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Chapter One



It was spring break during our first year of college, and thanks to our proximity to some of the best beaches in Florida, my friends and I were heading to Daytona. I couldn’t have been happier. Going into freshman year, I’d been nervous about making friends. High school had been rough, to say the least. I was too thin, too soft-spoken, too feminine—whatever that was supposed to mean—and the bullying never really let up. I’d been afraid college would be more of the same.

And maybe it would have been, if it hadn’t been for my roommate, Matt.

“Promise me one thing, Shane,” he said as he packed his suitcase the night before our trip.

“What’s that?” I asked, gripping the edge of my bed. The mattress dipped under my weight, and I rocked back and forth, my excitement bubbling over. My mind was already there—on the sand, under the sun, surrounded by hot girls in bikinis. I’d never had a girlfriend. Hell, I was still a virgin. But with a guy like Matt by my side, I figured anything was possible. I could almost picture it: meeting someone on the beach, flirting over drinks, maybe finally getting to second base—or beyond.

“Promise me we’re getting fuckin’ laid this week,” he said with a crooked smile.

We both nodded like we’d just made a sacred vow. My heart pounded, and, to my confusion, my cock stirred beneath my shorts. It wasn’t the idea of sex that turned me on. It was the way Matt said it—so confident, so commanding. There was something about his voice, the way he leaned over his duffle bag, muscles flexing under his T-shirt. He wasn’t just talking about getting lucky. He was declaring it. And I couldn’t help reacting.

Matt never had trouble getting laid back on campus. If anything, he seemed annoyed by how easy it was. I knew he just assumed the girls in Daytona would be hotter, drunker, easier. That wasn’t the right way to think, of course, but I knew that was where his mind went. He could be a jerk sometimes, but for the most part, he was good to me. And because he treated me like a real friend, I let a lot of things slide.

“You’re not packing?” he asked when he noticed me still rocking in place.

“I already did.” I leaned forward, reaching under my bed until my fingers found the strap of my blue duffle. I dragged it out across the worn dorm floor and slapped the side proudly. I’d packed two days ago—I’d been that excited.

“Well, look at that,” Matt said, zipping up his own backpack. We were college guys. No one brought proper suitcases.

“Don’t sleep in tomorrow,” he added. “The guys want to hit the beach before we check into the hotel.”

“No problem.” I doubted I’d sleep much at all.

The other guys coming on the trip were more his friends than mine, but they tolerated me because I was close with Matt. If he hadn’t introduced me, I knew they wouldn’t have given me the time of day. Still, being part of a group, even loosely, was better than being a target. I’d take fake friendship over honest bullying any day.

We went to sleep not long after that, and to my surprise, I managed a decent amount of rest. The next morning, sunlight streamed through the blinds and woke me early. I checked the time. We still had a couple of hours before we had to leave. I sat up and grabbed my phone, scrolling through social media while Matt continued to snore on the other side of the room.

That’s when I saw her.

Amber Jacobs. My biggest crush since sophomore year of high school. She was posing in a bright pink bikini, her arm draped around her best friend, Lauren. Their breasts were practically touching, and the way they leaned into each other made it hard to tell whether it was a friendly picture or something far more intimate.

My cock twitched.

The caption said they were headed to Daytona, too—same week, same city. A slow smile spread across my face. The idea of running into them, of even being in the same zip code, felt like fate teasing me with possibility.

God help us if we did.

Matt finally woke up, groggy but grinning, and we made our way to the cafeteria for breakfast. The sun was already high, casting golden light over the campus and making everything feel full of promise. The day couldn’t have been more perfect for a drive. We wasted a few hours doing nothing in particular—checking our phones, tossing clothes into the back seat, blasting music from Matt’s Bluetooth speaker—until it was finally time to meet up with the other guys.

When we arrived, I could already tell a few of them had started drinking.

“Hey, scrawny,” Phil called out, slapping my shoulder as we approached. “You ready for some hot beach action? Or are you still a virgin?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but Matt stepped in before I had the chance.

“Of course he’s not,” he said smoothly. “He had to kick a girl out of our room this morning just to make it here in time.”

“Bullshit,” Phil shot back, laughing as he delivered another playful punch to my arm. His grin was the same as always, smug and irritating. He wore dark aviators, his bleached blond hair styled like he’d seen too many reality shows and copied the worst one. Compared to Matt, Phil looked like he was trying too hard.

Matt didn’t have to try. His features were naturally handsome, effortlessly so. He had dark, tousled hair that constantly fell into his eyes. Every time he brushed it back with his fingers, I found myself holding my breath. His hand would slide through those thick locks and for a second I would forget where I was. It made me feel ridiculous. Like a girl with a crush. So I tried to ignore it. I had to.

But it wasn’t just his face. Matt’s body had been sculpted through years of sports and gym workouts. He was lean from all the cardio, but broad across the chest and shoulders, with muscular arms that always seemed to stretch the sleeves of his T-shirts. His figure was the complete opposite of mine, and sometimes I wondered what it would feel like to be that strong, that solid, that desirable. Girls loved him for it. They noticed him everywhere we went.

Phil, on the other hand, had to rely on his loud personality. He was the kind of guy who insulted women just to get a rise out of them. Somehow, that always seemed to work in his favor. A few drinks later, and his arguments with them usually turned into something else entirely. I didn’t understand how, but I’d seen it happen enough times to stop being surprised.

Matt had his moments, sure. He could be cocky or a little thoughtless. But he wasn’t like Phil. Phil was the kind of guy you had to keep an eye on. A class-A jerk with a grin that didn’t reach his eyes.

We piled into two cars and drove for a few hours until the ocean finally came into view. Our hotel stood tall along the coast, glinting in the sunlight. We didn’t bother checking in right away. Instead, we parked, tossed off our shoes, and walked past the building until our sandals hit the sand. There were five of us total—Matt, Phil, Jeremy, Ryan, and me. The others barely acknowledged me, at least not directly. Jeremy and Ryan were the type who talked near me rather than to me. They’d respond if I said something, maybe even laugh, but they rarely initiated conversation. That used to sting. Lately, I just accepted it. Being included, even as background noise, was still better than being alone.

We wandered the beach for a few minutes, the heat from the sand soaking through the soles of our feet. Eventually we picked a spot at random and dropped down, propping ourselves on our elbows to watch the waves roll in.

It didn’t take long for all our eyes to drift toward the volleyball net set up nearby. A group of girls were playing—tanned, toned, and bouncing with every movement. Their shrieks and laughter carried across the sand, catching everyone’s attention.

And then I saw her.

A bright pink bikini. Light brown hair that shimmered in the sun. Amber Jacobs.

My heart skipped. She was really here.

“Oh shit,” said Phil, sitting up straighter. “That’s Amber and Lauren. I knew this was the right beach to hit.”

My stomach turned. Phil recognized her too? Did he have a thing for Amber?

“Man, Amber is so hot,” Jeremy chimed in, whistling under his breath.

Matt and Ryan both nodded in agreement, practically drooling.

I looked away, cheeks flushing. A tight, sour feeling formed in my chest as I fought back a pout. Everyone was going to be chasing her. I wouldn’t stand a chance. Not next to guys like them.

Not when I barely even knew who I was.

The five of us sat there watching the volleyball bounce back and forth across the net. Or rather, we watched the girls’ asses as they jumped, twisted, and dove across the sand. Their bikini bottoms clung to their hips, riding up with each movement. Every so often, Amber or Lauren would run their hands across their curves to adjust the fabric, tugging it back into place in a motion that was somehow more provocative than if they’d just left it alone.

My cock began to stiffen inside my shorts. I shifted my hips and turned my gaze toward the ocean, hoping the crashing waves and salty breeze would calm it down. It wasn’t just the girls, though. It was everything. The heat, the bodies, the closeness. The possibility.

Then I felt something nudge my leg.

I looked down to see the volleyball resting beside me. A moment later, Amber jogged over, her skin glowing with sweat and sunlight. She bent down to retrieve the ball, and for a second, her breasts hung just inches from my face. I forgot how to breathe.

“Sorry about that,” she said, flashing a smile so warm I thought I might melt into the sand.

“No problem,” I managed, trying to sound calm even though my pulse was thudding in my ears. Her eyes lingered on me for a moment longer, and for the first time I noticed how green they were—bright and sharp, like sea glass.

“We’re having a little bonfire here tonight,” she said, giving the ball a small bounce against her palm. “You should come.”

Her gaze flicked to the rest of the group, almost like she had just remembered they were there. “You guys can come too,” she added politely.

“We’ll be there,” Phil said instantly, leaning forward with a grin. Of course he would jump at the chance. He never passed up an invitation from a hot girl.

Amber turned back to me and winked before jogging away, the volleyball tucked under her arm. I watched her go, my heart sinking and soaring at the same time. I felt heavy with nerves, like something inside me had been dropped into deep water.

Maybe I was imagining it. Maybe I was just desperate. But it had seemed like she was more interested in me than anyone else.

Don’t be stupid, I told myself. She’s Amber Jacobs. You’re... you.

Still, I couldn’t stop replaying the moment in my head.

“Dude,” Matt said, slapping the back of his hand against my shoulder. “She wants you.”

“No way,” I said, trying to laugh it off, even as my chest fluttered with hope. “You think?”

“Yeah, man. She didn’t even notice us at first.”

Phil scoffed. His ego had clearly taken a hit.

“She was probably just being nice,” he muttered. “Guy’s a twink or something. Totally looks gay. Feminine as hell.”

Matt rounded on him. “Shut the fuck up, Phil. You’re such an asshole.”

A small smile tugged at my lips. Matt was always standing up for me. Always in my corner. And sometimes I wondered how much easier his life would be if I wasn’t his friend. He could have done what most guys did—kept his distance, avoided me, laughed along with the rest. But he didn’t. He never had.

Not that I was about to give him up. Not now. Not ever.

The others fell quiet, and for once, it felt like Matt’s words carried some weight. Maybe it was because they all knew he was attractive, even if none of them would ever admit it. Maybe it was because Matt could pull any girl he wanted. Or maybe it was just the unspoken fact that everyone wanted to be him. But in that one perfect moment—when Amber bent over in front of me, when she winked just for me—they all wanted to be me.

And that felt pretty damn good.

We lingered on the beach until the girls finished their game, pretending we weren’t watching them even though we clearly were. Once they’d packed up their things and left the court, we finally stood and dusted off the sand. No one said it out loud, but we all wanted to avoid looking too eager. It wouldn’t do to follow them straight to the hotel.

So we waited ten minutes. Then we grabbed our bags and made our way to the front desk.

When we got to the room, I stopped in the doorway and blinked.

Two queen beds. Five guys.

“Who’s taking the sleeper sofa?” Jeremy asked as he tossed his bag onto the nearest mattress. His short red hair was already damp with sweat, and despite it only being mid-afternoon, a rough shadow had begun to darken his jaw.

“Shane should take it,” said Phil, predictably.

“Dude,” Matt said, his voice low with warning.

“I’m not being a dick,” Phil replied. “He’s just smaller than the rest of us. It makes the most sense.”

“It’s okay,” I said quickly, setting my duffle on the folded-up sofa. “I don’t mind.”

And I didn’t. For once, I wanted to make things easier for Matt. I didn’t want to be the reason he had to argue or rearrange anything. The pullout was narrow and probably uncomfortable, but I could deal with that.

The guys spent a few minutes arguing over what to do first. Phil and Ryan were pushing hard to get beer. They wouldn’t admit it out loud, but their morning buzz was clearly fading, and the restlessness in their voices made it obvious. Unfortunately for the rest of us, we were underage. That ruled out joining them at a bar, even if we tried to sneak in.

“I’ll grab some from the store and bring it back,” Phil said, already turning toward the door.

Ryan nodded in agreement, and just like that, the two of them were gone, leaving the three of us behind in the room. I didn’t mind. If anything, I was relieved. The atmosphere always felt lighter when Phil wasn’t around, like I could finally breathe.

Not long after they left, a sudden burst of giggling echoed through the hallway outside.

Matt jumped to his feet and rushed to the peephole. “No fucking way,” he said, peering out. “The girls are running around in bikinis out there.”

“No way,” said Jeremy, who immediately leapt up and joined him. “Shit, they are.”

I stayed on the sleeper sofa, shifting uncomfortably as the familiar pressure returned between my legs. Just the thought of girls—barefoot and giggling, their bikinis barely clinging to their curves—was enough to get me hard again. I clenched my hands in my lap, trying not to look like I was struggling. It was getting frustrating. I wished I had lost my virginity back in high school, like everyone else seemed to. Maybe then I wouldn’t be so easily turned on. Maybe I wouldn’t feel like such a goddamn virgin.

The girls disappeared down the hall as quickly as they had come. The rest of the afternoon dragged. There was a little beer and a lot of waiting. None of us said it out loud, but we were all thinking the same thing. The real fun would begin that evening at the bonfire.

From our hotel balcony, we had the perfect view of the beach. When we saw the girls walking down toward the shoreline, we didn’t hesitate. We grabbed our towels, slipped into our flip-flops, and followed after them like moths to flame.

All five of us wore our swim trunks and loose T-shirts, the kind of casual uniform that said we were ready for anything. The sky overhead had deepened into a rich navy, and even with the glow of the nearby hotels, the stars still shone in clusters above us. I tilted my head back to look, letting the night sky pull me out of my nerves for a moment—until I nearly tripped over a piece of driftwood in the sand.

Laughter rang out. I snapped my gaze forward.

There they were. A group of girls clustered around a small fire, their silhouettes glowing in the flickering light. They were sprawled on beach towels and sitting on coolers, their skin golden in the firelight. Most of them still wore their bikinis, though now they were layered beneath oversized tank tops or loose, gauzy T-shirts that clung slightly to their bodies in the breeze.

“Hey, boys!” Lauren called out with a wave.

We jogged the last few steps across the sand, kicking up grains as we joined them around the fire. One by one, each of us found a place to sit. Somehow, each guy ended up nestled between two girls, and I was no exception. Their skin was warm from the fire and the sea air, and the scent of coconut sunscreen still lingered around them like perfume.

“We were just about to start a game of Truth or Dare,” Lauren said with a wicked little smile.

The guys exchanged glances. Their eyes lit up like someone had just offered them front-row tickets to the hottest show in town.

Truth or Dare. With girls in bikinis. Everyone knew what that meant. Kissing. Dares that led to skin. Secrets that turned into flirting. It was the kind of game that boys dreamed about on slow, boring nights.

And I had secretly hoped that was all it would be. Just a little harmless fun. A few kisses. A chance to blend in.

But I was about to find out just how wrong I was.

Because this night—this stupid little game—would change everything.

Forever.


Chapter Two



The game started off like any other. Amber dared Lauren to kiss Phil. Lauren dared her friend Cindy to flash the circle. It was playful and just risqué enough to keep everyone interested. The girls giggled behind their hands, and the guys leaned forward, already half-hard from the sight of bare skin and the promise of more.

No one picked “truth.” That would’ve made you look soft, like you couldn’t handle the heat. And no one wanted that.

But somewhere along the way, the game started to shift. Maybe it was the firelight, flickering against everyone’s faces like we were at summer camp telling ghost stories. Maybe it was the sound of the waves, crashing in the darkness behind us like something heavy and unseen. Whatever it was, a tension crept in. The kind that made your skin prickle.

It was Matt’s turn, and Amber was the one asking the question. I noticed the way her eyes lit up. She already had a dare in mind. She leaned forward, biting her lower lip with that mischievous smirk she wore so well. Her body language made it clear—this wasn’t random. She was setting something up.

“Truth or dare?” she asked.

Matt didn’t hesitate. Of course he picked dare. He always picked dare.

“I dare you to kiss…”

Matt sat up straighter, already smiling, probably expecting to be told to kiss Cindy or Lauren. But then Amber finished her sentence.

“…Shane.”

The entire circle burst into laughter. Matt’s smile vanished.

He turned to me, wide-eyed. The horror on his face almost matched the heat rushing into mine. I didn’t want him to kiss me. Not really. Not here. Not like this. But my body betrayed me. My cock stirred slightly in my shorts, as if responding to the attention. Maybe it was the way the girls were watching, their eyes locked on us, waiting to see what we would do. Maybe it was the giggling, the suggestion of something taboo. I didn’t want to kiss Matt in our dorm room, but this wasn’t the dorm room. This was something else entirely.

“No way,” Matt said quickly. “Shane’s like a brother to me.”

The girls howled with laughter.

“Don’t tell me you’re a little pussy,” Amber said, her voice playful but firm. The way she spoke made my body hum. She might’ve looked soft and sweet, with her long legs and perfect hair, but she wasn’t shy. Amber liked to be in control. She got what she wanted and used her beauty like a weapon. And right now, she was pointing it directly at Matt.

He looked back at me, cheeks flushed. I couldn’t tell if it was from the firelight or from the embarrassment. Maybe both. My face was burning too. He mouthed the words I’m sorry and leaned across the blonde girl sitting between us. I leaned forward, heart pounding.

Our eyes closed. Our lips puckered.

We kissed. Just a brush of lips, light and quick.

Then we pulled apart.

“There,” Matt said, as if it were a chore he had completed.

“That was a weak kiss,” Amber teased. “You can do better than that.”

“You didn’t say what kind of kiss,” Matt replied, trying to laugh it off.

“You’re right,” she said with a smirk. “I won’t forget that next time.”

The girls giggled and whispered to each other. Matt rolled his eyes and turned to Lauren.

“Your turn. I dare you to grab Phil’s shorts. You know where.”

Lauren rolled her eyes like it was nothing, then reached over and cupped Phil through his trunks. He let out a triumphant grunt, and everyone laughed again.

Then Lauren turned to me, her eyes sharp and shining in the firelight.

“Truth or dare?” she asked.

My heart skipped. With the way the game had turned, and the wicked glint in Lauren’s eye, I was tempted to pick truth. But I knew how that would look. Weak. Afraid. And I already had enough of that reputation. I couldn’t risk confirming it.

“Dare,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“I dare you to…” She paused. Amber leaned in and whispered something in her ear. Whatever it was made Lauren light up.

“…to wear a pair of panties.”

The entire circle erupted into laughter. I slouched lower, wishing I could vanish into the sand. My face flamed with embarrassment. I immediately regretted not picking truth. I would’ve rather admitted anything than this. Wearing panties in front of a group of hot girls and cocky guys was a different kind of humiliation.

“You’d look good in a pair of panties,” Phil sneered.

Ryan and Jeremy nodded along, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. Even Matt looked shaken. He hung his head, clearly uncomfortable.

I could see that he felt sorry for me, and that made it worse.

I didn’t want him to speak up. Not this time. Not in front of everyone. I needed to handle it myself.

So I sat up, took a breath, and nodded.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

The group quieted, surprised. I was surprised too.

“But where the hell am I supposed to get a pair of panties?” I asked, hoping someone would backpedal.

Amber stood up slowly. Her loose skirt billowed around her legs, caught by the ocean breeze. She smiled like she’d been waiting for this all night. All eyes turned to her.

Without breaking eye contact, she slid her skirt up her thighs, inch by inch. The fire cast shadows along her legs, and the tension was thick enough to choke on.

She reached under the hem, hooked her thumbs into the waistband, and pulled down a pair of black panties—lace, delicate, still warm from her skin.

Gasps and groans filled the circle.

Her skirt dropped back into place as she stepped forward and held the panties out toward me.

No one had seen much, but that didn’t matter. The image of those panties being peeled from her body was already burned into everyone’s minds.

Especially mine.

Amber stretched her hand across the fire, and I took the panties from her fingers. The lace felt impossibly delicate in my palm, soft and warm from her skin.

“I don’t exactly have a discreet way to change like you did,” I said, my voice tight with nerves.

“Don’t worry,” she replied with a teasing smile. “We’ll close our eyes.”

She turned to the circle and clapped her hands together. “Everyone cover your faces. No peeking.”

“Gladly,” Phil said with a loud snort. “Like I want to see that girly boy’s tiny cock. If he even has one.”

Laughter followed, but I barely heard it. My cheeks burned—not just from shame, but from how close Phil had come to the truth. I hated that his words stung the way they did. My size had always been a source of anxiety, another item on the list of reasons I hadn’t chased sex back in high school. I didn’t want to disappoint someone. I didn’t want to see disgust on their face.

Once the others had covered their eyes, I took a breath and glanced down the beach to make sure we were alone. The shoreline was clear. No one was walking nearby.

Slowly, I slid my swim trunks down and stepped out of them, standing exposed in the firelight. The breeze kissed my skin, and the panties felt cool as I lifted them from my hand and wrapped them around my ankles.

The second they touched my legs, something shifted. A warm tingle crept up my thighs, curling into my belly. It wasn’t just nerves. It was something else. Something strange and thrilling.

I bent slightly and pulled the panties up, inch by inch, over my thighs, over my growing erection. I paused to check if anyone was cheating.

One person was.

Amber.

Her fingers were parted just enough for her to peek through, and her eyes were locked on me. Specifically, on my cock—small, yes, but hard and twitching as I slid the panties into place. Slowly, she dropped her hands altogether and watched openly, her expression unreadable.

I hesitated, then tugged the panties the rest of the way up, stretching the band over my hips, letting the soft lace press snugly against my skin. The fabric hugged me tightly, wrapping around my cock like it belonged there.

Amber shifted in her seat, visibly adjusting herself. Her legs pressed together. She looked me in the eye, and for a brief second, everything else faded. The fire, the laughter, the sound of the waves—it all dissolved.

It was just me and her.

We held that gaze longer than we should have, neither of us speaking. My heart thundered in my chest. Her green eyes burned with something I didn’t yet understand. Desire, maybe. Or ownership.

I pulled my trunks back up, careful not to disturb the panties underneath, and stepped back toward the circle.

“All right, you can look now,” Amber said cheerfully.

I tugged on one of the side strings of the panties, lifting it above the waistband of my shorts just enough for everyone to see.

The group erupted into laughter, but it was light and fleeting. The game moved on quickly, as if daring a guy to wear a pair of panties was no big deal. As if I hadn’t just crossed a line I hadn’t known existed.

I sat down again, the lace rubbing gently against my ass and cock. My skin felt hypersensitive. I closed my eyes for a moment, and the world seemed to spin beneath me.

When I opened them again, Amber was staring straight at me. Her eyes glowed with something more than curiosity. Lust. Possession. Determination.

She wasn’t finished with me. I could feel it. I just didn’t know what else she wanted.

My heart pounded, and my cock twitched again against the soft, feminine fabric.

But when the group finally broke up, Amber didn’t pull me aside. She didn’t whisper in my ear or give me a secret smile. Instead, she stood and walked away with her friends like nothing had happened. Like that intimate moment had existed only for me.

Back in the hotel room, the mood was casual. Loud. Careless. The guys seemed to have completely forgotten I was still wearing panties.

That is, until we started getting ready for bed.

One by one, the boys stripped off their shirts and tossed them to the floor. Trunks came next, leaving them in boxers or nothing at all. No one batted an eye. This wasn’t new to them.

But when I pulled my trunks down, everything changed.

Matt looked at me and froze. His eyes dropped, and he swallowed hard.

He was staring directly at the black panties stretched tight across my ass.

My body tensed, but I didn’t move. I couldn’t.

His gaze lingered for a moment longer than it should have. Then he looked away.

The others noticed next.

Phil pointed and laughed. “Good dare,” he said smugly.

Ryan and Jeremy chuckled along with him.

Their teasing seemed to snap Matt out of whatever trance he had fallen into. He forced a laugh and looked away, pretending not to care. But something in his face had changed. He looked confused. Flustered.

I couldn’t stop wondering what he had seen. What he had felt. What I had.

The boys passed around another beer or two, their attention drifting elsewhere. One by one, they crashed on the beds, too drunk or too tired to care.

I didn’t bother unfolding the sofa bed. I lay down on it as-is, still wearing the panties.

My heart was still racing. My body still humming.

I had a feeling I wouldn’t be getting much sleep.
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The next day, we got dressed and headed out for an early lunch at a casual spot near the boardwalk. Everyone was a little slow-moving, nursing the remnants of the previous night’s drinks and dares. We had barely made it into the lobby when we ran into the girls. For a moment, all conversation stopped. An awkward silence settled over both groups as we exchanged cautious glances.

The only exception was Amber.

She looked straight at me, calm and confident, with a smile that curled the edges of her lips like she knew a secret no one else did. Without hesitation, she crossed the space between us and placed her hand gently on my shoulder. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“Still wearing those panties, I hope,” she whispered, low and sweet, but firm enough to send a shiver down my spine.

My chest tightened. I had, in fact, slipped the panties back on that morning. Not because anyone told me to, but because I liked the way they felt. The softness, the snug fit, the quiet thrill of the secret. I hadn’t planned to tell anyone, not even Matt. It was something I intended to carry quietly, hidden beneath my clothes.

But with Amber, I couldn’t lie. Something about her—the way she looked at me, the way she touched me—made me want to confess.

I nodded, barely breathing. “Yeah,” I murmured. “I’m still wearing them.”

“Good boy,” she whispered, and the praise sent heat surging through me. She kissed my cheek lightly, possessively, then patted my shoulder before stepping back.

The guys stared at us, open-mouthed. None of them had expected that kind of attention. Especially not for me.

Amber turned back to her group with a casual toss of her hair. As she rejoined the other girls, she glanced over her shoulder.

“The girls and I want you to come to our room later,” she said, just loud enough for me to hear. “Room two twenty-four. Come alone. No friends.”

I nodded once more, glancing around to make sure the others hadn’t heard. No one seemed to catch it, though Phil squinted at us suspiciously as the girls disappeared into the elevator.

“Dude,” Phil said, smacking my arm. “She was all over you.”

I gave a nervous chuckle, trying to play it cool, but my insides were twisting into knots. The look on Phil’s face, the way the others glanced at me—like I had suddenly leveled up—should’ve made me feel proud. Maybe even excited.

But I didn’t feel proud. I felt exposed.

Amber had dared me to wear her panties. And I liked it. Enough to do it again. Enough to keep them on the next morning. And now she knew.

All through lunch, my appetite was gone. The others dug into their burgers and fries, laughing and teasing each other, but I barely touched my food. My thoughts were elsewhere, spinning around Amber’s voice in my ear and the feeling of lace hugging my skin.

Surely she wouldn’t tell anyone. Would she?

After we paid the check, we wandered back out onto the beach. The girls were nowhere in sight, and I half wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. But the memory of her lips on my cheek still lingered, warm and electric.

Eventually, the guys waded into the ocean to cool off. The sun was high, the waves gentle. It was the kind of perfect, carefree moment I was supposed to enjoy.

“Come on, stud,” Phil called, already chest-deep in the water.

I shook my head. “I think I’m gonna go lie down for a bit.”

They shrugged and turned back to the waves, assuming I was just tired.

What they didn’t know was that I didn’t want to get Amber’s panties wet.

And they definitely didn’t know I had been secretly invited to join the girls in their room. For what, I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to find out. But my feet were already carrying me back toward the hotel, my hands shoved deep into the pockets of my swim trunks.

As I reached the boardwalk, I glanced back one last time to make sure no one was following me.

No one was.

But Matt stood waist-deep in the water, watching me go.

What the hell is he thinking right now? I wondered.

The lobby was quiet when I stepped inside, the air cool against my skin. I found the elevator, took it to the second floor, and walked down the hall until I reached room 224. I hesitated for a moment, then knocked lightly, barely loud enough to be heard.

The door swung open almost immediately.

Lauren stood in the doorway, her gaze sweeping over me from head to toe. She wore a purple bikini top and tiny denim shorts, her expression somewhere between amused and predatory.

“Well, well,” she said with a grin. “Get ready, girls. Our new toy has arrived.”

I swallowed hard. My pulse throbbed in my throat.

I knew nothing good could come from being someone’s toy. But I also knew I wasn’t turning back.

Despite everything, I stepped into the room. Lauren closed the door behind me with a soft click.

The girls were already gathered in the suite, lounging on the beds and floor with cocktails in their hands and wicked smiles on their faces. As I entered, they stood and circled me slowly, running their hands over my arms, my shoulders, my chest. The contact made my skin light up with electricity.

Amber moved in behind me, pressing her palm lightly to the small of my back.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her voice low and silken. “We’ll be gentle.”

For now.


Chapter Three



A swarm of hands moved across my body, exploring every inch with teasing confidence. Amber’s fingers slipped into the waistband of my swim trunks and began tugging them down. She slid them over my hips and let them drop to the floor, her smile widening as her gaze landed on the black lace panties I still wore.

Her palm drifted across the front, caressing my cock through the thin fabric. I leaned my head back and groaned, overwhelmed by the sensation. The sound drew giggles from the other girls, their amusement only adding to my rising arousal and embarrassment. My shirt was stripped from me in a single motion, and I kicked off my sandals without protest.

“Why don’t we get you a fresh pair of panties?” Amber asked, her tone light but commanding.

I stared at her, caught somewhere between confusion and submission. My throat was dry. I swallowed hard and gave a small nod.

She snapped her fingers, and Lauren moved immediately, like an assistant trained to anticipate her every whim. She dug into a half-open suitcase that sat on one of the beds, the contents spilling out in colorful waves of lace and satin. As I watched her, my mind flashed with images I couldn’t contain—of these girls sharing beds, wrapped in each other’s arms, sleeping skin to skin. There were five of them, just like us. They’d have to sleep two or three to a bed. The thought made my cock twitch with new urgency.

And now they wanted me naked. They wanted me in a new pair of panties.

Amber knelt in front of me and hooked her fingers into the waistband of the black lace. Slowly, she peeled them down, dragging the fabric over my ass and down my thighs. My cock sprang free, stiff and shameless, and for a moment she paused. Her eyes lingered on it, curious. She licked her lips with deliberate slowness.

A silent, desperate part of me begged her to take me into her mouth. But instead, she looked up at me and smiled.

Behind her, the other girls stifled laughter. This was the first time they had seen me like this, completely exposed. My cock wasn’t much to brag about, and their reactions made that clear.

Amber, however, didn’t join them. Her expression was unreadable. Focused. I couldn’t understand why her response was so different from the others. Maybe there was something about my body—slim, smooth, awkwardly feminine—that tempted her. Or maybe I was imagining everything. I didn’t know. All I knew was that I wanted her eyes on me, even if it made my heart race.

She helped me step out of the black panties and handed them off without looking.

Lauren returned with a bright red bra and thong set. I blinked.

“I can’t wear that,” I said, pointing at the string that was meant to wedge between my ass cheeks. “There’s no way.”

Amber shook her head, undeterred. She held out the thong by the waistband. “You don’t have a choice,” she said calmly.

Her voice sent a ripple down my spine. I shivered and stepped forward, letting her guide my legs through the delicate loops of elastic.

She pulled the thong up with slow, deliberate movements, letting the fabric glide along my thighs. Her cheek brushed my cock briefly as she worked, and it jerked in response. I wasn’t sure if the touch had been accidental or something far more intentional.

Amber adjusted the band around my waist and hips, then smoothed the string into place between my cheeks. The sensation was foreign and uncomfortable, but the pressure against my cock was exquisite. The friction sent jolts of pleasure through me. I was conflicted. The whole thing felt wrong, humiliating even, but I couldn’t deny how good it felt.

I should have been the one taking control. I should have been fucking these girls, not standing here while they dressed me like a toy.

And yet, I was the only guy they wanted to see naked.

I turned toward the sliding glass doors, gazing out at the stretch of ocean beyond. Somewhere out there, my friends were still swimming, laughing, completely unaware of what was happening to me.

Amber stood and unhooked the straps of the bra, sliding them up my arms and around my back. My heart thudded in disbelief. Panties were one thing—a dare, a joke that had turned into a quiet fetish—but a bra?

I didn’t even have breasts. I barely had a chest. What was the point?

But Amber didn’t stop. She fastened the clasp and adjusted the cups, which, to my surprise, fit better than I expected. They were small, padded, almost like they’d been chosen just for me. I looked down, and something in my chest twisted.

I looked too much like a woman.

My hips curved more than I had realized. My legs were long and smooth. My waist, cinched by the red lace, gave me a feminine shape that had never been obvious before. I felt a flicker of discomfort, but it wasn’t quite shame.

It was something closer to awe.

I had only ever worn loose, oversized boy clothes. Feeling this lingerie cling to my body—soft, silky, sensual—was like slipping into new skin.

But Amber wasn’t finished.

This had only been an intermission.

“Doesn’t he look lovely?” she asked the room, her voice casual, almost proud.

The other girls nodded in agreement. Their smiles were sly and knowing, as though they shared a secret I wasn’t in on. I felt my pulse climb as I glanced around the circle.

Then I saw it.

Lauren had pulled a dildo from the same suitcase that held the lingerie. It was long, thick, and flesh-colored. In any other situation, I might have been thrilled to know these girls traveled with toys. I would’ve pictured them in the hotel beds, moaning into each other’s mouths, playing out every fantasy I’d ever had about late-night sleepovers.

But this wasn’t for them.

This was for me.

Lauren held it up with both hands, a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips.

“On your knees, honey,” Amber said.

Her voice held fire. Not anger, but something wilder—possession, hunger, dominance. The look in her eyes was almost terrifying. It was powerful. Consuming. And it was aimed directly at me.

She placed both palms on my shoulders and gently pushed me downward.

I sank to my knees without resistance. My eyes stayed locked on hers the entire time.

I knew exactly what she wanted.

And still, a part of me whispered that this couldn’t be happening. That there had to be some mistake.

But I didn’t get up. I didn’t say no.

I just knelt there, trembling in lace and firelight, waiting to see what they would do next.

Once I was on my knees, Amber stepped in front of me and brought her thumb to my lips. Without needing to be told, I opened my mouth and let her slide it in. I closed my lips tightly around it and began to suck, slow and eager, like it was something more intimate than a thumb.

She tilted her head back and gasped softly, as if I were already pleasuring her. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second, then opened again with a blazing intensity. That wildfire gaze returned to me and wrapped around my entire body.

With her other hand, she gently tugged my jaw open. Before I could speak, before I could even catch my breath, Lauren appeared beside her and pushed the dildo into my mouth.

There was no time to protest. No chance to turn away.

It was already between my lips, sliding over my tongue, filling my mouth inch by inch. The rubber was smooth and slick with lube, and it glided back and forth with practiced ease.

And the worst part? I liked it.

I liked the way it pressed against the roof of my mouth. I liked how it nudged the back of my throat. I liked seeing five pairs of wide, feminine eyes looking down at me, some amused, some awestruck. They grinned, they giggled, and I gave them a show.

They loved seeing me like this—on my knees, in lingerie, sucking cock—and I loved doing it for them.

Lauren pushed it deeper. I gagged slightly as my throat stretched to take more. My body trembled under the strain, but I didn’t pull away. I let it happen. I wanted to feel it all. While the other girls stroked their hands along my shoulders, chest, and arms, Lauren worked the dildo back and forth. The rhythm was relentless, but not cruel. It was... intentional.

They were breaking something in me.

Or maybe uncovering it.

Most of the girls were giggling, whispering between themselves, but Amber was different. She wasn’t laughing. She looked hungry. Obsessed. Her eyes were locked on my mouth, wide with heat and focus. She panted softly, her breathing ragged, and whispered to herself over and over, “Good girl. Good girl.”

Those two words—spoken with reverence—reverberated in my skull.

Then, to the surprise of everyone, she began to undress.

She peeled off her T-shirt first, then wiggled out of her denim shorts. Beneath, she wore a strappy bikini, which she discarded next, her movements graceful and deliberate. Her skin gleamed in the low light, taut and golden and glistening.

Lauren followed her lead, pulling off her top and shimmying out of her shorts. The others hesitated for only a moment before joining in. Soon, all five girls were nude, their bodies glowing with heat and anticipation. They didn’t seem to fully understand what was happening, only that Amber had started it. And whatever Amber did, they followed.

My cock throbbed inside the red thong. I could feel the slick fabric pressing tight against it, holding every pulse and twitch. I thought of my friends outside on the beach, swimming in the ocean, totally oblivious.

If they only knew.

But maybe the price for this was wearing lace panties and letting five girls take control.

Amber stepped forward and took the dildo from Lauren’s hand. She didn’t say a word. She simply gripped it firmly, then pushed it back into my mouth. This time, she moved her hips with it, pressing the mound of her pussy against the base of the toy, grinding as if it were an extension of her.

She fucked my mouth with slow, commanding thrusts, twisting the toy slightly with every stroke. Her breathing grew heavier, her cheeks flushed. Then, without warning, she pulled the dildo from my mouth entirely.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

I obeyed, crawling onto the mattress on all fours. I lay on my back, praying she wouldn’t ask me to flip over. I didn’t know if I could take that—not yet.

To my relief, she didn’t. Instead, she climbed over me, straddling my face. Her bare thighs framed my vision, and then she lowered herself, her pussy just inches from my mouth. The scent hit me first—warm, sweet, and dizzying.

I stretched my tongue out and tasted her.

She was soaked.

My tongue slid inside her, swirling gently as I explored every soft, slick fold. She gasped and tangled her fingers in my hair, rocking her hips against my mouth like she was riding me for real.

She moaned above me, low and open, like we were the only two people in the room. But we weren’t.

The other girls climbed onto the bed, at first unsure what to do. Then Lauren moved closer, running her hands over Amber’s back and cupping her breasts from behind. One of the others stroked my chest while another traced her fingers over my thighs.

One girl pressed her palm against the front of my thong, rubbing my cock through the red lace. The friction was light but maddening. My whole body buzzed.

Amber ground herself against my tongue harder, faster, panting now, every muscle taut. Her moans turned into short cries.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I came.

The orgasm rocked through me unexpectedly. I moaned into her pussy, the sound vibrating against her as I trembled underneath her body. I could feel the shiver move through her, a wave that started in her hips and spread upward until it reached her mouth.

She threw her head back and screamed.

Her pussy clenched around my tongue as she came, and I drank her in.

The girls around us were flushed, their chests rising and falling in unison. Their breasts—varied in shape, size, and color—bounced softly with each movement. They were all aroused, panting, glowing with the aftermath of what they had just witnessed. But only Amber and I had come.

Amber stayed atop me for a few moments longer, catching her breath. Her fingers loosened in my hair, and her gaze drifted down to meet mine.

There was something almost tender in her eyes. Something soft. Loving.

But I didn’t let myself believe it.

The last thing I needed was to get my hopes up.

“Let’s get this girl into a dress and makeup,” Amber said suddenly, her voice bright and commanding.

The announcement seemed to stun the other girls. They blinked at her, caught off guard by the strange turn the afternoon had taken, but their confusion gave way to eager approval. They looked at each other with amused expressions, their faces lighting up with mischief. It was as if they had just been given permission to dive into a game they’d been waiting to play.

The way Amber had said it made me wonder. Was there more to her than she let on? Did she have fantasies she hadn’t shared with anyone? A hunger she had only just begun to feed?

And then, I found myself wondering something dangerous.

Did I actually have a chance with her?

I knew one thing for certain: if wearing panties meant being close to Amber, I would have worn them every day of my life. But even that excuse was beginning to fade. It wasn’t just about her anymore.

I liked the way they felt.

Amber slid off me, and I sat up slowly on the edge of the bed. My legs felt weak beneath me. The other girls had already begun dressing themselves again, slipping into their bikinis and casual cover-ups. Afterward, they started digging through a suitcase that had been tossed on one of the beds. The contents looked like an explosion of color and fabric. I realized with a tightening in my chest that they were choosing a dress.

They giggled and tapped their fingers to their chins as they held each option up to the light. Eventually, they settled on a sleek black number—tight, short, and unmistakably feminine. Just the sight of it made my throat dry. I swallowed hard.

Lauren stepped in front of me with a smile and unzipped the dress along the side. She and Amber held it open, ready for me to step inside.

I stared at them, silently pleading with my eyes. I hoped they would take pity on me. This had already gone so far. Too far, maybe. But I knew the dress itself wasn’t the scariest part. What I feared most was that I might like it. And if I liked it, I wouldn’t be able to go back.

I couldn’t hide a dress under jeans. I couldn’t slip skirts beneath my boxers. Lip gloss didn’t blend into boyhood. If I crossed this line, I’d have to commit. And I didn’t know how to do that without being seen.

Amber caught my hesitation and raised her brow.

“If you don’t do it,” she said, her voice low and serious, “I’ll tell all your friends what happened in this room today.”

My face flushed instantly. The image of Matt flashed in my mind, the way he looked at me the night before when he saw me in Amber’s panties. I didn’t know if he could still respect me if he knew everything.

I wasn’t sure if we’d even be friends anymore.

I nodded.

Without another word, I stepped into the dress. The girls pulled it up my legs and zipped it tight around my waist. It fit perfectly, molding to my hips and thighs in a way that made me realize just how soft and curved my body had become.

“Sit on the bed,” Amber said.

By now, I had learned not to question her. I did as I was told, sitting quietly like a good girl, my heart pounding.

The girls went back to the suitcase and retrieved something else—a dark, wavy wig. Lauren held it up with a twinkle in her eyes.

They were really going to do this.

Amber fitted the wig to my head and adjusted the strands until it looked natural. Long waves framed my face and brushed my collarbone. Someone flipped a few locks forward so they fell over my shoulders.

The girls stood back to admire their creation.

“He almost doesn’t even need makeup,” one of them said.

I looked down, blushing. I didn’t know if I should take that as a compliment or a curse. I felt small. Feminine. Seen.

Then came the makeup.

Brushes and palettes appeared in their hands as if conjured from thin air. They worked in unison, massaging foundation into my cheeks and forehead, brushing soft powders across my skin, painting color onto my lips and lashes. Their hands moved with delicate precision. I felt like I was backstage at a movie studio, being transformed into someone else.

Ten hands swept across my face. Five sets of giggles surrounded me as they stepped back to admire the final product.

Amber was quiet.

She looked at me differently now, her expression unreadable. There was a tightness in her throat, a hesitation in her eyes. I couldn’t tell if she was regretting what she had done or if she wanted me more than ever. I hoped it was the latter.

For a moment, she just stared. I thought she might lean in and kiss me.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she rose to her feet and gestured toward the hotel mirror.

“Go look at yourself,” she said.

I stood slowly and crossed the room. I turned to the mirror, and when I saw my reflection, I gasped.

I didn’t recognize the person staring back.

The face was mine, but softer. Painted. Feminized. Framed by dark waves of hair that brushed over the black straps of my dress. I looked… sexy. And for the first time in my life, I felt something close to confidence.

“I can’t believe it,” I whispered.

The girls laughed and clapped, pleased with their work. All of them smiled.

All except Amber.

She looked like she was battling something inside her. Maybe desire. Maybe doubt. Whatever it was, she seemed to want to snap out of it.

That must have been why she said what she did next.

“Now,” she said briskly, “we’re going to show you off to your friends.”

I turned to her, eyes wide, lips parting in panic. “All of this was supposed to keep them from knowing.”

“They won’t know,” she said, her voice light, almost teasing. “I just want to introduce them to a new girl. A girl named Sara.”

The name hit me like a shot to the chest.

Sara.

She had given me a name.

I knew then that I had no real choice. I had already learned how to take her orders. I didn’t resist when she reached for my hand.

Her fingers laced through mine, soft and warm. She gave a little squeeze and guided me toward the door. The other girls followed behind us, a giddy entourage.

We stepped into the hallway, and Amber turned to me.

“Which one is your room?” she asked.

I told her.

We walked toward it together. I hoped, desperately, that the guys were still on the beach. I tried to think of what I would say if someone opened the door—some excuse, some lie. Maybe I could claim I didn’t know where they went. Maybe I could say they had already left for lunch.

But when we reached the room and Amber knocked, my heart dropped into my stomach.

Because Matt answered the door.

The girls giggled behind me as Matt opened the door, raising a single brow.

“Well, how are you fine ladies doing today?” he asked, his voice casual but slightly amused.

I peeked into the room and saw that he was alone. The other guys were nowhere in sight. I couldn’t help but wonder where they had gone, and more importantly, whether Matt would recognize me dressed like this.

Amber stepped forward with a teasing smile. “We were actually looking for Shane,” she said, her tone syrupy sweet. “Have you seen him?”

Matt leaned against the doorframe and shook his head. “Not in a while. I was just wondering where he got off to myself.”

“That’s a shame,” she said. “We really wanted to introduce him to our new friend.”

She pressed a hand lightly against the small of my back, encouraging me to step forward. “This is Sara,” she added. “I thought the two of them might hit it off.”

Matt’s eyes landed on me, and for a long, silent moment, he said nothing. His gaze roamed slowly, starting at my heels and rising inch by inch. When his eyes finally reached my face, he paused. I saw the faintest flicker in his expression—recognition, maybe. Desire. Confusion.

He licked his lips discreetly, and a soft pink flush spread across his cheeks. “Sorry,” he said. “He’s not in. But I’ll send him over when I see him.”

His voice was smooth, but his eyes betrayed him. He was studying my face too closely. Not with suspicion, but with something quieter. Something almost intimate. A knowing look. I felt sure he had recognized me.

“Oh, what a shame,” Amber said lightly, already turning to go.

“I’d be happy to keep your friend entertained until he gets back,” Matt offered with a sly smile. I had seen that look before. He was up to something.

Amber’s brows rose in surprise, her smile widening in amusement. “It’s a date, then,” she said. The girls burst into laughter.

“Have fun, Sara,” she added.

Then she and the others turned and walked down the hall, their laughter fading as they disappeared around the corner.

Matt stepped aside and reached for my hand. His fingers closed around mine, warm and sure. He tugged me into the room and shut the door behind us, turning the lock with a quiet click.

“Thanks for keeping me company,” I said softly, trying to sound as girlish as I could manage.

He didn’t respond.

He came up behind me and placed his hands on my waist, then spun me around in one swift motion. I gasped. His face was close—too close—and his eyes were searching mine with an intensity I hadn’t expected. His hands slid to my hips, firm and unrelenting.

He backed me up until my spine met the wall. I groaned softly at the contact.

Then he grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head.

“What the hell is this about, Shane?” he asked, his voice low and taut with tension.

I stared at him, stunned. I had no idea what to say. I hadn’t thought he would see through me so quickly.

“How did you know?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“Because I know you,” he said. “One look in your eyes, and I knew it was—”

He stopped himself. The sentence hung in the air, suspended in something too fragile to speak aloud. We both knew how romantic it sounded. Too romantic.

And suddenly, I understood what the fire in his eyes meant.

He wasn’t just angry.

He was turned on. And that terrified him.

He was angry at me for putting him in this position. Angry at himself for wanting me. Angry at the part of him that saw me in a dress and makeup and still couldn’t look away.

But then, before I could process it further, he lunged forward and kissed me.

It wasn’t gentle.

It was hard and messy and full of heat. He huffed through his nose, breathing heavy against my skin, his mouth crashing into mine with raw desperation. He pushed into me, his hips grinding against mine, pinning me harder to the wall.

One hand held my wrists above my head, firm and controlling. The other landed on my waist, squeezing possessively.

I could feel his cock growing hard inside his shorts, pressing insistently against my thigh.

Mine had hardened too, though I barely noticed it. My body felt like it was on fire. Every nerve tingled. My skin was lit with sparks.

The girls had dominated me with their teasing and giggles. But Matt was overpowering in a different way. His arousal came with tension, with shame. He wasn’t trying to humiliate me. He was punishing himself by giving in.

His fingers dropped to the waistband of his shorts. He fumbled with the button, then the zipper. He let them fall to the floor and tugged his briefs down just enough to free himself.

His cock sprang forward—long, thick, and throbbing in his strong hand. He stood there for a moment, staring at me, panting against my neck.

His body trembled with conflict.

I could feel it in the way he touched me. Like he didn’t know if he wanted to kiss me or crush me.

And I had no idea what he was going to do next.

I slowly lowered myself to the ground, sinking onto my knees between Matt and the wall. My hands found the floor first, steadying me, and then I slid forward until I was beneath him. He stepped back slightly to give me room. His eyes flickered with uncertainty, and he bit his lower lip, holding it there for a long moment.

I could see the fear in his face—raw, conflicted—but I didn’t want him to be afraid. I wanted to soothe him. I wanted to please him. And more than that, I wanted to feel another cock sliding over my tongue. I needed it, almost like a craving I hadn’t known I had until now.

I reached out and wrapped one hand firmly around the base of his shaft. It pulsed in my grip, thick and hot. With my other hand, I cupped his balls, cradling them gently as I began to stroke him. Matt leaned his head back and groaned, but quickly brought it down again to watch as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

I started slowly, wrapping my lips around the tip, swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft. I could feel him shiver above me, his body quivering in waves the same way Amber’s had. It struck me then how similar they were, even though they couldn’t have been more different. Two sides of the same coin. Both trying not to want me. Both failing.

And that realization made me feel more powerful than I ever had before.

Something about me in a dress, on my knees, drove them out of their own control. It didn’t matter how strong or dominant they were. Their desire for me stripped that away. I liked that. I loved it.

I took Matt deeper into my mouth, inch by inch, until I felt the soft resistance of the back of my throat. He groaned and tangled his fingers into my wig, gripping me harder as he held my head in place.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You feel so good. That’s it, baby.”

That word—baby—sent a thrill racing through me. I moaned around his cock, and the vibrations made him hiss through his teeth. My own cock throbbed inside the red panties, aching for attention. I rocked my head slowly at first, then faster, working him with my mouth while my fingers massaged his balls. The rhythm built, the tension climbed. He began to move his hips with me, thrusting faster, harder.

Then he pinned my head against the wall and started fucking my throat.

I loved the feel of it. I loved being used. His cock thrust deep, over and over, until his breath hitched and I knew he was close. But just when I thought he was about to come, he pulled out abruptly. I gasped for air, blinking up at him.

“I want to fuck you,” he growled, voice rough with need.

I swallowed hard. “How?”

“The only way I can,” he said.

He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me to my feet. He turned me around so that I faced the wall. His hands slid down my thighs and over my ass, lifting the hem of my black dress to my hips. I felt the cool air against the backs of my legs as he pulled my panties down, letting them fall to my ankles.

He gripped my hips and pulled me back until I felt the thick, heavy pressure of his cock pressing between my cheeks.

I closed my eyes.

I knew what he wanted. And I knew there was nothing I could do to stop him. But the truth was, I didn’t want to.

He spat into his hand and rubbed it over my ass, sliding the moisture between my cheeks. Then he pressed a slick finger inside me. I gasped at the intrusion, surprised by how strangely good it felt. It was new, unfamiliar, but not painful. He worked it in and out slowly, carefully, then added a second finger, then a third.

Each one stretched me wider, made me moan louder.

He spit again, this time rubbing it directly into me with his fingertips, spreading it until I felt slick and open.

When he pulled his fingers out, I felt an unexpected emptiness.

Then I felt him.

The tip of his cock pressed against my entrance, insistent and warm.

I bit my lip in anticipation. I braced myself against the wall, expecting pain, needing something to hold onto. But when he began to slide inside, it wasn’t painful at all. It was slow and deliberate. It felt like a gentle stretch, like he was trying to make it good for me too.

I moaned as he pushed deeper, filling me inch by inch until his hips pressed flush against my ass. His cock pulsed inside me, thick and hot.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my ear. “You feel so good.”

Then his voice dropped lower, rougher.

“You like this, slut? Is this what you wanted when you put on that sexy little dress?”

I didn’t know if it was what I wanted, not at first. But now?

Now I never wanted anything else.

I nodded.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“This is what I wanted,” I whispered.

“You came over here just to get fucked?”

“I did,” I said breathlessly. “I’m your little slut. Just fuck me. Hard.”

I could hardly believe the words as they left my mouth, but saying them aloud only made me need him more. The shock of hearing myself talk that way—so eager, so submissive—only added to the heat pooling in my belly.

Matt grabbed my hips and yanked me back toward him. Then he thrust forward, hard and deep, burying his cock inside me in one long, powerful stroke. I gasped, bracing myself against the wall. He pulled back, then slammed into me again, and again, until the rhythm became a relentless pounding.

Our bodies slapped against each other, skin on skin, the wet friction of his cock stirring every nerve ending inside me. My back thumped into the wall with every thrust, and I wondered if the neighbors could hear. I hoped they could. I didn’t care.

The faster he fucked me, the better it felt.

Each stroke drove me closer to the edge. I could feel myself tightening around him, feel my own cock twitching in the confines of my soaked panties. I was so close.

Matt growled and leaned forward, biting into my shoulder, his teeth dragging hard across my skin as his cock throbbed inside me. I cried out as my own orgasm hit, moaning against the wall as a warm trickle of come escaped the tip of my cock, dampening the lace.

He didn’t stop.

He grunted, his pace becoming erratic as he neared the brink. Then he growled again, louder this time, and bit down harder as he spilled inside me. I felt the heat of him fill me, thick and wet, his come spreading as he continued to thrust, smearing it deeper with every push.

When he pulled out, I felt the slickness of his release trailing down the inside of my thigh.

He collapsed onto the edge of the bed, breathless and flushed, his cock still half-hard and glistening. I turned around slowly, keeping my back to the wall as I adjusted my panties and pulled the hem of my dress back into place. My fingers trembled.

I didn’t know what would come next.

“I’m so sorry,” he said suddenly, his voice full of shame. “I don’t know what came over me. I shouldn’t have… It was wrong of me to…”

I walked to him and sank to my knees, resting my hands on his thighs.

“Don’t apologize,” I whispered. “It meant everything to me.”

His mouth parted in surprise, but he recovered quickly. He leaned forward and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper. His tongue slid past my lips as his fingers threaded into my wig, and I kissed him back with everything I had. My heart pounded against my ribs.

When he finally pulled away, he studied my face.

“So,” he said, voice softer now, “will I be seeing this side of you more often?”

I shrugged, a small, wry smile forming. “I suppose so. If I can find a way to hide it from the guys.”

“It’ll be our little secret,” Matt murmured.

He dragged a fingertip along my chest, letting it dip into the neckline of my dress. Then he pulled me closer and kissed me again, this time slow and sweet, as if he couldn’t quite believe what we’d just done.

After a long moment, I pulled back and glanced away. “Amber did this to me,” I said. “Though I don’t think she anticipated the consequences.”

“She must’ve,” he said. “Or she wouldn’t have sent you over here.”

His words made something click.

I stood up quickly and tiptoed to the door. Pressing my eye to the peephole, I saw them. The girls were standing just outside, waiting.

I opened the door and raised a brow. “Did you girls enjoy the show?”

Amber grinned. “What we could hear of it,” she teased.

The group laughed and pushed past me into the room.

“That was fucking hot,” Amber said directly to Matt.

He blushed. He was still clearly processing the guilt, but with each approving comment from the girls, his confidence seemed to return. The embarrassment on his face softened, replaced by a kind of reluctant pride.

Amber wrapped an arm around me and gave my ass a squeeze. “We won’t tell anyone,” she promised. “As long as we get to borrow our little toy now and then.”

Matt hesitated, then nodded.

I wasn’t given a choice.

And I was starting to realize how much I liked that.

We finished out the rest of our spring break as normally as we could. At least, on the surface. But there were nights—one or two, sometimes more—when I dressed up again. When Matt and Amber took turns fucking me, watching each other, touching me together. They became as close with each other as they were with me.

By the time we returned to campus, something between us had changed.

Amber and I became official. Much to the dismay of half the men on campus, she was suddenly off the market. But I had something none of them did—a soft, feminine figure and a perfectly submissive personality.

Our relationship stayed open. Matt was part of it, included as often as he wanted to be. And as the weeks passed, it became clear.

He wanted me often.

And I was starting to realize I wanted him too.

Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


Want New Stories?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?



Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.

Books by Jane


cover.jpeg
TRET[Y WHEN SHE’S\?BA[I,i

FIRST TIME FEMBOY FEMINIZATION






OEBPS/image_rsrc10P.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




