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      A WORD FROM SASHA

      Quick warning: this isn't just me doing dumb dares for points. It starts that way, but it becomes a full journey into crossdressing, femininity, and figuring out my sexuality.

      We're talking panties, thigh-highs, makeup, skirts—the whole femboy experience. And yeah, my body had strong reactions I wasn't prepared for, including literally coming just from wearing satin. There's explicit content throughout: masturbation, me realizing I'm into guys, oral sex, and losing my virginity to a man.

      It's messy and raw—there are moments where I'm crying while getting off, panicking about what I'm becoming, and having full-on identity crises. I quit soccer, disappoint my dad, and watch my whole sense of self collapse and rebuild.

      If you're cool with explicit sexual content, gender exploration, and watching a young guy stumble through discovering he likes femininity and men—often simultaneously and with zero grace—then you're good. Just don't say I didn't warn you.
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      “Just do it. It’s just a photo. No one will ever know.”

      Sasha’s own whisper was a shaky breath in the silent darkness of his room. His phone, propped against a textbook, glowed with a stark, damning clarity. In its screen, a figure was reflected—a lean, athletic torso he knew intimately, tapering down to a waistline. And just below that waistline, a band of delicate baby blue satin.

      His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs.

      How did it come to this?

      It started hours ago, slumped on the lumpy living room sofa. The air was thick with the scent of his mom’s garlic-roasted chicken and the low hum of a reality show his dad was half-watching. Tina, his sister, was a whirlwind of motion, snapping selfies in a new sequined top, the flash from her phone punctuating the dim room like a silent strobe light.

      “Do a flip, Sash!” she’d chirped, pointing her camera at him. “This top needs a chaotic king energy background.”

      He’d groaned, throwing a cushion in her general direction. “Piss off, Tina. Some of us are trying to achieve a state of maximum nothingness.”

      She’d just laughed, a bright, unbothered sound, and flounced out, leaving a trail of glitter and perfume in her wake. Their parents, deep in a debate about sourdough starters, hadn’t even looked up. This was the ecosystem of his house: comfortably cluttered, perpetually distracted. He was a satellite orbiting their suns, seen but rarely scrutinized.

      And he was bored. So deeply, profoundly bored. The new FIFA game teased him from an online store tab, its digital price tag a mountain he couldn’t climb with his meager allowance. His friends were all offline, probably doing something infinitely more interesting. He scrolled, the blue light of his phone washing over his face, a silent scream into the digital void.

      That’s when an ad hijacked his screen. Not the usual junk. This one was slick, all dark interface and glowing neon text. DareDevil.com: Prove Your Mettle. Earn Your Rewards.

      He almost swiped it away. But the rewards list snagged his attention. Gift cards, tech, games… FIFA 25 – 500 Points. His thumb hovered. Points for dares? It sounded ridiculous. Juvenile.

      He clicked anyway.

      The dares were a spectrum of stupid to mildly unhinging. Eat a spoonful of hot sauce: 10 points. Serenade a stranger: 75 points. He snorted, scrolling further, a cynical smirk on his face. This was dumb.

      Then he saw it.

      The text was simple, clinical. Dare: Wear a pair of satin girl panties. Provide photo proof. Reward: 150 points.

      His first reaction was a sharp, dismissive laugh. No way. Absolutely not. That was the kind of thing the meatheads in the locker room would howl about, slapping each other on the back after a forced, humiliating prank. The kind of bro-culture nonsense that made his skin crawl.

      But… 150 points. A third of the way to the game. For what? Putting on a piece of fabric. No one would ever know. The logic, ludicrous as it was, began to unspool in his mind. It was just a transaction. A means to an end.

      The house was eerily quiet, the kind of silence that made the hum of the refrigerator seem deafening. His parents’ bedroom light had long since gone out, and Tina—Tina wasn’t home. She’d left hours ago, something about a late-night shopping trip with her friends. The perfect moment.

      Standing outside her room, Sasha felt like he was trespassing on sacred ground. Her door loomed in front of him, a gateway to a world that wasn’t his. The faintest trace of her perfume lingered in the air, a mix of something sweet and floral that made his stomach twist. This is insane. This is so insane. But the logic, flimsy as it was, clung to him like a lifeline. One pair. In a drawer bursting with them. She would never know.

      He went inside, opened the top drawer of her dresser and a riot of color and texture greeted him. Lace, silk, satin, in every hue imaginable. It felt intensely private, a violation. His face burned. He rifled quickly, his soccer-calloused fingers feeling clumsy and grossly out of place among the delicate fabrics. He bypassed the complex lace and daring cuts, his eyes finally landing on the simplest pair he could find. Baby blue satin, with just a tiny, almost invisible strip of lace at the top. They felt soft. Innocent.

      Back in the sanctum of his own room, the bravado evaporated, replaced by a nervous energy that made his hands tremble. The blue fabric lay on his bed, a small, accusing splash of color against his dark grey comforter.

      “It’s just fabric,” he muttered to the empty room, his voice lacking all conviction. “For a game.”

      He shoved his sweatpants and boxers down, kicking them away. The cool air of his room hit his skin. He picked up the panties. The satin slithered through his fingers, a whisper-soft sensation that was utterly foreign. He stepped into them, the act feeling both absurd and terrifyingly deliberate.

      He pulled them up.

      The effect was… immediate.

      The coolness of the satin was a shock, nothing to the worn cotton he was used to. But as it settled against his skin, the cool became a smooth, incredible softness. It hugged him, a gentle pressure that felt nothing like his loose boxers. It was… precise. Confining, but not unpleasantly so. It was like his whole body was listening, focusing on this new, singular point of sensation. A strange, hot flutter low in his belly, a tension that was entirely new.

      He caught his reflection in the dark window pane. A boyish torso, a familiar face now twisted with a confusion that ran deeper than embarrassment. And below, that band of blue. The disconnect was dizzying.

      Which is how he found himself here, now, breath held, staring into the eye of his phone. The dare required proof. He just had to take the picture. Get the points. Get out.

      He adjusted the angle of his phone, his reflection in the mirror a fractured version of himself. His fingers trembled as he snapped the photo, capturing just the waistband and the smooth curve of fabric. No face. Just enough to prove it was him.

      The upload was immediate. He held his breath as the app processed it, the seconds stretching into an eternity. Then, ping. A notification lit up his screen: 150 Points Awarded. Success. Relief washed over him. And there was something hot and coiled low in his belly that he couldn’t quite name.

      Sasha exhaled, the tension in his shoulders easing slightly. It was done. The photo was uploaded, the points were his. One dare down, he thought, a flicker of relief mingling with the lingering unease. No big deal. It’s just fabric. Just… a weird little thing.

      His mind clung to the thought of FIFA—the crisp sound of the game booting up, the exhilaration of scoring a goal, the escape it offered. That was the prize. That was worth it. Right?

      But his body wasn’t letting him off so easily. There was a heat pooling in his stomach, a tingling awareness that refused to be ignored. The satin against his skin felt alien yet right, as if his body had been waiting for this moment without him even knowing it.

      He shifted on the bed, the silky fabric shifting with him, amplifying every sensation. The room felt too quiet now, too still, as if it were holding its breath alongside him. His hand twitched toward the waistband of the blue satin, fingers brushing against the smooth material. He hesitated, his throat dry.

      This is crazy, he told himself, shaking his head. It was just a dare. A stupid, one-time thing. He’d get the game, and none of this would ever matter again.

      But his mind kept circling back to that strange, electric pull he’d felt when he’d put them on. The way his body had responded, almost eagerly. It was unsettling, confusing… and, if he was honest with himself, a little thrilling.

      He glanced at his phone again, the screen dark now. The new dares notification still lingered in his mind, a quiet temptation. He shouldn’t. He wouldn’t. This was enough.

      But as he sat back on his bed, the victory felt hollow, overshadowed by the strange sensation humming beneath his skin. His body was betraying him, a tightness building that he couldn’t ignore. His gaze flicked down to the blue satin again, and his breath hitched. Where is this boner coming from?

      He shifted uncomfortably, trying to will it away, but the more he tried to ignore it, the more insistent it became. The satin seemed to amplify every sensation, its softness a constant reminder of what he was wearing. His face burned with shame, but there was curiosity too, a gnawing pull that he didn’t understand.

      He should take them off. The logical part of his brain insisted, but his hands lingered at the waistband. The satin felt… good. Too good. Against all reason, he tugged his sweatpants back up over them, the soft fabric a secret hug against his skin.

      The next morning, it was still there—the awareness of the satin, the way it shifted subtly with every step. He caught himself glancing at guys differently in school, his gaze lingering in ways that made his stomach twist. The sharp curve of a teammate’s jaw as he laughed, the sheen of sweat on a neck after practice—details he’d never noticed before now clawed at his attention. What the hell is wrong with me? He brushed it off as fatigue, but the thoughts buzzed in the back of his mind, insistent and unsettling.

      By the time practice rolled around, he couldn’t shake the feeling. The locker room was its usual cacophony of bro humor and clattering gear, but Sasha felt like he was watching it all through a fog. His teammates’ loud voices seemed distant, their energy grating instead of invigorating. He caught himself staring at Jake, the team’s star forward, as he peeled off his shirt, the muscles of his back rippling under the fluorescent lights. A strange heat crept up Sasha’s neck, and he looked away quickly, focusing on lacing up his cleats with trembling fingers. It’s just admiration, he told himself firmly. Everyone looks up to Jake. But the flutter in his chest wouldn’t subside, and the soft caress of the satin against his skin only served to amplify the confusion simmering beneath the surface.

      That night, Sasha found himself reaching for the panties again. Not for points this time. Just… because. The cool slide of satin against his skin was familiar now, comforting in its strangeness. His heart raced as he pulled them on, the softness awakening that same coiled tension low in his belly. It was addictive. Dangerous.

      As the fabric settled against him, he felt his body respond almost instantly. His cock, half-hard and eager, twitched against the satin, the soft material brushing against him in a way that sent pleasure straight to the base of his spine. He could feel his balls filling up.

      He shifted on the bed, the silky fabric shifting with him, each movement amplifying the sensation. God, it was good. Too good. His breath hitched as the satin pressed against his growing arousal, the friction just enough to tease but not enough to satisfy. He couldn’t help but press his hips forward slightly, chasing the feeling, his cock hardening further against the smooth material.

      His hands trembled as they hovered over the waistband of the panties, torn between tearing them off and pulling them tighter. The shame burned at the edges of his mind, but it was drowned out by the thrum of desire coursing through him. He’d never felt anything like this before—this need, this craving that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside him, somewhere he didn’t even know existed.





OEBPS/images/ravenshead.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/discovery.jpg






