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		BECOMING A BALLERINA

		

		A Man Magically Becomes a Woman

		

		Clover Cox

		

	
		To my readers, always

		

	
		1

		

		“What brings you here today, Donald?” Nanette asked as she exited the hallway. She held her arms out wide as she stared at me and slowly moved across the room. She was wearing a long, flowy brown dress nearly the same color as her hair. Her red nails were long and curled at the tip. She gave off witchy vibes, but she was also feminine and beautiful and everything I wanted to be.

		

		“Um… are you really a witch?”

		

		“Of course, Donald. Why would I lie about something like that?” Nanette’s teeth glinted when she flashed a smile and pulled out her chair to take a seat across from me. Her energy was electric, but I was still skeptical of the entire magic thing, and even if magic was real, I doubted that Nanette could turn me into the girl I dreamed of becoming.

		

		The head ballerina.

		

		The one everyone admired.

		

		I was already a ballet dancer now. A danseur. Not a ballerina. There was no glory in the dance as a man. People didn’t stare at me. I was nothing but support for the pretty girls to do their grand jetes, flying through the air like deer skipping through a forest. People would tell me that I was overreacting and that male ballet dancers had plenty of attention on them, especially with the tight pants and all, but I didn’t want to be a danseur.

		

		I wanted to be a ballerina.

		

		“Donald, I asked you a question. Why would you accuse me of lying about being a witch?”

		

		I shrugged. “Seems like something people would lie about.”

		

		“I assure you that I’m not lying, and I hope that I can help you, but you’ll have to tell me what it is you want first. I might be a witch, but I’m also on a schedule.”

		

		“Sorry,” I said softly. “It’s hard for me to say what I want.”

		

		“Well, spit it out. We don’t have all day.”

		

		I nodded, casting my eyes to the side for a brief second before turning my attention back to Nanette. She had an annoyed look on her face as she waited for me to spit out what it was that I wanted.

		

		“Donald!”

		

		“Sorry! I want you to turn me into a girl, so I can be the head ballerina! There! I said it!”

		

		“Hmm,” Nanette purred as she rubbed her chin and looked at me more closely, but I looked away to avoid her intense gaze, worried that she would put a curse on me. There was no telling if any of this witchcraft business was real, but I didn’t want to take chances. “Interesting request. I can turn you into a girl, but I’m not sure that I can give you the skills you need to become a ballerina.”

		

		“I already have them,” I said defensively. “I’m a danseur.”

		

		“Interesting. Very interesting,” Nanette said as she walked in a circle around the table, making me feel smaller than an ant as she looked down at me. “It’s been a long time since I’ve turned a boy into a girl.”

		

		“You’ve done it before?”

		

		“Once a long time ago for a good friend of mine.”

		

		“What happened to him?”

		

		“He’s living as a woman. What else?” Nanette said.

		

		A shiver ran down my spine as she cackled. I knew that I wanted to become a girl, but I wasn’t sure that I wanted it to be permanent. I only knew that I wanted to jump across the stage while wearing a tutu. I wanted to feel like a princess in pointe shoes.

		

		“What about you, Donald? Why do you want to become a woman?”

		

		“I… I… want to feel beautiful.”

		

		“Do you not feel beautiful as a man?”

		

		“I don’t know.”

		

		Nanette made a thoughtful noise as she returned to her seat. She set her hands on the table. I looked up at her for the briefest of seconds before averting my eyes. My nerves shook every time our eyes met, and I was afraid of what she could do to me if it was true that she’d once turned a man into a woman.

		

		“This magic isn’t something to take lightly. It’s permanent.”

		

		My breath caught in my throat. “It is?”

		

		“Yes, so you must be certain that there’s a woman within you, or you might come to regret this, and I’m afraid there would be nothing that I could do for you.”

		

		“Are you being serious?”

		

		Nanette shrugged. “Are you?”

		

		I didn’t know how to answer her question. I wanted to become a ballerina, but was it worth becoming a woman permanently? We had a show coming up, and the head ballerina just dropped out to join a bigger company abroad. I knew that I could get the part if I were a woman, but there was no way I could get the part as a man. They would never allow it, even if I tucked and taped and did everything else I could to pass. I was too tall and bulky.

		

		It’d never work.

		

		“What’s your motivation to become a ballerina? Why aren’t you happy as a danseur? You’re still in the ballet. Is there something deeper to this desire than dance?”

		

		“I don’t know. Maybe,” I confessed.

		

		“If there is, I could work with you, otherwise we’re both wasting our time.” Nanette tapped her fingers against the table as she stared at me with narrowed eyes, and I didn’t know how to admit it, but there was a woman within me.

		

		Jessica.

		

		Ever since I could remember, I wanted Jessica to be my name. I wanted to be a girl in a tutu and have boys long after me, but I was always one of the boys. I liked guys, but I’d never done anything about it because deep down, I wanted whatever guy I was with to see me as a woman. I wanted the man to see me as Jessica.

		

		“Tell me.”

		

		I nodded and held my gaze toward the floor as I confessed my desire to become Jessica. I’d never told anyone before. Nanette was the first, and it felt like a weight was being lifted from my chest as the words left my mouth. I clutched the table once I’d finished.

		

		“How long have you wanted to be Jessica?”

		

		“A long time.”

		

		“Why haven’t you told anyone?”

		

		I shrugged. Nobody in my life would understand. They would judge me, and I would never be able to stay in the ballet company unless I was a danseur. Even if I were able to make it as a trans ballerina, there would always be pressures from within whichever ballet company I joined. I wanted an easier path, like waking up as a girl.

		

		“Hmm, Jessica. I don’t know what to do. Are you sure you want to live with this name forever? Are you sure that you want to become Jessica and leave Donald behind?”

		

		I nodded, never surer of anything in my life. “Yes.”

		

		“I’ll make you a potion to drink that’ll turn you into the woman you want to be. You’ll drink it before you go to sleep tonight, and when you wake up in the morning, you’ll be the woman of your dreams.”

		

		“How is it possible?” I asked.

		

		“I’m a powerful witch. Are you questioning my magic?”

		

		“No, well, maybe a little. It’s just hard to believe.”

		

		“You’ll believe it when you wake up as a woman.”

		

		“What about my IDs and stuff?”

		

		“Everything will be taken care of. You’ll be the same person inside, but everyone in your life will see you as a different person. A woman. Your parents will know you as Jessica. It’ll be like you were born as her and had the same life up until the moment you wake up, and then it’ll be up to you to change your life how you would if you were a girl.”

		

		“Does that mean I’ll wake up a ballerina?”

		

		“If you’re a danseur now, then yes, it should mean that.”

		

		My heart fluttered at the thought. Me, a ballerina? I needed it more than I needed food in my belly. I didn’t know what being a woman was like, but I was willing to risk it all to have my moment in a tutu, even if it meant becoming Jessica permanently.

		

		“I want the potion,” I said.

		

		“Positive?”

		

		“Yes!” I hollered and then steadied myself when Nanette flinched. “Sorry, I got excited. Uh, yeah, please make me the potion. How much will it cost?”

		

		“Two hundred dollars.”

		

		“Can I run to the ATM?”

		

		“Sure, I’ll start making it while you’re gone.”

		

		I nodded and rushed out of the door. Nanette needed a strand of my hair and a drop of my blood when I returned, but then she had the potion ready for me. I didn’t yet know if it would work, but I had to have faith that it would. I had to believe that there was a chance I could wake up to the reality of my dreams.
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		My eyes popped open the following morning. It was just past the crack of dawn, but I couldn’t sleep a second longer. I had to check if the potion worked, and it did! I couldn’t believe it! My tits weren’t huge or anything, but they were there! I leapt out of bed and ran to the bathroom to strip naked in front of the mirror.

		

		I had the cutest little body as a woman. My eyebrows were thin and perfectly plucked. My nose was long and narrow. My lips were plump and symmetrical to my nose. I looked down my body and gasped when I saw the pussy between my legs with the tiniest bush of hair.

		

		I clasped a hand over my mouth as tears welled in my eyes. I couldn’t stop staring at myself, but then my alarm buzzed. I cursed as I ran back to my bedroom to silence it. I had no idea why it was going off until I saw the reminder about the bake sale on my phone.

		

		Shit.

		

		The bake sale.

		

		I had to be at the ballet company in less than two hours and didn’t know the first thing about my new life as a girl.

		

		As Donald, I got out of the bake sale because I was in charge of helping set up the stage back at the theatre, so I didn’t have to worry about it, but my life had changed, at least a little bit. I opened my phone to learn as much information about myself as I could.

		

		My name was Jessica.

		

		I still had a degree in marketing and business from university, but now I had dreams of opening a shoe line. I touched my chest, beyond excited to spend my days talking about shoes instead of sports, which was the focus I’d taken during my studies as a man. I could have gone into shoes but worried it would expose the fact that I was hiding Jessica beneath the surface.

		

		I was also the head ballerina.

		

		When I saw a message that referred to me as the girl in charge, I threw my phone and jumped in place, my little tits bouncing up and down as I did. I grabbed my chest and fell to the floor laughing. I reached to pick up my phone and read over the message again.

		

		I was a ballerina.

		

		Nanette had made my dreams come true, and it only cost me two hundred dollars. I would have taken out a loan for much, much more than I’d paid had I known Nanette’s promise was true. I felt like I owed her my life, but I didn’t have time to think about that. I needed to get down to the ballet company.

		

		I took a quick shower before drying off and pulling my hair into a tight bun at the top of my head, and I couldn’t help but scream when I went to open my closet. My tutu was hanging right there, waiting for me to wear it. I had a collection of pointe shoes littered about my closet floor.

		

		The sight of my girly closet was so beautiful that I forgot all about the bake sale as I stood there staring at my dresses, skirts, blouses, and everything else. I had clothes for every season of the year, whether I needed something casual or formal, I was covered. I spent fifteen minutes going through all of it before I remembered that I had a bake sale to attend.

		

		I cursed and grabbed a thick pair of leggings and a long navy skirt with geometrical white stripes. I paired that with a light silver sweater that sparkled when it hit the light a certain way and some boots. I rushed to put those on and barely had enough time to put a quick layer of foundation on my face to hide the circles under my eyes.

		

		I wasn’t sure how much sleep I’d gotten, but it wasn’t much. I yawned as I grabbed my keys and walked out of the door to head across town to the ballet company. It was a building in the suburbs with a theatre on the other side of the parking lot. It wasn’t grandiose like some ballet companies, but we were profitable and had a large following in the local community, which was why so many local businesses were going to let us set up stands at their shops to sell our baked goods and raise money for the ballet.

		

		The parking lot was full when I arrived at the ballet company. I had no idea what to expect now that I was Jessica instead of Donald. Did I have the same friends? Would people treat me differently? I hadn’t thought much about it until I was sitting there in the parking lot, but now I was beyond nervous to go inside.

		

		I pulled down the visor to look at myself in the mirror. My dirty blonde hair was tight in its bun. My face looked fresh even though I was dead tired. I opened my purse to pull out a tube of clear lip gloss and ran it over my lips to make their natural pink color pop.

		

		People were walking into the building as I waited in the car, but I’d seen more than one person point in my direction. They knew which car was mine, and I probably looked like a freak sitting inside of it for so long, but I was more nervous than I’d ever been.

		

		Would I be able to convince everyone that I was Jessica?

		

		I had IDs and credit cards in Jessica’s name, but that didn’t mean that I was still her. Our lives were the same, yet different. Were there facts that I didn’t know? Would one of the girls use my confusion to knock me off my top spot?

		

		If there was one thing I knew for certain, it was that people could be nice to my face as head ballerina, but they all wanted my job. They were all willing to stab me in the back if the moment arose. I reminded myself of that fact as I gathered my things to get out of my car. I couldn’t hide away in here forever. I had to show my face, and I would do it with my hair down.

		

		I pulled out my ponytail and fluffed my hair with my fingers before opening the car door and stepping out with my shoulders held high. I slammed the door shut behind me as I hiked my purse up to my shoulder and adjusted the long skirt I was wearing, happy that I’d gone with the heeled boots instead of the flats that I was considering.

		

		Another girl looked at me with a smile on her face and daggers in her eyes. I ignored her as I continued to the door, not at all surprised when she held it open for me. Her name was Kristie, and she wasn’t the best dancer in the company. She wasn’t terrible, but everyone knew she’d never have a starring role.

		

		“Good morning, Jessica. How are you today?”

		

		I shrugged and made a noise as I walked past Kristie, flipping my damp hair in her face as I did. If I was going to stay on top, I knew I had to be at least something of a bitch. I couldn’t let these girls think they could walk all over me.

		

		“There you are, Jessica!” Monte hollered as I walked through the door. He was the assistant artistic director and dedicated his life to the company, even more so than our head artistic director Carly Campbell, the renowned ballerina who bought the place over fifteen years ago. Carly expected nothing less than perfection, and we did our best when we danced for her, but nothing was ever good enough for Carly, especially not her assistant director Monte, who was also a recognized dancer in his own right, but Carly was a star.

		

		“Sorry, I woke up late,” I said.

		

		“We have lots of cookies and brownies to sell, and we need you here to do it. You and Scott will be stationed at Sunrise Diner, and you’ll have to get there early if you want to make the most money possible.”

		

		“Scott Cuellar?”

		

		“Yes! You two are my stars, and Sunrise Diner is the busiest spot in the area. You know this, Jessica! How many times have we discussed it?” Monte asked in an annoyed voice.

		

		“I’m sorry! Yesterday was a long day.”

		

		“No time for apologies! Scott is already here. He’s only been here for fifteen minutes!”

		

		Monte was upset with me, but he would understand my tardiness if he’d seen the closet through my eyes. It was like staring into wonderland, and he was lucky I hadn’t gotten lost. It took a lot of willpower to stop myself from trying on every outfit combination I could think of creating, maybe even changing up my hair and makeup along the way. I could have been lost all day.

		

		“Where is he?”

		

		“In the other room. He had a phone call to make.”

		

		“Why are you acting like it’s the end of the world then?”

		

		“Sunrise Diner has its rush at sunrise! Hello!”

		

		“They’re busy all morning,” I said with a sigh.

		

		“Anyway, Scott’s in here. He already has the cookies and brownies you guys need to sell loaded into his car. That’s how long it took you to get here,” Monte said with a flare of drama as he left me to fend for myself.

		

		“Thanks, Monte!” I yelled after him as he hurried down the hall. I took a breath before stepping into the room where Scott Cuellar was waiting for me. He was a professional hockey player, and everyone at the theatre thought he was the hottest man alive. He helped out at fundraising events and lent his name to sell tickets and did whatever else he could do to help since his sister Trish was a ballerina in the company.

		

		I’d always thought he was cute, just like everyone else, but I was never a girl. He’d always seen me as Donald, and there hadn’t been a hint of attraction in his eyes, yet I couldn’t help but wonder if things would be different this time now that I had a feminine face and boobs on my chest.

		

		“Jessica? Is that you?”

		

		“Yeah,” I said softly as I pushed the door a little further, nervous to step inside and see Scott look at me for the first time. Nervous that I would make a fool of myself somehow.

		

		“I’m not on the phone anymore. You can come in. Don’t worry.”

		

		I nodded to myself and pushed the door open all the way to step inside, and I couldn’t believe the way Scott looked at me, like he’d never been happier to see another person in his life. He took a step forward as he opened his arms, and then he pulled me into them. The man was at least a foot taller than me, and it felt so fucking good to be in his muscular arms.

		

		He'd stopped playing professional hockey years ago, but the man still had the body of a god. I pressed my hand against his firm abs without thinking, but he didn’t even flinch. He moaned softly as he hugged me more tightly before stepping away a second later.

		

		“We should… um… get going.”

		

		“Yeah,” I said as a nervous chuckle slipped from my lips. “That’d be a good idea.”

		

		“I got everything in my car.”

		

		“That’s what they told me.”

		

		Scott flashed his sexy smile. He’d gotten all his teeth fixed since his days on the ice and looked more attractive than ever. I turned away from Scott and stepped toward the door, hiding my face as I went, nervous to meet his eyes, not at all prepared to be stuck together for most of the day, especially not when he was looking at me with that sensual gaze.

		

	
		3

		

		“Are you ready for the big show? Trish told me that you got the lead.”

		

		We were about halfway to Sunrise Diner, and the tension between us was thicker than the fog before dawn, but it felt so amazing being noticed by Scott in this way, like his eyes were made of fire and made to burn me.

		

		“Yeah, I’m excited!”

		

		“That’s the spirit.”

		

		“Do you ever miss playing?”

		

		“You mean do I miss getting slammed against boards? Every single day and not at all. I would love to be a coach.”

		

		“I bet you could coach!”

		

		“Not professionally. At least not yet.”

		

		“Don’t you own a car dealership?” I asked.

		

		“Are you studying up on me?”

		

		I blushed and shook my head, nervous to meet Scott’s handsome brown eyes. I could smell his deodorant and the soap he’d washed himself with in the morning and whatever product he’d put in his hair, and the smells were intoxicating. I wanted to hold my fingers in his hair while I rode his dick.

		

		“No, it’s nothing like that. Everyone knows you own a car dealership.”

		

		“Oh, so y’all are gossiping about me? I see how it is.”

		

		“Scott! What do you expect? You played pro hockey.”

		

		“I’m just messing with you,” Scott said lightly.

		

		He flashed me that smile again, and it did something to me I’d never felt before. I got wet between the legs. I looked out the window to steady myself, but the sensation was terribly intense. I gripped the handlebar and took a deep breath as my pussy begged for attention, making me feel things I never knew were possible.

		

		“Are you okay?” Scott asked as he looked over at me.

		

		“Yeah,” I said and breathed in and out. “I’m okay.”

		

		“I hope so.”

		

		Did Scott know what was happening to me? He had a funny look on his face, and I wanted to wipe it right off him, but how would I do that when my body was a wreck? I could barely even breathe as my pussy throbbed between my legs.

		

		“We’re here. You ready?” Scott asked as we pulled into the parking lot of Sunrise Diner.

		

		“Yeah, I’m ready.”

		

		Scott grinned as he turned into a space and killed the engine to his SUV. I hopped out and went around the back. He grabbed the table first and went inside to set it up, waving at me to bring in some of the bags when he finished.

		

		I cursed under my breath when I walked through the door. It was freezing outside, but at least it was warm inside. I placed the bags on the table they’d put out for us. Scott brushed his fingers against my arm before he walked outside to get the last of the bags, leaving me hot for him.

		

		The owner came over to chat with me while he was gone. Her name was Sandra, and I’d met her a few times before, as did everyone else who came to her diner.

		

		“That Scott is something else, isn’t he? Do you two have something going on?”

		

		“No,” I said.

		

		“Are you sure? The way he looks at you… I’d swear.”

		

		“Our relationship is strictly professional.”

		

		“That’s too bad. You two would make the cutest couple,” Sandra said and tapped my shoulder as she scurried away before Scott came back with the other bags, and Sandra was right. The way he looked at me had my knees knocking.

		

		“I hope we sell all these quickly.”

		

		“You’re not trying to be here all day?”

		

		“No, are you?”

		

		I shrugged and smiled at Scott, letting my gaze linger a second or two longer than I should, but if Sandra was right, I wanted my chance with Scott. Nanette told me the potion was permanent, but what if she was lying? She could have said that as a test and nothing more. What if I only had a day or two as a woman?

		

		“We could always get lunch after we sell these. I’m not saying we have to part ways.”

		

		“Oh, you’re not?”

		

		Scott chuckled and wiped a hand over his mouth as a smile spread across his lips. “Am I getting mixed signals?”

		

		I glanced to my left and saw Sandra staring in our direction, looking like drool was about to fall from her mouth. I grinned as I turned away from her and locked my eyes on Scott’s, shaking my head.

		

		“You’re not.”

		

		“So, can I take you to lunch when we’re done here?”

		

		“Yeah, I’d like that.”

		

		“Good. Me too.”

		

		Scott’s eyes stayed on me, and we didn’t even notice the first customer approach our booth. The older man cleared his throat to get our attention. We apologized as we turned to him.

		

		“No worries. Are you Scott Cuellar, the hockey player?”

		

		“That’s right, sir.”

		

		“My word! It’s my lucky day! Do you mind if I get a photo?”

		

		“As long as you buy five cookies or two brownies, you can have as many photos as you want.”

		

		The older man chuckled and pulled out his wallet, passing us a ten-dollar bill. The cookies were insanely expensive at two dollars each, and the brownies weren’t any better at five bucks a pop, but once the word got out that Scott was giving out pictures for ten dollars, there was a line out the door.

		

		Sandra got people coffees and sandwiches and made a killing as they waited for their photos and desserts, and Monte even had to drive over to replenish our supply, so that we could make more money before we called it a day. We were finished by noon.

		

		“Perfect time for lunch,” Scott said when he glanced at his phone.

		

		“I can’t wait. Where are we going?”

		

		“A place where I can wine and dine you.”

		

		“Wine at noon?” I asked with a laugh.

		

		Scott shrugged. “Shouldn’t we celebrate?”

		

		“You two lovebirds are going to make me sick,” Sandra said with a laugh as she stepped into our bubble. “I just wanted to thank you for bringing so much business my way. If the ballet ever needs help again, you just let me know.”

		

		“Thank you, Sandra.”

		

		She smiled and gave us each a hug before going back behind the counter as we gathered the rest of our stuff. Scott did most of the work, though. He didn’t even want to let me lift a finger, and I was kind of starting to like him a lot.

		

		Fuck.
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		“Do you always eat at places this fancy?” I asked as I unrolled the silverware on the table and placed the napkin in my lap, feeling far too underdressed for the establishment, even though I was wearing a cute sweater, a skirt, and leggings. At least there weren’t many people in the restaurant, or I would make Scott take me somewhere more casual, where I didn’t feel like I should be wearing a cute dress and more makeup, but maybe I was overreacting.

		

		“Nope.” Scott shook his head. “I wanted to give you the best.”

		

		Scott’s confession warmed me, but I had to ask him why, even though we’d been playing eye tag all morning, I wanted to hear him say the words. Out of all the time that I had a crush on him, he never looked at me the way he did now, and it felt so good that he could see me as a girl.

		

		“Do you want the truth?”

		

		“That’d be nice.”

		

		Scott nodded and let out a sigh. “Up until today, I wasn’t sure that you even noticed me, but I felt like we were vibing this morning at Sunrise Diner.”

		

		“We were,” I agreed.

		

		“It was nice being with you like that.”

		

		“Like what?”

		

		Scott chuckled. “You know, like Sandra was saying. Lovebirds.”

		

		I blushed as Scott said the words. “That Sandra is something else. So dramatic.”

		

		“What? Do you not agree with her?”

		

		I shrugged. “Maybe I do, maybe I don’t.”

		

		“Jessica! Seriously, you’re going to turn me into a crazy man if you keep going back and forth like this. Do you want me or not?”

		

		“I want you.”

		

		“Good, I’ve been waiting a long time to hear you say those words.”

		

		“How long?”

		

		Scott shrugged and cast his eyes to the side. He knew exactly how long, but however long it’d been was probably about as long as I was crushing on him in my prior reality. Ever since the first time our eyes met. Had our desires been switched in this reality?

		

		“Tell me,” I said in a light, feminine whisper.

		

		“You’re going to make fun of me.”

		

		“I promise I won’t.”

		

		“Ever since the first time I saw you dance.”

		

		“Stop it!” I covered my mouth with a hand to hide the smile that spread across my lips, too embarrassed for Scott to see it. I couldn’t believe that I’d been the one ignoring him in this reality and almost wished I’d kept it up, but how could I after the morning we had?

		

		“I’m serious. It made my day when I found out they paired me with you for the bake sale.”

		

		“You’re lying.”

		

		“Why are you being so difficult, Jessica? Are you hoping I’ll teach you a lesson?”

		

		My body flooded with a desire so intense when he said those words it took my breath away. I squeezed my thighs together as I tried to keep a straight face, but every ounce of my being was directed toward my pussy and the desperate longing it felt for this man sitting across from me.

		

		“You won’t be teaching me anything, mister,” I said when I caught my breath.

		

		“No? Are you certain about that?”

		

		My pussy throbbed, but I resisted its temptation.

		

		“Yes,” I said in a weak voice.

		

		“Mmm, I’ve always wanted to spank a girl. Would you let me?”

		

		“Shut up, Scott!”

		

		Scott chuckled as I picked up my glass of water to take a drink, wishing that he didn’t make me feel this powerless, but I was desperate for him and had been for years. I still felt like Donald inside. Not Jessica. She was growing on me, but our pasts were different enough that she’d been brushing off Scott whereas I would have dropped to my knees for him in a heartbeat.

		

		What girl wouldn’t?

		

		“You’ve always played hard-to-get with me, but you can’t act like you don’t want me after today.”

		

		“Sure I can. I can do whatever I want.”

		

		“Oh, yeah? You think so?”

		

		I bit my lip and nodded, even though I didn’t believe the words I said to him. If Scott asked me to rob a bank with him, I would follow him through the door. The man had a charm that only the most willful of people could ignore. He probably got everything and anything he wanted in life.

		

		Was I just a hard-to-check box on his list?

		

		Did he really want me, or did he only want my pussy?

		

		Doubt flooded my mind as I reconsidered my position in this relationship. If I gave Scott what I so desperately wanted to give him, how would he look at me? Would he still want me if I gave him the goodies too soon?

		

		A sense of calm washed over me as I remembered that I was Jessica. If I was lucky, my days of being Donald were over. I was the head ballerina at the company. I had a hot, girly body. I even had a pussy between my legs now, so what was there stopping me from going off to find another ex-pro hockey player?

		

		“Uh oh.”

		

		“What?” I asked in a smooth voice.

		

		“You have that face again.”

		

		“What face?”

		

		“I don’t know, the one where you look like you think you’re better than everyone.”

		

		“Not better, just more refined.”

		

		Scott chuckled and shook his head. “Shit, I should have kept my mouth shut while I had you in my good graces.”

		

		“Maybe you should have,” I said with a shrug. I still wanted to suck Scott’s dick more than anything, but he would have to work for any chance of having my lips around his cock.

		

		“Yeah, you’re looking like before now.”

		

		“How’s that? Cold?”

		

		“No, just not interested.”

		

		“I’m interested, but you can’t treat me like some dime-store whore. I’m a lady, and I expect to be treated as such.”

		

		“That you are.”

		

		I smiled and twisted in my chair, feeling much more powerful than when we entered the restaurant. I held my shoulders high throughout the rest of the meal, never appearing too interested or disinterested. It was the perfect first date.

		

		All the pressure melted away when I went back to the Jessica I must have been before waking up in her body, the woman everyone in this reality knew me as, but the man within me was still there. I wondered how long it would be before he faded away to nothing and hoped it wouldn’t be long at all.

		

		I learned so much about Scott during our date. He told me how he’d learned how to play hockey after switching to the sport from soccer. It took him a long time to get comfortable on his skates, but once he got that down, he became a beast on the ice. It was so intoxicating listening to him talk about the sport, which I usually cared nothing about, but hockey sounded like the best thing in the world when he talked about it.

		

		“You must miss playing.”

		

		“I do, but sometimes it’s even better to watch. There’s actually a game later this week. Would you like to go with me?”

		

		“Sure! That sounds like fun!”

		

		“Awesome. I wish we could hang out some more, but I know you need to get back to the company.”

		

		“Yeah, they’ll be looking for all that money we made.”

		

		Scott laughed as he agreed, and then he picked up his fork to finish the salad he’d ordered for lunch. I followed his lead and ate the rest of the pasta on my plate, so stuffed when we finally got up to leave, but I was so excited for our date later in the week.

		

		“See you soon,” Scott said as we stood outside of his SUV. I had the envelope of money we’d made in my hands and his arms around my body, staring into his soulful brown eyes.

		

		“Thursday night?”

		

		“That’s right. Your first hockey game.”

		

		“I can’t wait.”

		

		“Me neither,” Scott said before leaning down to kiss me while a half a dozen girls watched from across the parking lot. I heard at least two of them gasp, which only made me lean into the kiss further. I threw my arms around the back of Scott’s neck and let him slide his tongue into my mouth, nearly letting him go further, but I wouldn’t let him do anything obscene in the parking lot.

		

		At least not when I knew I had a crowd.

		

		“Scott, control yourself.”

		

		“You don’t know how long I’ve been dreaming of kissing these lips.”

		

		“Well, dream a little longer.”

		

		“I’ll be dreaming about them all week.”

		

		“You’re stupid,” I said in a playful voice and pushed Scott lightly on the shoulder. “Bye!”

		

		“Bye,” Scott said as I walked away from him. When I turned to look over my shoulder a few steps later, he hadn’t moved and was staring in my direction with that same intense gaze, and damn, it made me hot all over.
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		“Power play!” the announcer hollered before some music played to celebrate the development in the hockey game. The crowd roared as the players geared up for a couple minutes of the home team being up a man. Scott was explaining everything as it happened, and I was happily ignorant, enjoying the entire spectacle.

		

		“How often do teams score when they’re up a man?” I asked.

		

		“Definitely not all the time, but our team has been amazing during their power plays this season. Let’s see how they do.”

		

		The crowd cheered as the players returned to the ice. The guys skated quickly and passed the puck over and over, but the visiting team ultimately killed their power play until they got another penalty a few minutes later.

		

		“So now they have another chance?” I asked Scott.

		

		“That’s right. You’re learning quickly.”

		

		“It helps that you’re explaining everything,” I said and cuddled up next to Scott’s side, completely distracted from the game, but then everyone screamed when the home team scored a goal. I shrieked as Scott pulled me to my feet with him, but I was so happy to be there in his arms that I forgave him in a heartbeat. I screamed and cheered with the rest of the fans.

		

		I almost never went to sports games, but it was a ton of fun being there with Scott, getting to be the girl on the ex-player’s arm. A lot of people waved at him or asked for an autograph, and I never saw him get upset for a second, and I wondered if he would be like that with our kids.

		

		Fuck me.

		

		Why in the world was I thinking about kids?

		

		I never thought about kids when I was Donald, but now that I was a woman, it was like my pussy was aching to have Scott’s cum inside of me, like I needed to create this incredible man’s baby. It was the craziest feeling that ever came over me, but it was powerful and intense and real. My womb was speaking.

		

		“You okay?” Scott asked as he pushed his fingers into my hair and pulled me close to his body. “What’s on your mind?”

		

		The words of a confession were on the tip of my tongue. I wanted to tell Scott that I’d woken up in Jessica’s body and still didn’t fully understand it, but he would think I was crazy if I told him the truth. I bit my tongue as I waited for the urge to confess to leave me, not yet willing to risk losing this man.

		

		“It’s nothing.”

		

		“Promise? I don’t want you lying to me.”

		

		I smiled and rested my head against Scott’s firm chest, loving that he wouldn’t let me get away with anything, but I wasn’t lying to him. Did it even matter if I told him the truth when he’d always known me as Jessica in this reality? Wasn’t it better to accept the fact that I’d been blessed by Nanette’s potion?

		

		I was living the life I always wanted.

		

		Why ruin it?

		

		“Please don’t make me go off on you for accusing me of lying to you,” I said with a crooked smile.

		

		“You’d go off on me?”

		

		“Isn’t that why you like me? I’m willing to tell you how it is.”

		

		Scott blushed, and I knew that was what it was. I wasn’t a groupie. I was someone who saw him as an equal, even though he’d been a professional athlete. I was someone who could put him in his place, even though I knew for a fact he was also willing to put me in mine. He’d already threatened to give me a spanking, and I had a feeling that he would deliver.

		

		“You know me too well.”

		

		“I’d like to know you better,” I said softly.

		

		“Yeah?”

		

		I nodded as Scott held me in his arms. We were sitting back down, but I couldn’t get over the fact that this man was here with me. He was mine. I had the hottest guy in the arena, and I could tell that he wanted to take me home and do naughty things to my body, and I would let him. I’d been horny for him ever since I stepped into that room at the ballet company before the bake sale, and my desire had only grown.

		

		“Don’t make me say it again.”

		

		“Does that mean I can take you home after the game?”

		

		“Please,” I said softly against Scott’s chest.

		

		He pushed his hand into my hair and pulled on it lightly as he held me in his arms, and I couldn’t help but moan against his body, thankful that nobody could hear us over the loud sporting event.

		

		“How much longer does the game last?”

		

		“It’s already the third period, and our team is up by three goals. We can leave now if you want.”

		

		“Are you sure?” I asked. “These seats must have cost a fortune.”

		

		“Don’t you get it, Jessica? I’d do anything for you.”

		

		“Let’s stay. I want to see how it ends.”

		

		“Positive?”

		

		I wanted to leave at that very second, but I was enjoying the game and watching our team win, and I also loved how jealous everyone was that I was the one in Scott’s loving arms.
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		“Your house is incredible,” I said as we walked into Scott’s place. It was only one level but had high ceilings. They were fifteen or sixteen feet tall at least, and the finishes were more luxurious than any I’d ever seen. The house was simple overall, masculine in many ways, but it was well done, like a decorator had done it.

		

		“Thanks. It was like this when I got here.”

		

		“You had someone pick out everything?”

		

		“I have stuff of mine in the basement, but the main floor was done by an interior designer.”

		

		“You’ll have to thank them for me.”

		

		Scott chuckled as he stepped behind me and wrapped his arms over my body. I couldn’t get over how he was a foot taller than me. I felt incredibly tiny in his arms, but I loved it. Scott felt like my protector, like nothing could ever go wrong when he was holding me.

		

		“Will do, but I didn’t bring you back to my house to talk about the furniture,” Scott said as he kissed me on my neck.

		

		I bent my head back and moaned as he kissed my neck a second time, awakening something deep within me that I didn’t want to stop. The more he kissed my neck, the more I could feel a dampness growing between my thighs until there were juices running down my legs, but I didn’t fucking care as long as Scott had his hand wrapped around my neck and his lips on my skin.

		

		“Yes!”

		

		“I’ve been dying to have you, girl.”

		

		“Take me!” I screamed in a high-pitched voice. “I need it!”

		

		“Yeah, you do.”

		

		Scott thrusted his hips against my ass. I was wearing a tight pair of skinny jeans with a tiny red thong on beneath them and a matching bra. He pulled off the sweater I was wearing to reveal the red lingerie, and the sounds that left his lips were pure primal and so fucking sexy. I hollered even more loudly when he pressed his firm hands on my breasts and went back to kissing my neck from behind.

		

		“I need your dick in me! I’m so wet!”

		

		“Yeah?” Scott moaned between kisses as he ran his hand down my frame. He unbuttoned my skinny jeans and pushed his hand past the waistline of my panties to cup my pussy, making me scream when he did. “Fuck, you’re soaked, girl.”

		

		“Only for you!”

		

		“That’s right this pussy is for me,” Scott said as he rammed his cock against my backside. I was so ready for him to rip down my panties and teach me what it felt like to get fucked as a girl, but he couldn’t stop kissing me, and I wouldn’t make him.

		

		“Say it again, girl.”

		

		“This pussy is yours!”

		

		Scott groaned and wrapped his lips around my neck before sinking his fingers into my dripping pussy. I gasped as he pushed deeper into my wet slit, stretching my walls for the first time, and we both gasped when he hit a thin obstacle, breaking my hymen. Scott’s fingers were touched with blood when he pulled them out of me.

		

		“Are you a virgin?”

		

		I had no idea what to say. I was a virgin as Donald, never able to sleep with a man or a woman because of my deep desires to be Jessica when I slept with anyone, but I never expected to have my cherry popped when I woke up as a woman.

		

		“I… I…”

		

		“Shh, it’s okay. You’re with me now.”

		

		“Yes,” I said in a broken whisper, completely willing to give myself to Scott now that he’d had his fingers inside of me. I clung to his body as he held me tight in his arms. He reached down after a moment to grab me by my chin and tilt it in his direction for a kiss.

		

		“You’re my girl now.”

		

		“I’m yours,” I said.

		

		“I’ve been dreaming of this day, Jessica. You know that?”

		

		“Yes! Me too.”

		

		“Mmm, I loved how hard you were to get, but I’ll never let you go now that I have you. Do you understand that?”

		

		“Never let me go!” I said in a breath.

		

		“I never will,” Scott said as he lifted me into his arms. I squealed as he carried me to his bedroom, but I was so happy when we got there. He threw me onto the bed. I bounced, and a moan escaped my lips. I gripped the bed beneath me, trying my best to keep control of myself, but I couldn’t.

		

		Scott's mouth was my remote control. Every time he touched my body with his lips, I twisted a different way. Scott grabbed me by my wrists and threw my arms above my head as he kissed down my body, pulling a moan from my lips every few seconds as I writhed beneath him, completely under his control.

		

		“So fucking sexy, girl.”

		

		“Yes! I’m yours!”

		

		My womb and my body and my pussy were throbbing in harmony, commanding my attention as Scott undressed me, pulling the skinny jeans down my legs until I was left in nothing except a bra and a wet pair of panties.

		

		“You see how hard you make me, Jessica?” Scott asked as he rubbed his hand over the obvious erection beneath his jeans, teasing me with one of the most beautiful sights I’d ever seen.

		

		“Is that dick mine like my pussy is yours?”

		

		Scott ripped off his shirt as he dropped his head back and roared in a deep voice, scaring me a little, but he was so manly and everything I ever wanted. Everything I never was as Donald, and I was so happy to be on the other side, worshipped by a man like Scott.

		

		“Fuck yes this dick is yours. You want to see it?”

		

		“Please,” I said in the weakest voice that’d ever passed my lips. I was a mess on the bed, ready for Scott to take me and do with me how he pleased as he fished out his cock.

		

		My back arched when I saw Scott’s cock for the first time, my body begging for it before my mind could even process the beast that was in front of me. His manhood was long and thick and had my pussy gushing. I needed him inside of me at once, but Scott had other plans.

		

		“Suck my cock.”

		

		I couldn’t get to my hands and knees fast enough, but Scott wanted me on the floor, so I rushed to my knees beneath him and quickly wrapped my hand around his dick, my pussy gushing between my thighs. I was so used to having a dick of my own, but it felt so much better to have a pussy.

		

		It felt natural.

		

		I hoped I never had to go back to my former life without a pussy between my legs as I wrapped my hand around Scott’s cock and parted my painted lips, taking him as deep as I could, so delighted to finally be a girl with a cock between my lips.

		

		“Mmm, I love that my virgin is eager. I’m going to train you to be my dirty little slut. Would you like that, Jessica?”

		

		My entire being throbbed at Scott’s words, ready for him to take me however he wanted, but I only moaned, as I wasn’t about to take my lips off his dick. I was only halfway down his shaft, and he was already hitting the back of my throat, and I was so fucking turned on, especially when Scott grabbed me by the hair and pushed his dick against the back of my throat.

		

		“Choke on my cock, girl.”

		

		I moaned as Scott fucked my throat, opening it with each of his thrusts, and my pussy was going wild the entire time, soaking my red lacy panties even more than they already were.

		

		“My cock looks so hot in your mouth. Can I paint your lips with my cum?”

		

		I made pleasure sounds on Scott’s cock letting him know that he could do whatever he wanted with me. I was his to love and to use, willing to serve him however he pleased, ready to become the woman of his dreams.

		

		Scott groaned as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and wrapped a hand around his shaft, stroking it lightly as he stared down at me with that fiery look in his eyes, making me hot all over, like he’d trapped me in a sauna with him.

		

		“Take off your bra and let me see your tits.”

		

		My bra had a front hook and came off easily, and I loved the look on Scott’s face as I pulled the bra down my arms and tossed it to the side. My nipples were stiff points. I reached down to touch them with my fingers to tease Scott.

		

		“You like my tits?”

		

		“I fucking love them.”

		

		“Cum on them,” I said and pushed my breasts together with my arms, staring up at Scott with innocent eyes, even though I was feeling anything other than innocent as he held his hard cock in front of me, standing tall above me, looking so fucking sexy. It was insane, but I’d play it cool. I already had the man. No need to act as surprised as I felt.

		

		“Fuck yeah I will,” Scott said as he beat his cock and stared down at me, grunting and moaning as he got closer to cumming. I opened my mouth to catch his load, staring up into his loving brown eyes, hoping that they were the only eyes I’d ever see when I was at my most vulnerable.

		

		“You’re so beautiful, Jessica. How did I get this lucky?”

		

		“I’m yours, Scott.”

		

		Scott cursed and dropped his head back as he beat his cock more quickly, working himself to an orgasm, splashing his cum all over my face. Most of it landed in my open mouth, but it also got on my cheeks, my chin, my nose, and my neck.

		

		The cum on my chin dropped down to my breasts, and I stared into Scott’s eyes as I caught the drop of cum with my finger and put it into my mouth to swallow it with the rest of his cum.

		

		“Fucking hell, girl.”

		

		“Are you going to fuck me, Scott?” I asked, even though my pussy was doing the talking. I fucking needed him to stretch me and finish what he’d started when he put his fingers into me. My cunt needed stretching, and I needed him to do it.

		

		Now.

		

		“You know damn well that I am, but I’m going to eat that pussy first.”

		

		“You are?” I asked innocently.

		

		“Get on the bed!”

		

		I rushed to my feet to follow Scott’s command, loving how handsome he looked when he stepped forward. His cock was still hard and slick from the head of his dick to its base, and I just wanted it back in my mouth, but I also wanted it in my pussy.

		

		Scott threw my legs into the air and slid the panties from my body and tossed them over his head. He dropped to his knees in front of me and hooked his arms around my thighs as he stared up my body, looking so gorgeous between my legs.

		

		“I’m never letting you go now that I have you.”

		

		“Please don’t!”

		

		My back arched when Scott pressed his lips against my pussy. He kissed my labia and my thighs. Pleasure exploded across my body when he ran his tongue over my clit. It felt so good I couldn’t do anything other than scream.

		

		Scott moaned against my pussy as he kept eating it, breaking me down with each flick of his tongue, but I was experiencing the purest, most intense and delightful sensations I ever had in my life, and I never wanted it to stop.

		

		“Fuck, Scott!”

		

		Things were happening within me. A sensation was building I didn’t quite understand, but I loved it. I wanted the feeling to grow, so I focused all my attention on it, Scott increasing the tension within me as he continued licking my pussy.

		

		“Fuck!”

		

		I clenched the bed beneath me as Scott sent me to new heights. Ones I never experienced as Donald when I was jacking off. This was so much better. I was connected with this man who only wanted to give me pleasure, and I longed to do the same for him, so I pushed my fingers into his hair as he ate my pussy.

		

		He moaned as I pressed on the back of his head and held him against my womanhood. He was drowning in my juices, but that only made him work harder, and I couldn’t handle it.

		

		I was too close.

		

		A scream erupted from my lips. I twisted as an orgasm overcame my entire body, much more intense than anything I’d ever felt as a man, and when I was least expecting it, Scott slid his cock into me, and my legs instinctively wrapped around his back as he pushed his manhood all the way to its base.

		

		“Fuck!” I screamed out as my nails clawed into Scott’s back. He felt so huge inside of me, but at the same time, his cock fit like a glove. My pussy was open and accepting of his cock. My walls hugged him tightly, but I was so wet that there was almost no pain, and what little pain there was faded by the second.

		

		“You feel so good, girl.”

		

		“Fuck me, Scott!”

		

		Scott grabbed my breast as he thrusted once, groaning as my pussy walls hugged his dick, but fucking hell, I needed him. I needed him to pound me and show me how much of a girl I was. I was so open and willing for him, ready for his cock to fuck my dripping pussy hard.

		

		Scott moved his hand from my breast to my wrist and pushed my arm above my head as he kissed my body and fucked me slowly. I moaned as I had my legs wrapped around his back, our bodies connected in the most intimate of ways. He pressed his lips against my neck as he kept fucking me, and I lost all control.

		

		“This pussy is mine, girl!” Scott said into my ear as he slid his big dick in and out of me. His voice was rough and deep and turned me on so much there was a puddle beneath us, but we didn’t care. We were too lost in the moment, too focused on our mutual pleasure to care about anything else.

		

		“I’m close.”

		

		“Me too!” I screamed. I couldn’t believe I was on the verge of cumming a second time so shortly after the first, but I could feel the orgasm within me rushing to the surface, and I had to let it free. I couldn’t stop what was coming and had no desire to do so.

		

		Scott lifted himself from my body and moved my legs into the air to hold me by my ankles. He spread my legs wide as he held his cock in my dripping pussy, fucking me slow and long, using every inch of that big cock, and I was done when he brushed my clit with those wet fingertips.

		

		“Fuck, Scott!”

		

		“Yes, cum with me, girl!”

		

		Scott pumped his hips as he kept rubbing my clit. I thrashed as I tried to hold on to my grasp with reality, but Scott’s touch was too good, and this entire experience was all so new and titillating. I screamed as I creamed all over Scott’s cock.

		

		“Mmm, girl! It’s so hot watching you cum!”

		

		I couldn’t say a single word. I was too busy screaming and gasping and doing everything I could to catch my breath, but Scott’s cock had me cumming longer than I ever thought possible, hitting me each time he pumped until he was cumming deep in my pussy.

		

		“Scott!”

		

		“You want my cum, don’t you, girl?”

		

		“Yes!”

		

		I couldn’t deny it. I needed everything that he was giving me, and I would need it again. Many, many more times. I gasped when Scott finally pulled his dick out of me. It was so wet and slick with our mixed juices, and a weird part of me hoped he got me pregnant.

		

		It was messed up, but fucking hell, this man was a god, and I wanted him in my life forever and always, and a great way to guarantee that would be to have his baby.

		

		“Fuck, girl. That was good,” Scott said as he lay by my side and slipped his fingers into the wet folds of my womanhood, teasing my spent lips with his fingers, but if he asked, I would let him fuck me again. I would let him fuck me all night if he wanted, and I would let him cum in me over and over again, taking every last drop of his seed inside of me.

		

		“This is my pussy, girl.”

		

		“I know, Scott. It’s yours.”

		

		“That’s right,” he said as he pulled me into his arms and kissed me for five or ten or fifteen minutes. I wasn’t sure. There wasn’t a clock in the room, and I wasn’t worried about time then nor the rest of the night.
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		Many weeks had passed since I woke up as Jessica, and I couldn’t help but feel a little worried that it would all come to an end. I never wanted to live another day without Scott in my life. I had my first period last week, so unfortunately, Scott didn’t get me pregnant the first time we fucked, but I hoped he would one of these days.

		

		I was so worried about turning back into Donald, though, that I had to do something about it. I slammed my car door shut as I stood outside of Nanette’s home, where she also had her office. It looked the same as when I’d gone to her to ask to become a ballerina, yet I felt in my gut that it was different.

		

		When I went to the door, the furniture even looked the same inside, but I swore it felt different. I rang the doorbell and waited for someone to arrive, but after three minutes and two more rings, nobody came to greet me.

		

		It was cold, and I was tired of waiting outside, so I ran around to the back of the house to see if there was anyone there, surprised when I found Nanette working in her backyard in the middle of winter. She jumped when she saw me and clutched her chest.

		

		“My! You scared me!”

		

		“I’m sorry,” I said. “Do you remember me?”

		

		She shook her head. “I’m afraid not. How can I help you?”

		

		“Uh… are you still a witch?”

		

		Nanette cackled like she had the last time I saw her, and she sounded so frightening when she did it, but I needed her to answer my questions. I’d been waking up in the middle of the night terrified that I’d turned back into a man and lost everything that I’d gained, and I couldn’t go on feeling like this. It was too stressful for my fragile heart.

		

		“How did you know? Who sent you? The feds?”

		

		“No, I came on my own.”

		

		“Hmm, you do look familiar now that I’m getting a better look,” Nanette said as she rubbed her chin with two fingers, looking over me as I stared at her, willing her to remember who I was when I came to her all those weeks ago.

		

		“Did I help you?”

		

		“Yes!”

		

		“What did I do for you? I feel like it was something big.”

		

		“It was! I used to be a danseur, a man, and you turned me into a ballerina. I’ve never been happier, and I can’t thank you enough, Nanette, but I’m worried that it’ll all come to an end.”

		

		“I see,” she said thoughtfully. “Would you like some tea?”

		

		“That would be nice,” I said.

		

		Nanette motioned toward her house, and we went inside. She made us each a mug of black tea and set out some cookies to go along with it. They were a bunch of different flavors and absolutely delish.

		

		“Tell me how womanhood has been treating you.”

		

		I did. I told Nanette everything and how happy I’d been in my new body and how everything would be perfect if only I was certain that I’d never turn back into the boy that I once was.

		

		“Well, Jessica, the potion I gave you was only permanent if you were truly meant to be a woman, otherwise you would have turned back into a man weeks ago.”

		

		“Really?”

		

		“Yes,” she said with a smile. “When I first met you as Donald, I was doubtful, but you really were meant to be Jessica. Congratulations. I’m so happy for you.” Nanette opened her arms and gave me a warm hug, and I sighed as my body relaxed against hers, so relieved that I never had to worry about becoming a boy anymore.
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		Ballet was kicking my ass. We were training for the upcoming show six days a week, but I loved being the head ballerina and would fight for the job for as long as I could have it. All the girls looked up to me and recognized me as their leader, and it was the best feeling in the world to know that I had all these men and women who respected me. They probably hated me for getting the lead role in our upcoming show, but none of them questioned that I deserved it.

		

		I stayed later and showed up earlier than them, and the artistic directors absolutely adored me, especially Carly. Monte could get a touch annoyed with me at times, like he did when I showed up late for the bake sale, but I’d made up for it since and then some. I was helping with our stage design, coaching the other dancers, and doing everything I could to make sure our show was a success.

		

		Scott had me when I wasn’t busy at the ballet company, helping me reach new heights sexually that I never thought possible, but Scott was a master over my body. He could pull orgasms out of me like I was nothing more than a vending machine that accepted his dick as payment.

		

		I shook my head to silence the thoughts of Scott. We had plans to hang out later in the night, but I was at the dance company and needed to focus. We only had a few days left until our opening night of the new show, and I couldn’t let my dirty thoughts of the man who’d completely rocked my world cloud my mind.

		

		“Jessica! We need you on stage!” Monte called.

		

		“Coming!” I said from our dressing room. I stared at myself in the vanity mirror and told myself that I could do this. That I didn’t need to doubt myself. I was training for the moment I’d always dreamed of, but I couldn’t stop the mental images of me falling flat on my face from forming in my mind.

		

		“Hurry!”

		

		I sighed as I closed my compact of foundation and stood, pushing down on my tutu to make sure that it wasn’t out of place. I stood tall in my pointe shoes and let out another deep breath as I tried to calm myself, but I couldn’t ignore my duty. Monte called again, so I ran to dance, feeling more alive than I ever had as I twirled and did jetes across the room.

		

		I even did pirouettes, spinning in a circle on one foot, tossing my arms and head back before leaping into the air, vividly feeling every movement as I danced, and everyone applauded when I stopped, except they fell silent seconds later when Carly walked into the room slow clapping.

		

		“Brava! Brava!”

		

		I swallowed a breath and curtsied to show my respect for our boss Carly as she stepped closer, walking in a slow circle around me while the room remained deadly quiet, but I was ready for whatever criticisms she had to give.

		

		“You’re nearly perfect, Jessica. You remind me of a young version of myself.”

		

		Everyone gasped when the words left Carly’s mouth, but I knew that she had a soft spot in her heart for me. She’d shown it several times over the past few weeks as I learned how to act, talk, and dance like Jessica, and I’d been killing myself to be as perfect as could be, but it was all worth it now that Carly was praising me in front of everyone. The last girl who’d gotten on her good side ended up dancing at one of the most prestigious ballet companies in the world, but even if that were possible for me, I didn’t know that I would ever want to leave Scott now that I had him.

		

		“Keep this up, and our show will be a success.”

		

		“I’ll do my best,” I said without meeting Carly’s eyes.

		

		“Do you best and then some.”

		

		I nodded and lifted my head to look into Carly’s eyes for the briefest of seconds, and I knew that she respected me and that she wanted me to succeed, so I let out a deep breath and got back to practicing.
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		“Are you ready for the big show tomorrow night?” Scott asked as we were sitting at Sunrise Diner. Sandra had already come over to harass us about being together and couldn’t stop staring at us from across the room, but she was innocent enough.

		

		“I hope so,” I confessed. “I’ve been practicing like crazy, but it feels so real now that it’s only a day away.”

		

		“It’s nothing you haven’t done before.”

		

		“You’re right,” I said with a nod.

		

		“You’ll do great,” Scott said and covered my hand with his, enveloping me with that warmth he provided. The warmth I knew that I would need for the rest of my life. I loved how Scott supported me and awakened my body between the sheets.

		

		“I hope so.”

		

		“I’m sure of it.” Scott rubbed his thumb over my hand as he stared at me with those loving brown eyes. He didn’t look at everyone like that, only me, and I felt like the luckiest girl in the world to have such a handsome, caring man adore me.

		

		“Is everything okay?” I asked when Scott cast his gaze across the room.

		

		“There’s something I need to tell you, but I don’t know how.”

		

		“Why? What’s wrong?”

		

		“It’s about hockey.”

		

		“Okay,” I said cautiously. “Did something happen to our team?”

		

		“No,” Scott said with a laugh. “It’s about me.”

		

		“Oh! Are you going to play again?”

		

		Scott shook his head. “Better. I got a coaching job!”

		

		“That’s fantastic!” I screamed and scooted out of my side of the booth to run over to Scott’s side and throw my arms around him. I had to kiss him, and his lips had never felt better than at that celebratory moment. “Congratulations!”

		

		“Thank you, Jessica,” Scott said and pushed my hair behind my ear as he stared into my eyes, and we both got distracted by the gushing sound that came from Sandra across the room. We looked at her at the same time and then back at each other, and we couldn’t even be bothered to stop. We were madly, endlessly in love.

		

		“What’s wrong?” I asked as Scott held the side of my face, not saying a word. “Tell me.”

		

		Scott sucked in a sharp breath before slowly lifting his eyes, and I swore they were watery like tears were about to fall from them, but he stayed strong. He held the side of my face as the worst possible thoughts passed through my mind.

		

		“Please tell me what’s wrong, Scott.”

		

		“The coaching job is for a university on the other side of the country, but they’re willing to pay for my moving expenses. I’m just worried that moving will mean losing you.”

		

		“No!” I said quickly and scooted closer to Scott, even though our bodies were already touching. I needed him to know, to feel, that I was there for him. “We can make this work. I swear we can.”

		

		“Will you move with me? I’ll make it worth it for you. I promise I will.”

		

		“Of course I’ll move with you,” I said without hesitation. The thought of staying behind and living a life without Scott was more frightening than joining him on an adventure. I could coach ballet, dance in local theatres, and find other ways to let out my creativity. Maybe I would even learn how to ice skate and take up figure skating, so I could be near Scott on the ice. “We’ll make this work.”

		

		“Really? Do you mean it?”

		

		“Yes! Please take me with you!” I said and grabbed Scott’s hand, but he dropped it to pull me close for a tight hug, kissing me everywhere he could.

		

		We both laughed when Sandra cheered and came over to give us a free slice of pie. She even sat at the table to ask Scott about the details of his new job, and normally we’d be annoyed by such an intrusion, but Sandra was a sweetheart, and nobody could stay mad at her.
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		My moment had arrived, and I felt like I was going to faint as I stood backstage, waiting for the signal from Monte to step out onto the stage and captivate the audience with my routine. For the briefest of seconds before Monte called my name, I felt like I’d forgotten it all, but that changed the second I stepped onto the stage.

		

		I didn’t even look at the full house as I crossed the stage on the tips of my pointe shoes, moving more quickly with each step until I dropped to the floor and then jumped back to my feet. I extended my arms and one leg as I balanced on my toes, getting applause when I twirled in a circle, except I barely registered the noise. I was too lost in the moment.

		

		My dreams had come true.

		

		I was a ballerina.

		

		A girl.

		

		A breath escaped my mouth as I twirled and twirled and then leapt into the air, following the beats of the music as I’d practiced many times before until I was dancing on my tiptoes off the stage, gaining a standing ovation when I left. The other dancers rushed out onto the stage around me to continue the show.

		

		“Magnificent! Glorious!” Carly cheered and clapped when I got backstage. She gave me a hug and kissed me on the cheek. “If you keep dancing like that, you’ll make me a rich lady.”

		

		I chuckled.

		

		Scott and I agreed that we could stay in town until the show ended in a couple months, but after that, I would have to leave the ballet to follow my man to a better and brighter future, and I couldn’t wait to see where we would go.

		

		“How do you feel?” asked Carly.

		

		“Amazing,” I said, still trying to catch my breath. “I’m glad I didn’t fall on my face.”

		

		“Never! Not my head ballerina!”

		

		I laughed as Carly squeezed my shoulders one last time before she left to check how the show was going. I still had a few more appearances to make, but the most intense dance was behind me, so I felt like I could breathe again, and things only got better as the night continued.

		

		I went out with the others when I had to until we danced our way through the story we wanted to tell, everyone going onto the stage when we finished for one final bow. The audience threw flowers at our feet, and it was the most amazing feeling in the world knowing that they all saw me as the head ballerina.

		

		The star.

		

		The girl everyone wanted to be.

		

		Scott was waiting for me after the show. His sister, Trish, came up to talk to us, but then she ran off with the other girls to go to the cast party. Scott and I went too, but we took his car, so we could escape when we pleased, sexual tension brimming between us.

		

		We only stayed at the party for an hour or so, too horny to stay for long, and then we went back to his house to make love until the wee hours of the morning, and Scott came deep in my pussy every time he released. We hadn’t yet talked about having kids, but it was clear we both wanted them. We wanted to lock down this connection we had, and I wouldn’t stop screaming his name until we did, one orgasm at a time.

		

		Scott was mine.

		

		I was his.

		

		Forever and always.
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		Three Years Later

		

		I touched my growing belly, still amazed that it took us three years to get pregnant, but Scott and I were having the time of our lives. Our connection was stronger than ever, and I felt certain that we would grow a family that dreams were made of. Scott was on his second coaching job, now working for a division one school, and I was much better on ice skates than I used to be.

		

		I wasn’t quite a figure skater yet, but I had some moves. I probably wouldn’t go back out onto the ice until after I gave birth to this baby, but there was plenty to do in the meantime.

		

		Scott and I were still getting set up at our house in the new city. I had a little office where I could sketch shoe designs, and Scott had already put together the nursery. I couldn’t wait until we finished making this new house our home.

		

		***

		

		Seven Years Later

		

		A Christmas tree stood tall in the living room. We were meeting both our parents at Scott’s parents’ house later in the day, but first, we had to spoil our kids with presents that came from Santa Claus. We were already awake and chatting on the couch when our eldest, Nicole, came out from her bedroom.

		

		“Maria! They’re here! Santa came!”

		

		Scott and I shared a look as Nicole’s tired face suddenly filled with energy. She ran out of the room to grab her sister, coming back with her as they held hands.

		

		“Nicole! Santa came!”

		

		It took three years to get pregnant with Nicole, but then Maria came shortly after. They were only fourteen months apart, so my body barely had any time to adjust after the first pregnancy before I was knocked up again, but I wouldn’t change it for anything.

		

		Scott and I loved our girls, and we were excited for the boy that would soon be joining our family sometime in the spring. My belly was large, and I could feel our future baby boy Jason squirming around inside of me, but I’d never felt anything better.

		

		“Open your presents from Santa, girls. Then we need to get ready to see your grandparents.”

		

		“Will they have presents for us too?” asked Nicole.

		

		Scott chuckled. “I have a feeling they will.”

		

		Nicole and Maria shared an excited look before they dropped to their knees in front of the Christmas tree. Nicole could read the names on the presents, so she gave Maria the ones that were hers, and kept the ones that were for herself. Scott sat with them while they opened their presents, and I watched from the couch, rubbing a hand over my growing belly, so excited for Jason to join our family.

		

		The girls were already interested in hockey, as they were interested in anything their dad liked, but they also had a soft spot for dancing. I could see them becoming figure skaters in the future, but I wouldn’t push them to do anything they didn’t want to do.

		

		They were my girls.

		

		I would be happy if they were kind to themselves, generous to others, and kept out of trouble. They gave me a hard time at the supermarket occasionally, but that was any kid their age, let alone siblings a mere fourteen months apart. Hopefully they wouldn’t give their little brother too much trouble, but only time would tell.

		

		“Do you like the presents Santa got you?” Scott asked when they finished opening the gifts.

		

		“We love them!” Nicole said.

		

		Maria nodded to agree, clearly overwhelmed by the sea of new toys in front of her, but they would have all day to play with them, and hopefully Scott and I would have time to play our own games later in the night.
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