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Chapter 1

I saw her across the room of the crowded party and wanted, immediately, to be close to her. I worked my way to her side of the room with no plan whatsoever.

She was next to two of her friends. Her tall, broad-shouldered and athletic shape drew my eyes and thus my complete attention. Her friends were tall, too, but they were missing something that she had. Something that she radiated.

“Hi,” I said, completely shocked at my own boldness.

“Hello,” she answered, watching me approach.

With no idea of what to possibly say, I opted for honesty.

“I saw you standing over here and just had to come introduce myself. I’m Ryan,” I said.

“Hi Ryan, I’m Amanda,” she returned my smile.

“I’m happy to meet you, Amanda,” I said.

I took a sip of drink and said, “So, what are you majoring in?”

“Sports management,” she answered, “with a minor in sociology.”

She spoke easily, with a friendly and welcoming tone. I learned that she was two years from her degree, that she was on a scholarship, and that she did not often go out to parties. I earned points when I guessed that she and her friends were on the basketball team.

She was interested in my major, anthropology, and we spent some time discussing some of my current classes.

“Look, Ryan, you seem like a nice guy,” she said.

Damn.

“And you are damn sure cute,” she went on.

Oh?

“It’s just that you’re not exactly my type,” she concluded.

Damn.

I nodded, sympathetic. Not being athletic, and slightly shorter than her, I knew that she was possibly looking for a different type.

But I could not help myself. So much for shy Ryan!

“I see, but maybe we could talk more sometime. It’s been an interesting conversation. And I have enjoyed it, one way or the other,” I said.

She smiled and agreed. We exchanged phone numbers.

“Oh, why don’t you come to the game this weekend? We’re playing at home,” she said.

“That’s a great idea, I’ll do that,” I said as I gave her a small wave and walked away.

I spent the next hour trying to forget about meeting Amanda, who was interesting but not interested. I could not find another girl who I wanted to speak with, though, and I soon left the party.

I would go to the basketball game, I decided. And maybe even text her afterwards, just a comment about the game. But I would not push it any further. I wasn’t going to be a stalker.


Chapter 2

There was not a particularly large crowd for the women’s basketball game, so my seat was near center court and not very crowded.

I watched Amanda play. Her easy, friendly demeanor was hidden behind a stern, focused appearance. She played well, often double-teamed, and she made several shots. Impressed with her ability, I watched her in admiration.

I forced myself to stop thinking so highly of her. Her lack of interest meant I was wishing for something unrealistic.

I decided that after I sent her a message about the game that I would not contact her again. I could not fall for someone who was not interested, and with Amanda it seemed that I could fall for her too easily.

The crowd cheered, me included, as Amanda and our team made it a close game. We lost, though, despite her obvious effort. I felt bad for her.

I followed the crowd out the door and then sat in my car, composing a message to her.

“Close game tonight! You looked damn good out there. Maybe next time ;)”

I started my car and headed for my apartment. Maybe later I would try and find another party. There’s always one somewhere on campus.

I pulled into my apartment complex and my phone beeped with a message. From Amanda. I sighed. I would read it, and that would be all. I needed to get it over with.

“Thanks Ryan. I saw you in the stands, glad you came. Meet for coffee later?” it said.

I sat, staring at the screen and thinking, for what must have been several minutes. I came so close to saying no, to avoiding any further feelings.

But then I decided to tell her, in person, why I would not be able to see her again. Of course, there was a small ray of hope buried in my decision. I knew that without even rationalizing it. I refused to acknowledge that hope, though.

We worked out a time and location that gave both of us a chance to clean up. I went through my whole date routine, showering and shaving and grooming. I used my expensive cologne. I could kid myself all I wanted, but deep down I knew that I was trying to turn this into a date.

Still, if it did not go that way then I would move on. If it did, though, I would be on a date with Amanda!

I laughed, giddy, as I finished getting ready.

I sat on my couch and waited until it was time to leave. I did not read anything, play on my phone, or watch anything. I sat and waited, trying to imagine things to say to her.

Finally, it was time to leave. I drove to the coffee shop slowly. I would not want to get in a wreck, not now. I shook my head to myself, driving, thinking how ridiculous I was being.

I got there, early, ordered a coffee, and found a nice isolated table outside.

I saw her arrive and tried incredibly hard to act casual.

I waved as she approached, “Amanda, over here!”

“Hey Ryan, let me go order and I’ll come out,” she answered.

Yes!

“Sure, I’ll be here.”

I waited patiently, trying not to finish my coffee. I did not want to seem too desperate, though I was coming to see myself as perhaps a bit on the desperate side.

It was her. I was so excited to see her, to talk to her.

Finally, she came back. She sat down as I kicked the chair out for her.

“So how have you been?” she asked.

“Not bad, but I have to say you looked incredible out there tonight!” I answered.

She laughed as we talked about the game. She was a bit frustrated at some of her teammates, she said they usually played better but were not focused. We talked about some of my classes throughout the week, and some of her upcoming exams.

The conversation moved smoothly, with both of us enjoying each other’s opinions.

We were both having a good time.

I was wrapped up in the basic conversation and lost some of the serious tone about our future.

As the conversation lagged a bit, though, I found an opportunity to bring up the subject that meant so much to me.

“So, not your type, you said?” I asked with extreme bluntness.

Amanda’s mouth opened in shock.

“Well,” she said, struggling for words.

“I’m sorry, I know that’s blunt. And I don’t mean to put you on the spot, it’s just that I’ve been thinking a lot about it. But after watching you tonight, and thinking about you this week, I really don’t think that we can hang out on friendly terms. I will compare everyone to you, I will think about you all the time, and I just can’t imagine that would be healthy for me. And ultimately for you, too,” I said, then leaned back in my chair.

Amanda nodded.

“That’s fair,” she said, still nodding.

“Look, Ryan, here’s the deal. You’re cute. And I mean that. And I like that. It’s just that usually, I date girls. Almost always. But I’ve been thinking about you, too. And it’s not that I have only ever dated girls. I guess I had come to think of myself as gay, but really, I am bisexual. My last three relationships, all girls, did not go as well as I would have hoped. The guy I dated before that, it didn’t exactly end well, either, but we weren’t incompatible.”

“I don’t want you to try and change yourself,” I said, shaking my head.

Amanda rolled her eyes.

“I’m perfectly capable of deciding who to date. And my point is that I like you, so why not give you and I a chance. I’m not suggesting a relationship here, just a date or two to see how we get along. I’ve been having a good time tonight,” she said.

I smiled, “I think we’re going to have a good time.”

“And, I’m glad you’re not beating around the bush,” she said.

I laughed.

“Honestly, I’m usually very shy. But not with you, since last week. I have never approached anyone the way I approached you,” I said.

I nearly continued by saying that I never thought of anyone as much as I thought of her, but I stopped myself. Too much!

“See what I mean when I say how cute you are?” she asked, smiling.

I blushed and stared intently at my coffee cup.

She reached across the table and lifted my chin with her hand, looking me in the eyes.

“I mean it, you’re cute. And I like you. That’s why I want to spend time with you,” she said.

Instinctively, I tried to look away, embarrassed. I was not used to hearing that, to looking directly at someone like her, who’s opinion meant so much to me, as she told me how she wanted to spend time with me.

She held my chin and met my gaze.

I looked at her and arousal warmed my entire body. My blush crawled down my neck. I was biting my lip, staring at her, eyes wide with excitement and gratitude. I wanted her, so bad, right now.

She saw it, in my eyes and my face and my lips. She smiled at me as she took her hand back.

“Very fucking cute,” she said, then finished her cup of coffee.

We discussed plans for another date and settled on the idea of watching a movie over the next few days.

We concluded our plans and decided it was time to leave. I walked Amanda to her car. She thanked me and offered a chaste hug. I smiled and waved as she drove off.

Yes!


Chapter 3

Movie night turned out to be a huge success. We watched a movie that was supposed to be scary and thought-provoking. Afterwards, we went to a dessert shop nearby and laughed and laughed about the plot.

I had a good time with Amanda, but I was a bit nervous about our sexual compatibility. She was too, and it led to an awkward goodbye kiss on the cheek.

But we sent messages to each other after our date ended, and even more the next day. We spent a lot of time together and we both enjoyed it all. We met after class at the library and after her basketball practice at the gym.

She had an away game the next weekend. I showed up in the parking lot before she got on the bus. She was happy to see me, though I got an eyeroll or two from her friends.

I had a mid-term to study, so I could not travel, and instead we sent messages and called each other over the next two days.

However, our budding relationship sometimes felt more like a friendship. We had progressed to a kiss on the lips, but I was being cautious to avoid pressuring her and she wanted to move slow.

After two weeks, many conversations, and five or six dates, she was at my apartment after a fast-food dinner.

Sitting on the couch, talking about nothing, I took her hand in mine and kissed it.

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.

I put my hand on her neck and kissed her, deeply. I brushed my lips against hers then tasted her mouth, kissing first her top lip then her bottom lip. I pushed between her lips with my tongue and she wrapped her arms around me.

I leaned forward, kissing her deeply, leading into a passionate French-kiss as I lay atop her. My arms encased her body and I breathed in the smell of her hair and her skin as I kissed her lips, then her cheek, then her neck.

Her soft, supple skin stretched as she lifted her head, exposing her neck as I kissed across her.

I moved down her throat to the top of her chest, kissing down into her cleavage. My body responded to her soft warmth with a raging passion. I was hard, caught in a raging sexual frenzy.

I slowed myself, using all my will to stop myself from ripping her shirt off.

Unbuttoning her blouse, I looked down at her as she watched me, her hands moving to help me until, together, we opened her shirt.

She sat up and reached behind her back, unclasping her bra. I pulled my shirt off in a single, quick move.

Her breasts, tight against the muscles of her chest, bounced free as her hard nipples beckoned with arousal.

I bent forward and took one of her hard nipples in my mouth as I fingered the other. She moaned in pleasure, her hand on my back as she pulled me to her.

She leaned forward, putting her feet on the floor.

“Come on,” she said, her voice filled with desire.

She led me to the bedroom and sat on the foot of my bed. She kicked her jeans off and crawled backwards onto the bed wearing nothing but a pair of black panties.

I stripped, naked, my cock throbbing with lust.

I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her knees. Her body lay before me as she watched me drinking her in with my eyes.

I put my hands on her hips, and slid her underwear down her legs, exposing her tight, wet pussy. Fighting to control myself, to pace myself, I pulled her underwear off and put my hands on her hips.

I licked her, my tongue tracing up her wet pussy lips as I breathed her in, tasting her.

She put her hands in my hair as I buried my face in her pussy. I licked her between her labia, drinking her wetness with my tongue. I felt her clit, hard and throbbing. She gasped as I licked her, my tongue pressing the sensitive nerves of her clit.

I pushed my tongue into her pussy as her hands pulled me down into her. I wrapped my arms around her legs and gripped her thighs. I held her body open as she writhed beneath my tongue, moaning in pleasure as I licked up and down her pussy.

I pressed my tongue against her clit, answering her moans of pleasure by kissing her clit, pressing it between my lips.

My cock, hard, grinding against the sheets, screamed to feel her wetness.

I moved my hands from her thighs to her pussy and pulled her open. I licked deep into her pussy, tasting her wetness as my tongue slid up her tight opening and across her clit.

She moaned as she spread her legs, giving me her pussy as I licked and sucked her hot, wet skin.

She wrapped her legs around my body, her hands still holding my head into her. I was locked inside her, licking, breathing her in, tasting her.

I moved my hand from her pussy, back across her leg, and pressed my fingers against her wet opening.

First with one finger, and then two, I pressed inside her pussy as I licked her clit. Her hands clutched my head, gripping my hair tight as she reached the edge of orgasm.

“Fuck me, Ryan,” she said, releasing my body from her legs.

I looked up at her, my tongue still on her clit and my fingers in her pussy. Her hands held my head as I watched the ecstasy on her face, my tongue bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

I moved my fingers inside her, faster, fingering her in time to the faster movements of my tongue across her clit.

I sucked against her wet skin, kissing her clit.

She pushed her body against my mouth as she pulled me closer with her hands. She was stretching her toes as the pleasure overcame her senses and she moaned.

“Fuck,” she said, a rushed whisper as the pleasure crashed over her writhing body.

She released my head and sat up, putting her hands on my shoulders.

“Fuck me, I want to feel your cock,” she said.

I moved forward, her legs wide apart as I moved up and put her shoulders between my arms.

She leaned up and kissed me, my face wet with her pussy.

My cock, hard and throbbing and dropping with precum, lined up to her wet, open pussy.

Pressing against her, she moaned as the hardness of my cock pushed into her labia. Our bodies aligned and her wetness enveloped my cock, covering me in a warm rush of pleasure.

She gasped and I moaned as my cock slid into her. She wrapped her legs around my hips as she pushed her tongue into my mouth, kissing me and tasting me as I filled her tight pussy.

I thrust into her, passion overcoming my will as my cock slid so easily into her wet pussy. She bit my lip as I fucked her, tasting me and taking me.

I kissed her lips and moved down her face, tasting her soft skin as she yielded control and exposed the beating vitality of her neck.

I pressed my teeth against her skin, overcome with pleasure, my cock sliding into her wetness in mad, passionate thrusts.

I moaned, gripping her arms with my hands and her neck with my teeth as my body raced over the cliff of a hot, passionate, pent-up orgasm. Thrusting into her, my cock exploded was waves of cum pulsed out of me.

Moaning, I clutched her body and her neck as I came into her, filling her and feeling her and taking her.

Panting, I fell off her. She put her arms around me in a silent embrace.

Wrapped together, I dozed off as I felt her warmth next to me.


Chapter 4

Amanda left early the next morning, kissing me on the cheek as she hurried off, late, going somewhere that I was too tired to hear.

Later, after I actually woke up, I sent her a message and got ready for my day. I had a few easy classes, nothing that I needed to worry about.

After my first class, I saw a short response from Amanda. Shorter than usual, at least. Enough to make me worried. After our first night of passion, I was hoping for a bit more attachment. Not less.

By the time my second class rolled around, I had worked myself up to be a bit nervous.

I skipped the third class, beginning to worry about Amanda. And myself.

She did not answer when I called her, though she had a full load of classes today anyway.

I finally got a message from her, saying she needed some time to think about what happened.

Now, I was deeply worried about our relationship. Had I pushed her too far? We had waited a bit for sex, and she certainly wanted to do it, but apparently I had not exactly met her expectations.

I respected her wish to think things over, despite the fact that all I did was worry about what she was thinking. Still, I gave her time and space and thought about how much I wished to talk with her, to know what she was thinking.

She returned my call that evening, after classes.

“Hey,” I said, answering her call with my heart thumping through my chest.

“I’m sorry I’ve been short today,” she said.

“I guess things didn’t exactly go well?” I asked.

“Ryan, I’m sorry. I’m not trying to play games. In fact, I really don’t want to play games at all. I just don’t think I really have time for a relationship right now,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I told her, frustrated.

“No, I think I have a lot going on. I need to focus on classwork and basketball.”

“And this randomly comes about after we have sex?” I said.

“Ryan, don’t make it all seem worse than it is,” she said.

I felt like I was losing her.

“Can we at least meet in person, will you do that for me?” I asked.

“Okay, you’re right, we can do that. Let’s meet tomorrow, after class.

“Thanks Amanda,” I said.

After I hung up, I sat on my couch, thinking, just like I had before our coffee date.

She had not enjoyed sex, that much was obvious. But, then again, she had cum. So, she had enjoyed it at least a little. This had to be about her being gay, I thought. She mentioned classes and spending time on school, but the timing was too coincidental.

If schoolwork was the problem, then there may be some adjustments we could make. If it was because of sex, then the least she could do would be to explain that to me. I deserved the truth.

I thought that the only way to be confident in her answer was to discuss last night. To see how she responded to any questions or comments. If she did not have a good time, then it should be at least somewhat obvious.

If she had enjoyed last night, then maybe it was a fear of commitment. Maybe she thought she was getting too attached. If that were the case, then her schoolwork excuse at least made sense. If it was because she really did not like sex, then I would have to count on her to tell the truth.

Then, at least, we would have something to discuss.

It was still light out. I had hours left today, and that did not even count tomorrow. How, exactly, was I going to make it through the night and the next day with this pit in my stomach?

I needed a montage.

Pacing, sitting, eating, drinking coffee. Tossing and turning. Taking a shower. Crying in the shower. Jogging, even.

Five minutes had passed.

But jogging gave me an idea. So, I exercised by running around my apartment complex. And then I showered. And then I tried crying in the shower, but I was really too nervous to cry.

I went to bed early, but just like I expected (and maybe because I expected), I tossed and turned, not able to sleep.

The night wore on, and I dozed off once or twice before I decided to shut off my alarm twenty minutes before it was scheduled to go off.

I took another shower, got ready for class, and tried to study in the hours before class.

I got to school early and suffered through the day with agonizing slowness.

By the time I finished my last class, I was exhausted. I had not been able to eat much, and I damn sure had not slept much.

When I saw Amanda at a table outside of student services, I still did not know what to say.

She stood up as I approached.

“Ryan, I’m sorry,” she said.

“Amanda, listen. I’ve been thinking about what to say. I don’t know that I really have an answer, but I think the least you can do is be completely honest with me,” I said.

She nodded.

“So, tell me, was it sex that did it? Or, at least, did I do something wrong?”

She sat back down, and for the first time I noticed that she looked as tired and worn out as I felt.

“I like you, Ryan. You’re still cute. And sex wasn’t bad,” she said.

Not bad? Well, that’s bad.

“I tried to make it work because I like you. But what we had, what we were doing as our relationship, that’s just not me. I just don’t want that. Sex, like that, isn’t what I want out of a relationship,” she said.

I wanted to scream and break something in frustration. It was not her fault, of course. But she was everything that I wanted! It was not fair, not to her and not to me. I could see the conflict that played out in her mind in the frown on her face.

She had been happy with me, and now she was not. It was clear, and I hated it.

“Would it ever work with a man?” I asked.

“Ryan, that’s not fair,” she said.

“Why?” I was being so selfish, but I did not see that then.

“You’re asking if this is because I’m gay. I tried to tell you in the beginning that I would try. I did try. I like you. I enjoy spending time with you. But what we have reminds me that I’m different. I gave you a chance and what we had is not what I really want. I’m sorry, I did not mean to lead you on,” she said.

I felt my shoulders sag in defeat.

“It’s not your fault,” I said, disappointed in myself.

“No, and it’s not yours,” she told me.

“I’m sorry, Amanda. It’s just that I like you so much, I wanted to do everything to make us work,” I said.

“You did, Ryan. We tried.”

Amanda stood back up.

“Goodbye, Ryan,” she said.

“Goodbye, Amanda,” I answered.

She walked away. I meandered around campus, thinking.


Chapter 5

I spent a week being sad. I know that’s ridiculous on such a short-term relationship, but that’s how much I liked Amanda.

I spent the week after that returning to normal, but still thinking about Amanda.

It was during the third week that I finally thought of a possible solution.

And once I thought of it, my mind was locked on.

Suddenly, I was looking at the entire world through different eyes. I had solved the problem, found the solution, and come up with something that simply thrilled me.

I began with what I wanted from a relationship with Amanda. The sex was good, but it was only a step towards what I fantasized about. It seemed like Amanda wanted to be at a later step already. The only question that remained is whether her end desire was similar to mine or not.

I kept thinking about one of the last things Amanda told me, that “what we had is not what I really want.”

With that phrase ringing through my head, I decided that I had one chance to convince her that we were compatible. And if it failed, then we were not compatible. Simple, right?

Amanda did not want a man. At least, she did not want me as a man. But I knew a way that I could offer more. Now, I had a reason to wear women’s clothes. How feminine could I become? Like any plan that came as an epiphany, question after question streamed through my mind. Most of the time, I had quick and easy answers. Too easy, really. But feminizing myself was an answer on its own, wasn’t it?

It did not take me long to wonder whether this was an elaborate excuse to dress in women’s clothes. But what better excuse could there be? Ultimately, would Amanda find me attractive?

That led to the first time that I pictured Amanda and I together as two women. The first time that I pictured her seducing me, taking my body and both of us exploring our sexuality together. I suspected that she would enjoy that as much as I would.

And, if so, is that what she wanted from a relationship?

I made my decision and then decided that I would move forward with my plan and invite Amanda to participate later. I had to discover this on my own, first.

My heart raced as I pictured Amanda embracing me, wrapping her long arms around my body. Cupping my neck in one powerful hand and sliding her other under my skirt and into my tight, dark blue panties that would so easily slide off my body.

Obviously, I would need to find some dark blue panties. And a skirt.

I opened my laptop and began shopping. It did not take me long to realize that I had no idea what I was doing, and I shifted from shopping to researching. I remember that it was 5pm, because I looked at the clock and figured I would spend a couple of hours researching and then eat dinner.

The next time I looked at the clock it was 11pm. I suspected the clock may be wrong, but I did not spare it another thought. At 2am I realized I was completely transfixed. What began as research had almost immediately developed into a full fetish, and for the first time in a very long time, something had my complete and total attention. It felt like I woke up from a haze and saw what I wanted with laser clarity. In the course of nine hours, I had witnessed so many erotic, sexy fantasies that I could not even remember everything that turned me on.

I made myself go to bed before sunrise. Tired, dehydrated, and hungry, I slept for about four hours and then decided I needed to be more cautious and logical in my approach.

I skipped classes that day and dove completely into my new fantasy.

Finally, when I looked up and noticed that the sun was setting on my second day of ‘research,’ I decided to force myself to take a break. I took a much-needed shower and went to a fast food place nearby, where I sat down and ate, slowly.

Despite my exhaustion, excitement rocketed through my mind as I pictured myself in so many of the roles I had seen. Bent over, Amanda lifting my skirt as she ran her hands across my ass, my smooth ass, exploring my feminine body. My cock, locked away in its cage, ignored as she focused on penetrating me, taking me as she would one of her lesbian lovers.

Me, submissive and kneeling before her, looking up into her eyes as I licked her tight pussy, worshipping her body as she held my head and pushed my tongue deeper.

I forcibly stopped my imagination, fighting off my erection as I sat and ate chicken nuggets in a crowded restaurant.

Obviously, my first order of business would be the cock cage. If I did not lock myself up tight, I would end up as a hermit. Returning home, I promptly ordered a cock cage and paid extra for express delivery. I pictured Amanda holding the key to my cock cage and had to fight off yet another wave of sexual excitement.

I struggled to pay attention in class throughout the next day, but when I finally returned home I found my package and hoped that I would be able to better control myself in the coming days and weeks.

The weight of the cock cage surprised me, as did the coldness of the metal and the size as it bulged in my underwear. But within a few minutes, I had mostly adjusted to its presence. I had to walk a bit differently, and sitting comfortably required a few adjustments, but these mental and physical adjustments served to remind me that I was not the same person as I had been last month.

I knew that things would be different with my cock caged and my arousal deferred, but the depth of the change surprised me. Suddenly, I could research methodically without becoming distracted by my powerful desires. I evaluated my plan from a fresh perspective. My entire idea seemed somewhat crazy, but not enough to deter me!

I typed up a plan, including a timeline, and realized that, whether Amanda showed interest in my idea or not, dating would never be the same for me. It was then that I decided that Amanda would be the first person I would tell. But if she was not interested, I would only date someone who would accept me for who I am, now, and not who I was in the past.

“Hey Amanda, it’s Ryan,” I typed into my cell phone.

“Quite a few things have changed for me in the last month, and I thought it may be nice to get together for a friendly chat. NOT a date. Just realized a couple of things and I wanted you to be the first to know,” I typed.

I read it, saved it, and stopped myself from sending it for a couple of hours. Then I read it again and decided, what the hell.

Thirty minutes later, Amanda responded.

“Hey Ryan, I’m pretty busy but we can chat one of these days.”

My heart skipped a beat at her non-rejection.

I forced myself to stay calm and typed, “Great, maybe next week, like Thursday or so?”

“Okay,” her answer read, “Text me Monday and we’ll figure out the details.”

I stopped myself from answering her. I did not need to appear desperate, after all.

I had just over a week to get ready. I smiled, happy with the timetable. No matter how many times I told myself this entire change was not for Amanda, the thought of her being a part of it thrilled me in ways I could not understand. Her interest in meeting me opened the floodgates on the dam of my seduction.


Chapter 6

With my plan in place and my cock caged, I went on an online ordering spree that did more than a little damage to my savings account. I had watched enough videos to know how to make my body look feminine, and I tempered my growing obsession to appear as Amanda’s girlfriend into a specific desire to be cute and sexy.

First, I decided, would be my hair. Over the next hour, I used scissors, strong-smelling chemicals, and clippers to remove and trim my body hair. My slow and cautious approach yielded a satisfying result. I ran my fingers across my smooth skin with growing excitement.

It was liberating!

I removed my cock cage to shave my boy-clit and had an immediate erection.

In a monumental test of discipline, I continued trimming and feminizing my body while ignoring my rock-hard cock. I was determined to flex my mental control over my body and prove my willing submissiveness.

One cold shower later, I had passed my mental test and re-caged my cock.

Next, I drove to a hair salon and requested a ‘bob’ cut.

“Do you have a particular style of bobbed hair?” the stylist asked.

I looked at her, bright red highlights in her long, curled hair.

“Not particularly,” I said, growing shy as I thought of the strikingly visual change that I would leave the salon with.

“Your hair is long enough to part it a couple of different ways. Maybe if you tell me what look you’re going for?” she asked with a pleasant smile.

In for a penny, in for a pound, they say.

“Feminine, really. Maybe some highlights?” I asked.

She nodded, smiling, “Definitely. I have some thoughts. We can part it to the side here and accent your profile.”

I agreed, nerves giving way to excitement.

Another hour on my hair, and I left the salon with some styling product and a few tips on how to part my new cut to accent my facial features.

At home, I had received my first expedited package. I could barely contain my excitement when I went inside and opened the box.

I laughed with giddy excitement as I pulled out the dark blue panties. And, of course, the rest of the outfit - a maroon skirt that went down just low enough to meet the thigh-high stockings that matched, and a tight black shirt.

I put on my new outfit immediately. I was not prepared for the drastic change that greeted me in the mirror. The new clothes and new haircut made me look like a different person.

A new person?

No, my clothes made me look like Ryan, like the Ryan that I wanted to be. Like the submissive Ryan that I had finally unlocked.

I posed in the mirror, watching my body and practicing my submissive moves. Bending over, I pulled my skirt up and then pulled my panties to the side. My tight, pink hole, smooth and clean, looked just like the pictures I had studied.

I slid my finger in, unable to resist the temptation. I gasped as I masturbated myself by fingering my hole, my cock caged and dripping. It had already been several days since I had cum. It would be several more. I forced myself to stop.

Regaining some semblance of control, I took off my new clothes and went about my day. I studied for several of my classes and tried, without much success, to keep my mind off sex.

I received the rest of my packages over the next several days, and I spent most of my time deliberately avoiding a complete dress rehearsal, so to speak. I was too excited, too ready to wear the clothes and start my new life.

Finally, Amanda and I set a time to meet on Thursday. It would be at 8pm, after her practice and well after my last class.

My excitement doubled, and I decided that I needed to be ready for her, physically as well as mentally.

I opened every box and soon tested every toy. I resolved to fuck myself, repeatedly, the way I wanted Amanda to fuck me. I watched myself in the mirror, practicing, taking every phallic toy I had ordered and discovering what I liked about each one.

Sliding the first flesh-colored dildo into my body was completely surreal.

Finally, the day before my meeting with Amanda, I received the final package. A corset with small breast forms. I tore open the box and tried it on without a second thought. Viewing my figure from the side, the curve of my body looked perfectly feminine. The fake breasts were small but noticeable, and the corset made my shape distinctly smaller.

My classes the next day took what felt like forever. I left the last class after faking a rushed trip to the bathroom and headed home early.

I undressed and got in the shower and cleaned my body meticulously. Of course, as soon as I took the cock cage off my dick got hard. However, having gone through this process for the last several days, I cleaned off then adjusted the water to cold and squeezed the cage back on.

I could cum, so easily and so quickly, but my mental discipline had held strong for over two weeks now. Without the cock cage, I would have cum over and over. With it, I kept my body in check and approached the entire date with Amanda very methodically.

I would say rationally, but when is love rational?

I dressed in my dark blue panties.

Would I get to feel her hand slide into them? The thought of it sent tingles down my spine. My feverish, ever-present dream for Amanda to want me and to take me made me pause as I lost myself in fantasy.

I cinched the corset and then added the tight shirt and skirt. I had tested a few different options for makeup and settled on a light application of lipstick and face powder. I was not experienced enough for a more seductive look, but what I did apply was certainly feminine.

The final preparation was a set of stick-on fingernails. They were not very long, but they were bright blue and fit my hands perfectly.

Once I finished dressing, applying makeup, and fixing my hair, I looked in the mirror. My immediate reaction was almost dissociative as I found myself almost unrecognizable. I looked like a woman. A cute woman, even. I looked good, and my clothes hugged my curves that managed to be much more sexual than I had even imagined.

“Holy shit!” I thought. Amanda would have to find me attractive! And if she didn’t, someone sure would!

I left my house and walked with a confidence I had not felt since I hit on Amanda at the party. Greeting her like I did, approaching her with my intentions so obvious, was so out of character for me. And now, here I was, walking to my car looking cute and sexy and hoping that Amanda would find me attractive and go out with me, all over again. The new me.


Chapter 7

Amanda sat at a table in the cool night wind of the mostly empty campus. She did not see me approach because her attention was focused on her cell phone.

I sat down next to her with my legs together in the most proper form I could take.

She looked up at me with a casual glance.

I smiled, shy, and nervously moved my hair from my face.

Amanda frowned slightly and then returned her attention to her phone.

“Is this seat taken?” I asked, my voice higher than normal.

“Yeah, kinda,” she answered without looking up.

“That’s a shame. I was hoping to get to know you better,” I said.

Amanda looked up again, and then squinted at me. I smiled back.

“Ryan?” she asked.

“Hi, Amanda,” I said.

Her mouth fell open as her jaw went slack in surprise.

“I’m sorry to surprise you like this. And please don’t think of it as an ambush. I didn’t know how to tell you,” I said.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“That’s kind of a long story,” I answered. “I thought a lot about our relationship and what I wanted and what I liked. I’ll admit right away that, at first, I thought this would please you. But the more I did, the more I liked it. This is me, now. This is how I want my next relationship to be. With me, like this, meeting a strong, confident woman.”

She stared at me, her mouth still slightly open.

“I finally found something that I’ve spent so much time looking for,” I said.

“You can’t do this for me,” Amanda said.

“I know, and in the end, I’m not. That was an important part of my decision. I’m here to show you and because you’re the one who made me realize it. I didn’t know it at first, but this is what I want,” I said.

“Ryan, I don’t know what to say,” she said.

“I understand, and actually that’s all I thought that we might need to say. I wanted to introduce myself to you as Ryan, the new Ryan, and now I’ll give you some space. Maybe, if you want, you can text me and we’ll get together again,” I told her.

She nodded, surprise still evident on her face.

Not wanting to pressure her, I stood up and smiled at her.

“Goodbye, Amanda. Let me know if you think of anything,” I said as I turned to go.

I made it five steps before she stopped me.

“Wait! Ryan, wait a minute.”

I stopped and turned, shivering in excitement and worry. Was I being foolish? Who was I kidding? She would hate this. She would hate me.

“Don’t leave, I want to talk with you. It’s just a lot to process, you know?” Amanda said. She looked me up and down, waiting for me to reply.

“I know, and I just want to make sure you have the time and the space you need,” I answered.

Amanda looked down as she contemplated what I said. “We should go get some coffee,” she said as she looked up at me with a smile.

I smiled back, “I think that’s a good idea.”

We walked up the street to a small café. Amanda had quite a few questions for me, which I answered truthfully and completely.

After ordering coffee, we sat at a small table in the corner where we could talk without interruption. She continued questioning me, and her curiosity kept returning to my physical changes.

“No, nothing permanent. But definitely more feminine,” I said.

Amanda leaned closer, her piercing eyes focused and unblinking.

“You would be the recipient, then?” she asked with obvious interest dancing across her eyes.

“For a very special person, yes,” I said with a devious smirk. “Of course, that’s also up to my partner. There are definitely several options,” I finished with raised eyebrows.

Amanda licked her lips and I realized that her interest went beyond mere curiosity.

She leaned back in her chair and said, “That would be very interesting.”

A wave of disassociation washed over me, just like when I had first seen myself in the mirror. Amanda phrased her words carefully, concealing her desire for my body. She was hitting on me! And I held all the cards! My body tingled with excitement.

“I’ve never done any of this before,” I said.

“Me neither,” she answered with a sigh.

“It’s getting late,” I said.

Disappointment crossed her face with almost comical exaggeration.

“I’ll text you?” I said.

“We should go out this weekend,” she answered.

I almost clapped with excitement.

Almost.

“I think we can spare some time this weekend,” I said. “Maybe Saturday.”

Amanda nodded with obvious disappointment.

“I’ll walk you to your car,” she said.

Amanda looked me up and down again as I stood and pushed my chair in. We left the café and her eyes were all over my body.

When we reached my car, Amanda actually opened the driver’s side door for me.

I got in the car and rolled down my window. She leaned in, her arms on the door.

“I’ve never considered this kind of relationship before, but I am very interested,” she said.

I smiled at her, her face just inches from mine.

“Me too,” I said. I wanted to kiss her. I stopped myself.

“I’ll see you Saturday?” she said, hopefully.

I smiled at her with my lips slightly open, and said, “Saturday sounds fun.”

She leaned back from the door and watched me drive away.

I got home and paced around my apartment. My excitement at the evening, and how well it went, just would not go away. I kept picturing Amanda leaning in the door of my car. I should have kissed her. No, I would do this at my pace.

I wanted her to lust after me. I wanted to make her blood rush with desire until she could not contain herself any longer. I wanted Amanda to be overcome with need and throw me down and take me, every way that she could possibly imagine.

I went to bed but tossed and turned for hours, imagining her laying with me. Touching my body. My cock strained against its cage, desperate for release.

Soon.

The next day, Amanda texted me about Saturday. She had several ideas and several places that she wanted to take me. I told her that we could enjoy dinner at a restaurant of her choosing.

Meanwhile, I decided that I needed a new outfit for dinner. And that I would have to dress sexy and be ready for her to take my clothes off and ravage me.

I found a clothing store and walked around in a heated rush of anticipation. I found a semi-formal dress that would fit just right over my corset. Another set of fake nails that matched the dress and I had the perfect outfit for my upcoming date!

On my way out I noticed that they offered ear piercings. I found a nice set of earrings to match the dress and ten minutes later I had on the new jewelry, including a matching necklace.


Chapter 8

Amanda assumed the classic role of desirous boyfriend with an immediacy that was almost worrisome. She would pick me up at 8pm and take me to the restaurant.

But however easily she fit the role of boyfriend, I adopted the role of virginal girlfriend almost as easily. I wanted her, and I did not want to string her along. But my conservative approach fit our relationship dynamic immediately.

Amanda arrived just before 8pm, but I was dressed and ready to go when I answered the door. Her anticipation was more than obvious.

I wore a navy blue semi-formal dress that fit over my corset with perfect subtlety. It hung low across my chest, just enough to call attention to the silver and blue necklace that I wore. Having practiced over the last few days, my makeup flowed much more naturally, and the dark red lipstick and eye shadow contrasted the sparkle of my earrings and necklace. I wore sheer pantyhose and dress flats that matched a black belt across the middle of the dress.

Amanda didn’t see my blue laced tanga panties that hugged the curve of my ass, but if the evening went well, she would quite enjoy them.

“You look stunning,” she said with sincere admiration.

I blushed at my first compliment dressed as a woman.

“Thanks, Amanda,” I said. “You look sexy.”

She did, too. Amanda was wearing a black dress that rose into a high collar and ended just below her knees. The collar fit her nicely and give her a strict, disciplinarian look. A look that I liked. A lot.

At the restaurant, Amanda and I sat at a nice table and enjoyed the romantic atmosphere. One of the benefits of living in a college town is that no one particularly cared or paid special attention to us. I thought the waiter may have guessed that I have a cock, but I could not be sure. The downside is that I could not tell whether I appeared completely as a woman or not, since we received no extra attention.

Strangely, outside of that consideration, I did not think anything of going in public in women’s clothes. I pointed this out to Amanda, who suggested that it may be because it felt natural to me.

“Have you thought about this for a long time?” she asked.

“No, not at all. Honestly, I would not be out in public at all if it weren’t for you,” I said.

She nodded, then asked, “What about me makes you want to go out in public?”

I paused to think and realized how much I wanted to impress Amanda. I wanted her to respect me and want me.

“Your opinion is important to me,” I said, hedging my realization.

For her part, Amanda seemed to realize that I thought more about the situation than I had expressed, but she had the grace to not embarrass me further.

As Amanda and I adjusted to being around each other in our new roles, our conversation began flowing smoothly. Soon, it was like our first date all over again. We talked and laughed and shared details about ourselves much as we had in the previous month.

The evening progressed quickly and before I knew it, dinner was finished. I was actually slightly nervous when Amanda paid the bill. What was she expecting from me? I pushed the thought out of my head and instead considered the control I had over the situation. And how badly I wanted her. Okay, lack of control, then.

“Do you want to go get some coffee?” Amanda asked.

“How about at my place,” I replied with only the most base-level thought.

She smiled and agreed.

We got back to my apartment and I showed her in. Nothing had changed with my apartment, which led to an awkward situation where I began showing her around and then remembered she had seen my apartment already.

My frame of mind would sometimes shift between our easy rapport and my worry that I could not satisfy Amanda.

As I added coffee to the machine, Amanda approached and stood next to me. She watched me work, staring intently every time I nervously glanced at her.

She reached out and touched my elbow.

“You’re very sexy, that outfit looks very good on you,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said as I tried to maintain my composure. Her simple compliment had such a drastic effect on me. She did like me!

“You too, you know,” I said as I looked at her with open admiration. The way she moved, the way she carried herself, so confident and so purposeful. She knew what she wanted, and it was me.

I blushed.

Amanda stepped closer to me and moved my hair away from my face.

I turned to her and leaned forward and kissed her deeply.

Amanda held my face in her hands as she slid her tongue into my mouth. Her forceful passion made me tremble with desire as I put both of my hands on her arms. I felt the muscles in her arms flexing as she held my face and claimed my mouth with her tongue.

She pulled away and I looked up at her, desperate and needful and panting with lust.

“Will you take me?” I asked her.

She stepped forward and pressed her body against mine. Her arms wrapped around me and she pulled my hair back, forcing me to lift my face.

She kissed and then ran her teeth across my neck, a soft bite that drove her dominance into my mind. Like an animal surrendering to its fate, I yielded my neck to her sexual bite.

Amanda turned and led me by the hand to my bedroom. I followed her, quiet and submissive.

“I’m going to take you,” she said as we reached the bedroom. “And you’re going to give me your body completely. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am,” I said as I looked at her with unbridled need.

“You’re going to be a good girl?” she asked me.

I shivered again, passion and desire overcoming my senses as I sat on the bed facing her. I needed her, I needed her to take my body and make me hers.

“Yes, I’m your good girl and I’ll do anything for you to take me!” I said.

My hard-to-get game was long gone by this point. It ended when we got to my apartment, apparently.

Amanda stepped forward and put her body between my legs. Sitting on the bed, I looked up as she towered over me, holding my legs open.

She leaned down and pinned me beneath her, one arm on the bed and the other on my face. With my legs open and her hand brushing the side of my open-mouthed face, my desperate need for her control was evident.

Amanda kissed me, teasingly, brushing her lips against mine as I craned my neck after her, longing for her taste and her heat. She reached her arms down and lifted my legs. My dress slid down my legs and exposed my thighs, all the way to my skimpy, laced panties.

I lifted my head towards Amanda, reaching for her, still desperate for her kiss.

She moved her hands down my body until she felt the hard metal of my cock cage through my panties.

“How long have you been locked away like this?” she asked.

“Weeks,” I said breathlessly. “I have locked my cock away until I am able to prove myself.”

Her finger slid down the smooth skin and hooked under the tight elastic of my panties.

“How will you prove yourself?” she asked as her fingers pushed against my tight, virgin opening. She knew how and she wanted me to say it.

I wanted nothing more than to say it, to tell her and ask her and submit to her.

“My pussy,” I whispered.

Amanda growled, her jaw clenched in a furor of passion. She pushed my legs up and knelt down between them. She slid my dress the rest of the way down my legs, exposing my body to her will.

As she traced her fingers over the metal of my cock cage, she pushed my legs to the side until I spread completely open before her.

Amanda kissed my bare, smooth thighs at the top of my leggings, moving her mouth tantalizingly close to my throbbing cock. Blood rushed through my head as my body sought to respond to her attention. I fought the drive to free my cock, knowing that my pleasure lay in submission to her.

I whimpered in pleasure as I realized the joy of her controlling my release.

“Show it to me,” she said as she pushed my knees higher.

I looped my hands through my knees and lifted my legs, my body bare and open for her. Amanda pulled my panties to the side as she fingered my tight hole. My boy-pussy. I moaned as her finger slid into me, my virgin hole tight against her probing touch.

“Is this what you need? Is this what you’ve fantasized about?” she asked as she slid her finger into my hole, spreading me open with one hand and then the other.

“Yes,” I said, projecting my voice as I hoped for more from her. I needed her.

She heard the desperation in my voice and stood, looking down at me.

“You want me to stretch out your tight little hole?” she asked.

“Please, yes, please,” I said as I looked up at her worshipfully.

“You’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, please, Amanda, please let me be your dirty girl! The box beside the bed,” I told her.

She flashed a lascivious, hungry smile as she moved to the side of the bed and opened the box of sex toys I had acquired over the last few weeks.

I heard her rifling through the contents as I writhed on the bed, anticipating her choice of phallic toys and strap-on cocks.

“Take your panties off,” she said without looking up.

I slid out of my panties and lay back on the bed in my corset and thigh-highs.

Amanda climbed onto the bed and I watched, enthralled with her every move. She knelt over me, facing my caged cock, her dress bundled around my head.

She lowered her body and all I could see was a black thong that slid between her ass and barely covered her tight pussy.

As she sat back onto my face, I could smell the wetness of her pussy. For the first time in weeks I wished for freedom for my cock as it strained against the metal cage, the strong scent of her desire driving me wild with need.

“Spread my pussy open and show me how bad you need it,” she said.

I reached over her legs that pinned my head beneath her wet pussy and felt the soft skin of her sexy ass. My breath was filled with the smell of her pussy as it soaked into her skimpy thong.

Amanda used her powerful arms to lift and spread my legs as she leaned over my caged cock and reached towards my tight hole.

I felt her finger, wet and slippery, slide again into my hole as I took her into me, moaning as I sucked the wetness from her pussy.

Amanda slapped my thigh hard enough to elicit a yelp from my sucking mouth.

“Spread it and bury your fucking tongue,” she told me.

I pulled her ass open and moved her thong to the side with my hands and buried my tongue deep into her pussy. My nose pressed against the bottom of her pussy as she slid over my wet face, grinding into me.

With barely any time to recognize what was happening, I felt a hard cock press against my hole and then slide into me. I gasped and Amanda lowered her body onto my face, burying me in the heady wetness of her dripping pussy.

She slid the cock in and out of me, fucking me with it in a way I had only dreamt about. I licked her wet skin as the cock drove into me. Deep and filling, it dominated me mentally and physically. I sucked her pussy as she fucked me like that, sitting on my face, leaning forward over my caged cock and fucked hole.

“Good girl,” she said as she rammed the cock into me and I spread my legs, taking it, taking her, moaning like a grateful girl being pleasured like a whore.

She slid down my face and said, “Go on, show me what a dirty girl you are. Worship my asshole.”

I held her ass open as her hole, wet from my face that was buried in her pussy, rubbed across my nose and then over my mouth. I felt the tightness of her asshole with my tongue, smelled the heavy scent of her pleasure and her sweat and her sexy body as she fucked my virgin pussy.

“Bury it, bury your tongue in my hole,” she moaned as she sank her body onto me, my face tight in her spread ass and connected into her hole with the full length of my tongue.

Grinding on my face, she moved the cock faster and faster into my hole as I sucked the wetness from her body.

Amanda leaned back, leaving my hole impaled with the cock, burying me beneath her luscious ass.

I whimpered as her body smothered me, filling my face with her sex.

“Fuck!” I heard her yell as her legs squeezed against my face and her body shook with pleasure from my buried tongue.

I licked and sucked as I hoped only for her to be satisfied enough to allow me to breathe, to breathe her in and to lick her subserviently.

My body pulsed in time with my blood, pumping hard through me but not reaching my caged cock, only my throbbing and desperate pussy hole.

She leaned up and I gasped, breathing her gratefully.

Gasping, I licked at her wet skin and she moved off me and then looked down at my body, sweating and desperate for her.

“Good girl, you do know how to use your sexy little tongue, don’t you?” she asked.

“I do, I want to use it to lick you, and taste you, so good,” I answered as I stared into her eyes, showing her my complete submission.

“Can you cum from your tight little pussy?” she asked.

“I will, if you’ll let me,” I said.

She smiled at me and told me to stand at the foot of the bed. I did, and as I slid down the bed, I noticed her buckling a strap-on to her waist.

Amanda had me face away from the bed as she sat on it wearing a large purple cock on her waist.

She pulled my panties down and pulled me towards her as she sat on the foot of the bed. I felt her cock press against my hole and stars flashed across my vision in sheer, unadulterated excitement.

I felt that her hand was wrapped around the cock as she masturbated it, the glistening phallus unyielding and smooth as the tip pressed against my pussy.

Amanda put her other hand on my shoulder and slowly pulled me back towards her. I put my hands on her legs as the cock pushed into me, opening my tight pussy as she gripped me from behind.

“Come on sexy, sit your tight little ass on my cock,” she said.

I moaned as I lowered myself further onto the cock, my hole stretching to take her in.

“Good girl, you want me to stretch out your tight little pussy, don’t you?” she asked in a low whisper with her mouth against my ear.

“Fuck,” I said as I sat onto her lap, taking the cock all the way in as it stretched my hole and shaped my mind in a new, sexually submissive and fulfilling way.

“Good,” she said. “Good. Now, show me how your pussy takes it, show me what a tight, sexy little hole you have.”

I lifted myself and Amanda reached her hands around from behind me and grabbed the fake breasts of my corset. She lifted my chest and then pulled down, setting a pace for me to ride her cock.

I raised and lowered myself on her cock as she pushed and pulled, each stroke sending electric shivers up my spine and through my body.

She moved her wet, slippery finger up my chest and my neck and then towards my face. I looked down and took her finger, wet from my hole, into my mouth.

Amanda moaned, low, like a hungry predator, and pulled me faster onto her bulbous cock.

“That’s right, you use your mouth and your pussy, very good,” she said as she increased her speed.

Bouncing on her, faster, my hands on her legs, her cock driving into me with relentless pleasure, she slid her other hand inside of my corset and pinched my nipple.

I sucked her finger as she pulled and pushed and growled at me bouncing on her big cock that stretched my hole wide and full.

I felt the cum welling within, felt the growing orgasm as she fucked me like a good, sexy girl. The thought of it drove me to move on her, faster, taking her into me in quick, full moves as she watched my body stretch around her cock and swallow her deep inside.

Clear cum dripped from my bouncing, caged cock. I smelled her on my face and gasped in pleasure. She moved her finger across my face, rubbing the wetness from my pussy on top of the wetness from hers. Moaning and bouncing on her, waves of cum splashing from my cock, I screamed in unbound pleasure as I took her deep inside.

The angle of her cock as it filled me pounded an orgasm first into me and then out of me. Waves of pleasure shook my body as the desperate, submissive orgasm flowed out of me in a constant, rising wave of pleasure. I screamed and her hand clamped over my mouth, her scent and mine mixing as I breathed and writhed on her hard body.

“Yes, cum,” she hissed into my ear.

I squeezed her legs and gripped her hard cock, my pussy tight and filled and sending wave after crashing, flowing wave of cum and pleasure and submission through my body.

Panting, I leaned back against her and she folded her arms around me, cock still buried deep inside and cum still flowing from my caged cock.

She stroked my hair and then my face as I slowly returned to reality.

With some effort, I rose and stood, empty now, satiated and grateful.

Looking at Amanda, her sly smile, mussed hair, and wrinkled dress evidence of our passion, I threw myself forward and into her arms.

We embraced and I kissed her neck, romantic and erotic and happy.

Amanda and I lay on the bed, wrapped in each other's arms. I think we dozed off, but time felt very distorted regardless.

Finally, I spoke, only in an effort to keep myself from agonizing.

“You know, last time we did it, which was very different, things did not go very well,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“No, I don’t mean it like that. This felt very different, anyway. But I want more of it. More of you. More of us. I worry that if I let you go, you won’t be back,” I said.

“I handled that wrong. I was trying to make something out of what was probably nothing. This, though, is different. Our relationship was so close that I could feel it, and I wanted it to work. I didn’t think of this, but this is what it will take to make it work, I think,” she said.

I hugged her, tight.

“I think so, too,” I said. “I want to give you something,” I told her.

I leaned up and went to my dresser. She watched as I opened the drawer and then returned to the bed carrying a key.

“This is the key to my cage. I want you to have it. I know this is all new, and different. I’m not even sure what our roles are, honestly,” I said, smiling.

“We don’t need roles,” she answered. “It doesn’t matter who does what. We have found one way to share each other, and we’ll find more.”

I took her hand and put the key in it.

“Take it as a key to my body, a key to what we can do. You’re right, we have found one of the ways we can enjoy one another. I’m sure there are more, but let’s discover those together. I want it to be like this, together.”

“Ryan, are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes, Amanda, I am. Are you?”

“Yes, more sure than I’ve ever been,” she answered.

We held each other, reflecting on what we had and what we would have. The exploration of our bodies, of our sexuality, was just beginning. Together, Amanda and I would learn that it did not matter how our relationship began, or what our sexuality was at birth. It mattered what we wanted to discover and share with one another. It mattered how we would interact, the two of us together. For every discovery about my sexuality, we discovered something about hers. And we explored those discoveries with a relentless passion.


Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

If you did, consider joining my mailing list to receive a free short story:
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Feminized by the Professor is an erotica short about Austin, a shy student who spends too much time fantasizing about the Professor's Assistant, Jasmine. Jasmine and the Professor decide to allow Austin to take part in an experiment they're running. It doesn't take Austin long to submit to the experiment and embrace his role in pleasing the professor!
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