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BEACH BABE SUMMER

It was meant to be the trip of a lifetime for Sam, but then his plans were shattered by the cruel hand of fate.

What if the hand of fate isn’t so cruel though? What if it just has a different plan for Sam, one he was not expecting, one involving heels…

Sam had been planning this trip for years, a gift to his sweetheart Anne, the trip she’d always talked about, dreamed about, their dream vacation. But then Anne broke up with him. She’d found someone better, someone more masculine.

Sam didn’t blame her. She deserved to be happy. He’d never be what she wanted, would never be enough of a man for her. But what was it he wanted now Anne was gone?

Sam didn’t know. So, determined to find out, determined to be bold, brave, to heal, to work out who it was he wanted to be now his heart had been broken, he sets off on the trip alone, only to have his plans dashed at the very first step when all his luggage, everything he owns, is stolen. Maybe he should just give up? Maybe fate means for him to be alone and miserable and unhappy?

But then Sam meets Sofia, the bold, brash, brazen dancer who saves him, literally and figuratively.

Sofia offers Sam more than just aid though. She offers him the adventure he’s been seeking, only… the adventure is not quite what he was expecting.

Though reluctant at first, Sam soon begins to enjoy himself, and Sofia leads him on a journey of gradual feminization and self-discovery as Sam realises just how much fun he could be having, just how joyful his life could be.

And soon Sam realises that this trip is far more than just the trip of a lifetime. It’s the start of her Beach Babe Summer...


One

“I knew this was a bad idea.” I said to myself.

I chuckled without humour, unable to decide if I wanted to cry or scream, so instead I did neither. Instead, I stood there silently as I watched the cab drive off with my luggage and my bags, my wallet, phone, even my passport.

Everything I had with me was in that cab, and all I could do was stand there and watch it race off into the unfamiliar city. I didn’t even have the energy to shout after it or to run and try to catch up with it.

Was it even a cab? Or was I even more of a fool than I already thought?

I knew I should have stayed at home, but, like the stubborn idiot I was, wanting to prove something to myself and to others, I’d insisted on coming on the holiday alone. But it was never meant to be like this…

I’d planned this holiday, six months of travel around Europe, as a surprise for my girlfriend, Anne—or I should say my ex-girlfriend, that was something I was going to have to get used to. She’d talked about travelling after college for as long as I’d known her, and I’d known her since high school, and we’d been dating for almost as long.

We’d been school sweethearts. Everyone had said we made the perfect couple. We were meant to be the ones who stayed together, who spent their lives together, who got married and had kids and lived happily ever after.

At least, that’s what I’d thought. And it’s what I’d assumed she’d thought too, but clearly, she’d had different plans.

Just thinking about her caused an ache in my heart that was almost enough to distract me from my current predicament. I’d been keeping the holiday, the six months travel a secret as a surprise gift for her for graduation, but in the end, I’d never got the chance to tell her.

Or at least I had, but it had been too late by then, and it had all been wrong. I’d been planning telling her for almost as long as I’d been planning the holiday, the meal, the surprise, and I’d been looking forward to it, but in the end, I’d ended up blurting out the surprise while sobbing and begging her not to leave me.

“Come with me. I’ve already paid for everything. We can go as friends and…” I’d said.

I’d figured maybe six months of travel would be a chance to show her she was making a mistake, to convince her to stay. I’d hoped I could win her back.

“No.” She’d said. “It’s too late for that. I… I’ve met someone.”

That confession broke my heart. The surprise I’d been planning was ruined, and the surprise proposal I’d been planning for our final stop in Paris was now never going to happen.

I should have known it would never last, that it was too good to be true. Anne was the best thing that ever happened to me, and I always knew she was too good for me.
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Anne was… well, she was perfect. She was smart and funny, kind, intelligent, and she was sweet too. Plus she was gorgeous. As a teenager, she’d been pretty, but during college, she’d blossomed into a beautiful young woman, tall and full-figured, with long legs, long blonde hair, bright blue eyes and skin like honeyed cream.

Everywhere we went people noticed her. I couldn’t blame them. And, honestly, I couldn’t really blame her for finding someone else too.

I mean, it wouldn’t have been hard for her to find someone better than me. This whole thing with the cab was just another disaster in the string of disasters that was my life. I was cursed, or at least I was pretty sure I was cursed, and who wants to be married to a cursed loser?

And add to that a cursed loser who was definitely not her equal.

When we’d met we’d both been young, barely into our teens, and we’d both been in that gawky stage of growing into ourselves. We’d got along well, made each other laugh, and had similar taste in books and movies, so we’d started dating, and we’d fallen in love. Young love.

Then, as the years passed, Anne had really grown into herself. She’d quickly grown out of that clumsy teenage phase and had quickly become a beautiful young girl, then a stunning young woman. I’d seen her blossom and flourish. I’d felt lucky to know her, and even luckier to count her as my girlfriend.

I, on the other hand, had never really left that awkward teenage phase.

Unlike all my friends and peers, I’d never really blossomed. While other boys had grown taller, more muscular, broader, stronger, hairier, I’d remained short and slim and boyish. Where they’d each become handsome in their own way, I’d remained soft and androgynous.

It didn’t help either that my friends liked to tease me about how I’d not really grown taller or larger, how I’d stayed the same. I knew it was meant to be friendly, playful, but the fact that they kept pointing out how cute I was only served to remind me of how different we were becoming.

They were becoming men, and I was stuck as a soft, short, slim boy. Yet, as I grew older, people stopped seeing me as a boy and began to see me as something else. My friends would call me cute, and joke that I could be the group's mascot. Anne would tell me that I was almost pretty, even telling me at times that she was jealous of my eyelashes or my lips, my slender, petite figure.

Where my male friends had become obviously masculine, and my female friends obviously feminine, I’d remained relatively unchanged. Only… that wasn’t entirely true.

As I’d gotten older I had changed. I no longer looked like a child, like a boy. I had an adult’s face now, a face that was delicate and cute instead of rugged and handsome, and I had grown older, had grown into myself, but I hadn’t grown into the man I was supposed to be.

I’d hoped that I was just a late bloomer, that eventually I’d blossom, but now in my early twenties, having just graduated from college, I was beginning to accept that it was never going to happen for me. Instead, I’d remained soft, small, slight.

Like I said, I was cursed.

I was going to remain short and thin and slight forever, and I really couldn’t blame Anne for finding someone else. A woman like her deserved a real man, someone who was her equal, someone handsome and rugged. In the end, I’d let her go easily, because I knew she deserved better than me.

It had broken me, but I hoped she was happy.

I still had the tickets though, the plans. It was all paid for.

I’d worked multiple jobs for close to four years, saving as much as I could, skipping meals, taking money for birthdays and Christmases, all so I could afford the perfect holiday, six months travelling around Europe just like Anne had always talked about.

I’d already bought the tickets when she’d broken the bad news to me, and it was too late to get a refund. I’d had almost three months to get over the breakup, to think about what to do. In the beginning, I’d just wallowed in self-pity, letting myself fall apart, letting myself go.

I’d stopped caring, had stopped making an effort. I'd let my hair grow longer and even attempted, and failed, spectacularly, to grow a beard.

I’d thought about selling them, knowing I wouldn’t get as much as I paid for them, or even giving them away, and I’d thought about travelling with a friend, but in the end, I’d decided to travel alone.

And I was regretting that decision already.

It was meant to be a way to prove, to myself and to others, to Anne and my friends and my family, that I was going to be okay without her. It was supposed to be me connecting with myself, healing, growing, and learning who I was and who I wanted to be in a post-Anne world.

I had plans to see the sights, to meet people, make friends, hell, maybe even meet some girls—though that hope was tenuous at best. I’d only ever asked one girl out, had only dated one girl, had only been intimate with one girl, and now she was gone and I had no idea how men my age acted around women, how they met them, how they asked them out, how they…

I blushed even thinking about it, a fluttering of nerves and embarrassment in my gut. I was so clumsy and flustered around women, especially beautiful women. It had been different with Anne. I’d known her for years, had grown up with her, and now…

Now I was alone. And I was supposed to compete with other men for women’s attention. Yet, how was that even possible with me being who I was? A cursed loser who looked almost exactly like he had when he was only just into his teens.

Women wanted men. Tall, handsome, muscular, hairy men. They wanted charm, success, confidence. I had none of those.

The only woman who’d even seen anything in me had left me and I was alone and I knew I was doomed to remain alone. Who’d want me, a scrawny, short, loser who got everything wrong?

I’d set off to travel alone for six months, to prove to myself and to others that I was going to be okay. I was going to prove that I didn’t need Anne—yes I was going to miss her, but I would survive without her, would thrive without her. That was the plan.

Travel, see things, experience things, explore cities, drink wine, eat food, take in the sights, meet people, grow. I was going to return home someone new, someone better, was going to live my best life. I was going to return home a new man.

That had been the plan.

But it was only a few hours into arriving at my first destination and already it was all going wrong.
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“I should have taken the bus.” I said I watched the cab turn a corner and vanish.

I’d landed only a few hours ago, nervous and excited in equal measure, ready to start my travels in a popular coastal resort—the original plan had been for me and Anne to enjoy a few weeks of sand and sun, take in the clubs, drink and eat, before setting off inland to continue our travels and explorations. This was meant to be where it all began.

The idea now though was to spend a couple of weeks here to heal and get my head in order, then set off where my heart led. I had a few places I really wanted to go, but I was hoping to get recommendations from other travellers and locals, wanted to open myself up to opportunity and chance, wanted to give myself space to experience things and really grow as a person, so I hadn’t made too many set plans.

Now though it was all over before it had even begun. Everything I’d brought was with me was in that cab—if it even was a cab.

Now that I thought about it it did seem a little convenient that I’d been offered a lift without even needing to wait in line, and at a price that was far less than I’d been expecting. Was I really that obvious of a mark?

I shook my head, angry at myself, defeated before I’d even had a chance to really try. All the emotions that I’d been trying to hold back, feelings over the break-up, uncertainty over my future, feelings of inadequacy, my self-doubt, surged to the forefront.

I could have fallen to the ground and wept, but I didn’t have time for that.

I was stranded in an unfamiliar street, in a strange city, in a foreign county, with only the clothes on my back and with no idea where I was. My clothes, money, phone, wallet, travel details, tickets, booking information, passport, credit cards, camera, tour guides… everything was in that cab. I had nothing.

I chuckled, shaking my head. What kind of idiot was I?

“I think I have a flat tyre, can you get out and check for me?” The driver had said.

Me, being the cursed idiot I was, just nodded and said sure. I’d got out of the car, had turned to look at the tyre, and before I knew what was happening the cab was already racing off with everything I owned, leaving me stranded.

How had I fallen for that? The answer was simple really. I was naive and stupid, and I was cursed.

“Now what?” I asked myself.

It was dark, and late, and I needed to find my hotel—the only hotel I’d booked, a luxury resort to start our romantic trip of a lifetime before we were supposed to begin slumming it in hostels and at campsites, bumming our way around a continent—but I had no idea where I was, and I had no idea where my hotel was. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down.

I should just give up. Give up and go home. I just needed to find the hotel, make a call to my family, and work out how to get back home as soon as possible.

I’d tried, and I’d failed. I was a failure. It was time to accept that. Now I just needed to get home and get on with living the rest of my life knowing the truth about who I was and what I should expect.

So, defeated, crushed, trying not to cry, I set off in the direction the cab had gone. Maybe there’d be a bar open or a late-night store where I could get directions. Maybe someone would help me.

I would have said at ‘least it can’t get any worse’ but I really didn’t want to tempt fate.


Two

As it turned out, I didn’t even need to tempt fate.

“Alright, gorgeous. What you doing out all alone?”

The voice was slurred and rough and came from behind. I cringed at the sound of it, some crude drunk yelling at some poor young woman I assumed.

I’d managed to find my way onto the main club strip and was looking for somewhere to ask for help—a friendly bouncer or a late-night market or anywhere that wasn’t thrumming with loud music and drunks. The streets were busy enough, with people making their way between bars, people just heading out for the night, people who’d had too much already heading back to their hotels.

“Hey, we’re just being friendly, no need to be a bitch and ignore us!”

A second voice called out.

I knew I should just keep my head down and walk on. There were people about who could help if she needed it. People would step in, look after her, tell the drunken idiots to fuck off.

I was already in enough trouble. I didn’t need to encourage more.

But… I knew I couldn’t do nothing.

The thought of Anne, or any woman I knew, or hell, any woman at all being harassed like that and no one helping broke my heart. If everyone thought ‘someone else will help out if they need it’ then no one would step in. If everyone assumes someone else will help then no one ends up helping, and that poor woman would left alone to be harassed.

So, resigning myself to the worst, a sense of fear and worry gnawing at me, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end, I stopped and turned to look around. Only…

There was no woman. The only people nearby were me and a group of three drunk men. And the three drunk men were all looking at me.
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“Oh so you decided to deign us with your attention finally princess?” One of the men said.

He was looking at me. He was talking to me.

“We were only paying you compliments.” A second man said. “Can’t even pay a girl a compliment any more. All stuck-up bitches. We just wanted to be nice to you, talk to you. That’s all. Have a nice chat, maybe buy you a drink.”

I stared at them, stunned. My head spun. Did they think… did they think I was a girl?

It was obvious they were drunk from the way they were staggering around and slurring their words, but still…

I blushed, cheeks turning pink. I wanted to yell at them, tell them they were wrong, that I wasn’t a girl, that they were drunken idiots and they should fuck off and learn some manners. I wanted to tell them they shouldn’t talk to people like that. I wanted to tell them off, ask them if they knew just how intimidating they’d seem to a woman on her own, wanted to vent all my frustrations and anger and bitterness at them, but…

I couldn’t. I was frozen.

There were three of them, and though I knew I was a man, just like they were, the way they were looking at me, a mix of annoyance and lust, made me feel small and weak and like the safest thing to do was to be polite. I mean, sure I was a man, just like them, but… I was nothing like them.

All three of them were larger than me, tall and broad and hairy, in their mid to late twenties, and they looked drunk enough that they could do something stupid.

And I really didn’t want the stupid thing they did to involve me.

“I… sorry, I didn’t think you were talking to me. I just... I’m just looking for some help, I need a phone. Sorry.”

Why was I apologising to those assholes? I knew they were the ones who should have been apologising to me, but it felt safer for me to be the one being nice.

“Well if you need help we can be your knights in shining armour. Why don’t you come with us and we’ll look after you.” The third man said.

I winced at the way he said that, the way he looked at me. It was obvious what their definition of looking after was. I felt dirty just talking to them.

And why had they not realised they had it wrong? I mean, sure I was small and slight, and my hair was longer than it normally was, but I was a boy, a man, in my early twenties. Having a group of men, no matter how drunk, mistake me for a girl felt… humiliating.

As the three moved closer I stepped back, trying to keep the distance between us constant. I didn’t want them any closer to me.

“I’m fine. Really. You go have fun.” I said.

“Oh don’t be so stuck up.” The first said. “You’d have fun if you gave us a chance.”

“Problem with pretty girls like you is you all think too much of yourselves.” The second added.

“Just one drink.” The third said.

It was clear they were not going to take a simple no for an answer. I looked around, for help, for somewhere to run. Why was no one helping me? Why was no one stepping in to help?

I had thought after the cab driving off with everything I owned things couldn’t get worse, but… here I was.

Even if I got away, the fact that they’d mistaken me for a girl would leave a lasting mark on my psyche. What kind of man was I that three drunks would mistake me for a pretty girl? I stepped back, preparing to make a run for it.

They were all bigger than me, but they were all drunk. Maybe I could outrun them, or outsmart them. Maybe…
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“Fuck off, and leave her alone.” A voice said.

A soft, beautiful, voice came from behind. I felt a swell of relief.

The three men stopped, looked behind me, still grinning the smug smirk of drunken morons everywhere.

“No need to get snappy. We can entertain both of you.” The first man said.

“Yeah, there’s enough of us to go around.” The third man added.

Though they still sounded cocky they had at least stopped approaching. For that I was glad.

“Look, I have had enough of dealing with cretins like you at work. I’m off the clock now, so do me a favour and crawl back under whatever rock you came out from.” The voice behind me said. “Or don’t…”

With that, there was a flash, and the sound of a smartphone camera going off.

“But if you keep pushing me, I’ll make sure every bar along this strip has a photo of you three and a warning not to let you in, then you can spend however long you have left on your holiday sober with nothing to do.”

“You can’t…” The second man started to object.

“I can and I will.” The voice behind me said. “I live and work here, and I know most of the staff that work the bars. They’ll listen to me over you. So, I say you go home and sober up. From the looks of you and your lack of sunburn, I’d say you only just got here, right?”

The three men all nodded. They looked less cocky now, less sure, cowed slightly.

“So, how about we just put this down to you all getting over-excited and drinking too much? You go home, learn from the experience, and act a little nicer from now on, and then you can continue to enjoy the rest of your holiday. Fair?”

The men nodded again.

“Yeah. But… we were only being nice. We just wanted to…”

“It’s not about what you want.” The voice said. “It's about the young girl you’ve been harassing. Now, say sorry and go back to your hotel and sleep it off.”

The three men were quiet for a moment. Clearly they were not used to being told off.

They looked from the source of the voice behind me, to me, and they were quiet for a moment. I waited. I didn’t need an apology. I just needed…

“Sorry.” Said the first man.

“Yeah, sorry. We didn’t mean nothing.” Said the second.

“Sorry.” Said the third.

And with their begrudging apologies said, clearly annoyed at me for their telling off, they turned and headed off. As they left I felt myself relax.

I hadn’t realised how tense I was, how on edge I’d been. I could feel my heart racing suddenly, and the world seemed to spin before I realised I’d been holding my breath.

“You okay Miss?” The voice said.

There were footsteps. A hand on my shoulder made me jump.

I turned and looked into the face of my saviour and… she was stunning.
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“Oh, sorry. I thought... they were catcalling you so I assumed… I mean… are you a Miss?” She asked.

The woman who had saved me was tall, perhaps even as tall as the men who’d been harassing me—standing a clear head and shoulders above me in her heels—but thin and lithe, with soft, full curves and a dancer’s figure, long toned legs, wide hips, large breasts, and an ass that was breathtakingly round. She was wearing ripped denim booty shorts, black, and a black vest.

Yet it wasn’t her body that captivated me, left me speechless. It was her face.

Her skin was flawless, the colour of burnished bronze, a rich, deep tan, flecked with freckles, and her long, jet-black hair fell in loose curls down to the middle of her back. Her almond-shaped eyes were deep brown, and her features were fine, refined, though her lips were full, pouty, almost puffy, bee-stung, and the heavy make-up she wore was dark and dazzling and mysterious so that she was almost… mesmerizing.

Even if she hadn’t just saved me I’d have been beguiled. Yet, as it was, she’d come to my rescue, which just made her all the more impressive in my eyes.

She was my beautiful knight in shining armour.

“I…” I blushed, stammering, as I tried to answer her question.

It was bad enough three drunk cretins mistaking me for a girl from a distance, but my saviour was sober, and standing right in front of me. I mean, sure it was dark, and my hair was long, but it had to be obvious I was a man, right?

“No… a Mr.” I said, my voice choked.

The fact I even needed to assert it made me feel flustered, my blush spreading from my cheeks to consume my whole face, my throat, even my chest. I wanted the ground to just open up and swallow me. Things really couldn’t get any worse, could they?

The woman in front of me just smiled and nodded.

“Sorry.” She said. “I don’t like to assume and, well… sometimes it's hard to tell.”

Was it really hard to tell in my case?

Why had those three men assumed I was a girl? I was dressed simply, skinny jeans that were comfortable for travelling, my favourite baggy hooded sweatshirt, trainers, nothing I’d describe as feminine.

True, my hair was longer than it had ever been, grown wild after the break-up, down to almost my chin, messy red waves, and I’d put on a little weight from the comfort eating—weight that had gone mostly to my ass and hips and thighs—but I was still a man. I might be short, and slim, but…

“Not that it matters though. Those idiots shouldn’t talk to anyone that way. I get so sick of them and it makes me so angry.”

She was still smiling at me. I’d gotten lost in thought, lost in my own self-pity.

I tried to smile back, but I couldn’t summon the will for it.

“Are you okay?” She asked. “You look a little shaken.”

I wanted to nod, tell her I was fine, but… I couldn’t. The words wouldn't come. They wouldn’t come because I wasn’t fine.

“What’s wrong?” She asked.

I looked at her and felt walls crumbling. Her eyes were so kind and empathetic. She smiled, sincere, warm, caring.

One question from her was all it took, and suddenly I was telling her everything.
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“That’s awful!” She said. “And I’m so sorry.”

Once I had started I’d been unable to stop. I’d ended up telling the stranger in front of me everything. I’d told her all about my break-up with Anne, about my plans for the holiday for the two of us, about how those plans had been ruined but how I’d come anyway, to prove something, to myself and to others. I’d told her about the cab, about losing everything, and I told her that I was ready to give up, give in, and admit that I was doomed to failure.

“I just need to find my hotel, or a phone or… I don’t know… I just want to go home.” I said.

I was quiet, slumped, exhausted and beaten. After my encounter with the three drunks, I was left shaken and ready to collapse, and all I wanted to do was admit I couldn’t do it, that I’d been wrong, and go home to sleep in my own bed.

Only my bed was hundreds of miles away, hours even by plane. I was stranded in a foreign country with nothing except the clothes on my back and I was licked. I was ready to give in.

I was a failure. I was cursed. Anne had been right to leave me and find someone better and this all just proved it.

“I just need…”

“What you need is a good night’s sleep.” The woman said. “And that I can help with. Tomorrow morning is the start of a new day. I can help you report the theft to the police and we can see about your hotel and passport, and once that’s done you can just see how you feel about going home.”

She spoke softly, kind and reassuring.

“Now, come on. Let’s get you off the streets and into a warm bed. Everything will seem better after a good night's rest.”

I stared at her, blinking. Why was she being so calm and generous?

“I… I don’t have any money and… I...” I was muttering. “And you don’t even know me.”

“I don’t need money.” She said. “But you’re right, I don’t know you, but there’s an easy way to fix that.”

With that she put out her hand, offering it to me.

“I’m Sofia.” She said. “And you are?”

I blinked, chuckled at her confidence and her bold attitude. She was like a ray of light in the darkness.

“I’m Sam.” I said.

I smiled, still blushing, as I took her hand and shook it. Her hand was warm and soft, and I felt a fluttering in my chest, a tightness, as she shook back, gripping my hand gently.

“Nice to meet you, Sam. Now, let’s sort you out with somewhere to sleep.”

“You don’t need…”

Sofia silenced me with a look.

“I know I don’t need to help you, but I want to. I mean, sure I could leave you out here all on your own after you’ve just been robbed and harassed, but I’d rather not. I’d rather be the kind of person who helps. I’ve been where you are now, kind of, I mean, not in quite the same position as no one robbed me, but when I first got here a few years ago I was lost and struggling to work out who I was and where I fit in, and I know it’s hard. Plus, I don’t think you really want me to leave you out here all alone, do you?”

I chuckled at that. The thought of the only person who’d been nice to me since I’d arrived abandoning me left me cold. It would be nice to have somewhere safe and warm to sleep, rest, and then worry about everything tomorrow.

“Look, why don’t you just come with me and we can get you a hot drink. You can settle, calm down, and we can make sure you’re okay, and then if you want to leave you can, but if you want to sleep I’ll make a bed up for you. How does that sound?”

It sounded amazing. I told Sofia so. She smiled at that.

“So it’s settled then. You can stay with me tonight and tomorrow we’ll deal with the rest.”

I took a deep breath. In her company, I was relaxed for the first time since my plane had taken off.

“I… thank you.” I said.

“You really don’t need to thank me, but you’re welcome.”

And with that, we set off towards Sofia’s apartment. As we walked we chatted. She asked me questions, and I answered, and in exchange, Sofia told me about herself.


Three

As it turned out, Sofia grew up not too far from my home-town, only a few hours away by bus. She’d gone through school never really fitting in and so, on a whim, had decided to travel before going to college.

“I wanted to find myself.” She said.

And she had found herself. She’d ended up in the coastal town we were in after almost six months of travelling around Europe, and she’d fallen in love with the food and the sun and the salt air and the people, or more specifically the locals—she had a lot of choice things to say about the majority of the tourist population.

She’d found work at a bar and had soon found a love of dance and the rest, as she said, was history.

“I’d never danced before. Not ever. I was too shy and too introverted, but travelling, seeing the world, having space to grow into the kind of person that made me happy, it let me discover all kinds of things about myself. One of them was that I loved to dance, and that I was pretty good at it.” She’d said.

She’d made friends and had even ended up being promoted at work, being offered the chance to dance for a living instead of serving drinks. She’d jumped at the chance.

“It was an easy decision. I mean, sure the tips from serving at the bar were good, but the idea of getting on stage was just too thrilling, it was more money and I got to enjoy myself. So I jumped at the chance. Not only was it good exercise, and fun, but I also got a stipend to spend on wardrobe, which meant I had an excuse to buy myself the most ridiculous clothes.”

Sofia had chuckled as she’d said that. She had a habit of laughing often, a bright, joyous sound that warmed me. After the day I’d had hearing her talk about her past and reliving it with joy and humour was a balm I sorely needed.

“After that it all just sort of fell into place. I had friends here, I had a job I liked, and the weather and food are great. It felt almost like home so I stayed and then I realised it was home.”

I nodded. She sounded so happy.

“Only downside is the drunk idiots who come here for a party holiday, but after a while, you learn how to handle them. Fortunately, most of them are pretty harmless even if they can be toxic as fuck sometimes.”

I nodded. They’d not felt harmless to me when they’d started shouting at me. I could still feel the lingering effects of adrenaline, the shock. I was glad I’d accepted Sofia’s generous offer of help.

I think if I’d been on my own I’d have probably collapsed and curled into a ball and wept after all I’d been through. As it was, listening to her, hearing her talk, was the distraction I needed to stay functional. And I think she knew that, which was why she kept chattering away. I was happy to listen though.

Not only was she beautiful, but she was charming and engaging and interesting. And her life sounded like exactly the kind of adventure I’d been hoping for and had failed to even begin.

As we walked I began to feel fatigue setting in as the adrenaline left my system. Fortunately, Sofia’s apartment was not far from the main club strip as it turned out, only a little more than fifteen minutes walk, though it wasn’t long until the busy, loud, bright streets gave way to darker, quieter, narrow roads and alleys. She led the way while talking, and I very quickly became lost in the maze of side streets, so much so that I soon realised how fortunate I was to have had her step in to rescue me.

My sense of direction at the best of times was terrible, but now, in a strange city in a foreign country, stressed, exhausted, and bewildered, having been robbed and harassed, it was close to zero. If not for Sofia offering to help me I’m not sure what I would have done, or what would have happened to me, and despite the distraction of our conversation, it wasn’t long before my hands began shaking.

Sofia stopped outside an old wooden door up a small flight of steps, green paint peeling and flaking. She stepped up to it and fumbled with her keys for a moment. I couldn’t help but take the chance to admire the view of her legs and ass, standing above me as she was.

The sight of her was almost enough to distract me from thoughts of everything I’d been through—Anne breaking up with me, getting robbed, getting harassed, getting mistaken for a girl. Almost, but not quite.

“Home!” Sofia said, turning back to face me.

I faltered for a moment as she caught me staring, looking up quickly from her thighs and butt to her face. She was smiling. Had she realised I’d been ogling her? I hoped not.

“Come on.” She said. “Time to get you a hot drink. I think you need it.”

I smiled, nodded. I really did.
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Sofia made us both tea, black, no milk, sweetened with honey and lemon with a dash of brandy added. She handed me the mug and told me to drink it all before bed, that I needed it, that it would help.

And she was right. The warmth of it in my hands and belly soothed me, despite the lingering heat of the day.

“Now you sit and tell me about your plans for your trip while I set your bed up.” She said.

I offered to help, but she refused. I needed rest, she said.

As she set to making up a spare bed on her sofa, sheet and blankets and pillows, I told her what I’d been hoping for from my trip. I told her about how I’d been a bit lost since Anne had left me, how I’d thought the course of my life was set, and now it felt like everything was off course and I had no clear direction.

She listened, nodding, and she was easy to talk to. I told her things I’d not really ever told anyone, not even Anne, things I had not even really admitted to myself. I told her about insecurities and fears, worries and anxieties, that I’d never confessed to anyone.

Maybe it was the stress, the trauma, the adrenaline and the endorphins, maybe it was that she’d saved me or that she was practically a stranger, maybe it was that she was just easy to talk to, or that she’d told me so much about herself already, whatever it was, I just felt like I could share with her. I felt like I could tell her things I’d never told anyone, and I did.

And Sofia just listened.

She listened as I told all about how Anne leaving me had affected my already faltering confidence, about how I felt like I was never going to be enough, that I was cursed, doomed to a miserable life, a life of failure, of never fitting it. I didn’t go into details, didn’t tell her all my secrets, but I told her more than I’d ever told anyone else.

And it felt good to tell it.

“And now, after all of that, I finally get here, and then… all this. I feel like the universe is just telling me to give up before I’ve even started and I can’t help but wonder why I even bothered to try in the first place.”

Sofia nodded. She finished the last few details of my bed for the night, fluffing up the pillows, then turned to face me. She smiled.

“You’ve had a rough couple of months, and you’ve had a long day which, I’m not going to lie, has ended in disaster, but… I say you sleep on it. Sleep on it and then tomorrow is a new day. I’m happy to help you deal with things tomorrow since I don’t start work until late. We can set about sorting everything out with the police and your bank and you can call your family, and then if you want to go home you can, but if you feel like staying on for a while you can do that too.”

I nodded at that. I couldn’t imagine what would make me want to stay after all I’d been through, but I really was exhausted, and the thought of sleep appealed and the bed Sofia had made up for me called to me like a siren song.

“Yeah, I suppose.” I said.

She smiled at that.

“Good. Now, I’m going to lock up and head to bed. You make yourself comfortable, but if you need anything just knock on my door.”

I nodded, and thanked her again. I really had no idea what I’d have done without her. I knew that as soon as I was back home I’d make sure to send her a gift, as thanks.

She didn’t know me and had no reason to trust me, no reason to help me, but she had. Her kindness left me feeling raw and on the brink of a breakdown, but I held myself together long enough to wish her good night and only once she was done, and her bedroom door was locked, did I allow myself the very smallest of melt-downs before falling into a very heavy sleep.
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The smell of coffee and the sound of rattling pans and music woke me from a dreamless sleep. As I cracked my eyes open to the unfamiliar noise I was startled awake by the sudden realisation of where I was and what that meant—that short moment after waking where everything seemed okay suddenly dashed by the reassertion of cold hard reality. I rolled over to hide my face in the pillow and groaned as a wave of almost physical dread washed over me.

“Morning sleepy!” Sofia called. “I let you have a bit of a lie in but the morning has almost gone so thought maybe waking you up with a fresh cup of coffee was a good idea. Did you sleep well? Was the sofa comfortable?”

The sofa I was sleeping on was only a short distance from the kitchenette, and I rolled back over to face her. The room was bright with sunlight, and though it was small it was decorated in a way that made the most of the space, full of plants and odd trinkets and ornaments, adding a unique sense of personality to the place.

Yet, I wasn’t paying much attention to the décor. It was Sofia that captivated my attention.

She had her back to me, stood by the stove watching over the small metal stovetop coffee pot, fiddling with a pan as she fried something, the smell of oil and the sound of sizzling filling the room.

She was dressed simply, in a short summer dress, white fabric patterned with pink blossoms. Her legs were bare, long and smooth and full, toned, and her feet were bare.

As she cooked she danced, wiggling to the beat of a song that played quietly on the radio, shaking her hips, making the skirt of her dress sway and flare, her ass jiggling. She really was a good dancer, her movements graceful and sensual and she was clearly having fun.

The sight of her was almost enough to make up for everything that had gone wrong, and as she cooked and danced I sat up, taking full advantage of the show she was putting on.

“I… yeah, I slept okay, and the sofa was comfortable actually. Really comfortable. Or maybe I was just exhausted.”

I chuckled as I spoke. I’d slept right through and though I’d woken to a looming sense of dread as I’d remembered my situation, I still felt pretty well rested, and with none of the aches or pains I’d normally have expected from sleeping on a sofa.

“Probably a bit of both. Everyone who stays over tells me that sofa is comfy, but you also looked shattered yesterday. Hopefully, today will be better. Now, why don’t you get up and get dressed and I’ll sort out coffee and food and once we’ve eaten we can set about getting you sorted.”

She sounded so cheerful and enthusiastic that it almost made me feel like my situation was going to be okay. And… maybe it was?

Sure, it had all gone to shit, but it was only money, only stuff. I was safe, and I’d slept well, and now I could set about sorting out how to get home as soon as possible.

“Sure…” I said.

I turned to pick up my clothes from where I’d left them only… they’d gone.

“… where are my clothes?” I asked, faltering.

“Oh, I stuck them in the wash. I figured with your luggage gone you’d want something clean to wear. They’ll be done in a few hours. For now, there are some of my spare clothes in the bathroom. They should fit you. You’ll have to forgive me for them not being particularly fancy, but, well, I figured you’d not want to wear any of the fancy clothes I have.”

I blushed. Being a club dancer I could only imagine what kind of fancy clothes Sofia meant. I’d take something slovenly over being mistaken for a girl again any day.

“Thanks.” I said.

I blushed as I remembered yesterday, being harassed like I was a girl. I could only imagine how much worse it might have been had I been wearing the kind of dress Sofia had on. I didn’t want to dwell on that though, so I did my best to put it out of my mind, and, wrapping a blanket around myself, I made my way through to the bathroom as the coffee finished brewing.
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I took a moment to wash up, washing my face and chest and under my arms, rinsing my mouth out with water, and running damp fingers through my hair to make it look less like I’d been dragged through a hedge backwards. Then I turned my attention to the clothes Sofia had left out for me.

They were definitely less than ideal, but I guessed it was nice of her to offer me clean clothes while washing my worn ones. The jeans and sweatshirt and t-shirt I’d travelled in might not have been filthy, but I’d still have felt uncomfortable in them after wearing them for almost an entire day.

Yet, still, something in me chafed about wearing what she’d laid out for me. Was it yesterday, that I’d been mistaken for a girl? I’d always known I was small, slight, slim, and less than masculine, but still…

And now Sofia was offering me her clothes to wear. A woman’s clothes. If wearing my own clothes had caused a bunch of drunks to mistake me for a girl then what chance did I have while wearing women’s clothes?

I didn’t really have much of a choice though, not if I wanted to get out and begin reporting the theft of my stuff to the police and getting a plane home. And it was day, so the sun would be up, and hopefully, most people would be sober.

And really, were shorts, a vest, and a loose summer shirt all that feminine?

It wasn’t that different to some of the things I’d packed to wear, some of the clothes that had been in the bags I’d had stolen. The denim shorts might have been shorter, and tighter, and the vest might be a little more fitted, with thinner straps, and the shirt might be made from a softer, more delicate material, but… they were just clothes, right? And it was better than nothing.

In the end, knowing I didn’t have much choice, and knowing that I wanted to get things sorted and resolved so I could head home as quickly as possible. I got dressed, and I stepped out to get breakfast.
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“Oh, looking good!” Sofia said, smiling as she looked at me as I stepped out of the bathroom.

I blushed at her compliment, not quite sure how to take it, not entirely sure she wasn’t teasing me. I felt oddly exposed in her spare clothes.

The shorts were far shorter than anything I’d worn before, cut high on my thighs to expose my legs, legs that had never been particularly hairy and that now, in the short shorts, looked almost smooth in the morning sun streaming in through the bathroom window. And they weren’t just short, but were tight too, made from a stretchier denim than I was used to so that they hugged my ass and hips, giving me something close to curves given the weight I’d put on recently.

And that tightness, my curves, was only made more pronounced by how fitted the vest was, its snug fit showing off how slim my waist was, how narrow my chest and shoulders were. The shirt did a little to help hide my upper body, but not much, and instead the flow of the material, the cut of it, just seemed to draw even more attention to my legs and ass and hips.

“I… thanks.” I said, blushing. “You really think it looks okay? I mean… I feel kind of…”

“You look great.” Sofia said. “Really. Stop fretting.”

She was grinning at me, and her attention, her compliments, watching her sway and dance to the music as she poured coffee and assembled two plates of food, caused my blush to deepen.

“I’ll try, but not sure I can promise much. I’ve never worn anything quite like this before.” I said.

“You’ve never worn shorts before?” Sofia said chuckling. “Then what exactly were you planning on wearing on holiday?”

I smiled, shaking my head.

“No. I mean, yeah I’ve worn shorts, just… not like these. Mine are longer, baggier. These are so… short, and tight. I just feel…”

“They look good on you. You’ve got good legs and a good butt, you’re young, slim, cute, and you’re on holiday.”

There was that word again. Cute. It’s what my friends had called me, teasing me. It’s why Anne had left me I was sure.

I was cute, not handsome. Yet, where normally I’d have chafed at that word, from Sofia it felt almost like a genuine compliment, and, dressed as I was, I did feel kind of cute. It was a unique feeling, and almost pleasant, a warm glow in my belly that made my smile spread, my blush deepening further.

“I suggest you just relax and enjoy yourself. I mean, as much as you can relax and enjoy things after everything you've been through. You're here, for now, so make the most of it. You might be on your way home tomorrow… if you still want to go home?”

I stalled at that question. I felt better after a night’s sleep, but… after everything I’d been through…

“I’m not sure. I think… I think I just want to sort things out, then see. But, yeah, I think I probably still want to just put this all behind me and go home.”

Sofia smiled, nodded.

“It’s understandable. You’ve been through a lot, but, then, like I said, why not make the most of your small time here? Wear shorts, enjoy the sun. I’ll help you get things sorted and then, if you end up going home, hopefully you’ll have at least one or two good memories.”

I nodded as I listened. What she said made sense.

“And, maybe by the end of the day you’ll have changed your mind.” Sofia said. “Maybe you’ll decide to stay, for a while at least. I think staying out here for a while might be just what you need after everything you told me yesterday, and it’d be a shame to let a rough start ruin your summer and your plans.”

I nodded again. I’d had such high hopes for the summer. Originally it had been meant as a gift for Anne, a surprise for her, the holiday she’d always dreamed of.

Then things had changed.

I’d still come, alone, and had hoped the time, the travel, would help me heal, help me grow, discover who I was and who I wanted to be. Yet it had all got off to a terrible start.

I’d fallen at the first hurdle.

I couldn’t stay. I should just go home. But then, maybe this was just my first opportunity to grow, to learn, to discover who I was. Was I the kind of man who ran home at the first sign of trouble?

Was I the kind of man who’d flee at the first difficulty, even if a beautiful stranger was offering me help? Maybe this was just a different kind of opportunity than I’d been expecting, and what would it say about me, who I was, who I was going to be, if I ran away from it?

“Just… take today to think about it, okay?” Sofia said. “Because from what you told me yesterday, I think staying, sticking it out, would be good for you. Sure, it’s easier to give up and go home, but… sometimes the easy path isn’t the right one.”

I looked at Sofia and there was something in her eyes, a spark of empathy and understanding. Her smile soothed me.

She had saved me, rescued me, looked after me, and had asked nothing of me in return. The least I could do was listen to her, and… what she said did make a lot of sense.


Four

Sofia and I sat and had breakfast together, coffee and fried tofu with sourdough bread—Sofia was a vegan, had been since just after she’d settled in the coastal town, and told me she’d never felt better since making ‘the switch’ as she called it. I’d never had scrambled tofu before, and I half expected it to taste of nothing or of burnt rubber, but it was actually surprisingly delicious, and I told Sofia so.

“I love cooking, and I love seeing people enjoy the food I make them, so you’re welcome.” She said “It’s my secret recipe. If I told it to you I’d have to kill you.”

She chuckled as she said that, smiling, and I chuckled with her. I enjoyed being with her. She was easy to talk to, and easy to be around.

After breakfast, we headed out to begin sorting out the mess that was my life.

Stepping out of the apartment I couldn’t help but feel self-conscious. After last night I was left fretting over what people might think.

Sure, the three men had been drunk, and it had been dark, but my hair was longer and I had put on weight, and even in my normal clothes they’d mistaken me for a girl.

And I was no longer wearing my normal clothes. I was wearing some of Sofia’s spare clothes, a girl’s clothes.

They might just be shorts, a vest, and a shirt, but they were a lot more feminine than I was used to. I was very aware of how exposed my legs were, how smooth they looked given my distinct lack of body hair, and how tight my shorts were. I could feel how fitted my vest was, and the shirt seemed only to draw attention to places I didn’t want attention to be drawn—my butt and hips and legs.

Yet, Sofia was with me, and I felt comforted by that. I wasn’t sure I’d have been able to go out in what I was wearing without her with me, and I knew that with her in her summer dress, she’d draw a lot more attention than me.

And rightly so, she looked stunningly beautiful.

As it was, I soon found myself settling into it, into what I was wearing. People paid me very little attention, and it was actually quite nice to feel the sun and the breeze on my legs. The day was already warm, and the clothes kept me cool while also allowing me to enjoy the gentle caress of the late morning sun—though I figured if I were going to be spending too long out in the sun with this much flesh showing I’d need to wear sunscreen until I built up a good tan.

It turned out what I was wearing wasn’t that revealing for the standard of the tourist population, and though most men were wearing the kind of clothes I brought with me—baggy shorts, baggy t-shirts, a few print short sleeve shirts—a few were in just swimming trunks or wearing short shorts, walking around shirtless, though, in the case of the latter, they admittedly did have much better bodies than I did, tall and broad and muscular, wearing so little to show of how handsome and built they were.

Not that I blamed them. If I’d looked that good I’d have worn that little too. As it was, wearing what I was, I was very aware of how I looked, how short and slim I was.

I’d spent my whole life hiding in baggy clothes, and now I was out in public and people could see me. But… they really weren’t paying that much attention.

It helped that compared to some of the women I was wearing quite a lot. More than a few women were walking around in just bikinis, flimsy constructions of string and fabric barely covering their breasts, with gossamer wrap skirts that did little to hide their legs, their asses, the tiny stings of their bikini bottoms that were the bare minimum to hide their modesty.

I couldn’t help but stare at some of them. The women were just as gorgeous as the muscle-bound men showing off. The sight of so many attractive people left an ache in my chest, an awareness that I would never be like them. I would never be hot or handsome or desired. What would it be like to feel for just a moment what they felt all the time?

Yet, I remained glad that Sofia was with me, that she had rescued me. Not only was she easily the equal to any of the other women I saw, radiant and beautiful in her skimpy summer dress, but she drew most of the focus away from me so that though I wasn’t able to hide in my usual baggy clothes I was still able to remain relatively unobserved.

Men, and more than a few women, paid obvious attention to her. She seemed almost not to notice it though, walking confidently, boldly, strutting in her cute summer heels, head up. She must have been used to it. A woman as stunning as she was must be used to people noticing her. Plus, she was a dancer, so she was used to people watching her, how she moved, danced.

She just smiled and chatted with me, paid those staring at her, looking her up and down with obvious desire, no mind. She was focused on me, and that felt… oddly flattering. She asked me about my life, my plans, and told me about hers. She was easy to talk to, and as we walked together, engrossed in conversation, it was almost as though the world just drifted away.

Almost, but not quite.

I couldn’t quite forget the situation I was in, why I’d even met Sofia in the first place. Everything I had with me had been stolen, and I didn’t even have the clothes on my back at that moment—they were still being washed, so I was stuck in some of Sofia’s spare clothes. We were out together to try to sort some order from the chaos. Try to work out how I could get home.

That and… not everyone paid sole attention to Sofia. A few men and women, though thankfully not many, glanced at me, paid me deliberate, focussed attention, eyes lingering on me, making me blush, squirm, my belly fluttering.

What were they thinking? Under normal circumstances being out in the clothes I was wearing in this situation would have been uncomfortable, but after last night, the three men harassing me, mistaking me for a girl, I couldn’t help but feel on edge. Yet, at the same time, I felt strangely alive. Sure, I was nervous, self-conscious, and on edge, but I felt almost… gleeful.

Why?
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It turned out that sorting everything I needed took a lot more time and effort than I or Sofia had expected, partly due to the fact that I wasn’t the only one in my situation. We learned quite quickly that there’d been a spate of similar robberies, cab drivers driving off with new arrivals' luggage and leaving them stranded, normally lone tourists, and the small local police force had their hands full trying to sort out so many people being left stranded without any money, clothes, or even their passports.

Sofia remained with me while I sat and waited for an officer to take my report, keeping me company, keeping me sane, and I was glad for her company. She was easy to talk to, easy to be around, and she helped keep me calm when my instinct was to spiral into a mess of anxiety and worry.

When the officer—a harassed, exhausted-looking young man with dark hair and dark eyes—finally came to take my report she came with me, offering her point of view of what had happened to me, and how she had found me. The officer took the details, and Sofia offered her address and phone number as a point of contact, then told me they’d let me know how they were getting on, but not to hold my hopes out.

They were overwhelmed and had, so far, got nowhere with the case, he told us. He then gave us the details of my embassy to contact about a replacement passport and getting home.

After the station, we went to the hotel I’d booked. Unfortunately, without any identification, any form of booking, or credit cards, and without my passport, the hotel wouldn’t accept me. I was left without a place to sleep, without anywhere to stay. I tried arguing, but the clerk on duty—a middle-aged woman with neat hair and glasses, in a fitted black skirt suit—remained stoic, though polite.

“There’s really nothing we can do I’m afraid.” She said. “Company policy. You can try phoning your insurance company to see if they can help you?”

I sighed. I didn’t have any of my paperwork, so that represented yet another hurdle, and I was already exhausted. It had taken me hours to file the police report and after yesterday’s stress, the come-down of adrenaline and endorphins, I was feeling very shaken.

“If you want, you can stay at mine again tonight and can work on calling the insurance company and embassy tomorrow?” Sofia said as we left my hotel.

I looked at her and smiled. I really didn’t want to impose on her. I was a stranger. But…

“Are you sure? I mean… I know this is asking a lot from you given you don’t even know me, but… I’m not sure I have anywhere else to go.” I said.

Her smile said she was sure. She nodded. She told me that though it wasn’t her plan to take in a stray off the street this week, she’d rather look after me than see me sleeping rough and hear about me coming to harm on the local news.

I wanted to argue with her about that, tell her I’d be okay, but… after last night, those three drunks, I wasn’t sure. The safety and sanctuary of her apartment seemed like the preferable option.

“I’ll pay you back.” I said, accepting her offer. “When I get my stuff back, or when I get back home, I’ll send you money. I don’t want to be a burden on you.”

Sofia nodded, thanked me, told me not to worry about that now though.

“It’s really no trouble. I mean… you seem pretty sweet and lost and I’d feel terrible just kicking you out. And I kind of feel like you need this. You’ve been through a rough patch and what’s the point of anything if we can’t offer someone in need a little kindness every now and then.”

I smiled. She really was very sweet. I knew I’d make it up to her, somehow, but at that moment the only thing I could offer was my thanks and gratitude, and, thankfully, that seemed enough for her.
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That evening Sofia had to work. She made dinner early, or perhaps it was more accurate to call it a late lunch, and then she headed off to shower and get changed. She offered me a choice of books from her small personal library to choose from and I settled down to read a detective novel about a hard-drinking no nonsense divorcee who was also a wizard. It was trashy and silly but was exactly the kind of easy, joyful, escapism I needed to help shut my brain off.

“All done!” Sofia said as she stepped out of her room. “How do I look?”

I looked up from my book and my eyes went wide.

I’d spent all day with her, had almost gotten used to how stunning she was, but that was just her in a simple summer dress, her hair a little messy, with no make-up on. Now she was made up for work, dressed ready to impress, to dance, and just seeing her took my breath away.

If the book had helped settle me, seeing her was the final medicine I needed to make me forget about everything bad that had ever happened to me.

“Wow.” Was all I could mutter.

Sofia chuckled. As I stared at her she gave a small wiggle of her hips and ass, making her tits jiggle. I blushed as I watched the sensual movements of her body.

“That good?” She said, smiling.

“I… yeah, sorry. I just wasn’t expecting… I mean, I know you’re hot, but you look… just… yeah, wow.” I managed to croak.

Sofia had changed into a pair of short black booty shorts that were almost painted on, so short they didn’t even cover all of her ample ass, a small cleft of each cheek peeking out, cut high to show off her amazing legs, tight so as to hug her full curves.

Her legs were encased in fishnets. On her feet, she wore platform heels that had to be six inches at least, and the way they made her stand made her legs look longer, fuller, her ass rounder and her hips wider.

On her top, she wore a small, tight, cropped vest, low cut with ample armholes so that her deep cleavage was on display and as she moved her arms there was a flash of side boob and the skimpy bra she wore.

Yet, it was never her body that captivated me. It was her face. Her beautiful face. With her hair and makeup done, she looked like a model or a film star, radiant and breathtaking, a mix of bold colours and deep blacks, her eyes big and bright, thick lashes, pouty lips, long black hair styled perfectly.

I couldn’t help but imagine what she might look like dancing. I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to look like her and be up on a stage in front of a crowd, dancing, having their attention on you, knowing every last one of them thought you were beautiful, hot, sexy. What would it feel like to have that many people lust after you?

Just thinking about it made me hot. I’d spent the day in what were, for me, relatively revealing clothes, tight fitting, and though in the beginning, it had been an uncomfortable, nerve-wracking experience, I had in the end, enjoyed it, just a little. Having my legs out felt nice. There was something oddly thrilling about having people glance at me, notice me in a way they never had before.

After yesterday and the three drunks, I couldn’t help but worry that they were thinking I was a girl. I was small, slim, and the extra weight I’d put on recently had all gone to my butt and hips and thighs, but even that wasn’t so bad once I settled into it.

I was a stranger here. I was going home soon. No one knew me or recognised me so after a while I’d just relaxed into it. Maybe they did look at me and see me as feminine, girly. Maybe they did think of me as a young woman out with her much better-looking friend, but… so what.

They were still noticing me. They still looked at me, smiled at me. They still had that look in their eyes that suggested they thought I was cute, and… I’d enjoyed it.

In the beginning, I’d felt like I just wanted to hide, to avoid being seen, but as the day had passed I’d almost begun to relish the attention. It was new and felt… nice.

I’m mean, obviously I’d rather have been handsome and muscular and tall, but since I wasn’t, then I would take what I could get.

There was no way I’d ever dress like that back home. When I returned it’d be back to baggy clothes and being hidden, unseen. For the moment though I was a stranger in a strange land and if I could find a small glimmer of joy amidst everything that had gone wrong then… why shouldn’t I?

But then… if just a few people noticing me on the street had felt nice, then what would it feel like to have an audience stare at me the way they must stare at Sofia? The thought left me hot and flustered and nervous and shy and excited all at once.

“Well, I’m flattered you were almost lost for words.” Sofia said, grinning at me. “Hopefully the crowd tonight will be just as much fun to show off in front of, but I doubt it.”

Sofia's smirk told me she meant what she was saying. She gave another wiggle, small gyrations of her hips and ass, shaking her tits. She looked amazing and I couldn’t help but stare.

I squirmed, suddenly flustered, and Sofia chuckled.

“Shame I have to go to work. I might enjoy performing in front of an audience of one for a change.”

Sofia giggled again and I couldn’t tell if she was being serious or not.

“Sadly I really do need to go. Are you sure you’ll be okay here on your own?” She asked.

I nodded, told her I would. We’d been over the things I might need before she’d got changed for work.

“And remember, if you want a shower, feel free. Your clothes aren’t dry yet so I’ve left you something to sleep in. It’ll be late when I get back so don’t worry if you want to head to bed. I’ll try to be quiet when I come in but if I do wake you sorry in advance.”

I told her not to worry. It was her home. After everything she was doing for me, she definitely didn’t need to worry about waking me up while she was getting home from work.

As she gathered the last of the things she needed, keys, phone, bag, we chatted, and I couldn’t help but admire her body as she moved about. Anne had never dressed like her. She was so demure and sensible. Sofia was wild and carefree, fun, and she was so… brazen. It was a novelty for me to be around a beautiful woman who was so gleeful and playful with her beauty.

I could only imagine how good it must feel to be that confident in your body. What would it be like to feel that attractive, to know people thought you beautiful, sexy, hot? I knew it was something I’d never get to experience and that realisation left me feeling almost hollow.

As Sofia left I said goodbye and settled down on my own. It was the first time I’d been alone since I’d been robbed, harassed, and it felt like so much had happened. My head was spinning with thoughts and feelings I wasn’t sure I was ready to process, so, deciding to get an early night, I went off to take a cool shower and get ready for bed.

Sleep would make everything better, right?


Five

I woke early, the room full of bright sun, and the apartment was almost silent. Sofia had been true to her word and had been very quiet when she’d got home, so quiet she’d never woken me—that or I’d slept so heavily she’d been unable to wake me with whatever noise she made. I felt refreshed, but there was still that gnawing anxiety in my gut after everything that had happened.

There was no point dwelling though. I was here, for now, and I was going to make the most of it. A good night's sleep had left me feeling refreshed, so I got up and began pottering around the apartment, doing what I could to repay Sofia for all her kindness.

The apartment was warm, the air baked, so I didn’t bother to get dressed, instead content to stay in the sleepwear Sofia had kindly offered me, a pair of cotton shorts and a baggy old band t-shirt.

It was odd, wearing them made me feel… things.

Technically they were nothing I wouldn’t have worn normally, but after yesterday, and the day before, after those drunk idiots, after everything I’d experienced yesterday, given the things I was going through, knowing they were technically a girl’s clothes made me feel more uncomfortable than they should have, yet at the same time it also felt nice to just relax, bare my legs, and I felt almost… free.

As it was still early I avoided making any real noise, content just to do a little cleaning, washing dishes and wiping down sides. But as it got later I figured maybe coffee would be appreciated, so I set about making a pot.

It was as it began to bubble that I heard movement from within Sofia's room. I smiled without thinking, knowing she’d be out soon and I’d get to see her.

As the coffee finished bubbling through I poured out two cups and I was just considering if I should carry one through to her or knock on her door when she emerged. She looked bedraggled, sleepy, in just an overly long t-shirt, yet despite appearing dishevelled she remained as gloriously radiant as ever.

I felt a swell of affection knowing that I got the privilege of seeing her all made up, ready for work, and got to see her just out of bed, looking… adorable.

She smiled as she saw me, and her smile only widened as she saw the coffee. She stretched, yawning, and the t-shirt she was wearing rose up to expose her legs, her thighs, her hips, her ass, and her tiny panties. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

Sofia, seeing my reaction, laughed.

“Enjoying the morning show?” She said, teasing.

I just nodded.

“I made coffee.” I said. “It was the least I could do.”

“Aww… you’re such a sweetie. Thank you. I could get used to this kind of service.”

She stepped forward and took the coffee I’d made her, then leant back against the counter to the side of me. She was taller than me, and I had to struggle not to stare at her long legs.

“So, what’s the plan for today? Try to reach the embassy and sort out a flight home for you or…”

She left the last word hanging in the air, an unfinished question.

“Or what?” I asked.

“I was wondering if maybe you’d changed your mind about going home yet.” She asked.

I paused on that. Yesterday morning I’d been certain I’d wanted to go home after everything I’d been through, but now I wasn’t so sure. The day yesterday had been almost… fun, in a way. Yes, it was stressful and exhausting, but I’d survived.

Wasn’t that what this trip was about? Learning, growing, seeing who I was and who I wanted to be?

And… I’d never grow, never change, never learn how to be someone new if I just ran home at the first sign of trouble. As it was I’d managed to get through it all and even found moments to laugh, and had, I hoped, made a friend.

I’d only been here a day and, despite everything I’d been through, or maybe even because of it, already I felt different. Wasn’t that what this trip was about? So was running home really the right thing to do?

“I… I’m not sure. Yesterday morning I’d have said I was adamant about going home but now… I don’t know. I think… I think maybe I would stay if I could, find a way to make it work, see what happens. I mean, we learn and grow by overcoming challenges, right? And so far this trip has started with plenty of those. But… I don’t know. I’m not sure I can stay.”

“Why not?” Sofia asked, sipping her coffee, watching me closely.

I shrugged.

“I… I can’t get my hotel room without any identification, and I don’t have any money, or a phone. I think maybe I’d like to stay, but… I just… I don’t have anywhere to go.”

“Why not stay here?”

I shook my head.

“You’ve already been so kind. I mean, I’d love to, but I can’t keep imposing. Maybe if I could pay you for the bed and for food and stuff, but…”

“Well, why don’t you pay me then?” Sofia said.

She spoke softly, matter-of-factly, as though it were that simple.

“I don’t have any money though.”

Sofia just smiled at me, taking another long sip of her coffee.

“How about we spend the morning getting in touch with the embassy, sorting you out a new passport and bank cards so you’re not completely lost, and then after that I can see about getting you a job.”

I blinked.

“A job?”

“Sure. Just a small part-time thing. Loads of people work as they travel. No reason you can’t too. Pick up small jobs here and there. Then you could stay here and work to build up some more cash and that way you could pay me a little so you didn’t feel bad about crashing on my sofa.”

“But… where… I mean…”

It all seemed too easy, and too wild, and like something I’d never do. I had everything planned. I couldn’t just pick up a job and work and… but then, maybe the fact that the idea seemed so wild made it perfect for me. I’d come on this trip to grow and learn, so that meant doing things that sometimes scared me, doing things the old, safe me would never do.

“The place I work always needs bar staff. It’s chaotic and exhausting, but the tips are good. We could work together.” Sofia said.

She was beaming at me, as though her solution were perfect. And… it kind of was.

“I’ve never worked a bar job before but… I’d be willing. I’m a quick learner.” I said.

“Perfect. I’ll let my manager know and you can start tonight. This morning we can deal with the embassy stuff, call your bank, and you can stay here while you get all that sorted so you have an address and a number where people can contact you, and then tonight you can come to work with me. It’ll be fun.”

The way Sofia talked, smiling, I almost believed her.

“There’s just one catch, but… we can deal with that later.” She said, a twinkle in her eyes. “You’re up for something a little… adventurous, right?”

“I… I’m not…”

“Trust me. I think it’ll be good for you to do something wild, and… it’ll be fun. I promise.”

I was quiet for a moment. The old me, the version of me who had clung to Anne, would never have done anything wild. But Anne was gone, and I’d set out to travel to be someone new, someone better. This was my chance.

“I…” Could I?

“Yeah. Sure.” I said, smiling. “I’ll do it. I mean… this trip was meant to be an adventure, and while I’ll admit it’s not started how I imagined, there’s no reason it can’t still be one.”

Sofia smiled, nodded.

“That’s the spirit.” She said.
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Just let me know when you need any help.” Sofia said from outside the bathroom.

“Once you’re done just come through to my room and I’ll help you finish getting ready.”

I was quiet for a moment. My head was spinning.

“I… yeah, sure.” I said.

“Just don’t take too long.” Sofia said.

I heard her footsteps retreating as she headed through to her room to get herself ready. My heart was pounding in my chest.

This wasn’t what I’d imagined when I said I was up for something wild.

Sofia had spent the morning helping me sort out things with the embassy and the bank, had helped me contact my insurance company. I now had a new passport on order, and new cards, and I’d be getting a new phone delivered within the next few days. This all meant I would need to stay with Sofia in her apartment until everything turned up, which could take up to a week according to the embassy—things would be a little slower since I’d told them I was in no rush to get home.

It was only after I’d made all those plans that Sofia had told me what the catch was to the job she’d offered me.

“There’s no other way?” I’d asked.

Sofia had shaken her head, grinning.

“Afraid not. But don’t worry, I’ve already spoken to my manager. She understands. She knows your situation. I said I’d make sure you fit right in and got settled and I’ve worked there long enough that she knows to trust my judgement.”

I didn’t know what to think. Sofia couldn’t be serious, could she? Yet, there was nothing in her tone to suggest she was teasing or joking.

“Maybe I could get another job, somewhere else?”

Sofia shrugged.

“I mean, sure, you can try, but it's peak tourist season so there’s a lot of people out there looking for work and without a recommendation or a referral, and given your lack of experience with bar work, you’d be hard-pressed to find something. Remember, you don’t need to do this. I was just offering as you said you felt like a burden. Doing this will not only let you pay me a little something for the bed but you’ll earn enough to help you on your way if you choose to keep travelling. Trust me, there’s a reason I’ve kept working there… the tips are amazing and I have a feeling you’ll earn more than you suspect.”

I blinked. I really did want to pay her back. The thought of turning down Sofia’s offer and then not being able to pay her anything, after all she’d done, made me feel awful. She’d gone out of her way to help me, had now even got me a job, so…

“How about you give it one night, see how it goes. If you hate it you don’t need to go back.” She’d said.

That had made sense.

“I… I supposed. Just… you really don’t think this is an awful idea? I mean… people will realise I’m not a girl…” I’d said.

And that was the catch. The bar only employed women. It was staffed entirely by pretty girls. If I was to work there, I had to play the part of a pretty young barmaid.

“They really won’t.” Sofia had said. “One, it’s dark in there and the customers are all drunk and over-excited, which is one of the reasons the tips are so good. And two, by the time I’m done with you, you’ll look like the cutest barmaid in the place.”

I’d blushed at that. Could I really? But then, those three men last night had mistaken me for a woman in just my normal clothes.

In a dark bar, with the help Sofia was offering me—clothes, make-up, hair—maybe I really would pass. The thought both terrified and excited me.

The old me would have fled, would have refused, but I wanted to be someone new, someone braver, bolder. I’d come on this trip to be a little wild, to have an adventure, and this definitely constituted a wild adventure in my book.

“Fine. I’ll do it.” I’d said in the end.

Sofia had seemed overjoyed at my agreement. She’d begun explaining what she had planned almost immediately, and she seemed oddly excited by it all, a fact that made me even more nervous, but also oddly reassured me.

“You’ll need to shave first. And when I shave I mean everywhere. It won’t take long since you’re not very hairy, but if you’re going to do this you really need to look the part, and all the other girls will have shaved legs and pits and be smooth, so you need to fit in.”

I’d wanted to object, but I’d swallowed that initial reaction. If I was going to give this a go I was going to commit. And… something about the idea of shaving my legs, my body, felt strangely compelling after everything I’d been through recently.

And so it was that I found myself in the bathroom, naked, with a razor and shaving cream. I had a job to do, and after that, there was the task of clothes and make-up.

“Well, best get to it then.” I said to myself.

And with that, I began.


Six

Sofia had been right. It really hadn’t taken me long.

For the first time in my life, I felt almost glad for my lack of body hair. If I’d been as hairy as some of my friends it might have taken me hours, but as it was, shaving my entire body smooth took me less than forty minutes even though I took my time, wanting to do as good a job as possible.

I shaved everywhere, my feet, legs, belly, armpits, around my cock, balls, even my butt and my butt crack. I wasn’t sure what I was going to be wearing and I didn’t want to leave any hair in case it peeked out and gave me away.

I was nervous to start, my hand shaking, trembling with a mix of anxiety and excitement, but as I settled into it I found the whole experience almost soothing. The razor slid over my skin and as I was revealed it was almost like I was becoming a different person.

My skin looked so… different.

I was suddenly flawless, soft and smooth, and without hair, my skin felt so much more sensitive and delicate. As I worked I couldn’t help but remark how changed I was. My legs looked suddenly longer, my butt rounder, my waist trimmer, and even my cock looked… cuter.

As I finished shaving I set the shower running and stepped in to wash off, soaping my body up, and I blushed as I realised how good I felt now, how sensitive I was. Being hairless, shaved, shouldn’t make me feel that good, shouldn’t make me smile, but it did.

My heart was beating hard as I stepped out and dried off—even the caress of the towel felt oddly sensual, and as I finished I turned to look at myself in the mirror. I stalled at what I saw.

I blushed, my heart skipping, and my belly fluttered.

“I…”

There were no words though.

I’d always known I wasn’t very masculine, that I wasn’t very manly, but I’d never realised how… how…

“I look like a girl.” I said, my voice a soft whisper.

Maybe Sofia’s plan really would work.

With my hair grown out, and with the extra weight I’d put on around my butt and hips and thighs recently, I had definite feminine air about me. I’d always been short and slim, slight, with soft features, but the hair and the curves had pushed me just out of androgynous and into girly.

With my body suddenly shaved, smooth, delicate, I looked almost… pretty. I could see why those men had mistaken me for a woman. And… I realised why a few people had stared at me while I’d been wearing Sofia’s shorts the day before.

I really did look feminine.

But then… I realised suddenly what I was facing.

Sofia was going to help me dress for work. She was going to help me pick out clothes, to dress as a female barmaid, ready to work in a club, was going to do my hair and make-up. What would I look like by the time she was done with me?

That thought made my head spin, a swell of emotions and feelings I wasn’t ready for.

And, on top of that, I had to leave the apartment as a girl. I’d be going to work. I’d be heading out to work behind a bar, serving drinks to people just like those men last night.

True, I’d be safe, since I knew there’d be other people working, other bar staff, bouncers, Sofia, managers, but still, the thought of serving people like that, dressed like a girl, made up, pretending to be a barmaid while they leered and letched over me… it made me feel things. There was fear, anxiety, anger, but more too, a trembling curiosity, and excitement.

I had been wondering what it must be like for Sofia, to dance, to have people stare at her, knowing they thought she was hot. This was my chance.

I’d spent my life feeling unattractive and ordinary. I knew I’d never make a buff, handsome man, so maybe… maybe I could just be a hot girl for a while, just a little bit, to see what it felt like to be hot, to be seen, to be admired and lusted after.

It might not be the adventure I’d been planning, but I knew I’d likely never get this chance again. And… Sofia had done so much for me already. I owed her the respect of at least trying.

I smiled at that. I was doing it for her, to pay her back, I told myself.

Yet, at the back of my mind, I knew that wasn’t entirely true. There was a new found curiosity in me that I couldn’t dismiss.

What would it be like to be hot, pretty, sexy, to be desired? Well, this was my chance to find out. Maybe it would be fun? And, maybe if I was good at playing the role of cute girl the tips really would be as good as Sofia had been suggesting.

So, with that in mind, I wrapped a towel around me and stepped out of the bathroom, heading through to Sofia’s room so she could help me get ready for my first evening shift as a cute barmaid.
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Sofia was already dressed and ready by the time I emerged, and she looked amazing. She was wearing long, black, thigh-high socks and a skirt that was so short it was more like a belt, black and pink, pleated, with a pair of micro shorts underneath to preserve her modesty. On her upper body, she wore a black cropped vest that left her belly, arms, shoulders, and collar bones exposed, the fabric hugging her tits, giving ample view of her deep cleavage.

Again I couldn’t help but feel slightly in awe of how good she looked. She was sexy, cute, pretty, beautiful, and her smile lit up the room, her whole face made even lovelier by the make-up she was wearing and the way she’d styled her hair to frame her features.

I could only imagine how good she must look on stage, dancing. The audience must be captivated by her. What would that feel like, to have so many people watch you, see you, focused on you, knowing all of them thought you were hot? I wondered if, by the time Sofia was done, I might get just a small taste of that. The thought of anyone paying me attention like that, noticing me, thinking me hot, made my belly flutter, nervous, anxious, and excited.

The thought of playing the part of a cute, girly barmaid stirred up too many emotions in me to name, rousing deep-seated insecurities. I was meant to be a man. The fact that Sofia even thought this would work was bad enough but… what if she was right?

What if I really could pass as a pretty barmaid? What if the people I served just looked at me like a cute girl, noticing me, flirting with me, perhaps even lusting after me?

I’d never felt anything like that before. The only person who’d even been attracted to me had been Anne, and we’d started dating as young teenagers, before it had been obvious that I was never going to become the man I’d always thought I was going to become.

As an adult, no one paid any attention to me, and… I was used to that, courted it. I hid in baggy clothes, tried to go unseen, made no real effort to be noticed. I didn’t want people to see me, judge me, because I judged myself so harshly and didn’t want the same from them.

But if I was to go through with this, if this worked how Sofia thought it would, then… then people wouldn’t see me. They wouldn’t see Sam, they’d see a young, pretty girl serving them drinks. They’d see a girl, would notice her, might even find her attractive.

I couldn’t deny I was curious how that might feel but at the same time, what would that do to me? I worried it might crush me completely, or… worse.

“Sit down. We’ll do your make-up and hair first, then your clothes. We won’t go too fancy for your first shift as I want you to be comfortable, but we need to go a little fancy so you fit in with the other staff and don’t stand out, plus… well, there’s no point doing things by half measures now is there?”

I smiled, nodded, accepting Sofia’s wisdom. She was the expert here and, even though I’d only known her a few days, I trusted her. There was just something about her that made me feel seen and safe and… comfortable.

I sat in the seat she gestured to, my back to her dressing table mirror, and she set to work.

“I’ll chat a little about what I’m doing, so you can learn, just in case you end up enjoying the job and want to stick it out, but if you ever have any questions or want to learn more, just ask. I have a bit of a make-up addiction so I’m always keen to chat about it.” Sofia said.

I smiled at that, nodded. It made sense. If the job went well I’d be going back, and I’d need to learn how to get myself ready so I wasn’t always a burden on her.

Yet, at the same time, the thought of learning how to do my own make-up, learning how to make myself look pretty, feminine, sent shivers along my spine. There was a fluttering in my belly and a tightness in my chest that I couldn’t quite decipher.

What was it I was feeling?

“I’m going to start with eyes. Just the basics. Eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, then add some foundation to give you some glow, and lipstick and gloss. Nothing too heavy. You’re quite naturally pretty so I want to emphasise that, not hide it.” Sofia said.

I blushed at that. She’d said I was pretty. Normally someone describing me as pretty would have made me angry, or made me want to hide, but from her, it felt pleasant, a warm glow in my belly. She smiled at me, studying my face.

“Plus, too much make-up and we’d hide that adorable blush, and I’d just hate to do that since you look so delicious when you blush.”

Sofia’s smile widened, almost a smirk, and her eyes twinkled. My blush deepened, and I squirmed. She chuckled, and it was almost as though she was enjoying teasing me.

“Now, let’s get started.” She said.


Seven

I sat as still as I could and listened as Sofia talked me through what she was doing, the colours she was choosing, why, and the techniques she was using. I listened, doing my best to remember, just in case I decided I wanted to do this again, but there was so much that I knew I’d forget most of it.

“Don’t worry too much about memorising all of this though.” Sofia said, as though reading my fretfulness.

“I’m happy to teach you if you enjoy the work and want to keep doing it. We all start somewhere and it’s a useful skill to know.”

I smiled, but didn’t speak, not wanting to make her job of making up my face any more difficult.

She dusted powder over my eyes, stuck on a set of fake lashes, then added mascara to my lashes, and heavy eyeliner around my eyes. She added a cream to my face, to add glow and shimmer, Sofia said, then she painted my lips. After that, she added a set of stick-on nails, pink.

“Hair next.” She said. “Luckily you’ve got lovely natural hair I can work with so we can skip wigs, but if you ever think it’d be fun to try longer hair someday just say. I have a few different wigs.”

I flushed at that. The thought of wearing a wig, having long hair, different colours, styles, stuck in my head and made my chest tighten. I was only going through with this for work though, to get money, so I could pay Sofia back and get on my feet, continue with my trip.

I wasn’t doing this for fun. Was I?

Yet, I didn’t really have a chance to worry about that. Sofia began fussing over my hair, and it was all I could do to listen to her suggestions, to what she was doing.

“You definitely need to start using a good conditioner.” She said. “You have really lovely hair but it’ll never look good if you don’t take care of it. Next time you shower I’ll give you some of the things I use. For now, we’ll go simple and just give you some bedhead curls.”

I’d never really worried about my hair. For almost my entire life I’d had short hair. Boy’s hair. It was only since Anne had broken up with me that I’d let it grow out, too lazy and despondent to bother with it.

Sofia untangled my hair with her fingers, then added several products, one to add moisture and bounce, the other to add hold and body. She used her hands to squeeze and scrunch them in, focussing on the ends of my hair, and I couldn’t help but shiver as her fingers caressed the back of my neck. It felt nice to be fussed over.

“There. Done with the hardest part.” She said.

Already? It hadn’t taken as long as I’d thought. And… it had been kind of fun.

“Now you can get dressed. Then you can see how you look.” Sofia said, beaming.

I blushed. I was going to have to wear clothes picked out for me by Sofia, clothes intended to make me look as feminine and girly as possible, to make me look like a pretty barmaid.

The shorts, vest, and shirt the day before had been bad enough. This, I knew, would be worse.

I took a deep breath, gathered my resolve. It was too late to back out now. I’d come this far. It was just one night, to see what it was like. It wouldn’t hurt, and if it went well then I’d be able to offer Sofia some money to pay her back for her kindness.

And… maybe it might even be fun?

“Ready.” I said.
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“Take these and get dressed in here. I’ll wait for you outside. Just call if you need any help but I figured you’d appreciate the privacy.” Sofia said.

She handed me a bundle of clothes and then left me alone in her bedroom, though only after covering the mirrors in there. She’d made it clear I was not to peek until she’d made sure I looked perfect, so I didn’t spook myself or ruin the surprise.

As she left I looked down at the clothes she’d given me, and I felt a cold chill run up my spine. I knew she’d pick something feminine, but I had not expected it to be so extreme. I couldn’t wear it, could I? Yet… I also didn’t want to be ungrateful.

Sofia had gone through so much effort to look after me, to get me a job, to get me ready. The least I could do was try.

So, with that in mind, I laid out the garments she’d picked out for me to wear.

Just the sight of them caused me to squirm.

It was relatively simple, and more demure than what Sofia was wearing, but still, it was more brazen than anything I’d ever worn before, and it was all starkly feminine.

There was a pair of panties, in black, with a matching padded bra, and black sheer pantyhose, along with a black knee-length skirt and a white blouse. The final touch was a pair of black heels, shorter and chunkier than the ones I’d seen Sofia wear, but they were still heels, and I’d never worn heels.

What would it be like to spend a whole evening in them?

Well, I was about to find out. So, taking a deep breath, I set about getting dressed. I slipped my towel off, and picked the panties up first.

They were so delicate and soft compared to my usual cotton underwear, and so skimpy. I stepped into them and pulled them up, and the silken cloth was oddly sensual against the smooth skin of my legs. I tugged them up around my hips, butt, and wiggled as I pulled them into place. They were tight, and the way they felt, looked, caused me to bite my bottom lip. I’d never experienced anything like it before.

Next, I pulled on the bra, fastening it in the front before spinning it around and slipping my arms into the straps. I took a moment to adjust the straps, and when I was done I felt almost giddy. In just the panties and bra I felt so different.

The material was softer, sensual, and the way the lingerie hugged my body only served to emphasise the subtle curves I had. Given how smooth I was after the shower I couldn’t deny how I looked. With the padding in the bra, it was like I had small, perky tits, and the panties, cupping my ass, high cut, accentuated my hips and butt.

I giggled, blushing, but knew I didn’t have time to dwell on it all. Plus, I knew that if I spent too much time thinking about it all I might change my mind, and I wanted to see this through. Wasn’t this trip about doing something wild and different, and this definitely qualified as wild and different in my mind. Plus, I really didn’t want to disappoint Sofia.

I pulled the pantyhose on next, slipping my foot into one leg first, then the other, pulling them up, and the caress of them on my legs was a whole new sensation, so soft and sensual that I felt my cock throb. As I tugged them up into place I couldn’t help but stare at my legs.

They looked good. And the tightness of the pantyhose only served to cup and lift my butt even more. I smiled, gave a little wiggle, delighting in how it felt as my thighs rubbed together, the way my butt jiggled.

My mind was racing. Maybe this would work. Maybe…

I couldn’t help but imagine what it was going to be like, working as a pretty barmaid, having people notice me. Would people stare at me with lust and hunger? I knew I’d never look as hot or sexy as Sofia, and that my outfit was less slutty, but maybe…

I smiled, a warm sense of joy blossoming.

With that thought in mind, feeling more confident, more curious. I finished getting dressed.

I pulled the skirt on next. The fabric was tight, hugging my butt, cinching my waist to make my hips look wider and my butt rounder, with a slit up the back to allow me to move and to show off my legs every time I walked or bent over, then finally the blouse. As I buttoned the blouse up I realised it only buttoned up halfway, meaning my throat, collarbones, and a large portion of my chest would be on display, and it was so tight and sheer that it hugged the padding of my bra, making the small mounds of my tits look even more prominent, the black lace of my bra showing through the white fabric.

Dressed like I was there was no way people wouldn’t stare at my chest and my ass. There was no way people wouldn’t look at me, or notice me. I blushed at the thought, but felt also warmed by it.

“Last touch.” I said to myself.

The heels.

I slipped them on, fastening the straps around my ankles and then stood up, wobbling unsteadily. I took a moment to get used to them. The heels were quite short and thick, so I wasn’t too precarious and it didn’t take me too long to feel the knack and the balance of them, but there was just something about how they shifted my posture and gait that made my outfit, the way I looked, pop.

It was like my legs became fuller, longer, my curves rounder. With each step, my ass and hips wiggled. I knew that working behind a bar was quite active work, lots of walking up and down, bending over to get drinks, and I knew that there’d be crowds of people waiting to be served. Would they watch me, would they stare at me? What would they think?

I blushed, a sense of anxiety and excitement. It was true I was very nervous, but, as I’d gotten ready, a new emotion had flourished, a sense of anticipation. This might be my only chance to feel what it was like to be attractive, to be pretty, and… I wanted to make the most of it, even if I was terrified.

Finally ready I took a deep breath. Sofia was waiting for me.

“I’m done.” I said, loudly. “You can come in.”

I waited, and then the door creaked open.
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“Oh. My. God!” Sofia said.

She was smiling, widely, and her exclamation was one of delight. Just the way she looked at me made me squirm and blush.

I’d been dreading this, fearing her reaction, but in the moment all of those worries vanished. She looked at me almost with wonder, and… something more.

“You are stunning!” Sofia said. “I mean… I knew this would work, since I’m amazing with make-up and hair, and plus you’ve got the body and face for it—naturally gifted I think is the term for it—but you look, just… wow!”

My blush deepened at that. Was I really naturally gifted at looking like a girl? At being cute, pretty?

I knew that should make me feel bad. For years I’d hated how short and slim I was, how soft my features were. I was meant to be a boy, a man, wasn’t I?

I knew I was supposed to be big and strong and rugged, handsome, masculine. It’s what I’d grown up being told, believing, but I knew I was never going to be those things. It didn’t matter what I wanted or what I was. I was supposed to be one thing, and I was never going to meet the standards I’d been set.

Yet I'd always known that I wasn’t ugly or monstrous. I’d always had friends telling me I was cute, or charming, and even Anne had told me a few times that she loved how adorable I was at times, but… I hated being those things. I wasn’t supposed to be those things.

I was supposed to be manly, masculine, big and strong and tall and handsome.

Yet now I felt almost… glad. Maybe this would all work out? Maybe it would even be fun?

There was a fluttering in my belly, and I smiled. The way Sofia looked at me made me feel warm and giddy.

“Thank you.” I managed to whisper, my voice soft.

“Did you peek?” She asked.

I shook my head. She’d told me not to look, that she wanted to see my reaction, to be there to make sure I looked perfect before I saw myself, and I’d wanted to do as she’d asked.

“Good. Because I think you need just one more touch before you’re done.” She said.

With that, she moved to her dressing table. She rummaged in a drawer for a moment before pulling out a pair of clip-on earrings, big silver hoops, and a black lace choker. I blushed at the sight of them.

“You mind if I fit them?” Sofia asked.

I shook my head.

“Please.” I whispered.

As she moved towards me I lowered my head, and she fit the choker first, tight around my throat, almost like a collar. Once that was on I looked up at her and she smiled at me, staring into my eyes as she clipped the earrings on.

“There. Now you look truly beautiful.” She said.

Her words made my heart skip. There was a storm of emotions and feelings raging inside me that felt like it was going to split me apart.

“Want to see?” She asked.

I nodded. And with that Sofia stepped back, moved to her large full-length mirror.

I was still for a moment, bracing myself for disappointment. It was bad enough being a failure as a man, I could live with that, but for some reason, the thought of being a failure as a girl too, after the slow build of hope I’d been feeling, felt like it would crush me. Yet, I knew it wasn’t possible.

I was just doing this to pay Sofia back. I was doing it just to make the most of this trip. It was never going to actually work. I was never going to…

Sofia pulled the cloth off the mirror and my mind went blank.

“See,” Sofia said.

I did see. I could see, but I could not believe.

In the mirror facing me, was… someone who wasn’t me.

A young woman was stood in front of me, looking out at me with an expression of shock and delight, grinning. I could feel my smile in my cheeks.

I moved, and the girl moved with me. She was dressed in heels, pantyhose, her legs long and smooth, a snug black skirt that came to just above her knees, hugging her wide hips and round butt, and a tight white blouse that showed off just a hint of her chest, her small tits, her black bra visible through the sheer fabric. In her heels, she moved in a way that caused her hips to sway and her ass to wiggle. She was hot.

But… it was her face that shone.

She was beaming, a look of delight and joy, eyes bright and bold, made larger and brighter by the dark, thick lashes, the heavy eyeliner, and the bold colours of her eyeshadow. Her face was framed by a mane of wild, soft red curls, a soft glow to her cheeks that didn’t hide the pink blush to her cheeks. And her lips were pouty, deep red, glistening.

She was cute. And… she was me. I was the girl in the mirror.

I’d spent my life living as an unexceptional boy, trapped by who I was told I was supposed to be, but now, looking into the mirror, it was like I was seeing who I was always meant to be.

Sam was gone, and in his place was Samantha.

And wasn’t that what this trip had been about? Self-discovery? Well… I was certainly discovering something.

“I look…”

Sofia watched, waiting to see how I was going to react.

“I look pretty.” I said.

I really did. I looked pretty. For the first time in my life, I liked what I saw in the mirror. I looked pretty and attractive.

“Not just pretty.” Sofia said. “You look beautiful.”

I blushed.

“Now, are you ready to face the world?” She asked.

I stared at myself in the mirror. The pretty girl stared back at me. Samantha stared back at me. She looked every inch a cute barmaid ready for work, ready to face the world. I was nervous, anxious, terrified, but… couldn’t wait.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said.

And I really was.


Eight

Sofia had got her things together for the evening while I’d been getting dressed, a bag full of all the items we’d need, cash, phone, purse, spare make-up, and she only needed to slip on her heels before we could leave—the same platform heels she’d worn the night before.

As I watched her slip them on I wondered how she could even walk in them, let alone dance, but part of me was curious about how it might feel to wear something like that. I knew how my smaller heels had helped emphasise my legs and ass so… what would heels like that do? How would it feel to wear such brazen, hot heels?

But, as it was, I had a hard enough time walking in the smaller, more sensible heels I had on. Sofia noticed though, and gave me advice. Heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, let my hips sway and roll.

And I had plenty of time to practice on my walk, my strut, on the way to my new job.

Stepping out onto the street was perhaps the hardest part of all of it. I was nervous, trembling, but I knew I was safe as I had Sofia with me, and her presence reassured me.

I knew I looked good, like a girl, and that no one would notice anything out of the ordinary, but knowing something rationally, and feeling it at your core is different. And I still felt like a fraud, like a gawky boy dressed like a girl.

What if someone realised? What would they say? What would they do?

Yet, no one said anything. No one seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary… though that wasn’t to say no one noticed.

People definitely noticed.

The walk to the bar with Sofia was an entirely new experience for me. With her dressed as she was, the bold, beautiful, sexy dancer, we attracted a lot of attention, yet she seemed used to it and was unphased. I, however, was not.

And it didn’t help that quite a lot of that attention was also focussed on me. People noticed me, they looked at me, stared at me, and more than a few people, mostly men, but a few women, gave me obvious smiles as they looked me up and down, trying to catch my eye.

Maybe if I’d been alone it would have been different. Maybe it was Sofia drawing their attention, which then moved onto me, but… it didn’t feel like that. Though most of the attention was fixated on her, there was enough directed at me that I couldn’t help but feel oddly… hunted.

It was a unique experience. I’d lived my life going unnoticed, unseen, invisible. I’d made an art of making myself as small and as insignificant as possible, and now I was very noticeable. I was a cute girl, a pretty barmaid, made up for work, and people noticed pretty girls, sexy barmaids heading to work with their brazen dancer friends.

I wondered what we must look like, and I knew that if I were to see the two of us, Sofia and me, that I’d think they were two women way out of my league.

Only… now I was one of those girls.

I was hot. I was finally attractive. And the feeling was addictive, bright and vibrant and joyful, and I could not stop grinning as I stayed close to Sofia, blushing from the sense of people staring at my legs, ass, chest, face.

What was work going to be like?
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As it turned out, work was the same, only… more intense.

We arrived early, and Sofia made sure to introduce me to the manager, a middle-aged woman who was both charming and welcoming and terrifying all at the same time, a tall matronly figure with short black hair, thick-rimmed glasses, and piercing blue eyes named Gina.

So you’re the new girl?” She asked, looking me up and down, with an appreciative smile, a glint in her eye. “Very nice. Sofia said you were cute but she didn’t tell me how cute. You’re going to be very popular.”

I blushed at that, which made Gina chuckle.

“I’ll be in the back office most of the night.” She told me as she welcomed me to the staff. “But any issues at all just buzz me on the internal system and I’ll be out as soon as I can. I’ll warn you now it gets busy and loud and a little hectic, but we get a good crowd, mostly. There are always a few idiots, but one of our bouncers will never be far away so if you ever need help just shout and they’ll be with you. Sofia said you were new to bar work?”

I nodded.

“Fair. It’s not too complex, but we’ll let you shadow Cleo to start. She’s one of our most senior staff and she can always make good use of a spare pair of pretty hands. You’ll get the hang of it in a few days.”

She smiled as she talked to me, and she was charming, but there was something forceful and efficient about her that made me almost nervous. Sofia had reassured me that everyone I was working with knew about my situation, but Gina made no mention of it and treated me instead just like just a regular new member of female staff.

“I’ll give you one piece of advice too. Flirt with the customers, male or female. Smile at them, bat your eyelashes, tease them. They tip better when they think they’re in with a chance at scoring with a hot barmaid.”

I blushed at that, but nodded.

“And I’d say along those lines, if you want to earn more, dress a little more… provocatively tomorrow. A little more flesh goes a long way. With your figure, I’d suggest booty shorts and a cropped t-shirt, show off your ass and belly and legs. That’ll get you plenty of tips.”

My blush deepened. I wasn’t sure I was even going to do a second shift, and now here the manager was telling me that I should dress even sluttier, even more provocatively, even sexier and girlier. The thought made my head buzz and throb.

“I’ll… I’ll keep that in mind.” I whispered.

Gina smiled.

“Just… don’t flirt too much. As cute as you are you might very easily get people’s hopes up and broken-hearted drunks can get a little tetchy. If that does happen we’ll look after you, but… it’s just easier for all of us if that doesn’t happen.”

I nodded at that. It was nice to know I would be looked after, that I was safe, but at the same time, after being harassed by those drunk idiots, I didn’t want to encourage anyone too much.

The thought that I’d need to flirt with people, men and women, to get the best tips, that I was being encouraged to be brazen, sexy, provocative, made me flush, leaving me nervous, anxious, yet also excited. Could I really flirt?

As a boy, I was awkward, shy, shut in, but as a girl, a cute barmaid, everything felt different. I was nervous, sure, but beneath that, there was a confidence and a surety. I knew I was hot as a girl. I was cute, pretty, adorable.

Sofia had done an amazing job with my makeover, and I really was gifted with a girly figure and a pretty face. I’d seen the girl in the mirror, Samantha, the hot barmaid. A girl like that could definitely flirt for tips. So, that’s just what I went out and did.
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“So, you pour like this, and then toss the bottle back here and pass them the cup. Always give drinks out in plastic, never give them the bottle or the can.” Cleo said.

I nodded, listening, taking it all in.

She and the rest of the staff had been so welcoming that I immediately felt comfortable and at ease, but I had a hard time believing that they really did know my unique situation. Sofia had told me that she had informed everyone, but had she?

Though they all called me Sam, they only ever referred to me as the new girl, using she and her. It was like I was just another woman, working her first shift at a new job.

I just went with it though, as it felt easier and more natural. It was like slipping into character, more fully becoming Samantha, the cute barmaid on her first day of work, and at least that way my cover wouldn’t be blown in front of the customers.

Yet, at the same time, it felt easy and natural, and… comfortable. I was one of the girls. I felt included and safe and relaxed, calm despite my nervousness.

I’d never felt like this before. I was at ease, soothed, and I was almost looking forward to the bar opening and customers arriving.

“Just shout if you have any problems. I’ll try to keep an eye on you but if I’m busy any of us will be happy to help.” Cleo said.

“Absolutely. All us girls have got to stick together, right?” Bethany said.

“Too right.” Tamara added.

Georgina and Harriet nodded their agreement. I smiled and thanked them all.

There would be six women working the large central island bar in the club that night, including me, and given the space of the venue that seemed like not many at all. The bar was small though, and well stocked, a square of four long bars in the middle of which sat fridges, shelves, counters and everything we needed. Once the club opened the six of us would be stranded amidst a sea of thirsty tourists looking to have a good time.

We’d be surrounded. But… that thought only sent a thrill of anxious anticipation through me. I’d be surrounded by people who would be trying to get my attention so I could get them a drink.

Hundreds of people would see me, would notice me, would be watching me. What would they think? Would they think me cute, hot, adorable, or pretty? Would they think me sexy? Would they flirt with me? Would they tip me if I flirted with them? The thought made me shiver and blush.

Yet, I felt very safe. There were numerous bouncers about, big burly men in black watching over the girls, including me, large muscly men who smiled at me and greeted me warmly, and there were the other barmaids, who all said they’d look after me.

“We’re all sisters in battle here. And trust me, most nights it feels like a battle. I mean, it's fun, but… it's definitely war.” Cleo had said, chuckling.

I’d smiled at that, and laughed. I was reassured too by how the other girls were all dressed, and I got what Gina had meant by showing more skin.

Sofia had been kind to me, clearly, when choosing my outfit, picking something relatively sensible and demure. Had she dressed me like the other barmaids I might never have left the apartment.

They were all dressed far more outrageously than me, their outfits brazen and sexy, more like Sofia’s than mine. And they were all so hot.

They were all so different but all equally stunning and sexy in their own way. Some with full, thick figures, luscious curves, others more lithe and petite. Some of the girls were tall, others short, like me, long hair, short, dark skin, pale. Everywhere I looked was another beautiful woman.

They wore tiny cropped t-shirts, tight over their tits, or skimpy vests, flashing their bellies, arms, shoulders, cleavages and side boobs, some of them very well endowed, with big jiggly boobs and ample cleavages, others with chests more like mine, barely a handful, but perky, which made me feel better.

There were micro skirts and tiny booty shorts, fishnets, thigh-high socks, even stockings and suspenders, those worn by Georgina under a tiny skirt so that as she moved her stocking stops, suspender straps, and even her panties would flash. I knew that every time she bent down to get a drink from one of the fridges she’d be flashing her amazing ass to all the customers waiting, as well as the bar staff—I knew I was going to struggle not to be distracted by the girls around me.

But at the same time, I felt flattered to be among them. As hot as they all were, as sexy and pretty and beautiful, I still fit in. I was an equal among them, and each of them made a point to compliment something about me, my hair, my legs, my ass, my lips, their words making me blush and squirm, and I returned the compliments, telling them what I loved about how they looked.

There was a sense of camaraderie, sisterhood, something I’d never experienced before, but at the same time their compliments, telling me how much they loved my legs, how juicy my ass was, how full my lips were, made my chest tight, fluttery. I knew I shouldn't have been enjoying it, the attention, the praise for how good I looked as a girl, but… I was. I was really enjoying it. Though I was nervous I felt happier than I had in a long time.

As I got myself ready for the bar to open I looked around. The venue was massive, a large club space. We’d be working for hours, but the potential for tips, given everything I’d been told, seemed almost unlimited. Maybe this really would work. Maybe I could do this. Maybe tomorrow I really could wear something more provocative. Maybe...

As I looked around I saw the stage, at the far end of the room, high above the floor of the club, and then, a group of women emerged, Sofia among them. She stood out from all of them though, brighter and more radiant than any of them. My knight in shining armour. She looked stunning, and I realised I was finally going to get to see her dancing.

“Doors open in five ladies.” One of the bouncers called out.

“Get ready.” Cleo said. “And good luck.”

The barmaids all wished each other luck, cheering each other on, and I joined in with the ritual. It was kind of fun.

I looked over to Sofia and gave her a small wave, smiling, blushing, nervous but excited. She waved back, a big enthusiastic gesture that warmed my heart to see.

Her lips moved.

Good luck. You’re going to be great. You look amazing.

And for the first time in a long time, I really felt amazing.


Nine

The shift was nothing like anything I’d experienced before, and was nothing like I’d imagined. It began easily enough, a few people arriving early to begin their nights out, groups of men and women coming in to drink, couples, and everyone was cheerful and pleasant—a benefit of the sun, the relaxation of being on holiday, and the joy of enjoying a night out with friends and loved ones. Quickly enough though the bar began to fill up.

I coped well enough in the beginning. I was shadowing Cleo, watching everything she did, listening as she talked me through what I needed to do, and she would work the payment system while I did simpler tasks like taking orders and fetching drinks that she called out to me. All I needed to do was pay attention, listen to what I was told, and remember where everything was.

Yet, as the night became busier, and as the bar became surrounded by a sea of people all wanting to be served, I began to get overwhelmed. There was so much I needed to remember, and there was so much noise, the music and the voices and the chatter of the other girls working behind the bar. It was so busy and chaotic, and the sea of faces all watching me began to almost press on me like a physical force.

I’d never worked behind a bar before, but I’d been to bars, to clubs, and this was, in my experience, a busy bar. It was more than the work though, and more than the noise and the chaos and having to remember what I was being told to do. It was more than the sheer number of people calling for my attention.

I had to cope with the fact that I was out in the world as a girl. I’d thought I was ready, that I could do it, but, as the club got busier I began to doubt myself.

I could see the way people were looking at me, could feel the weight of their attention. As I moved around behind the bar in my heels I could feel my pantyhose-clad thighs, smooth, sensitive, soft, caressing against each other. I could feel the sway of my hips, my ass, as I stepped one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, I could even feel the subtle bounce of my padded bra—a sensation that was novel, thrilling, and exciting.

It felt different, and there was a warm joy to it, to being seen, the way people smiled at me, the way men and women looked at me. I could see it in their smiles, their eyes. They thought I was pretty. They thought I was cute. They thought I was sexy, hot, and I did my best to do as everyone suggested, flirting with them.

As the bar got busier and busier though, as more and more people began to watch me, see me, look me up and down, my heart began to race, my breathing became rapid and shallow, a tightness in my chest and gut.

What did all this mean? I was I boy, a man. What did it mean that I made such a convincing girl? What did it mean that people thought I was pretty, that I was cute and beautiful, that I was a sexy barmaid? And… what did it mean that I was enjoying the attention?

Or did it need to mean anything? Maybe I could just enjoy the moment. I was only in the situation because of what had happened, the robbery, Sofia’s help. I hadn’t planned any of it. So… maybe I could just live in the now. Maybe I could just have fun.

Soon enough I knew I’d be back home, and everything would be back to normal. So, maybe I should just make the most of it? Maybe I should just take this one chance to live, to be wild, to do something I’d never have done otherwise. Maybe I could just be Samantha, the adorable, cute, trainee barmaid doing her best on her first day of work?

My head was racing, my heart thundering. I didn’t know what to think, or what to feel, so I just tried to stay busy. I bustled around behind the bar, helping Cleo, and as I got the hang of the job I began to help the other girls too. We were a team, and there was something sweet about being part of that team.

Not only did I get to hang out with a group of really hot girls, but I got to be one of them. I was one of the cute barmaids, the barmaids who were the centre of a lot of attention, and the attention sparked a joy and a delight and giddiness in me that was new and bright and addictive.

I’d never experienced anything like it before. As a boy, I’d always been ordinary, and then as I’d gotten older, as I'd grown more self-conscious, I’d learnt to hide, how to go unseen. It was easier.

As Samantha though I was very seen. Though I was the most modestly dressed, the most demure, I was still amongst equals. I was conflicted about that, how easy it was for me to fit in amongst so many attractive women, but I couldn’t deny how joyful and free that made me feel.
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The night wore on, and it was hard-worn. I must have walked miles up and down the bar, and the task of remembering orders, drinks, learning so many new skills and processes, meant I was soon physically and mentally drained, yet it gave me lots of practice at how to move. Soon I was strutting in my heels in confidence, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, and I found the sway and swagger of my hips a delight—especially given the attention I seemed to get when I put an extra sway in my step.

I had to bend often to fetch a drink, and I learned the best way was to do it was with legs together, kept straight, one foot slightly in front of the other, bending at the waist with a slight curve to my back. That way my ass really popped, and I could see and feel all the customers waiting, staring, eyes glued to my legs and ass.

It made me blush, made my head spin, but it felt good. I knew it was wrong, that I was a man, that I shouldn’t have been having fun but… I was trapped. I was in this situation due to events beyond my control.

I hadn't planned this. This was me making the best of a bad situation. So… maybe it was okay to enjoy it? And wasn’t that what this holiday was about? Discovery, being wild, trying something new? So… maybe I could just embrace it?

And I did...

I flirted with those I served, men and women, moving provocatively, smiling, fluttering my fake lashes, pouting, bending over in front of them. I enjoyed it, and I noticed the tips were really generous.

I copied the behaviours of the other barmaids, the small gestures, playing with my hair, biting my bottom lip, staring into a customer's eyes as they ordered. I played a part, and it was a part I was beginning to enjoy playing.

Soon I noticed that a few customers began to wait specifically for me, ignoring the other barmaids so that they could give me their orders, so they could tip me. I paid these customers extra special attention, and it made my heart skip to know that they admired me, thought I was hot or pretty or cute or sexy.

I wondered what it might be like to be even more provocative. Maybe tomorrow I could dress a little more risqué? Maybe tomorrow I could wear a shorter skirt, or booty shorts? Maybe fishnets, or stockings and suspenders, or cute socks. Maybe a skimpy vest. Maybe I could even wear higher heels, or add a little extra padding to my bra.

I thought the extra tips I might be able to earn would be good, so I could pay Sofia back properly. Buy her something nice, or pay her for letting me use her sofa, or even take her somewhere nice. I mean, I knew I needed the money, but I also wanted to pay her back for being my knight in shining armour, my saviour, my shield-maiden.

And… if I had fun too then that was just a nice bonus, right?

As I worked I took what few chances I had to look up across the crowd to the stage, to watch Sofia work. Every time I saw her I was stunned by how graceful and athletic, how beautiful she looked.

I’d always thought she was remarkable, ever since the first time I saw her, but to watch her dance was something else. She was radiant. Each movement was perfect, bending and swaying and writhing to the music that was playing, as though her body were an instrument she played in time, but there was also something so deeply sensual, hypnotic, and erotic about her movements. I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her.

I knew she was out of my league. A woman so bold and brazen and beautiful was too good for me. She was wild and free and glorious, and I was dreary and drab, a burden to her. I knew there was no hope of anything between us, and I didn’t mind, since I was just glad for her help, her assistance, her friendship, but still… I couldn’t help but feel drawn to her.

Watching her dance was like watching a sunrise. I would have stood there and watched her all night. But I knew I couldn’t, so I satisfied myself with small, brief moments.

Watching her made my heart swell with joy, warmth. She was…

“Fancy seeing you here.” A voice said, loud and brash.

It jarred me, coarse, and almost familiar. A cold shiver went down my spine.

I tore my gaze away from the stage, from Sofia, and looked to the person addressing me over the bar, and I froze.
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“I never knew you worked here. You’re looking even prettier tonight.” The voice said.

It was familiar. I recognised it, a deep-rooted sense of fear. The man was standing with two friends, waiting to be served, and all of them were looking at me as though I were a buffet lunch and they were hungry students looking for a free meal.

“Well, aren’t you going to serve us? You’ve got to serve us right? You work here so you have to take our order. Can’t be a bitch and ignore us now, can you gorgeous?”

He was smirking. They were all smirking.

I opened my mouth to speak but the words choked in my throat. For the first time since I’d left the apartment, I felt exposed. I felt afraid. I felt sick.

It was the three men from my first night. All the feelings of that evening came flooding back. Being robbed, being harnessed. Only it was worse now. Now I really was a girl, or… I was pretending to be one. I was dressed in a skirt, pantyhose, heels, and a padded bra. My hair was done. I had makeup on.

Yet, at the same time, it was better.

That night I’d been alone, already exhausted and on edge. They’d frightened me. Their mistaking me for a girl had sent me spiralling when I was already broken.

Now though… it was all different.

I was a girl. I was Samantha.

I smiled at them, taking a deep breath. I was terrified. They were all larger than me, tall and broad. All three of them were leering at me, smug, idiotic grins, eyes bleary.

I was terrified, but I was calm. And I was better than them. I was better than them, and I was better than all the doubts and fears and insecurities I’d ever had. It was like all the negativity I’d felt about myself, all the uncertainty and loathing and the thoughts about not being good enough were manifested in physical form as three drunk assholes in front of me.

And I was better than all of them.

I was beautiful. I was cute. I was hot. I was pretty. I was sexy.

It was all changed. It was like the clothes I was wearing became a suit of armour, and the makeup was warpaint. I was ready for battle and I was going to win. I was going to conquer. I was going to defeat all those poisonous feelings I’d ever had about myself. I was going to put an end to all that toxicity. I was going to win.

“No, I don’t.” I said.

As I said it I could feel my heart racing, yet I smiled, a big grin. The three blinked.

“What?” The man said.

My smile widened. I was better than them. And I was better than my fears, my doubts, my insecurities.

“I don’t have to serve you.” I said, confident in my position.

It’s one of the things I’d been told by Gina, by Cleo, and by the other girls. I don’t need to serve anyone I don’t want to. If customers were rude, or crude, or made us feel uncomfortable, we didn’t have to serve them.

They made me feel uncomfortable. They were assholes. And I was standing up for myself. Samantha was standing up for herself.

“What? Oh come on. Just because we paid you a compliment the other night you want to be a bitch? All we wanted to do was tell you you were pretty, was to get to know you, but you had to act like a stuck-up cunt and now…”

The man’s voice was raised, and I could see the anger rising in him. I felt the urge to flee, to hide, but I would not be cowed. Not now, and not ever again.

“Please leave.” I said, doing my best to keep the quiver from my voice.

“Fuck you!” The first man said.

“Fucking bitch.”

“Just give us a drink.”

“No.” I said, my voice more forceful than I felt. “I refuse to serve you. Now please leave.”

“You better fucking listen. We want a drink and we’re not leaving until…”

“I suggest you listen to the young woman.”

I’d been focused solely on the three men, rigid with fear, trying my hardest to remain calm, to not give in to the storm of feelings and emotions that were threatening to overwhelm me, struggling to remain stoic, refusing to be beaten down, to be bowed. I had not seen Sofia step down off the stage and wade through the crowd, gathering bouncers as she came. I had not seen my knight in shining armour coming to my rescue again.

But I saw her then, and I was glad she was there.

The three men bristled at being told what to do by a woman, and they turned to argue, only to be confronted by a grinning, magnificent, bold Sofia, tall and beautiful and stunning in her dancer’s outfit, surrounded by two bouncers on either side.

“She told you to leave, so you’re leaving.” Sofia said. “And you’re not welcome back, in case that was unclear.”

“We never meant… we were just… we were just messing about.” One of them muttered.

“Tell them it was all a joke, we were never…”

One of the men turned to face me, looking for me to save them, to explain. I just smiled. I felt the other barmaids move in closer, flanking me, and I knew I wasn’t alone.

“Your decision Sam.” Sofia said. “You think it was all a joke, or do you want them gone? Say the word and they’re out of here and we’ll make sure every bar along the strip has a photo of them along with a warning about their behaviour.”

I smiled. In that moment I felt empowered, mighty. I felt confident. I felt like I could do anything. I was beautiful and cute, pretty. I was Samantha, and I didn’t need to be cowed any more.

“Kick them out.” I said.

Sofia smiled at me, winked, and before I knew it the bouncers had whisked them off and were escorting them out of the club, ignoring their whiny, entitled protests. I felt a swell of joy, safe amongst people who would protect me, guard me, who would look after me.

Maybe I could work here. Maybe this could work. Maybe…

And then it all hit me, and I started to shake and cry as a wave of shock and emotions crashed over me.

EIGHT

Sofia and the other barmaids were there for me. After the initial shock of confronting those three men again, I was hit by a storm of feelings. All the things I’d been through recently, all the emotions I’d been avoiding, the trauma and the hurt and the turmoil I’d been suppressing, all the bottled-up thoughts and doubts and fears, came swelling up to consume me.

I’d been brave, I’d done it, I’d faced them down. As Samantha, the cute, flirty, sexy barmaid I’d faced them down, and I’d beaten them. I’d beaten my doubts, my insecurities, had won, and then I’d collapsed back in on myself.

It all came crashing down on me. I’d never be handsome, tall, or rugged, would never be a man. All the old self-criticisms came back. I’d never be good enough, would never be wanted.

All the feelings of inferiority returned. I’d never be attractive, wanted, or loved. All the feelings of abandonment and loneliness after Anne left me, all the hurt, the pain, the anger, the rage—all of it focussed on myself, the self-hate, the self-doubt, the certainty that I’d never be good enough.

The fear over taking this trip alone, being proved right, that I was stupid and gullible and foolish, the trauma of being robbed on my first night, then being harassed, being mistaken for a girl. All of it became a storm that consumed me.

I wept, unable to stop myself, feeling broken and useless and worthless, and Sofia and the other barmaids surrounded me and tended to me.

Sofia took me to the back office to sit me down and console me, just holding me, hugging me and I felt things I’d tried for years not to feel, and I experienced things I’d been keeping buried and hidden for years.

All of it poured over me like a boiling rain, scalding me, scouring me clean. And Sofia just sat with me and hugged me, silent, consoling me as I felt all of it.

I was raised to the ground, became ashes, and then… it stopped. The storm stopped, the battering rain of feelings and emotions stopped, and the sun emerged.

I stopped crying, but Sofia still hugged me. I hugged her back, not sure I could ever repay her for everything she had done for me. It was as though something had shifted, changed, and though I didn’t know quite what, I knew things would never be the same again. I’d come on the trip to discover who I was, who I wanted to be, but what I’d uncovered was something bright and new and wonderful—though it remained still not entirely known.

I pulled back slightly, looked up at Sofia, and smiled.

“Thank you.” I said. “For… for everything.”

She smiled back.

“Are you okay now?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, I… I think… I think I can go back to work.”

Sofia’s smile widened.

“No go there lovely. I’m afraid. I have orders to take you home from the boss lady herself.”

I paled. I had messed up already? Before tonight I’d not been sure it was a good idea, but… before the three losers had shown up I’d been having fun, and I’d thought maybe it could work. I could stay with Sofia for a while, working with her, paying her back, saving what I could, settling into… whatever it was I was going through.

But already I’d messed it all up.

“And you can stop panicking.” Sofia said, still smiling. “I can see it in your eyes. No one is upset with you. You can still come back into work tomorrow. They’re just worried about you is all. They know you’ve been through a lot so they want you to rest up. Okay?”

Sofia’s words settled the ache in my chest. I nodded.

“Thank you.” I said again.

“You’re welcome. Now, ready to go home?” She asked.

I nodded. I was ready to go home with Sofia.
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The walk through the early evening was brisk and soothing, the crowds of club goers providing a pleasing blanket of noise and people that helped me feel hidden and safe, just one amongst many, and Sofia stayed close to me, her arm linked with mine, her body warm and soft against me. I could smell the scent and musk of her perfume, her sweat from her intense routine on stage, and I could almost feel the hairs on the back of my hair prickling.

I’d never been this close to her, not for such a prolonged time, and after the rush of emotions in the club, her consoling me, piecing me back together, it was like something had altered between us. It was like a fuse had been lit, but to what I didn’t know.

I clung to her, glad for her warmth, delighting in the scent of her sweat, the smooth, soft curves of her body, and I felt safe next to her. In the past, I would have chafed at how much taller than me she was, but the new me loved it. She was my guardian angel, my shield-maiden, my radiant, stunning, beautiful knight in shining armour, I loved how she made me feel small and safe and protected.

I loved too how I felt when I was with her. I felt calm, and excited, drawn to her. With the changes I’d been going through since I’d met her, and the sudden shift to more feminine attire, being soft, pretty, a cute barmaid, I couldn’t help but feel joyful and excited.

I felt so much more attractive, so much more relaxed, so much more confident in myself, and as we walked the sway of my hips and ass as I strutted in my heels back towards Sofia’s apartment only served to highlight to me how much better I felt in myself. I was soft and sensitive, and pretty, cute, maybe even sexy.

I’d spent the whole night flirting, showing off, loving it, throwing myself into the part, and it had thrilled me, excited me. Yet the one person I’d wanted to see me, to watch me, had been busy.

I’d taken moments to watch her, up on stage, dancing, writing, lithe and graceful, sensual and sexy, but she’d never seen me. I wanted her to see me. I wanted her to look at me the way the men and women in the club had looked at me. I wanted her to stare at me and see me not as Sam, the plain, awkward boy she’d met that first night, but… as Samantha, the cute, flirty, sexy, playful, pretty barmaid.

I blushed as it all began to click, thoughts and feelings falling into place as we walked arm in arm. My heart was racing and my chest felt tight. I felt nervous, frightened, but also bold. I didn’t want to ruin the blossoming friendship we had. I didn’t want to spoil the connection we’d forged, but I knew that I had to do something, because I knew I’d forever regret doing nothing. Yet… what could I do?

She was so far out of my league. She was so beautiful and pretty and she’d done so much for me.

Maybe it was just safer to bottle it all up. I could stay on the sofa, work to pay her back, and be grateful for what I had, rather than wanting more. My mind spun, spiralling, and as we drew closer and closer to home I could feel familiar patterns of doubt and fear and uncertainty returning. I wanted to be Samantha, but it was hard to break the habit of being Sam.
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Sofia stopped outside her door and I waited for her to take out her keys and unlock the door, to guide me in as she had always done, but… she didn’t. Instead, she did nothing. She stood still, her arm still linked with mine, beside me, looking forward. I stood still for a moment, too frightened to move or speak.

Had she realised what I was thinking? Had she noticed how I felt about her? Was she working out how to reject me, how to break it to me that she needed space, that I needed to find somewhere else to sleep?

I began to work out how I could repair the damage I’d caused, heal the rift I’d made. I could give her space, promise to keep my distance. I’d keep working so I could pay her back, but I’d give her as much space as she needed. Though I felt something for her, something new and bright and rare, I’d rather keep her as a friend, someone I could talk to, than lose her because she couldn’t cope with how I felt about her.

She’d given me so much. She’d offered so much. She was generous and kind and thoughtful and I valued that more than I could express.

I turned to look at her, looked up at her, hoping she’d let me explain. I just needed to explain that her friendship was what mattered. I didn’t want her to be uncomfortable and awkward around me. I just wanted…

“I want to say sorry.” Sofia said suddenly, still not looking at me.

I blinked. She… she wanted to say sorry. That was not what I’d been expecting.

“What? Why?”

Sofia took a deep breath. She finally turned to look at her and her expression was drawn, almost grim. She faced me but did not look me in the eye.

“I’m sorry for pushing you. For… for pushing you too hard. I shouldn’t have. Tonight, seeing you cry, it hurt me and I realised I’d been wrong and I’m sorry. I’ll stop. I’ll step back. I can find you another job, there are other bars, and I’ll stop trying to… I’ll stop interfering.”

I was silent for a moment. I still didn’t understand what she was apologising for.

“You haven’t done anything wrong.” I said finally. “There’s nothing you need to apologise for.”

I meant it. If anything Sofia had been a singular bright spot in my life, offering me a rare glimpse of happiness, what my life could be like. I should be thanking her.

She was still, stiff, and clumsy, lacking the poise and grace and serene beauty I had come to associate with her. It was hard to see, but at the same time, it made me feel closer to her, a rare glimpse of her when she was weak and vulnerable.

She shifted, finally met my gaze, and I almost winced as I saw the worry and the doubt and the fear in her eyes. She really was worried she’d hurt me. But… why?

“So those tears, tonight… they weren’t… it wasn’t about the job, about the clothes, about the makeup and… and…”

I shook my head.

“No. I just…. Seeing those three men again and facing them down, it brought a lot of things to the surface. I… wearing this, the job, being around you has made me… it’s changed things. It’s changed me. I came on this trip to learn who I was and I have, thanks to you. It wasn’t what I expected, but… I’m not sure I would have ever realised any of this without you. It’s just… seeing them, standing up to them, it was like crossing a threshold, admitting the truth, that this, being this person, is better, and easier, than being who I used to be. It was just… after everything I’ve been through, and this, it was all too much in the moment, and I was overwhelmed and it came out as tears. It wasn’t bad though. It’s like… those tears needed to come. I needed that storm of emotions so the clouds could clear and I could finally see the sun again. And that’s all thanks to you.”

I was smiling, blushing, but I could feel my eyes welling up. I looked up at Sofia and waited, watching her, and the smile that came, the sense of relief in her expression, was a thing of beauty.

“I thought… I thought I’d pushed you too hard, that I’d broken you. I… I just wanted to help and I thought… fuck. I just…”

“You might have broken me, but I think maybe I needed to be broken so I could put myself back together again, but… new and improved.” I chuckled as I said it, but I felt it too.

Sofia looked at me, looked me up and down, a look much like the stares of the men and the women in the bar, hungry and greedy and lascivious. She’d never looked at me like that before, yet I liked it. I liked it a lot.

“Well, from my point of view, the you I’m seeing is definitely improved. I mean, the first time I saw you I thought you were cute. Just the most adorable thing I’d seen in ages, but like this, well… it’s all I could do to control myself because I’d hate to take advantage of a damsel in distress.”

Sofia was grinning at me, a predator's grin. Her words made me squirm and blush, a warm fluttering in my belly, nervous and hot. Was I really a damsel in distress? Did she really think me adorable?

“What if… what if the damsel wants you to take advantage of her? I mean, what kind of damsel would I be if I didn’t reward my knight in shining armour with a kiss.”

I faltered. Had I overstepped? Was I being too forward? Maybe she hadn’t meant her words the way I’d taken them. Maybe I was wrong about the way she was looking at me. Maybe…

Then Sofia smiled, and before could form any more doubts she moved, moving in close, leaning in, and she kissed me, once, softly, on the lips.

“That’s all the reward I need. That, and seeing you happy.” She said.

I looked up at her, blushing. I could feel my heart fluttering, a bird desperately trying to escape its cage. My body was burning hot, feelings and emotions that were new and unfamiliar. I didn’t know what was happening, what it meant.

But… hadn’t I come on the trip to be bold, to be wild. And what better time to be bold and wild than now?

“What if that’s not all the reward I want to give?” I said, voice soft and timid, fluttery.

My lips still tasted of hers, but I wanted more. I wanted to give her more. I wanted to give her everything she wanted, everything I was. I just hoped I was enough…

I waited, excited, fearing rejection. Sofia smiled.

“What if I don’t want you to give? What if I want to take my reward from you.”

Sofia was smirking.

“Take anything you want from me. It's yours.” I said, smiling, blushing. “Whatever you want, it’s yours.”

“Then come upstairs.” Sofia said. “Because as adorable as you look tonight, as beautiful as you are, I think I want everything.”


Ten

Sofia opened the front door and turned to offer me her hand, smiling at me, her eyes sparkling. My belly was fluttering, heart racing, skipping, and I could almost feel the world spinning around me.

She was so beautiful. I’d been through so much. It felt like so much had happened, so much and changed, and now this… her. I reached out and took her hand and she grabbed me tight and pulled me inside, slamming the door behind us, dragging me upstairs to her room.

I felt giddy, nervous, excited, anxious. I’d been with Anne for years, had been intimate with her, so I wasn’t inexperienced, but Anne was the only girl I’d ever been with and… this was all new.

Sofia was nothing like Anne. She was wild and mysterious, sexual and sensual, bold. Before, with Anne, I’d been Sam, an unexceptional boy, but now, in that moment, I was Samantha, the pretty barmaid. I didn’t know what to expect, or what was going to happen, but that only excited me, made it all the more thrilling.

Sofia dragged me up the stairs and through her apartment and into her room, pulled me over to her bed and then pushed me backwards. I almost fell, stumbling in my heels, the back of my legs hitting the bed so I tumbled and collapsed to sit. Sofia seemed to loom even taller over me, which only made me more nervous, more excited. I smiled up at her, batting my thick fake lashes.

It felt so different to anything I’d experienced before. Not only was Sofia more confident, commanding, brazen, but I was changed too. I felt… changed. As Sam I’d always felt like I was playing the role expected of me, the boy, the man, forced to take charge, but as Samantha, it was nice to let Sofia take charge of me. And… though I was more demure, shyer, almost timid, uncertain, I felt more at ease in that moment than I ever had before.

I wasn’t second-guessing myself constantly. I wasn’t worrying about what Sofia thought of me. I didn’t fret that I was boring, ugly, not enough. As Samantha, I knew I was pretty, cute, beautiful, hot. I’d seen the way people had looked at me, had experienced the joy of them flirting with me, had seen the way Sofia looked at me outside the front door, the hunger in her eyes, but it was more than that. It wasn't the way others spoke to me, looked at me, treated me, it was the way I felt. The biggest change was in me.

I felt pretty. I felt hot and sexy. I felt happy, and that feeling suffused my entire being like a bright, radiant light.

“Are you sure about this?” Sofia asked. “Because… you don’t have to. I mean, I get that a lot has happened, that a lot has changed, that you’ve been through so much, and… you don’t need to do this. You can sleep on the sofa, and we can be friends, we can not do this. You don’t need to give me this to keep me happy. I’m not trying to force you or coerce you or…”

“I want this.” I said. “I want you.”

Sofia smiled.

“I want you too.” She said, grinning.

There was a pinkness to her cheeks, a glow in her expression, a sparkle in her eyes, and it made her already beautiful face even more beautiful. In her tight-fitting dancer’s outfit, she looked glorious.

“Ever since I saw you in my spare shorts that first day I’ve been thinking about you. You just have something about you. There’s a cute innocence that I want to corrupt, but I’d have been able to resist if not for tonight. Getting you all dressed up, seeing you like that, like you are now, you’re… you’re my kind of girl.” She said.

I smiled at that. I knew I was supposed to hate it. I was supposed to be a boy, a man. Yet, knowing I was Sofia’s kind of girl made my heart skip. I wanted to be her kind of girl.

“So now you can’t resist me?” I asked, coy, voice teasing.

I fluttered my eyelashes, pouting, eyes big and wide, doing my best to look cute. I shifted on the bed, squirming, wiggling, and I spread my legs, causing my skirt to ride up slightly, offering Sofia a glimpse of my panties.

Sofia shook her head.

“Not if you act like that. Keep that up and there’s zero chance I’ll be able to resist you.” She said.

She was looking at me like a hungry wolf. I loved it, how her gaze roamed my body, taking in my long, smooth, full legs, looking up my skirt at my panties, appreciating my curves, my pretty face. I felt hot and attractive, and more excited than I could ever remember feeling.

“Then don’t resist me.” I said.

And that was all I needed to say.
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Sofia moved like a panther, leaping on her prey, a dancer’s grace and poise, and before I could react she was on me, pushing me back down onto the bed, pinning me, her hands gripping my wrists, trapping me.

I did not resist. I wanted her to overpower me. Wanted her to claim me. Wanted her to take whatever she wanted from me.

And then she kissed me.

With my arms pinned on either side of my head, Sofia straddling me, her knees on either side of my hips, sitting on me, she leaned down and pressed her lips to mine and she kissed me, hard. She kissed me and I kissed her back, and the taste of her, the feeling of her body against mine, the smell of her sweat and perfume drove me wild.

She kissed me deeply, passionately, nipping at my bottom lip. My lips parted and her tongue pressed into my mouth, exploring, and I moaned in delight and submission. I kissed back, squirming, writhing beneath my knight in shining armour, her damsel in distress, ready to reward her for saving me when I hadn’t even known what I’d needed saving from.

I kissed her back hard, hungry for her, but Sofia was feeling cruel, because she pulled back, breaking the kiss, pulling her tongue from my mouth and withdrawing from me the gift of her lips. I tried to chase her, to taste more of her, but she had me pinned. She smiled down at me, a look of mischief in her eyes.

“You’re really okay with this?” She asked.

I nodded.

“More than okay.” I said. “I… I want this. You’re hot and… you make me feel hot. You make me feel good. Like this, I feel… pretty, attractive, and sexy. And I want to thank you.”

“You don’t need to thank me like this.” She said.

“But what if I want to?”

She smirked at that.

“Then I guess it would be rude of me to refuse your gratitude. But… what I have in mind, I… are you sure you’re okay with me taking whatever I want from you? I mean… I’m not into boys. I’m into girls, and I… I want to fuck you like a girl. I want to show you just how pretty I think you are.”

I blushed at that. My head was spinning, heart racing. In the past I’d have been shamed by her words, maybe even angry at them, but that was the old me, the me still caged by expectations and fears. The new me was free.

I was Samantha and I was free to just be happy, to be pretty and sexy and happy.

“I want to be your pretty girl.” I said, smiling. “And… I want you to show me how you fuck pretty girls like me. I want you to fuck me, claim me, and make it so I can never go back to being a boring, unhappy boy again.”

Sofia’s smile widened, a delicious grin. I felt my belly flutter as the words left my mouth, not quite sure what I’d let myself in for, but excited to find out.

“I can do that, but I think I’m going to need a little help.” Sofia said. “You just stay there, and don’t move.”

She shifted, rising up and climbing off me, stepping off the bed to move to the drawers that sat at the head. I did as she said though, stayed still, laid on my back, legs spread, watching her, my heart racing.

She rummaged through the drawers for a moment. I wondered what she meant by help, confused, but willing to trust her.

After a moment she found what she needed, pulling it out of the drawer and turning to face me. What she held in her hand made my eyes go wide, the sight of it filling me with a sense of dread, fear, and excitement.

“Still want me to show you how I fuck pretty girls?” She asked, smiling.

I just nodded.

“Yes…” I whispered.

“Then panties off, because where we’re going, you don’t need panties.”

And I couldn’t get naked fast enough.
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I shifted, wiggling my hips and ass to peel my skirt and pantyhose off, slipping my panties down. Sofia watched, grinning, and I did my best to make a show of it, trying my hardest to be alluring, and from the look in her eyes I was succeeding.

“I can’t get over how cute you are.” She said, standing over me, observing me. “I mean… I knew you were cute, and I had my suspicions about you, but seeing you all dressed up, smooth, soft, with makeup on, you’re… so fucking hot.”

I blushed at that. It felt good to be attractive, to have someone tell me I was attractive, but it ran deeper than that. I felt attractive. I felt good, being smooth, pretty, cute, soft, feminine, it felt good, and I wanted to feel more of it.

The thought of spending more time like this caused a surge of joy to swell in me. I had months set aside for this trip, and the thought of spending those months as Samantha, with Sofia, made my heart flutter. Could I?

I knew the answer even before the question was fully formed. The way Sofia had saved me, cared for me, helped me, and the way she was looking at me now, the lust and desire in her eyes, I knew I could. But, it was more than could… I wanted it, needed it.

“Top too though. I want my girl naked so I can see all of her.” Sofia said.

I blushed, nodded, complied. I was desperate for what she was offering me, though nervous, and I peeled off my blouse and bra as quickly as I could, hands shaking, to expose myself for my knight in shining armour.

Sofia grinned, clearly delighting in the show I was putting on for her, then, as I watched, she dropped what she was holding onto the bed—the closeness of it intriguing me, terrifying me, threatening and enticing—and she began to strip. She peeled off her clothes while writhing, almost dancing, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she exposed her skin, curves, her breasts, heavy, full, perfect, with large, swollen nipples, hard.

I bit my bottom lip, feeling my cock swelling, the sight of her was perhaps the most arousing thing I had ever seen. She peeled her shorts down, slowly, watching me as she did it, and the sight of her hips, ass, cunt, made my body throb, the thick thatch of her public hair, her swollen labia, the glistening of her wetness, making me dizzy. The air reeked of her arousal.

Once naked, stood over me, she wiggled her hips, making her ass jiggle and her tits bounce. Her body was breathtaking, but as ever, it was her face, her eyes, that captivated me.

“Now, be a good girl for me, and pass me my toy, then we can begin the fun.” Sofia said.

I paled. She wanted me to touch it, to… but then, I figured I was going to end up touching it eventually, wasn’t I? I was probably going to be touching it a lot, and even as nervous as I was about that, I was excited too.

So, I turned and picked up the large, thick, long silicone cock—one long continuous length, with a sculpted cock head at either end, double-ended—and handed it back to Sofia. She took it, and, her eyes fixed on me, watching me, she began to tease one end over the wet, glistening, parted folds of her pussy.
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I couldn’t look away. My heart skipped. The sound of Sofia’s heavy breathing filled the air, the scent of her arousal.

She worked her hips, teasing the head of the fake cock at her entrance, biting her bottom lip. Her wetness dribbled down the length of it, wetting it, and she pressed, moaning in pleasure as she watched me, slipping her toy into her pussy.

“Fuck it’s so big.” She moaned. “But it feels so good. I bet you can’t wait to feel it too, can you?”

I blushed. It looked so thick, long. It was stretching her cunt as she slipped it slowly in, slipping one end of the double-ended cock into her pussy. The other end was for me. The other end was going to be inside me.

Sofia and I were going to fuck with a double-ended cock. The thought was thrilling. It was so… feminine, so emasculating and arousing, so dirty.

Sofia moaned, pressed the fake cock deeper, grinding her hips down, and she exhaled a soft sigh of pleasure.

“There. I’m all ready. Now your turn.” She said, grinning at me. “Unless… you do want it, don’t you? You do want me to fuck you with my thick, long, hard cock, don’t you? You do want me to fuck you in your ass, like the pretty little girl you are, don’t you?”

I nodded without hesitating. It was all I’d ever wanted, but up until that moment, I’d never known it.

“Please.” I whispered. “Please… fuck me. Fuck me, claim me, make me your pretty little girl.”

Sofia smiled at me.

“So polite.” She said. “But first, I need to get my cock nice and slippery. Why don’t you do that for me.”

I blinked staring at her, confused.

“Use your mouth.” She said. “I want to fuck your mouth first, then, when my cock is all wet and slippery, I’ll claim you.”

I blushed, head spinning. She wanted…

But I did not hesitate. I shifted, slipped off the bed, and began to crawl on my hands and knees to her.
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I crawled to kneel at Sofia’s feet and looked up at her. She loomed over me, tall and beautiful and glorious, a goddess, and I felt safe at her feet, cute and small and pretty, and the way she looked at me, with lust, desire, love, made my chest tight, belly flutter, my cock throbbing.

She reached down, gripped her cock with one hand, the end buried in her cunt, the lurid sight of it exciting me, and with the other reached out to grip my hair.

“Now, worship me.” She said.

And she guided my face forwards, guided the tip of the toy buried in her cunt to my lips, and I opened my mouth willingly, excited, eager, terrified.

The tip pressed at my pursed lips for a moment, paused there, and then Sofia thrust. She thrust the cock into my mouth, and I began to worship. I sucked, hard, and she began to work her hips, guiding my head with her fingers entangled in my hair. She began to fuck my face, and I could feel the toy fucking her pussy as it fucked my mouth.

I sucked, licked, and used my mouth to fuck Sofia with the cock that she was fucking my face with. She fucked hard, moaning, and I felt the room spinning, dizzy with lust and delight, unable to believe what I was doing, but loving every moment.

My body was smooth, face made up. I was pretty, sexy, feminine, and I was sucking the double-ended cock in Sofia’s pussy to get it wet and ready so she could fuck me.

“Gods you look so hot.” Sofia said. “Watching you suck that cock while you fuck my pussy with it… you are such a pretty little slut.”

The words scalded me, delighted me, and I worked harder to pleasure her. I slurped, licked, kissed, letting my spit coat the cock, and as Sofia thrust her hips, fucking my face, I used the motions of my head and the suction of my mouth to fuck her back. It was obscene, lurid, and amazing.

As I sucked, slurping, swallowing, I felt the head of the cock press at the back of my throat, choking me. I wanted all of it, but I knew I couldn’t. Not yet.

But maybe with practice? Maybe by the end of my holiday?

That thought thrilled me. I sucked hard, urged on. As I sucked, wetting and lubing the cock with my spit, I began to taste the tang of something heady, and after only a moment I realised what it was.

Fucking Sofia as I was, with my mouth, with her toy, I could look up and see her pussy, swollen, wet, gaping. Her cunt was leaking, sopping wet, her juices drooling down the toy to my mouth, soaking my lips, tongue, so I could taste her. I wanted to taste more, wanted to bury my face in her folds. Maybe later, maybe afterwards, but for now I knew what I wanted.

I wanted her to fuck me like the pretty girl I was. I wanted her to claim me. So I redoubled my efforts, my cock so hard it hurt.

“Fuck… keep going like that and I might just cum but… I want to save that.” Sofia said.

With that, she tightened her grip on my hair and she pulled my head back as she pulled away from me, slipping the cock from my lips. I whined, aching, giddy, and the head of the toy popped free of my mouth, wet and slippery and glistening with my spit.

“And I get the feeling you want more too, don’t you?” She asked.

It was all I could do to nod.

“Please.” I moaned, voice hoarse.

Sofia smiled at me.

“Get on the bed then, on your back, and spread your legs.” She said.

And I did just as she said.
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I lay back on the bed on my back, naked, smooth, and I spread my legs as wide as they would go. I was breathing hard, head spinning, and though I felt flush with shame and embarrassment, nervousness, a sense of fear at the girth of the cock that was jutting from Sofia’s pussy, there was no sense of self-consciousness.

Normally I’d have felt uncertain, timid, worried about how I looked, about what Sofia thought of me, but in that moment there was none of that. I knew I must look dirty and slutty, brazen, but I felt cute, pretty, beautiful, sexy, and that feeling was addictive. I wanted more of it.

“Ready for me?” Sofia asked.

I nodded.

“Please… I want you. I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

“But what if I enjoy it so much I get hooked on you and can’t let you go?” She said.

As she spoke she moved towards me, strutting, swaying her hips and ass, tits jiggling, gripping the spit-wetted cock in her hand to wield it like a weapon, a threat of the pleasure to come.

I blushed, giggled, excited by her words.

“Then… I guess I’ll just have to stay with you and be your slut until you get bored of me.” I said, voice soft, flirtations.

Sofia just grinned.

“Well, I’ve got bad news for you. I don’t think I’ll ever get bored of you, not as cute as you are.”

My blush deepened.

“Then I’ll just have to stay forever, and be your fuck-toy.”

I was giggling. Sofia moved closer, climbed up onto the bed, kneeling between my spread legs.

She loomed over me, stunningly beautiful, brazen, sexy, and I knew I meant it.

“Then I guess we can proceed.” Sofia said.

And with that, she leaned down to kiss me, hard, and I melted into it, kissing her back just as fervently.

Her tits pressed against my chest, smooth skin against smooth skin, and she spread her legs to force mine wider, smooth thighs against smooth thighs. The touch of her body against mine was electric, thrilling me. I wanted more.

What would it be like to have tits like hers, big puffy nipples, to press them together as we made out? What would it feel like to enhance my curves to be more like Sofia? Could I really become more feminine? Could I really take that step? Why did the thought excite me, fill me with joy?

And then all thought went out of my head. Something hard and wet and slippery ran along the smooth crack of my ass. The head of Sofia’s toy.

I gasped at the caress of it, the tip teasing at my virgin hole, pressing barely in. My body shuddered, bright hot joy, and I worked my hips to press down.

My hole opened, stretching, and the tip entered me for just a moment before slipping away. I whined, desperate, but I heard Sofia giggle.

She broke the kiss, looked down at me, smiling.

“Does my slut want something?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I want your cock inside me. Please.” I said.

She just smiled, and I looked down, between our bodies, the divine beauty of her, to where the toy hung between us, buried in her pussy, her hand gripping it to tease it along my butt crack. The cock head teased over my hole again.

I moaned, pressed down, wanting to capture it, but Sofia let it slip away. She repeated this over and over, driving me wild. I worked my hips, grinding, wanting it, and then…

The tip pressed at my virgin entrance, pressed at my hole, and teased me open. I felt the tip of her cock enter me, stretching my ass. I moaned, pressed down. There was pressure, pain, joy, and I wanted it.

“Ready for me?” Sofia asked.

I nodded. She thrust.

The pressure built, the pain, the pleasure. I felt my hole stretching, my ass opening, the slippery, spit-lubed cock slipping into my virgin ass. I pressed down, grinding my hips, chasing the delight, spreading my legs. I needed to feel Sofia inside me, and then… it slipped in, suddenly, my outer ring opening in invitation, and Sofia’s cock filled me.

“Fuck…”

My exclamation was one long moan of pleasure. It was so thick, so wet, so long, and Sofia fucked it deeper, filling me.

“You like that?” She asked.

I could only nod. My cock was throbbing, my body alive with new sensations. It was unlike anything I’d felt before and I was lost beyond reason and words.

“Good. Because we’re not done yet.”

And with that she pulled back, slipped the cock out, letting it slide out of my ass, leaving me empty, until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance.

She held it there, her body above mine, her eyes looking deep into mine.

“I want you to fuck me back. You fuck me as I fuck you, okay? I want us to cum together.”

I nodded.

And then she thrust again, thrust hard, and I did my best to thrust into her just as she thrust into me, the double-ended cock allowing us both to fuck each other.

Sofia fucked me, thrusting her cock into me, filling me, and it was a brighter, hotter, more joyful sensation than anything I’d ever known before. My body was soft, sensitive, and I felt pretty, sexy, and I spread my legs as wide as they would go as I worked my hips to fuck her back.

I felt the double-ended toy slip deep, ease out, and I could feel it teasing over the inner walls of my hole, a knot of joy in my belly unravelling. I worked my body to fuck Sofia back, her moans driving me on, and we fell into a clumsy, eager rhythm, fucking each other hard, hungry for each other.

She kissed me again, pressing her weight down on me, pinning me to the bed as she fucked me, and I let her take me even as I did my best to give back, to pleasure her in return as she pleasured me.

It was hot, heavy, and I was breathing hard, head spinning, cock throbbing, ass full. Sofia’s body was so soft and warm, and her hand roamed my flesh, scratching, teasing, pulling my hair, my hands roaming up to her hips, gripping her ass to pull her into me, forcing the cock deeper into my ass.

My hole was stretched, gaping, fucked, and I felt as though I’d been set free. I never knew I could feel that good, that happy.

We fucked harder, faster, deeper, both breathing hard, sweating. My heart was racing, and I could feel the drumming of Sofia’s heart as her chest was pressed against mine. She fucked, deep, passionate, kissing, our hands exploring each other, and as she thrust the cock deeper into my ass I felt the knot of bliss inside my belly untangled, coming free.

My cock throbbed, hard, swelling. I broke the kiss even as I kept fucking her back.

“I’m close… fuck… I’m…”

“I am too. Don’t stop. Fuck me. Fuck me as I fuck you and cum with me. I want you to cum as I fuck you. I want to cum with you.” Sofia’s voice was breathy.

I smiled, fucked her harder, kissed her, deeply, and as she worked her hips to press the cock deeper into my ass I felt it.

Something inside me unfurled. It was a pleasure unlike any I’d known before, bright and hot and new, addictive. I knew then that there was no going back. I was changed forever, and that realisation delighted me.

“Fuck…”

I moaned, kissed Sofia deep, fucked her hard.

“Cum… cum for me… cum… cum as I fuck you… fuck me and make me cum…”

I could tell from her tone of voice that she was as close as I was, so I did as she said. I fucked her. I fucked her hard, deep, fast, just as she fucked me in turn. We fucked each other, and then…

I was cumming. I was cumming as Sofia fucked my ass, hard, and I could feel from the quiver of her body, the way she was shivering, panting, gasping, that she was cumming too. We were cumming together, fucking each other, and it felt as though a whole new world was opening up before me.

“Fuck…”

I moaned, ground down on the cock, wanting to feel all of it. Sofia was doing the same, thrusting into me as I thrust into her, and it was bliss.

I was cumming, cumming harder than I’d ever cum before, and I could see and hear and feel the bliss of Sofia’s climax too. I’d never experienced anything like it. I never knew sex could feel so good, so liberating, so hot and connective and free.

As I came I kissed Sofia, hard, deep, wanting to show her how grateful I was for everything. I kissed her and she kissed me back, and we came, together, and I knew something in me was changed, forever, and I was excited for it and for all that was to come.

As my climax ended, my heart racing, I broke the kiss. I looked up at Sofia and smiled.

“That was…”

“Wow.” She said, finishing my sentence for me.

I nodded, blushing.

“I meant what I said though.” She said. “About getting hooked on you. I don’t think I’ll be able to let you go now.”

I giggled, blushing.

“Oh no. I’ll have to stay here with you and be your pretty toy.” I said, chuckling. “What a shame.”

We both laughed.

“You can if you want though.” Sofia said. “Stay I mean. I know you wanted to travel, but… why not stay here for a while. You can work at the bar, stay here, and we can explore each other. You can explore yourself, work out who you want to be, and I can explore you too, work out all the things you enjoy while I show you all the things I enjoy.”

She wiggled as she spoke, the cock still inside both of us, teasing us, making my body throb. I smiled. I wanted that, wanted what she offered.

I felt like I’d taken the first step on a long road, a path towards a happier, brighter version of myself. And I wanted Sofia on that road with me.

“I’d like that.” I said. “But… there’s one thing I need. Something important.”

Sofia looked at me.

“What?” She said. “If I can I will.”

“I need you to show me how you cook tofu, because it was delicious, and I’m going to want to make you breakfast in bed.”

I chuckled, and Sofia smiled, laughed with me.

“If you want my secret recipe, you’re going to have to earn it, missy.”

As she said that she ground her hips, making it clear how she expected me to earn it. I moaned as the cock moved inside my ass, making my sensitive body shudder.

“I think I can do that.” I said.

And I kissed her.

THE END
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Camera Shy
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There’s a rumour circulating that Rob’s new neighbour, the hot Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, and Rob needs to know if it’s true.

So he decides to break into her house to find out. After all, what’s the worst that can happen?

Rob and Alex are best friends, and have been for most of their lives. They went through school together, and now they’re at college together. They’re almost inseparable. So when rumours start to circulate that their new neighbour, the beautiful Ms Scarlet, is a professional Dominatrix, its only natural that the two come up with a plan together to find out the truth.

That plan is simple enough. Rob will break into Ms Scarlet’s home when she’s out and will investigate. Only… the plan doesn’t go as they hoped, and the truth is not what either of them expected. Ms Scarlet is a photographer, and during the break-in Rob manages to break some of her very expensive equipment.

When Ms Scarlet confronts Rob with evidence of his misdeeds, she gives him an ultimatum: work as a model to repay the debt he owes her, or face the consequences of his actions. It seems like a simple enough deal, but what he hadn’t counted on was the kind of modelling Ms Scarlet specialises in.

Soon enough Rob finds himself caught up in a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, and with numerous fans willing to pay to see a lot more of him. As he finds new ways to pay off his debt and begins to enjoy his new modelling career, there’s only one issue.

He never did tell Alex about damaging Ms Scarlet's equipment, and how he was paying off his debt. He just has to hope Alex never finds out, because if he does, who knows what the consequences will be…


Femboy Babysitter
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One summer, a broken-hearted widower, and a Femboy Babysitter...

Blake has fallen for William, his neighbour and friend, and they’re both about to learn that sometimes there’s just no taming a wild heart!

Blake is returning home from college not sure where his future lies. He’s changed so much while away, has discovered so much about himself—is there even a place for him there any more?

The only thing he knows for certain is that he’s keen to spend one last summer in his home town. He wants to see his family, and he wants to see his friend and neighbour, William, the man who was almost like an older brother to him growing up.

Seeing William though, Blake feels a spark that wasn’t there before, a connection, a chemistry, and he realises that he’s missed his neighbour more than he’d known. But life is complicated, and Blake isn’t the only one who’s been through change.

William is a widower and a father. Blake, aware of just how much William has been through, just wants his friend to be happy, so he buries his new-found feelings, his attraction, not wanting to ruin their friendship and the summer ahead.

He even offers to babysit, so William can go on a date.

Blake’s feelings though prove insistent, and difficult to restrain. William is charming and handsome, and he’s keen to spend as much time with his friend as he can, which leaves Blake wondering… can he ever be more than just the Femboy Babysitter?


Oral Fixation
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Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?

Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting…


Thirst Trap
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Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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