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The music was loud. Cigarette smoke, vape clouds, and the scent of marijuana encircled my body like I was a sculpture. The sweat. The smell of testosterone flooding the room. The lace elastic dug into my left hip, right where the bone protruded slightly, creating a constant, sharp, and stinging reminder of my humiliation and my worst defeat as a heterosexual man.

It was Brad’s party, the leader of the university sports team, and I was here. Serving my sentence. I checked my phone screen for the fifth time in two minutes. 11:32 PM.

Twenty-eight minutes. That was all that separated me from my masculine freedom. Twenty-eight minutes more of holding my breath, of taking short steps so the pink silk wouldn’t ride up my ass crack, of avoiding the cute girls at the party—since my masculinity, already at stake, wouldn’t allow me to take any of those women to bed anyway; what if they discovered the secret?—and above all, of pretending to be just one more of the idiot guys drinking cheap beer in Brad’s apartment.

“Leo! Stop looking at porn on your damn phone and drink, it’s Friday for fuck's sake!” Mike said, slapping my back hard as if I were just another Bro in the crowd and not a moron who lost a bet and was wearing a pink thong.

I smiled at him: a fake, tense grimace.

“Y-yeah, I’m on it,” I replied timidly.

Mike continued on his way to the beer pong table, laughing with that gorilla confidence that the varsity team defenders have. Clearly, he didn’t know anything. Nobody at this party knew anything. Except Brad.

I mentally cursed the day, exactly one week ago, when I lost that stupid bet on the NFL game. Drunk and stupid, I was sure the Chiefs would win. Brad had looked at me so contemptuously and claimed I was a loudmouth. The punishment was simple, direct, and cruel: “One week wearing women’s lingerie under your clothes. Day and night. If I catch you without them, I’ll upload the photos to the university group chat.”

They had been the seven longest days of my life. At first, Monday and Tuesday, it was absolute torture. The fabric was too soft, too thin. My cock, used to the rough cotton of boxers, reacted with traitorous erections every time the silk grazed it while walking. I felt so dirty and humiliated. I thought I was a pervert and that if I were discovered, my life would end! But by Wednesday... Something changed. I didn’t stop feeling dirty; however, that sensation was... gratifying and certainly arousing. I started to feel... ‘Aware.’ I began to like the secret. I loved being in History class, surrounded by people, knowing I was the only one in the room with Victoria’s Secret panties hugging his cheeks. It gave me a kind of static electricity on my skin, the kind that clings to your muscles and generates heat in exciting zones.

But enough was enough. My masculinity had suffered enough. At 12:00 AM, the deal was broken. I could go to the bathroom, rip this pink fabric off my body, throw it in the trash, and go back to being me, Leo.

I took refuge in the kitchen, away from the bustle of the living room, looking for a moment of peace to adjust the fabric, which had ridden up dangerously. I left my beer on the counter and brought my hands to the waist of my Levi’s.

“If I were you, I wouldn’t do that here.”

The deep voice, heavy with smoke and authority, froze my blood. My hands froze on my belt. I didn’t need to turn around to know who it was. The smell gave him away: a mixture of leather, expensive tobacco, and that natural, musky, dominant pheromone that Brad exuded effortlessly.

I turned slowly. Brad was leaning against the kitchen doorframe, blocking my only exit. He wore a tight black t-shirt that defined his pecs and a predatory smile on his lips. In his right hand, he held a half-finished bottle of vodka.

“I-I was just fixing my shirt,” I lied, my voice still coming out higher than it should have.

Brad let out a short, dry laugh. He took a step toward me, invading my personal space. I had to tilt my head back just to look him in the eyes.

“Don’t lie to me,” he whispered. “I know perfectly well what you were adjusting. Are you wearing the pink ones today? Or the black lace ones I bought you on Thursday?”

I swallowed hard. The memory of Thursday hit me. Brad had forced me to model for him in the empty locker room after practice, to “verify compliance with the bet.” And while I did it, the bastard took photos... Damn it, Brad!

“The pink ones,” I admitted, defeated, lowering my gaze.

“Good. Those make your ass look edible, Princess,” he dropped with a malicious smile and a terrible stench of alcohol.

Edible?! Princess?! Damn it Brad, how can you treat your teammate like a princess? How can you tell him you’d eat his ass? For some reason, those words made my knees weak and a heat invade my abdomen, traveling down to my crotch. Maybe the thong riding up my ass crack made delicate words like ‘princess’ provoke things in me I had never felt before. But thinking that a man as tall, strong, and manly as Brad saw my ass as edible made me feel like one of the university cheerleaders, the ones they invite to parties just to fuck them! I should be fucking a cheerleader, not thinking about being one...

The comment hung in the air, dense and charged with sexual intention that my loser heterosexual brain tried desperately to ignore, but that my traitorous body received with strong throbs in my crotch.

I stood firmly, as if standing up to a giant, immovable being.

“Twenty minutes left, Brad,” I said, trying to be as firm as possible. “At midnight the week ends. I did my part, I’m free.” I challenged.

Brad took a long swig from the bottle, without breaking eye contact. His eyes shone with malice.

“You’re right. Technically, you fulfilled the original bet.”

He moved closer, cornering me against the cold counter.

“But I’ve been watching you, Leo. All week, I saw how you walk, how you blush when people look at you, how you adjust that beautiful pink thong in class. And that makes me think of a theory.”

“T-theory? What theory?”

Brad reached out and, with an audacity that paralyzed me, slid his fingers along the edge of my jeans until he touched the elastic band of my panties. He traced the line of my hip with his thumb, burning my skin.

“I think you like it... That you don’t want it to end,” he whispered, his breath smelling of hot alcohol flooding my nostrils. “I think you liked sharing a dirty secret. And it would be a shame to waste this potential just because the day is ending.”

“Are you crazy?! I hate this,” I lied... But my cock, pressed against the silk, while my balls bulged out due to the thin string of the thong, gave a small jump that Brad, being so close, had to notice.

“Oh... Really?” Brad smiled, triumphant. “Then, you wouldn’t mind playing one last round.”

“Playing what?”

“Truth or Dare. Mike and the guys are already waiting in the living room.”

I knew immediately what Brad wanted to do. He’s usually a bully and humiliates the new freshmen at the university. I know he seeks to make me look like a pervert in front of everyone, for the girls to laugh, for the men to look at me with disgust. No, no way.

I shook my head frantically.

“No, no way. You want to humiliate me in front of everyone, you think I’m an idiot.”

Brad’s smile disappeared, replaced by a mask of pure coldness. He took out his phone and showed me the screen. It was a photo, it was my photo. From behind, in the locker room, bent over, with my long hair falling over my bare shoulders. With the panties, black and lacy, squeezing my ass, leaving it exposed and ready to use. My face was visible in profile, biting my lip. It was undeniable. It was pornographic.

“The university WhatsApp group has 150 members, Leo,” Brad said in a casual tone, his thumb hovering over the “Send” button. “Including that girl, Sarah, the one you like so much. What do you think they’ll say if they see this?”

Panic closed my throat. My social life, my reputation... Everything would go down the drain in a second.

“Brad, please... Don’t do it, I’ll do anything.”

Brad slowly put the phone away, enjoying my desperation. He went back to being the charming and dangerous friend.

“That’s what I thought.” He grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the living room. “Let’s go. The game is about to start. And I have a feeling that tonight you’re going to lose much more than a bet.”

The living room seemed smaller than before. Or maybe I was the one who felt minuscule. Brad gently pushed me toward the leather sofa where Mike, Sarah, and three other guys from the football team—Jason, a redheaded giant, and Chris, the quarterback—were sitting in a semicircle. It looked like a tribunal. A tribunal of sweaty, drunk men judging my fate... And Sarah, who for some reason was there. The cheerleaders seemed to have left, as they are usually more “responsible,” so the night ahead was exclusively for men.

“Look who I found hiding in the kitchen,” Brad announced, his voice resonating over the music. “Leo wants to join the champions' round.”

Mike let out a loud laugh and slapped the armrest of the sofa.

“Sit down, buddy, but remember we play rough here!” he said, inviting me.

It seemed that behind all these idiots, Mike was the friendliest; he always was.

The volume of the music began to lower. As if the atmosphere was concentrating on our voices and actions for the next hour. The guys took some drinks, some beer, others vodka. And finally, Brad looked me in the eyes and took the initiative.

“Truth or Dare?” Brad asked.

I looked around, seeking an exit. My eyes met Sarah’s, who was sitting on the armrest of the sofa, drinking a pink cocktail. She was wearing a short black dress and high boots that made her legs look miles long—inviting me to traverse them. She smiled at me, an enigmatic, almost compassionate smile, and adjusted her long blonde hair.

I felt a knot in my stomach. Sarah was the hottest girl at the university. If she knew about my panties... If she saw the photo... I’d prefer to die.

“Dare,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. I would do it. I would do anything to prevent that photo from reaching her phone.

Brad smiled like a shark that just bit. And when I saw that look, I knew I had fallen into his trap.

“I knew you’d be reasonable,” he applauded. “Sarah, come here!”

Sarah stood up with feline elegance and walked toward us. The sound of her heels against the wooden floor resonated in the tense silence of the room. She stopped next to Brad, placing a hand on the Alpha’s muscular shoulder.

“Yes, my love?” she said, her voice soft but with a raspy, deep undertone that I had always found incredibly sexy.

“Our friend Leo needs a makeover,” Brad said, tossing a bag with a dress at my feet. “He has accepted to be the mascot for the night. But he doesn’t have a fucking clue how to put on makeup, could you help her?”

Sarah looked me up and down, analyzing me. Her eyes scanned my shrunken posture, my nervous hands, and the bulge in my jeans where I hid the lingerie.

“It will be a pleasure,” Sarah said, winking at me. “I’ve always wanted a little sister.”

“Perfect!” Brad sentenced. “You have one hour, just one hour. I want you to wax her, make her up, and put her in that dress. If she comes out with a single hair on her legs or with runny mascara, the photo gets published.”

“The photo gets published...” That was when I realized, I fell into his damn trap. It was impossible for Sarah, the cheerleader most friendly with the sports guys, not to know their biggest secrets. She knew about the photo, she was part of the tribunal, she was part of the ambush! I had never felt so betrayed, but this betrayal was... Arousing. Thinking that I was the only one who knew, that I could walk around feeling the fine silk sticking to my cheeks, that I rubbed my small penis over my pants while thinking about taking more photos for Brad. They knew... And I didn’t know what to think, because, maybe I liked it a little...

Sarah, delicately, extended her hand to me. Her long, fine fingers with nails perfectly painted blood red touched my soft hand.

“Come on, darling,” she said sweetly. “Don’t be afraid, I promise you’re going to like it. At first, it might hurt your ego, but then... It feels wonderful.”

I took her hand. Her firm grip, firmer than any other girl who had touched my hand, dragged me toward the hallway, away from the guys' laughter, into the wolf’s mouth. I had no idea that upon entering that room with Sarah, Leo would never come out again.

The guest room smelled of vanilla and hairspray. Sarah locked the door, shutting out the noise of the party and the guys' laughter. Suddenly, the silence felt intimate, charged.

“Sit on the edge of the bed, honey,” she ordered with that soft, raspy voice.

I obeyed. I felt ridiculous and, at the same time, strangely excited. Sarah took out a kit full of makeup and started working on my face. Her fingers were cold, but her touch burned me. I felt her breath near my mouth as she outlined my eyes.

“You have beautiful eyelashes, Leo,” she whispered. “Brad is right. You’re going to be an adorable mascot.”

When she finished with the makeup, she tossed me the silver dress. I took off my clothes in front of her, trembling, remaining only in my pink panties and the heels. Sarah didn’t laugh. She looked at me with hunger. She helped me zip up the dress. The sequined fabric clung to my body like a second skin. Looking at myself in the full-length mirror, the air escaped my lungs. It wasn’t Leo. It was a tall, athletic girl, with red lips and slutty eyes.

“God...” I whispered.

“You look incredible,” Sarah said, standing behind me and wrapping her arms around my waist. She rested her chin on my shoulder, looking at both of us in the mirror. We were two pretty girls about to go out partying.

I felt her body pressed against my back. Her breasts, her flat stomach... and something else. Something hard pressing against my ass through the fabric of her black dress. My breathing accelerated.

“Sarah...” I gasped. “What...?”

She turned me abruptly and kissed me. It was a hungry, dirty kiss, full of tongue. My brain short-circuited. I was kissing the girl of my dreams. I returned the kiss with desperation, my hands going down her back, caressing her waist, her hips... My right hand went lower, seeking her crotch, expecting to find the softness of a woman. But my hand closed around something thick. Hard. Hot. I pulled back an inch, panting, eyes wide open. I didn’t withdraw my hand. On the contrary, I squeezed. It was huge. Bigger than mine.

“Surprise,” Sarah whispered with a lascivious smile, biting her lower lip. “You didn’t think you were the only one who lost a bet with Brad, did you?”

“You...? You are...?” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“I’m like you, Leo. Only I’ve been the team mascot for a year.” She pulled up her black dress, revealing red lace panties that barely contained a monstrous erection. “And let me tell you... it’s the best life a guy can have.”

Seeing that pulsating penis on the body of such a perfect “woman” broke something inside me. It should have disgusted me. I should have run away. But the mixture of her vanilla perfume, my own pink panties, and the authority in her gaze provoked a wave of lust so violent that I felt dizzy.

“It’s... beautiful,” I moaned, not knowing why I said it.

Sarah sat on the bed and spread her legs.

“Prove it,” she ordered, pointing to her released cock, which nodded, inviting me. “Before going out there and serving the guys, you need to practice. You need to know what a real man tastes like.”

I didn’t hesitate. Not for a second. I fell to my knees. The floor was cold on my bare knees, but my face was burning. I grabbed her thigh with my manicured hands and brought my face close to her bulge. It smelled of musk and perfume. I opened my mouth. I stuck out my tongue. And when the tip of her cock touched my red-painted lips, I knew Leo had died. I started sucking. With hunger. With devotion. Sarah’s moans filled the room while I discovered my true vocation. My throat opened, my drool lubricated her flesh, and an animal “heat” took over my brain. For some strange reason, I was so horny that I wasn’t thinking about Sarah anymore. I was thinking about what I had in my mouth, about what I was doing. “This isn’t gay, we are two girls,” I kept repeating to myself. How could it be gay? Enjoying the softness of a woman, the hardness and heat of her penis. I couldn’t believe something like this felt so good. I didn’t even want to masturbate, I just wanted to suck and suck. Taking it out and putting it in my mouth wasn’t enough, I wanted it in my throat. I begged for deep thrusts. I wanted Sarah to fuck my mouth. “If it feels this good to have something like this in my mouth, imagine more.” It seemed like my limits were breaking; I had never been with a woman before and now, it seems I’m no longer a virgin.

“Keep sucking, you fucking slut,” panted Sarah, who wasn’t as soft as she seemed anymore.

Gagging filled the room and the thrusts in my throat were the final paint on the canvas. Suddenly, Sarah pulled it out of my mouth violently. I thought I had done something wrong.

“Sorry... They don’t let me cum yet,” she apologized. “But we’ll have time for that.”

My mind, anxious for cock and already turning into a slut, didn’t hear anything she said. I just got up from the cold floor and walked out of the room hand in hand with Sarah, who was ready to present me. To present Leah.

The walk from the bedroom to the living room was short, but for me, walking on four-inch heels and with my legs trembling from withdrawal, it seemed eternal. Sarah squeezed my hand tightly, guiding me. She walked with the confidence of a queen; I, with the submission of a newly broken-in slave. Crossing the threshold of the living room, the music seemed to stop. Or maybe it was my heart. Five pairs of eyes locked onto me. But they were no longer the mocking looks from an hour ago. They no longer saw Leo, the loser of the bet. They saw long legs encased in sheer pantyhose. They saw the silver dress adhering to my wasp waist. They saw my red lips, swollen and wet from sucking Sarah just seconds ago. The silence was thick, charged with lust. I could smell their desire. And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t afraid. It gave me power.

“Fuck...” whispered Mike, leaving his beer on the table without taking his eyes off my cleavage. “Is that Leo?”

Sarah let out a wicked little laugh and gently pushed me toward the center of the rug, as if I were a model on a meat runway.

“There is no Leo here anymore, boys,” Sarah announced, wrapping an arm around my waist possessively. “Allow me to introduce Leah. And let me tell you... she has a lot of talent.”

Brad, who was still sitting on the throne of the central sofa, leaned forward. His dark eyes traveled over my body, stopping at my crotch, where my erection was still fighting against the fabric of the dress.

“Talent?” Brad asked, arching an eyebrow.

“She almost sucked me dry in the room,” Sarah said, and I felt my cheeks burn. But not from shame, but from pride. “She’s greedy. I had to stop her because she wanted to swallow it all.”

A murmur of approval ran through the group. Jason, the redheaded giant, unbuckled his belt. The metallic sound of the buckle was like a starting gun.

“Well, Leah,” Brad said, spreading his legs and pointing to the floor between his boots. “If you’re so hungry... why don’t you come say hello to the Captain?”

I looked at Sarah. She nodded, giving me permission. I looked at Brad. His bulge in the jeans was huge, promising. My mouth salivated automatically, remembering Sarah’s taste and desiring something thicker, more masculine. I didn’t think. My knees hit the rug. I crawled toward him, swaying my hips, feeling the dress ride up my thighs.

“Hello, Captain,” I whispered with my new slutty voice. “Can I play?”

The taste of Brad filled my mouth, salty and authoritative, but that was just the appetizer. He didn’t want my mouth. He, and all the hungry eyes in that room, wanted what I was hiding under the silver dress.

“Enough,” Brad growled, pulling it out of my throat and giving me a sharp spank that resonated throughout the room. “Ass up, Leah. Let’s see if you can take it as well from behind as you do from the front.”

Sarah, acting like the perfect mistress of ceremonies, grabbed my hips and pushed me onto the leather sofa. She forced me to bend over, my face smashed against the cold cushion, my ass encased in pink panties elevated toward the ceiling, offered like a banquet. I felt rough hands tearing off my lingerie. The silk ripped. There were no more barriers.

“I’m going to open you up, rookie,” Brad warned.

There was no preparation. Just the tip of his cock, fat and lubricated with my own saliva, pushing against my virgin sphincter. I screamed. It was a masculine scream, a scream from Leo. "I'm straight, dammit! It won't fit!" my mind screamed. I felt my body tense up, rejecting the invasion. It was unnatural. It was painful. I felt like I was being split in two. But Brad didn’t stop. With a brutal thrust of his hips, he buried himself in me to the hilt. The pain was blinding for a second... and then, just when Brad started to pump, he hit that spot. My prostate. The scream of pain transformed into a sharp, feminine moan.

“Ahhh! God!”

“Does it hurt, Leo?” Brad mocked, pulling my hair to arch me more.

“Y-yes!” I lied.

“Liar,” Sarah whispered in my ear. She was kneeling in front of my face, stroking my hair. “Look how your cock is dripping, sis. You love it.”

I looked down. My small cock, trapped between my thighs, was leaking pre-cum in spurts. My body was betraying my mind. Every thrust from Brad sent an electric shock that nullified my heterosexuality. Leo was fighting, trying to remember girls' tits, football games, his pride... but Leah was winning. Leah felt that fullness, that sensation of being filled, and the only thing she wanted was for Brad to go faster.

“Switch,” Brad ordered, pulling out of me with a wet sound that left me empty and desperate.

Before I could catch my breath, I felt something different behind me. Finer hands, with long nails, grabbed my buttocks and spread them forcefully.

“My turn, bitch,” Sarah growled.

The penetration of Sarah was different. It was psychological. Knowing that a “girl” was fucking my ass broke the last walls of my sanity. Her cock was hard, veiny, and ruthless. She fucked me with rage, as if she wanted to prove to me that she was more of a man than I was.

“Take it, faggot!” panted Sarah, slamming against my prostate with a frantic rhythm. “Feel your sister!”

My eyes filled with tears. Not of pain, but of total surrender. The “Leo” who entered the party had died. I didn’t care about being straight anymore. I didn’t care about football. I only cared about the rhythm. I only cared about serving.

“More!” I screamed, my voice breaking. “Please, Sarah, harder!”

Mike and Jason joined in. One stood in front of me, putting his cock in my mouth while Sarah destroyed me from behind. I became a tunnel. A simple orifice of hot flesh designed for the pleasure of these men. I tasted Mike. I tasted Jason. They were huge. They were Alfas. And I was their whore.

“She’s too tight,” Jason complained from behind, trying to get in after Sarah.

Then, the new Leah spoke. The words came out of my mouth without me being able to stop them, driven by a lust that burned my insides.

“No... it’s not tight,” I moaned, drooling onto the leather. “Dilate me! I want more! Put the biggest ones in me! Split my ass open!”

Brad laughed, a triumphant laugh.

“You heard her, boys. The princess wants us to break her.”

The next few hours were a blur. Everyone took a turn. I lost count of how many cocks entered my mouth and my ass. My makeup was ruined, my dress ridden up to my waist, my dignity nonexistent. And I had never been happier. Finally, the pace slowed. The end was approaching.

“Line up,” Brad ordered.

Sarah lifted me from the sofa. My legs were shaking so much I could barely stand. She made me kneel in the center of the rug. She knelt beside me, shoulder to shoulder. Two blondes, two “sisters,” two receptacles. The five men stood in front of us, taking out their cocks, already pulsating and ready to burst. Sarah looked at me. Her eyes shone with complicity. She grabbed my chin and turned my face toward her.

“You did very well, Leah,” she whispered.

She leaned in and kissed me. While our tongues intertwined, tasting the flavor of the men we had just pleased, I heard Brad give the order.

“Fire!”

I felt the heat first on my cheek. Then on my forehead. Then on my eyelashes. Streams of hot semen rained down on us. We didn’t break the kiss. Sarah and I kept devouring each other’s mouths while the milk of five men covered us like thick glaze. I felt the cum running down my neck, staining the silver dress, sealing my destiny. When they finished, Brad took out his phone. The flash blinded me momentarily. We separated, panting, covered in white, smiling like two idiots in love.

“Smile,” Brad said, looking at the screen. “This is going straight to the group. ‘The team’s new mascot has passed the test.’”

I looked at Sarah. She wiped a bit of semen from my chin with her thumb and put it in her mouth, sucking it with gusto.

“Welcome to the family, Leah,” she said.

And for the first time all night, I didn’t feel fear. I felt that, finally, I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Epilogue

They say that an Engineering degree is one of the hardest. They say you have to spend entire nights without sleeping, studying Calculus and Thermodynamics, suffering stress and anxiety. Poor Leo. He believed all those lies. He killed himself studying in the library. Leah, on the other hand, has discovered a shortcut. I touched up my strawberry-flavored lip gloss in front of the mirror in my personal locker. Yes, now I have my own locker in the team changing room, right next to Sarah’s. There are no longer photos of my family taped to the metal door. Now there is a schedule. But it’s not the class schedule. It’s the “tutoring” schedule. The locker room door opened with a familiar creak. I didn’t turn around. I knew it wasn’t Brad or Mike. They had practice in the afternoon. This hour was reserved for the faculty.

“May I?” asked a nervous, mature voice.

I smiled at my reflection. It was Professor Miller. Tenured Professor of Physics II. The same man who two weeks ago threatened to fail me for the semester if I didn’t improve my grades on the midterms.

“Come in, Professor,” I said, turning around.

I was sitting on the bench, wearing nothing but Brad’s team jersey (which fit me like a short dress) and my inseparable volleyball kneepads. Not because I played volleyball, but because I spent more time on my knees than standing. Professor Miller, a fifty-year-old man with glasses and gray hair, entered, locking the latch behind him. His eyes went directly to my bare thighs and the pink panties that timidly peeked out from under the jersey. He was holding a folder in his hand.

“I brought... I brought the review of your final exam, Leo... I mean, Leah,” he stuttered, loosening his tie.

“And well?” I asked, spreading my legs slowly, letting him see the chaste bulge of my chastity cage. Brad had forbidden me from getting hard without permission, but that only made me more anxious to serve. “Did I pass?”

Miller swallowed hard, hypnotized. He left the folder on the bench and approached me like a thirsty man in the desert.

“It’s a brilliant exam, Leah. In fact... I think it deserves an A+. But...” He stopped in front of me, his fly at my eye level. “I need you to demonstrate that you master ‘fluid mechanics.’”

I let out a silly, flirtatious giggle.

“Oh, Professor. That is my specialty.”

Without hesitation, I slid off the bench and fell to my knees on the tiles. My kneepads cushioned the blow. My expert hands went straight to his belt. A month ago, this would have seemed like an aberration to me. I would have felt dirty, used, corrupt. But as I took out the professor’s flaccid cock and started working it with my tongue to get it hard, thinking about the perfect grades that would appear on my transcript and the extra money Brad gave me for keeping the faculty “happy,” I realized the truth. Being a man is hard. You have to fight, compete, fail. Being the locker room whore is easy. Professor Miller moaned and put his hand on my head, pushing me deeper.

“Good girl...” he whispered.

I closed my eyes and sucked hard, savoring my success. I had the best grades in the class, the protection of the football team, and Sarah as a best friend. Leo had died at that party. And honestly... fuck Leo. Leah was having a much better time.
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