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Training the Neighbor Boy



She was the girl next door—the girl of my dreams, really. Piper. Even her name felt like something out of a story, something light and untouchable. She had long, flowing auburn hair that caught the sunlight and framed her face in loose, effortless waves. It seemed to shimmer whenever she tilted her head, cascading across her shoulders like strands spun from fire. And then there were her eyes. Piercing, impossibly green, the kind that made you believe they could see straight through you, past every flimsy defense, down to the secret parts of yourself you didn’t even admit to having.

Me? I was just the boy across the street. Or at least, I wanted to be. In truth, I was only a peeping, curious eighteen-year-old, one foot already out the door and ready for college, until Piper’s family moved into the house next door.

For nearly a year, that place had been a tomb of silence. Its windows were dark and lifeless, its lawn unkempt. Every time I looked out of my own second-floor bedroom window, I saw nothing but stillness, a cold vacancy that felt like it might last forever. And then, suddenly, there was light. A warm glow blooming in the upstairs bedroom across from mine. It was such a small thing, but to me, it was like the spark of a match in a cave. I didn’t know who had claimed that space yet, but I knew something had shifted.

And then I saw her. Once, twice, fleeting glimpses in the window before I understood that Piper now lived there. Tall. Slender. Skin so smooth and luminous it seemed to glow even through glass. Her face was soft yet striking, every angle touched with a kind of youthful perfection I had never seen up close before. When she leaned close to the pane, I realized how little separated us. Maybe ten feet, maybe less. But it may as well have been an ocean. She never looked my way, never noticed me, while I was already transfixed by her every movement.

I told myself it was going to be torture. Three long months until I left for university in September, three months of catching her gaze in passing, only to find it sliding right past me. At best, I imagined a handful of agonizingly awkward encounters. At worst, a summer of frustration. What I didn’t expect was that Piper would be far more trouble than I could have imagined.

I remember the moment I knew I was in over my head. Her family had been in the house barely a week when I saw her stretched out in the backyard, sunbathing in the smallest bikini I’d ever laid eyes on. Bright yellow, thin as a ribbon, leaving almost nothing to imagination. She wasn’t a highschool girl, that much I knew without question. There was something about her posture, the easy confidence in the way she moved, that told me she was older—college, maybe, or at least close. She didn’t have the restless insecurity of the girls I knew. She wasn’t fussing, fidgeting, trying too hard. Piper was calm. Effortless. Graceful.

And there she was, stretched on a towel with her sunglasses on, a book open lazily in her hands, as though putting her body on display for the sun was as natural as breathing. I was supposed to be mowing the lawn, but when I came back upstairs, sweaty and distracted, something pulled me toward the window. I rarely looked out at that side of the yard, but that day I did.

The sight knocked the air out of me.

Her long, toned legs glistened with a faint sheen of sun lotion, the curve of her calves tapering into delicate bare feet with pale, perfect soles. Her stomach was slim, her navel a soft hollow that rose and fell as she breathed. And then, of course, her breasts—too full, too heavy for the bikini top straining to contain them, a teasing promise of curves I had no business staring at. I leaned against the sill, biting my lip, running a nervous hand through my dark hair, my chest aching with want. My brown eyes locked on her figure as though I couldn’t look away, as though the sun itself had been captured in Piper’s body.

In that moment, she wasn’t just the girl next door. She was something untouchable, magnetic, dangerous.

So what if she was hot? It wasn’t like I was ever going to get anywhere with her. I might as well shove her out of my mind and focus on the girls who’d be at college in the fall, I told myself, tearing my gaze from the window and sinking back into the shadows of my room.

But I couldn’t help it. A few minutes later I was back at the sill, palms braced on the wood, peering out as if I were tethered to that view. My heart thumped as though I were doing something criminal, caught in the gravitational pull of the girl next door.

This time, though, the sight that met me was almost too much to process. Piper had undone her bikini top. The thin yellow fabric had fallen uselessly to either side, leaving her breasts bare in the early summer sunlight. They seemed to glow, impossibly full and perfectly shaped, with areolas a neat blush of pinkish tan and nipples that looked as if they were carved just to torment me.

“Fuck,” I breathed, the word escaping in a hoarse moan that was equal parts arousal and pain.

I knew a girl like her would never give me the time of day. I knew because girls like Piper never had. Back in school, I’d been invisible at best, a punchline at worst. I was eighteen, five-foot-three, skinny as hell, and still a virgin—not because I hadn’t tried, but because every time I thought I might have a chance, it collapsed before it could begin. A date or two, maybe a kiss if I was lucky, but nothing more. No girl had ever gone down on me, let alone taken me seriously enough to stick around.

They always seemed to figure it out quickly. That I wasn’t worth their time. One after another, they’d cut me loose with polite excuses or blunt honesty that still stung when I thought about it. I’d picked myself apart, searching for the flaw. Was it the way I dressed? My too-thin frame? The way I never managed to sound as confident as I tried to look? I lifted weights, changed my clothes, practiced standing taller in the mirror, but it never changed the way they saw me. A little brother. A stand-in friend. Harmless.

And that was the real insult: harmless. My short stature and slight build stripped me of any chance at being seen as a “real” guy. One girl had even laughed nervously when I asked her out, telling me she was flattered but I was just “too feminine.” I’d smiled, pretended it didn’t sting, but it did. It left me wondering if my very existence somehow invited cruelty—if girls were only so brutally honest with me because they never saw me as a threat. Because I was the safe one, the non-man, the little brother.

So looking at Piper now—at her perfect, sunlit breasts displayed so casually, as if they were nothing more than skin to be bronzed—almost made me angry. Angry at how unreachable she was, at how unfair it felt that beauty like hers could exist so close to me and yet so impossibly out of reach.

But in the end, anger lost. Arousal always won.

I bit down on my lower lip until I thought I might break the skin, heat flooding through me as I whispered another, “Fuck…”

This time I didn’t hesitate. I turned away from the window just long enough to twist the lock on my bedroom door, heart hammering as if someone were about to storm in on me. Then I crouched low, keeping the lower half of my body hidden below the sill, and shoved my jeans open with fumbling fingers. My cock was already hard, straining, twitching with need. I wrapped my hand around it and began to stroke, slow at first, then faster, the dry friction stinging in just the right way as I worked my short shaft and ruddy, swollen head. My balls tightened, bouncing with each pull of my fist.

“Fuck…” I groaned again, eyes glued to her across the yard, praying she might roll onto her stomach, praying she might tug down that bikini bottom and give me more. The thought alone made my thighs tremble. I knew if she did—if I caught even a glimpse of what was hidden beneath that scrap of fabric—I’d lose it instantly. I’d spill hard and fast all over my wall before I even had the chance to grab a sock or tissue, before I could control a single thing about it.

Piper didn’t flip over, and in the end that was probably just as well. My dick was already rock hard, my balls drawing tight against my body as climax rushed at me like a breaking wave. I couldn’t stop replaying how incredible she looked—her skin lit by sunlight, her breasts bare and perfect, as if her body had been designed to torment me. I wanted to hold on, to stretch out the moment, to keep watching her even as release bore down on me.

But then it was too late. The pressure ballooned at the base of my shaft, and my whole body tightened in response. My eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched, breath coming in ragged gasps as the sharp, electric pleasure ripped through me.

“Oh… fuck,” I growled under my breath, my body hunching forward as hot, white ropes of cum exploded from me, splattering the wall in front of me. My fist jerked around my cock, milking it through every pulse, every surge. “Fuck,” I groaned again, but this time in frustration, watching helplessly as the wall was streaked with sticky white lines. The damage was done. My orgasm had left its mark, and there was no undoing it.

I sagged forward, panting, my chest heaving as I gripped my shaft, now wet and slick from my own release. My cum coated the tip, dripping down my fist, the evidence of just how easily Piper had undone me. And yet, even in the afterglow, the shame hit just as hard as the pleasure had. Because as much as I’d wanted that release, I knew what I held in my hand—a short, skinny cock that any girl like Piper would probably laugh at. A dick that seemed destined to disappoint, just like I always had.

I let out a shaky breath, trying to pull myself together. Right then and there, I swore I’d never look at her again, no matter what. Even if she were lying in her backyard completely nude, I’d keep my distance. I’d prove I didn’t care. That’s what I told myself.

But the lie didn’t hold long. Later that same day I saw her again, glistening in the fading light, rubbing oil into her nearly bare body, the tiny bikini clinging to her curves as she turned over onto her stomach. She never removed the bottom, but even that sliver of movement was enough to make my pulse spike again. I clenched my fists, forced myself to look away, convincing myself over and over that I was done with Piper.

And for a little while, I actually managed it.

Until one evening.

I was slouched in the chair at my desk, scrolling aimlessly through an app on my phone. My old laptop sat nearby, mostly abandoned—too outdated for games, too sluggish for anything else. The desk itself sat partly in front of my bedroom window, but I wasn’t paying attention to the view. My focus was buried in the glow of my phone, blissfully unaware of what was happening on the other side of the glass.

I didn’t notice when Piper’s bedroom light flicked on. I didn’t notice when she slid open her own window. She leaned out casually, talking down to a friend who had stopped on the sidewalk below. From her angle, she must’ve been able to see me perfectly—sitting there, head bent, pretending at indifference. I had no idea.

Not until something small tapped against my window.

I blinked, startled, glancing up. And there she was. Piper. Looking directly at me.

Her arms rested casually across her windowsill, her face half-shadowed by the deepening dusk. She looked impossibly composed, almost statuesque, her cool expression betraying no effort at all. My brow furrowed in confusion.

She lifted one hand and gave a small, deliberate wave.

I froze, then stupidly jabbed my finger at my chest, mouthing, “Me?” as though she could have meant anyone else.

Piper laughed. Actually laughed at me. And in that instant her whole face transformed. Dimples flashed on her cheeks, her lips curving in a way that was devastating in its simplicity. And those eyes—those impossible green eyes—seemed to shine brighter than ever, cutting through the distance between us. Even in the dim light, they glowed like emeralds scattered on fresh grass.

I didn’t know what to do. Piper was the hottest girl I’d ever seen in my life, the kind of girl who should have been light-years out of my reach. Yet here she was—waving at me, smiling, tossing things at my window just to get my attention.

It didn’t make sense. It felt too good to be true.

When she made a little motion—tilting her head and pretending to lift an invisible window—I realized she was signaling for me to open mine. My stomach dropped.

I froze, caught between panic and possibility. I’d already tortured myself enough over her, watching from a distance, wracked with the memory of her bare chest in the backyard. The last thing I needed was to get my hopes up that she actually wanted to talk to me. For all I knew, she thought I was a girl. The moment I leaned out far enough for her to really see me, she might laugh and say, “Oh, sorry, I didn’t know you were a boy!”

Still, despite every warning in my head, I was too desperate—and maybe too much of a hopeless romantic—to ignore her. My fingers hesitated at the frame, then slowly pushed the glass upward until the evening air drifted in. Piper lifted her hand again in a wave, her lips curling into a casual, easy smile.

“Hey,” she said.

“Uh… hi,” I answered, my voice cracking more than I wanted. “Were… were you trying to talk to me?”

“Nah, I was just messing with you,” she said, deadpan.

Her voice caught me off guard. It wasn’t what I had imagined at all. I’d half expected something high-pitched and sing-song, the kind of voice that made a girl sound innocent by default. Piper’s voice wasn’t deep or masculine—not at all—but it carried a raspier edge, something ordinary, grounded, and somehow even more alluring than the angelic tone I’d foolishly projected onto her. It made her real, and that was both thrilling and terrifying.

“Oh,” I said, my shoulders falling. “Sorry, then.”

I started to close my window again, humiliated by how easily I’d taken the bait.

But then Piper laughed—wild, bright, unrestrained. She shook her head, auburn hair brushing her shoulders. “Hey, relax. I was kidding. I was trying to talk to you.”

I froze mid-motion, then gave an awkward, nervous chuckle as I left the window open. “Oh. Cool.” My voice cracked again, and I shrugged to cover it.

Her eyes glinted, amused, as she rested her arms against the sill. “So… are you in high school? Or junior high?”

The words stabbed sharper than I expected.

“Um, I’m in college,” I said quickly, forcing a steady tone, though the defensive edge was hard to hide.

“College?” Piper raised her brows, clearly intrigued. “Nice. Me too. You go to the university over here?” She gestured casually with her thumb over her shoulder, toward the direction of campus.

I nodded before I could overthink it, though the truth was I hadn’t even started yet. I didn’t dare clarify.

“I’m about to graduate this fall,” she said with a little flick of pride.

“Wow. So you’re, like… twenty-something?” I asked, more curious than casual.

“Twenty-two,” she answered with a smile that made my chest ache.

Fuck. Twenty-two? Hot, older, out of my league. As if she wasn’t already unattainable, somehow this made her feel even further away. And yet, impossibly, even more attractive.

“What about you?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Uh… twenty,” I lied, the word sticking to my tongue with hesitation.

Her eyes scanned me, and I knew instantly she didn’t buy it. “Really? You don’t look twenty.”

“Oh? I didn’t know everyone who was twenty had to look the same,” I shot back, a little sharper than I intended, my defensiveness slipping through. My chest burned with the fear she’d see right through me—not just the lie, but everything. The truth: that I was barely eighteen, that I was fragile in ways I hated to admit, that I didn’t belong in the same breath as her.

Piper giggled softly, leaning closer, the corners of her mouth lifting in amusement. “I don’t know. You just have this… innocent look. Like you haven’t really seen or done anything yet.”

Her words stung, but the sparkle in her eyes made it impossible not to feel both humiliated and enthralled all at once.

I wasn’t entirely sure what she was getting at, but I could only guess she was implying the obvious—that I was a virgin. Once upon a time, that kind of remark would’ve sent my face burning red, made me stammer in embarrassment as I scrambled to insist there was nothing wrong with it. But not this time.

Something about Piper stripped that instinct away. She made me feel like I had to lie, like honesty would only seal my fate. I was too drawn to her, too captivated by the possibility that she might see me as more than the awkward boy next door. Around Piper, I felt reckless, brash, even bold in ways I never was. She made me want to gamble everything—made me want to say or do whatever it took to keep her attention.

“Well, you’re wrong,” I said, tilting my chin up just slightly, trying to mask my nerves with a thin coat of arrogance. “Let’s just say… I’ve done a lot.” The words sounded hollow, absurd even, the kind of thing that would look pathetic coming out of my mouth. And maybe it did. But in that moment, I didn’t care.

What did I really have to lose? Worst-case scenario, I’d leave for college in a few months and never see Piper again. I’d always have the memory of her sunbathing topless in the backyard, an image forever etched in my brain, one I could call on whenever I wanted. Best case? She might be the girl who finally changed everything for me—the girl who ended the drought, who let me cross the line I’d been stuck behind for too long.

Piper laughed at my bravado, her lips curving as she rolled her eyes. “Well, when you say it like that…” she teased.

Desperate to steer the conversation somewhere—anywhere—I blurted out, “So… where’s your boyfriend?” The words tumbled out clumsily, the opposite of smooth.

Piper’s brow furrowed, and she shook her head. “I don’t have one.”

“Interesting,” I said, the word hanging awkwardly in the air.

Her laugh came again, easy and melodic, and my heart jumped. It didn’t matter how foolish I sounded—she was laughing with me, not at me. I told myself that meant something. I could almost feel the chemistry sparking between us, real and tangible, even if it was all in my head.

My imagination ran ahead, painting pictures of Piper and me together: walking side by side with our hands intertwined, lying tangled in the dark while music hummed low in the background, making love in a way that was tender and overwhelming. Each image felt dangerously close, almost possible, as if speaking to her at the window had already opened a door I’d never dared to knock on before.

“Well, I mean…” Piper continued, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair from her face, “there is this guy, but… it’s complicated.”

Her words struck like a dagger—quick, precise, and cruelly effective. I swallowed against the sharp pang in my chest. Still, I forced myself to welcome it. Better to hear it now than to spend the whole summer building castles in the air, only to watch them crumble when I learned about him later.

“That’s cool,” I said, though it came out flat, hollow. “What’s his name?”

“Scott,” she replied. Her voice was so nonchalant it twisted the knife deeper. “We’re not really together, though—just hooking up here and there.” She shrugged, like it was barely worth mentioning, then turned her green eyes back on me. “What’s yours, anyway?”

“Uh… Adam,” I managed, trying to sound calm, trying not to think about the image she had just given me: Piper, with Scott, in the heat of sex. The thought made my cock swell painfully in my jeans, straining against the fabric. Thankfully the desk and the angle of the window kept me hidden, though the ache was impossible to ignore.

“Well, I’m Piper,” she said with a sly smile.

“I know,” I blurted before I could stop myself.

“Oh yeah?” she replied, her tone unreadable, not quite surprised, not quite suspicious.

“My parents told me,” I explained quickly, fumbling for something plausible. “I guess they must’ve talked to yours.”

“Yeah, probably,” Piper said with a shrug. “They probably told you I live here, too. But honestly, I’m just here until the year starts back up again. Then it’s back to my apartment in town. Thank fuck.”

The profanity startled me, but not in a bad way. There was something deliciously jarring about hearing that word slip so casually from her lips. Her voice carried it with that faint rasp, making it sound rougher, more grown, like an edge hidden beneath her soft exterior. Those lips—pink, full, deceptively innocent—had just shaped the word fuck, and I couldn’t stop imagining what else they might shape.

In that instant, Piper became more complicated than the fantasy girl I had been building in my head. She wasn’t some flawless angel or Instagram-perfect model. She had an edge, a sharpness, something raw and real I hadn’t expected. She was less a dream and more a puzzle.

And I had no idea just how wrong my assumptions about her were going to be.

“So, what about you? Where’s your girlfriend?” Piper asked, her tone teasing, almost mocking.

“Um… I, uh…” My hand went automatically to the back of my neck, rubbing at the skin as though the gesture could buy me time. The truth was humiliating: I didn’t have a girlfriend. I never had. But the idea of admitting that in front of her—this impossibly gorgeous girl with her emerald eyes and careless smirk—was unbearable. I didn’t want to lie and invent some fantasy relationship, but I also didn’t want to look like a total loser. So what came out instead was a mess of stutters and half-formed words, an awkward silence strung together by nervous breaths.

Piper tilted her head slightly, studying me with that maddening little smile, the kind that told me she knew exactly what I wasn’t saying. She didn’t need my confession. She already understood. Virgin. Amateur. Boy.

“Oh,” she said, and then her lips curved wider. “I get it.”

She winked, though whether it was playful, kind, or cruel, I couldn’t tell. The gesture left me spinning.

And then, without missing a beat, she said, “So… you should come over sometime—maybe now, if you want.”

Her words slammed into me like a jolt of electricity. There was no build-up, no transition, no flirtatious easing into the suggestion. Just direct, blunt invitation—another thing that seemed to define her, I would later realize. My pulse spiked, adrenaline flooding through me.

“Um, okay,” I said too quickly, tripping over the word. “Just, um… give me a minute.”

“Just come through the front door and upstairs,” Piper said, her voice slipping into something low and sultry. “Nobody else is home.”

Fuck. My brain went haywire. Does she want to have sex with me? Is she screwing with me? Am I about to make the biggest fool of my life?

I forced a smile, pretending I was cooler than I felt, and closed my window. The moment I was alone, I bolted for the bathroom.

I don’t know why the first thing that came to mind was a shower, but I cranked the water on and jumped in. My hands flew over my body, scrubbing, shaving, fixing. I shaved the faint stubble on my cheeks and jaw, then my chest, then—God help me—the patch of hair around the base of my cock. I didn’t stop until I was smooth, bald, and slick everywhere, as if Piper would be taking notes on every square inch of me. My heart hammered the entire time, but my thoughts were frantic and focused on one goal: don’t fuck this up.

I toweled off quickly, dabbing cologne onto my neck and wrists, then scrambled to dress. For reasons I still can’t explain, I pulled on khakis, a t-shirt, and layered a powder-blue button-down over it. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and groaned. I looked less like a guy about to hook up with the hottest girl he’d ever met and more like an intern heading to his first office job. But I didn’t have the guts or the time to change. I told myself Piper might like the “clean and put-together” look, even if I felt like a fraud.

By then, it was too late to overthink it further.

I slipped out my front door, crossed the two lawns in a blur, and stepped into hers.

Immediately, I was struck by the strange aura every house but your own seems to have—that mix of unfamiliar scents and furniture arrangements that makes everything feel foreign. Hardwood floors gleamed under my sneakers, a maple banister wound upward, and the place felt like a carefully renovated antique, polished but still carrying history in its bones.

I started up the stairs when Piper suddenly appeared in the hallway above, leaning out just enough to smirk at me. “Come on, slowpoke.”

“Coming,” I muttered, my throat dry.

Up until now, some part of me had still convinced itself that Piper was a dream, a hallucination conjured by teenage lust and wishful thinking. But standing inside her house, watching her auburn hair catch the hallway light as she teased me from the top of the stairs—she became terrifyingly, overwhelmingly real.

I rounded the landing and followed her into the hallway. My pulse thundered as I reached the doorway to her room.

The sight stopped me cold.

Soft, ambient music floated through the air, blending with the hush of a breeze that slipped in through the open window. Lemon-colored sheer curtains lifted and swayed lazily, lit gold by the late afternoon sun pouring through the glass. Light streaked across the hardwood floor in warm beams that made the space glow.

And there, in the middle of it all, Piper sat cross-legged on her bed, a book in her lap, flipping through pages with the same casual grace she carried everywhere.

Fuck, I thought, gripping the doorframe for balance. I can’t do this. She’s too hot. She’s way too hot. I’m going to look like a complete idiot. She’s going to expect me to know what I’m doing, to touch her, to go down on her—and I’m going to ruin it. She’s going to know immediately I’m nothing but a fake.

The panic rose alongside the desire, and I stood there, frozen, torn between running and stepping forward into whatever came next.

“Hey,” Piper said, her voice light, almost indifferent, as her eyes flicked up from her book before drifting lazily back down to it.

“What took you so long? And why are you dressed up?” She laughed, the sound teasing, lilting, as though she knew exactly how much effort I’d put in.

“Um, oh… I was just—” I ran a nervous hand through my still-damp hair, trying to look casual, though every gesture betrayed how hard I was overthinking.

“Did you take a shower?” she asked, raising a brow.

“Yeah, I just… it wasn’t a big deal,” I muttered, trying to shrug it off, though the heat rushed to my cheeks.

Her lips curved. “Well, that’s probably a good idea.”

Shit. My heart thudded. She just confirmed it—we’re going to have sex. The thought made my blood rush hot in my veins, my pulse hammering in my ears.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said suddenly, lifting her head. Her green eyes locked onto mine, steady and impossible to look away from. She crooked a finger, beckoning me closer.

I obeyed before I even realized I was moving, stepping forward until I perched on the edge of her bed.

“I want you to let me know if I’m a bad kisser, okay?” Piper asked, her lips quirking with mischief.

Before I could respond, her hand was on my chin, cool fingers cradling me as she leaned in. Her mouth pressed to mine, soft and warm. The faint scent of vanilla perfume wrapped around me, dizzying, and then I tasted her—sweet, electric, addictive. My cock stirred instantly, swelling hard against the confines of my khakis as her lips parted, her tongue sliding into my mouth with an ease that stole the breath from me.

By the time she pulled back, I was already ruined. She smiled like she knew it. “Well?”

“Um… fuck,” I exhaled, blinking. “You’re… you’re an amazing kisser. Definitely.”

Her laugh was light and triumphant. “Yeah? So are you!” she chirped, as though it were a foregone conclusion.

Then, with that same sly brightness, she tilted her head. “So, I want you to do me a favor. Will you?”

Normally, I would’ve asked what it was first. Normally, I would’ve been cautious, suspicious even. But there was nothing normal about Piper. Not her kiss. Not the way she looked at me, like I was already in her pocket. I was lost—helpless to her pull, reduced to nothing but a puppet on strings. She could have asked me to do anything, and I would have nodded like the fool I was.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding without hesitation. “Whatever you want.”

“Good,” she said, her eyes sparking. “See, you and I have a really similar build, and I want to see what some of my clothes look like on someone else. So, I just want you to model a few things for me. Will you?”

Her words sank in slowly, like ice water poured down the back of my neck.

“You want me to… wear girl clothes?” I asked, cocking a brow, though my voice wavered.

“Well, yeah,” Piper replied, her smile widening. “Nobody will know.” She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial purr. “And besides… you’ll get a big reward if you do all my little favors.”

My head swam. I’d never worn women’s clothing—had never even imagined it—but Piper’s suggestion slipped inside me like a key in a lock. I immediately began working to justify it to myself. They were just clothes, weren’t they? Fabric. Cotton. Thread. No different from what I wore every day. If Piper wanted this, if it excited her, wasn’t that all that mattered?

Piper clasped her hands together, eyes bright with anticipation, as though this was something she’d been waiting to spring on me from the very beginning. She nearly bounced with excitement as she darted to her closet, rifling through hangers before pulling out an armful of fabric.

One by one, she tossed items onto the bed beside me. My heart jolted when I saw them—a flutter of skirts, the curve of a bra, and, unmistakably, a pair of pink cotton panties.

For a moment I told myself they must have been caught in the bundle by accident. But the thought of them—of those panties snug against Piper’s body—was enough to make my breath stutter, my throat dry. My cock swelled, straining harder against my pants as I pictured her wearing them.

And then she shattered the illusion of accident with a single line.

“Start with those panties,” Piper said, her voice playful but firm. “Go ahead and put them on for me.”

The blood roared in my ears. Any hope that this was some misunderstanding vanished. She wasn’t teasing by accident. This was deliberate. This was real.

“Um… these?” I asked, my voice catching as I reluctantly lifted the coveted pink panties into the air between two fingers. They felt impossibly delicate, soft cotton that seemed far too intimate for me to even be holding.

Piper glanced back over her shoulder from the closet, her expression cool and unreadable. “Yeah, those are the ones,” she said evenly. “I want to see what they look like on you.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost businesslike, as though she’d asked me to try on a jacket instead of women’s underwear.

“You mean… you want me to put them on? Like… take off all my clothes and wear these?” I asked, my throat dry.

“Yes. Exactly,” Piper replied without hesitation. Then, with a smirk tugging at her lips, she added, “Unless you’d rather wear these.”

She stepped out from the doorway of her closet, turning to face me. Slowly, deliberately, her thumbs slid into the waistband of her denim shorts. She shimmied them down her long, slender legs, revealing the snug white cotton panties stretched across her hips. My breath caught as she hooked her thumbs beneath them next, biting her lip as her eyes locked onto mine.

And then—down they went.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my voice breaking as her most private self came into view. A neat little strip of carefully trimmed, light brown hair sat just above the soft curve of her mound. Below it, the delicate split of her pale-pink lips, plump and inviting, made my cock throb so hard it ached.

Panic flared in me at the same time as desire. I’d never been so afraid of losing control, of actually cumming in my pants before anything even happened. Pre-cum slicked the tip of my cock in thick beads, soaking into my khakis until the dampness spread, threatening to betray me.

Piper only grinned, as though she could read every frantic thought. With a flick of her wrist, she tossed the panties she’d just removed at me. They hit my face before falling into my lap.

I grabbed them clumsily, staring at the still-warm cotton in my hands. Piper smirked, her green eyes flashing with amusement.

“Now,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “Go ahead and get them on already.” Then, with a casual shrug, she added, “Don’t worry. I won’t watch, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

She turned back toward her closet, bending to gather more clothes from the floor. But the movement only gave me a perfect view of her from behind. Her tight, smooth ass parted just enough for me to glimpse the soft pink of her lips again, and—God help me—the darker rosebud of her asshole.

At that point, I stopped thinking altogether. Hesitation was impossible. Every nerve in my body screamed at me to obey her, to do whatever it took to stay in this moment. My virginity, my awkward inexperience, all of it felt like it was teetering on the edge of oblivion. Piper wasn’t just offering me something—I was convinced she was about to take it.

I stripped quickly, tearing out of my clothes until I stood in nothing but my boxers. My cock strained so hard against the fabric that it looked painful, the wet spot spreading wider at the tip. There was no hiding it—not in my underwear, and certainly not in the tiny panties waiting for me on the bed.

She’ll see it’s hard, I thought wildly, and then she’ll want to do something about it. It’s perfect.

With a grin that felt both terrified and reckless, I shoved my boxers down my legs, relishing the insane fact that I was completely naked in Piper’s bedroom. My cock jutted out in front of me, flushed red and glistening with pre-cum. I could barely breathe as I stared at her—still bent over, still casually shifting clothes around—as if this wasn’t the most unreal moment of my life.

“Are they on yet?” Piper called, her voice lilting with a teasing note. “I’m turning around,” she warned, giggling.

“Wait, wait!” I stammered, fumbling as I snatched the panties up. I pulled them frantically over my legs and hips, struggling against the smallness of the fabric. By the time Piper straightened and turned, I had managed to tug them into place.

The elastic waistband sat high against my stomach, but the thin cotton was stretched so far forward that it barely touched my skin anywhere else. My cock formed a ridiculous tent, the outline of the shaft painfully obvious, the head pressing forward to create a damp, spreading stain of pre-cum.

Heat rushed to my face. I glanced toward the mirror across the room, catching a glimpse of myself. The image was surreal: my bare chest, my trembling legs, and those dainty pink panties warped obscenely by the thick pole of my cock.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe it was me.

And I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted Piper to look—and approve.

Piper giggled, her eyes glinting as she looked me over. “Nice hard-on,” she said dryly, stepping closer until I could smell her perfume again. “It’s really ruining the illusion, though. Isn’t there any way for you to get rid of it?”

Her tone was light, but there was an edge of mock annoyance in it, as if my erection were an inconvenience she hadn’t accounted for. The way she said it—so casual, so commanding—made my pulse pound harder. But how could she blame me?

“Um, well, I mean…” I stammered, forcing a pacifying grin. “Once you got naked I just kind of… couldn’t help it.”

She rolled her eyes and flicked her hand dismissively, as though brushing away my excuse. “Turn around for me. I want to see your backside.”

Her tone carried a faint irritation, and I obeyed quickly, heart racing as I turned to face the mirror. The sight caught me off guard: my reflection in her panties, the cotton snug against me, made me look… different. Softer. Daintier. Attractive in a way I hadn’t expected. My face burned, but at the same time, the secret feel of the panties hugging me made my skin tingle. I almost didn’t want to take them off.

Piper’s hands brushed across my ass, her fingers gliding over the thin cotton as if appraising me. My stomach flipped. Why did this feel so good? Why did I suddenly want to keep them, to steal away a piece of Piper that I could claim as my own?

“Try these on,” Piper said, her voice sharp with teasing. “If your dumb boner doesn’t get in the way, anyway.”

She held out something small and pink between her fingers. My breath caught.

A thong. Lacy, delicate, absurdly tiny.

A shock of excitement jolted through me. My cock twitched instantly as I took the cool, silky scrap from her hand. The fabric was whisper-thin, more like string than underwear, and I marveled at how something so insubstantial could feel so heavy in my grasp.

I slid the cotton panties down my legs and stepped into the thong, carefully pulling it up over my thighs. The pouch settled against me—if you could even call it that—barely managing to cup my half-soft cock. The lace was snug, inadequate, almost humiliating in its size.

But as soon as I felt the texture—soft, girlish lace pressing against the sensitive tip of my cock—I throbbed back to life. My dick hardened instantly, swelling against the fabric until it strained obscenely through the front.

It felt so wrong. Wrong to be wearing Piper’s thong. Wrong to be aroused by it. But at the same time… it was better than anything I’d ever experienced. The lace, the humiliation, the raw kink of it—it was like a door swinging open inside me, unlocking something I hadn’t even known was there.

I couldn’t stop imagining Piper in the same thong, the fabric snug between her cheeks, pulled aside for Scott to fuck her. The thought stabbed me with jealousy and heat all at once. My brain twisted the fantasy further: me, bent over in the same thong, someone behind me—Scott, maybe—sliding his cock against my exposed hole.

My cock pulsed violently in the thong at the thought. What the fuck am I thinking? I tried to shove the image away, but the rush of it lingered, dangerously intoxicating.

Piper’s voice snapped me back. “Stand still.”

Her hand shot out and grabbed my cock through the lace, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp.

“Ah—fuck!” I moaned, the sting shooting straight through me.

“Get soft,” she ordered, her grip firm, commanding, as if my dick were something she could bend to her will.

The pain and pressure forced my erection to wilt, shrinking bit by bit under her control. Finally, she released me with a satisfied little smile.

“There,” she said sweetly, pleased with herself. “Much better. Now, when it gets soft, tuck it between your legs so I can see the front of you.”

“Um… okay,” I said, hesitating. The request made my stomach twist. My instincts screamed that no matter what she asked me to do, my cock would only get harder. But I forced my mind away from Piper, away from the erotic haze of her room, and tried to think of anything else—cold showers, math equations, embarrassing moments in gym class.

It worked, barely. My cock softened enough, and with trembling fingers I slipped my hand into the thong, pushing myself down and back between my legs. The lace pressed tighter as I tucked myself out of sight.

I turned toward her, my heart hammering. The mirror caught me in the corner of my vision again, and I couldn’t believe what I saw: my hips slim, my front flat, the lace stretched prettily across me as if I belonged in it.

Piper’s eyes roamed over me, slow and deliberate. Her lips curved into a grin.

“Hm. Nice,” she said, her voice rich with amusement, approval, and something else—something that made my cock stir again, despite everything.

“Now… bend over the bed,” Piper said, her voice calm but commanding.

“Um… like this?” I asked nervously as I leaned forward, resting my hands on the edge of her mattress and pushing my ass into the air.

“Just like that,” she replied, a little purr hidden beneath her tone.

The mirror caught my eye, and I couldn’t stop staring at my reflection. My tight, smooth cheeks were rounded and framed by the pink lace thong, the fabric stretched taut as though it had been made for me. My ass looked… different. Feminine. Almost indistinguishable from Piper’s own if I let myself believe it. And there, between my thighs, I could see the faintest peek of my cock-head, pressing stubbornly against the tiny strip of fabric, hopelessly obvious in spite of the thong’s attempt to conceal it.

A moment later Piper stepped up behind me. I flinched as her hand slid boldly between my legs, fingers wrapping around the swollen head of my cock. She tugged it back firmly, forcing it down and tucking it between my cheeks until it was hidden from sight. The motion made me gasp.

My balls, however, refused to cooperate. They hung awkwardly, ruining the illusion. Piper gave a frustrated little huff, her breath brushing my lower back. “Stay just like that,” she said firmly. “And look forward.”

I nodded quickly, fixing my gaze on the mirror. My chest tightened. I’d never been in such a position—submissive, exposed, my ass high in the air.

And then, just at the edge of my vision, I noticed her arm extend. Her phone was in her hand, angled toward me.

The sudden click of the shutter made me jolt. My heart pounded.

“Wh—what are you doing?” I stammered, panic slipping into my voice.

“Relax,” Piper said smoothly, her grin curling mischievously as her eyes flicked to mine in the mirror. “Your face isn’t in any of these. Nobody will ever know.” She tilted the phone again, adjusting the angle. “Now, poke your butt up a little more. Cooperate, and I’ve got a big surprise for you.”

Shame flooded me, hot and heavy. The humiliation of it all—the pictures, the pose, the uncertainty of what she might do with them—made my stomach twist. I wanted to protest. But then I glanced back over my shoulder, only to hear another click.

Had she gotten my face that time? The thought made me dizzy.

“Mmm, this ass is so cute,” Piper purred. Her hand came down hard across my cheek with a sharp smack. The sting lit fire across my skin and I gasped, jerking forward slightly.

“That’s it,” she said, satisfaction thick in her voice. Her hand gripped me firmly then, fingers digging into my flesh possessively. “This is mine, right?”

“Um… I—” I hesitated, my mind scrambling.

“Isn’t it?” she repeated, her tone sharper, more authoritative.

“Yes,” I blurted quickly, afraid of another smack. “It’s yours.”

“Good.” Piper’s approval was almost soothing, even as my ass still tingled from the sting.

Her hand slid lower then, her lithe finger hooking beneath the thin lace string. She traced down into the cleft of my ass with unhurried precision, making me shiver. The delicate press of her finger between my cheeks sent a rush of blood straight to my cock. I felt myself swelling, throbbing, until the head slipped free from the thong and swung forward again, thick and urgent.

Panic flickered. I didn’t want her to be angry with me for “ruining” the illusion again. Quickly, I reached under myself, pulling my cock and balls forward, tucking them against my stomach to hide them as best I could.

The mirror revealed something startling: with everything pulled forward and out of sight, I looked… convincing. Almost entirely like a girl bent over the bed, my ass framed by lace, my smooth hips jutting out. It was surreal.

Piper’s finger kept moving, exploring deeper into the valley of my cheeks. And then, suddenly, I felt her fingertip brush against my most forbidden spot.

“Um, what are—ohhh…” My words dissolved into a moan as she caressed my tight little hole in gentle circles, teasing, coaxing. The sensation was shocking, alien and intimate, but it made my cock twitch wildly, straining forward as if desperate for release.

The humiliation, the pleasure, the control she exerted over me, it all tangled together until I didn’t know whether I wanted to hide or beg her to keep going.

“That’s it,” Piper purred, her voice a velvet thread that seemed to wind itself around my body. “You’re going to make the perfect doll.”

“Wh-what?” I stammered, but the words were half-swallowed by the moan rising from my throat. Her curious finger teased at my most forbidden place, and I was too hard, too strung out on pleasure to process what she meant.

“Are you ready for your big surprise?” Piper asked, her tone low, dangerous in the way it hinted at secrets I couldn’t yet see.

“Definitely,” I gasped, heart thundering. In my mind, I pictured her finally climbing onto the bed, straddling my face, spreading herself open so I could taste her—so we could finally begin what I thought was inevitable: our first time.

But Piper had other plans. Kinkier plans.

Before I could brace myself, she tugged the thong string sharply to the side. And then I felt it—her mouth. Warm, wet, hot with saliva. Her tongue sliding deliberately against my tight, quivering asshole.

“Oh—oh, fuck,” I cried, the sound breaking into a whimper. My body trembled, the sensation so foreign, so overwhelming, that I could barely breathe. The hottest girl I had ever seen was eating my ass, and I couldn’t comprehend how or why. All I knew was that it meant she liked me—really liked me. Who else would do something so filthy, so intimate? My chest swelled with delirious hope. She’s going to fuck my brains out. She has to. If she’s doing this, it’s only the beginning.

Her tongue withdrew, leaving me aching for more. “Just like that,” Piper said, satisfaction in her voice. Then her finger returned, gliding over my wet rim before pressing insistently inside.

“Ohhh…” I moaned softly, my body clenching around the intrusion. The pressure, the stretch—it felt like something secret was being broken open in me, something that could never be undone.

“Do you like my finger, Alexandria?” she asked smoothly.

For a moment, confusion pricked through the haze. “Wh—” I began, wanting to protest. My name wasn’t Alexandria. My name was Adam, short for Alexander—a boy’s name. She should’ve known that.

But then… why stop her? The name rolled off her tongue like it belonged to me, and hearing it sent a strange shiver down my spine. She fingered me deeper, sliding in and out, her touch rhythmic and careful, brushing against the inner wall of my canal until my toes curled. My protest died in my throat.

“You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?” she coaxed.

“Yes,” I groaned helplessly, my face pressed into the sheets, my body trembling with the inevitability of it.

Her other hand snaked between my legs, finding my cock where it was trapped against my stomach. She yanked it downward, forcing it to jut back toward her. My breath hitched at the roughness, at the way she took control so easily.

“Such a big clit,” Piper giggled, the mocking lilt in her voice both humiliating and unbearably hot.

Before I could react, her lips closed around the head of my cock. Her tongue brushed across the slit, tasting the steady flow of pre-cum, and I nearly came right then.

“Fuck!” I shouted hoarsely, my fists knotting into her bedsheets as my body bucked.

“You’re being such a lady,” she murmured against me, her words wicked. Again, I should have minded, should have protested. But I couldn’t. Every nerve in my body was consumed by what she was doing.

“You’re going to get something nice and big,” she added, her tone thick with promise.

Her wet fingers stroked the head of my cock as her other finger kept working my hole, twisting, stretching, coaxing it open.

“Are you ready for it?” she asked, her voice silk and steel all at once.

“Yes… please…” I begged, my voice breaking into desperation.

“Pull your thong to the side like a good girl, then,” Piper ordered.

I obeyed instantly, hands shaking as I tugged the lace aside. My heart pounded in my throat.

There was a pause, and then strange, muffled noises. Jangling, clicking, something being unwrapped. My mind raced. I couldn’t place the sounds, but they filled me with dread and anticipation in equal measure.

Suddenly, something cool pressed against my slicked hole. Rubber. Smooth. Broad.

“Just a bit of lube since you’ve been so helpful today,” Piper said casually, her tone making it sound like nothing more than a kindness.

I tried to glance over my shoulder, to see what she was holding.

“No peeking,” Piper said sharply, her voice edged with command. “You’ll ruin the surprise.”

I froze, my body rigid, my breath shallow. The cool pressure against my hole lingered, poised, patient. My entire world narrowed to that one point of contact.

“What’s going on?” I asked, my voice shaky, though the answer was already pressing against me.

“Well,” Piper said with a sly grin, “you’ve been so helpful that, like I promised, I’m going to reward you with something nice and big. It’s right here… ready to make you feel like the girl I know you want to be.”

“What is it? I—I don’t understand,” I stammered, panic flickering through the fog of arousal.

“Do you feel it now?” she whispered.

And then I did.

A slick, firm pressure nudged against my asshole—broad, unrelenting, teasing the rim before retreating, then pressing again. The pressure alone sent sparks shooting up my spine, a pulsing ache that felt almost like it was already massaging my prostate without even breaching me. My body betrayed me instantly, my cock twitching, oozing helplessly.

I wanted to protest, to tell Piper she was wrong—I wasn’t a girl, I wasn’t interested in playing one. But the words stuck in my throat, smothered by the hot bloom of pleasure.

And then I looked into the mirror.

What I saw made my knees weak. My reflection: bent over the bed in a pink thong pulled to the side, my ass jutting up, dainty and smooth. Behind me stood Piper, auburn hair falling around her face, her green eyes locked on me with feral focus. Around her waist gleamed the harness… and from it jutted a massive, realistic cock. Thick, veined, pale-pink rubber, glistening with lube.

“Shit,” I whispered, just as the flared head pressed harder and forced its way inside.

“Oh… fuck,” I groaned, my voice breaking, as my virgin hole stretched around the intrusion. It burned, then melted, the pain quickly giving way to something deeper, fuller, more overwhelming than anything I had ever felt in my life.

“That’s it,” Piper cooed, her voice steady, almost soothing. One hand stroked my cock in slow, controlled pumps while the other guided the thick dildo deeper into me.

“Give me your best girly moans,” Piper ordered, her tone playful yet commanding.

I should’ve resisted. But the moment her strap pushed deeper, my body betrayed me again. “I… oh, fuck…” The words escaped in a higher, more delicate pitch than I’d ever used before. I didn’t even mean to. It just happened—instinctively, submissively.

Piper’s lips curved. “That’s it. You like it when I rub your little clit and push it inside your butt, don’t you? Makes you feel just as pretty as that thong does.”

“I don’t understand why—” My protest dissolved into a cry as she pushed deeper. The cock filled me, stretching me wider, pressing into hidden nerves that lit my body on fire.

And then I realized the truth: I didn’t want her to stop. I could stop her at any moment, push her away, end it all. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Because what frustrated me most was how much I craved it. I wanted her to go deeper. I wanted to keep watching myself in the mirror—my reflection transformed into something I barely recognized, a slutty girl bent over in lingerie, stuffed full by a thick cock.

Piper started to move. At first she pumped gently, testing my tightness, accommodating my virgin body. Each slow thrust made me gasp, my nails clawing at the bedsheets. She pulled out, slicked the dildo with more lube, and slid it back in, this time beginning to build a rhythm—steady, deliberate, unyielding.

“Fuck… ohhh… I… FUCK!” I cried, my voice cracking into sharp moans, high and desperate. My hips rocked with each thrust, my cock dribbling down onto the sheets as her hand never stopped stroking.

“You’re being perfect,” Piper whispered, her words low, intoxicating. Her fingers squeezed the head of my cock, rubbing my pre-cum into the shaft, smearing it with every pump. My body trembled, teetering on the brink.

I didn’t want to give in. I didn’t want to cum like this, on my knees, bent over in a thong, a fake cock pounding my ass while Piper mocked me as a girl. The humiliation burned hot in my chest. And yet the pleasure was too overwhelming, too consuming.

“Cum for me,” Piper urged, her voice like a spell. “Show me how much you love it. Show me how pretty it makes you feel.”

Her words pierced through me, and I knew I couldn’t last. My body was no longer mine. It was hers.

Soon enough, Piper began to pump me with only the slightest of thrusts—slow, shallow movements that teased more than they penetrated. I glanced back toward the mirror and caught her expression. Her eyes were shut, lips parted, a blissful smile curving across her face.

Then I noticed the subtle grind of her hips. She wasn’t just thrusting into me—she was pressing her mound against the base of the strap, rubbing herself with every forward motion. Her moans confirmed it, soft and hungry, vibrating through the air.

The shallow rhythm drove me insane. Each small push massaged my prostate endlessly, flooding me with pleasure that was impossible to endure. Piper’s hand never left my cock, her strokes slow and deliberate, teasing the swollen head until I was shaking with desperation.

“I’m going to cum,” I cried out, my voice cracking.

A sharp smack landed across my ass. “Say it like a girl,” Piper commanded.

“I… I’m going to cum!” I repeated, forcing the words out higher-pitched, fragile.

“That’s better,” she said with satisfaction. “Now wait. I’m so close, too.”

“Fuck… I—” I tried to warn her, tried to explain that I couldn’t possibly hold back. But before the words could form, the pressure at the base of my cock swelled violently. Pleasure ripped through me like lightning, racing down my shaft in a white-hot surge.

“Ohhh… FUCK!” I howled, body jerking as the first thick ropes of cum erupted from me, spilling hot across Piper’s hand. My ass clenched wildly around the strap, milking it as if it were real.

“Ew!” Piper hissed, yanking her hand away. She smacked my cock several times in quick, punishing slaps. “I didn’t tell you to cum!”

I moaned helplessly, still spilling, my cock twitching as the last strings dribbled messily toward the sheets. Piper drove the strap in harder, almost to the hilt, her frustration evident in the roughness of the thrust. My prostate flared with aching bliss, forcing more shivers out of me as the orgasm wrung me dry.

At last, she pulled the dildo free with a wet sound, unstrapping it casually as though she hadn’t just wrecked me. My hole pulsed and gaped, the thong string sliding back into place between my cheeks like a cruel reminder.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” I panted, chest heaving, words tumbling out weakly.

“Well, I hope you’re happy,” Piper said flatly. “I was close to cumming too, you know.”

I tried a crooked smile. “I mean… we could definitely do something about that.”

“Oh, I’m going to,” she said, smirking. “I’m going to call Scott. So you need to go home.”

Her words hit me like a slap, sharper than any spank. “Scott…?” I muttered, heart twisting.

“Take that thong with you,” Piper went on, ignoring my tone. “I want you to practice wearing it. And I want you to learn how not to cum until I tell you to. Got it?”

“Um, I—I… okay, sure,” I stuttered, nodding desperately.

But her mood shifted suddenly. “Actually, on second thought…” Piper’s hand shot out. In one swift, angry tug she yanked the thong down, peeling it off my body and leaving me completely naked, bent over her bed.

“I want to wear this when Scott comes over,” she said coolly, holding the thong up like a prize. “It looked so good on you, I think he’ll really like it.” Her grin was devastating.

She plucked the white cotton panties she’d worn earlier from the floor and tossed them at my chest. “You wear these. Practice in them. Next time you come over, we’ll do your hair and makeup.”

I froze, stunned, until she punctuated her words with one last harsh smack across my ass. “Now get out of here.”

I fumbled to obey. I pulled her panties up, the cotton clinging damply to my soft, sticky cock. They hugged me tighter than anything I’d worn before, soaking up the mess as though they belonged to me. I scrambled into my pants and shirt, my hands trembling, while Piper practically shoved me out of her room, slamming the door behind me.

In the hallway, I stopped, breathless. I felt humiliated. Used. My ass still ached, stretched and hollow, the ghost of the strap haunting me with every step. I should have felt angry. I should have felt humiliated beyond repair.

But instead, a smile spread across my face.

Because I wasn’t just wearing panties. I was wearing her panties. The ones that had touched her body, the ones she’d chosen for me. And as I felt the damp cling of cotton against my skin, I couldn’t stop thinking about her words, her promise. Hair. Makeup. Next time.

I even caught myself thinking of her pubic hair—light brown, neatly trimmed. A wicked urge sparked in me to grow mine just the same, so that the next time I looked in the mirror with panties at my knees, the reflection would be indistinguishable from hers.

Piper had turned me inside out, flipped my world in ways I never expected. I thought she’d wanted me for sex. Instead, she’d given me something else entirely: a glimpse of a side of myself I hadn’t even known was waiting. Maybe my true side.

I brushed down my clothes, still trembling, and stepped out of Piper’s house into the cooling evening air. One thing I knew for certain—I’d be watching my bedroom window constantly now, waiting for her signal.

And until then? I’d be very busy strutting around in her panties.
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Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


Want New Stories?



Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?



Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Midnight Makeover

The New House Guest

The Magic Fountain

Caught by My Roommate

Push and Pull

Blossomed Into a Woman

Her New Girlfriend Wants Me

Pretty When She’s Bad

Feel What She Feels

Sorority Toy

Her Favorite Flavor

The Girl She Sees in Me

Cheerleader’s Sissy

Nothing to Wear

Pose for Me

Use Your Girl Voice

Handle It Like a Man

Maid for More

Ex Appeal

Dirty Talk

House Rules

Pretty Enough to Pass

Obedience Training

Whatever She Needs

Girlfriend Games

Asking for It

Spoil Me Rotten

Private Audition

A Tent in My Skirt

The Feminization Trial

Pop Star’s Package

Wife Knows Best

Listen and Obey

Promoted to Sissy

They Made Me Pretty

Initiated

Sissy on Display

Obeying Her Rules

Good Girl

His Secret Sissy

The Cheerleader’s Toy

Transformed

Pretty Little Lies

The Panty Trap

Like What You See?

The Girl Potion

Risky Business

Fantasy Girl

His Big Prize

Dared by My Wife

Girly Transformation

Dream Body

Dirty Nurse

Maid to Be a Girl

Up To No Good

Trucked

Girly Dancing

Pay the Price

New Best Friend

Come Inside

Body Chemistry

Be Gentle

All Girls

You’ll Love It

Trying It Out

Girls Night

Sweet Dreams

Girly Injection

Rebound

Lesson Learned

Taking Her Place

Touch Me

Retail Therapy

Shameless

Kiss Me

Rivals

Rehabilitation

Just One Night

Under Her Spell

Costume Party

Big Changes

Girly Side Effects

Act Like A Girl

The Right Medicine

My Secret Is Out

Big Trouble

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author



Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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