

RUINED BY HIM
Feminized Femboy First Time



JANE FUTA



Contents



Copyright
Mailing List
Ruined by Him
Want New Stories?
Want More Stories?
About the Author



Copyright



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

[image: ]


Text copyright 2026 by Jane Futa.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Published by Jane Futa.


Mailing List



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!


Ruined by Him



It all started the day Nolan and I stumbled across a dusty old box shoved in the back corner of his uncle’s clothing store.

“I want all this junk moved out. You can keep whatever you want—just get it out of here,” his uncle Gabe had told us, waving a hand toward the cluttered storage room like it was cursed.

We didn’t ask questions. We didn’t care where the stuff had come from or why it was shoved back there. All we heard was the part where he offered us two hundred bucks each to clear the place out, no questions asked.

For a couple of broke college sophomores with empty wallets and growing wish lists for our online gaming setups, it was a no-brainer. That kind of money was basically gold.

“No need to hire a junk removal company,” Nolan had said right away, puffing up like we were doing his uncle a huge favor. “We’ve got it.”

It turned out to be a better deal than we’d expected. Sure, there were about thirty boxes, and yeah, some of them were heavier than they looked, but we were done in just over an hour. No broken backs. No horror-movie rats crawling out from under anything. Just a lot of sealed cardboard and the vague smell of fabric softener and dust.

We loaded up Nolan’s beat-up pickup and crammed what we could into the back of my hatchback, then made the drive back to our off-campus apartment with absolutely zero plan for what came next.

“We can just toss them in the dumpster out here,” Nolan said once we parked, sounding way too proud of himself for suggesting it.

“That’d be great,” I said, “if Frank wasn’t gonna come kick our asses over it.”

Frank was the repair guy for the complex—older, cranky, probably ex-military—and he’d already plastered the place with flyers about not overfilling the dumpsters. The last one even said there were cameras watching now, like we were living under martial law or something.

Nolan shrugged, undeterred. “So we unplug the cameras and do it in the middle of the night.”

He licked his lips, crossed his thick arms, and raised his eyebrows at me like he’d just solved a puzzle no one else could crack.

I gave him a look. “First of all, this isn’t fucking Mission Impossible. Second, we’ve got, what—ten, fifteen boxes of clothes? Some of that stuff’s new, right? We could maybe—I don’t know—sell it? You ever think of that, genius?”

Okay, maybe the sarcasm was a little much. But still.

Nolan ran a hand through his short dark hair, smirking. “I dare you to go put a box of those clothes on Frank’s doorstep.”

I sighed and tilted my head back toward the sky like I was asking the universe for strength. Because of course he dared me. Of course he did.

That had been the theme of our summer. Nolan and I had gotten into this dangerous rhythm of constantly trying to outdo each other. Dares. Bets. Stupid challenges called out mid-game, with the loser owing dinner or having to do something ridiculous. I wasn’t sure how it started, or why it had kept going, but we couldn’t seem to stop. It was like we were addicted to pushing each other’s buttons.

Now it was October. The air was turning sharp, the campus was buzzing with midterm stress, and the two of us were still caught up in the same back-and-forth like nothing had changed.

It made sense that Nolan thrived on dares. He grew up in a house full of boys—five brothers, all louder, rougher, and more competitive than the next. Everything in that house was a contest, from who could eat the most pancakes to who could bench the most weight. I’d been over there once. It was chaos. The kind of place where tackling someone into the couch was just how you said hello.

My house had been quieter. Calmer. I had two younger sisters and parents who valued good grades, clean language, and polite indoor voices. We weren’t wrestling in the living room or taking bets on who could chug a bottle of hot sauce. If one of my sisters dared me to do anything, it was usually something like "wear this sparkly headband for the family photo."

So yeah, Nolan’s whole vibe was new to me.

We met during freshman orientation. Total accident. I think we were the last two guys left without assigned roommates, and someone at the housing desk paired us up based on alphabetized last names. He was the kind of guy you noticed right away—broad-shouldered, confident, always wearing a fitted tee like it was made just for him. Total jock.

I mean, I ran track in high school, but no one ever lumped us in with the “real” athletes. Even we didn’t take ourselves that seriously. The football team got the girls, the basketball team got the attention, and the hockey team got a weird amount of school spirit despite never actually winning anything. Track kids? We were the leftovers. Quiet nerds. Theater kids who liked to sprint. Gay guys. Bookworms. Anyone with enough stamina to run a few miles but no hand-eye coordination to speak of.

I fit right in. I played more World of Warcraft than I care to admit, and I’d rather spend my weekends grinding quests than grinding against strangers at a party. I had no interest in frat houses, no clue how to talk to girls, and even less desire to fake it.

Nolan, on the other hand, lived for that stuff. Tailgates, keg stands, one-night stands—you name it. I was pretty sure the only reason he made it to class was because his coach made attendance mandatory.

It honestly surprised both of us that we didn’t end up hating each other. Our dorm was tiny, barely big enough for two twin beds and a pair of desks, and we had zero in common on paper. But I’d always been the type to adapt. I wasn’t confrontational. I didn’t push back. I just… adjusted. I kept my headset volume low when I gamed, stayed out of his way when he came home sweaty from practice, and never asked questions about the girls he brought back—when he actually bothered to come back at all.

He never mocked me for my games or my books. That was something. He didn’t get it, but he didn’t make me feel weird about it either.

“Shit, I like to play Madden on Xbox,” he told me once, almost like he was offering a truce. “That’s kind of the same thing, right?”

It wasn’t, but I appreciated the effort.

Eventually, we met halfway. I played Xbox with him sometimes, even though he thrashed me every damn game, and he made a half-assed character on World of Warcraft just to see what it was about. He played for maybe a week before quitting, but still—he tried.

Then football season kicked in, and Nolan basically vanished. Between practice, games, and his revolving door of hookups, I barely saw him in the dorms. He’d breeze in, take a five-minute shower, change clothes, and disappear again.

He never missed an opportunity to tell me who he’d hooked up with, though. Usually in vivid detail. Sometimes mid-bite of his protein bar.

And yeah, part of me was jealous. I wanted a girlfriend, too. Or at least to feel desirable. But I didn’t go out of my way to pursue anyone. I was more comfortable reading about sexy necromancers and enchantresses in my litRPG novels than I was actually flirting in real life.

Still, I wanted what Nolan had. Not necessarily the girls or the attention—but the confidence. The ease. The way he carried himself like he already knew people liked him. He didn’t have to try. He just was.

Me? I was five-six on a good day, with barely any muscle and a tendency to slouch. Girls called me “pretty,” which always felt like a backhanded compliment. Not hot. Not sexy. Not even cute. Just pretty. Like a porcelain doll or a watercolor painting.

At first, I’d taken it as a win. Any compliment from a girl felt like a miracle back in high school. But over time, I started to understand what it really meant. I wasn’t the guy they wanted to climb into bed with. I was the one they braided friendship bracelets for and told secrets to. I was the safe option. The soft boy. The “you’d make such a great brother” guy.

Eventually, I stopped trying to be anything else. I leaned into it. Played the role. Better to accept it than keep getting disappointed.

But when I looked at Nolan—even just from across the room—I couldn’t help but wish I could swap places with him for a day. Just to know what it felt like to be wanted the way he was. To take up space without having to apologize for it.

He was over six feet tall, solid as a statue, with a chest and arms that belonged in a fitness magazine. His rich, brown hair always looked effortlessly good, like he had some secret trick to make it fall perfectly without trying. Stylish, but not flashy. Just enough to be noticed.

Once Nolan and I moved off campus and into our new apartment, we started spending more time together again. Football season hadn’t gone the way he wanted—training camp had been a mess, and he’d been bumped down to second-string tight end. It pissed him off, but it also meant he had a little more free time. Less practice. Fewer team meetings. More late nights gaming.

So that’s how most of our evenings went. The two of us sprawled out in our cramped living room, controllers in hand, trash-talking each other through round after round of whatever game we were hooked on that week. Sometimes we talked about girls—mostly the ones we wished we’d had the nerve to go after back in high school. The ones who used to smile at us in the hallway or sit too close in math class, and now existed only in nostalgic hindsight and imaginary second chances.

The apartment itself was decent but small. Two bedrooms, eight hundred square feet, and just enough space for the basics. It wasn’t built for storage, let alone thirty oversized cardboard boxes full of who-knows-what from Nolan’s uncle’s shop.

But that didn’t stop Nolan from trying.

Determined as ever, he grabbed a couple boxes from the bed of his truck and started hauling them up the narrow outdoor staircase to our second-floor unit. He grunted on every trip, thudding them down one by one in the middle of the living room like it was no big deal.

I watched from the couch, legs stretched out on the coffee table, arms folded across my chest. By the time he dropped off the tenth box and stopped to wipe the sweat off his forehead, I could tell it had finally dawned on him that I’d been right all along. There just wasn’t enough room.

“Look at you, sittin’ there all smug,” Nolan said, slapping the nearest box with the flat of his hand. “What are you so happy about? We still have to get rid of this shit.”

“I told you it wouldn’t fit up here,” I said, trying not to grin.

He narrowed his eyes at me. “Oh yeah? Well, then, smartass—if you’re too good to dump it in the dumpster, what’s your big idea?”

I shrugged like I didn’t care, but the truth was, I had been thinking about it. “We could drive around and find some other dumpsters. Ones that don’t have security cameras. Or hell, maybe we just take it to that donation kiosk by the student union. Toss it all in there.”

His eyes lit up like I’d just suggested something illegal and brilliant at the same time.

“Holy shit,” he said, breaking into a grin. “You’re a genius. I didn’t even think of that.”

Before I could answer, he was already out the door, bounding down the stairs with the kind of reckless energy only Nolan could pull off.

“Bro, what about these?” I shouted after him, gesturing to the boxes still cluttering the living room.

He reappeared in the doorway long enough to wave me off. “Leave ‘em for now. I’ll throw those in the dumpster later. They’ll fit.”

He said it with total confidence, like he’d already solved the world’s problems.

We spent the next thirty minutes hauling the rest of the boxes back into the cars and making trips to the donation kiosk. It sat on the edge of campus like a bright red mailbox on steroids, clearly not designed for the sheer volume of stuff we had. We ended up stacking boxes around it like a barricade, pretending we didn’t notice how ridiculous it looked.

Every time we got out of the car, we glanced over our shoulders, both of us low-key paranoid that someone might stop us. It wasn’t illegal, but it sure felt shady. Like we were dumping stolen goods or unloading a body.

Still, once those boxes were off our hands, they weren’t our problem anymore.

When we finally got back to the apartment, tired and sweaty and satisfied with ourselves, we were riding high on the victory of easy money. It wasn’t until I stepped over the few remaining boxes in the living room that I realized we’d never actually looked inside any of them.

“Want to see what’s in these?” I asked, nudging one with my foot.

Nolan gave a half-hearted shrug. “Eh. Probably just a bunch of cheap women’s clothes.”

He wasn’t wrong. That’s what we’d been told. But for some reason, I was curious now. Maybe it was the boredom, or maybe it was the whisper of possibility that something valuable could be buried inside. Designer brands. Vintage stuff. Hidden treasures.

I wasn’t exactly rolling in cash, and we’d just dumped god knows how much inventory without a second thought. If there was something worth selling, maybe we could still grab it. Maybe it wasn’t too late to make a last-minute dash back to the kiosk and pull a few boxes back before they disappeared for good.

We should’ve checked sooner. But Nolan and I had been too focused on the cash in our pockets to think about anything else.

Nolan flopped onto the couch, grabbing a throw pillow to prop behind his back as he reached for the Xbox controller. He tapped the power button, and the screen came to life with a heavy bass rumble as the console logo spread across the television in a blaze of blue and white.

I grabbed a pair of scissors from the junk drawer in the kitchen and made my way to the nearest unopened box. The packaging tape was stiff, slightly yellowed at the edges, and pulled tight across the top. I slid the blade beneath it and started sawing through the seam.

“What do you want to look in there for, anyway?” Nolan asked without even glancing my way. His eyes were glued to the screen as the main menu loaded, the soft click of his thumb on the controller the only thing breaking the silence.

I shrugged, crouching down beside the box. “I don’t know. You’re not even a little curious? What if it’s something interesting? Or worth something?”

Nolan snorted. “Maybe. But it came from Gabe’s shop, dude. He told us it was all unsold inventory. If he couldn’t move it down on the boardwalk—prime tourist traffic and all—what makes you think we could?”

He leaned forward, selecting a game, the background music starting to loop behind him.

“We don’t know jack about women’s clothes, man,” he added. “You gonna open an Etsy store or something?”

“Whatever,” I muttered, slicing through the last bit of tape. “I’m looking anyway. Who knows, maybe he accidentally stuffed a box full of cash or something.”

Nolan raised an eyebrow. “That’d be stealing, bro.”

“Relax,” I said, rolling my eyes. “It was a joke. Jesus.”

I unfolded the cardboard flaps and started digging through the contents. Plastic-wrapped garments rustled beneath my fingers. It was packed full—stacked high with sealed packages of clothing in every color and fabric type imaginable. Lacy red lingerie with scalloped edges. Glossy satin slips. Cotton skirts that looked like something a middle school teacher might wear on casual Friday. One piece had a label that read “butter-soft modal” and felt smooth beneath my fingertips, almost slippery.

I sighed and sat back on my heels, unimpressed.

“Lingerie and schoolmarm dresses,” I said flatly. “Guess we missed out on that fortune.”

“Told you,” Nolan said, patting the couch beside him without looking up. “Come on. Game’s loaded. I’ll even let you lose with some dignity this time.”

I got up and sank into the cushion beside him, taking the controller he offered. He didn’t say anything more for a few seconds, but I could tell he was smug about it. The kind of smug only Nolan could pull off without even trying.

“What’d I tell you?” he said again, grinning as the match countdown ticked on screen.

“Whatever,” I muttered. “You have no imagination.”

He turned toward me, feigning offense. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. That’s right. You never know what you’ll find if you just bother to look.”

“I don’t need imagination,” Nolan said, adjusting the pillow behind his back. “I’m going pro, remember? I catch the football. That’s all I need to do. You’re the one banking on fantasy.”

He held up both hands and made little air quotes. “Imagination.”

I shot him a look. “Right. And in five years, you’ll be doing voiceovers for car dealership commercials in your hometown, trying to act like being a backup tight end means something.”

He laughed at that and gave me a playful shove. “Bro, if the money’s good, who cares? Bring on the endorsements. I’ll do a whole campaign for a sports bar if they give me free wings and a decent paycheck.”

I grinned. “Of course you would.”

Nolan chuckled, then tilted his head like he was thinking too hard. “Seriously, though. You never talk about girls. Not like… at all.”

I paused, my thumb hovering over the joystick. “So?”

“So,” he said, eyeing me sideways, “are you gay or something? Like, if you are, that’s cool, but you’ve got this whole ‘not interested’ thing going on. Either you’ve got superhuman self-control, or you’re not into girls.”

My face flushed before I could stop it. That sudden, crawling heat hit me right in the cheeks, and I knew he noticed. I furrowed my brow and gave him a sharp look.

“Gay? Seriously? Just because I’m not constantly running my mouth about tits doesn’t mean I’m into dudes.”

He raised his hands in mock surrender. “Alright, alright. Just saying. You’re kind of a mystery, bro.”

Then he smirked again, eyes flicking toward the half-open box.

“Maybe you should be wearing some of that stuff. You might make a better girl than a guy.”

He laughed, jabbing me in the ribs with his elbow like it was the best punchline he’d ever delivered.

“Fuck you,” I said, shoving him back harder than before. “Maybe you should try it. You’ve got the legs for it.”

“Oh please,” he said. “I’m not the pretty boy here.”

The way he said it made me tense. Pretty boy. That term always hit me the wrong way. He didn’t know that, of course. I’d never told him. But the way it slipped out so casually—like he already knew it would get under my skin—made something twist in my stomach.

That quiet sting of frustration settled deep and low, humming beneath the surface. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction, but I also couldn’t stop myself.

Something about the way he looked at me. The way he joked.

It was like he wanted me to prove something.

And maybe I did.

Which is probably why I opened my mouth and said the next thing before I’d really thought it through. “You want to bet?” I asked, trying to sound casual even though my heart had started beating a little harder.

Nolan leaned back, one arm draped across the back of the couch. He cocked his brow like he was daring me to say more, then grinned wide, teeth flashing in a way that made his whole face light up. I knew that look. It was the same one I would’ve given him if the roles had been reversed. Neither of us could back down from a challenge. It just wasn’t in our wiring.

“What’d ya got?” he asked, voice low and lazy, like he already assumed he was going to win.

I hesitated. My mouth opened before my brain had even figured out the terms, and now I was stuck. “Um, well… I don’t know yet,” I admitted, rubbing the back of my neck and trying to buy a second or two. “I just… I don’t know. I wanted to prove something.”

Nolan snorted. “How about this, then. One game of Madden. Winner picks an outfit from the box. Loser has to wear it.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

He nodded. “Whatever the winner picks. Could be the ugliest dress in there, could be a thong. Doesn’t matter. You in or not?”

Normally, I might’ve hesitated. The idea of dressing up in women’s clothes for Nolan’s amusement wasn’t exactly something I’d considered doing with my Friday night. But the way he looked at me—with that smirk, that spark of challenge in his eyes—I couldn’t say no. There was no way I was going to punk out and look like a coward in front of him.

Besides, he might’ve been the real-life football player, but that didn’t mean he was unbeatable on a screen. We’d gone head-to-head plenty of times, and my win record was right around fifty-fifty. Madden was my turf, too.

So I swallowed the nerves that had started to creep up my spine and nodded. “Alright,” I said, sealing the deal with a tight-lipped smile. I reached out and shook his hand. “Let’s go.”

We loaded up the game, settled deeper into the couch, and got to it.

It didn’t start well.

By the time the first quarter was over, Nolan was already up by two touchdowns. By halftime, he was up by three. My team was falling apart, my plays were sloppy, and my confidence had all but vanished. I could feel sweat forming under my T-shirt, soaking lightly at the collar, and the controller was starting to feel damp in my hands.

Nolan paused the game and leaned back, stretching his arms behind his head like he didn’t have a care in the world. “You’re gonna look so pretty in that lingerie, bro,” he said, grinning like a maniac. “Hope you like red lace.”

He actually started laughing—full-on, deep-belly laughing. His legs kicked up a little, and he slapped his thigh like I’d just told him the best joke of his life.

“Fuck you,” I muttered, cheeks burning. “I’m not done yet. I’ve come back from worse.”

“Oh yeah?” he said, still catching his breath. “Like when?”

“Like when I was down forty points and still beat your ass sophomore year,” I reminded him. “You remember.”

His face dropped. Just a little. Brow furrowing, jaw tightening.

“Fuck you, bro,” he said, but it didn’t have much bite. The memory clearly still stung.

I grinned. That one little dig gave me the boost I needed.

Second half started. I scored one quick touchdown, then another. My plays tightened up, my fingers stopped shaking, and Nolan started sitting a little straighter. Suddenly, it wasn’t so funny to him anymore.

By the final minute, the score was thirty-one to twenty-eight. I had the ball. One last possession. I made it to the thirty-nine-yard line, well within field goal range.

If I made the kick, we’d be tied. Overtime.

If I missed?

Well, then I’d be digging through that box for whatever humiliating outfit Nolan decided to make me wear.

The pressure sat heavy in my chest. My palms were slick with sweat, and I could feel the controller sticking to my skin. My thumb hovered over the button. I could hear Nolan breathing beside me—slow and steady, like he knew he had it in the bag.

“Don’t choke,” he said, voice smooth.

I bit my lip, lined up the kick, and launched it.

“Fuck,” I groaned the second it left my fingers.

The ball arched high in the air, sailing clean and straight—until it curved just enough to smack the inside of the goalpost with a loud clank, then ricocheted wide.

Missed.

I let the controller drop into my lap.

Nolan threw his hands up in victory. “Yes! Yes, bro! You fucking missed! That’s game!”

I didn’t say anything. I just sat there, heart sinking, already imagining the smug look he was about to give me.

I’d lost. And Nolan had won. Which meant I was about to pay the price.

I took a deep breath, but it didn’t help. My chest felt tight, like the air wasn’t going all the way in. My heart was thudding, way faster than it needed to, and my palms still hadn’t dried from the stress of that last play. I already knew what was coming, and so did Nolan. He didn’t even try to hide it. He was grinning like he’d just won the damn lottery, full of smug energy, pacing around the room like a champ who’d just knocked someone out in the final round.

And why not? He’d earned it. We'd bet on all kinds of dumb stuff before—loser pays for dinner, loser has to shotgun a beer, loser runs a lap around the parking lot in their boxers—but this? This wasn’t a typical bet. This was a whole different category.

The idea of having to dress up in a bra and panties, in front of my roommate of all people, felt like some kind of punishment dream. Not just embarrassing, but exposing. What if he actually looked at me? What if he saw everything? Through the lace? Through the thin fabric?

What if he realized I wasn’t exactly packing?

I didn’t have one of those huge, show-off cocks like some guys. I wasn’t even sure I passed for average. And the idea of Nolan—Nolan, the six-foot-tall, jacked ex-jock—staring at my dick through lace underwear?

I wanted to melt into the floor.

“Come on, bro,” Nolan said, bouncing on his heels like he was still riding the high. He ran a hand through his hair, the dark strands sticking up in every direction. Then he tugged at the bottom of his sleeveless shirt, fanning his chest like he was trying to cool down. “Whew,” he exhaled. “I’ll admit it—you had me sweating there for a minute.”

His grin softened just a little, shifting from smug to something closer to relief. “I really thought I might end up wearing a damn bra.”

I let out a dry laugh, my mouth trying to play along even though my thoughts were racing.

“I mean… yeah, right? That would’ve been wild, huh?”

Nolan looked over at me, his smile fading just a bit into something flatter. “Good game, man,” I said quickly, hoping to pivot, to move on.

But he wasn’t having it.

“Whoa, whoa,” he said, throwing his hands up like I’d just tried to walk away from a contract. “You’re doing it. Don’t think I forgot the terms.”

I blinked. “What?”

“I wasn’t saying I wouldn’t have done it. I was just saying I didn’t want to do it. Big difference. But we shook on it, bro. You’re not about to pussy out, are you?”

The way he said it—half joking, half challenging—hit me square in the chest. I forced a nervous laugh. “No, I’m not pussying out. It’s just… I mean, this is kind of weird, right?”

Nolan shrugged. “So? That’s what makes it funny.”

He turned back to the box and dug his hand inside like he already had a plan. He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t pause. He pulled out a clear plastic-wrapped bundle and held it up like a prize.

“Here we go,” he said, grinning. “Cream-colored set. Real lacy. Bra and thong.”

My stomach flipped. Not just at the idea of wearing it, but at how easy it was for him to hold it. Like it was no big deal.

The thong was one of those G-string styles, barely more than a strip of fabric and a whisper of lace. The way it would ride up between my cheeks, hug around my dick and balls—it made my skin buzz just thinking about it.

But he was right. A bet was a bet. And I had lost.

“Come on, man,” he said again, nodding toward me, urging me forward like a coach calling a play. His eyes were bright, maybe a little too eager.

I took the package and turned it over in my hands. The crinkling plastic felt cheap and loud. My fingers trembled slightly as I peeled back the edge, heart pounding.

Was he actually going to watch me do this?

That question alone made my throat go dry.

And judging by how he hadn’t looked away once, the answer was yes. He was dead serious about this. More serious than I expected. The longer I waited, the more intense his anticipation seemed to get. It was like dragging my feet only made it more exciting for him.

Before I could even move, Nolan reached back into the box again. “Hold up,” he said, grinning like a kid at Christmas. “There’s all sorts of stuff in here.”

He plunged both hands into the pile of clothes and started rummaging like he was at an arcade claw machine, fishing blindly for a better prize. He furrowed his brow, tongue pressing into the corner of his mouth while he focused.

Then he lit up. “Oh, fuck yeah.”

I looked over.

He held up a pair of yoga leggings and a skimpy white crop top, the kind of shirt that would barely cover my ribs. But that wasn’t all. In his other hand was something unexpected—a wig. Long, synthetic strands curled together in glossy waves.

“What the fuck?” I said, grabbing it from him. “Is this a wig? Bro, the deal was for me to wear the lingerie. That’s it.”

“No,” Nolan said, turning his nose up like I’d just tried to weasel out of a deal. “The bet was for the loser to wear whatever the winner tells them to wear. That was the whole point, remember?”

He held up the bra and panties in one hand, the leggings and tiny crop top in the other, like he was assembling a full-on costume. “And this is everything,” he added. “You’re gonna wear the bra, the thong, the leggings, the shirt... and yeah, the wig too.”

Then he grinned. That slow, satisfied grin that said he wasn’t just enjoying this—he was really enjoying it.

“Go on,” he said, nodding toward the hallway. “Bathroom’s waiting.”

“Wh—what?” I stammered, forcing out a nervous laugh. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m serious as fuck, dude.” Nolan tilted his head, like he was studying me. “You’re not about to pussy out, are you? We’ve been doing bets like this all summer, and neither of us has backed down. You’re really gonna be the first one?”

He scoffed and shook his head, like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. “Maybe I need to find a new roommate, too.”

That one hit harder than I expected.

Not because of pride, but because of logistics. Rent in our college town was brutal. Most places expected you to cram three or four guys into a space just to split the cost. I’d gotten lucky. Nolan’s dad owned a few car dealerships and covered most of our rent without blinking. It was a sweet deal—one I didn’t exactly advertise to people.

If Nolan got pissed off and kicked me out, I wasn’t just losing face. I was losing the roof over my head.

And I wasn’t about to throw all that away over a bra and panties.

I narrowed my eyes and jutted out my jaw, then snatched the pile of clothes from Nolan’s hands. He let out a short laugh, smug and victorious, as I stomped toward the bathroom without another word.

I shut the door behind me and leaned against it for a second, just listening to the silence. My heart was pounding again. It hadn’t really stopped since the game ended.

I looked down at the items in my arms and started tearing into the packaging one by one. Everything inside looked pristine and soft, like it had come straight off a boutique mannequin. It wasn’t my size—of course not—but it wasn’t not my size either. Somehow, in the most humiliating stroke of luck, most of it seemed like it would probably fit.

I sighed, peeled off my clothes, and stood there naked for a moment, holding the cream-colored lingerie in my hands.

The lace felt ridiculously delicate, almost too nice for a prank like this. I ran my fingers over it, and couldn’t help but think about where it was meant to go. I imagined some hot college girl slipping this over her hips, the soft material pressing against the warmth of her pussy. I imagined stroking the fabric, just barely feeling the heat of her underneath.

But that wasn’t what was happening.

It was me who was going to wear it. Not some girl. Not some fantasy.

Me.

And the strangest part? It didn’t feel like a joke anymore. There was something low and electric in my stomach as I stared at it. A weird, forbidden curiosity that buzzed under my skin.

It felt wrong, but not in the way I expected. It felt like doing something I wasn’t supposed to do, but also couldn’t stop myself from doing. The kind of thing that made my chest tighten with shame even as my dick started to twitch between my legs.

I took a breath. Then another.

This wasn’t about wanting it, I told myself. This was about the bet. About not losing face. Nolan was making me do it. That made it different.

Right?

I reached for the bra first. I’m not sure why. Maybe I wanted to get the strangest part out of the way. Or maybe I wanted to save the thong for last. I slid my arms through the straps, wrapped it around my chest, and awkwardly hooked it in the back. It took a few tries, but I got it.

The silky cups pressed snug against my pecs. The cool fabric hugged my skin, and the light padding gave the faint illusion of curves I didn’t have. I shifted my shoulders, trying to adjust the straps, and felt the way the bra clung to me, tight and oddly comforting. My dick swelled slightly, hanging half-hard now as the sensation started to stir something deeper.

Next came the t-shirt. It was cropped so high it barely reached my belly button. The material clung to my torso, tight across the bra, and when I looked in the mirror, I could actually see the outline of the cups pushing out from underneath. It wasn’t perfect, but from a distance—maybe in bad lighting—I almost could’ve passed for a girl.

Across the front of the shirt, spelled out in glittery pink and yellow letters, was the word Starlet.

I stood there in front of the mirror, staring at the reflection that blinked back at me.

I still looked like a guy. No question about it. A guy in a too-tight t-shirt, stuffed awkwardly into a padded bra that gave the faintest illusion of flat, perky boobs. Not convincing. Not really. But… something about it still made me pause.

The shirt clung to my frame in all the right places, showing off a softer version of myself I’d never bothered to imagine before. The hem stopped just above my stomach, tight across my chest, and glittery pink letters spelled out Starlet like some kind of ironic crown.

I looked down at the yoga leggings in my hands. Jet black. Smooth. The kind of stretchy, clingy material that made every curve stand out. I used to sneak glances at girls on campus in leggings like these—watched the way the fabric molded to their hips, the way it hugged their thighs, how it cupped the soft rise of their asses as they walked ahead of me across the quad. I’d always thought they were the sexiest thing a girl could wear.

And now I was about to try a pair on for myself.

I didn’t move just yet. I stood there and let the anticipation simmer while I looked at the last piece still lying on the counter: the thong.

That was next.

I picked it up and held it in my hands again, letting the lace slip across my fingertips. It was so soft. Delicate, almost. The band was narrow and stretchy, and the tiny pouch in the front seemed like it barely had room for anything at all.

Which was quickly becoming a problem.

My cock had already hardened. It wasn’t a slow build either—it had been growing the entire time I was changing, and now it stood straight out, thick and flushed, straining and throbbing. I wasn’t even touching it yet, but it felt like I had been. Every part of me was on edge.

I stepped into the thong slowly, guiding the lace up my legs. The silky fabric kissed my skin as I pulled it higher, gliding over my thighs and settling right beneath my waist. The string slipped between my cheeks, snug and precise, and I reached down to adjust the front.

Trying to fit my hard cock into the pouch was almost laughable.

It wasn’t made for this. And yet, I was determined. Some part of me had committed to this—more than I expected. I wasn’t just following through on a bet anymore. I wanted to make it work. I wanted to look right.

I didn’t want to half-ass it. I wanted to be sexy.

That was the shift. Somewhere between fighting embarrassment and slipping on that soft bra, something cracked open in me. A quiet part that had always stayed hidden, untouched.

I no longer just felt humiliated—I felt pretty. And that was the part that caught me off guard.

Because as a guy, I’d never felt that way before. Not really. Not in any way that felt empowering. But this? Right now? There was something electrifying about how the fabric hugged me. How I looked in the mirror. Like I had been let in on a secret I wasn’t supposed to know.

My cock throbbed again, twitching against the waistband.

It wasn’t going down.

And the harder I tried to ignore it, the more obvious it became that I wasn’t going to make it fit until I did something about it.

I licked my lips, heart pounding, and finally gave in.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began to stroke—slow at first, letting the slick head slide through my palm. I reached lower and pressed the soft lace of the thong against my balls, cupping them through the fabric.

The sensation was unreal.

I’d jerked off more times than I could count, but never like this. Never while half-dressed in women’s clothes. Never with lace brushing against my thighs or padding rising against my chest. And definitely never while looking at myself like this in the mirror.

It was filthy.

And fucking hot.

My breath caught in my throat as the orgasm crept up on me—fast, sharp, and relentless.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned, jaw tight as I tried to stay upright.

My cock jerked in my hand, and a thick rope of cum shot across the counter, splattering against the cabinet below. I clenched my thighs as another burst followed, then another. My legs were trembling. My whole body buzzed with aftershocks, like I’d just plugged myself into an outlet and couldn’t let go.

I’d never cum that fast in my life. Never that hard either.

And all it had taken was a thong.

I stood there, chest heaving, dripping sweat, half-naked in front of the mirror with my cum cooling against the counter—and I couldn’t even feel ashamed.

Not yet.

I gave my dick a few more strokes, coaxing out the last drops, then pinched the head gently and waited for it to soften enough to finally fit into the damn thong. It took longer than I thought. Every time I managed to settle it, the soft cradle of the lace sent another pulse through me. The fabric cupped me so perfectly. The pressure was just enough to make me feel like I was being held—contained. Framed.

Fuck, it felt good.

Too good.

Why the hell do I care so much about panties? I asked myself.

I stared at the thong hugging my cock and balls and swallowed hard. Why am I turned on just by the feel of them? It wasn’t just the idea of a girl wearing them. That had always made sense to me.

But now it was just them. Just the panties.

There was something about how small and skimpy and delicate they were. How feminine. How soft and forbidden.

And how they were on me.

I couldn’t stop the thought spiral. My mind spun out, trying to make sense of it. Trying to find a way to explain it to myself that didn’t feel insane. They’re just panties… aren’t they?

But they didn’t feel like just panties.

Something was happening. I could feel it across my skin, under every layer of fabric. A shift. A stirring. A heat that hadn’t gone away even after I came.

My dick was soft enough now. I adjusted it once more and let the pouch settle in place.

And the second I did, I felt it again—deep and low.

A slow throb. A shiver. A pulse that lit me up all over again.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered to myself.

Girls were lucky.

Panties like these didn’t just look hot—they felt like a fucking secret.

I was getting lost in it—completely. My thoughts were tangled with fantasies I hadn’t even realized were hiding in the corners of my mind. Every time I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw something new. Someone new. The tight shirt, the soft bra, the way the thong hugged me under the yoga leggings… it was all so vivid. It was like I’d slipped into a different version of reality, one that had been waiting for me just beneath the surface of my normal life.

And then—

Knock knock knock.

“Bro, are you done yet or what?” Nolan called from the other side of the door.

I froze.

My entire body locked up like I’d been caught doing something illegal. My heart slammed against my ribs all over again, faster than before. The sound of Nolan’s voice jerked me out of whatever place I’d drifted into. I blinked at my reflection, suddenly very aware of how I looked, how I felt, and why I was here.

“Uh, um… just a second. I’m almost done, yeah,” I called out, my voice pitching higher than I meant it to.

I ran a hand through my hair before remembering—there was no hair. Not my real hair, anyway. Just the wig now, sitting loose on top of my head like a crown I wasn’t sure I deserved. I turned to the mirror again and adjusted it as best I could, fumbling with the small comb-like clips along the inner rim. They didn’t really make sense to me, but somehow, I got them attached. Not perfectly, but close enough.

It was a bob cut. That much I’d gotten from the little tag on the packaging—something about “rosy hues of copper-red and strawberry blonde.” I didn’t even know what the hell a bob cut was supposed to look like until I saw it on myself. And honestly?

It worked.

Way better than it had any right to.

The soft reddish tones framed my face just right, giving my skin a warm glow and pulling out the sharp blue of my eyes. My cheeks looked a little pink—probably from arousal, or maybe embarrassment—but it just added to the illusion. I actually looked… pretty. Like I belonged in a sorority house. Like I was the kind of girl who got stares without even trying.

And I wasn’t even wearing pants yet.

It hit me then—I still had the leggings to go.

I reached down and picked them up from the edge of the counter. They were black and sleek, cool to the touch, with a hint of mesh that added a little extra stretch and style. I held them in both hands for a second, bracing myself.

“Here goes nothing,” I whispered, heart fluttering.

I stepped in slowly, one foot at a time, and started to pull them up. The leggings clung to my calves like a second skin, then wrapped tight around my thighs as I slid them higher. When I got them up to my hips, I paused, tugging gently to make room for my package.

The thong was already holding everything snug, but the leggings added a new kind of pressure. A soft, constant squeeze that molded me in all the right places. I checked my reflection again, turning slightly to the side.

To my surprise, the bulge wasn’t that obvious. The black fabric helped. It smoothed everything out, made the shape of my body feel less like me and more like… her. This version of me. The one I wasn’t supposed to like. The one I was afraid to admit felt better than anything I’d worn before.

I looked up into the mirror again.

And holy shit.

I looked like a girl.

A sexy one.

Like someone I might have stared at across campus. Like someone I might’ve imagined taking home, undressing slowly. The kind of girl who would’ve passed me by without a second glance.

Except now? I was her.

I stared at myself—wig, makeup-free face, tight t-shirt with the word Starlet glittering across the chest, and those sleek black leggings hugging every inch of my legs.

I felt beautiful.

Not just okay. Not just decent.

Beautiful.

And for the first time in my life, I felt hot.

I shifted my hips and reached down, slipping my hand inside the waistband of the leggings. I pressed the palm of my hand against the heat of my cock through the thong, watching the reflection in the mirror as I moved.

I bit my lip.

God, this felt wrong. But it felt so good.

I pouted at the mirror, lips full and pink, and tilted my head like I’d seen girls do when they were flirting. I gave myself a soft kissy face, then leaned in and whispered to my reflection in a low, sultry voice.

“You want my pussy, big boy?” I cooed. “I know you do. Mmm… I’m so wet for you. But you can’t have me. Sorry.”

The words felt foreign and natural at the same time, like I was playing a part I already knew by heart.

Knock knock.

“Bro? Is that you talking?” Nolan’s voice cut through the fog again, loud and way too close.

I jumped.

Adrenaline surged through me. My eyes went wide, and I yanked my hand out from between my legs like I’d just touched a hot stove.

“Uh, um… I’m done,” I called out, my voice cracking a little as I backed away from the mirror and straightened the wig.

I looked at myself one more time.

And this time, the fear hit hard.

Because whatever I had just experienced—whatever rush, whatever pleasure, whatever strange high I’d gotten from slipping into that version of myself—it didn’t matter anymore.

Nolan was waiting.

And whatever he saw when I stepped out of this bathroom?

It wouldn’t be the same girl I had just seen in the mirror.

It would be me, in women’s clothes.

And now I had to face him.

I braced myself with a long, slow breath. This was about to be the most humiliating moment of my life. And I couldn’t take it back.

I pulled the bathroom door open and stepped out into the hallway, my bare feet pressing against the cool wood floor. My heart was hammering in my chest, and I could feel the blood rushing to my face, but I forced myself to keep walking.

Nolan was sitting on the edge of his bed across the room. As soon as he saw me, his lips curled into the widest, most obnoxious shark-tooth grin I’d ever seen. His whole face lit up with a wicked joy that made my stomach twist.

Then he exploded into laughter.

“Holy shit,” he choked out, falling backward onto his mattress like the sight of me had physically knocked him over. “Holy fucking shit, bro!”

He bounced back up a second later, already on his feet and hurrying over to me like a kid at Christmas.

“Shut up,” I muttered, keeping my arms awkwardly at my sides. I felt like I didn’t know what to do with my hands. Or my body. Or anything.

“No, no,” Nolan said, holding his hands up like he was trying to slow himself down, but the grin stayed glued to his face. “Say it like a girl. You look like one. You might as well sound like one, too.”

Before I could respond, he darted across the room to the open cardboard box and started rummaging through it. A moment later, he held something up in triumph.

“You should smell like one, too,” he said. “Check this out—perfume.”

He held out the small glass bottle with a teasing smirk. “Go on. Spray some on you.”

I hesitated, trying to summon up some kind of resistance, but the truth was… I didn’t really want to resist. Not anymore.

“Come on,” I said half-heartedly, my voice low and thin. But even I could hear that the disgust wasn’t real. The hesitation was performative now.

I took the perfume from him, rolled the bottle in my fingers, and gave myself a few light spritzes—neck, collarbone, chest. The scent rose into the air around me immediately, floral but grounded. Sweet, but not sugary. There was something mossy and green buried in the layers.

“Sage moss,” I read off the label, blinking at the elegant script.

“I don’t know what that is,” Nolan said, leaning in and sniffing the air between us. “But it smells good.”

“Whatever,” I mumbled, my cheeks burning again.

“There you go,” he said, stepping back to admire me. “Now make your voice higher. Sound like a bitchy redhead.”

“Come on,” I said, rolling my eyes, but there was no weight behind it. I was annoyed, sure, but not in the way I should’ve been. Not in the way I used to be. I could tell he was pushing it—but I wasn’t pulling away.

Nolan raised his eyebrows. “Hey. Either do it, or start looking for somewhere else to live. This is part of the bet, remember?”

I wanted to push back, to remind him that he didn’t have to go this far. But something in me had already decided I wouldn’t fight it. I didn’t want to fight it.

I cleared my throat and tried to soften my voice, raising the pitch just slightly. “What… do you want me to say?” I asked, tentatively.

Nolan lit up like I’d just flipped a switch.

“Nice!” he said, eyes wide. “Shit, bro… holy shit. You’d seriously fool me if I didn’t already know it was you.”

He took a step back, looking me over from head to toe. “Spin around. Let’s get a look at that ass.”

I sighed, dragging it out like a girl humoring her boyfriend, and gave a reluctant little twirl. The leggings hugged me tight, and I felt the tension across my thighs as I turned. Nolan was grinning again, throwing out comment after comment, but it wasn’t cruel. Not exactly. He was teasing me—but he wasn’t mocking me the way I thought he would.

He almost sounded impressed. Genuinely impressed.

His eyes lingered. His voice had that low, amused tone, but there was something else under it too. Something harder to name.

“Okay, bro, seriously,” he said, licking his lips with an exaggerated smirk. “You look kind of… hot. No homo,” he added quickly, like that made it all okay. Then he laughed again—immature, loud, but not mean.

Before I could process that, he reached out and slapped my ass hard.

I gasped, stumbling forward a step as the sharp sting bloomed across my skin. The leggings had softened the blow, but not by much. My body reacted before my brain caught up.

And the worst part?

I liked it.

My cheeks flushed hot, and I clenched my thighs together as a quiet wave of arousal spread through me again. It was wrong. All of this was wrong. But I couldn’t ignore what was happening. I didn’t want to ignore it.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I’m straight. I’ve always been straight. So why did it turn me on so much when he said I looked hot? Why did his attention, his praise, his hands on me make my cock twitch in the thong? Every time he called me pretty, I got harder. Hungrier.

I swallowed and forced a smile, trying to keep my composure. “Um… thanks,” I said in my girl voice, eyes flicking down.

“No more ‘Sean,’” Nolan grinned, stepping closer. “You’re gonna be a girl now. What’s your name gonna be?”

I blinked, confused. “Wh—what? Bro, my name is still Sean.”

“Nah,” he said. “Not anymore. Babe, you’re fucking hot. You can’t have ‘Sean’ be your name. That’s not gonna cut it.”

He tilted his head, eyeing me like he was auditioning names in his mind.

“You need something like… Amber or Ginger,” he said. “Since you’re rocking that uptight redhead thing so well.”

I rolled my eyes again, but he wasn’t backing off.

“Yeah. How about Amber?”

“Whatever,” I said, and it came out just the right amount of annoyed.

Nolan burst into another laugh. “You’ve got it, dude. You’re acting just like a bitchy redhead girl.”

He stepped in a little closer and looked me over once more. “And fuck if you don’t look just like one. Shit, Amber, you’re one fine-ass girl.”

“Come on—cut it out,” I said, but it was a whisper now. Soft. Not convincing.

Because deep down, I didn’t want him to stop. Not even a little.

Maybe I should’ve pushed back harder. Maybe I should’ve stood up and said no—drawn some kind of line before things got out of hand.

Because what came next? I never saw it coming.

Nolan circled me slowly, pacing the way a predator might when it knows it already has the upper hand. His eyes were locked on me, dark and steady, and the longer I stood there under his gaze, the more exposed I felt. There was something new in the way he looked at me—something sharp and hungry. I’d never seen that look from him before. Not aimed at me.

It was the kind of look he used to give girls at parties. That raw, unapologetic want.

And now he was giving it to me.

My throat tightened. My chest rose and fell faster.

This was just a stupid bet, I thought. Just a dumb game that got out of hand. So why is he looking at me like he actually wants to… fuck me?

Nolan’s grin widened, like he could hear the panic in my thoughts. Like he liked it.

“Come over here and get down on those knees,” he said casually, like it was no big deal. “Let’s see how Amber uses that mouth.”

My stomach flipped.

My eyes went wide. “Wh—what?” I choked out, barely able to get the word past my lips.

He didn’t flinch. “Come over here and get on your knees, babe. Let’s see how you suck,” he said, his tone low and coaxing, like this was some twisted favor he was asking. “If you wanna keep living here, you’re gonna do what I say, right?”

I froze. The words didn’t compute.

Nolan sat back on the edge of his bed and started to pull at the waistband of his football shorts. I stood there, waiting for the moment he’d crack a smile and say it was all just a joke. That none of this was real. That he was just fucking with me like always.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he patted the space between his legs like he was inviting me closer.

“Come on, babe,” he said. “Don’t make me beg. Get over here and put those nice lips to work.”

“Bro, what are you doing?” I asked, trying to laugh it off, trying to keep my voice steady.

“It’s me,” I said again. “You’re not gay.”

He tilted his head and smirked. “And you’re not a guy, are you, Amber?”

The way he said my name—Amber—sent a jolt through me. He winked, then shrugged. “Hey, I can’t help it if you’re so fucking hot I wanna do things to you. So get over here. It’ll be our secret. Just don’t make me wait too long, or I’m gonna have to find a new roommate. You’re not gonna be a bitch about it, right, Amber?”

I stared at him like he’d lost his mind.

He actually wanted me to get down and suck him off? Me—his roommate. His straight friend. The guy he played Xbox with just a few days ago?

But the way he looked at me now… none of that mattered.

And the worst part? I didn’t say no.

My legs moved before I could stop them. Something about the way I looked—the soft clothes, the sweet-smelling body spray, the way my hair framed my face—was starting to change the way I felt inside. Like maybe I wasn’t just wearing the role of a girl. Maybe I was starting to be her.

I should’ve hated this. I should’ve run. But I didn’t. I felt drawn to him, helpless to the attention. Every time he called me sexy, every time he said my name like it fit me, it did something to me. Made my stomach twist, made my skin warm. Made me want to obey.

I’d expected him to laugh and tell me I looked ridiculous. That I was just a guy in girls’ clothes. But instead, he looked at me like I was the fantasy.

Like I was the hot college girl he couldn’t stop thinking about.

So I crossed the room, heart pounding, and sank to my knees in front of him. My palms landed on his thighs as I looked up.

He was already reaching into his shorts, his expression smug and amused.

And then he pulled it out.

“Fuck,” I whispered, the word slipping out of me like a breath. He was huge.

Thick and flushed, his cock curved up over the waistband. Easily seven or eight inches, maybe more. It was as big around as my wrist, with a flushed pink head and a glistening bead of pre-cum trembling at the tip.

“Are you kidding me?” I said, half-laughing, half in awe. I didn’t even know if I meant the situation or his size. Maybe both.

He watched me with a lazy grin. “Go on,” he said. “Do what you’re made to do.”

My fingers closed around the base of his cock, and I gave it a tentative stroke. The heat of him shocked me—throbbing and alive in my hand. I could feel the weight of it, the pressure, the way it pulsed when I touched him.

A soft sound escaped me before I could stop it. A breathy, involuntary moan.

What the fuck was happening to me?

I wasn’t supposed to enjoy this. I wasn’t a girl. I wasn’t gay. And yet…

There I was. Kneeling between his legs. Stroking his cock with both hands while wearing soft pink shorts and a matching top that clung to my body like a second skin.

And the part that scared me most?

I liked it.

I wanted him to think I was pretty. I wanted to be the reason he got hard. I wanted to be told I looked good on my knees.

I licked my lips, barely aware I was doing it until I heard my own voice slip into something soft and teasing. Something that didn’t sound like the guy I used to be. “You want my mouth, don’t you? Mmm… is that what you want, big boy?”

Nolan’s eyes lit up. “Fuck yeah I do, babe,” he said with a sharp nod, the words almost a growl.

“It’s so big and fat. I wonder if I can handle it, though,” I murmured, running my tongue over my bottom lip again. Part of me honestly hoped that if I acted too eager he’d get weirded out and pull back. Maybe he’d laugh, call the whole thing insane, and the illusion would crack.

But another part of me wasn’t pretending anymore.

Somewhere in the middle of this twisted game, I’d started to believe my own act. The shape in my panties felt less like a dick and more like a swollen, needy clit, twitching with every breath I took. My new thong was already damp with pre-cum, warm and slick against me like I actually had a soaking wet pussy instead of the stiff, aching bulge between my legs.

“Why don’t you give it a few licks, then, and try?” Nolan said with a slow grin.

I smiled back at him, a nervous flutter in my stomach. I took a steadying breath and leaned forward. The heat of him hit my lips first, then the taste. The moment my mouth closed around the head of his dick, I knew I’d crossed a line I couldn’t walk back from. I was in skimpy panties, a bra that pushed at my chest, a thin t-shirt that clung to me, and yoga leggings that hugged every curve I wasn’t supposed to have. And somehow all it took was that outfit, that soft and girly shape, to turn me into someone who opened her mouth for a big jock without hesitation.

“Fuck,” Nolan growled. His pleasure hit my ears like a reward. “Fuck yes.”

I sucked gently at first, tasting the bead of salty pre-cum, feeling the slickness spread across my tongue. Warmth flooded my face and chest, a heated flush that made everything sharper.

This isn’t bad at all.

The thought cut through me with shocking ease. It’s actually really hot. So damn hot. And he loves it. He loves how my mouth feels. I’ve got him completely trapped because he can’t think straight while I’m doing this. His dick is so big and heavy and real and… what the hell is happening to me? I’m hard. I’m actually hard. I can’t want this. I can’t want guys. I can’t want… him. But I do. I feel sexy. I feel confident. I feel powerful dressed like this. How am I supposed to resist something that feels this good?

My thoughts spun in circles until they blurred together, dizzy and overwhelming, like I was standing in the middle of a storm with no shelter. But none of it mattered because my mouth was full, my lips were wrapped tight around him, and serving Nolan’s dick felt like the only thing my body cared about.

I kept sucking him, deeper and slower, until the act itself felt addictive. I didn’t want to pull away. I didn’t want to stop pleasing him. But Nolan had other ideas.

His hand slipped behind me and grabbed my ass through the tight fabric. His thumb pressed into the curve of my cheek, claiming it.

“I want this, babe,” Nolan said. “I want this tight little butt.”

“But, um, I…” I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t form. My mind wavered between panic and desire.

“Turn around.” His voice left no room to argue. “Get over here and bend over on my bed. I want to see what that thong looks like on you.”

I rose to my feet, legs shaky, and obeyed without thinking. Nolan looked enormous in front of me, broad through the shoulders, strong in ways I had never fully noticed until now. Standing before him, I felt small and breakable. Soft. Like a dainty girl who had wandered too close to something dangerously masculine.

I climbed onto the bed and bent over, placing my palms on the mattress to steady myself. My hard bulge brushed the edge of the mattress, and a small, involuntary smile tugged at my lips.

A second later, Nolan’s hands grabbed the waistband of my yoga leggings and yanked them down. Cold air rushed over my bare skin, making me gasp. Only the thin thong band remained, hugging me tight and leaving nothing to the imagination.

He moved it aside with a single rough pull.

My entire body tensed as I felt the air on my exposed hole.

“Fuck,” Nolan said with a low, appreciative grin. “I never knew you had such a pretty little asshole. So pink and clean and hairless. Damn, girl.”

My face burned. I didn’t know if it was shame or excitement or some mix of the two, but it made my knees weak.

Nolan sucked his finger, coating it with spit, then dragged it slowly across my hole. The touch sent a bolt of sensation straight up my spine. My ass clenched instinctively around nothing, and I bit down on my lip to keep from whimpering.

Despite the shock and the part of my brain that still felt confused and guilty, my body reacted like it had been waiting for that touch. My cock throbbed against the mattress, leaking through the front of my thong. A breathy moan slipped out before I could stop it.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” Nolan murmured behind me.

Am I seriously going to let him talk to me like that? Let him degrade me like I’m some college girl slut? The question echoed in my head, sharp and humiliating.

But even as I thought it, I realized my hand had already drifted down between my legs. My palm pressed into the front of my panties, rubbing in slow, desperate circles without conscious thought. The silky fabric clung to the swollen tip of my dick, and the friction sent a sweet, electric pang up through my thighs. A soft moan escaped me before I could swallow it down. The sound felt foreign in my throat, high and needy.

“Yeah, I know you do,” Nolan said.

His hand suddenly covered mine, pinning it between my legs and grinding it harder against the soaked center of my thong. The heat of his palm made my skin jump. He squeezed my hand, then let go long enough to smack my ass with a firm, claiming slap that echoed in the room.

“See? You want to rub that pussy, huh?”

I shuddered. Hearing him call it that twisted something deep inside me, something I couldn’t fight even when my mind screamed that it was wrong.

“Well, I’ve got something that’s going to make you moan even louder,” Nolan said.

A second later, I felt the blunt pressure of his dickhead nudging against my asshole. Hot and slick from pre-cum, it dragged across my skin with an intimate weight that made my breath freeze.

“Wh—what is that? Bro, what are you doing?” I said, looking back at him over my shoulder.

He met my eyes with a steady, hungry stare. “You know what I’m doing. I’m going to get that pussy nice and opened up. It’s so tight. You must be a virgin. But don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”

His voice dipped to a hushed growl that rolled straight down my spine.

I wanted to say stop. I wanted to refuse. I wanted to hold on to the version of myself who would never let a guy, especially my friend, take me like this. But the emptiness inside me ached so powerfully that it felt like a physical need. My body throbbed for something big and warm to fill it. My old self hated every second of that realization, but the new part of me, the part dressed like a girl and trembling under a man’s hands, craved Nolan’s dick with a hunger that terrified me.

Nolan spat on his dickhead, the sound quiet but unmistakable. He smeared the slickness across my hole, rubbing slow circles that made my knees weaken. Then he pushed.

The pressure built, sharp and stretching.

“Ugh, fuck!” I groaned, my voice breaking. “Sh—shit. It hurts. Go slow,” I warned, gripping the bedsheets until my knuckles whitened.

Shockingly, Nolan actually listened. He held my hips steady and eased forward, inch by inch, letting the head of his cock sink into me with a steady, relentless force. My body fought the intrusion at first, tight and unwilling, until the pain spread into a deep ache that seemed to radiate through my entire pelvis.

“Oh, fuck, babe,” Nolan groaned behind me. His breath sounded ragged. “Holy shit, do you have a tight little pussy. And you like to fuck so dirty, doggystyle and all. Most girls are such prudes. But you? I knew you’d be a dirty freak when I saw you looking like an uptight librarian or some shit.”

I heard the words, but they barely registered. Everything in me zeroed in on the sensation of his cock pushing deeper, splitting me open. Half his length was inside me now, thick and throbbing, filling me in a way I had never imagined a body could stretch.

It hurt. God, it hurt. But threaded through the pain was a pulse of heat that built in the base of my spine, something that washed through me like molten syrup.

So this was what people meant when they said something hurt so good.

I hated it, and I loved it.

Nolan’s thick cock dominated my tight hole, plunging deeper with each slow push. Then he drew back and thrust again, finding a rhythm that made my breath stutter. I clung to the sheets with one hand while my other reached back, holding the side of my thong out of the way as he pumped into me.

The front of my silky panties pressed against my hard dick and balls, and the friction made me gasp. Everything felt amplified. The soft perfume I’d sprayed earlier drifted around my face, mixing with the warm scent of sweat and sex. It made me feel like I was a real girl being taken by a big, powerful jock. A girl who existed for him to use however he wanted.

I felt like Nolan’s submissive little fuckdoll. His to bend and move and open.

Nolan gripped both sides of my waist and held me steady when my legs started to give out. My thighs shook uncontrollably, and my whole body trembled with a blend of pain, pleasure, and something dangerously close to bliss.

I didn’t stop whimpering for the first few minutes. His dick stretched me so wide I honestly thought he might break me open completely.

“Fuck,” Nolan growled.

He slammed into me hard enough that I felt his balls swing forward and slap against mine. He was nearly burying himself all the way inside me. The base of his dick pressed tight against my cheeks, and his shaft filled every inch of my tight canal, pushing deeper and deeper until his dickhead hit the warm, hidden spot inside me that made my eyes roll back.

His cock invaded the deepest, steamiest part of my body, and I could barely breathe.

“Tell me how much you love this dick. Tell me what a fucking whore you are,” Nolan said, his voice rough in a way that made my whole body tense.

“I love it,” I gasped. “Harder!” The word broke out of me without hesitation. I wasn’t playing anything up. I wasn’t pretending. The ache was real, but the craving behind it was even stronger. I needed to feel how much Nolan wanted me. I needed proof that I had transformed into someone so irresistible that even a rigidly straight football jock couldn’t walk away.

He was inside me because of me. Because I had become something beautiful and impossible to ignore.

Nolan wasn’t supposed to want any of this. He was the guy who hooked up with cheerleaders, who bragged about threesomes, who laughed whenever guys flirted with him at parties. Straight. Firmly straight. Straight in the way guys like him always were.

Yet here he was with his dick buried inside my ass, fucking me hard, sweating against my back, moaning for me like he’d finally found something he didn’t know he needed. And all because I had become Amber.

It didn’t matter that he was dominating my body. That wasn’t the part that made my chest swell with something close to pride. What mattered was that I had become something new. Something confident. Something hot. Something I could hardly recognize in myself, yet felt better than anything I’d ever been.

I wasn’t boring, awkward track-runner Sean anymore. That guy had always felt small. Forgettable. But Amber? Amber was a fantasy brought to life. Amber made Nolan lose control. Amber dragged him into a mess that he couldn’t pull away from even if he tried.

“Ugh, fuck,” Nolan blasted out as he slammed forward. His balls slapped against mine, sharp and heavy, the impact punching through my own sack with the steady ache of being knocked over and over. But I didn’t care. I loved it. Every sharp sting made the heat in my body climb even higher.

“I’m gonna cum,” Nolan groaned.

“Hold on… hold…” I tried to get the words out, but my body didn’t listen to me. My cock spasmed in its tight confinement, and pleasure surged through my stomach and thighs so fast my breath caught.

Before I could finish a single thought, my dick pulsed hard. Every muscle drew tight, then released in a wave that stole my strength. My legs buckled and my hips jerked as I unloaded a thick, warm gush of cum into the front of my thong. It flooded the silky fabric and clung to my skin in a hot, sticky layer.

Nolan had fucked the orgasm right out of me.

“Ugh… FUCK!” he growled. His fingers dug into my sides, locking me in place as he shoved deeper. I felt his cock thicken inside me. Then a sudden rush of heat spread deep inside my body as his first spurt of cum shot up my insides. He emptied himself in hard, rhythmic pulses that made my stomach flutter and my shoulders drop.

For a moment, everything blurred. Just the sound of our breathing. The heat of his chest pressing against my back. The slick slide of his abdomen against my lower spine. We were tangled in sweat and low groans, releasing everything we had left.

Nolan leaned against me for a long moment, catching his breath, then lifted his head and let out a low laugh. “You fucking drained my balls, girl.”

His cock still twitched inside me, and I felt the last warm droplets seep deeper into the hot, sensitive place he’d spent the last several minutes claiming. I couldn’t help the shy smile that crept across my face. I turned my head slightly, looking at him over my shoulder with a quiet, coy expression that surprised even me.

Eventually, Nolan slid his dick out. The moment he left my body, I felt empty in a way that made me ache. I wanted him back inside me. I wanted the stretch again, the fullness, the weight.

Something had changed in me, and it wasn’t subtle. I felt it down to my bones. I couldn’t go back. Sean wasn’t coming back.

I climbed onto the bed and leaned against the headboard while Nolan wiped himself down. He joined me, settling onto the mattress and pulling me into his arm with a lazy confidence that felt strangely natural. For a few minutes we didn’t say anything. The silence felt heavy and unreal, like we were both waiting for the world to shift around us before either of us dared to break it.

Finally, Nolan spoke, his voice quieter now. “That was wild, huh?”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “Yeah. It was. I can’t believe it started out as a bet.”

“Yeah, but I think it turned into something bigger,” Nolan said.

“I think it did, too,” I answered, smiling softly.

“So, this stays between us, right?” he asked. I nodded.

“You really do make a hot chick, you know that?” Nolan said. “Maybe you should… I don’t know… dress like that more often. But only if you like it.”

I looked at him, then down at myself, at the clothes, the smeared makeup, the stretched thong still clinging to my thighs. “You know, I’m starting to think… maybe I would like it,” I said. A wide, quiet smile tugged at my lips.

Yeah. Sean was gone.

Amber was here now, and she wasn’t done.
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