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  Chapter one








Bobby the Bully


Istride into the lecture hall with that familiar buzz of superiority crackling through my veins. Five minutes early — just enough time to find my entertainment for the day. My eyes sweep the room with practiced efficiency, cataloging faces, postures, vulnerabilities. 
There. Third row. Suzy hunched over her desk like she's trying to disappear into her oversized sweater. Perfect.
Her backpack gapes open beside her, and I catch the telltale flash of candy wrappers — bright blues and reds stuffed between textbooks. My smirk cuts across my face like a blade. This is almost too easy.
I drop into the seat directly behind her, close enough that my knees nearly brush her chair. She goes rigid, shoulders drawing up toward her ears. She knows. They always know when I'm watching.
"Morning, Suzy."
My voice carries just the right volume — conversational enough to seem casual, loud enough for the surrounding rows to tune in. A few heads turn our way, sensing the shift in atmosphere. They smell blood in the water before it's even spilled.
She glances back, her face already flushing pink. "Oh. Hi, Bobby."
"Rough night? You look... tired."
The word hangs in the air like smoke. Not accusatory enough to get me in trouble, but loaded with enough implication that everyone within earshot gets the message. Her hand moves instinctively to smooth her hair, then stops — probably remembering that drawing attention to her appearance right now won't help.
"I'm fine," she mumbles, turning back toward the front.
But I'm not done. My gaze drops to that open backpack, to the colorful evidence of her weakness. "You know, I read this article about sugar crashes affecting sleep quality. Fascinating stuff about how the body just... can't regulate itself properly when you're constantly feeding it junk."
A couple of people snicker. She reaches for her backpack zipper, but it's too late. Everyone's seen. Her face burns crimson now, and she keeps her eyes glued to her notebook like it might save her.
"Just looking out for you," I add, leaning back in my chair with satisfaction. "Self-control's a muscle, right? Got to exercise it."
The room settles into that perfect tension — half the class pretending they didn't hear, the other half waiting to see if she'll fight back. She won't. They never do.
I lean forward and snatch her backpack in one fluid motion, the weight of it surprising me. "Christ, this thing's heavy. What're you hiding in here, your emergency stash?"
She spins around, panic flashing across her face. "Give that back—"
But I'm already diving in, my fingers closing around the first wrapper. Out comes a Snickers bar, then a Twix, then a king-size Butterfinger that draws a collective gasp from the growing audience. I hold each one up like a game show host displaying prizes, my grin widening with every horrified expression that crosses her face.
"Look at this, everyone! It's not even 10 AM and she's packing enough sugar to kill a horse."
The laughter starts low, a few snickers that build into something meaner. More students filter in, drawn by the commotion. I can feel their attention like electricity, feeding my performance.
I wave the Butterfinger in front of her face, close enough that she flinches. "You'd think you could keep your fat hands off this garbage for one day. Just one day, Suzy. But I guess some people have zero self-control, right?"
The eruption is everything I wanted — harsh, collective laughter that fills the lecture hall. Someone behind me whispers "savage" like it's a compliment, and warmth spreads through my chest. This is what I live for. The moment when everyone sees what I see, when the whole room agrees that I'm right and she's pathetic.
Suzy's hands shake as she reaches for her things, but I keep dancing them out of reach. Each desperate grab makes the audience laugh harder. Her face is tomato-red now, tears threatening at the corners of her eyes.
"Please," she whispers, but it only makes me hold the candy higher.
"What's that? Speak up, Suzy. Can't hear you over all that heavy breathing."
A girl in the front row actually applauds. The sound cuts through everything else — sharp, deliberate claps that make my spine straighten with pride. This is performance art. This is justice served with an audience.
"Bobby—"
"It's about discipline," I announce to the room, still waving her contraband. "Some people have it, some people don't. Guess which category our friend here falls into?"
The laughter crescendos. Perfect timing. Perfect execution. I am a fucking maestro of social destruction, and everyone here knows it.
Suzy bolts from her seat like a spooked deer, tears streaming down her blotchy cheeks. Her chair topples backward with a satisfying crash that echoes through the lecture hall. Beautiful. She doesn't even try to collect her scattered candy — just abandons it all like the weak-willed creature she is.
I watch her stumble toward the exit, shoulders shaking with sobs, and warmth spreads through my chest. Mission accomplished. The room buzzes with whispered commentary, phones already out to capture the aftermath for social media. This moment will follow her for weeks.
I turn back to my audience, arms spread wide like a conductor acknowledging his orchestra.
"What? I'm helping her. It's called accountability."
A few more chuckles ripple through the crowd. I make a show of gathering the abandoned candy, holding each piece between thumb and forefinger like it's contaminated. Into the trash they go, one by one, with exaggerated disgust twisting my features.
"This is exactly why America has an obesity problem — no discipline, no shame."
I dust off my hands theatrically, then reach into my own bag. Out comes my lunch: a perfectly portioned glass container of grilled chicken, brown rice, and steamed broccoli. Every macro calculated, every gram measured. Next to it, my signature protein shake in its sleek steel bottle.
I flex subtly as I pop the container open, making sure everyone sees the contrast. Where she had chaos and sugar crashes, I have order and control. Where she had weakness, I have strength. The difference couldn't be more obvious.
"See that?" I gesture toward my meal. "This is what discipline looks like. This is what happens when you actually give a damn about yourself."
A few guys nod approvingly. I catch Jake from my econ class checking out my arms, probably wondering what gym I hit. Marcus shoots me a thumbs-up from across the room. Even some of the girls look impressed despite themselves — not at my cruelty, but at my obvious self-control.
Professor Chen enters just as I'm taking my first bite of chicken. The room settles instantly, but I can feel the residual energy crackling around me. I transform seamlessly into perfect student mode — back straight, notebook open, pen ready. The model of academic excellence.
But the glances keep coming. Admiring looks from the guys who wish they had my balls. Fearful respect from the ones who know they could be next. A few girls whisper behind their hands, probably debating whether I'm an asshole or just brutally honest.
I've cemented my position once again: apex predator of the social hierarchy, untouchable in my discipline.
Exactly where I belong.
I hit the gym forty minutes after the Suzy incident, riding the high of absolute social dominance. The tingles in my fingertips from earlier have faded to nothing — probably just the rush of adrenaline from a perfect takedown.
The weight room is my sanctuary. Chrome and rubber, the honest clank of iron against iron. Here, discipline translates directly into results. No bullshit, no excuses, just the pure mathematics of effort and reward.
I slide forty-fives onto the barbell with practiced efficiency. Bench press first — always bench press first. The routine grounds me, reminds me why I'm superior to soft people like Suzy who let their bodies dictate their lives.
The first set flows like water. Eight reps at my usual weight, muscles firing in perfect synchronization. I rack the bar and sit up, already calculating the progression for my next set. Discipline in action.
But something feels off. Not wrong exactly, just... different. My usual post-workout energy feels muted somehow, like someone turned down the volume on my nervous system. I shake my head and add ten more pounds.
The second set starts strong. Rep one, two, three — then my arms start shaking. Not the good burn of muscle fatigue, but something deeper. Something hungry. By rep six, the bar feels impossibly heavy. I barely manage to rack it, breathing harder than I should.
"Dude, you good?" Marcus appears beside the bench, concern creasing his forehead.
"Fine." I wave him off, but my voice sounds strained even to my own ears. "Just trying a new tempo."
Lie. I've been lifting the same weight for months, could probably do it in my sleep. But now my muscles feel hollow, like they're running on empty despite the protein shake I downed an hour ago.
I strip twenty pounds off the bar and try again. Same thing. Halfway through the set, my body just... quits. The strength drains out of me like someone pulled a plug.
"Maybe take a rest day?" Marcus suggests.
"Rest days are for people who don't know how to push through." The words come out sharper than intended. I reload the bar with even less weight, determined to finish my routine.
By the fourth set, I'm lifting what I usually warm up with, and even that feels like moving mountains. Sweat pours down my face — not the clean sweat of hard work, but something sour and desperate. My hands shake as I rerack the bar.
This is impossible. I eat clean, sleep eight hours, follow my supplement schedule religiously. My body is a machine, and machines don't just break down for no reason.
I stumble to the water fountain, legs unsteady beneath me. The cold water hits my throat like salvation, but it doesn't touch the deeper emptiness gnawing at my core. It's not thirst — it's something else. Something that makes my stomach clench with a hunger I've never felt before.
Must be the stress of finals week. That has to be it. Even perfect discipline can't completely eliminate academic pressure.
I pack up my gear and head for the exit, ignoring how my usual confident stride has degraded into something closer to a shuffle. Outside, the campus buzzes with late afternoon energy, but it all feels muted and distant.
My apartment is only six blocks away, but by the time I reach the front door, I'm breathing like I just ran a marathon. My hands shake as I fumble with the keys. This is ridiculous. I'm twenty-two years old and in peak physical condition. Bodies don't just rebel like this.
Inside, I collapse onto my couch and stare at the ceiling. The familiar space — all clean lines and careful organization — should comfort me, but instead it feels foreign. Wrong. Like I'm seeing it through someone else's eyes.
The hunger hits again, stronger this time. Not normal hunger — I ate my perfectly portioned lunch just three hours ago. This is something primal, desperate. Something that makes my jaw clench and my hands curl into fists.
I force myself upright and head to the kitchen, already knowing my meal prep containers won't help. But discipline demands I try. Discipline is all I have left.
The grilled chicken tastes like cardboard. The brown rice sits in my mouth like sawdust. I force down a few bites anyway, telling myself this is just a bad day. Tomorrow will be different. Tomorrow I'll be back to normal.
But deep in my gut, something whispers that normal is gone forever.






  
  Chapter two












The Book of Revenge


Iwoke to sunlight slicing through the blinds, sharp and unyielding against my face. My body felt wrong before my eyes even opened, an unfamiliar softness pressing into the mattress beneath me. I shifted, and something heavy swayed on my chest. My breath caught, jagged and tight, as I forced my eyes open and sat up. 
Hair—long, silky strands—spilled over my shoulders, brushing against my cheeks like a stranger’s touch. I pushed it back with trembling hands, only to freeze. My fingers weren’t mine. They were slender, delicate, with nails that gleamed faintly in the morning light. My gaze dropped lower, and my stomach twisted into a knot. Breasts. Full, round, undeniable, the weight of them pulling slightly with every shallow breath I took. They rose and fell, skin pale and impossibly smooth, nipples tightening in the cool air, sending a shiver through me I couldn’t ignore.
I yanked the blanket up to cover myself, heart slamming against my ribcage, but the fabric grazed over my chest, and a jolt of sensitivity shot through me. It was too much—too foreign. I scrambled out of bed, legs unsteady, and felt the sway of hips that weren’t mine, a curve that threw off my balance. My thighs brushed together, soft and warm, nothing like the hard lines I knew. Bare feet hit the cold floor, and even that felt different, the arch of my foot smaller, more tender.
I stumbled to the bathroom, dreading the mirror but unable to stop myself. The reflection hit like a punch. A woman stared back—gorgeous, with high cheekbones, full lips parted in shock, and wide, terrified eyes. My eyes, somehow, trapped in this alien face. My hands—her hands—reached up to touch my cheeks, tracing the softness, the lack of stubble. They slid down to my neck, then lower, cupping the weight on my chest. My fingers brushed a nipple, and a gasp tore from my throat, unbidden, as heat pulsed through me.
Between my legs, there was nothing familiar. Just a void where there should’ve been strength, replaced by a warmth, a sensitivity I couldn’t name. My thighs clenched instinctively, and a slickness bloomed there, humiliating and unstoppable. This isn’t me, I thought, even as my body betrayed me with every shuddering breath.
My hands wouldn’t stop shaking as they hovered over this stranger’s body—my body. I pressed my fingertips into the smooth skin of my arms, digging hard, hoping the sharpness would snap me out of whatever warped nightmare this was. Nothing. No waking up. Just the faint sting of my nails biting flesh, and the alien softness beneath them. I slid my palms down, tracing the dip of my waist, the flare of hips that shouldn’t exist. My breath hitched, ragged, as my fingers skimmed over the swell of my breasts again. Too real. Too heavy. The texture of my own skin felt like a lie, satin where there should’ve been grit.
I pinched my thigh, hard enough to bruise, a desperate grunt escaping my lips as the pain flared. Still nothing changed. The mirror didn’t flicker. The face staring back—those full lips, those wide, panicked eyes—stayed fixed. My chest tightened, a vise of dread squeezing out every rational thought. I gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles whitening, and leaned closer to the reflection, as if proximity could unravel the trick.
“What the hell is this?” My voice came out wrong, soft and melodic, slicing through the silence like a stranger’s whisper. It wasn’t mine. It couldn’t be. I swallowed, throat tight, and tried again. “This ain’t me. This… this ain’t real.” The words trembled, barely audible, as if speaking them louder would make the horror permanent. My gaze dropped from the mirror, unable to stomach that face any longer, and I stared at the tiled floor, willing my old self to claw back through.
I squeezed my eyes shut, hands balling into fists, nails digging into my palms. “Wake up, Bobby. Come on, man. Snap out of it.” My whisper was a plea, a lifeline thrown into the void, but the weight on my chest, the brush of hair against my neck, the warmth blooming between my thighs—they mocked every word. I pressed a hand to my stomach, feeling it rise and fall too fast, and muttered, “This can’t be happening. I’m still me. I’ve gotta be.” But even as I spoke, my body hummed with a truth I couldn’t face, a betrayal woven into every curve I didn’t want to know.
I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the mirror, no matter how much I wanted to. That face—those wide, striking eyes, the delicate curve of a nose, lips so full they looked like they begged to be kissed—it was unreal. My hands hovered near the glass, not daring to touch, as if reaching out would make this permanent. My chest heaved, the weight of my breasts shifting with each uneven breath, and a flush crept up my neck, warming skin that wasn’t supposed to be mine.
“I’m hot…” The words slipped out, a whisper so quiet I barely heard myself. My voice, still that unsettling, silken tone, wrapped around the confession like a velvet noose. “I’m actually hot… oh God.” My stomach churned, a sick twist of dread and something else, something sharper, cutting through the fog of horror. Pride. A flicker of it, unwanted, wormed its way into my chest. I snapped my eyes away, shaking my head hard enough that strands of hair whipped against my cheeks, soft as a caress I didn’t ask for.
“No. Hell no.” I gripped the sink harder, the cold porcelain biting into my palms. “This ain’t right. I ain’t this… this doll in the mirror. I’m Bobby. I’m me.” But even as I spat the words, my gaze drifted back, traitor that it was. The reflection didn’t lie. High cheekbones, a jawline softened into something graceful, skin so smooth it practically glowed—every detail screamed a beauty I never had before. And I hated how a part of me, buried deep, preened under the weight of it. My throat tightened, shame flooding in, hot and bitter, drowning that flicker of vanity. What the hell is wrong with me? I thought, teeth grinding. I can’t think like this. I won’t.
I turned away, forcing my feet to move, but the sway of my hips followed, unasked for, a reminder with every step. My hands clenched into fists, nails digging into flesh, as if pain could anchor me back to who I was. “I’m not this,” I muttered, voice cracking, softer than I wanted. “I’m not some… some pretty thing to gawk at.” Yet the mirror’s truth lingered, a splinter in my mind, splitting me between disgust and a sick, creeping thrill I couldn’t shake.
The knock at my door sent ice through my veins. I froze, naked and trembling, my hands instinctively covering my breasts. Who the hell could that be? My voice came out in a strangled whisper.
"Who is it?"
"It's me, Bobby. Open up."
Suzy. My blood turned to fire, rage and terror warring in my chest. I grabbed the first thing I could find—a oversized t-shirt from yesterday—and yanked it over my head. The fabric brushed against my nipples, sending an unwanted shiver through me. I pulled on boxers that hung loose on my narrower hips, then stalked to the door.
I ripped it open, and there she stood. Suzy, in her usual baggy sweater and jeans, but something was different. Her eyes weren't downcast like usual. Instead, they sparkled with a satisfaction that made my skin crawl. She looked me up and down, taking in every curve, every change, and her lips curved into a smile I'd never seen before.
"Well, well." Her voice carried a smugness that twisted my gut. "Don't you look... different."
"What the hell did you do to me?" The words exploded out of me, my new voice cracking with fury and something that sounded dangerously close to tears. I stepped closer, fists clenched, trying to tower over her like I always had. But the height difference wasn't what it used to be. I felt smaller, more fragile, and it made the rage burn hotter. "I know you did this. Fix it. Now."
Suzy stepped into my room without invitation, closing the door behind her. Her movements were calm, deliberate, like she owned the space. Like she owned me.
"You know what I love about this?" She turned to face me, arms crossed, that predatory gleam never leaving her eyes. "For once, you're not looking down at me."
"Answer me!" I lunged forward, grabbing her by the shoulders, but my grip felt weak, my hands too small. "What kind of sick joke is this? Change me back!"
She didn't flinch. If anything, her smile widened.
"I wanted you to feel what it's like, Bobby. To not be able to control the urges you despise so much." Her voice was honey over broken glass, sweet and cutting. "To know what it means when your body betrays you."
I shook her, desperation creeping into my voice. "I don't understand! If this is about control, if this is about—about being weak like you, then why am I..." The words stuck in my throat, shame burning my cheeks.
"Why are you what?" Her eyes glittered with malicious curiosity.
"Why am I hot?" The admission ripped out of me, raw and humiliating. "If you wanted to make me fat and disgusting like you, then why do I look like... like this?" I gestured wildly at my body, at the curves that shouldn't exist, the beauty I didn't deserve.
Suzy's laugh was low and rich, like she'd been waiting for exactly this question. She stepped closer, and I could smell her perfume, something floral and cloying that made my stomach twist.
"Oh, Bobby." She reached out and brushed a strand of hair from my face. Her touch was gentle, almost tender, which somehow made it worse. "This isn't about fat. This is about weakness."
Her fingers trailed down my cheek, and I jerked back, but not before a shiver ran through me.
"You'll find out what you can't control soon enough."
The promise in her voice, the predatory satisfaction in her smile—it all crashed over me like ice water. This wasn't just about humiliation. This was something deeper, something that would strip away everything I thought I knew about myself.
"What does that mean?" My voice came out smaller than I intended, vulnerability bleeding through despite my efforts to sound strong.
But Suzy was already moving toward the door, her work here done. She paused at the threshold, looking back at me with eyes that held secrets I was terrified to learn.
"You always said people like me lack discipline, Bobby. Let's see how disciplined you really are."
The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone with the echo of her words. Let's see how disciplined you really are. The phrase circled in my head like a vulture, picking at something I couldn't name. I stood there in the middle of my room, wearing clothes that didn't fit right on a body that wasn't mine, feeling smaller and more lost than I'd ever been.
My hands trembled as I ran them through my hair—her hair—the silky strands sliding between my fingers like water. The sensation was foreign, unsettling, yet I couldn't stop touching it. What did she mean about discipline? About weakness? If this wasn't about making me fat and pathetic like her, then what the hell was it about?
I paced to the window, my new gait feeling wrong with every step. My hips swayed without permission, and I could feel my breasts moving beneath the oversized t-shirt, the fabric brushing against sensitive skin. Each sensation was a reminder that this body wasn't mine, that I was trapped inside something alien and soft.
The knot in my stomach twisted tighter. There was something Suzy wasn't telling me, something crucial hiding behind that satisfied smirk. She'd looked at me like she knew a secret I couldn't even begin to guess at. The way she'd said weakness—not like she was talking about willpower or self-control, but something else entirely. Something that made her eyes gleam with anticipation.
What you can't control. The words sent ice through my veins. I'd always prided myself on control. Control over my body, my impulses, my desires. I was the one who mocked others for their lack of discipline, their inability to resist temptation. But standing here in this unfamiliar flesh, I felt that certainty cracking.
I caught my reflection in the window glass—that beautiful, terrifying face staring back at me—and felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with anger. My stomach clenched, not with nausea but with something else, something that made my breath hitch and my skin prickle with awareness.
"No," I whispered to the reflection, my voice barely audible. "Whatever you did to me, whatever sick game this is, I'm still me. I'm still Bobby."
But even as I said it, I could feel something stirring beneath the surface, something hungry and desperate that I didn't recognize. Something that made my new body hum with an energy I couldn't understand but somehow feared more than anything else in the world.
The knot in my stomach pulled tighter, and I knew—with a certainty that terrified me—that I was missing something vital about what Suzy had done to me.
I yanked open my closet, desperate to find something—anything—that would help me feel like myself again. But the familiar row of polos and button-downs had vanished, replaced by a rainbow of dresses, skirts, and blouses that made my stomach lurch. Hangers clinked together as I shoved them aside, searching frantically for even one piece of my old clothes.
"Come on, come on..." My voice cracked with desperation. At the very back, I found salvation: a pair of old jeans and a black hoodie, wrinkled and forgotten. I grabbed them like lifelines.
The jeans fought me every step of the way. I had to lie on the bed, sucking in my breath—though my stomach was actually flatter now—just to work the zipper up over hips that curved in ways that felt obscene. The denim stretched tight across my ass, molding to contours that shouldn't exist. When I stood, the waistband dug into flesh that was too soft, too yielding. My thighs filled the legs completely, creating a friction I'd never experienced as the fabric rubbed between them with each step.
The hoodie was worse. My breasts strained against the cotton, creating two obvious swells beneath the fabric. The material pulled taut across my chest, emphasizing rather than hiding what I desperately wanted to conceal. I tugged at the hem, trying to make it hang loose like it used to, but it clung to my waist, outlining every curve.  With trembling fingers, I tore off the hoodie and jeans, my skin crawling at the way the fabric clung stubbornly to my new curves before finally slipping free. My bare breasts bounced slightly with the motion—that disgusting foreign movement—and I grabbed the first bra I could find from the pile of clothes. 
Fumbling with the straps like a teenager on his first date, I somehow managed to fasten it, but the flimsy lace offered zero containment. The cups strained against my heavy, sensitive flesh as my nipples perked up from the friction—another humiliating betrayal my body delighted in. Even the slightest movement made my new chest sway within the bra's confines, the silky fabric rubbing against erect nipples that sent unwelcome sparks through me.
I clenched my jaw hard enough to ache, trying to will my traitorous body into submission. But no amount of mental discipline could stop the way my breasts swelled against the lace, the cups barely containing them as they threatened to spill over with every agitated breath I took. The bra wasn't controlling anything—it was just another sick reminder of how this female flesh refused to be contained, how it thrummed with sensations and needs that felt alien yet terrifyingly familiar.  
Still Bobby in my head, I thought desperately, hands hovering over the bra straps, torn between ripping it off and adjusting it better. But these— these things aren't part of me. They can't be. Yet the proof pulsed hotly beneath my fingers, the tender weight impossible to ignore no matter how I tried.
I caught myself in the mirror and wanted to punch something. Even dressed in my most masculine clothes, I looked unmistakably female. The jeans hugged every curve, and the hoodie couldn't hide the swell of my hips or the way my waist nipped in. My face, framed by that cascade of hair I couldn't bring myself to cut, looked delicate and pretty despite my scowl.
Control, I told myself, gripping the dresser until my knuckles went white. I can control this. I've always had discipline. That's what separates me from weak people like Suzy.
But even as I repeated the mantra, doubt gnawed at my edges. Standing here in clothes that betrayed my body's new reality, I felt the foundation of everything I believed about myself starting to crack. I'd always been the one in power, the one who controlled situations and people. I'd mocked others for their lack of self-discipline, their inability to resist temptation.
Now I was trapped in flesh that felt foreign and unruly, wearing clothes that turned every movement into a reminder of what I'd become. The fabric stretched and pulled with each breath, each step, each unconscious gesture, making me hyperaware of curves and softness where there should be hard lines and strength.
What kind of temptation was Suzy talking about? The question circled in my mind like a predator, patient and persistent. Whatever test lay ahead, whatever weakness she expected me to display, I'd prove her wrong.
I had to.






  
  Chapter three








The First Heat


The walk across campus became a surreal nightmare dressed as a dream. 
"Bobbi! Hey girl, love your hair today!"
Sarah Mitchell waved from across the quad, the same girl who used to duck her head when Bobby walked past. Now she bounded over with a bright smile, as if we'd been friends for years.
"Thanks," I managed, my voice coming out higher and softer than intended. The sound made my skin crawl.
"Are you okay? You look a little pale." Sarah's eyes crinkled with genuine concern, a warmth I'd never seen directed at Bobby Sales.
This is insane. Everyone acted like I'd always existed as Bobbi, like Bobby had never walked these same paths just yesterday. Mike Chen nodded respectfully as he passed—the same guy who used to flinch when I'd mock his stutter in Economics. Now he treated me like an equal, maybe even better.
"Bobbi, right?" A guy from my Psychology class fell into step beside me. "I'm Jake. We should study together sometime."
His smile was easy, friendly. Not the calculating grin guys gave Bobby when they wanted something, but genuine interest. My stomach did something weird and fluttery that made me want to punch him.
"I'm busy," I snapped, then immediately regretted the harsh tone when hurt flickered across his face.
"Oh. Okay, sure. Maybe another time." He peeled away without the resentment Bobby would have earned.
They like her. They actually like her.
More smiles, more waves, more casual conversations that Bobby had never experienced. People gravitated toward this version of me with an ease that felt impossible. Where Bobby commanded respect through intimidation and cruelty, Bobbi apparently earned affection just by existing.
"Looking good today, Bobbi!" called out Trevor from his usual spot by the library steps. The same Trevor who'd cowered when Bobby shoved past him last week.
The compliments kept coming, each one like a slap. These people saw something in Bobbi that they'd never seen in Bobby—something warm and approachable that I didn't understand. They treated her like she belonged in their world of easy friendships and genuine connection.
But I don't belong here. The thought clawed at me as another classmate waved enthusiastically. I'm Bobby Sales. I don't need their approval.
Yet something deep in my chest ached at the warmth in their voices, the way they looked at Bobbi like she mattered. Like she was worth knowing.
This isn't real, I told myself, but the lie tasted bitter.
* * *
I slid into my seat in the lecture hall, clutching my notebook like a shield. The room buzzed with the usual pre-class chatter, but I kept my eyes down, determined to blend into the background. That plan shattered the second the guy next to me shifted in his seat. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline that could’ve been carved from marble, he was the kind of athlete I’d have sized up as competition back when I was Bobby. Now, sitting this close, I couldn’t ignore him.
I caught a whiff of his cologne—something sharp, woodsy, with a bite that cut straight through my focus. My chest tightened, and I gripped my pen harder, staring at the professor scribbling on the board. Concentrate. You’re not some giddy idiot. Just listen to the lecture.
But my body had other ideas. That scent coiled around me, sinking into my skin like a drug. Heat crept up my neck, flushing my cheeks, and a slow, insistent pulse started between my thighs. My fingers twitched on the desk, the pen nearly slipping from my grip. No. Stop this. You’re not some desperate chick. I bit the inside of my cheek, the sharp pinch of pain a desperate anchor, but it didn’t help. My pussy throbbed, a traitor to every ounce of willpower I clung to.
I stole a glance at him—big mistake. He was leaning forward, jotting notes, the flex of his forearm drawing my eyes like a magnet. That cologne hit me again, stronger this time, and my nipples hardened under the thin fabric of my shirt, brushing against the material with every shallow breath. A shiver ran down my spine, and I hunched forward, crossing my arms over my chest to hide the evidence. This isn’t me. I don’t want this. But the dampness soaking into my panties said otherwise, a humiliating truth I couldn’t escape.
He turned his head slightly, not even looking at me, just adjusting in his seat, and the barest hint of his profile—sharp nose, stubbled jaw—sent a jolt through me. My thighs clenched together, the ache building into something unbearable. Sweat beaded at the nape of my neck, and I dropped my gaze to the desk, clawing for control I didn’t have. I’m Bobby Sales. I don’t lose it over some random guy. Yet here I was, unraveling piece by piece, my body a stranger I couldn’t command.
My thighs pressed tighter together, but it didn’t help. A slick warmth spread between them, undeniable and humiliating, soaking through the thin fabric of my underwear. Every nerve in my body seemed to spark at once, a fire I couldn’t douse no matter how hard I tried. My pussy throbbed with a fierce, hungry ache, each pulse a betrayal that drowned out the drone of the professor’s voice. I shifted in my seat, the friction only making it worse, a sharp jolt of need shooting through me. A whimper clawed at my throat, and I bit my lip hard, the copper tang of blood grounding me for a split second.
Get a grip. You’re not some panting animal. But my body didn’t care about my silent commands. My skin burned, a flush creeping from my chest up to my face, scorching my cheeks. I could feel the heat radiating off me, as if everyone in the lecture hall could see the mess I’d become. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat that synced with the relentless pulse down below. I gripped the edge of my desk, knuckles whitening, desperate to anchor myself before I unraveled completely.
That cologne still lingered, a cruel tether pulling me under. Each breath dragged more of it into me, and I swore I could feel my nipples stiffening further, scraping against my shirt with every ragged inhale. The sensation was maddening—too much, too sharp, like my skin didn’t belong to me anymore. I wanted to bolt, to run from this room and the stranger beside me who’d done nothing but exist. Yet part of me, some twisted, buried piece, relished the chaos. The rush of it, the electric hum singing through my veins—it was terrifying, yeah, but it was also alive in a way I’d never felt before.
Panic churned in my gut, bitter and cold beneath the heat. What the hell is wrong with me? I wasn’t this person, wasn’t some quivering mess undone by a whiff of scent and a fleeting glance. My breath hitched, shallow and quick, as I wrestled with the storm inside. Every squirm in my seat fanned the flames, every thought of pushing this down only made my body scream louder. I was splitting apart, caught between horror at my own weakness and the raw, gnawing pull of desire I couldn’t outrun.
I couldn’t sit there another second, drowning in that cologne and the humiliating throb between my thighs. My chair scraped against the floor as I shoved to my feet, snatching my bag with trembling hands. Heads turned, but I didn’t care. I needed out. Now. My sneakers slapped against the tiled floor of the lecture hall, each step jolting through me, igniting every oversensitive nerve. My breasts bounced beneath my shirt, a foreign weight that sent sharp tingles across my chest, and I hunched my shoulders, desperate to hide the evidence of my body’s betrayal.
The hallway blurred as I half-ran toward the bathroom, the ache in my core pulsing harder with every stride. My skin prickled, hyper-aware of the fabric brushing against my thighs, the dampness clinging to my panties. This isn’t me. I don’t lose it like this. But the thought dissolved under a fresh wave of heat, my pussy clenching with a need so fierce it stole my breath. 
My footsteps slowed as the glossy white door loomed ahead—Women’s Restroom etched in crisp black letters that might as well have been a flashing billboard declaring This is who you are now. My throat tightened. Standing there staring at it, I could feel the choice settling over me like a noose; every second I hesitated was another step toward accepting this nightmare as reality. 
But my traitorous body didn’t care about pride. The heat between my thighs pulsed harder, slickness soaking through my panties, and before I could choke out another denial, my hand shot forward. The door swung open with a muffled creak, and for one fleeting moment, the chill of conditioned air slapped against my burning cheeks—a cruel mockery of relief. 
It wasn’t just air. It was surrender. Crossing that threshold meant admitting that the body trembling beneath these clothes wasn’t some temporary glitch—it was mine. The realization curdled in my gut even as I stumbled inside, the door swinging shut behind me with a click that sounded disturbingly final.
I stumbled into the nearest stall, slamming the lock with a shaky hand. My bag hit the floor with a dull thud as I leaned against the metal door, chest heaving. The fluorescent buzz overhead seemed to drill into my skull, but it couldn’t drown out the frantic rhythm of my pulse—or the slick, insistent hunger radiating from between my legs. My fingers twitched at my sides, itching with a compulsion I loathed. Don’t do this. You’re stronger than this. But my body didn’t listen.
Breath hitching, I slid a hand down, fingers brushing over the waistband of my jeans. The contact alone sent a shudder through me, and I bit my lip, tasting the faint sting of blood. I popped the button, tugged the zipper, and slipped my trembling fingers beneath the soaked fabric of my panties. The first touch against my swollen folds ripped a gasp from my throat, the wet heat shocking even to me. My knees buckled, and I braced harder against the door, thighs quivering as I stroked deeper, unable to stop. The pressure built, raw and merciless, my pussy gripping at my fingers like it had a mind of its own. Every glide, every press, dragged me closer to a ledge I didn’t want to cross but couldn’t avoid.
My fingers moved faster, slick and desperate, stroking over the sensitive bud that sent electric shocks through my core. I couldn’t stop, couldn’t even slow down, my body a runaway train barreling toward a cliff. My pussy clenched tight, heat coiling unbearably as I pressed harder against the stall door, the cold metal biting into my shoulder. A sharp, keening sound escaped my lips, a noise I didn’t recognize as mine, and then it hit—wave after wave of raw, shattering pleasure. My knees buckled, thighs trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm ripped through me, soaking my fingers, dripping down my legs. My entire body shook, caught in the throes of something so intense it bordered on pain, a gushing release that left me gasping, forehead pressed against the door.
But the high didn’t last. As the last shudder faded, a bitter chill settled into my bones, snuffing out any trace of relief. My hand slipped free, slick and trembling, and I stared at it, disgust curling in my gut. The dampness clung to my skin, a vile reminder of what I’d just done. My chest heaved, breaths ragged, and a sob clawed its way up my throat, spilling out in a broken, pathetic sound. Tears burned my eyes, streaking down my cheeks as I slumped against the door, the metal now warm from my own heat.
“I didn’t even want that. I’m not even gay. What’s happening to me?” My voice cracked, barely a whisper, echoing in the empty stall. Each word felt like a shard of glass, cutting deeper into the mess of who I thought I was. I wasn’t this person—this quivering, needy thing driven by urges I couldn’t control. I was Bobby Sales, sharp, steady, untouchable. But the mirror of my mind showed something else now: soft curves, flushed skin, a body that craved in ways I couldn’t understand.
My hands scrubbed at my face, smearing tears and shame across my cheeks. The ache in my chest swelled, a hollow pit where my certainty used to be. Was this me now? Not just the flesh, but the desperate, spiraling want that dragged me under? I couldn’t reconcile it—the man I knew with the stranger I’d become. My sobs grew quieter, but the confusion churned louder, a storm I couldn’t outrun.






  
  Chapter four








Tom’s Interest


Ispent another ten minutes in that stall, scrubbing at my face with rough paper towels until my skin felt raw. The fluorescent lights hummed their judgment as I finally forced myself to stand, to pull my jeans back up over still-trembling thighs. My reflection in the grimy bathroom mirror looked wrecked—mascara I didn't remember applying streaked down my cheeks, lips swollen from biting them, hair tangled from pressing against the stall door. 
Get it together. You're still you.
The walk across campus to the student lounge took every ounce of willpower I had left. Each step reminded me of this body's alien geography—the sway of hips I couldn't control, the bounce of breasts that shouldn't exist, the lingering wetness between my legs that made me want to crawl out of my own skin. But I needed normal. I needed something, anything, that felt like before.
The student lounge buzzed with afternoon energy, groups clustered around tables, the familiar sounds of conversation and laughter filling the space. I spotted Tom immediately—that broad-shouldered frame sprawled across a couch, his buddies gathered around, controllers in hand. The sight of him hit me with unexpected relief. Tom. My buddy. We'd spent countless hours gaming, talking shit, being guys together.
My legs carried me forward before doubt could freeze them. The group's laughter rang out as I approached, some joke I'd missed, and for a second I almost turned back. But Tom's eyes found mine, widening with recognition and something else I couldn't quite place.
"Hey, Tom! Want to game later?"
The words tumbled out too fast, too eager. A few of his friends glanced over, their gazes sliding down my body in a way that made my skin crawl. But I kept my focus on Tom, on the familiar angles of his face, the easy confidence in his posture.
His eyebrows shot up, surprise flickering across his features. For a heartbeat, I thought he'd blow me off, make some excuse. Then his mouth curved into that trademark grin, all white teeth and casual charm.
"Yeah, sure! Always up for some games."
Relief flooded through me, so intense my knees nearly buckled again. Normal. This was normal. Just two friends planning to hang out, kill some zombies or race cars or whatever. Nothing had to change. I could still be me, even trapped in this nightmare of flesh.
* * *
I stood in front of the closet, hands hovering over hangers, my mind a mess of noise I didn’t recognize. Back when I was me—really me—picking an outfit took two seconds. Polo, jeans, done. Always sharp, never overthought. Now, my fingers twitched toward a skirt I didn’t even remember buying, some flimsy thing that would hug these curves I hated. Pretty. He’ll think you’re pretty. The thought sliced through me, hot and wrong, and I slammed the closet door halfway shut before yanking it open again. 
No. Screw that. 
I snatched a pair of black pants and a matching button-up shirt, both crisp and tailored enough to feel like armor. Safe. Neutral. But as I tugged on the shirt, my chest pressed against the fabric, too noticeable, too soft. My hand drifted to the drawer, pulling out a black lace bra before I could stop it. I froze, staring at the delicate straps, the sheer cups. Why am I doing this? My stomach churned, but I slipped it on anyway, the lace scratching lightly against my skin, a secret betrayal under the dark fabric.
Later, at Tom’s place, the familiar smell of pizza grease and energy drinks hit me as I stepped inside. His apartment hadn’t changed—same worn couch, same cluttered coffee table littered with game cases. I dropped into the spot next to him, controller in hand, forcing a smirk I didn’t feel. “Ready to get your ass kicked, Jenks?”
He chuckled, low and easy, passing me a soda. “We’ll see, hotshot.” His voice was the same as always, but his eyes weren’t. They kept flicking down, lingering where my hoodie draped over my chest, the fabric too thin to hide much despite my efforts. Heat crept up my neck, and I shifted, pulling the zipper higher, as if that could erase the weight of his stare.
We booted up the game, the screen flashing with explosions and gunfire, but the room felt tighter than it should’ve. Every time our elbows brushed, a current zipped through me, unwelcome and sharp. I gripped the controller harder, focusing on the pixelated chaos, but the air hummed with something unspoken. My past with Tom—jokes, trash talk, brotherhood—clashed against this new edge, a tension I couldn’t name but couldn’t ignore either.
I kept my eyes glued to the screen, thumbs mashing the controller with more force than needed. The game’s soundtrack blared through Tom’s shitty speakers, explosions rattling my focus, but I forced out a laugh, sharp and fake. “Dude, you suck at this. How’re you missing every shot?”
Tom snorted, sprawling back on the couch, his shoulder just an inch from mine. “Keep talking, Bobbi. I’m just warming up.” His tone was casual, the old banter we’d traded a hundred times, but the way he said my name now—soft, lingering—hit like a punch. I shifted, crossing my arms tighter, pretending to adjust my grip on the controller.
Then it happened. His leg nudged mine under the coffee table, a graze so quick it could’ve been nothing. But it wasn’t. A jolt ripped through me, raw and electric, starting at the point of contact and searing straight to my core. My breath hitched, and I clamped my lips shut, willing my body to shut up, to stop. It didn’t listen. Heat bloomed low in my belly, a slow, pulsing ache between my thighs that I couldn’t ignore, no matter how hard I tried. This isn’t me. I don’t want this. But the dampness spreading there mocked every protest in my head.
He leaned in, reaching for a soda on the table, his arm brushing mine. The warmth of him, the faint musk of his cologne, slammed into my senses. My heart slammed against my ribs, too loud, too fast, like it was trying to break free. His breath grazed the side of my neck as he settled back, not close enough to touch but close enough I felt the air shift, warm and teasing. Every inch of me locked up, hyper-tuned to his presence—the way his thigh flexed next to mine, the low rumble of his voice as he muttered something about the game. I couldn’t hear the words over the roar in my ears.
I dug my nails into my palm, fighting to keep my face blank, to not let him see the mess I was becoming. But my skin burned, traitorously alive, and that throbbing need clawed deeper, refusing to be buried. The controller slipped in my sweaty grip, and I fumbled, praying he didn’t notice the tremble.
His nose skimmed the curve of my neck, slow and deliberate, inhaling like he wanted to taste the air around my skin. I stiffened, fingers gripping the edge of the couch cushion. "Dude, what—what are you doing?" My voice cracked, high and thin, nothing like the sharp, controlled tone I used to wield.  
Tom chuckled, low and knowing, his breath hot against my ear. "You smell fucking amazing." His hand landed on my thigh—just resting there, possessive, fingers spread wide like he was staking a claim.  
I should have shoved him off. Should have. But my pulse roared in my ears, and my breath came too fast. Every inch of me burned with awareness—the rough fabric of his jeans under my fingertips where I’d grabbed him without meaning to, the heat radiating off his palm searing straight through the fabric of my pants. And lower, God, the instant slick between my thighs, an obscene rush of wetness soaked deep into my panties. My nipples ached, hardening tight against the lace of my bra, and I hated how the slightest shift made the fabric drag across them in a way that sent sparks through my spine.  
Tom’s thumb traced idle circles on my inner thigh. "You gonna act like you don’t want this?" His smirk was all teeth, victorious.  
My teeth sank into my lower lip to stifle the whimper clawing its way up my throat. This isn’t me. But the words dissolved as he leaned in, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear. The rumble of his voice sent a shiver skittering down my back.  
"You’re dripping for me already," he murmured. "I can smell it."  
My stomach lurched, my cheeks scorching. I wanted to punch him. Wanted, needed, to grind against his hand until that unbearable pressure snapped. And the worst part—he knew. Knew I couldn’t stop it.  
His fingers crawled higher.  
"I don’t want this," I hissed through clenched teeth, my voice strained and trembling—but my traitorous body jerked up anyway, hips lifting shamelessly off the couch to press against his fingers. The protest died in my throat, hollow as the damp heat pooling between my thighs. I could feel how wet I was, how the soaked lace clung to my pussy as if begging for friction. 
Tom laughed, low and knowing, his breath hot against my ear. "You keep saying that," he drawled, fingertips skimming the soaked fabric. "Your body disagrees, though." 
This isn’t me. This isn’t me. The mantra dissolved like sugar on my tongue—useless, pathetic—as my back arched another inch, muscles strung tight with need. Every nerve burned where his touch hovered just shy of where I ached most, just shy of relief. And the worst part? He was right. I didn’t even have to look down to know my panties were ruined, sticky with proof of my betrayal. 
"Such a fucking liar," Tom murmured—and before I could choke out another denial, his palm pressed down, and the world went white.
His mouth crushed down on mine before I could react— hot, insistent, stealing the breath from my lungs. I shoved at his chest, nails scraping fabric, but my body arched into him anyway, a traitorous moan burning in my throat. I’m not— His tongue swept past my lips, rough and demanding, and the thought shattered.  
His hands yanked my hips flush against him, calloused fingers digging into the soft flesh above my waistband. Humiliation coiled tight in my gut—being manhandled, wanted like this by a dude—but my pussy throbbed in response, wet heat soaking through my panties. Every rational protest died as his teeth grazed my bottom lip, sharp enough to sting.  
“Fuck,” Tom growled against my mouth. His palm slid up my shirt, rough and possessive, squeezing my breast through the lace bra until my back bowed. My nipple peaked instantly under his touch, aching and oversensitive, and I gasped into his kiss.  
I hated this. Hated how good it felt.  
My fingers clawed at his belt buckle, trembling but desperate, the metal clinking as I wrestled it open. His cock strained against his jeans, thick and hard, and a fresh pulse of slickness gushed between my thighs at the feel of it. No, no— But my hips rolled instinctively, grinding against him, seeking friction.  
Tom laughed, low and dark, wrenching my shirt open with one sharp tug. Buttons skittered across the floor. “Look at you,” he taunted, the pad of his thumb circling my peaked nipple through the lace. “Begging for it.”  
I wanted to spit in his face. Wanted to ride him until I screamed.  
My nails sank into his shoulders as I dragged him down onto the couch, straddling his lap in one reckless motion.My body moved on its own, beyond thought, beyond shame. Denim burned against my bare thighs as I rocked against the thick outline of his cock, shuddering at the brutal relief of even that much friction.  
Tom smirked up at me, victorious. “Knew you couldn’t help yourself.”  
Then his hands gripped my waist, and he slammed me down onto him.
I straddled Tom on the couch, my body a live wire, every nerve screaming as I sank down onto his cock. The stretch burned, sharp and invasive, but the heat that followed obliterated any thought of stopping. My nails clawed into his shoulders, anchoring me as I moved, hips rocking with a desperate rhythm I didn’t choose. Each thrust sent jagged bolts of pleasure ripping through me, starting deep in my core and exploding outward, making my thighs quake. A scream tore from my lips, raw and unrestrained, echoing off the grimy walls of his apartment. I was drowning in it, the rush, the heat, the slick slide of skin on skin—my body a traitor that craved more, more, more.
Sweat beaded on my chest, trickling between my breasts as they bounced with every brutal grind. The room spun, narrowed to the wet slap of our bodies, the harsh pant of my breath, the musky tang of sex hanging heavy in the air. My pussy clenched around him, greedy and tight, pulling me deeper into a spiral I couldn’t escape. Every thrust fed the hunger, a gnawing addiction that clawed at my insides, demanding release over and over until I was nothing but sensation, nothing but need.
Tom’s hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into soft flesh with punishing force, guiding me faster, harder. His smirk carved through the haze, sharp as a blade, as he stared up at me with cold triumph. “Look at you, Bobby. You can’t help yourself, can you?” His voice was a low rasp, dripping with scorn, slicing straight through the fog of lust. My stomach twisted at the words, shame searing hot in my chest, but my body didn’t care—didn’t stop. If anything, the taunt made me grind down harder, a shudder ripping through me as my clit dragged against him just right.
He laughed, short and cruel, his thumbs pressing bruises into my skin. “Didn't think you were this much of a slut but I like it.” The mockery stung, each word a mirror of the venom I used to spit at others, now turned inward like a knife. His hands slid up, rough palms cupping my breasts, thumbs flicking over my nipples until I gasped, back arching without permission. He was reveling in this, in breaking me, in watching me unravel under his control. And the worst part—my body loved it, craved the degradation, the loss. I hated him for it. Hated myself for it.
The edge loomed, sharp and inevitable, pressure coiling tight in my core until it snapped. My scream shattered the air, ragged and broken, as waves of pleasure crashed over me, relentless, dragging me under. My pussy pulsed around him, soaking his cock, my thighs trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm tore through every inch of me. It wasn’t like anything I’d known before—not quick, not contained, but a full-body quake that left me gasping, shattered, raw.
Then it stopped. The high bled out, leaving me cold, trembling on his lap, his hands still locked on my hips like I was a trophy. Reality slammed back, heavy and suffocating. My chest heaved, sticky with sweat, as horror clawed its way up my throat. I didn’t want that. I couldn’t stop. The words looped in my head, bitter as bile, while the aftershocks twitched through me, mocking every shred of will I thought I had. Ecstasy lingered, a sick ghost in my veins, but repulsion surged stronger, choking me with the truth of what I’d become. Me, Bobby, the guy who owned every room, now a shaking mess, split open by urges I couldn’t rein in. The power I’d wielded—discipline, control, strength—lay in ruins at my feet, and I couldn’t look away from the wreckage.






  
  Chapter five








The Walk of Shame


Tom stretched his arms behind his head, grinning up at the ceiling like he'd just won the fucking lottery. "Man, I knew you'd be wild," he drawled, his voice thick with lazy satisfaction. His phone buzzed on the coffee table—some text lighting up the screen—and his smirk widened. "Damn, the guys are gonna lose it when I tell them—"
My stomach dropped. His words sliced through the post-orgasm haze with all the grace of a rusty cleaver.  
I yanked a hoodie of Tom's I'd borrowed closer around my bare chest—suddenly, hideously aware that I'd lost my shirt somewhere in the frenzy—and dug my nails into my own thighs just to feel something that wasn't slick heat and shuddering aftershocks. My pulse pounded in my throat, sticky-sweet humiliation curling low in my gut.  
"Shut up." The words rasped out of me, too weak, too shaky.  
Tom laughed—actually laughed—rolling onto his side to prop himself up on one elbow. His gaze crawled over me, lingering on the places his hands had been minutes ago. "What, Bobbi? Don't tell me you're getting shy now." He tugged his jeans back over his hips, slow and deliberate, like every movement was a goddamn victory lap. "After how you rode me? Damn."  
I swallowed hard, my tongue like sandpaper in my mouth. The air smelled like us—like sweat and sex and the sharp sting of his cologne. His phone buzzed again. I didn't have to see the screen to know what was happening—texts flying between him and the same assholes I used to smirk with, laugh with, rule with. Only now, I wasn't in the group chat. I was the goddamn punchline.  
"Not one word," I managed, teeth gritted.  
He just grinned, tapping out a reply without looking up. "Too late."  
The room tilted. My breaths came too quick, too shallow. I clenched my fists, but my body still hummed with the memory of him, slick between my thighs, utterly owned. And the worst part? Some traitorous part of me already ached for more.  
Tom's thumb hovered over his screen—probably attaching proof.  
I lunged for my clothes before my pussy could betray me again.
* * *
The moment I stepped outside Tom’s place, the wind hit—cold enough that my nipples went stiff under the thin hoodie, pressing against the fabric like traitorous little beacons. I crossed my arms tight, head down, but it didn’t matter. The campus sidewalks pulsed with bodies, and every damn one of them seemed to orbit toward me.  
A whistle cut through the chatter. "Hey, beautiful." Some jackass in a baseball cap leaned against a bike rack, grinning like he’d invented charm. "Lost your shirt, or just showing off?"  
My face burned. Fuck. If that had been Bobby talking—my old smirk, my old voice—it would’ve been a knife-twist of a joke, something to make the girls shuffle faster past us. But now, hearing it aimed at me? Liquid heat pooled between my thighs, immediate and shaming.  
"No," I snapped—or tried to. It came out breathy, tinged with something closer to anticipation than anger.  
His eyebrows shot up. "Damn, feisty." He pushed off the rack and stepped closer, close enough that I caught the sharp tang of his aftershave. "You always bite, or just when you’re wet?"  
My breath hitched. I was wet—hadn’t stopped being wet since Tom’s couch, my pussy still swollen and throbbing like some fucking Pavlovian dog. The guy’s gaze dipped, lingering where the hoodie gaped. I should’ve walked away. Should’ve flipped him off, spit in his face, something.  
Instead, I bit my lip.  
His grin widened.  
A shudder ran through me—disgust, hunger, shame—before I shouldered past, hips swaying in a rhythm not even I could control. Every step sent a fresh jolt through my core, each wolf-whistle and murmured nice ass stoking the fire.  
By the time I hit the dorm stairs, my panties were soaked. I could still hear them laughing behind me.  
And the worst part?  
Some pathetic, needy part of me wanted to turn around.
I tore through the closet like it was enemy territory, fingers digging into fabric too soft, too flimsy, too fucking revealing for the old Bobby. A rack of dresses swayed—bright colors, plunging necklines, skirts that barely covered anything. My stomach twisted. Suzy must’ve conjured these along with the body. Some ugly joke.  
"You’ll find out what you can’t control soon enough."  
Shaking, I grabbed the first thing—a red dress with thin straps, the kind that clung to every curve. I told myself it was practical. Had to know what I was working with, right? Had to plan.  
The moment I pulled it over my head, the silk slithered against my skin like an accusation. My nipples rubbed against the fabric, already stiffening. Don’t. I squeezed my eyes shut, but the thought slithered in anyway—hands grabbing those straps, yanking them down, a mouth closing over—  
"No." My voice cracked. I spun toward the mirror and flinched.  
The woman staring back wasn’t just dressed. She was dressed up. Hips flared under the cinched waist, chest pushing against the neckline with every shaky breath. A predator’s silhouette. A slut’s.  
My throat went dry.  
I imagined fingers—rough ones, male ones—dragging that skirt up. Pressing me against the mirror. Fucking me from behind while I watched myself come apart in the glass. Heat coiled low in my stomach, and I bit back a whimper. Not me. Not me, not me—  
But my thighs pressed together, dampness spreading. My reflection’s lips parted, desperate.  
With a snarl, I ripped the dress off, chucking it across the room. It pooled on the floor like shed skin. Trembling, I clutched my arms over my bare chest, but the images didn’t stop.  
The red dress mocked me from the floor. My fingers twitched. Just one more look.  
I grabbed a black one next—shorter, tighter, the fabric so thin it barely qualified as clothing. It slithered over my skin like a second layer of sweat, clinging to every dip and curve. The moment the hem settled high on my thighs, my pussy pulsed. God, no. I squeezed my legs together, but the friction only made it worse. Moisture slicked my inner thighs, and my breath came fast.  
I turned back to the mirror—chest heaving, lips parted, pupils blown wide. What the hell is wrong with me? But my hands were already moving, skimming up my waist, fingers dipping under the neckline to pinch my aching nipples. A moan slipped out before I could stop it.  
"S-stop—" My own whisper was unconvincing.  
The dress was torture. Every brush of fabric sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I stroked lower, letting my nails drag over my hips before slipping between my thighs. The second my fingers touched my clit, my knees buckled. 
"Fuck!"  
I crashed onto the bed, legs splaying, dress riding up as I rubbed frantic circles. The shame burned hotter because I liked it—liked how weak I was, how filthy it felt to give in. My breath came in ragged gasps. "I’m not—I wouldn’t—" But my hips arched, desperate.  
Then the dam broke.  
White-hot spasms tore through me, my back bowing off the mattress as I squirted, gushing onto the sheets in humiliating pulses. Wave after wave—no control, no dignity—just need.  
When it finally ended, my thighs trembled, soaked with proof. I curled into a ball, throat tight. Tears blurred my vision.  
"I’m weak," I whispered to the empty room.  
And worst of all?  
The craving hit me like a sucker punch, thick and needy, coiling deep in my dripping cunt. My own fingers weren't enough—had never been enough since this cursed body took over. I whimpered into my pillow, thighs pressing together, feeling that hollow ache throb between my legs. 
God, I wanted a man—wanted hands rough on my hips, wanted thick fingers digging into my skin, wanted a cock inside me splitting me open. The image flashed through my mind before I could stop it: being pinned down, stuffed full, my tight little pussy stretched and used like some common slut. My breath hitched, my clit twitching pathetically at the thought. 
No. No, I don’t want that— But my traitorous body arched off the mattress, fingers itching to reach back down and finish the job my own touch had barely started. The truth burned worse than the shame—I didn’t just want it. 
I needed it. Needed to be filled, pounded, claimed. Needed to feel someone else in control—because I sure as hell wasn’t anymore.
The knock came at the worst possible moment.  
I barely had time to yank the blanket over my sweat-slicked thighs before the door creaked open. Suzy leaned against the frame, eyes scanning the room—the crumpled pile of dresses, my flushed skin, the unmistakable wet patch on the sheets. Her lips twitched.  
Oh, God.  
"Well, Bobbi." Her voice dripped with false sweetness as she stepped inside, nostrils flaring at the thick scent of sex in the air. "Looks like someone's been busy."  
"Get out," I snapped, voice cracking. I clutched the blanket tighter, but the heat spreading across my cheeks betrayed me.  
Suzy ignored me. She plucked the black dress from where I'd flung it onto the desk, holding it up between two fingers like something disgusting. "Already giving in, huh? I thought you, of all people, had self-control."  
My stomach knotted. Those had been my words, ones I’d spat at her in the cafeteria while waving candy bars in her face. Now they came back like a knife twisted between my ribs.  
"It's not—I didn't—" I swallowed hard, rage and shame burning my throat. Don’t you dare cry.  
She let the dress drop, lips curling in that same slow, satisfied smirk. "You can't even stop yourself from touching, can you? Pathetic."  
I flinched. My nails dug into my palms hard enough to leave marks. Begging wasn’t in my nature, but the words clawed their way out anyway. "Just—undo it. Change me back."  
Suzy tilted her head, mock thoughtful. "But then you wouldn't learn anything, Bobby." The way she said my name—still male, still sharp—sent a tremor through me. "This is what you deserve."  
"Please." My voice broke.  
She just laughed—light, airy, genuine—and turned to leave. "No." The door clicked shut behind her.  
I sat there, shaking, the humiliating buzz of need still pulsing between my thighs.  
The mirror across the room showed me everything I hated: my swollen lips, tousled hair, the wild eyes of a girl who couldn’t stop her own body from wanting. 
Weak.  
Pathetic.  
I buried my face in my hands and screamed.






  
  Chapter six








The Party


Istared at my reflection in the dorm room mirror, my hands trembling as I smoothed the black dress down over my hips. The fabric clung to every curve, accentuating the swell of my breasts and the narrow dip of my waist. Dark eyeliner rimmed my eyes, glossy lipstick made my mouth look fuller, and my hair cascaded in soft waves past my shoulders. 
This is just a test. I'm proving a point.
I'd spent an hour getting ready, telling myself each stroke of mascara was an act of defiance. The dress—pulled from the closet alongside other revealing outfits—barely covered my thighs. The heels made my legs look endless, my ass round and tight.
I'm still Bobby. This doesn't define me.
But the girl in the mirror didn't look like Bobby Sales. She looked like every fantasy I'd ever jerked off to as a guy. Sexy. Fuckable. The kind of girl who turned heads and made men stupid with want.
I pressed my palms against the dresser, leaning forward until my breasts nearly spilled from the low neckline.
"You're in control," I whispered to my reflection. "You choose what happens tonight."
My reflection whispered back with my voice, but her lips—painted scarlet and perfect—belonged to someone else. Someone weak. Someone who'd already given in once.
The memory of Tom's hands on my body flashed through me, and my nipples hardened against the thin fabric. I cursed under my breath, crossing my arms over my chest.
This is exactly why I'm doing this. To prove it doesn't matter what I wear or how I look. I decide.
I grabbed my purse—another borrowed accessory that felt foreign in my hands—and headed for the door. The hallway stretched ahead, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. Each step in the heels sent a slight tremor up my legs, my hips swaying despite my efforts to walk normally.
Other students passed me, their eyes lingering. A group of guys near the elevator went quiet, one of them letting out a low whistle. Heat crawled up my neck, but I kept walking.
I'm Bobby Sales. I don't break. I don't bend.
But with each click of my heels against the tile, each brush of the dress against my thighs, I felt the lie growing heavier. The girl in the mirror was walking to a party where men would look at her like meat.
And somewhere deep down, in a place I refused to acknowledge, my body was already responding to that thought.
* * *
The Sigma Chi house throbbed with bass that rattled my ribcage. Bodies packed the main room, red solo cups raised high, laughter cutting through the music. I pushed through the crowd, my borrowed heels clicking against sticky hardwood.
"Bobbi!" 
Jake Morrison appeared at my elbow, his eyes widening as they traveled down my dress. "Holy shit, you look..." He caught himself, grinning sheepishly. "I mean, you look amazing."
I accepted the drink he pressed into my hand—something clear and strong that burned my throat. The liquid fire spread through my chest, and I felt my shoulders relax for the first time all week.
This is different. They're being respectful.
"Thanks." I took another sip, enjoying how Jake hung on my words. "You clean up pretty well yourself."
He laughed, running a hand through his hair. "Can I get you another? Whatever you want."
Another guy materialized—Derek from my psych class—offering me a fresh drink before Jake could respond. They jostled playfully for my attention, both trying to make me laugh. Neither grabbed at me or made crude comments. They competed to charm me, to earn my smile.
This is what I wanted. Control.
I knocked back the shot Derek offered, then another Jake brought. The alcohol dulled the constant ache between my thighs, muffled the hyperawareness of every brush of fabric against my skin. For the first time since this nightmare began, I felt like myself again.
"You're funny," I told Derek as he finished some story about his roommate. He beamed like I'd given him a gift.
More drinks appeared. The room grew hazier, warmer. I found myself laughing louder, touching arms when I spoke, letting my hair fall across my shoulder when I leaned in to hear someone over the music.
See? I'm still Bobby Sales. I can work a room.
The attention felt intoxicating in a way I'd never experienced as a man. Every compliment, every eager smile directed my way, every guy trying to impress me rather than compete with me—it was a different kind of power. Sexual power, sure, but power nonetheless.
I drained another cup, relishing how the liquid courage pushed down the gnawing hunger that had plagued me for days. The alcohol wrapped around that constant throb of need, numbing it into background noise.
I don't have to give in. I can be desired without surrendering.
But with each drink, the dress felt tighter, the room hotter, and the space between control and chaos grew thinner.
The cheap vodka sloshed in my cup as I shuffled toward the keg, hips swaying more than I'd intended. Two guys stepped into my path before I got there—Sigma Chi brothers, their lettered shirts tight across broad shoulders. The taller one hooked a thumb in his belt loop, scanning me from the tips of my heels up to the neckline of my dress.
"Hey gorgeous," he drawled, "You look thirsty."
His friend smirked, swirling the ice in his plastic cup. "Thirsty for more than shitty beer, I bet."
My fingers tightened around my drink. The old Bobby would've sneered, shoved past them with some cutting remark. A month ago I'd have been one of them, trading lewd comments about girls at the party.
Now my pulse hammered as that familiar ache flared between my legs. The taller one leaned closer, his cologne—something musky and expensive—washing over me. His breath tickled my ear. "We've got way better things upstairs."
I opened my mouth to snap at him... but my tongue darted out to wet my lips instead. My breath came faster. The cool liquid courage in my veins warred with the sudden fever heat pooling low in my belly.  
I can walk away. I should walk away.
His friend moved behind me, pressing closer than necessary as he reached for the keg tap. The ridge of his erection pressed against my ass through the thin fabric of my dress.  
My thighs clenched. A traitorous whimper escaped before I could bite it back. The first frat boy seized his chance, cupping my chin and kissing me hard. Bourbon and mint flooded my mouth as his tongue pushed past my lips. 
I wanted to shove him off. Wanted to sneer like I used to. But my hands fisted in his shirt instead, pulling him closer. My back arched against the second boy's chest, my ass grinding against his cock through our clothes. Every rational thought burned away under their touches—the scrape of stubble on my neck, a hand sliding up my bare thigh, the wet heat of another kiss.
This is wrong. I should stop—
But the taller boy tangled his fingers in my hair, tilting my head back. "Say the word and we stop." 
I hated the breathy moan that escaped me instead of an answer. Hated how my pussy throbbed, soaking my underwear. Hated most of all that some small, broken part of me wanted them to take the choice away completely.  
The second boy's hands circled my waist from behind. "Upstairs?"  
I didn't say yes.  
I didn't say no.  
They took my silence for exactly what it was.
The door clicked shut, sealing me in with them. Music and laughter still pulsed through the walls, distant as a dream.
"Fuck, you're pretty." The taller one—Ryan, his name tag read—backed me toward the bed, hands already tearing at his belt. His friend, Marcus, circled behind me, calloused fingers sliding up my thighs. Heat flooded my face as my dress rode up.
This isn’t happening. I can still—  
Marcus nipped my earlobe. "Tell us to stop." His voice was smoke and whiskey.  
My breath hitched. I should've shoved them off. Should've laughed in their faces. But my hands trembled as I reached for Ryan’s waistband instead.  
Marcus chuckled, yanking my dress down. Cool air kissed my breasts before Ryan’s mouth sealed over a nipple, sucking hard. My back arched—a helpless reflex—grinding my ass against Marcus’s cock.  
"Damn, she’s dripping," Ryan groaned against my skin. His fingers slid between my thighs, gathering slickness.  
Humiliation burned through me. This body—mine now—betrayed me with every ragged breath. Marcus shoved me forward onto the mattress, my cheek pressed into musty sheets. His zipper rasped behind me.  
Ryan loomed over me, grabbing a fistful of my hair. "Open."  
I gagged as his cock hit the back of my throat, salty and thick. Marcus’s hands spread my thighs, the blunt head of him pressing against my soaked opening.  
Wait. Stop. But the words dissolved into a moan as he sheathed himself inside me in one brutal thrust. The stretch burned—should’ve hurt—but my cunt clenched greedily around him, pulsing like a live wire.  
Ryan fucked my mouth in time with Marcus’s thrusts, drowning me in musk and sweat. Tears streaked my face. My fingers clawed the sheets, but my hips rocked back, taking Marcus deeper.  
"Fucking perfect," Marcus panted. His palm cracked against my bare ass with a sharp, brutal smack—the impact sending a bolt of white-hot pain radiating outward in waves. But before I could even wince, the pain bled into something deeper, something animal and irresistible, lighting up every nerve ending until my entire body was trembling with it.  
My cunt clenched violently, squeezing around Ryan’s thrusting cock as a guttural scream tore from my throat. It wasn’t just an orgasm—it was an eruption, my pussy pulsing in desperate, messy waves, juices spilling out in sticky rivulets down my thighs. Ryan groaned above me, his fingers tightening in my hair as my spasms milked him, pulling him deeper with each erratic clench. The pleasure didn’t stop—it rolled through me like a tidal wave, dragging me under, erasing everything but the blinding, humiliating ecstasy of being used and loving it.  
I hate this. I hate this. Why does it feel so goddamn good?  
But my body didn’t care. It arched, writhed, pleaded for more even as my mind screamed in disgust. I was nothing but a shuddering, wet mess of need—weak, helpless, pathetic.
Marcus snarled a curse, slamming into me once, twice—then hot cum flooded my insides. Ryan jerked my head back, painting my face with his release.  
I collapsed, trembling. Their laughter echoed as they dressed.  
"Same time next week?" Ryan winked.  
The door clicked shut.  
Alone, I stared at the ceiling, cum cooling on my skin. My fingers slid between my legs, smearing their mess.  
Weak. Pathetic.  
But my hips lifted, chasing my own touch.






  
  Chapter seven








Attempts at Control


Ipulled the hood of my oversized sweatshirt lower, hunching over my textbooks like armor could hide what I'd become. The library's fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting everything in that sickly institutional glow that made everyone look half-dead. 
Perfect. That's exactly how I felt.
My fingers traced the edges of my chemistry notes, but the equations blurred together. All I could see was Ryan's smirk. Marcus's hands. The sticky mess they'd left me in.
Never again.
I pressed my palms against my eyes, trying to scrub away the memory. Three days since the party. Three days of baggy clothes, no makeup, avoiding every mirror on campus. I'd even started taking different routes to class, ducking my head whenever I passed groups of guys.
The old Bobby would've laughed at this pathetic display. Weakness incarnate—exactly the kind of spineless behavior I used to mock.
But the old Bobby had never felt his pussy clench around a stranger's cock. Had never tasted cum or begged for more while hating himself for it.
Discipline. That's all this is. A test of discipline.
I flipped to a fresh page in my notebook, writing in sharp, controlled letters: "Self-Control Protocol." 
The pen felt solid in my grip—real, unlike everything else about my life lately. This body might crave humiliation, but my mind was still mine. Still Bobby Sales, who'd never lost control of anything.
A chair scraped behind me. Male voice, low and warm: "Mind if I sit? Everywhere else is taken."
My pulse spiked. The scent hit me first—clean soap, hint of cologne. My thighs pressed together reflexively as heat bloomed between them.
No. Not happening.
"Actually, I was just leaving." I shoved my books into my bag, movements jerky and desperate.
"Hey, wait—"
But I was already fleeing, my sneakers squeaking against the polished floor. Behind me, confused murmurs followed my retreat.
In the bathroom, I splashed cold water on my burning cheeks. My reflection stared back—no makeup, hair scraped into a messy bun, drowning in fabric. I looked like shit.
Good. Maybe if I made myself ugly enough, the urges would stop.
I can beat this. I have to.
The alternative—becoming the weak, pathetic slut my body wanted—wasn't an option.
Even if my pussy was already damp from one stranger's voice.
* * *
I found myself outside the campus counseling center at 7 PM, staring at a small placard: "Sexual Compulsions Support Group - Room 12B."
This is rock bottom.
Three straight days of crumbling willpower landed me at this doorway. Tom’s laughter still rang in my ears from last night—how he’d gloated while I whined for another round, his seed thick on my tongue alongside the bitter aftertaste of shame.
My hand trembled on the door handle. Inside, a circle of folding chairs held maybe eight people—mostly guys, a few women. Everyone had that same hollow-eyed look of people fighting battles they couldn't win.
I'm not like them. I'm better than this.
But my pussy had other ideas, already warming at the testosterone-heavy air.
"Come in, take a seat anywhere." The voice belonged to the group leader—mid-thirties, sandy hair, wearing a simple button-down that somehow made his shoulders look broader. Dr. something-or-other, according to his name tag.
I shuffled to an empty chair, pulling my hood down lower. Around the circle, people were sharing their struggles—cheating spouses, porn addictions, risky hookups. The usual parade of human weakness I'd once found disgusting.
Now it felt familiar. Comforting, even.
"I'm James," the leader said when my turn came. His eyes held mine—steady, warm, completely non-judgmental. "No pressure to share today. Just know you're safe here."
Safe. When was the last time I'd felt safe?
My nipples hardened beneath my sweatshirt. The heat between my legs intensified as James continued facilitating, his voice washing over me in calming waves. Every gesture—the way he leaned forward, how his fingers tapped against his coffee cup—sent little shocks through my system.
Focus. He's trying to help you.
But all I could think about was how those hands would feel gripping my hips. How that authoritative voice would sound whispering dirty commands in my ear.
"Bobbi?" James was looking at me expectantly. "Would you like to share what brought you here?"
The room fell silent. Eight pairs of eyes fixed on me, waiting for my confession.
My throat went dry. How could I explain that I used to be Bobby Sales, campus bully, now trapped in a woman's body with an insatiable hunger for the very men I'd once tormented?
"I..." My voice cracked. "I can't stop."
James nodded, understanding flickering in his gaze. That simple acceptance made my chest tight—and my pussy throb harder.
I'm so fucked.
* * *
It wasn't working.
James's hands gripping my thighs. His voice commanding me to spread wider.
"Bobbi? The answer to question twelve?"
I jerked back to reality. Five faces stared at me across the table—including Georgy Robbins, the soft-bodied nerd I'd tormented for years. His pale blue eyes blinked at me through wire-rimmed glasses, patient and kind despite all the humiliation I'd heaped on him.
"Sorry, I..." Heat crawled up my neck. "Could you repeat the question?"
Sarah, our unofficial group leader, sighed and flipped through her notes. But I'd already drifted again, my treacherous mind conjuring images of James's broad shoulders, how his shirt had stretched across his chest during group session. How those steady therapist hands would feel exploring every curve of this body I couldn't escape.
My pussy clenched, dampening my panties despite my best efforts.
Stop it. Focus on derivatives. Think about anything else.
A pen clattered to the floor beside me. Georgy had knocked over his pencil case while reaching for his water bottle, sending pens and highlighters scattering across the linoleum.
"Oh shoot, sorry—" He scrambled to collect them, face flushing pink.
Without thinking, I leaned down to help. My fingers brushed his as we both reached for the same blue ballpoint. The contact sent electricity up my arm, but worse was his scent—clean soap mixed with something uniquely masculine, warm and comforting in a way that made my breath catch.
No. Not Georgy. Anyone but him.
But my body had already betrayed me. My nipples peaked against my bra, and liquid heat pooled between my thighs as I stayed crouched beside him, suddenly hyperaware of how his shy smile transformed his boyish features.
This was Georgy Robbins. The kid whose lunch money I'd stolen. Whose stammering presentations I'd mocked. The embodiment of everything weak and pathetic I'd built my identity around despising.
And my pussy was absolutely soaking for him.
"Thanks," he whispered, our faces inches apart as we both straightened. His cologne—something cheap from the drugstore—filled my nostrils and made my head spin.
I gripped the table edge, fighting for control as my body screamed for his touch.
"I need to check something in the stacks," I heard myself say, voice strangely breathless. "Georgy, could you help me find that calculus reference book?"
His eyes widened behind his glasses. "Oh, um, sure. Which one?"
I didn't answer. Couldn't. My body had taken over, rising from the chair on unsteady legs. The other study group members barely glanced up as I headed toward the towering shelves in the back corner of the library, Georgy trailing behind me with confused murmurs.
This is insane. This is Georgy fucking Robbins.
But my pussy throbbed with each step, soaking through my panties as his scent followed me deeper into the maze of books. The overhead lights dimmed between the stacks, casting long shadows that felt like privacy, like permission.
"Bobbi, I don't see any—"
I spun around and pressed him against the shelf, books rattling above us. His eyes went huge, mouth falling open in shock as I grabbed his shirt collar.
"You're so sweet," I whispered, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. "You've always been so sweet to me, even when I was horrible to you."
"I... what are you—"
I kissed him. His lips were soft, uncertain, trembling under mine. He tasted like mint gum and nervous excitement. When I pulled back, his face was crimson.
"Bobbi, I don't understand. You're so beautiful, and I'm just—"
"Shh." I pressed a finger to his lips, my other hand already fumbling with his belt. "Don't talk. Please don't talk."
His hands shook as they found my waist, gentle and reverent in a way that made my chest tight. Tom had grabbed me like he owned me. Georgy touched me like I might disappear.
"You're incredible," he breathed against my neck as I freed his cock, already hard and leaking. "I've dreamed about this, but I never thought—"
"You dreamed about me?" The question slipped out, vulnerable and raw.
"Every night." His confession broke something inside me.
I hiked up my skirt, pulled my panties aside, and sank down onto him with a gasp that echoed through the stacks. He filled me completely, stretching me in the most perfect way.
"Oh God, Bobbi—"
Books crashed to the floor as I rode him with frantic abandon, my thighs trembling against his hips, my wetness slicking his thighs as I tilted back and forth in a feverish rhythm. My back arched instinctively, every nerve alight with overwhelming sensation, my pussy clenching around him in pulsing waves of pleasure that left me gasping. His gentle hands - so different from Tom's rough grip - cupped my breasts through the thin fabric of my shirt, thumbs brushing my swollen nipples with worshipful care that somehow burned hotter than any degradation.
The smell of dust and old paper mixed with musk and sweat as our bodies moved together, the creak of library shelves keeping time with our ragged breaths. Some deep, ashamed part of me tried to resist - tried to remember this was Georgy, the awkward boy I'd mocked for his bad posture and nervous stutter - but my body had surrendered completely. With every roll of my hips, I felt him hit spots inside me I hadn't known existed, pleasure cresting higher until tears pricked at my eyes.
I'm fucking the nerd I used to torment, and I've never felt anything this good. The truth of it clawed at me even as I chased the next devastating wave, my fingers digging into his shoulders while my cunt milked him desperately, already terrified of the moment this unbearable pleasure would end.
A sob tore from my throat as I collapsed against Georgy's chest, my sweaty forehead pressed to his shoulder. His heartbeat hammered against my cheek—fast, exhilarated. His fingers traced idle circles down my bare back, tender and unfamiliar in their aftermath confidence. 
"You're beautiful," he murmured against my hair, his voice steadier than I'd ever heard it before. "Like poetry in motion." 
The compliment sent a fresh wave of heat between my thighs, even as my stomach twisted in disgust. Poetry—he'd never spoken like that before. Not when I'd called him Spineless Robbins, not when I'd flicked paper balls at his glasses while he worked. Now he pressed a kiss to my temple like I was something precious, and my traitorous body melted into him.
You just came harder for Georgy Robbins than you did for Tom.
The thought hit like a gut punch. I'd been ridden raw by frat boys and let Tom treat me like a fucktoy—but nothing compared to the slow, worshipful way Georgy had moved inside me, whispering praise while I clawed at the shelves and screamed. 
My fingers trembled as I pulled away. His cock slid out of me with an obscene wet sound, followed by a slick trickle of cum down my inner thigh. I swallowed against the bile rising in my throat.
"Bobbi?" Georgy adjusted his glasses, one hand still resting on my hip. "Are you okay?" 
No. I'm not okay. I abandoned every shred of dignity and rode you in a goddamn library.
The words stuck behind my clenched teeth. Instead, I forced a jerky nod while straightening my skirt, avoiding his gaze. My pulse still hadn't settled—my entire body buzzed from aftershocks, my pussy still fluttering with phantom pulses of pleasure.
"Let me walk you home," he said softly, tucking himself back into his pants. This new Georgy—the one who touched me with possessiveness instead of shaking uncertainty—made my breath catch. 
"I..." My thighs quivered when I took a step back. "No. Just—don't tell anyone about this, okay?" 
His face fell, but I was already stumbling away, my knees threatening to buckle. Three months ago, I would've laughed myself sick at the idea of Georgy Robbins leaving me weak-legged and dripping. Now I hurried toward the exit with tears stinging my eyes, clutching at my skirt to hide the shaking. 
Because I already knew—before the next sunset, I'd be back. Begging him for more.






  
  Chapter eight








Public Humiliation


The autumn air bit at my cheeks as I crossed the quad, my footsteps crunching through scattered leaves. My thighs still felt unsteady from the library—from Georgy's gentle hands and the way he'd whispered my name like a prayer. The memory made my stomach twist with fresh shame. 
Three months ago, I was Bobby Sales. I had control. I had dignity.
Now I couldn't even walk to my dorm without my pussy dampening at the memory of how good it felt to be filled, stretched, worshipped by someone I'd once considered beneath me.
A cluster of guys from the basketball team stood near the fountain, their voices carrying across the courtyard. I kept my head down, pulling my hoodie tighter around my torso. Just walk past them. Don't make eye contact. Don't—
"Excuse me, beautiful."
One of them stepped directly into my path—tall, broad-shouldered, with that cocky grin athletes wore like armor. I tried to sidestep around him, but his hand shot out, fingers brushing against my bare forearm as he steadied me.
The contact hit like lightning.
My breath caught in my throat as heat exploded through my nervous system, radiating outward from where his skin touched mine. My nipples hardened instantly beneath my bra, and I felt that familiar, mortifying wetness seeping into my panties. The scent of his cologne—something woodsy and masculine—filled my nostrils and made my knees wobble.
No. Not again. Not here.
"Whoa there," he chuckled, his thumb stroking once across my wrist before releasing me. "You okay? You look a little flushed."
My mouth opened but no words came out. My entire body thrummed with need, pussy clenching around nothing while my heart hammered against my ribs. The casual touch had lasted maybe three seconds, but my traitorous flesh was already imagining those hands everywhere—gripping my hips, tangling in my hair, spreading my thighs wide.
"I'm—I'm fine," I managed, my voice coming out breathier than intended.
His grin widened. "You sure? You're shaking."
I was. My hands trembled at my sides while my thighs pressed together, trying desperately to ease the ache building between them. Three innocent words of concern from a stranger, and my body was already preparing to surrender.
This is what you are now, the voice in my head whispered. A weak, needy slut who gets wet from a stranger's touch.
"Really, I'm okay," I lied, backing away on unsteady legs. "I just need to—"
"Let me walk you wherever you're going," he offered, taking a step closer.
"No, I—"
But as I stumbled backward, my pussy gushed—a sudden, violent flood of wetness that soaked through my panties and into my jeans. The damp fabric clung to my lips, cold against my overheated skin, and I knew with sick certainty that the wet spot would be visible. 
Oh God. Oh fuck. Not like this.
The athlete's eyes flicked downward, and his grin turned predatory. "Damn, sweetheart. You really are excited to see me."
Heat exploded across my face as his buddies caught on, their laughter cutting through the autumn air like razors.
"Yo, Marcus! Looks like you got her all worked up!"
"She's literally dripping for you, man!"
"Better get her somewhere private before she makes a mess!"
Their voices crashed over me in waves of humiliation. I pressed my thighs together harder, but it only made the wetness spread, seeping further into the denim. My body had betrayed me completely—three seconds of skin contact and I'd turned into a walking advertisement for sex.
This isn't me. This can't be me.
But my nipples were so hard they ached, pressing against my bra with every ragged breath. My pussy throbbed in time with my heartbeat, empty and desperate and screaming for attention. The rational part of my brain—the part that was still Bobby—recoiled in horror while my traitorous flesh begged for more.
"Easy there," Marcus murmured, stepping closer again. "You don't have to be embarrassed. It's actually pretty hot."
His voice dropped to a rumble that vibrated through my bones. Another gush of wetness flooded my already-soaked panties, and I whimpered—actually whimpered—like some pathetic animal in heat.
The catcalls grew louder behind him.
"She's gonna come just from you talking to her!"
"Better catch her when she falls!"
"Damn, I want whatever she's having!"
I used to be the one laughing. I used to be the one with power.
Now I was the entertainment, the joke, the girl so desperate for cock that a stranger's touch could make me soak through my clothes in public. My hands shook as I clutched at my hoodie, trying to pull it down far enough to hide the evidence of my shame.
"I have to go," I gasped, spinning away from Marcus and his hungry eyes.
But my legs felt like water, and my pussy ached with every step.
The bathroom door slammed shut behind me, muffling the laughter outside but doing nothing to quiet the roaring in my veins. My fingers fumbled with the lock, sweat slicking my palms as I barely managed to secure the stall before my knees gave out.  
Why does it feel like this? Why can’t I stop?  
My jeans were already halfway down my thighs before I consciously decided to move, peeling the damp fabric away from my soaked panties. The scent hit me first—musky, unmistakable, the ripe proof of how wrecked I was. My fingers trembled against my skin, skimming up my inner thigh and brushing through slick folds without permission.  
A gasp tore from my throat.  
Tighter than before. Hotter. More desperate.  
All I could think about was Marcus—the way his broad chest had filled my vision, how his biceps had flexed when he adjusted the hem of his shirt. My teeth sank into my lower lip at the memory of his scent, something dark and musky beneath the sharp tang of his cologne. The rough scrape of his stubble as he’d leaned closer burned in my mind. 
But worst of all was the uninterrupted heat curling between my thighs, fixated on imagining what I couldn’t see—the thick press of his cock straining against his jeans. I bit down harder, hips twitching helplessly against my hands as I pictured the length of him, the weight of it in my palm, how his shaft would glisten with precum just before he—  
God, stop. Stop, you pathetic slut.  
I squeezed my legs together, but it only made my soaked panties cling tighter, the fabric rubbing my clit with cruel precision. My breath stuttered. Every inch of me ached. And the mortifying truth was—  
I don’t want to stop.
The slap of skin echoed off the tiles, filthy and obscene.  
Fuck, I can hear it. Anyone could hear it.  
But there was no stopping now. My wrist worked faster, fucking into myself with quick, shallow strokes while my thumb circled my swollen clit. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, a vise of heat squeezing my stomach, twisting up my spine—  
The bathroom door creaked open.  
Footsteps.  
The tap of heels on tile, then the rustle of fabric as someone settled into the stall beside mine.  
I froze, chest heaving, fingers still buried inside me.  
A pause. A sniff. Then—  
"Is someone... getting off in here?"  
Mortification burned through me. But worse? My hips bucked forward instinctively, driving my fingers deeper as fresh wetness spilled between my legs.  
No, no, nononono—  
The stranger laughed under her breath. "Damn, girl. You must be dying for it."  
I couldn’t answer. Couldn’t stop. My back arched as that familiar pressure crested, body tightening like a snapped wire before—  
The wet slap of skin fills the cramped stall as my fingers piston deep, my thighs quivering uncontrollably against the cold porcelain. With each frantic thrust, obscene squelching sounds rise up—too loud, too desperate—just before my entire body locks tight. A keening whine escapes my clenched teeth as warmth erupts between my legs, my pussy convulsing violently as jets of clear fluid splatter onto the tile beneath me. 
Heat floods my face—half from shame, half from the aftershocks still vibrating through my oversensitive clit—as sticky trails of my own arousal soak into my thighs. 
This is disgusting. I'm disgusting.
Yet even as the thought forms, my spasming walls greedily clutch my fingers, refusing to let them pull free. The pleasure is overwhelming, euphoric in its intensity, yet suffocating in its implications. I've lost. Again. 
And worse? Some sick, shuddering part of me revels in the filthy evidence pooling beneath me—proof that Bobby's discipline is long dead, replaced by Bobbi's pathetic, dripping need.
Release.  
Pleasure crashed through me in violent waves, shaking my thighs, clenching around my fingers as my pussy pulsed, gushing against my palm. I bit down on my knuckles hard enough to bruise, choking back a sob as the aftershocks rolled through me.  
Silence.  
Then, from the next stall, a slow, mocking clap.  
"Bra-fucking-vo."
The toilet paper felt rough against my oversensitive skin as I tried to clean myself up, my hands still trembling from the aftershocks. My breath came in short, embarrassed gasps while I pulled my soaked panties back into place, the damp fabric clinging uncomfortably to my swollen lips.
The stall door beside me creaked open.
Footsteps approached—slow, deliberate. I fumbled with the lock, desperate to escape before whoever it was could—
"Well, well. Look what we have here."
My blood turned to ice. That voice. Soft, mocking, familiar.
Suzy stepped into view as I stumbled out of the stall, her dark eyes glittering with satisfaction. She leaned against the sink counter, arms crossed, taking in my disheveled appearance with obvious relish. My hoodie was twisted, my jeans still damp with evidence of my shame, my face flushed and tear-streaked.
"Suzy," I breathed, the name coming out like a broken prayer. "Please. You have to—"
"Have to what?" She tilted her head, lips curving in that same cruel smile I'd once worn when tormenting her. "Help you? Fix this?"
I nodded frantically, pressing my back against the cool tile wall. "Please. I can't... I can't take this anymore. I'm not—this isn't me."
"Isn't it?" She pushed off from the counter, moving closer with predatory grace. "Because from where I was sitting, it sounded like you were having the time of your life."
Heat blazed across my cheeks. "I didn't want—"
"You came so hard you squirted all over the floor, Bobbi." Her voice was honey-sweet poison. "You were finger-fucking yourself in a public bathroom because some jock touched your arm for three seconds."
The words hit like physical blows. Each one was true, undeniable, devastating.
"The lesson isn't over," she continued, stepping close enough that I could smell her perfume—something floral and feminine that made my traitorous body respond with fresh heat. "You haven't learned what real helplessness feels like yet."
"Suzy, please—"
Her fingers traced along my jawline, the touch gentle but somehow more terrifying than any violence. My breath hitched as unwanted warmth bloomed beneath my skin.
"You used to mock people like me," she whispered, thumb stroking across my cheekbone. "Called us weak. Pathetic. Said we deserved what we got because we couldn't control ourselves."
My pussy clenched at her touch, fresh wetness seeping into my already-soaked panties. The humiliation was unbearable—getting aroused by the very person whose life I'd made hell.
"Now look at you." Her smile widened as she felt me tremble. "A desperate little slut who can't even make it across campus without soaking through her clothes."
"I'm sorry," I whispered, tears spilling down my cheeks. "I'm so sorry for everything I did to you."
"Oh, Bobby." She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. "Your body’s a furnace now. You’ll burn until you learn."







  
  Chapter nine








Escalation


Istood in front of the mirror, fingers trailing along the edge of a crimson top that plunged dangerously low. The fabric clung to my breasts like a second skin, pushing them up and together until my cleavage became an undeniable invitation. 
What are you doing? The old Bobby screamed from somewhere deep in my skull. This is exactly what you mocked other girls for. You're putting yourself on display like—
"Like what?" I whispered to my reflection, cutting off that pathetic voice. "Like someone who knows what she wants?"
I slipped the top over my head, watching how it transformed my silhouette. The mirror showed curves that could stop traffic, nipples pressing against the thin fabric just enough to tease. My hands smoothed down to the black skirt hanging on the closet door — barely long enough to cover my ass, tight enough to showcase every sway of my hips.
You're better than this. You had standards. You had—
"Control?" I laughed, the sound bitter and sharp. "That's gone, Bobby. That died the moment I rode Tom's cock like a bitch in heat."
The skirt hugged my thighs as I pulled it up, the hem riding scandalously high. I turned sideways, admiring how the fabric molded to my ass, how my legs looked endless in the black heels I'd bought yesterday. The girl in the mirror wasn't some desperate slut begging for scraps — she was a weapon. A beautiful tool that could bring any man to his knees.
This isn't you—
"Shut up." I applied lip gloss with steady hands, watching my mouth become a perfect invitation. "You don't get a say anymore."
The transformation was complete. Gone was the trembling, ashamed creature who'd fingered herself in bathroom stalls. This Bobbi owned her hunger. She'd learned the game's rules: if my body demanded satisfaction, then I'd become irresistible enough to take what I needed on my terms.
I grabbed my purse and headed for the door, heels clicking against the floor with predatory precision. The old Bobby whimpered about dignity and self-respect, but I smothered his protests beneath a surge of anticipation.
Today, I wouldn't be the victim of my own desires. Today, I'd be the one in control — wielding this body like the devastating weapon it was meant to be.
The campus wouldn't know what hit it.
* * *
The quarterback was easy—just a lingering brush of my fingers against his arm in the library, a whisper in his ear about how I admired real leadership, and ten minutes later I had him bent over a study carrel, his thick cock plunging into me from behind while his textbooks spilled onto the floor.  
By the third thrust, he abandoned any attempt at keeping quiet. I made sure every moan echoed through the stacks.  
The running back folded the moment I "accidentally" sent him a picture meant for someone else—just my cleavage, the curve of my lips, captioned Oops, wrong person...unless you like what you see? He replied in seconds, and twenty minutes later, I had his face buried between my thighs in the back of his truck. I came screaming, fingers tangled in his sweat-damp hair.  
Word spread fast. The wide receiver smirked when he caught me alone after practice—"Heard you’re into athletes." His hands were already sliding up my skirt before I could answer. I let him take me against the locker room wall, my nails scraping across the metal as his hips slammed into me. His teammates cheered outside the door, pounding on it when my orgasm pitched into a desperate shriek.  
Soon, I wasn’t even a conquest—just a rite of passage. They kept a list on the team whiteboard: Bobbi’s Bingo. The lineman. The cornerback. The punter, who lasted three humiliating seconds before spilling into me.  
I should’ve been disgusted.  
But my body...my treacherous, hungry body...only craved more.  
The tight end was last. Huge hands, thicker than Tom’s, stretching me until I sobbed. He pinned me to his mattress and fucked me raw, growling about how tight I was, how good I took it.  
When it was over, I lay there shaking, dripping with sweat and him, while the team’s laughter filtered through the walls.  
Somewhere, Bobby screamed in fury.  
Bobbi just spread her legs wider.
* * *
The car fogged up fast with our panting breaths—two faceless guys bracketing me in the backseat, hands roaming, mouths hungry.  
Fuck.  
I didn’t even know their names. Just the buzz of a party, murmured suggestions, and suddenly my hips were arching forward, begging before my brain caught up.  
One pushed into me first, thick and relentless. The other tangled fingers in my hair, tilting my head back as he fed himself into my mouth. The dual fullness coiled tension deep in my belly, sharp and immediate.  
"Just let go," one of them muttered, breath ragged against my throat.  
And I did.  
My body bowed, shuddering—wet spasms clenched around the cock inside me while the other pulsed against my tongue. Stars burst behind my eyelids.  
Then stillness. Just the sticky aftermath.  
The rearview mirror caught my reflection: smeared lipstick, tangled hair, sweat-glazed skin.  
A whimper crawled up my throat. That’s not me. The old Bobby reared up, revolted by the swollen lips, the dazed eyes, the unmistakable satisfaction still humming under my skin.  
Beside me, a chuckle. "Damn. You weren’t kidding."  
One of them tossed a crumpled shirt at me—cleaning up, already moving on.  
I clutched the fabric, throat tight.  
Disgusting. Weak. Pathetic.  
The litany burned hotter than any orgasm ever had.  
But even as nausea churned, my thighs trembled, still wet.  
Still wanting more.
The whispers followed me down every hallway like static electricity.
"Easy Bobbi."
"Did you hear what she did at the Delta house?"
"Three guys in one night."
I hunched deeper into my hoodie, clutching my calculus midterm. Red ink bled across the page—a D minus that might as well have been a death sentence. The old Bobby would've torn into Professor Martinez for daring to grade me so harshly. Now I just stared at the numbers, numb.
My phone buzzed. A text from some random number: heard u give amazing head. free tonight?
Delete. Block. Repeat.
But my pussy clenched anyway, a Pavlovian response that made me hate myself more.
"Bobbi!" Sarah Chen waved from across the quad, textbooks balanced against her chest. We'd been study partners once—back when I was Bobby, back when grades mattered more than the ache between my thighs.
I veered toward the library instead, avoiding her bright smile. What would I even say? Sorry I haven't been to study group, I've been too busy getting railed by strangers?
The thought sent heat crawling up my neck. Not shame—excitement. The memory of hands gripping my hips, of being wanted so desperately that reason evaporated.
Stop.
I slumped into a corner carrel, spreading my failed assignments across the desk like evidence of my destruction. Organic chemistry—F. Literary analysis—D. Even my participation grades had tanked because I spent most lectures squirming in my seat, distracted by some guy's cologne or the way sunlight caught the hair on his forearms.
My phone lit up again. This time it was Tom: miss you.
Two words that shouldn't have meant anything. Tom was nothing—a casual fuck, a moment of weakness. But my body responded like he'd whispered them against my ear, pulse quickening, nipples hardening against my bra.
I typed back: busy studying.
The lie tasted bitter. I wasn't studying. I was sitting here, soaked through my panties, fantasizing about dragging Tom into the stacks and letting him bend me over the reference desk until I screamed.
A girl at the next table glanced over, eyebrow raised. Did she know? Could everyone smell the desperation on me now?
I grabbed my backpack and fled, academic failure trailing behind me like a shadow I couldn't outrun.
* * *
I stood outside Professor Martinez’s office, knuckles hovering over the wood. His last email had been final—your performance this semester does not meet academic standards. The old Bobby would’ve argued, demanded justification. But now? My stomach twisted with a different kind of desperation.  
I knocked—soft, tentative, nothing like the sharp raps I used to deliver.  
The door swung open. Martinez barely glanced up from his papers. "Yes?"  
His cologne hit me first—cedar and ink, crisp and controlled. My breath stuttered. Hips swayed forward without permission.  
No. Not this. Not him.  
But my body moved anyway.  
"Dr. Martinez," I purred, shutting the door behind me. Fingers trailed along the edge of his desk, slow, deliberate. "I wanted to discuss my grade."  
His gaze snapped up. Dark eyes flickered over me—my bitten lips, the way my sweater dipped just low enough to hint at cleavage. Discomfort tightened his jaw. "This isn’t appropriate—"  
I leaned forward, letting my breasts press against his piles of essays. "Neither is failing me."  
A muscle in his throat jumped.  
My fingers closed around his tie, tugging him closer. His shocked exhale warmed my mouth before I crushed my lips to his.  
I expected him to push me away.  
He didn't.  
One hand fisted in my hair. The other yanked my skirt up. Papers scattered as he bent me over the desk, zipper already undone.  
"Fuck—" The word tore from my throat as he thrust into me, no preliminaries, just rough possession. I arched back, meeting every snap of his hips, nails scraping wood.  
The betrayal burned. You’re letting him use you. You’re paying for grades with your body. But the shame just made me wetter, my orgasm swelling faster.  
When it hit, I screamed—a raw, broken sound. Martinez clamped a hand over my mouth to muffle it, hips stuttering as he spilled inside me.  
Silence. Just our ragged breathing.  
Then reality crashed back in.  
I staggered upright, knees weak, dress soaked. Martinez avoided my eyes as he straightened his clothes. "I’ll… adjust your grade."  
Disgust curdled in my gut. Not at him—at myself.  
I used to respect authority. Now I'd just become another cliché: the student who fucked her way to a passing mark.  
The door clicked shut behind me. My thighs stuck together with sweat and come.  
Pathetic.  
Yet my pussy still throbbed. Begging for more.  Thinking of the next professor I'd fuck to raise my GPA.
* * *
I slumped at my desk, calculus textbook open to some meaningless equation. The numbers blurred together—derivatives and limits dissolving into white noise. My fingers traced the page, but all I could think about was the way Martinez's hands had gripped my hips. How his breath had hitched when I'd moaned his name.
Focus. Study. Be Bobby again.
But Bobby was a ghost now.
I shoved the textbook aside and reached for the stack of magazines I'd bought yesterday—Vogue, Cosmopolitan, Elle. Glossy pages filled with perfect bodies draped in silk and lace. My pulse quickened as I flipped through them, studying the models' poses, their makeup, the way fabric clung to curves.
A red dress caught my eye—backless, barely covering the thighs. I imagined myself in it, walking into a bar, feeling every male gaze burn across my skin. The thought made my nipples harden against my bra.
You're sick. This is sick.
But I kept turning pages.
Here—a tutorial on smoky eyes that would make them look bedroom-drunk. There—lipstick shades that promised to drive men wild. I memorized every tip, every technique, my mind already planning tomorrow's outfit. The short skirt hanging in my closet. The push-up bra that made my tits spill over the cups.
My hand drifted between my legs without conscious thought. Through my jeans, I pressed against the ache that never fully went away anymore.
I love this. The admission hit like a slap. I love the attention. The way they look at me like I'm something to devour.
The old Bobby would've been disgusted. He'd built his entire identity on discipline, on rising above base urges. Now look at me—sprawled on my bed, finger-fucking myself to fashion magazines while planning my next conquest.
But the shame just made it better. Made my pussy clench harder around my fingers as I imagined walking into Professor Chen's office next week. Or finding that cute guy from the coffee shop. Anyone who'd look at me like I was worth wanting.
I came with a strangled cry, back arching off the mattress.
The magazines scattered to the floor. In the sudden quiet, I stared at the ceiling, chest heaving. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes—not from regret, but from the terrible, beautiful truth.
I didn't want to stop.
Yet I desperately did want to stop. The contradiction tore through me like a physical wound—craving the very thing that was annihilating everything I'd once valued. I knew I was destroying my grades, my reputation, my life, systematically dismantling every achievement that had once defined me. My GPA was tanking as I skipped classes to shop for tighter tops, shorter skirts, anything that would make men's eyes linger. My academic reputation crumbled while I spent hours perfecting my makeup instead of studying. Everything meaningful was dissolving except for this all-consuming hunger for validation, for touch, for the next cock to fill the void inside me.
Bobby's voice had become barely a whisper in the depths of my consciousness—a fading echo of discipline and control that grew fainter each day. But even as his presence diminished, the self-loathing he'd left behind remained razor-sharp and ready to pounce. It lurked in the shadows of my mind like a predator, waiting for any moment when my mindless obsessions with clothes and boys and sex stopped for even a second. The instant I wasn't distracted by planning my next outfit or replaying my latest encounter, the shame would surge forward to engulf me completely.
Look what you've become, it whispered in Bobby's voice. Pathetic. Weak. Everything you once despised.
But even the self-hatred felt different now, filtered through this treacherous female body that turned every emotion into fuel for arousal. The shame made my nipples harden against my shirt, made my pussy clench with need. I was trapped in a cycle where even my disgust at myself became another source of twisted pleasure.






  
  Chapter ten








The Offer


The knock on my door came soft but insistent. I scrambled to shove the magazines under my pillow, wiping my face with the back of my hand. 
"Come in."
Suzy stepped inside, closing the door behind her with deliberate care. She'd changed since our last encounter— same weight but she'd gained confidence. Her dark hair fell in sleek waves around her shoulders, and she wore fitted jeans that actually flattered her figure. But it was her eyes that made my stomach drop. They held the same predatory glint I'd once worn when hunting for victims.
"Look at you." Her voice carried that same mocking tone I'd perfected over years of cruelty. "Mascara streaked down your cheeks. Magazines scattered everywhere. Still warm from touching yourself, aren't you?"
I pulled my hoodie tighter, but there was nowhere to hide. "What do you want?"
She moved closer, each step measured and purposeful. "I want to see it. The moment when Bobby Sales finally breaks completely."
"I'm not—"
"You're broken now." The words hit like a physical blow. "You'll do anything to stop, won't you?"
The sob tore from my throat before I could stop it. All the shame, all the desperate attempts at control, all the nights spent hating myself while my body betrayed me again and again—it all came pouring out.
"Yes." The admission shattered something inside me. "I can't take it anymore."
Tears came in ugly, choking waves. I collapsed onto the bed, hugging my knees to my chest like I could somehow make myself smaller, disappear entirely.
"Please," I whispered. "I'm sorry. I'm so fucking sorry for what I did to you. For everything. I know what it feels like now—to have no control. To be ruled by something you can't fight. Please just make it stop."
Suzy sat on the edge of the bed, her weight causing the mattress to dip. She reached out and stroked my hair with mock tenderness.
"There's the Bobby I was waiting for." Her fingers traced the curve of my cheek, collecting tears. "The one who finally understands what weakness really means."
I leaned into her touch despite everything, desperate for any scrap of human connection that didn't involve my legs spreading or my mouth opening. Even this twisted comfort felt like salvation.
"What happens now?" My voice came out small, broken.
Suzy's smile was all teeth. "Now? Now we discuss terms."
"I can trade your addiction." Suzy's voice dropped to a whisper, each word deliberate as a knife cut. "From sex... to food. I can remove your disgust at your sexual desires."
My heart hammered against my ribs. Relief. The word sang through my mind like a prayer answered. No more burning between my legs every time a man walked past. No more clawing at strangers in bathroom stalls. No more waking up in beds I didn't remember climbing into.
But something cold twisted in my stomach. Trade. Not remove. Trade.
"What do you mean?" My voice cracked.
Her smile widened, predatory and patient. "You'll still crave. Still need. But instead of cock, you'll need cake. Instead of cum, you'll crave chocolate. Your body will demand food the way it demands sex now."
I stared at her, understanding dawning like ice water in my veins. "You mean I'll get... I'll become..."
"Fat." She said it with relish. "Soft. Round. Everything you mocked me for being." Her fingers traced my jawline. "But you won't hate yourself for fucking anymore. Won't cry after every orgasm. The sexual shame will disappear completely."
The tears kept coming, but my mind raced. No more self-loathing after sex. No more feeling like a whore, a slut, a broken thing. I could touch myself without crying afterward. Could enjoy what my body craved without the crushing weight of disgust.
But I'd balloon up. Become everything I'd spent years scorning. My discipline, my pride in my lean body—gone.
What pride? The bitter thought cut deep. What discipline? I haven't controlled anything in weeks.
"There's a catch," Suzy continued, her voice sharpening to steel. "You have to beg for it. Properly."
My mouth went dry. "What?"
"Beg to be like me." Her eyes glittered with cruel satisfaction. "Admit what you really want. What you really deserve."
I sat frozen, paralyzed between my current hell and this new damnation. To beg meant admitting defeat completely. Meant accepting that I'd become everything I'd once despised.
But the alternative was this endless cycle of lust and shame, my body betraying me over and over until there was nothing left of Bobby at all.
Desperation won.
"Please." The word tore from my throat like broken glass. "Please make me like you. Remove this, please..."
* * *
Three months later, the treadmill's belt slowed to a stop beneath my feet, and I gripped the rails with shaking hands. Sweat poured down my face, soaking through the oversized tank top that barely contained my massive breasts. Each breath came in ragged gasps, my lungs burning from the pathetic ten minutes I'd managed.
Ten fucking minutes.
I stepped off, my thick thighs rubbing together with each movement. The gym mirror caught my reflection—a hundred pounds heavier than when this nightmare began. Roberta, I called myself now. Bobbi was too sharp for this soft, round thing I'd become.
My hand shot to my gym bag before my feet even stopped moving. The Snickers bar crinkled in my grip, and I tore the wrapper with desperate fingers. Chocolate and caramel flooded my mouth in the first massive bite, sweetness coating my tongue like salvation.
God, yes.
Another bite. Then another. The candy disappeared in seconds, chocolate smearing across my lips as I reached for the second bar with glazed eyes. My body hummed with the same urgent need I'd once felt for cock—except now it was sugar calling the shots.
The Milky Way vanished just as quickly. Then the Kit-Kat. My fingers fumbled for the Twix, hands shaking with the same desperation that used to drive me to my knees in bathroom stalls.
A bitter laugh escaped my chocolate-stained lips as I unwrapped the fourth bar.
"Still no self-control."
The words tasted as sweet as the nougat dissolving on my tongue. Different addiction, same pathetic result. I'd traded one weakness for another, swapped the shame of being a slut for the humiliation of being a pig.
But I wasn't crying. That was the miracle Suzy had given me—I could gorge myself without the crushing weight of self-hatred that used to follow every sexual encounter. The pleasure came clean now, unmarked by tears or disgust.
Just endless, mindless consumption.
I caught sight of myself in the mirror again—cheeks bulging with chocolate, sweat glistening on my double chin, my massive gut straining against the tank top's fabric. Everything I'd once mocked Suzy for being, everything I'd claimed showed weakness and moral failure.
The Twix wrapper crinkled as I reached for my fifth candy bar, already planning my stop at the vending machine on the way out.
I fumbled through my gym bag for the makeup compact, fingers still sticky with chocolate residue. The mirror in the locker room showed everything I tried to ignore—puffy cheeks, double chin, the way my sports bra cut into back rolls I'd never had before.
But maybe... maybe with the right lipstick, the right eyeshadow, I could distract from the rest.
The mascara wand trembled in my grip as I applied it, trying to make my eyes look bigger, prettier. Foundation couldn't hide the roundness of my face, but it smoothed the skin that had broken out from all the sugar. I'd watched YouTube tutorials for hours, learning techniques I'd never needed when my body had been a weapon of desire instead of this soft, dismissed thing.
Boys used to want me. The memory felt distant, dreamlike. Frat guys pulling me into bedrooms, Tom's hungry stare across the couch, even sweet Georgy trembling as I rode him in the library stacks.  When had their desire felt so natural, so right? When had the thought of strong hands on my body stopped disgusting me and started feeling like home  
Suzy had removed all the disgust at my sexual desires by making me firmly a straight girl, unreservedly loving the idea of men and their bodies.  I could barely remember the horror I'd felt those first few weeks, when my body would respond to men despite my mind screaming in protest. Now the very idea of a deep voice whispering in my ear made my heart bounce, not with that wild sexual desire but with the thoughts of being romanced and loved. 
This is who I am now. The thought should have terrified me, but instead it felt like relief. Fighting it had been exhausting—the constant war between Bobby's stubborn male ego and this body's undeniable needs. Suzy hadn't just cursed me with feminine flesh; she'd given me a feminine heart to match, one that craved protection, romance, and the weight of a man's body pressing me into submission.
I could barely remember being Bobby at all.
The cropped sweater hugged my curves—all the wrong curves now. I'd bought it in a smaller size, hoping it would motivate me, but it just emphasized how my belly strained against the fabric. Still, the color brought out my eyes. Maybe that would be enough.
Georgy's face floated through my mind—those kind blue eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses, the gentle way he'd touched me before everything changed. He'd been so sweet, so careful, whispering that I was beautiful while I moved above him. 
Maybe if I lost just ten pounds. Fifteen at most.
If I could just get back to that body, maybe he'd look at me that way again. Maybe he'd ask me to coffee, hold my hand on campus, be the boyfriend who saw past the surface to the girl underneath.
Just a little self-control. 
My hand reached for the emergency Butterfinger hidden in my bag's side pocket. The wrapper crinkled like a promise as my mouth watered with anticipation.
Tomorrow I'd start fresh. Tomorrow I'd eat salads and run for thirty minutes and make Georgy notice me again.
But right now, the chocolate was calling, and I'd never been good at saying no.
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