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Spoil Me Rotten



Jake stared at the screen, willing the numbers in his bank account to change. They didn’t. A grand total of $48.19 blinked back at him like a cosmic joke. The rent reminder on his phone had already gone off—twice—and now the sinking knot in his stomach tightened.

He closed the laptop and leaned back on the couch, rubbing both hands over his face. Rent was due tomorrow. He was short. Very short. And his last shift at the café barely covered groceries. There was no family he could call, no credit left on his card, and no plan other than hoping for a miracle.

The only person left to ask was Lexi.

Jake padded down the hallway in worn joggers and a faded tee, stopping at the edge of her doorway. Lexi’s room was a soft pink glow of string lights and scented candles, the kind of space that felt too perfect to belong in their crappy two-bedroom apartment. She was lounging on her bed, a glossy magazine open in one hand and her phone in the other, her legs bare and tucked to one side. The oversized T-shirt she wore hung just low enough to hint at the lacy bra beneath, the neckline slipping off one shoulder in that effortless, come-hither way that seemed entirely unintentional—but never was.

Jake cleared his throat. “Hey.”

Lexi looked up, a slow smile tugging at her lips. “Well, if it isn’t my grumpy roomie. What’s up?”

“I need to talk to you,” he said, hesitating in the doorway. “About rent.”

She closed her magazine and set it aside, then crooked a finger at him. “Come in. Don’t just hover there like you’re scared I’m gonna bite.”

Jake stepped into her room and sat at the edge of the bed. Lexi pulled her legs up beneath her, watching him with those sharp, assessing eyes of hers—the kind that always seemed to know more than he was saying.

“I’m short this month,” he admitted. “Like, seriously short.”

Lexi nodded slowly, like she already knew that. “How short?”

He winced. “Eight-forty-two.”

Her brows rose, but she didn’t look angry. Just amused. “That’s not short, Jake. That’s broke.”

He laughed under his breath. “Yeah. Tell me about it.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Her room smelled like vanilla and something floral, and being this close to her was always a little disarming. She was the kind of girl who looked like she belonged in a music video—full lips, big brown eyes, perfect curves—and Jake still couldn’t quite figure out why she’d agreed to live with him. It wasn’t like he was hideous, but next to Lexi, he felt about as interesting as a cardboard box.

“I was wondering…” he started, then hesitated. “Is there any way I could stay a little longer without paying? Just until I can get caught up?”

Lexi didn’t answer right away. She tilted her head, lips pursed like she was weighing something. Then a slow grin curved her mouth.

“Maybe,” she said. “I might have an idea.”

Jake blinked. “An idea?”

Her smile widened. “Mm-hmm. But I don’t think you’re gonna like it.”

Jake gave her a wary look. “Why do I get the feeling I’m about to regret asking?”

Lexi leaned back against her pillows, her body stretching out like a cat basking in the sun. Her shirt slipped a little farther down her shoulder, exposing smooth skin and just a hint of lace. She was clearly enjoying herself.

“Well,” she said, drawing out the word like honey, “my sugardaddy, Marcus, is coming over tonight. And he thinks I’ve got a cute little girlfriend staying with me.”

Jake blinked. “What?”

Lexi just smiled. “You know how these things go. He likes the idea of me being… flexible. He’s into that whole girlfriends-sharing-each-other thing. So I may have kind of hinted that I’ve got someone here.”

“Lexi.”

She held up a hand, innocent as ever. “I didn’t name names.”

Jake opened his mouth to object, but she kept going.

“And then I thought… well, you do have those pretty lashes. And your lips? Super full. If we tucked that messy hair back and gave you a little contour? You’d clean up hot.”

He scoffed. “You’re not serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious.” She slid a little closer, close enough that her knee brushed his thigh through the fabric of his joggers. Her voice lowered, smoky and coaxing. “You said you needed help. I’m offering it. This would cover rent for a week. Maybe more.”

“You want me to pretend to be your girlfriend?” Jake asked, disbelief thick in his voice. “In front of your sugardaddy?”

Lexi grinned, eyes glittering. “Exactly.”

He started to laugh, but the look in her eyes killed it. She wasn’t joking. Not entirely.

“Lex, come on. I’m not—” he gestured at himself, like his broad shoulders and scruffy jaw were evidence enough. “I don’t look like a girl.”

“You could. Trust me,” she said, fingers now trailing lightly along his arm. “You’ve got a softer face than most of the guys I know. We shave those legs, cinch that waist, put you in a little skirt…” She let the sentence linger like a lure. “He won’t even blink.”

Jake’s heart thudded. He wasn’t sure if it was the ridiculousness of the suggestion or how easily her touch was making him warm. “And what, I just let him think I’m your girlfriend? Let him flirt with me?”

“Smile. Be sweet. Maybe sit on his lap if he asks.” She bit her bottom lip, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “You wouldn’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“That’s… not really reassuring.”

Lexi shifted back and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. A few taps later, she held it out to him. A note with a full rent breakdown glared at him from the screen. Past due fees. The total due this week. His stomach sank.

“You either come up with that,” she said, voice now calm and unapologetic, “or you do what I’m suggesting and get to stay for free. Your call.”

He handed the phone back, his hand colder than he’d expected. “So I’m your rent boy now.”

“No,” she said with a little smirk. “You’re my girlfriend. Just for the night.”

Jake rubbed a hand over his face, already regretting every life decision that had brought him here. But Lexi was looking at him like she could already see it—the transformation, the act, the fantasy made real.

And the worst part?

He wasn’t totally repulsed by the idea.
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Jake didn’t know how he ended up shirtless in Lexi’s bathroom, standing awkwardly on a towel while she held a razor like a weapon and grinned up at him like this was the most fun she’d had all week.

“Don’t squirm,” she said, dragging the warm, foamy razor slowly up his shin. “You’ll make me slip and leave a bald patch.”

“I already feel bald,” Jake muttered. His chest was bare. His arms were bare. And now, inch by inch, his legs were going smooth too.

Lexi tilted her head, admiring her work. “Honestly? Your legs are kind of sexy. You’ve got good calves. You’re gonna look amazing in heels.”

He groaned, covering his face with both hands. “This is humiliating.”

“No,” she said, rinsing the blade. “This is commitment. And kind of hot, if you’d let yourself enjoy it.”

Her words shouldn’t have made his stomach flutter, but they did. It wasn’t just the act of being shaved—it was the way her fingers lingered on his skin, the way she looked at him like she was molding something new, something she wanted.

Once his legs were done, she handed him a lotion bottle. “Moisturize. And be thorough. I don’t want stubble ruining my vision.”

“Your what?” he asked, taking the bottle.

“My vision of you as the prettiest girl in the room,” she teased, winking before disappearing into the bedroom. “Hurry up, Jade.”

He stared at himself in the mirror. Still Jake. Still male. But already… different. His skin looked pale and smooth under the bathroom light, softer somehow. Vulnerable.

When he returned to her room, Lexi had an outfit laid out like it was nothing at all: a black push-up bra, matching panties with lace trim, sheer thigh-high stockings, a short pleated skirt in red plaid, and a cropped white sweater that clung to every imagined curve.

He stopped cold. “You’re joking.”

“You agreed,” she said, not looking up as she smoothed a wig over a mannequin head. The hair was long and dark like hers, with soft curls that bounced when she flicked them. “Now strip and put it on.”

Jake hesitated, then dropped the towel around his waist. His cock twitched with confused shame as he stepped into the panties. They were snug—too snug—and the way the fabric clung to him made him feel exposed and strangely turned on. The stockings followed, stretching up his legs like silk. When he sat to fasten the garters, Lexi watched with an amused smirk.

“Not bad. Try the bra.”

He fumbled with it before she came over to help, reaching around him to hook it at his back, her hands brushing his skin softly. She stuffed the cups with soft pads and adjusted the straps until the illusion was complete.

Then came the skirt. Then the sweater. Then the makeup and wig. By the time she spun him toward the mirror, Jake barely recognized himself.

She stepped behind him, admiring her creation. “Say hello to Jade.”

He stared. His jawline was softened with a little contour. His lips were tinted with gloss. His lashes looked longer, fuller. The outfit clung in all the right places, and the wig framed his face almost too well.

“I look like a stripper version of a schoolgirl,” he said.

“You look like someone Marcus is going to love.”

Jake swallowed hard. The skirt was short. Too short. Every step made it swish against the tops of his thighs. And the way the panties hugged him—tight, unforgiving—left nothing to the imagination.

Lexi circled him slowly. “Now… posture.”

She pushed his shoulders back, lifted his chin, placed one hand on his hip. “You walk like you’re dragging a pair of cinder blocks between your legs. Loosen up. One foot in front of the other. Hips, not shoulders.”

Jake tried. It was awkward at first—his balance off, his weight not where he was used to placing it—but when he finally caught the rhythm, Lexi clapped like he’d just passed a test.

“That’s it. You’re learning.”

“This is insane,” he whispered.

“Is it?” she asked, her voice dipping low. “Because you don’t look like someone who wants to stop.”

He didn’t answer.

Because she was right.

The shame was still there, but it was tangled up in something hotter—something more insidious. With every swish of the skirt, every brush of the stockings against his thighs, Jake felt less like a man pretending… and more like someone slipping into something he shouldn’t want—but did.

And Lexi could see it.

The doorbell ring felt like a gunshot.

Jake froze mid-step, one hand clutching the edge of the hallway wall for balance. The heels Lexi had insisted on weren’t exactly beginner-friendly—though she’d cooed at him just minutes ago for how well he filled them out. He’d practiced walking, talking, even batting his lashes just the way she’d shown him. But now, standing here, heart racing, tucked tight into her panties and with a skirt that barely covered his thighs, all of that felt like nothing.

Lexi peeked out from the bathroom, her eyes bright. “That’s him.”

Jake’s stomach flipped.

“Deep breath, princess,” she said. “You’ve got this.”

She floated past him in a silky robe that parted just enough to tease, then pulled the door open with a smile that dripped sugar.

“Marcus,” she purred.

His voice was deep and smooth. “Hey, baby.”

Jake crept forward, careful on the heels, and caught his first glimpse of the man Lexi had been talking about for weeks. Marcus was older—forty, maybe forty-five—but he wore his age well. Tall, with just a touch of gray in his beard, expensive loafers, crisp dark jeans, and a fitted shirt that hugged a body built for pleasure. He looked like money and dominance wrapped in a Christmas bow.

Then Marcus saw Jake.

Or rather—Jade.

Marcus’s gaze ran over him with open interest, not crude but hardly innocent. From the curled hair brushing Jake’s shoulders to the tight cling of his cropped sweater, down the curve of his skirt to the legs he’d spent the better part of an hour shaving smooth. Jake felt the heat of it, like being slowly peeled open.

Lexi looped an arm through Marcus’s. “I told you she was cute, didn’t I?”

Marcus chuckled, his voice low and rich. “You didn’t say she was gorgeous.”

Jake tried to speak, but his mouth was dry. His lashes fluttered instinctively, lips parting in a soft, unsure smile. Lexi had said to stay quiet unless spoken to—make him curious. Make him want.

“Well?” Lexi said, stepping back slightly. “Aren’t you going to say hello, Jade?”

Jake swallowed hard and offered his hand, trembling slightly. “Hi…”

Marcus took it gently, his touch warm and firm. Then, with a soft murmur, he lifted it and brushed his lips over Jake’s knuckles.

Jake’s breath caught.

The kiss was brief, but it sizzled through him. His knees nearly buckled in the heels, and he quickly looked down, trying to hide the flush spreading up his neck. Lexi was watching from behind Marcus, biting her lip and clearly savoring every second.

Marcus held onto his hand for a beat too long. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, sweetheart. You’ve got the kind of beauty that makes a man forget his manners.”

Jake didn’t know what to say, so he gave a nervous little laugh. It came out breathier than he intended, almost girlish. Lexi clapped lightly in delight.

“Why don’t we sit?” she offered, already guiding Marcus toward the couch. “Jade, be a dear and bring Marcus a drink? You remember where everything is.”

Jake nodded, grateful for the excuse to move. His legs felt shaky, and not just from the heels. His whole body buzzed with adrenaline, with the forbidden thrill of being looked at like that. Marcus hadn’t just bought the act—he liked it. Liked him.

In the kitchen, Jake steadied his hands on the counter, trying to catch his breath. He could hear their voices, low and flirtatious in the next room, and his own heartbeat thrummed in his ears.

This was supposed to be pretend.

So why did it feel so real?

Dinner was takeout—expensive takeout—but the mood at the table felt anything but casual. Lexi had dimmed the lights, lit a few candles, and poured sparkling water into wine glasses to keep up appearances. Jake sat on one side, perched a little too carefully on the edge of his chair, legs crossed at the knee the way Lexi had taught him. Every movement made the hem of his skirt ride a little higher. Every breath made the bra hug his chest a little tighter.

And Marcus… Marcus couldn’t stop looking at him.

He ate slowly, his eyes dragging over Jake like he was something rich and forbidden on the menu. His compliments were constant—on Jade’s face, Jade’s body, the way Jade blushed when spoken to.

Jake could barely eat.

“So,” Marcus said, spearing a bite of chicken with his fork. “How long have you two been... close?”

Lexi’s smile was wicked. “A few weeks. She moved in with me, started borrowing my clothes, my makeup... One thing led to another.”

Marcus raised a brow. “Mmm. I can see that. She’s got a way about her that says she likes being looked at.”

Jake coughed softly, eyes flicking down. “I-I’m still learning.”

“You don’t need to learn anything, sweetheart,” Marcus said, his voice warm, low, and just this side of filthy. “You just need to keep doing what you’re doing.”

Lexi reached out, gently brushing Jake’s knee beneath the table. “Don’t be shy, Jade. He’s very generous when he’s pleased.”

Jake’s stomach flipped. The gesture was territorial, but Jake was beginning to like feeling owned.

“So,” Marcus began, “you like making your... partners happy?”

Jake hesitated. The answer he was supposed to give felt obvious, but saying it aloud twisted something inside him. Still, Lexi was watching. Her expression said go on. Be a good girl.

“I—I try,” he said, his voice smaller than he meant it to be.

Lexi took over with a silky laugh. “Oh, she does more than try. She’s eager. Obedient.” Her hand slid a little higher under the table. “And very open-minded.”

Jake’s breath hitched. His thighs clenched. Heat crawled up his neck and into his face like wildfire.

Marcus watched him with growing amusement. “Is that right, Jade? You obedient?”

Jake met his eyes, trying not to squirm in his seat. The panties beneath his skirt felt tighter now as his cock grew with excitement, the lace pressing in cruel, teasing ways.

“I guess so,” he said, half a whisper.

Marcus leaned back in his chair, cocky and amused, like he was already unwrapping him in his head. “I’d love to see just how obedient. Bet you’d look gorgeous on your knees.”

Jake choked on his next breath, eyes widening before darting to Lexi. But she just purred and ran her fingers along the base of her glass.

“Only if she’s told to,” Lexi said, her voice drenched in suggestion. “She doesn’t get on her knees for just anyone.”

Marcus grinned. “Good girl.”

The praise hit Jake like a jolt. He wasn’t sure why, but it sent a shiver straight down his spine. This was just roleplay. Just a performance. But his thighs were squeezing tighter, his breath shallower, and every filthy comment made his body react like it didn’t care that this was a man. That it didn’t care at all.

“Would you like dessert?” Lexi asked, her voice far too innocent. “Or are you already feeling satisfied?”

Marcus didn’t even look away. “Oh, I’m satisfied. But I wouldn’t say no to a taste.”

Jake’s mouth went dry.

He wasn’t sure if he was blushing from humiliation, arousal, or the sheer impossibility of how turned on he was. All he knew was that Lexi kept smiling, that Marcus kept looking at him like he was something sweet and ready to be unwrapped, and that deep down... he didn’t want to run.

He wanted to see how far this would go.
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They didn’t even bother cleaning up.

Lexi carried the plates to the kitchen in a lazy sweep, but Jake was perched on the couch like a living decoration, knees together, skirt smoothed carefully down his thighs, heart pounding like he’d just run a mile. The heels were starting to pinch, but he didn’t dare kick them off. Not with Marcus sitting across from him, legs spread wide, arm draped over the back of the couch like he already owned the space—and everyone in it.

Jake could feel his gaze. The kind that was possessive and dirty.

Marcus tilted his head and patted his thigh. “Come here, sweetheart.”

Jake blinked. “W-What?”

“My lap’s cold.” His voice was smooth yet filthy. “Warm it up for me.”

Jake’s pulse spiked. His mouth opened, then closed again.

Lexi reappeared in the doorway, drying her hands on a towel. Her eyes met his, calm and dangerous.

“Go on,” she said, her voice light but firm. “Don’t keep him waiting.”

Jake swallowed, his legs suddenly shaky as he rose. He took careful steps in the heels, each one drawing Marcus’s gaze lower. When he finally reached him, there was no polite way to lower himself without revealing everything. The skirt was already indecent. Sitting would make it worse.

He hesitated.

Marcus reached for his waist and tugged him down, smooth and easy, like it wasn’t a question.

Jake gasped as he landed in his lap, Marcus’s thigh firm beneath him, the warmth of his hand anchoring him in place. One arm curled around Jake’s waist, settling low, too low, while the other drifted along his exposed thigh.

“There you go,” Marcus murmured. “Perfect fit.”

Jake didn’t breathe. The man was solid beneath him, big in every way, and his hand kept moving—slow strokes, lazy circles, like he was mapping every inch through the fabric.

“You smell sweet,” Marcus said, nuzzling close to his neck. “What’s that? Lexi’s perfume?”

Jake nodded quickly, eyes locked on a spot on the wall.

Marcus chuckled. “She really dressed you up for me, huh?”

Jake didn’t answer. But his body did.

His cock was swelling—traitorous and eager—straining against the tight lace of the panties, trapped in a way that was equal parts painful and exhilarating. He tried to shift, subtly, angling his hips so Marcus wouldn’t feel it.

“Something on your mind, baby?” he murmured against his ear. “Feels like you’re getting excited.”

Jake’s breath stuttered.

“I—I’m not,” he whispered.

But it wasn’t convincing. Not with the way his thighs clenched, not with the visible flush on his cheeks, and definitely not with the way Lexi was watching from across the room—arms crossed, biting her lower lip, loving every second of it.

Marcus’s fingers traced just beneath the edge of the skirt. “You wearing anything under here for me?”

Jake nodded, ashamed. “Panties.”

“Mmm. Bet you’re making a mess in them already.”

Jake shivered. “This is just for rent,” he said, voice tight. “That’s all.”

Marcus laughed, low and knowing. “Sure it is.”

His hand didn’t move higher, not yet. But it rested heavily on Jake’s thigh. Jake tried to focus on his breathing, on keeping his legs still, on not rocking his hips forward against the thick line of Marcus’s leg beneath him.

Because it would be so easy to give in to the friction. To press down. To feel.

But Lexi was watching.

And Marcus was smirking.

And his cock—stupid, hard, aching—wasn’t pretending anymore.

Jake wasn’t sure how long he sat in Marcus’s lap.

The conversation drifted. Lexi joined them, lounging across the loveseat like a queen overseeing her favorite show. Her robe had parted just enough to reveal smooth thighs and the edge of black lace beneath. She sipped her drink slowly, eyes flicking between Marcus and Jake like she was already plotting the next act.

Marcus, meanwhile, had made no move to let Jake go. His hand rested casually on Jake’s bare thigh, fingers idly stroking circles against his skin as if they were already lovers. Jake sat rigid, every inch of his body wired tight, trapped between pretending to be calm and pretending not to be hard.

“I have a suggestion,” Marcus said finally, his voice deep and casual, as if they were discussing weekend plans and not sitting there with Jake straddling his thigh in panties. “Why don’t we keep this going a little longer?”

Jake turned his head slowly. “What?”

Marcus smiled. “I’ve got the weekend off. No meetings, no distractions. What if I take my girls out? Shopping. Spa. Room service. Just some quality time with my favorite duo.”

Lexi lit up instantly. “Like a little staycation.”

“Exactly. But with heels and face masks.”

Jake opened his mouth to object, but Lexi was already nodding, shifting her weight to lean forward, cleavage practically spilling. “She’d love that.”

“I—wait.” Jake struggled to stand, his thighs sore from the tension and his body far too aware of the thick bulge beneath him. He turned, wobbling slightly in the heels. “I didn’t say yes.”

Lexi blinked at him, then smiled—slow and disarming. “Sweetie, you were just moaning into his neck ten minutes ago.”

“I was not—” His voice cracked, too high-pitched, too flustered.

Marcus chuckled behind him. “Don’t worry, Jade. No pressure. Just fun. I’ll handle the bill. All you need to do is let me spoil you.”

Jake looked down at himself—at the fake cleavage, the skirt that didn’t quite cover his thighs, the smooth legs, the heels. He barely recognized the reflection in the mirror across the room. And yet... his cock was still hard in the panties. Still twitching at the attention. Still betraying him.

“It’s just clothes and makeup,” Lexi said softly, standing up and walking over. Her fingers grazed his wrist. “It’s not like you’re signing your soul away. It’s a weekend. A fantasy.”

“You mean your fantasy,” Jake muttered.

She leaned in. “Baby, if you saw the way Marcus was looking at you? It’s his too.”

Jake glanced at the man on the couch—watching them with interest, legs still spread, confidence oozing. He looked like he’d already claimed Jake, like this was just the beginning.

Lexi pressed closer, her breath warm at Jake’s ear. “Let me dress you. Let me show you how good it can feel to just let go.”

He didn’t answer right away. But he didn’t pull away, either.

Marcus stood, stretching, and walked over. His fingers brushed Jake’s chin, tilting it up gently. “Say yes,” he murmured. “I promise you’ll enjoy every minute of it.”

Jake’s lips parted.

And Lexi, smug as ever, answered for him.

“She’s in.”
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The next morning came early.

Jake stood in front of the vanity in Lexi’s room, blinking at his reflection while she buzzed around behind him with a curling wand and a tray of lip glosses. He was already tucked, powdered, and wearing a pale pink satin set she called his “brunch look.” Soft ruffles lined the neckline. The matching thong hugged him tighter than he wanted to admit.

“Chin up,” Lexi said, adjusting the wig so the dark curls fell just right. “You’re Jade now. And Jade is about to be the prettiest girl at the spa.”

Jake met his own gaze in the mirror. There was no trace of the guy who’d begged for rent help two days ago. Just a soft-eyed, painted-lip, primped-up doll in heels and silk.

And the strangest part? He didn’t hate what he saw.
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The boutique smelled like soft perfume and money. Everything was cream and blush pink—velvet benches, gilded mirrors, racks of silk and lace that glimmered under delicate chandeliers. Jake stood between two display tables, toes curled inside his heels, skirt swishing as he shifted uncomfortably.

Lexi, of course, looked like she belonged there. She flitted between hangers like a queen on a shopping spree, fingering delicate straps and whispering suggestions to the salesgirl, who didn’t blink twice at the fact that Jade—tall, nervous, and a little too stiff—was the one she was sizing up for panties and bras.

Marcus sat on a velvet bench, legs spread, watching Jake with slow, appreciative eyes. Like he was already imagining how each piece would look crumpled on the floor beside a hotel bed.

Jake avoided his gaze and looked down at the bundle Lexi had just pressed into his arms. A satin bralette in lilac, matching panties with a bow at the back, and a garter belt that looked like it belonged in a porno.

“I can’t wear this,” Jake hissed under his breath.

Lexi grinned. “Yes you can. And you’d look so sexy in it.”

They were led to the changing suite—a curtained space with a mirror and a soft pink bench. Lexi stepped in with him, pulling the curtain closed behind her. Jake looked down at the lingerie, then at Lexi.

“Isn’t this where you’re supposed to leave me alone?”

“Not a chance,” she said, already lifting the hem of his skirt. “Now take off the panties.”

He hesitated, cheeks burning.

“Do you want this to work or not?” she asked, her voice suddenly sharper. “You’re supposed to be his fantasy, remember? Let me help you become it.”

Jake bit his lip and nodded, sliding the panties down. Lexi crouched in front of him like it was routine, gently handling him as she grabbed the tape and tucked him back into place. Her fingers were soft, clinical almost, but she didn’t stop there. She adjusted the garter, slid the panties back up, and ran her palms over his thighs like smoothing silk sheets.

“You don’t just wear lingerie, baby,” she said. “You perform in it.”

When Jake stepped out, Marcus was still seated, phone in hand, but his gaze lifted—and locked.

Jake’s knees nearly gave out.

He could feel the garters hugging his thighs, the way the thong pulled tight between his cheeks. The bralette did nothing for support, but Lexi had padded it just enough to suggest soft curves beneath his sweater. And the heels made everything bounce a little when he walked.

Marcus smiled slowly. “Now that’s what I like to see.”

Jake tried to keep his expression neutral, but the heat blooming in his chest wouldn’t be ignored. He didn’t know if it was shame or excitement anymore. Maybe both.

Lexi leaned over and whispered near his ear, “He’s picturing you bent over in that, you know.”

Jake’s body betrayed him again, but fortunately, his throbbing cock was tucked between his legs
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Later, they went to the spa. It was private, sleek, and as indulgent as everything else Marcus had arranged. Jake lay on the heated table with a towel barely covering his lower half, eyes closed while a woman massaged warm oil into his shoulders. Lexi lay beside him, head turned to face him.

“How are you doing, princess?” she murmured.

Jake opened one eye. “This is... insane.”

“But you’re not running,” she said softly. “You like it.”

He didn’t answer.

She reached over and brushed her fingers along his arm. “Tell me the truth.”

Jake looked away, voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t know what I am right now.”

Lexi smiled. “That’s the fun part.”

When they slipped into the spa lounge in matching robes—Lexi’s cinched tight, Jake’s a little too short to fully hide the smooth line of his freshly waxed legs—Marcus was waiting with a glass of lemon water and a slow smile.

“You look... transformed,” Marcus said, eyes lingering. “Whatever they did back there, keep doing it.”

Jake flushed, sinking into the seat beside Lexi.

Marcus leaned in. “You getting more comfortable in your new skin, sweetheart?”

Jake hesitated. “I think I’m just... trying not to overthink it.”

Marcus’s smile curled with meaning. “Don’t. You’re prettier when you’re just being yourself.” The problem was that Jake wasn’t sure who that was anymore.

[image: ]


They went back to their shared hotel suite. Jake and Lexi moved to the bedroom, closing the door behind them, while Marcus waited in the separate living area. Lexi tossed a pile of fresh lingerie on the bed. “You looked beautiful today,” she said.

Jake shrugged, unsure what to say.

Lexi crossed the room and stood behind him. “Don’t look away,” she said. “You should see what I see.”

Jake stared at his reflection. Painted lips. Eyeliner smudged just enough to look sexy. His chest rising beneath the soft bralette, thighs bare, cock still tucked tight between his legs.

“I can’t believe I went out in this,” he muttered, tugging at the hem of the lace panties.

Lexi smiled, lazy and slow. “You didn’t just go out in it, sweetheart. You strutted.”

He turned his head, glaring half-heartedly. “I wasn’t strutting.”

“You were trying not to come in your panties the entire time Marcus looked at you.”

His breath caught. “Lexi—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she said, standing in front of him now. Her robe slipped open at the front, revealing a soft curve of breast, the swell of her hips. She reached up to fix a curl of the wig he still wore. “You’re so fucking pretty like this. Every second you spend trying to pretend you’re not enjoying it just makes me want to push you further.”

He shivered.

She leaned in, her voice low. “Does it make you hard when he looks at you like he wants to fuck you?”

His breath hitched. “I... don’t know.”

Both of her hands slid over his waist, thumbs dipping just under the waistband of the panties. “Yes, you do.”

Her lips brushed his neck. Light. Teasing. Jake closed his eyes.

“You feel that?” she whispered. One hand slid between his thighs, pressing against the taut bulge tucked between his legs. “You’ve been hard all day. I know how soaked those panties are.”

He whimpered.

Lexi’s other hand toyed with one nipple through the bralette, slow circular strokes that made his knees weaken. “You're such a good girl. You wore the heels. You let me tuck you. You let him touch you. And you didn’t even try to stop it.”

Jake’s hips jerked forward against her palm, helpless.

“Lexi, please…”

She smirked and dropped to her knees, pulling down the panties slowly. His cock sprang free—aching, flushed, leaking precum against his stomach. She took a moment just to look at him.

Then, with her voice husky: “God, I love seeing you like this. All soft, all mine.”

Her lips brushed the head of his cock before she wrapped one hand around the shaft and stroked him slowly, while the other stayed firm at his hip, keeping him still. He looked down at her—dark hair cascading over her shoulders, eyes locked onto his.

“You don’t have to be a man right now,” she murmured. “You just have to let go.”

He didn’t last long. Between the pressure, the praise, the heat of her breath around the tip, he was unraveling fast. Her tongue flicked, teased, tasted. And when she finally wrapped her lips around him and sucked—gentle but hungry—Jake cried out, hips jerking, hand flying to the wall for support.

She didn’t stop until he came in hot, pulsing streams across her tongue, panting and shaking. He braced himself on the wall as she swallowed and stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, completely unbothered.

“Tomorrow,” she said, licking her lips, “you wear the red lace. He’s going to love it.”

Jake nodded, barely able to breathe, still trembling, cock soft and glistening against his bare thigh.

And in the mirror, Jade stared back—flushed, ruined, and more confused than ever.
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That evening, the suite’s living room pulsed with low music and low lighting—Lexi’s idea, of course. She’d drawn the curtains, dimmed the lamps, and pulled out the speaker from her suitcase like she’d been waiting all weekend for this moment.

Jake stood by the wall, wearing the red lace set Lexi had picked for him: a sheer bralette and matching panties, garter belt hugging his hips, and a clingy, see-through skirt that barely covered anything. The heels made him arch, hips tipped forward, legs long and trembling beneath the stockings. And the heels still made his calves ache, but he couldn’t deny how they changed the way he moved. How they made him feel… curvier. Softer. Exposed.

Marcus lounged in the center of the hotel room’s loveseat, a cigarette in one hand, legs spread wide like a man ready to be entertained. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows, throat exposed beneath an open collar, and his gaze hadn’t left Jake’s body in over a minute.

“You sure about this?” Jake whispered to Lexi, who stood just out of Marcus’s view, arms crossed and lips curled in that wicked little smirk of hers.

She stepped in close, brushing a hand down the bare line of his spine. “You’ve got him already half-hard just standing there, baby. Imagine what you’ll do when you start moving.”

Jake swallowed. “You’re staying, right?”

Lexi kissed his cheek. “Every second.”

The music shifted—something slow, pulsing, drenched in bass and breathy vocals.

Marcus tipped his cigarette toward Jake. “Come on, sweetheart. Give me a show.”

Jake moved forward, every step uncertain, every swish of lace against his thighs a reminder of how far he’d fallen into this fantasy. He climbed slowly into Marcus’s lap, straddling one thigh with hesitation but no protest. Marcus’s eyes locked on his chest—on the padded bra, the glossed lips, the flushed cheeks.

“You’re gorgeous,” Marcus murmured. “Move for me.”

Jake started to rock his hips, shy and stiff, grinding slowly against Marcus’s thigh. The friction made his cock twitch beneath the lace, the sensation dirty and intoxicating. Marcus's hands rested lightly on his hips, guiding, encouraging, never forcing.

Lexi stepped around behind the couch, watching with dark, devouring eyes. “Touch him, baby,” she purred. “He likes it.”

Jake moaned softly as Marcus's hands slid up his waist, fingers brushing the underwire of the bra, thumbs grazing the flat, trembling center of his chest.

“You’re such a tease,” Marcus murmured. “All done up like a doll and grinding like you need it.”

Jake moved faster, harder, finding a rhythm as the shame blurred with heat. His cock was leaking again, pressed tight against the inside of his panties. Marcus felt it. Jake knew he did—but Marcus just smirked, like it turned him on more.

Jake tossed his head back, breath catching, and Marcus leaned in. His lips found Jake’s neck, soft at first, then open-mouthed kisses just beneath the jaw. Jake whimpered, heart pounding, body humming like he was about to fall over the edge.

Marcus’s hand slipped under the skirt.

Jake froze.

He grabbed Marcus’s wrist, breathing hard. “Wait—Marcus.”

Marcus blinked, looking up at him. Jake’s hand trembled where it clutched his arm.

“I need to tell you something.”

Lexi went still behind them.

Jake’s voice cracked. “I’m not… I’m not a girl.”

There was a pause. A heavy, electric silence that stretched for a beat too long.

Then Marcus’s mouth curled into a slow, wicked grin.

“Baby,” he said, brushing his fingers over the damp lace stretched tight against Jake’s bulge. “You think I didn’t already know?”

Jake’s eyes widened.

Marcus leaned in, lips grazing his ear. “You think I wasn’t hard the second you started squirming in that little skirt? You think I don’t get off on this—on making you blush while pretending you’re not loving every second of it?”

Jake didn’t move. Couldn’t.

Marcus’s fingers slid lower, cupping him through the panties with possessive heat. “You make such a pretty girl. Why would I want you any other way?”

Jake’s body buckled. His hips rolled instinctively, cock throbbing against Marcus’s palm.

Lexi’s voice came like silk from behind him: “Told you he’d like it.”

And when Marcus kissed him—deep and full and claiming—Jake didn’t pull away.

He moaned into it.

Suddenly, Jake pulled back. The kiss was overwhelming and he knew he needed a break. He got up and moved in front of the hotel suite’s vanity, hands braced on the countertop, his breathing still shaky. His lips were swollen from kissing. His neck bore the faint pink outline of Marcus’s mouth. And beneath the clingy red skirt, his cock—still half-hard—was tucked tight behind the lace, wet and sticky against the ruined front of his panties.

Behind him, Lexi leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, her eyes dark with heat.

She’d watched the whole thing.

The music had stopped, the lights were still low, and Marcus had excused himself to take a call in the hallway, giving them a few stolen minutes alone. Lexi hadn’t said a word—until now.

“You really let him touch you like that.”

Jake didn’t look at her. “You told me to.”

She stepped into the room, her heels clicking softly against the tile. “I told you to dance. I didn’t tell you to grind on him like you wanted him to bend you over the couch.”

His face flamed. “That’s not—”

Lexi came up behind him, pressed her chest to his back, her hands trailing down his waist. “It was so fucking hot,” she whispered. “Watching you—like that.”

Jake closed his eyes, humiliated by how good her voice felt sliding into his ear.

“I’ve never seen you move like that,” she continued. “So desperate. So soft. You looked like you belonged in his lap.”

“I didn’t mean to—” he started, but she cut him off with a low laugh.

“Yes, you did.” She slid her fingers up under his skirt, teasing over the damp lace. “You were so hard by the time he kissed you. You were already trembling for it.”

He bit his lip, hands tightening on the counter. Her touch was too much—too knowing.

“You want to know something?” she whispered. “Something I’ve never told anyone?”

Jake nodded, barely breathing.

“I’ve always wanted to watch a man fuck a girl like you.”

His heart stopped.

“I used to fantasize about it,” she said, dragging her nails gently over the outline of his tucked cock. “A real man. Big. Rough. Taking his time. Letting her beg for it.”

Jake’s thighs shook.

“And now you’re here. Hard in a pair of panties. Gasping every time he touches you.” She smiled into his neck. “Have you become my little dream girl?”

Jake opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Not denial. Not shame. Just heat.

Lexi kissed the back of his shoulder, slow and sinful. “You should’ve seen the look on his face when you started grinding. He was ready to fuck you right there in front of me. And I was ready to let him.”

He whimpered.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes in the mirror. “Is that what you want now? To get bent over and ruined like a good little doll?”

Jake couldn’t speak. He just nodded.

Lexi’s smile turned dangerous. “Then we’re not done, baby. Not even close.”
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The bedroom lights were dim, golden and low, casting everything in a soft, hazy glow. Lexi had lit one of her travel candles on the dresser and left the door cracked open, a sign to Marcus that they were ready for more.

Jake stood at the foot of the bed in the red lace, garters still hugging his thighs, his stockings stretched tight. He was trembling again, even though he’d stopped pretending it was fear. The silk sheets were turned down behind him, cool and inviting, and Lexi was perched on the edge of the mattress, one leg tucked beneath her, dressed in a robe that didn’t quite cover the way her nipples pressed against the lace bra beneath.

He heard the door open.

Marcus’s footsteps were slow, confident. He didn’t ask questions. He didn’t hesitate. He just stepped inside, took one look at Jake—and smiled like he’d just been handed dessert.

“Well, well,” Marcus murmured, voice low and thick. “You two really know how to put on a show.”

Lexi leaned back on her elbows. “We figured you deserved a little… ‘thank you’ for how much you’ve spoiled us this weekend.”

Marcus stopped in front of Jake and lifted his hand to touch the side of his cheek. “You sure you’re ready for this, sweetheart?”

Jake’s breath caught. His knees threatened to buckle in the heels. But he nodded.

Marcus stepped closer and cupped the back of Jake’s neck. His other hand slid to Jake’s waist, tugging him forward. The kiss started soft, but quickly deepened—Marcus’s lips demanding, his tongue pressing past Jake’s as he moaned into his mouth. Jake melted into it. His hands clutched Marcus’s shoulders, and his hips betrayed him again, rolling forward without thought.

Behind him, Lexi exhaled like a purr. “God, that’s hot.”

Marcus pulled back just enough to whisper, “You taste as sweet as you look.”

Then came the undressing.

Marcus moved slowly, savoring it. His hands skimmed down Jake’s sides, finding the edge of the cropped top and lifting it over his head. Jake’s arms trembled as he raised them, exposing the red lace bralette beneath—stuffed, shaped, clinging to his chest like it had been made for him.

“Fuck,” Marcus muttered, his hands sliding up to cup the false curves. “I’m so hard looking at you. You have no idea.”

Jake moaned as Marcus’s thumbs stroked the peaks through the fabric, making his whole body twitch.

Lexi didn’t speak. She watched. Biting her lip. One hand already slipping under her robe, idly stroking her inner thigh.

Marcus dropped to his knees and slid his fingers underneath Jake’s skirt. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of the panties, dragging them down slowly, past the garters, exposing more and more of the flushed skin beneath. He paused just above the stockings and looked up.

“Turn around for me.”

Jake did, face burning. He heard the sharp inhale when Marcus took in the full view of him bent slightly, panties still around his thighs, ass framed perfectly by the straps of the garter belt.

“You’ve got the sexiest fucking body I’ve ever seen,” Marcus growled, one hand gripping Jake’s hip. “These legs, this ass… it’s like you were made just for me to use.”

Jake whimpered as Marcus’s hands slid up his thighs

Lexi’s voice came, low and breathy. “Undress him completely.”

Jake shivered.

Marcus stood again and took his time unhooking the garters, stripping the stockings down Jake’s legs, his palms dragging along his calves as he went.

“Put the heels back on, gorgeous,” he purred. Jake stepped back in the heels, somehow feeling more naked with them on. Marcus then peeled the panties down Jake’s legs, groaning as they slipped past the heels that made Jake’s calves look more feminine.

The skirt was last, unzipped and sliding to the floor like a curtain being drawn.

Now Jake stood in nothing but the bralette and heels.

Marcus circled him like a man admiring art. “You’re even prettier out of the clothes.”

Lexi’s voice was husky from the bed. “He needs someone to appreciate him properly.”

Jake’s heart thundered. His cock was so hard it was engorged.

Marcus spun Jake around, bending him over the bed. His body trembled, slick with nerves and arousal, flushed in places he hadn’t known could blush.

Behind him, Marcus stood close enough for body heat to cling between them. His hands moved slowly over Jake’s sides, stroking down the arch of his back before resting on his hips.

"You’re not shaking because you're scared," Marcus murmured against his neck. "You're shaking because you need this."

Jake bit his lip. He was scared—but not in the way he used to be. Not of Marcus. Not of what was about to happen.

He was scared of how much he wanted it.

Lexi scooted closer, sliding her hips against Jake’s face. Her robe was open now, the soft fabric slipping off one shoulder. She leaned in and cupped his cheek, her voice low, warm, hypnotic. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this. Our pretty girl.”

Jake’s breath hitched.

Behind him, Marcus pressed forward, his cock thick and hot against the cleft of Jake’s ass. Jake let out a broken sound, half-whimper, half-moan, as Marcus’s hand slid between his legs, stroking slowly between his thighs—slick, teasing.

“I’ve got you,” Marcus said. “I know exactly what you need.”

Jake’s legs shook as Marcus bent him over the edge of the bed. The sheets were cool beneath his palms, the room humid with breath and sweat and the soft sound of Lexi panting behind him.

“Arch your back,” she whispered. “Let him see how pretty you are when you give in.”

Jake obeyed, back curved, ass raised, thighs parted. His cock was no longer hidden—it hung heavy beneath him, flushed and dripping precum.

Marcus spread him open with both hands, admiring the view. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re even tighter than I imagined.”

The blunt heat of Marcus’s cock pressed between his cheeks, slow and relentless. Jake gasped, fingers twisting in the sheets. There was slick, there was pressure, there was a stretch that stole his breath.

Lexi gripped his hair gently and guided his face between her legs, her voice thick with pleasure. “Use your mouth, baby. I want to feel your tongue while he fucks you.”

Jake hesitated, eyes wide, lips trembling.

“You can do it,” she said, stroking his cheek. “You’re our good girl, aren’t you?”

He moaned and buried his face between her thighs just as Marcus began to thrust.

The rhythm built slowly, then faster—Marcus driving into him from behind, thick and filthy, murmuring things that made Jake's ears burn.

“Look at you,” Marcus grunted. “Getting fucked and eating pussy like you were made for this.”

Jake’s hips bucked with every stroke. The pressure was overwhelming—his body no longer his own. Lexi moaned above him, thighs tightening around his head as she rocked against his tongue, fingers tangled in his hair.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Fuck, baby, don’t you dare stop.”

Jake obeyed.

He gave in.

His body rocked between them, each thrust from Marcus driving him deeper into Lexi’s cunt. His moans were muffled, desperate, aching as his cock slapped against his belly with every bounce, leaking steadily.

He came first—hard and sudden, cock pulsing untouched, toes curling in his heels as he cried out between Lexi’s thighs.

Lexi followed, grinding against his face with a strangled moan, hips jerking as her orgasm rolled through her.

Marcus came last, with a growl, buried deep inside Jake, his hips slowing, grinding through the final thrusts like he was claiming him from the inside out.

When it was over, they collapsed together—Lexi pulling Jake up into her lap, Marcus wrapping his arms around both of them from behind, breath warm on Jake’s shoulder.

No one said a word.

There was no need to.

‘Jade’ had given in completely. He was their plaything now and there was no going back.
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The morning light spilled through the sheer curtains, casting soft stripes of gold across the sheets and the tangled bodies wrapped up in them. The air still smelled like sex—warm skin, sweat, and something heady that clung to the pillows.

Jake woke slowly, his body aching in the best possible way. His legs were sore, his lips swollen, his thighs still sticky with the evidence of everything that had happened hours ago. One arm was pinned beneath Lexi, curled up beside him with her hair strewn across his chest. Marcus’s broad hand rested across his hip from behind, his breath steady against the back of Jake’s neck.

Jake was sandwiched between them—claimed, used, and still dizzy from it.

He didn’t move. He just lay there, soaking in the warmth, the heat of two bodies pressing him into the mattress, the stretch between his legs still tender. He wasn’t sure he’d ever feel the same again. He wasn’t sure he wanted to.

Lexi stirred first, stretching like a cat before kissing his shoulder. “Morning, girlfriend.”

Jake smiled, still hazy. “Morning.”

She propped herself up on one elbow and looked down at him with a smirk. “I think I want to keep you after all.”

His face flushed hot, but it wasn’t embarrassment anymore. It was something else. Acceptance. Maybe even pride.

Marcus’s voice came from behind, still rough with sleep. “She’s not going anywhere.”

Lexi raised a brow. “Oh?”

Marcus slid his hand down Jake’s hip, over the curve of his bare ass, squeezing once before letting his palm drift lower. “I was serious last night. You’ve got something special, Jade. The way you submit, the way you take it... fuck. I could get addicted to that.”

Jake swallowed hard, heat pooling low in his belly. His cock gave a lazy twitch between his thighs, still sensitive, still needy.

“I’ve got more than enough to take care of both of you,” Marcus added, voice firm. “I want to spoil my girls. Give you a place. A purpose.”

Lexi leaned in, her lips brushing Jake’s ear. “A sugardaddy and a live-in mistress? Sounds like we’re building something filthy.”

Jake glanced between them, heart pounding again—but not with fear. With something close to euphoria.

“You’d really want that?” he asked. “Both of you?”

Marcus kissed the back of his neck. “I don’t want a fake little doll. I want you. Dressed up, fucked, flushed and begging. Just like you were last night.”

Lexi pulled the covers down, exposing Jake’s body—naked except for the stretched red bralette still clinging to his chest. Her fingers drifted down his stomach, circling his cock as it stiffened in response.

“You’ll get used to it,” she whispered. “Waking up hard. Craving him. Craving me.”

Jake moaned softly as she stroked him, slow and knowing.

“So?” she said, teasing his tip with her thumb. “Are you ready to be our pretty little pet?”

Jake arched into her touch, lips parted, body already responding like it didn’t belong to him anymore.

“Yes,” he whispered. “I want it.”

Lexi smiled. Marcus pulled him closer.

And just like that, Jade was no longer a role. She was his new reality. And, Jade had one hell of a sugardaddy.
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