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Put Me in Panties




“There is no way I’m sharing my room with her,” I protested.

I knew it wasn’t going to do me any good, though. My mom had already made up her mind, which meant her vote counted and mine didn’t. It apparently didn’t matter that we were discussing my room—my bed, my computer, my one private space in the house. It didn’t matter that this was my spring break, either. My last one before graduation.

“Julian, I’m not going to discuss this any further. She doesn’t have anywhere else to stay for the week, and you know her mother is a friend of mine,” my mother shot back, barely looking away from the political news article she was scrolling through on her phone.

“Mom, you can’t seriously expect her to spend an entire week living in my room with me,” I said. “I’m eighteen. For all you know, we’ll end up . . . you know.”

My face burned as soon as the words left my mouth. Bringing up sex with my mother was humiliating, but she’d left me with no other choice. It was the only threat I had left.

Instead of being horrified, she laughed.

She didn’t just chuckle, either. She laughed hard enough to lower her phone and look at me as if I’d made an actual joke.

There are few things more emasculating than having your own mother laugh at the idea of your virility. Unfortunately, things had been going that way for a while.

I wasn’t exactly turning into the manly man I’d hoped I might become when I entered high school. I was only a few weeks from graduation, and I was still short, skinny, and painfully forgettable.

I was “cute” and “pretty.” A few girls had said as much, usually in a way that made it clear neither word was intended to lead anywhere sexual.

I was also “more like a brother” to them. I was the safe, unthreatening friend they could complain to until some football player with broad shoulders, a car, and a few loud friends wandered over and started flirting with them using the kind of blatant sexual lewdness I’d been raised to believe girls hated.

Except they didn’t seem to hate it at all.

They laughed. They touched his arm. They leaned closer.

I’d been raised to treat girls with respect, so I did. I respected them so thoroughly that I hardly bothered them. Little had I realized that being quiet, polite, and permanently available to hear about their problems wasn’t exactly the ticket to success with women.

At least not with the girls I knew.

“Julian, I’m not too worried about it. Besides, Heather will probably want to sleep on the couch,” my mother finally explained. “Can we stop all of this now? She’s already in the air and on her way here, so I’m not having this conversation any longer.”

That was the end of it. Not because I was satisfied, but because it was my mother’s house, and I’d be living in it until the fall, when I’d finally start college and get some measure of independence.

I went back upstairs and started tidying my room before Heather arrived.

Heather had once lived on our street. While my family stayed put, her parents had eventually moved across the country for a job opportunity her father was determined to take.

It had probably been the happiest day of my seven-year-old life.

Why? Because Heather was a bully.

She was four years older than I was, and she’d been a nightmare to be around. Somehow, even when we were kids, she seemed able to tell that I was an effeminate, innocent little boy who made easy prey.

I kept to myself back then. At the playground, I usually sat off to one side with my toy trucks and cars, dragging their plastic wheels through the dirt. Most of the other kids left me alone, which was exactly how I liked it.

Then Heather started showing up.

For reasons I never understood, she made it her personal mission to badger me. She pinched me, pushed me, pulled my hair, stole my toys, and mocked the way I talked. I was four years younger than she was and should’ve been completely beneath her notice. Instead, tormenting me seemed to become one of her favorite activities.

Of course, my parents thought it was “just adorable.”

They were convinced Heather had a crush on me and that all the abuse was merely her cryptic way of professing her love. Adults always seemed to believe cruelty became cute when it involved a boy and a girl.

But I knew Heather didn’t secretly adore me. She enjoyed making me miserable.

That was why I couldn’t have been happier when she and her family finally moved away.

Much to my annoyance, however, my mother and Heather’s mother stayed in close contact. I expected them to drift apart, the way so many people do once one friend moves far away. Instead, Heather’s mother flew out at least once a year to visit, and apparently they remained close enough that my house was now considered free lodging for her adult daughter.

Heather was going to be in town for a job interview and needed somewhere to stay.

“It’s a multistep process, and we can’t have her spending all her money on a hotel for the week. She’s going to need two or three interviews, they said,” my mother had told me.

She’d gone on to explain that Heather had graduated from college and found herself a glamorous job opportunity that might earn her six figures.

Hearing that only made me more indignant. Apparently, the girl who’d spent her childhood tormenting smaller children had grown up attractive, educated, and on the verge of professional success. It didn’t seem fair.

The prospect of seeing her again now that she was an adult did little to soften my feelings. I expected Heather to be much the same person, only taller and better dressed.

I’d peeked at her social media profiles a few times, mostly to see whether anything about her had really changed. I never followed her, of course. I didn’t want her to know I’d looked.

What I found was an angry, overly opinionated woman who seemed to ooze contempt for anything she didn’t like or understand. She posted rants about politics, dating, work, strangers in public, and whatever minor inconvenience had ruined her day.

To me, she seemed much the same as she’d always been.

The only significant difference was that Heather now occupied the body of a fully grown—and extremely attractive—twenty-three-year-old woman.

She had big, full breasts and a curvy but svelte figure she enjoyed showing off in workout photos. There were pictures of her in tight leggings and sports bras, posing in front of gym mirrors with one hip pushed out. Her waist was narrow, her ass was round, and she had the kind of face that probably made men forgive her before she’d even done anything wrong.

I’d looked at those pictures longer than I was willing to admit.

It didn’t mean I liked her. I could hate someone and still recognize that she was hot. In fact, her appearance only made her more irritating. She looked exactly like the kind of woman who wouldn’t notice me if I were standing beside her and suddenly burst into flames.

And if she did notice, it would probably only be to laugh.

What I’d expected to spend my final spring break of high school doing was gaming and jerking off in the privacy of my own room. I’d pictured sleeping late, eating junk food at my desk, and going entire afternoons without putting on real pants.

But Heather was only moments from touching down on the runway, ready to ruin every one of those plans.

I had a little over an hour to clean my room and hide anything I didn’t want her finding. The place wasn’t filthy, but it looked like the bedroom of an eighteen-year-old boy who hadn’t expected a gorgeous woman to inspect it. Clothes hung from the back of my chair. Empty water glasses crowded the nightstand. My sheets were twisted from the previous night, and the room carried the faint, stale smell of sleep and closed windows.

I shoved my laundry into the hamper, gathered the underwear I’d left lying around, and tucked it into the bottom drawer of my dresser.

Then I found the pack of condoms I’d bought online the year before.

They were still unopened, naturally.

At the time, ordering them had felt optimistic and adult. I’d imagined that simply owning condoms might somehow increase my chances of needing them. Instead, they’d spent the better part of a year hidden beneath a stack of old T-shirts, quietly aging alongside my nonexistent sex life.

I moved them to the back of my closet.

I password-protected my laptop and phone, safeguarding the porn bookmarks I’d accumulated. The last thing I needed was to leave either device unlocked and give Heather access to the full, humiliating catalog of what turned me on.

By the time I heard her knocking on the front door, I’d done everything I could. My room looked reasonably clean, my private possessions were hidden, and the bed had been made badly enough that one corner of the fitted sheet was already coming loose.

I sat on the edge of the mattress and tried to relax. My stomach had tightened into an uncomfortable knot, and every muffled sound from downstairs seemed louder than it should’ve been.

All I could do was cling to the hope that Heather had become a completely different person.

I hadn’t seen her in nearly twelve years, and she hadn’t seen me. There was no way she could still be the same person, right?

That was what I was telling myself when my mother called me downstairs to greet her.

“Come on, Danny,” she said.

Just as I came down the hallway, I saw Heather standing in the foyer, a bag slung over one shoulder, while my mother chuckled at something she’d said. She wore an oversized pair of trendy sunglasses, denim shorts, and a thin camisole that showed the straps of her bra. She certainly looked like someone ready to escape Maryland’s dreary weather for the sunny warmth of San Diego.

“Wow, hey,” Heather said, a grin spreading across her cherry-red lips.

I had to admit, at least to myself, that she was striking. Her long blonde hair flowed over her shoulders in soft waves, almost angelic, completely at odds with my memories of a bullheaded child with a vicious temper. She removed her sunglasses, revealing a pair of big brown eyes that traveled slowly down my body and back up again.

“You’ve grown up, kind of,” she said.

My mother found this little comment amusing. I, on the other hand, did not.

“I’ve grown up a lot,” I corrected, careful to hide any hint of annoyance or contempt.

I’d been desperate enough to look up tips on my phone for dealing with bullies before Heather arrived. According to the internet, my best hope was to remain disaffected and stoic, giving her as little reaction as possible. I wasn’t convinced it would work, but it was the only strategy I had.

“Why don’t you go show her up to your room? Heather, we’re going to have you stay in Danny’s room because he’s got the two beds in there. And if you’d prefer, Danny can sleep on the sofa in the living room,” my mother said, her eyes brimming with delight at the arrangement.

“Don’t worry about all that,” Heather said. “I don’t want to be a burden.”

Too late, I thought.

“Julian, show her to your room already,” my mother said.

“This way,” I said, reluctantly waving Heather forward.

Never mind how strange it was to have a twenty-three-year-old woman staying in the same bedroom as an eighteen-year-old guy. I was livid with my mother for arranging it and wanted nothing more than to make her pay for the decision by finding some way to prove what a colossal mistake it was.

But there was nothing I could do.

Heather was drop-dead gorgeous, sure. I wasn’t blind. But with every fiber of my being, I loathed everything she stood for—or at least everything I remembered her standing for.

Still, as she followed me down the hallway, I wondered whether I was being too hard on her. Maybe I’d held on to those old memories for too long. Maybe I wasn’t giving her a fair chance to show that she was, in fact, a different person.

“Here you go,” I said, opening the door to my room. “Over there is your bed.”

“Thanks,” Heather said with a smile.

She walked past me, carrying with her the faint scent of something sweet and floral. I dragged a hand through my short brown hair and watched as she dropped her bag onto the spare bed, then slipped her phone from the tiny pocket of her shorts. The movement pulled the denim snug against her hips before she turned around.

“So, your mom is fine with us staying in the same room, huh?” Heather asked, looking back at me over her shoulder.

“Apparently,” I said.

“Well, she probably just knows you’ll behave yourself.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, immediately hearing it as a sly reference to how bashful I’d always been around girls.

Heather stared at me, blank-faced and genuinely confused. “So, are you not going to behave yourself?”

“Um, no. I am,” I said after a clumsy hesitation.

Heather rolled her eyes and laughed before turning her attention back to her phone.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, barely loud enough for me to hear.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Heather said. Then, without looking up, she continued, “So, did you ever get a girlfriend?”

Her thumb kept moving lazily across the screen as she sat on the bed and reclined against the wall, stretching her legs out in front of her as though she already owned the place.

“Um, I…” I started, but the abruptness of the question left me struggling for an answer. Heat crept into my face before I could stop it.

“Or boyfriend,” Heather added with a chuckle.

“I’m not gay,” I said. “And if I was, that wouldn’t be a bad thing, you know.”

“I never said it was.”

“You implied it,” I said, desperate to catch her in something.

She looked up at me with an irritated glower and slowly shook her head. “Whatever helps you get by.”

She mouthed something else that I couldn’t decipher.

“What did you say?” I asked quickly.

She denied having said anything at all.

I let out a frustrated sigh and went to sit at my laptop, opening it even though I had no idea what I intended to do. I glanced at the time glowing in the corner of the screen and thought, Five minutes down. A million more to go.

It didn’t help that I couldn’t stop looking at Heather’s reflection in the dark portions of the laptop screen. Partly because of my contempt, I told myself, but also because I couldn’t stop staring at her long, lithe legs. They jutted out so perfectly from those tiny shorts, bare and smooth all the way down to her ankles. It would’ve been impossible for any guy not to look.

“So, what about you?” I asked. “Do you have a boyfriend… or girlfriend?”

I wasn’t sure where the question had come from, but I knew it had something to do with the fact that I couldn’t stop watching her reflection.

“I’ve had a few boyfriends, yeah,” Heather said. “Even had a girlfriend.”

My head whipped around before I could stop myself.

So much for remaining disaffected.

“Bullshit,” I said.

“Wouldn’t you like to know.” A cryptic little grin curled across Heather’s lips, making it obvious how much she enjoyed my reaction.

“Whatever,” I said, attempting to recover and feign sudden indifference to everything she said.

But Heather knew she had me, and she wasn’t about to ease up yet.

“There was the threesome,” she said. “That was pretty hot. They were both big football-player types, too—not scrawny boys like you.”

“Whatever,” I repeated.

“You know, if you worked out and grew a pair, you’d probably be able to get an ugly, desperate girl to date you,” Heather said, chuckling.

“Fuck you,” I said.

“That’s not any way to speak to a guest,” she said.

“You were a bitch when we were kids, and you still are,” I said.

I regretted it the moment the words left my lips. Casual shit-talking was one thing, but I’d gone in with guns blazing, and I knew there’d be no taking it back.

“What did you call me?” she fumed.

“Well, you were. You made my life a living hell,” I said.

“Or maybe you were just some weak little pussy boy,” she said. “No wonder you haven’t gotten laid.”

I stood, grabbed my phone, and marched out of my room without looking at her again. If Heather said anything else—as opposed to merely mouthing it—I didn’t hear her, and I was happier for it. My face felt hot, my heart beating harder than the argument deserved.

I decided I’d spend the rest of spring break in the living room or, if necessary, the garage. Anywhere that let me avoid the girl who clearly hadn’t changed one bit.

I avoided my mother, too, which was easy enough. I only had to sleep on the sofa that first night before she went back to her job as a nurse, working twelve-hour shifts all week. Her absence was enough to tempt me to kick Heather out of the house, knowing there wouldn’t be much she could do about it, at least not until my mother came home.

But I didn’t want to get myself in deep trouble, either.

So I cowered.

It was the exact thing I’d told myself I wouldn’t do when Heather arrived, but I did it anyway. She was far too intimidating. Not only was she a bully, but she was undeniably attractive, which somehow made being around her even worse. She was everything that terrified me as a subservient, skinny eighteen-year-old who was far too shy to speak more than a few words to most girls.

The next day, I sighed with relief when I realized she’d left, likely for her first job interview. The house felt different without her in it—quieter, lighter, as though I could finally take a full breath again.

I spent the next hour in my room, hoping she’d either get the job or be turned down immediately. I didn’t care which. I only wanted something to get her out of the house well before the forecasted five days were up.

I tried my best to enjoy the freedom of having my room to myself again. As I gamed on my laptop, I glanced back over my shoulder every so often. Each time, the sight of Heather’s bag sitting beside the used, unmade bed irritated me all over again. It looked too comfortable there, as though she’d already claimed half the room.

A few more times, I looked back and tried to concoct whatever revenge plans I could fathom. Nothing stuck, though. Nothing that wouldn’t get me thrown out of the house before her, anyway.

So I finished playing my game online until I got bored—and horny—enough to masturbate instead.

I checked the time on my screen and wondered how long Heather had been gone. I’d been in my room for an hour, but for all I knew, she’d left a few hours before that. When I looked at my phone and saw a text from my mother, I was over the moon.

Heather should be gone most of today . . . interview first and then checking out the sights. Enjoy!

The tension in my shoulders loosened as I read it. It could be hours before either of them returned to the house. I had my room—and the rest of the place—all to myself for the first time in what felt like forever.

Without a lock on my bedroom door, I’d learned to count the passing time between those precious stretches when I knew no one could walk in on me. Privacy felt temporary in that house, something I had to grab whenever it appeared.

I bit my lip and looked back over my shoulder, half expecting Heather to come through the door at that exact moment. When I realized how ridiculous I was being—she was probably going to be gone for hours—I grabbed the waistband of my shorts and tugged them down to my knees.

My stiff cock spilled free into my grip. I wrapped my fingers around my skinny shaft and started stroking while, with my free hand, I navigated to one of the porn videos I’d bookmarked.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

The first faint tease of climax already stirred somewhere in the distance, a warm tingle gathering low in my body as I jerked myself. It never took much. When I found something that really excited me, I could cum in moments. Even when the video bored me, I could usually finish within a minute or two.

It was an ability I wasn’t looking forward to sharing with whatever girl I eventually lost my virginity to.

Knowing how cruel girls could be, I wasn’t sure I was ready to make myself that vulnerable. It was one thing to embarrass myself alone in my bedroom. It was another to lie naked beside a girl and give her something new to laugh at. I’d already started practicing, trying to train myself not to cum too early, though I wasn’t making much progress.

I’d found a couple of edited porn videos online with titles calling them “try not to cum challenges.” The videos, usually five or ten minutes long, featured porn clips strung together with countdowns and timers challenging the viewer not to finish.

I usually failed pretty quickly, but I’d grown more determined with every attempt.

My biggest weakness was blonde girls. Girls with long, flowing blonde hair. Girls in short shorts. Girls with sharp smiles and the confidence to look straight into the camera as though they already knew what I wanted.

My weakness, it turned out, was just about everything Heather happened to be.

I was conflicted and frustrated by that fact, especially when I started a challenge video and every blonde girl in it reminded me of her. The resemblance didn’t make me lose my erection. If anything, it made my grip tighten.

I scrolled to another video, hoping to find something different.

Instead, I found a naked blonde woman dominating and bullying some skinny naked guy. She ordered him around like a dog, spanking his ass and yanking on his dick. He winced and groaned in pain, and she only chuckled at him, clearly enjoying how helpless he looked.

The woman looked almost exactly like Heather.

I couldn’t believe my eyes.

I didn’t want to keep watching, but I couldn’t begin to help myself. My cock grew harder, the skin pulling tight as it became more painfully stiff than I could remember. I sat frozen in front of the screen, barely blinking as the video continued.

The woman demanded that the man put on a pair of her panties and strut around the room in them. He obeyed without hesitation. Seeing the skinny college guy walking back and forth in a bright pink thong made me harder than I’d ever thought possible.

A strange, hot pressure tightened in my stomach. I had to take my hand off my cock for fear of cumming much sooner than I wanted.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I continued to watch.

I didn’t know why it turned me on so much to see another guy—a guy who looked a lot like me, in fact—dressed in a girl’s panties. He looked humiliated and exposed, his narrow body displayed for the woman’s amusement.

But it did turn me on. More than the naked woman. More than anything else in the video.

I wrapped my hand around my cock again and stroked a few more times. The smooth pressure of my palm dragged over the sensitive head, and the orgasm I’d been trying to hold back suddenly rushed toward me. My thighs tensed. My stomach clenched. A long, guttural moan slid from my throat before I could stop it.

“Oh . . . oh, fuck,” I growled.

Hot ropes of cum blasted across my chest, soaking into the front of my T-shirt. My hips jerked against my fist as another spurt hit the fabric, warm and sticky against my skin beneath it.

I hadn’t expected to cum so quickly. Normally, I liked to use a sock or at least aim away from myself, but I hadn’t had enough control to manage either this time. The moment I saw that thong stretched across the other man’s ass, every bit of restraint I’d been practicing disappeared.

I breathed hard and fast as the blissful feeling spread through my body, leaving my limbs loose and my mind feeling a million miles away. For a few seconds, nothing else existed—not Heather, not the argument, not the humiliation of being trapped in my own house with her. There was only the weak pulsing of my cock in my hand and the warm, hazy relief settling over me.

By the time I returned to reality, sitting there in my bedroom, I heard a voice that made my orgasm—only just ended—feel like a distant memory.

“Well, well, well,” Heather said.

I snapped my head around, my eyes shooting toward her. She was standing right behind me, grinning from ear to ear.

“Fuck,” I blurted.

I quickly leaned forward to cover myself, but it was hopelessly late. Heather had seen everything. Or, if she hadn’t, she’d certainly seen enough.

I’d been slouched back in my computer chair with my shorts around my knees, my twitching, throbbing cock still oozing the last few drops of cum. There was no hiding it now. She’d no doubt seen every inch of my small cock, along with the wet mess splattered across my shirt.

My stomach tightened into hard, twisting knots. For one sickening moment, I felt as though I might actually vomit.

Heather laughed and tossed her hair back from her shoulder. “Jerking off to a guy in panties,” she said. “I thought maybe you weren’t the same lame-wad you were when we were kids. But I was wrong. You’re so much worse.”

She laughed again, louder this time.

“Fuck you—get out of my room!” I cried, tears already welling in the corners of my eyes. My voice cracked with anger and panic. “This is my fucking room, and you have no right to be in here.”

“What are you going to do about it?” Heather said, tapping her foot against the carpet. “You’re just a skinny boy with a tiny little dick.”

Her laughter felt like daggers driven straight into my ego, each one cutting deeper than the last. Every insecurity I’d ever had about my body seemed to rise to the surface at once, exposed as completely as I was.

“Get the fuck out!” I blasted.

“Tiny dick, tiny dick!” Heather laughed as she started toward her bed.

“I’ll call the cops on you if you don’t get out right now!” I threatened.

“Then go ahead,” Heather said, a cool, completely unaffected smile spreading across her lips. “Tell them that I walked in on you masturbating.”

“Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes.

I fumed as I yanked my shorts back up and tugged my shirt over my head. I didn’t want to do it. I didn’t want to reveal my skinny, narrow frame to Heather or give her another part of my body to criticize. But the longer I sat there wearing a shirt soaked with my own cum, the worse the humiliation became.

I balled the shirt in my fist and rushed into the bathroom, slamming and locking the door behind me.

I must’ve stayed in there for three or four hours.

Heather didn’t say anything—not that I could hear, anyway—if she’d even remained in my room. For all I knew, she’d left the moment I shut the door behind me. She’d been quiet enough to sneak up on me while I was jerking off, so anything was possible.

At first, I sat on the closed toilet lid with my arms folded tightly over my bare chest, replaying the moment again and again despite how badly I wanted to forget it. I could still picture the satisfied grin on her face and hear the cruel rhythm of her voice chanting those two words.

Tiny dick.

After a while, I lowered myself to the floor and looked through the crack beneath the door. The tile felt cold against my legs, but I barely noticed. The narrow strip of carpet visible on the other side told me nothing conclusive about whether she was still there.

When another hour had passed, I took a deep breath and finally stepped out of the bathroom, ready to confront her if I had to.

But when I opened the door, I saw that Heather had, indeed, left sometime earlier.

A huge sigh of relief escaped me, though the feeling didn’t last. Now that I knew she could sneak into my room and invade my privacy whenever she wanted, the comfort of having the space to myself had been cheapened. There was no real enjoyment in it anymore. The room had been tainted by her presence for the rest of the week.

I couldn’t believe a girl could be so cruel—a girl who was so damn attractive, which somehow made everything worse.

Nobody would’ve believed me if I told them how she acted around me. They’d take one look at her pretty face and confident smile and assume I was exaggerating. And I knew that even if I secretly recorded her, my mother wouldn’t sympathize. She’d probably take Heather’s side and treat the whole thing as another opportunity to remark on her son’s inadequate masculinity.

I didn’t know what else I could do except avoid Heather for the rest of the week.

I’d already tried once. My mistake had been letting my guard down and believing I could return to my room for a little while. I understood now that the room wasn’t truly mine again until the vicious girl was safely on a plane home.

I checked the stash of money I’d saved from working nights at the grocery store over Christmas break. The loose bills weren’t nearly enough to secure a hotel room for the week—not even close. And even if they had been, I’d read online that someone my age couldn’t book a room alone in our town because it was a popular spring-break destination.

So I knew I’d be staying in the garage or sleeping on the couch whenever I could. If I got desperate enough, I might even sleep in the backyard on one of the cooler nights that week. None of the options were comfortable, but at least I wouldn’t have to wonder whether Heather was standing silently behind me.

I grabbed a few clothes and whatever else I thought I might need, shoving everything into a bag so I could “camp out” in the garage for a while.

It was only when I finished and headed toward my bedroom door that I ran into Heather coming back into the room.

She stopped directly in my escape route, standing in the doorway with her arms crossed and a cool, confident grin stretched across her lips.

“Going somewhere?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m out of here,” I boasted, as though I had big plans Heather knew nothing about. For all she knew, I had friends I could stay with for the week or enough money to book a suite at the Hilton downtown.

But, of course, she knew it was all bravado.

“I don’t think so,” Heather said. “We haven’t had any fun yet,” she added in a mock-sympathetic tone.

“I’m not interested in having any fun with you,” I returned, giving her the same mocking tone.

“Well, that’s a shame, because I was out for the past hour buying you a gift for being such a good host,” Heather said.

“A gift?” I asked, confused but unwilling to let go of my anger or skepticism.

“That’s right,” Heather said. “Don’t you want to see it?”

“I don’t know. If it’s from you, it can’t be very good,” I said.

Heather shook her head and scoffed. “Danny, look. I know I haven’t been very nice to you. I’m going to be honest with you, though. I’m just really worried about getting this job. See, if I get it, a lot of good things can come from it. I didn’t want to come here and be the same bitchy girl you knew when you were younger. I honestly hoped things could be different. But I guess I was so frustrated and stressed from my interview that I fell back into bad habits. I really didn’t mean to walk in on you earlier. I just . . . I don’t know what else to say except that I’m sorry.”

I couldn’t believe my ears—or my eyes.

Heather didn’t just sound sincere. Honest regret seemed to soften her expression, and a small frown pulled at her pink, glossy lips. Even her shoulders looked less rigid than usual. For once, she wasn’t smirking at me or waiting for another chance to laugh.

“Well,” I said, still reluctant to let myself get trapped by her. “I guess it’s all right. If you really mean it, then it’s fine.”

“So you’ll stay?” she asked.

“I guess. Yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck.

“Then come over here and let me show you the gift I bought you,” Heather said, a wholesome smile spreading across her lips.

“All right,” I said.

I felt better about the surprise now that Heather had given me such an unexpected and apparently sincere apology. Some of the tension left my body as I lowered my bag, already feeling foolish for having been so ready to flee into the garage.

“Take a seat,” she said.

I sat on her bed, and she settled beside me. The mattress dipped slightly beneath our combined weight, leaving her closer than I expected. I watched as she pulled out a shopping bag from one of the stores at the mall.

I was only vaguely familiar with the name printed across the front, but familiar enough to know the store specialized in women’s sleepwear and lingerie. I couldn’t understand why Heather was reaching into that particular bag to find my gift. I could only assume she’d hidden it inside to keep me from guessing what it was before she showed me.

She slipped her hand into the bag and sifted through the contents. The tissue paper rustled beneath her fingers. She stuck the tip of her tongue into the corner of her mouth as though she were concentrating, feeling around until she found the item she wanted.

“Here we go!” she said, bright excitement flashing across her face.

I watched as she pulled out a pair of panties—a hot-pink thong, to be exact.

It looked almost exactly like the one the guy had been wearing in the video I’d masturbated to the day before.

My stomach tightened.

She stretched the thong out in front of me, holding the narrow straps between both hands.

“Well? Try it on,” she said, tossing it toward my face.

“What? What are you talking about? It’s a girl’s thong,” I said.

“Duh,” Heather said, laughing.

“Well, I’m not trying those on. Why would I want to put on panties?” I protested.

I picked up the thong and studied it between my fingers despite myself. The material was smooth and silky, cooler than I expected as it slid over my fingertips. The thin straps felt almost weightless. I hated that touching it brought the video rushing back into my mind—and hated even more that the memory stirred something uncomfortable inside me.

“What do you mean? It’s your gift. You have to try it on,” Heather said with a chuckle.

“Is this some kind of joke?” I asked, scowling at her.

“It’s not a joke at all. You obviously liked watching that boy wear panties in the porn video yesterday, so I decided I’d do you a favor and get you your very own pair. And, to be quite honest, I’m excited to see you try them on. All these years, I just knew you’d make a better girl than a boy, and now we’re going to test my theory,” Heather said, laughing.

“What?” I cried. Heat rushed into my face. “I’m not going to put on panties for you to sit there and laugh at.”

“Well, it’s not like you have much of a choice,” Heather said.

“What do you mean? Of course I do,” I said.

“Well, you do have a choice, of course. But something tells me you’re going to cooperate.”

Heather smiled and pulled a USB drive from her pocket.

The tiny black object rested between her fingers.

“What’s that supposed to be?” I asked.

“You really shouldn’t rush off to the bathroom without locking down your laptop. Somebody could just sit at it and copy all your dirty bookmarks—and those dirty photos you’ve taken of yourself jerking off and fingering your ass,” Heather said with a chuckle.

My eyes widened as the meaning of her words sank in.

She had all my dirty secrets.

Worse, she had far more than a few bookmarks or photographs. She had the videos I’d recorded using my laptop’s webcam—videos I’d made only the week before, masturbating in front of the camera and bending over to finger my asshole.

A cold wave passed through me, even as my face burned hotter.

I couldn’t believe I’d been careless enough to leave my laptop unsecured. But I’d hardly had a choice the day before. What was I supposed to do? Stay seated at my desk with my shorts around my knees and cold cum soaking through my shirt while Heather stood behind me laughing?

I fumed, my cheeks turning redder as she slipped the USB drive back into her pocket.

“That’s not the only copy I have, either, so don’t bother trying to get it from me.”

“What do you want?” I asked with a grimace.

“I already told you,” Heather said, rolling her eyes and giggling. “I want to see you wearing these panties.”

“If I put them on, you’ll delete all the stuff you got?” I asked.

“Well, it’ll be a start,” Heather said, her eyes shifting around as though she were already concocting more plans for her new victim.

“Heather!” I cried.

“You don’t have to wear the panties, of course. But your mom is going to find some very naughty things in her work email inbox tomorrow morning if you don’t.” Heather smiled sweetly, which somehow made the threat worse.

“You have to promise that if I wear them, you’ll delete all of it,” I demanded.

“I promise to delete all of it if you do everything I tell you to do this afternoon. And it starts with these.” Heather tossed the panties at me again. “Now get them on already,” she said. “I want to see what a pretty girl you’d make.”

I clenched the thong in my hands, feeling the thin, silky fabric bunch between my fingers. I couldn’t lie to myself. Holding it turned me on. Thinking about wearing it turned me on even more. My cock was already swelling inside my shorts at the realization that I might actually put it on, even if it meant having Heather as an audience—a humiliation I couldn’t imagine a rival for.

I hesitated for another moment before Heather cleared her throat, making her impatience unmistakable.

“Get ’em on already, pussy boy.”

“Pussy boy?” I mouthed quietly to myself, insulted and frustrated in equal measure. I stood and held the thong up in front of me, staring at how little fabric there was.

“You have ten seconds to get into those panties before I send those photos to your mom,” Heather snapped.

That was all the motivation I needed.

I quickly undressed, yanking my shirt over my head and tugging my shorts down my legs before reluctantly hooking my fingers beneath the waistband of my boxers.

“Fuck,” I whispered, wincing as I turned away from Heather.

I bent over and pulled my boxers down, peeling them off my feet. I had to choose between showing Heather my completely naked ass or turning around and revealing my cock and balls. I opted for my ass.

Heather immediately hooted. “Yeah, take it off!”

My face burned. I straightened and held the panties against my cock, which was already swollen and growing harder despite the humiliation prickling over every inch of my skin. I bit my lip and shook my head in disgust and disbelief as I bent over and began sliding the thong up my legs.

As I did, Heather barked, “Spread your ass open—I want to see your hole.”

“My hole?” I asked, looking back over my shoulder.

“You know. Your pussy,” she said with a giggle.

“I don’t have a pussy,” I said, my voice tight with humiliation.

“You do now,” she said. “You’re bent over with a hot-pink thong strapped around your knees. It’s safe to say your butt is now a certified pussy.”

“I don’t—” I started to argue.

“Do it, or those photos are going to your mom,” Heather snapped.

I reached back and pulled my ass cheeks apart for her, exposing myself completely. I knew my butt was pink and smooth. I’d always thought it was particularly pretty for an eighteen-year-old guy. I often liked looking at it in the mirror while I fingered myself, watching it tense and flex around my fingers.

But I knew none of that was going to help me retain even a shred of masculinity in front of Heather.

“What a cute little pussy you have,” she laughed.

I heard her rustling through the shopping bag again. After a moment, she pulled out another item, though I couldn’t quite see what she held in her hand. Whatever it was, it was small.

“Now, before you pull the thong up, I think we need to put this on. Let me see your dick,” she said.

The phrase let me see your dick, spoken in such a sultry, demanding tone, made my cock harden even more between my legs. Despite everything, my body reacted instantly.

I turned around and showed myself to Heather.

She motioned for me to come closer. I obeyed, and the moment I stepped within reach, she lowered the small plastic object toward my cock.

“Now stay still,” she said.

Suddenly, she grabbed my cock and squeezed.

“What are you doing?” I yelped, panicking as she gripped the head of my cock as hard as she could.

“You need to get soft,” she said, sounding almost disgusted by my erection. “It’s not going to work until your dumb penis is soft again. It’s too big.”

Hearing Heather say my cock was too big only made me harder. My shaft throbbed stubbornly in her fist, encouraged by the words even while the pressure of her hand bordered on painful.

But with enough force, my cock finally began to shrink and soften. Watching it wilt in her grip left me feeling strangely dejected, as though even my body had surrendered to her.

“Now stay still,” she repeated. “And don’t look. Look up at the…ceiling or something,” she demanded.

I did as she said, tipping my head back and staring upward while my heart beat hard against my ribs. A moment later, I felt something cold and tight being fitted around my cock and balls.

I looked down just as the plastic chamber snapped closed around my shaft.

“What is this?” I asked, staring at the strange plastic cage enclosing my dick.

“It’s a cock cage, just for you,” Heather said.

I watched as she inserted a key and twisted it. When she pulled her hand away, I saw an actual lock securing the cage around my cock.

“Wait a second. What the fuck?” I said.

“Don’t mind that. It’s only there to keep your dumb dick from getting hard and ruining the experience. That thong is tiny—I don’t need you getting hard and poking against it until it looks like a tent or something.” She giggled. “Now go on and finish modeling for me.”

I sighed and shook my head. My cock was already trying to swell inside the rigid plastic, but there was nowhere for it to go. The pressure built immediately, my warm flesh pressing helplessly against the cold cage.

I bit my lip, grabbed the thong, and yanked it the rest of the way up my body until the narrow waistband fit snugly around my hips.

I looked down.

The thong covered my cock and balls, the bright pink fabric stretched over the cage beneath it. There was still a slight bulge, probably from the hard plastic encasing me, but it looked surprisingly believable.

At least from a distance.

“Turn around—I want to see,” Heather said with glee.

I obeyed, slowly turning to face her so she could take in the sight of me standing there in nothing but the bright pink thong. The excitement in her eyes was immediately obvious. Her whole face lit up as she looked me over, openly enjoying every second of it.

“Wow,” she said with a laugh. “Yes! That is perfect! Now, put this on.” She reached into the bag and pulled out a long, flowing blonde wig, which she held out to me.

“A wig?” I asked.

“Do it!” she said. “Keep going and you’ll be done in no time, and your mom will never know what a dirty girl you are.”

“But I’m a boy!” I protested.

“Not for long,” Heather said with a chuckle.

“Come on, spin around for me, and then bend over. Give me your best kissy face, too, like you’re posing with your friends,” Heather said.

I reluctantly obeyed her. I couldn’t help feeling more humiliated than I ever had before, my face growing hotter with every ridiculous pose she made me strike. And yet my cock was struggling to grow inside the tiny plastic cage latched tightly around it. I felt unbearably turned on by the fact that I was wearing such dainty, scanty panties, the thin fabric stretched snugly across my hips and between my ass cheeks.

I didn’t want to admit it, but I felt pretty. I didn’t feel like a guy wearing some girl’s panties—I felt like an actual, beautiful girl. The sensation was strange and thrilling, even while every part of me insisted I should be ashamed of it.

I wasn’t thrilled to be sharing the experience with my bully, Heather. But there was something about being put up to all of it by her that made my body seem to enjoy it even more—as though I could surrender to the pleasure because I didn’t feel like I’d chosen it. I never would’ve let myself wear panties before. I would’ve felt far too embarrassed, far too weird, to even try them on. But with Heather blackmailing me into it, I had few options except to obey.

And obedience made everything easier.

I came to appreciate the cock cage, too. With the hard plastic wrapped around my dick, Heather couldn’t see exactly how aroused her antics were making me. The cage concealed the evidence even as my cock strained helplessly inside it.

I strutted around the room, blew kisses at her, and played with the long ends of my blonde wig. I swayed my hips with exaggerated confidence, pretending the entire thing was natural. For those few moments, I felt like the hottest girl in town, and Heather seemed to enjoy every second of my performance.

Her amusement no longer seemed born entirely from some sadistic need to humiliate me, either. Instead, Heather appeared to be genuinely enjoying the sight of me dressed as a girl. She watched me with a fascination that felt almost pure, as if she wasn’t only laughing at me anymore. She liked what she saw.

After a few minutes, I thought perhaps we would finally be done. But Heather had a funny look in her eyes and a curious grin curling across her lips.

“I think it’s time to make you a real girl, Julie,” she said, twisting my name into its feminine counterpart.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Uh-uh. Get your pitch higher—give me your best girl voice,” Heather insisted.

“Um, like this?” I said, raising my voice until it came out light, breathy, and girlish.

Heather laughed and nodded enthusiastically at my accomplishment.

“I think first you should come over here and get down on your knees,” Heather said.

I lowered myself to my knees and started toward her as she began working her way out of her skirt. The carpet scraped softly against my bare knees as I crawled closer. She bit her lip and grinned as I approached, tugging the skirt down her body until she was left in nothing but her own pink cotton panties.

“Now, Julie, you’re obviously into girls and guys, so I think it’s time you get a little practice in,” she said. “It’s time for you to practice eating a girl out.”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them off her hips, sliding them slowly down her legs until they dangled from her toes. Then she let her thighs spread apart as she reclined against the headboard.

At once, I saw her pink, puffy pussy open before me like a rosy, glistening flower.

“Fuck,” I groaned as my cock tried to swell inside the cage.

It was becoming almost numb from the pressure, the cramped plastic leaving it nowhere to go. My stubborn cock tried to grow regardless, pressing painfully against the rigid chamber. The sharp discomfort felt like a reprimand, as though the cage itself were punishing me for being so aroused.

But I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t only dressed as a sexy girl—now I was going to eat Heather’s pussy.

I groaned beneath my breath as I moved closer. I inhaled, catching the sweet, intimate scent of her sex just before she grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair and pushed my head down against her mound.

At once, I felt her wet, soft folds mashed against my lips. The warmth of her startled me. I parted my mouth and slid my tongue between them, awkwardly wading through her pussy, exploring its slick texture and unfamiliar taste.

“Come on, Julie, eat me,” she urged.

“Fuck,” she moaned as my tongue slid unknowingly over her clit.

When I heard her reaction, I repeated the motion, paying closer attention this time. I brushed my tongue over the same spot slowly and studiously, trying to learn what made her respond. Heather’s hips began rocking back and forth against my mouth, directing the movement whenever my inexperienced tongue lost its place.

I felt her hand tighten against my head again, pushing my mouth firmly against her soft, wet pussy. I continued licking until, after several minutes, my tongue felt tired and my jaw began to lock up from the awkward angle.

“Almost there, Julie,” Heather moaned breathlessly. “Keep going—don’t you dare stop!”

I continued licking her clit—or, at least, continued offering her my tongue. Heather held my hair tightly in her fist and controlled my movements almost more than I controlled them myself. She ground her mound against my mouth, rubbing her clit over my tongue until I could feel her thighs tensing around my head.

Then her legs began to shake violently.

“Oh… oh, fuck… Oh, fuck… Oh!” Heather panted.

Her hips bucked against my face as she held me in place. After nearly a minute, her grip finally loosened, and I pulled my head up, breathing hard. My lips, chin, and mouth were covered in the glistening slickness of her pussy.

“Julie, you whore,” she said with a laugh. “You made me cum! You’re obviously not a virgin.”

“I…” I started, but I couldn’t begin to fathom what I was supposed to say.

That was fine, because Heather impatiently jumped from the bed before I could find an answer.

“Bend over the bed, Julie, like this,” she said, positioning me until I was on my knees with my chest pressed against the top of the mattress. She maneuvered me until I was bent over the edge, my ass sticking high in the air and the narrow strip of pink fabric disappearing between my cheeks.

“So, Julie, I know how much you like dick,” Heather said, twirling her bangs around one finger.

A devilish smile spread across her lips, making me increasingly nervous about what she had planned for my next humiliation. I couldn’t imagine anything more degrading than what had already happened, but that was only because I didn’t possess the vicious imagination of a bully like Heather.

“I—I don’t know about that,” I said.

I would’ve been lying if I claimed I wasn’t at least a little interested, however. There was something strangely arousing about Heather’s humiliating puppetry of my masculinity. I felt as though I were dangling beneath her fingers while she controlled me by invisible strings, making me dance for her and transforming me into a beautiful girl one command at a time.

And I had to admit, at least privately, that Heather had turned me into the most attractive version of myself. Suddenly, I was the hottest person on the block. Maybe I wasn’t a guy anymore, but I was still hot—and that knowledge sent another helpless pulse through the cock trapped inside my cage.

And the more she taunted me, the more I realized I enjoyed being manipulated into doing whatever she wanted, too. I liked giving up control. I liked the submission, the vulnerability, the humiliation. At least, my cock did. Even trapped inside the hard plastic cage hidden beneath my thong, it strained against the confinement, aching with frustrated excitement it couldn't fully express.

"Well, stay just like that and I'll show you the last thing I bought for you," she said.

She sat on the bed with her legs still spread wide, making sure that while I remained bent over the edge, my face stayed only inches from her pussy. The position itself felt intentional, another reminder that I was exactly where she wanted me. My eyes widened as she reached into the shopping bag and pulled something free.

It was a thick leather harness, and attached to it was an enormous fake cock.

The thing was massive—long, thick, and rubbery, complete with raised veins, a pronounced, chiseled head, and a pair of equally oversized balls at its base.

"Viola!" she said with a grin.

She climbed onto her knees and buckled the harness around her waist until the cock hung from her pelvis as though it belonged there. She wrapped one hand around the thick shaft.

"Open wide."

"Wh-what?" I asked.

"Open your mouth. You're going to learn to suck dick now."

"I don't know," I said, hesitating.

"What was your mom's email again? Oh, that's right. It's Deborah-dash-C at..."

"Okay, okay," I relented.

I slowly parted my lips and watched the broad, flared head move toward my mouth. Heather thrust her hips forward, and instantly I felt the thick rubber head stretching my lips around it.

"Mmm... mmm," I moaned.

She pushed it in until my mouth was completely full, the oversized cock leaving barely any room to breathe, let alone speak. Every sound I tried to make dissolved into muffled vibrations around the thick rubber shaft.

"Suck it," she said, grinning from ear to ear. "Let's hear how much you love cock, Julie."

She watched me with open amusement, enjoying every second of my embarrassment.

"Back and forth. That's it."

I reluctantly obeyed, sliding my mouth along the fake cock as though it were real. I hadn't wanted to do it—not at first—but the more Heather mocked me, the more she called me Julie and treated me like a girl, the hotter I became. Before long I was moaning shamelessly around the rubber cock, not because the sensation itself felt especially good, but because my own dick was swelling helplessly inside the tiny plastic cage. Every pulse made the tight plastic bite into me harder until the pressure bordered on painful.

"You love dick, don't you, Julie? You dirty little whore," Heather said, gripping the base of the cock and looking down her nose at me while I bobbed my head over the long, thick shaft hanging from her waist. "You want every drop of cum, don't you?"

My eyes followed her hand.

Only then did I notice the small squeeze bulb attached near the base of the cock.

"Get ready. I'm about to cum."

Before I had time to react, something warm, thick, and salty shot against the back of my throat.

I jerked backward immediately, gagging as I coughed and sputtered, trying to clear my mouth.

Heather shook her head in exaggerated disappointment.

"Julie, you're supposed to swallow the load."

"What is that?" I cried between coughs. "It can actually cum?!"

"Yes, but you ruined it by being such a prude. I guess you wanted me to finish somewhere else instead."

She hopped off the bed and circled behind me.

"Now let's try this instead," she said. "Such a tight, pink little pussy. I know it's just hungry for a big dick like this one."

She squeezed the bulb again, and I felt several thick globs of the fake cum splatter against my asshole.

I thought that had been the finale.

I had no idea it was only the beginning.

Using the broad tip of the cock, Heather slowly spread the slick, gooey fluid around my hole, rubbing it over every inch until my opening was completely coated. The lubricant felt warm against my skin as she worked it in with slow, deliberate circles. Then she covered the first several inches of the rubber cock with the same slippery liquid, making sure every inch glistened.

"All right, Julie. If you can handle this, I'll forget all about those dirty photos. Are you ready to get pounded like the dirty girl you are?" Heather asked.

"Wait... you're going to... in my... butt..." I started.

“Last chance to agree or I’m calling your mom,” Heather grinned.

“Okay, okay, just go slow,” I relented. Secretly, though, I was far too curious to refuse. I’d fingered myself enough times, after all, to know I loved anything involving my ass. Even the mild ache of stretching myself had always made my cock twitch. But I’d never taken anything so big or so deep in my butt before—and certainly nothing that looked exactly like an actual cock.

“Hold your thong to the side like the cheap whore you are,” Heather laughed.

Heat rushed into my face, but I reached back and hooked my fingers beneath the narrow strap, pulling it aside just as she began pressing the thick head against my hole. I felt the ache in my butt almost immediately, sharp and demanding. My whole body tensed. I gasped and gritted my teeth, groaning through them as Heather pushed into me, slowly splitting my tight hole open around the big rubber cock.

“That’s it,” she said as I moaned over and over, trying to breathe through the pain of being broken open.

“Fuck, fuck,” I gasped. “It hurts.”

“You’re such a virgin,” Heather giggled. “But I’ll let it pass since you’re such a pretty girl.”

I immediately felt flattered by the compliment, a warm little thrill spreading through me before I had to remind myself that I was still a guy. At least, I was supposed to be. But it was as if the longer we continued this little role-play, the more I lost myself in my new identity as Julie. I moaned like Julie and huffed like her, my breath coming out in soft, helpless little sounds. It didn’t take long before my thoughts started feeling more like Julie’s, too—secretly begging for another inch of the big dick as I held my cute little thong out of the way.

“Fuck,” I cried as Heather pushed deeper into me, and I felt the massive head forcing its way farther into my butt without mercy. The pressure was overwhelming, stretching me wider than I’d thought possible. Heather pulled back for a moment, giving my body only a second of relief before pushing back inside.

She lacked the intuition that came with actually having a cock. Instead, her thrusts were jerky and mechanical, each one catching me before my body was quite ready for the next. And yet, my cock was still desperate to bloom inside the cage, swelling uselessly against the hard plastic. The more I was humiliated and treated like dirt at the hands of my bully, the more I loved it. I loved it because Heather had turned me into the girl I’d always wanted to be, even if I’d never been brave enough to admit it.

It didn’t take much longer before my pain-inspired profanities turned into pleas for Heather to go deeper and harder.

“Fuck me,” I moaned as my ass slowly adapted to the big, thick shaft buried inside it.

The initial burn began to fade. Soon enough, I felt only the deep, dull ache of the big cock stretching and filling me, with none of the sharp pain that had made me clench before. My body loosened around her. In fact, Heather’s thrusting gradually became rhythmic and smooth, her hips finding a steady motion as the rubber shaft slid in and out of me. Each deep stroke dragged against something inside that made my stomach tighten.

Before long, I felt as though I were on the verge of climax.

I couldn’t believe it. I felt like I could come at any moment.

But my dick isn’t hard, I thought. How is this possible?

I didn’t have time to think it through. The more Heather pumped back and forth—the more I suffered humiliation at her hands, dressed like a skimpy college girl and fucked with a big, powerful cock—the more I felt myself getting ready to burst. The cage kept my cock trapped and soft, but the pleasure inside me kept building anyway, hot and relentless.

There was something she was hitting deep in my ass that left me feeling like a girl having her G-spot struck over and over, each thrust pushing her closer to an explosive release. I didn’t know if it worked quite like that, but I certainly felt that way. My thighs trembled beneath me, and my fingers tightened around the thin strap of my thong.

“Please…fuck…just…like that…” I begged breathlessly.

“Oh, Julie likes my big dick, doesn’t she?” Heather laughed. “Well, I’m about to come,” she continued. “Do you want to be pumped full of cum? You do, don’t you? Because you’re a dirty girl, and you’ve always been one. You just never realized it!”

She giggled.

I could do nothing but moan as the pressure inside me suddenly snapped. My body seized, and I felt tiny spurts of cum spray through the small hole at the tip of my cock cage.

“Oh…FUCK!” I cried as Heather pumped into me a few final times, each thrust making my trapped cock pulse again. “Fuck…”

“Are you…are you coming?” Heather said, incredulous. “Oh, Julie, you are such a slut!” she gasped.

“You’re going to get my full load now,” she said.

In the haze of my orgasm, I could faintly feel the warm, gooey liquid shooting deep into my ass as Heather pumped the little bulb. The sensation was strange and filthy, warmth spreading inside me while the thick cock remained buried between my cheeks. I felt just like a girl, coming on a big dick while she was filled with sperm—all while wearing my wig and panties, my high-pitched moans spilling helplessly from my mouth.

Heather had properly feminized me, and somewhere beneath the lingering waves of pleasure, I knew there would be no going back.

She finally pulled out, the thick rubber shaft dragging slowly through my sore, stretched hole. Cool air touched the wet skin between my cheeks. Heather laughed, noting how my gaping ass was still throbbing wildly.

I turned around and lay sprawled across the carpet, catching my breath as blissful exhaustion settled over me. My body felt heavy and loose, my pulse still beating deep inside my ass. Heather unstrapped the cock from her waist and shook her head.

“Julie, you’re an even bigger whore than I thought.”

I didn’t respond. I wasn’t sure I could. My breathing was still uneven, and my face felt hot against the carpet.

Heather laughed and continued, “I always knew you were meant to be a girl, Julian. And today, you proved it. You look way hotter as a girl. I’ll let you keep all of it,” she said as she bent forward.

I felt her hands wrap around my cock and looked down to see her unlocking the cage. The plastic felt tight against my swollen flesh, and I experienced instant relief when it was finally unlatched. My cock expanded as much as it could, still pulsing and throbbing from my anal orgasm.

“You even came without being able to get hard or touch yourself. You came just like a girl, from having a big dick inside you,” Heather giggled.

Right at that moment, we both heard a vibration.

Heather looked over and grabbed her phone. “Hmm, looks like I’ve got another interview. They want to see me right away,” she said. “I was going to surprise you, but why don’t you look through my shopping bag? There’s some makeup and a few other things in there. Make sure you’ve got it all on by the time I get back,” Heather ordered.

“And you won’t tell my mom?” I said.

“No, I suppose not. You did everything,” she said. “I’ll delete all of it. I know now that you’re going to dress up for me because you want to do it. I don’t have to make you do it,” she laughed as she started out of the room.

I hated that she was right, but she was.

The moment she left, I crawled toward the shopping bag and began looking through it, my lingering exhaustion replaced by a nervous rush of excitement. The crinkling paper sounded strangely loud in the quiet room as I reached inside, eager to discover what else she’d chosen for me and what my new life as Julie might look like.

Suddenly, I found myself hoping Heather would stay the entire week.

She had tons to teach me about how to be a girl, and I couldn’t wait to start.
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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!
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Deep Desires (10 Books)
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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.
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