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Chapter One



“I don’t know, Silas, but I think he’s cheating on me,” Colette said softly. Her voice carried a tremor, and her deep blue eyes glistened with the kind of sadness that made my chest ache. She lowered her head, and her hair—long, thick, and the color of fire—slipped forward like a curtain. The bright strands framed the pale line of her neck and the gentle swell of her breasts, barely concealed by the low-cut blouse she wore. I fought to keep my gaze steady, but the soft shadowed valley of her cleavage pulled at me, a temptation I had no business indulging. And yet, with her eyes hidden behind that spill of hair, there seemed no safer place to look.

I would have done almost anything to make Colette mine. To me she was perfection incarnate, the ideal girl-next-door. Except she was closer than that, woven into my life in a way that made desire dangerous. Sweet in her demeanor but rumored to be feral in bed, she seemed both innocent and untouchable, a contradiction that haunted my every waking thought. At least that’s what Rylen always said with a laugh when he bragged about her.

And that was the trouble, the line I could never cross. Colette wasn’t just some neighbor I could charm into a date. She belonged to my best friend. Our closeness had always been shaped by that unyielding barrier. I might have dreamed of her lips, her touch, her sighs, but I could never betray Rylen. Not after everything he had been to me.

Rylen had been in my corner since freshman year. We were both eighteen now, and though the years had changed us, the bond remained. He kept bullies at bay, sat with me at lunch when no one else would, and never flinched at the ways I didn’t quite measure up to everyone else’s idea of a boy. My voice was too high, my frame too slight, my skin too smooth. The teasing had been relentless, but Rylen had never once treated me as anything other than his equal, his friend. That loyalty was the one thing I could never betray.

And yet, how could I not compare myself to him? Rylen was everything I wasn’t. Broad-shouldered, muscle-cut, the kind of boy who could make even straight guys question themselves. His face belonged on a movie poster—green eyes that glittered like emeralds when the light caught them, a mouth that curved into a smile that made every girl at school melt, and blond hair that forever fell into his eyes only for him to blow it back with an easy toss of his head. He was magnetic, impossible to ignore, and somehow he’d chosen Colette.

I sometimes wondered if he’d keep her after graduation. He could have anyone—girls lined up and waiting, women he hadn’t even met yet. Why would he tie himself down so soon? And yet he did. He stayed with her. Which is why, when Colette turned to me with worries about him pulling away, I wasn’t surprised. Not exactly.

“So what do you think?” she asked after a moment. She lifted her head, her eyes catching mine, and I forced myself not to stare at the soft swell of her chest rising with her breath. My teeth worried at my lower lip as I searched for the right words.

“I don’t know,” I said finally. “He’s my best friend. We tell each other everything. If he were cheating, he hasn’t breathed a word to me.”

“Oh.” Her shoulders sagged, her hair falling forward once more as she bowed her head. “He just seems… different. Distant. Maybe it isn’t another girl, but I can’t shake the feeling that something’s changed. I just wish I could be sure. The wondering…it’s starting to drive me crazy.”

I watched Colette’s expression tighten, every delicate feature drawing into a knot of unease. My chest ached for her, my heart reaching out in the places my hands couldn’t. I reached into the cooler at my feet and offered her a beer, gesturing to the battered patio chair opposite mine.

“Just something to take the edge off,” I said as casually as I could manage. “But you should really be talking about this with Rylen, not me.”

She accepted the bottle, her slender fingers brushing mine in a way that sent a charge through me. “Thanks. I know I should,” she murmured, “but I’m afraid if I ask him outright, he’ll feel insulted. What if I lost him over it?”

“It’s not worth agonizing over for days,” I told her, trying to sound wiser than I felt. The two of us sat in those cheap chairs, sipping slowly while the sky darkened, the horizon painted in the soft orange of a dying sun. Part of me wouldn’t have minded if they broke up. I couldn’t ever pursue Colette. Not openly, not without tearing my friendship with Rylen apart. But maybe in time her heart might wander closer to mine. Unless she found someone else first.

“You’re right,” she said after a pause. “I just wish there was some way I could know for certain before I said anything.”

“You can’t know anything for certain,” I replied. “Don’t let that doubt eat you alive.”

Her eyes caught the fading sunlight, a mirror of blue glass that seemed almost too clear. She worried her lower lip between her teeth, thoughtful, before her gaze sharpened and shifted. When she looked at me this time, her eyes had gone cold, calculating. They swept over me in a way they never had before, studying, assessing, stripping me down. And I felt a jolt of violation that frightened me as much as it thrilled.

“I think there’s a way I could know,” she said quietly.

My stomach fluttered. “How is that possible?”

“I could tempt him with someone,” she said. My mind reeled with images I didn’t want but couldn’t stop conjuring.

“Who exactly did you have in mind?”

“Well,” she said, leaning closer, “it would have to be someone I trust. Someone I really trust.” Her hand slipped onto my bare knee, her nails grazing lightly as her fingers trailed under the hem of my shorts. The touch was teasing, scandalous, and I nearly spilled my beer.

“I don’t know what you’re getting at,” I said, staring up at the awning to avoid her eyes. I took another sip of beer just to have something to do with my mouth. “I don’t know anyone I could suggest to you.”

“I think you do,” she whispered. Before I could stop her, she sank gracefully to her knees and pressed her lips to the inside of my thigh. Heat bloomed through me, shame and desire colliding, but I yanked my leg back, panicked. I couldn’t let this happen. I couldn’t be complicit in some twisted trap for Rylen.

“Come on,” she coaxed, her voice sing-song sweet, tempting.

I bolted from my chair and crossed to the patio railing, gripping the cold metal behind me as though I needed its support. My body trembled with the effort of restraint. “What do you want me to do?” I demanded, my voice shaking as much with arousal as with anger.

She straightened slowly, her lips curving into a smile that both unsettled and excited me. “I was thinking we could…dress you up.”

“As what?” The words tore out of me, smoke-hot and furious.

Her expression faltered, reading the storm in my face. “I didn’t mean anything by it,” she said quickly. “It’s just…you’ve always looked a little more feminine than most boys. And I trust you more than anyone, even Rylen.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, hotter than the setting sun. She had, with a single breath, insulted me in the exact way every bully in high school had—yet she had also elevated me above Rylen, placed her trust in me alone. That contradiction made my pulse hammer, shame warring with a strange, dizzy elation.

“That’s a ridiculous request,” I managed, though my voice cracked. “There’s no way I could fool him. Not even if I wanted to.”

She rose gracefully to her feet and moved toward me, each step measured, as if she knew I had nowhere to go. When she reached me, she planted her hands firmly on the railing on either side of my body, caging me in. Her face hovered inches from mine, so close that I could feel the faint warmth of her breath. Her breasts pressed against my narrow chest, their softness flattening against my slight frame, and it took every shred of restraint not to let my gaze dip downward.

“I could help you,” she whispered, her eyes wide and shimmering with a kind of dangerous hope. Her lips were parted, soft and waiting, and for one reckless instant I thought of leaning forward, of closing the impossible distance and claiming the kiss I had dreamed of for years. If Rylen hadn’t been my best friend, I would have devoured her mouth until the last of the daylight slipped away.

I dragged a hand through my hair and let out a shaky exhale. My thoughts swirled, unsteady. Was I really considering this? Letting her dress me up, parade me in front of Rylen like some experiment? The idea alone made my pulse stutter. Against my will, an image formed: me in a little dress, makeup on my face, my hair styled into something softer. I imagined trying to bat my lashes at Rylen, coy and teasing. The vision made me snort with laughter, the sound breaking through the tension.

But in that imagined scene, Rylen only lifted one of his thick brows in disbelief. What’s the worst that could happen? I could always say it was just a prank, another one of our stupid games. That excuse might save me if he recognized me right away.

What I didn’t realize, what I couldn’t have realized, was how much worse it would be if he didn’t.

“Alright,” I heard myself say, my voice quieter than I intended. “Turn me into a girl. Let’s find out if Rylen is cheating on you.”

Colette’s face lit up, her entire expression blooming with delight. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her cheek to my chest as though I had just given her a gift. For a moment, I let myself melt into her embrace. My arms circled her waist instinctively, holding her close, my heart pounding with a mixture of dread and forbidden thrill.

I lowered my nose to her hair, unable to resist. She smelled like lemons. Bright, clean, intoxicating. That scent alone made me dizzy. Lemons had always been my favorite, and on her it was devastating. I breathed her in, my lips grazing the crown of her head, and tried not to imagine how it would feel if she tilted her face up and gave me the kiss I craved.


Chapter Two



We agreed to meet again in a few days. That would give Colette time to choose an outfit, gather whatever she needed, and prepare her plan. It also gave me more time to think. Far more time than I wanted. Every morning, I woke in a fog of restless dreams, staring at the ceiling and wondering what in God’s name I had signed myself up for.

I’d be lying if I said the thought didn’t stir a dark, restless curiosity. Women’s clothing had always fascinated me in ways I never admitted. Panties especially were delicate, forbidden things I had never dared touch, let alone wear. Growing up, I’d been mocked for being too much of a girl. The memory of fists against my ribs and laughter in the locker room still echoed in my bones. After that, the last thing I wanted was to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing me actually dressed like one.

And yet… maybe there was more to Colette’s request than I first realized. Maybe this was my chance to explore something I’d buried for years. To cross the line into temptation and finally taste the thrill of becoming something I was never allowed to be. Deep down, I couldn’t deny it: I wanted to play dress-up. The very thought made my pulse race with both shame and desire.

But then came the guilt. Dressing like a girl meant I’d never be seen as masculine again. I’d never be accepted. I’d confirm every cruel word spat at me in high school. What if Rylen found out? What if everyone did?

Still, the more I thought, the more I realized how rare it was to have people like Rylen and Colette in my life. Neither of them had ever cared that I wasn’t built like other men. They didn’t care that my frame was slight, my voice soft, my skin smooth. They saw me as different, yes, but worth something. I could only hope Rylen wasn’t betraying Colette. She deserved more than heartbreak, even if his faithfulness meant my own chances with her were doomed.

For the next few days, I went to work with a secret burning in my chest. No one could know what I had agreed to. If any of them found out, if word ever got back to the wrong ears, I didn’t know how I’d live with myself. My love for Colette ran deep, but could I really put on a dress for her? Could I really let her mold me into the very thing that had been used to humiliate me?

By the time Colette and I met again, my nerves were raw, my hands trembling. Doubts stacked higher by the second, but she sensed them before I spoke a word. She reached for my arm, her fingers slender and warm, and gave me a reassuring squeeze.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly. “It’ll be all right.”

“I hope so,” I murmured, exhaling in defeat. “It’s hard enough becoming the very thing I was ridiculed for in school. It would be unbearable if people actually knew.”

Her eyes softened. “I won’t let that happen,” she promised. Then her lips curved, her voice dropping low enough to make my body stiffen. “Now… let’s go to the bedroom.”

The words hit me like a shock, making my cock twitch in betrayal. I knew what she meant. She meant clothes, makeup, transformation. But my mind leapt straight to undressing instead. My imagination flickered with images of her naked body, pale skin glowing against dark sheets. I ached to know her fully, the way Rylen did, and the thought alone made me dizzy with longing.

We slipped into my room, closing the door behind us. The familiar walls suddenly felt like dangerous new territory.

“I hope you don’t mind me being in here while you change,” she said carefully, rubbing her elbow as though she knew the weight of her request.

“No, that’s… that’s okay,” I replied, though the words stuck in my throat. In truth, I knew I was breaking an unspoken code with my best friend. I was about to undress in front of his girlfriend, all for the sake of deceiving him. Everything about it felt wrong, shameful, and treacherous.

But then she looked at me with those deep blue eyes, steady and unwavering, and the guilt dissolved like smoke. For her, I would forget everything else.

Colette’s smile deepened as she slipped the strap of her oversized shoulder bag down her arm. She bent at the waist to catch it before it fell, the hem of her blouse riding up just enough to reveal the soft curve of her lower back. My throat tightened at the glimpse, and then she straightened, setting the bag carefully on the bed.

The contents spilled out in a slow cascade, one item after another: a black strapless top, a short frayed denim skirt, a tangle of costume jewelry, glossy black heels, a dark wig, and a scattering of makeup compacts. My heart jolted against my ribs as if trying to escape, and my thoughts spun into wild catastrophes.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice gentle but tinged with mischief as her eyes flicked to my stricken expression.

I bit my lip, too nervous to say yes and too afraid to say no. Instead, I drew in a deep breath, reached for the hem of my loose T-shirt, and peeled it up over my head. The cotton landed in a heap on the floor between us.

Her gaze swept slowly over me—my narrow chest, my flat stomach—and for one harrowing moment I braced myself for her laughter. Instead, a faint flush rose to her cheeks. She turned her head, hiding her expression as though it betrayed something even she wasn’t ready to face. The sight of her embarrassment steadied me. If she could blush, then maybe I could bear the humiliation.

I unfastened my jeans, sliding them down my legs, my briefs following until I was bare. As I stepped out of them, a surge of shame coursed through me: Rylen’s girlfriend was about to see me naked. My small cock hung between my thighs, exposed, vulnerable, and entirely inadequate compared to his.

“What first?” I asked hoarsely, daring her to turn back, even as part of me wished she wouldn’t.

Colette reached into the bag and plucked out a scrap of crimson lace—a thong so delicate it looked absurd in her hand. She lifted her other hand to cover her eyes before offering it to me. I sighed in relief, grateful she wouldn’t witness this moment, grateful that maybe I could keep some small shred of dignity.

But as I stepped into the tiny garment, tugging it up my legs with awkward care, I felt her gaze return. She had dropped her hand, her eyes widening at the sight of me.

“Oh,” she breathed, startled. “I’m sorry.” She turned her body away quickly, as though giving me back my privacy.

Heat flared across my face. “It’s okay,” I managed, my voice strained. “You’re going to see most of me anyway.”

She hesitated, then turned back. Her eyes followed the slow motion of my hands as I drew the thong higher. The red string slid between the cheeks of my ass, the narrow triangle of lace stretching across my cock and balls but covering nothing. Her expression was unreadable—part hunger, part unease—and I wondered if she felt the same confusing blend of fear and desire that had me trembling.

She fumbled in the bag for the next piece. I expected a bra, but then remembered the black top she had laid out earlier. Strapless. Tight. Made for curves I didn’t have. She pressed it into my hands, and this time she didn’t turn away.

I slipped it on, the fabric clinging to my chest, leaving my midriff bare. Her eyes drifted lower, lingering on the outline of my cock straining awkwardly against the red lace. The guilt slammed into me then, heavy and familiar, the weight of betrayal. Rylen’s shadow hung over everything, threatening to crush the strange, budding thrill that had started to rise.

The top hugged me too tightly, accentuating my slightness, making me look even less like the boy I was supposed to be. My fingers skimmed over my stomach, self-conscious, vulnerable, almost trembling.

“You’ll get used to it,” Colette said softly. Her voice carried reassurance, but there was a flicker of something else there too—an intimacy that felt dangerous. She crouched beside the bed, searching again through the bag. “Before we put on the skirt,” she added, glancing at my legs with a small, knowing smile, “we’ll need to shave those long legs of yours.”

“What?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

“Well, I mean…you’re not very hairy to begin with,” Colette said carefully, her eyes sliding down my legs, “but if we want any chance at fooling Rylen, you’ll have to shave them.”

“You almost sound like you want him to cheat on you,” I said, narrowing my gaze in suspicion.

Her cheeks flamed scarlet, and for once her composure cracked. “No, it’s not that,” she stammered. “I just…I need to know for sure. I want to give him every possible chance to take the bait. And if he does—then I’ll know.”

“And I’m the bait?” I asked, raising a brow. My cock pulsed inside the red lace, the thong pressing tight against me. She noticed. Her gaze lingered long enough to make my blood run cold and hot all at once.

“You’re the bait,” she said with conviction. “Now, come on. Let’s shave.”

She led me to the bathroom and turned on the tap, filling the air with the hiss of running water. The scent of soap drifted between us as she guided me to sit on the edge of the tub. With almost clinical focus, she worked the lather over my legs, her hands smoothing over my skin in long strokes before drawing a soft pink razor up my calves and thighs. The sensation was strange, alien. My legs felt slick, my skin raw and vulnerable.

When she patted me dry, I couldn’t stop touching myself. My fingers grazed my thighs, sliding down my calves, marveling at how unnaturally smooth I had become. The touch raised goose bumps across my arms, my neck, even the back of my scalp. My spine stiffened and my pulse hammered in my ears.

“Now the skirt,” she said briskly, handing me the folded denim.

I tried to laugh, though my voice faltered. “There’s not much fabric here.”

“It’s perfect,” she countered, her tone more serious than I had ever heard. She was committed. Too committed. And suddenly, the weight of everything pressed down on me. What if she told Rylen what I had done? What if I lost not only Colette but my best friend as well? Worse, what if word spread that I had dressed like this? The shame would finish me.

The realization struck like a train. I had let lust blind me. In chasing the faintest possibility of Colette’s affection, I had walked straight into something I wasn’t sure I could escape. But looking at her, steady and determined, I knew backing out wasn’t an option anymore. She was ready to face the truth. I was her bait, whether I liked it or not.

I unfolded the skirt and drew it up my newly smooth legs. The denim rasped against my thighs, the harsh fabric making the silkiness of my skin feel even more obscene. I fastened it at the waist and tugged at the hem, but it barely covered my ass. I shifted uncomfortably, exposed, self-conscious, but trapped.

“I don’t know if this is going to work,” I muttered, hoping to plant some seed of doubt in her plan.

“It’s fine. It’s fine,” she said quickly, dismissing my fear with a flick of her hand.

I swallowed hard, but my gut told me she was wrong. Nothing about this was fine.

“You look perfect,” she said at last, her voice softened with awe. Her gaze swept over me with the deliberation of an artist inspecting a nearly finished canvas. “Step into these heels, and I’ll add the wig.”

I obeyed, sliding my feet into the tall black stilettos. The instant my weight settled into them, my calves flexed, my hips shifted, and my ass tilted higher. The transformation wasn’t just in how I looked, it was in how my body carried itself.

She lifted the wig, dark and sleek, and fitted it over my head with careful hands. Her face hovered inches from mine as she adjusted it, her breath ghosting across my lips. If I hadn’t been dolled up like some parody of a girl, I might have kissed her then. I wanted to. God help me, I wanted to.

Instead, she guided me back to the bed and pressed gently at my shoulder until I sat. From her bag came brushes, pencils, powders. An arsenal I had never seen up close. One by one, she wielded them with the concentration of a painter, brushing color onto my skin, lengthening my lashes, shaping my lips.

It felt endless. Layers upon layers, each new touch making me more alien to myself. When she finally stepped back, I lifted my eyes to the mirror.

My lips glowed a glossy pink. My lashes fanned dark and heavy. Framed by long, straight hair, my face was no longer mine. A girl stared back at me. A stranger.

Except…I wanted her.

My cock stirred against the lace, and my body broke into two warring halves: self-loathing on one side, feverish lust on the other. I couldn’t decide whether I wanted to rip the disguise away in shame or keep staring at this new reflection until I drowned in her.

Things were already unraveling. And I hadn’t even stepped in front of Rylen yet.


Chapter Three



The longer I stayed dressed in Colette’s chosen clothes, the more my body seemed to conform to them. It was unsettling. The skirt brushed my thighs in ways that felt too natural, the thong hugged me as though it belonged there. Each second made me more aware of how comfortable I was becoming, and that very comfort left me squirming with unease.

I slid into the passenger seat of Colette’s sedan, the leather cool against the backs of my bare thighs. A sharp gasp escaped me before I could stop it. The smoothness of my newly shaved skin pressed against the slick seat, sending a shiver straight through me.

Colette glanced over with raised brows, her lips twitching at the corners. “Enjoying yourself, are you?”

“Not one bit,” I lied quickly, forcing the pleasure back down, burying the flutter in my stomach as though it were something dangerous. “So, where are we going?”

“I’m dropping you off at the bar he goes to every night.”

That made my heart jolt. “And how do you know where he goes?”

Her hands tightened on the steering wheel. “I followed him,” she admitted, her voice thin. “That’s part of why I think he’s cheating on me.”

Her head dipped, shame dragging her gaze to her lap. For once she looked fragile, breakable. Without thinking, I reached across the console and laid my hand gently on her thigh. The warmth of her skin seeped into my palm as I gave her a reassuring squeeze. She lifted her head, managed a trembling smile, and brushed away the tear slipping down her cheek.

She started the engine, and we drove in silence through the dusky streets. When she pulled into the lot near the bar, she didn’t let herself look at me too long. “I’ll park at the business across the street,” she said. “Go inside. See what happens.”

I swallowed hard, nodded, and stepped out. My knees nearly buckled. What exactly was I supposed to do? If Rylen ignored me, maybe that would be proof enough. If he didn’t… God, what then?

I dragged a long breath through my clenched teeth and pushed the door open.

Before I was even fully inside, heads turned. At least ten men looked up. A whistle cut through the low thrum of music, followed by another. My bare arms prickled with goose bumps as a wave of attention crashed over me. Catcalls chased me like hands, invisible touches crawling along my skin.

My eyes swept the room, searching desperately for Rylen, and then found him in a back corner. Relief hit me like cool water when I realized he wasn’t with a girl, but with another guy, leaning close in quiet conversation. For a moment, I let myself breathe.

But before I could come up with any sort of plan, Rylen’s gaze found me. His eyes locked onto mine with sudden, startling intensity.

Shit.

I froze where I stood. He murmured something to his companion, then rose from his seat with unhurried confidence. My stomach flipped as I watched him weave through the crowd, his focus never breaking.

And then he was in front of me. Towering, magnetic, close enough that I felt his breath fan across my neck.

“My name is Rylen,” he said, his voice low, smooth, intimate. “Would you accompany me somewhere a little quieter?”

Fuck. He really was going to cheat on Colette. Anger flared inside me, tangled hopelessly with a flood of disappointment. She had been right, and the proof burned in my chest.

I forced a higher pitch into my voice, praying it sounded feminine. “Where did you have in mind?”

“My place,” he said without hesitation. He slid his arm beneath mine, guiding me toward the door with the easy authority of a man used to getting what he wanted. “You’re too hot to leave here surrounded by these guys.”

He looked at me then, his emerald eyes gleaming, and dragged his tongue across his bottom lip as though I were something waiting to be devoured.

My body betrayed me. I trembled at the heat of his touch, and my cock twitched in its lace prison, aching with forbidden excitement.

As if I weren’t already conflicted enough about being dressed in girly clothes, now I was trembling from the way my best friend’s touch lingered. Gentle, possessive, confusing in every way. Desire warred with dread inside me. I worried about what might happen once we reached his place, yet my body betrayed me, urging me forward. Against my better judgment, I slid into the passenger seat of his car anyway.

The interior smelled faintly of his cologne. Woodsy, sharp, undeniably masculine. My thighs pressed against the cool leather, and I shivered, pulling out my phone with unsteady fingers. I typed a quick message to Colette, my thumbs clumsy, my breath uneven.

Her reply came fast, the words sharp and furious on the screen: I’m on my way.

My stomach sank. My pulse rattled in my ears.

This isn’t going to end well, I thought, staring at the glow of my phone before shoving it back into my purse.


Chapter Four



We reached his apartment before Colette could arrive. The moment we stepped inside, familiarity washed over me. I’d been here countless times for movie nights, video games, and parties. So I knew every corner and curve of the place. Even the smell was the same: a mix of his cologne, leather, and something faintly woodsy that seemed to cling to him like a second skin.

But tonight, everything felt different.

As soon as the door shut, Rylen turned sharply and pinned me against the wall. My breath hitched. For a heartbeat, I thought my best friend was about to kiss me and my body, traitorous and trembling in its skirt and heels, almost wanted him to.

Instead, his voice cut through the charged air. It was stern, almost paternal, and far too direct.

“Now,” he said, his face inches from mine, “do you mind telling me what’s going on?”

My stomach flipped. “What do you mean?” I asked, avoiding his piercing green eyes. “You… you picked a hot girl up at a bar. Isn’t that obvious?”

“Oh really?” His expression hardened. “Then you won’t mind if I kiss you.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. My head gave the faintest shake, as if denying and agreeing at once. Before I could think better of it, his lips closed over mine. The heat of him seared through me, and to my own horror, I didn’t resist. I kissed him back. His breath grew heavier, his chest pressed hard against my slight frame, his strength pinning me as though I were delicate glass he could both shatter and protect.

Then he pulled away abruptly, his eyes wide with recognition. His jaw worked, struggling over words before he let them tumble out.

“Silas,” he said. “I know it’s you.”

My own eyes widened until it felt like my skull might split. “What? How…why did you kiss me if you knew?”

“Why were you following me?” His voice cracked with frustration. “Why are you dressed like this?”

My cheeks burned. “You’ve been distant with Colette. She thought you were cheating.”

“So your plan was to seduce me?”

“I—” My mouth opened, but nothing coherent came. “I don’t… I don’t know what I was—”

He let go of my arms and stepped back, dragging a hand through his thick blond hair. He exhaled, shoulders sagging, the weight of something heavy pressing on him.

“I’m sorry, man,” he said quietly. “She’s not completely wrong to think I was cheating.”

A chill raced over my skin, my awareness snapping back to the tiny denim skirt clinging to my hips, the lace digging between my cheeks. “Are you?” I asked, voice breaking.

“No,” he said quickly. Then again, slower. “No. Not in the way she thinks. I mean… I haven’t had sex. Not with women.”

The words slammed into me. I pressed myself harder against the wall, as if I could vanish into it. “What do you mean?”

His face dropped, all the bravado gone. He looked tired, worn thin by secrets.

“I’ve been with Colette for a long time,” he said, his voice low and frayed. “And I didn’t want to tell anyone what I was going through, because I’m still not completely sure myself. But I’ve… been attracted to men. I haven’t acted on it. Not yet. I still want Colette. I still desire her. But there’s this other part of me I don’t understand. Something I thought I could keep buried. Instead, I pushed her away.”

I peeled myself away from the wall and stepped toward him, my heels clicking faintly against the hardwood. My hand rose of its own accord, reaching for his as if I were his girlfriend instead of just his friend. “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my voice softer than I expected, almost pleading.

“What was there to tell?” His shoulders lifted, then dropped again, heavy with shame. “I might be bisexual, but I don’t want to lose Colette just to find out.”

The words fell between us like a key sliding into a lock. Everything suddenly made sense. I dropped my gaze to the floor, as though the pieces of the mystery were scattered there, waiting to be gathered. “This all makes so much sense,” I whispered. “I’m sorry we thought you were cheating.”

Rylen parted his lips, about to speak again, when furious pounding rattled the door. The sound made my chest tighten. I turned toward him, panic in my eyes. “I’m sorry,” I murmured.

“Let me in, you cheating motherfucker!” Colette’s voice rang out, wild and raw from the other side of the door. My heart twisted for Rylen. We had set him up, and now he had to face her rage before he was ready.

He strode to the door and opened it. Colette lunged forward, her fists striking his chest before he caught her wrists and pulled her inside, locking the door behind her.

“Colette, wait,” I said quickly, watching her fury spill over. “You were wrong about Rylen.”

Rylen held her steady, his voice low but steady as he explained himself. I hung my head in shame, guilt biting deep as he confessed aloud to his girlfriend what he had barely admitted to himself—that maybe, just maybe, he was bisexual.

Colette’s anger softened into something else. She wound her arms around his neck, threading her fingers through his hair, drawing him close until their foreheads touched. “If you need permission to experiment,” she whispered, her words a silk thread that still managed to slice through me, “I can give it to you.”

My face burned crimson as they kissed, their mouths moving together in quiet whispers. At first, I thought they were trading promises of love and forgiveness. But as their glances flicked toward my short denim skirt, my smooth legs, the wig framing my flushed face, I realized they were whispering about me. About what they might do with the boy-turned-girl who had stumbled into their secret.

Rylen turned then, his green eyes locking on me even as he spoke to Colette. “Now what are we going to do with the little homewrecker?”

Colette’s expression shifted into excitement, her lips curving into a smile that was both playful and dangerous. “She’ll need to be punished,” she said, her gaze sliding down my body slowly.

A cold shiver ran through me. What’s going on? My mind raced. Was Rylen still looking at me with desire? Could he really want me like this? But then it struck me: maybe this was easier for him. I wasn’t just a boy. Dressed this way, painted and smoothed, I was a bridge. A safer transition.

“I bet he’d like that,” Colette said, her eyes flicking back to me. She winked, wicked and knowing. My lips parted into a nervous smile, though my stomach knotted.

“You’ve been such a bad little slut,” she teased, her voice dropping to something dark and velvety. “And if you’re not careful, you’re going to get exactly what you deserve.”

My throat tightened. “What is that?” I whispered, barely able to speak.

“My cock in your tight little ass,” Rylen growled, his voice deeper and rougher than I had ever heard. It rumbled through me like thunder.

Every hair on the back of my neck stood on end. I had spent years pining after Colette, yearning for her body, her affection. But now, dressed as a girl, with Rylen staring at me with a lustful fire I had never seen in his eyes, I felt something shift inside me.

My body trembled, fear and desire twisting together until they were indistinguishable. He was breathing like an animal, hunger rolling off him in waves. And in that moment, as my cock twitched inside the lace, I realized what I wanted.

I wanted to feel like a real woman.

Colette slid gracefully to her knees, her skirt fanning around her as she reached for Rylen’s belt. With ease, she unfastened the buckle and tugged his jeans low on his hips. His briefs strained against him, the outline of his cock thick and undeniable. She slipped her fingers beneath the waistband, wiggled it free, and let his length spring into her hand. Then she turned her head toward me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief and command.

“Is that what you want, my little slut?” she asked, stroking him lazily. “You want this hard cock inside you?”

My throat went dry. I looked down at myself, at the tight black top hugging my chest, the denim skirt grazing my thighs, the thong pressing against me like a secret. In that moment, with the wig brushing my shoulders and my lips glossed pink, I felt disturbingly, convincingly like a woman.

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice higher, airier than I meant it to be. It came out like a coo, like submission.

Colette’s mouth curved in approval. “Good girl.”

She leaned forward and pressed her lips to Rylen’s swollen head, wrapping them around him. His chest rumbled with a low moan, his head tilting back as he surrendered to the sensation. His hands found her hair, threading through it the same way they had through mine earlier that morning. A pang of jealousy flickered through me. Jealousy and arousal, tangled so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

God, this is so hot, I thought, trembling. I was both an intruder and a participant, waiting hungrily for my turn while my body shook with raw need. Watching Colette worship his cock felt like watching a forbidden performance. Her throat opened, her lips stretched, her jaw worked as she took him deeper than I thought possible.

How is she doing that? I wondered, mesmerized as her throat flexed around him, swallowing him nearly whole without faltering.

She glanced up at him with wide, tear-bright eyes just as he looked down with a feral snarl. His hips thrust forward, deeper, harder, until his cock drove down her throat. The wet sound of it made my own cock twitch against the lace. A heat bloomed low in my belly as I imagined what it would be like to take him that way. To feel his thickness batter the back of my throat until I broke.

With a wet pop, she pulled off, saliva glistening on her lips. Rylen cupped her cheek, his thumb resting against her mouth in a gesture that was both tender and possessive.

“Get over here, homewrecker,” he growled, his eyes not leaving hers even as his words were meant for me.

I scrambled forward on shaky knees, settling beside Colette on the carpet. My heart slammed against my ribs, my palms damp as I waited for whatever command would come next.

“Kiss her,” he ordered.

The words made my pulse leap into my throat. I had dreamed of kissing Colette, tasting her lips for years, but now it wasn’t just allowed, it was demanded. The thrill of obedience tangled with the sweetness of desire as I turned toward her.

She met me halfway, her breath warm, her lips soft. When our mouths finally pressed together, I nearly sobbed with relief. Her tongue slipped between her lips, teasing mine, coaxing me into a kiss that felt like drowning and flying at once.

“Fuck,” Rylen groaned above us, his voice rough with arousal.

My head spun. Here I was, kissing the girl of my dreams at my best friend’s command, my heart pounding with both shame and ecstasy. I wondered if our friendship could survive this, if anything could. But there was no stopping now. The kiss had already rewritten us.

Colette moaned into my mouth before breaking away to lean forward and take Rylen into her throat again. I watched in awe as she devoured him inch by inch, her lips stretching, her hunger unashamed.

Then she pulled back, her lips wet and swollen, and turned his cock toward me. Her hand guided it until it hovered in front of my face. My breath caught.

I opened my mouth and took him in for the first time. Heat, salt, and hardness filled me. Rylen’s animal gaze burned into me, making me shiver as I wrapped my lips around him and tried to sink deeper. Almost immediately, I gagged, my throat rebelling.

Colette’s hand slid gently into my wig, petting my hair as though soothing me. “Good girl,” she whispered, her tone laced with both approval and command. “Suck my boyfriend’s big cock.”

Her words shot through me like lightning. A wave of heat rolled down my spine as she caressed me. I couldn’t believe it. I was being stroked, praised, owned by Colette while Rylen’s cock filled my mouth.

Then her touch hardened. Both her hands pressed against the back of my head, shoving me down farther onto him. My throat spasmed as I gagged loudly, yet I could still breathe through my nose, his musky scent flooding me. Just when I thought I would choke, she pulled me off with a sudden tug. I gasped for air, spit glistening on my lips, my chest heaving.

“Oh, fuck!” Rylen cried, his voice cracking with urgency. Colette gripped the back of my wig, guiding me as she pushed and pulled me onto his cock with ruthless rhythm. His body trembled, his hips jerking forward until he finally gasped, “Hang on, Colette. I’m going to cum.”

She pulled me off with a sharp tug, my lips wet and glistening, and laughed, wicked and delighted. “Not yet,” she teased.

Before I could catch my breath, she rose fluidly to her feet and took my hand, tugging me with her. My knees wobbled in the heels, but I followed obediently as she led me into the living room. With a sudden shove, she pressed me against the back of Rylen’s black leather sofa. The cool material pressed into my bare thighs, and then her mouth was on mine.

Her kiss was intoxicating. It was deep, hungry, possessive. Her hands roamed freely, sliding over the snug top that clung to my chest, skimming my waist, cupping the swell of my hips through the short denim skirt. My head spun as I surrendered to her, my tongue tangling with hers, tasting her sweetness and knowing Rylen was watching.

When I dared to look, he was standing over us, completely naked now, his cock slick and hard, his chest heaving. His eyes burned with intensity, devouring every second of the show we were giving him. For the first time, I understood how much he wanted this, how much they both did. And to my shock, I wanted it too.

Colette’s hands slipped under my skirt, her fingers grazing the lace that barely concealed me. She tugged my panties down to my knees in one swift motion, then trailed her fingertips up the smooth expanse of my thighs. A needy groan escaped me, echoed by Rylen’s low moan as he watched his girlfriend fondle her “new toy.”

Then Colette turned me around firmly by the shoulders, bending me forward over the sofa until my ass was arched high in the air, exposed. My cheek pressed against the leather as I braced myself, shivering.

I felt her sink behind me, her breath hot against my skin before her tongue slid between my cheeks. I gasped, my body jolting as she spread me open and licked me as though I had a pussy instead of the small cock straining beneath my skirt. For a dizzy moment, I pretended I did. That I was a real girl, Rylen’s girl, and my eyes fluttered shut in bliss.

If not for the throbbing hardness between my thighs, I would have doubted I was a man at all. My old life felt far away, unreal. Here, bent over and moaning, I was someone new.

Colette’s tongue worked me open, wet and insistent, until she slipped a finger inside. “Fuck!” I cried, my voice high and trembling, as she pushed deeper, finding places I didn’t know existed. She fingered me relentlessly, working me loose before adding a second. My body stretched, shuddered, and yielded to her, the pleasure making my toes curl inside the heels.

I moaned into the cushion, desperate, aching. She was preparing me. Preparing me for him.

At last, she pulled her fingers free, slick and glistening, and moved aside. When I looked back, she was standing near the sofa, watching me with a sultry smile. Her breasts strained against her shirt, her nipples visible through the fabric, and I ached to touch them.

Then I felt it—the blunt, swollen head of the cock I had just sucked, now pressing against my hole. My breath stuttered. Fuck, it’s so big.

“That’s a good girl,” Rylen whispered in a deep, growling voice that made me tremble.

“Yeah,” Colette purred, her voice heavy with arousal. “Look at her. Look how much she wants it.”

“I do,” I admitted, shame and need tangled together. My voice cracked, feminine and desperate.

Rylen’s palm came down hard on my ass, the smack echoing through the room. Pain flared, then melted into something electric as I moaned. Before the sound faded, he pushed forward, forcing the thick crown inside me.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my voice pitching high as my body stretched wider than I thought possible.

His cock filled me, splitting me open, and for a heartbeat, fear stabbed sharp and hot through me. But then it shifted, giving way to waves of molten pleasure that rolled through my body in steady, uncontrollable bursts. I whimpered, caught between pain and ecstasy, my cock twitching helplessly beneath the skirt.

Colette rushed to my side, her hand stroking through the wig, gentle and tender where Rylen was fierce. “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered, brushing the hair from my face. “You’ll feel good soon enough.”

Her touch grounded me, even as Rylen’s cock pushed deeper, claiming me in ways I had never dared imagine.

Then Colette pressed her lips to mine, her kiss sweet and insistent, and slid her tongue into my mouth. While I was distracted by her taste, Rylen took the opportunity to shove his cock deeper inside me.

“Ohhh!” I moaned into her kiss, the sound muffled by her tongue. She kept stroking my hair, slow and soothing, as though I were her delicate prize to guide through this.

Rylen’s hands clamped around my hips. He lifted the hem of my skirt higher, exposing me completely, then gripped my ass in both fists. His fingers dug into my flesh as he pulled me back onto his cock, forcing himself deeper with each thrust. Colette’s tongue swirled against mine, and I clung to her taut waist for support, my body suspended between their hunger.

When Rylen finally buried himself all the way inside me, Colette broke the kiss and stepped back. Her eyes flicked down to where his body was pressed into mine, then back up to my flushed face. She bit her lip, excitement sparkling in her gaze.

Rylen groaned, holding himself deep. His balls pressed against mine, his cock sheathed inside me to the hilt. “Fuck,” he cried, gritting his teeth. He tried to pull back slowly, but the sensation was too much—he had to stop several times, fighting for control. “What a naughty little homewrecker. What a dirty fucking slut,” he snarled, punctuating each insult with a hard slap to my ass.

I blushed furiously, humiliation burning through me even as pleasure curled tighter in my belly. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Colette shifting restlessly. She moved to a nearby chair, sat down, and slid a hand between her thighs, touching herself shamelessly as she watched her boyfriend take me.

“Get on the sofa,” Rylen commanded, his voice sharp with dominance. “Make our slut eat you out.”

Colette’s face lit up, her arousal plain. She crossed to the other side of the couch, reclining back and spreading her legs. I clambered up onto the cushions, awkward in my heels, and crawled until I was above her. She guided me lower, sliding her hips beneath me until my mouth hovered over her glistening sex. I lowered my lips to her, inhaling her scent before letting my tongue slip into her wetness.

“Fuck,” Rylen groaned from behind, watching as I buried my face between his girlfriend’s thighs. He started thrusting harder, his cock pistoning into me as my tongue licked her slit.

“Lick her pussy. Tease her clit,” he growled, driving deeper into my tight ass.

The command sent heat flooding through me. I circled her clit with my tongue, flicking it as she moaned and tangled her fingers in my wig. I couldn’t believe it—I was making Colette come while getting fucked by my best friend. It was wrong. So terribly wrong. And yet, it felt so impossibly right, like stumbling upon a hidden treasure I never should have touched but couldn’t let go of.

Rylen pounded into me harder, his thrusts slamming me forward, pressing my mouth deeper into Colette’s pussy. The three of us moved in frantic rhythm, a chaotic, perfect unison, until the sounds of our cries filled the room. I came first, spilling across the back of his sofa, my body convulsing. Colette clenched around my tongue, pulsing as she shuddered beneath me. A moment later, Rylen roared, releasing inside me, filling me so hot and deep I felt branded.

We collapsed together in a trembling heap, tangled and breathless. Sweat dampened my wig, my skirt was bunched around my waist, and Rylen’s cum dripped inside me as we lay against each other.

At last, Rylen pulled free, his chest heaving, and I lifted my head to look down at Colette. Her face was flushed, her lips parted, her eyes shining with mischief and satisfaction. I waited for someone—anyone—to break the silence.

Rylen raked a hand through his blond hair, nervous for the first time that night. But it was Colette who finally spoke, her tone playful and firm. “I don’t know about you two,” she said, standing to retrieve the jeans and panties she had tossed aside, “but I like this new arrangement.”

Relief poured from Rylen in a long sigh. He turned his gaze to me, longing and fear flickering together. “What about you, Silas? I hope this wasn’t too much.”

“Well,” I said, tugging at a long strand of the wig, my lips curling into a smile, “if I’m going to be your girl toy, I’m going to need a new name.”

“Selina!” Colette squealed, giggling.

“I like that,” Rylen said, his grin slow and hungry. He crossed the room, his cock still hanging between his thighs, and cupped my face in his hands. His eyes searched mine before he leaned in and kissed me—gentle this time, reverent. “I think you’ve been exactly what I’ve been looking for.”

My stomach flipped, heat blooming through me. I half expected Colette to be jealous, but she only watched, satisfied, as though her power came from orchestrating us both.

From that night forward, Rylen stopped flirting with strangers. Colette treated me less like a friend and more like a second partner. And me? My love and loyalty to Rylen deepened, even as my body learned new ways to yield to him.

Crossdressing became our private ritual, a secret I wore proudly for them in the bedroom. But sometimes, when I caught myself remembering the stares from the bar, the hungry eyes of other men, I wondered. I teased myself with the idea of stepping out into the world as Selina again. And when I did, I smiled.
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The room was still heavy with the scent of sex—salt, sweat, and something primal that clung to the air long after the last moan had faded. My body sagged between them, skirt bunched at my waist, wig slipping slightly askew, thighs trembling from the force of what had just happened. I felt raw, emptied, filled, and alive in ways I hadn’t thought possible.

Rylen’s cum was still warm inside me, slowly leaking down my thighs, and yet his hands were gentle now. He ran his fingers through the strands of my wig, tucking them back from my damp forehead, as if I were fragile porcelain he had to cradle.

“You did so well,” he murmured. His voice was different now, stripped of its growl, quiet and reverent. He kissed my temple and pressed his forehead to mine, and I realized he wasn’t just thanking me—he was claiming me.

Colette slipped in beside me, her body soft and warm, her lips brushing my ear. “That was beautiful,” she whispered. “Our beautiful Selina.” She said the name like it had always belonged to me. When she kissed my cheek, I closed my eyes, my chest swelling with something dangerously close to love.

For a long time, we simply held one another, tangled in sweat and aftershocks. It wasn’t lust anymore. It was something steadier, something grounding. I realized that I wasn’t just a friend to them now—I was a part of them, a piece they hadn’t known was missing.

Later, after we had showered together—Rylen washing me carefully, Colette teasing me with lingering touches—we dressed slowly, reluctantly, as if putting clothes back on meant returning to the world outside this new cocoon we had built.

Rylen sat on the edge of the bed, his hair damp, watching me slip the denim skirt back over my smooth thighs. His eyes were softer now, but still hungry. “I meant what I said earlier,” he told me. “You’re exactly what I’ve been looking for. I don’t want to hide from myself anymore. And I don’t want to hide from you.”

Colette curled against him, smiling like she’d orchestrated everything. “We’ll make it work,” she said firmly. “The three of us. I’ll share him, and I’ll share you, because I want both.” She kissed him, then leaned forward and kissed me. “And you belong here with us.”

My throat tightened, emotion thick and unexpected. “I… I’ve wanted this for so long,” I confessed. “To belong to both of you. To be her toy. To be his… girl.”

“Not Silas,” Colette teased, her voice sing-song. “Selina.”

The name hung in the air, and I let it settle into me, filling cracks I hadn’t known were there. I was Silas no longer—not here, not with them. With them, I was Selina, and it felt terrifyingly right.

That night became the first of many. Rylen stopped drifting into strangers’ arms, because he no longer needed to. Colette stopped doubting his desire, because she saw it burn every time he touched me. And me? I became their secret, their shared indulgence, their second partner in everything that mattered.

In time, I grew more daring. Crossdressing stopped being just a bedroom game. Sometimes I wore little touches outside—lip gloss, a pair of panties beneath my jeans, painted nails hidden in plain sight. And sometimes, late at night, I dreamed of going back to that bar. Of walking inside as Selina, head high, heels clicking, watching the men turn and stare.

For now, I was content in our hidden world, wrapped in their arms. But I carried the smile of that secret everywhere I went—the smile of a boy who had become their girl.

And I knew deep down this was only the beginning.
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