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Cosplay to Win

1.

"But why do I have to be Rei?" I whined, looking at the costume that Lindsay had handed me. It was a sleek, futuristic outfit with a purple and pink color scheme that looked like something a space adventurer might wear. Not that Rei wasn't a great character, but I was a guy. I wanted to be Dante Blackwood, the brooding antihero who fought demons and other supernatural threats to humanity.

But Lindsay said she had always wanted to be Dante. "Please, Paul. We have to match. If I'm Dante, you have to be Rei," she pleaded with me, giving me her best puppy-dog eyes.

I was unsure of myself, but decided that cosplay was about being someone else. What would be the harm?

As I tried it on, I was surprised to find that my transformation into Rei was almost effortless. The only challenge was how to hide my bulge, but Lindsay had thoughtfully planned for this by laying out a pair of black latex panties for me to wear.

Girl’s panties? The bodysuit was one thing, but this seemed to be taking dress up way too far. Still, I couldn’t exactly go as Rei with a dick between my legs, and the panties forced by cock and balls between my legs like a sling, leaving a mostly flat area that made me look surprisingly like a real girl.

The bodysuit hugged my body in all the right places, giving my skinny form curves without being too revealing. The thigh-high boots were a bit of a challenge to get into, but once they were on, I felt like a completely different person.

"Wow, Paul. You look amazing!" Lindsay said, grinning as I pranced around in costume. "I can't believe how well that fits you."

I felt a flush of pride. Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all. We made our way to the convention center, our costumes attracting plenty of attention from passersby. People stopped to take pictures with us, complimenting us on the accuracy of our cosplay and the attention to detail in our costumes.

As we wandered through the convention center, I found myself getting more and more into character. Rei was a fierce, confident warrior who was dainty and elegant too, and I found myself adopting her posture and mannerisms without even realizing it. When a group of cosplayers dressed as villains challenged us to a mock battle, I was surprised to find that I was more than up for the challenge. I squared my shoulders and lunged forward, feeling the adrenaline pumping through my veins as I unleashed a flurry of punches and kicks.

When the battle was over, we emerged victorious, our opponents vanquished and our reputations enhanced. I felt a sense of satisfaction and pride that I had never experienced before. This was what cosplay was all about - becoming someone else, living out a fantasy, and having a damn good time doing it.

As the day wore on, I found myself getting more and more comfortable in my Rei costume. I strutted around the convention center with a confidence that I had never known before, enjoying the attention and the camaraderie of my fellow cosplayers.

Then Lindsay told me she had volunteered me for the costume contest.

"Cutest girl category?" I balked. "I can't win that. What were you thinking?" She just smiled and told me I would do great. I was ushered on stage with several other girls and I felt petrified with fright


2.

As I walked on stage with the other girls, I felt like I was in a dream. The lights were bright, and the audience was loud, but I could barely hear them over the sound of my own heart pounding in my chest. I kept thinking, "What am I doing here? I'm not a girl." But then the contest began, and we each took turns posing and showing off our costumes.

As it turned out, I wasn't half bad. I had practiced walking in heels for days before the convention, and it showed. I felt more comfortable in my body than I ever had before. When it came time to announce the winner, I didn't expect to hear my name. But there it was: "The winner of the cutest girl category is... Rei!"

I was stunned. I couldn't believe it. I walked over to collect my prize, a gift certificate to a local store, and tried to smile graciously as cameras flashed around me. When I walked back to Lindsay, she was jumping up and down with excitement.

"I told you you could do it!" she exclaimed. "You look so cute, I can't stand it!"

I blushed at the compliment, feeling like I had accomplished something I never thought I could. I had stepped outside of my comfort zone and surprised myself. The rest of the day, I walked around the convention with my head held high, feeling like I was a part of something special.

The day after the convention, all I could think about was the one next month. I found I liked playing as female characters, so I decided to play as Akira Kumura, a shy girl who wore a maid's outfit. Lindsay approved of the costume choice but told me she couldn't make it to the next convention. I'd have to go alone.

Excitement coursed through my veins as I searched for the perfect maid outfit for my next cosplay. After some online browsing, I found the perfect one: a knee-length black dress with a white apron and a matching headpiece. I ordered it right away, eagerly anticipating its arrival.

Days turned into weeks, and finally, the day of the convention arrived. I was a bundle of nerves as I made my way to the convention center, alone for the first time. I looked around at the sea of people, all dressed in their best cosplay costumes. It was overwhelming, but exhilarating at the same time.

As I entered, I saw a group of cosplayers dressed as a team of superheroes. They greeted me warmly and asked to take a photo with me. It felt amazing to be accepted into their group, even though I was the only one dressed as a maid.

But before I could even think about leaving, a group of people approached me, asking for pictures. It seemed like everyone wanted to get a photo with the cute maid girl. I did my best to pose and smile, but I couldn't shake the feeling of anxiety gnawing at the pit of my stomach.

As the day went on, more and more people came up to me, complimenting my costume and telling me how cute I was. Some even asked for my phone number, but I quickly made up an excuse about having a boyfriend.

Despite the attention and compliments, I couldn't help but feel like a fraud. What if people found out I was a guy? Would they still think I was cute? I tried to shake the thought out of my head and just enjoy the convention, but the fear lingered in the back of my mind.

Throughout the day, I met many new people and made new friends. I attended panels on anime and cosplay, and all day everyone treated me like a girl. I was both flattered and nervous at the same time. I had spent hours getting ready that morning, meticulously applying makeup and perfecting my feminine voice, but I had never expected to actually fool anyone.

After snapping a photo, I noticed one guy who was staring at me suspiciously. My heart sank. What if he figured out I was a guy? I suddenly felt self-conscious and wanted nothing more than to go home. Then I heard someone ask–

"Hey, can I get a picture with you?" asked a tall and muscular guy. I turned around and saw him smiling at me. I froze for a second, but then quickly regained my composure and replied in a voice I hoped sounded feminine, "Sure, I'd love to."

He casually threw his arm around me and his friend snapped a photo of us. "Thanks," he said, "you make a great Rei."

I blushed at the compliment, "Thank you so much."

"You're so cute," he said with a grin.

I was taken aback. Did he think I was really a girl? I nervously laughed and said, "Oh, haha, thank you."

He turned to his friend, "Dude, let's take another one."

As he took another photo, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Can I get your number?"

I hesitated, not knowing what to do. Finally, I mustered up the courage and replied, "I'm sorry, but I have a boyfriend."

He looked disappointed but understanding, "Oh, that's cool. He's a lucky guy."

I smiled, relieved that the situation hadn't turned awkward, "Thank you, I'll see you around."

He nodded and walked away, leaving me feeling both flattered and relieved.
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I was buzzing as the convention drew to a close. It had been more fun than I'd imagined acting so feminine, and being mistaken for a girl thrilled me. The attention that my costume received made me self-conscious, but in a good way. I paid more attention to the way I dressed. Feeling all those eyes on me, I could feel my cock stiffening in my panties. Luckily, I’d learned how to properly tuck this time, carefully concealing my junk. But the erection that was fighting between my legs was murder, even if the feeling made me feel a rush of pleasure too. I squeezed my inner thighs together, willing my cock to go down. I started to blush.

"Hey, do you need a ride?" I turned to find the same guy I had met inside. My heart pounded. "Um, sure," I said. He gave a big smile. "My name's Malcolm," he said. I didn't want to give my real name, so I told him my name was Paulina.

Malcolm led me to his car and opened the door for me, which I thought was a charming gesture. As he got into the driver's seat, I couldn't help but notice how strong and muscular he was. It was a stark contrast to my own feminine frame.

"Thanks for the ride, Malcolm," I said as he started the engine. "No problem, Paulina," he replied, grinning. "When I saw you in that maid's outfit earlier, I hoped I would have some excuse to talk to you again." My face flushed with embarrassment, and I looked out the window to hide it.

"Thanks," I mumbled, feeling incredibly self-conscious.

“You look cute when you’re embarrassed,” he said.

“Really?” I squeaked.

"So cute. But you don't have to be so shy around me," Malcolm said, glancing over at me. "I think you're really cool, and I'd like to get to know you better."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Was he hitting on me? But he thought I was a girl! I started to feel nervous, not knowing what to say or do. "I-I'm flattered," I stammered, "but I'm not sure I'm what you're looking for."

Malcolm chuckled. "Yeah, you’re probably right. I usually prefer ugly girls with mean personalities and terrible fashion sense. I honestly don’t even know what I’m doing talking to you.”

I laughed, my voice almost cracking.

“I’d like to see you again. Let’s meet for dinner.” He reached over and took my hand, sending shivers down my spine. "What do you say?"

I looked down at our entwined hands, feeling both excited and scared at the same time. Could I really go on a date with this guy? As much as I was enjoying my newfound femininity, I wasn't sure if I was ready for this kind of attention. "I-I don't know," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “That would be cool, I guess.”

Malcolm leaned in closer, his eyes locking onto mine. "Don’t look too excited," he teased. “It’s just dinner. And I’m actually terrible at conversation.”

“Good,” I said. “I’m even worse.”

With that, he released my hand and started to focus on the road, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
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I slipped into the tight skirt I had chosen, paired with a spaghetti strap top, some strappy sandals and a small purse. The fabric swished around my legs, and I couldn't help but twirl a little, feeling feminine and pretty. I applied a light layer of makeup, accentuating my features and feeling my heart race with excitement. This would be my first date as a girl.

As I waited for Malcolm to arrive, I tried to calm my nerves. What if he could tell I wasn't really a girl? What if he thought I was weird? But then I reminded myself of the fun I had at the convention, and how Malcolm seemed to enjoy talking to me. Maybe he would like me just as I was.

Finally, the doorbell rang. I took a deep breath and opened the door to find Malcolm standing there, looking dapper in a button-up shirt and jeans. His eyes widened as he took in my appearance, and a smile spread across his face.

"Wow, you look amazing," he said, his voice soft and low.

I felt my cheeks heat up in a blush, but I couldn't help the smile that tugged at my lips. "Thanks," I replied, trying to sound confident.

We made our way to the restaurant, chatting easily along the way. I found myself relaxing into the conversation, enjoying the way Malcolm listened to me and shared his own stories. As we ate, I was conscious of the way he looked at me, his eyes lingering on my face and my hands. It made me feel beautiful and desirable in a way I'd never experienced before. The feeling gave me an uncomfortable feeling as my cock stiffened in my panties.

Malcolm and I talked for hours, laughing and sharing our passion for anime and comics. He was so easy to talk to, and I found myself opening up to him about my love for cosplay. I couldn't believe I was talking to a guy about this, let alone someone as attractive as Malcolm.

As we walked, I was aware of the way he looked at me, stealing glances when he thought I wasn't looking. I couldn't help but feel flattered, but I also couldn't shake off the fear that he might discover my secret.

We ended up at a small park, and Malcolm suggested we sit on a bench under a tree. The sun had set, and the stars were beginning to twinkle in the night sky. It was romantic, and I felt giddy inside.

"You know, Paulina," he said, his voice soft and sincere. "I've never met anyone like you before. You're so adorable but easy, too. I feel like I can be myself around you."

I blushed, unsure of how to respond. We were already practically touching, and I wanted him to slide his arm around the small of my back. The thought made me nervous, but I couldn't deny the way my heart was racing.

"Thanks, Malcolm," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He leaned closer, his fingers making little circles on my bare shoulder. I could feel the heat emanating from his body, and my heart skipped a beat.

"I don't want this night to end," he said, his voice low and husky. "Can we go back to my place?"

I looked into his eyes and felt a flutter in my chest. I wanted to say yes, but the fear of being rejected if he found out the truth made me hesitate. Finally, I took a deep breath and decided to take a chance.

"Yes," I said, giving him a shy smile. "I'd like that."
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Malcolm’s place was surprisingly nerdy. He may have looked like a jock, but he had the figurines and gear of a hardcore nerd.

As I gazed at the models in awe, Malcolm stepped closer to me, looking into my eyes. "I feel like we really connected today," he said softly. My heart skipped a beat, and I wondered if he could hear it pounding in my chest. "Yeah, me too," I replied, feeling my cheeks flush with excitement.

Suddenly, he reached out and took my hand, pulling me closer to him. I could feel my pulse racing, and my breath caught in my throat. "I want to do something," he said, his voice low and husky.

"What?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"This," he said, leaning in and pressing his lips to mine. I closed my eyes, feeling his lips move against mine, and I melted into his embrace. It was like a dream come true, and I knew that I never wanted it to end.

As we broke apart, I looked into his eyes, and I knew that he felt the same way. "I can't believe this is happening," I whispered.

"Believe it," he said, pulling me into another kiss. It made me stiffen again, and the more we kissed the more uncomfortable I became. I wanted so badly to release my cock, but I was terrified of what it would mean. Malcolm must have sensed something was wrong. 

“What is it?” he asked.

“I’ve…I haven’t ever done this before,” I said.

“That’s okay,” he said. “Don’t worry. Just tell me what you want to do.”

I could feel my pulse pounding as the words tumbled from my mouth.

“Can I see your cock?” I asked. Malcolm flashed a big smile.

“Sure,” he said. He unzipped and pulled his already half-hard cock out of his shorts. I stared in wide-eyed amazement at it. Aside from porn, I’d never seen another guy’s cock. It hadn’t aroused me before, but now that I was playing the female role I discovered that it turned me on. He was so confident, so free, so BIG.

His cock got stiffer as he started to play with it, fingering his mushroomhead. He took my handed him and guided it to his cock. I started to stroke it just the way that I would stroke my own.

“Tell me I’m pretty,” I said.

“You’re pretty,” he said.

“Call me a slut?” I asked.

“Slut,” the word slipped from his lips with mock disgust. I groaned slightly, the sweet agony of my cock bucking under my panties making me hornier. I knew I had to move carefully so that he wouldn’t see the stiffy peeking up from under my skirt.

Still in my heels, I carefully kneeled in front of him. I hesitated just a moment as I stared at his huge erect cock just inches from my face. I knew that after I had done this there would be no going back. Could I really go through with it. But the thrill of getting Malcolm off as a girl was too much, and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

As I took his cock in my mouth, I concentrated on the head first. I licked it gently, letting it bob in and out of my mouth. Then I forced the shaft between my lips and as deep down my throat as I could. He was so huge. Thinking of own little cock, I was humbled by comparison. He was a real man. Next to him, I was just a little girl.

The thought made me cum in my panties, soaking the cotton instantly. Afraid that he would notice, I began blowing him with even greater intensity. If he noticed anything, his heavy breathing gave no sign. He placed his hands gently on my head, urging my to take him deeper inside me.

I could feel the cum dripping inside my underwear as I continued to suck him off. All I could think about was how good it felt to be his girl and how badly I wanted him to think I was sexy. When he came, I gladly swallowed it all, sucking until he was completely spent.

I looked up at him, folding my legs under my skirt in a girlish way that I hoped would hide the mess spilling from between my legs. Luckily, Malcolm was so distracted by the bliss that he had this dreamy, distracted look on his face.

“Jesus,” he said. “That was amazing.”

“Believe me,” I told him. “The pleasure was all mine.”
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I was relieved when I left Malcolm’s apartment. It had been thrilling and terrifying at the same time. I was self-conscious of the dried cum in my panties, so I decided to tell Malcolm I wasn’t feeling well. I think he knew I was embarrassed.

“Will I see you again?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Definitely. Bye.”

He offered to drive me home, but I decided to walk home. I had a lot of things I had to sort out. Walking home in heels was uncomfortable, but I was too distracted to care. I needed to talk to someone. When I got home, I saw the light on in Lindsay’s room.

“Paul?” her voice called. “Is that you?”

I pushed the door to her bedroom open, revealing myself in my girly clothes.

“Oh,” she said, looking me up and down. “You look nice.”

“Um, thanks,” I said.

“What’s up?” she asked.

I hesitated for a moment, but then I told Lindsay everything. I explained how I had been dressing up as a girl and going to conventions, how I had met Malcolm and how things had gone further than I had expected. I felt so ashamed, like I had lied to him. But I honestly didn’t know who I was at this point.

Lindsay listened intently and then offered me her support. "Paul, it's okay to experiment and try new things. It's a journey and you don't have to have all the answers right away." She paused, then added, "I have an idea. How about you try on some of my clothes and see how you feel? Maybe that will help you figure out who you really are."

I was a little hesitant, but intrigued by the idea. Lindsay brought out some clothes from her closet, including some fresh panties and I tried them on. I was surprised by how much I enjoyed it. I felt like a different person, a more confident and self-assured girl.

As we sat and talked, Lindsay suggested we take things further and go out in public dressed as girls. "We could go to the movies," she said. "Just for fun. You don't have to be anyone else, just yourself."

I agreed, feeling excited and nervous all at once. We picked out some cute outfits, did our hair and makeup, and headed to the theater. As we walked in, I felt like all eyes were on us. I was self-conscious at first, but then I started to enjoy the attention. It was like being a celebrity, and it felt amazing.

After the movie, we went out for ice cream and talked about our experiences. I felt like I had discovered a whole new side of myself, one that I had been afraid to explore before. But now, with Lindsay's support, I felt like anything was possible.
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“Wanna meet again?? I’d luv to see u.”

I stared at my phone, reading the text from Malcolm over and over again. He wanted to go out on another date, and I was thrilled at the prospect of spending more time with him. But at the same time, I knew that I couldn't keep up the charade any longer. I had to tell him the truth about who I really was.

I took a deep breath and started to type out a response, my fingers shaking with nervous energy. "I'd love to go out with you again," I wrote, "but there's something I need to tell you first."

A few moments later, my phone buzzed with a new message from Malcolm.

"What’s up?"

I hesitated for a moment, wondering how to phrase what I wanted to say. But then I reminded myself that honesty was the best policy. "I haven't been entirely honest with you," I typed out. "There's something you should know about me."

I hit send and waited anxiously for Malcolm's response. When it came, it was almost immediate. "What is it?" he asked again, his tone still curious.

I took another deep breath, and then started typing. "I'm not who you think I am," I wrote. "I've been dressing up as a girl for the past few weeks, and I'm not sure how to stop."

I hit send, and then sat back in my chair, feeling a mix of relief and fear. I didn't know what Malcolm would think of me now that he knew the truth. Would he be disgusted? Would he reject me?

But then my phone buzzed again, and I saw that Malcolm had responded. "I already knew," he wrote. "And I like you just the way you are ;)"

I felt a wave of relief.

“You knew the whole time?” I asked.

“I always go for girls like you,” he said. “But you’re the cutest crossdresser I’ve ever met. Can you come over? I want to see you.”

I couldn’t wait to get over to see him again. He greeted me at the door with a huge smile and a kiss.

“Let’s play a game, Paulina,” he said.

“What kind of game?” I answered.

Malcolm suggested we could have fun together if I would let him pick out clothes for me. Each costume had a different identity, and I would have to behave like that character.

“One thing you have to remember,” he said with mock seriousness. “I want you to be completely girly, understand. I know that you’ve got a masculine side, and that’s fine. But when you’re here, you need to be a perfect little sissy for me. Understand?”

“Sure,” I said. 
 

“Call me daddy. Just for fun,” he said, winking.

“Yes, daddy,” I answered, savoring the words in my mouth.

From then on, I was kept on a strict schedule. Everything I did was carefully controlled by Malcolm. He told me when to arrive and how to behave in his presence. I had no control over anything, and I loved feeling submissive and feminine.

I was nervous when I arrived at Malcolm's apartment for the first time after our conversation about him picking out clothes for me. I didn't know what to expect and I was worried I might not like what he picked out. I opened the box and inside was a schoolgirl outfit. I felt my heart skip a beat. It was so cute, and it made me feel feminine just looking at it.

"I thought we could try out some role-playing," Malcolm said, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

I blushed and looked down at the outfit. "I've never done anything like that before," I admitted.

"It's okay, we can take it slow," he reassured me. "Besides, I think you'll look adorable in this."

I couldn't resist his charm, so I agreed to try it on. As I changed in the bathroom, I wondered what kind of character I should play. When I came out, Malcolm's eyes followed me across the room. I gave a little curtsy, going for something stereotypically girly.

"There’s a good girl,” he said, nodding in approval.

I felt my cheeks heat up, but I was also thrilled at the compliment. Malcolm helped me adjust the skirt and tie up my hair in pigtails. Then, he took my hand and led me to the living room.

"Now, you're not Paulina anymore," he said. "You're Yumi, the shy schoolgirl who has a crush on her teacher. And I'm Mr. Sato."

We spent the next few hours in character, and it was more fun than I ever could have imagined. Malcolm was an excellent actor, and he played the part of the stern yet caring teacher perfectly.

“That’s good, Yumi,” he said as I bent over to pick up a pen on the floor. Then I’d drop it and pick it up again, every time bending so as to show off the panties under my skirt. I tugged at the fabric of my skirt with pretend embarrassment, always apparently alarmed that my underwear was showing.

“You’re a naughty girl, Yumi-chan,” he said. “Not respectful at all.”

“Apologies, Sensei Sato,” I squealed.

“Apologies are insufficient,” he said with mock seriousness. “Come here. I want to discipline you.”

After swatting me on the ass, Malcolm broke character and asked me if I was ready for anal sex. 

“Whatever you want,” I said breathily.

“There’s lube and condoms in the drawer in my bedroom,” he told me. “Go into my bedroom, take them out, then wait for me. The first thing I want to see you is spreading your ass for me when I come in. Got it?”

“Yes, daddy,” I cooed. Inside I was nervous, but I didn’t betray any hesitation as I strode into that bedroom. I found the lube and condoms, then I got on all fours and pulled my panties down to my ankles. My cock was erect, but from behind I assured myself he couldn’t see it. Even though he knew the truth, it still gave me a thrill to think of him seeing me as just another hot piece of ass, as good as any other girl.

He entered without a word. I didn’t turn around. I heard him undoing his belt, then felt the bed compress beneath me as he climbed on.

“What do you want me do to do?” he asked.

“Fuck me hard, daddy,” I said softly. “Oooh–aahh.” I gasped. The stinging pain as he penetrated my virgin ass was quick and sharp, but after it came waves of pleasure as my muscles relaxed and I moved in rhythm with Malcolm’s body.

“Tell me I’m cute,” I begged.

“You’re sexy as hell, girl,” he said. “You’re so cute I’m gonna tear you apart.”

“Yess,” I purred. “I’m a sexy girl,” I thought. “This is the best feeling ever.”

Malcolm came and I felt his juices, realizing that I would probably be feeling his cum sliding out of my ass long after I left his bedroom. I smiled at the thought.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m great.

As the evening drew to a close, I felt a little sad that the night was already over. But Malcolm had one more surprise for me.

"I have something for you," he said, handing me a small gift bag.

I opened it up and inside was a necklace with a small pendant in the shape of a heart. I felt tears well up in my eyes. It was such a sweet gesture, and I felt grateful to have met someone as kind and thoughtful as Malcolm.

"Thank you," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Anytime, Yumi," he said, his smile warm and genuine. "I can't wait to see what character we'll come up with next."
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As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel like I was becoming a caricature of myself. The outfits were getting more and more elaborate, and the heels were getting higher and higher. But the thing was, I loved the way Malcolm looked at me when I was all dressed up. I loved the way he made me feel.

One day, after yet another day of teetering around in high heels, I couldn't take it anymore. I sat down with Malcolm and told him how I was feeling. I told him that I loved the outfits he picked out for me, but that I was starting to feel like I was getting lost in the role, rather than being myself. I told him that I wasn't sure whether it was me he liked, or the outfits.

“I thought you liked dressing up,” he said. “When I first met you, I thought that was your thing.”

“I do, and it is,” I said. “But I feel like this is too much for me.”

Malcolm tried to play it cool, but I could feel the tension in the air. We sat down and started talking, but it felt like we were dancing around the elephant in the room. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore and asked him if he’d still like me the same way if I wasn't dressed up.

Malcolm paused for a moment before answering. "I’d still like you as Paul," he said. "But I have to admit, the dressing is a must-have for me. I liked the contrast between us, and the way you acted when you were in character. It makes me feel more masculine."

I felt a lump form in my throat. I had a feeling this was what was going on, but it still hurt to hear. "So you don't like me as much as a guy?" I asked.

Malcolm looked pained. "It's not that simple, Paul. I like you for who you are, but I have to admit that the girly outfits and the way you acted when you were in character really turned me on."

I didn't know what to say. On the one hand, I was happy that Malcolm was being honest with me. But on the other hand, it made me feel like I was just a prop in his fantasy. I loved dressing up as Paulina, but I didn't want to feel like I had to do it just to keep Malcolm's interest.

After a few moments of silence, I got up to leave. Malcolm stood up as well, looking concerned. "Where are you going?" he asked.

"I need some time to think," I said. "I don't know if I can keep doing this. Sorry. It’s just the way it is."

Malcolm looked regretful. "I understand," he said. "Take all the time you need. But know that I still care about you, no matter what."

I nodded, but couldn't bring myself to say anything more. I left the apartment feeling confused and unsure about the future of our relationship.
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I picked up the phone, my fingers trembling slightly as I dialed Malcolm's number. The familiar ringtone echoed in my ear, and my heart raced with a mix of anticipation and anxiety. Would he understand? Could he accept the changes I was going through?

But as I held the phone to my ear, a wave of realization washed over me. This fear, this overwhelming need to cling to him, it wasn't healthy. It wasn't who I truly was. I had let myself become entangled in his desires, losing sight of my own journey of self-discovery.

Taking a deep breath, I reminded myself that I was my own person, capable of making my own decisions. I had embraced crossdressing as a way to explore my identity, and it was essential for me to assert my independence now. I couldn't let fear dictate my actions any longer.

With newfound determination, I pressed the end call button before Malcolm could answer. The decision to take some time away from our relationship had been difficult, but it was a necessary step for me to understand my feelings and reconcile the changes happening within myself.

Over the next few weeks, I delved deeper into my introspection. I reflected on the moments that had led me to this point and tried to unravel the complexity of my emotions. I sought solace in friends who supported me unconditionally, allowing me the space to explore my own desires without any external expectations.

During this time, I discovered a strength within me that I hadn't realized existed. I began to realize that my journey of self-discovery extended beyond the realm of crossdressing. It encompassed a wider understanding of who I was as a person, my desires, and the kind of relationships I wanted in my life.

Two days had passed since I decided to take some time away from my relationship with Malcolm. While this break was meant to provide clarity, I couldn't help but feel a sense of dullness creeping into my life. The thrill and excitement that dressing in girly outfits had awakened within me were now a distant memory, and a part of me longed for that exhilaration once again.

I took a deep breath, trying to ground myself and remember why I had chosen to slow things down. It was essential for me to understand my feelings, to ensure that my desires aligned with who I truly was. But the urges to embrace my femininity, to be appreciated for it, were becoming increasingly difficult to ignore.

As I stood in front of my closet, glancing at the beautiful dresses and accessories that had brought me such joy, a battle raged within me. On one side, there was a voice reminding me of the importance of self-reflection and taking the time to truly understand myself. On the other side, a longing to feel alive, to express my feminine side, and to be embraced for it.

The days seemed to stretch endlessly, and my heart yearned for that sense of fulfillment that only embracing my true self could provide. It was a delicate dance between self-discovery and the undeniable need to indulge in the very essence of who I was.

In those moments of internal conflict, I turned to my support system. Friends who had been by my side throughout this journey reminded me of the importance of patience and self-care. They encouraged me to stay true to my path, assuring me that the answers I sought would reveal themselves in due time.

I immersed myself in activities that brought me joy and allowed me to express my femininity in small ways. Whether it was experimenting with makeup, creating art that captured the essence of my journey, or connecting with online communities that shared similar experiences, I found solace in these moments of self-expression.

However, the yearning persisted. The desire to fully embrace my femininity and be appreciated for it tugged at my heartstrings relentlessly. It was as if a fire had been ignited within me, and it was growing stronger with each passing day.

In the midst of this internal struggle, I knew that I couldn't rush my journey. Understanding my desires and finding the balance within myself required time and reflection. It was important to ensure that my actions were driven by authenticity and self-acceptance rather than seeking external validation or appeasing societal expectations.

So, I continued to navigate this period of self-discovery with patience and resilience. I reminded myself that my journey was unique, and there was no right or wrong way to embrace my femininity. I would find the answers I sought when the time was right, and until then, I would cherish the process of understanding myself fully.

And in those moments of longing, I found solace in the knowledge that this chapter of my life was not the end. It was merely a pause, a moment of introspection and self-assessment before I would emerge stronger, more self-assured, and ready to embrace all aspects of my identity.

The fire within me burned brightly, reminding me that the thrill of embracing my femininity would return in due time. And when it did, I would be more prepared than ever to embark on a new chapter of self-discovery, knowing that I had navigated the depths of my desires and emerged as a truer version of myself.

As I reflected on my relationship with Malcolm, memories of the games we had played together flooded my mind. The dominant and submissive dynamics we had explored had initially sparked concern within me, as I feared losing myself in his desires. But now, as I examined my own desires more closely, I realized there was a part of me that craved the feeling of submission.

There was a psychological allure to surrendering myself to a powerful man, allowing him to take control and guide me through the realms of pleasure and exploration. It was a delicious sensation that awakened something deep within me, an aspect of my sexuality that I had yet to fully embrace.

With each passing moment, the desire to reach out to Malcolm and share my newfound understanding grew stronger. It was important for me to express these feelings, to have an open and honest conversation about the complexities of our desires and how they intertwined.

Taking a deep breath, I reached for my phone and dialed Malcolm's number. The anticipation and nervousness mingled within me as the phone rang on the other end. Would he understand? Could he appreciate this aspect of my being?

When he answered, his voice sent a shiver down my spine. I gathered my courage and began to explain, slowly and deliberately, the feelings that had awakened within me during our time apart. I shared my realization of the allure of submission, how it enticed me and filled me with a sense of profound satisfaction.

To my relief, Malcolm listened attentively. He understood the depth of my desires, the intricate dance between power and surrender. Our conversation unfolded with a level of openness and vulnerability that we had never experienced before.

We explored the boundaries of our desires together, acknowledging the importance of consent, trust, and communication within the dynamics we wished to explore. We discussed the intricacies of power exchange, ensuring that our exploration would always be consensual and respectful, with both of us fully aware of our limits and boundaries.

In the end, this conversation strengthened our connection and deepened our understanding of one another. Malcolm embraced my revelation with compassion and a desire to explore this aspect of our relationship in a healthy and mutually fulfilling way.

With this newfound clarity and understanding, we embarked on a journey of exploration, where the dynamics of power and submission would intertwine with love and respect. It was a thrilling and transformative path we chose to tread, one that allowed us both to grow individually and as a couple.

Through our ongoing communication, we established safe words, boundaries, and open channels for discussion, ensuring that our exploration remained consensual and rooted in mutual consent and respect.

As I let go of my concerns about losing myself, I discovered that submitting to a powerful man was not about losing my identity, but rather finding a deeper connection with myself and my desires. It was an aspect of my sexuality that I had longed to embrace, and in doing so, I found a profound sense of liberation and self-acceptance.

Together, Malcolm and I embarked on a journey of trust and vulnerability, exploring the realms of dominance and submission, and discovering the transformative power that lies within embracing the intricacies of our desires. Through it all, we found a deeper understanding of ourselves and a love that transcended societal expectations and norms.

In embracing this aspect of my sexuality, I not only found psychological deliciousness but also a path to self-discovery and profound connection. And with Malcolm by my side, I knew that our exploration would be a journey filled with growth, love, and mutual fulfillment.


11.

As Malcolm outlined the ground rules of the game we were about to play, a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement washed over me. The scenario he described involved me entering the apartment dressed as his maid, performing light dusting while he observed, and ultimately kneeling before him once the task was completed. The image of short skirts, stockings, and an array of girly frills set my heart racing with a mixture of trepidation and intrigue.

I took a moment to process the details, considering the dynamics at play and the boundaries we had established. It was essential to ensure that this game remained consensual, safe, and respectful throughout.

With consent being the cornerstone of our exploration, I gathered my courage and expressed my understanding and willingness to participate in this role-playing scenario. While the prospect stirred a range of emotions within me, I trusted Malcolm to guide me through the experience in a manner that honored our mutual desires and boundaries.

As the designated day approached, my anticipation grew. I carefully selected the outfit, choosing a short skirt, delicate stockings, and an ensemble adorned with the frills that would accentuate my maid persona. The act of dressing in these feminine garments heightened my sense of vulnerability and excitement, as I prepared to step into a new facet of my sexuality.

Upon entering Malcolm's apartment, a mixture of nervousness and a thrill of anticipation coursed through my veins. The light dusting I performed became a mere backdrop to the electrifying tension between us, each movement and interaction carrying an underlying current of desire and power dynamics.

I could feel Malcolm's eyes upon me, his gaze lingering as I moved with purpose, making sure to maintain a delicate balance between the role I was embodying and the awareness of our mutual consent and respect. The air between us grew charged with a unique blend of submission and empowerment.

Once the task was completed, I gracefully assumed my designated position, kneeling before Malcolm. It was in this vulnerable posture that the complexities of our desires unfolded. The dichotomy of power and surrender merged, creating a profound sense of liberation within me. I embraced the psychological thrill of submission, finding strength in my ability to explore this aspect of my sexuality while maintaining a solid sense of self.

As I knelt before him, the connection between us intensified. He told me it was time and unzipped his pants. I wordlessly rose to my knees, bent over and took his erect cock in my mouth. As I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, some of my red lipstick rubbed off and for a second I wondered if it was blood, as if I’d hurt him somehow. I felt silly when I realized the truth in a second, that my own lipstick had gotten on his dick. The realization thrilled me somehow, reminding me of my girliness and allowing me to lose myself in my role as a sissy.

Eagerly, I took his cock deeper, sucking and guiding it deeper down my throat. The vein on his shaft pulsed as I pressed his cock between my lips. My own cock was semi-hard under my skirt, but I ignored that. His dick was what I was here for, and my own would only get in the way. I moaned as I worked his cock, staring up at his face. He looked down on me with a look of pure love, completely absorbed by the hot little slut on the floor in front of him. I flicked the seam of his cock with my tongue, drawing the cum out of the end of his shaft. With a few eager bobs of my neck, I was able to make him spurt inside my mouth.

"That was truly incredible. You did such a great job today, my darling," Malcolm said.

As Malcolm praised my performance, a surge of pride and satisfaction washed over me. His words of appreciation echoed in my ears, reaffirming the sense of accomplishment I felt in embracing my desires and exploring the realms of power dynamics with him. My heart continued to flutter with a potent mixture of relief and an insatiable hunger for more.

Seeking to express my eagerness to continue the journey we had embarked upon, I posed the question, "Is there anything more I can do?" The yearning to delve deeper into this world of submission and exploration coursed through my veins, fueling my desire to push the boundaries of pleasure and self-discovery.

In response, Malcolm's voice carried a tone of both satisfaction and anticipation. He acknowledged the intensity of our experience and assured me that while not tonight, there would always be tomorrow. His words hinted at a future filled with further exploration, promising the continuation of our shared journey.

The anticipation grew within me, mingling with a sense of longing and excitement. I couldn't wait to unravel the layers of my desires, to push the limits of my own boundaries, and to surrender once more to the intoxicating dance between power and submission.

As I bid Malcolm goodnight, my thoughts raced with anticipation for the adventures that awaited us. Tomorrow held the promise of further self-discovery, deeper connections, and a newfound liberation that awaited me within the realms of submission.


Shaping Up: My Roommate Feminized Me

1.

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me. Who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress herself but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She’ll have taste and style. She’ll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn’t make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she’ll be all mine. She’ll pleasure me day and night. We’ll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won’t have to put up with Kyle’s smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He’ll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it’s a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn’t I find a girlfriend from among the world’s available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory that would be one way to go. But then I’d still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it’s a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I’ve put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn’t the only reason.

See, what he doesn’t know is that the protein shake I’ll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That’s right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be a spooky, I know but you’re not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You’ve got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I’d call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I’ve got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it’s goodbye Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that’s what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’m tingling with excitement already, but I’ve got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he’s bound to catch on that something’s funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It’s so simple it’s practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgement. Once he’s gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It’s supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I’ve got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I’m going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my ‘new girl’ is ready for me. He he.


2.

I can’t explain it. It’s been three days and no changes. Nothing. Zero.

He was supposed to be changing right before my eyes and not even realizing it. Instead, he’s the same hairy gorilla he’s always been. I’ve been following the same procedure to the letter. I wake up, make myself a shake, mix his too, and then watch as he walks out with it. He’s dutifully taken every day. Is it possible he’s just not drinking it?

At the very least he should be showing some signs of weight loss, but his chest and arms are as big as ever. Maybe a little bigger. I’ve been taking note of his body lately, watching for signs of a transformation. But he looks built as hell, or so far as I can tell. What the hell else has he been eating? Three steaks a day?

The only good news is that I’ve been seeing some serious weight loss. My tank top is practically hanging off of me, and this morning I noticed that my shorts were loose too. Not bad, except that it’s not all from my stomach. Some of it seems to be from my chest and arms too, exactly the areas where I don’t want to lose mass. I guess you can’t have everything, and I should at least count myself lucky. I’ve probably dropped close to five pounds just by watching what I eat and making myself a shake (which I’ve been careful not to let get contaminated) every morning. The shake mix advertises that it’s full of lean protein, bone broth and that kind of stuff. But still, I should be bulking up in the places where I’m working out. Instead, nothing.

I’m starting to wonder whether I’ve been had. I mean, I get that I probably sound pretty stupid expecting a magic potion to work. But it had more than twenty five-star reviews, so how do you explain that if the product is completely bogus? I think I’m going to watch Kyle drink the shake. I’ve got to make sure that I don’t arouse his suspicions, so I need to be careful. But I’ve got to at least distract him long enough that I can make sure he’s actually consuming them.

I’ve decided to forgo my own shake and just make him one. I’ve slimmed down enough already. I mix the thing same as always, adding just a little more than the recommended dose of potion powder to the drink. That should do the trick.

“Yo, Mitch,” Kyle calls from his bedroom. Shit! He’s up early.

“Yeah?” I call back.

He opens the door a crack.

“I think I’m gonna skip the gym today,” he says. “I feel a little weird.”

“Yeah?” I say, my voice straining not to betray any emotion. “Okay.”

“You’re not gonna call me a pussy because I’m flaking, are you?”

“Nah, bro,” I answer. “You do you.”

“For sure,” he says.

“Hey, you should at least drink your shake though,” I say. I wait a beat for an answer.

“Nah,” he says. “You drink it.”

“I’m good,” I say. “I’ve already had mine. I’ll just leave it in the fridge for you if you change your mind.”

“Whatever,” he says. “Thanks.”

The door closes the rest of the way. Oh my god. This is it! I knew that it had to show some effect. It’s bound to be starting, right? He won’t leave his room, doesn’t want to be seen. I wonder what the changes are? Has he started showing breasts? Is he developing curves? I can’t help but imagine what he’ll look like when it’s finished. Magic, what can’t it do?

I should have been more patient. The plan is working just like I knew it would. I slide the shake into the fridge. I just hope he drinks it. If he stops taking regular doses before the spell is complete I may just end up with something in between a sexpot and a hairy dope. The thought of Kyle half-transformed makes me cringe. Worse than the original, if you ask me. I should probably figure out some contingencies in case I can’t make him take the shake. There are other ways to work it into his food.

I wonder what he’s thinking right now. The box said that the recipient will not notice the changes until the transformation is complete, and by then she’ll have a new set of drives that will overpower even the strongest will to resist. I can’t wait. Yes, I do feel just the tiniest bit bad. But I wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t in everyone’s best interests. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him, right?

I wonder what he meant when he said he felt weird. It isn’t painful, is it? I wouldn’t want him to suffer. Kyle may be a douche bag, but it’s not like I hope he’s in pain, exactly. Ah, well. Too late to turn back now.

I think I’m going to have a run around the park to celebrate. Better cinch up my drawstring on my shorts, though. Wouldn’t want them to slip right off me while I’m running. Seriously, it is crazy how fast I’m shaping up. I might even have a piece of cake after I’m done. I’ve earned it.


3.  

I was wrong. Staying home from the gym wasn’t a sign of anything. The very next day he came out of his room and told me he just took the biggest shit of his life. He compared it to giving birth. The asshole was just constipated. What the hell gives?

I know what you’re probably thinking. He didn’t drink the shake that day, right? That has to be it. No. He drank it alright. I was in the living room when he came in, opened up the fridge, grabbed the shake and started drinking it. I don’t know if he finished it, but he definitely drank some of it right in front of me. He stood there watching me while he did it.

I was bending over, doing some stretches in front of the window. Ever since I lost weight I’ve been noticing that I’ve been way more flexible than I used to be. I can touch my toes no problem, now! Anyway, I was bent all the way over, with my hips spread apart and my head hanging down, and do you know what he said?

“Nice ass.”

Can you believe that? He skips his workout and then he mocks me for doing mine. Unreal. I mean, I’ll admit that my shorts were so loose, that he probably could make out the top of my crack just a little. So, that’s on me. I’ve got to get some new workout gear. But it doesn’t give him the right to make fun of me for it. Typical Kyle. Shouldn’t he at least be a little nicer by now? Ughh. He just makes me want to scream sometimes. I may not even make him a shake tomorrow. He doesn’t deserve it. If I thought you could disguise the taste of this stuff by putting it in beer, I’d do that. But I guess it’s the shakes or nothing. They’re bound to start working sometime, right?

4.

So, it’s been a week, and I think I can make out some changes. Subtle ones, but they’re definitely there. I haven’t seen him with any stubble lately. He usually always has two day’s growth, like, all the time. But now, his face is looking clear. Smooth even. I can’t be totally sure that he isn’t just shaving more. It’s not like I can run my fingers along his chin to check for signs of stubble. But I think maybe something is happening. He’s thinner, I think.

Last week, I ordered some girly clothes. Some of it pretty kinky stuff. A French maid’s outfit, a couple of slutty dresses and some sexy underwear. I figured it would be smart to be prepared for when the changes came. Obviously, I didn’t know what size Kylie would be, so I had to guess. Now I’m stuck with all of this stuff. I’ve been staring at the box for a week wondering what I’m going to do with it. It’s just sitting in there collecting dust. Seems a shame, really. It wasn’t all erotic stuff, either. Some if it was some everyday wear. I riffle through the contents of the box again, running my hands along the frilly fabrics and the cute little outfits.

There’s a pair of shorts and a sports bra. Nothing too girly. Just the kind of thing you see women lounging around in when they’re going to pilates later. Maybe I should try this on to make sure it fits. I mean, it may sound strange, but I’ve been having real trouble finding anything in my size lately with all this weight loss. And I’ve really needed some workout gear, and it’s not like it’s been getting any use so far. I’ll wash it and put it back in the box when I’m done. I wouldn’t want to stretch it out in case tomorrow Kyle has suddenly transformed all at once.

Oooh, these shorts are nice! It feels so good to have clothes that can actually contour to the shape of my body. My hips have gotten a lot more muscular, I guess. Anyway, they’re rounder. My ass looks pretty great in these. Not too big, I hope.

The top is just as snug. I guess that my pecks have gotten rounder because when I put this top on, it really shows them off. Wow, these feel amazing. I can stretch in every direction comfortably now! No more letting Kyle sneak a peek at my ass while I’m trying to workout. I think I’ll do my yoga in my room though. For some reason, it would feel weird for me to let him see me in this workout gear. He might recognize it later and think something is up when he feels the strange and unexplainable urge to try this outfit on. I just hope it’s soon. I’d hate to return all of this great stuff because it’s not getting any use.


5.

I feel amazing! Weight loss has been going so well that I’ve dropped at least thirty pounds. I’m lighter, firmer, and trimmer. I’ve got so much more energy than I used to. Before I started this new weight-loss program I had to convince myself to get up off the couch to clean  the bathroom. Now, I actually look forward to it. Of course, there’s a reason for that.

I never realized that cleaning was fun before, but that was because I didn’t have the right equipment to the job. But I’ve fixed that. I’m wearing the maid’s outfit right now. It hugs my figure in all the right places. Okay, I know, it’s not exactly the most practical. But if I was wearing just a t-shirt and a pair of shorts I wouldn’t have any reason to enjoy myself while I scrubbed the toilet bowl. Now, when I have to bend over, my skirt starts to ride up a little. If someone were standing over me right now they’d have a view of the panties underneath. It makes me shiver a little, but I can’t get enough of it. If it weren’t for Kyle, I don’t think I’d ever take it off.

Come to think of it, I’ve realized in the past few days that I’ve been pretty hard on Kyle. Yeah, he can be a jerk sometimes, but I think a lot of my hostility toward him was just jealousy. He’s so assertive and confident, which is not me at all. That’s probably why I said all that stuff. I feel bad now. Of course, I’m making up for it. It’s not like he’d ever clean the toilet without being asked. Or at all. It’s enough to make me sigh at the things I do for that guy. I’m still making his workout shake in the morning. The potion is empty, so I guess whatever effect it’s going to have is time-release. Or else it was a dud all along. I haven’t noticed any more changes. Oh, well. I’m of the healthiest weight I’ve ever been, so I guess that the whole weight-loss challenge wasn’t a total bust.

My underwear is starting to ride up again. I never thought about how tight girls’ underwear is. A lot tighter when you have to tuck in your cock to keep it from showing. I’ve taken to hiding it under my clothes, since nothing I wear is designed with a guy’s bulge in mind. It’s a sacrifice, but I guess it’s worth it.  I have to be stealthy to make sure that Kyle doesn’t catch me, but it’s so worth it to feel this good. I’ve been trying on a lot of the stuff from that box of clothes, and I can’t believe how well it fits me. With this thing on, I feel like I could clean the kitchen too. Better not though. Wait. Was that the front door opening?

“Yo, Mitch! Where you at?”

It’s Kyle! Shit, shit, shit!

“I’m uh, occupied!” I call back. My vocal cords must be tightening in terror, because my voice sounds way higher than normal. How the hell am I supposed to get out of here without him seeing me?

I know. The shower. I’ll pretend I’m showering and then come out with a towel wrapped around me. I’ll have the carry the dress and the panties to my room, but I can probably wrap them in a towel and–

The door creaks open slowly.

I didn’t even shut the door?! What the hell was I thinking? Kyle’s face appears in the crack of the door, eyes widening as he sees me bent over the toilet, my pretty pink panties peeking out from beneath my frilly skirt.


6.

“Uh… hey,” he says, looking me up and down. I drop the toilet brush into the bowl and start using both hands to pull the flimsy bit of fabric I’m wearing to try to cover my ass.

“I can explain,” I mutter.

“No need,” he says, still staring. “I expected to find you crossdressing by now.”

“What?!” I yelp. “What does that mean?”

“That is some outfit you’ve got on there,” he says. 

“Thank you,” I respond reflexively. Thank you? “What did you mean when you said you expected to find me like this?”

“Oh, yeah, I found the potion you hid in your sock drawer,” he says.

“You did what?!” I scream, my voice rising like a teenage girl’s. “You had no right to go through my stuff.”

“Are you kidding me? That stuff was meant for me, right?”

I don’t answer.

“Yeah, it was. At first I thought you wanted to do this to yourself, but when you started to make me shakes all the time I put it together. You are one sick puppy, my friend.”

“Look, Kyle, I can explain about that–” 

“No need,” he said, holding up a hand to stop me. “I decided it wouldn’t be worth getting mad. Not when I could use this to my advantage. See, after I smoked your weed, I took that stuff and mixed it into your peanut butter, then I filled the bottle back up with table salt.”

My stomach dropped.

“So, all this time the shake I made you every morning hasn’t done anything?”

“Well, it did something. It gave the vanilla a nice kick. It’s a surprisingly delicious combination.”

“So, you haven’t been changing at all, but I…”

My voice trails off as I realize all the changes I hadn’t paid attention to before. The girly workouts, the clothes, and the changes to my body. I haven’t just been slimming down. I’ve been developing shapely hips, thighs and ass. Plus, my chest has gotten, well, pointer. I might have noticed that I’d been developing a pair of tits and had been hiding my dick in pairs of girly panties.

“Yep,” Kyle says. “I read on the box that you wouldn’t notice the changes. I guess that stuff really works. I wonder what I should call you now. I don’t think ‘Mitch’ is gonna work. Far too butch.”

“Kyle, come on, man,” I squeal.

“Hold on, I’m gonna think of something.”

He’s pinching his chin with his fingers, deliberating.

“How about Candy? That’s nice and classy, right?”

“No, hold on, you can’t start calling me Candy,” I plead.

“Sorry, sissy,” he says. “But turnabout is fair play. You were going to do the same to me. I just turned the tables on you.”

I have to admit he has a point, but this is no time to get bogged down in details. I’ve got my dignity as a man, or whatever, to protect.

“Okay,” I say. “You can call me Candy, but that’s it, right?”

“Oh, it’s not just me, sweetie,” he says with an evil grin. “You’re gonna be Candy from now on. That’s how it works. You’re now my hot little slut forever.”

“No! Please, Kyle. You don’t want to do this.”

“You ate all the peanut butter, right?”

I don’t need to answer. The look on my face says it all.

“Well, then it’s already done. Nothing more I can do. I only feminized you part of the way, anyway. You still have a dick, right?”

I press my thighs together, feeling that my cock is indeed still with me.

“So, what are you complaining about? I let you keep that part of your manhood, at least. Of course, you’ve probably already realized that you’re more comfortable covering it up.” 

“What… what are you gonna do to me?” I ask.

“Hmm? Oh, nothing yet. You know what would be great, though? If you picked up all the dirty clothes off my bedroom floor and watched them for me. You’d be a real doll.”              

Something about these last two words echoes in my head for some reason. Real doll. Real doll. Real doll.

“No way,” I manage to say, with some effort.

“Fine, hey, I won’t force you,” Kyle says. “Of course, if what the box says is true, you’ll be powerless to resist the urge to do just what I say.”

“I’m not going to let you do this to me, Kyle,” I say.

“Whatever. I’ll be gone a few hours. Do whatever you want while I’m gone, okay, baby? That’s a good girl.”

He shuts the door behind him as he goes and I’m left standing in my French maid’s outfit wondering what the hell just happened.

7.

I don’t have to go into his room and do his laundry. I can do anything I want. I can change out of these clothes and go for a walk. I could watch a movie. I could drive to another state and leave my life here behind. Any of these things are options for me.

So, why am I mincing (it’s the best word for it) around the apartment making up reasons why I don’t have to go in there and take his clothes off the floor? It’s weird, but I have to keep myself focused on something else or my mind drifts back to what’s on the other side of the door. I’ve never been in Kyle’s room, really. I’ve peeked inside a couple of times, but the smell of it was enough to keep me out. He keeps a blanket over the windows at all hours, so it’s always perpetually dark and musky in there. I wonder what it looks like on the inside. My mind keeps drifting back to it no matter what I try. Yes, I might watch a movie. But how can I sit there and follow the plot when those clothes are just sitting there on the floor, waiting for me to pick them up and wash them?

I’d better just peek my head in and assess the situation. If it’s too messy, I won’t even bother. But if it’s one or two socks on the floor, then would it really be such a crime if I just grabbed them off the floor and put them in this laundry basket I’ve got in my hands? I mean, not to do so would be crazy, right? I would be going out of my way not to do what he says just for the sake of spiting Kyle, and, really, what would that accomplish? Exactly nothing.

I’m going in.

The room is pretty much exactly as I remember it, but something about the place is making my heart race. I guess it’s the smell. Hard to put my finger on it, but there’s definitely a musk to the place. I can feel my ample chest rise and fall as I step over the piles of clothes lying all around. I slipped on a pair of stockings (my legs were cold) and I can’t believe how cute my feet look in them. I walk toe to heel around the room, resting the laundry basket against my hip.

Okay, I’ve got to do something about these clothes. There are piles everywhere. I can barely move around in here walking toe to heel. I have no idea how he manages to walk through here. If I left these piles on the floor, I’d be allowing him to walking around with tripping hazards everywhere. What if Kyle tripped and broke his neck? That settles it. I’m washing these clothes.

I set the laundry basket on the bed and toss hoodies, jeans, and sweatpants inside. In moments, the basket is already half full. There must be three loads worth here. Oh, gross. His underwear. I pick them up gingerly with the tips my fingers. Wait, are these even dirty?

I give them a sniff.

Whoa. Suddenly my whole body floods with endorphins. Why do these smell so good? It’s like a musky odor, almost like ass, actually. But for some reason, I want to stick my whole face in to breathe in that smell. Oh, god! It’s really wrong, but Kyle’s dirty boxers smell sooo good to me. I have to do it. I bring them closer to my face slowly, savoring the scent on my nostrils, then I breathe deep. Ahhh. My cock is suddenly aroused, straining against my panties in the most uncomfortable way. Jesus, I know I should be disgusted, but Kyle’s underwear are getting me hard as hell. I feel like I have a weirdly heightened smell all of a sudden. Like, I can pick out every odor in the room. And as much as I’m enraptured by his boxers, something at the foot of his bed is calling to me even louder.

His sock. I know even before I touch it that it’s still damp with his cum. He must have jerked off into this morning before he left. Dirty boy. Dirty, dirty–

What am I doing? I’ve got to get out of this room. NOW!

But if I do that, then the laundry won’t get done, and I’ve already wasted an hour. Better just grab the sock, throw it in the hamper, then put all of this stuff in the washing machine and forget about it. The sooner I do that, the sooner I can have all this over with and the sock won’t have any power for me.

I reach for it, but it’s like I’m reaching for it in slow motion. My pulse is pounding as I pick this crusty sock off the floor. He’s used it more than once, I can tell. There are dried-on stains, but it’s still got the sweet, tangy odor of his sperm on it.

Believe me, I’m not proud of this. But as soon as I have that damp sock in my hand, I know what I have to do, what every fiber of my being is urging me to do. I stick my tongue inside it and feel his jizz on the tip of my tongue. My nipples go hard as I taste his cum. My breasts feel all hot and I feel this ravenous desire to be completely naked. This dress is too confining. I have to get it off me. I’m so horny I feel like I could burst out of it right now. I have to get my rocks off.

I let the sock drop from my hand and start pulling and tugging off all the fastenings of the maid’s outfit. I managed to unzip the back enough to pull it down and free my tits. My cock is still rock hard, throbbing and not happy at being so confined. I’m not totally sure how I manage it, but in a fugue state I manage to strip completely naked.

I kneel at the edge of the bed and wrap the crusty sock around my own swollen dick, playing with my bouncing boobs as I do it. I want so badly for my cum to mingle with his. I stroke the curves of my body and buck my hips as I grind into that sock. I’m still enjoying the memory of that taste of that sweet fluid in my mouth. In my mind, I’m imagining that my cock is Kyle’s cock and that the sock is my own mouth eagerly accepting his hot girth.

I cum almost immediately. It’s a letdown to finish so soon, but the pleasure radiates through my body in a way that I’ve never known before. It’s like a cascading wave that starts in my crotch and radiates up to all of my extremities, my fingers, my toes, my nipples. I want to rub myself all over and be felt all over. I clutch myself as I lay on his bed. I want to cry. I’m not supposed to have these feelings. Kyle was supposed to the one transformed, not me. But at the same time I almost can’t stand how good I feel. It’s dirty and exhilarating, shameful and yet satisfying all at once.

After a few moments, my dick is flacid again and my normal senses return. I’ve got to finish up and get out of here. There are the clothes on the floor, but I leave them to look at myself in the mirror. Kyle’s chest of drawers has a full-length mirror on the front of it, and I admire my body with wonder and surprise. It’s the first time I’ve actually taken stock of all the changes.

My breasts have a pair of cute little areolas and my chest is now reshaped to accommodate the weight of my titties. My hips are rounder and so is my ass. I hadn’t noticed before just how tight and firm it is. Even my face is rounder and looks cute. My nose is smaller and my eyes seem closer together. My hair has grown, though I would probably look androgenous if it weren’t for the girlish giveaways that the rest of my body betray. Maybe it’s just in contrast with the rest of me, but my male parts seem bigger than before. Could the magic actually have grown my cock? I cover it with my hand and then cover my breasts with my other arm. Weird. But good weird.

I don’t bother getting dressed again. I pick up all the clothes I can fit in the basket and carry them to the washing machine. That’s right. We have a washer and dryer in the closet of our duplex unit and he still won’t wash his own clothes. I throw all his crap in there, pour in the detergent, and watch the clothes swirling in hot water which will cleanse them of all their juices, mine and his. I enjoy the feeling of being naked. My skin is more sensitive to temperature than it was before, I think.  There’s something liberating about walking around nude when Kyle’s not home. I don’t want him to catch me, but I guess some part of me does.

As I dutifully do his laundry, I wonder what else he’s going to have me do.


8.

I’ve been doing everything I can to avoid Kyle. I know his schedule by heart, so I use it to plan where he’ll be so that I will know where not to be. The hold he has on me is so intense that I’m afraid of how he might use me if he has his chance. He could make me want to do anything to him. He could order me to get down on all fours and lick his feet and I’d be powerless to disobey. I know that now. Somehow the magic makes me want what he wants. Even without seeing him, I fantasize about him constantly. My mind is a hot mess of sick fantasies. I imagine him subjugating me completely, making me his sex slave. In the fantasies I’m always willing, eager really. That’s the part that repulses me the most. But it turns me on too. I know in my mind that he’s a disgusting pig and this is all this crazy witchcraft that I unleashed into the apartment myself. But knowing this doesn’t make my will any stronger. The only hope I have is to keep from seeing him. Strangely enough, he hasn’t done much to take advantage of the situation. He could knock on my door any time and demand that I pleasure him, and I wouldn’t be able to argue. But he hasn’t. Not yet.

That’s why I have to leave. I don’t care about breaking the lease. I have to get out of here. I can’t keep slinking past his door to the bathroom every time I have to pee. Which I have to do. Really bad. God, it is so uncomfortable wearing a skirt when you have a dick. Why do I put myself through this? Oh, right. Magic.

I’ve got to chance seeing him. As long as he’s not in the living room, I won’t have to see him. I put my ear to the door and listen. No sounds of guns going off or spaceships exploding. He’s not watching football. Okay, let’s just do this.

I push open the door, peek my head out, and glide across the room. My skirt picks up a little I’m moving so fast. Just a few more steps to reach the bathroom.

“Hey, Candy,” Kyle says. Shit. He’s sitting on the couch looking at his phone. “Whatcha doin’?”

“I’m going to the bathroom, Kyle,” I say.

“Oh, yeah?” he says, eyes still focused on his phone. He’s lounging in a hoodie with his legs spread apart just teasing me with his manhood. I can’t help it. My eyes go straight for his junk. I have to tear my eyes away to look at his face.

“Kyle, I have to tell you something,” I say.

“Hmm?” he grunts.

“I– I’m not staying here anymore. I’m moving out.”

For the first time he looks up, giving me a skeptical glare.

“Oh, yeah?” he says.

“Yes. It’s almost the end of the month, and I think in light of everything that’s happened that it’s time for me to leave.” Before I fuck your brains out and things get even more weird between us.

“Okay,” he says.

“Okay? You’re not going to make up some reason why I should stay?”

“Hey, I get it,” he says. “I mean, I pretty much feminized you completely. And sure, you tried to do it to me first but I guess I can’t fault you for wanting to get away from me. No hard feelings.”

“You’re serious?”

“Why would I not be? If you don’t want to be here, I can’t force you. Well, I guess I could. But I wouldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be right. You’re a good guy. Or you were, anyway. Fun’s fun but it’s not like I want to keep you locked in a cage, or something. That’s not me.”

“Wow. Thanks, Kyle.”

He shrugs, eyes still on his phone. I want to say more, but I really have to pee, so I rush for the bathroom as quick as I can in a pair of heels (why the hell do I wear these things?) and enjoy a nice sit-down piss. Ah, that’s a relief. I kinda can’t believe that Kyle was so nice about the whole thing. And when I say I can’t believe it, I mean that it makes me suspicious. What’s his game? Lull me into a false sense of security so he can screw with my head even more? I can’t just take him at his word, can I?

From the toilet, I can hear the door to his room open and close, so I know the coast is clear in the living room. I pull up my panties, wash my hands, brush the hair from my face and look for zits in the mirror, and then open the bathroom door and cross back to my room.

That was surprisingly easy. I wasn’t expecting him to give in like that. Which means I now have to actually find a place to live. I can’t imagine it will be easy. What landlord will believe my name is Mitch? And besides, I’ll have to list this place as a reference. Plus, I’ve got all these clothes to pack. I’ve become a shopaholic in the past week and I’ve got enough girly outfits to fill ten men’s closets. Oh, well. I guess I’m getting what I wanted.


9.

Well, bags are packed. It wasn’t easy to fit all this girly stuff inside the bags, but my heart sank when I thought about leaving it behind. Seems I can’t imagine going anywhere without a makeup kit, a closet full of dresses, bras, panties, and, obviously, shoes. I had to leave behind my TV, desk, lamp, end tables and my mattress just to make room in my car for all this chick stuff. God, it’s hard being a girl. But I guess it’s my comeuppance for what I tried to do to Kyle.

Kyle. I can’t stop thinking about him as I pack. It’s not like I’m delusional. I know he’s the same slovenly, obnoxious, self-absorbed guy he’s always been. It’s just that these qualities make him that much more fascinating to me. I find myself thinking about him, wondering what he’s doing in his room while I collect my things and prepare to leave here for the final time. I know it’s just the magic working on my brain that makes me think about prancing around the place in a skirt and heels, cleaning up his messes and having fantasies about working his cock in my mouth. But even though I know that these aren’t my thoughts, I still can’t deny them. I can feel my dick twitching slightly, wanting to get free even now.

A clean break. That’s what I need. Who knows? Maybe there’s even a way to reverse the spell. It may even wear off on its own if I can get some distance between us. It’s worth a shot, right?

I drag my suitcase with my clothes into the living room.

“Kyle,” I call, “I’m leaving.”

The words almost catch in my throat, surprising me. Kyle’s door swings open and his head pops out. He looks at me, dressed in a tight-fitting top which shows plenty of midriff and a high-cut skirt (I’ve got the sluttiest taste in clothes, what can I say?).

“Let me help you with those,” he offers, meaning the luggage.

“No, that’s okay,” I try to object, though I had a hard time even hauling the big suitcase from the bedroom. He ignores my objection, grabbing the bag and hoisting it onto his shoulder with one arm. God, he’s strong. I feel so small and fragile next to him.

“It’s the least I can do,” he says, grabbing another smaller box with his left hand. “Would you get the door for me?”

“Sure,” I say, stumbling for something else to say. I’m tongue-tied and stupid in front of him. I open the door and follow him down the hall and down the steps to my Corolla. He leaves the bag on the curb and turns to go get more. Neither of us say anything to each other as we take the stuff. I didn’t even think to grab a bag, which I’m embarrassed about.

When we get back up to the apartment, he does the same thing with two more bags. I dumbly grab some more crap and after two more trips all of my stuff has been cleared out. It’s a weird feeling. This is what I wanted, but for some reason I feel like I’m about to cry. We stand there, awkwardly looking at each other.

“Looks like that’s everything,” Kyle says, waiting for me to say something more. In a flash, I have a fantasy of him kissing me goodbye, deeply and passionately and I want to fold myself into him. Stupid magic.

“Yeah,” I mutter. “Goodbye.”

“I’m really sorry about all of this,” he says. For for the first time, his cool demeanor falls away and I can see real remorse in his eyes. “I shouldn’t have done what I did to you. I thought it would be funny, getting you the way you tried to get me. But this is more than a prank. I wish I had never done it.”

“Really?”

“Of course,” he says. “I mean, if I’d known I’d be losing you as a–  roommate, I never would have–”

He doesn’t have to say more. I bring my face closer to his and his eyes flutter shut as he pulls me into him. We kiss, his rough hands stroking my slender, silky-smooth arms. I take his hand and put it on my breast. My nipples are standing on end and my chest is on fire.

“Mitch?” he asks.

“Candy,” I say in reply. “Call me Candy.”

We kiss again, his breathing heavy. The heat from his body tells me that he’s as horny as I am.

“Bedroom?” he asks.

“Now!” I grin.


10.

He sweeps me up his arms and carries me into the bedroom. I feel like a princess as he throws me on the bed and starts ravaging me. The straps of my dress slide off my shoulders as he rubs me. The feel of his hands on my breasts is delicious, and my nipples rise in response to his touch.

“You look...good,” he says, his brain cloudy with excitement.

“How do I feel?” I ask, taking his hand and pressing it to my chest.

“Shit, yeah,” he says. “Your tits are awesome.”

I smile, feeling sexier for the compliment. Something inside me needs to be acknowledged, to have my beauty celebrated. But just as much, I want to be subjugated.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” I say to him. “Anything you want, I’m yours.”

In answer, he pushes me gently so that my back falls onto the bed. He takes my legs and positions his crotch between them. I lie there, missionary position waiting. He lifts his dick out of his sweatpants and starts dry humping me, rubbing his dick against the pink and white fabric which holds back my own. 

I feel a sharp pain in my groin. It’s my dick, expanding and trying to break free of these panties. I’m so horny I can feel the tip of my dick bubbling with precum already.

“You like that?” he asks.

“It hurts–  a little,” I say.

“Good,” he says. “I don’t want this to be too easy for you.”

My mind tells me this shouldn’t be a good thing, but somehow it feels amazing. He’s going to use me for his purposes and I’m just along for the ride. I’m fully erect, not wanting even to breathe too hard for fear that it might interrupt what he wants me to do.

Satisfied that he’s teased me enough, he reaches down and roughly tears my panties off. He jerks my cock in the process, bending it painfully for just a moment. But, then I’m free. My cock is standing proudly, pressing against his stomach as he climbs on top of me. I wrap my legs around his waist, wanting to bring my dick closer to his body.

“Wait, hold on,” he says. “I’ve never done it like this before.”

Meaning he’s never had a girl with a dick of her own.

“I’ll get on all fours,” I offer, “if that’s what you want.”

“No,” he says. “I’ve got a better idea.”

He climbs off me, and for a second I think he’s about to call the whole thing off. But instead, he crawls to the edge of the bed, pulling down his pants and showing his ass.

“You want me to fuck you?” I ask.

“Well, I’m not showing it to you because I want you to kiss it,” he snaps. I can tell this is something he’s wanted for a long time but couldn’t ask for. No other girl could give him the same thing. Now I understand why he wanted to make sure that even if the rest of me was female there was still one part that could pleasure him like a guy.

“Okay, big boy,” I say. “Leave everything to me. Your little sissy slut is going to fuck your tight little ass.”

“There’s lube in the drawer,” he says, pointing to the end table. I hop off the bed and find it right away. Condoms too.

“Don’t use those,” he says. “I know where you’ve been. I know you’re not to give me AIDS, or whatever. Just make it fast, okay, baby?”

“Whatever you want, stud,” I say, slipping into the role of the whore with gusto. I recline against the headboard, taking a generous glob of lube in both hands and, making sure that he’s watching, I begin rubbing my shaft with the stuff. I watch his eyes as they follow my fingers, rubbing and massaging my hard dick.

“You like?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says, licking his lips involuntarily. “I like.”

Satisfied that I’m fully lubricated, I get on my knees and waddle over to him, trying to keep my cock from rubbing against the sheets. With his ass in front of me, I take his ass cheeks in both palms and begin rubbing them.

“Whoa,” he says. “What are you doing?”

“You want me inside of you, right?” I ask. “Well, you have to loosen up first.”

I slide a slender, manicured finger along the crack of his ass, teasing him and preparing him for what’s next. Once I know he’s ready, I stick my finger inside, feeling my way gently. He tenses, clearly not fully prepared for his own fantasy to come true. I proceed a little more gently, probing and then rubbing the inside of his hole.

“Ahh, how do you know to do that?” he asks.

“I dunno,” I say, “it’s just the magic, I guess. I’ve never done this to anyone before, but I somehow know how to. Instinct, I guess.”

My finger is warming up inside him and I can feel the tension easing. He’s getting looser, ready to accept my erect dick without hesitation.

“You ready?” I ask.

“I guess so,” he says, sheepish.

“Good. I want it to hurt a little.”

I have to lift my skirt to fit my dick inside him, forcing my way in at first and then gliding gently once I’ve got the rhythm going. I thought I wanted to be the submissive one, but I’ll have plenty of time for that later. For now, there’s something so satisfying about giving him that mix of pain and pleasure that he craved. Who knew the whole time that Kyle wanted a tranny dick in his ass and that’s why he feminized me?

“You like that?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” he says.

“Who’s the sissy?”

“I am,” he says, his voice gruff and deep.

“Yeah? You’re a sissy’s sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he says. 

“Yes, what?” I ask.

“Yes, Candy,” he says.

“That’s Mistress Candy to you,” I say, bucking my hips against his firm, round ass. As I penetrate him, I play with my tits, rubbing and squeezing on them for extra pleasure. Jesus, I’m so glad I’m not a guy anymore. Having sex without a pair of breasts just seems boring to me now. Of course, if I had a pussy I couldn’t be doing this either. Best of both worlds.

I hold out for a few minutes longer before I cum inside his ass. He’s sweating like a pig, but so grateful. As soon as I pull out, he lays flat on the bed like a shipwreck survivor. I’ve wrecked him. And it’s only the beginning.  


11.

So, what do you do with a roommate you can’t stand? Fuck him in the ass, of course. I can’t describe how good it felt it press my raging hard cock into that asshole’s well, ya know. Giving Kyle the pounding of his life was just the beginning. I moved everything I put in the car back in right away. It’s strange to say it, but now that we’re lovers I don’t mind all the things that used to drive me crazy about him. I still can’t believe how powerful the attraction between us is. I still get stiff just thinking about him in the shower or working out. But now I know I can stay here without worrying that my lust for him will overpower me. I can be the femme one day and then be making him my submissive little bitch the next. 

It didn’t work out the way I planned it, but I’ve got no complaints. I never imagined that I would be the girl in the relationship, but besides that the magic delivered me just what I wanted. No more having to suffer an insufferable roommate. Now when I want him to pick up his beer cans, I offer to let him lick the crack of my ass or fuck my tits until he cums on my chest. Of course, I like teasing him by prancing around and cleaning in my little maid’s outfit too. Last week, I was scrubbing the toilet when he comes in, pulls down his pants, sits down and demands that I blow him. We’re the picture of domesticity. 

The funny part is that maid’s outfit is the filthiest thing I own. It’s all pretty silk and lace so I don’t know how to wash it. Oh, well. It’s not like I’m planning to wear it out. We have so much fun at home that neither of us is going anywhere anytime soon.





Miss Taken Identity

1.

“Mr. McGovern, can you tell us in your own words exactly what you saw on the evening of August 10th?”

My throat is so constricted that I’m finding it hard to speak. I take a sip from the glass of water in front of me. It doesn’t help. It’s not that my throat is dry because I’m not drinking enough. It always gets parched when I’m about to put the city’s most powerful mob boss behind bars for murder. It’s a little tic of mine.

“Uh, yes. I was… exiting my apartment when I saw, uh, a flash.”

“A flash? Can you describe this flash, please?”

All of this was rehearsed. Me and this lawyer, with the suit worth more than my car, went over all this in pretrial. Me yapping and her rapping her ruby red nails against the table as I answered. She wanted me to anticipate that they were going to rattle me.

She told me not to worry, that it would all be over soon. That I should be proud that I was doing my community and invaluable service. Blah, blah. I must have a death wish or something because Vincent Galfino is not a man to be crossed. Why did the chicken cross the road? Because it was a hell of a lot better for your health than crossing Vincent Galfino. Ha ha. Gallows humor.

“Uh, the flash? Um, yeah. It was… in a car. The back seat.”

“When you say it was in a car, what kind of car?”

"It was a… late-model Lincoln. Black. Uh, there was a man standing outside the car with his arm in the back seat."

“Could you see his arm?”

“Not fully,” I admitted. “At first. But then the flash drew my attention. The flash and the bang.”

“Can you identify the bang?”

“It was a gunshot.”

Murmurs from the peanut gallery. Every one of those spectators in the courtroom can’t believe I actually have the balls to finger Galfino. Well, neither do I.

“And do you see the man whose arm was in the back of that car?” the lawyer asks.

See him? He’s mad dogging me right now.

“Yes, ma’am. I can see him,” I reply.

“Can you point him out to us, please?” she says.

So, I raise my arm, point it at the man with the slicked-back black hair wearing a poison green suit (which cost more than ten of my cars), and in doing so sign my own death warrant.

“No further questions, your Honor. Thank you, Mr. McGovern. You may step down now.”

She doesn’t have to tell me twice. I follow the bailiff and exit into that little back room quick as I can. The bailiff gets me a Subway sandwich and a Coke, but I can’t stand to eat the sandwich my stomach is so tied up in knots. That was probably the bravest thing I’ll ever do, and already I’m regretting it. Too late to do anything now, of course. But I didn’t do it for nothing.

After a few minutes, the Special Agent assigned to my case, Rodriguez, comes in and shakes my hand. Then, he explains how the next few days are going to go.

“You did a brave thing, boss,” Rodriguez tells me. “You’re helping us put one of New York’s most notorious mobsters behind bars. Your testimony was the one thing we had to link him to the murder. Now the US Federal Government has got your back one-hundred percent.”

“Okay, cool,” I say, still reeling from what I’ve just done.

“We’re going to set you up with a completely new identity, a job, everything you’ll need.”

“Right, so where am I going?”

“Thing is, I can’t really tell you that because I don’t even know. This case is being handled at the very highest levels. I’m just the errand boy. They don’t tell me the big stuff. But, don’t worry. Anonymity is the priority.”

“Okay, so, like Michigan?”

“Maybe. Could be right here in New York state. But no matter where you go, you’re going to be provided with a full-proof alias. When we’re done with you, your own mother wouldn’t recognize you.”

“My mom’s dead,” I say. “Dad too.”

“Even better,” Rodriguez says, then realizes how cold he sounds. “Sorry, what I meant was it’s better when you don’t have any personal entanglements to complicate things, know what I mean? I mean, you’re a perfect candidate for witness protection, Nick. You’re practically a ghost already.”

It’s the kind of thing that I thought of myself before and during the trial. It was the reason that I agreed to testify at all. If I had something else going for me in my life, I never would have done it. But I thought that if someone had to do it, better somebody with few ties, right? Still, hearing someone else say it makes me feel weird, even a little pissed off. It may not have been much of a life, but it was mine and now it’s over. And I know nothing about the new one that’s about to begin.

“So, what happens now?” I ask.

“There’s a car waiting for you outside. I’ll be escorting you to a safe house. There you’ll be given details that will fill you in on every aspect of your new life. You’ll be given new documents: birth certificate, passport, all that.

“What about money?” I ask.

“You’ve already been given guaranteed employment at a salary you’ll find satisfactory. You can never disclose your real identity as Nick McGovern to anyone. Under no circumstances should you attempt to make contact with anyone from your former life. Do you understand?”

“Yep,” I nod, a little uneasy. 

“All right, let’s hit the road.”
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The safe house is a shit hole. I mean, I know they don't choose these places for the aesthetics, but this is just a total dump. Rusty stains in the bathroom sink (which drips), cracked tiles, some impossible to identify stains. And aside from the barest old furniture, the place is completely empty. I wish that I'd thought of grabbing a few things from my old apartment. They told me I couldn't ever go back there, and I believe them. But couldn't some agent at least go collect my stuff before they ship me off to wherever? Oh, well. Not much of a loss, I guess. 

As soon as Rodriguez dropped me off, I was told that I’d be given a packet of documents. The packet would give me details of my new life and tell me what to do next. So, I waited. And waited. I stayed up half the night expecting that I’d be hurried out of bed. I’m a light sleeper so I figured it was better to just stay up and avoid all the hassle. But nobody came. I waited up for nothing.

I did find something today though. Taped to the inside of the front door was a manila envelope thick with documents. I pulled it down, fingers fumbling as I tore it open. My heart was racing. I kinda couldn't imagine what my new life was going to be like. Doctor? No, they need training. I just hoped that I wouldn't be a garbage man or something. If you've ever known someone who had clogged sinuses, I've got the opposite problem. I can smell everything. But when I slid the documents out of the envelope my apprehension turned to confusion.

“Uh, this isn’t my packet,” I said to the empty room. It couldn’t be my packet. These documents say that my name is Lilian Marsh.

Lilian is apparently a housekeeper who works in the Hamptons. Birth year is the same as mine, height and weight are the same as mine (I’m skinny and short, what can I say?) and there’s even a driver’s license with a photo of a woman who looks like she could be my sister. How did they do that, by the way? Is Lilian out there somewhere in the world?

I look through the envelope thinking that there must be something I’m missing. I’ve obviously switched identities with some woman who probably fingered someone else in federal court and now needs protection. Right? I mean, they can’t seriously think that this new identity will fit me, can they?

I step out the door and look for those guys in black suits and sunglasses with those little earpiece thingies that they use to communicate with their bosses, or whoever. Last night there were two of them standing guard outside my door in case Galfino’s goons showed up to whack me. But now there’s absolutely no one on the street. I can’t go out in just my pajama bottoms, which is all I have to wear, so I go back inside. I have Rodriguez’s business card in my wallet.

No, wait. I don’t have my wallet anymore. I surrendered it before they brought me here. All I was allowed to keep was the cash inside and I didn’t think to pull the card out. It’s probably in some locker at the police station or thrown into an incinerator or something by now. Damn it. I go back and check the bedroom. I’d been too tired last night to check the closet, but now I see that there’s a black suitcase inside that can only be meant for me. I lug it over to the bed and unzip it.

Women’s clothes. Three duplicate maid’s outfits (not like the sexy roleplay kind, actual uniforms like a maid would wear), a few casual dresses, shoes, and a bunch of women’s underwear. There’s also a wig and a makeup set. Nothing for a man. This can’t be good. Looks like ‘Lilian’ is well situated, but what am I supposed to do?

I go back and look at the envelope again. There's an address where Lilian works, and there's even a key to a Kia hatchback. No number to call in case your new identity is mixed up with a woman's, so I guess I'm screwed there. Okay, Nick. Don't panic. You can figure this thing out. Obviously, a mistake has been made. There has to be some way out of this. 

I haven’t even had a shower or a shave yet, so those things take priority. Once I’m done, I realize how badly I need some breakfast and a coffee. I don’t have any clothes of my own, and I can’t risk going to Starbucks as Nick McGovern. The Feds were emphatic that I am under no circumstances to venture out unescorted in case I might be spotted by one of Galfino’s men.

So, my options are these. I can say screw the orders and ignore my handlers, and probably get killed for the trouble, or I can assume this new identity that I’ve been mistakenly stuck with for as long as I have to until I find someone who can help me out of this situation. Two bad choices. Guess which one I chose?
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“Are you the new girl?” asks a matronly woman in a maid’s uniform just like mine.

"Yes," I say, hoping that my voice won't give me away. If this white-haired woman, who I learn is named Bernice, thinks that I'm a man in drag she doesn't show it. Actually, I'm surprised at how passable my voice is. It's not girlish, but it's not manly either. Rather feminine, if I can say so.

We’re standing in what I’m told is the Great Hall. This place is easily the hugest mansion that I’ve ever seen in my life. Rich people sure know how to live. I’ve never been to the Hamptons before, but I found a new iPhone in my –  Lilian’s –  purse. Once I set it up, all I had to do was plug in the address and the turn-by-turn directions brought me straight here.

“Wait just a moment,” Bernice said. “Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are in the sitting room. They typically like to meet new staff so that there are no unfamiliar faces skulking about.

I nod.

“That’s a good girl. Quiet and reserved. You’ll do well here. I’ll just be a moment.”

When she's gone, I relax my posture and let out my gut. I can't believe how much heels hurt to stand in. I feel like I'm developing blisters or varicose veins, or something. There's a grandfather clock in the corner and I check out my reflection in the glass. I look surprisingly good, from what I can see. I expected the shape of the dress to be all wrong, but instead it gives the impression of curves I didn't realize I had. I suck in my gut again, suddenly self-conscious.

Besides the dress itself, the breast forms I found in the suitcase of stuff really help give me a convincingly female shape. Nothing too ostentatious, of course. It wouldn’t do to have the hired help looking like a whore. But under my black slip dress, it's pretty hard to tell that they're fakes. At least they're more comfortable than the shoes, and the panties. I had to tuck in, obviously. That was a new experience, to say the least.

Bernice returns and sees me looking myself over. She frowns like she thinks I may be casing the joint, and that if I am I’d better get the thought out of my head.

“Mr. and Mrs. Fischer will see you now.”

I follow her into a living room that could double as a football field. Perched on the sofa is an austere-looking woman wearing a sundress and a sneer. On the opposite sofa is a man wearing a royal blue suit. Neither of them register me, really. He's got a book in his hands, she's checking her nails.

“This is Lilian Marsh,” Bernice says. “She’s the new girl on the cleaning staff.”

I give a terrible approximation of a curtsy. Mrs. Fischer looks up from her nails to flash me a condescending smile.

“Nice to meet you, Milly,” she says. I don’t correct her. What do I care? It’s only been my name for less than two hours, so it’s not like I’ve grown attached to it or anything. “You may call me Abigail. We like things to be friendly around here.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

Even though she just invited me to do it, she looks annoyed at the imposition of informality.

“He’s Andrew,” she says, nodding at her husband who is compulsively turning pages of his book too quickly to be reading them. “Say hello, will you?”

Andrew looks up and flashes me a rakish smile.

“It’s a pleasure, Lilian,” he says.

“There, that wasn’t so hard,” says Abigail. It’s only now that I notice the age difference between the two of them. I’d peg Abigail in her late 50s, with that malnourished look that women adopt if they’re resolved not to get fat in rebellion against nature’s plan. Andrew is probably ten years younger, and maybe more. His aquiline face doesn’t betray a single wrinkle, and he’s still got all of his golden-brown hair.

“If that will be all, I’ll get Ms. Marsh situated,” Bernice offers.

“Oh, thank you, Bernice,” Abigail says with just a little too much enthusiasm, betraying how badly she wants this interaction to come to an end.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I say, pressing my knees together in a gesture designed to show submission and feminine grace.

"Likewise, dear," Abigail says, returning to her cuticles. "We're often rather busy around here, but I think you'll find that once you get the hang of it it's easy to keep pace."

“Thank you,” I say, wondering what the hell I’m in for around here.
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The rest of the afternoon is spent polishing. The banisters, the silverware, the tiles: all of it has to be so sparkling that it’s reflective. Why do rich people have so many things that they need to keep polished? I can’t stop thinking about the word polish and how it’s exactly the same as the word ‘Polish’ except for the capitalization. I keep thinking of polish jokes. How many Poles does it take to polish Poland? What did the Polish cook say to the polish girl? How long do you have to polish a Polish polisher until he shines? They’re not funny and barely even coherent, but these are the thoughts that come to you when you’re endlessly polishing and trying to do it in a skirt.

I try to keep from bending over, worried that it will expose my panties to anyone walking by. I don't understand how women can stand it. Every movement has to be carefully orchestrated so that you don't end up flashing an entire room as you bend over to rub brass cleaner on some vase. I feel so exposed, the unfamiliar threat of some leering man looking at my underwear making me weirdly self-conscious.

I don't know how long I can keep up the charade of being Lilian. I ate dinner in the servants' quarters with the other members of the household. Besides Bernice, there are just three others, all of them women and all of them older than me. They kept pestering me about the details of my sex life! Well, Lillian's sex life, actually. I had no idea women talked like this when they were alone. They were all prying and chatty, not really invasive but definitely asking me questions I had only unsatisfactory answers for. Do I have a boyfriend? No. When was the last time I'd had one? Too long to really say (never, actually). Did I own a dildo? A DILDO? You'd never imagine how dirty the minds of these old broads really are, but I tried to downplay my history and hope they'll lay off the subject in the future. All of them are in love with Mr. Fischer apparently. Or, anyway, they can't help trading secrets about his various exploits.

Mary treated us all to a detailed account of his laundry and concluded that the master of the house isn't getting laid. Stiff socks were the proof that the Mrs. was not living up to her wifely duties. I thought about Andrew with Abigail and the thought made me strangely queasy. Not that there was any reason why it should. People do it, even rich people. But there's something about that woman that I find repellent. And I can relate to Andrew's plight since I know exactly what he's going through.

When the day is finally over and I’m alone in my maid’s bedroom, I feel the same urges as Mr. Fischer. But rather than making my usual withdrawals from the spank bank, I find myself thinking about me. Well, not me. Lilian. With a little detachment, I feel I can separate the two of us. While it was happening, the fear of exposing my panties was uncomfortable. But thinking back on the experience, the way that I felt so girly and vulnerable, I can almost forget that it was me feeling these things. As I stroke my cock, I think about the new girl in the maid’s outfit. I imagine her polishing and polishing only to discover the man of the house, the only male on the entire estate, looking down on her with lust in his eyes. I’m both of them, Andrew and Lilian, and me, I guess. When Andrew’s cock expands, it’s my cock. When Lilian tugs at her skirt, that’s me too. And then I take my hand off my stiff cock and start fingering my asshole instead. It’s tight and feels uncomfortable, at first. But when I combine the two actions, jerking off and penetrating myself at the same time, I erupt like a volcano.

I can’t explain it. I’ve never masturbated like this. When it’s over and I’ve deposited my load into an old rag, I feel calm and satisfied but also strangely guilty. No reason why I should, but for some reason I do.

I have to think of a way to get out of here. Going back to my old life isn't an option, but there must be some alternative to being this woman. One day and I'm already wondering what effect it's having on me. I wish there was some kind of FBI hotline to call or something. I just have to find a way out of Fischer House, before things get even weirder.
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Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are out for the afternoon, which gives us more latitude to roam the house than usual. Ordinarily, we would have to do our best to avoid them while we made our rounds. I never understood why this was. Rich people know that the rooms don’t just get clean on their own. Do they prefer to maintain the illusion that they do? Or is it more that they’re embarrassed to be waited on so openly and would rather keep the whole thing discreet? Anyway, I’m told by Bernice that it’s my turn to straighten up the master bedroom.

By the way, I have no idea what I’m doing. Most maids, actual maids, have some kind of training before they’re hired. It’s not a four-year program or anything, but it does give you the skills (yes, skills) to properly clean a room. There’s a rhythm, a flow. You do things in a certain sequence in a certain way and that way you save yourself time and avoid the kinds of mistakes that will get you in trouble. But I didn’t know these things, these sequences. So, I got myself in trouble. Rather than stripping the bed as soon as I entered the room, which I learned later is pretty much Housekeeping 101, I went over and started pairing a bunch of men’s shoes together. I picked up a couple and set them down without realizing that Inez, who is another one of the maids, had already polished that set of shoes. The shoe polish wasn’t dried (more polish jokes!), a fact which I didn’t notice. So, when I then went to strip the bed, I spread a huge dark stain on the bedspread.

Now, I don’t know what rich people typically spend on a duvet cover, but I figure that it’s not the kind of thing you could replace at Bed Bath & Beyond. They shop at different stores, high-end boutique stores. And this is what they would have to do again since I’d just ruined the very expensive bedspread with my big black smudge. I panicked as I thought about what I was going to say to Bernice. It’s not like I love this job. But I fear what will happen without it. I still have no way of contacting the FBI to tell them about my predicament. And if I lose this job, I could be out on the street with absolutely no identity to return to. I’ll be found by Galfino’s men sooner or later. Then I’ll be dead for sure. 

But just as I think I’m as good as gone, something happens.

"Ooh, look at that. No saving it, huh? Just as well. I hated that thing. Who chooses brown for a duvet cover?"

I turn to find Andrew scratching his chin.

"Mr. Fischer," I say, practically choking. "I'm very sorry."

“What for? Like I said, it was ugly anyway. Besides, I have it on good authority that the guy who lives here is loaded. He’s not gonna miss some little thing like that.”

“What about–?”

“His wife? She won’t notice either. At least not right away. And in the meantime, I’m sure the husband can order another one. It’s just a few clicks away. Even he could manage that, the lazy fool. It’s from Bed Bed & Beyond.”

He’s so self-assured. More than that, he seems bored and detached from the whole thing. Why is it that rich people are always so self-amused? Maybe I should quit judging. This guy is clearly not what I was expecting, so I should probably stop acting like I’ve got him all figured out.

“Lilian?” he says.

“Yes,” I squeak.

“Would you do me a favor? Strip the bed, throw away the duvet cover and then replace it with one of the spares. I’ll do the rest.”

“Thank you, sir,” I say, not exactly whether I should be so formal, except that the situation seems to demand it of me.    

He doesn’t even reply, just walks out the room like he’s achieved what he was after. Must be nice, to just drift in and out as you please. I wonder what he was doing home when he was supposed to be out. And where’s Abigail?
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It’s dinner time and Abigail Fischer still hasn’t returned. It’s all the maids are talking about. The kitchen staff, Rita and Ana Maria, say they served just Mr. Fischer, who ate alone in his bedroom. Nobody knows what happened, but the most popular theory was a fight.

“They do best when they don’t see much of each other,” Bernice wryly observes, distance and lack of contact being the twin pillars of a successful marriage.

“Has this ever happened before, where she just left and didn’t say where she was going?” I ask.

“Oh, sure. All the time,” says Rita. “I don’t even know if you could call it a lover’s quarrel. You’d need a little passion for that.”

“She’s older than he is, isn’t she?” I ask. This question brings a flurry of giggles from the other ladies.

“What?”

“Have you got a crush on Mr. Fischer, Lilian?” Bernice asks.

I go red. I mean completely beet red, which I’ve never done before.

“Of course not!” I protest. “I’m here to work and that’s all.”

“Oh, come on. If I were a young woman like you, I’d never take my eyes off him,” says Bernice. If she were a young woman like me she wouldn’t be a young woman at all. After days together nobody seems to suspect that I’m not really female. 

“He’s not for me,” I say shyly. “Not that I would even consider doing anything because I need this job. But even if I didn’t, I’m not even a little bit attracted to him.”

“Well, that’s good. Because we need someone to go up and collect the dishes, and it should be someone who won’t faint dead away at the sight of him in bed.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you,” says Bernice. “Go on. You’re finished eating, aren’t you?”

I look at my clean plate and can think of no argument. So, up I go to the master bedroom. I feel strange about entering without knocking, but when I do knock I don’t hear a sound in reply. I gently slide open the door and peek my head inside.

Andrew Fischer is sitting up in bed reading. He takes off his reading glasses and stares at me.

“Uh, Mr. Fischer? Andrew?”

“Yes?”

“I’m here for the plates.”

“Thank God. I thought you were my wife.”

“Can I come in?”

“Please.”

So, I come in and find the plates at the foot of the bed. I’m going to leave without a word, but something stops me.

“I hope I didn’t make any trouble for you with Mrs. Fischer.”

He looks at me uncomprehendingly.

“The duvet cover?”

“Oh, that. I’d forgotten about it. No, that was no trouble. Don’t think about it.”

“That’s good. I’m glad.”

Now it really is time for me to leave. But this time it’s his turn to stop me.

“Lilian, can I ask what you were doing before you came here? You weren’t a housekeeper before you came to us, were you?”

“No, sir.”

“Drop the ‘sirs.’ Come on, we told you that at the beginning.”

“Yes, I remember. But everything is so formal here.”

“I know. She tells you to call her Abigail, and she makes a face like she’s swallowed a live snail when you do. She’s pretentious. It’s her upbringing. Mine too, if you want to know the truth.”

“You don’t strike me that way at all,” I say.

“Well, you don’t know me well, yet,” he says.

“That’s true.”

“You still haven’t told me who you were before you came to work for us.”

“It would be a long story,” I say. “I had a completely different life. I was a different person. Then, I got into some trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that would make more trouble for me now if I don’t shut my mouth now and forget it,” I say.

“Okay, don’t tell me. I wouldn’t want you in any more trouble. Besides, a woman with no past is better. You have a past, of course, but you can’t discuss it. That’s the best for everyone.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I say.

“It forces you to be discreet,” he says. “If you’re already running from something, that’s insurance that you won’t go blabbing or just jump ship.”

I’m suddenly not liking where this conversation is going. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” he says. “I’m not going to force you into anything you don’t want to do.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’m sure you’ve realized by now that I’m attracted to you,” he goes on.

I’m absolutely floored. I can’t believe that he even finds me passable as a woman, let alone an attractive woman. I can’t reconcile the fact that just last week I was in court testifying in a mob boss’s murder case, and now I’m in this rich man’s bedroom. His servant; he’s my master.

“Would it be crude for me to offer you money?” he asks. “I’m asking because I don’t want things to be purely transactional between us. But I want to be as honest as I can be. I have needs as a man. Mrs. Fischer, even when she is around, doesn’t meet those needs. I believe you can.”

“I want fifty thousand,” I hear myself say. The number comes out. I have no idea why that exact amount of money is what I demand. I just chose the first high-sounding number I could think of.

“That’s awfully steep for one night,” he says.

“It’s not for the night. It’s for the season. I’ll be your servant, and I’ll be your lover. But there are certain boundaries that you can’t cross.”

“Such as?” he asks.

"You can never take my virginity," I say. "My, uh, flower is off-limits. Everything else is fair game."

“Everything else?”

“That’s right. I’ll service you in other ways, but I insist on saving myself for a husband.”

It’s the best evasion I can think of. How else am I supposed to explain that I don’t have a vagina? If I don’t want him finding out what’s tucked between my legs, I have to give him some kind of story. Andrew looks at me, appraising me. He wants to know whether it’s worth it.
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“All right, Lilian,” he says finally. “I respect your rules.”

“Good,” I say, gaining a little more confidence now that I’ve asserted myself.

“Now, come here,” he says, tossing the duvet off of him with a dramatic flourish. He’s completely naked. He must sleep nude all the time. Without consciously wanting to, I admire his body, drinking in his features. The old me wouldn’t have given him a second glance if we were alone together in a locker room. But there’s something about playing this role, I can feel myself becoming more like Lilian all the time.

He takes his cock in his hand, pumping himself up.

"I said come here," he says, playfully. I saunter over to the edge of the bed and climb up onto it. I stick my ass up in the air as I crawl towards him.

“Turn the light off,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

“Because I say so.”

He reaches over and touches the base of the lamp. It instantly winks out. Rich people have the best gadgets. As I crawl forward, my hand touches his leg, then his hip. I lower my head down, smelling the precum on the tip of his cock. I take his cock in my mouth and begin to blow him. The feel of his dick skin is so unfamiliar, and yet it isn’t strange. I can imagine myself getting the same blow job that I’m giving him and my own cock rises against my panties. Oh, god. I’m so glad that I made him turn the light off. I would be blowing my cover right now if he could see the way I’m pitching a tent from having his cock in my mouth.

I suck him harder, taking him deeper into me. I manage to avoid choking only through force of will, concentrating hard on getting him as deep as he'll go until I can't take it anymore. After seven or eight minutes, I can feel that he's getting nearer. Little spasms of goo burst into my mouth and I play the dutiful servant girl and swallow it all up nice and clean. No muss, no fuss.

He takes my hair (actually my wig) in his hands and pats my head gently. 

“Good girl,” he says. “That’ll be all for now.”

So, I slip out as quietly as possible, praying that I don't see any of the other girls on the way up to my room. As soon as I'm alone, I jerk off furiously. I come almost immediately, so excited from what I've just done. It was weird and unfamiliar, but at the same time, it wasn't hard to just slip into 'girl mode' and know what to do to please him. How could I not know? I have the same anatomy that works the same way. What I wasn't expecting was how much I liked it. Now I'm hoping that Abigail won't come home. I'd like another round with the master of the house soon.
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Well, it’s been close to three months since our first encounter. We’re nearing the end of the season, fall in this case, but I can’t see myself breaking away anytime soon. I haven’t brought up ending things, and neither has he.

Abigail came back, of course. They resumed their normal routine as if nothing had happened. She continued to treat me with cold indifference and he continued to be so aloof that if you didn’t know any better you would think that I was just a servant to him and nothing more, just another in a line of anonymous women. But on those nights (or mornings, or afternoons) when he can get away things change completely. Suddenly he’s doting and hangs on my every word. It’s an act, I know, but I can’t get over how he makes me feel when I’m in his arms. We’ll take his yacht out, or I’ll meet him at a hotel on my day off and we’ll screw like crazy. Always with my rules strictly observed, of course. He still hasn’t seen me fully naked. It’s kind of amazing that we’ve been as intimate as we have and he still has no idea. Of course, I’ve been helping that little ruse along.

I’ve been taking regular estrogen injections which have helped to shape my ass and make my skin smoother and my hair silkier. Don’t get me wrong; it’s not a total transformation. But it has definitely helped my ‘problem areas’ along. It also doesn’t hurt that I finally learned how to do my makeup properly. Plus, I plucked my eyebrows to make them appear more feminine. Working together, all of these things have rendered me effectively indistinguishable from a real woman, at least around here. Of course, nobody but Andrew takes much notice of me anyway.

“Lilian,” Abigail asks, “would you mind clearing the breakfast plates from the terrace?”

“Of course, Abigail. I’d be happy to,” I say, my pulse racing a little as I rush to comply. I know that he’s out there, reading the paper on his iPad.

When I go out, I wonder whether he’ll speak to me, or look at me. I understand why he pretends not to see me, but I can’t help it. I want to be noticed, admired. And when he doesn’t even look up, at first assuming that I’m Abigail but then refusing to react when he sees that I’m not, I start getting ideas about how I can get his attention.

I lean over a little as I grab his juice glass, treating him to a view of my breasts. And yes, thanks to the hormones I have breasts too. They're not huge, but they're big enough when I'm wearing a push-up bra to draw his attention.

“Does the master need me for anything?” I ask, my voice sultry and a little over-the-top.

“Don’t be cute. You know she’s nearby,” he says, not looking up from his screen.

A juice glass shatters against the hardwood of the deck.

“Oops,” I say. He stares daggers at me.

“What happened?” Abigail calls.

“Nothing, dear!” Andrew calls. “Lilian was just a little clumsy!”

She pokes her head out to survey the damage but then pops back in again. As soon as she’s gone, he growls at me in a low voice–

“I’m not going to play this game with you, Lilian. You understood our arrangement at the start. Here you are my servant.”

“And what am I when I’m not your servant. Just some whore?”

“You were the one who asked me for money.”

“How dare you,” I say. “What have these last months meant to you? Nothing?”

I sound hysterical, I know. I can hear how crazy I sound but I can’t help it. I’m a woman scorned, so how exactly can I be expected to play nice? I want it rough.

“Keep your voice down,” he hisses. “We’ll discuss this later in private.”

“When?” I ask.

“This afternoon. Meet me in the garage at 3 pm. I’ll tell Abigail I’m playing tennis. Then we’ll go and take the boat out, okay?”

Appeased, I nod and start to pick the largest pieces of glass gingerly with my fingers (my nails are now hot pink but kept short so they won’t snap off). Then, I clear the rest of the stuff off the table without a word. He rises from his chair and goes into the house ahead of me. I wish that man didn’t have a hold on me, but I can’t pretend that he doesn’t. No matter how aloof he gets I still crave him all the more.
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“You like that, you little bitch?” he taunts, smacking my ass as hard as he can with his palm. I groan with pleasure.

“Yes, daddy,” I squeal, eager for his discipline. As soon as we got on the boat, he ordered me below deck. I was told to change out of my regular uniform and into one with a ruffled skirt made of diaphanous black lace. My panties stick out when I’m bent over his knee, like now. He smacks me hard again, this time I feel a tinge of pain linger on my left cheek. He’s really mad at me this time. Or maybe he’s just playing. I can’t ever tell.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Yes!”

“You deserve to have your ass pounded, don’t you?”

“I’m bad, daddy,” I say. “Give it to me good!”

“I’m going to strip you naked and fuck you right in that tight little pussy of yours.”

"No!" I shout, suddenly snapped out of role-playing mode. "You can't."

“Get up,” he says coldly.

“Andrew–”

“Get off me,” he says, forcing me to scramble out of his lap as he stands. He goes to the door and slams it behind him. I struggle to follow him. It’s not the waves. We haven’t even left the dock. It’s because I’m wearing six-inch heels and my ass hurts that I stumble after him. I find him on the aft deck, looking out at the sea.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer at first.

"Why do you still insist on keeping me out?" he says. This is not at all what I was expecting from him. He seems almost wounded. "Haven't I given you everything? Not just money, but dresses, jewelry, and fine clothes. Attention. Maybe not enough to satisfy you, but– "

“It wasn’t anything you’ve done,” I say.

“Then, what is it, Lilian? You know that I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt towards my own wife?”

Probably true, although that’s not really saying much.

“All I want is to be close to you,” he says. ‘On my schedule’ I think. That’s what he really wants. Intimacy on demand.

“Andrew, I want to be close to you, too. That’s why I have my boundaries.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If you knew, you would understand.”

“Knew what?” he demands. “What can you not tell me?”

“If I tell you, it’s over,” I warn.

“Says who?”

“Alright, here it is. The truth is I have a penis.”

He looks at me, looks out at the water. I wait.

"Well?"

“I had– suspected.”

“What?!”

“I didn’t know for sure. But I assumed that it must have been something like that by the way you always refused to let me take off your underwear.”

"So, all this time you've been suspecting that I might be harboring a secret, but you didn't say anything because what? You wanted to keep screwing me anyway?"

“What do you want me to say? Should I have come out and asked you? Most women don’t take that question as a compliment.”

“Fair enough,” I concede. “So, now that you know, what now?”

“We go on as before.”

“Really? Andrew, I’m not happy with the status quo anymore. I think you know that.”

“What do you want then?”

“I want to be yours. No more secrets from your wife. We need to come clean.”

“Are you out of your mind?”

"You're unhappy in your marriage. It can't come to Abigail as a shock that you want to be free."

"No way. Out of the question."

“In that case, I think it’s time that you honor our original arrangement.”

“Oh, that.”

“Unless you’re willing to think of me as more than your maid, I don’t see any other option.”

I'm probably overplaying my hand here, but I can't go on with Andrew the way we've been. The sneaking around, and the lies. The sex is still great, kinky, and full of surprises. But if I've got to give all that up, I will. I've almost forgotten how to be Nick McGovern, but I can learn more about being Lilian Marsh if I leave here. Maybe with my $50,000, I can hold out until I find another rich man. It beats cleaning houses and running from the mob.

“When?” he says.

"It's up to you. I can give my two weeks' notice, or I can leave tonight if that would be easier for you."

“You’re cruel.”

"I'm not. I'm trying to be a grown-up about this." 

“Alright, Lilian. I’ll write you a check. That should be enough to get you started wherever you want to go.”

So, that’s it? I don’t want to cry. I can’t cry. So, I tell myself that it isn’t real. As we walk down the gangway and get into his car, it isn’t real. As I lie down in the back seat to get smuggled into the Fischer House compound like a stowaway, it isn’t real. As I sneak upstairs to change back into my uniform it isn’t real. But it is. All of it is real.


10.

I didn’t expect that I would miss this place. But now that I’m ready to leave, I know I’m going to have a hard time getting over this house, to say nothing of the man it belongs to. To think that I’d wanted to get away from here as quick as I could only a few short months ago.

I told Bernice only what I had to. I’m leaving, there’s no way to make me change my mind. It’s nobody’s fault and no one could have done anything different that would keep me here. She promised to help me find work, but I told her that I’m moving in with my sister and will be able to live on my savings for a while. We hugged. It was a lot more emotional than I thought it would be. I even cried a little. I’m going to miss these ladies and their gossiping. They always made me feel like I was one of them. In a way, I was.

I carry my suitcases down the stairs. I've acquired so much crap since moving here that they feel like they're full of bricks. I think my arms might have lost some muscle from the hormones. I'm almost out the door when I hear a voice from the Drawing Room.

“Lilian?”

It’s Abigail.

“Yes?” I answer.

“Can you come in here a moment? There are a few things we’d like to discuss with you before you go.”

I set the bags down and enter to find the two of them there, she on the couch and he standing at the mantle. Abigail has her hands folded and she’s watching me intently.

“Would you please join us, Lilian? Have a seat.”

I do so.

“I was surprised to hear that you were leaving. You may not believe it, but I’ve always been very fond of you.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

“It’s not for no reason that I like you,” she goes on. “I’ve found through careful observation that you are an honest person. Someone I thought I could rely on for anything.”

I don’t say anything, anticipating that this is leading to some kind of trap.

“So, you can imagine my surprise when my husband told me everything that’s been happening between the two of you.”

Yep, that figures.

“Abigail, whatever he told you, it’s over.”

She waves a hand dismissively.

“There’s no need to rehash it. I just want to know what it would take for you to stay.”

“What?”

“I want you to stay and continue fucking my husband. Or being fucked by him. Or both. Whatever the particulars, I want you to know that I’m in on what the two of you do together.”

“Andrew?” I ask, hoping that he’ll jump in at some point.

“We’d both like for you to stay,” he says. “When you told me you wanted to go, I knew I would have to put up some kind of fight if I wanted to keep you. So, I decided that I would have to take a risk and involve Abigail too.”

“And when he did, he found out that I was far more open to experimentation than he’d ever imagined.”

“We’ve been missing something in our marriage for a while now,” Andrew says. “We think that something is you.”

“But, how? How would it work?”   

“I don’t think I need to explain the mechanics to you, do I? You’re grown up enough to know how three people can enjoy one another’s bodies.”

“I mean, how would we work things out… emotionally?”

“We’re all on the same page, so there’s really nothing else to do but get started,” Abigail says. “Now, let’s get to it, shall we?”

“Here? Now?” I’m having trouble keeping up with this strange turn of events.

“Yes. Andrew will help you. Get on the sofa.”

I’m still wondering if this is some sort of trap, but I decide that it can’t be. What would they have to gain from tricking me? I don’t know what to expect next, but I’m going to play along and see where this goes.

I get on all fours on the couch. Andrew approaches me from behind.

“Nobody’s going to see us here, right?” I ask.

“All of the other staff have been dismissed for the evening,” Andrew says. “It’s just the three of us here.”

Abigail nods, watching as Andrew takes the lube from the pocket of his jacket. He takes off the jacket, tosses it on the chair, and proceeds to pull down my panties. I feel a flush of anxiety. This is the first time that I'm going to have my secret exposed, but in a way, it's freeing to finally be fully naked from the waist down in front of Andrew, even if his wife is watching.

As he squirts the lube into his hands I can feel my cock beginning to stiffen. It's small compared to his, but it is at least bucking slightly with anticipation. I look over my shoulder at him undoing his fly and the sight of his hard cock stiffens mine even more. He grins, watching me watching him.

“That’s right,” Abigail says from her chair. “Take her right up the ass. I want to see that pretty little prick of hers get hard.”

I blush, but I'm smiling now too. Suddenly all of the tension that had been building up between the three of us since Andrew and I started fucking, a tension I didn't even realize was there, is about to be released in a torrent of passion. He enters me from behind and I welcome his hard dick spreading my cheeks. I moan as he thrusts himself into me.

“Tell me you want it,” he says.

“I want it!” I cry. I gasp as the force of his thrusts threatens to split me in half. I’m so tight that he has to buck hard to push himself deeper inside me. I look over and see Abigail, her fingers creeping under her skirt. This is turning her on, watching her husband pound this little slut on her couch. It turns me on to know that I’m making her horny and soon the room smells delightfully of sex. I’m an eager bottom, taking all of him into me.

“Smack my ass,” I beg. He forcefully complies. “Yes! That’s it! Harder!”

Without expecting it, I come all over the sofa.

“Oh, you naughty girl!” Abigail chastises me playfully. “We’ll have to make you clean that up, won’t we?”

“Yes, mistress,” I reply. Andrew pulls my hair as he comes hard inside of me, pumping my ass full of his juices.

Thank god I saw that mobster that day. If I hadn’t, I never would have become the Fischers’ pet. I know now that I’m happier as a sissy than I ever was as a man. Who knew that the witness protection program could end up making me the happiest girl in the world? Looks like I’m going to stick around after all. Lilian Marsh was just a name, now it’s my identity. I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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