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Chapter One



“Man, they are so hot. This is going to be the sexiest school year ever,” Tyler said, his voice practically vibrating with anticipation as he gazed across the lawn.

He was talking about the sorority that had just moved into the house next door—a freshly painted Victorian with flower boxes and fluttering pastel curtains. They were the kind of girls you only saw in glossy magazines or music videos: confident, styled, and completely out of our league. And since we were the only frat on this side of campus, we figured there wouldn’t be much competition.

This year, we told ourselves, was going to be nothing but fun.

“I’m planning on banging one tonight,” I said, trying hard to sound cocky, even though I could already feel the nerves in my stomach. Truthfully, I had never even spoken to a girl like that before, let alone slept with one. But as a first-year frat brother, bagging a sorority chick felt like some kind of rite of passage.

Tyler raised an eyebrow. “Why wait until tonight?” he said. “I dare you to go over there right now and hit on one of them.”

Before I could answer, he slung an arm around me and pulled me in close, his bare bicep brushing against mine. The heat of his skin and the wild glint in his eyes made my heart pick up pace. We were going to have so much fun this year—crazy, reckless, unforgettable fun.

“We should throw a party and invite them over,” Ryan chimed in from the porch steps. “You know sororities can’t throw their own parties or whatever.”

“You think they’d go for that?” I asked.

“There’s only one way to find out,” Tyler said, grinning as he gave me a firm shove. I stumbled off the porch, nearly tripping over the overgrown edge of the lawn.

Perfect timing.

Several of the girls next door looked up from where they were moving in—a mix of boxes, full-length mirrors, and throw pillows. A few of them snickered as I straightened up and tried to play it cool.

Fantastic start.

Shoving my hands in my pockets, I walked toward them, trying to ignore how hot my face felt.

“Hey, ladies,” I said, cringing as my voice cracked on the second word. “We’re, uh, throwing a party tonight. You’re all definitely invited.”

I tried to sound chill, casual, like I’d done this a hundred times. But the words felt stiff in my mouth, like lines from a bad script. I could practically feel my ears glowing red.

That’s when she stepped forward.

Tall. Blonde. Tan. She wore a sky-blue tank top and white shorts that clung to her curves like they were tailored for her body. She was chewing gum slowly, deliberately, as she came closer. Even though she was only a few inches taller than me, it felt like she was towering—like she was standing on a pedestal and I was still fumbling at the base.

“Why would we want to come to a lame-ass frat party?” she asked, tilting her head. “So you guys can get us drunk and try to take advantage?”

Her voice was sharp, cool, amused. One hand rested on her hip as she leaned slightly to one side. Her confidence radiated off her in waves, and I suddenly felt very, very small.

Before I could respond, Tyler shouted from the porch, “Come on! You know you want it!”

I glanced back and saw him making exaggerated thrusting motions with his hips, hooting like a jackass.

I lowered my gaze and muttered, “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.”

“You’re damn right it wasn’t,” the blonde snapped, snapping her gum. She turned on her heel, then glanced back with a smirk. “Jade!” someone called from the house. Another girl, equally intimidating, stood in the doorway.

“Stop wasting your time with those losers.”

Jade looked at me again and laughed, her eyes sparkling with something that felt like victory. “She’s right,” she said. “I’m not wasting another second with you guys.”

And just like that, she disappeared back inside, hips swaying like she knew I’d still be watching.

I trudged back to the house, trying not to look completely humiliated.

“What happened?” Ryan asked, lounging on the steps. “Did you say something stupid?”

I shot Tyler a look. “Maybe it was fucking Tyler thrusting his hips at them. Ever think of that?”

Tyler just laughed. “They loved it,” he said, unfazed. “They just can’t admit it. Don’t want to look like sluts. But trust me… they’ll be back. Girls like that? They love the attention. And sooner or later, they’re gonna screw every last one of us.”

I glanced over my shoulder at the girls again. Yeah, they were hot—ridiculously hot—but they didn’t deserve the crap Tyler was slinging their way. None of them did.

“I’m going to my room,” I said. “I’ve got to study.”

“Bullshit,” Tyler snapped, grabbing the front of my shirt before I could pass. His grip tightened just enough to make me flinch. “Classes just started yesterday. You don’t have homework. Don’t lie to me.”

I tried to pull away, but he leaned in slightly, lowering his voice so only I could hear. “Besides,” he added, “you’re still the new guy. I’d watch myself if I were you. Wouldn’t take much to kick you out.”

Ryan watched from the couch, a furrow between his brows, but—like always—he didn’t say a word.

“Noted,” I muttered, and tore myself free from Tyler’s grasp, pushing past him toward the staircase.

I took the stairs two at a time, heart pounding, and ducked into the small corner room I shared with Zane. I slammed the door shut behind me, flicked the lock, and started pacing. My pulse throbbed in my ears. I hated the way Tyler talked to me like I was his property. Like I should be grateful for every scrap of attention he tossed my way.

Still… I’d fought so hard to get accepted into this fraternity. There was no way I was blowing it now—not when I’d finally managed to pass for one of the guys.

Eventually, I moved to the window and slid the curtain back just enough to peek through. The view was perfect—our room sat at the corner of the house, and directly across the narrow lawn, I had a full shot of the sorority porch. The girls were still unpacking, giggling in their skimpy tank tops and cut-off shorts, sun-kissed legs stretching forever as they bent and lifted and stretched again.

They were so hot it hurt. And as much as I hated myself for it, I could feel myself getting hard just watching them. It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair. I didn’t want to be like him—a creep, a perv, a Tyler.

But that didn’t stop me.

I slid my hand into the waistband of my jeans and gripped my cock, even though the same old shame curled in my stomach. I hated how small I felt in my own hand—how soft, how easily dismissed. I stroked anyway, my breath hitching as I let my head fall back and closed my eyes.

In my mind, Jade was already on her knees, her mouth soft and wet, lips wrapped around me as she looked up with those wide, knowing eyes. She wouldn’t laugh at me. She wouldn’t tease. She’d just take me, like I was something worth wanting.

A chill snaked up my spine as my orgasm neared. I knew I shouldn’t be doing this—not here, not like this—but the pressure in my belly was too strong. My skin prickled with heat. I moaned, low and desperate, and then—

Pathetic.

I came in my hand, barely a dribble, a weak pulse that left me feeling even smaller than before. I sagged against the windowsill, eyes fluttering closed—

And then I heard it.

Clapping.

I froze, slowly turning toward the sound.

Zane was standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame with a wide, shit-eating grin.

My stomach dropped. My face went hot.

“I… uh… I was just— It’s not—”

Zane held up both hands, still smiling. “Relax, man. I’d have done the same thing. Those chicks are fire.”

I forced a nervous laugh and yanked my hand out of my pants, wiping it discreetly on my shirt. But my chest was tight. I didn’t trust the way he said it. There was too much amusement behind his eyes.

“Just… don’t tell anyone, okay?”

Zane chuckled. “Why not? Nobody’s gonna care.”

“Yes they will,” I said, a little too fast.

He shrugged. “Fine. I won’t tell.” He smirked as he walked off, and even then, some part of me knew he was lying.

If I’d realized what was coming next, I’d have packed my bags that night and never looked back.

Instead, I went down for dinner like nothing had happened.

The only open seat was across from Tyler.

Perfect.

I sat stiffly, staring at his stupid sun-bleached hair and cocky brown eyes. He still looked like the all-star jock from his high school yearbook, the kind of guy who never had to try—just coasted on looks, confidence, and the ability to humiliate anyone he didn’t like.

Me? I’d always been a lanky nerd, the kind of guy who got overlooked or laughed at. But I’d survived pledge week. Somehow, I’d made it through. I was in.

And yet, sitting there across from Tyler, I couldn’t help but wonder if I even wanted to be.

Tyler leaned back, arms crossed over his chest, his tongue rolling behind his cheek like he was savoring a secret. The skin along his jaw twitched with the motion. He was hunting for words—and when he found them, he made sure the whole room heard.

“So,” he said, eyes locked on me. “See any good shows lately?”

The table erupted.

Laughter. Shouting. Someone choked on a mouthful of mac and cheese.

“What’s going on?” I asked, glancing around in confusion. “What’s everyone laughing about?”

Tyler stood, pushed his chair back, and grabbed his crotch. “Oh, Jade,” he moaned theatrically, humping the air. “Show me what a cuck I really am! Oh, please, show me what a sissy I’ve always been!”

The guys howled. Someone actually slammed their fist against the table. I stared down at my tray, heat rising to my ears, and all I could think was—

Zane told.

And Tyler had turned it into a show.

A performance. A joke.

And I was the punchline.

I lowered my head, stunned, humiliated—barely able to process what I’d just heard. The laughter still echoed around the dining room like a slap. When I finally looked up again, I aimed my gaze straight at Zane.

He was laughing the hardest of all.

And when he caught me staring, he just shrugged. No apology. No remorse. Just a casual oops, like outing someone’s private moment was a harmless joke.

I pushed my chair back, the legs scraping loudly against the hardwood, and started to stand.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Tyler asked, suddenly blocking the doorway. His broad shoulders filled the frame, arms crossed like he was daring me to try and pass.

“Upstairs,” I said flatly. “I’ll eat in my room.”

Tyler let out a condescending laugh. “I don’t think so.”

There was a shift in the room—a sudden hush, the kind of tension that clings to the walls before a fight breaks out.

“You know,” he continued, voice loud enough for everyone to hear, “I haven’t liked your attitude since you got here. Always walking around like you’re better than the rest of us. But you’re not. You’re just like us. Worse, even.”

I stood still, fists clenched.

“You gave me shit earlier,” he said, “for calling out the sorority girls. For having a little fun. And then what do you do? You sneak up to your room and play Peeping Tom while you jerk off to them like a little bitch.”

My eyes flicked to Zane again. So it was true—he had told him. Every detail.

“Oh yeah,” Tyler added, clearly enjoying himself now. “Zane told me how pathetically small you are. Should’ve known you weren’t cut out for this. I never should’ve sent you to flirt with those girls. You don’t have the balls.”

“I’ll make you eat those words,” I snapped. I could feel the heat rising in my face. “I’ve got more balls than you’ll ever have.”

A glob of spit flew from my mouth and hit his cheek. I didn’t mean for it to happen—but seeing the twitch in his jaw, the way he wiped it off slowly with the back of his hand, gave me a flicker of satisfaction.

He stepped in closer. “Oh yeah?” he said. “Then prove it.”

I hesitated. “Prove it how?”

He grinned like a predator. “The girls are out for the night—some charity thing downtown. I want you to sneak into their house and bring back a pair of their panties.”

I blinked. “You’re kidding.”

“I’m serious.” His grin widened. “And not just that. I want them to know we took them.”

Tyler got up, wandered into the kitchen, and returned a moment later holding a black Sharpie and a notecard. He scrawled something in thick, blocky letters and handed it to me.

We took your panties.

I stared down at the card.

“I’m not doing this,” I said, pushing it back at them. “It’s breaking and entering. We could get arrested.”

Tyler rolled his eyes. “Oh, please. Nobody’s going to arrest a couple of frat boys for swiping some underwear. Happens all the time.”

He jabbed his finger at the card. “And this? This isn’t just about stealing panties. This is about messing with their heads. Letting them know they’re being watched. That we’re in control.”

My stomach turned.

“And what if I don’t?” I asked.

Tyler turned to the room with theatrical flair, flapping his arms like he was conducting a choir. “Then we vote him out again, don’t we?”

“Yeah!” the guys shouted, pumping their fists and hollering like animals.

I clenched my jaw. “Maybe I don’t want to be here anymore. Maybe this was all a mistake.”

That wiped the smirk right off his face.

Tyler shoved me, hard, his hands gripping both my shoulders as he slammed me into the wall behind me. My head struck the drywall with a dull thud.

“No one calls our fraternity a mistake,” he growled. “You know what you’re throwing away? You think this is just about parties and beer? This house opens doors. You’ll have connections for life. Careers. Power. Respect. My father—he’s one of the biggest tech CEOs in the country. I could destroy your future with one phone call.”

My breath caught in my throat. He was dead serious.

“If you walk away,” he said, “I’ll make sure you never work for any major company again. You’ll be blacklisted before you even graduate.”

My hands trembled. I felt backed into a corner, with no good way out.

“You’re pathetic,” I said, voice shaking. “You know that?”

Then I snatched the card from his hand.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll take your stupid little note and I’ll grab a pair of your precious panties. But it won’t change the fact that you’re a substandard human being.”

He raised both hands in mock terror. “Ooooh, scary. I’m a poor little substandard human.”

The rest of the guys howled with laughter again, like it was the funniest thing they’d heard all year.

I gripped the card tight, crumpling the edges, then turned and stormed out. The second the cool night air hit my face, I felt like I could breathe again—until I remembered what I was about to do.

I looked toward the sorority house next door, its porch light casting a warm glow on the sidewalk.

“It’s just a pair of panties,” I whispered to myself, swallowing hard. “Nothing more.”

And then, slowly, I stepped forward.


Chapter Two



I paused beneath the pale glow of the porch light, listening—every nerve in my body on high alert. The only sound that reached my ears was the steady hum of crickets hidden in the lawn. No voices. No footsteps. No flicker of movement behind the curtains. Still, it would take only one girl to spot me, and I’d be screwed.

The sorority house loomed above me like a cathedral—massive, silent, and intimidating in its femininity. I swallowed hard.

You can do this, I told myself. It’s no big deal. Just get in, grab the panties, and get out.

I turned the knob on the front door. Locked. Of course.

I scanned the entryway quickly—doorframe, windowsill, beneath the welcome mat. No spare key. Nothing obvious. So I crept along the side of the house, each step measured and silent, the grass damp against my sneakers. My breath caught every time a branch rustled or a moth flitted past the porch lights.

The back door was locked too. I tried the handle with the edge of my sleeve, just in case. No give. No hidden key. Nothing.

My heart was pounding now, the silence pressing in around me like a threat.

Windows, I thought. It was the only option left.

I checked the one nearest to me—painted shut. The next one rattled slightly, but still refused to budge. I exhaled, frustrated, stepping back to scan the upper floor.

And there it was.

One open window on the second floor, its gauzy curtain fluttering like a flag. It looked out over the patio—just above a narrow roof overhang and the porch banister.

I approached carefully, reaching up to grab the overhang. My fingers curled around the edge, and I stepped up onto the railing, steadying myself against the siding. My arms trembled as I hoisted myself up, inch by careful inch, until I was belly-down on the roof, pulling myself toward the open window.

Everything below was quiet. Still no voices. No lights turning on. With each heartbeat, my confidence grew—maybe I’d actually pull this off.

When I reached the window, I swung one leg through, then the other, and landed with a quiet thud on the hardwood floor.

The scent hit me first—something floral and powdery, unmistakably feminine. I took a moment to let my eyes adjust to the darkness, and slowly the room came into view.

Jade’s room.

Her presence was everywhere. Photos of her with friends tacked to a corkboard. A varsity volleyball trophy engraved with her name. A hairbrush on the vanity, still tangled with strands of gold-blonde hair.

And the bed—neatly made with silky pink sheets that shimmered in the moonlight.

I moved toward it, almost without thinking, and ran my fingertips across the fabric. It was cool beneath my hand, soft and slippery. I sat down, then leaned back until I was lying flat, my body sinking into the plush mattress.

I closed my eyes and imagined Jade above me, her knees bracketing my hips, her hair cascading down like a curtain. Her breath warm against my cheek, her voice in my ear. Take it off, she’d say. Let me see what kind of girl you really are.

My hand drifted into my pants. I was hard already, my breath growing shallow. I stroked slowly, letting the fantasy take hold. In my mind, she wasn’t just dominating me—she was changing me. Making me softer, quieter. More obedient.

I was close—so close—when a sharp clatter startled me. My eyes flew open.

Something had fallen.

I shot up, heart racing, and grabbed the notecard from my pocket. I sprinted across the room and placed it on Jade’s dresser. Then I yanked open the top drawer. It was packed with neatly folded panties—lace, cotton, satin, every color imaginable.

I grabbed a simple black thong, barely thicker than a ribbon.

That’s when I heard it.

The front door creaked open, followed by the unmistakable sound of laughter. Light flicked on downstairs, flooding the hallway outside the bedroom.

The girls were home.

Panic surged through me. I shoved the thong into my pocket and rushed to the window. But now the porch lights were on. They’d see me if I jumped. I couldn’t risk it.

I waited, crouched just below the windowsill, breath coming in sharp, shallow bursts. The girls’ laughter drifted toward the back of the house—toward the kitchen. I clenched my fists, as though I could force the world to freeze.

Finally, when the noise faded, I slithered onto the overhang and crawled carefully toward the front. The shingles scraped my palms. I reached the edge, closed my eyes, and jumped.

My knees buckled on impact.

“What was that?” a voice called behind me.

I didn’t wait to find out.

I ran.

Footsteps thudded on the porch behind me. I didn’t look back—just sprinted across the lawn and dove through the side door of the frat house, slamming it shut behind me. My back hit the wood, my chest heaving.

Had they seen me?

I turned and peered through the peephole.

Nothing.

No one was chasing. No one had called out my name.

I’d done it. I’d gotten away.

My breath slowed. But only for a second.

Hands gripped my arms and spun me around.

Tyler.

He raised an eyebrow. “So? Did you do it?”

Still trembling, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the thong. I dangled it between two fingers and offered a tight, shaky smile.

Tyler nodded, a smirk curling on his lips. “Alright. Looks like you’ve bought yourself a little more time here after all.”

The other guys filtered in behind him, clapping and laughing, like this had been some big bonding ritual. But their applause felt hollow—mocking. I knew the truth.

I hadn’t earned their respect. I’d earned their entertainment.

I mumbled something about being tired and slipped away to my room.

I lay in bed for hours, staring at the ceiling, the scent of Jade’s room still clinging to my clothes. I didn’t sleep. Not really. When I finally drifted off, I had no idea what time it was.

A sound woke me later—something small, like a knock or a shuffle—but when I sat up and looked around, everything was still. The house was quiet. Dark. I told myself it was nothing. Just the echo of adrenaline still wearing off. Or maybe a memory from earlier replaying in my brain.

I kept telling myself the same lie—that I was safe, that everything was fine—as I lay back down on my bed, staring at the ceiling like it might have answers. I clung to the illusion until it shattered.

A sack was suddenly thrown over my head, yanked down roughly to my shoulders, plunging me into darkness. Rope tightened around my wrists before I could even register what was happening. I opened my mouth to scream, but someone pressed a firm hand over the cloth, muffling my voice.

Zane. Where the hell was Zane?

I tried to think back—had he been in his bed when I’d walked in? Had I seen the rise and fall of his breath in the dark?

Four pairs of hands—definitely more than one person—hauled me up from the mattress and started dragging me toward the window. My feet scrambled for purchase, my body writhing against their grip, but it was no use. They were strong, coordinated, practiced.

Then I heard it.

Giggling.

Not masculine.

Girls.

My stomach flipped.

Shit. What do I do?

I kicked harder, twisted my torso, but they held firm. I felt them guiding me across the roof overhang of the frat house, the wind cool against my exposed face as my breath heaved beneath the sack.

I heard the thud of someone dropping down—then another. The first pair had jumped. The others tipped me forward. I felt the shift, the edge, the helpless weightlessness as they rolled me over and let me drop.

I landed in a tangle of limbs, caught clumsily but effectively by soft, smaller arms. Then I was being dragged again. Pulled. Hauled. This time not toward my house—but into theirs.

Into the lioness’s den.

They sat me in a wooden chair in what smelled like a living room—floral candles, dryer sheets, perfume. A moment later, the sack was yanked from my head, and before I could process anything else, a pair of panties was stuffed into my mouth.

They were satin. Warm. Slightly damp.

I gagged and thrashed, but the knot in my wrists held. My eyes adjusted to the light—and that’s when I saw her.

Jade.

She stood with her arms folded, her expression somewhere between rage and amusement.


Chapter Three



“Well, well,” she said. “Boy, do we have a surprise for you.”

“Jade,” said Sara—a tall brunette with lean curves and icy blue eyes—“what are we going to do with him?”

Jade stepped forward and held up the note. We took your panties.

“He left evidence,” she said, her voice sharp with contempt. “Like a moron. Then he ran off like a coward, even though we had a perfect view of him crawling out of my window.”

Her gaze dropped to me, narrowed and evaluating. “I mean… anyone who steals panties must want to wear them, right?”

There was scattered laughter.

“Maybe it’s our responsibility,” Jade added, circling the chair like a predator. “Maybe we’re supposed to help him become who he really is.”

She leaned in, her breath cool and minty as it ghosted across my face. “Isn’t that right?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The panties in my mouth were suddenly the only thing I could focus on.

Jade grabbed my shoulders and urged me to my feet. With my wrists still bound behind me, I had no leverage, no dignity. She knelt before me without ceremony and brought her hands to my jeans. I squirmed.

But she was efficient.

She unfastened my pants, yanked them—along with my briefs—down to my ankles in one swift tug.

The girls gasped.

A few laughed. One even clapped. Others just stared, their eyes landing squarely on my half-hard, embarrassingly small cock.

The mixture of mockery and pity made my heart race. And somehow, it made me harder.

They noticed.

“Oh my god,” one of them whispered. “He’s actually turned on by this.”

Jade tilted her head and smirked. “So you like humiliation, do you, Connor?”

I couldn’t speak.

My face was burning. My skin felt electric.

“You’re blushing,” she teased. “That’s cute.”

She stood up and brushed off her jeans. “From now on, we’re going to call him Carmen.”

“Wait,” I blurted, the panties falling from my mouth. “Let’s just—can’t we be sensible about this?”

Jade laughed—a sharp, gleeful sound. “Girls,” she said, turning to the rest of them. “Go pick out your hottest outfits. Something tight. Something sexy. We’re going to have a little fashion show. But first…”

She looked back at me and smiled.

“…we need to shave this hairy girl.”

Two of the girls untied my wrists and led me down the hallway to a small bathroom. The light overhead buzzed softly. The mirror was fogged from a recent shower.

They stripped me down the rest of the way. I stood naked, exposed, vulnerable as they lathered me up with thick, creamy shaving foam. Jade’s fingers moved slowly over my legs, then my chest, then lower.

Each touch sent a jolt through my body.

My cock throbbed.

When I felt the first razor kiss my skin, I shivered—and let out a soft, involuntary moan.

“Ohhh,” someone said with a giggle. “She likes it.”

I whimpered, unsure if I was more ashamed by the sound or by how good it felt to be touched like this.

One girl knelt and shaved the backs of my thighs while another smoothed foam across my inner thighs, brushing so close to my cock that I twitched. The bathroom smelled like vanilla and roses. I was wrapped in it—drenched in their scent, their presence, their power.

When they finished, they wiped me down with warm towels and ran their hands over my skin to check for missed spots.

One of them let her fingers brush lightly across my cock. I flinched and hunched forward with a groan.

“Sensitive,” Jade purred.

“Good.”

“He likes it!” one of the girls cried, her voice a musical blend of delight and mockery.

Jade looked up at me from where she knelt, her eyes glittering with amusement. “Let’s see how much he likes wearing a mini skirt,” she said, arching one perfectly shaped brow.

She rose to her feet with a casual elegance and took my hand, leading me into the center of her bedroom like a prized show pony. The other girls followed, each holding out their sexiest outfit like they were offering tributes. But it was clear Jade would make the final decision.

I stood there—naked, freshly shaven, still trembling slightly—as the room swirled with giggles and appraising stares.

“He really does look like a girl,” someone said with a gasp of surprise.

“A girl with a tiny dick,” another added, setting off another ripple of laughter.

It should have humiliated me. A week ago, I would’ve wanted to disappear. But now?

Now it was something else. Something darker. Deeper. A twisted kind of thrill I couldn’t name, let alone deny.

What I’d expected to feel like a nightmare had begun to unfurl like a long-buried fantasy—one I hadn’t even known was waiting to be uncovered.

A young redhead stepped forward, offering Jade a delicate piece of lingerie: a bright pink thong trimmed with heart-shaped lace. The fabric shimmered with soft silk sheen. It was girlish. Erotic. Completely forbidden.

Jade’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she accepted the panties. She walked toward me slowly, each step deliberate, controlled, almost ceremonious.

“You’re going to like these,” she whispered.

She knelt again, right at my feet, and gently lifted one foot, then the other, threading the thong up my legs. Her hands skimmed my calves, then my thighs, pulling the fabric higher until it reached the base of my groin.

The silk was cool at first—slick and sensual—and it glided over my freshly shaved skin like it had been made for me.

It felt wrong.

It felt right.

When the fabric brushed my cock, I shuddered.

Something in me clicked.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was surrender. Like a switch had been flipped deep inside—a recognition I could no longer ignore.

Jade tucked me neatly into the tiny pouch, her fingers precise and clinical, and gave my groin a soft, possessive pat. Then she leaned in close, her lips just brushing my ear.

“There,” she murmured. “Now no one will know you were ever a boy.”

A shiver snaked down my spine.

She turned back to the girls, surveying the options in their arms. The air buzzed with anticipation.

The outfit she ultimately chose was a sleek, tight black miniskirt paired with a crimson halter top—cut high and narrow to show off shoulders and collarbones. It had belonged to one of the girls with a petite frame, so it fit my body snugly, hugging me in places I hadn’t known could feel feminine.

The girls worked together like a team, peeling off my shirt, wrapping the skirt around my hips, fastening the halter around my neck. My body trembled as they dressed me, but I didn’t resist. Not anymore.

A pair of strappy black heels were tossed my way, and before I could fumble them on, Jade darted to her dresser for her makeup bag.

“Everyone grab a tool,” she commanded.

Suddenly I was surrounded.

Soft brushes swirled against my cheeks. Glossy sticks were pressed to my lips. Cool pencils traced the line of my eyes. Fingers blended color across my brow bone and dabbed shimmer across my collarbone. The girls giggled and murmured, complimenting each other’s work as they took turns painting me into their fantasy.

And I let them.

I wanted to be their doll.

Even if it was just for fun. Even if they were laughing behind my back. Even if it meant becoming the butt of a sorority joke—I craved the attention. The intimacy. The strange, twisted thrill of it all.

Some part of me was certain that if the other guys in the frat got this kind of attention—this kind of touch—they wouldn’t turn it down either.

When they finally stepped back, there was a brief hush in the room.

“You look so much like a girl,” Jade breathed, her stern expression softening into something almost gleeful. Her eyes sparkled like she’d just unwrapped a present she didn’t expect to love.

She turned, reached behind her, and grabbed something from one of the other girls: a long blonde wig, layered with honey-gold highlights.

She centered it over my scalp, adjusted the cap, and then combed the strands forward around my face. With one last tweak, she stepped back and assessed her creation.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

The other girls nodded, smiling wide, their faces lit with conspiratorial delight.

“Those stupid frat boys will never guess this is one of their guys,” Jade said, pleased with her final touch.

She circled me again, hands on her hips, admiring me like a work of art—or maybe a well-trained pet.

“Time to offer the sorority the girl-toy they’ve been looking for.”

She stepped behind me, untied the ropes that had bound my hands for so long, and slipped off the shirt that had been tangled around my wrists. For the first time since they’d taken me, I was free to move.

But I didn’t run.

I didn’t want to.

Jade stood before me again and lifted my chin with her finger. “Now, Carmen…” she said, emphasizing the name with sultry amusement, “…you’re going to strut your sexy little ass over to the frat house and find someone who’s awake and ready to fuck.”

Her words hung in the air like perfume—heavy, intoxicating.

She looked around the room. “Actually… who was that obnoxious blond guy from earlier?”

“I think I heard someone call him Tyler,” said the redhead.

Jade turned back to me with a feline smile, the kind that curled slow and dangerous. But there was something sharp behind it—something that made my stomach sink.

“You’re going to find Tyler,” she said, “and give him a reason to finally thrust those horny hips of his.”

I let out a laugh, part disbelief, part bravado. “I’m just going to undress when I get over there. You can’t actually make me do anything.”

Her smile didn’t falter. If anything, it grew colder.

“That’s true,” she said thoughtfully. “We can’t make you.”

She reached into her back pocket and pulled out her phone.

Click.

The shutter snapped as she took a photo of me in full sorority-girl drag—wig, makeup, silk thong, and all.

The other girls followed her lead, laughing as they raised their phones and captured my humiliation from every angle.

“But we can post these,” Jade added casually, “on every campus group chat. Maybe even the university board.”

I felt my stomach drop. “You wouldn’t.”

She stepped in close, so close I could feel her breath ghost across my lips. “Try me. And when you’re done,” she said, brushing a thumb along my cheek, “I want you to come back here. We’ll be waiting.”

She leaned in to whisper the next part, her voice a silk-wrapped threat. “And if you don’t come back with cum in your ass, Carmen, then I’ll make sure you’re the laughingstock of the entire school.”

Her words made my breath hitch. I hated how my cock hardened in response—how her cruelty aroused me. Even worse was the way the idea of tricking Tyler—the biggest bully in the house—made me want it more. I could feel the power shifting. This wasn’t just humiliation.

This was revenge.

If I could see getting my ass fucked as reclamation, then maybe—just maybe—I could own it.

The girls guided me down the stairs and toward the front door. Their laughter followed me like perfume, thick and intoxicating.

“Bye, Carmen!” they called in unison. “Don’t forget to come back!”

The door closed behind me, and I stepped into the cool autumn night, every nerve alive. The wind caught the hem of the miniskirt, sending a breeze up my bare thighs and into the silk that cupped my cock and balls. It tickled in the most maddening way. My erection throbbed helplessly against the snug fabric.

I didn’t even make it to the front steps of the frat house before a voice called out from the shadows.

“Hey there, pretty lady,” someone drawled. “Out for a late-night adventure? Looking for a little… fun?”

I glanced up toward the porch, heart hammering. A figure stepped out from the shadows into the moonlight, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Tyler.

This was going to be a piece of crossdressing cake.


Chapter Four



“I don’t remember you,” Tyler said, squinting at me. “What’s your name?”

He studied me with narrowed eyes, clearly trying to place me. I felt a flutter of pride that my disguise was holding. There was something electric in fooling him—something thrilling about being unrecognizable to the guy who’d tormented me for weeks.

“Carmen,” I replied in a soft, feminine voice, remembering the name Jade had given me.

Tyler nodded slowly. “Guess I haven’t met everyone over at the sorority house yet.”

Then he smiled—that lazy, arrogant grin I’d seen a hundred times before—and stepped down from the porch.

“But maybe we should get to know each other,” he said, licking his lips.

I hesitated, casting a quick glance over my shoulder. The rational part of me screamed run. But the other part—the dark, needy part—was already soaking up his attention.

So I let him come closer. I let him touch me.

He raised a hand and cupped my cheek, his thumb dragging slowly along my bottom lip.

“You look even more willing than I expected,” he murmured. “Am I right?”

He slipped his thumb between my lips, and I closed them around it instinctively, sucking gently as he watched.

“Tell me,” he said, voice low and smug. “Tell me how bad you want to be with me.”

He withdrew his thumb, giving me space to speak.

I stared into his eyes and said, “Show me what you’ve got.”

He took that as all the invitation he needed.

Tyler grabbed my hand and led me to the side of the house, rather than taking me inside. He pushed me up against the siding and kissed me hard—his lips rough, possessive. Before I could react, he pressed on my shoulders, guiding me to my knees.

I didn’t resist.

I lowered myself down onto the cold concrete, the hem of the skirt brushing the tops of my thighs. Tyler placed his hands on either side of my face, massaging my jaw until I relaxed.

I unclenched my teeth and flattened my tongue in anticipation.

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

It was thick. Heavy. Gorgeous.

I nearly gasped.

Of course someone like Tyler would be unfairly gifted. It was just another tool he used to get what he wanted. Another reason he thought he ruled the world.

His cock pressed against my lips, then slid slowly into my mouth.

I took him eagerly.

I sucked like my life depended on it. Like it was the only way I could take back control. His fingers curled in my hair, guiding the pace as he rocked his hips forward, forcing me to take more and more.

He groaned.

One hand moved to my chest, groping roughly like he expected to find breasts. When he realized I was flat beneath the halter top, he didn’t stop. Instead, he slid his hand under the fabric and found my nipple.

He rubbed it with his thumb—firm and deliberate.

A jolt of pleasure shot down my spine.

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him shudder. His head fell back as he groaned again, louder this time.

He had no idea who I was.

And that made it even sweeter.

I shouldn’t have enjoyed it—sucking Tyler’s cock, worshiping a guy who’d made my life hell—but I did.

More than I ever thought possible.

There was something primal about it, something degrading and powerful all at once. And the more I gave in, the more I felt like I was becoming someone new—someone who belonged on her knees, who wanted to be used.

Tyler’s other hand slid down, fingers grazing the edge of my miniskirt. I felt him hesitate for a moment, as though debating what he might find. Then he slipped his hand beneath the fabric, between my thighs, and cupped my silk-wrapped erection.

I flinched—but too late.

His palm rested fully over my cock and balls.

He froze.

I looked up and saw the shift in his eyes—shock, confusion, a flicker of something deeper. But he didn’t pull away. He didn’t rip his cock from my mouth or shove me back.

Instead, he thrust harder.

His hips bucked, forcing himself deeper into my throat. I gagged around him but didn’t stop. His eyes met mine, wide and searching, like he was trying to piece it all together. The longer we stared, the clearer it became:

He knew.

And he didn’t care.

In fact, it seemed to turn him on more.

His hand remained wrapped around my cock as he fucked my mouth, fingers gently stroking me while his own pleasure built. My body responded instinctively. I closed my eyes, letting the rhythm take over, letting him use my mouth the way he wanted.

I felt the first pulse of his orgasm hit the back of my throat like a shot of heat. I swallowed what I could, but some spilled past my lips, running in slow, sticky streams down my chin.

Tyler groaned, shuddering, and leaned in.

Then he licked me clean.

His tongue dragged across my chin, collecting every stray drop like he couldn’t stand to waste a single taste.

“You know what I’d really enjoy?” he murmured, his voice rough. “A good ass fucking.”

The words hit me like a punch—sharp, shocking, filthy.

I should’ve run. Should’ve slapped him. Should’ve screamed.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I felt my breath hitch. Fear and excitement tangled in my chest, tight and electric. I wasn’t gay. At least, I hadn’t thought I was. But I loved how feminine I felt. I loved being wanted. Being used. Being seen.

And maybe, just maybe… I wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked like a girl.

Tyler pulled me to my feet and spun me around. His hands slid under my skirt, lifting it to my hips, baring me to the cool night air. I felt my panties being tugged down—soft silk brushing over my thighs until they pooled just beneath my ass.

He took a step back and admired the view.

Then I felt a few gentle slaps against my cheeks—possessive, teasing.

And then… the sound of him spitting.

A wet slap.

Then the hot, blunt head of his cock tapped against my entrance.

I braced myself, hands against the wall, legs trembling.

I was being completely exposed, completely used, and I loved it. My cock throbbed helplessly, pressed against my stomach.

Tyler gripped my hair in one hand and my throat with the other, pulling my head back until I gasped. Then I felt the pressure—firm, insistent—as he began to push in.

My body tensed. My hole stretched wide, burning, straining to accommodate his thickness. The spit helped, but barely. I whimpered, lips parting with a ragged moan as the head breached me.

He didn’t stop.

Each inch pushed deeper, parting me, claiming me. My body shook as my walls were forced open, inch by relentless inch, until he was fully inside me.

I exhaled a long, shaking breath.

My gasp faded into a hoarse, submissive sigh.

It wasn’t just penetration—it was possession.

With every thrust, Tyler pushed deeper, both physically and emotionally. My plan for revenge had morphed into something messier, more complicated. He knew who I was. He knew exactly what he was doing. And now he had power over me in a way I’d never expected.

And yet…

I wanted him to use it.

When he pulled out, the sudden emptiness made me ache. My muscles clenched, craving him again.

I peeked over my shoulder.

Tyler’s eyes were half-lidded, rolling back in bliss. His mouth hung open, his face slack with pleasure. He looked overwhelmed—like I had done this to him.

And maybe I had.

He pushed back inside, slower this time, his thrusts deep and searching. It didn’t feel like fucking. It felt like discovery. Like he was learning me with his cock—memorizing the way I clenched, the way I gasped, the way my whole body responded to every motion.

He caressed my ass, soft and reverent, like he was grateful for what I was giving him.

Then he began to move faster.

Deeper.

Harder.

The sound of skin against skin echoed off the siding, each slap a brand against my dignity and a balm to my need.

I bit my lip to keep from crying out, to keep from coming, but it was a losing battle. I was unraveling, trembling on the edge.

I wanted to be his. Just for this moment.

I wanted to be Carmen.

Tyler growled, thrusting harder, until I felt his cock pulse inside me. A flood of heat filled me as he came—groaning through clenched teeth, his grip on my hips bruising.

His orgasm spilled down my thighs, thick and sticky.

I exhaled, dazed, feeling used and owned and beautiful.

He stayed inside me for a moment, breathing hard. Then he pulled out slowly, his cock slipping free with a wet sound.

I tugged my panties back up, smoothed my skirt into place, and turned around. I ran my fingers through my wig and let the silence settle.

Tyler’s gaze was dark, his expression unreadable.

Then he stepped forward, brows drawn tight, and hissed, “We don’t tell anyone about this, Connor.”

So. He knew.

I tilted my head, lips curling. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

He let out a slow breath, shoulders relaxing. “Good. Make damn sure of it.”

I smiled.

He thought he had power now.

But I knew the truth.

And that made me hard all over again.


Chapter Five



The cool night air whipped against my cheeks, still flushed and burning with leftover adrenaline. I could feel it in my skin, my muscles, my bones. My heart pounded as I ran—not with fear, but with something stranger. Something darker.

As I crossed the lawn, my mind spun with questions I couldn’t quite answer. Did I like being a girl? Did I want to do it again?

A smile tugged at my lips.

The year ahead held a different kind of promise now—one laced with danger, yes, but also the kind of discovery I’d never dared to imagine. The kind that thrilled me down to my core.

When I stepped back onto the sorority porch, I was no longer the boy who had left.

I pushed through the front door with a ridiculous grin stretching across my face.

Jade was waiting.

She sat casually in an armchair, legs crossed, one brow lifted as she looked me over. Her mouth curled into a knowing smile.

“Tell us everything,” she said, her voice low and sultry, but edged with command. She pulled a chair into the center of the room and patted it invitingly.

I sat.

One by one, the girls filed in from other rooms, taking seats or leaning against furniture, their curious gazes fixed on me. My body trembled under their attention—not from fear, but from the delicious tension of it all.

I told them everything.

I described how Tyler thought I was just another sorority girl out for fun—how he flirted, touched, kissed—and how quickly things escalated. I told them about the moment he realized the truth, about the way he didn’t stop. How he used my mouth. My body. How he fucked me like I was nothing more than his personal toy.

I didn’t leave out a single detail.

And when I finally finished, breathless and flushed, the room was silent—until one girl broke it with the only question that mattered.

“Did you enjoy it?”

I hesitated. Then nodded.

Still sore. Still stretched. Still wet.

“Yes.”

Jade grinned slowly. “I think we need proof,” she said. “Don’t we, ladies?”

There were murmurs of agreement.

She stood and walked toward me, her hips swaying with feline grace. She knelt in front of me, her eyes locked on mine.

“I want you on the floor,” she said softly, but firmly. “On your hands and knees. Show us that pretty little asshole. I want to see the cum leaking out of it. Otherwise”—she smirked—“I’ll think you’re just telling stories.”

She extended her hand.

I took it.

She pulled me to the floor with surprising gentleness. I obeyed, lowering myself to my hands and knees. She hiked my skirt up around my hips, revealing the pink panties that had once felt like a costume but now felt more like skin.

The other girls circled in close, eager spectators.

Jade peeled my panties down, baring my ass to the cool air. She spread my cheeks, her thumbs firm as she opened me wide. Then, slowly, she slid a finger inside.

I whimpered.

She withdrew and held it up, slick with evidence.

“Looks like our little slut was telling the truth.”

There was a ripple of laughter and gasps.

Then she reached between my legs and cupped my bulge through the soft fabric.

“Oh, you poor thing,” she cooed, her fingers teasing. “Did he even let you come?”

I shook my head, shame and arousal coiling tight in my belly.

More gasps.

“I didn’t want him to know I liked it,” I said quickly. “I didn’t want him to figure out how much it turned me on.”

Jade tilted her head. “Did it make it better?”

I blinked. I hadn’t thought about it like that before.

But yes. Denying myself, keeping the secret, being his without being known—it had made it electric.

I nodded.

“Good,” she said simply.

She tugged my panties down fully, letting my hard little cock spring free.

She wrapped her hand around it with delicate fingers.

“I just can’t get over how small and adorable it is,” she said, stroking me with slow, controlled movements.

Then she turned to the others.

“Girls,” she called, “don’t be shy. Take what’s yours. She’s our prisoner now, isn’t she?”

That word—prisoner—settled over me like a collar. Heavy. Inevitable.

And yet it made me throb in her palm.

Is it really so bad if it feels this good? I wondered. Is it wrong to need this?

I couldn’t answer. I only knew I felt more alive than I ever had before.

One of the girls leaned down and kissed me softly, her lips brushing mine like a secret.

It took me a moment to realize what she was distracting me from—until I felt Jade’s hand start stroking again. Her palm slid up and down my shaft, teasing me to the edge. I trembled, my body bucking into her touch, desperate for release.

But just as I was about to come, she let go.

I gasped.

She laughed, flicking her fingers over the tip of my cock, making it twitch in helpless, aching frustration.

“This is fun,” she purred. “She really wants to come.”

“I do,” I begged. “Please. Please just let me.”

Jade smirked. “I appreciate the begging. But you definitely don’t get to come until the rest of us do.”

I looked at her, confused. Then she waved a hand toward one of the girls.

She stepped forward, stripping out of her clothes with slow confidence, her body lithe and perfect in the soft lamp light. She lay down beneath me, spread her legs wide, and pulled my face between them.

I needed no instructions.

I dove in.

The scent hit me first—intoxicating, earthy, raw. I pressed my lips to her folds, tasting her, letting her grind against my face as I licked and sucked.

I reached up to touch her breasts, but Jade caught my wrists and pinned them behind my back.

“Uh-uh,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

Girl after girl took her turn—undressing, straddling me, rocking against my mouth until they moaned and gasped and shuddered.

Each time a girl came and slid out from under me, my face felt cold, abandoned—exposed to the harshness of the air without the heat of her body to shield me. I craved that heat. I needed their pleasure against my skin, the confirmation that I could bring them to the edge and push them over.

There was power in it.

Secret, forbidden power.

And I knew—I knew—if Jade or Tyler ever truly understood how much power they were giving me, how much control I held between my lips and tongue, they’d snatch it away and laugh while doing it.

But this moment was mine.

This experience was mine.

They couldn’t take it from me because they didn’t even realize I had it. I wasn’t just some plaything being passed around. I was learning them. I was knowing them in a way most men never could—by taste, by tension, by the sound of their breath when they were just about to break. I was memorizing the shape of their moans and the feel of their trembling thighs. I would know every fold of their hot, slippery sex.

And then, only one girl remained.

Jade.

She had saved herself for last—and I knew why.

I watched her undress slowly, sensually, peeling back the layers like she was shedding armor. She slipped the short dress off her shoulders and let it fall around her waist, revealing the curve of her breasts, the flush of her skin.

She looked wild—untamed and radiant. Her hair spilled down her bare back in soft, dark waves, and even a few of the girls, while straight by admission, seemed to hold their breath at the sight of her.

She stalked toward me with deliberate steps, eyes locked on mine, dripping with purpose.

When she finally slid beneath me and pulled my head down to her dripping sex, I realized just how aroused she already was.

Had she been this wet while she was dressing me?

While she watched Tyler fuck me?

While she denied me the right to come?

Maybe. Maybe it was all of it.

I didn’t care. All I needed to know was that she wanted this—just as much as I did.

Her folds pressed against my lips and I opened my mouth willingly, hungrily. I closed my eyes and focused on her: the taste, the texture, the subtle pulse in her clit. I circled my tongue around it, coaxing it gently from its hood, teasing it to the surface.

It worked.

Jade let out a soft, ragged moan—and then she grabbed my hair and rode my face.

Everything else vanished. There was no room, no circle of girls, no world—only the sound of her breath, the press of her hips, the flood of her sex across my lips.

She tasted like power and salt and heat.

And I loved her for it.

She gripped my head tighter, grinding harder, chasing her climax with the ferocity of someone who refused to be in control for once.

I felt her shudder.

Then contract.

Then break.

Her body collapsed slowly over mine, breath coming in shallow waves as she hunched over me, her hips trembling with the aftershocks.

When she finally caught her breath, she shifted her weight and slipped to the side.

Then her voice, low and commanding, returned.

“On your elbows,” she said, her tone sharp with authority.

I obeyed instantly, lifting myself into position.

She stood, brushing herself off, then waved to the other girls.

They moved as one, forming a slow-moving line behind me.

Jade disappeared briefly into the next room, and when she returned, she held something in her hand: a large, flesh-toned dildo strapped to a harness. She handed it to the first girl in line.

The girl knelt behind me and spat on my hole—wet, primal—before guiding the toy to my entrance.

I gasped as it slid in, stretching me slowly, filling me again.

“Is this how you looked when he fucked you?” Jade asked from the front, crouching to meet my eyes. “Was Tyler as good as this?”

I shook my head.

“No,” I breathed. “This feels better.”

Her eyes gleamed. “Good girl.”

She took the harness from the first girl’s hands and buckled it around herself.

“Watch and learn, ladies,” she said with a grin. “This is how you fuck someone with a cock.”

Then she began.

She fucked me hard. Deep. Rougher than Tyler had. Her rhythm was precise, relentless, each thrust a punctuation mark in a sentence only my body could read.

I whimpered, pleasure boiling just beneath my skin. The pressure in my belly built until I was shaking with the effort not to come.

“Go on,” Jade said. “It’s your turn now.”

And I did.

I came.

Hard.

My cock pulsed and spilled across the floor, sticky and white, splashing between my trembling thighs. I moaned low and broken, humiliated in the most euphoric way, knowing every girl in the room had witnessed my surrender.

But Jade didn’t stop.

Not right away.

When she finally withdrew, the dildo slick and shining, she unbuckled the harness and set it aside. I collapsed to the floor, chest heaving, brain empty.

She rolled me over onto my back and stood above me, beautiful and flushed.

Then, calmly, she gave me my next command.

“Now it’s time for you to choose.”

I blinked up at her, dazed. “Choose what?”

She smirked. “Are you going to be a frat bro?” she asked. “Or a sorority sister?”

I stared at her, stunned.

“We’ll take you,” she continued. “We’ll keep you. We’ll torment you night after night. Dress you up. Use you. Love you.”

I swallowed hard. “I don’t know,” I whispered. “Can I even just… leave? Like that?”

“Of course you can,” she said with a shrug. “No one’s stopping you.”

Then she knelt beside me again and ran a gentle finger down my cheek.

“But the decision is yours. So what’s it going to be?”


Chapter Six



I woke the next morning in my own bed.

Sunlight filtered through the blinds, striping the room in quiet gold. Across from me, in the opposite bed, Zane was still asleep—one arm draped over his face, his chest rising and falling in the heavy rhythm of someone without a care in the world.

I blinked slowly, my limbs aching, my skin still tingling from the night before.

I was dressed in a plain T-shirt and jeans, but beneath the denim, tucked snugly against my skin, was a bright pink thong.

A secret.

A choice.

I’d decided—for now—to stay at the frat house. Not because I felt any particular loyalty to the guys, and certainly not because I fit in better with them. But it gave me space. Time. A place to figure out who I really was, without fully committing to either side of the gender line—or the social one.

And besides, with Tyler knowing my secret, and me knowing his, there was still plenty of fun to be had.

I went about my day like any other. Classes, cafeteria lunch, mindless hallway conversations—but all while wrapped in a quiet thrill, a constant awareness of the soft fabric clinging to my hips, the delicate material riding between my cheeks.

The pink thong was a whisper of femininity no one else could see.

But I could feel it with every step.

When I returned to the frat house that afternoon, the place was mostly empty. The silence was unusual. I wandered toward the kitchen and found only one other person inside.

Tyler.

He was leaning against the counter, nursing a beer, his expression unreadable.

I approached cautiously, unsure of what mood he’d be in. I braced myself for teasing, or worse—one of his macho, alpha jabs meant to put me in my place.

But instead, for the first time since I’d known him, Tyler was quiet.

He set his bottle on the counter with a soft clink and looked at me. Really looked at me.

“Did you tell anyone?” he asked.

I hesitated. “No.”

It wasn’t entirely true—I had told the girls, of course. But I also knew Jade would never let that secret leave her circle. She knew how to keep power, and she knew how to keep a promise.

I met Tyler’s gaze. “Did you?”

“Hell no,” he said. His voice was low. Steady. His eyes dropped briefly, scanning my body, and I felt my cock stir in response—betraying me.

“So,” he said, licking his lips. “You gonna dress like that again? Or was that just a one-time thing?”

I didn’t answer with words.

Instead, I stepped closer, lifted the hem of my shirt slightly, and unzipped my jeans. I pulled them down just enough to show him the waistband of the thong—the pink lace peeking out against my skin.

His eyes lit with hunger.

He reached out, hooked a finger inside the band, and tugged it gently.

A slow smile spread across his face. “I hope you keep wearing this kind of stuff,” he said, almost like a promise. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

That night, I returned to the sorority house.

I wasn’t ready to choose between them. Not yet. So I didn’t.

Instead, I let myself live between worlds.

Whenever I needed to feel beautiful, soft, desired—I went to the girls. They would dress me up, paint my lips, stroke my thighs, and fuck me like I was their doll.

And when I needed something rougher, hungrier, filthier—I went to Tyler. All I had to do was show up in panties and lipstick, and he’d take me however he wanted.

That became the rhythm of my life for the rest of the school year.

Every other night, I’d let the girls doll me up in whatever outfit Jade picked—sometimes a miniskirt and heels, sometimes lace and silk, always something feminine, always something tight. They’d giggle and whisper and send me back to the frat house with my hair brushed and my mouth glossed.

Then I’d find Tyler.

And he’d ruin me.

Afterward, I’d return to the sorority house, still dripping with him, and collapse in the middle of the girls. They’d gather around me in a circle like priestesses around their offering.

“Tell us everything,” they’d say.

And I would.

I’d describe every thrust, every grunt, every slap and squeeze. I’d tell them how he moaned when I sucked him off, how his breath hitched when he pushed inside me. I’d describe how it felt when he held me down and fucked me like I was nothing but his tight little secret.

And then the girls would reenact it.

Sometimes they mimicked Tyler’s roughness. Other times they made me forget he even existed. Jade, always watching, always orchestrating, would call it research.

She said she liked to know what turned me on.

I still thought about joining the sorority in the years to come. Maybe sophomore year, maybe junior.

But for now?

I had time.

Time to figure out who I was. What I wanted. What I liked.

Frat bro?

Sorority sister?

Maybe both.

Maybe neither.

All I knew was that every night I slipped into panties, I slipped a little deeper into the truth of who I was.

And I was just getting started.
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