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Will You Be My Girl?




“I can’t fucking believe it,” Dean said, slamming his thick fists against my cheap dining table.

Dean and I had just graduated college, and this was my first apartment alone. The place was small, the furniture was cheap, and I liked it just fine. It wasn’t much, but it was mine.

“The bitch fucking dumped me,” he added.

“At least you think she’s a bitch. Should help you get over her, right?” I tried to lighten the mood with a smile.

Dean was fuming. His eyes narrowed and fixed on a small crack in the tabletop, like he could split the whole thing open if he stared hard enough. Then his face slowly relaxed, as if it had been straining under some heavy weight that had suddenly lifted. His eyebrows slid down toward his temples, and his eyes went vacant. His mouth turned downward, and for a second, I was worried he was about to cry.

“She was perfect,” he said. “She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen.”

“The second part is true,” I said. “I doubt she was perfect, though.”

“You know what I need, Eli? I need a fucking drink.”

Dean leaned back in his chair and folded his arms across his wide chest. His biceps and shoulders bulged under his tight white T-shirt, the cotton stretched thin over him in a way that always made him look a little too big for whatever room he was in. His eyes had moved to my face, but they were still blank. It looked like he meant to focus on me but couldn’t. His thoughts had formed a thin veil over his gaze.

“I have a few beers in the fridge,” I said, pointing behind him.

He turned his head and leaned back farther in his chair. He stretched one arm behind him until his fingers looped around the refrigerator handle. He tugged it open and grabbed two beers.

“Want one?” he asked, sliding one across the table.

I laughed. He knew I’d drink with him. I’d been known, in the past, to drink a few too many and do things I’d later regret. But they always made for good stories, which was probably why I kept getting invited to parties.

I was never popular in high school, and it took a few parties in college before I made any real friends. I met Dean sophomore year at a frat house. I’d been so drunk I almost passed out, but not before loudly proclaiming my secret love of wearing panties. Everyone thought it was a joke, and I tried hard to keep it that way when I was sober. It was the kind of joke that won me friends, even with the humiliation I felt the next day.

The humiliation was mostly because my love for panties was real.

Over the years, Dean and I grew closer and closer, but I never told him my secret. I said and did a lot of stupid things when I was drunk, so people wrote it off and never questioned me about it. Now, if I’d been sober when I confessed that kind of thing, it would’ve been another story.

I didn’t wear panties all the time. During the day, I wore briefs like any other college guy. But after class or work, when I needed to unwind and get off, I pulled out the stash I’d collected over my high school years. I’d sit on the edge of my bed and thumb through the fabrics, choosing the color or style that called to me in that moment. Lace, satin, cotton, mesh. Soft pinks, deep reds, black when I wanted to feel like I knew exactly what I was doing.

When I put them on, my head would spin. My skin would go hot and prickly. I’d feel almost high from the wrongness of it, from the secret thrill of letting myself become something softer, sluttier, more honest. But I knew it was something I could never tell someone like Dean. Not without taking the gamble that I’d lose him.

Dean and I drank until he stopped caring about his ex, Lauren. Or at least until he stopped saying her name like it hurt. We put on a movie and sank into my cheap but well-broken-in sofa, the cushions swallowing us down until our shoulders almost touched. Dean’s sulking turned into dizzy laughter.

“I have such bad luck with girls,” Dean said with a giggle. “They just don’t get me, you know? Lauren said I was a selfish asshole. That’s why she broke up with me. I don’t know how to be the sappy guy girls want while still maintaining my dignity.”

“Yeah, you can be a real asshole, all right,” I teased.

The room had started to tilt a little, and my couch felt like it was swallowing me whole. The beer was warm in my hand, the bottle slick with condensation. I wondered why my folks never bought couches like this. They preferred antiques that looked expensive and felt like rocks.

“I’m serious,” Dean said. “You get me, you know? I can’t change who I am. Especially not for just any girl.”

He turned to me, and his eyes hung on mine for longer than usual. They softened. His lips relaxed. Something about his face changed when he was drunk and sad. He looked less like the loud, cocky guy everyone knew and more like someone trying very hard not to ask for comfort.

“You’re my best friend, Eli,” he said. “It’s a shame you couldn’t be some hot chick.”

We both burst into laughter at the thought, but deep in my groin, I felt something stir.

I ignored it. Or tried to.

“I can be your girl,” I teased.

I pressed my hands to my cheeks and puckered my lips. I fluttered my eyelashes and gave him my best doe eyes, ridiculous and exaggerated. We laughed so hard we kicked our feet like idiots, like we had to get the extra energy out somehow.

“As a matter of fact,” I added, “wait here.”

He looked confused but content, slumped into the couch with his beer balanced against his thigh.

I stood up, giddy with alcohol, and hurried to my bedroom without a single thought of consequence in my head. The hallway seemed longer than usual. My room was dark except for the spill of yellow light from the living room behind me. I kicked the door mostly shut, then took off my jeans and briefs, stumbling a little as denim caught around my ankle.

I hobbled to my closet and pulled out the black bag I kept hidden behind my hamper. I dumped it onto the floor and watched the delicate fabrics tumble out in a soft, colorful little heap.

“Black,” I said to myself. “Classic and sexy.”

My hands were clumsy from the beer, but familiar enough with the ritual. I hooked my thumbs into the sides and stepped in, pulling the panties slowly up my legs. The fabric slid over my skin, cool at first, then warm. A familiar shiver moved through me. Not fear or arousal, but something in between. Something private and electric.

The thong settled into place. The string slipped between my ass cheeks, snug and obscene, while the small front triangle cupped my cock and balls just enough to make me ache. My cock twitched against the fabric, already starting to thicken. I smiled to myself, pleased with my decision, too drunk to be ashamed and too turned on to stop.

I threw my shirt onto the floor and went back to the living room.

Dean almost spit out his drink when he saw me, but he was too drunk to really process it at first. His eyes moved over me slowly, from my bare chest to my hips, then down to the black thong stretched tight over me.

“Whose are those?” he asked.

“Mine,” I said, twirling once through the kitchen.

The movement made the thong pull tighter between my cheeks, and I felt it everywhere. I knew he could see the shape of me in the front. I knew he could see my cock pressing against the thin black fabric. The thought made heat crawl up my neck.

Dean’s eyes sharpened. The laughter dropped out of his face. His mouth frowned, and the lump in his throat shifted down.

“Why do you have them?”

“So I can be your new girlfriend, remember?” I said.

Dean thought long and hard before answering.

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

Then we both burst into laughter again.

“If you’re going to be a girl, you’re going to need way more than that,” he joked, his eyes fluttering closed as he spoke. “We’re going to have to get you a dress or something.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked. “Where from?”

“I know just the place,” he said, thrusting his beer up toward the ceiling like he’d just had the smartest idea of his life.

I stumbled my way back into the bedroom and got dressed, leaving the panties on under my jeans. The thin string stayed tucked between my cheeks as I moved, reminding me with every step that I was still wearing them. It should’ve made me feel ridiculous. Instead, it made my stomach buzz.

We called a taxi and went back to Dean’s folks’ house. He’d moved in with them after graduating while he looked for a decent job. I knew the breakup was bound to put a kink in things. He wasn’t exactly quiet when he was upset, and his folks were the kind of people who pretended not to notice until they absolutely had to.

I wasn’t sure why we’d gone back to his place until he led me down the hall to his sister’s bedroom.

“What are we doing in here?” I whispered loudly. “Won’t we get caught?”

“No, no,” he said, bumping into the corner of his sister’s bed and hissing through his teeth. “She’s at a friend’s house tonight. Come on.”

I followed him through the dark room to the closet. It smelled different in there than the rest of the house, faintly sweet with perfume, hair spray, and clean laundry. Dean pushed hangers aside, the metal rings scraping softly across the rod, then pulled out a red strappy dress that flowed out at the waist.

“This one’s nice,” he said. “Try this.”

I held it up against myself, suddenly aware of my shoulders, my chest, my hands. Everything about me felt too big and too wrong for something so soft. But Dean was looking at me like it made perfect sense, so I stepped into it anyway.

The fabric slid up my legs and settled around my hips. He stood behind me and helped with the zipper. His fingers brushed the bare skin between my shoulder blades, and I went still. He was close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off him, close enough to smell beer on his breath when he leaned in.

“Now go into the bathroom and put on some makeup,” he said.

When I turned around, he smacked my ass.

Not hard. Not even serious, maybe. But my body reacted like it had been waiting for permission. Heat flashed through me, quick and stupid, and a smile stretched across my face before I could stop it.

I went into the bathroom and knocked over a few things while I dug through his sister’s makeup. From the other side of the door, I heard Dean shush me.

“Shut up,” I whispered back, and then we both started giggling so hard we could barely control ourselves.

I found bright red lipstick and smeared it on my lips. The rest I just sort of winged. I had no real experience with makeup, so I did what I’d seen in movies and hoped low lighting would do the rest. Being drunk didn’t help much either. My hand kept slipping. One eye looked darker than the other. The lipstick wasn’t perfect, but it made my mouth look filthy in a way I didn’t hate.

I was about to come out when I noticed a wig sitting in the back of one of the drawers. It was long, wavy, and dirty blonde. I thought of Dean’s sister’s hair, which was just as dark as his.

She must like to change it up, I thought.

I flipped the wig around and secured it to my head. Then I looked at myself.

Even drunk, I could see it. Not perfect. Not convincing in the way girls in movies are always suddenly convincing. But close enough to make my chest tighten. The dress softened me. The hair framed my face. The lipstick made my mouth look open even when it wasn’t. I looked like some strange, slutty version of myself I’d only ever met alone in my room.

And because I was drunk, because I was wearing his sister’s dress, because Dean was waiting on the other side of the door, I suddenly had the urge to fuck myself.

I stepped out of the bathroom and saw Dean sitting on the edge of his sister’s bed.

His eyes were like crescent moons in dark pools. His drunkenness was wearing off, and he seemed tired. The room was quiet except for the creak of the floor under my bare feet. The longer I stood there in the dark, the more sober I felt too. I became painfully aware of what I was wearing. Of how much skin I was showing. Of the fact that he was seeing me now with fresh, sobering eyes.

“Shit,” he said.

A strange smile pulled at his face, like he was amused and confused and turned on all at once.

“You look sexy as hell. I didn’t know you could pull off girly so well.”

“Me neither,” I said with a shrug.

I hesitated before walking toward him, unsure of how he was feeling, or how I was supposed to act now that the joke had gone quiet. But when he patted the bed beside him, I couldn’t stay where I was.

I walked over and sat next to him.

The mattress dipped under our weight. I could feel him beside me, big and warm, his knee close to mine. My heart was beating so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Just be open-minded, I reminded myself.

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and rested my hand on Dean’s thigh.

It was large and thick under my palm, solid in a way that made me feel smaller than I was. Then I felt Dean’s arm cross over mine. His hand settled on my thigh and started caressing me through the dress, slow and uncertain at first, like he was seeing how much I’d let him get away with. If he was bothered by how I was dressed, he hadn’t let on yet.

My eyes stayed closed.

I thought that if I didn’t open them, I could pretend I didn’t realize what was happening. I could pretend this was still part of the joke. I could pretend my breathing hadn’t changed.

His hand traveled up my leg and slipped underneath my dress.

Suddenly, his fingers brushed against the soft panties wrapped around my hard cock.

I gasped.

His hand was unmistakably male. Bigger than mine. Rougher. Warm and heavy against me. He knew what he was touching, and yet he kept touching it. His fingers curved around me through the thin fabric, and my hips shifted before I could stop them.

I wondered if Dean had planned this all along.

Did that mean Dean came here expecting to⁠—

I couldn’t even finish the thought. I couldn’t fathom it, but the idea excited me so much it scared me.

I let my hand travel slowly up Dean’s thigh. I bit my lower lip. This was my chance to explore my sexuality further, or ruin my life, or both. I slid my hand higher until it was about to come into contact with his cock, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

If I touched him, there’d be no denying what I felt.

I hesitated too long. Dean shifted his hips. I couldn’t pull back in time, and my hand slid over his erection.

He gasped.

I felt his hard cock through his jeans, thick and hot under my palm. My heart raced, and I knew I could no longer pretend to be ignorant. I opened my eyes and found Dean looking back at me, his gaze full of lust.

We stared at each other with our hands on each other’s cocks.

Then, in one split second, Dean leaned in and kissed me.

He smelled manly, like deodorant and sweat and beer, and his lips were rough and full. His kiss was forceful. He brought one hand to the side of my head and held me there as he slid his tongue into my mouth.

I wanted to pull away, but not as much as I wanted to keep tasting him.

It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. He was thick and tough and warm against me. He smelled and tasted completely different from a woman, and somehow that was what made it so intoxicating. I inhaled him and felt some tight, terrified part of me loosen.

He cupped my hard cock through the panties and squeezed gently.

“That’s a good girl,” he whispered. “Now why don’t you let me show you a good time?”

I pulled away from the kiss, my cock still throbbing in his hand.

“What do you mean?”

He knelt down in front of me and reached under my skirt for my panties. My breath caught as his fingers hooked into the waistband. He slid them down my thighs, then to my ankles, leaving me exposed beneath the red dress.

He lifted the hem until my cock was out.

For a second, he just looked at it.

Then he leaned down, wrapped his lips around the head, and gave it a slow, introductory suck before pulling back.

“I want to please you before I fuck you,” he said.

I wanted to protest, or ask if he was serious, or say something that would make this less insane. But my cock betrayed me, hard and aching in the open air. I wasn’t sure how I’d come back from this experience with Dean, but my body was curious. More than curious. My body wanted to know exactly what he meant.

I couldn’t get the words out to disagree.

He ran his hand along my face, thumb brushing near the messy red edge of my lipstick.

“Now just relax.”

I nodded.

Then I watched Dean lower his head over my lap.

Oh God, I thought.

This is really fucking happening.

He spread my thighs apart and wedged his body deeper between them. Then he looked up at me with those dark eyes and licked his lips.

Oh God.

I wanted to close my eyes and pretend it wasn’t my best friend’s mouth hovering inches from my cock. But I also wanted to see it. I wanted to know what it looked like to have a man there instead. Not just any man either. Dean. Big, cocky, newly heartbroken Dean, kneeling between my legs like he’d been waiting for the chance.

I watched intently as he parted his full lips and wrapped them gently around the head of my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered.

It felt strange and euphoric all at once. His mouth was hot and big, nothing delicate about it, but he knew how to use it. He sucked with this firm, hungry confidence that made my stomach tighten. His strong tongue flicked along the underside of my cock, dragging a shiver up my spine and making my head go light.

I leaned back on my elbows against the soft mattress and watched as he worked his way up and down my dick. The red dress had ridden up around my waist, leaving me exposed beneath it, my thighs spread, my messy lipstick still tacky on my mouth. Dean paused only long enough to pull off his shirt, tossing it somewhere behind him before lowering his mouth back onto me.

The sight of him like that made something in me short-circuit.

I moved my hand to Dean’s head and wove my fingers into his hair. I couldn’t believe we were really doing this. He watched me as he sucked, his eyes locked on mine like he wanted to catch every reaction, every little slip in my face. It was almost as if he liked me like this. As if he liked the dress, the wig, the panties at my ankles. As if he liked that I looked soft and girly with something hard between my legs.

I gripped the strands of his dark hair as he took me deeper. My mouth hung open in surprise and ecstasy, and for a second, I was sure I was going to explode into his throat.

He looked up at me while he sucked, and I felt some strange new attachment to him forming. I was starting to feel addicted to his mouth, his strength, the roughness of his hands against my skin. I wanted him to shove me down and take me. I wanted him to tell me what to do. I wanted to not have to decide what any of this meant.

I was confused, to say the least.

I looked back down at Dean, who was now fondling my balls while he sucked.

“Oh fuck.”

He knew exactly what I wanted. Or maybe my body was just telling him everything before I could. I couldn’t believe how good he was at sucking cock. It made me wonder if he’d done this before. If Dean had a little secret of his own.

I leaned my head back, my body tensing as I got close.

Then he pulled off.

My whole body ached with desire and denial.

“Ah, ah,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You don’t get to come until I say so.”

I looked at him with what must’ve been a painfully desperate expression.

Dean gave me a stern look, and I didn’t dare argue.

“Now it’s your turn,” he said.

“To do what?” I asked, both afraid and excited, even though some part of me already knew.

“To suck my cock, of course.”

Of course, I thought.

I quickly looked toward the door to make sure no one in Dean’s family had walked in. The house was quiet, but that only made every little sound feel louder—the rustle of fabric, the creak of the mattress, our breathing.

“Should we go somewhere else?” I asked.

He shook his head and leaned back, pointing to his lap. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, spread out and waiting, just like I had been.

Oh God. Here goes nothing.

I lowered myself to my knees slowly and settled in front of him. The carpet pressed rough against my skin. I looked up at Dean, and he gave me that same stern expression I was already becoming familiar with. It made my cock twitch.

I reached for his jeans and unfastened them with clumsy fingers.

I can’t believe I’m doing this. I can’t believe this is happening.

Dean watched me with a lustful expression as I pulled his jeans and boxers down to his ankles.

For the first time, I saw his cock.

It was long, thick, and fully hard, resting heavy between his thighs. I hesitated. Not because I didn’t want it, exactly, but because seeing it made everything suddenly real. There was no joke left to hide behind. No drunken little game. Just me, on my knees, staring at my best friend’s cock and wanting things I’d never let myself say out loud.

Dean noticed the hesitation and didn’t like it.

He reached for my hands and placed them on his thighs. Then he guided them up to his shaft until my fingers wrapped around him.

Oh God. I can’t fucking believe this.

He was hot in my hand, thicker than I expected, the skin smooth over something solid and pulsing. I stroked him once, then again, and heard his breathing go rough.

That was what did it.

The sound of him wanting me.

Suddenly, I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted to know I could please him. I wanted to make him look at me like that again.

I leaned forward, parted my lips, and wrapped them around the thick, swollen head.

It felt impossible at first. Too big, too real, too much like Dean. The ridge of his head rubbed against the roof of my mouth, and my tongue slid along the silky underside of him. I looked up, and his eyes were wide with lust. He reached down and slid his fingers into my hair, gripping the wig and my real hair beneath it.

I loved feeling his hand on my head as I began to suck him off.

I moved slowly at first, figuring out the rhythm, letting my mouth get used to him. Then I took him deeper, bobbing my head while his fingers tightened. He expanded against my tongue, hot and hard, and the weight of him in my mouth made something low in my stomach turn over.

This is so fucking hot, I thought.

As I sucked him, I looked around again to make sure no one was watching. There was something terrifying and exciting about being in his sister’s room in the middle of the night, wearing her dress, on my knees with my first cock in my mouth. It should’ve made me stop. Instead, it made me suck him harder.

Dean stroked the back of my head.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, his voice low and rough. “But now I’m going to fuck you.”

I pulled off quickly and shot him a surprised look.

“What?”

“You heard me. Climb on the bed and bend over.”

“Dean—”

He paused, still gripping my hair, his eyes fixed on mine.

“Do you want me to stop?”

My heart hammered. I could’ve said yes. I knew that. The word was right there if I needed it.

But I didn’t want to say yes.

I swallowed and shook my head.

“No,” I whispered.

His expression darkened with satisfaction.

“Then get on the bed.”

My cock hardened at the command, and I did what I was told. I climbed onto the mattress, resting my hands against the soft bedding, and watched moonlight stretch across the wall in front of me. My dress bunched around my waist. My ass was exposed to the cool air, and I felt ridiculous, vulnerable, and so turned on I could barely breathe.

Dean stood behind me.

He rested his hand on my ass, squeezing once before spanking me.

The sound cracked through the quiet room.

“That’s what you get for talking back to me,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I said, and I was shocked by how much I meant it. Or how much I liked saying it.

I felt strangely, helplessly turned on by his dominance. By the way he stood there behind me, big and sure of himself, like he already knew what I needed before I did.

Then I felt his cock rest against my ass.

I froze.

He spit into his hand, and a second later I felt the wet heat of it smear against my skin, slicking me up. The sensation made me shudder. He stroked his wet cock slowly, then pushed the head against my asshole.

I can’t believe this is happening.

I closed my eyes, waiting for the pressure, waiting for him to split me open. I was a complete virgin when it came to anal sex, much less anything involving another dude. My body clenched out of instinct, but my hips stayed raised. My hands gripped the sheets.

Behind me, Dean leaned over my back.

“Relax,” he murmured. “I’ve got you.”

His voice was rough, but quieter now.

I took a shaky breath and tried to let go.

He pushed the head in slowly, and I felt myself stretch around him.

It was terrifyingly painful at first, a sharp pressure that made my whole body tense, but underneath it was something else. Something hot and needy. Every cell in my body seemed to lean toward him, even as my hands gripped the sheets. He was completely dominating me, holding me in place, taking his time with my body like it belonged to him, and all I wanted was to please him.

He pushed in farther and groaned.

I jolted against the side of the bed, overwhelmed by the size of him, and he quickly grabbed my hips to keep me steady. His fingers dug into me, strong and sure. Then he pushed all the way in until his balls rested against mine.

“Fuck!” I cried as his thick, long cock filled my ass completely.

“You’re doing so well, beautiful,” Dean said.

He stroked my hair and rubbed my back, giving me just enough tenderness to keep me from falling apart. Then he pulled out slowly, making me feel every inch of him, only to thrust back in hard.

“Shit!”

He pulled out again and shoved back in. With each new thrust, I felt myself relax more around him. The pain started to fade at the edges, softening into heat, then pleasure, then something closer to complete ecstasy. I’d never been penetrated before, never been opened up like this, never let anyone see me this vulnerable. But I loved it. I loved every second of it.

He thrust his hips into me over and over. His balls slapped against mine. The bed creaked beneath us, and my dress bunched around my waist, the red fabric twisted under my stomach. He leaned over me and kissed my shoulder, then the side of my neck, still fucking me with deep, steady strokes.

“You’re doing great, baby,” he whispered. “So fucking good.”

I turned my head to kiss him as he slammed into my ass. Our mouths met awkwardly at first, hot and messy, and then I stopped caring about how strange any of it was supposed to be. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I couldn’t believe I was letting my best friend fuck my virgin, girly asshole in his sister’s bed while I was still dressed like some slutty version of myself I’d been too scared to admit I wanted to be.

But it felt good.

It felt too good.

Before long, my whole body tightened, and I came all over his sister’s bed, thick white ropes spilling beneath me as he kept fucking me through it.

“I’m coming,” Dean cried, his voice breaking as his cock swelled inside my ass.

As my come spread across the sheets, his exploded into me. I felt the hot rush of it filling me, deep and filthy and impossible to deny. He groaned as he came, then finally collapsed over me, heavy and breathless. He rested his head against my back and tried to catch his breath.

For a while, neither of us moved.

Then he pulled slowly out of me, and I felt his come slide down my thigh. I sat back carefully, sore and dazed, letting more of it spill out onto the bed beneath me. My heart was still racing. Sweat dripped down my face, making my makeup feel sticky and ruined. I probably looked like a disaster.

I also didn’t think I’d ever felt more alive.

Once Dean caught his breath, he leaned over and kissed me.

“You were so great, baby,” he said. “That was so hot.”

I looked at him, and he smiled at me, tired and soft around the edges.

“It wasn’t so bad,” I told him, my eyes traveling down over his semi-hard cock. “I’d even be up for doing it again.”

He smiled with heavy, sleepy eyes and lay back on the bed. I curled into his arms, still sore, still sticky, still wearing his sister’s dress, and the two of us fell asleep.
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The next morning, I woke up in his arms, still in the dress, lying in our puddle of come.

For one stupid, peaceful second, I didn’t remember where I was. I only felt Dean’s warmth behind me, the weight of his arm over my waist, the wig tangled against my cheek, the dull ache between my legs.

Then I remembered everything.

I shook Dean awake, even though the last thing I wanted was for him to see me still dressed like this in daylight.

“Dean,” I said, shaking him harder. “What time does your sister get home?”

“Say cheese,” a familiar voice said.

Dean began to stir and look around.

His sister stood at the edge of the bed, holding her phone up and taking pictures of us.

“Oh, I’ve got you guys good,” she teased.

“Shit. Penny. No, this isn’t good,” Dean said, pressing a hand to his forehead like he was trying to hold back a migraine. He tossed a pillow at her as if that would change anything, but she only laughed.

“You guys are going to be my fucking slaves,” she said. “Unless you want this to get out.”

Dean turned to me, and for one horrifying second I thought he was going to panic. I thought he was going to shove me away, blame the drinking, call it a mistake, turn me back into the joke before anyone else could.

Instead, he cupped my cheek in his hand.

“Eli,” he said. “Will you be my girl?”

My heart fluttered with nervousness and hope.

Did he really just ask me that?

“What the hell?” Penny asked, suddenly sounding defeated.

“Show those pictures to anyone you want,” Dean said. “See if I care.”

She stared at us for another second, then stormed off with a scoff.

“I want my room back, you little perverts,” she yelled from the hall.

I turned to Dean.

“Did you just say that to get her off your back?”

His eyes became serious. He paused, letting his thoughts untangle.

“I never in a million years would’ve expected this to happen,” he said. “But last night was the best night of my fucking life. You’re my best friend, and in that outfit, you’re hot as hell. I’m putting it all on the line by even admitting any of this to you.” He swallowed, then looked right at me. “Please tell me you’ll consider it.”

I looked down at myself, covered in come and red fabric. The wig was still on my head, dirty-blonde curls draped over my shoulder. My lipstick was probably smeared. My body ached. I should’ve felt embarrassed.

Instead, I felt strangely at home.

More at home in this ruined, ridiculous image of myself than I ever had as a boy pretending not to want things. And I was completely in love with my best friend.

It just took a dress to show it to me.

“Of course I’ll be your girl,” I said, planting a kiss on his cheek.

He turned his head so his lips pressed hard against mine, and I knew I’d made the right decision.
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