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Chapter One




The apartment next door had been empty for nearly a year, and I’d enjoyed the solitude more than I probably should have. Fewer people to fake hellos with. Fewer awkward pauses by the mailboxes. Fewer forced conversations about the weather, rent increases, or whatever noise somebody’s dog had made the night before. I didn’t have a neighbor on my other side, either, since my unit sat at the end of the hall. For almost a year, I’d gotten used to entering my apartment in silence and not hearing anything through the walls except the faint hum of the building settling around me.

But when Summer and Nate finally moved in, I wasn’t as annoyed as I’d expected to be. Especially not once I got a good look at Summer. She was the most attractive woman I’d ever seen in real life, gorgeous from head to toe in a way that didn’t seem fair. Long, wavy blond hair. Perfect curves. A bright, dazzling smile that made me want to grab her by the waist and pull her in close before I’d even learned her name.

I was single and a little lonely, but watching Summer go in and out of the building from my bedroom window was enough to make me stop pining for a girlfriend. I started looking forward to those brief glimpses of her more than I wanted to admit. Sometimes I’d see her walking down the sidewalk with her purse over one shoulder, or heading out to her car with that easy, confident sway in her hips. Sometimes Nate was with her, though not often. Every time I saw her, I pictured what it would feel like to hold her. To slide my hands around her waist. To have her look at me the way she probably looked at him.

At least, I thought Nate was her boyfriend at first. He could’ve been her husband. I rarely saw him, so it was hard to tell much of anything about their relationship. Maybe he worked nights. Maybe he traveled. Maybe he was just the kind of guy who stayed inside while a woman like Summer walked around making other men stupid. The rest of the time, the two of them mostly kept to themselves.

Except, of course, for the day that would change my life forever. The day Summer introduced herself. She knocked on my door wearing a denim miniskirt and a black crop top that showed off her tight, smooth stomach. The outfit looked casual, like she’d thrown it on without thinking, but that somehow made it worse. She looked effortlessly sexy, like she couldn’t help it. It took me a few seconds too long to find my voice because her body had completely wrecked my ability to act normal.

“Hi, I’m Summer,” she said, stretching out her long, slender arm.

I took her hand in mine and felt an electric shock shoot straight through me. Her skin was soft and warm, and for one insane second, I didn’t want to let go. She had one brow cocked and a smirk playing at the corner of her lips, but I didn’t know why. I soon would.

“Brandon,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“I’ve seen you around,” she said. “Sometimes I catch you when I’m looking through my window.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “I know what that’s like,” I said.

“I hate to bother you, but do you have a cup of sugar I could borrow?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t.” I leaned against the doorframe, unable to take my eyes off her. “I don’t do much baking.”

As soon as I said it, I became painfully aware of what I was wearing. Skinny jeans. My tightest shirt. The kind of outfit that made me look leaner than I already was. She probably thought I was gay or something. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but it wasn’t exactly the impression I wanted to give a married woman I was already imagining naked.

“Oh, sure. No problem,” she said. “I must admit. I didn’t really come to borrow sugar.”

“Oh?”

“Nate—my husband—works pretty late and I can get a little lonely. He’s either sleeping or working when I see him. I was hoping to get to know a few of the neighbors. Maybe have a get-together or something.”

I would’ve done anything she asked me to, but parties weren’t my thing. Even the idea of standing around with plastic cups and pretending to remember people’s names made me want to shut my door and never open it again. “I’m trying not to get to know our neighbors,” I said. “I’m kind of a loner. We could always go out for coffee together, though.”

She eyed me suspiciously, but kept a smile plastered to her face. For a second, I wondered if I’d gone too far, or maybe not far enough. Then she seemed to let go of whatever suspicion had crossed her mind and giggled.

“You’re pretty unique, you know that?”

I crossed my arms over my slender chest, suddenly wishing my biceps were bigger. “Am I?”

She laughed, and the slightest hint of pink rose to her cheeks. But when she lifted her eyes back to mine, something in them had changed. I could almost pick up on a little determination there, like she was playing a game and had just realized I might be useful. “You may be exactly the type of friend I’ve been looking for.”

“Don’t get along with girls?”

My question made her eyes sparkle. There were a million thoughts in her head I couldn’t discern, and every one of them made me want to know more. “Something like that.”

“So are we on for a coffee date?”

“I’ve got a better idea. What about a movie date? At your place? Tomorrow night?”

“Sounds intimate.”

“Not at all,” she said. “Just don’t get me drunk first.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” I teased, hoping my efforts at flirting were paying off. I knew I shouldn’t fuck around with another man’s wife, but you just don’t pass up a girl like Summer. Not when she shows up at your door in a tiny skirt and gives you that smile. Not when she looks at you like she’s already thought about doing something bad.

She laughed at my joke, then blushed again. Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to steal this girl away from Nate.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Brandon.”

She turned on her heel and walked back to her door. Just before she went inside, she looked over her shoulder and smiled again, batting her eyelashes flirtatiously. When she wasn’t looking anymore, I let my eyes drop to her ass and watched the way it moved beneath that little denim skirt as she slipped back into her apartment.

Then I rushed to my room to jerk off, already hard, already thinking about her smile, her stomach, her hand in mine, and all the ways I shouldn’t want another man’s wife.


Chapter Two




I cleaned my place while I waited for Summer to show up. Not a deep clean, exactly, but enough to make it look like I hadn’t been thinking about her all day. I cleared the coffee table, shoved a few things into drawers, wiped down the kitchen counter, and tried not to seem like the kind of guy who’d cleaned because another man’s wife was coming over to watch a movie.

I could hear her through the wall while I worked. Faint movements. A closet door sliding open. The soft thump of footsteps moving around her bedroom. She must’ve been getting ready, and I couldn’t help wondering if she was trying to look good for me. It was a stupid thought. Dangerous, too. But once it got into my head, I couldn’t push it out.

Sure, she was married, but married people did a lot of things they shouldn’t.

I decided to do the same thing and dress well. I put on a casual white button-up and some dark-wash jeans, then stood in front of the mirror longer than I wanted to admit. I was lean and looked damn good in fitted clothes, even if I wasn’t the kind of guy who filled out a shirt like some gym-obsessed asshole. I checked my reflection and swept a hand through my dark hair, watching it fall over one eye. It was neat enough to do for now. Casual enough to pretend I hadn’t tried.

A few moments later, I heard a knock at the door. My stomach tightened before I could stop it. I smiled as I made my way over, then pulled the door open. My jaw dropped at the beautiful sight in front of me.

There Summer stood, wearing a tight black dress that pushed her breasts up to a height I couldn’t ignore. The fabric clung to every curve like it had been made for the sole purpose of ruining me. She looked like she was about to go out for a night on the town, not sit on my couch watching movies with the quiet loner next door.

“You look good,” she said, eyeing me from head to toe.

“Nothing compared to how good you look,” I said with a slight purr in my voice. “Come on in. Would you like something to drink?”

“Just a water. Thank you.”

I admit, it felt strange having another man’s wife over. I thought about the repercussions a thousand times while I got her water from the kitchen, but I still couldn’t make myself regret opening the door. I couldn’t pass up a night with a woman like Summer. I doubted anyone could. She was gorgeous and sweet and had this way of making every nerve in my body spark to life. She made my cock hard every time she smiled.

I showed her to the sofa and pulled up the streaming service. “What are you in the mood for?” I asked.

“Something light,” she said. “It’s been a rough week.”

Her answer piqued my curiosity. “Oh?”

Her hands collapsed in her lap, and she looked at the floor. “Yes. I mean, I probably shouldn’t be telling you this. My marriage isn’t so hot right now.”

I praised whatever forces had brought this beautiful woman to my couch while she was struggling with her marriage. It felt wrong, but not wrong enough to make me stop. “I’m a good listener,” I said, resting my hand on her bare knee.

Her skin was warm under my palm. Smooth. Soft. I couldn’t help noticing the goose bumps that traveled across her leg when I touched her. I hoped it was a good sign, because every part of me wanted it to be.

“Well, it’s just that my sex life with Nate hasn’t been so good,” she said. “Every time he has a fantasy, I do it for him, but he won’t do mine. He says they’re perverse.”

I couldn’t have been happier at her words. A woman with a wild side in bed? A wild side that wasn’t being fulfilled? Thank you, universe.

“That’s a shame. If you don’t mind me asking, what kind of fantasies?”

She looked up at me with her big blue eyes. They were round and full of hope, like my answer mattered more than it should have. “I want him to dress as a woman for me.”

My mouth went dry, and my throat tightened. “Oh?” I asked, trying not to seem confused by her reply.

“You think it’s weird, too. It’s fine.”

“No, no. Not at all,” I lied.

I didn’t want to let a woman like Summer down, no matter how strange her fantasy was. I’d been hoping she meant something different, something easier. Schoolgirl role-play. Blindfolds. A little dirty talk. Something normal enough for me to jump into without having to think too hard. This was not what I’d expected.

“You don’t think I’m perverse?” she asked, wiping a tear from her cheek.

I gripped her knee this time and shook my head. “Not at all. I think he’s crazy for not giving in to your fantasies. Any guy would be lucky to go to bed with you, no matter what they’re wearing.”

She threw her arms around my neck, pressing her breasts tight to me. “Oh, Brandon. That makes me so happy.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and kept her close. She smelled like vanilla and rose, soft and warm and expensive in a way that made my head feel light. I buried my nose in her blond hair and inhaled. She pulled back, but only far enough that our noses could almost touch. Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine.

I couldn’t resist pulling her onto my lap so she could feel what she was doing to me.

She huffed into my mouth as I slid a hand up her back. I moved it along her ribs, daring myself to go farther, inching slowly up to her breast. When I cupped it in my hand, I lost myself to the dizzying sensation of her. The weight. The warmth. The way she kissed me like she’d been waiting for permission to stop being good. She was everything I could ever ask for, and she was sitting right there on my lap, making it impossible to remember why I was supposed to feel guilty.

“Please,” she begged.

“Mmm, yes?”

“Please,” she moaned. “Put on my panties.”

I bit my lip at her request, trying to mask my discomfort before it showed on my face. Then I talked myself into it. I could do it. It was just a little piece of fabric. A stupid, flimsy thing to get through if it meant I got to fuck a woman like Summer. This was what she wanted. This was what her husband wouldn’t give her. If I could provide it, I’d be better than him. I’d be the man who didn’t flinch. I’d be the one who gave her what she was begging for.

I exhaled and agreed before I could overthink it any further. Summer climbed off my lap and reached under her skirt, her movements slow enough that I couldn’t look away. A second later, I saw a black lace thong slide down her legs. It caught briefly at her thighs, then slipped lower, all the way to her ankles. It was wet from her arousal, and the sight of that made the whole strange request feel a lot more worth it.

She set the panties on the side of the couch and leaned forward. Her fingers worked at the buttons on my shirt until it was spread open, and the cool air touched my bare chest. She smiled at the sight of me, at my narrow frame and smooth skin, like she’d found exactly what she’d been hoping for. “Your skin is so smooth,” she said, running her hand across it. “Like a woman’s.”

My chest tightened, and I exhaled through the discomfort. I didn’t know how to take that. I didn’t know if I was supposed to feel insulted or flattered or turned on. But when she moved her hands to my pants, I noticed my cock had only gotten harder. Her strange fantasy was actually turning me on, even while part of me wanted to pull back and laugh it off like a joke.

She pulled my jeans and briefs down, taking my shoes and socks off with them. I lay naked on my couch for her to gaze at, exposed in a way that felt almost worse because she wasn’t embarrassed for me. She looked me over with interest, like my body belonged to her now. “It’s small too,” she said, glancing at my cock. “That’s even better.”

I didn’t appreciate her comment on the size of my cock, but the fact that she liked it made up for more than it should have. My face heated, and my pride took a hard little hit, but my body didn’t seem to care. “Good,” I said. “I want to please you.”

Her eyes darkened, and she narrowed them on me. “Good girl,” she said. “You’re going to do what I say from here on out.”

I was taken aback by her confidence and her new sense of control. She’d been such a sweet, shy thing before, soft-voiced and nervous on my couch. Now she was sliding her wet panties up my calves and staring at me like I was her toy to use. The shift should’ve scared me more than it did. Instead, it made my pulse jump and my cock twitch against my stomach.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, but the rush it gave me was worth every strange second. The panties slid farther up my legs, tight and damp and delicate against my skin, until they cupped my cock and balls. Summer ran her hand over the front of them and moaned with delight, like the sight of me wrapped in her lace was doing something filthy to her.

I watched her expression change as she stared at me in her panties. Her lips parted. Her eyes moved over my body with a slow, greedy focus that made me feel both ridiculous and wanted. The wet stain rubbed against the base of my cock, warm from her body and now pressed tight to mine. It was difficult to keep from coming.

“You look so fucking hot in these,” she said in a low voice. It almost sounded like a growl. “You look like you’re enjoying them too.”

“Fuck, I guess I am,” I admitted, feeling my cheeks flush with heat.

“Mmmm. Tell me how much you like wearing my panties.”

“I love it,” I said, leaning forward and feeling the strip of fabric between my ass cheeks shift. “I love wearing your tight, wet panties.”

“You’ll love it even more once I fully dress you up,” she said. “And then we’ll have some real fun.”

“How much more is there to do?”

“Oh, tons. I’m going to put you in a bra and a dress. Find you some heels. Do your makeup. Shave you. I’m going to feminize you until you don’t recognize yourself. And then you’re going to be my little sissy slave.”

Her plan was intimidating, but my cock throbbed at her words. I should’ve been more nervous. I should’ve had more questions. But the way she looked at me made it hard to think about anything except doing what she wanted. I would be any kind of slave to a woman like Summer. “Yes, madam,” I replied intuitively, not completely sure what I was getting myself into.

“Good girl,” she said. She stood up and took my hand. “Let’s get you into the bath for a nice shave.”

I showed her to my bathroom, and she turned on the hot water like she’d done this before, like she’d already planned every step in her head. As it ran, she teased my cock through the lace thong, stroking me through her wet panties with just enough pressure to make my legs feel unsteady. “Don’t you dare come,” she warned, but holding back was difficult.

Once the water was ready, I stepped in and let her lather my legs with shaving cream. The whole thing felt surreal. Summer crouched beside the tub, focused and careful, dragging the razor along my skin in slow, clean strokes. Each pass left me smoother than before, and the sensation was fresh and unnerving. My skin felt smooth and exposed. And yet my body would soon be covered in tight, binding clothes. I wondered what kind of outfit she would pick out for me and hated that the thought made my stomach flutter.

“Time to go next door and find you one of my outfits,” she said as she dried me off.

I put on my clothes over her panties and followed her to her apartment, feeling the lace shift beneath my jeans with every step. Her place was small and filled with modern furniture. Sturdy furniture. The kind of furniture you could fuck on for hours without breaking it. I noticed that before anything else, which probably said something awful about me.

We entered her bedroom, and she walked toward her closet. “Get over here, so I can dress you,” she said.

I walked toward her nervously, my hard but small cock trapped between my legs. The panties made me feel aware of every movement, every brush of fabric, every embarrassing little throb I couldn’t control.

“Here are some new panties,” she said.

She held out a pair of white lace panties with a heart design on the back. I took them from her, my fingers brushing the soft fabric, and slid my legs through them. It felt strange to push a pair of smooth legs through something so delicate and feminine. The lace skimmed over my shaved skin, light and soft in a way my own underwear had never been. I slid them up to my hips until they cupped my cock, and then I fell back into a state of bliss.

Why does this feel so good? I was filled with panic at the thought that I was enjoying wearing women’s panties. Not just tolerating them. Not just doing it because Summer wanted me to. Enjoying them. I tried to shove the strange feelings down as far as they would go, but I couldn’t deny the pleasure moving through me. I couldn’t deny the way my body seemed to settle into it.

“Now this,” she said. “Do you know how to hook one of these?”

Summer held out a matching white bra. It had two small cups that were heavily padded, soft and rounded in her hands. I shook my head. I’d unhooked a bra before, but even that had taken what felt like hours. Hooking one onto myself felt impossible.

“Hold out your arms,” she directed.

I extended my slender arms forward, and she slid the bra straps up my shoulders. The elastic pulled lightly against my skin, and the padded cups settled against my bare chest, strange and snug. Then she walked around behind me and hooked it. “You have a really cute butt, actually. Did you know that?”

I shook my head and blushed. I couldn’t believe she was checking out my ass while it was covered in lacy panties. I couldn’t believe I liked knowing she was looking. “Thanks,” I replied.

“No, really. You aren’t just going to be able to pass as a woman. You’ll pass for a sexy woman,” she said.

I blushed again and lowered my head. Why does this feel like a compliment I want to receive?

She walked back toward her closet and picked out a short black skirt. She spread open the waist and lowered herself to the floor. As she crouched down, I could see down her dress, and I noticed she was wearing a black lace bra that looked similar to my white one. I felt so conflicted. I felt like bonding with her over bras as much as I felt like fucking her hot little ass.

Why does this feel more exciting than it should? I shouldn’t want this, but I do. Fuck, do I want this.

I gulped again and stepped into the miniskirt. She slid it up my legs and fastened it at my waist. It hugged my hips perfectly, and I had no idea I even had hips until the skirt showed them to me. This is insane. It feels too good, too right. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand feeling so comfortable in a new version of my body.

“Now. Here’s the fun part,” she said.

Little did Summer know, I was already having more fun than I was prepared for.

“Pick a top.”

She spread out five different shirts, all made of the same silky material but in different colors and with different sleeves. I gravitated toward the blue one, but I was desperate to pick something I wouldn’t like. Something that would prove I was still only doing this for her. So I reached for the pink.

The blouse had a strappy design in the front that I couldn’t quite figure out. Summer giggled, then helped me secure it to my torso. As she slid it over my head and I felt it fall to my waist, I felt instantly transformed. It was strange and alien, but it felt good too. The silky fabric skimmed over the padded bra and tucked in at my waist, changing the shape of me in a way that made my breath catch. I couldn’t have felt more like an incredibly sexy woman in that moment.

That is, until she added the heels.

“Gorgeous,” she said. “Damn. You’re making me want to fuck you.”

My eyes widened, and my cock hardened. She’s just teasing. I can’t fuck a married woman in her own place. What if her husband comes home? She laughed when she saw my expression, then crouched down again to put the heels by my feet.

“I can’t believe this is your fantasy,” I said as I stepped into the shoes.

She flashed a smile as she looked up at me. “I have a feeling it’s becoming yours too. Just wait until you’ve been fully transformed.”

I didn’t tell her, but I was eager to see the final look.


Chapter Three




Summer taught me how to do my makeup with a patience that made the whole thing feel more intimate than it should have. She stood close, tilting my chin this way and that, brushing powder over my face, darkening my lashes, and making little pleased sounds whenever something looked right. She’d even found a medium-length dark-haired wig for me to try, and once she settled it into place and brushed it around my face, something in the mirror changed. By the time she was finished with me, I felt more like a woman than I ever thought possible, and the worst part was that I was starting to get comfortable with it.

Summer looked me up and down and chewed on her lip. Her eyes moved from the wig to the blouse, then lower to the skirt and heels, taking in every inch of what she’d made me into. “You look so fucking hot,” she said. “I just want to bend you over the bed and fuck you with my dildo.”

“You want to what?” I asked, wondering just how far this would go.

“You heard me. I want to see your pretty ass get fucked while you’re all dolled up. You look so hot as a woman.”

I felt hot, and though I was afraid of her suggestion, my body was excited by it. The fear and arousal twisted together until I couldn’t separate them anymore. “Fuck, Summer,” I moaned.

Just then, her apartment door swung open. “What a fucking day!” called Nate from outside the bedroom door.

Summer’s eyes went wide when he appeared in the doorway. For one awful second, every part of me froze. I was standing there in her clothes, in her wig, with makeup on my face and a hard cock hidden under lace, and her husband was looking right at me.

“Who’s this?” he asked.

He didn’t seem to know that I was a crossdresser, and I breathed a tiny, shaky sigh of relief.

“This is Brandi,” she said, quick on her feet.

“Brandi?” Nate spoke in a tone that made me feel like a piece of meat he wanted to devour. His eyes dragged over me without shame, lingering on the shape Summer had created, on the skirt riding high on my thighs, on the padded bra beneath the silky top. I suddenly had the urge to let him devour me.

Summer picked up on his tone too and decided to run with it. “Honey?”

“Yes?” asked Nate.

“Honey, you know that fantasy you’ve always had that I never fulfilled?”

His eyes shot open wide, and his jaw dropped. “Two girls?”

“Two girls,” she said with a smile and a nod. “That’s what I brought Brandi over for.”

I turned to her, panic flooding my veins. “Summer, what are you⁠—”

“Just go with it,” she whispered, pushing on my lower back and urging me toward her husband.

I felt awkward trying not to trip in my heels on my way over to him. Every step felt too small, too careful, too feminine. The skirt shifted against my thighs, the panties held me tight, and I could feel Nate’s attention crawling over me the closer I got.

“Well, well. Happy Holidays to me,” he said with a smile that sent a chill down my spine.

His hands gripped my hips, big and firm, and then his lips pressed to my neck. My body tingled with warmth as he ran his hands over it, feeling the curves and softness Summer had built into me. I was just a toy to him, something to be used and tossed aside after.

And it drove me fucking wild.

Before I knew it, I was pushing my lips to his and welcoming his tongue into my mouth. He kissed me like he already owned me, like he didn’t need to ask permission because I’d been placed in front of him for exactly this. I slowly dropped to my knees and unfastened his jeans. I’d never done anything with a man before, and I was a little scared, but the lingerie and the dress made me feel like their little slut. I wanted them to use me like one.

I shoved his pants and briefs to his ankles and gasped at the sight of his long, thick cock. It throbbed in front of me, heavy and real and impossible to ignore, begging to fuck every hole of my body. My mouth went dry as I stared at it. I should’ve backed away. I should’ve said something. Instead, I leaned closer.

Summer dropped to her knees beside me. “Go on,” she said. “You know you want it.”

She gripped the base of his cock and placed her other hand on the back of my head. The touch made my stomach flip. She wasn’t just watching me now. She was guiding me.

“Open wide for him.”

I opened my mouth, and she guided my head onto his cock. Nate looked down at his two girls, almost ready to blow at the sight of us. Fuck, it was nice to be looked at like that. Desired like that. Not as Brandon from next door, but as Brandi, dressed up and pretty and down on her knees where they wanted me.

I wrapped my lips around his thick, bulbous head and moaned as he inched it toward the back of my throat. It stretched my mouth open wide, making me feel filthy and used in a way that sent heat racing through me. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be watched by the two of them while his cock filled me. I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted to be good at it.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Your friend is so hot, Summer.”

My cock pulsed at his compliment, despite the panic still surging through me. He could find out any moment what I was hiding. He could find out soon that I wasn’t really a girl all over. I hoped he didn’t. I hoped I could stay his girly little slut for the rest of the night, pretty and useful and wanted.

He thrust his hips back and forth, pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I gagged and choked on his thick cock, and the sound only seemed to turn him on more. His hands found my hair, careful enough not to pull the wig loose but rough enough to remind me who was in control. My eyes watered, my lips stretched around him, and I let myself sink deeper into the part Summer had dressed me for.

“That’s it,” said Summer, pushing my head and holding it on his cock. “Take it. Fucking take it deep.”

I did. I took it fucking deep. I took it as hard and deep as I could, letting him fill my mouth until my throat tightened around him and my lungs burned for air. Then she pulled my head back and let me gasp.

“Mmm,” she said. “That’s it.”

While I caught my breath, she took Nate’s cock between her lips and swallowed him whole. She had lots of practice sucking down his cock. She gagged and sputtered, but she looked like a pro, hardly needing to come up for air. Watching her made me feel strange all over again. Part of me wanted to compete with her. Part of me wanted to learn from her. Part of me wanted to be exactly what she’d made me.

I lowered myself to Nate’s balls and sucked them into my mouth. “Fuck,” he groaned, rocking his hips against our faces.

Summer passed his cock back to me, and I practiced choking it down as much as I could. I swallowed him until I was drooling down my chin, messy and ruined and too turned on to care. He pulled back and brushed his thumb down my cheek.

“Brandi, you’re so fucking sexy. Be a good girl and show me that sweet pussy.”

I panicked and looked at Summer. What could I do? My stomach dropped, and for a second, all the heat in the room turned sharp. The fantasy had worked because he couldn’t see what I was hiding. One wrong move, one lifted skirt, and it would all be over.

“I have a better idea,” she said, standing up and taking off her dress.

It fell to the floor in a heap, reminding me that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, then tossed it aside. I took in the view of her full, delicious breasts, soft and bare and perfect. Her nipples were hard and pink, and I wanted to wrap my lips around them until she moaned my new name.

“I want Brandi to lick my pussy while you fuck her ass.”

“What?” I asked without thinking.

First she wanted to use a dildo, and now she wanted her husband to fuck me? My pulse slammed hard in my chest. I was tempted to say no, to stand up and take off the wig and end the whole thing before it went too far. But I was enjoying being her little slave. I was enjoying the way Nate looked at me, the way Summer controlled me, the way my body kept betraying every version of myself I thought I understood. If I left now, I might never get to explore her fantasies again.

And Summer’s sexual fantasies were becoming my own.

“Don’t worry,” said Nate, holding my neck in his firm grip, “I’ll be gentle.”

Fuck.

Summer crawled onto the bed and spread her legs for me. Her pussy was slick and open, flushed and inviting, and the sight of it made my mouth water before I even moved toward her. She wiggled her finger, calling me closer, and I hesitated only for a second before climbing onto the bed. I slowly made my way between her legs, careful in the heels, aware of the skirt brushing against my thighs and the strange little tug of lace against my skin. The scent of her made me dizzy with euphoria.

Summer slid her fingers into my hair and directed me toward her beckoning pussy. I lowered my mouth to her and licked up and down her delicious, creamy folds, learning her by taste and sound. She was warm and wet against my tongue, and every small gasp she made went straight through me. I slid a finger inside her until her hips rolled back and forth on the bed. Then I circled the pad of my thumb over her clit until she was begging for more. I couldn’t stop. I wanted to make her scream my name.

I reached a hand up for her perky tits and massaged them as I kept licking her. Her nipples hardened under my fingers, and I rolled them gently, teasing her until her thighs tightened around my shoulders. Every part of her body seemed to respond to me, and that only made me want to work harder. I wanted to be perfect for her. I wanted to be the pretty thing she’d made me into.

Just then, I felt Nate’s strong body behind me, close and heavy and impossible to ignore. His hands found my hips, then slid under the hem of my miniskirt, inching it up over my ass. Panic shot through me. I pulled my cock toward my stomach with one hand and hoped he wouldn’t notice, but he did.

“What the hell is this?” he asked when he noticed me.

Summer sat up on her elbows to gauge his expression. For a second, everything went still except the pounding of my heart.

“Did you know she has a fucking cock?”

“Yes, I knew,” she spat. “So what? I want to see you fuck her ass while she makes me come. You know you’d love to feel your balls slapping against hers.”

“Fuck,” he groaned. “It’s fucking perverse. But this girl is hot as fuck.”

“Stop calling it perverse,” she snapped. “It’s hot and you know it. Just shove that big, fat dick in her ass and take her like the slut she is.”

My body trembled at her words. I was caught between them, trapped between Summer’s spread thighs and Nate’s hard body, waiting to be used for their pleasure. I should’ve been more afraid. I should’ve pulled away. Instead, I stayed exactly where I was, shaking and turned on and desperate to find out what it would feel like to belong to them completely.

Nate groaned, but his hands stayed on my ass as he considered fucking me. He massaged me slowly, spreading me open with his thumbs, and I couldn’t believe I was actually hoping he’d go through with it. Then he licked his thumb and rubbed it around my puckered hole. The wet pressure made my breath catch. He slipped inside, and I moaned against Summer’s beautiful cunt.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Take it. He’s going to stretch you nice and wide for his big cock.”

I moaned again, and the vibration must’ve tickled Summer because she twitched against my mouth. Fuck, this was all so unexpected. The whole night had spun so far out of anything I understood that I couldn’t tell where my nerves ended and my arousal began. I only knew that I wanted more.

Nate worked his thumb in deeper and then slid two fingers in its place. I moaned as I licked and slurped at Summer’s puffy pussy, trying not to lose focus while her husband opened me up from behind. I worked my fingers deep inside her slit while Nate worked his fingers inside me, and the rhythm of it made me feel filthy in the best possible way. I was pleasing her while he prepared me, caught in the middle of their marriage like the dirty little secret I’d become.

He pulled his fingers out and brought them around for me to taste. I licked them clean without even thinking, and I trembled when he called me a good girl. The words hit me harder than they should have. My body reacted before my mind could catch up.

I heard a bottle of lube open and felt its slick drops greet my ass. Nate rubbed it around and worked it inside with his fingers. It was warm and wet and obscene, making every touch smoother, easier, more deliberate. I shouldn’t have wanted a guy to fuck my ass while I wore a slutty little dress, but I did. I wanted him to fuck me like the slutty girl Summer had made me out to be.

I felt his cockhead press against my ass.

“This is going to hurt,” he warned, and then he pushed in.

I cried out against Summer’s pussy as he buried his cock deep and hard inside me. The stretch was sharp at first, almost too much, and my hands gripped Summer’s thighs as my body tried to adjust. Then the pain blurred into pressure, and the pressure turned into something hot and full and terrifyingly good. He was inside me. Nate was actually inside me, fucking me while his wife watched.

“Fuck,” she moaned as she watched her husband fuck me from behind.

His hands were on my hips, holding me in place as he slammed into me over and over. His balls slapped against mine, and the sound made my whole face burn. I reached down for my cock, stroking it as he fucked me, unable to stop myself. Every thrust pushed me forward into Summer, and every gasp I made disappeared against her wet cunt.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be their dirty little slut. To be their sex toy. Nate slapped my ass, and Summer held my face buried between her legs. I licked and sucked while I stroked my cock, losing myself in the heat of her body and the rough, steady drive of his hips behind me. I wasn’t thinking like myself anymore. I wasn’t thinking like Brandon. I was thinking like Brandi, their dressed-up little plaything, made to take whatever they wanted to give me.

Summer was the first to come. Her hips rocked and her back arched as she let out a squeal. Her thighs tightened around my head, and her fingers twisted in my hair while her body trembled and glistened beautifully with sweat. I kept licking her through it, desperate to draw out every shiver, every helpless little sound.

I came next, shooting my load all over Summer’s bedsheets while Nate filled my ass with his long, thick cock. My orgasm tore through me before I was ready for it, leaving me shaking and breathless against her thigh. Nate pounded me harder, working his cock deeper inside me. Fuck, it felt so good. Summer stroked my face tenderly as he slammed in from behind, and the softness of her touch only made the roughness of him feel better.

“You’re doing so good,” she said. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of him.”

I tried. I tried so hard. Summer rested my head in her lap and ran her hands down my back while Nate kept fucking me. The two of them felt so good. So natural. Like I belonged between them forever. Like I’d been waiting for someone to strip away every excuse I’d ever made and show me exactly what I was willing to become.

“Fuck!” cried Nate as his cock swelled deep inside my ass.

I felt his hot, sticky come shoot deep until it had nowhere else to go. It spilled from my ass and down my balls, slowly dripping to the bed. His cock throbbed inside me as he collapsed against my back, heavy and sweaty and spent. His lips found his wife’s, and they kissed as he caught his breath, keeping me pinned between them like I was still part of the moment. Like I hadn’t been used and forgotten. Like I belonged there.

He pulled his cock out slowly and collapsed onto the bed. I fell to the other side, weak and shaking, my makeup probably ruined, my wig crooked, my body still humming from everything they’d done to me.

“Fuck, Summer. Where did you meet Brandi?” he asked.

“It’s a funny story,” she said. “She’s our next-door neighbor.”

“I thought a guy lived next door?” he asked, raising himself up on his elbow.

“I was a guy,” I replied. “Until today.”

“Well, Brandi,” he said, “how’d you like to be our girl when we’re feeling adventurous?”

“Just say the word and I’m there,” I said, surprised at my own conviction.

From then on, I dressed as a girl every time Summer ordered me to. I took Nate’s cock any time she ordered me to. I choked down his dick or ate her pussy or denied my orgasm any time she told me to. I was Summer and Nate’s plaything, dressed up and passed between them whenever they wanted me, and it was everything I never knew I wanted.
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