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  I love to sleep.


  When I sleep, I dream.


  And when I dream, I am beautiful.


  I imagine myself as a girl - a woman - with long, gentle curves. Every time it happens, I’m lying on my left side, admiring my body. Sometimes I’m in a dark candle-lit room lying across soft satin sheets, wrapped in the embrace of a long red cocktail dress. Other times I’m on a beach towel on a sunny afternoon, my big breasts held down beneath a blue-and-white striped bikini, my hands rubbing lotion into my warm skin.


  But my favorite dreams are the ones where I’m wearing nothing at all.


  I’m having one of those dreams right now, but it feels so real. I’m lying on the floor, several blankets bunched up beneath my naked body. My hands are both between my sweaty thighs, feeling over my soaking lips. I can feel the heat from the fireplace in front of me, the wood cracking and popping as I quiver to my own touch. My breasts clap together as I shudder, the large shapes pressed down by my forearms, the hard nipples aching to be pulled. I pinch one with sticky fingers and I moan. My face pushes up into the tangle of long blonde hair that tickles my neck. The fireplace pops louder. Too loud.


  It wakes me up.


  Just like that, I am back on my best friend’s couch. I lift up the red plaid blanket, but the same old body is laying there, the front of my blue sweat pants pulled to a point by the excitement of the dream. I drop the blanket and groan, stretching as I stare up at the patterns in the wooden ceiling. Sunlight is starting to come through the open window in front of me. I hear footsteps and Cole is there.


  “Hey, man, get up,” he says, thumping the foot of the couch with his hand. He’s already dressed in his waiter’s outfit, a black vest over a white dress shirt with black slacks. He’s adjusting his black bow tie and straightening his reddish hair. “It’s a full house today, remember?” I can hear the rattling of dishes in the next room.


  “Oh yeah, that’s right,” I answer, stretching my arms as I do. “I’ll meet you in there. Just let me get cleaned-up.”


  Cole and I have been friends since the third grade. I’ve often worried that he’s been a better friend to me than I have to him. Back in school, we hung out a lot and took many of the same classes together. He had every right to be angry at me for losing touch with him when I went to college. I knew he didn’t have any other friends. No siblings, either. But after I dropped out, he never asked any questions. Instead, he opened the door, smiled, and welcomed me into his grandparents’ bed and breakfast.


  Now, I not only have a job, but I get to stay here, too. Today’s my second day.


  I pull off the blanket and get to my feet, feeling my stomach jiggle as I walk across the room. I’m about six feet tall. I used to be in shape, but I let myself go in college. Too much beer, I guess. I pull off my grey t-shirt and look over my face. I definitely need to shave, so I do. The little black hairs get tangled in my chest hair. I clean up the sink and turn on the shower. I get undressed and let my genitals stretch into view.


  I look at myself in the mirror for a moment. I pull my shoulders back and try to suck in my gut. The shower fogs the mirror and, for a moment, hides my reality.
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  The Gossamer Hills Bed and Breakfast is one of the most popular in the Napa Valley. One right turn off a winding two-lane road, a cobblestone path leads guests up to a two-story Victorian-style mansion. It’s a beautiful building, all of it painted in a dark shade of yellow with light brown trim. The property sits atop a hill that overlooks a neighboring vineyard. Cole’s grandparents used to own that vineyard before they sold it two decades ago. Now, they welcome nearly two dozen guests a night to stay in one of twelve rooms on the second floor of their home.


  Cole’s grandparents are almost eighty now, but they don’t show it. They’re just about the busiest people I’ve ever known. Donald, Cole’s grandfather, is the chef. He learned to cook when he was in the army. He perfected his skills in France and ended up teaching at the culinary academy in the city. Cheryl, Cole’s grandmother, handles the business side of things. She’s also an artist. All of her oil paintings are hung in the common areas and in the rooms. She’s very protective of them. Last year, a guest tried to steal her painting of what the house looked like before they renovated it. Cheryl moved that painting back to her room with Donald.


  Donald and Cheryl share a room on the south side of the ground floor nearest the entrance. Cole and I live in a guest room on the other side of the floor. Our room shares a wall with the kitchen, so it doesn’t take us long to get to where we work.


  I tie the strap on my long blue apron and hike up my slacks. Hearing the noise of guests talking in the next room, I push open the rear door to the kitchen. There, Donald is hard at work on the griddle, an American flag bandanna tied over the top of his thick grey hair. He flips a pair of omelettes, then a half-dozen pancakes in rapid succession. The rich scent of cooked batter fills the air.


  “Hey there, kiddo,” he says, gesturing back to the washing room. “Better get started back there, these folks from the city have been a hungry bunch.”


  Just then, Cole walks in, carrying a tray of empty dishes. I follow him back to my steel-walled workstation where the dishwasher is set up. He lowers his tray and sets down the sticky dishes on top of the others already there. There isn’t a scrap of food on any of them. When he’s done, he sets down his tray and reaches up to my collar. I’m a few inches taller than him, but he can reach.


  “Don’t forget to keep this tie straight, Kelly,” he says, tugging it side by side. “Like grandpa says, we’re all professionals here, and that’s what our guests pay for.” He brushes my sleeves, straightening out some of the rumples.


  “Sorry about that, man,” I say. “Guess I’m still getting in the swing of things.”


  “Hey, don’t worry about it,” says Cole, slapping my arm with his palm. “You’re doing great.” I smile. Cole is a great people person. He always knows the right thing to say.


  Cole’s lived here for most of his life. His parents died in a car accident when he was four. Ever since then, Donald and Cheryl have raised him and trained him to take over the family business. Cole works as the only waiter in the dining room, but he’s good at lots of other things. I think I get in his way a lot, but hopefully I’ll get good enough so I can help him better.


  I step around the dish-covered counter and walk up to the sink. I test the water with my right hand, then shake my fingers dry. Retrieving the blue dish soap from the dispenser, I start pre-rinsing the dishes, then one by one, set them in the plastic dishwasher tray. The hot water splashes everywhere, but my apron’s thick enough that it doesn’t get my shirt very wet.


  I like how the apron feels on me.


  It reminds me of my mom.


  Mom makes dresses for a living. She used to do costumes for plays on Broadway, but she decided to move west to start her own business. She never takes on too many clients at once because she likes to spend a lot of time on each one. But the ones she does everybody likes. The walls of her studio at our house are covered with tons of pictures of beautiful women in their wonderful dresses. Every client is like family to her. She gets invited to weddings and concerts all the time.


  I knew Mom wanted a girl. It was a coincidence that Kelly happened to be a boy’s name. Before I was born, she decided to name me after her grandmother. But we’ve always got along really well. Dad worked all day at an advertising agency in the city, so Mom and I spent a lot of time together.


  Most of the time, she let me watch her make dresses.


  It was like magic. She had these huge bolts of cloth stashed around the room, and with a few cuts and stitches, she somehow turned them into gowns. She showed me a few of the tricks about how she made them, like how she’d position her left hand in front of the right on the sewing machine to make sure the seam followed the right path. I couldn’t really do that kind of thing, but I liked coming up with ideas. I was shy at first, but she encouraged me a lot. Pretty soon, we were bouncing designs off each other. I’m really proud of the one I helped make for her, the pale yellow evening gown she wore to Dad’s Christmas party. It looked amazing on her.


  Donald walks up to the counter carrying two large skillets. They sizzle against the pooled water on the counter, summoning a large cloud of white steam.


  “Hot,” he says, warning me to be careful. Donald heads back to the kitchen before I can see him.


  I wipe my brow and grab the handle of one of the skillets with a dishrag. It’s an old iron pot, not one of those new ones with the Teflon in them. Cole said they’re from the 1930s, and I wonder if they came with the house. The bottom of the skillet is scraped-up, but still in great shape. I put some extra soap on the scrubbing pad and set to work breaking loose the circular black remnants of burned batter.


  When I was younger, Mom took on a client who wanted a pink dress made for her daughter. The mother was really demanding, and Mom got really stressed when she was making it. She said she couldn’t get it to look very good on the mannequin because the body wasn’t shaped right.


  The girl was about my height.


  So Mom asked me to try it on.


  I was a little embarrassed, but I was excited, too. So I agreed.


  She closed the door and had me take off my shirt and pants so the dress wouldn’t get all ruffled. Then she helped me into it. It was like putting on a really long t-shirt, only with no sleeves and made of much softer fabric. When my head poked through, I remember the straps pushing down on my shoulders as the rest slipped down my legs. The edge of the skirt tickled the tops of my feet.


  It was a beautiful dress. The bright pink fabric sparkled under the lights, and the bust hanging off of me had these red ruffles stitched into them that looked like roses. It felt a little tight around my waist, but really nice below that. The bottom of the dress stopped just above my ankles. It felt like I was still wearing nothing but my underwear, only now I now had a curtain covering my long legs. I couldn’t help but turn left and right, watching the skirt whisk around me.


  It felt good - just like this apron.


  More dishes clatter to my left. It’s only then that I realize I’ve been staring at the wall.


  “Stay on it there, buddy,” says Donald. “We’ve got another hour to go.”
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  After breakfast is when the real work begins.


  Cole and I clean up the dining room while Donald and Cheryl help their guests during the 11:00 A.M. checkout. Donald refuses to hire a bellhop. He insists on helping everyone with their bags and likes to show off how many he can carry down the creaking wooden stairs. Cheryl gives a wake-up call to the stragglers. Three knocks, then out comes the skeleton key. Sometimes we hear a girl scream, but it’s never Cheryl. She’s seen it all before.


  When the last of the guests leave, Cole and I head back to our room and change into our casual clothes. It’s only April, but it’s easier to do the gardening before it gets hot in the afternoon. Cole puts on a pair of jeans and a white shirt. I pull on an orange t-shirt and khakis. My clothes still have some stains on them from the last time I wore them. They don’t fit very well, either. It’s hard to find a t-shirt that fits me very well. They’re always cut like a square so they hang loose at the sides, and they lift up whenever I bend over. I ended up getting a sunburn on my lower back yesterday.


  Mom didn’t make men’s clothes, so we always bought mine at the store across town. The clothes they make for guys always looked really dull to me. I fit in okay at school, though, because they were the same ones everyone else had on. All the way through high school, all the guys I knew either wore grey shirts with sports team names on them, black ones with some band’s logo, or red ones with some graffiti. I wanted to find a pink shirt, or something with a cool pattern, but they didn’t have any. Red and graffiti was the next best thing.


  When I first met Cole, he was wearing a red shirt, too, only it was a polo shirt that didn’t have anything else on it. I thought that was pretty cool, so I sat next to him in the cafeteria and asked him about it. He seemed really happy to talk to me even though we’d never met before. I didn’t even realize he was sitting by himself. He told me his grandparents got him that shirt for his birthday. They got it at a department store over in the city.


  So that was the first thing we talked about. Shirts. We’ve been friends ever since.


  Cole and I carry our boots to the door and put them on using the worn teak bench outside the main entrance. There’s a wooden trellis above us covered in grapevines, and large bunches of green grapes are dangling through the gaps. The grapes are almost ripe, so they smell very fresh, and the leaves from the vines tangle together and give us a lot of shade. A hummingbird flies by, directing our attention back to the circular driveway.


  To our right is the edge of the garden. We put on our wicker sun hats and walk that direction, following a crushed-gravel path that threads its way through tall rosebushes and thick green carpets of perennials. My favorite plant is the third bush on the right, the one with the red roses streaked with yellow. “Tropical Skies,” says the little silver tag on the stem. A bumblebee twists its way out of the biggest rose. I take the time to smell the flower again. It smells like summer.


  “You have your sunscreen on, right?” asks Cole.


  “Two layers,” I answer. “Three on my back.” We both laugh.


  Cole knows that I’ve tried on Mom’s dresses. He was the first person I told. Ever since then, he’s been very protective of me.


  Cole warned me that guys get made fun of for that kind of thing, get called names, or even get beat up. I got scared, and I wondered if there was something wrong with me. But Cole never did any of those things. He thought it was actually pretty cool because he loved to dress up for Halloween. Anything with a cape, he said - a superhero, a vampire, or a magician.


  One day, I invited him over to look at the pictures in Mom’s studio. I didn’t have a dress to try on at the time, so I pointed to the pictures of the ones I tried on. He liked the pink one a lot. When we went to my room and played video games, he said he promised to keep my wearing dresses a secret. I didn’t really ask him to, but I trusted him completely. He was very serious about it. So serious, in fact, that he insisted on telling me a secret of his own. He said that would make us even.


  So he stood up, unbuttoned his pants, and showed me his penis.


  I’d never seen another one besides my own. His was much longer than mine, and it had copper-colored hair around it. His shaft was like an elephant’s trunk, only white with a fat pink tip on it. It started to get hard, and the pink tip pointed back at me. He said he could make it grow like that, but he couldn’t figure out why it did that. I thought it was the coolest thing.


  He didn’t need to tell me how good it felt. I could feel mine getting large inside my pants. My best friend gave me my first erection.


  He put his pants back on before Mom came up to take him home.


  We’ve never revealed our secrets to anyone.


  The garden’s gravel walkways split off in several directions, allowing guests to stroll through any one of a number of paths that cover more than an acre of the hilltop. There are eucalyptus trees on one corner of the garden, and dangling from one high branch is another bench, this one held a couple feet off the ground by a pair of old iron chains. I expected to see Cheryl sitting there, taking in the view from the shade, but we see her instead on the other side of the garden in full sunlight.


  Cheryl’s on her knees, wearing a large, floppy hat, and is clipping the tops off a batch of irises. She doesn’t like to wear gloves, which is why her hands are so dark. She sees us and waves us over to her. When we get there, she’s adding to the large pile of iris leaves in her basket.


  “All right, boys,” she says. “Those rhododendrons from yesterday are taking really well, so I’ll have you do some ground cover today.” She points to our right. “See that wheelbarrow over there?” We look that direction and see the wheelbarrow filled with a tall black mound of chips. I don’t remember it being there yesterday. Donald must have filled it.


  “That’s it right over there?” I ask.


  “Yessir. You two go ahead and spread that through the white garden over there. It takes a little work ‘cause it’s best to do it by hand, but I know you’re both strong enough.” I laugh a little to myself. “Just take your time, it’s not a race. And be careful not to crush any of the flowers.”


  “We’re right on it,” say Cole. I nod.


  “And don’t forget to stay hydrated,” she said. “I made some more of my lemonade for today - it’s in that red cooler there on the picnic table.”


  “Ooh, thank you grandma!” says Cole. He turns to me, his eyes twinkling. “Have you ever had her lemonade before?”


  “No, no I haven’t,” I say. “But that sounds excellent. Thank you, Miss Harper.”


  “How many times must I remind you,” she said patiently, “Call me grandma.” I smile.


  “Thank you—grandma.”


  Cheryl giggles.


  I grew up a lot in high school. I got really tall and hairy over one summer vacation, so the coaches recruited me to play basketball. I made the junior varsity squad and I was pretty good, I guess. I certainly didn’t set the world on fire. Dad got way into it - he’s always been a big sports guy. He made it to a lot of my games with Mom, and I started hanging out with him more. We went to an NBA game with his boss. He seemed really impressed when Dad told him about me. But as much as I enjoyed getting in shape, getting better at basketball wasn’t really that important to me. It kind of felt like I was living someone else’s dream. But Dad was so happy that I couldn’t bear to tell him. So I kept playing.


  Cole was my other biggest fan. Whenever I scored, I always made sure I gave a thumbs-up to the pep band. Cole’s grandparents put him in music lessons and, in sophomore year, he became the first-chair trumpet player. I could always see him wave back at me from his seat in the tenth row, wrapped in his starched black band uniform with the three white stripes across the chest.


  Back at home, Mom hardly used her mannequin anymore. She let me try on every dress she made, even if she didn’t need to make any adjustments.


  Then came that one bad night.


  I got back home from Thursday night practice and took a shower as fast as I could. I threw on my robe and ran down the stairs like it was Christmas morning. I knew a very special dress was waiting for me.


  The dress was for a client whose daughter was playing the lead in a community theater production of Cinderella. Mom and I had put together a beautiful long blue gown with a dark blue fade near the bottom of the skirt. The bust was made of some of her most expensive fabric, all of it hand-sewn into delicate waves that tapered into a narrow point at the waist. White ribbons decorated the skirt, and billowy blue ruffles covered the shoulders. It was the first costume Mom had made in years, and she really put a lot of time into it. It was even more beautiful in person.


  But it was too small for me to wear.


  It shouldn’t have bothered me. It wasn’t the first time one of Mom’s dresses wouldn’t fit me, especially after I started growing. But I couldn’t stop myself from crying. I had to excuse myself from her studio and run back to my room. I cried myself to sleep.


  The dress was gone the next day.


  The bark chips aren’t just black. There’s some brown bits in there, too. When I drop a handful of the stuff on the plants, I accidentally cover a daisy. I hope Cole didn’t see that - it looks like his back is turned.


  I get on my knees and gently dust the bark away. The flower springs back up out of the dirt. I dust off the bark to make it look better. I don’t think I hurt it, but the petals are dirty and the stem looks a little bent.


  I hope I didn’t hurt it.


  I didn’t hurt it, right?


  The next two weeks of that basketball season sucked. We lost half of our home games and all of them on the road. Cole could tell I wasn’t myself, either, but I couldn’t bring myself to talk it over with him. I wasn’t so much embarrassed by what happened. I just couldn’t stop trying to figure out why it bothered me so much. I couldn’t even enjoy trying on Mom’s dresses anymore, and I actually took a break from that for a while.


  Then, one night, I came home and found a plain white box on top of my bed. On top of the box was a small card with Mom’s handwriting in it.


  It read “For my beautiful Princess Kelly.”


  My heart skipped a beat at those words. I rustled open the box and, beneath a bed of white tissue paper, I saw the bust of a familiar blue dress.


  Raising it up with the straps cloaked in billowy blue ruffles, I stood in awe as a Cinderella dress unfurled before me. It was nearly identical to the one for the little girl, but the bust was cut differently, and the gown was much longer. I slipped the dress from my bed and held it against my chest, half sizing it up, half hugging it.


  I undressed down to my underwear and let it fall over me. The straight-cut bust stretched across my chest, the waist held snugly against my own. As my arms slipped through the ruffled sleeves, the long skirt shook free and descended down to a dark blue bottom, the transition marked by more white ribbons. Only when I looked in the mirror on my door did I see how much the dress - my dress - twinkled like a moonless night sky.


  Mom didn’t even need to take my measurements. It fit perfectly.


  I just stood there staring at myself for a while. It took me a while to notice the bulge over my lap. The satin-soft fabric felt good when it rubbed me there.


  It startled me when there was a knock on the door. I panicked and was about to run into the bathroom when I heard Mom’s voice.


  “Honey,” she said, quietly. “Can I come in there?” My heart was beating so fast that I could hardly say a word. My manhood shrank back down to size.


  “Y-yes,” I said, letting go of my skirt. “Yes. Come in.”


  She walked in my room and looked up at me. I could feel myself blush. She pushed the door shut behind her and locked it. Then she walked up to me, looking me over. I felt so exposed, but so excited, too.


  “Do you like it, honey?” she asked with a smile. She adjusted the straps over my shoulders and straightened out the gown, then whisked a couple loose strings from my arms.


  “I love it, Mom,” I said. “Thank you!” I was starting to cry again. So was she. I reached out with my long, hairy arms. We hugged. I couldn’t stop myself from asking the question. “Do I—do I look beautiful?”


  “You’re my little princess, baby,” she whispered in my ear. “Of course you do.”


  Cole taps me on my shoulder.


  “Are you okay?” he asks.


  “Yeah,” I say, wiping the tears from my eyes with the back of my arm. “Just—allergies.”
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  It’s early afternoon, and we’re all back in the house.


  Downstairs, Cheryl is tidying up the entryway with a feather duster. She’s waiting for her husband to come back with the groceries. On the second floor, Cole and I are cleaning the rooms, getting them ready for the night. There was a lot more to clean today than yesterday. It was clear to us that whoever was in Room 4 had done a little too much wine tasting. I was grossed out, but Cole got the stains out of the carpet, and it smells great in there again.


  It probably wasn’t a good idea to save the Vintner Suite for last.


  The suite is the biggest room on the floor, nearly twice the size of the others. It takes up the entire left-rear corner of the mansion. The four-poster bed is located in the middle of the room, sitting beneath a large wrought-iron skylight. Rich red and brown carpets stretch across the floor, supporting a half-dozen pieces of oiled antique furniture, chief among them a large wardrobe near the door to the bathroom.


  When we open the door, the room is still very warm. Our guests left open the curtains on all the large picture windows on the two external walls. The biggest windows in front of overlook the vineyards to the east, so the whole room glows at sunrise.


  The light’s not as bright right now, so we can see what we have to clean. Some of the bed sheets are on the floor, along with a pair of uncorked bottles of red wine, and there’s a few empty glasses on the writing desk. I catch sight of what looks like a pair of men’s socks hanging off the foot of the bed. When I step closer, I see they’re a pair of black lace panties. Cole sees them, too, and grabs them.


  “Well,” he says with a laugh, “someone’s probably gonna miss these.” He places the panties in the red metal wagon we re-purposed into our Lost and Found. The panties are made of so little fabric that they don’t cover the pink vibrator from Room 6 that’s now sitting atop our pile.


  Mom made me keep my dress a secret. I didn’t even tell Cole about it.


  It was mostly because of Dad. We both knew how traditional he was. With me being the first person in my family to go to college, and as a student-athlete no less, we weren’t sure how he’d handle seeing his only son wearing one of his mother’s dresses. When Dad’s boss came over for dinner one night, I thought about wearing it to surprise him. I thought it looked better on me than the old suit in my closet. Mom talked me out of it. That was a good idea in hindsight.


  Having a secret dress was really exciting. Every day after school, I loved to lock myself in my room and change into it. It even made doing my homework more fun.


  On nights when Dad was working late, Mom would change into her own favorite dress - the pale yellow one we made together - and I would dress up, too. She’d cook up some popcorn and we’d lie together on the couch watching old movies. It probably should have felt weird, but it didn’t. Every time we did it, I felt more comfortable with myself, and with her. I always knew Mom was beautiful, but she never looked better than those nights when we snuggled on the couch, my face cuddled against her soft breasts. She liked to scratch my head, always the same spot. Just above my right ear. It made me melt.


  Mom started making accessories for me, too. She fashioned a little choker out of blue ribbon and white lace that fit perfectly around my neck. Next came a pair of long blue gloves that went up to my elbows, both made of the same soft fabric as my skirt. When Mom found out I was shopping for panties online, she intervened. The next day, my genitals were embraced by the little blue lace garment Mom made for me, the narrow strip cinched between my buttocks.


  With every new accessory, I could feel myself changing. But I didn’t feel like I was becoming someone else. I was becoming me.


  The thought aroused me.


  The Vintner Suite reeks of sex. I love that smell.


  When we clean these rooms, Cole is very professional about it, but I’m not there yet. I’m too curious for my own good. I want to find the little clues and figure out where our guests did it.


  When Cole plugs in the air purifier, I strip the sheets from the bed. More of the musky scent puffs out, and I take a big whiff. The blue mattress beneath has a new dark stain on it, one in the shape of a large lima bean. They must have finished here, but where did they start?


  Cole sprays some cleaner on the spot, and we re-make the bed with new sheets topped with a fresh hand-made quilt of cream and red squares. We recover the half-dozen pillows scattered all over the floor. The last one was more than ten feet away from the bed.


  I continue my search.


  My right foot punts a small yellow bottle on the floor. I pick it up and see that there’s a trace amount of liquid in the bottom. Holding the plastic top to my nose, I drink in the sharp smell of mint. The label says “Massage Oil,” and right then I know it’s that stuff that burns and cools at the same time. It’s like that stuff I used on my hurt shoulder after my first game, the stuff I accidentally left on my hands before I masturbated. It warmed and cooled so quickly on my dick that I came without having to rub it.


  I set the bottle aside and make my way to the windows, a damp rag in my hand. I see a mark on the third window and walk closer to get a better look. There’s a hand print halfway up. I hold my hand against it and see how much smaller it is than my own. Another hand is a few inches lower on the other side. As I feel the warmth of the glass against my palms, I see two round marks on the glass. I can’t stop myself from arching my back a little, imagining the moment those breasts pushed themselves flat against the glass.


  I close my eyes and kiss the window.


  I once dreamed I did this as a naked woman. It was nighttime and I was in an apartment building, watching a couple make love in the building across the alley. I didn’t know if they could see me, but I didn’t care. I just kept rubbing my body against the hot glass, letting it sizzle against my soft, naked skin. My sweaty fingertips slipped between my legs, and I started to knead my swollen mound. I thrust two digits inside my gushing wound. I moaned, my whole body quivering to my touch, the window rattling in its frame.


  The night I had that dream, I woke up in the middle of the night covered in sweat, but my body was still under the spell of the fantasy. I jumped out of the covers and yanked off my underwear, then pulled out my white box from beneath my bed. The blue dress spilled out, then fell limp across my covers, waiting for me to be inside it.


  I put it on much faster than usual, my hand already around my sweaty dick. As the dress caressed my butt, I fell back into my bed and started thrusting, caressing my chest through the breast of the dress. I started moaning and I couldn’t stop. It was so intense! I tried to bite into my pillow to hold back the energy inside me, but I spat it back out and got even louder. I knew everyone could hear, but I didn’t care. My balls were primed to explode.


  I hiked up the front of my dress so I wouldn’t get anything on it. Other than that, there was no thought but the orgasm. And I was going to have it.


  I came when Dad opened the door.


  “Hey, Kelly,” says Cole, shutting off the air purifier. “Are you sure you’re okay?”


  I don’t realize I’m crying. All I can think of was the look on Dad’s face. I’m hunched forward, my open hand against the wall. A tear lands on the windowsill.


  “It’s nothing.” I answer.


  It’s not nothing. I see a tall green garbage can, and a hand reaching out for the lid. I pinch my eyes shut, trying to stop the hand from grabbing the lid. But it doesn’t. The lid rises, revealing a single tattered piece of blue fabric. Cole tugs my right shoulder.


  “Hey, now,” he says. “It’s all right. Here, just—just sit down for a minute.” Cole guides me back to a chair in front of the bed. I sit in it so hard that it makes a loud “pop” sound. I’m trembling now and I can’t stop. Cole sits on the foot of the bed so he’s facing me. His hand never leaves my shoulder. “Talk to me, buddy. What’s wrong?”


  There’s no use hiding it anymore.


  “It’s my fault,” I say. “It’s my fault my parents got divorced.” Suddenly, it dawns on me why I didn’t mention this to him in the first place. Cole’s parents. “I–I mean—” Cole isn’t offended. He keeps rubbing my shoulder. He moves in closer so I can see him through the tears.


  “Hey, hey, I know that’s not true. Come on, like I said, these things happen—”


  “It is. Y-you remember the dresses Mom had me try on?” Cole nods, looking over his shoulder to make sure no one else is in the room. The door is closed.


  “Yeah, man, I—”


  “I never told you. Mom made a dress just for me.”


  “She did? What kind of dress was it?”


  “A princess dress. Cinderella. You know, with the blue and the white ribbons and stuff?” I realize how silly this sounds, so I think about dropping it. But Cole just nods. He looks excited.


  “Oh, wow,” said Cole. “Like in the movie? That sounds really cool looking! Do you still have it? I’d love to—” I break down again. Something stuns Cole. He looks just like I did that night. Then he grabs me and hugs me tight. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry—oh God, I’m so sorry, man.”


  “My Dad—”


  “Shh,” he says, closing his eyes as he pats my back. “You don’t have to tell me, Kelly. I’m so sorry.”


  I’m crying so hard now that it’s starting to hurt. I feel weak, and I’m aching all over like I have a fever. The more my tears wet the shoulder on Cole’s shirt, the more sick I feel. I try and calm myself down, worried I’m going to mess up the room again, but my clothes feel tight, like they’re suffocating me. My breathing is fast and short, and the more Cole pats me, the more I can feel something tug against the back of my head. The pain in my arms makes me loosen my grip on Cole, and something growing between us is pushing me back. We fall away from one another, and I fall back in my seat.


  Long white hairs fall against my face. On reflex, I brush them aside. Only then do I discover how long my nails have become.


  I see Cole’s face. He’s blushing.


  “Kelly?” he asks.


  “Yeah?” I answer. My voice sounds weird. When I cover my mouth, I look down the front of me. The collar of my orange shirt has been stretched open by two large breasts. My chest hair is gone. The cleavage is plain to see. “Oh—!”


  I jump to my feet. My breasts shake and lift up the bottom of my shirt. The white hair slips into my view again. I let it stay there. I slide my hands over my shirt, and my body shudders when I touch the hard nipples beneath.


  I don’t care if I’m dreaming or not.


  I have to see them.


  I grab the bottom of my shirt. I pull it inside-out over my head, causing the two shapes to flop back down against my skin. I toss the shirt aside, then let my hands slide over my milky white breasts. My fingers fork around my pink nipples, then grasp the nubs tightly. I grab them tighter and tighter.


  I moan under my breath as my new body awakens.


  Then I feel a tug on my pants.


  When I look down, Cole is on his knees in front of me. I can barely see the top of his head because of my chest. He unbuttons my khakis and the fabric pulls apart quickly, the width of my hips unzipping the fly. His fingers pry under the waistband of my pants. He eases them down my legs, then helps my feet out of them. I think nothing of obeying. I just do it. I step out of my shoes and he pulls off my socks.


  He sees my blue panties for the first time. They don’t fit me as well as they used to.


  So he pulls them down, too.


  Nothing springs out. I only feel wet.


  Then I feel his breath. His lips. His tongue.


  I moan. My hands reach down to the back of his head as he licks me. Tears are filling my eyes as I scrunch my body forward, feeling the movements of the muscles in his head as his tongue does its work. I can feel his nose tickle my white pubic hairs, all of them twitching against his strong face. My whole body twists and I clutch my right breast, feeling my heart beat through my fingertips. My crotch starts to tingle. I can feel myself making Cole’s face wet.


  He’s really good at this. I had no idea.


  I want Cole to keep going, but he gets back on his feet. He kisses my stomach, then the spot between my breasts. When he stands up, I see that I’m shorter than I was before the change. He’s eye-to-eye with me now. He’s not shocked anymore, either. There’s something else in his eyes. He looks hungry. He leans forward and kisses me with wet lips. I taste my cream on his breath. It’s a strong, musky scent, but also very sweet. Almost like honey.


  I kiss him back. I reclaim some of my nectar.


  My arms reach around his back. I pull him close.


  It feels perfect.


  Then he moves back.


  He pulls off his shirt. He’s tan, and he looks stronger than I remember. His arms look like thick, twisted ropes. His stomach is flat and toned. I love how his muscles expand and contract to his every breath.


  I get to my knees.


  I need to see it again.


  I want to pay tribute to this beast that is my friend.


  He helps me with his jeans. I watch them twist off his body. My fingers grab onto the edges of his briefs. When I pull down, there’s a fluff of copper hair, and then suddenly, his dick leaps at me. It stretches, expands, then points directly at me. I reach out and touch it. It’s so red, so angry, so hot. It feels like it’s going to burn my fingers.


  I know what it wants. So I submit to it.


  I stick out my tongue and tease the little hole. My mouth opens on instinct, and soon my tongue is cradling the underside of his shaft. My top lip closes over his wedge and he thrusts forward, all five inches of rippled flesh filling my mouth. I almost gag, but quickly gain control. I tighten my lips and suck his salty shaft. I drink in the musk of his pubes. When I exhale, his little hairs twitch.


  He pulls back. I shove my face forward to catch him. His balls, swollen and sticky, slap my chin.


  I smack my open hands on his ass.


  He’s mine!


  Cole stumbles and falls onto the foot of the bed. I keep sucking him. My hands are kneading his buttocks.


  He cums quickly. A long, hot stream of piping-hot jizz shoots down my throat. I gulp it down, then the second squirt makes me pull my head back. I taste him for the first time. His musky seed salts my mouth and leaves it wanting more. I wipe my mouth as I watch his dick rock back and forth, spitting jizz all over his muscular stomach. I swallow and taste the saltiness of his seed. The flavor’s so strong that it tickles my nose.


  I grab his cock in my right hand and start rubbing it. The cum makes it easy to stroke. The more I rub, the more he shuffles back onto the bed. I crouch down and follow him on all fours. He stops moving and I overtake him. I stick out my tongue and lick up the cum on his stomach. I take my time and lick over every curve and angle of his muscles. I make him clean with my mouth.


  When I’m done, I’m sticking my butt up in the air. I lift myself up, then get to my knees. I am sitting on his thighs. I let him see me. All of me. I lift my right breast up to my face. My tongue can reach, so I lick it. Then I kiss it. His dick twitches, coming close to touching my pussy.


  That’s when Cole takes me.


  He pulls me down onto the bed. I land on my left side so I’m facing the entrance to the room, away from the windows. The vanity is there, and I can see myself in the mirror for the first time. My face looks completely different, much softer and more feminine. My white hair follows down past my shoulders, and it’s starting to cover my face again. My skin is lighter than it used to be, almost pale, and my large breasts are clapped together against the quilt.


  Cole’s breath tickles my right ear.


  “See how beautiful you are?” he asks. I blush. I still have a belly, which bothers me. Cole doesn’t care. He slides his strong hand over it. It feels good.


  The more he rubs me, the more I can feel the tip of his cock poke between my buttocks. His grip on me pulls him closer. More of his body touches my skin - his thighs, his stomach, his chest. When his dick slips inside my soaking snatch, his hips clap against my buttocks. My ass squishes down against his hard muscles. His hand moves from my belly to my chin. He turns my face up into his. He kisses me again. The rest of his shaft slips inside. I gush all over his balls. I moan into his mouth.


  He makes love to me.


  He fucks me.


  Then he fucks me harder. Faster.


  Our bodies slap together, making the bed squeak to our every thrust.


  He reaches down and stirs my clit. It sends me over the edge.


  I scream.


  We cum together right when Cheryl opens the door.


  Cheryl doesn’t flinch, but the young couple behind her does. They look angry, but Cheryl only smiles.


  “Oh dear,” she says. “It appears we’ve double-booked this room to another pair of newlyweds.” I blush and look back at Cole. He’s grinning now. Cheryl turns to her guests and ushers them back out the door. “Not to worry, you two,” she says to them. “We have another room for you just down the hall.” Cheryl glances back at us and winks, then softly closes the door behind her.


  Cole kisses my shoulder as his dick slips out of my pussy. I roll onto my back and look up at him. I can feel his seed swimming inside me. Cole senses my momentary panic.


  “Don’t worry, Kelly,” he whispers, holding himself up on his strong arms. “I can take care of you. Just like a princess deserves.”


  I don’t know what to say. I’m starting to cry again, but his thumb brushes the tear away from my eye. Then he leans in and kisses me again. My legs spread on their own. I welcome his body as he eases back on top of me. I can feel his dick begin to grow again.


  And when I close my eyes, I can see the wedding dress I want Mom to make for me.


  ###


  
Thank you for purchasing a book from my collection. I’ve always enjoyed a good gender swap fantasy, and it thrills me to hear from readers who share that enthusiasm. So don’t be shy - post a comment on my Twitter @BlairBuford and stop by my shop at http://blairbuford.blogspot.com!


  My name is Blair Buford. It isn’t a man’s name, nor that of a woman. It is that of a human who knows that gender is a choice. I dream of a world where sex is a choice as well, one where men and women alike can both experience how the other half lives for as long as they desire, free to know each other’s pleasure. I write in order to make known to the world that no one should fear what makes them happy - or horny.
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