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Chapter One



Cora came bouncing through my parents’ front door with the kind of energy that filled the whole house. Her smile was bright, her arms already open, her voice echoing down the hall. “Oh my god, Finn! I’ve missed you!”

Before I could say a word, she spotted me standing near the kitchen and rushed straight past my smiling parents. She collided into me with a hug that was all warmth and perfume, her laughter brushing against my neck. I held her close and felt, in that instant, how much she’d changed. Her body felt different. Softer in some places, stronger in others. She had curves now, and she moved like she knew how to use them.

“College life looks like it treated you well,” I said, still a little stunned. “You look amazing.”

She pulled back, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair from her face. Her cheeks were flushed from the drive or maybe from the attention, and when she smiled, I caught a glimpse of the same girl I’d grown up with—only older, sharper, more composed. She wore a short black skirt that swayed around her thighs when she moved, and a pink top that dipped low enough to reveal the kind of cleavage I’d never noticed before.

“Thanks,” she said lightly. “I feel amazing. But I’m ready for summer break. I swear, I need to sleep for a week. What about you? Have you decided about college yet?”

I shrugged. “Not really. I’m still working, trying to save up. Feels like everyone’s already moving on without me. I didn’t realize college also makes you more attractive.”

Her eyes widened for a second, and then she laughed, a breathy sound that did strange things to my stomach. “Stop it, Finn. You’re my best friend. You can’t talk to me like that.”

“Well, it’s true,” I said quietly, though I left the rest unsaid. I didn’t tell her how hard it was not to look at her chest while she stood there smiling up at me. I didn’t mention the heat that pulsed low in my body or the way I had to breathe slow just to stay composed. She was Cora—my best friend since forever—and this was the last kind of thought I should be having about her.

I gestured toward the back door, and we slipped outside into the yard. The air smelled like cut grass and sunscreen from earlier in the day. We sat in the cool grass under the oak tree, and she leaned back on her hands, arching slightly as she looked up at the sky. Her shirt stretched against her chest, and the movement drew my gaze before I could stop it. When she wasn’t looking, I let my eyes linger just long enough to take her in. Her skin was already bronzed from campus life, and her hair caught the late sunlight, streaked with soft golden highlights.

She looked incredible. Maybe it was the time apart that made me notice, or maybe she’d just grown into herself. Either way, I was in trouble.

“So, what are your plans for the summer?” I asked, hoping my voice sounded steady. “Anyone else coming home from school?”

She leaned forward, clasping her hands around her knees. “Oh, tons. Millie, Sara, Wendy... I think Dean and Troy are too. You should catch up with them.”

I laughed. “I was never that close to Dean and Troy. I mostly hung out with them so I didn’t look weird spending all my time with you and the girls.”

Her brows lifted. “Really? I always thought you guys were tight.”

“Not really. They were fine, just not my people. They didn’t get me the way you did.”

Cora smiled and nudged my shoulder with hers. “Aw. You’re going to make me blush.”

“I’m serious. I really missed you while you were gone.”

Her eyes softened. “I missed you too.”

“So, do you have any plans with the girls yet?”

“I think so,” she said. “Millie texted about a slumber party. Like old times.”

“A slumber party? At your age?” I teased, and she laughed. The sound was bright and unguarded, the kind of laugh that used to make everything feel easy between us. But as she ran her fingers through her hair, I felt my pulse quicken again. My body didn’t seem to understand that this was supposed to be innocent.

“It’s kind of childish, I know,” she said. “But we thought it’d be a fun reset after finals. Just the girls, a movie, and way too much gossip.”

“What am I supposed to do while you hang out with the girls?” I asked. My voice came out teasing, but the question carried more truth than I wanted her to hear. I’d really missed Cora, and the thought of spending another night without her made my chest feel strangely hollow.

“What you normally do,” she said, grinning. “Whatever that is.”

“Right,” I muttered. “Work all day, come home, and get lectured by my parents about applying for school. Maybe binge-watch something until I pass out.”

Cora gave me that patient, half-playful look that made it hard to stay irritated. “You really should think about college,” she said. “And don’t worry, the slumber party’s just one night. We’ll hang out the rest of the summer, I promise.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” I told her.

She smiled, soft but sure. “You won’t have to.”

The rest of the afternoon slipped by easily. We sat outside under the fading sun, talking about her life at school—the classes, the parties, the people. I listened closely, watching the way she talked with her hands, how her bracelets caught the light, how her hair kept falling into her face.

At one point, curiosity got the better of me. “So… how many guys did you hook up with?”

She gave me a playful shove, blushing. “None. Not yet, anyway. I had the chance, but it didn’t feel right.”

Her answer hit me in the gut. “Not your type?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“Not really,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I guess I just haven’t met the right one.”

Something in the way she said it made my stomach tighten. Maybe it was stupid, but I couldn’t stop wondering who was her type—and why I suddenly wanted it to be me.

Later that evening, after she left for her slumber party, my phone buzzed. Dean wanted to hang out. Normally, I’d have made an excuse, but with Cora gone, the house felt empty. So I agreed.

While I got ready, I caught myself thinking about her again. About what nineteen-year-old girls did at slumber parties now that they were in college. The thought twisted into something filthy before I could stop it. Maybe they drank too much wine and dared each other to confess their secrets. Maybe they kissed just to see how it felt.

By the time I met up with Dean and Troy, the images were burned into my head.

“We should go spy on them,” Troy said, his eyes glinting. “I bet they’re all making out and showing each other how to give head.”

Dean snorted. “You really think that’s what girls do? They’re probably eating popcorn and ranking movie stars.”

I laughed weakly, pretending to agree, but my mind was somewhere else entirely. The idea of Cora tangled up with another girl sent a pulse straight through me. I’d never thought about her that way before she went to college. But now? Everything about her felt different. She felt older. Untouchable. Dangerous.

“Well,” Troy said, leaning back with that smug grin of his, “let’s go find out who’s right.”

“You’re insane,” Dean said, though there wasn’t much conviction behind it.

I hesitated, then heard myself say, “It could be kind of fun.”

Dean shot me a look, one eyebrow raised, but I didn’t bother explaining. He wouldn’t understand what it was like to want someone you weren’t supposed to want. He’d never get that mix of guilt and arousal that sat heavy in my chest every time Cora smiled at me.

“Come on,” Troy said. “You in or not?”

Dean crossed his arms, sighed, and finally gave in. “Fine. But if we get caught, I’m blaming you two.”

We laughed, and it felt reckless. Stupid. The kind of thing I knew I’d regret.

But when we piled into Troy’s car and started driving toward Millie’s house, I could feel my pulse pounding in my throat. I tried to tell myself it was just curiosity, that we were only messing around. But deep down, I knew the truth.

I wasn’t going there to spy on a bunch of girls.

I was going there to see her.


Chapter Two



We drove just past Millie’s house and parked a few houses down, turning onto a quiet side street where the streetlights flickered like tired fireflies. The sun had dipped below the horizon, leaving that dusky blue haze that makes everything feel a little secretive. We were all dressed in black, trying to look invisible, though the whole thing felt ridiculous—three nineteen-year-olds sneaking through a suburban neighborhood like we were in some cheap spy movie.

The air smelled like warm asphalt and freshly watered lawns. Crickets hummed in the distance. Our sneakers scuffed against the pavement as we whispered to each other, our laughter muffled by the thrill of what we were about to do.

“Remember, Millie’s dad’s a cop,” I said under my breath. “If we get caught, we’re screwed.”

Troy grinned. “That’s half the fun.”

We reached the gate on the side of the house. A soft light glowed through the back windows, stretching in golden strips across the grass. From inside, I could hear the sound of laughter—Cora’s laugh—bright, easy, unmistakable. I felt something tighten in my chest.

Troy crouched and fiddled with the latch until it gave with a faint metallic click. The three of us slipped into the backyard, moving low and slow until we reached the side of the house. We crouched beneath the living room window, hearts pounding, the air heavy with the smell of damp soil and jasmine from the garden.

The glow from the TV flickered against the curtains. Through a small gap, we could see them: the girls sprawled on the couch in soft pajamas, wine coolers on the coffee table, a bowl of popcorn between them. They were laughing about something. Then I heard Millie’s voice.

“What about you, Cora? How many guys did you hook up with at college?”

Troy elbowed me, smirking. I glared at him, but my pulse quickened.

“None,” Cora said, her voice soft but clear.

“None?” Sara asked. “You didn’t sleep with anyone? Not even get eaten out once?”

I couldn’t help myself. I lifted my head just enough to see inside. Cora sat cross-legged in a pink tank top and loose shorts, her hair piled on top of her head, a few strands brushing her bare shoulders. She looked beautiful in a way that made my throat dry.

“I never knew you were such a prude,” teased Wendy.

Cora threw a pillow at her. “I’m not a prude. I just haven’t met anyone I want to waste my time on.”

“Come on,” Sara said, laughing. “We’re not looking for Mr. Right. We’re just looking to get laid.”

Cora rolled her eyes. “Yeah, and it’s hard to get laid when every drunk guy at a party thinks he owns you.”

I felt a flicker of pride. That was so her—honest, grounded, unwilling to play along with anyone else’s expectations.

Millie grinned. “What about a sober guy then?”

“Find me one and I’ll consider it.”

Millie reached for her phone, her lips curling mischievously.

Cora’s tone shifted. “What are you doing?”

“I’m calling a sober guy,” Millie said.

All three of us froze, our faces pressed close to the glass. My skin prickled. Who was she calling? Some guy from their dorm? A boyfriend Cora hadn’t mentioned?

Then, from beside me, Dean’s phone erupted with his obnoxious ringtone—some overplayed pop song blaring into the night. My heart jumped into my throat. The girls’ laughter stopped.

“Where’s that sound coming from?” Millie asked.

“I don’t know,” Sara said. “It’s outside somewhere.”

Dean’s eyes went wide. “Run,” he hissed, already pushing himself off the ground.

We scrambled, tripping over each other in the dark. I heard the sliding glass door open behind us and the girls’ voices rising in confusion. My heart pounded so hard it hurt.

Troy darted through the gate, Dean right behind him. I was seconds from escaping when my foot caught on the garden hose. The world tilted, and I hit the ground hard, the breath knocked out of me. The grass was cool beneath my palms, the scent of earth filling my nose as I pushed myself up.

By the time I pushed myself up from the grass, my heart was pounding hard enough to make my vision swim. When I looked up, four silhouettes stood around me in the dim backyard light. The girls had formed a loose circle, arms folded, faces set in disapproval. The soft glow from the living room window fell across their bare legs and pajama shorts, and the mix of embarrassment and arousal in my chest was almost unbearable.

Cora stepped forward first. Her frown was sharp, though her eyes betrayed a flicker of something gentler. “Finn? What the hell are you doing here?” she asked. “Was that Dean and Troy with you?”

I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling the sweat there. “Yeah,” I admitted.

“Were you spying on us?”

“It wasn’t my idea,” I said, raising my hands as if that could help. “It was all Troy.”

Millie scoffed. “That doesn’t surprise me.”

“But you still went along with it,” Cora said. “Why? What did you think we were doing—making out or something?”

The girls burst into laughter. I tried to join in, but the sound caught awkwardly in my throat. “I don’t know,” I said. “It was just stupid. Troy’s idea, like I said.”

Sara went to the gate and peered out into the night. “Shit. They’re gone. I would’ve loved to drag Troy back here and make him pay for it.”

Millie smirked. “Well, looks like we only have Finn. Guess he’ll have to take the punishment for all of them.”

My pulse kicked up again. “Punish?” I said, glancing around at them. “How exactly do you plan on doing that?”

Millie exchanged looks with the others. “Oh, I’ve got an idea,” she said. “Come on, girls. Let’s drag him in.”

Before I could react, eight hands were on me—warm, strong, insistent. Fingers wrapped around my wrists and biceps, nails scraping against my skin as they tugged me backward across the yard. My sneakers skidded uselessly on the cement, and my laughter came out nervous and uneven. “Wait, come on! You’re kidding, right?”

They weren’t.

Within moments, I was pulled through the sliding glass door and into the living room. The air smelled like popcorn, nail polish, and perfume. Two of the girls pushed me into an armchair and climbed onto my lap to hold me in place, their weight pinning me down. Cora stood a few feet away, arms crossed. Her expression was hard to read. There was concern there, but something else too—something that made my stomach twist.

“What should we do to him?” Sara asked. She was gripping my forearm, though she didn’t need to. I wasn’t going anywhere anymore.

Millie’s grin widened. “I know exactly what we should do. We’ll turn him into a girl.”

The room went quiet. The other girls looked at each other and then started laughing again, the sound high and giddy. But when I looked at Cora, she wasn’t laughing. Her cheeks had gone pink, and her eyes were wide, almost shining. There was something alive in her expression—nervous curiosity, maybe even excitement.

Cora spoke softly, her voice steady. “If we’re really doing this, we’ll have to shave him first.”

“What?” I blurted out. “You can’t be serious.”

She stepped closer until I could smell her perfume—something floral with a faint edge of vanilla. “I’m serious,” she said. “You wanted to spy on a girls’ slumber party. Now you can be one of us. Smooth legs included.”

Before I could argue, she leaned in and helped the others pull me up. Her hands were surprisingly firm as they guided me down the hallway. I stumbled over my own feet, half resisting, half curious where this was going. My heart hammered in my chest.

They led me into the guest bathroom. The light flickered on, bright and sterile against the tiled walls. Millie disappeared down the hall and came back with a can of shaving cream and a razor, setting them on the counter with a satisfied grin. Sara turned on the faucet and tested the water, filling the tub. The room filled with the soft rush of water and the sharp scent of soap.

Cora stood in front of me, her expression unreadable now. Then, slowly, she reached for the hem of my shirt. “Let’s get started,” she said. Her tone was almost calm, but her hands trembled just slightly as she lifted my shirt over my head. The fabric clung to my skin for a second before it came free.

She dropped it on the counter and met my eyes. “You still think it’s funny?”

I couldn’t speak. Her face was so close I could feel her breath, warm against my collarbone.

Her fingers found the button of my jeans. She hesitated only a moment before undoing it and sliding the zipper down. The sound was louder than it should have been, echoing in the small tiled room. My jeans fell to my ankles.

Cora crouched, steadying me as she helped me step out of them. Her hair brushed against my thighs. The sight of her there—on her knees, her face only inches from me—sent a jolt of heat straight through my body. I tried to look away, but her eyes flicked up to mine, holding them for a second that felt too long.

Then her fingers slipped into the waistband of my briefs. I opened my mouth to protest, but the word never came. She tugged them down in one smooth motion. My cock sprang free, hard and unignorable.

I kept telling myself it was only Cora that was making me hard. It wasn’t the razor. It wasn’t the giggling girls. It wasn’t the idea of being shaved or feminized or stripped of anything that once made me feel like a man. But deep down, I knew that wasn’t the whole truth.

It was all of it. The eyes on me. The gentle, humiliating attention. The way Cora looked at me—focused, fascinated, like she was unwrapping a gift she had waited a long time to open.

I wanted her hands. Her mouth. I wanted her to kneel between my legs and wrap her lips around my cock, to suck me in and make me forget how exposed I felt. But she didn’t.

Instead, she rose slowly from where she’d been crouching and placed her palm on my lower back. The pressure was firm, but unhurried.

“Get in,” she said. “The water is warm.”

I stepped over the edge of the tub, the tile cool against my soles. My skin was already prickling with anticipation. The other girls—Millie, Sara, and Wendy—stood nearby, whispering and giggling as they looked at my body. None of them even pretended not to stare. All except Cora.

She wasn’t laughing. Her expression was different. Intent. Curious, almost clinical, but not unkind. She looked like she was studying me, like this was something she had been imagining for a while.

When Millie reached for the shaving cream and razor, Cora intercepted her. Without a word, she took them both and crouched again at the edge of the tub. The other girls stepped back slightly, as if giving her space for something delicate. Sacred, even.

Cora lathered my calves and thighs with slow, steady strokes. The cream was cool, and her fingers worked it in with surprising tenderness. Her touch didn’t feel rushed or mocking. It felt focused. Reverent. She guided the razor with careful precision, drawing it over my skin as if I were made of glass.

Each pass left me smoother, more bare, more exposed. My body twitched involuntarily under her touch, not from fear, but from the heightened sensation of everything. I didn’t feel like a joke to her. I didn’t feel disgusting or wrong.

I felt... wanted. Claimed.

The other girls still giggled behind their hands, watching Cora work. I could feel their amusement, but I also felt their curiosity. Their hunger. I was something between a plaything and a project, and strangely, I didn’t mind.

When Cora finished shaving both legs, I dipped them into the water. The contrast was immediate. The water felt different. Slipperier. Silky against my skin. I ran my hands along my calves beneath the surface and shivered. I was more sensitive than I expected, and I should have realized she wasn’t done.

“Stand up,” she said, her voice soft but commanding.

I obeyed. Cora lathered the area around my pelvis, her fingers brushing against my cock and balls with intentional care. She worked slowly, shaving me clean. Every stroke of the razor was methodical, deliberate. I didn’t breathe until she pulled away.

Then I reached down and touched myself. Just lightly. Just to see. My fingers slid over the freshly shaved skin and I moaned, startled by how good it felt—how raw and smooth and electric everything was. My cock was hard, pulsing against my palm. The soft skin around it made every sensation sharper. Cleaner. Almost feminine.

The girls were still watching. I should have been embarrassed. This was supposed to be punishment, after all. A lesson. But I didn’t feel ashamed. I felt something else.

I liked it.

I liked their eyes on me, their nervous laughter, their wide-eyed disbelief. And I especially liked the way Cora was watching me too—still serious, but now unmistakably turned on.

I stepped out of the tub, water dripping from my body, and reached for a towel. Cora disappeared upstairs and came back a few moments later with a bundle of items in her arms—clothes, shoes, and a long, brown wig. She dropped them on the couch and smiled at me, her eyes flashing.

“Time to doll you up,” she said, handing me a pair of soft, white panties. “Put these on first.”

I hesitated for only a second, then stepped into them. The silk brushed my legs and I sucked in a breath. It was impossibly soft—slick against the freshly shaved skin of my thighs, my hips, my pelvis. I pulled the panties up slowly, savoring the feeling as they pressed snugly against my cock and balls.

I looked down at myself, unsure of who I was becoming.

If I didn’t have a cock, I thought, I might not have felt like a man at all.

When I raised my eyes, Cora was standing right in front of me, holding a matching white bra.

“Oh my god,” Sara whispered behind her. “I can’t believe we’re actually dressing him up.”

“Isn’t it fun?” Millie asked, giggling again.

Wendy didn’t say a word. She just watched, tilting her head slightly as if assessing me from every angle, her eyes sharp and curious.

Cora helped me into the bra, sliding the straps over my shoulders and adjusting them with careful fingers. I could feel her breath close to my skin. The soft cups of the bra flattened against my chest as she reached behind me to fasten the clasp.

The air in the room changed. Everything slowed.

All of them were staring at me. Their gazes felt physical—like fingers stroking across my bare skin, lips brushing my neck, breath warming my back.

“You look so pretty,” Cora murmured, stepping back to admire her work.

Her lips curled into a knowing smile. She bit her lower lip, eyes smoldering. “But we’re not finished yet.”

“We’re not?” Millie asked, her tone caught somewhere between disbelief and delight.

“No,” Cora said with quiet authority. “We’re not going to be finished until he’s feminized from head to toe. Every inch of him will look like a woman.”

Sara grinned, her eyes sparkling. “Then we should take photos of him.”

My stomach lurched. “No,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “You can’t.”

“Nothing would be a greater punishment than that,” Millie said, smirking as she reached for her phone.

Before she could open the camera, Cora stepped in, her voice low and certain. “I can think of something greater,” she said. Then she turned her gaze on me with a smirk that made my pulse race. “But I won’t tell you what it is until after we’ve finished dressing him.”

The others seemed thrilled by the promise. They gathered around me like a flock, eager and excited, hands brushing against my bare arms and chest as they reached for fabrics and accessories. Cora handed Millie a deep purple dress, and the two exchanged a conspiratorial smile that made my heart thud faster. For a moment, I felt like their secret—something fragile and forbidden they were crafting together.

A flicker of fear crossed my mind. Where were Dean and Troy? Had they gone home? Would they come back? Would they see me like this, half-naked and trembling under the touch of these girls?

I hoped they wouldn’t. Yet somewhere, deep beneath the embarrassment, a spark of something darker thrilled me. The idea of being caught—of being seen this way—sent a quiet shiver of arousal through me.

Millie slipped the dress over my head, her fingertips brushing my shoulders as the fabric slid down my body. The cool silk clung to me like water, smoothing over every line of my skin. When she zipped it up, the snugness made my breath catch. The dress hugged my waist, my hips, even the faint curve of my backside, making me aware of every inch of myself in a way I had never been before.

Sara knelt in front of me with a pair of heels. “Step in,” she said, guiding my feet carefully. The shoes lifted me at least three inches, arching my calves, straightening my posture, and making my ass tighten under the dress. The strange balance of it all—teetering, elegant, vulnerable—sent a thrill through me. I had never realized how powerful heels could make someone feel, or how exposed.

Then Cora stepped forward again, holding a pair of silicone inserts for my bra. Her face was close enough that I could feel the warmth of her breath. She slipped the inserts inside the low neckline of the dress, her fingers grazing the top of my chest. The movement was slow, intimate. When the others looked away for a moment, she leaned in and brushed her lips softly against mine.

It was quick, but it changed everything. My heart hammered in my chest. For a moment, I couldn’t tell if the kiss was meant to comfort me or claim me. Was it part of the game—or something real? The confusion only made the moment more electric.

Wendy approached next, carrying the wig. It was long and chestnut brown, glossy under the overhead light. Millie helped her fit it over my head and smooth the hair into place. The strands brushed my shoulders, tickling my skin. When I looked down at myself, I hardly recognized the body I saw. The dress gave me shape and softness. My legs looked long and slender. The bra gave me cleavage that moved when I breathed. Even my cock was hidden beneath the smooth fabric, the outline barely visible.

Something inside me shifted. I wasn’t sure if it was shame or fascination, but I couldn’t look away.

Before I could think too much about it, the girls pushed me gently onto the sofa. They surrounded me, each armed with a different tool—foundation, blush, mascara, lipstick, eyeliner. The air filled with the scent of powder and perfume, the faint chemical sweetness of cosmetics mixed with the warmth of their skin.

I sat still while they worked, their fingers tilting my chin, brushing across my cheeks, tracing my lips. Every stroke felt more intimate than it should have. They giggled and traded teasing remarks, leaning close to admire their progress. When they finally stepped back, I could feel the weight of their stares.

“Good job, ladies,” Millie said, admiring me like an artist proud of her creation. “I’d say this operation has been a success.”

Cora smiled, her voice softer now. “I agree. I’ve never seen such an impressive transformation.” She studied me with that same focused intensity as before. “Finn, maybe you were meant to be a girl the whole time.”

A chill crept up my spine. I tried to laugh it off, but the sound caught in my throat. The thought was absurd—but it also left me dizzy.

Two hours ago, I’d been nothing more than a curious boy spying on a group of girls. Now I was shaved, smooth, and dressed in silk. My cock was pressed against a pair of panties. My legs were encased in a purple dress that hugged every new curve. My fake hair brushed the tops of my breasts, and the scent of lipstick clung to my mouth.

And I was hard.

Cora handed me a small mirror, her eyes glinting. “Take a look,” she said.

I took the mirror with trembling hands and lifted it toward my face. What I saw made my breath stop. My skin was flawless, my lashes dark, my lips full and pink. There was no trace of the boy I had been. Staring back at me was someone beautiful. Feminine. Erotic in a way I couldn’t explain.

I lowered the mirror and looked down at my chest, the curve of my torso, the soft outline of my body beneath the dress. My cock pulsed against the silk, and I clenched my jaw, trying to hide the sound that threatened to escape my throat.

I shouldn’t be aroused by this. I shouldn’t want it. This was supposed to humiliate me. To teach me a lesson.

But it didn’t feel like punishment. It felt like discovery.

I was turned on by my own reflection, by the power they had over me, by the way I looked through their eyes.

And when I finally dared to glance up again, Cora was smiling.

Whatever she had planned next, I was ready for it.


Chapter Three



The girls formed a loose semicircle around me, cutting off my escape. Their presence filled the room, crowding the space between me and the sofa. The air was heavy with perfume and anticipation, warm from the heat of too many bodies in one small room.

“What are we going to do now, Cora?” Millie asked. Her voice carried a teasing edge, though her eyes were watchful. All four girls stood with their arms crossed, studying me in my new outfit as if I were something strange and delicate they had created. Their gazes traveled from my wig to my chest, down my legs, pausing on the place where the purple dress clung too tightly. Every one of them seemed ready to act, waiting only for Cora’s command.

Cora smiled faintly. She leaned close to Millie’s ear and whispered something too low for me to catch. Millie’s brows lifted and her mouth parted with a quiet gasp before she grinned. Without a word, she turned and hurried up the stairs, her bare feet slapping softly against the wood. I glanced between the stairwell and Cora, my heart thudding.

“What did you tell her?” I asked.

Cora said nothing. She only looked at me with an unreadable expression, a hint of amusement pulling at her lips. The other girls whispered among themselves, stealing glances at me like they were in on some secret.

Moments later, Millie returned, her hands hidden behind her back and a smug look on her face. The sound of her steps slowed as she rejoined the group. When she brought her hands forward, my stomach tightened.

In one hand, she held a large, flesh-colored dildo that swung lightly with the motion of her wrist. In the other, a bottle of clear lubricant gleamed in the lamplight.

My mouth went dry. I looked from the toy to Cora, my voice thin and uncertain. “What’s that for?”

Cora reached out and took both items from Millie, holding them with casual confidence. “This,” she said, her tone calm but unmistakably dark, “is your punishment.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening. “What are you going to do to me?”

She stepped closer, the scent of her shampoo mixing with the faint sweetness of body lotion. “I’m going to fuck you with this cock until you beg for more.” Her voice was deeper now, rougher, like something had shifted inside her. The softness from before was gone, replaced by something commanding.

My throat tightened. She looked at me as though she already owned me.

“Now,” she said, “get on the floor. On all fours.”

I froze for a second, caught between confusion and desire. My breath came in uneven bursts. Cora tilted her head slightly, her mouth curving into a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“You don’t want to fight us on this,” she said slowly. “Don’t you want to please us? Isn’t that why you’re here? You came to spy on us. You wanted to see what girls do when they think no one’s watching. Isn’t that why you tripped when the others ran?”

Her words cut through me. “No, I didn’t—” I started, but the protest fell apart in my mouth. Deep down, part of me wondered if she was right. Maybe I had wanted to get caught. Maybe I wanted this, even if I couldn’t admit it.

Without finishing the thought, I moved to the floor. The rug was soft beneath my knees. My hands trembled as I pressed them down, the position leaving me open, waiting, and painfully aware of every inch of my body.

“Good girl,” Cora said softly. The words sent a cold, delicious shiver up my spine.

She slapped the dildo lightly against her palm, the sound sharp and rhythmic. Her eyes roamed over me with bold satisfaction, and I felt myself harden despite everything. Around us, the others moved closer. Wendy untied the sash from her pajama pants and let it slide through her fingers. Sara crouched near her overnight bag, rummaging through it until she pulled out a string of glistening anal beads. My breath caught.

Were those for me?

“Now that she’s all dolled up,” Cora said to the group, “it’s time to have a little playtime.”

The girls closed in around me until I could feel the heat of their bodies. The circle tightened, and then hands were on me again—soft, searching, unrelenting. I couldn’t tell whose fingers grazed my thighs or whose nails traced the back of my neck. It was everywhere at once, an overwhelming blur of touch and breath and perfume.

A pair of lips found my shoulder first, pressing gently before grazing my skin with teeth. Another hand slipped beneath my dress, palming my chest through the bra cups, squeezing lightly as if testing me. My body arched on instinct. Behind me, two more hands gripped my ass, spreading me open with teasing force that made my breath hitch.

Then a softer touch found the front of my dress, brushing over the hard shape of my cock. My whole body jerked. Someone giggled. A pair of lips followed, kissing the fabric where my panties clung between my legs, right over my balls. The warmth of that kiss made me gasp aloud.

My cock throbbed so hard it felt like it might burst. Every nerve in my body was alive, tuned to their every movement. I hoped they might let me come by the end of it, though part of me already knew they wouldn’t make it easy. The anticipation was part of the punishment. The wait, I told myself, would make everything sharper.

The room seemed to pulse around me, voices fading into a haze of laughter and breath. Their touches blurred together, a slow storm of fingers and lips and skin. Every inch of me tingled with awareness.

A pair of hands gripped the waistband of my panties and yanked them down to my knees. Cool air hit my cock, and a wet tongue slid along its length, teasing me without taking me fully in. I groaned, my knees going weak. Hands caught me under the arms before I could collapse. My head hung low, hair falling into my face, and I had to fight to keep my weight from giving out completely.

Then a slick finger pressed against my ass and slipped inside. My hips jerked backward on instinct. My cock brushed against someone’s hand, and she began stroking it lazily, like she had all the time in the world. A mouth found mine at the same moment. A tongue slid between my lips, slow and deep, tasting me while I moaned into it. I kissed back without thinking, lost to the rhythm of it all. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. The combination of restraint and touch was unbearable.

Hands gathered at my hips, guiding me forward. They moved me easily, arranging me like a doll. I ended up on my hands and knees, my arms stretched forward against the carpet, my ass high in the air. My panties stayed bunched around my knees, trapping me halfway between humiliation and surrender. My cock and balls hung forward, heavy and exposed, while my skirt was pushed up around my waist.

I felt multiple hands stroking my ass, gentle and rhythmic, as if testing my limits. Their soft laughter filled the air—low, feminine, teasing. I stared straight ahead toward the dining room, the polished floor catching the glow of lamplight. I didn’t dare move.

Sara appeared in my line of sight, crouching in front of me. Her flat stomach hovered at eye level, smooth and warm. When she leaned down, I caught the faint scent of perfume and arousal mixed together. She smiled, her mouth curling with mischief, and kissed me again—soft at first, then deeper. Her hands found mine and pulled them back behind me. I heard the whisper of fabric as she tied the pajama sash around my wrists. The knot was tight enough that I couldn’t pull free.

Her face stayed close, her breath warm on my cheek. I could smell her—her skin, her sweat, and the unmistakable hint of her arousal. She was wet. The realization sent a tremor of pride through me. I was making them wet. Somehow, even tied and trembling, I had that effect on them.

A finger slid back into me, this time slicker than before, and another followed it. They stretched me gently, working the lubricant in slow circles. I heard a faint pop as someone opened the bottle again, followed by the wet sound of more lube being squeezed out. A hand spread it between my cheeks, coating me in slippery warmth.

Then came the first push of the anal beads. I gasped as the round tip pressed against me. “They’re too big,” I thought, panic flickering briefly before fading into raw heat.

The girls didn’t rush. They spoke to each other softly, laughing under their breath as they took turns teasing me open. Every few moments, one of them spat lightly on the beads or on her fingers to add more slickness. They coaxed me with patient, persistent pressure, pushing a little deeper each time until my muscles gave way. The sting melted into pleasure.

When the first bead finally slid inside, I groaned out loud. The sound earned a chorus of giggles. The second bead followed more easily, then the third. The slow, deliberate rhythm of insertion made my body tremble. Each one filled me a little more, until the sensation stopped feeling foreign and became something dangerously close to bliss.

A hand kept stroking my cock while another fondled my balls, their touches alternating between soft and possessive. My body shook from the overstimulation, every nerve pulling tight. I couldn’t think anymore. All that existed were their hands, their voices, and the pressure growing inside me.

Then the beads started to move—sliding out slowly, one by one, only to be pushed back in again. I moaned into the carpet, dizzy from it. Sara’s voice murmured something I couldn’t understand, but her tone was warm and approving.

When I lifted my head again, Millie was kneeling beside her, holding the dildo. The size of it made my chest tighten. She met my eyes and smiled in a way that was both kind and merciless.

She pressed her thumb to my lips, sliding it into my mouth. “Open up,” she whispered. When I obeyed, she replaced it with the dildo, pushing it past my lips slowly. My mouth stretched around it, my tongue slick against the silicone. The girls laughed softly at the sight of me—bound, filled, and trembling.

The dildo pressed deeper until it hit the back of my throat, and I groaned around it. Behind me, someone tugged lightly on the string of beads, pulling them out one at a time in a rhythm that matched the thrusts into my mouth. My whole body quivered between them.

I was completely taken, every part of me claimed. The sash dug into my wrists, the toys filled me from both ends, and the hands never stopped touching, stroking, holding me in place. I tried to hold back, but it was useless. My body had already decided for me.

The moment the dildo hit the back of my throat again, I came. My cock pulsed and released in thick spurts across the carpet, the sound of it lost beneath the girls’ laughter. My body slumped forward, my breath ragged. Shame and pleasure blurred into one dizzying wave.

Cora’s voice came softly from behind me. “Such a good girl,” she said. Her hand glided along my back, calm and affectionate, while she eased the beads out one by one. The slow withdrawal made me shudder.

Millie pulled the dildo from my mouth, and I gasped for air. My arms gave out, and I collapsed fully onto the carpet. The room felt too bright, my skin too sensitive. The girls hovered around me, their voices hushed now, almost gentle.

“I guess we can let him go now,” Millie said, still catching her breath.

“No,” Cora answered. Her tone was quiet but firm. “He should stay over.”


Chapter Four



“He should?” asked Sara, tilting her head with a skeptical look. “I thought we were punishing him, not rewarding him.”

“Trust me,” said Cora. Her voice carried that quiet confidence that always made the others listen. “He’s going to spend the night in his girly outfit. He’ll wake up in the morning and realize it wasn’t just a dream. That’ll make it the perfect punishment.”

The other girls exchanged glances, a few smirking as they started rolling out their sleeping bags across the carpet. The living room was warm and faintly perfumed with lotion and body spray. Millie took one sofa and tossed me her sleeping bag without a word. I settled onto the floor beside it, my skin still tingling from everything that had happened earlier.

When the lights were off and the soft shuffle of blankets filled the quiet, I felt the air change. Cora moved her spot closer to mine until I could sense her warmth through the thin fabric between us. The blinds were half open, and a pale ribbon of moonlight spilled through the window, painting her face in silver. She was watching me, smiling faintly.

She reached out and touched my arm, tracing her fingers over my skin in slow, delicate circles. A shiver went through me, sharp and involuntary. There was nothing mocking in her touch. It was gentle. Almost affectionate.

“You looked really hot tonight,” she whispered. “All those toys inside you. That little dress. The lingerie. You looked so pretty as a girl.”

“Thank you,” I said softly, unsure of what else to say. My throat felt dry, and my pulse was loud in my ears.

“I’ve never told anyone this before,” she said, her voice barely above a breath. “The reason I haven’t slept around in college isn’t because I’m shy. It’s because I like a very specific kind of guy. I like sissies. Guys who’ll dress up for me.”

For a moment, I just stared at her in the dim light, my mind struggling to keep up. “You do? Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

“Because it sounds stupid,” she said. “Before tonight, I was too embarrassed. I can’t just walk up to a guy on campus and ask him to wear panties for me. But when I saw you earlier, all dressed up while we…” Her voice caught slightly. She reached for my hand and guided it under her pajama pants, sliding it inside her panties. My fingers found her soft and wet. “It turned me on,” she whispered.

I swallowed hard as her hips shifted toward me. The smell of her skin filled the air, faintly sweet and dizzying. She leaned in and kissed me, slow and searching. Her lips were warm, her tongue soft against mine. I moved my hand deeper between her legs, feeling the slick heat of her arousal, while her fingers curled around me through the thin satin of my panties.

We tried to stay quiet. The others were asleep, their breathing steady in the dark. Cora’s body trembled under my touch. I circled her clit with my thumb and felt her shudder, her breath catching against my lips. I came when she did, biting back a sound as she pressed her mouth to mine to keep us both silent.

Afterward, she rested her head on my chest. Her hair smelled faintly of coconut shampoo. We lay there tangled in the sleeping bag, our skin cooling, our breaths syncing until we both drifted off.

When I woke in the morning, the house was still quiet except for the faint hum of a refrigerator and a few birds outside. My body felt heavy, spent, and strangely peaceful. I slipped out of the sleeping bag and padded to the bathroom, the hem of my borrowed nightgown brushing my thighs.

Under the harsh light of the mirror, I stared at myself. My makeup was smudged, mascara faint beneath my eyes, lipstick faded to a pink stain. I should have felt ashamed, but instead, I smiled. My reflection looked alive in a way I hadn’t seen before. I rinsed my panties in the sink and watched the water run clear, then hung them carefully on the towel rack to dry.

When I came out, the girls were sitting around the coffee table eating toast and sipping from mismatched mugs. The room smelled like coffee and buttered bread. Cora looked up at me, her eyes still bright with that same spark from the night before.

“I still say we should take a photo of him,” Millie said, grinning.

“I think he’s had enough,” Cora replied. Then she leaned close and whispered, “Meet me at my house in an hour.”

I nodded, trying not to smile too obviously. The thought of seeing her again sent a warm rush through me.

Back in my own clothes, I said goodbye and stepped out into the cool morning air. My heart was still racing. In the car mirror, I saw traces of mascara clinging to my lashes and the faint tint of lipstick on my mouth. I almost didn’t want to wash it off.

My phone buzzed with messages from Dean and Troy.

What happened to you, man?

Did the girls catch you?

Dude, I hope you’re alright.

I stared at the screen, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. There was no way to explain it. How could I tell them that the girls had caught me, dressed me up, and used me like a toy—and that I’d liked it? That one of them had kissed me and whispered that I looked pretty?

They wouldn’t understand. So I put my phone face down and drove home in silence, my mind still replaying Cora’s voice and the taste of her kiss.

I drove to Cora’s house with my heart thudding in my chest. The sky was still pale from morning, the air crisp enough to make my hands tense on the steering wheel. Every block closer filled me with that same nervous excitement I’d felt the night before—half shame, half hunger for whatever this was becoming.

When I reached her front porch, the door opened before I could knock. Cora stood there smiling, her hair loose and a little messy, like she hadn’t slept much. She waved me in, her voice warm and light.

“I’m so glad you came. I want to dress you up in something new. I hope that’s okay.”

“Do I have a choice?” I asked, trying to sound playful, though my voice came out lower than I intended.

“Today, you do.” She leaned against the doorframe, studying me with a softness that felt new. “I don’t want to punish you anymore. I want you to enjoy yourself. I hope you do, anyway.” Her eyes searched my face for a hint of hesitation. “So, do you want to play dress-up?”

My pulse picked up. “Give me your best outfit,” I said.

Cora’s whole expression brightened. She laughed quietly and threw her arms around me. Her lips found mine, warm and eager, tasting faintly of coffee and mint. For a few seconds, the rest of the world fell away. Then she pulled back, smiling breathlessly, and took my hand.

“Come on,” she said, leading me up the stairs. Her room smelled like perfume and laundry detergent, with a faint sweetness that reminded me of her skin. On the bed, she had already laid out a turquoise lingerie set and a short black dress.

I stripped down slowly, aware of her watching. The air brushed cool against my bare skin, and when I slipped on the lingerie, the silk clung to me like memory. Each time I did this, it felt easier—more natural somehow. I didn’t just tolerate it anymore. I liked it. Maybe too much. The fabric pressed tight against my arousal, and I silently promised myself I’d learn to control that.

Cora hummed softly as she did my makeup, her fingers steady against my cheek. She handed me the same blonde wig from the night before. “I swiped it from Millie,” she said, grinning. “She won’t even notice.”

Her excitement was contagious. Her whole face glowed when she was in this mood. She handed me a pair of matching turquoise heels, and I slid my feet into them, feeling taller, lighter.

When I stood in front of her full-length mirror, my reflection startled me. The figure looking back didn’t feel like a costume anymore. The curves were subtle, the skin smooth, the lips glossy under Cora’s careful hand. I touched my neck and let my fingers drift down my chest, tracing the outline of the dress. A quiet thrill rippled through me. I was beautiful in a way I’d never imagined I could be.

Cora watched me from the bed, biting her lip. “You look incredible,” she said.

Before I could answer, the doorbell rang. The sound cut through the stillness like a blade. My stomach tightened.

“Your surprise is here,” said Cora, her tone light but secretive. She hurried downstairs, her bare feet pattering against the wood. I stayed frozen at the mirror, the sound of my heartbeat drowning everything else.

Then I heard their voices.

Dean and Troy.

Panic hit me like cold water. I stumbled back from the mirror, tripping on the hem of the dress. “Shit,” I whispered. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I darted into Cora’s bedroom and locked the door. My hands shook. Downstairs, laughter floated up, casual and familiar. I heard footsteps, then the creak of the stairs. The sound of Cora’s voice grew closer.

“Finn?” she called softly. The knob turned. “Open up.”

“No,” I said. “You never said they were coming.”

“What’s going on?” Troy asked from the hallway.

“I have a surprise for you guys,” Cora said, her tone teasing. “For all of you. Please, Finn. Please let them see you.”

“Finn, where have you been, man?” Dean called. “We’ve been texting you since last night.”

“I know, I just…” My voice faltered. “I can’t.”

I backed away from the door, trembling. My reflection in the vanity mirror was unrecognizable. Cora’s perfume clung to my skin, sweet and intimate, and the sight of myself—painted lips, soft curves, the faint shadow of fear in my eyes—was both mortifying and intoxicating.

Cora spoke again, her voice gentler now. “Finn, listen. You don’t have to show yourself. But I think we could all have a lot of fun if you’d just come out.”

“Fun? Doing what?” Troy asked.

“You’ll see,” Cora said, playful again.

“No, he won’t,” I said under my breath. My chest ached from how fast my heart was pounding. I felt trapped, cornered, the walls too close. I could take the dress off, but my makeup would still give me away. And Cora—God, she’d be disappointed.

I paced the room, thinking through every escape I could imagine, but they all ended the same way. Either I hid forever or I faced them. Either I let shame swallow me or I found out what Cora really wanted.

Maybe this was what she’d meant by trust.

I looked at myself one more time in the mirror. My hands were trembling, but my posture straightened. I realized then that I wanted her—wanted her to see me, all of me. And if this was the kind of guy she liked, maybe I could be him.

I swallowed hard, smoothed the front of my dress, and drew in a slow breath. Then I reached for the lock.

The latch clicked. The room went quiet.

And I opened the door.


Chapter Five



All three of them stared at me with wide, unblinking eyes. I could feel their shock hanging in the air like thick fog. But Cora—Cora was smiling. There was something playful in the way her lips curled, something proud.

“What the hell?” Dean said, blinking as if he couldn’t trust what he was seeing. “That’s Finn?”

“Holy shit,” Troy added, his voice cracking with disbelief. “Why the hell are you dressed up like that?”

I glanced toward Cora, silently begging her to take the lead. She didn’t hesitate. She stepped forward with that same calm confidence I had come to rely on.

“Last night,” she said, speaking clearly for all of them to hear, “this was his punishment for spying on us.”

Troy laughed under his breath and shook his head. “Shit. Are you going to do that to us too?”

“No,” Cora said, her tone light but firm. Then she tilted her head and let her gaze drift over me like she was admiring a piece of art. “But don’t you think Finn looks attractive like this?”

Dean let out a low whistle. “He doesn’t look like Finn, that’s for sure.” He swallowed hard, his eyes dragging down my body. “Fuck. I don’t want to admit this, but… you’re fucking hot.”

The compliment sent a sharp, unexpected jolt through me. I felt it in my chest. In my cock. “Thank you,” I said, my voice quieter than I intended.

Troy was still staring, but now with a different kind of intensity. “Yeah,” he murmured. “But if you’re going to dress like that, you need a girl’s name.”

“What about Felicia?” Cora offered, clearly enjoying the game.

Dean shook his head. “Too close to Finn.”

I hesitated for a moment, then said, “I’ve always liked Nicole.” My cheeks burned as soon as I said it, but I didn’t take it back.

“Yeah, yeah,” Dean said, nodding slowly. “That’s nice. Nicole fits.”

Cora stepped closer to me and brought her lips to mine without warning. Her kiss was soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. I leaned into it, lost in the heat of her mouth. The boys didn’t say a word. They just watched. Silenced. Spellbound.

“I thought,” Cora said when she finally pulled back, “we could have a little fun.”

“Shit,” Troy said, running a hand down his face. “That was fucking hot.”

“Then shut up,” Cora said, her tone suddenly bolder, more commanding, “and take out your cocks.”

I expected them to hesitate. But they didn’t. Not even for a second. They yanked off their shirts and unzipped their pants like they’d been waiting for permission. Their cocks were already hard.

“Not out here,” she added. “In the bedroom.”

The boys looked momentarily embarrassed and scrambled to collect their clothes. We all walked down the hallway together. The anticipation made my skin buzz.

Inside the bedroom, Cora closed the door with a click and locked it. The sound echoed in my ears.

Dean and Troy dropped their pants in unison and stood there, holding their cocks in their hands, eyes flicking between me and Cora.

“Well?” Cora asked, her voice playful but firm. “Who wants Nicole first?”

They both looked nervous. Then, to my surprise, they raised their hands at the same time.

My heart raced. These were my friends. Guys I had known forever. I shouldn’t want this. But I did.

“Looks like you’ll have to take both,” Cora said, smirking. “Get on your knees between them.”

She guided me into position, placing me directly in front of them. The carpet was soft beneath my knees. Dean stepped forward first, brushing his cock across my lips. I opened for him and let him slide in.

The moment he sank into my mouth, everything shifted. His hand cupped the back of my head and he groaned low in his throat. I could feel the tension in his fingers as he guided me. He didn’t seem to see Finn anymore. Only Nicole.

His cock was warm and slightly salty, more pliant than the dildo Cora had used on me. It filled my mouth differently. Softer, more human. His head pressed gently against the back of my throat as he rocked his hips forward.

Troy reached down and began to stroke my chest. I closed my eyes and imagined I had real breasts beneath his palm, soft and round and sensitive. I imagined being their little slut, eager to please them both.

Cora knelt in front of me, her cheeks flushed and her breathing quick. She was watching everything with a kind of feral fascination, her gaze locked on the way my lips stretched around Dean’s cock.

Dean slid out of my mouth, and Cora took my hand, wrapping it around him. I began to stroke him while Troy stepped forward and eased his cock between my lips. He was thicker, and the angle was different, but I adjusted quickly. The scent of his skin—salty, musky, slightly sweet—mingled with Cora’s magnolia perfume, creating a heady mix that made my pulse race.

I alternated between them, switching from one cock to the other. Each time, I felt myself slipping deeper into the role I was playing, though it no longer felt like a performance. My body tingled from head to toe. I shouldn’t have loved it as much as I did. But I did. God, I did.

Cora leaned forward and took Troy’s cock into her mouth while I returned to Dean’s. The boys groaned loudly, lost in the pleasure we gave them. Their hands tangled in our hair. Their hips bucked gently as we sucked them with hunger and purpose.

I watched, mesmerized, as Cora sucked Troy’s cock like it was second nature. Her lips glided over his shaft, wet and pink and perfect. I thought I’d feel jealous, watching her with another man—but instead, I felt hotter than ever.

The room was filled with the slick sounds of mouths on skin, the low moans of pleasure, the soft creak of the mattress beneath us.

Dean came first, groaning sharply as he spilled into my mouth. I swallowed quickly, savoring the taste as it slid down my throat. Moments later, I heard Cora gag softly, then swallow, her eyes fluttering shut as Troy finished in her mouth too.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at me, breathless and flushed.

“I want to see you fuck Troy while I fuck Dean,” she said, her voice low and thick with lust.

The boys looked at each other and grinned like they’d just unwrapped the best gift of their lives.

“Dude, I can’t believe we’re actually doing this,” Dean said, glancing over at Troy.

Troy mouthed, I know, his eyes wide, his breathing uneven.

Cora rolled her eyes at their hesitation, then looked at me with a teasing smile that said everything. The two of us giggled, the sound breaking some of the tension, and together we gave our guys a playful shove until they tumbled onto the carpet.

I watched Cora first, studying her movements like she was a teacher and I was the nervous student trying to follow her lead. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and peeled them off slowly, revealing smooth, toned legs and a hint of the black lace thong beneath. Then she pulled her tight T-shirt over her head, her hair falling messily around her shoulders as the fabric slipped free.

She straddled Dean’s lap without hesitation, her hips settling naturally over his. I couldn’t look away. She slid her thong to the side and reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. When it fell away, I froze. It was the first time I’d ever seen her breasts bare. They were perfect—full and soft, her nipples already hard from arousal.

I followed her example, straddling Troy’s lap in the same way, my heart racing so fast I could barely breathe. I wasn’t entirely sure how this was supposed to work, but Cora didn’t seem uncertain at all. She shifted her hips and, with a soft gasp, guided Dean’s cock inside her. The sound she made—a raw, throaty moan—sent heat rushing through me.

A flicker of jealousy touched me, sharp and unexpected, but it melted quickly into something darker. Watching her ride him, watching the way her body moved, turned me on more than I wanted to admit. My own cock strained against the soft fabric of my panties, and I wanted to feel what she was feeling.

I lifted my dress until it gathered around my waist and slid my panties aside. Troy was breathing hard beneath me, his eyes locked on my face. I reached between us and positioned him at the entrance to my ass, my fingers trembling slightly.

Across from us, Cora was slamming her hips against Dean’s pelvis, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. In the middle of it, she reached for her nightstand and pulled open the drawer without breaking rhythm. She tossed a small bottle toward me, her eyes bright and wild.

“Here,” she managed between gasps.

The bottle landed beside me. I grabbed it, flipped the cap, and poured the cool, slick lube into my palm. The sound of her moaning filled the room as I coated my fingers, then rubbed it over the tight ring of muscle and along the length of Troy’s cock.

Her noises blended with his breathing, with mine, until everything felt blurred together—heat, skin, the faint scent of sweat and perfume.

Troy’s hands tightened on my hips as I slowly lowered myself onto him. The stretch burned at first, a deep ache that made me shiver, but the pleasure followed fast behind. Inch by inch, his cock slid inside me until I could feel the base of him pressed against me, every nerve alive.

It felt so good that my thoughts scattered. This was Troy. One of my old friends. Someone I never imagined touching, let alone like this.

When he was fully inside me, he let out a groan that vibrated through my chest. Then he started moving. Harder. Faster. The slap of skin filled the space between us.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rough. “You’re so tight.”

His gaze dropped lower, to where my cock jutted between us. I started stroking myself slowly, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. His eyes widened. He couldn’t look away.

That stare made me feel powerful. Desired. I moved my hips with purpose, rolling and grinding against him, my body trembling with each motion. I wasn’t just taking him—I was giving him something he hadn’t expected. Something he couldn’t stop wanting.

I stroked my cock faster as I rode him, the slick sounds mixing with our moans. Across the room, Cora’s pace quickened. She was gasping Dean’s name now, her voice breaking as she clutched his shoulders and shuddered hard.

Dean came first, his body arching beneath her as he spilled inside her. She stayed there, moving gently as their breathing slowed, her forehead resting on his shoulder.

That image alone—her soft moans, the way their bodies relaxed into each other—was enough to push Troy over the edge. He gripped my waist tighter and slammed his hips up into me, each thrust rougher than the last.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, his voice breaking as he came.

I felt the heat of it inside me, hot and wet, filling me in rhythmic pulses that made my whole body tense. I stroked myself through it, and when my orgasm hit, it was blinding. My cum spilled over my hand and dripped down my cock in slow, sticky trails.

Troy was still moving, slower now, whimpering quietly as he came down. The sound of it—the weakness in his voice, the vulnerability—made me ache in a different way.

I could feel him softening inside me, the warmth of him spreading through me. I felt dirty and filthy and utterly alive.

And fuck, I wanted more.

Cora leaned over and kissed me, her lips soft and warm as they pressed against mine. Her breath still tasted faintly of sweat and arousal, and her fingers curled lightly in my hair. “You’re so hot, Nicole,” she whispered, her voice husky and low. “We can’t get enough of you.”

She eased off of Dean with a lazy grace, her body still flushed and gleaming. I slid off of Troy’s lap, my legs unsteady beneath me, and we collapsed onto the carpet between them. The floor was cool against our backs, a sharp contrast to the heat pulsing between our bodies.

Cora kissed me again, deeper this time. Her hands roamed, cupping my breasts, teasing my nipples through the thin sheen of sweat. I returned the touch eagerly, my palms gliding over her curves, my fingers tightening as I moved lower. I brought my mouth to her chest, kissing a trail across her skin until I found her nipples and took one between my lips. I sucked gently at first, then flicked my tongue across it, feeling her arch beneath me with a breathless moan.

Behind us, the guys had repositioned themselves. I felt the shift in the air before I saw it—Dean and Troy moving to kneel behind us, switching places without a word. Cora met my gaze with a steady, knowing look, like she was reading my thoughts and telling me to trust her. I held her eyes and nodded. She smiled, then kissed me hard—her tongue parting my lips at the exact moment I felt Dean’s cock slide inside me from behind.

I gasped into her mouth, the shock of penetration making my entire body tighten. Cora moaned too, only hers was louder, more urgent, like it had caught her off guard. Her hands dug into my shoulders, fingers curling as she clung to me. That was when I realized what was happening.

Troy was inside her too—but not in the way I’d expected. He had entered her ass, and from the look on her face, she loved it.

“Fuck,” she breathed out, barely able to form the word. Her voice was strained and needy, her body trembling as she rocked between us. The guys began to move, slow at first, then gradually falling into a rhythm. Cora and I clung to each other, wrapped in a messy, tangled embrace, our mouths kissing and gasping and whispering things no one else could hear.

“Nicole,” she panted, her lips brushing my ear. “I want you inside me. I want to feel your cock.”

My breath caught. “But Troy is—”

She silenced me with a kiss, then reached between us. Her hand wrapped around my cock and guided it to her pussy, slick and open, begging for more. With a slow, aching push, she lowered herself onto me.

I felt everything.

I felt the stretch of her body, the wet heat of her cunt, the pressure of Troy’s cock sliding in and out of her ass just inches away. The thin, yielding wall between us made it feel like we were touching each other, like we were all fused together. I hesitated, afraid I might hurt her somehow, but she gripped my hips and whispered, “Keep going. I want this.”

So I did.

I rocked into her as Dean fucked my ass from behind, his pace picking up, his hands gripping my waist. Cora’s tits bounced against my chest, her nipples grazing my skin with every thrust. My hands moved instinctively, cupping her breasts, teasing them as our bodies moved in perfect sync.

We were completely intertwined—four bodies, every hole filled, every nerve ending on fire. Troy pounded into Cora’s ass, the motion pressing him against my cock in her pussy, making each thrust tighter, wetter, more intense. Dean groaned behind me as he slammed into my ass, his rhythm relentless. I could barely think. I could only feel.

Overwhelmed by sensation and emotion, I moaned into Cora’s neck. I could feel myself teetering on the edge, but I didn’t want it to end. I bit down gently on her shoulder, just enough to ground myself, just enough to hold on.

Cora cried out, a raw sound of pleasure and surrender, and then the others followed. Dean grunted as he emptied himself inside me, his hips jerking. I felt the heat of his cum filling me, joining the mess Troy had left earlier. Troy groaned against Cora’s back, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her ass.

Still inside her, I reached between us and stroked her clit with my thumb, slow and deliberate. She shuddered against me, her orgasm rippling through her, her breath catching in her throat as she held on tight.

We collapsed together, tangled and slick with sweat and cum, our hearts pounding. The guys pulled out slowly, and I felt everything leaking out of me in a warm, slippery rush.

Cora’s eyes fluttered open. She let out a shaky breath and smiled. “Holy shit. That was intense.”

“You’re telling me,” I said, my voice hoarse and uneven.

“So how often are we going to get to do this?” Troy asked, still catching his breath.

“Yeah,” Dean added, his grin lazy and satisfied. “This was hot.”

Cora turned to me with a playful smirk. “I told you you’d have fun. You can have as much fun as you want from now on.”

I looked at her, my chest tightening. “Cora, you’ve got me hooked. Before last night, I didn’t even realize how badly I needed this. But now? It makes me feel whole. It makes me feel beautiful. Desired. Loved.”

“You are,” she said softly, brushing a damp strand of hair from my face. Her fingers lingered on my cheek. “But let’s not make any big decisions right now. I think the four of us deserve something to eat.”

Everyone nodded in agreement as we began gathering our clothes and pulling them back on, one piece at a time. We made our way downstairs together, sore and sticky and still glowing from what had just happened.

But I already knew what I was really hungry for.

I wanted more of it. More of the mess. More of the heat and connection. More of the way Cora looked at me, like I was hers—and she was mine. I didn’t want ordinary anymore. I wanted her. I wanted this.

And deep down, I knew exactly what that meant.

I was ready to be the kind of guy Cora always dreamed about.

Which, as it turned out, wasn’t a guy at all.

And maybe that had been the truth all along.
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