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Tell Me I’m Pretty



It started with a knock on Tyler’s door and the kind of smile that made his stomach twist itself into a knot.

“Hey, handsome,” Olivia said, leaning against the frame like she’d practiced the pose a million times. She wanted something, that much was clear. “You still have that truck, right?”

Tyler nodded before his brain caught up to his mouth. Olivia was gorgeous, and Tyler had a bit of a crush on her. “Uh—yeah. Why?”

Her lips curved in that slow, dangerous way that made him forget his own name. “Because I need a favor. I’m moving some boxes from the garage to my new place across town. Nothing too heavy, but…” She batted her eyelashes. “You look like someone who knows how to handle a heavy box or two. I mean, look at those biceps.” She reached forward and griped his arms.

He didn’t know if she meant it the way it sounded, but the heat that shot through him said his body definitely thought she did. “Yeah, sure. I can help.”

“Perfect.” She reached up, smoothing a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear. “Saturday good for you? Around noon?”

He would’ve skipped class, work, and his own funeral if she’d asked. “Saturday’s perfect.”
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By the time Saturday rolled around, the October sun was already hot enough to stick his T-shirt to his back. Olivia was waiting in her driveway, wearing denim shorts and a knotted tank top that flashed a strip of soft, golden skin whenever she lifted her arms.

Tyler swallowed hard and forced his gaze back to the stack of boxes she’d lined up.

“Morning,” she said brightly. “You ready for some manual labor?”

“Always,” he said, trying to sound casual as he grabbed the first box. It was lighter than it looked. “These aren’t too bad.”

“That’s because I packed smart,” she teased, tossing him a water bottle. “You think I’m helpless, don’t you?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“No,” she said with a grin. “But you were thinking it.”

They fell into a rhythm—her holding the door, him carrying the boxes up the stairs to her new apartment. Every time he passed her, the faint scent of her warm, floral perfume caught in his lungs and made it harder to focus.

She chatted while they worked, about her new place, about how she hated moving, about her landlord who “still thinks Tik Tok is evil.” Tyler mostly nodded and smiled, too busy trying not to stare at the way her hair stuck to her neck in the heat.

They were down to the last few boxes when she called from the garage, “Hey, careful with that one! The tape’s been giving me trouble.”

“Got it,” he called back, hooking his arms under the box and lifting it easily. “I’ll—oh, shit.”

The bottom gave out.

A cascade of fabric spilled onto the concrete. Silky dresses, lacy tops, and something that looked suspiciously like lingerie.

Tyler froze mid-crouch, his hand caught on a floral sundress. It was soft, weightless, and somehow electric against his skin. It made his mind flashback to a memory from long ago, when he’d toyed with one of his sister’s dresses when she was gone. Back then, he’d considered putting it on. But ever since, he stuffed that thought down so deep he’d hoped he’d never have a thought like that again.

And now, in front of his biggest crush, that thought resurfaced.

He heard her footsteps before he saw her.

“Oh my god,” Olivia said, laughing. “I told you the tape was bad.” Then she stopped short, taking in the scene; the tangle of dresses, the one still draped over his hand, the way his gaze lingered a moment too long.

He scrambled to stand. “Sorry. I didn’t mean…uh—”

She raised a brow, arms folding loosely across her chest. “You didn’t mean to… pick up my dress and stare at it like it was from another planet?”

“No, I just…it fell out, and I—” He held it up helplessly, the floral print fluttering between them. “I was just going to put it back.”

Her eyes flicked from the dress to his face, slow and assessing. “That’s funny,” she said, stepping closer. “You’re holding it like you’re not sure if you should give it back or keep it.”

Tyler’s throat went dry. “It’s just a dress. Why on earth would I keep it? Why is this box labeled ‘winter clothes’ anyway? Unless you plan on spending the winter in Miami.”

That made her laugh, which was good. Maybe he’d successfully changed the subject.

She crouched beside him, gathering the rest of the pile.

“I was just thinking that,” he added, desperate to keep her mind elsewhere. “If this is your winter wardrobe, I’m definitely in the wrong climate.”

“That’s true,” she said, glancing up at him. “Nothing in this box would keep anyone warm.”

There was a pause. The air felt suddenly thicker.

“Except maybe you,” she added, her tone teasing but her eyes sharp. “You looked like you were imagining it.”

He blinked. “Imagining what?”

She tilted her head, lips curving. “What it would feel like. The fabric. Against your skin.”

Tyler’s whole body went hot. “I wasn’t—”

“Oh, please,” she said lightly, standing and brushing off her hands. “Don’t act like I didn’t see the look on your face.”

“I was just surprised, that’s all. The fabric is gaudy.” The fabric was, in fact, not gaudy. But he needed to turn this conversation around fast.

“Sure.” She smiled again, but there was something knowing behind it now. “Well, for what it’s worth…” She reached over, plucked the dress from his hand, and held it up to his chest. “That one would look really good on you.”

He froze, laughter dying in his throat. “You’re joking.”

“Am I?” she said, stepping closer until he could smell her perfume again, faint and dizzying. “You’ve got the hips for it.” She winked and Tyler’s stomach dropped. Did he have girly hips that he never knew about?

His face burned. “You’re serious?”

“Why not? You’ve been a perfect gentleman all day. You deserve a little fun.”

He opened his mouth, but the words tangled together. “I—I don’t—”

“You don’t what?”

He shook his head, trying to play it off, but his voice betrayed him. “I’m a man. don’t think I’d look good in a dress.”

Her smile deepened, slow and wicked. “Nonsense. You’d look fantastic.”

He didn’t know where to look. Everywhere he turned, she was there. She was close enough that her laughter brushed against his skin. She bent to pick up the rest of the clothes, and he caught a glimpse of lace and silk and a shimmer of pale pink that made his pulse jump.

When she stood again, her tone was casual, but her eyes still sparkled. “Come on, Tyler. Help me get the rest of these upstairs. We’ll figure out where to put them later.”

“Yeah,” he said, throat still dry. “Sure.”

As he followed her back inside, he couldn’t stop thinking about that smirk—the one that said she’d seen right through him.

And worse, that she liked what she saw. It just wasn’t in the way he’d always wanted. In that moment, she hadn’t seen him an alpha male. She’d seen him as a sexy girl. He was starting to wonder if his chances with her were long gone.
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By the time Tyler got home, his shoulders ached and his head was a mess. He’d spent the rest of the afternoon pretending nothing had happened—lifting boxes, making jokes, keeping his eyes on anything but Olivia. But that moment in the garage wouldn’t leave him alone. The way she’d smiled when she held that dress up to him. The way her voice had gone soft and teasing, like she was unraveling his secret.

He told himself to forget it. He showered, changed into a T-shirt, and tried to lose himself in a video game. But every time he blinked, he saw the way the fabric had looked against his skin. So light, floral, and impossibly soft.

When the knock came, he almost didn’t answer.

He opened the door, and there she was again. Olivia. Her hair was tied back in a loose bun, and she was wearing an oversized hoodie that made her legs look endless. She had the floral dress folded neatly over one arm.

“Hey,” she said, smiling. “I looked at this more closely after you left. Figured I’d see if your sister might want it. I’m clearing out some old clothes anyway, and I’m pretty much done wearing this one.”

He blinked at the bundle in her hands, then at her. “Oh—uh, I don’t know. I can ask her, I guess.”

Olivia nodded slowly, like she was reading more into his hesitation than she let on. “You don’t have to, of course. I just thought of you since you mentioned she visits sometimes. If she doesn’t want it, no harm done.”

“Yeah, sure,” he said quickly, rubbing the back of his neck. “I can check.”

“Good,” she said softly. “It’s too pretty to stay boxed up anyway.” She lifted it slightly, letting the fabric catch the light. “You were so gentle with it earlier. I figured you’d make sure it gets a second life somewhere.”

Tyler laughed nervously. “I was just trying not to drop it again.”

“Mhm.” Her lips curved, and for a second, it looked like she wanted to say something else. Instead, she extended the dress toward him. “Here. You’ll take better care of it than I will.”

He hesitated, but her expression—warm, expectant, and just a touch mischievous—made it hard to say no. “Alright,” he said finally, taking it from her. “I’ll… see if my sister wants it.”

“Perfect,” she said, the corners of her mouth lifting. “And if she doesn’t, maybe keep it for a while. You never know when something like that might come in handy.”

He frowned slightly, uncertain whether she was teasing him again. “Yeah. I’ll, uh, keep that in mind.”

Her eyes lingered on him for a moment too long before she turned to go. “Thanks again for helping today,” she said over her shoulder. “You really are a sweetheart, Tyler.”

She walked off down the hall, the sway of her hips casual, unbothered—like she hadn’t just handed him the most confusing thing anyone had ever offered.

He closed the door and leaned against it, heart thudding. The dress was still in his hands.

For a long moment, he just stood there staring at it. Then, hesitantly, he carried it to his room.

The afternoon sun poured through the blinds, striping the floor with gold. He laid the dress across his bed like it was fragile. It was the same one from earlier—blue with tiny pink flowers and a neckline that dipped just enough to be dangerous.

He brushed his thumb along the fabric. It was smoother than he remembered. Softer.

This was insane.

He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, trying to think of anything else. But the memories crept in—the smell of Olivia’s perfume, the sound of her laugh, the way her eyes had lingered when she’d said that one would look really good on you.

She couldn’t have meant it. It was just a joke. Just harmless teasing.

Except it didn’t feel harmless. It felt… tempting.

He let out a shaky breath and picked the dress back up. The fabric slipped through his fingers like water, whispering against his skin. His stomach fluttered.

What was wrong with him?

He’d never told anyone, but he’d always been drawn to things like this—soft textures, colors that caught the light, the quiet thrill of femininity. It wasn’t something he talked about. It wasn’t something he even let himself think about for long. He’d buried it years ago, somewhere deep, where no one could see it.

But now it was sitting on his bed, folded and waiting, as if Olivia had seen straight through him.

He turned the dress over, tracing the curve of the neckline. It smelled faintly of her warm skin and floral detergent. The scent made his pulse quicken in a way he didn’t understand.

Stop it, he told himself. Just stop.

He tossed the dress onto the chair across the room and stood up, pacing. But his eyes kept finding it, again and again. The color. The shape. The promise.

He sat back down, rubbed his palms together, and stared.

He should just return it. Thank her, laugh it off, pretend it never happened. That was the normal thing to do.

But he didn’t move.

The house was quiet, but outside, he could hear kids playing somewhere down the street, the low thrum of a passing car. Inside, it felt like the world had stopped. Like it was just him and that dress and the heavy, silent ache of wanting something he didn’t want to explore.

He reached for it again, unable to resist. The fabric draped across his hands, delicate and cool. He imagined what it would feel like slipping over his skin, brushing against his thighs, the hem swaying as he moved.

A nervous laugh escaped him. “Get a grip,” he muttered, setting it down again.

But when he looked away, he could still feel it. The texture, the weight, the way it had seemed to fit him even when it wasn’t touching him at all.

That night, he left it where it was, folded on the chair by his bed. But every time he turned off the light, he swore he could still see it. Waiting.

Calling.
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Tyler told himself he was just doing the polite thing by returning something that didn’t belong to him. Nothing more. But deep down, he knew better. He could’ve just trashed the dress, but he wanted to make a statement. He wanted Olivia to know he would never give in and wear it.

That lie held together right up until Olivia opened her door.

She leaned against the frame like she had the first time he met her, barefoot this time, wearing a soft T-shirt that fell off one shoulder and a pair of sleep shorts that showed a lot of leg. Her hair was pulled into a loose knot that made her look both lazy and dangerous.

“Well, hey there,” she said, smiling. “Didn’t expect to see you again so soon.”

He held up the folded floral dress like evidence. “Just wanted to give this back. My sister wasn’t interested.”

Olivia’s brow lifted slightly. “Oh? You asked her already?”

“Yeah,” he lied too quickly. “She said it wasn’t her style.”

She took the dress from his hands but didn’t step back. Her fingers brushed his, slow and deliberate. “Shame. I thought it might suit her.” Then, after a beat, “Or you.”

He froze. “Me?”

She smiled, eyes glinting with mischief. “I’m teasing. Kind of. But if you were curious…” She tilted her head. “You could try it on. No pressure. Just for fun.”

Tyler’s pulse jumped. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?”

“Because…” He trailed off. Because what? Because it scared him how much the idea turned him on? Because he couldn’t bear for her to laugh?

Olivia took a slow step closer. “You’re blushing,” she said softly. “It’s cute.”

“I’m not—”

“You are.” She smiled, reaching up to tug lightly on his hand, her fingers sliding between his. “Come on. I won’t judge.”

“Olivia—”

“Just trust me,” she said, her voice suddenly lower, gentler. “You helped me all weekend, and you were such a sweetheart. Let me have a little fun now.”

Before he could form another excuse, she was leading him down the hall. The apartment smelled faintly of vanilla and clean laundry. Each step toward her bedroom made his heartbeat louder in his ears. It had always been a dream to enter her bedroom one day, but not like this.

Her room was bright, a little messy in the kind of way that felt lived-in. Clothes draped over a chair, an unmade bed with pale sheets, the afternoon light spilling through half-closed blinds.

“Put it on,” she said, setting the dress down on the bed. “I’ll even turn around if it makes you feel better.”

He laughed awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck. “You’re serious about this?”

“Completely,” she said. “Just curious to see how it looks.”

He hesitated. The idea of undressing in front of her made his stomach twist—but not entirely in a bad way. He could feel her watching even before she turned around. He wanted her to look. Wanted her to like what she saw.

He took a breath. “Fine. Just to prove how ridiculous it’ll look.”

“That’s the spirit,” she said, still facing away but smiling at the sound of him pulling off his shirt.

He kicked off his shoes, then his jeans, his movements slow and self-conscious. The air felt different on his skin—cooler, charged somehow. When he stood there in his boxers, he could see her reflection in the mirror. She wasn’t looking away.

“You’re cheating,” he said.

“Maybe,” she said with a small laugh. “You can’t really blame me, though.”

His face flushed hotter. “You’re unbelievable.”

“And you’re stalling.”

He sighed, shaking his head, then dropped his boxers to the floor. He caught her staring at his cock, and in that moment he wanted nothing more than to do absolutely anything besides put on a girly dress.

Finally, he gave in. He pulled the dress over his head. The fabric slid down his shoulders, soft and weightless, catching against his chest and settling just above his knees.

When he turned to face her, she was smiling. Not laughing or not mocking. Just smiling in this warm, open way that made his throat tighten.

“Well?” he said, trying for sarcasm but failing miserably. “Happy?”

“Actually,” she said, walking closer, “yeah. You look beautiful.”

The word hit him harder than he expected. Beautiful. No one had ever said that to him before.

Olivia reached out, tugging gently at the hem to straighten it, then smoothing the neckline with careful fingers. Her touch was light but electric, each brush of her hand sending tiny sparks through him. And he was hard. While wearing a dress in front of his crush, he was fucking hard.

“You see?” she said softly. “Doesn’t have to mean anything. It’s just fabric. You make it something else when you wear it.”

Tyler swallowed, unsure if she knew how right she was. He caught her gaze in the mirror—her lips parted slightly, eyes dark with something that confused him.

“Olivia,” he started, voice unsteady. “You’re… really into this?”

She smiled. “Is it that obvious?”

He looked down at himself, the hem brushing his thighs. It didn’t fit perfectly—it wasn’t meant to—but somehow, it felt right. Like a secret he’d been keeping from himself.

He laughed under his breath, half embarrassed, half exhilarated. “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

“Maybe,” she said, smiling. “But I like crazy.”

Her hand trailed up his arm, fingers tracing the line of his shoulder through the fabric. The air between them grew thicker.

He could smell her shampoo, feel the warmth of her breath near his neck. The tension twisted, sweet and unbearable.

She stepped back finally, eyes flicking over him one more time. “You really do look amazing, Tyler. You have no idea.”

He didn’t know what to do with that. His skin felt too tight, his thoughts too loud. But under it all was a flicker of something new. Something close to pride.

He caught her reflection again and saw that same flicker mirrored in her expression.

It wasn’t just curiosity anymore. It was connection.

And for the first time in a long time, Tyler didn’t want to hide.

For a while, they just stood there—him awkwardly fidgeting with the hem, her watching with that same unreadable smile. The air in the room was thick with something neither of them dared name.

Finally, Olivia broke the silence with a soft laugh. “You can breathe, you know. You look like you’re waiting for the floor to swallow you.”

He exhaled, grinning despite himself. “Yeah, well, I don’t exactly do this every day.”

“Maybe you should.”

He looked up sharply, but her expression was playful again, easy. “Relax,” she said. “You can change back. I just wanted to see if you’d actually go through with it.”

“Happy now?”

“More than you think.”

She turned around politely while he slipped out of the dress and back into his clothes. He was careful folding it before handing it back, as if it were something fragile.

“Thanks,” he said finally, not quite meeting her eyes.

“For what?”

“I don’t know. For not laughing, I guess.”

She smiled. “Why would I laugh? You looked… pretty.”

“Well, here you go. I tried it on and my sister doesn’t want it. I should probably head back now. I have a lot of schoolwork to catch up on.”

She nodded. “Of course. Thanks for stopping by.”

He waved as he left, promising to see her around, and tried to ignore the way her eyes followed him to his truck. The drive back felt longer than usual, the sunset bleeding through his windshield while his mind replayed every glance, every teasing word.

When he parked and stepped inside his apartment, it was quiet. Too quiet. His reflection in the darkened TV caught his eye, and for just a moment, he pictured himself back in that dress under her gaze.

And even though he’d left it behind, he couldn’t shake the feeling that some part of it had followed him home.
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Tyler told himself he was just going over to talk. Maybe ask her out. Finally say something bold, something real. He practiced a few lines in the car, none of which sounded natural, but that didn’t stop him from making the drive. He told himself it wasn’t about the dress. It wasn’t about her hands on him or the way his chest fluttered when she called him beautiful.

It was about her. Olivia. The way she made him feel lighter just by smiling at him. The way she looked at him like she already knew what he was afraid to say.

Still, that other feeling tugged at him, low and persistent. The one that had sunk into his chest and wrapped itself around his thoughts. Her touch. Her voice. The way she’d looked at him when he stood there in her dress, cheeks flushed and half-hard under her gaze.

That moment hadn’t faded. It had deepened. And now, even as he told himself he was there to ask her out like a normal guy, he already knew the truth.

He stood outside her apartment, heart beating so hard he could hear it in his ears. His hands were shoved deep in his pockets, fingers clenched into fists. He hesitated for a full thirty seconds before finally lifting one hand to knock.

The door opened before he could talk himself out of it.

“Well, hey there, stranger.” Olivia’s voice was like a low hum of pleasure, amused and welcoming. Her smile spread slowly across her lips, that familiar glint already in her eyes. She looked effortless—barefoot, in black leggings that clung to her hips, and a cropped tank top that showed just a sliver of toned stomach every time she moved. Her hair was twisted up into a messy bun, a few strands falling loose, and her skin glowed with the kind of ease that made Tyler feel like he’d shown up underdressed for something he couldn’t name.

“Hey,” he said, trying to sound like this was casual. Like his blood wasn’t rushing south the moment she smiled at him. “I, uh… was just nearby.”

“Were you?” she asked, stepping back to let him in. She raised one perfectly arched brow, already skeptical in that teasing way she had. “Or were you thinking about that dress again?”

Tyler coughed, eyes darting to the floor. “Actually, I was gonna ask if you wanted to grab coffee or something, but… it’s kind of late.”

She closed the door behind him with a soft click, trapping them in the quiet, private warmth of her apartment. “That’s adorable, Tyler. You practicing how to ask me out?”

“I wasn’t—”

She just looked at him.

“Okay. Kind of,” he admitted, running a hand through his hair.

Her grin widened like he’d said exactly what she was hoping for. “You’re cute when you’re nervous.”

“I’m not nervous,” he lied.

“Sure you aren’t.” She reached for his hand and tugged lightly, her touch as familiar as it was disarming. “Come on. You want something. Let’s just skip the coffee and get to the good stuff.”

He followed her down the hallway, the quiet intimacy of the space already making his throat feel tight. She walked barefoot, her hips swaying just enough to make it hard to think. Of course she was taking him to her bedroom. Where else?

“Sit,” she said, nodding toward the middle of the room.

Tyler obeyed, his legs stiff as he perched on the edge of the bed. The room smelled like her—vanilla and something softer beneath it, maybe her shampoo, maybe her skin. The sheets were rumpled from sleep, and her closet door was half open like she’d already been in and out of it today.

She opened a drawer and pulled out a small bundle of fabric—soft, feminine, unmistakable.

“Wait,” he said, trying not to stare as she unfolded it. “We’re doing this again?”

She turned and held up the pieces one by one: a lavender bralette, a matching pair of panties with delicate scalloped trim, and thigh-high stockings the color of cream. “Only if you want to.”

He didn’t answer. But his heart gave him away.

Olivia crossed the room slowly and laid the lingerie on the bed beside him. Then, almost like an afterthought, she added the same floral dress from before.

“You liked it last time,” she said, voice soft and certain. “Didn’t you?”

He swallowed hard. “Yeah. I guess I did.”

“Then let’s play.”

There was something different in her voice now—less teasing, more coaxing. It made his skin tighten with anticipation.

“I didn’t come here just for this,” he said, as if saying it out loud could keep him grounded.

“Of course not.” She stepped closer, her bare feet soundless on the floor. Her voice dropped just enough to curl under his skin. “But if you want me, this is the door you keep walking through. Doesn’t mean I don’t like seeing you walk through it.”

Tyler looked down at the clothes. The smooth drape of the bralette. The shimmer of the stockings. The dress, soft and familiar now, like it belonged to him too.

His body was already reacting—he could feel himself hardening inside his jeans, the throb pulsing behind his zipper.

Maybe this was his way in. Maybe if this was a game she liked, he could play it. Not because he was faking—but because this… whatever this was… felt better than anything else he’d ever tried.

He was already halfway there, wasn’t he? Already undressing for her. Already letting her put her hands all over him.

Already hoping she wouldn’t stop.

He peeled off his shirt slowly, fingers fumbling slightly as he tugged it over his head. The room somehow felt warmer with each layer he shed, his skin prickling with anticipation and exposure. Olivia’s eyes followed every movement, drinking in the newly revealed lines of his chest, the subtle slope of his shoulders, the soft curve of his stomach.

She didn’t speak, but the look on her face made his pulse spike. She was devouring him with her eyes. Curious and hungry and deeply pleased.

When he reached for the button of his jeans, she took a small step forward, like she couldn’t help herself.

The zipper came down with a slow rasp, loud in the quiet of the room. He stood and slid the denim down his legs, and with it, his boxers. His erection sprang free, already flushed and twitching.

Olivia’s lips parted. Her gaze darkened, sharp with interest. “Fuck,” she murmured. “I can’t wait to get that thing in some panties.”

The comment struck him like a jolt. He hadn’t expected her to be so blunt, so turned on. But the heat in her voice, the way her eyes locked onto him like he was something she couldn’t wait to unwrap again, only made him harder.

She didn’t ask permission as she stepped in close. Her fingers skimmed his ribs as she picked up the bralette, then helped him slip it over his arms and down across his chest. The fabric clung tight, delicate and strange, hugging where nothing had hugged before.

Her fingers were light but certain, adjusting the straps, smoothing the cups as if she’d done this for someone a hundred times before. Maybe she had. Maybe that should’ve bothered him. But all it did was make him want to be the one she kept coming back to.

Her hands brushed over his skin like she had every right to touch him, and he let her. Each time her fingers skimmed his stomach or grazed beneath his arms, he fought the urge to lean into her, to make the space between them disappear.

Then she crouched slightly and held up the panties, the lavender fabric soft and inviting.

“Step in,” she said.

His heart pounded as he obeyed. She slid them up slowly, her knuckles grazing the insides of his thighs as she adjusted the waistband. The fabric caught around the base of his cock, barely containing him, and his whole body tensed.

“God,” Olivia whispered, letting her hands linger at his hips. “You look so good like this.”

His chest rose and fell with sharp, unsteady breaths. He didn’t know what to say, how to process the way her voice seemed to reach inside him and stroke something raw.

Next came the stockings. They were smooth, creamy, and cool to the touch. She rolled them up one leg at a time, the sensation sending goosebumps up his thighs. Her palms glided along his skin, firm but slow, and when she reached the top of one thigh, her hand brushed against the bulge in his panties.

He twitched involuntarily.

“Sensitive,” she whispered with a smile.

“Maybe a little,” he breathed, unable to look away from her face.

Finally, she helped him into the dress. It slid over him like water. It was cool at first, then warming against his skin. She tugged the hem down and smoothed the neckline, her thumbs grazing along his collarbone.

When she stepped back, her eyes didn’t scan him like before—they roamed, slow and lingering, like she was memorizing what he looked like this. Like this version of him was worth studying.

“Beautiful,” she said, the word almost reverent. Her voice didn’t hold a hint of irony or playfulness now, just desire and something else that made his knees feel weak.

He felt her gaze in every part of him. On his bare legs, his chest, the taut swell in the panties she’d picked for him. That word beautiful wrapped around him like a second skin.

Olivia stepped forward again, one hand brushing the outside of his thigh. Her touch was light, but it made his breath hitch. Her fingers slid upward, following the curve of his hip until she cupped the front of the panties, pressing gently over the aching length inside.

He let out a low sound, caught between pleasure and disbelief.

She traced the shape of him through the fabric, slow and deliberate. “You like this?”

His voice was barely there. “I think I like the way you see me.”

That made her pause. Her eyes softened, lips curving. She looked at him like she saw more than just arousal. Like she saw the part of him he hadn’t grappled with yet.

“You’re starting to see yourself too,” she said. Her words were tender, but her fingers kept moving, stroking him through the silk, making his hips press forward, helpless to resist.

Her other hand found his, warm and steady. She guided it down her body, past the waistband of her leggings, her panties, until he felt her slick heat against his fingers.

He froze. She was soaked. Bare.

“Feel that?” she murmured, eyes locked on his. “That’s what you do to me.”

He slid his fingers along her folds, slow and hesitant at first. She gasped, her breath catching as she rocked against his hand. Encouraged, he moved more confidently, learning what she liked by the way her hips rolled and her mouth parted.

Meanwhile, her palm worked against him through the panties, matching the rhythm of his strokes, teasing him until he was shaking.

They stayed like that—dressed in contradiction, tangled in need, saying nothing but feeling everything.

He came first, his cum flooding the soft fabric, his whole body shuddering as he clung to her, gasping her name. Seconds later, Olivia tightened around his fingers, her own climax breaking through in waves.

She moaned softly, her hips stuttering against his hand. Then she went still, her breath warm against his neck.

For a while, all they could do was breathe—shaky, uneven, shared.

Then Olivia took his wrist and brought his fingers to her mouth. She wrapped her lips around them, slow and sensual, sucking her own taste off his skin with a deep, satisfied hum.

Tyler nearly collapsed.

She kissed the inside of his wrist, then looked up at him, her expression unreadable but glowing.

“I want to take this further,” she said. “I want to transform you even more.”

He could still feel the aftershocks humming in his veins, his cock softening slowly against the wet fabric, the scent of her arousal clinging to his hand.

He was dizzy. Glowing. Wearing a dress that didn’t belong to him. Except somehow now it did.

And still, with his lips parted and his heart fluttering, he whispered, “Okay.”

Because what else could he say?

She made him feel wanted. Seen. Beautiful. And he wanted more.

She moved to her closet and returned with a wig balanced in her hands, the soft chestnut curls catching the late afternoon light. It looked expensive, delicate. Feminine in a way that made his stomach flutter.

“You’re kidding,” he said, laughing nervously as she closed the door behind him.

“Not even a little,” she replied, holding it up. “I saw it in a vintage shop and I’ve had it ever since.”

She stepped closer and brushed a strand of hair off his forehead, letting her fingers linger. The way she looked at him made his breath catch—equal parts playful and hungry, like she could already see him with it on.

“Come on,” she said, taking his hand. “Let me have my fun. You’ll love it.”

He nodded reluctantly and she secured the wig in place.

Then, she sat him down in front of her small vanity and opened a compact. “You trust me, right?”

Tyler hesitated, then nodded.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice like velvet.

The words made his cheeks burn. She didn’t say it like a joke. She said it like a secret. Like something sacred between them.

She started with moisturizer, her fingertips cool and gentle as she massaged it into his skin. Then came the foundation—light, warm, a faint scent of vanilla rising off the brush as she buffed it in.

“Relax,” she said softly. “I promise, I’m good at this.”

And she was.

She moved slowly, dabbing and blending and softening the edges. The concealer erased the shadows beneath his eyes. A little blush bloomed on his cheeks. The first sweep of mascara made him blink, and she laughed, nudging his chin with a finger.

“Keep still. I won’t poke your eye out, I swear.”

He smiled despite himself, letting her curl his lashes, each little squeeze sending a tiny jolt through him.

When she swiped gloss across his lips—sweet, sticky, and tinted just enough to make them look flushed—her touch slowed. She traced the curve of his mouth with the wand like she was memorizing the shape, then pressed her thumb to his bottom lip to smooth it in.

Tyler’s breathing hitched.

The whole thing felt intimate in a way he hadn’t expected. Erotic, but not overt. Slow. Sensual.

The kind of closeness that felt more dangerous than getting naked.

When she finally stepped back and he looked in the mirror, he barely recognized himself.

The wig framed his face in soft brown waves, falling past his jaw and curling lightly at his shoulders. His lips were glossy and full. His skin looked flawless, his eyes wide and dark beneath the mascara.

He looked…

“Like a girl I’d flirt with at a party,” Olivia said behind him, her voice low and pleased.

He stared at his reflection. “That’s me?”

“It’s you,” she said, wrapping her arms around him from behind, resting her chin lightly on his shoulder. “The prettiest girl in the room.”

His stomach flipped. He liked the way she said girl. Like it belonged to him.

He swallowed. “Do you really think I’m pretty?”

She turned his face slightly with one hand, and instead of answering, she kissed his cheek—soft at first, then lingering. Her lips pressed a little harder. Warmer. Hungrier.

He turned toward her, and their mouths met.

The kiss was slow and teasing, her tongue tracing the edge of his gloss-slick lips before dipping inside. She tasted faintly of mint.

He moaned softly as her fingers cupped his cheek, tilting his head for a better angle. The wig slipped a little, but neither of them cared.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were parted, eyes hazy with heat.

“I think I’d like to go on that date now,” she said.

His breath caught.

But the way she said it… the way her hand drifted back down to rest lightly on his thigh, her fingers brushing the edge of the dress he wore. It wasn’t about coffee. It wasn’t about holding hands in a booth and talking about classes.

It was about being seen. Together. Out there.

“You mean like… go out? In this?”

She smiled and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Exactly like that.”

Tyler looked at the mirror again. At the girl staring back. She was soft and pink-lipped and a little bit wild-eyed.

But she didn’t look afraid.

Maybe that was Olivia’s gift. Making him feel brave in a way he’d never felt before.

“But you’re right. It’s too late for coffee. We’ll have to grab an early dinner instead.”

He turned to her, heart pounding. “Okay,” he said, voice soft but steady. Shit, was he really going through with all of this?
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Tyler’s legs wobbled slightly as they stepped out of Olivia’s apartment and into the warm evening air. His heels clicked on the concrete with delicate precision, each sound reminding him how far he was from the life he used to know. The wind lifted the hem of his dress in a playful flutter that exposed more of his thighs than he was used to showing, and the sensation made his whole body tighten.

The breeze kissed his skin—bare legs, freshly moisturized arms, even the back of his neck beneath the soft wig. He reached up instinctively, fingers brushing one of the long, loose curls Olivia had so carefully styled.

Everything felt new. Hyperreal.

He had been dressed up before, but never out like this. Out in the world. Visible. On display.

He felt exposed—not just his skin, but something deeper. Something he wasn’t used to sharing.

With Olivia, it had been different. In her bedroom, under her gaze, he had felt wanted. Beautiful, even. But out here? On the sidewalk? Beneath the eyes of strangers, headlights, and passing laughter?

Every footstep carried weight.

What if someone stared too long? What if someone saw past the wig, the lashes, the dress that hugged his hips just enough to make him feel seen and fake all at once?

What if someone knew?

“I’m not sure I can actually do this,” he whispered, barely trusting his voice not to crack.

Without missing a beat, Olivia laced her fingers through his. Her hand was warm and confident, her grip just firm enough to steady him.

“You’re already doing it,” she said simply, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

He turned to look at her, and there it was again—that quiet smile that said she believed in him even when he didn’t. Her hair was pulled back in a soft braid, loose strands framing her face, and her eyes shimmered beneath a thin sweep of eyeliner.

She looked so sure of herself. Of him.

“Besides,” she added, slowing to glance him up and down, “you’re hot. You’ve got that effortless girl-next-door energy. Every guy in that restaurant’s gonna fall in love with you.”

He huffed out a laugh, breath catching somewhere between fear and thrill. “That’s not exactly comforting.”

Olivia leaned close, her breath warm against his ear. “It is for me.”

Her words made him flush from the chest up.

They walked slowly toward her car, the low evening sun casting gold across the pavement. Tyler focused on matching her pace, adjusting to the unfamiliar pull of his hips in the heels she’d chosen—soft tan with a low, sensible arch, but still high enough to make him feel like he was floating just an inch off the ground.

The dress swayed with each step, brushing his thighs, teasing his senses. The hem tickled. The bralette hugged his chest like a secret. The wig moved when he moved, its soft weight a constant reminder of who he was pretending to be—who he was maybe becoming.

His lips still tasted faintly of cherry gloss.

He looked like a girl.

He felt like a girl.

And despite the nerves that buzzed under his skin, there was a small, steady part of him that liked it. Craved it.

He liked being looked at.

Liked Olivia’s hand in his.

Liked the way she made him feel like he could do this.

The restaurant came into view—tucked into a stylish downtown corner with an outdoor patio glowing under string lights. Exposed brick, dark wood beams, Edison bulbs dangling in warm little clusters. The kind of place that offered artisanal cocktails with rosemary sprigs and gave you a wine list even if you weren’t old enough to use it.

As soon as they stepped inside, it happened.

Heads turned.

Not all at once. Not in a rush. But enough. Enough to make Tyler’s spine stiffen and his throat suddenly tighten.

Eyes flicked up. Brows lifted. Whispers, maybe. He couldn’t tell. It all blurred together under the dim lighting and soft jazz murmuring through the speakers.

“Everyone’s staring,” he whispered, barely moving his lips.

Olivia’s hand squeezed his, calm and grounding. “Of course they are.”

He swallowed. “You think they know?”

“I think they think you’re gorgeous,” she said, stepping just a little closer so their arms brushed. Then, with a sultry little grin: “And they’re jealous I brought you here first.”

His heart beat painfully against the bralette.

A waiter appeared—dark apron, polite smile—and gestured toward a booth near the front window. Olivia glided into the booth with practiced ease, and Tyler followed, tugging his skirt smooth beneath him as he sat. The seat was warm from the last occupant. His thighs were still slightly damp with nerves.

But something about the cozy lighting and Olivia’s ease helped his shoulders start to drop.

She picked up her menu like this was any other night. Any other date. Like he wasn’t sitting across from her in a wig and full makeup, heart still thudding like a kick drum.

“You okay?” she asked, eyes flicking up over the rim of her water glass.

“I think so,” he said.

She gave a small, private smile. “You don’t look like a guy in a dress,” she said, turning the pages. “You look like a shy girl on her first real date.”

He groaned softly, face heating again. “That’s… oddly specific.”

She peeked at him over the top of the menu. “You’re pulling it off. Trust me.”

He glanced around. There were still a few glances from nearby tables, but nothing hostile. Just mild curiosity. No one was pointing. No one was laughing.

And when their server—a broad-shouldered guy who looked like he moonlit as an Abercrombie model—approached with a notepad and a warm smile, he didn’t flinch.

“What can I get you ladies tonight?” he asked, his eyes flicking back and forth between them with easy charm.

Ladies.

The word hit like a warm rush of water. Tyler’s heart jumped, and he scrambled to remember what he wanted to order.

When he finally answered, his voice came out just a little higher than usual—instinctive, breathier.

Olivia didn’t say a word until the server walked away. Then, behind her glass of ice water, she smirked and leaned across the table. “He totally checked you out.”

Tyler nearly choked on his sip of water. “He did not.”

Olivia gave him a look like she knew better. “Oh, babe. He definitely did.” Her voice was playful, but her eyes were sharp with satisfaction. “Don’t sell yourself short. You’ve got legs for days and a mouth made for sin.”

“Olivia—”

“What?” she said, cocking her head with exaggerated innocence. She twirled a strand of hair around her finger and let it fall against her cheek. “I’m just saying… if I were him, I’d already be planning how to ask for your number once the check comes.”

Tyler shook his head, cheeks burning. “I’m not into guys.”

Her teasing softened, the grin slipping into something gentler. “I know.”

He lowered his gaze to the table, folding his hands neatly in his lap. His nails still had the faintest sheen of polish from earlier. “I’m into you. Dress or no dress.”

For a second, she didn’t say anything. The space between them filled with low music and clinking silverware and the murmur of conversation all around. Then Olivia reached across the table and placed her hand over his. Her thumb stroked lightly along the back of his hand—slow and sure.

“I know that too.”

They fell into a quiet rhythm after that. Not awkward—just easy. Their food arrived, and Olivia smiled at him over bites of lemon pasta, her eyes glinting in the candlelight. Sometimes she said nothing at all, just let her gaze wander over him like she couldn’t help it. Each time she looked at him that way, Tyler felt something warm pool low in his belly.

The more he let himself be seen—by her, by everyone—the more the fear gave way to something new. Something exciting.

The tension in his shoulders began to ease. His posture softened. He crossed his legs beneath the table, mirroring the way Olivia sat, and found it surprisingly comfortable. Natural, even.

“You’re getting into it,” she said, amused, raising an eyebrow.

He smiled, a little shy. “Maybe I’m just faking it really well.”

She slipped off one shoe and stretched her foot under the table until her toes brushed his ankle. The touch was featherlight, but he still jolted.

“Or maybe,” she murmured, her tone growing low and velvety, “you’re just finally letting yourself feel good.”

Her toes moved again, a soft glide against his skin.

He stilled.

She grinned at his reaction and didn’t stop. Her foot slid up his shin, slow and teasing, until it came to rest at the bend of his knee. Then she flexed her arch against the inside of his thigh.

He exhaled sharply.

“Olivia…”

“What?” she asked sweetly, sipping her wine like nothing was happening. Her bare foot pressed higher.

He squirmed slightly in his seat as her toes nudged upward. The silky fabric of his panties barely cushioned the slow, deliberate pressure she applied to the bulge straining beneath them.

His hips jerked forward without his permission, just a little. His face flamed.

“God,” he whispered. “You’re evil.”

She smirked, still not looking directly at him. “And you love it.”

He did. He really did.

The moment was dizzying—her foot between his thighs, the buzz of the restaurant all around them, the flickering candlelight catching the shimmer of his lip gloss. He couldn’t tell if anyone was watching, but the possibility of being seen like this, of being mistaken for a blushing girl on a hot date, made his cock twitch in helpless approval.

Before he could recover, dessert arrived.

The server placed a small white plate in the center of the table—six plump chocolate-covered strawberries arranged in a perfect circle, drizzled in dark syrup and garnished with mint.

Olivia didn’t wait. She plucked one from the plate and held it delicately between her fingers, the chocolate already beginning to soften where her skin met the shell.

“Open,” she said, her voice low and silky.

Tyler hesitated, cheeks pink, but obeyed. His lips parted, and she slid the berry between them, brushing the pad of her finger across his bottom lip just before he bit down.

Juice burst on his tongue—sweet, ripe, rich with the melt of chocolate.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped him, half sigh, half moan.

“Mm,” she said, eyes locked on his mouth. “You make everything look obscene.”

He swallowed hard. “That’s not fair.”

She raised a brow and took a bite of her own, licking the chocolate slowly from her thumb as she did. The move was casual but undeniably sensual. She knew what she was doing. She was daring him to break.

Tyler glanced toward the bar and caught three men openly watching them now. Their gazes were curious, hungry.

His chest tightened, but not with shame.

The thrill of it—the attention, the suggestion, the way he looked like someone desirable, even fuckable—bubbled under his skin like champagne.

His thighs pressed together as Olivia offered him another strawberry, this one glistening with a heavier coat of syrup. He took it from her hand again, slower this time, letting his lips brush her fingertip.

Her pupils dilated slightly.

By the time the check arrived, Tyler felt lightheaded, giddy from more than sugar. His panties were damp with arousal. His thighs tingled where her foot had touched him.

And still, she looked at him like she hadn’t even started with him yet.

They stepped out into the night, the air cooler now, brushing against his bare legs with the same teasing confidence Olivia had shown all evening.

He was giggling at something she’d whispered, her arm looped through his, when she leaned in and kissed his cheek again.

“Come back home with me,” she said.

There was no hesitation this time.

“Yeah,” he breathed. “I want to.”

Because for the first time in a long, long time…

He felt good.

He felt wanted.

He felt like himself.

Or maybe—someone new.

And he wasn’t ready to let that feeling go.
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Olivia’s apartment was dim when they stepped inside, the only light coming from a single lamp in the corner of the living room. It cast a warm golden glow across the hardwood floor, softening the space into something private and hazy, like the beginning of a dream neither of them wanted to wake from.

The door clicked closed behind them. The sound was soft, but final. A gentle seal against the outside world.

Tyler hovered near the threshold, his heart still fluttering in his chest, his lips still tingling from the kiss she had pressed to his cheek just minutes earlier. His heels clicked once on the wood floor before he stopped moving. The hem of his dress was wrinkled from the car ride, clinging slightly to the tops of his thighs, and his panties were still damp with the arousal that had never fully faded. It wasn’t nerves now. Not really. It was her. The way she was looking at him.

Her eyes moved slowly over him, drinking in every detail from the tousled wig brushing his shoulders to the snug curve of the dress at his waist. Then lower. Her gaze dragged across his legs, pausing where the stockings clung tight around his thighs. Her lips parted slightly, her breath catching.

She bit down on her bottom lip, a slow, indulgent drag of teeth. Then she walked toward him. Her bare feet were silent on the floor, but her intent was thunderous.

“You’re so sexy like this,” she said, voice low and warm like melted caramel. “You know that, right?”

Tyler swallowed. His throat was dry. “Only when you look at me like that.”

That earned him a smile, sharp at the edges but soft in the middle. She lifted one hand to cup his cheek, her thumb stroking gently along his jaw. Her other hand traced slowly down the length of his arm, fingers brushing bare skin in a touch so light it gave him goosebumps.

The first kiss was unhurried. Testing. She tasted like wine and a hint of chocolate from dessert. Her tongue slid along the seam of his mouth, coaxing it open, and when he parted for her, she deepened the kiss. Their mouths moved together, slow at first, then hungry. She kissed like she knew exactly how to unravel him, and he melted into it, his fingers lightly clutching at the sides of her waist.

She guided him backward, step by step, her mouth never leaving his until the backs of his legs bumped the edge of the bed. Then she broke the kiss, nudged him gently, and he sat down, letting the mattress catch him.

The skirt of his dress fluttered as he sank onto the sheets. His wig slipped slightly askew from the movement, and Olivia reached up and adjusted it for him, fingers threading through the strands with a tenderness that made his chest ache in ways he didn’t understand yet.

“You’re my good girl tonight,” she whispered, her voice almost reverent as she knelt beside him. Her hands smoothed along his thighs, slow and steady, fingertips grazing the tops of his stockings where the lace clung to his skin. “So fucking pretty.”

Tyler shuddered beneath her touch, his breath shallow and quick.

She pushed the dress up slowly, peeling it away from his thighs and hips until it gathered around his waist in soft folds. The bralette stretched across his chest, lavender and delicate. She paused to admire it, then leaned down and kissed him again.

This time, her body stretched out beside his, all long limbs and heat and intoxicating curves. Her palm slid over his stomach, the warmth of her hand sinking into his skin, then drifted lower, just brushing the edge of his panties.

She didn’t rush. Olivia never rushed.

She touched him like he was fragile and precious. Like every part of him deserved to be touched with purpose. Her lips moved along the column of his throat, finding his pulse and sucking lightly until it fluttered against her mouth. She continued lower, kissing across his collarbone, then down to his chest.

Her fingers slipped beneath the bralette, tugging the cups down just far enough to expose the curve of his pecs. She kissed there too, open-mouthed, her tongue tracing circles as her teeth grazed lightly along his skin. Every touch made him gasp.

Tyler writhed beneath her, overwhelmed and already aching.

She pulled back just enough to reach down, her hands gliding over the waistband of his panties. She eased them to the side with a practiced swipe of her wrist, and his cock sprang free, flushed and twitching with need.

Olivia inhaled softly, her lips curving in approval. She leaned in and kissed the inside of his thigh, just above the garter strap, then higher, her breath hot and deliberate against his skin.

From the drawer beside the bed, she pulled out a sleek, black dildo. It was thick and curved, with a broad base and a quiet promise. She set it gently on the sheets beside him and reached for a small remote, its single button catching the lamplight.

Tyler blinked up at her, breath catching. His thighs parted slightly, almost on instinct.

“You trust me?” she asked, her voice quieter now.

He nodded once, but she paused, waiting.

“Words, baby.”

“Yes,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I trust you.”

She smiled, and it lit up every corner of the room.

“Good girl.”

The words hit him in his chest, his stomach, the base of his spine. His cock twitched, leaking precome onto his belly.

She slicked the toy with lube, her strokes slow and deliberate, and Tyler squirmed just watching. The sound of it was obscene—wet, rhythmic, almost intimate. She kissed him one more time, soft and grounding, then gently guided his knees upward toward his chest.

“Deep breath,” she murmured. “Relax. I’ve got you.”

Her hand wrapped around his cock as the toy pressed against his entrance. The head was firm but smooth, coated in lube that glided easily along his skin.

The first push was careful. She didn’t force it. Tyler gasped as the tip slipped inside, his body instinctively tightening, but she leaned down and kissed his cheek, his throat, his ear, whispering praise the entire time.

“That’s it. Just like that. You’re perfect like this.”

Her hand moved on his cock in slow strokes, matching the gentle thrust of the toy inside him. Each shallow push sent a pulse through his entire body, pleasure blooming in waves he hadn’t expected. He moaned, his hands clutching at the sheets.

Olivia kissed him again, her mouth hot and insistent, her palm stroking him in time with the steady, deliberate rhythm of the toy. The vibration pulsed gently, buzzing against his most sensitive places, and his back arched off the bed.

He was being filled and stroked and kissed all at once, his body surrendering to her completely.

He moaned, loud and shameless, the sound torn from somewhere deep in his chest.

“That’s it,” Olivia whispered, her voice thick with arousal. Her breath ghosted over his ear, sending a fresh shiver through him. “Look at you. So needy. So beautiful like this.”

The toy buzzed to life inside him, vibrating with a low, steady hum. It sent a jolt straight through his core. His entire body tensed, the sensation almost unbearable in its intensity. The pulsing pressure inside him combined with the slick glide of Olivia’s hand on his cock nearly sent him over the edge then and there.

His head dropped back against the pillows, lips parted, eyes squeezed shut. Her mouth traced his collarbone in slow, deliberate kisses, each one warmer than the last. The cherry gloss from earlier had mostly worn off, but he could still taste her on his skin. Her hand worked faster, the wet sounds of her strokes echoing between them, and with each gentle thrust of the toy, she curled it upward, searching and finding the perfect spot again and again.

Tyler arched off the bed. His hips bucked, heels digging into the mattress, stockings stretched tight around his thighs. Every part of him was straining toward something he didn’t even know how to name.

“I can’t,” he gasped, voice cracking.

“Yes, you can,” Olivia said. Her grip tightened around his shaft, her thumb sliding over the sensitive head with just the right amount of pressure. “Let go, baby. I’ve got you.”

Her voice—commanding but tender—was all it took.

His orgasm slammed into him like a wave breaking over his whole body. He cried out, hips jerking uncontrollably, his cock spurting hot against her hand and across his belly. His thighs trembled, back arched, every nerve ending lit up and singing.

The toy was still humming inside him, teasing him through the aftershocks, his body jerking with every fluttering pulse. He whimpered softly, twitching beneath her, his muscles too overwhelmed to settle.

Olivia slowed her strokes and gently withdrew the toy, murmuring soft praise as she went. She kissed his knee, his inner thigh, the soft crease of his hip, then the dip of his navel. Her lips were gentle, reverent, like she was grounding him piece by piece.

Tyler lay there, panting, hair clinging to his forehead. His chest heaved with each breath, the cool air kissing his damp skin. He blinked up at the ceiling, too spent to speak.

Then she stood.

He watched as she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra with a flick of her fingers. Her breasts spilled free, full and flushed, her nipples already tight with arousal. She let the straps slip from her shoulders, then dropped the bra to the floor without a word.

Tyler couldn’t look away. His mouth was still parted. His hands twitched where they rested on the sheets.

Olivia caught his gaze and smiled—a slow, knowing curve of her lips that made his pulse jump all over again. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the skirt she had worn to dinner, then eased it down over her hips. Her panties went with it in one fluid motion, revealing the wet heat between her thighs.

She stepped out of the clothing like it meant nothing and everything at once. There was no shame in her. No hesitation. Just confidence and want.

She was radiant.

She climbed back onto the bed, straddling his hips with the same ease she’d used all evening, like her body belonged pressed against his. She leaned in for another kiss, slower this time, mouth open and soft, tongue curling against his. His hands rose instinctively to cup her breasts, fingers brushing over her nipples in light, reverent circles.

She gasped into his mouth, arching into his touch.

He kissed them, too. He took his time, lips brushing over the soft curve of one breast before he drew the nipple into his mouth. She let out a low moan, threading her fingers through his wig as he sucked, her hips shifting against his belly in small, eager movements.

Then she moved higher.

Her knees slid along the sheets until she was straddling his chest, then his shoulders. Tyler looked up, breath caught in his throat.

“Open that pretty mouth,” she whispered.

He obeyed, lips parting, tongue already reaching for her.

She hovered for a moment, her hand tangled in his hair, then she lowered herself slowly until the wet heat of her pussy was pressed to his mouth.

The first taste of her was dizzying. Slick and hot and utterly intoxicating. He moaned into her, tongue flicking up to find her clit. She gasped and rocked forward, her hips finding a rhythm as she ground down against his face.

Her scent surrounded him. Her taste filled his mouth.

He clung to her thighs, moaning softly with each movement, his tongue working in slow, firm strokes. Every time he flicked against the right spot, she cried out, hips twitching. She gripped the headboard with one hand, her other hand buried in his hair, guiding him where she needed him most.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. He licked and sucked, tracing circles with his tongue, then pressing flat against her clit, steady and sure. Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening around his face.

Then she broke.

Her whole body tensed, hips jerking forward as she came with a long, shuddering cry. The sound of it echoed through the room. She writhed above him, thighs trembling, nails digging into the headboard as she rode out every last wave.

Tyler kept going, licking her through it, desperate to give her everything. To taste every drop. To feel every pulse of pleasure in her body.

When she finally pulled back, her skin was slick with sweat, her breath ragged, her chest rising and falling in uneven swells.

She collapsed beside him, dragging the sheets with her, and wrapped herself around his spent body. Wig, dress, stockings and all, she pulled him close like he was the most natural thing in the world to hold.

Her lips brushed his forehead. Then his cheek. Then his mouth.

“You,” she whispered, voice hoarse and warm, “drive me crazy.”

Tyler smiled into her kiss, his heart still thudding hard in his chest. He felt the ache in his thighs, the burn in his lips, the slow rhythm of her breath against his collarbone.

And in that moment, with her arms around him and the taste of her still lingering on his tongue, he felt something he hadn’t known he was missing.

Not just wanted.

Not just claimed.

But seen.

And maybe, for the first time, becoming who he was always meant to be.
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Sunlight pooled across the sheets, warm and hazy, turning everything gold. The curtains were half open, letting in a gentle morning breeze that smelled faintly of jasmine from the garden outside. The city felt distant here, muted and soft, like the world had decided to give them a private Sunday.

Tyler woke slowly, the first thing he felt was warmth—soft sheets beneath him, Olivia’s body beside him, the faint hum of her breathing against his shoulder. His muscles ached in the best possible way. When he shifted slightly, the bralette brushed against his skin, reminding him that he was still wearing it. The panties, too, were still clinging to him, silk against his hips.

He opened his eyes fully. Olivia was sprawled beside him, one arm draped lazily across his stomach, her face turned toward him in sleep. Her hair was messy, tangled in waves against the pillow, and the sunlight made her skin glow like honey.

Tyler smiled, small and sleepy, before brushing a stray lock of hair away from her cheek. The night before replayed in flashes—the kisses, the laughter, the way she had looked at him as if he were something she’d dreamed up and didn’t want to lose.

Olivia stirred, eyes blinking open. Her voice came out soft and gravelly. “Good morning, beautiful.”

Tyler let out a quiet laugh. “Pretty sure that’s my line.”

“Not today,” she said, smiling as she rolled onto her side to face him. Her hand slid up his stomach, over the bralette, and rested just below his collarbone. “God, you’re still wearing this. You look incredible.”

He blushed, glancing down at himself. “You, uh, didn’t exactly give me time to take it off.”

“Oh no,” she teased, voice still husky from sleep. “I remember very clearly telling you to leave it on.”

Tyler grinned, his heart doing a little flip. “I think I remember that part.”

For a moment, they lay there quietly, her fingers tracing idle patterns across his chest. The air felt heavy with something tender. Comfortable.

“So,” she said finally, her tone playful, “have you decided when to start your modeling career? I’m thinking lingerie catalog first. Or maybe boudoir photography.”

He laughed, the sound muffled against the pillow. “I don’t think the world’s ready for that.”

“Maybe not the world,” she said, eyes dancing. “But I am.”

She rolled closer until their legs tangled. The sheets rustled, sliding lower to reveal more of her bare skin, and Tyler forgot for a second how to breathe.

Olivia propped herself on one elbow, her hair falling forward as she looked down at him. “You know,” she said softly, “you don’t have to hide this part of you. Not from me.”

His throat went tight for a moment. The words landed with a weight that was gentle but real.

He looked up at her, eyes steady. “I don’t want to.”

Something flickered across her face—something like pride mixed with affection. She leaned down and kissed him, slow and unhurried, lips brushing his with a sweetness that made him melt into the pillow.

When she pulled back, she smiled against his mouth. “Good answer.”

They stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads touching, their breaths mingling in the soft quiet of the room. Olivia’s fingers slipped under the strap of his bralette and traced the line of it along his shoulder.

“You wore it so well,” she murmured. “I don’t think I’ll ever get that image out of my head.”

Tyler gave a shy little smile. “Good.”

Olivia laughed, low and warm, before pressing a kiss to the corner of his jaw. “You’re trouble.”

“I think you’re the one who started it,” he said, his voice softer now.

She hummed in agreement, kissing a trail from his jaw to his neck. “Maybe. But you made it impossible to stop.”

Her hand found his again beneath the sheets, their fingers weaving together.

The silence that followed wasn’t heavy. It was easy, like breathing. Tyler could hear the faint sounds of the street below, birds somewhere nearby, the creak of the ceiling fan turning lazily overhead. It felt like the kind of morning that didn’t need to lead anywhere. It could just exist.

Olivia shifted closer until her nose brushed against his ear. “You know what?” she whispered.

“What?”

“Girlfriend privileges include kisses whenever I want.”

Tyler’s cheeks went hot. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.” Her lips brushed his ear when she spoke, sending a shiver down his spine. “You should probably get used to that.”

He laughed quietly, turning his head toward her. “Then you’d better claim yours.”

She did.

The kiss was soft at first, lazy and unhurried, but it deepened quickly. She slid her hand behind his neck, pulling him closer, her tongue tracing gently along his bottom lip. When she pulled away, her eyes lingered on his mouth, like she was already thinking about the next one.

“I might need another,” she said, smiling.

Tyler grinned, still breathless. “You’re insatiable.”

“And you love it.”

He laughed again, quieter this time, but didn’t argue.

The morning light shifted as the sun climbed higher, painting the walls in warmer gold. Tyler turned onto his side to face her fully, tracing small circles along her arm. The wig had long since slipped crooked on his head, but Olivia reached up and fixed it for him, fingers gentle.

“There,” she said softly. “Perfect again.”

He caught her hand and pressed a kiss into her palm. “You make it easy to feel perfect.”

Olivia’s expression softened. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

She tucked herself back against him, her head resting in the crook of his neck. Tyler breathed her in, the scent of her skin—something like vanilla and the faint salt of sweat—filling his lungs. He closed his eyes and exhaled slowly, his hand resting on the curve of her hip.

They stayed like that, wrapped in each other, the world outside forgotten.

It didn’t matter that his makeup was smudged or that his stockings were halfway down his thighs. It didn’t matter what tomorrow looked like.

For now, there was sunlight, and laughter, and the quiet certainty of her heartbeat against his chest.

And for Tyler, that was enough.
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