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Tim was applying to colleges while dreaming about his current financial means to pay for them. It is not that his extended family didn’t have money, it was just that he didn’t have any access to that money. The person that did was his stepsister, Megan. Megan lived in a mansion with her father. She went to a private school, drove a Bentley, and was drop dead gorgeous. She was so good looking she modeled on the side, as if she needed the money. She just liked all the attention she received from it. Yeah, Tim and his stepsister lived in different worlds.

Imagine Tim’s surprise when Megan came to him begging that he be her new best friend. The catch being that Megan had over promised to her current best friend Stacy that she met a new best friend who is a famous French movie star. Sure, it was a lie, but she bet ten thousand bucks on that lie and thus was determined to prove that lie. That’s where Tim comes in. All he must do is fake being Megan’s new best friend. It couldn’t be too hard to pull off unless the one added detail was that this new best friend was also a girl!

Tim just might loosen up his family relations, finance his college ambitions, and change his orientation on life. That’s a lot to get from being new best friends with your stepsister.


Chapter 1

My dad filed for divorce five years ago. I wasn’t totally shocked by the event as my parents never really got along. Being the child of a divorced kid wasn’t so bad, I guess, because at least all the fighting between them had stopped once and for all. The only hard part of the divorce for me was moving out of our old family house. It had been the only home I had ever known.  I left it, though, and went to live with my father in a small condo.

It was a little weird not to continue to live with my mother, but mom figured that since I was in my teenage years, I needed a man around the house to explain to me all about the birds and the bees. Not that dad ever bothered to mention birds, bees, or any animals at all to me. My father wasn’t what I’d consider oversexed. Maybe that’s why mom dumped him. I had my suspicions that mom had really moved me out along with dad to avoid the awkwardness of her new boyfriend Dave who had moved in with her before the ink on the divorce papers was dry. Not that I minded my mom finding another man. I mean, it was weird at first. But my parents were hardly the only divorced parents at school. It would have been weirder if I’d stayed at home with Dave. Yeah, you have to figure a kid at home makes it harder to form a new relationship. Thus, I didn’t blame mom for taking another stab at relationships while shipping me out to the bachelor condo with dad. Plus, given my dad’s appearance, none of us figured he’d be having many future relationships. At least I never figured it would happen.

Imagine my shock when one year later it was Dave that was history and mom was all alone in our old home and it was dad that had a new wife. Dad wasn’t a ladies’ man so I have no idea how he ever did it. All I know is that he went off to Las Vegas for a convention about vacuum cleaners and came back married to an ex-model. Her name was Cee. She was exactly what you’d expect a forty-year-old former underwear model to look like. What she saw in my fat bald father I don’t know, but their relationship gives me hope. I was eighteen now and not exactly cutting a dashing figure with the ladies. If dad could still bring home a bride, though, maybe there was hope for me to land a girlfriend.

“Time is up!” announced the teacher.

I dropped my pencil on the floor. It was a number two pencil. The preferred pencils for filling out ovals. I’d been daydreaming again instead of filling out forms. Thinking about old times didn’t get the college testing done. I’d finished five college applications already this week and I had five more to go. What I needed was good college test scores now, and daydreaming wouldn’t help with that.

It had to be those applications as to why I was thinking about the divorce instead of my tests. Dad didn’t have much money now. He still had alimony to pay for and Cee took big bucks to keep happy as well. Cee was from money and so she didn’t do anything the cheap way. Her family, though, didn’t often offer her up any. Probably they didn’t like her chosen profession. What that meant for me was that it left precious few bucks left over for my future education. All that added up to be my very real need to get into a school where I could pull a good scholarship or find some other new revenue source.

I bent over to fetch my pencil.  And proceeded to push my way through the rest of the testing. I knew I wasn’t killing it. Yeah, a fat scholarship wasn’t going to be in my future. My grades were good enough to get in, but not to light the world on fire. I wasn’t athletic enough to get a scholarship that way, I’d need to think of something else.

The only thing on my mind on the way home from testing was how to make cash. I needed a something else. Nothing sprang to the front of my brain. Community college was staring me right in the face. I couldn’t blow up the college boards to land a scholarship and I wasn’t bright enough to think of some other way to get cash, that meant filling out community college applications. I was hardly motivated to do that. Sure, two years of cheap schooling came from that, but then I’d still need three more years to finish my degree after transferring. No, that wasn’t motivating at all.

I shuffled my feet through my front door. Cee was there in a bathrobe to greet me.

“Need something to drink?” asked Cee.

Good ole Cee. I could see it on her face that she was worried about me. The fact she was one of the sources of my financial problems, I just couldn’t hold against her. If I were dad, I’d be porking her too. She was pleasant, kind, thoughtful, and stunning, the perfect mate. “I’m okay,” I replied.

“I’m sorry I can’t help you pay for school. As you know Megan’s father locked all the money up so tight that I can’t touch a penny of it. I can’t help but think if I weren’t around, you’d be better off.” Cee said that with a smile. Her smiles could melt ice.

“It will be okay,” I replied.

I wasn’t exactly sure about that statement, but I could see Cee had a guilt complex about the situation. She’d been fucked by her own family and then her ex-husband. Everyone in her life had money, but her. Her quick remarriage dried up her alimony and her husband had gotten way better lawyers than her anyway. The bulk of the settlement his slick lawyers had tied up with Cee’s only daughter Megan.

I haven’t talked about Megan yet. Mostly because she was hardly around. That fact bothered Cee to no end and made her mother me more. It was too bad too because It had sounded fun to suddenly have a sibling after a lifetime without one. She was only a month younger than me too. The two of us should be best friends by now instead of nearly total strangers to each other. Megan had everything her mom had appearance wise, but none of the personality. Not that it mattered since she was rarely around.

“I’ll get you some tea,” said Cee and then she was off.

I returned to my room to face my college applications. I held up the form to apply to Frederick University. Good ole FU. I have wanted to go there my whole life. It didn’t seem possible now, though, unless I learned to grow to be six five and play football. Being only five four and nearly one hundred and twenty when wet, the possibilities felt rather doubtful at this late date. They had financial aid, of course, but we weren’t poor enough. The curse of the middle class. I pushed the community college paperwork to the side. I grabbed a few more four-year schools. I was filling out their applications anyway. You never know. Maybe I’d win the lottery or something.

A knock came to my door. “Are you busy?” The voice sounded like Cee, but I knew it wasn’t her. She was off getting tea. That meant it was Megan. What was she doing here? She spent nearly all her time with her dad. He had her going to a private prep school up on the hill during the week. She only spent one weekend a month here and that was only when she couldn’t find an excuse to avoid it. I was pretty sure this wasn’t her weekend with her mom. That meant she was up to something. Something that apparently included me.

I turned around to face her. As I said before, she was stunning even when her clothing was casually put together. I’ll also admit that I have a thing for her too. You’d be crazy not to have a thing for her. The daughter of an underwear model, yeah, Megan had it and I wanted it. But wanting it was a silly thing to desire. She was beautiful but completely disinterested in me. She was dressed in a white cotton summer dress accented with white stockings and, for some reason, a string of pearls. Her blonde hair was down today. It made a golden halo around her head that made her look like an angel. Looks, they say, can be deceiving. My heart sank into my chest. It was always willing to be deceived by Megan. I’m not sure why, given she didn’t even bother to remember my name most of the time.

She had a coy smile. I knew she was going to ask me to do something, and I would have a hard time saying no to her. What can I say, I’m a sucker for a beautiful young woman. Plus, I was always trying to improve family relations.

“I’m not that busy at all. I’m just filling out college applications that will determine my whole future,” I replied to her.

She walked over to the desk. She asked, “What for?” That was a typical response from her. While I had plans to go to college, she was planning on becoming a full time professional model. They were more than plans. She’d been modeling since she was sixteen. She was probably worth more at eighteen than I would be my whole life. No wonder she hated slumming with us.

I explained, “Because I need a college education to make something of myself. We’re not all born rich and beautiful.”

She flashed her eyes. “Guilty on all counts. Too bad you weren’t born with tits and ass like mine. It might solve all our problems,” replied Megan.

That was an odd remark, even for Megan. Since she’d spent exactly zero time in my room unless she wanted something from me, I thought I’d cut to the chase. She had a problem to solve, maybe I could help. After all there was only so much of Megan telling me how rich, beautiful, and better than me she was that I could take so cutting to the chase seemed appropriate.

“Why are you here?”

“I need a new best friend and I was hoping you could help me with that problem.”

“We’re step siblings, so naturally we’re friends,” I replied.

“What’s my favorite color?”

“I don’t know,” I confessed.

“What’s my favorite Pokémon?”

“I don’t know that either.”

“See, we’re hardly friends. Yet, I think you have what it takes to find my new best friend for me.”

“Ah, okay, but what is the catch?”

“There is no catch. I just need you to find me a new best friend.” She gave me a hug. I dropped my pencil again.


Chapter 2

The term best friends rattled through my mind. When our parents married, naturally, I thought Megan and I would become close. You and your stepsister move in together and you start to be a new blended family, that’s how it normally works. However, that never really happened for us because of Megan’s money. What can I say, being born rich had made her into a bitch. But it also made her a touch intimidating too. We were from different worlds. She was rich, I was middle class at best. She was in with the in crowd. I was on my way out with anyone in that crowd. Thus, Megan asking me about becoming best friends after zero previous effort on her part to make it happen seemed simply unbelievable. Still, it was nice that it was finally happening. After all, as I’ve said, I so want her . . . Ah, I wanted to spend more time with her. Better late than never. If Megan and I became close, it would make Cee feel less guilty about our financial situation as well. Here seemed like a break to make good with my stepsister and improve family ties. I was determined to try.

“I don’t know what to say, but thanks for the offer,” I replied.

“Don’t thank me yet, Tom, because I haven’t told you everything being my best friend entails,” she replied.

We were brother and sister and yet she still called me Tom instead of Tim. I rolled my eyes and went with the flow. “I guess you better start explaining what you need from your new best friend relationship.”

She circled over to my bed. She inspected it like it might be filled with cooties or worse. Then she reluctantly sat on it. She didn’t cross her legs. Her panties were crisp and white. I tried not to stare at them. She was my stepsister after all. But it was hard not too. She sighed. “I feel so humiliated right now. To have to come to you, of all people, for help, it sucks, but I’m at the end of my rope.”

“This conversation is not starting off well,” I replied.

“Tom, shut up and listen. You’re smart in the brains department and I need brain smarts right about now. I got myself in a jam. It is a ten-thousand-dollar jam.”

I knew Megan had money issues from time to time. Cee lamented to dad that Megan couldn’t control her wild use of money. A lot of her money was thus locked up in a trust that she wouldn’t get until she was twenty-two. It was weird to be rich and yet poor at the same time. The problems of the wealthy, I guess. I replied, “I can help you get your finances back in shape, I’m sure.”

“I don’t have finance issues so hush! I haven’t lost any money yet. I won’t, I hope, if you can pull this off. What I need is a best friend and I need one fast!”

“Well, I’ll think of my friends that might be suitable for the part.”

“I’m sure none of them are.”

“Then why are you coming to me again?” I asked.

“Because I’ve decided that you, Tom, are perfect for finding me that new best friend.”

Okay, that was confusing me. Megan’s logic was at times not exactly easy to follow. I was sure eventually she’d tell me what it was she thought I could do for her. “I’m flattered. Naturally as your stepbrother …”

“Shut up and listen, Tom!” Megan ordered. You couldn’t argue with that, so I didn’t try. Instead, I put my head in my hands and perked up my ears. This was taking me away from my college applications and my financial worries, and in truth, I needed the distraction. She explained, “My current real best friend, Stacy, has a new friendship with a guy called Matt Burke.  He’s a famous actor. She met him on vacation in Spain. He probably, you know, with her while there.”

You know?”

“It rhymes with trucked her.”

“Ah!”

“Exactly. Anyway, she talks about him all the time now. It was driving me crazy. You understand, I was getting jealous, so I sort of made up a new best friend for myself too. The thing is she didn’t believe me. She bet me ten thousand dollars that my new best friend wasn’t real. Can you believe that?”

“I take it, you took this bet while knowing the best friend wasn’t real,” I said.

“You bet your ass I did.”

“Okay, how exactly do I come into this?”

“Find me a new best friend to show her that my new best friend is real!”

I leaned back in my chair. This was a tough problem even by Megan standards. To date, the hardest problem I’d ever tried to help Megan with was getting her to pass a math test due to a request from Cee. Megan had failed that math test even after my help and as a result our relationship hadn’t exactly flowered from the experience. Here, though, was a second chance. The thing is, teaching math was easy, creating a famous new best friend from nothing was hard, very hard, and I had already failed at trying to teach Megan math!

“What’s this new best friend supposed to be like?” I asked.

“She’s rich, funny, brilliant, beautiful, glamorous, French, a fashion model, and an actress, plus she sings.”

“Ah, so you went for a subtle set of qualities, I see.”

“Know anyone that I can pass off as her? Not one of your friends, of course. But someone cool, famous, and totally available for this task?” Megan asked.

“Of course, I don’t! That’s too hard a request for anyone to deliver on.”

“Thanks, for nothing loser,” said Megan. She got up to leave in a huff. Sometimes my mouth barks before my brain thinks. What did I know of Stacy? She was friends with Megan, so chances are she was vain, rich, and possibly shallow. The thing is this fake friend of Megan’s only needed to seem to be all those cool things from Stacy’s point of view. That made the task a lot easier. If this friend was only in French movies, then she’d not need to look like any actor or actress Stacy would know. Stacy probably didn’t even know how to speak French either. And appearing rich was easy to fake if you had Megan’s kind of bank account. Funny and brilliant were also easy to fake. That just left the category of beautiful to tackle. There he was stuck. All the prettiest girls in Megan’s prep school would be known to Stacy. Any pretty girls at my school would never talk to me so it would be impossible to ask them for help. It was a problem. I needed to solve it fast. I sensed the answer was close at hand.

“Wait a minute,” I shouted after her.

She stopped and turned. “What?”

“Let me think for a second. All we need is someone that Stacy doesn’t know. We dress them up nice and they pretend to be your best friend.”

“Obviously, but who? I thought you were smart but you’re telling me what I already know!”

“It would have to be someone smart enough to pull it off, good enough looking in a dress, and willing to help you. Man, a problem like this would be best to keep in the family. Someone just like me would be perfect, but only if I were a pretty girl which I’m not.”

The way Megan was eyeing me after I said that last bit felt good. I could see now she wanted my help. She needed me. We really should be closer. It would make things so much easier on Cee. I had to come up with the goods. Helping Megan out would bring us all together as a family. It almost felt like I was on a quest now. The only problem was, I was still blanking on a name to fill in the who. I didn't have any close female cousins or nieces. Yet something I just said excited Megan. I knew I was on the right track. She must have someone in mind.

She twirled her hair and moved really close to me. She asked, “What did you mean by that last remark?”

“I meant, if you had a stepsister or a female cousin, you know, someone loyal and someone Stacy never met then this would be an easy thing to accomplish. You don’t and I don’t, though. Pity.” She pawed my hair on my head. Her eyes were growing big. I was getting uncomfortable. Suddenly I realized what I had been saying. “Naturally, you can’t expect me…”

It was too late. Megan said, “You want to be my best friend. I can see it now. You’re such a sissy that it could work. We dress you up as a girl and you pretend to be French. It’s brilliant!”

“I’m hardly a sissy,” I protested.

She rushed up and hugged me. “Oh, Tom, you are such a sissy. You will be a perfect little bitch for me and win me my bet.”

She wanted me to be her new best friend! If only Cee was here she’d jump for joy at the news. Well, if she wanted me as her new best friend in a normal way. This, though, sounded slightly perverted. I wanted to say no, but her perfectly round breasts pressed into me as she hugged me. I looked down. I could see her model breasts half peeking out of her shirt. Under the current circumstances, it would be hard to say no to them … Ah, her. I would be helping my stepsister. In no way did I want to do this for any other reason. It was only to help her. Dressing up as a girl wasn’t for me, right? I was only doing it for her. I felt confident in that logic. I would never like doing this for any other reason.

“I… I… Guess we could try to dress me up as a girl and see if I make a passable new best friend.” There my mouth said it. I was committed to the cause now. For better or worse, I was about to spend a whole lot of time with my stepsister.

“Come on, sissy, let’s get started!”

“Don’t say that word,” I demanded.

“Sure, I’ll call you my girl instead. Girl, let’s get going.”

"Where are we going?"

“My dad’s mansion. Girl, we need to dress you up like a rich bitch and my good wardrobe is all there.” She grabbed me by the hand. We darted out of my room and down the stairs. As we left, we passed Cee carrying teacups.

“Megan, why are you here?” cried out Cee in shock.

“Don’t worry Mom, I’m not staying. I’m taking my girl, Tom, here with me.” shouted Megan as we passed Cee on the stairs.

“Oh, it’s nice to see you two finally together,” said Cee.

We went out the front door, headed for Megan’s Bentley she got for her sweet sixteen. It was cherry red. Well, I am stuck in this mess of an idea now. There seemed no way out of it for me. Luckily, I was pretty sure I’d look totally unpassable as a girl and the whole thing would blow over. Totally sure, yeah, totally sure. 


Chapter 3

I’d been at her father’s house exactly zero times before. His mansion was an ultra-modern all glass front affair. From the driveway you could see the ocean. I stood there marveling at it. Megan as usual took the view for granted. “Come on, we need to see how good you look like as a girl!” she said, then she tugged at my hand.

The one thing you can say in Megan’s favor is that she has determination. Once you plant a seed in her head, then there is no stopping her. I just wish this seed wasn’t planted. It was not going to work. There was no way her friends would think I was a girl. I had zero feminine traits.

She opened the front door and led me to her room. We passed her father in the living room. He was banging his balls on the pool table. She casually let out, “Hi pops, this is Tom, my stepbrother.”

Her dad didn’t exactly warm up to me. He grunted, “I told you before that I don’t like you bringing over your mother’s new trash relatives.”

“Dad, I must make efforts to have good family relations, he is my stepbrother after all.”

She batted her eyes at her old man. Her father melted. A daddy’s little girl can get away with murder and this wasn’t even close to a crime. At least, in most countries these days, I think.

“Okay, I suppose I have been a little hard on your mom and her new family.” He put out a hand. “Good to meet you, Tom.”

I didn’t want to ruin the moment by pointing out my name was Tim. That Megan hadn’t bothered to learn it was a hurdle we still had to overcome, but not today. Things had to be looking up. Here I was in Megan’s mansion finally meeting her father. I felt pride knowing that I was the one bringing my family together. Megan’s idea was a nutty one, but some good might still come out of it. I took his hand. He shook it hard. When he let go, I flexed my hand to help relieve the pain.

He grunted, “The boy has got a weak sissy handshake.”

“I know, isn’t he just perfect in every way!” exclaimed Megan.

Her dad shrugged. “If you say so.” Then he went back to his pool game.

She tugged my arm. “Come on, girl, my room is upstairs.”

She took me up a grand sweeping staircase. We went down a hallway and into what was not adequately described as just a room. Her bedroom was bigger than my dad’s condo or at least it felt that way. It was really its own sweet. There was a bedroom, a private bath, a dressing room, and an entertainment center. I knew her dad was rich, but even I didn’t know he was this well off. Suddenly I blamed Megan less and less for neglecting her mom’s new family. I’d only stay at my dump of a condo as little as legally possible too if this was waiting for me back home.

“Okay, let’s get started,” suggested Megan.

“I’m not sure where we should begin to do this,” I replied honestly.

“I do. To the bathroom!”

“Why?” I asked.

“Girl, just march to my orders!”

She guided me into her private bath. It was spotless. I had to blink because the tile glowed so brightly. She pulled out a wooden dressing rack. She said, “Okay, strip and put your clothes on this rack.” I stood there not taking my clothes off for obvious reasons. “Come on, girl, off with your cheap boy clothes.”

“Shouldn’t you leave first.”

“Why?”

“I . . . We . . .Are related now. We shouldn’t see each other naked.”

“We’re not really related, and I have to inspect my girl’s goods.” She started tugging at my shirt. I relented. I let her remove my shirt, then pants, shoes, and socks. “There we’re almost done.” She pointed at my jockeys. I swallowed hard.

“I think we’re good,” I suggested.

“No girl would be caught dead in underwear like that.”

“But no one is going to see it, right?”

Girl latched onto my underpants. Then she pulled them down. I let her do it.  She stood up and then took it all in. She circled me twice. She said, “We got a lot to work with. Yes, a lot to work with. Luckily, Tom, I do my own makeup at my photoshoots. I’m a real artist with face paint.” As she said that she pulled out a razor. “Your legs and arms look smooth already. We just need a little work elsewhere.” She pointed down to my frick and frack.

“What are you planning . . .” I didn't get to finish that thought before she sprayed me in the chest with shaving gel. Then she spread that gel lower.

Megan instructed, “Hold still, I don’t want you to lose anything vital. Although, if you did it wouldn’t affect your new girl status one bit.”

“Very funny,” I grumbled.

She put the razor near my privates. I found it better to shut up and not move. I hoped she had a steady hand. She shaved my nads bare. It was totally embarrassing. She slid her hands over my smooth pelvic region. I was trying hard to suppress any sexual feelings. The last thing I wanted was to pop a boner thanks to her gentle touch. It was tough going. It wasn’t every day a girl as hot as Megan had you strip down and give your nads a solid going over. And yet, the reason for it all was a real mood killer. The thing was, after she rubbed the baby oil in, I liked the feeling. I knew in an instant that I would never want hair all over me again. And to think, I always thought hair made you feel like man. Nah, smooth was the way.

“You’ve come a long way baby, now let’s do your face,” Megan said, after she was finished smoothing me out.

“I shaved my face this morning.”

“I meant that it is time for your makeup.”

She led me over to her makeup table. She sat me down in the chair. She had so much gear it didn’t seem real. I wish my entertainment center at home cost what this make up set up must have cost. She clapped her hands and the ring of lights around the mirror shone.

“It’s a touch hot and bright,” I complained.

“Don’t sweat because it will ruin the effect I’m creating,” replied Megan.

“I’m not sure I can control that.” She wasn’t listening. She was going at me with brushes, cotton balls, elixirs, creams, glues, and pencils. I felt like I was in an alchemy shop. She netted my hair and pulled it down. Then she took out a variety of wigs.

“Don’t make me blonde, please.”

“Why?”

“Guys don’t respect a blonde,” I replied.

“Bitch, I don’t want you to be respected, I want you to be desired. My new best friend is a friend to be envied.” She fitted the blonde wig to my head. The lights were already making it feel too warm in here. The wig made it feel like I had a fur coat on my head.

She started talking more to herself than me. “I think you’d have darker sweeping eyebrows. Yes, and darkened eyeliner with pink on the eyelids. I wish you had blue eyes, but there’s things I can’t do today. Maybe, I can order some contact lenses. Long lush lashes, blackened to perfection, though, will take pressure off your eye color. Now I need to change the lighting on your cheeks to bring the bones up a bit. And your lips, not full enough. You need thick, full red ruby lips that appear wet from all angles.”

I was watching her work on me in the mirror. I had to admit it was working. I was looking rather feminine. I was getting a touch uncomfortable. A guy doesn’t want to think a little makeup job will turn them into a luscious creature. In my case, it was true, though. I couldn’t deny it. I kind of looked really hot as a chick.

“Hold still. I’m almost done.” After she said that, I felt a prick to my right ear lobes.

“Ouch!”

“Shut up and hold still. I have to get the piercings symmetrical on both sides. If your ears are pierced on one side everyone will think you’re gay or something,” she said.

“You are piercing my ears! You didn’t say . . .”

“Bitch, hush! You’re a sophisticated French actress, model, singer etc.…  You can’t wear clip-ons.” She hung diamond studs on my ears. “There, all done. Stand up and move to the next station.”

I frowned at my reflection. To think, I’d been admiring myself in the mirror just a minute ago. Now I loathed myself. My ears were scarred for life. I should put an end to this right now. Only, it was sort of too late, my ears were already bleeding. “My ears hurt,” I grumbled.

“The job of being a glamorous girl is part pain. We it-girls just deal with the pain because of the rewards that follow. Now I need to find you some clothes to match the new you. I need something my new best friend would wear. We need something foreign, exotic, yet casual in appearance.” I picked up some cotton balls and dabbed my ears. I was trying to remember what I got out of doing this. I was helping Cee reestablish relations with her daughter, right? Megan came out of her walk-in closet with a bundle of panties. She dropped them at my feet. I rolled my eyes. This task was feeling like another math exam tutoring failure. After I failed to impress her friends, Megan would be pissed at me and hardly be likely to visit the condo more often than she did before. Meanwhile, I’d be stuck with scared ears. 

Megan got down on her knees. I could look right down her shirt again. Things weren’t all bad. She held one pair of panties up to my junk. She frowned. “Wrong, these are all wrong.”

“Probably because I got a dick.”

She wasn’t listening to me. She snapped her fingers. She stood up, lifted her skirt, and shimmied her lavender thong panties down. For a moment I could see her bald mound. Jeepers, Megan wasn’t shy, that’s for sure. Oh man, what I wouldn’t give for a crack at that mound of joy. I’d do anything for a beauty like Megan, Why I would . . . It occurred to me I couldn’t think of anything worse than what I was currently doing and what I was currently doing wouldn’t be landing me even one second inside Megan’s pink treats.

She went to her knees. She presented her panties against my junk. “Step into them,” she ordered. I did and then she guided them up. “Perfection. Megan, you are so smart about fashion.” She said that and returned to her closet. I could feel her warmth still lingering on those panties. I tried to cross my legs and tried to think about baseball.

She returned with a bra in hand. She paused. “Crap!”

“What is it now?” I asked.

She pointed to my crotch. I looked down and saw the problem. Thinking about baseball hadn’t worked. I was rock hard. “No worries, we’re just going to have to tuck them,” she said.

“Tuck who?” I asked.

“Bitch hush!” she ordered. She opened a drawer and took out gauze and tape. She then came over to me. I tried to back away. She grabbed my arm. She had a firm grip. Down went my panties. Then she had me by the balls literally so there was not much chance of escaping my fate to come. I closed my eyes. She applied gentle pressure to my nads. “Up, up and away,” she said. I winced just a tad. Then she wrapped my cock in the gauze. I heard her unleash a roll of tape. Then she pulled my dick between my legs and taped them in place. I had a feeling this was going to hurt when I needed to release them all. She pulled my panties up. “Ah, much better now.”

“Where did you learn how to do that?” I asked as my voice cracked.

“Oh, from modeling. It is one of the tricks of the trade. It’s all tape and glue in my business.” She said that while putting on my bra. The bra squeezed my man boobs together creating a hint of cleavage. Nothing radical, but the foam inserts she added next did enhance them beyond mosquito bites.

She went back into her closet. I had a chance to reflect on what was happening. I was being put through hell. I played with my earrings in the mirror. I tried tossing my hair around. I was looking rather attractive. It wasn’t so bad. It was sort of like Halloween. It might be fun to play a prank on her friends. “Hello, I am …” The name! She hadn’t told me my new name. It was so Megan like to forget to tell me my new name.

Megan returned with a bundle of clothes. I said to her, “What’s my name?”

“Tom, you idiot,” she replied.

The fact she was wrong about that answer was less frustrating than my need to know my real fake name. “No, I want to know your fake best friend’s name. Who am I?”

“Oh shit, I forgot to tell you. Tom you’re now, Monique La Putain. Good name, huh?”

I stared in the mirror. I didn’t feel like a Monique. Monique’s sounded exotic, dangerous. I felt more like a plain Jane. I was getting cold feet. The fun of the moment passed. The fear that her friend Stacy would see me not as a famous French actress, but as a plain crossdressing American idiot hit me.

“I don’t feel Monique enough,” I confessed.

“You will.”

Megan took out a shirt. It was a plain white cotton stretch T-shirt. She put it on over my head. She tugged it into place. It hugged me tighter than a momma bear hugged her cubs. It was so soft. It must be four thousand stitch fabric. Megan said, “My dad bought that for me in Milan. Isn’t it just like wearing silk?”

I’d never worn silk before, so I just nodded. Next came the leggings. They were rainbow stripped. They were so tight it felt like they were glued on. Needless to say they rode up my ass and crushed my tuck into place. “They’re a little tight,” I said with a wince.

“Yeah, I can see every bit of your ass. Isn’t it fantastic?”

“I suppose if you’re into that type of thing.”

“Trust me, Monique, guys will try to get into that thing because that thing is popping.”

I rubbed my bottom wondering if I was to be flattered or nervous about her remark.

She said, “I think a thin belt, silver necklace with opal stone, and sneakers will go great with this. I’d put you in heels, but I don’t want you breaking an ankle in front of Stacy on your first day. Thus, we will ease into footwear and save heels for another time.”

“Another time?”

She ignored my worries and left again to finish finding my gear. Okay, she was correct. Dressed sort of oddly in these flashy pants and plain but expensive T-shirt, I did give off an air of exotic eroticism.

“Megan is Tom staying for dinner!” called out her dad. That was followed by, “Hello, who are you!”

My heart jumped. I turned to see Megan’s father standing in the doorway. He was eyeing me like a beggar eyed the last turkey in the shop the day before Thanksgiving. He moved up on me. He held out his masculine hand. He took mine up. “You have such delicate hands, like a lady should have.”

Okay, this was in no way comfortable. The obvious bulge in his pants in no way made the situation less awkward. “I’m Monique.” It sort of squeaked out, but it got out there. Shit, he heard my voice. He will put two and two together. He’ll think I’m a fag or something.

“That’s such a lovely name. Megan never told me about you before.”

"Because I’m new, her new best friend to be exact. I’m French and stuff.”

“Did Megan ever tell you that French is my favorite way to kiss?" He slapped me on the ass. His hand lingered there to get a good feel. His lips paused while talking. Did that corny line mean he expected me to kiss him? There was no way I was doing that. No way. “Will you and your firm bottom be staying for dinner?”

“I suppose I could.”

“Alors je t'attendrai à table,” he said to me. I stared at him a second. Then I just nodded hoping whatever he just said could be nodded away. “Excellent!” he exclaimed. Then he slapped one more time on my ass and left but not without checking me out one last time as he walked out the door.

Wow did that just happen. I just attracted a dude. Not just any dude, but an older man. He was a man that was used to banging models. My confidence was restored. I was so going to shock this Stacy person’s world. Monique was for real!

Megan came in and finished accenting my look. She said, “You look almost too good.”

“I know, I think your dad just made a pass at me while you were gone.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“How funny.” She pulled my wig off.

“Hey!”

“What? The dry run is over. We both know this will work now. We’re done playing dress up for today. I’ll pick you up early tomorrow and will transform you again before school.”

I snatched my wig back. I put it on my head. “I need that for dinner. I’m pretty sure your dad invited me to stay.”

“Oh,” she shrugged and refitted me. Yup, Tim your first time eating with your stepsister’s side of the family. This whole plan was going to work. You were going to bring the family closer together. I was also going to eat a world class meal inside a mansion with my pantingly hot stepsister which didn’t hurt either. This was great so long her father didn’t try to . . . Well, that was never going to happen.


Chapter 4

Megan’s Bentley pulled into the high school parking lot. The prep school crowd looked nothing like the kids at my high school. Everyone was dressed the same. That meant a white button-down shirt with blue skinny-tie and blue and white plaid skirt for the ladies. It looked like a sea of clones streaming in the front door of the school.

“Megan, why am I dressed like this if your school has an official school uniform?” I asked.

“You’re too cool to go to school here, remember,” she replied.

“But I’m going to stand out a mile away dressed like this!”

“That’s the whole point.” She said that and then shoved a small purse onto my lap. “You’re French hot stuff and too important to be in a uniform like everyone else. Inside the purse are your sunglasses. You’re a star and I need my friends to know it. Stars can’t risk being recognized in public, so wear sunglasses.”

She had me there. Making me seem incredible was the whole point of today. I’d skipped out on my own school day to do this for Megan. I didn’t have many worries about doing that. One could miss a whole week of classes and not miss anything at my school. The pace of learning was set for the slowest kid in class. I had the grades to get into a university, but not the money. I bet not one student clone here had that problem. Still, if Cee found out I was ditching school, she’d be worried. I’d kept it on the down low, though. It was only one day. One day that was dedicated to building unbreakable family bonds so she’d be pleased in the end. Once I nailed this act for Megan, she’d maybe spend more time with us out of gratitude.

Megan opened her car door. She turned to me and said, “Okay, a group of my best bitches in this school meet out back behind the dumpster before classes begin each day. You come along in about five minutes after I’ve warmed them up.”

“Why do you meet behind a dumpster?”

“Because we can.”

That made about as much sense as me being dressed up as a woman, so I left it there. I pulled down the sunshade. I looked into the mirror on the back of it. I needed to get myself into the correct mind frame. I was to be French. I didn’t speak a word of French so there was a slight worry there. I was to be an actress. I once played a snowflake in a grade school winter play, so I was probably a little short on acting skills. I was to be a model. Well, there I was in better shape. I did look rather attractive. I was sort of looking exotic which would help smooth over all the rough bits. You’re going to do this, and then . . . And then what? Megan being Megan might just go back to blowing off her mother. It was a real possibility I was doing this for nothing. I shook my head. No, it would not be for nothing. After all, I sort of liked dressing up as a girl. I stopped on that thought. I had not just thought that. It was . . . Sort of true. But, not really true. It was just being in the moment. After this was over, I was sure I’d never think about being a girl again.

I opened the purse. I took out the sunglasses. I put them on. It felt like five minutes were up. Indeed, it had been ten minutes to be exact. I’d been lost in thoughts about myself. It was more than thinking about the trick on Megan’s friends or helping Cee. The truth was I was also worried about myself. I sort of liked being Monique. If I were a famous model actress, then I’d have no money worries. I liked her more than I should. I was creeping myself out. The whole idea was silly. Monique wasn’t real. Given the cost it took to be her, I shouldn’t worry, because without Megan, she’d never come back after today. “Monique, you are like every other woman in the world, I simply can’t afford you!” I laughed at my reflection.

I left the car and headed for the dumpster. I took my first step and I nearly fell on my face. I wasn’t even wearing high heels. Megan had changed my get up to include thick soled sneakers. They were platformed to be exact. She said all actors and actresses wanted to appear taller so it would be natural for Monique to wear them. I didn’t want to explain to her that they sucked to walk in that first time.

I took baby steps and headed toward the dumpster. I heard a whistle. I turned around to see a beefy looking fellow in his high school uniform leering at me. It was yet further confirmation that Monique was the shits. I blew him a kiss and turned my back on him which might be my best feature.

I walked behind the dumpster and straight into a chick pack. There were three of them. Each more pantingly hot than the next. There was a girl next door type flaming redhead, stacked with her shirt buttoned down to show it. There was a brunette that could be a swimsuit model. And there was Megan who was a swimsuit model. None of these women would give me the time of day dressed as Tim. As Monique, though, they all gave me their full attention.

They were all dressed in their uniforms and passing around a joint. I took a deep breath and announced my arrival, “Megan, de besta bitch, I have ze arrived.” Yeah, my French accent sucked donkey balls, but I went for it and that’s what counted, right?”

A stacked brunette looked at Megan, dropped the pot to the ground, and asked Megan, “Who is the slut in expensive glasses?”

Megan frowned at me. She whispered to me, “I haven’t brought your name up yet. I did say five minutes.”

“It’s been ten,” I whispered back.

“Bitch, you have a lot to learn about girl time!” Megan didn’t hide her anger. She said to the pack. “Ladied, you have to excuse, Monique here, she’s French. She doesn’t understand our American time. Monique, these are my best bitches; Jane and Stacy.”

The brunette replied, “So, this is your Monique?” The brunette came right to me until we were face to face. I had that gut feeling I was dealing with Stacy. She pulled on my shirt. In part to intimidate me and perhaps to check if the fabric was real. She smirked, “Last year’s Milan, I knew Megan would find some idiot to pass off as her famous friend. Nice try Megan but I’m not buying it! There are ten thousand dollars on the line.”

I slapped Stacy’s hand. She let go of my shirt fast. I lifted my sunglasses and gave her my best bitch stare. As a guy, I’d been given that look by a lot of women. Stacy backed off. I said, “What is dis buy it? I am not, how as you say, a bought de woman! As for my shirt. Everyone in de Paris, they de knows, that only Russian escorts fresh off the boat wear this year’s Milan. The true lady, she is not caught dead in it, yes?”

The rest of the girls laughed. Stacy frowned. I felt good about coming up with that on the spot. Megan now stepped in. She said, “Naturally when my new best friend, Monique, heard I was being disbelieved about our incredible friendship she dropped her film shoot and rushed here to America to show you all she was real.”

Stacy didn’t look like she was still buying it. She said, “Really, what was she filming?”

Megan replied, “A movie.”

“The name?” insisted Stacy. Megan looked toward me.

Okay, I was fast on my feet once now I needed a second good idea filled with instant inspiration. I replied, “It dis a little French independent film. It’s called… Ah… Ze Pants.” It sort of popped in my mind. Probably because these stretch pants were nearly glued up my ass so they were a constant reminder of pants.

“The Pants?” repeated Stacy in disbelief.

“Is it like the Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants?” chimed in a redhead Jane.

I turned to the redhead. I nodded. “It is like dis movie, yes. Only de pants, it is, how one says, it is de possessed by a demon of de dead girl that was de murdered while wearing dem. It is an intellectual art film in many ways and not a mere movie.”

“Full frontal nudity and everything,” added Megan.

“Really!” said Jane.

I reluctantly agreed. “But of course.”

“Wow, it sounds good!” replied redhead.

I was feeling good. I was nailing it. I was winning them over. It was only Stacy now that didn’t believe me. Just as I was getting the upper hand, Megan added fuel to the fire.

“See, Jane, Stacy owes me ten thousand bucks!” boasted Megan.

“Not so fast.” Stacy pointed a finger at me. “Say something in French!”

French, my Achilles heel. I hid my fear though. I needed to project strength. I shrugged. I said, “Dis that the all. It is de nothing.”

“Then do it!” insisted Stacy.

I was fast on my feet again. I replied, “Tengo un lapiz, mi lapiz es amarillo.”

“Shit, that’s either witchcraft or French. You’re not the only one with a famous friend, Stacy. This girl is real. Looks like you lost the bet, Stacy!” said Jane.

Stacy looked down at the ground in defeat. I exhaled a little. My four years of taking high school Spanish had finally paid off. Luckily, one romance language sounded enough like another to the untrained ear.

“I’ll be expecting prompt payment. Come, Monique, let’s talk about Paris fashion. I don’t feel like school today.” Megan kicked up her heels and left. I followed her. After we got out of ear shot she started to giggle. “I can't believe how well that worked. And to think, I thought you were useless, Tom.”

“Thanks, you know your mom would…”

“No, I really thought, shit a stepbrother that is a poor, unattractive, and gay, why he’s totally going to be a bore.”

“I’m not gay,” I said.

She was ignoring me. “He can’t even help me land dates. But I was so wrong. Here it is, Cee, married into actual entertainment. Maybe I was wrong about this whole situation.”

Wow, I hadn’t expected my little task to pay off so fast. Wait, gay? Why’d she say that? I was not gay. “Megan, I repeat, I am not gay.”

We reached the car. She hit the automatic door lock. She replied, “Of course you are.”

“No, not one bit.”

“Maybe you’re what they call bi.”

I wanted to explain to her just how attracted I was to her and her friends. I mean, I was just with three incredible women and I in no way thought hey, I’d like to do a guy right now. The only reason I wasn’t sporting major wood right now was because my junk was jammed in places I didn't know existed until yesterday. I opened my mouth to speak, but was interrupted.

Stacy called out to Megan, “Megan can I have a word with you, alone.”

This stress of the word alone had my interest up. They would only be talking about me because of that added word.

“Monique can be trusted with anything,” replied Megan.

Stacy lowered her voice. She said, “I don’t have the money to give you right away.”

I relaxed. Really, being a girl had suddenly made me rather self-centered. Here it was there was a perfectly good reason to have spoken along that had nothing to do with me.

“What?” replied Megan in disgust.

“Don’t worry, my dad, as you know, has connections. I was going to do a photoshoot with Pierre Le Sack on Saturday. I could let you do it instead.”

Megan got excited fast. “Are you serious?”

“Totally for sure,” replied Stacy.

“Fuck yeah,” replied Megan.

“It’s a two for one shoot, so bring Monique and double the money,” added Stacy.

I quickly replied, “Oh, I couldn’t! I, as you Americans say, film ze movie on Saturday.”

“Too bad, as I’m way too emotional about losing the bet to do it,” said Stacy. “Being a famous model, like you are, I thought for sure you’d jump at the chance to shoot with someone as world renowned and famous as he is.”

I understood the heart of Stacy’s offer at long last. This wasn’t her paying off a debt. No, this was a set up. That Stacy was no idiot. She was still going after my cover story, and I knew I was trapped. After all of Megan’s praise over my performance a second ago I couldn’t blow my cover now. I replied, “Naturally, for my best friend, Megan, here. I will make ze calls. I cannot promise a thing, but it will be, how one says it, arranged, yes?”

Stacy gave me a bitch smile back. She said, “Good!” Then she left. I knew good meant anything but good. She had me trapped. I’d be exposed as the totally not French model that I was.

I got in the car shaking with fear. Megan got in too. She said to me, “Oh Monique, I need this photoshoot. It’s Pierre Le Sack!” exclaimed Megan. I could see the giddy excitement on her face. It looked just like my face would if I got into the university of my dreams. To be a high-end fashion model was Megan’s dream. I couldn’t blow this opportunity for her to be photographed by a famous photographer. Particularly given saying yes meant foiling Stacy’s plans yet again.

“I will do my best,” I said to her.

“I know you will, Monique.” Megan leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Her warm wet lips lingered just a few seconds. It felt longer. Her hot breath mixed with my own. Oh, I would love to be kissed by her all the time. I could also feel a little wood trying hard to fight through all the tape. I’m such a sucker. For a little kiss, I would do anything for Megan.


Chapter 5

“I was thinking about going to the mall today,” said Cee. I admit that I didn’t notice her talking to me. I was too busy staring into my bowl of cornflakes lost in thought. There are times when everything happened to you that you wanted to happen and yet nothing seemed right in the world. This was one of those times. Cee knocked on the kitchen table to pull my attention away from the nothingness I was concentrating on. She said, “Earth to Tim, how about a trip to the mall together?”

“Today?” I replied.

“Of course, today.”

I looked at her and sighed. “I can’t go with you today.”

“Oh, really? Shame I thought we could go buy you some new earrings.”

I winced at the thought of my ears. I touched my diamond studs. “You noticed them did you?” Cee nodded. “They were just a new fad I’m trying. Do you like them?”

“I thought both ears meant you were . . .”

“Fashionable,” I interrupted.

“I suppose you young people do nutty ideas about fashion. Anyway, do you have plans already?”

I reluctantly nodded my head. He confessed, “Megan and I have plans.”

Cee’s ears perked up. “Oh, you’ve been out after school with her every day this week.”

“I know,” I lamented.

“I really can’t believe my daughter has finally warmed up to you at last. It almost feels surreal.”

“Almost,” I agreed. Cee had that right. I couldn’t tell her what we have been doing together all week. If only it had been something less scandalous like sex. But instead Megan had been drilling me on the finer points of being a girl. How do you bring that subject up with your stepmom over cornflakes? I couldn’t. Just as I couldn’t understand why after my success at winning her bet the other day, being Monique was still a thing.

“Don’t say that like it is a death sentence. I think it’s great that you two are finally getting along. Because of her sudden interest in you, this is the most I’ve seen of her in over a year or two. Maybe she’s finally come along to accept my divorce and remarriage.”

See what I mean? Cee was so happy right now that I couldn’t tell her why Megan was over to pick me up every day this week. I couldn’t tell her about Monique. The fact was Megan liked Monique and not me only made matters worse. Megan needed to spend time with Monique because she was prepping her for Pierre. She had no use for me at all. The photoshoot was now today, and Monique needed to be ready for it. Maybe she was, but I totally was not. There were butterflies in my stomach. I wasn’t ready for it at all. What had I gotten myself into? I was no female model. I’m not even a girl!

Suddenly the smug face of Stacy came into my mind. She’d tricked me into this. She knew she had me right by the balls. I was supposed to turn and run in fear from her offer at a professional modeling gig. It was a set up to win her bet. Only I couldn’t let her win the bet. I had to do this. For Megan, and maybe for myself. I liked being with Megan even if Monique was all she was after. I had to say yes. Now I was stuck. Plus, Cee was really happy right now. I had to think about that. It was true exactly what I wanted to happen was happening. Cee was happy. Megan was happy. Monique was sort of happy. And I was miserable. But your own happiness wasn’t important, right? This was a needs of the many, outweigh the needs of the few kind of stuff.

Megan walked into the kitchen. She took one look at me and said, “You’re eating food!”

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day,” I replied.

“No, no, no! You’re supposed to look like an African famine victim today for the shoot.”

I replied, “Could we try to be a little sympathetic to . . .”

“Monique, you will find fashion photographers have no sympathy at all. We are just flesh mannequins to them.”

“Wow, you make it sound like fun.”

Cee interrupted. “Excuse me, but I am a touch confused. For starters, who is Monique?”

“Tom here,” explained Megan.

“Who is Tom,” replied Cee.

“No one, anymore,” answered Megan.

“Okay, but what about this fashion shoot?” asked Cee.

Megan went all little girl charm on her mom. She twirled her hair. She replied, “Oh, hello mother. I was just taking Monique . . . Tom here out to one of my modeling shoots. He was really interested in studying photography for college, so I thought I’d show him how the real boys do it.”

“And this Monique you spoke about?” added Cee again.

“It’s just Tom’s nickname now. At fashion shoots we all have nicknames. You used to be a model, so you know all about that,” explained Megan.

Cee gave me a look and I shot one back at her. She said, “Tim never said anything to me about this.” Then Cee asked me, “Is it true, Tom?” The Tom was exaggerated by her to sarcastic excellence. Look, one week together with Megan and she was sort of remembering my name. Everything was sort of going great. And yet, I felt terrible about the whole situation, but I bit my lip and went along.

The best I could do was mutter, “Ah, yes. I’m going to apply for an art scholarship. I think I have a real chance.” Okay, I lied but it was a white lie. It just sort of came to me. It’s not like I couldn’t dig myself any deeper now.

Cee smiled. “It’s so great. First you two are becoming best friends. Now Megan is helping you with your school financial problems. Well, I’m off to the mall by myself. Have fun, my two loves.”

She blew us each a kiss. Mine hit me like a ton of bricks. Then she left us alone in the kitchen. Oh, I couldn’t stop being Monique. Not now when I saw how happy it was making everyone else. Now Cee didn’t have to worry about Megan not spending time with her and she didn’t have to worry about my schooling. But it wouldn’t last, I feared. First, I couldn’t care less about art. Second, after we secured the winning of the bet today, Megan would probably be done with me for good.

Megan said to me, “Stick your fingers down your throat and throw up.”

“Why?”

She lifted her shirt. “See my abs, flat as a pancake. As I explained, no model eats before a shoot. The camera wants you looking hungry in more ways than one. You have to correct your mistakes and throwing up is a great way to lose weight.”

“Megan, I know you’ve been training me all week for this photoshoot, but I’m afraid it just won’t work. I’m not a model and certainly not even model material. I can fake it for your friends for a few minutes, but not during a real photo session.”

“Nonsense, the camera lies better than anything in the world. To the lens, you’re just a pair of tits and an ass. What the lens can’t see, doesn’t exist!”

“But I don’t have tits!”

“No buts but your pretty petite one.” She was rather demanding. She grabbed me by the ear and pulled me off the stool I’d been sitting on. She stood me up and took my shirt off. My jeans went off next. And then finally she removed my underwear. At least she hadn’t stuck her fingers down my throat. I drew the line at vomiting to help the family.

“Do we have to do this in the kitchen?”

“Yes, with my mom gone it saves time!” She took out the gauze and tape from her purse. Megan took it for granted that my dad wasn’t home. What would he say if he saw me now? What would Cee say? Heck, what did I say? The answer to the last one was nothing. I was letting her do it. I felt like a useless little pawn. I must secretly like it, right? Why else wouldn’t I protest?

She tucked me. Then she ran the water in the sink. She was going to do a quick shave. After that came the panties and the bra. Last of all came the clothes.

“What about my makeup?” I asked.

“No need. The studio will do that for us. Come on, it’s time to leave.”

I left with her. I felt half naked without makeup. I really wasn’t Monique without it. She took me to her car. My dad’s car pulled up the driveway just as I got inside Megan’s Bentley. I hoped he didn’t recognize me. Megan didn’t seem to care. Instead, she started up the car and took off. My mind raced thinking about the cornflakes I left half eaten. Then it focused on the clothes I left on the kitchen floor. And lastly on the curly hair stubble Megan left in the kitchen sink. There was no way to hide all that now. It was too late. What would dad think about all that? What would Cee think about it?

Megan was too focused on the present to care about my worries. Megan said, “Okay, Monique, here’s the thing to remember; whatever Perrie wants you give him. This is my huge break. Stacy thought you were a fake, which you are. But you’re smart enough to say yes to Pierre. Stacy still thinks you’ll flop as a French model and be exposed as a fraud. But I know you’re my stepbrother, so modeling is in our pants.”

“Genes,” I corrected her.

“Yeah, in our jeans, which as you know are like pants.”

“Megan, we are stepsiblings so we don’t share any genes,” I pointed out to her.

“Bitch, you’re wearing my jeans right now. My mom was a model, I’m a model, and you’re going to be a model too. It runs in the family. We’re going to rock Pierre’s world. By this time next year, we will be on the runway in Paris.”

I didn’t have the heart to explain to her that being stepsiblings meant we shared exactly zero genes. Although she was correct in that we shared the same pants. Heck, we shared the same panty selection as well. I could see the drive within her to become a supermodel. Megan wanted to rock Pierre’s world not to win Stacy’s stupid bet once and for all. No, she wanted to win over a great photographer to further her modeling career! This was her future we were talking about. Her future rode on me faking my ass off as a model’s ass. This wasn’t just a between friends’ prank bet anymore. There was real pressure on me. Damn, Megan’s future could turn on today’s shoot. I just hoped I could be man enough to pull this off. Well, woman enough that is.

The car stopped in front of an all-steel front building. A sign outside read, Tomorrow’s Paris Fashions Shot Today. A well-dressed woman came outside. She was an ice cold blonde in a grey business suit. She inspected the Bentley.

“Leave all the talking to me,” said Megan. I wasn’t going to argue.

Megan got out of the car. The well-dressed woman asked, “Are you Megan McFox?”

“I am.”

“Good. Pierre was worried when Stacy backed out on him. He doesn’t do this for just anyone. Thus, he was alarmed when her father said that he found a substitute model for him. Seeing that Stacy’s dad has connections, he couldn’t say no to him. At the same time, Pierre doesn’t shoot just anyone. Naturally, we have your photo file resume on record. But often the camera lies.”

“Well, in my case it doesn’t,” said Megan, striking a pose.

It didn’t warm up the woman in grey. She cooly said, “The gig is for two. We could not find this French model called Monique on file anywhere.”

“She works by personal demand, so she doesn’t need glamor shots or agents,” said Megan.

“It is odd we’ve never heard of her still.”

“Maybe you’re not big enough for her.”

“We’re not big enough for her, impossible. Where is she?” Megan hit the hood of the car. That must have been my signal to get out, so I reluctantly got out. The woman studied me like I was going to be on the test. Finally, she said, “A tranny?”

“No, she is just a crossdresser for now. She is all natural, no hormones added,” replied Megan.

Well, so much for my secret. The woman seemed pleased, though. She said, “She is exotic in appearance. Pierre, he likes exotic women. Pierre doesn’t film plastic as silicon parts are made for toys. I find you and your friend are quite acceptable. Stacy’s father didn’t let us down. You will come inside.”

Megan turned to me and said, “Shall we go inside?”

“I suppose,” was all the enthusiasm I could muster.


Chapter 6

As I sat on a stool in my dressing room, I was thinking about Stacy. I was betting she was somewhere being totally unhappy because she’d given up this great photoshoot. Granted, she certainly never thought this would go this far. Okay, while that was all likely true, I’ll be honest that I wasn’t thinking about that at all. I wasn’t thinking about Stacy, the stupid best friends bet, Megan, or even Cee right now. No, I was staring at the few straps of cloth hanging on a hanger that were to be my outfit for the day. There was more material on a Kleenex than on my modeling outfit. There was no way I could get away with wearing that. What was I going to do?

A black man entered my dressing room. He was blonde but not really blonde. His dye job was so fake it had to have been done on purpose. He swayed his hips like a girl. His nails were painted pink. He smiled at me. I must admit that it creeped me out some. “You must be Monique,” he said to me in a husky voice.

“Sort of,” I replied.

He laughed. “What’s your real name kid?”

“Does it matter?”

“No French accent, no little girl parts, but no it doesn’t matter at all to me. I’ve not used my real name in years either. I’m called Jamaica. I’ll be doing you today. We do your eyes, your hair, your nails, and everything else.” He placed his muscular hand near my junk while saying that. I tried to wriggle away from him. “No worries, girl, because Jamaica will be just making you look fabulous!”

“That sounds great,” I replied. I’m pretty sure my face didn’t sell that remark at all.

He let go of my junk. He said, “Well, jump off that chair and let me look at you.” I got off the stool. “Twirl for me girl, dance, let me see you in action.” I wasn’t in the dancing mood. I did a quick spin and that was all. “Lovely figure. I can tell you’ve been a girl for a while.”

“Really? I mean, thanks. I think.” Was I a natural at this sissy stuff? More importantly, was that good or bad?

“I bet you like the big penis like Jamaica does.”

“I’m saving myself for marriage,” I replied. I merely shrugged hoping he’d bought that remark. It helped that I was a virgin, so it wasn’t a lie.

He continued, “You faux French types are all business, aren’t you? And here it is Jamaica be just making the small talk about the big cock. Don’t you worry, Jamaica be a married man. My husband would kill me if I slept with another model. Sit down and we start making you look pretty.”

I sat back down. Jamaica went to work on me. I’m a pretty open-minded guy. I never had anything against homosexuals like Jamaica. It’s just that I never figured myself to be crossdressed and being made pretty by one while inside a makeup studio. Jamaica’s hands were all over me, and I mean all over. He wasn’t shy and that’s for sure. Unlike being made up by Megan, which drove me wild, Jamaica manhandling me didn’t excite me in the least. It came as a relief. I’d been worried I’d been enjoying this crossdressing thing too much this week, but I didn’t enjoy this at all. Well, the results Jamaica was getting perhaps I enjoyed a little. I wasn’t into beta men like Jamaica. Now alpha men . . . Nah, I had the hots for Megan.

“Ah, you are relaxing now. See Jamaica will make you shine, my girl.”

Jamaica did just that. Megan was really good with her makeovers, but Jamaica was at another level. He was a real master. He brought out the feminine side in me in a way I didn’t think possible. It felt odd for a gay man to transform me into a rocking female model complete with string bikini, but he did just that. Within an hour I looked better than I’d ever looked. Monique looked better that is.

“I can’t believe it,” I said.

“What is there to believe? Jamaica just works with what is naturally there. Honey, you have it.”

“I do?”

“Jamaica knows a natural girl when he sees one. I’ve not done up many better than you.”

“I, ah, think . . . Thanks?”

“The best thanks I be getting is when you destroy the hearts of men with your photographs. Men, they all jerk it to photos of women like you.”

“Really?”

“Sure, honey, the more hetero they are, the easier it is to turn them on to pure feminine charms.”

Charms? Did I have charms? It was interesting to wonder that, only I’d rather charm Megan.

The woman in the grey business suit entered. The mood went ice cold. She snapped her fingers and Jamaica exited without a word. She dropped a stack of papers in front of my face. “You will sign these,” she informed me.

“Ah, what are they?” I asked.

“Release forms. Nothing unusual for a pro like you. You will sign away your rights to the material. They may be used in any manner Pierre sees fit. If there is a nip slip or other unintended sexuality, it all belongs to us.”

“What does that mean?”

She laughed, dropped a pen on the contracts, and pointed to her watch. I knew there wasn’t time to read all the paperwork. I just clicked the pen back and started signing. I was putting my hands in Pierre’s trust, but it didn’t worry me. The way I looked, no one would suspect Monique was Tim. We were two separate people, sort of.

She put her icy hand on my shoulder. “All signed? Good. Pierre will film you now!” she informed me. She snatched up my paperwork. She then waved for me to follow her like a puppy dog.

I got up. It was time to begin. I checked myself one last time in the mirror. Everything was taped, tucked, glued in the right places. The swimsuit appeared to be painted on me. Most of my ass hung out of it. Somehow with tape, Jamaica had given me the illusion of breasts. There was the hint of cleavage popping out of my string top. Jeepers, Tim, you’re exactly the type of woman that wouldn’t give you the time of day, I said in my mind to my reflection. My reflection knew it was a lie. Monique liked Tim every bit as much as I did. But she only liked me for her body. Oh god, maybe I am going gay!

There was no time to worry about it now. I strutted out of the dressing room. The woman in grey said, “Pierre, here she is.”

Pierre was sitting in a prop chair. He dropped a cigarette to the ground and then stood up to meet me.  Pierre turned out to be a fifty-year-old man with a pot belly and graying beard. He smelled of perfume and he didn’t hide a single wink of his clear homosexuality.

He asked me, “Are you my Megan or the queen?”

“Queen?”

“The fag,” explained Pierre.

“I’m Monique, but I’m not a fag,” I replied.

“She is a completely feminized fag,” said the woman in the grey suit. Fag, what an ugly term. Yet the usage didn’t bother Pierre one bit. Indeed, he brightened up upon hearing it. He came over and ran his hand over my ass. I had a sudden vision of men oiling me up. Rubbing their hands all over me. Rubbing my breasts, my buttocks, my hair, my lips, and my burning desire down below. Monique had what it took to turn men on. Even a queer man like Pierre couldn’t resist me. I had to be going gay, right?

Megan arrived from her dressing room. I was dressed in a white bikini and Megan, being the bad girl, was dressed in a similar one, but all in black. I was the petite one. Megan had the curves and height that I lacked. The minute I saw her, my thoughts of men fondling Monique were erased from my mind. No matter how I looked, I liked women. I liked women like Megan. I couldn't keep my eyes off them… Her. Oh no, suddenly this was worse than being gay. I had the hots for Megan. I wanted her as much as I think Pierre wanted me. Only she’d feminized me. This was a disaster.

Pierre clapped. “Oh goodie! I love Stacy’s father. He always lands me such good models. I knew he had fags in his life. But not ones with such bounce, such youth, such enthusiasm! You two in front of the green screen now.”

Megan and I both looked at each other. We both learned more about Stacy’s dad than we figured Stacy knew. Several more claps followed that announcement until Megan, and I got into position.

I whispered to Megan, “What do we do?”

“Whatever he wants us to do. We’re just his props.  No different than a chair or lamp,” she replied.

It didn’t sound very enlightening, but I didn’t have time to contemplate it more because the room lights went out. The studio lights went on. They were hot and blaring down on us. I was blinded. The oil I was lubed up with sparkled in the light. It also made it feel twice as hot. Pierre was out in the darkness. All I saw of him was the flash of his camera. He said, “That’s it girls. Just give me a little movement. Wiggle, squirm, ooze for Pierre.”

Megan moved in slow seductive arching motions. I tried to mimic them. I’m pretty sure I did a bad job of that. I sort of felt like a dysfunctional robot.

“No, too much, give me less. Yes, less movement now,” said Pierre followed by a few more flashes. Then be added, “Megan, can we lose the top, perhaps?”

He didn’t need to ask twice. Megan’s top hit the floor fast. The woman in grey walked over and retrieved it. Luckily, the camera started flashing again before I was asked to go partially nude. Not that I had anything against showing off my breasts. Well, normally. Dressed as Monique, though, it felt dirty.

Pierre stopped flashing. He walked up to me. He asked, “Monique, is there something the matter?”

“No.”

“Then why are you eyeing Megan's beautiful melons and not posing for me like we all want them?” Pierre asked.

It was a good question. I didn’t have a good answer. Obviously seeing Megan nearly nude was too much for me. My tuck was barely holding on. If I focused on Megan, Pierre would need a bigger camera lens.

“They are rather nice, yes?” added Pierre.

“Thanks,” said Megan.

“I know! Monique, get behind Megan. Reach around her and squeeze her juicy melons,” suggested Pierre.

I didn’t exactly jump at the chance. She is still my stepsister. The idea of holding her bare tits delighted me to no end which was exactly the wrong thing to feel, right? I looked at them. Oh boy, they were everything I wanted. I wanted to hold them. I wanted to do a lot more than that to them.

“Go ahead, Monique, get a good handful!” encouraged Megan.

“Okay,” I replied. If it wasn’t weird for Megan, then I figured it was all okay. Granted Megan didn’t have the hots for me like I had for her.

“Ah yes, better. But squeeze them like your life depended on them. Rub those nipples and make them nice and erect for the camera,” suggest Pierre.

“I thought we were doing a fashion shoot?” I said.

“We are. The fashion that sells the best is beauty and flesh, lots of pure flesh,” replied Pierre.

“I won’t break, Monique. Give him what he wants,” encouraged Megan.

Okay, that made a lot of sense to no one, but he was the photographer. I rubbed Megan’s nipples until they got good and hard. If he suggested I do too much more, her nipples would be joined by another erect thing.

I was behind Megan. My hands were around her with each ample breast in one hand each. I was giving them all I had. Pierre shouted, “Very good. I can see the lust in your eyes now. Hold those melons, give Pierre sexy, lust, desire, love.” The camera flashed. “Give me more. Toss your heads. Wiggle your bottoms. Make love to each other and let my camera watch.”

Megan was grinding her ass into my pelvic region now. It was pretty much a lap dance. My swimsuit was not prepared to hold in the quality of the lap dance. I broke free of the tape. My erection pressed against her gyrating bottom. I would have been totally embarrassed if it didn’t feel so fucking good.

“Stop!” ordered Pierre.

“Someone deal with that,” said the woman in grey. She was pointing at me, or more to the point, she had pointed at my erection.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized, trying to calm my penis down.

“Monique, what has gotten into you?” said Megan innocently.

“I think, darling, it is not what has gotten into her as that she wants to get it into you,” explained Pierre.

“I was just feeling the moment,” I explained.

“Yes, yes, understood, but we can't have a penis spoiling my best work in years,” explained Pierre. He paused, “Jamaica, suck the fight out of him . . . Her.”

“Really there is no need for that,” I protested.

“Hush Monique and let the man suck you off,” ordered Megan. She placed my hands on her bare breasts. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the mouth. Well, forget dropping that erection now.

Suddenly I felt something hot and wet around my cock. Jamaica didn’t suck when it came to blow jobs. He went full bore and reared down on my cock all the way to the balls. He could use his tongue and wasn’t shy about it.

“Oh no, it feels so good,” I let out. I was embarrassed to have said it.

“Let it happen. Don’t think about him. Pretend it is me,” whispered Megan in my ear.

I tried, I really did, but no woman could suck like a man could. Oh no, I liked the touch of a man swallowing me whole. His mouth was so warm, so inviting. Was I . . . Was I a fag at heart?

I burst my load. Jamaica gobbled my cum down like it was a tasty treat. Then he tucked my fading flag and things were back to normal. Well, the new normal which wasn’t normal at all. I’d just let a guy go down on me while fondling my stepsister. People went into therapy for less wild experiences.

Jamaica stood up. “The things I do for show business.”

“Perfect, perfect. Cut.” Pierre put his hands to his throat.

The studio lights went out, the room lights went on. Megan walked out of my clutches and relaxed. I was left holding my flaccid cock in for fear of  further exposure. The woman in the grey suit came up to us. She sneered, “He’s done with you for the day.”

“But I’m flaccid again. We can shoot more,” I said.

“And he filmed every minute of your erotic journey, I think he’s satisfied,” she replied.

“But . . .”

“Waiver, honey. Now Pierre has got all he needed from you two today. Indeed, we got more than he was expecting. We’re filming an underwear ad in Hawaii next weekend. Would you two be available for it?”

Megan blurted out, “Yes!” Then she hugged me. “Monique, they like us. We’re going to be famous!” I thought of those photos of my dick getting sucked and worried it might be true.

“You two are such a good pair. It is fast work when you have two natural beauties that yield in the face of true love,” Pierre said to the woman in grey.

The woman in grey nodded. “It will pay you ten thousand each for the gig. If you’re good in Hawaii again, like you were today, there’s a lot more work to come.”

“Is there more gay stuff?” I asked.

Megan elbowed be. “She said that with hope for more.”

“One never knows,” explained Pierre, with a disturbing smile on his face.

“It is settled then,” said the woman in grey.

Settled? Had I agreed? I looked at Megan’s eyes. She wanted the gig. Yeah, I couldn’t ruin it for Megan. I knew right then and there; I was Megan’s little girlfriend from then on. Monique wasn’t going away anytime soon. But on the brightside, ten thousand dollars and a trip to Hawaii! Hello, good ole FU, the university of my dreams was within financial reach. Granted, I would miss a little school time. But who misses school? Not me. I was in the money and that was a fact. Well, Monique was, but it was the same thing. It wasn’t like it was gay to get your dick sucked by a man if you were dressed as a woman at the time, right?  My self-confidence oddly enough didn’t care one way or the other at the moment. All I could think about was the money.

I played it cool, like Monique would have. I said, “I’ll have to check with my agent, but it should be arranged, yes?”

The woman in grey smirked, then she barked at us, “Get your pretty little asses back to the dressing room to change, ladies! I will have your new contracts within the hour.”


Chapter 7

We were heading home. My mind was in the clouds. I’d done it. I got to second base with Megan. I had sort of also gone gay. I was also now heavily committed to being Monique for the immediate future. Thus, I had a lot on my mind. At least my dick was happy. A good cock suck went a long way to penis happiness. Jamaica was quite the cocksucker. I hoped he would be in Hawaii. To do my makeup, of course. I’d hit the big time with a modeling contract. That was the most important thing. I looked at Megan beaming with pride. I’d done more than that. I really had brought the family back together. All it took was me allowing Megan to feminize me. Few stepbrothers had done more for their family bliss.  Cee was going to be seeing Megan and I hit the bigtime as a team.

“I really can’t believe that I’ve just signed a professional modeling contract,” I said.

“I really can’t believe you let that fag suck your girl-cock,” she replied.

“They aren’t really going to use those photos, right?”

“Pierre is probably jerking off to them as we speak.” Megan laughed at me.

“What’s so funny?”

“You are.”

“I don’t get it.”

“I’m afraid that I made a monster.” She pulled the Bentley off the road. We were in a field in the middle of nowhere. Megan turned off the engine. She replied, “Let me explain it all to you.”

“Could you explain it all to me back home. I’m sort of hungry, and I need to change out of these clothes.”

“Why?”

“The modeling gig is over for the day. I got to figure out how to explain going to Hawaii to my dad and Cee. I can’t tell them I’m a female model now. I’ll have to figure out something else to say.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why? Monique is our little secret.”

“Nah, she’s you now. Tom is gone.”

“Tim, my name is Tim!”

“Dead name.”

“No, my name.”

Megan shook her head. “I worked too hard on you this last week to give Monique up. She is my best friend now.”

“She’s not real.”

“I know how much you love being my best friend. Don’t tell me Monique isn’t real. I felt her hands all over me today. I felt how much she liked me. I know how much she needs me.”

“No, that’s me Tim. I’m the one that likes you.”

“Please, neither of us are into Tim anymore. Nope, I see I’m going to have to do this for all of us.”

“Do what?” I asked.

“I’m not going to let you change back into boring Tim ever again. The man just needs to be fucked out of you.”

“What!” I exclaimed.

She said that and then she kissed me. She kissed me right on the lips.

In between kisses I begged, “Please don’t do anything more to me.” My voice cracked as I said that. There was no strength behind those words. Damn it, I liked being Monique too much. If it was Monique Megan wanted, it was her she could have. My manhood never amounted to much anyway.

She started teasing my hair. She said, “I just can’t lose my best friend. You have to stay. Monique, please, stay you forever just for me.”

“Please, help me make her real,” I begged.

“I will. I’ve seen her signature on the contract. The thing is, Tim. I was sort of attracted to you right from the start. That very first visit to my mom’s new place, I thought what a dump she’s living in now. Still, she has that dreamy boy I get to be around all day when I’m there. Oh, but Tim you didn’t do anything for me. I just couldn’t understand why you did nothing for me. You were cute, but in a feminine way. Then I hatched this plan with Stacy. I figured out how to make you the little girl I desired you to be. The little girl you needed to be.”

“Stacy was in on it?”

“Guys that look like dreamy girls really get me all hot and bothered.”

“We do?”

“Yes. So, I made this plan up with the help of Stacy and my photographer buddy Pierre.”

“I was set up?”

“More like feminized and turned. It was a pretty good cover story, huh? It got you all sissified and yummy. Not I just need to fuck the man out of you and finish the job.”

My mind was numb. This was all fake. I’d been outsmarted by Megan? It didn’t seem possible. Worse, my money problems were back. He said, “You’re telling me there was no bet, no modeling contract, no nothing. You just did this to me as a joke?”

“Honey, my darling, I did this not as a joke. As a turn on. Lucky for you Pierre took a liking to you. The Hawaii offer was real. The rest is all fake. I guess Pierre knows a good thing when he sees it, same as me,” she replied. She started to nibble on my ear.

“Ah, what are you doing?”

“Fucking the man out of you, remember?”

She said it just like that. Then she hit the seat release, and I went reclining backward. She climbed on top of me.

“We’re stepsiblings,” I reminded her.

She was too busy relieving me of my shirt. “I love a girl with perky breasts. We will get you nice ones. I know just the doctor.”

“Ah Megan, this has gone too far.” I had to pause because she pulled down my leggings.

“Yum, panty covered cock, my favorite,” she exclaimed.

“I think we should think more about this. Your mom, my dad, we . . . I am not sure if I want to be a girl for the rest of my life.”

“You already are. The question is, am I going to be the one to fuck the man out of you or someone else, but the man is coming out of you. There’s barely any left in you already.”

“But . . .”

“Your butt is perfect. Yours and mine mashing it together. Two hotter bitches on the modeling circuit there are not. You heard Pierre, we’re naturals.”

She took that moment to unleash her breasts. I swallowed hard. The moment didn’t seem real. Women like Megan weren’t into me. She wasn’t into me. She was into Monique. Only Monique was me now. Shit, there was no Tim anymore. I liked being Monique. Oh man, I was worried about being gay, but I never figured on being a dyke. I had to stop myself. We should never do this. I found my noble ideas being ignored. I wanted to suck those round beauties. I started suckling her left breast. I felt her press down on me. She was grinding on me.

“Having Monique hold me today was too much for me to handle. I nearly creamed my bottoms at the photoshoot. Now I’m going to finish the job.”

Her thighs squeezed onto mine. I’d never tribbed before, obviously. I wasn’t sure I was exactly doing it now. She arched her back. The seat slid all the way back. Her back was pressed against the dashboard. Our legs were scissored. Our pleasure zones tucked still in our leggings. She ground down on me with hard determination. Her round orbs circled as her hips moved. I wanted to suck those beauties again. It didn’t seem like I’d get the chance. She was getting off. I didn’t think you could have this much fun with your clothes on.

She creamed and as she did, she let out a happy little sigh. Then she stopped grinding. She came off me. She opened the glove compartment and took out a cigarette. She lit it and took a few puffs.

“That was, ah fun. Could you, you know, finish me off,” I said. I felt silly begging to cum too. She’d stirred me up, so it did only seem fair.

“You will, but not like a man does. I told you; I was going to take your manhood for good.”

She opened the glove compartment. Out came a strap-on. She started to put it on. I was sweating. I couldn’t let her do it. But I couldn’t stop her. I wanted my manhood gone. I wanted to be Monique. I shimmied out of my pants and panties.

“I knew you’d be eager,” she said. I guess she knew me better than I knew myself.

She squirted lube on her middle finger. I guess if your girl is going to fuck you, the middle finger felt like an appropriate appendage to do the deed. She circled her middle digit around my pink treat. Slowly she applied pressure. My anus started to yield. I winced as it moved inside. My ass fought it. It was unnatural to it. It would learn in time. I knew that. Suddenly it gave in. I felt her knuckles press against the bottom of my balls. She was wiggling that figure. That massaged my secret spot inside me. An anal massage felt so good. They don’t teach that in high school health class. The prostate was the male g-spot. Once you knew how good it felt to stimulate it, you couldn’t imagine a better way to get off.

“Put your dildo in me,” I begged.

“Gladly,” she replied.

Her finger pulled out. That plastic dick went inside my gapped hole. She was savage. Not allowing my ass to yield to the new added thickness of the dildo. Instead, she slammed it deep in me. I shuddered in delight.

“Oh Megan, take me, take all of me. Leave only Monique behind.”

“Gladly.”

We became one. We were one throbbing pulsating being as we ground away on her reclined front seat. No doubt Bentley seats have the springs to take the abuse.

Suddenly I felt it. I felt my manhood. I sensed it slip from me. I never wanted my cock stimulated any other way. It wasn’t a man’s dick. It was a little she-cock that did whatever Megan allowed it to do.

“Please, let me climax,” I begged her.

“Are you a girl now?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s climax together,” she said. “One, two, three . . . climax!”

I released my love flow to her order. My love seed splattered all over the front of me. It hurt in a way. To see my lovely outfit get cum all over them. Those nasty cum stains would be a pain to get out. Ten thousand dollars would buy a lot of new clothes. I was going to need them. I couldn’t just keep wearing Megan’s stuff.

She pulled a box out of the glove compartment. She opened it. She placed it around my junk. It was a cage. She explained, “You are mine now.”

“I am yours,” I replied in agreement.

We laid side by side in her reclined car seat together for a while. Neither of us needed to say a word. We both knew how we felt. We were in love. 


Chapter 8

Okay, I never got around to accepting any of my college offers. I just didn’t have time for more school after graduation. Megan and I were far too busy in Europe modeling. I figured I could always find time to go to university after this world wind of a modeling thing was over. Yeah, Megan and I could settle down and get married by then. It was a little hard to explain to mom and dad how their son was now their daughter, and his girlfriend had a girlfriend of her own.

Cee, though, couldn’t be happier. Megan and I were a thing and we’d even flown her out to Europe to be with us. After all, the only thing better than her knowing we were best friends, was finding out we were way more than that.
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