat to me. I’m gonna hit it so hard.”

Cockless and a little desperate, I crawled closer to Kira as Dom positioned himself behind her. I needed to watch this, needed to see the moment he impaled my beautiful ex’s sexy ass. I was also feeling just a little remorse. I knew that after this moment, there was no way Kira was ever going to let me fuck her like a man again, whether we dated or not.

The moment was just as gratifying as I’d expected it to be. Kira’s butt was even bigger than mine, so it swallowed up his cock even faster. And the noises she made—I was getting even more turned on listening to my girlfriend being fucked up the ass right next to me.

Kira eventually found my hand. It was quivering. She was getting rammed so hard I could feel the reverberations of Dom’s pounding travel through her body and into mine. We started to kiss just as Dom switched gears. The air felt electric as he alternated between both our asses, and pretty soon, the three of us were a sweaty, horny mess.

“Babe…” Dom moaned, his voice shaking. “I’m going to...”

My stomach flipped when he lined himself up behind me again.

“He’s gonna fill you up,” Kira breathed, sitting back and spreading her legs as if she was getting ready to watch a movie. “Don’t worry. Dom shoots the perfect load. You’re so lucky.” Then she brushed her lips against my earlobe, whispering her next words. “Just so you know, I’m gonna cum so hard just watching him pump your cute butthole.”

I shuddered, knowing I was going to lose it any second now.

I could feel Dom’s hot cream filling up my insides, and then the dam burst. With a squeal, I let my load seep through the front of my thong. Kira’s moans rose as she climaxed right alongside me. It was almost spiritual, the three of us like a circuit, cumming at exactly the same time.

When it was all over, Dom fell back on the couch, his legs flying upwards, a blissful, sleepy smirk on his face. Kira slid next to Dom and snuggled up in his arms, gazing at him and whispering sweet nothings into his ear. Her face was pink and her mascara had smudged around her eyes.

“Hey, why don’t you head out to the afterparty?” she asked him. “Dana and I need to freshen up. You know…” She winked at me. “…just girl things.”

Dom stood up, looking around for his socks and the rest of his clothes. “You’re not coming?”

“Oh, we’re definitely coming. I’ll text you when I get there.”

As soon as Dom left, Kira slipped off the couch and crawled over to me. She was smiling that special smile, her gaze now sharp and full of energy. A shiver rippled down my spine as she took my face in her hands and kissed me.

No words passed between us but everything hung in the air, heavy and beautiful and unsaid.

She finally spoke.

“So…would you do this again?”

Dom’s cum was still seeping out of my butt. It was so strange to think that just minutes ago, his cock had been shoved so far up my ass, it had nearly come out my throat...and it had all been Kira’s doing.

“Would I?” I whispered to her, letting my gaze wander over the curves of her flushed face. I loved her so damn much. I’d never stopped loving her. “I think you already know the answer to that.”

“I want to hear you say it,” she murmured.

I looked straight into her eyes. I knew right then that she loved me. Somehow, my ex had found her way back to me, even after I’d made the biggest blunder letting her go.

Now, not even someone like Dom could come between us.

We had something special.

“I’d do anything for you, Kira. For us.”

“Mmm. Good. We’re going to have so much fun. Come on, take that dress off. I’ve got a new one for you to try on for the party. It’s sparkly and has a swish skirt! I wanna see you shake that sissy ass all night long.”

“Damn,” I whispered, grinning.

“Oh, and Dana?” Her eyes were flashing.

“Yes?”

She lifted her hand and placed it on the nape of my neck. My breath hitched as she pulled me in.

“Happy birthday…”


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY NEWSLETTER

Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


THIRSTY FOR MORE?

FEMCORP (ALL THREE OUT NOW!)

[image: ]

I guess time will say if all this was worth it.

Changing yourself…

Losing who you once were...

Letting her control you with a literal cage and collar…

The year is 2195. A deadly fever has wiped out virtually all women and humans could become extinct within the next 100 years.

All 20-year-old Alan wants to do is help. Become a hero and save women. The chance comes in the form of a top-secret FemCorp trial. FemCorp—a powerful biotech created by Dr. Jodie Killian and run entirely by surviving female scientists and doctors—offers hope but has a controversial mission: to solve the population crisis, but entirely on Dr. Killian’s extreme feminist terms.

When Alan signs up for the company’s experimental trial, his girlfriend Lizzie thinks he’s insane. She thinks the trial is a trap…a trap to prey on young men and transform their bodies into experimental playthings under the hands of ruthless women.

FemCorp welcomes Alan…and that’s when he understand the corporation is far from a utopia.

FemCorp’s feminist doctors are helping Dr. Killian materialize her unique vision for the future. A future where both patriarchy and masculinity is destroyed once and for all by transforming men into obedient sissies that will worship women and help birth the next generation…

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!


THIRSTY FOR MORE?

Check out all the other sexy books I’ve written!

Femdom Feminization and Sissification Books

Paying His Debt

Femdom Babysitter

Bad Boss: A Revenge Femdom Feminization & Sissification Story

Broken By My Bully

Femdom Maid

Her Black Master’s Dungeon

Femdom Boss: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Blind Date

Posing For You

The Huntress

Pleasing The Cowgirl

Pretty For My Wife’s Boss

My Wife’s New Lover

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Claimed By Cheerleaders

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

I Feminized My Fiancé

Sissy Behind Bars

Serving The MILF

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Tamed & Trained

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 1: Caged

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 2: Corrupted

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 3: Pimped

Pleasing Mistress Vera

A Very Hard Lesson

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

Becoming Her Pet

Valentine’s Day Surprise

The Cougar’s Shy Sissy

Femdom Therapist

Roommate From Hell

First Time Feminization and Crossdressing Books

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Catcalled

Passion Island

Yours For The Night

Femdom Feminization Bundles & Collections

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle

My Dominatrix Wife: The Complete Series

LIPSTICK & LEATHER CUFFS: 5-Book Bundle

In Too Deep: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Sissies In Heat: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Dominant Wives: 3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Strip, Sissy, Strip!: Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.

OEBPS/image_rsrc11J.jpg
-
FEMEORP FEMRP

PART ONE Sy
BN PﬁT THREE

PART TWO

uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu

RAE ROBINSON





OEBPS/image_rsrc11H.jpg
RAE ROBINSON

A ,

EX-GIRLFRIE

ND

FEMDOM SISSY FEMINIZATION | CROSSDRESSING | HUMILIATION





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




