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SYNOPSIS


Get 28 of Jane's hottest transgender and crossdressing stories in one large bundle. These stories are full of crossdressers, sissies, femboys, and trans women all looking to get their fill of their new, femme bodies.


MAILING LIST


Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


DEDICATION


Dedicated to all my beautiful and loyal readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.


KISS ME


Shannon sat across from me at the library table, her head bent over a thick textbook. She wore a fitted black turtleneck that seemed to perfectly outline her slender frame, while a cascade of auburn hair framed her face like an artist's careful brushstroke. Her eyes, when they occasionally met mine, were an enigmatic green, shimmering with a sharp intelligence that both intimidated and fascinated me.

I tried to focus on my own notes, but my gaze kept wandering back to her. The way she absentmindedly twirled a pen between her fingers was mesmerising, almost as if she was spinning the threads of some intricate spell.

"Dave," she said suddenly, looking up with a playful quirk of her lips. "Do you have the answer for number fifteen?"

I blinked, glancing down at my papers in confusion, trying to remember where I’d left off. "Uh, yeah. It's, um... Let me see." I scrambled for my notes, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

Her laugh was soft and musical. "Are you sure you're not cheating off me?" she teased.

"Maybe just a little," I admitted sheepishly, managing to find the right page.

She leaned forward slightly as I mumbled through the solution, nodding in understanding. Her scent—a mix of citrus and vanilla—wafted delicately in the air between us. It was almost distracting enough to make me lose my train of thought entirely.

"You're really good at this," she said when I finished.

"Thanks," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant even though my heart was beating faster than it had any right to. "You make it easy to focus."

Her eyes danced with amusement as she raised an eyebrow. "I would have thought I'd be more of a distraction."

"You have no idea," I muttered under my breath before clearing my throat. "So, uh... how about we take a break after this chapter?" My words tumbled out clumsily, not quite what I'd been planning to say.

She tilted her head slightly, considering this. "Actually, that sounds nice. I've been craving something other than caffeine and highlighters for dinner."

This was it. My chance. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure Shannon could hear it too. "Well," I started awkwardly, "maybe we could grab something together after? There's that new Italian place downtown..."

Her eyes widened slightly in surprise before her lips curved into a warm smile that sent a thrill racing through me. "I'd like that."

For a moment, I forgot how to breathe. Relief washed over me in exhilarating waves as realization dawned—I’d asked Shannon out and she'd actually said yes.

"Great," I managed to say through the grin spreading across my face like wildfire. "It's a date then."

Shannon laughed softly again as we turned back to our books for one last push through the chapter. But now there was an inexplicable lightness around us—a promise of something more waiting just outside these library walls—and somehow everything else seemed infinitely less daunting knowing we'd soon step out together to head to the restaurant.

To my utter disbelief, Shannon clasped my hand in hers as we exited the library. A jolt of electricity shot through me, but I didn’t say anything, too afraid to ruin the moment.

At the restaurant we settled into a cozy booth by the window. The dim lighting bathed Shannon's features in a warm glow, accentuating the freckles scattered across her nose like whispers of summer. Her auburn hair shimmered with every flicker of candlelight, and when she tucked a strand behind her ear, I couldn't help but admire how effortlessly graceful she seemed.

The waiter arrived with menus, pulling me back to reality. I opened mine, trying to focus on the array of pastas and pizzas instead of the enchanting woman seated across from me.

"So, how's your semester been so far?" Shannon asked, draping her napkin over her lap casually. Her eyes were on me now, genuinely curious.

"Busy," I replied, easing into conversation. "Between classes and working at the campus radio station, there's barely time to breathe."

She nodded empathetically. "I know what you mean. Between my internship and design classes, it's like I'm always running from one place to another."

"I can't even imagine," I said sincerely. "But you're managing it all pretty well from what I can see."

Shannon chuckled softly, twirling a lock of hair around her finger—a nervous habit that was strangely endearing. "I'm trying. It's been a bit hectic though."

Our conversation flowed easily through tales of all-night study sessions and professors who seemed hellbent on drowning us in assignments. Each story shared was like laying down another stone on a path connecting us.

Eventually, our plates arrived, steaming and fragrant. As we tucked into our meals, Shannon shifted the conversation.

"So... past relationships," she said with a shy smile, glancing at me over the rim of her wine glass.

I nearly choked on my spaghetti but managed to swallow before responding. "Uh, not much to tell honestly," I said with a small laugh. "A couple flings here and there but nothing serious."

Her gaze was both amused and understanding as she leaned forward slightly. "Really? I would've thought you'd be quite popular."

I huffed out a laugh at that, shaking my head. "Not exactly your typical heartthrob," I confessed wryly.

Shannon's eyes sparkled with soft mischief as she tilted her head slightly. "I think you're selling yourself short."

My heart skipped at that—did she really think so? It seemed impossible yet exhilarating all the same.

"What about you?" I ventured cautiously. The thought of some ex-boyfriend swooping back into her life was more unsettling than I'd care to admit.

"Oh," she said lightly, tracing patterns on the tablecloth with her fingertip. "There were a few guys back in high school... one or two in college." She shrugged lightly as if brushing off old dust.

"And none of them caught your fancy?" I asked teasingly.

Her laughter was like soft bells ringing in the evening air. "Nope," she replied simply, meeting my gaze with an openness that made my chest tighten unexpectedly.

We lingered over our empty plates long after the food was gone, lost in conversation that felt both timeless and fleeting all at once.

As we walked out into the cool night air together later on, our hands brushed—a simple touch that sent warmth coursing through me despite the chill around us. Shannon turned to me with a playful glint in her eyes. "You know," she started, her voice a gentle murmur against the bustling backdrop of the city, "my roommate is out of town for the weekend."

I blinked, my heart performing an acrobatic routine inside my chest. "Oh?" was all I managed to utter, my mind racing to keep up with the implications.

"Yeah," Shannon continued, a hint of mischief dancing in her grin. "If you wanted to come back and hang out, it might be better than trying to talk over music in some crowded bar."

There it was���that invitation that seemed both casual and momentous. An opportunity to spend more time together, more intimately perhaps. My nerves twisted into knots at the thought of what could follow, but there was no question about my answer.

"I'd like that," I said, trying to sound nonchalant despite the thrill bubbling beneath my skin.

We flagged down an Uber, and during the ride, I found myself stealing glances at Shannon. She was leaning against the window pane, streetlights casting fleeting shadows across her face. The anticipation hung between us like an unspoken promise, each minute bringing us closer not just physically but emotionally too.

Arriving at her dorm, we walked through the quiet halls until we reached her door. Shannon unlocked it with a flourish and stepped aside for me to enter. Her room was cozy, decorated with fairy lights and eclectic artwork that seemed so quintessentially her—charming and vibrant.

"Make yourself at home," she said warmly as she tossed her purse onto a nearby chair. "Can I get you something to drink?"

"Sure," I replied, admiring a painting of vibrant autumn leaves hanging on the wall. It reminded me of how she looked tonight—every shade of fall in perfect harmony.

Returning with two glasses of wine, Shannon settled beside me on the small couch pressed against one wall. We clinked our glasses together gently, sharing a knowing smile that felt like another step in this dance we were both learning as we went along.

"So," she began again, curling her legs beneath her as she faced me fully. "If you could do anything after graduation—no limitations—what would it be?"

The question took me by surprise but delighted me all the same; it was so like her to dream fearlessly. "Travel," I admitted after a moment's thought. "See places I've only ever read about or heard on the radio."

Her eyes lit up with excitement. "Me too! There's something about the idea of getting lost somewhere new that feels... liberating."

"Exactly," I agreed, feeling buoyed by our shared aspirations. With each conversation topic we explored—music preferences to bucket list adventures—I realized how easily I could see myself falling for someone like Shannon.

And that's what terrified me—the possibility that this night meant something entirely different to each of us; that while this felt foundational to me—a start of something profound—it might simply be another night for her before she moved on.

I watched as her laughter spilled out like music and wondered how much longer I could pretend not to mind if nothing more came of this evening after tomorrow dawned.

Then, as if she could read the insecurity written all over my face, she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine.

A shockwave ran through me, blending surprise with desire. Her lips were soft, yet assertive, moving with a rhythm that pulled me into her orbit. I responded instinctively, my hands finding their way to her waist, feeling the silky fabric of her shirt beneath my fingertips.

"You’re a good kisser," she murmured, pulling back slightly with a teasing smile.

"So are you," I replied, my voice unexpectedly gravelly. "Very good."

Her chuckle was low and sultry, a sound I wanted to hear again and again. She shifted closer, erasing any distance between us until I was enveloped in her warmth. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders like a waterfall of midnight and smelled faintly of jasmine.

It was intoxicating.

We kissed slowly at first, each touch languid and deliberate as if we had all the time in the world. Then something shifted—an urgency blossomed between us—and our pace quickened. My hands started exploring the curves that invited discovery; her hips fit perfectly beneath my palms.

Shannon pressed herself against me, pushing me back into the cushions as she straddled my lap. A thrill crashed over me like a tidal wave when she settled there, her weight grounding us both yet sending us spiraling.

Her hands roamed the planes of my chest before one trailed downwards with tantalizing intent. When she brushed against my erection through the denim of my jeans, I let out a low groan that seemed to echo in the small room.

"You're enjoying this," she teased lightly, her breath hot against my ear.

I swallowed hard, managing only to nod before capturing her mouth again with renewed fervor. We were lost in each other’s taste and touch—hands seeking new terrain as moans mingled with whispered encouragements.

Fingers found their way under layers of clothing; mine slipped beneath her turtleneck to cup the fullness of her breasts. Her skin seemed to ignite under my touch—soft and inviting—as she arched into me with a playful gasp.

"You feel incredible," I confessed unabashedly between kisses that grew deeper and more desperate. Shannon's response was another roll of her hips against mine that made coherent thought impossible.

Every movement built on the last until it felt like we might break apart from wanting. And just as we reached some unspoken crescendo—

The door swung open with a bang.

Shannon froze instantly; I blinked up at the intruder in confusion until recognition settled in like an unwelcome gust of cold air. It was Crystal, Shannon’s roommate—decidedly back earlier than anticipated.

"Oh!" Crystal exclaimed, one hand flying up to cover her mouth while amusement danced in her eyes despite the awkwardness of it all. "I didn't mean to interrupt... whatever this is."

Flushed and breathless, Shannon slid off my lap but didn’t retreat from proximity entirely. "Hey Crystal," she started sheepishly yet unbothered by the intrusion's implications.

Crystal merely grinned wider at our flustered state. “Wow, you guys must’ve been at it for a while. There’s lipstick all over you.” By ‘you,’ she was referring to me.

Shannon glanced back at me and giggled. “You know, you look kind of pretty with lipstick on.”

My cheeks flushed. Pretty was not the adjective I wanted to hear from her. I wasn’t a girl.

Crystal nodded in agreement. “You’re right. He looks gorgeous. I wonder how winged eyeliner would look on him.”

Shannon’s and Crystal’s eyes met, and my heart raced. What was happening? They were hatching ideas I had no insight into to.

Crystal shut and locked the door. She was attractive in a different way from Shannon. She was blond and curvy with a little bit of edge. She had a few piercings and tattoos, but she still wore vintage dresses.

“What do you say?” Crystal asked as if I had any clue what she was talking about. “Would you let us put some makeup on you? I have to practice for one of my youtube tutorials anyway.”

My eyes widened and flew in Shannon’s direction as if to say ‘what?’ without really asking. Shannon nodded. “Oh, please? It’ll be so much fun.”

I swallowed around the boulder in my throat. Really? If this would make her happy, then I was game. Even if it might only emasculate me further. “Sure,” I said hesitantly. “If that’s what you want.”

Crystal dropped her backpack and pulled out a makeup back. Her and Shannon approached me on the sofa, one on either side, sitting on their knees. They were slightly elevated over me, looking at me like I was some kind of science experiment.

“Should we do a full face?” Crystal asked Shannon, and Shannon nodded.

“Definitely. Start with the primer and everything.”

I sat there, trying to reconcile the situation, feeling both exposed and strangely thrilled by their attention. Crystal’s hands were deft and sure as she pulled out bottles and brushes, while Shannon tucked her legs beneath her, watching with a glimmer of excitement in her eyes.

"Don't worry," Shannon murmured, tracing a finger lightly along my jawline. "You'll look amazing."

Crystal applied primer with gentle fingers, her touch surprisingly soothing. The initial coolness on my skin was a shock but I quickly acclimated, finding the process oddly calming.

"So," Crystal said conversationally as she picked up a foundation brush, "do you have any experience with this kind of thing?"

I shook my head, trying not to flinch as the bristles danced across my cheekbones. "Nope," I admitted with a small laugh. "First time for everything."

Shannon's laughter joined mine—a melody that put me at ease despite the vulnerability of the situation. It was strange how something so unexpected could be bonding us even more.

They worked in tandem; Crystal focused on applying the makeup expertly while Shannon offered commentary and encouragement. I could feel layers being added to my face like a new skin forming—a mask that they both seemed eager to create.

"Look up," Crystal instructed softly as she started on the eyeliner. I obeyed, eyes darting briefly to meet Shannon’s gaze. Her expression was warm and full of admiration—a balm for any self-consciousness lingering within me.

As Crystal moved on to contouring, Shannon took over with lipstick—the same shade she’d left imprinted on me earlier—and painted it onto my lips with careful precision. Her focus was intense yet playful; it made my heart flutter all over again.

When the transformation was complete, Crystal handed me a mirror with a flourish. "Behold!" she declared triumphantly.

I hesitated before taking it, unsure of what I would see staring back at me. But when I did look... I barely recognized myself. The person in the reflection had defined cheekbones and eyes that seemed almost otherworldly under the skilled stroke of eyeliner wings—yet there was still an undeniable essence of me beneath it all.

"You look incredible," Shannon breathed, her voice tinged with awe and amusement.

A strange sort of pride welled up inside me then—this wasn’t something I’d ever expected to be part of, yet here I was; adorned by two women who lavished me with attention all because I let them play dress-up with me.

Crystal grinned broadly at my stunned silence. "Told you we’d make you pretty," she teased lightly.

I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief but secretly thrilled by their handiwork and approval.

Their laughter wrapped around me like a warm embrace until Crystal made another suggestion. “I don’t want to like…expose your boyfriend,” she said to Shannon. “But what if we put panties on him?”

My heart nearly stopped beating completely. “What?”

Shannon’s eyes widened with delight. Her hands clasped together. “Oh, I bet he’d look amazing in my hot pink thong!” She rushed over to her dresser and pulled it out.

Meanwhile, Crystal began unbuttoning my jeans and removing my shirt. I don’t know why I let her. This was getting out of hand. If I put on a pink thong, there was no way in hell Shannon would ever see me as a man again. My chances of dating her would be over.

Still, I let Crystal undress me.

My heart pounded against my ribs as my jeans slipped off, leaving me feeling vulnerable and exposed. Shannon stood in front of me, the pink thong dangling from her fingers like a taunt, but her eyes were bright with mischief and a touch of something softer—something that almost made this whole ordeal bearable. Her interest was a heady thing, intoxicating and impossible to resist.

"Just think of it as part of the experience," she said with a wicked grin.

Crystal's fingers brushed lightly over my skin as she folded my clothes neatly to the side. I should have stopped this, put my foot down and insisted on keeping some semblance of dignity, but each contact sent electric shivers through me—a tantalizing current that clouded my judgment. I was no longer just Dave; I was a curious canvas they painted their fantasies upon.

"Okay," I said finally, voice barely above a whisper. "Do it."

Shannon approached slowly, the warmth radiating from her making my skin prickle. She crouched at my feet and gently guided one foot, then the other, into the delicate fabric of the thong. My breath hitched at the sensation—a silken whisper against bare skin that seemed to promise more than just humiliation.

As she slid the panties up my legs, her fingers brushed against me with feather-light touches that made everything inside me tighten with anticipation. The fabric settled around me like a second skin, snug yet oddly liberating in its own confounding way.

I felt exposed yet strangely empowered by their attention—a contradiction I couldn’t reconcile in that moment of heightened awareness. Crystal and Shannon flanked me, their warmth enveloping me on either side like twin halos.

“See?” Shannon murmured, running her hands softly up my arms before resting them on my shoulders. "You’re beautiful."

Her words were intoxicating, sinking into my mind until they dissolved every rational thought I'd held onto so desperately. My body responded instinctively, an undeniable heat pooling low in my belly. I was aroused beyond reason—a helpless elation that left me light-headed.

Crystal giggled softly beside me. "He seems to approve," she said in a tone laced with teasing appreciation.

The room spun around us in kaleidoscope patterns as I struggled to hold onto something tangible—anything solid amidst the confusion swirling within me. I had never felt so alive or so utterly bewildered by my own reactions.

Every touch from Shannon and Crystal sent ripples through my consciousness; their proximity was an addiction I couldn’t fight against any longer. A delirious euphoria overtook me—a heady blend of vulnerability and desire as intense as it was inexplicable.

Though fear lingered at the edges of this new identity, so too did a burgeoning sense of liberation I hadn’t known was possible.

I stood there clad in nothing but make-up and satin panties, with my dick hard as a rock inside them, while two radiant women looked upon their creation.

I knew I was theirs entirely to mold and shape as they pleased. I’d become like a living doll for their amusement.

“How about a bra, now?” Crystal asked Shannon, almost as if I wasn’t even here. As if I didn’t have any opinions or objections. Not that I could’ve spoken if I wanted to. I felt utterly helpless to their desires.

“Ooh, I have just the thing.” Shannon dug around in her drawer again and produced a matching pink bra. My mouth went dry, but my mind was curious. If I felt this good wearing panties, how would I feel in a bra? In more?

Shannon moved behind me, her fingers brushing against my back with a lightness that made my skin tingle. I could feel the warmth of her breath as she leaned in close, like an invisible thread pulling me into her orbit.

“Arms up,” she instructed softly, and despite every ounce of reluctance screaming within me, I complied. My muscles felt taut, both from tension and anticipation.

As the straps of the bra slid over my shoulders, I was acutely aware of the fabric’s delicate caress against my skin—cool, soft, and deceptively innocent. Shannon's fingers expertly maneuvered the clasp at my back, each touch sending shivers down my spine. The subtle pressure around my chest felt strange yet oddly comforting, as if being wrapped in the embrace of something forbidden and thrillingly new.

I caught Crystal’s gaze in the mirror across the room. Her eyes sparkled with delight as they roamed over my transformed reflection. “Perfect,” she murmured, moving closer until her body radiated warmth against mine.

She traced a finger lightly along the edge of one bra strap, her touch igniting a heat beneath my skin that threatened to consume me whole. “You wear it well,” she said with that same teasing lilt, but there was admiration there too—a genuine appreciation that sent another jolt through me.

Beneath the thin layer of satin clinging to me, I felt acutely aware of every heightened sensation; from the subtle friction where the thong hugged me tight to the gentle compression of the bra encircling my chest. It was a cocktail of sensations both foreign and erotic—shame mingling with exhilaration in equal measure.

The throbbing arousal intensifying inside those flimsy garments felt like a silent testament to their effect on me. Each movement caused them to brush tantalizingly against sensitive areas, a constant reminder of how much I’d surrendered to this peculiar whimsy.

“I can’t believe you’re actually doing this,” I breathed out, half-accusing yet filled with awe for how naturally they wielded power over me.

Crystal laughed softly. “You look amazing. Doesn’t he look amazing, Shannon?”

Shannon stepped around to face me again, her eyes scanning with satisfaction as she placed a hand gently on my chest above my racing heart. Her gaze locked onto mine—deep brown eyes full of mischief and something dangerously alluring—and I was lost all over again.

“You’re perfect,” she said simply.

And though every logical part of me rebelled against those words—against what they implied and how much I’d succumbed—I couldn’t deny their seductive pull nor the undeniable truth.

In that moment, I realized there were parts of myself I'd never fully understood until now.

Shannon's thumb brushed absentmindedly over my skin. As much as fear gnawed at the edges of this experience, beneath it lay an exhilarating truth: I'd willingly given into their world because somehow it had become mine too.

Crystal pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “How about a dress? I have just the thing.”

I hadn’t even nodded before she disappeared into a closet and pulled out a bright yellow 50’s style dress and a matching pair of yellow heels. Shannon squealed with delight and pulled my arms up over my head.

I felt exactly like a doll, down to the way they positioned my body and everything. Crystal slid the fabric over my head and it cascaded down my frame, enveloping me in a swathe of buttery softness. The dress settled around me with a gentle weight, the material cool against my skin yet somehow electrifying every nerve it touched. The skirt flared at my hips, swishing with an almost playful lightness that made me acutely aware of the space I occupied.

Shannon adjusted the neckline, her fingers brushing over my collarbone with an intimacy that left me breathless. "See?" she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. Her lips curled into a satisfied smile. "You're a natural."

Crystal reappeared at my side, her hands smoothing the dress over my sides, ensuring every crease and fold lay just so. Her touch was firm yet gentle, a seamless blend of care and control that sent another ripple through me. Each adjustment seemed to anchor the fabric—and with it, my new reality—more definitively around me.

"Turn around," Crystal instructed softly, and like someone under a spell, I obeyed. The hem of the dress danced around my knees as I spun slowly; I could feel its flirtatious tickle like an invitation to embrace this strange allure they had introduced me to.

The mirror offered my transformed image back to me—a stranger and yet uncomfortably familiar at the same time. My heart pounded beneath the layers of lace and satin, echoing both defiance and surrender.

"You really do look incredible," Shannon said from behind me, her voice laced with genuine admiration that made something leap inside me with unexpected pride. Her presence loomed close, so close I could feel the heat radiating from her body as she leaned in.

Crystal’s fingers ghosted up my arm until they reached the curve of my shoulder, sending shivers that pooled deep in my core. "You should see your face right now," she teased gently. "You're glowing."

Despite myself, despite everything rational within me screaming its protests, there was a thrill in their compliments; an undeniable pleasure at being their center of attention, their creation.

And beneath it all lay a simmering arousal from the bra's delicate pressure to the teasing embrace of the thong—a distracting heat that surged every time one of them touched or looked at me with those eyes that promised more.

Shannon's hand found mine and gave it a reassuring squeeze. "Let's add the finishing touches," she suggested with a glint in her eyes that spoke volumes more than words ever could.

Before I knew it, Crystal had slipped the yellow heels onto my feet—their height making balance an acquired skill but also elevating this transformation to new heights. In those shoes, in that dress—I felt both vulnerable and powerful; exposed yet strangely invincible.

I looked back at Shannon and Crystal—my reflection barely recognizable but increasingly captivating—and realized just how far into their fantastical world I'd ventured.

Yet somewhere amidst fear and doubt lingered curiosity—a desire to explore whatever lay beyond this moment; whatever mysterious allure awaited.

“Last thing,” Crystal said, disappearing and reappearing once again. She held a short, wavy blond wig and secured it to my head. It was then that I looked 100% female. And I liked what I saw. I liked what I saw so much that I wanted to fuck myself. How twisted was that?

Suddenly, both their hands were on me. Crystal was behind and Shannon was in front. Shannon pressed her lips to mine and cupped my padded bra as if I had breasts. Crystal pressed her body against my back and moaned in my ear.

I didn’t know what was happening but I liked it. Shannon pulled back to say, “Sometimes Crystal and I like to have a little fun. We’ve had a couple of threesomes before.”

My eyes went wide. “Really?”

“Yeah, but, never with another girl,” Crystal added.

“But I’m not—” Shannon pressed a finger to my lips.

“Tonight, you are.” She silenced me with a kiss. Crystal moved to the front of me and joined in, the three of our tongues dancing wildly together. They kept moaning and I was rock hard in my panties. I knew I’d do anything to please them.

That’s when Crystal pushed on my shoulders, lowering me to my knees.

“Fuck,” Crystal said. “I’m so wet.” She lifted the skirt of her dress and tugged her panties to the side. “See?”

My mouth watered, but I worried what Shannon would think. To my surprise, Shannon slipped her fingers between Crystal’s thighs and played with her wet pussy while they kissed and moaned.

I reached down and palmed my cock through the dress and panties.

Shannon broke her kiss with Crystal and gripped the back of my head. She pulled me into Crystal’s pussy and said, “Eat her. She wants to know what it feels like to have a girl eat her pussy.”

“Fuck yes,” said Crystal, throwing her head back before I’d even touched her.

I eagerly parted my lips. As my tongue tentatively reached out, the taste and scent of her filled my senses, an intoxicating blend of musk and sweetness. Crystal shuddered at the contact, her hips pressing forward, seeking more. I found a rhythm guided by her moans and Shannon's gentle encouragements above me.

My pulse thrummed in time with Crystal's gasps, a primal beat that resonated through the room. Every sound seemed amplified—the rustle of fabric, the hitch in our breathing, the soft slurps as I explored. I was drowning in sensation, lost in their desire and mine.

Shannon's fingers traced light patterns on my scalp, a soothing counterpoint to the fevered heat between Crystal's thighs. She whispered words of praise and instruction, guiding me along this uncharted path with a tenderness that only fanned the flames higher.

Time blurred; moments stretched and compressed as if reality itself was bending to accommodate this newfound pleasure.

Crystal's thighs quivered against my cheeks as she approached the edge. Her breath caught in her throat, and Shannon murmured encouragements that sounded like music. My own need throbbed insistent and demanding beneath the satin confines of my garments, forgotten only for these seconds that belonged solely to them.

With a final cry that echoed off the walls and curled around my spine, Crystal came undone. Her pleasure washed over me like a breaking wave, swift and fierce and utterly consuming.

She sagged back against Shannon, breathless with aftershocks as I drew back slowly, licking my lips clean of her essence. The air around us crackled with energy—an electric charge that hadn't dissipated but rather transformed into something new: possibility.

Shannon turned her gaze fully upon me. Her eyes glinted with challenge and invitation as she extended a hand to help me rise.

"My turn," she said, voice low and sultry.

Crystal helped Shannon out of her clothes. Crystal lifted Shannon’s turtleneck over her head and then kissed her while she unclasped her bra.

I watched with a hard-on as Crystal unzipped Shannon’s jeans and slid them down with her panties. I couldn’t believe I was finally getting to see Shannon naked.

Her skin was porcelain, smooth and almost glowing in the dim light. My eyes traced the curve of her hip, the gentle slope of her stomach leading down to the mysteries I was yet to unravel. Her breasts were perky, the perfect handful that drew Crystal's lips irresistibly. Shannon's nipples puckered under Crystal's teasing, turning a dusky rose against her pale skin.

She laughed softly at my awestruck expression, a sound like tinkling glass that made my heart skip a beat. Shannon seemed unapologetically comfortable in her own skin, lounging back on the couch as if she were born to be admired.

Crystal slid off the last of Shannon’s clothing with a reverence that matched my own captivated gaze. She nuzzled into Shannon's neck, whispering sweet nothings while running a hand over the exquisite expanse of Shannon’s bare thigh.

"You're beautiful," I breathed out before I could stop myself. The words hung in the air, an admission more than an observation.

Shannon chuckled softly, casting a knowing glance my way. "And you're prettier than you think, Dave," she replied, her voice a soft purr. The compliment warmed me unexpectedly, fanning an ember of pride within this strange new identity I was inhabiting.

Crystal turned to me with a sly grin. "I think it’s about time we put your newfound skills to use again," she teased, nodding towards Shannon’s open invitation.

My body responded instinctively before my mind could catch up. There was no hesitation as I crawled between Shannon's legs, guided by something that felt both foreign and achingly familiar. Her scent enveloped me, heady and inviting, as I lowered myself into place.

Shannon’s breath hitched in anticipation as I placed kisses along her inner thigh, savoring every small reaction from her body—the twitch of muscle under skin, the subtle intake of breath when I neared closer to her pussy.

Crystal watched us with rapt attention, her gaze heavy with approval. “That’s it, Danielle. Be a good girl and eat my roommate’s pussy.”

With Shannon’s hands threading through my wig once more, urging me forward. Her taste was unique and it made me delirious with need.

I stretched out my tongue and swiped it up and down Shannon’s slit when Crystal moved behind me and pushed the skirt of my dress up over my hips.

I didn’t know what she was doing, but she pulled my panties the side, making them cradle my hard cock even more tightly. I moaned against Shannon’s pussy and Shannon rocked her hips in response.

That’s when I felt it, a small, soft tongue teasing my asshole. “Since you don’t have a pussy for me to eat out, Danielle, I’ll just have to eat out your cute little ass instead.”

My balls tightened as Crystal's tongue danced over my most intimate spot, sending electric shivers up my spine. The sensation was unlike anything I'd ever experienced, a combination of vulnerability and intense pleasure that left me breathless. I moaned into Shannon's softness, losing myself in the moment, forgetting everything but the need to please her.

Shannon’s voice floated above me, breathy and broken by moans as she twisted her body in response to my ministrations. "Oh, yes... just like that," she gasped, her fingers clutching at my wig with a desperation that fueled my own desires.

Her hips rocked beneath me, seeking out the pressure of my mouth. I deepened my strokes, using every bit of skill I possessed to bring her closer to the edge. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, and I reveled in the knowledge that I was the one unraveling her.

Behind me, Crystal's attentions were relentless, her tongue working magic on my puckered hole. Each flick and swirl drew guttural sounds from deep within me, sounds I barely recognized as my own. My body felt alight with strange new sensations, every nerve ending tingling with an awareness that bordered on overwhelming.

Then Crystal slipped a finger inside me, followed by a second. The pressure and intrusion felt so wrong and so right at the same time. I was being penetrated, something I’d never done before. And it felt…good. It made me dizzy with want.

Shannon's gasps grew more urgent, her hands tugging insistently at my hair as if urging me to push her past the brink. "Danielle... Oh god... I'm gonna..."

Her words melted into a series of cries and whimpers as she came undone, her back arching off the couch in a beautiful display of ecstasy. The flood of satisfaction in knowing I'd brought her to this peak washed over me, warm and fulfilling.

As Shannon's spasms subsided, I continued softly kissing and caressing her skin until she settled back against the cushions with a content sigh. But Crystal wasn’t done with me yet. Her clever tongue and fingers worked tirelessly against me until my own release was near, pressing into sensitive spots that sent shockwaves through my system.

When it finally hit—sudden and intense—I came without needing so much as a touch on my cock. Pleasure surged through me like a tidal wave breaking over me, and I let out a ragged cry muffled against Shannon’s thigh.

Spent and panting heavily, I collapsed onto the couch beside Shannon, feeling both exhilarated and exhausted. She reached out to brush a stray lock of hair from my forehead with a tender smile that made something inside me glow.

Crystal joined us then, snuggling up on my other side with genuine affection warming her eyes.

The night had been surreal, pushing boundaries I'd never thought to test. I just had a threesome with two college girls while dressed as a girl myself.

And yet, I felt oddly comfortable in my new clothes.

Whatever tomorrow may bring—whatever questions of identity or courage—I couldn't deny that tonight had given me something entirely new. And something told me this wouldn’t be the last time I dressed up as a girl.


REHABILITATED


The glass doors slid open behind us, and the cold air slapped me in the face as we stepped out into the parking lot. My heart was pounding, partly from the adrenaline and partly from the disbelief that we'd actually pulled it off. Yet, there we were: arms loaded with electronics, grins plastered on our faces like we'd just won the lottery.

"Josh, man, did you see that cashier's face?" Tony laughed, nudging me with his shoulder. "Priceless!"

"Yeah," I replied, trying to match his enthusiasm while scanning the lot for cops. "But let's not count our chickens before they're hatched."

"Relax," Brandon chimed in, fumbling with his car keys. "We're golden. We did it."

For a moment, standing there surrounded by my friends and thousands of dollars worth of merchandise, I almost believed him. But then I caught sight of something moving out of the corner of my eye—a store employee rushing out behind us, followed quickly by two cops.

"Pigs!" Sarah hissed under her breath, dropping her share of the loot to run toward the getaway car.

Panic spread through our group like wildfire. "Get in! Get in!" Tony yelled, yanking open a door and diving inside.

I sprinted after them as they threw the stuff into the back seat, but just as I reached for the handle, Brandon slammed his foot on the gas. The engine roared to life and the tires screeched against asphalt.

"Wait! Guys! What are you doing?" I shouted, stumbling back as they peeled out of the parking lot without me. The sinking realization hit me hard: they weren't stopping.

In an instant, they were gone—dust kicked up in their wake—and I stood there alone with discarded boxes scattered at my feet like mocking confetti.

The sound of approaching footsteps brought me back to reality. I turned slowly to face two officers closing in on me, their expressions a mix of stern and smug. They didn't even have to say anything; I knew it was over.

Hands held up in defeat, I dropped to my knees on the cold pavement as one officer pulled out handcuffs.

"You're under arrest," he stated matter-of-factly while securing my wrists behind my back.

All I could think about was how idiotically optimistic we'd been and how quickly things had unraveled. As they led me away toward their patrol car under a flurry of flashing lights and bewildered onlookers... it felt less like an arrest and more like waking up from a dream—a stupidly reckless dream that none of us should have ever entertained.
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At my arraignment, the courtroom was a chilling blend of anticipation and dread. I stood beside my lawyer, Mr. Halstead, whose calm demeanor did little to settle my nerves as the judge entered. Judge Rourke had a reputation for delivering unusual sentences, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I'd soon be at the mercy of his creativity.

"Mr. Lawson," Judge Rourke began, his voice echoing through the hushed room. "You've been charged with felony theft of electronic merchandise valued at two thousand dollars. How do you plead?"

"Uh, guilty, Your Honor," I replied, my voice barely more than a whisper.

Judge Rourke stared at me for a moment, his eyes thoughtful behind wire-rimmed glasses. "This is not your first offense, is it?"

"No, sir," I admitted, feeling every eye in the room boring into me.

He sighed, flipping through some papers before looking back up. "And you’re only eighteen years old. What a shame. You should be in college, not going to jail. In light of your repeated offenses and apparent lack of remorse—"

"Your Honor," Mr. Halstead interjected smoothly, "my client acknowledges his mistakes and is eager to reform."

The judge raised an eyebrow but didn't comment on my lawyer's well-rehearsed line. Instead, he leaned forward slightly. "Mr. Lawson, I could sentence you to a year in jail." He paused for effect as a shiver ran down my spine. "Or," he continued thoughtfully, "you may opt to participate in a year-long medical study instead."

Confusion must have shown on my face because Judge Rourke added, "It involves trialing a new medication aimed at transgender individuals."

The courtroom buzzed with hushed whispers until Judge Rourke silenced them with a sharp rap of his gavel.

I turned to Mr. Halstead, who leaned close and whispered urgently into my ear. "It's unconventional, but it sounds like a good deal—an opportunity to stay out of jail and maybe do something beneficial."

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with possibilities and uncertainties. Jail seemed like certain hell—a life of gray walls and lost time—whereas this study felt like stepping into the unknown.

"Josh?" Mr. Halstead prompted gently.

Taking a deep breath, I nodded slowly then looked back at Judge Rourke with as much resolve as I could muster. "Your Honor... I'll enter the study."

Judge Rourke nodded approvingly and scribbled something down before meeting my gaze once again. "Very well then. You'll report to the medical facility on Monday morning to begin your participation in the trial."

A strange feeling settled over me—a cocktail of relief mingled with apprehension—as the reality of my decision took root. As we filed out of the courtroom, each footstep echoing louder than any gavel strike ever could, I couldn't help but wonder if I'd just traded one set of shackles for another... only time would tell what lay ahead on this unexpected path toward redemption—or perhaps reinvention—whichever came first.

On Monday, I reported for the medical study where I met Ms. Reagan. She was stern, but sexy.

Her auburn hair was pulled into a tight bun, and her sharp green eyes seemed to miss nothing. As she approached, clipboard in hand, I straightened my stance, trying to project an air of confidence I didn’t really feel.

“Josh Lawson?” she said, glancing up to confirm my identity.

“Yes, ma'am. That’s me,” I replied, suddenly aware of how nervous I sounded.

She nodded briskly. “I’m Ms. Reagan. I'll be showing you around the compound today.” She gestured for me to follow, leading me through a set of heavy double doors.

The building felt a bit like a maze—sterile white walls interrupted by occasional windows framing manicured gardens outside. Our first stop was the gaming room, which surprisingly felt alive in contrast to the rest of the facility.

“This is where participants can unwind,” Ms. Reagan explained as we stepped inside. A few guys were huddled together over a console, laughter and animated chatter echoing off the walls. “We have most of the popular gaming systems available—something to keep you entertained.”

I nodded, watching the players high-five one another after a particularly thrilling match. It looked so... normal. Not anything like jail.

Next, she guided me through a covered walkway that led to a courtyard filled with benches and small tables under sun-dappled trees. “This is the courtyard," she said. "Participants often come here for fresh air and socializing."

It was peaceful and inviting, unlike the foreboding concrete yard I'd imagined behind bars. My relief was palpable, though I kept it under wraps as Ms. Reagan continued her tour.

“The library,” Ms. Reagan announced as we stopped in front of another door. Inside was a quiet haven crammed with bookshelves stretching from floor to ceiling. More guys were scattered across plush chairs or pouring over novels at desks.

“Feel free to read whatever you like,” she encouraged before moving on.

Our final destination was the media room—a sprawling area with plush couches facing a giant screen that dominated one wall. “We host movie nights here,” she said as we paused by the entrance. “There are also organized events throughout the week—trivia nights, group discussions... opportunities for everyone to engage.”

As we turned back towards what would be my new living quarters, Ms. Reagan added, “It’s important you understand that participating in this study means maintaining discipline and respect for others here.”

I nodded again, trying hard not to let my apprehension show as we finally reached the dormitory-style rooms.

“And this,” she indicated with a wave towards one open door where sounds of movement emerged from within, “will be your room.”

Inside was a compact space with two single beds separated by nightstands—one piled with belongings already unpacked by someone else; my roommate had clearly settled in.

“Josh?” came an unfamiliar voice from inside as a tall guy emerged from behind an open closet door piled high with neatly folded clothes.

“Yeah?” I responded tentatively.

The guy extended his hand with an easy grin that put me somewhat at ease despite everything happening around us both externally and internally within myself.

“I’m Ryan. Nice to meet you.”

Ms. Reagan continued her prepared speech. “Each of you will be given a daily pill. One of you will receive a placebo and the other one will receive an experimental hormone pill. There are feminine clothes in your shared closet and dresser should the changes affect your ability to wear your current clothes.”

I swallowed and nodded. With that, Ms. Reagan turned on her heel, glancing back at me once as she walked away.

Ryan gestured toward the empty bed on the other side of the room. “Guess that's yours.”

I tossed my duffel bag onto the mattress, trying to shake off the lingering nerves. “Thanks. So, uh...how long have you been here?”

“A couple of weeks,” Ryan replied, sitting cross-legged on his own bed. “It’s not too bad once you get used to it. Better than where I might’ve ended up.”

I chuckled dryly, unpacking my clothes into the drawers beneath my bed. “Tell me about it. Two thousand dollars worth of stolen electronics, and my so-called friends bailed on me when the cops showed up. Left me to take the fall.”

Ryan whistled low. “That’s rough, man. Happens more often than you’d think.” He paused, leaning back on his elbows as he watched me sort through my stuff. “I’m here because of a DUI hit and run.”

I glanced over at him, surprised by his openness. He met my gaze evenly, without a trace of shame in his eyes.

“Yeah?” I asked, curiosity tinged with empathy. “What happened?”

He shrugged casually, though I sensed a heavier weight beneath the gesture. “Don’t worry, no one got hurt. I wasn’t thinking straight that night. Made a stupid decision and drove home after a party...hit someone’s fender on the way back.” His voice grew quieter with each word.

“Did they catch you?”

He grinned. “I’m here, aren’t I? Once I was arrested, I was willing to trade anything for a second chance.” A wry smile twisted his lips. “And here we are.”

“Here we are,” I echoed softly, feeling an odd sense of camaraderie settle between us.

“Well,” Ryan said with renewed energy, clapping his hands together, “since we’re stuck here together, we might as well make it fun where we can.” He stood up and nodded towards the door with mischief glinting in his eyes.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked cautiously, half-expecting some wild scheme.

“How about checking out that game room?” He suggested casually instead.

Relieved and intrigued by the simple proposal—realizing I hadn’t allowed myself a moment of unabashed enjoyment in far too long—I grinned back at him. "Sounds good," I replied eagerly. "I could use something normal again."

As we left our room behind and headed for the echoing laughter and flashing screens of distraction ahead, it seemed like maybe this place could indeed be more than an escape from jail; perhaps something transformative waited within these walls if we let it happen.

The game room was still bustling when we reentered—the energy infectious as guys grappled over virtual conquests or debated heatedly about their favorite games.

“Think you can beat me at anything?” Ryan challenged playfully as he scanned available controllers nearby before tossing one towards me.

Catching it with unexpected quickness, I smirked. “Dude, I can beat you at everything.”
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Weeks went by. Each morning Ryan and I woke up to Ms. Reagan knocking on our door to give us a little blue pill. We both swallowed and she checked under out tongues to make sure we’d really taken it.

Then we went about our days like normal. It felt like college without the classes. All in all, I was having fun so far and I knew there was a fifty percent chance I wouldn’t even be taking the hormone pill. Maybe I’d get lucky and have a year-long vacation.

It wasn’t until a month into my stay when I started noticing changes. My chest felt different. There were the faintest lumps starting to grow. I shrugged it off at first. Maybe the food was adding fat to my body. But everything else started to feel different too. My skin felt flushed and sensitive. Even my nipples were more sensitive against my shirts.

At night, when the fluorescent lights buzzed quietly above us, I found myself lying awake, inspecting my body with a mixture of fascination and trepidation. The changes were subtle but undeniable, each new sensation a curious reminder that my life had taken an unexpected turn.

One evening, as Ryan and I sat in the media room watching a rerun of some old sitcom, he nudged me with his elbow. “You’ve been quiet lately,” he observed. “Something on your mind?”

I hesitated, then decided to drop the façade. “Have you noticed anything… different?” I asked, choosing my words carefully.

Ryan glanced at me, eyebrows knitting together in thought. “Different how?”

“Well…” I rubbed a hand over my arm, feeling the smoothness of my skin more than ever before. “I think the pills might be working on me.”

He chuckled lightly. “Good or bad?”

I sighed, trying to find the words. “Honestly? It’s weird. But not jail-level bad.”

Ryan nodded slowly. “The way I see it,” he said, leaning back against the headboard, “we’re still living our lives. Just in a different way than we expected.”

“True,” I admitted, allowing myself a faint smile.

We fell into a thoughtful silence after that, comforted by the flickering glow of the TV screen.

Later that week, Ms. Reagan pulled me aside after breakfast—a gentle yet firm hand on my shoulder guiding me into her small office space.

“I’ve noticed some changes in your progress notes,” she said without preamble as she settled into her chair across from me.

I nodded slowly, feeling a knot form in my stomach as I sat opposite her. “Yeah… I’ve noticed some things too.”

“How do you feel about them?” she asked, her eyes steady and unjudging.

I paused before answering. “It’s strange,” I confessed finally. “But it’s not as bad as I thought.” Then I added with a faint grin, “Beats being behind bars.”

A smile tugged at her lips—an understanding nod preceding what came next. “Remember, Josh,” Ms. Reagan said softly yet seriously, “this place is about second chances… and doing some good for others.”

As Ryan and I lounged in the game room later that night—controller in hand—I felt an unusual sense of acceptance settling within me for what was coming next; unsure but possibly ready for whatever else lay ahead beyond these walls too.

It wasn’t until three months in when the changes were more apparent. Whenever I’d jerk off at night, my orgasms were different. Softer and longer lasting. I even started finding myself staring at Ryan while he slept, wondering what it would feel like to kiss a guy.

My breasts were bigger. Big enough that Ryan began to notice, but pretended not to. Occasionally, I’d find him studying my body and then glancing away. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like the attention.

Ryan wasn’t the only one staring, either, and I wasn’t the only one changing. Every time we entered a community area, half the guys had new breasts and the other half of the guys kept looking at all of us like we were a delicious dessert. The entire experiment was weird, but I was enjoying my new body for some reason.

Five months in and I began to feel as if I needed some of the girl clothes. I started with a pair of panties, putting them on just to see how they would feel. I stepped into them and felt the pink cotton slide up my legs. The panties had a little pink bow on the front.

Next I picked up a padded bra. I was oddly excited to have the extra volume in my chest. I slid the straps over my shoulders, hooking it in the back with an unexpected ease. The snug fit was comforting, almost like a gentle embrace I hadn't known I needed. As I adjusted the cups, a peculiar sense of rightness settled over me. The fabric was soft against my skin, a far cry from the rough cotton t-shirts I'd grown up wearing.

With every small adjustment, each little tug and pull, I felt a burgeoning confidence. It was as if the material whispered affirmations in my ear, coaxing out an identity that had been lying dormant inside me.

I turned to the little skirt next—a plaid one we'd received in a bulk donation last week. Its fabric swished in my hands as I stepped into it, pulling it up around my waist where it hung comfortably, teasingly short. My reflection in the full-length mirror revealed more of my legs than I'd ever shown before.

"It's different," I murmured to myself, turning this way and that. Different but exhilarating.

Finally, I picked up a simple white crop top. It was elastic and stretchy, fitting snugly over my new curves. The way it clung to me felt electric—a second skin that seemed to amplify every breath and movement.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror again and froze for a moment. The reflection staring back was both foreign and familiar. With each piece of fabric adorning my body, I was discovering a new dimension of myself hidden beneath layers of societal expectations and past life decisions.

The door creaked open slowly behind me, breaking the trance-like state I'd fallen into. Ryan's head popped into view, eyebrows shooting up as he took in the sight before him.

"Wow," he breathed out, stepping into the room fully and closing the door behind him. "You look... amazing."

I flushed under his gaze but found myself standing taller despite it.

"You think so?" I asked softly, brushing an invisible speck from my skirt.

He nodded fervently. "Yeah... you seem really comfortable. Happier even."

Ryan came to stand beside me before the mirror. He met my eyes through our reflections. "You’re making me realize how long its been since I’ve had sex.”

My heart began to race. Ryan’s fingers grazed over my shoulders—a simple gesture that meant so much more. I turned to face him. Our eyes locked. My head was spinning as he lowered down and captured my lips in his.

What the hell was happening? We were two guys…weren’t we? Only, I didn’t feel like a guy anymore. I felt like a girl. And Ryan was kissing me like I was a girl. And the worst part was that I liked it. I wanted it to continue.

His breath was ragged as his tongue pried open my lips. I let out a quiet whimper, feeling the warmth of his hands as they traveled down my sides. My skin tingled beneath his touch, every nerve alive and buzzing with a new kind of electricity. I leaned into him, grateful for the support as my knees threatened to buckle.

Ryan's hands found their way to my waist, resting just at the edge of the skirt. His fingers lingered there, tracing slow circles that sent shivers spiraling through me. He pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss just enough to whisper against my lips.

"You’re so fucking hot. I need you to get me off before I explode." His voice was low, almost a growl.

I looked into his eyes—those dark, searching eyes that seemed to peer straight into my soul—and nodded. I could have stopped it all right there, pulled away and retreated back into what was familiar and safe. But something inside me longed for this newness, this awakening that Ryan had stirred.

His hands traveled upwards, cupping my breasts through the fabric of the crop top. The contact was electrifying, and I gasped softly as he squeezed gently. A moan escaped him at the feeling; a sound that resonated deep within me.

"Feels good," Ryan murmured, more to himself than me.

His touch was reverent yet possessive—a dichotomy that thrilled and terrified me all at once.

Then he took a step back, guiding me down with him until I was on my knees before him. The carpet felt scratchy under my bare legs as I settled there in front of him, heart pounding in anticipation or maybe apprehension—I couldn't quite tell.

Ryan's fingers deftly unzipped his pants with an ease that spoke of practiced confidence. He looked down at me with a mix of desire and something softer that I couldn't quite place.

As he freed his cock—long and thick—from the confines of his clothing, I felt another rush. There he was in front of me; vulnerable yet commanding.

For a moment I hesitated. But then it happened—Ryan reached out and wove his fingers into my hair which had started to grow longer since entering the program. He urged my head forward until I could smell the musk from his groin.

I leaned in willingly, mouth watering with an anticipation that startled even me. I parted my lips and pressed the smooth tip of his cock against my flattened tongue.

I took him in slowly at first—tasting saltiness mixed with something uniquely Ryan. Ryan groaned above me—the sound rich like dark chocolate—spurring me on even further until instinct took over completely. I sucked him hard and fast, his hips rocking against me until he shoved himself so far down my throat that I began to gag.

That’s when he came, flooding my throat with his hot, sticky cum. The taste and the sensation of it all made me half-hard, but only because I couldn’t get fully hard anymore. I swallowed him eagerly, aroused beyond comprehension.

Then he pulled away and shoved his cock back in his pants. “Um…thanks.”

I was still on my knees feeling embarrassed. “Sure. Anytime.” I meant it, but I felt weird saying it.

Before we could continue discussing what had just happened, there was a knock on the door. Ryan opened it to reveal Ms. Reagan.

She took in the sight of me in my crop top and skirt. Her gaze swept over my body. “Wow,” she said. “You’re taking to this more than the others.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “Come with me, Josh. It’s time for our weekly meeting.”

I threw on my sneakers and followed her through the compound on the way to her office. That’s when I felt everyone’s gazes on me. I also noticed a few other ‘girls’ dressed up in the game room and media room as we walked past. But no one received the kind of attention I did.

It made me uncomfortable and excited all at once. Still, I was happy to end up behind closed doors with Ms. Reagan.

She studied me for a few silent moments before saying, “Your lips are puffy. You smell like cum.”

My eyes widened. Was it that obvious?

“Did you just suck Ryan’s dick? It’s okay if you did. But I want to add it to your file.”

My heart fluttered with nerves. “You want that in my file?”

“Yes. Everything goes into your file. That is…unless…”

“Unless what?”

“I’ve never seen a girl as attractive as you in this study. You don’t even have makeup on or a wig, yet you’re so convincing. I happen to be a lesbian, Josh, and well…I’ll keep your secret if you do something for me.”

“What do you want me to do?” I twisted my hands nervously.

“Go down on me,” she said.

“What?”

She stood up from her desk and walked around, perching her ass on the edge of it. She hiked up her skirt and pulled her panties to the side. She was soaking wet. Her pussy looked delicious.

“You’ve already gone down on one person today,” she said, “and you’re not even gay. So, why don’t you go down on a girl instead?”

The idea of cleansing myself of what I’d just done with Ryan was appealing. So I dropped to my knees and slid between her legs.

The scent of her arousal filled the air, mingling with the faint fragrance of her perfume. My heart raced as I looked up at her, trying to gauge if there was any hesitation or if this was just another one of their tests. But Ms. Reagan’s eyes burned with something more than just professional curiosity. This was personal.

Her fingers threaded through my hair, gently guiding me closer. I could feel the heat coming off her in waves, and a part of me—a part that had become more pronounced since joining this study—craved to please, to be validated.

I let my tongue flick out tentatively, tasting her, and she gasped softly. Encouraged by that small sound, I became bolder, tracing patterns along the folds of her wetness before settling on that sensitive spot at the top. Her taste was intoxicating, a mix of salty and sweet that I found myself wanting more of.

“Oh…” she breathed out, her voice a low purr. “Just like that.”

Her legs draped over my shoulders now, pulling me in deeper. Each quiet moan felt like a gentle command that spurred me on. I followed her rhythms, listening intently to the music of her pleasure while losing myself in the task.

My hands slipped instinctively under her thighs, holding her steady as she began to move against me—small rocking motions that matched the beat of my heart pounding in my chest. The skirt I wore tickled my sides in an unfamiliar way whenever I shifted, but it only added to the heightened senses engulfing me.

She tensed suddenly, nails digging into my scalp as a soft cry escaped her lips—a sound that echoed around us like a melody composed solely for this intimate moment. I continued until I felt her shiver beneath me, until every ounce of tension had melted from her body and she lay back against the desk with a sigh of satisfaction.

I pulled away slowly, hesitantly meeting her gaze. Her breath came heavy but sated; those sharp eyes softened as they looked down at me kneeling there.

“Well done,” she murmured finally, smoothing down her skirt with trembling hands before regaining composure.

I stood awkwardly, brushing stray strands from my face while trying not to think too hard about what had just transpired or how much I'd come to enjoy it.

“When do we update my file?” My voice shook slightly despite trying for nonchalance.

Ms. Reagan smiled—a genuine smile that seemed so rare from someone who kept herself guarded behind professional walls most times. “Let’s say some things are better left unsaid…for now.”

With that, she sent me on my way. When I returned to my room, Ryan wasn’t there.

For weeks after I’d gone down on him, he seemingly avoided me. My body continued changing and so did my desires. My breasts were large and my hips becoming curvier. I couldn’t step foot outside of my room without running into some guy licking his lips.

But I couldn’t blame them, because the other guys that were changing looked hot too. I wanted to fuck all of them.

Suddenly, this experiment seemed like a disaster. Heightened hormones mixed with a co-ed environment was just asking for trouble. And on top of all of that, 7 months into the program, we were sent invitations to a community boy-girl dance.

I put on a sparkling blue dress and approached the dance hall. Ryan had finally started talking to me again, but only in short bursts. Still, it was better than nothing.

The dance hall was decorated with strings of fairy lights that cast a soft glow over the polished wooden floors. Music pulsed from the speakers, a rhythmic beat that matched the thrum of anticipation in my veins. Everywhere I looked, participants from the study were mingling, each as transformed as I was, adorned in an array of shimmering dresses and suits.

As I stepped inside, the fabric of my dress swayed with each step, the black panties underneath rubbing teasingly against my cock, reminding me of my altered state. The sensation was both maddening and thrilling—a constant reminder of my new existence.

In the corner of the room, Ms. Reagan stood observing us like a hawk overseeing its territory. Her presence was commanding yet strangely reassuring in this unfamiliar landscape of shifting identities and desires.

I spotted Ryan lounging near a cluster of fake palm trees, his eyes scanning the crowd. Our gazes met briefly before shifting away, leaving a trail of unease and unspoken words between us. Despite our past intimacy, there was still a chasm I didn’t know how to bridge.

Ms. Reagan stepped forward then, clapping her hands to gather our attention. “Alright everyone,” she announced, her voice cutting through the music like a clear bell. “It’s time to pair off.”

The words barely left her lips before I found myself surrounded by eager faces—ten guys closing in like predators drawn to prey. Their eyes roamed hungrily over me, making my skin prickle with both apprehension and an unexpected surge of pride.

“Hey Josh!” "Dance with me!" "Over here!"

Their voices overlapped in a cacophony of eager requests, leaving me floundering. The weight of their attention was overwhelming; the energy they radiated seemed fueled by more than just politeness or camaraderie.

Suddenly, like a knight swooping in at just the right moment, Ryan appeared at my side. His hand clasped mine with a firmness that dispelled any lingering doubt about his intentions.

“Sorry guys,” he said smoothly, flashing them a grin that spoke volumes without saying much at all. “She’s with me for this one.”

Relief washed over me as the crowd reluctantly dispersed, muttering half-hearted complaints as they turned away to find other partners. Ryan guided me onto the dance floor and pulled me into his arms as if it was where I’d always belonged.

The song playing was slow yet insistent, urging us closer together until there was hardly any space left between us. My heart fluttered wild and untamed against my chest as we moved together—an intricate waltz born from months of practiced tension and tentative friendship.

“So,” I murmured after a moment, daring to look up into his eyes while we spun gently beneath the lights. “You finally decided not to avoid me?”

Ryan chuckled softly but didn’t release his hold on me even when he twirled us around effortlessly. “Avoiding wasn’t exactly what I’d call it,” he confessed quietly enough that only I could hear above the music’s din.

“Then what would you call it?” I pressed lightly.

His gaze softened as our steps slowed until we simply swayed in place amidst the swirling dancers around us. “Figuring things out,” he admitted at last, squeezing my hand gently as though it was a lifeline. “I needed to understand what all this meant, for both of us.”

I nodded, feeling the sincerity in his words resonate deep within me. The gravity of our situation had always loomed large, but somehow, being here with him felt like finding a moment of clarity amidst the chaos.

As we continued to sway, the world around us blurred softly into nothing more than a backdrop to the rhythm of our bodies moving in sync. His touch was grounding; his presence an anchor in the sea of unfamiliarity I’d been navigating since joining the study.

The dress clung to my skin with each movement, a constant reminder of how far I'd come—and how much further there was yet to go. Yet with Ryan's arms around me, I felt an unexpected sense of belonging.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I admitted, almost shyly, as we swayed closer. “It’s been... hard.”

His smile widened ever so slightly—a hint of mischief woven in the warmth of his gaze. “Different can be good sometimes,” he replied, his voice low and intimate, wrapping around me like a cocoon.

Caught in his embrace, it was easy to forget the crowd around us—the hungry eyes that had sought me out earlier now faded into insignificance as Ryan held my attention captive.

“Speaking of different,” he added after a pause, a playful edge creeping into his tone, “You seem to be enjoying this new look of yours. Do you think you could get used to everyone seeing you like this?”

The question lingered between us like a challenge, daring me to confront whatever doubts still lingered at the edges of my consciousness. My mind flickered back to those earlier moments—of being surrounded by all those eager faces—and I realized that their attention didn’t scare me as much anymore.

With Ryan beside me, even if just for this dance, I felt emboldened.

“I think I could,” I answered truthfully, meeting his gaze with newfound confidence.

He chuckled again and spun me away before pulling me back close once more—a seamless motion that left my heart racing delightfully.

Before the end of the dance, Ryan pulled me away down the hall and into the nearest co-ed bathroom. He shoved me into a stall and kissed me fervently while his hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts and even rubbing against my cock through the fabric.

“You look so fucking hot. It’s been driving me nuts.” He took my hand and shoved it in his pants against his cock. “Look how fucking hard you make me.”

He kissed my neck then pulled my dress down below my tits, sucking on each nipple wildly and biting them. “I have to fuck you. Please say you’ll let me.”

“Fuck me…how?”

He lifted his head and held my gaze. His hands traveled around to my ass while I still gripped his cock. “That sexy ass of yours.” He nipped at my ear and groaned. “Let me fuck you like you deserve to be fucked.”

I swallowed. I’d never had anal sex before. I was scared. But my body thrummed with excitement. Without thinking, I felt myself nod. It took all of two seconds before Ryan had spun me around and pressed my bare tits to the cold wall of the bathroom stall.

He hiked up my dress and tugged my panties to the side. He unleashed his cock and spat on my ass before rubbing his thumb gently over my entrance. I shivered, feeling both exposed and exhilarated.

“Relax, Josh,” he whispered into my ear, his breath warm and reassuring. “I’ll take care of you.”

His fingers continued to work their magic, teasing my hole with a patience that belied the urgency in his voice. I let out a shaky breath, my body tensing but slowly yielding to him. The bathroom’s fluorescent lights flickered above us, casting our shadows onto the tiled floor as if we were part of some secret dance.

Slowly, rhythmically, Ryan’s fingers opened me up, stretching me until the initial discomfort transformed into something else entirely—a tantalizing promise of what was to come. My grip on the stall’s metal divider tightened as I focused on the sensation, the anticipation building with every heartbeat.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low and almost reverent.

“God, yes,” I breathed, surprising myself with the neediness in my tone.

He positioned himself behind me, holding my hips with a firm yet comforting grip. I felt him push forward, his cock demanding entry as it breached me with a slow but steady pressure. There was a moment—a fleeting instant—of pain that dissolved rapidly into a haze of pleasure so intense it left me breathless.

“Fuck,” Ryan groaned as he slid deeper inside me. “You feel so good.”

The world outside the bathroom seemed to fade away as he began to move, setting a rhythm that was both relentless and intoxicating. Each thrust sent a shockwave through my body—hard enough to drive me up onto my toes and clench around him involuntarily.

I couldn’t hold back; moans spilled from my lips unbidden, echoing off the tiles as Ryan drove into me faster, harder. My dress chafed against my skin with each movement, its sequins scratching in time with our bodies’ frenzied dance.

And then it happened—the sensation exploded within me like fireworks as I came inside the confines of my dress. A raw cry escaped my lips at the unexpected intensity of it all.

Ryan followed moments later; I felt him tense behind me before warmth flooded deep within. He pressed against me fully as his release mingled with mine in an intimate claim marked by ragged breaths and mutual satisfaction.

For a long moment afterward, we stayed entwined like that—our bodies communicating in post-climactic pulses what words could not adequately convey: shared vulnerability met by an understanding forged beyond mere circumstances.

Finally pulling back slightly but keeping one arm wrapped around my waist protectively, Ryan chuckled softly into my ear—a sound laden with fondness and satisfaction.

“Think you might let me do this again sometime?” he murmured playfully.

I was still catching my breath yet already anticipating another encounter like this. However, I had not been prepared for the stall door to swing open.

“Oh, she’ll definitely be doing this again,” said Ms. Reagan. “I’d wondered where you two had disappeared to.”

Ryan and I both gasped. We knew what this meant. She would be writing this up for our files.

“Please,” Ryan begged. “Don’t write this down.”

“We’ll do anything,” I told her, remembering the time she asked me to eat her out so she would keep quiet. Maybe she would let me do that again.

“Anything?" She smirked. “Well, then. I guess we better head back to my personal living quarters.”

We followed her down the hall, hand in hand, wondering what fate awaited us. She lived in a lavish room upstairs and we stepped inside the opulent suite, the door clicking shut behind us with an air of inevitability. The room was dimly lit, soft lamps casting a golden glow over plush furniture and rich, velvet drapes that seemed to absorb sound and secrets alike.

Ms. Reagan moved with a feline grace, her eyes glinting with a mixture of amusement and authority. She gestured for us to sit on the large, ornate bed that dominated one corner of the room. We obeyed, feeling both out of place and strangely excited by the promise of what was to come.

"So," she began, her voice silky smooth as she removed her jacket and let it fall carelessly onto a nearby chair. "You two have been getting rather... close during this study."

Ryan looked at me, then back at her. "It's hard not to," he replied cautiously. "With everything going on."

Ms. Reagan chuckled softly, stepping closer until she stood directly in front of us, her presence commanding but not overbearing. "I suppose it's only fair I get a taste of what's been distracting you both so thoroughly."

She reached out a hand, trailing her fingers under my chin before tilting my head up to meet her gaze. Her touch was surprisingly gentle, yet the underlying power in her demeanor was unmistakable.

"Josh," she said softly, "how do you feel about letting me inside that cute little ass of yours?"

“What do you mean?” I asked. She walked over to a dresser and opened the top drawer, pulling out a long, black strap-on from inside. “I’m going to fuck you with this. I want to watch you suck Ryan’s cock while I do.”

There was a moment's hesitation as I glanced at Ryan, who nodded slightly—a silent agreement passing between us.

"Okay," I answered finally, my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach.

A smile spread across Ms. Reagan's lips—a predator's grin softened by genuine anticipation. She moved back slightly, undressing with an ease that spoke of confidence and self-assuredness.

As she discarded each piece of clothing with deliberate slowness, Ryan and I followed suit until we were equally exposed under the room’s subdued lighting.

This was the first time anyone had seen my naked trans body. Large breasts and a half-hard cock dangling between my thighs. They both licked their lips while they gazed at my body, and I suddenly wished I’d had a pussy instead of a cock.

This study was changing me. Not just to be a reformed criminal, but in other ways too. I think…I think I want to be a girl.

Ms. Reagan approached us once more, stopping just short of the bed’s edge before leaning in to kiss Ryan first—an exchange both commanding and tender that left him breathless and wanting more.

Turning her attention towards me next, she claimed my lips with a hunger that mirrored our own from earlier in the bathroom stall—a fusion of desire and dominance wrapped into one intoxicating gesture.

Then she pulled back slightly to whisper conspiratorially: “Let’s see just how well you can keep up.”

She stepped into her strap-on and secured it around her waist. I dropped to my knees in front of Ryan. I gripped the base of his huge cock and parted my lips.

The room's warmth enveloped us, a cocoon of shared secrets and burgeoning desires. Ryan's cock throbbed in my hand, veins pulsing under my fingers as I leaned forward, the tip brushing against my lips with a teasing familiarity that made him shiver.

"Good girl," Ms. Reagan's voice purred from above me, her words a caress that sent an unexpected thrill down my spine. "Show me how much you want this."

I opened my mouth wider, taking Ryan deeper while my other hand reached up to caress his balls, feeling the weight of them in my palm. The surrender was intoxicating—every muted gasp and twitch from him fanning the embers of our shared momentum.

Behind me, Ms. Reagan moved with calculated precision. I felt her hands on my hips, firm yet reassuring as she positioned herself. The anticipation tightened every muscle in my body as the cool silicone brushed against my skin, a stark contrast to the heat pooling within.

"You look perfect, Josh—or should I say Jocelyn," she murmured approvingly. The feminine name on her lips spurred me on. "You look like you were made for this."

With a slow, deliberate push, she entered me—an exquisite burn that morphed into pleasure as my body adjusted around her. My mouth tightened instinctively around Ryan’s cock at the intrusion, drawing an involuntary moan from him that reverberated down into my throat.

Ms. Reagan set a rhythm that was both relentless and rhythmic, each thrust causing me to take Ryan deeper—to lose myself in the symphony of sensation that engulfed us all.

Ryan's hands tangled gently in my hair, guiding me and adding pressure—not demanding but encouraging as he muttered praises tinged with breathless urgency. Then one of his hands slid lower, cupping my breast and teasing my nipple until I groaned louder around his cock.

"God, Jocelyn… you're incredible," he groaned, head tipping back as he rode the waves of our entwined movements.

The push and pull between us created an ecosystem of pleasure—a world where time stretched thin and desires amplified until there was nothing left but this: three bodies seeking release in a dance as old as time itself.

My own arousal surged with every movement; Ms. Reagan’s powerful rhythm combined with Ryan’s appreciative moans turning what had begun as fear into something all-consuming—a need I couldn’t deny or contain.

Each thrust brought us closer—Ms. Reagan’s pace intensifying while Ryan’s breathing grew ragged and urgent above me. The room swirled around us, our collective breaths echoing off the walls.

And then it happened—an explosion that rocked through me first: an incoherent murmur leaving my lips as I spilled onto the plush carpet beneath us while Ms. Reagan filled me mercilessly from behind.

Ryan followed seconds later—his cries mingling with mine, sending shivers through his entire body before he trembled one last time against my mouth, his cum flooding me like it had before.

Ms. Reagan withdrew slowly after her final thrusts—a satisfied sigh escaping her lips as she looked down at us with something akin to pride lighting her gaze.

We lay there for moments that felt eternal—our bodies intertwined amid heavy breaths until reality slipped quietly back into focus.

“Well done,” she praised softly—genuine approval coloring her voice before she stepped back to remove her harness gracefully. “You boys certainly know how to put on a show."

Her words lingered in the air as Ryan and I slowly disentangled, breaths evening out as the haze of passion began to clear from our minds. I could feel the residual warmth of her presence behind me, the trace of her touch lingering like an invisible brand.

Ryan lay back against the headboard, his chest rising and falling with the remnants of exertion, while I sat up gingerly, conscious of every movement that reminded me of what had transpired. The room seemed different now—charged with a new energy that was both exhilarating and daunting.

Ms. Reagan stepped into view again, her silhouette confident and poised as she adjusted her clothing casually, as if this was just another day at work for her. Her eyes met mine, a knowing smile playing at her lips.

"You both did wonderfully," she repeated, softer this time, a hint of kindness beneath her authoritative demeanor. "You've come a long way since you first arrived here, Jocelyn. You've embraced this new side of yourself beautifully."

Her words struck a chord deep within me—a mixture of pride and vulnerability swirling together as I nodded silently. Embracing Jocelyn had been unexpected, yet here I was, feeling more complete than ever before.

Ryan reached over and laid a hand on my thigh, squeezing gently. I glanced at him, gratitude evident in my eyes for his unwavering support through this feminine journey.

"What happens now?" I asked softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

Ms. Reagan smiled warmly, her eyes softening for the briefest moment. "Now we continue the study."

There were five more months to go, and somehow I knew this wouldn’t be the last time Ryan or Ms. Reagan fucked me in one way or another.
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By the end of the program, I’d been fucked raw so many times I could hardly feel my ass anymore. I was so comfortable dressing like a woman that boy clothes felt foreign to me. Ms. Reagan had taught me how to do makeup, shave, and wear wigs. My breasts were larger than ever and my voice had even gotten higher.

I didn’t want to say goodbye. Ms. Reagan and Ryan assured me I would see them again and we exchanged numbers. Now that I was going out into the world on my own, again, I knew I would continue my journey. Ms. Reagan said she would keep giving me pills if I wanted them.

But there was one thing missing. I wanted a pussy. Ms. Reagan said she would set me up with a doctor that could get me a psychological evaluation and set me up with a surgery. In the meantime, I changed my name to Jocelyn and enrolled in college. Ryan enrolled in the same college with me.

As the weeks passed, Ryan and I settled into a new rhythm on campus, our once-murky future now alive with possibilities. The sprawling green lawns and ancient brick facades were a world apart from the sterile confines of Ms. Reagan's trial, yet they offered the same sense of discovery.

Every morning, I glanced in the mirror and saw Jocelyn looking back—a version of myself I had grown to love fiercely. The name felt natural, like a melody I had always known but only just learned to sing. With Ryan by my side, each day was a testament to how far we had come and how much further we could go.

My classes were a blend of excitement and challenge—the thrill of academia weaving seamlessly with my personal journey. Yet, as immersive as school was, there was an undeniable comfort in knowing that Ms. Reagan was only a phone call away. Her presence lingered in our lives like a protective shadow, ready to support us whenever we needed it.

On weekends, Ryan and I would find ourselves wandering through the local farmer's market or nestled together in the corner of a tiny bookstore, sharing dreams over steaming cups of coffee. Our relationship had matured beyond mere survival; it thrived on mutual respect and shared growth.

One crisp autumn afternoon, while leaves danced their way to the ground outside our window, Ryan turned to me with a pensive look. "Have you thought more about the surgery?" he asked gently, his hand tracing idle patterns on my skin.

I nodded slowly, the weight of the decision both frightening and exhilarating in its finality. "Yeah," I murmured. "I've been in touch with the doctor Ms. Reagan recommended."

Ryan's eyes reflected understanding, his nod one of solidarity rather than mere agreement. "Whenever you're ready, I'm here," he promised.

Ms. Reagan visited often—our informal mentor unwavering in her commitment to our wellbeing even after graduation from her program. Each visit was like a reunion—her stories filled with humor and wisdom that resonated deeply within us.

"You two have made me so proud," she said one evening as we sat around our cramped kitchen table over plates of takeout Chinese food. Her gaze held that familiar blend of authority and affection that had guided us through so much.

"Thank you," I replied earnestly, feeling the warmth of her affirmation seep into every crevice of my being. "For everything."

Life was better than ever—each step forward reaffirming my decision to embrace this path I had chosen for myself. Jocelyn felt right; Jocelyn felt whole.

Ryan squeezed my hand under the table—a silent pledge that echoed through every beat of our shared lives. It was a new kind of freedom—one where crime was just a distant memory overshadowed by the brightness of what lay ahead.

Together, we had crafted something beautiful from chaos—a life brimming with potential and moments worth cherishing—and as we leaned into one another beneath the soft glow of evening light filtering through our windowpane, it was clear that whatever challenges awaited us beyond this point would be met with unwavering resolve.


UNDER HER SPELL


The smell of sizzling beef wafted through the air as I stood by the grill, flipping burgers with a well-practiced hand. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm amber glow over our backyard. My wife, Danielle, and her friend, Stacy, were seated at the patio table, their soft laughter bubbling up every so often above the gentle hum of early evening insects.

"So, Greg," Stacy called out, peering at me with an amused grin. "Are you going to join us, or are you just going to stand there and play chef all night?"

I chuckled, shrugging my shoulders in exaggerated helplessness. "Someone’s got to feed you two."

Danielle leaned back in her chair, cradling her glass of iced tea. "He takes his grilling duties very seriously, Stace. I've learned not to interfere."

"Smart woman," I replied, tapping the spatula against the grill with mock authority.

Their conversation shifted again as I busied myself with tending the burgers, letting their words float around me like background music. It wasn’t long before Stacy's voice took on a more conspiratorial tone.

"You know," she said, lowering her voice just enough that it piqued my interest despite myself, "I’ve been dabbling in witchcraft recently."

Danielle let out a playful gasp. "Witchcraft? Like spells and potions?"

Stacy nodded enthusiastically, her eyes lighting up as if she’d been waiting for this moment to reveal her newfound passion. "Exactly! It's fascinating. I've been reading about how our intentions can shape reality."

I turned my head slightly, intrigued but trying not to appear too invested. Danielle seemed equally fascinated, leaning forward on her elbows.

"Okay," Danielle said slowly, clearly trying to wrap her head around it. "Give me an example."

"Well," Stacy began, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture that belied her excitement, "I’ve been casting spells; burning candles, making sigils, etc. It's about focusing your energy on what you want to attract into your life. I tried it last week with finding extra cash – nothing huge – just wanted to test it out."

My curiosity got the better of me, even though I didn’t believe in anything magical. I was an atheist, through and through. "And? Did it work?" I asked as casually as possible while flipping another patty.

Stacy shot me a triumphant look. "Actually, yes! I found twenty bucks in an old coat pocket the very next day."

I laughed lightly but not dismissively. "I don't know if I'd credit magic for that one; you're just terrible at cleaning your pockets!"

"No," Stacy insisted with a smile that suggested some part of her genuinely believed it wasn't mere coincidence. "It's about setting intentions and letting the universe do its thing."

I shook my head, trying to bite my tongue as I placed a slice of cheese over each burger patty, watching them melt and bubble under the heat.

"So what's next?" Danielle asked eagerly. "Are you going to try something bigger?"

Stacy pondered this for a moment, swirling her drink absentmindedly before announcing confidently, "Maybe I'll work on finding love next."

"Love spells," Danielle mused playfully. "You do need to get hitched already."

Stacy slapped my wife’s shoulder playfully. “Hey, I like playing the field okay?”

I scoffed. “Good luck finding a dating partner now that you’re getting into witchcraft. I’m sure that will narrow the pool substantially.”

Stacy arched a brow. “Why do you say that?”

“Because it makes most people uncomfortable. Then there are people like me who simply think it’s ridiculous.” Uh-oh. Biting my tongue didn’t help for very long.

Danielle glared at me. “Why can’t you just be supportive? What’s so wrong with her dabbling in something new?”

I held up my hands defensively. “I’m not saying she can’t play pretend, but let’s not kid ourselves. Magic isn’t real. You can’t cast spells and grab money or love. That’s not how it works.”

Stacy leaned back in her chair, folding her arms over her chest. “This sounds like a challenge.”

I chuckled. “What, are you going to do something to me?”

“Maybe,” she said. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

Despite my skepticism, a surge of adrenaline shot through me. “What are you planning, exactly?”

“I’m not going to say. I’d rather have you wondering every single time something happens to you.”

Okay, that really got my adrenaline up. “Come on,” I urged. “How am I going to know if you succeeded?”

“It shouldn’t matter to you,” she said. “Since you don’t think I will. But I’ll know. And I’ll tell your wife.”

Danielle smirked. “And I’ll keep your secret,” she laughed. They giggled together, and I suddenly felt like a third wheel. I was tense the rest of the evening, but I tried not to show it. I didn’t believe in this stuff. What was I so worried about?

Once Stacy left, my wife and I had a nightcap and then headed to bed. I stripped down to my boxers and she put on her satin nightgown. “You don’t really believe her, do you?”

Danielle shrugged, slipping under the covers. "I don't know. I think it's fun, and who am I to say what's possible or not? Plus, there's a part of me that loves the idea of something more... mystical in our lives."

I slid in beside her, the cool sheets offering little comfort against the whirlwind of thoughts in my head. "Mystical or not, it's just... unsettling. The idea that someone could be meddling with things unseen."

"It's all harmless," Danielle said, her voice soothing as she clicked off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. "Besides, a little intrigue never hurt anyone."

I laid there for a while after Danielle's breathing had slowed into the rhythmic pattern of sleep, staring up at the ceiling. Shadows played tricks above me as my mind wandered to all sorts of strange possibilities.

What if—just what if—there was something to Stacy's claims?

The next morning dawned with a clear sky and a crispness in the air that carried a promise of fall. I brushed off the unease from last night and prepared for my day at work. As I reached for my keys on their usual hook by the door, they weren’t there. I searched frantically around the house, checking under couch cushions and rifling through junk drawers.

"Danielle!" I called out in frustration. "Have you seen my keys?"

She appeared in the doorway, mug of coffee in hand and an amused smile tugging at her lips. "Did you check your jacket?"

"I swear they were on the hook," I grumbled, but something made me walk over and pat down my coat hanging by the door.

Sure enough, nestled deep within one pocket were my keys.

"See?" Danielle teased lightly. "Maybe it's magic after all."

"Or maybe I've just got too much on my mind," I retorted weakly, trying to play down the oddity.

Throughout the day, little things continued to happen—small inconveniences that left me second-guessing myself. A document went missing from my desk only to turn up later in an entirely different folder; an email I'd supposedly sent never reached its recipient.

By evening, I was convinced it was merely coincidence piling up, but a nagging thought kept edging its way back into my conscience: could Stacy really have done something?

As we settled into bed again that night, Danielle seemed even more amused by my recounting of the day's events. "Sounds like Stacy's spell is working its magic on you after all," she quipped.

I forced a laugh but couldn't shake off an underlying sense of unease as sleep finally overtook me.

In dreams that night, shadowy figures whispered secrets just beyond comprehension while familiar faces twisted into enigmatic smiles. And Stacy's voice echoed through it all—soft yet insistent: “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

When I awoke, heart pounding against an unknown dread stirring within me once more—I knew one thing for certain: this wasn’t over yet.
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It wasn’t until a week later when something really unsettling happened. I’d been married for five years, and not once had I done this. But on a simple Friday morning, while my wife was in the shower, I noticed a pair of her panties—pink and lacy—draped over the hamper.

At first, I thought I was drawn to them because they were dirty and would smell like my wife. But once I picked them up, I felt something different. A surge of electricity shot through me. They looked so appealing in a strange way. I couldn’t place it. I fingered the fabric, pinching the pink lace and closing my eyes. A sense of euphoria swept through me and I felt the desire to press the fabric to my skin.

I’d touched her panties thousands of times and never felt like this. The thought that came next terrified me. I imagined sliding the panties up my legs until they cupped my cock. I even got a little hard thinking about it. So, I immediately chucked the panties in the hamper, trying to scrub the image from my mind.

Work was awkward. I couldn’t stop thinking about the strange thoughts I’d had that morning. I tried burying myself in spreadsheets and emails, but those moments with the panties refused to leave the corners of my mind. Each time I thought I'd managed to focus, that peculiar sensation resurfaced like an itch I couldn't scratch. By lunchtime, I was restless enough to call Danielle.

"Hey, hon," I greeted her as casually as I could manage.

"Greg," she replied brightly. "How's your day?"

"Fine, just the usual," I lied, drumming my fingers on the desk.

After a moment of silence, Danielle spoke. "What’s really up? Is everything okay?"

"Nothing," I said too quickly. "I just miss you, is all."

Her voice softened. "Greg…"

I hung up the phone before I could let slip that I’d wanted to try on her panties this morning. I just wanted everything to go back to normal.

Normal. That word felt foreign now.

As I hung up, my reflection in the dark computer screen seemed to mock me. Determined to shake off whatever this was, I stayed late at the office, but the gnawing unease about Stacy’s supposed spellwork lingered like a specter in the back of my mind.

Driving home through dimly lit streets didn’t help either. Every shadow seemed to hold a secret. By the time I reached our home, all I could think of was unwinding with a drink and letting the evening dissolve into something less complicated.

Inside, Danielle and Stacy were already in the living room; laughter spilled from them like sunlight through an open window.

"There he is!" Danielle exclaimed as I entered. "How was your day, honey?”

“Fine,” I said, my gaze immediately shooting to Stacy. She grinned knowingly at me over her wine glass. Her eyes held a glimmer of something—amusement? Recognition? It was difficult to tell, but it unnerved me nonetheless.

"Joining us?" she asked.

"Yeah," I replied nonchalantly, settling down next to Danielle and accepting a glass.

We talked about nothing important—movies we wanted to see, places we should visit—but my mind kept wandering back to those strange sensations and thoughts that had plagued me all day.

At one point during our conversation, Stacy leaned forward and whispered something beneath her breath that sounded suspiciously like an incantation or prayer before laughing along with Danielle at some shared joke.

"What did you say?" The question slipped out before I could stop it.

Stacy's eyes twinkled with playful challenge as they met mine directly. "Nothing," she said softly. “You must be hearing things.”

Danielle glanced at me, concerned. “I didn’t hear anything,” she said. That seemed to unsettle me further. Was Danielle lying? Playing a game with me? Were Stacy and my wife trying to drive me crazy?

The night continued like normal, but the next morning, the nightmare escalated. The worst part about it was that it was Saturday. There was no work to distract me and my wife had gone out shopping.

That’s when I entered our closet. It felt like breathing fresh air to be surrounded by all of her soft fabrics.

There in the quiet sanctuary of our shared closet, the allure was undeniable. With the door slightly ajar, sunlight filtered through, casting soft patterns on the racks of clothes. My fingers found their way to one of Danielle's dresses—a simple blue number that she wore for special occasions. The fabric was cool and smooth under my touch, a tactile whisper begging for my attention.

I held it against myself at first, as if testing its weight, its promise. But that wasn’t enough. I needed more—to feel it wrap around me, becoming part of me. Carefully, almost reverently, I slipped out of my clothes until I stood there vulnerable and exposed.

Sliding the dress over my head felt like submerging into a warm bath. It enveloped me completely, conforming to my body in a way that was both foreign and thrillingly familiar. The hem brushed against my legs with every movement, a constant reminder of what I had done.

I glanced at myself in the mirror; a stranger reflected back—a man wearing his wife's dress. Yet something about it felt... right? The thought sent a shiver up my spine. My heart raced with confusion and excitement.

The sensations were overwhelming—the silkiness on my skin, the unexpected comfort of the fabric pressing gently against me. And mixed with it all was undeniable arousal, betraying me even as shame simmered beneath the surface.

A part of me desperately wanted to rip it off, to regain some semblance of control over whatever spell or delusion Stacy might have cast. Even though I didn’t believe, I still feared I might be wrong. But why else would this sensation have come over me? These desires?

I sighed heavily and sat down on the edge of our bed, still dressed in Danielle’s clothes. My mind was a whirlwind—half-wishing for resolution while half-dreading what any revelation might bring.

And still lingering in every breath was Stacy’s knowing grin from last night; those mischievous eyes that seemed capable of seeing far deeper than I'd ever allow anyone else to see.

In that moment—cloaked in doubt yet inexplicably alive—I couldn't help but wonder if Stacy's faith in her spells held more truth than I'd ever been willing to admit.

My dick was hard, but touching it while wearing this dress seemed unnatural. However, the taboo of it only made me harder. I gripped my erection through the fabric of the dress and began to stroke. I leaned back on one elbow, watching the fabric of the dress shift over my cock.

“Fuck,” I hissed, desperate not to close my eyes. I wanted to be lost in the full experience of it. I stroked faster and gripped tighter, close to cumming when the door suddenly flew open.

My wife stood in the doorway with Stacy, and both of them were gawking at me.

“Shit, shit, shit.” I hurried off the bed and into the closet, tearing the dress from my body. I could hear them both whispering in the hallway and my cheeks flushed with humiliation. I dressed myself in my normal clothes, suddenly feeling lost and empty.

There was a storm brewing inside of me, and I had to do something about it.

After dressing hastily, I emerged from the closet feeling stripped bare despite the layers of clothing I’d hurriedly put on. Danielle and Stacy were still there, hushed whispers cutting off abruptly as I stepped into their view. Danielle’s eyes were wide, a mix of shock and intrigue painting her features. Stacy, on the other hand, regarded me with an inscrutable expression that bordered on amusement.

“Greg,” Danielle began, her voice careful, as though she were navigating a live wire. “What was… what’s going on?”

I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling sweat gather at my hairline. “I don’t know,” I admitted honestly. “But I think your friend here”—I gestured toward Stacy—“might have something to do with it.”

Danielle’s brow furrowed as she looked to Stacy for answers. Stacy held her gaze, unflinching, her lips quirking into that same enigmatic smile she wore all too well.

“I have no idea what you’re implying,” Stacy replied smoothly, crossing her arms over her chest. But there was a flicker of something in her eyes—was it satisfaction? Curiosity?

“Oh come on,” I said, desperation seeping into my voice. “You believe in all this magic stuff. Spells and charms and—”

“And what?” Stacy interrupted, her tone teasing yet firm. “You think I cast a spell to make you wear a dress?”

The absurdity of it all hit me once more—a grown man standing before his wife and her friend, accusing the latter of witchcraft because he’d been caught in the throes of an impulse he couldn’t explain.

“What else would drive me to do this?” My voice cracked slightly, betraying the bewilderment simmering beneath my attempts at indignant bravado.

Danielle stepped closer, a thoughtful look knitting her brows together. Her curiosity was palpable, mingling with concern and—if I wasn’t mistaken—a dash of intrigue that mirrored my own earlier reflection.

Stacy shrugged one shoulder almost imperceptibly. “Maybe it’s not so much about what I did… but about what you’ve wanted all along.” Her words hung in the air like a challenge—a riddle without clear answers.

There was silence then, punctuated only by the distant sounds of life continuing outside our little bubble of strangeness. A car honked in the street; a bird chirped somewhere beyond the walls of our home.

I wanted to protest further, to insist that this wasn’t me—that it had to be some external influence twisting my instincts or desires. But deep down—in some part of me that had dressed itself willingly not long ago—I knew it wasn’t that simple.

“No,” I insisted. “You…you had to have done something. I’ve never felt these urges before.” I glanced at Danielle, my cheeks burning with heat.

Stacy laughed. “Do you believe in magic, now?”

The question brought a war inside my mind. Either I admit to believing in magic or I admit that I wanted to dress up of my own accord. All I knew was that I wanted it to stop. At least, I think I did.

“Yes,” I half-lied. “You must’ve cursed me, or hexed me or something.”

She scoffed. “I only just started learning witchcraft. Do you know how much skill and energy is required of a curse or a hex? And if I was going to hex you, do you really think this would be how?”

She was denying me of my excuse. I stepped closer, trying to intimidate her. “Whatever you’ve done…undo it.”

She arched a brow. “Or what?”

Danielle stepped between us. “Okay, let’s cool off. Stacy, why don’t you give me some time to talk to my husband.”

“Gladly,” said Stacy. “Call me when you’re free.” With that, Stacy left.

Once Stacy was gone, my wife looked at me with one arched brow and a smile. “What?” I asked her.

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s just…I don’t know…you looked kind of…”

“Kind of what?”

“Hot.”

I nearly took a step back, unsure if I’d heard her correctly. “When?”

She laughed. “When you were wearing my dress. When else?”

“Really?”

She nodded. “Yeah. In fact…I kind of want to see you put it back on.”

My eyes bulged out of my head. “You do?”

She nodded again. “Only…maybe first…I don’t know…we could…”

“What?”

“Shave you?”

My jaw fell open. She wasn’t serious, was she? “Shave me where?”

She took a step toward me and cupped the erection in my jeans. “Shave you everywhere.”

I gulped, but nodded. Not just because I wanted to please my wife, but because the idea of being shaved everywhere felt strangely arousing. I didn’t know what had come over me. Had Stacy cast a spell? A hex? A curse? Surely, she’d done something. Because I’d never felt so overcome before by these desires.

My wife took my hand and led me to the master bathroom where we had a large, garden tub. She turned on the faucet and waited for it to warm up. Once the temperature was good, she said, “Step in.”

I undressed. She bit her lower lip while she watched. I slid into the tub and she grabbed a can of feminine shaving cream.

The cool foam settled softly on my skin as she lathered it up my legs, her touch unexpectedly tender and attentive. I lay back against the porcelain, the warmth of the water enveloping me in a comforting embrace that starkly contrasted the excitement crackling between us.

As she slid the razor carefully over my leg, a thrill shot through me, sharp as the blade's edge. Her fingers, steady and confident, followed each stroke, ensuring not a single hair remained. Every glide of the razor seemed to strip away more than just hair—it peeled back layers of uncertainty, exposing an unspoken understanding between us.

"How does it feel?" Danielle asked softly, her eyes focused intently on her task.

"Different," I murmured, trying to find words for the strange mix of vulnerability and exhilaration surging inside me. "But...good."

She smiled knowingly without pausing her work. There was something liberating about surrendering to this simple act—something that spoke to hidden parts of myself I hadn't fully acknowledged until now.

Once my legs were smooth, she shifted her focus higher. The intimacy of the moment grew palpable as she continued her meticulous attention along my arms, chest, and finally lower. By then, any remaining resistance within me had melted away with the last of the shaving foam.

"All done," she declared with satisfaction, rinsing off the razor before setting it aside. She gazed down at my transformed body with admiration akin to an artist appraising their finished masterpiece.

I looked up at her, half-expecting judgment or ridicule despite everything—but saw only affection reflecting back at me. An acceptance so profound it made my heart swell in ways I'd never have imagined moments prior.

Danielle passed me a towel. I stood cautiously but felt renewed somehow—freer in both mind and spirit than ever before—as if each freshly exposed inch held new possibilities and whispered secrets yet to be explored.

Danielle dug through her dresser drawer and pulled out black silk panties and a matching bra. “I want you to put these on,” she said. “You’d look so hot in them.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Really? You think so?”

She came toward me. “I know so.” She stretched out the waistband of the panties and dropped to her knees. I let the towel fall to the floor as I stepped into each leg hole of the panties. She slid the cool silk up my legs until it settled on my cock. It was better than I’d even imagined it, and I instantly became hard.

Danielle ran a hand over my cock while I was in the panties. The tip of my poked out through the top of the waist band. She gave my crown a lick before trailing her tongue upward over my stomach and then toward one nipple. She sucked it in, followed by the other one.

A whimper escaped me. This game we were playing was something entirely new. She helped me put the bra on next, followed by the same blue dress I’d been wearing when she caught me.

Danielle watched silently from across our bedroom while I adjusted myself before meeting her gaze once more—a smile played upon her lips faintly mysterious yet unmistakably genuine.

"What do you think?" I asked hesitantly as butterflies danced wildly within me—a familiar man standing transformed before his wife's eyes.

"I think," she said deliberately approaching closer until mere inches separated us once more—eyes softening like velvet shadows captured beneath moonlit skies—"that you look absolutely perfect. But we aren’t finished yet.”

“We aren’t?”

She shook her head. “I want to do your makeup. And I have a wig you can borrow. And heels. And then I want to take you out to dinner.”

My heart raced, both with fear and excitement. “You want me to go out like this?”

“Think of how hot it will be. To have that secret.”

“People will know I’m a man…people will…”

She pressed her index finger to my lips. “No they won’t. You look gorgeous. They’ll be too distracted by your feminine beauty.” She took my hands in hers and led me to the bed. She left for a moment and returned with a makeup bag.

I sat on the edge of our bed, the silky fabric of the dress whispering against my skin as Danielle rummaged through her makeup bag. I couldn't believe I was doing this. Just days ago, I would have laughed at Stacy's spells and shrugged them off as quirky nonsense. But now with each brushstroke, each layer of mascara and lipstick that Danielle applied, I felt an inexplicable pull, like some hidden part of me had longed for this transformation all along.

"Close your eyes," she instructed softly, her voice like honey soothing over my nerves.

As she meticulously worked on my eyelids, I tried to make sense of it all. Was Stacy truly capable of magic? Or was this merely an awakened curiosity seeded by some internal need I'd always repressed? My skepticism wavered—nothing about this seemed ordinary or explainable by logic.

"Okay, open," Danielle said, her excitement palpable.

I blinked into the mirror she held up. The reflection staring back was both foreign and strangely familiar. Smoky eyes framed with thick lashes, cheeks kissed with a delicate blush, lips painted a daring red—it was me and yet not me.

"Oh wow," was all I managed to say.

Danielle beamed. "I told you you'd look gorgeous." She turned to grab a wig from the dresser—a sleek bobbed cut that shimmered under the soft light—and settled it onto my head with care.

"This is… surreal," I admitted as I ran my fingers through the synthetic strands.

"Surreal is good," she whispered, slipping a pair of black stilettos onto my feet. Admittedly awkward at first standing in them, but soon they felt empowering in an odd sort of way.

She stood back to admire her handiwork. "One last thing before we head out." Her eyes flickered with mischief as she procured a silver charm on a delicate chain. “It’s a gift from Stacy.” She winked.

"Dare I ask if that thing is enchanted?" I teased, but there was an edge of truth behind my jest.

Danielle just smirked cryptically and fastened it around my neck. "You'll have to find out for yourself," she said with a wink.

We left the house. My heart pounded in anticipation as butterflies fluttered with every step toward embracing the unexpected.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“To that Italian restaurant you love.”

I gasped. People might recognize me there. They’d certainly recognize her. “What if people find out?”

She took my hand in hers as I pulled out of the driveway. “They won’t. Don’t worry.”

The drive to the restaurant was a blur of streetlights and an undercurrent of rising anticipation. Each bump in the road seemed to accentuate the sensation of the dress against my skin, the heels a constant reminder of the evening's peculiar adventure. As we approached, a nervous excitement buzzed beneath my discomfort.

As we parked, Danielle squeezed my hand reassuringly. "Just breathe. We're just two friends having dinner."

I nodded, self-conscious yet oddly exhilarated by her confidence in me—or rather, in this temporary version of me that she had so lovingly crafted. The thought made my heart race in a way I hadn’t expected.

Walking inside was like stepping onto a stage where everyone was both audience and fellow actor. No one seemed to give us more than a passing glance, but I felt hyper-aware of every gaze.

We were shown to our table by a polite waiter who didn’t bat an eye at this strange pair. As Danielle chatted with him about the specials, I found myself scanning the room, half-expecting to see Stacy lurking in the shadows with a knowing smirk on her face.

Once we were alone, Danielle leaned back with an air of satisfaction. "See? You're doing great."

"Surprisingly," I replied, laughing nervously as I adjusted the wig slightly. "I feel like I'm living someone else's life for a moment."

She reached across the table and touched my hand softly. "Maybe you’re just discovering another side of your own."

Her words hung between us as I considered their implications. A different side of me. Was that why some part of me craved this moment? Before I could delve deeper into this internal puzzle, she pulled out her phone.

"Mind if I capture this moment for Stacy?" she asked, eyes sparkling with mischief.

A surge of panic briefly seized me, but curiosity clinched it before it could root too deeply. "Will she... do anything with it?"

Danielle chuckled lightly. "Nothing you wouldn't want her to do." Her smile was disarming.

With hesitant consent, I nodded. The camera clicked silently in her hands, capturing an image that felt like both confession and celebration.

“Perfect,” she said with delight as she typed away on her phone. “Just wait till she sees this.”

"What exactly did you tell her?" I asked nervously.

Danielle leaned forward conspiratorially as if letting me in on a delicious secret. “I told her you were starting to believe. You are, aren’t you?”

“Does that mean she did put a spell on me? To make me like this?”

“In a way. She told me what spell she cast and it wasn’t a curse or a hex. It was a spell of empowerment. She cast a spell to help you believe. To find a little magic in your life that would sweep away your doubts. I suppose this is how it manifested.”

My throat bobbed with a swallow. “I don’t know. That seems like bullshit.”

My wife arched a brow and smiled. “Well, then, the other possibility is that you wanted this for yourself and no magic was involved. You can keep your skepticism, but it will cost you. No one can decide for you.”

She was right, but either thought terrified me. “Maybe we should go home,” I said.

My wife agreed and paid the check. “By the way, I invited Stacy over to see the finished product.”

“You mean me?” I asked as we walked to the car.

My wife nodded. “I want her to see what her magic did. Even if you don’t believe in it.”

“I don’t know. I don’t want her to see me like this.”

My wife turned her phone toward me to show me a text from Stacy. He looks fucking hot. My cheeks flushed. “Stacy likes this?” I’d never admitted it to my wife before, but Stacy was a very attractive woman. Blond hair versus my wife’s brown hair. Full tits verses my wife’s slender frame—which allowed me to fit into her lingerie. If I’d ever been single, I would’ve hit on Stacy. But I wasn’t a cheater. I put my husband goggles on around Stacy because I was quite happily married.

Once we were in the car, driving home, my wife cleared her throat. “How would you…um…feel about a threesome? With me and Stacy?”

My dick was hard, it strained against the silk panties. “Um, sure. If that’s what you want.” Fucking both of them would be a dream come true, but something told me there was a catch.

“I do want it,” she assured me. “But I want you to be dressed as a girl.”

Not exactly the threesome image I had in my mind, but what the hell? I already felt sexy and I was going to get to fuck two women, my wife included. “Um, yeah. Okay.”

“Really?”

I smiled, excitement flooding through me. “Really.”

When we pulled in, Stacy was already there waiting for us. She was in a witchy black dress that cut off at her knees and she wore gothic makeup. “Really playing up the witch angle, I see,” I told her, almost forgetting I was dressed as a woman still.

“Wow,” she said, her hands gripping my waist. “So this is what my spell did for you? You’re even prettier in person.” She winked and my dick throbbed. “Let’s get this beautiful lady inside and have some fun with her.”

“I can’t wait,” said Danielle.

Stacy’s hands lingered on my waist as she guided me inside, her touch sending an unexpected thrill up my spine. The house was dimly lit, candles flickering in strategic corners, casting shadows that danced along the walls. I noticed Danielle’s eyes following mine, a little smile tugging at her lips.

“You are beautiful,” she whispered to me as we climbed the stairs. “Do you feel it?”

It was a question that caught me off guard. I had never considered beauty in relation to myself. Yet, wrapped in this dress, with silk hugging my skin and the faint traces of makeup enhancing my features, I did feel… different.

“I don’t know,” I admitted softly, feeling the weight of their expectation.

“But you look it,” Stacy chimed in as we reached the top landing. Her eyes glittered with mischief and something else—admiration maybe? It was hard to tell under the low light.

The bedroom door swung open, revealing an opulent spread of elegance and sensuality. Soft music played somewhere in the background, its melody curling through the air like smoke. Danielle moved to the center of the room, beckoning me forward with a finger.

I hesitated for a second, glancing between them both. The invitation was clear, undeniable. My heart pounded, each beat echoing with uncertainty and thrill.

“Come here,” Danielle said again, her voice soothing and commanding all at once.

I took a step forward, then another. Stacy joined us in the middle of the room, her presence electrifying. They encircled me, their warmth palpable as they closed in.

“Are you ready?” asked Stacy softly, her breath tickling my ear.

I nodded again, more certainly this time. Their confidence was contagious, and for a moment it didn’t matter if magic was real or merely a suggestion wrapped in candlelit allure. What mattered was this—their acceptance, their desire for me just as I was at this moment.

Danielle’s hands were gentle as they found my shoulders. “Trust us,” she murmured.

With careful fingers they undressed themselves but left me clad in my newfound femininity. Instead of feeling out of place or exposed as I might have expected, I felt included—welcomed into their world where boundaries blurred and fantasy mingled with reality.

“Let’s see how pretty you really are,” Stacy said playfully as she knelt beside me. Her hands roamed over my dress-clad form with reverence and care.

Danielle kissed me then—softly at first but soon with an urgency that mirrored the throbbing need beneath silky fabric. Her tongue danced with mine while Stacy’s hands explored further.

Stacy hiked my dress up to my waist and stroked my cock through the panties. She then licked the fabric, all the way up my shaft to the crown that poked out of the waistband. She sucked on the crown while I caressed my wife’s breasts. This was all so surreal, and I thought I might cum at any second.

Just then, my wife dropped to her knees to join Stacy. They never removed the dress or the lingerie. They only teased me through the fabric. They licked and sucked through the panties until they were soaking wet.

“Mmm,” Stacy moaned. “Just like a girl. All nice and wet.”

Her comment did me in. My cock pulsed and cum trickled out down the shaft, coating the black panties in a white sticky stain.

“Mmm,” moaned my wife as she dragged her tongue along the silk to clean up my cum. “Now it’s our turn to have a little fun.”

“Danielle, get on the bed and make your new wife here eat you out.” Danielle’s eyes widened at the command, but her cheeks flushed and her nipples puckered. She wanted this. She wanted to be directed. She wanted to obey.

She climbed onto the bed, her lithe body and subtle curves making me salivate. She leaned against the headboard and spread her legs. “Well, Greg, come on.”

I crawled over to her, feeling the strands of my wig drape over my shoulders. I still had my heels on and my panties were so wet and sticky as they clung to my cock. I lowered my head between my wife’s legs and devoured her pussy.

Just as my tongue grazed her clit, I heard the click of a bottle. Turning over my shoulder, I saw Stephanie holding a long, double ended dildo. She was slicking it up with lube. “What the hell?” But my wife cupped my face and turned it back to her pussy. Then she fisted my wig and pushed me down until I could hardly breathe.

All of it should’ve terrified me, but I was so aroused that I let it happen. Stacy knelt behind me on the bed, her weight making the bed dip beneath me. My wife watched her and when I tried to glance at her again, I noticed that Stacy was rubbing her clit while trying to work the huge dildo inside her pussy.

Fuck. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I could feel the vibrations in the air as Stacy moaned, the sound resonating like a low hum through the room. Her gothic makeup highlighted her eyes, which were fixed on mine with an intensity that made my stomach flutter. I turned back to Danielle, eager to please, eager to lose myself in the moment.

My tongue worked its way around my wife’s folds, tasting her sweetness and feeling her tremble beneath me. Her grip on my wig tightened, guiding me with a mix of tenderness and demand. I was lost in her completely when I felt Stacy tug at the side of my panties, exposing my skin to the cool air of the room.

I tensed instinctively, but Danielle’s gentle cooing and caressing hand on my cheek grounded me. “Relax, darling,” she whispered, her voice soothing.

Behind me, Stacy’s fingers were deft and assured as she slicked up my entrance. The first touch was tentative but firm—enough to let me know she knew exactly what she was doing. My breath hitched as she inserted one end of the dildo into herself with a soft gasp, then focused on me.

The toy’s material was cool and slippery against my skin as she eased it toward me, pausing just at my entrance to allow me time to adjust. I tried to relax into it, feeling the pressure build as she slowly began to slide it in.

Danielle’s soft moans encouraged me while I buried myself in her warmth. My senses were overwhelmed—Stacy’s hands guiding me from behind while Danielle’s thighs framed my face.

Then came that click—a switch on the toy—and suddenly everything thrummed with intensity. The vibrations coursed through us both like an electric current. Stacy gasped aloud, her voice husky with pleasure as she began to rock her hips against mine.

Each movement sent ripples through the dildo, binding us in this shared rhythm of desire. Danielle arched beneath me as I focused on eliciting gasps of ecstasy from her lips, feeding off our collective heat.

It was indescribable—the sensation of being connected so intimately with them both. Every inch of my body sang with heightened sensitivity, every nerve ending alive with sensation as we moved together in harmony.

Stacy's cries mingled with Danielle's soft whimpers and my own groans of pleasure.

Her energy was infectious, each roll of her hips pushing me deeper into an abyss of desire. The room was filled wet sounds of my tongue against Danielle, Stacy’s hushed gasps mingling with the quiet hum of the toy, and the rhythmic creak of the bed beneath us.

Danielle's fingers tangled more tightly in my hair, urging me on as I lavished attention on her swollen clit. Her taste was intoxicating, a sweet mix that made me dizzy with lust. I could feel her muscles tense around my face, her thighs quivering as she drew closer to the edge.

Stacy's rhythm picked up pace, her movements growing more deliberate as she leaned forward to plant a soft kiss on my back. “You're doing so well, Greg,” she purred, her voice like velvet against my skin. Her encouragement fueled me, pushing me to match their fervor with my own.

My body pulsed in time with the vibrations coursing through us, each thrust sending pleasure shooting through every fiber of my being. With every plunge, Stacy's moans grew louder, the tension in her voice echoing the electric current we shared.

“God, you two are amazing,” Danielle murmured breathlessly above me. Her hips bucked against my mouth, and I responded by doubling down, losing myself in the rhythm of our entwined bodies.

Stacy’s hands skimmed up my sides, nails grazing lightly over the fabric that still clung to me. Her touch was grounding even as it sent shivers down my spine. I could sense her nearing her peak; the way she moved became more urgent, almost frantic.

Danielle’s breaths were shallow now, coming in quick gasps as she neared her release. Her thighs trembled around my ears as she pressed herself closer, chasing that final high.

Then it hit us all at once—an explosion of sensation that blurred the lines between where one body ended and another began. Danielle cried out first, her voice resonating through me as she shattered under my touch.

Almost simultaneously, Stacy let out a guttural moan that reverberated through the toy connecting us, making me tremble violently. The shared vibration tipped me over the edge, pulling a deep groan from my throat as waves of ecstasy washed over us all.

Once we all caught our breaths, Stacy withdrew the toy from my ass. It felt dirty and wrong to have been filled like that, and yet, my body was exhausted with pleasure. I’d never felt so high on ecstasy in my entire life.

I collapsed beside my wife who held me in her arms while Stacy went to clean the dildo.

“What do you think about magic now?” Danielle asked breathlessly as she stroked my hair.

“I think…” I began but faltered under her gaze filled with heat and curiosity. Finally finding my voice again amidst everything swirling within me: “I think I might believe in magic.”

Stacy came back wearing a grin. “Did I hear you correctly?” she asked. “Did you say you believe in magic?”

I shrugged. “That depends. What was the spell you put on me?”

“I cast a spell to make you a believer. I guess this is what the universe knew to give you.”

Danielle chuckled. “So, is there a way to remove the spell?”

I clutched Danielle’s hand. “Maybe…maybe I don’t want it removed.”

My wife’s eyes widened along with Stacy’s. “Are you saying that you like dressing as a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a sigh. “I think I might. This was fun, right?”

Stacy grinned. “I know I had a good time.”

Danielle nodded. “Me too.”

“Well, then,” I said. “Spell, or not, maybe we should continue riding this wave.”

Stacy smirked. “Maybe one night, we can have a little witchfest too. Dance under the full moon, chanting, and then coming back up to the bedroom to make our spells stronger. Sex does that, you know—or, orgasms at least. They can really bring you to a meditative state necessary to make the spells work.”

My heart raced. I think I was starting to become a believer after all, because having that kind of power intimidated me. As if sensing my hesitation, Stacy touched my arm. “Don’t worry. We’ll start small.”

Danielle kissed my temple. “For now, we can just keep dressing you up and taking you out.”

“And fucking your brains out when we get home,” Stacy added.

My dick hardened again and a pleasurable shudder went through me. “Sounds…amazing.” And I truly meant it. Magic or not, I wanted this. And I didn’t know if I’d ever want it to end.


GIRLY SIDE EFFECTS


I’d always felt insecure in my own body. I wasn’t athletic, by any means, but I knew something had to change. I was thirty and just moved out on my own and never had a girlfriend. I knew being insecure wasn’t going to get me anywhere, and I wanted to get somewhere fast.

So I joined a gym. Just stepping foot inside to sign up made my heart race. The girls were hot. The guys were ripped. I stood there, a short, lanky disheveled blond, acutely aware of my pathetic existence. The only upside was that no one spared me a second glance. I was so invisible, the salesman at the front counter didn’t even notice me.

Not until I meekly waved my arm, trying to get his attention. “You sure you want to do this, bro?” he asked. Great. This was the guy that was supposed to be eager to sign up anyone and everyone and even he doubted if I should be there.

“Yeah. I mean, how else am I going to get strong unless I train?”

“No offense,” said the dark-haired hulk, “but I don’t know if your frail bones can handle extra muscle.”

I rolled my eyes, trying not to show how afraid I was just to be there. “Please, just give me a membership.”

His brows rose and he turned to his computer. “Alright. If you say so. It’ll probably be just a waste of money in your case though.”

“I plan to take it seriously. Could you…um…set me up with a trainer?”

The man sighed and shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah. Whatever you want. The trainers don’t like when you bail on appointments, though.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t bail.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Twenty minutes later, I was a new member. But I didn’t actually meet the trainer until a week later. My palms were sweaty. I was nervous as hell. And it didn’t help that by the time I met up with him, he was three times the size of me. Maybe even five times. He was ridiculously huge. Big enough to give Schwarzenegger a run for his money.

The trainer’s name was Mike. He looked me over like I was the most confusing thing he’d ever seen. Not that he had a high IQ. His mouth hung open a lot like his body required more oxygen than the earth could provide. Between all his workouts, I doubt he had much time to pursue anything intellectual.

“So, um…”

“Wyatt,” I said, giving him my name.

“Yeah. Wyatt. What exactly are you looking to accomplish? We could start with a yoga class.”

I rolled my eyes. “Yoga? No, I want to get big.”

“No offense,” he started, making my blood boil.

“Look, I’ve heard it already. My tiny frame can’t handle big muscle. Well, I want to try. I need a change.” My voice was shaky. I wasn’t usually so assertive.

“Alright,” he said with a nod. “Let’s get started with a little bit of cardio.”

I was exasperated after five minutes on the treadmill. It felt like my lungs were on fire, like I’d been a chain smoker for 50 years. “Is it supposed to hurt this much?” I breathed out.

Mike shrugged. “I’ve been running since I was a kid. If you want to quit, though…”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I don’t want to quit.”

After the treadmill, he took me to the free weights. My joints felt like breaking on anything higher than 5 lbs. I was so embarrassed. There were men in there bench pressing three times my body weight. My cheeks were flushed with both exhaustion and humiliation.

“Everyone has to start somewhere,” Mike assured me, slapping my back hard enough that I stumbled forward. He bit his lip. “Sorry, man.”

“It’s okay.”

I did bicep curls, squats, lunges, and other exercises I couldn’t even remember the names of. By the time I left for the day, my entire body felt wiped and I went home to take a nice, relaxing bath. I put in my favorite lavender bath bomb—a habit my mom called ‘girly’—and soaked until my muscles felt loose.

Then I crawled into bed and put on a Netflix show while pigging out on leftover pizza. I fell asleep shortly after.

I had to work the next day—at the pizza shop where my dinner had come from—but my body felt like it might break in two. I was so fucking sore. How did people do this? Did it get better or do gym bros walk around in constant pain?

By the time my shift was over, all I wanted to do was collapse on my couch and play video games. I essentially had no friends, except for one of my coworkers, Nick, who I only hung out with occasionally. He also was an outcast from most people. But we weren’t terribly close.

A week passed and I went back to the gym. The idea had been to go every day and just meet with the trainer once a week, but since I still didn’t feel confident in anything I was doing, I waited until it was time to meet with the trainer again.

Mike looked confused to see me. I got the feeling he thought I would’ve quit by now. With a sigh, he looked me over and said, “Okay, let’s get started.”

Ignoring Mike's dubious expression, I followed him to the weight section determined to prove that my resolve was sturdier than my frame. He had me start with light weights again, stressing the importance of form over ego.

"You're going to have to start small, Wyatt," he insisted as I attempted a 10-pound dumbbell and nearly dropped it on my foot. "Your body isn't used to this yet."

I nodded, annoyed at the truth in his words. My eagerness to transform was being tempered by the cold reality of physical limitations. Nevertheless, today felt different; the soreness from last week had faded, leaving behind a strange yearning for that burn.

As I performed each exercise with focus, Mike offered frequent corrections and occasional nods of approval. "Good job," he'd say when I managed a set without faltering. Those two words felt like victory.

With every rep, I imagined casting off the old skin of 'Wyatt the weakling' and pushing towards something new. It wasn't just about getting bigger anymore; it was about reshaping myself into someone who no longer fit within the narrow confines of others' expectations.

The session ended with Mike showing me stretches, emphasizing their importance for recovery and flexibility. As much as I had dismissed yoga earlier, stretching out my tight muscles felt incredibly good.

"See you next time, Wyatt," Mike said as we parted ways. His tone was different now – respectful, as if he finally believed in my commitment.

I decided to stay after a little longer to see if I could handle more weight without Mike watching. In the distance, I heard the snickering of a few guys. I ignored it, until I couldn’t anymore. They approached me and I felt myself shrink inward.

“Look at him, trying to lift more than his purse,” one of the gym bros, a mountain of a man with arms like pythons, jeered. His buddy, not as large but just as loud, chimed in with a laugh that echoed across the weight room.

I tried to focus on the dumbbell in my hand but their words were like barbs hooking into my flesh, each one pulling out pieces of the fragile confidence I was trying desperately to build.

“Guys, come on,” I said quietly, setting the weight back on the rack before I dropped it from my shaking hands.

“Oh wow, he speaks!” Python-Arms mocked. “What’s wrong? Your workout routine can't fit into your busy schedule of tea parties and makeovers?”

I glanced around and saw eyes darting away—people pretending not to hear, not to see. But some weren't pretending; some were watching intently. Among them were girls who I'd secretly admired from afar. They whispered behind their hands, sly smiles hinting at private jokes that I could only assume were at my expense.

My cheeks burned with humiliation. It was one thing to be belittled by these guys; it was another entirely to have an audience—a beautiful one at that.

The larger guy poked his friend and motioned toward me with a tilt of his head. “Hey, we should get him something pink to match his feminine frame,” he said.

The laughter that erupted between them cut through me like a cold blade. My hands clenched at my sides as I fought back tears, refusing to break down in front of them. I couldn't let them see how much their words hurt.

“Why don’t you back off, Leon,” came a voice from behind me. I turned to see the most gorgeous girl I’d ever seen. Wavy, chestnut hair pulled up high into a ponytail. Her tight abs were visible below her full, perky chest. Despite her fit physique, she had hips that made my mouth water. “Stop pretending like you got your big muscles from genetics and hard work.”

Leon looked around nervously with a clenched jaw. His gaze then swept up and down over the gorgeous woman’s body. I could tell he wanted her, but he also didn’t want to cross her. “Alright, Shannon. But you won’t always be here to protect him.”

“If I find out you did anything to him, I’ll kick your ass. And you know I can.”

Leon’s brows lifted his hairline and his buddies laughed at him. “Shut up,” he groaned before turning away and leaving the area.

Shannon put her soft yet strong hand on my shoulder. “Are you okay?”

I fought back the tears and let the breath I’d been holding go. I felt safe now, thanks to Shannon. “Yeah,” I said with a nod. “I’m okay.”

“Don’t let those assholes get to you. They didn’t earn their muscles. They all take drugs and pound down workout supplements. If you want to get big, that’s what you’ll really want to do. Otherwise, it’s going to take you years.”

“Years?” My eyes were wide as saucers. “I can’t wait years.”

She chewed her lower lip as if she was considering something. “Hey, why don’t you come back to my place. I’ve gotta shower, but then we could order some take-out and talk about gym etiquette.”

Confusion swirled in my mind. A gorgeous woman inviting me over while she took a shower? And to discuss gym etiquette? This was a set-up. Just another attempt at humiliating me. I was sure of it. “No thanks.”

“Come on. What else do you have to do.”

I glared at her. “Maybe I have a life. I have a job, you know. I could have a girlfriend, too.”

She held up her hands and took a step back. “Okay, okay. Nevermind.” She picked up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “I was just trying to help you. Guess you don’t want that.”

She started to leave when I stepped toward her. “Wait.” She stopped and looked at me over her shoulder. “What kind of take-out?”

Her grin lit up my world. “Whatever you’re in the mood for. We can discuss it after I clean up.” I swallowed. Was I really going to go home with Shannon and wait around while she took a shower? I couldn’t believe my luck, and I still partly doubted that it was luck at all.
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Shannon’s place looked like it had jumped out of an interior design magazine; everything was so meticulously arranged. The living room had a minimalist vibe with a cozy, oversized gray sectional that faced a sleek flat-screen TV mounted on the wall. Potted plants injected life into the space, and through the sliding glass doors, I could see a balcony with a view of the cityscape.

I looked around, still half-expecting this to all be some elaborate prank. But Shannon seemed genuine, and her offer of help combined with the threat of take-out broke through my defensive barriers.

She gestured to the couch as she kicked off her shoes by the door. "Make yourself comfortable. I'll just be a minute," Shannon said before disappearing down the hallway. I heard the creak of a door and then the sound of running water.

Alone in Shannon's apartment, my curiosity got the better of me. The place was intriguing—a blend of strength and softness I didn't understand but wanted to explore. I wandered over to her bookshelf, noting titles ranging from philosophy to fitness manuals, and then to a series of framed photographs on a side table. They showed Shannon with friends, laughing or striking fierce poses at various events.

Following the sound of water softly drumming against tile, I found myself outside her bedroom door. It was slightly ajar—a sliver of invitation or perhaps just forgetfulness on her part. I hesitated before gently pushing it open further just to take a quick peek.

Her room was an intimate contrast to the rest of the apartment: warmer tones, a plush area rug, and layers of textured bedding that whispered sultry and serene in one breath. And then my gaze fell upon it—lingerie scattered carelessly across her dresser and on a chair by the window.

A pink thong caught my attention immediately. Without thinking much about it, I reached out and picked up the silky fabric, rubbing it between my fingers as if touching it could somehow bridge understanding between her world and mine.

Then came Shannon’s voice behind me—a playful note woven into its deep timbre—shattering my trance, “You can try those on if you want.”

I spun around quickly, dropping the thong like it was alight with flames. The color in my cheeks must've matched its hue as I tried desperately to find words that weren’t there.

Shannon stood in the doorway wrapped in nothing but a towel, droplets of water glistening on her skin like jewels catching light from somewhere within the room. Her eyes danced with mirth rather than accusation.

"I-I didn't mean—"

Her laughter cut me off, warm and rich in its cadence. "Relax, Wyatt. You look like you're about to confess to a crime."

Heat still radiated off my face as she walked past me toward her dresser—each movement confident and self-assured—and started picking up her things.

"I don't usually bring guys back here," she said casually over her shoulder while pulling out clothes from drawers smoothly aligned with whispers of movement. "But you seem different—more real than these pumped-up clowns who can't see past their own reflections. Besides, I think you could use a little more confidence, and that's something I'm good at."

I stood stock-still in the middle of her room, trying to process the situation while fighting the urge to bolt out the door. I wasn't sure what was more unnerving—Shannon half-naked and unfazed or my own reflection in her mirror: a gangly figure dwarfed by the certainty that filled every corner of her space.

"You're offering to help me because you think I lack confidence?" My voice sounded small, even to my own ears.

Shannon slipped into a pair of jeans with ease and tossed a shirt over her head. "Not just that. Like I said, Wyatt, you're real—you don't just throw weights around trying to impress anyone who'll watch. You've got potential; it just needs a little... push," she affirmed, locking eyes with me through the mirror as she brushed her hair.

She approached me then and placed a hand on my shoulder—a gesture so casual yet charged with an energy that seemed to jolt me out of my stupor. "I have a supplement that can help with your workouts, and I can show you some techniques. It works with your hormones to help you build muscle in no time. It’ll bring out your true potential."

I nodded, my throat suddenly too tight for words. The thought of being stronger—physically and maybe even emotionally—was enticing. If Shannon thought I could do it, why shouldn't I believe it, too?

"Great! It's settled then," she declared with a decisive nod before handing me the container of powder which had been sitting on her dresser. The label boasted bold letters promising 'EXPLOSIVE GROWTH' and 'UNRIVALED STRENGTH'. I turned it over in my hands, the weight somehow both reassuring and daunting.

As if on cue, there was a knock at the door signaling the arrival of our take-out. Shannon let out a delighted squeal and patted my back as she strode past me to answer the door. "You’re going to love this place; their curry is off-the-charts good."

Sitting down at her impeccably clean kitchen island, we dove into the food—her enthusiasm infectious as we talked about everything from our favorite movies to our pet peeves.

The conversation flowed effortlessly. Somewhere between sharing stories of our most embarrassing moments and debating the merits of high-intensity interval training versus steady-state cardio, any remaining tension within me began to dissipate.

The evening stretched on comfortably until the city lights twinkled like distant stars outside her balcony. Shannon was right; something about being here felt different—it felt right. And perhaps for the first time in a long while, I allowed myself to believe that maybe there was more strength in me than I ever acknowledged—strength that awaited only Shannon's kindling touch to ignite into something formidable.

When it was time to leave, I walked out with a budding spark of confidence that Shannon had somehow managed to instill within me in just one evening.
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I started taking the supplement the very next day by mixing it into a nasty protein shake. Seriously, how did gym bros do this for every meal? Was looking good worth all that? I thought about it as I choked down the sludge. Yes, I decided. Yes, it was.

A few hours into my work shift, I felt a tingling sensation over my body and panicked. Hopefully, I wasn’t allergic to the supplement. My skin was not only tingly but also really itchy. I kept checking for signs of a rash, but found nothing.

Eventually, the mild side effects subsided and I felt really good. My brain was balanced for the first time in a long time and I felt good in my body. After a few more days of taking the supplement, even my coworker, Nick seemed to notice.

"Hey, Wyatt, you're looking pretty good, man," Nick said as we were prepping pizzas in the kitchen. "Have you been working out or something?"

I felt a flush of pride at his comment. "Yeah, actually. I've been hitting the gym more lately."

Nick nodded approvingly. "It shows. You’re looking confident. Taller even."

I grinned, feeling a surge of confidence. "Thanks, Nick. I've been taking this new supplement too. It's really helping."

Nick's eyebrows shot up. "Supplement? What kind?"

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I should share my secret. But Nick was my friend, and I trusted him. "It's this powder some girl at the gym gave me. It's supposed to help with muscle growth and strength."

Nick's expression changed, a flicker of concern crossing his face. "Some girl at the gym? Wyatt, are you sure that stuff is safe?"

I felt a twinge of defensiveness. "Of course it is. Shannon wouldn't give me anything dangerous."

Nick held up his hands. "I'm not saying she would, but you never know with those unregulated supplements. Just be careful, okay?"

I nodded, but inside I was bristling. Nick didn't understand. He didn't know how good I felt, how much more confident I was becoming. I turned back to the pizza I was making, spreading the sauce with more flair than necessary.

As the shift went on, I found myself hyper-aware of my body. Every movement felt charged with new energy. I caught my reflection in the stainless steel of the pizza oven and was surprised by what I saw. I’d expected to look a little more masculine, a little bigger. But instead, I swore I looked a little feminine. I brushed it off. The supplement was probably just affecting my perceptions. I would have muscle in no time.

By the end of the night, I was buzzing with energy. As we were closing up, Nick approached me again.

"Look, Wyatt," he said, his voice low. "I didn't mean to upset you earlier. I just worry, you know? You're my friend."

I sighed, feeling a mix of irritation and appreciation. "I know, Nick. Thanks. But really, I'm fine. Better than fine, actually. I feel great."

Nick nodded slowly. "Okay. Just... keep an eye on yourself, alright? And if you ever need to talk, I'm here."

As I walked home that night, Nick's words echoed in my head. But they were drowned out by the thrum of energy in my veins, the newfound confidence in my step. I was changing, evolving. And I liked it. No, I loved it. Whatever doubts Nick or anyone else had, I knew this was right for me. This was my path to becoming the person I always wanted to be.
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My next gym session went smoothly, but I was still on 5 lb dumbbells. I didn’t feel stronger, even though I felt better. I told myself I needed some more time. Even seeing results in a year would be better than several years. Mike stared at me more often while instructing me on my workouts, but I wasn’t sure why. In fact, I was starting to get stares from a lot of people. But for once, I felt good about it rather than ashamed. I wasn’t sure why.

After I finished training with Mike, I met up with Shannon in one of the basketball courts. I sucked at shooting hoops, but I wanted to hang out with her. “So, how is the supplement working?”

“Great,” I told her as I watched her throw the ball into the air. It swished into the hoop and bounced back toward her. “I feel better than ever.”

She smiled. “Good. You’ll be a beefy, asshole dude bro in no time,” she snickered. I laughed with her. It felt good to have a friend other than Nick. I harbored no illusions about Shannon. I didn’t expect her to ever want to be with a guy like me. At least not before I built up some more muscle.

We shot hoops for an hour before parting ways with a friendly goodbye. The first thing I did when I got home was jump in the shower.

As the hot water cascaded over my body, I closed my eyes and let out a contented sigh. The day's workout had left me feeling invigorated, yet somehow different. I reached for the soap and began to lather up, my hands gliding over my skin.

That's when I felt it. Two small, distinct lumps on my chest. My eyes snapped open, and I looked down in disbelief. They were barely noticeable, but undeniably there. My heart began to race as I gently prodded the area. Surely, this couldn't be happening. It had to be a side effect of the supplement, right?

But as I continued to explore the new contours of my body, a strange sensation washed over me. Each touch sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a warmth in my core that I'd never experienced before. I found myself unable to stop, my fingers circling the sensitive areas with increasing urgency.

To my surprise, I felt my dick harden in response. But when I reached down to stroke it, I found it softer than usual. Confused but overwhelmed by the new sensations, I returned my attention to my chest. The pleasure intensified, building to a crescendo I couldn't have imagined.

Without warning, a powerful orgasm ripped through me, leaving me gasping and trembling against the shower wall. I'd never come like that before, especially not without direct stimulation. As the water continued to pour over me, I stood there, panting and bewildered, trying to make sense of what had just happened.

The supplement was changing me, that much was clear. But into what, I wasn't sure. And the scariest part? A small, growing part of me was starting to like it.

I stepped out of the shower, my mind reeling from what had just happened. As I toweled off, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze. My body looked... different. Softer somehow, with subtle curves I hadn't noticed before. I ran my hands over my hips, my thighs, my chest, marveling at how smooth my skin felt.

"It's just the supplement," I whispered to myself, but even as I said it, I wasn't sure I believed it anymore.

The next few days passed in a blur. I continued taking the supplement, telling myself it was for the best, even as I noticed more changes. My hair seemed thicker, shinier. My eyelashes looked longer. My lips felt fuller. And my emotions... they were all over the place. One minute I'd be laughing, the next on the verge of tears.

At work, Nick kept giving me concerned looks, but I brushed him off. I felt too good to worry about his doubts. Customers were treating me differently too, especially the men. They smiled more, some even flirted. It should have bothered me, but instead, I found myself enjoying the attention.

When I met Shannon at the gym again, I knew I had to say something. We were stretching after our workout when I finally worked up the courage.

"Shannon," I began, my voice sounding higher than usual, "I think something strange is happening with the supplement."

She looked at me, her eyebrow raised. "What do you mean?"

I took a deep breath. "I... I think it's making me more feminine instead of masculine. Is that even possible?"

Shannon's eyes widened, and for a moment, I saw something flicker across her face. Was it surprise? Guilt? But then she laughed, shaking her head.

"Oh, Wyatt," she said, her voice oddly gentle. "I think you're just overthinking things. The supplement is working exactly as it should."

I wanted to argue, to point out all the changes, but something in her tone made me hesitate. And deep down, a part of me didn't want to question it. Because despite everything, I'd never felt more alive, more... myself.

"You're right," I found myself saying, a smile spreading across my face. "I'm sure it's nothing to worry about."

As I left the gym that night, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was stepping into a new chapter of my life. And strangely enough, I was excited to see where it would lead.

[image: ]


The next day, I arrived at the gym, my heart racing with a mix of anticipation and anxiety. As I approached the entrance, I saw Mike waiting for me, his muscular arms crossed over his chest. His eyes widened as I got closer, and I felt a blush creep across my cheeks.

"Wyatt?" he asked, his voice filled with disbelief. "Is that you?"

I nodded, suddenly feeling self-conscious. "Yeah, it's me. Why do you look so surprised?"

Mike's brow furrowed as he looked me up and down. "You look... different. More... girly, I guess. What's going on?"

I felt my stomach drop. I'd been hoping the changes weren't as noticeable as they felt, but Mike's reaction confirmed my fears. "I... I don't know," I stammered. "I've been trying to bulk up, not... this."

Mike's expression softened slightly. "Well, let's get to our routine and see how you're doing strength-wise. Maybe it's just a temporary thing."

As we went through our usual exercises, I was shocked to find that despite my more feminine appearance, I was actually lifting heavier weights than before. My muscles felt stronger, more defined, even as my overall shape seemed softer.

"Impressive," Mike commented as I finished a set of bench presses. "Whatever's causing these changes, it's definitely not hurting your gains."

I couldn't help but smile, feeling a surge of pride. "Yeah, I guess not. It's weird, but I feel stronger than ever."

As we finished up our session, I found myself conflicted. On one hand, the physical changes were undeniable and somewhat alarming. On the other, I couldn't ignore how good I felt - stronger, more energetic, and oddly... happier.

"Mike," I said as we were wrapping up, "I've been taking this new supplement. Do you think it could be causing these changes?"

He shrugged. "It's possible. But if it's making you stronger and you're feeling good, maybe it's not such a bad thing?"

I nodded, mulling over his words. As I left the gym, I realized the last thing I wanted to do was stop taking the supplement. Whatever was happening, it felt right somehow. And I was curious to see where this journey would take me next.

When I met up with Shannon to stretch, she also noticed the severity of my changes. “How are you feeling?” she asked, and I told her the truth. That I was feeling amazing. She smiled and added, “You should come back to my place again. Maybe we can get to the bottom of all of this.”

I didn’t know what she meant, but I agreed to go back to her place. Once there, she invited me into her bedroom. She picked up the pink thong from several weeks ago—the one I’d touched without permission. “Do you remember what I said when you touched this?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“I said that you could try it on if you wanted to.”

I swallowed. I know I was looking girlier, but this? Dressing as a woman? “I don’t know,” I said. “I mean..I’m not a crossdresser.”

She shook her head. “No, you aren’t. But I think you may have been meant to be a woman.”

“What?”

“The supplement I gave you. It works on your hormones and it’s giving you some strange side effects. But they might not be side effects at all. What if this is who you were meant to be?”

“And you think trying on a pair of panties is going to decide that for me?”

She shrugged. “It’s a start.” She handed the panties to me and I bit my lower lip. I began to undress myself in front of her, surprisingly not anxious or ashamed of her seeing my naked body. Not like I used to would’ve been.

As the last piece of my clothing fell to the floor, Shannon's eyes never wavered from me. There was an intensity in her gaze, a mixture of curiosity, anticipation, and something else I couldn't quite place. With hesitant fingers, I picked up the pink thong and began to slide it up my legs. The sheer fabric felt almost electric against my skin, a delicate whisper that contrasted sharply with the rough textures of my regular attire.

When it nestled into place, I stood there for a moment, feeling the coolness of the silk against my most sensitive areas. It was an oddly liberating sensation - soft yet firm, like a gentle embrace. My reflection in her full-length mirror caught my eye. The pink thong highlighted the curves that had subtly developed over weeks without me even noticing.

Shannon stepped closer and placed a hand on my shoulder. "How does that feel?" she asked gently.

"Different," I admitted, "but... good."

Her smile grew wider as she reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out more garments - a lacy bra, a top with a plunging neckline, and a mini skirt that shimmered under her bedroom light. "Let's keep going," she said softly.

As I put on each piece, guided by Shannon's encouraging words, I could feel myself transforming not just physically but mentally. The smoothness of the fabric, the way it clung to my reshaped body, made me feel elegant and graceful in ways I'd never experienced before.

Finally dressed, Shannon led me to her vanity table where she began applying makeup with expert precision. Each brush stroke seemed to reveal another layer of me, hidden beneath years of societal expectations and personal denial. A dab of foundation here, a sweep of eyeshadow there - it was art brought to life on my very skin.

Next came the wig - long, flowing locks in a rich auburn shade that cascaded past my shoulders. She adjusted it carefully before stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Almost done," she declared with a satisfied nod before producing a pair of fishnet stockings and sleek black heels that looked dauntingly high.

The stockings slid up my legs like liquid silk, hugging every curve before settling snugly around my waist. The heels were a challenge at first, but as Shannon guided me around her room with patience and encouragement, I found myself adapting surprisingly quickly.

When Shannon finally turned me back towards the mirror, I almost didn't recognize the person staring back at me. My breath caught in my throat as I took in the sight - poised, beautiful, confident beyond anything I'd ever imagined for myself.

"You look... stunning," Shannon whispered beside me, her voice thick with emotion. Her hand brushed against mine and our fingers intertwined naturally.

"I feel... incredible," I replied softly. "Like I'm finally seeing who I'm supposed to be."

Her eyes met mine in the mirror and for a moment we stood there in perfect understanding. She leaned in closer until our lips were just inches apart. "You're beautiful," she murmured before closing the gap between us.

The kiss was tender at first but quickly deepened into something more passionate as we both surrendered to this newfound connection. For the first time in my life, I felt truly seen - not just by Shannon but by myself as well.

As we broke apart breathlessly moments later, Shannon gazed at me with a blend of admiration and desire that made my heart race. "I've always wanted to experiment with another woman," she confessed, her voice husky. "And tonight, you look so sexy, Wyatt."

The way she said my name sent shivers down my spine. Without breaking eye contact, Shannon began to undress herself. Piece by piece, she discarded her clothing until she stood before me, completely naked. Her body was a masterpiece of curves and lines, every inch of her exuding confidence and allure. Her breasts were so full with tiny pink puckered nipples. Her pussy was deliciously shaved and she looked like she could star in her own movie.

"Come here," she commanded softly, moving toward the bed. She sat down on the edge and then lay back, spreading her legs invitingly. The vulnerability and openness in her pose were intoxicating.

I moved towards her eagerly, driven by an unfamiliar but compelling urge to please her. As I knelt between her legs, I felt an overwhelming sense of purpose wash over me.

Shannon's skin was warm under my lips as I trailed kisses along her inner thighs. Her breathing quickened, each exhale a soft sigh of anticipation. When I finally reached her dripping wet pussy, I took a deep breath and let instinct guide me.

My tongue flicked out hesitantly at first but soon found a rhythm that elicited moans of pleasure from Shannon's lips. Her hands tangled in my hair, urging me on with gentle pressure. The taste of her was intoxicating, a blend of musk and sweetness that pulled me deeper into the moment.

She arched her back and gasped as I explored every inch of her with my mouth, my own arousal building with each passing second. The sounds of her pleasure echoed in the room, mingling with the faint rustle of sheets and the soft hum of the night outside.

Focusing on her clit, I applied delicate yet firm strokes with my tongue, reveling in the way her body responded to my touch. My hands gripped her hips firmly, holding her steady as she rocked against my face.

My dick was aroused, but not hard. It felt weird to be in this body pleasing a woman, but it also felt right. Shannon reached down and massages my breasts while I at her out and my body was overcome with pleasure.

"Yes... right there," Shannon panted, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Don't stop."

Her encouragement spurred me on, and I doubled my efforts, determined to give her everything she desired. The world around us faded away until there was nothing but the two of us - our breaths synchronized in a dance of intimacy and exploration.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity suspended in time, Shannon's body tensed beneath me. She cried out in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over her. In that exact moment, I came inside her pink thong without touching myself. I came just from eating her out and her hands fondling my new breasts.

I pulled back slightly to look up at her face - flushed and radiant with satisfaction. Her eyes met mine again, filled with gratitude and something deeper that made my heart swell.

"That was... incredible," she murmured weakly, reaching out to cup my cheek tenderly.

A sense of pride and fulfillment washed over me as I smiled back at her. "I'm glad you enjoyed it," I replied softly.

“I’m going to get changed into something more fun. We should go out and debut your new look.” She was already shuffling through her closet when I asked for clarification.

“Go out? You mean dressed like this?”

“Of course. Don’t you feel good in that?”

“Well, yes, but—”

“No buts,” she paused, smirking, “well, none just yet. We’re going out and having a good time. You’ll enjoy yourself, I promise.”

Shannon put on a fitted black dress and grabbed her purse. Fifteen minutes later, we were at her favorite bar.

The neon lights of the bar flickered playfully, casting vibrant hues across the room. Music pulsed through the air, a steady rhythm that matched the beating of my heart. Shannon led the way inside, her confidence radiating in every step she took. I followed closely behind her, feeling both exhilarated and apprehensive.

We found a table near the back, and Shannon ordered drinks for us. As we settled in, I scanned the room nervously. It wasn’t long before I spotted him—Leon. He was leaning against the bar, laughing loudly with a group of friends. The memory of his taunts at the gym flashed through my mind, and my stomach tightened.

Shannon noticed my gaze and leaned in close. “Well look who it is,” she whispered conspiratorially, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Maybe we should serve him up a cold dish of revenge.”

I hesitated for a moment but then nodded. Shannon had transformed me completely from head to toe: tight mini skirt, fishnet stockings, high heels and a plunging neckline top that accentuated my new breasts. Every inch of me screamed femininity—a stark contrast to the person Leon had mocked at the gym. I doubt he’d even recognize me.

“You want me to go flirt with him?”

“Only if you want to. Don’t you think it would be funny?”

I shrugged. I wasn’t sure if it would be funny, but I sure as well was curious what it would feel like to act out the part of a woman.

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and made my way towards Leon. As I approached him, I put on my best seductive smile and batted my eyelashes. He looked up, clearly intrigued by my presence.

“Hi there,” I purred softly, leaning against the bar next to him.

Leon’s eyes raked over me appreciatively before meeting mine. “Well hello gorgeous,” he replied with a grin. “What’s your name?”

“Wendy,” I said confidently, watching his reaction carefully.

We continued talking for a while, his attention entirely focused on me. He didn't recognize me at all—it was almost too easy. Finally, after some more playful banter and subtle touches, he leaned in closer.

“How about we take this somewhere more private?” he suggested huskily.

I glanced back at Shannon who was now engaged in conversation with someone else but still keeping an eye on me. She gave me an encouraging nod.

“I’m not really sure about that,” I replied teasingly.

Leon smirked confidently. “Then meet me in the back alley in five minutes,” he murmured into my ear before turning away to say goodbye to his friends. “You look like you’re dying for a good fuck.”

My heart pounded as I made my way back to Shannon. She glanced at me questioningly as I sat down beside her.

“Well?” she asked eagerly.

“He wants to meet me in the back alley,” I whispered nervously. “What if he finds out?”

Shannon laughed softly and patted my hand reassuringly. “Just offer him your ass. He won’t turn that down.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. My mouth was dry. “You want me to what?”

She brushed her finger down my arm and sent a shiver through me. “You know you’re curious. Don’t you want to know what it feels like to be fucked like a girl?”

My body came alive even while my brain was swimming in confused thoughts. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Well go meet him in the alley and find out.”

With renewed determination, I stood up once more and headed outside towards the alleyway. The cool night air sent shivers down my spine as I stepped into the dimly lit space behind the bar where Leon was already waiting for me.

“There you are,” he said with a predatory smile as he approached me slowly.

I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves as he closed the distance between us until we were mere inches apart. His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. The touch was electric, sending tingles down to my core.

"You look even more stunning in the moonlight," Leon whispered, his voice low and husky.

My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and exhilaration coursing through me. He leaned in and kissed me with surprising gentleness, his lips soft but insistent against mine. My hands found their way to his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt as I responded to the kiss.

Leon’s hands roamed my body, exploring the curves that were new to me as well. His fingers found my breasts, squeezing them through the fabric of my dress before his thumbs brushed over my nipples. A gasp escaped my lips as pleasure shot through me.

“Sensitive, aren’t we?” Leon chuckled, his breath hot against my neck. I arched into him, trying to keep some distance between our lower bodies. I could feel his erection pressing against my stomach—a stark reminder of what I was about to do.

I took a shaky breath and whispered into his ear, “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

He pulled back slightly to look at me, an almost feral grin spreading across his face. “Oh, you naughty girl,” he growled approvingly.

Leon’s hands slid down my back to cup my ass through the tight fabric of the dress before he pulled me into him. I had to shift my hips to keep my cock from brushing against him, even though it was soft. He fumbled with his belt and zipper. The sound of them opening sent another rush of nerves and excitement through me.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I obeyed, pressing my hands against the rough brick wall as I bent over slightly. My heart raced as I felt him lift the hem of my skirt and tear away the flimsy thong I’d worn just for tonight. He spit in his hand and rubbed his spit over my ass like I was nothing more than a dirty whore. I tried to remind myself that this was payback, not something I truly wanted. But feeling his hands on me excited me in ways I never imagined.

His fingers probed at my entrance cautiously before he slid one inside me slowly. “You’re so tight,” Leon marveled, adding another finger and stretching me gently.

I bit down on my lip to stifle a moan, feeling myself relax under his touch despite myself. He withdrew suddenly, leaving me feeling empty and wanting.

“Ready for me?” he asked, positioning himself behind me.

“Yes,” I breathed out, bracing myself for what was to come. His dick was surprisingly huge for a man that took so many drugs and supplements to get big. His bulbous tip pressed against my puckered hole and threatened to rip me in two.

The pressure was intense as he pushed into me slowly. Pain mingled with pleasure as he filled me up inch by inch until he was fully seated inside me. He paused for a moment before beginning to move—slowly at first but building up speed and intensity quickly.

Each thrust sent shockwaves through my body until I was gasping and moaning uncontrollably. Leon’s hands gripped my hips tightly as he pounded into me relentlessly. The sounds of our bodies slapping together echoed through the alleyway and I was afraid someone would catch us.

“Goddamn,” Leon groaned as he rammed into me harder and faster. “You really do like it up the ass.”

All sense of reality seemed to blur away; all that mattered was the intense sensation radiating from where we were joined together—my hips rolling back in rhythm with his thrusts despite myself.

Finally unable to hold back any longer, a cry of both pain and pleasure tore from my lips. Leon only seemed spurred on by my reaction, driving into me with even more ferocity.

"You like this, don't you?" he growled, his voice filled with lust and dominance. "You love being my little slut."

I could barely form coherent thoughts, let alone words. My body was on fire, every nerve ending focused on the overwhelming sensation of Leon inside me. Despite the degradation in his words, a part of me reveled in the raw power he exuded, the way he took control.

With each thrust, I felt myself being pushed closer to an edge I didn't know I could reach. My legs trembled as I struggled to keep my balance against the wall. Leon's hands left bruises on my hips as he pulled me back onto him roughly.

"You're taking it so well," he murmured into my ear, his breath hot and ragged. "Better than any woman I've ever had."

The truth in his words stung but also sent a strange thrill through me. Here I was, playing the part of a woman far better than anyone would suspect—especially Leon, who once belittled me for being weak.

As he continued to thrust into me relentlessly, I felt a sensation building deep within me. It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before—a swirling mix of pleasure and pain that threatened to consume me entirely.

"Leon," I gasped out his name involuntarily, my voice trembling.

He responded with an almost animalistic grunt, pushing into me even harder. The rough texture of the brick wall bit into my palms as I fought to hold on.

Without warning, Leon's movements became erratic and desperate. His grip tightened, and his thrusts grew uneven as he teetered on the brink of release. The realization hit me like a wave—he was about to come inside me.

A primal urge took over; I wanted him to finish inside me, to mark me in a way that defied everything we knew about each other. And just as that thought crystallized in my mind, Leon erupted with a guttural roar, his release flooding into me with unexpected warmth.

The sensation triggered something deep within me as well—I could feel my own climax rush through my body with frightening intensity. My muscles clenched around him involuntarily as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

As our breathing slowly returned to normal and the world came back into focus, Leon pulled out of me gently but not without a hint of reluctance. He straightened up and adjusted his clothes while I gathered myself against the wall.

"That was... hot," he admitted quietly before leaning down to plant one last kiss on my lips—a gesture surprisingly tender given what had just transpired.

I managed a weak smile in response, still reeling from everything that had happened. As he walked away into the shadows of the alleyway, I found myself standing there alone—my heart pounding with both fear and exhilaration at what lay ahead.

I met up back up with Shannon and told her everything that happened. Her eyes were wide and her smile even wider. “Wait until he sees you at the gym next week. He’s going to flip his shit.”

Fuck. I hadn’t even considered that. My ass was still sore as I sat down to finish my drink. Cum leaked out of it and my panties were still on the ground outside. I was a dirty, filthy mess, and yet I couldn’t help but smile.
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My confidence continued to grow to the point where I felt comfortable going out in public dressed as a girl. I even went to work dressed up and told my boss and coworkers what I felt to be true—I was always meant to be a girl and I didn’t want to hide from myself any longer. The accepted me with surprising tenderness, Nick especially.

Nick had always been a good friend and coworker, but his reaction filled me with an unexpected warmth. As we worked together at the pizza place, I couldn't help but notice how his eyes followed me appreciatively whenever I moved. It was flattering and boosted my confidence further.

One busy Friday night, the orders were piling up, and the kitchen was a whirlwind of activity. Amidst the chaos, Nick caught my eye and motioned for me to step outside, just for a moment. I handed over my tray to another server and followed him out the back door into the cool night air.

"Wyatt—or should I say Wendy?" Nick began, his voice soft but holding a note of excitement.

"Wendy," I confirmed with a smile that reached my eyes.

"Wendy," he repeated slowly, as if savoring the name on his tongue. "You look amazing tonight."

I blushed slightly. "Thanks, Nick. It feels... it feels right, you know? Like I'm finally being true to myself."

He nodded thoughtfully. "You can really see it in how you carry yourself now. You're glowing—like you're finally free."

His words made my heart swell. "I am free," I said more to myself than to him. "For the first time in my life."

Nick took a step closer, his proximity bringing with it a sense of intimacy that caught me off guard but didn't feel unwelcome. "I've known you for years, Wyatt—I mean, Wendy," he corrected himself quickly with an endearing awkwardness. "And I've never seen you happier. It's like you've been hiding behind a shadow all this time, and now you're stepping into the light."

I looked into his eyes and saw genuine admiration there. "Thank you for saying that, Nick. Your support means more than you can imagine."

He hesitated for a moment before reaching out to hold my hand gently. "Femininity looks good on you, Wendy," he said earnestly. "Really good."

I squeezed his hand in return, feeling an undeniable connection between us. The moment was interrupted by the loud clatter of pots from inside the kitchen, reminding us both of where we were.

"Guess we should get back to work," I said with a reluctant laugh.

"Yeah," Nick agreed but didn't let go of my hand right away. He leaned closer and whispered in my ear, "You're going to be amazing no matter what."

As we reentered the bustling kitchen together, hand in hand for a brief second before letting go, I felt an overwhelming sense of acceptance wash over me. This journey was far from over, but with friends like Nick by my side, I knew I could face whatever lay ahead with unshakeable confidence.
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Before my next gym session, I met Shannon at her place. She let me borrow some girly workout clothes, a bright pink sports bra—my breasts were almost B cups now—and matching tight shorts. The tightness of the pants helped to hide my cock. I couldn’t believe how amazing I felt in a pair of workout clothes. But because they were feminine and clung to my body, I felt incredible.

She put on the wig and applied a light lip gloss so that I would still look feminine without needing an entire face of makeup. We drove to the gym and walked to the front doors, hand in hand. “Are you ready for this?”

I nodded. After being accepted at work, I knew this would be a piece of cake. And Leon deserved to know exactly who he fucked.

Shannon gave me a quick kiss before heading off to her own workout. I met up with my trainer Mike. “Who are you?” he asked.

“I’m Wendy. I mean…you know me as Wyatt.”

He gasped. “Wyatt? That’s you? You’re…well, fuck.”

“Hot?” I teased, flipping my ponytail behind my shoulder. I felt so confident now that it bordered on sassy.

“Well, yeah. Damn, girl. I mean…Wendy.” He exhaled and whistled while I twirled for him. “Let’s go get you some gains, girl.”

I couldn’t help but giggle with exhilaration as I followed my trainer. In the back corner of the gym, I saw Leon with his buddies hanging out by the free weights. As we neared them, I overheard him talking about a girl he fucked and realized he was talking about me.

“It was so hot, bro. She wanted me to fuck her in the ass. And her ass was so fucking tight. We did it right there in the alleyway. She was such a dirty slut. I should’ve gotten her number.”

His friends slapped his back and shoulders, laughing and living vicariously. I couldn’t help but smile. If only he knew.

Mike handed me 15 lb dumbbells and asked me to do my first set of bicep curls. “Okay, Wyatt…oh shit, I mean Wendy. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Mike’s little slip-up made Leon turn in horror. He stared at me while I did my bicep curls. I gave him a wink and poked out my ass a little bit. His gaze lowered to my rounded bum and his jaw ticked.

He officially knew. He fucked a woman who had previously been pathetic little Wyatt. By the time I did lunges and squats, I made sure to really rub it in his face. I was hot and I knew it, and I knew he’d want to fuck me again even if he hated how much he wanted to.

By the time my session was over, Leon had disappeared. I texted Shannon that I was going to head to the locker room to cool down. What I really meant was that I wanted to go touch myself until I came. Because that session was hot in more ways than one.

As I approached the locker room doors, I wondered which one to go in. I was about to push open the ladies’ door when a hand clasped around my wrist. I spun to face the owner only to find out it was Leon.

“That was you? Wyatt?”

I winked again and jutted out a hip. “What do you care? I made all your dreams come true.”

He stepped into me, towering above me. “Not quite,” he growled, pinning me to the wall.

My throat bobbed with a swallow. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean, I didn’t know you had a cock the whole time. I want to see it.”

I looked from side to side. There was no one around. The gym would be closing soon. “Where?” I asked.

He took my hands and led me into the boy’s locker room, not stopping until we were in the nearest shower stall. He began to rip off my clothes and tugged down his shorts, revealing his long, thick member up close. “Look how fucking hard you made me.” His hands roamed over my breasts and down to my flaccid cock.

“Sorry I won’t be able to match your hardness,” I said. “But I can still come.”

“You said the magic fucking words,” he growled. He picked me up and I wrapped my legs around him. He spit on his hand and rubbed it against my ass, reaching around my thighs. Then he angled his hard cock for my ass and pushed in. It went inside much more easily this time and it felt good immediately.

Mike leaned down and sucked on my tits while he pounded me relentlessly. Occasionally, he pulled back and stared down at my cock while he fucked me.

Leon’s hips drove into me with a force and rhythm that set my body alight. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, making it impossible to stifle the moans escaping my lips. My back arched against the cold tiles as Leon's hands gripped my ass tighter, pulling me closer to him with each powerful movement.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his eyes darkening with lust. His mouth found mine, our kisses frantic and desperate.

The sensations were overwhelming; his cock hitting all the right places inside me while his hands roamed over my body. I could feel the muscles in his arms and chest working as he held me up effortlessly, a reminder of the strength that was turning me into a quivering mess.

“Harder,” I gasped, my fingers digging into his shoulders. I needed more, craved the release that was building inside me.

Leon obliged, increasing his pace. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with our ragged breaths and moans. I felt his hand slide down between us, grasping my cock and stroking it in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was intoxicating, pushing me closer to the edge.

��Oh god, yes,” I whimpered. My body was on fire, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation.

Leon’s eyes locked onto mine, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he watched me coming apart beneath him. “You gonna come for me, Wendy?” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes...yes...” I panted, feeling my orgasm approaching fast. His strokes on my cock were relentless, matching the brutal rhythm of his hips.

“I want to feel you come while I’m deep inside you,” Leon murmured against my ear before biting down on my neck.

That was it. The combination of pain and pleasure tipped me over the edge. My vision blurred as I cried out, my cock pulsing in Leon’s hand as I came hard. The force of it made my entire body shudder as waves of ecstasy washed over me.

Leon continued to fuck me through my orgasm, prolonging the pleasure until it was almost too much to bear. Watching me unravel seemed to push him closer to his own release.

“Fuck...I’m gonna come,” he groaned, burying himself deep inside me one last time and holding there. I felt him throb within me as he came hard, filling me up. His grip tightened momentarily before he finally relaxed against me.

We stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily and basking in the afterglow. Eventually, Leon withdrew gently and set me down on shaky legs. He looked at me with an expression that was part satisfaction, part amazement.

“You’re incredible,” he said softly, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face.

I smiled up at him, still catching my breath. “So are you,” I replied honestly.

“This isn’t the last time I’m going to fuck you,” he said. It wasn’t a question but a demand.

We cleaned up quickly and dressed in silence, the intensity of what had just happened hanging in the air between us. As we left the locker room together, I couldn’t help but wonder what this meant for us going forward.

I met up with Shannon in the parking lot and she knew instantly. “You got laid! You’re cheeks are flushed. Your hair is a mess.”

“That’s what happens from a hard workout,” I teased with a shrug.

“Oh, bull shit,” she laughed. “I can tell the difference. So who was it? Don’t tell me it was your trainer.”

“Nope,” I said, smiling. “It was Leon.”

Her jaw slackened. “Did he know it was you?”

I nodded.

“No fucking way.”

“And he wants to fuck me again.”

“That’s it, girl,” said Shannon. “You’re sleeping over at my place and sharing all the details.”

I slipped into the passenger seat of her car, beaming wide. “Only if I can eat you out at the same time.”

Shannon’s cheeks flushed with arousal. “Absolutely. I want you to tell me every dirty detail while you’re trapped between my legs.”

“Well start the car already,” I said. “Unless you want to do it right here in the parking lot.”

She pinned me with a look. “Don’t tempt me.”

We broke into laughter that felt more genuine than anything had in a long time. I didn’t know what was in that supplement, or why it turned me into a woman. All I knew was that nothing felt more right, and I couldn’t wait to keep exploring my new feminine body.


THE RIGHT MEDICINE


Blake, Michael (his friend, Tara (woman with prescription)

“I’m sorry, Blake, but we can’t overlook the absences anymore,” Mr. Henderson said, his fingers tented before him on the mahogany desk that seemed to expand with each word he spoke.

I shifted in my chair, the leather cold and unyielding beneath me. “I understand, sir.” My voice didn’t sound like my own; it was hollow somehow, a shell of the force it usually carried.

“You’ve been a great asset when you’re here—that’s not in question. But reliability is key in this business.” He leaned back, and through the thick tension, I swear I could hear every creak of his chair.

The sickness in my stomach churned as I tried to form the words sitting on the tip of my tongue like prisoners awaiting release. “Mr. Henderson, I’ve been struggling with some personal issues.”

He looked at me then, really looked at me, with a hint of something akin to understanding in his eyes. “Personal issues?”

“Yes,” I said, finally free from my internal prison. “Depression. I’m on medication, but some days are just...harder than others.”

Mr. Henderson nodded slowly, as if digesting the information was an effort in itself. “Blake, why didn’t you come to HR sooner? We could have tried to work something out.”

Guilt and frustration bubbled inside me as I thought of all the days spent staring at my ceiling instead of being here in the place I fought so hard to belong to. “I don’t know,” I admitted softly. “I guess I thought I could handle it on my own.”

“Handling things on our own isn’t always the best approach.” He sighed then and picked up a pen, rolling it between his fingers—a gesture that seemed to shrink him back into mere mortality.

“Is there any way we can renegotiate this decision? Maybe a reduced schedule or temporary leave?” The desperation must have shown through because Mr. Henderson put down his pen and folded his hands once again.

“Unfortunately, Blake, our decision is final. It wouldn’t be fair to make exceptions at this point. But we will provide a decent reference for you—based on your performance when you were here,” he said with a touch of sympathy that did little to ease the tightness in my chest.

I nodded numbly; what else was there to do? The walls of his office felt like they were closing in around me—the awards on the shelf mockingly polished and gleaming under the harsh light.

“We’ll have someone escort you to clear out your desk,” Mr. Henderson continued.

“Right... My desk.” The words tasted like ash as images of all that my cubicle contained flickered through my mind: photos of happier times, knick-knacks gifted from co-workers who didn’t know my struggle.

As I stood up, the room spun slightly and Mr. Henderson’s voice became distant although he was only a few feet away. “Take care of yourself, Blake.”

“Yes... Thank you,” I managed to say, though gratitude was far from what filled me at that moment.

And with each step out of his office, it was as though I was walking through molasses—each drag forward pulling me further from where I wanted so desperately to be.

Back at home, I had to tell my roommate, Michael, that I was now jobless. The apartment was dimly lit when I stumbled in, Michael’s carefree whistling accompanying the sound of sizzling from the kitchen. He looked up, an easy smile on his face that dropped when he caught sight of my expression.

"Blake, you look like you've seen a ghost, man. What's up?" His spatula hung mid-air, forgotten for a moment.

I hesitated, leaning against the doorframe. "I... lost my job today, Mike."

The spatula clattered onto the counter as Michael's eyebrows shot up. "Dude, seriously? That's rough. But hey," he said with a shrug that seemed to lift the weight of the world off anyone's shoulders but mine, "don't worry about it too much. We'll figure it out."

I shuffled over to the couch and sank into its familiar embrace—less comforting than usual. "Yeah?" My voice cracked just a little.

Michael slid onto the cushion beside me, still wearing his beaming confidence like a second skin. "Yeah. I can cover rent for a month or two while you look for something new."

A bitter laugh escaped me before I could stop it. "Thanks, Mike... But it's not just the rent," I confessed as I dragged my hands down my face.

Michael cocked his head to the side. "Talk to me."

"I won't have insurance... without that, I can't get my depression meds." Saying it out loud made reality bite even harder.

Michael's face softened, and he laid a hand on my shoulder. "Hey, from what I've seen lately those pills don't seem to be doing much anyway. You've seemed more down than ever."

I wanted to argue—to tell him he didn't understand—but instead found myself slumping further into the couch. "Maybe," I conceded with a heavy sigh, "but they helped a bit... It wasn't all bad days."

"Well," Michael started thoughtfully, tapping his chin with his finger, "look at this as a chance to reset then! New job might mean new insurance and new treatments—ones that actually make you feel good more often than not."

His optimism was like trying to ignite wet tinder in my chest; sparks of hope that fizzled out as quickly as they came alive. We fell into silence; Michael probably pondering his next uplifting spiel and me wondering how long before darkness consumed me whole without even the small buffer my medication provided.

Suddenly Michael stood up and stretched his arms above his head—one of those stretches that seems to pull all of life’s wrinkles smooth again. “You know what we need? A game plan! Let’s hit some job sites tonight after dinner.”

He acted like it was nothing—a simple fix for an inconvenient hiccup in life. I wished desperately I could borrow his lenses for just one day—to see the world in its carefree hues instead of the greys that painted mine.

“Sure,” was all I could muster—the lie evident in my lack of enthusiasm but not called out by Michael’s undeterred spirit.

“You stay put,” he said with a grin and returned to whatever culinary concoction he’d been brewing when I walked in.

As I listened to him hum along with whatever tune played in his mind, a sliver of gratitude sliced through the fog. Maybe Michael was right. Maybe it was a reset button—forced but possibly fortuitous. My thoughts were cut short as he returned, two steaming plates in hand. “Eat up, chef’s special.”

I managed a weak smile, the aroma teasing my appetite back from the edge of despair. We ate mostly in silence, the clinking of forks against plates filling in for conversation.

Then Michael set his fork down with a finality that made me look up. “I’ve been thinking about your medication situation,” he said, his eyes narrowing with the intensity of an idea on the brink of spilling over.

I braced myself, unsure if I was ready for another dose of well-meaning advice.

“There’s someone you should meet – Tara.” He pulled out his phone with quick fingers and started scrolling.

“Tara?” I echoed, my brows furrowing. “Who’s Tara?”

“She’s this girl I know from way back. A bit of a free spirit, dabbles in...” He lowered his voice even though we were alone, “...pharmaceutical sales.”

“Mike, man,” I started, but he held up a hand.

“No prescription needed. Look, it’s not ideal—I know that. But she gets her hands on the real stuff; lots of people who can’t afford their meds go to her.”

My stomach churned at the thought. Buying medication off the street? That was a line I never imagined crossing.

“Listen,” Michael continued with an earnestness I rarely saw in him, “it's just until you get sorted with a new job and insurance. Tara's legit. She wouldn’t do you wrong.”

His eyes held mine—a silent plea to just consider it. It was reckless—a part of me screamed that loud and clear—but another part, a desperate whispering part, wondered if it wasn’t also a lifeline.

“I don’t know…” The words were hollow even to my own ears.

Michael reached over and put his hand on my shoulder again. “Let me just give you her number, okay? No commitment. You decide what to do when you’re ready.”

He scribbled down a number on a piece of paper and slid it across the table towards me. It sat there—a tiny scrawl that felt like both an anchor and an abyss.

“I appreciate it, Mike…I really do.” The gratitude was genuine but diluted with waves of apprehension. “Just… give me some time to think about it.”

He gave me a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder and leaned back into his chair. “Anytime you need, Blake.” His voice had returned to its usual light-heartedness as he picked up his fork to finish his meal.

I pocketed the number without looking at it again and tried to focus on my dinner—the first real decision in my uncertain future weighing heavily in my jeans pocket.

I lay in bed that night, heart racing as I stared at Tara’s number, wondering if I should call. The moonlight that snuck through my blinds painted the room in a cold, blue hue. The digits on the paper seemed to dance each time I blinked, mocking my indecision. My thumb hovered over the call button on my phone, then retreated—a pattern that lasted for what might have been an hour. My heartbeat was a frenzied drum solo played out on hollow ribs.

Each time I convinced myself to call her, a surge of panic would flood my veins with ice water, and I hung up before the first ring could betray my resolve. What would I even say? That Michael said she could fix me up? That I was desperate?

After multiple aborted attempts, I tossed the phone onto the other side of the bed, a small island out of reach where it couldn't tempt me further. Between shallow breaths, I attempted to rationalize both action and inaction until exhaustion claimed me and dragged me into a restless sleep.

I woke up to the sharp trill of the phone piercing the muted morning light. My body tensed as those familiar digits flashed across the screen—Tara was calling me back.

“Hello?” My voice was barely above a whisper when I answered, more out of shock than intentional discretion.

There was a brief pause before she spoke. “Blake? This is Tara. I had a missed call from this number…”

“Yes, that… that was me,” I stammered, fidgeting with the corner of my blanket like it could somehow anchor me in this conversation.

“You know Michael then?” Her tone was careful but not unfriendly.

I nodded before realizing she couldn’t see me. Clearing my throat, I managed to find some semblance of confidence. “Yeah, he said you might be able to help me out with some medication...for depression.”

Another pause settled on the line before her voice returned, softer now but laced with caution. “I don’t usually do calls like this over the phone...but if Michael vouched for you...”

“I understand,” I interjected quickly. “We can—we can meet somewhere public if that makes you more comfortable.”

She seemed to consider this for a moment. “Alright,” she agreed slowly. “There’s a coffee shop downtown—The Grind House—meet me there tomorrow at ten?”

My breath caught in relief. “Yes, yes that works." The idea of face-to-face interaction sparked new anxiety within me, but it also felt like progress.

"Okay," she confirmed and then added almost as an afterthought, "And Blake? Don't worry, we’ll figure this out."

“Thank you," I said earnestly as we ended the call—a tiny flicker of hope kindling amidst the shadows of my doubts and fears.

As I set down the phone and tried to calm my racing heart, I wondered what tomorrow would bring. Meeting Tara felt like stepping into unknown territory—a place where desperation met opportunity—and as dawn crept into full daybreak, so did a cautious optimism within me; maybe this was indeed some kind of reset button that Michael had promised it could be.
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The next day, I met up with Tara at the coffee shop. Michael didn’t tell me how attractive she’d be. Her hair was a cascade of chocolate waves, and her eyes bore the kind of green you'd find in the untouched depths of a rainforest. They were a striking contrast to her ivory skin. She wore a fitted black dress that hugged her figure in all the right places, accentuating curves that my eyes shamelessly traced before I caught myself. The air around her carried a mix of coffee beans and an enticing floral perfume that made me want to lean in closer.

As I approached the table, she looked up from her phone and studied me with an intensity that felt like it was peeling back layers of my psyche. I shifted uncomfortably under her gaze.

Tara's lips curved into a half-smile, "Blake?"

I cleared my throat, suddenly self-conscious, "Yeah, hi. Tara?"

She nodded, setting her phone down on the table. "What are you looking to buy?" Her voice was direct, skipping formalities.

In that moment, caught in the gravity of her presence, I wanted to buy time—time to bask in her beauty, time to collect my thoughts, which were scattering like marbles on a tilted floor. But that wasn’t an option.

Swallowing hard, I confessed my predicament. "I take depression medication. But I just lost my insurance." My words came out rushed and I braced for judgment.

Her expression shifted from curiosity to suspicion—her eyes narrowing slightly as they bore into mine. But then she reached into her bag and pulled out a bottle of pills. It wasn't subtle; it wasn't discreet.

I glanced around nervously before muttering under my breath. "It feels weird... doing this out in the open."

Money exchanged hands—a transaction as cold as it was necessary—and she pressed the bottle into my palm with an assurance that felt both hollow and comforting. "This will make your depression go away."

I scoffed lightly, pocketing the bottle discreetly. “If only it was that simple.” I opened the bottle and spilled the pills into my palm. They looked different. “Are these the right ones?”

She nodded, while stifling a smile that unsettled me. “Different manufacturer. That’s all. I promise you’ll feel better soon.”

She locked eyes with me one last time—a silent understanding passing between us—and then with nothing more than a nod, I turned and left The Grind House.

Outside, the city noise engulfed me—it was an ordinary day for everyone else—but for me? It was the day I met Tara and crossed a threshold I never thought I would.
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I began to take the pills. Tara had been right. They were making me happier. Probably happier than the other pills had made me feel, though she had guaranteed me these were the right ones.

Weeks turned into a blur of newfound joy, like living in a perpetual sunrise. I stopped counting days by the night's sleep but by the moments that swept me off my feet. Michael noticed the change.

"Dude, you're like, different," he commented one night as we both slouched on our battered couch, gaming controllers in hand. "It's those pills Tara hooked you up with?"

"Yeah, man," I replied, my eyes still glued to the screen as I maneuvered my character through virtual enemies. "They're incredible."

Michael let out a low whistle and shook his head. "Careful, Blake. That sounds... intense."

I nodded absentmindedly. I wasn't worried. How could anything that made me feel so alive be wrong?

And then came the day at the big box store—a day like any other, except for the sudden magnetic pull I felt toward the women's clothing department. The fabrics were a garden of textures beckoning to be touched, and each caress whispered promises of comfort and escape.

I didn't question it when my fingers closed around a pair of lace panties, soft and delicate as if spun from dreams. Sliding them into my pocket was an impulse—irrational and thrilling.

Once outside, my heartbeat was a staccato rhythm against my ribcage; exhilaration flowed through me like an unchecked river. I'd never stolen anything before, why now? The question lingered unanswered because another, more pressing curiosity overshadowed it: how would they feel against my skin?

The excitement carried me home on swift legs.

Inside the safety of my bedroom, the world outside fell away as I unfolded the panties from their secret hiding place and slipped them on. The fabric hugged my hips with a gentleness that was alien but not unwelcome—a sensation so novel and yet so deeply right.

Standing before the mirror, I looked at myself—a mix of confusion and contentment staring back at me. A laugh bubbled up in my throat, strange and maniacal—I couldn't remember when I last felt so liberated.

But then, a wave of fear swept through me. What if I got caught wearing women’s clothing? And why was I even trying out wearing women’s clothing in the first place? Adrenaline coursed through my veins and I wondered if it could be a side effect of the pills, though that made no sense.

Still, it made me want to call up Tara and ask her about it. I hesitated, my fingers hovering over the phone. Was it really worth bringing up? But the questions gnawed at me, and I had to know if the pills were responsible for this shift or if this was something that had always been a part of me, just waiting for the right moment to surface.

Taking a deep breath, I dialed Tara's number. It rang three times before she picked up.

"Hey, Blake! How’s everything?" Her voice was chipper, laced with enthusiasm.

I cleared my throat, feeling suddenly foolish. "Um, Tara... about these pills. They're making me do things... feel things that are new to me."

"Oh?" The caution in her voice was palpable. "Like what?"

I glanced at my reflection once more and admitted softly, "I took some... women's clothing today. And I liked it."

Silence hung on the line for a beat too long.

"Blake," Tara finally said, her voice shifting to a more serious tone. "We should talk about this in person. Can you come over?"

"Sure," I replied, relief washing over me at not having to divulge more over the phone.

"Great. You have my address?"

"Yeah, I'll be there soon."

Hanging up, a mix of apprehension and anticipation wrestled within me. What if these pills were changing me? Or revealing truths I wasn't ready to face? With one last look in the mirror, I changed back into my jeans and grabbed my jacket before heading out.

The drive to Tara's place felt longer than usual. My mind raced with possible explanations for what was happening to me. Maybe it was a hormonal imbalance? Some strange psychological reaction?

When I arrived at Tara's apartment complex, I found her outside waiting for me on the front steps—a tall figure with her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail.

"You made it," she greeted me with a warm but concerned smile.

"Yeah," I muttered as I ascended the steps to meet her.

We walked inside, and she led me down a narrow hallway to her living room where eclectic paintings adorned the walls and plants perched in every corner soaking up the sparse sunlight from the window.

"Have a seat," Tara said gesturing toward an overstuffed sofa.

I sank into it and watched as she took a chair opposite me.

"So," she started cautiously, "you're feeling happy with the pills, right?"

"Yeah," I admitted. "Happier than ever."

"But they're also causing some... unexpected side effects."

I nodded slowly. "That's one way to put it."

Tara leaned forward slightly. "Blake, I didn’t give you anti-depressants. I gave you female hormones.”

I stared at her, blinking. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly. Swallowing, I replied with, “What?”

“That’s why you feel happy. I took one look at you that day at the coffee shop. I saw it in your eyes. In the way you carried yourself. You aren’t depressed from a chemical imbalance. You’re depressed because you were meant to be a girl.”

My head was spinning. Was she serious? “You gave me the wrong medicine?”

She shook her head. “No. I gave you the right medicine. It just wasn’t what you thought it was.”

“Are you serious? How could you?” I stood up, ready to storm out when she grabbed my arm.

“Please, Blake. Let me show you. Let me help you.”

I gazed down at her. Tara was so beautiful and her eyes were full of genuine kindness even though I felt like I’d been betrayed. “Help me, how?” I asked.

A smile tugged at her lips. “Let me turn you into a girl. Then you can decide for yourself.”

Tara stood and pulled me toward her bedroom. I reluctantly followed, wondering how on earth she was going to ‘turn me into a girl.’

In her bedroom, the air was heavy with the scent of jasmine from a diffuser puffing gently in the corner. Tara's closet door was wide open, revealing a collection of dresses, skirts, and blouses in an array of colors and fabrics. My heart raced as she began to rummage through the hangers.

"Here," she said, pulling out a soft, baby pink skater dress crafted from a smooth, stretch fabric. "Put this on."

She handed me the dress, and our fingers brushed momentarily causing an unexpected jolt of energy between us. I hesitated, holding the fabric against my skin. It was cool and soft; it felt like something forbidden yet inviting. Slowly, I stripped off my shirt and jeans, feeling both vulnerable and curious under Tara's watchful gaze.

With gentle encouragement, I slipped the dress over my head. The fabric cascaded down my body, hugging me lightly around the chest before flaring out around my thighs. It was oddly comfortable and alarmingly right. It was only then that I realized my chest was different. It was starting to fill out the upper curve of the dress, like I was growing breasts.

“Are those—”

“Breasts,” Tara answered. “Yes, you will have a nice pair come in soon.”

I swallowed. If I keep taking the medicine, I thought.

Next came the underwear—a pair of lacy panties that made me blush furiously as I stepped into them. Tara guided them up my legs with an intimacy that made my breath catch in my throat. The lace tickled slightly as it settled into place comfortably against my skin. My cock hardened inside them, but it wasn’t as hard as usual. Something inside me was definitely changing.

Tara stepped closer with a pair of opaque tights in her hands. "Lift your foot," she commanded softly.

I complied, and she slid the tights up my leg, her fingers brushing against my skin sent waves of electricity through me. The tight-knit fabric squeezed gently against my legs as she pulled them up to my waist. I'd never felt anything like it—confining yet bizarrely reassuring.

"Now for your hair," Tara said with a twinkle in her eye as she produced a long brunette wig from her dresser drawer.

The wig cap was first, smoothing down any stray hairs before she positioned the wig atop my head and adjusted it until it fell in soft waves around my shoulders. It changed everything—the way I looked at myself began morphing in ways I didn't understand but couldn't deny either.

Tara's hands were careful yet deliberate as they artfully applied makeup to my face—a foundation that matched perfectly to the skin tone of ‘Blake-who-was-becoming-something-else,’ followed by touches of blush to bring life to my cheeks. She drew eyeliner with precision that bordered on artistry and coated my lashes with mascara until they fanned out darkly above eyes that started looking back at me differently from the mirror.

Finally, a glossy pink lipstick that matched the dress glazed over my lips; Tara finished with a gentle press of her own lips to mine—a gesture that both applied the lipstick more evenly and set forth a fluttering deep inside me.

"Shoes," she whispered next, slipping delicate ballet flats onto each foot—embellished with tiny bows that made me feel dainty and cute.

When I finally caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. She—I—looked... stunning; vulnerable yet complete.

My breath hitched as Tara stood behind me, our eyes meeting in the reflection. She traced a finger along the cheekbone of this new girl in the mirror—a girl I was becoming—and her touch was electric. A sinful, slow smile spread across Tara's lips as she leaned into my ear.

"You look beautiful, Blake," she murmured, her hand now trailing down my neck and over the curve of my new breasts.

The contact sent shivers down my spine, and I could feel myself responding to her touch despite the confusion swirling within me. My cock twitched within the confines of the lacy panties, aching for attention that both embarrassed and excited me.

Tara's hands continued their journey downward, gliding over the fabric of the dress until they rested on my hips. She pulled me closer, our bodies almost touching, and I could feel her breath hot against my skin.

"You're irresistible like this," she said breathlessly before pressing her lips firmly against mine.

I kissed her back tentatively at first, but her passion was infectious. The softness of her lips, the taste of her mouth—it was overwhelming yet profoundly right. Tara's hands moved with purpose now, one sliding up to caress my cheek while the other slipped beneath the hem of my dress and found the bulge in my panties.

She broke the kiss just long enough to look into my eyes with a mischievous glint. "Can't hold back, can you?"

Her fingers danced teasingly over the lace, sending jolts of pleasure through me until they wrapped around my cock through the fabric. She began stroking me gently at first, then with more intent as I started to moan helplessly.

The world narrowed down to just this—the sensation of Tara's hand on me, her breath on my face, the overwhelming femininity that draped and clung to every part of me.

I couldn't contain it anymore. With a few more strokes from Tara's skilled hand, I came hard, spilling into the delicate fabric of the panties that now clung even tighter with wetness. The release was shattering, and I found myself gripping onto Tara for support as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

As I caught my breath, Tara giggled softly and kissed my forehead before pulling back slightly to admire her handiwork. "Well," she teased in that lovingly flirty tone that made warmth spread through me all over again. "Looks like someone enjoyed their transformation."

Her words should have embarrassed me further but instead filled me with a strange pride. I was lost in this new identity—a blend of Blake and something else entirely—and Tara's acceptance and desire only fueled that sense of self.

"We'll have to get you some more panties," she purred playfully. "Wouldn't want to ruin these ones too quickly."

She winked at me before giving a gentle tug at the edge of my soiled panties—still wrapped around the softening evidence of my arousal—and led me back into her arms for another kiss.
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I reluctantly returned to my apartment with a new bottle of pills and the girly items Tara had given me tucked in a small bag she let me borrow. She wanted me to practice being a girl at home and see if I liked it. I already knew the answer, even if I didn’t want to admit it. I did like it. And I’d never been happier.

More weeks passed and with each week, Tara gave me new clothes to play with in my spare time. I’d also been looking for work, but I found myself drawn to new industries like fashion and marketing for female products.

It was starting to get hard to go back to my boy clothes, especially as my curves began to develop. Still, I’d never been happier. My breasts grew larger and my orgasms changed. They lasted longer, felt softer, and I felt the desire to be pinned against the wall and be taken by someone big and strong. Someone like my roommate, Michael.

The flood of sensations that overtook me was too much to handle. I was gaining an attraction for my roommate and I could tell he’d started to notice the changes in me, too. He started looking at me oddly as if he found me attractive, though maybe I was wrong. “You look so happy,” he said for the millionth time. “Did Tara give you the right medicine?”

I blushed and smiled, thinking about how Tara had called it the ‘right’ medicine even after I told her it was the wrong one. Maybe she knew what she was talking about after all.

The question hung between us, frosted with an unspoken tension that was becoming all too familiar. Michael's gaze held a curiosity that made my gut twist—the secret I harbored felt like a widening chasm in the room we shared.

"Yeah, she did," I said, too quickly. My voice was softer these days, edged with a vulnerability that was as foreign to me as the contours of my slowly changing body.

Michael's eyes lingered on me for a moment longer than necessary before he shrugged and turned back to his laptop. "Well, whatever it is, keep at it," he muttered, his fingers dancing over the keyboard.

Later that evening, the silence of our apartment was punctured by the rhythmic thud of music filtering through Michael’s headphones. Shirtless and lost in concentration, he didn't notice as I slipped into the bathroom with my small bag of secrets.

Alone with my reflection, I let the soft fabrics fall from my body. The mirror revealed a softer Blake, more curves and fewer angles—a sight that filled me with both elation and dread. Swallowing hard, I donned the girly clothes Tara had given me: a silky nightie that hugged my form and whispered against my skin as I moved.

Emerging from the bathroom felt like stepping onto a stage. My heart hammered against my chest with each step toward my bedroom. But then Michael looked up.

"Hey, Blake—"

His words died in his throat as he finally noticed me there—me, yet not quite me. His eyes widened impossibly round as his gaze swept over my altered form. For a breathless second, there was only silence—a taut thread stretched to breaking.

I should have been mortified, horrified, terrified—but instead, there was an electric thrill in being seen.

"Michael... I—" The words fell away, lost in the space between us.

His headphones slipped from his ears and dangled around his neck as he stood up slowly. The music became a distant heartbeat that seemed to sync with our pulsing adrenaline.

"What's going on, Blake?" His voice was a soft growl that vibrated through the room and settled deep in my belly.

I opened my mouth to explain—to spill everything or to fabricate yet another lie—but what came out was barely above a whisper. "This is me... or at least part of me."

Michael's Adam's apple bobbed once as he swallowed hard. Something flickered across his face—a mix of confusion laced with an emotion I dared not name or even hope for. He took a hesitant step closer until we were standing just inches apart—close enough for me to feel his warmth radiating into the cool space around me.

"I don't understand," he said truthfully, "but... God help me, Blake—I can't stop looking at you."

Our gazes locked—two storms colliding—and for an infinite moment we existed in the eye of something dangerous and divine. Then Michael reached out tentatively, his hand brushing against mine with a touch lighter than air yet heavy with implication.

Our breaths mingled—a shuddering inhale that spoke volumes more than words could convey—and then his lips were on mine in a kiss that was both question and answer; tender yet fraught with urgency; exploration and revelation all at once.

The kiss broke the dam of our silent tensions, unleashing waves of desire that I never knew could dwell within the confines of our shared walls. His touch was both foreign and familiar, igniting a fire that had been smoldering beneath layers of uncertainty and secrets.

Michael's hands moved hesitantly at first, tracing the lace trim of the nightie before gripping my waist with a newfound confidence. The shift in his demeanor emboldened me, encouraged me to pull him closer until there was no air left between us—just the heat of our bodies and the erratic beating of our hearts.

"I shouldn't want this," he murmured against my lips, breaking away just enough to gasp for breath—a confession wrapped in a plea. His eyes searched mine, dark with an emotion too powerful to name.

"But you do," I whispered back, giving voice to his silent admission. My own fears were still there, lurking in the shadows of my mind, but they were drowned out by the need to be seen, understood, and wanted in my entirety.

Michael's response was not in words but action; his hands roamed over my body with an intensity that left no room for doubt. We stumbled together toward my bedroom door, our movements fueled by a passion neither of us had anticipated.

Inside the sanctity of my room—the place where I had so often dressed in secret—we found freedom in each other. He ran his hands over my body, cupping my breasts. His thumbs brushed over my hardened nipples and it all felt so unbelievably good.

My fingers found his belt and unfastened it. “What are you doing?” he asked, barely able to get the words out. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be on my knees sucking a man’s cock while dressed as a girl.

“I’m going to make you cum,” I told him as I fell to the floor.

His eyes rolled back as I pulled out his throbbing cock. It was as big and hard as I’d always imagined. My shaking hands gripped it through my stockings, feeling its heat and veins beneath its velvety skin. Then I leaned forward and licked it from base to tip—a slow, sensual lick that had him moaning my name.

The taste of him—musky, salty, and undeniably male—filled my senses as I took him into my mouth. I savored every inch, swirling my tongue around his head before taking him deeper. Michael’s hands grabbed fistfuls of my wig, his breathing ragged and unchecked as I sucked him off with all the skill I’d learned from countless hours spent fantasizing about this very moment.

"Blake," he moaned, his voice a desperate plea. "I'm going to..."

I took him deeper, my tongue working double-time as I squeezed the base of his shaft. It was a heady rush, the power I wielded over him in that moment—to be the one in control, the one in charge. Michael's hips bucked against my mouth as he came, his release hot and salty in my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of him as he shuddered above me.

But instead of the release I'd expected, a wave of awkwardness washed over us. We both looked at each other, unsure of what to say or do next. Our eyes met, and in that moment, I saw the million questions swirling in his, mirroring my own.

“Uh, thanks,” was all he said before zipping up his pants and leaving my room. I felt humiliated, but I understood him all the same. Why had I done that? Why had I gone down on him? It was one thing to dress as a woman but to suck another man’s cock? And of all the guys to choose, why Michael?

I went to bed with a sinking heart and decided to visit Tara the next day. I needed help and so far she’d been the only one who could fix me, in more ways than one.
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“Wow,” Tara said when she opened her door. “Your breasts are really coming in nicely. Do you mind if I touch them?”

I shook my head. We were still on her front porch when she reached forward and gave them a squeeze. The feeling sent a jolt of pleasure through me. All I wanted was to be touched and to experience the new sensuality of my new body.

“You look like you have a lot of pent up frustration,” she said. “Tell me everything.”

I went inside and we sat down in her living room. I told her about Michael and what I’d done. I told her that we hadn’t spoken since and we both felt awkward about it. But I also told her that I was so horny, like unbelievably so. “Will this ever get better?” I asked.

She nodded. “You just need to release some of that tension.” Her hand was on my thigh, squeezing. “Let’s dress you up and maybe I can help with the rest.”

“What do you mean? How?”

She took my hand and led me to her bedroom again. “Trust me.”

Once in her bedroom, she closed the door and locked it. “I have a secret,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to share it with you.”

I swallowed. “What is it?”

“I’m a trans woman. I still have a dick.”

Shock paralyzed me. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t imagine it. Could it be? Was she really trans? No wonder she was so good at helping me.

Tara undressed me slowly, starting with my shirt. My new breasts were indeed perky and she couldn't help but to caress them gently. "Mmm, so soft," she purred. Next, she slid off my jeans, revealing my newfound curves and my thick cock. "I see you're excited," she smirked.

Tara opened her drawers, searching for the perfect attire for me. She wanted me to feel sexy and irresistible. She found a lacy black thong and a matching push-up bra. "Here, try these on," she said, handing them to me. I hesitantly put them on, blushing the entire time.

Once I was in the lingerie, Tara stood back to admire her work. "Oh, Blake, I mean... you look stunning."

"Thanks, Tara. I never thought I'd say this, but I kinda... like it?" I said, spinning around in front of the full-length mirror.

"Well, there's more where that came from," Tara said with a wink. "Now, let's help with that... tension."

Tara placed her hands on my hips, drawing me in close. I could feel how hard Tara was becoming, and surprisingly, it didn't gross me out as much as I thought it would. Tara gently guided me to get on my knees. I hesitated for a moment, looking into her eyes, searching for reassurance. She nodded at me, giving me silent permission to continue. The room was filled with a heavy tension, and I could hear my own heartbeat in my ears.

"Remember how you said you wanted my help?" Tara whispered, her voice thick with desire. "I want to help you. Make me feel good, like you did for Michael."

The mention of Michael sent a shiver down my spine. I had crossed a line with him that I never intended to cross, yet here I was again, on the precipice of something equally forbidden.

"But," I started to protest.

"No buts," she said firmly. "If you're not comfortable with it, we can stop. But if you want to help ease your horniness... and mine... then let's enjoy this together."

I nodded slowly, my mind a whirlwind of confusion and excitement. I lifted up her dress and pulled the hard cock out of her lacy black panties. I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth. It was strange and unfamiliar, yet somehow intimate in a way that both scared and enticed me.

Just as I began to find a rhythm, the sound of rapid footsteps approached Tara's bedroom door. My eyes widened in terror as the door swung open unexpectedly.

"Tara!" Michael's urgent voice cut through the silence like a knife. He rushed in, looking frenzied and upset.

For a split second, everything seemed to stand still. Michael's eyes locked onto the scene before him—me on my knees before Tara—and his face turned an array of colors from shock to anger to something that looked suspiciously like intrigue.

"Tara! I came here to yell at you for giving Blake the wrong damn medic—"

His words trailed off as he took in Tara's exposed body and my compromised position. His anger seemed to dissipate as quickly as it had arrived.

"What the..." Michael stated more than asked as his gaze shifted from one of us to the other.

Tara composed herself first. "Michael," she said calmly, though there was an underlying note of mischief in her voice, "it seems like we've all got an interesting situation here."

Michael closed the door behind him with a click that seemed overly loud in the charged atmosphere. His expression morphed into one of curiosity now as he stepped closer.

A mix of fear and anticipation knotted up inside me; every nerve was awake and screaming for attention. Did Michael want in on this? Was there even an 'in' for him?

"I..." Michael started, glancing between us again before his gaze settled on me—the sight of his friend seemingly lost in the act of submission.

Tara intervened before things could get more awkward—or more heated—depending on how one wanted to look at it. "You wanted an apology, right? How about we make amends another way?"

Those words hung heavily in the air, an offer laid bare just as much as our bodies were at that moment. Michael hesitated only briefly before his lips curled into an unexpected grin—a silent agreement forming amidst the tangled web we had woven ourselves into.

He stepped forward, his eyes still locked on me, and I could feel the intensity of his gaze like a physical touch. The air in the room seemed to thicken with anticipation, and I found that I was holding my breath, waiting for his next move.

Michael slowly reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head in one fluid motion. His chest was a tapestry of toned muscles, and I couldn't help but let out a small gasp at the sight. He kicked off his shoes and let his pants fall to the floor, stepping out of them with an ease that betrayed no hesitation.

"Fine," he said with a smirk that made my heart pound against my ribcage. "I'll take you up on that offer."

Tara's cock was still in my mouth, her taste mixed with the hint of lavender from her soap. Michael watched us for a moment longer before reaching down to free his own arousal. He started stroking himself slowly; each movement of his hand was hypnotic.

The room filled with the sounds of our breathing, the wet noises of my mouth on Tara's cock, and the unmistakable slick rhythm of Michael pleasuring himself. Tara moaned softly above me, her hands finding purchase in my hair.

As if guided by an unspoken signal, Michael advanced towards us. His hand left his cock as he took hold of my chin and tilted my face towards him. He pressed his cock against my lips alongside Tara's, their two shafts contrasting yet equally demanding.

I opened wider to accommodate them both, feeling stretched and completely consumed by the sensation. Michael and Tara’s eyes met over me, sharing a look that spoke volumes about their own complicated dynamic. They leaned into each other and kissed passionately while I worked to please them both.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—two cocks pulsing in my mouth at once—and I could barely keep up with the rhythm they set between themselves. Every now and then Michael or Tara would thrust just a bit deeper, causing me to gag slightly but also sending pleasure shooting through me.

Meanwhile, Michael’s hand wandered across Tara's body, exploring every curve and edge as if he were seeing her for the first time all over again. Their kiss deepened and became more fervent; it was as though they were feeding off my submission to fuel their own connection.

And then it happened—their bodies tensed almost simultaneously. Michael groaned as he pulled back slightly only to push forward again forcefully. His breath hitched as he spilled into my mouth alongside Tara who shuddered above me before releasing her own climax into the mix.

I felt their hot releases mingle on my tongue as they continued to kiss above me; their combined essence was intoxicating. It was too much and not enough all at once; my own dick throbbed painfully with need.

Despite being overwhelmed by them both, part of me craved completion, but this wasn’t about me—not yet. As they finally broke their kiss and looked down at me with glazed eyes and satisfied smiles, I knew that although I hadn't reached my own peak, I had served them both in just the way they needed.

"God damn," Michael panted, running a hand through his damp hair. "That was...unexpectedly hot."

“Blake, why don’t you get on the bed while I get you something to drink. We have so much more to explore, still.”

I nodded and did as I was told. Once I laid back against the headboard, I noticed Michael watching me.

His gaze seemed to wander over the curves that Tara's insistence had taught me to showcase, the lingerie hugging my form, leaving little to the imagination. A flush crept over his cheeks.

"Blake, I... I'm sorry about last time," Michael stammered, his eyes not quite meeting mine. "After you... you know, when I... I didn't handle it well."

I offered him a reassuring smile, brushing off the awkwardness with a wave of my hand. "It's okay, Michael. We were all figuring things out."

He shifted uncomfortably, finally locking eyes with me. "Are you happy like this?"

The question was earnest—filled with a curious concern that made my heart swell a bit. "Yes," I replied firmly, feeling the weight of the silk against my skin. "I am."

Michael's face softened as he processed my words. He glanced around the room and then back at me. "You know, Blake, if dressing like this is who you are... You should do it around the apartment too. If it makes you comfortable."

A sense of warmth spread through me at his acceptance; it somehow felt more intimate than what we had just shared physically. My smile deepened just as Tara returned to the room.

"Here you go," she said cheerfully as she offered a delicate china cup to me—steaming tea swirling inside.

Taking the cup in my hands, I enjoyed the heat seeping into my palms and up my arms—a stark contrast to the raw sexuality that had permeated the air moments before. Tara sat down beside me on the bed, her thigh pressing against mine reassuringly as we all settled into a new understanding.

"Thank you," I murmured gratefully to both of them—the simple gesture grounding me after floating in a sea of sensation. It was moments like these that painted my transformation into vivid strokes; it wasn't just about feminization or pleasure—it was about finding peace in being unabashedly me.

Once I was finished with the tea, Tara crawled over me and kissed me long and hard. “I want you to bend over for me,” she said. “On all fours.”

She pulled back, allowing me the space to follow her orders. Reluctantly, I climbed on all fours.

From over my shoulder, I could see her remove her dress, revealing her fully naked trans body to us. She was gorgeous with big, full tits and a throbbing cock between her thighs. But everything about her seemed perfect and ‘right.’ It gave me hope to think I could look ‘right’ one day.

Then I heard the click of a lube bottle as Tara positioned herself behind me. She gave the lube to Michael then pulled my thong to the side. She stroked her lubed up cock over my ass before working a finger slowly inside me.

I gasped as she stretched me out.

"You're so tight," Tara moaned. "I can't wait to feel myself inside you." Her voice was deep with lust and desire, sending shivers down my spine. As she continued to loosen me up with her fingers, I couldn't help but anticipate the feeling of her cock inside of me.

"Are you ready for more, baby?" Tara asked, her voice dripping with want.

"Yes, I'm ready," I panted, my ass clenching with anticipation. I felt her position her cock at my entrance, her tip teasing me for a moment before she pushed inch by inch inside me. I moaned as her hard cock filled me up, stretching me in ways I'd never known possible.

As Tara started to move, I whimpered, the sensation of her thrusting into me overwhelming but in the best possible way. I felt another presence behind me and realized it was Michael, his hands caressing Tara's breasts as he guided his hard dick to her ass. It was surreal, the three of us connected in this intimate dance of lust and desire.

Tara reached around my waist, her fingers finding my hard cock as she stroked me in time with their thrusts. I couldn't believe how good it felt—their cocks rubbing against each other through our bodies as the room filled with our moans and moans. I'd never felt more alive or more connected to anyone in my life.

"I'm close," I panted, my orgasm building with each thrust.

"Me too," Tara gasped, her breath hot against my neck. The rhythm of her strokes on my cock increased, urging me closer to the edge.

Michael grunted, his hands now gripping Tara's hips tightly as he drove into her with fervor. The chain of movement sent wave after wave of pleasure rippling through me, the intensity mounting.

"Yeah, take it," Michael growled. His voice was thick with arousal, and I could tell he was nearing his climax as well.

Tara's thrusts quickened, and she leaned in to whisper in my ear, "Come for me, Blake. I want you to spill all over my hand."

Her words were the final spark to the powder keg within me. With a loud cry, I surrendered to the sensations flooding over me. My body spasmed as I released into Tara's skilled hand, feeling every pulse and shudder as if it echoed through all three of us.

Tara followed closely after. Her movements became erratic as she reached her own peak, a high-pitched moan escaping her lips while her cock twitched inside me. Her warmth filled me in waves, binding us even more intimately.

Just moments later, Michael let out a deep groan and pushed hard into Tara one last time before his own orgasm overtook him. I could feel Tara's body shudder with the force of Michael's release inside her, his seed joining ours in this shared moment of ecstasy.

The three of us collapsed together in a heap of tangled limbs and heavy breathing. Sweat coated our skin, and our hearts thundered in unison against the silence that followed the storm of our passion.

As we caught our breaths, Tara kissed my shoulder gently. "That was incredible," she whispered, her voice filled with contentment.

Michael leaned forward and kissed Tara's neck, murmuring his agreement before disentangling himself from behind her. We lay intertwined for a few minutes longer, savoring the afterglow and the connection we had shared.

“Did that help relieve some of the tension?” Tara teased me.

I chuckled, finding my voice finally returning after being lost in the whirlwind of sensation. "Oh, definitely," I said with a smirk. "And to think, I was worried this evening would go a lot worse."

Tara and Michael exchanged a look that seemed to hold a secret conversation before she turned her attention back to me. "Blake," she said softly, her hand still caressing my face. “You've been so brave stepping into this new version of yourself. But it feels like you're still holding onto something that doesn’t quite fit anymore. You need a name that suits the beautiful person you've become.”

My heart stammered for a beat at the gravity in her voice. It was true; Blake was a mask that no longer represented me, not fully. A new identity flickered at the edges of my consciousness, a name that might just encapsulate all that I had become through this journey.

Michael nodded encouragingly. "You're among friends here. Whatever you choose, we'll honor it."

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, feeling the remnants of my old self slip away with the exhalation. The room waited for me in patient silence until finally, the name floated up from within and I let it escape my lips.

“Bella,” I said definitively.

Tara's smile widened in delight and Michael's eyes lit up with approval. “Bella,” Tara echoed back to me lovingly. “It suits you perfectly.”

Michael nodded in agreement. "It really does. A fitting name for someone as radiant as you are."

I felt my cheeks blush at the compliment but there was also an overwhelming sense of rightness that washed over me with the acceptance of my new name.

“Bella,” I repeated to myself quietly and it felt like coming home.

In that moment, enveloped in the warmth of Tara and Michael’s embrace and basking in the joyous beginning of my life as Bella, I knew happiness unlike any other.

[image: ]


I spent the next month focused on exactly what I wanted out of life. Not just in the bedroom, but professionally too. I’d always been an artist, but I’d given it up for a corporate marketing position—the one I’d been let go from. In the time since I’d rediscovered who I was, I put together a fashion portfolio, bringing some of my art skills back to life.

And now here I was, sitting in the waiting area of Eclatante Magazine, my heart fluttering like a caged bird ready to take flight. Tara had always said my eye for fashion could lead to something big, and Michael had encouraged me to apply for this job—even if it meant our little trio wouldn't share as many evenings wrapped up in each other.

The receptionist, a woman with sharp glasses and a sharper bob, called out, "Bella Hughes?" Her eyes appraised me with a curious tilt to her head. I stood up, straightening the blouse that draped over my frame in just the right way to both celebrate and flatter my figure.

Walking through the pristine halls lined with framed covers of past issues felt surreal. It wasn't long before I found myself seated opposite an impeccably dressed woman with silver hair that suggested wisdom more than age. She was leafing through my portfolio, her fingers brushing the pages as if she could feel the creativity that had gone into each design.

"So, Bella," she began, her voice a melody of interest and businesslike efficiency, "tell us why you feel you are the right fit for Eclatante."

I took a deep breath and leaned forward slightly, my hands folded on my lap. "Eclatante is about bold statements and fearless fashion—it's about being who you are, unabashedly. I've reinvented myself—my identity—and I understand what it means to step out with confidence against judgment. Each piece in my portfolio is not just about clothes; it's about telling that story of transformation and empowerment."

The editor paused, her gaze lifting from the pages to meet mine. There was a warmth there, an ember of recognition. "That’s exactly what we need here," she said thoughtfully. "Someone who can bring authenticity to our brand while also pushing boundaries."

My heart raced—I could see it now: My designs gracing these pages, inspiring others like me who were finding their own paths in a world quick to draw lines in the sand.

She extended her hand across the desk and shook mine firmly. "Welcome aboard, Bella."

The word anchor dropped away from my old fears as I found new ground. "Thank you," I said sincerely. "I won't let you down."

As I stepped out of the building, sunlight kissed my face like a benediction. The city seemed different somehow—as if it had reshaped itself around my newfound certainty.

I couldn’t wait to share everything with Tara and Michael—the interview, the acceptance, the bubbling anticipation for what came next. Our celebration tonight would be different; it would be about more than our usual intertwining closeness—it would be about futures unfolding.

My phone buzzed in my purse with a text from Tara: *Can't wait for tonight! How'd it go? 💖*

A smile spread across my face as I tapped back a reply: *Got the job! Celebrate tonight? 😘*

Michael's response came seconds later: *Fantastic news! So proud of you! We’ll make this a night to remember.*

I knew exactly what he meant, and warmth suffused me at the thought—both of our love and of what lay ahead.

Tonight would indeed be special; not only as Bella Hughes, fashion visionary and newest member of Eclatante Magazine, but as Bella Hughes, fully realized and embraced, surrounded by those who cherished her true self.

As I walked, my steps felt lighter, each stride a testament to the journey that had brought me to this moment. My mind raced with ideas for future designs, each concept interwoven with my own narrative—threads of my story that I could share with the world.

The city pulsed around me—strangers weaving in and out of their own lives, oblivious to the quiet triumph unfolding within mine. But that didn’t matter; what mattered was the inner victory, the sense of belonging not just within myself but in the broader tapestry of life and creativity.

As the street corners turned and buildings blurred by, I could almost hear Tara’s laughter ringing out to welcome me home, Michael’s steady presence grounding us as we’d come together in our small sanctuary. Images flashed through my mind: a bottle of wine on the table, soft music filtering through our shared space, the gentle brush of lips against skin in tender acknowledgment of all we’d weathered together.

I imagined telling them every detail—the nerves at first sitting in that stylish office, the way my voice had steadied as I spoke of passion and identity, and the decisive nod that sealed my new beginning. I could picture Tara's eyes lighting up with shared excitement, Michael's broad smile speaking volumes without words.

My apartment was not far now; I could see it at the end of the street. With each step closer, anticipation built within me. And so with joy in my heart and dreams taking flight like doves from their cages, I hurried home to the embrace of my loves, ready to step into this new chapter together.

Click here to check out my full catalog!


THE ASSIGNMENT


I remember the moment Dr. Elise Matthews proposed the project. She stood at the front of the room, her auburn hair reflecting the soft glow of the overhead projector. Her voice, always clear and confident, filled the classroom.

"So," she said with a small smile that hinted at her excitement about what she was about to propose. "We've been discussing gender roles and societal perceptions. I'd like us to take our studies a step further with an experimental project."

A murmur of curiosity rustled through the class, my own heart starting to beat faster, not only because of her infectious enthusiasm but because Dr. Matthews always looked so... alive when she spoke about sociology. I adored that about her—among other things.

"In pairs," she continued, "you'll spend the next week embodying your partner's gender identity in public spaces."

The classroom erupted into a mixture of amusement and disbelief. I glanced around, my eyes eventually drawn back to Dr. Matthews as she clarified details and answered a volley of questions.

"What about hair?" someone asked.

"Wigs, hats, or temporary dye," Dr. Matthews suggested with a hand gesture that made her bangles chime melodically.

"And clothes?" another inquired.

"Borrow or thrift," she replied. "Be creative."

I found myself caught up in the logistics of it all—trying not to think about how much more I was considering these details now that she had presented them.

"Does everyone understand the assignment?" Dr. Matthews surveyed the room, her eyes meeting mine for a fleeting second that sent an involuntary shiver down my spine.

"Yes, Dr. Matthews," we echoed in varying degrees of sincerity.

The bell signaled the end of class, and students began pairing up hastily, eager or anxious to dive into this social experiment. I found myself lagging behind, unsure and hesitant.

Dr. Matthews approached me and I could smell a subtle hint of jasmine as she leaned closer. "Wade," she spoke softly, and my name in her mouth felt like a secret pact. "You seem unsure."

I swallowed hard, trying to frame my thoughts coherently despite her proximity clouding my judgment. "It's... different from anything we've done before."

"That's the point." Her smile was encouraging but held an edge of challenge as if she knew exactly where my reticence stemmed from but wanted me to say it out loud.

"I just don't know if I can pull it off," I admitted honestly.

She laid a comforting hand on my shoulder—which did nothing for my composure—her touch light but firm. "You might be surprised at what you can do when you step out of your comfort zone," she said reassuringly.

"But it's not just about dressing differently or changing behaviors—it's..." My voice faltered slightly as I considered confessing my deeper apprehension.

"It's about understanding how society views you differently as a woman. It’s about empathy," she finished for me with a knowing look that unnerved me even as it provided validation.

"Yes," I agreed quietly.

She gave me a nod that seemed like approval before announcing to those still lingering that they had until tomorrow to choose their partners or have one assigned.

As students trickled out with excited chatter or furrowed brows deep in thought, I remained seated, contemplating how deep into this character I should go.

[image: ]


I tried my best to find a partner, but I was no social butterfly and it appeared that all the women had been claimed already. I hoped that this would somehow get me out of the assignment, but I knew I’d have to approach Mrs. Matthews and let her know.

I stayed behind, ostensibly organizing my notes, but really struggling with the courage to approach her. Dr. Matthews was picking up a few loose papers at her desk, the late afternoon light casting an ethereal halo around her figure. The racing of my heartbeat felt deafening in the near-empty room.

When the last student left, I gathered my resolve and approached her desk.

"Mrs. Matthews," I stammered a bit as I spoke, conscious of how this interaction could shape the rest of my semester. "I couldn't find a partner."

She looked up from her papers, and her eyes met mine with a softness that disarmed me. "Ah, yes," she replied, checking something on her computer screen. "There are an odd number of boys to girls. You will have to pair up with me, then."

Those words hung in the air between us for what felt like an eternity. On one hand, being paired with Dr. Matthews was a dream—I'd get to work closely with her, learn more about her thoughts and perspectives. But the other hand clutched a fear so potent it made my mouth dry.

"That sounds..." I paused, unsure how to express my daunting cocktail of emotions without revealing too much. "Intimidating."

Her laughter was light and genuine, like wind chimes on a breezy day. "I assure you; I'm not as intimidating as you think."

She began discussing logistics—the times we could meet outside class hours, what our focus might be on for the project's outcome. But the undercurrent of my thoughts drowned most of it out.

"And what about the... attire?" I asked tentatively.

"We can go shopping together if you like," she offered casually. "Part of the exercise is to understand how women choose their clothes and why."

The prospect was tantalizing yet terrifying—going shopping with Dr. Matthews? What if all she could ever see me as was a little sissy boy? I’d never be good enough for her then.

"I've never... shopped for women's clothes," I managed to say.

She stood up and started to pack away her things into a tote bag with an abstract print that somehow matched her lively personality. "There's always a first time for everything," she replied with that same encouraging smile that bolstered me more than she probably knew.

"Do we... do we have to go all out? With makeup and... everything?" The question felt clumsy leaving my lips.

Mrs. Matthews shouldered her bag. "The point is to gain perspective—so, yes. Go all out."

Adrenaline coursed through my veins. Mrs.. Matthews wouldn’t just see me dressed in women’s clothing, she would see me transform into a girl completely. I wasn’t sure if I could handle that kind of humiliation, but I also didn’t feel like I had much of a choice.

"We'll meet at 'Thrift & Thrive' downtown on Saturday at 10 am?" she said more than asked as she began walking towards the door.

I nodded before I could second guess myself. "Yes, that works for me."

Her eyes crinkled at the corners with another smile before she exited the classroom leaving behind a trail of jasmine and possibilities—a reminder of what was now set in motion between us.

Trying to regain some sense of normality, I wrestled with my textbooks, shoving them into my backpack with more force than necessary. The thought of her choosing clothes for me, touching the fabrics against my skin, it was enough to send an illicit shiver down my spine.

Saturday arrived with the swiftness of a thief, and before I knew it, I was standing outside 'Thrift & Thrive', peering through the misted glass for any sign of Mrs. Matthews. She appeared moments later, a vision in a flowing skirt and an artfully draped scarf that complimented her figure.

"You ready?" she asked, her voice like a warm melody.

"As I'll ever be," I said, clearing my throat awkwardly.

The bell above the door tinkled as we entered the thrift store. Rows upon rows of clothing greeted us—each piece holding stories of its past wearers. Mrs. Matthews led me to the women's section where racks of blouses, skirts, and dresses beckoned with their myriad colors and patterns.

She started by picking out a selection of lingerie—a lace bra paired with a matching set of panties that made my cheeks burn just looking at them.

"Try these on first," she instructed, handing me the delicate undergarments.

In the changing room, my hands trembled as I stripped down to my boxers and hesitated before slipping on the panties. The silkiness of the fabric against my skin made me hyper-aware of every breath I took—the lace edging felt alien yet inexplicably right.

Next came the bra; fastening it was an ordeal in itself. The cups hugged me in a way that was unfamiliar but somehow comforting. Exiting the booth, Mrs. Matthews appraised me with eyes that seemed to betray more than professional interest.

"Now for the dress," she said, selecting a knee-length floral number that had little cap sleeves and a belt to cinch at the waist.

The fabric whispered along my newly smooth legs as I slid into the dress. It was like being enveloped in another person's skin—one more elegant and fragile than my own. Mrs. Matthews stepped forward to adjust the belt around me and for a moment, our fingers brushed—electricity sparking in that brief contact.

"Heels next," she directed, pointing to a pair of modest kitten heels.

Balancing on them felt like learning to walk all over again; each step was precarious yet exhilarating. She watched me pace back and forth until some semblance of grace emerged from my gawkiness.

"You're doing wonderfully," Mrs. Matthews assured me, but her eyes were dark pools of something unsaid—something dangerous and thrilling.

In what felt like another world away from reality, we continued this dance: choosing outfits, trying them on, exchanging glances—a silent agreement forming between each hushed rustle of dressing and undressing.

Eventually, Mrs. Matthews seemed satisfied—or perhaps couldn't endure any more temptation—for she promptly declared we had everything we needed.

"Let's head back to mine," she said softly. "We can perfect your look there."

We paid for our finds and headed to her car. The ride to her place was filled with light conversation about sociology theories interspersed with comments on the clothing we'd selected.

Her apartment was neat, filled with books and personal touches that made it feel lived-in and welcoming. She led me to a vanity table lined with makeup that seemed more intricate than any subject we'd covered in class.

"Makeup is an art form," she said as she started selecting products. "But also a societal expectation for many women."

Sitting on the stool as she approached with eyeliner frightened me more than any textbook exam. Her hand was steady as she worked around my eyes, lips pursed in concentration.

"You're doing great," she encouraged without looking up.

Her proximity was intoxicating—I could catch every note of her perfume now mingled with the scent of makeup. It was difficult to focus on anything other than the warmth of her breath each time she gave instructions or praised my cooperation.

"And now for the wig," Mrs. Matthews finally announced after what must have been an hour of her meticulous work.

The wig was long, dark brown—an echo of her own hair—and altering in a way that made my heart thump violently against my ribs.

Mrs. Matthews stepped back and let out a soft exclamation of delight at her work before retrieving a mirror.

"Take a look," she invited warmly.

The reflection showcased someone entirely new—my features softened by makeup, figure altered by women's attire—all under Mrs.. Matthews' guiding hand. But what captured me most were not the alterations; it was the look of genuine admiration in her eyes as they met mine through the mirror.

"Not bad for your first time," she said.

Mrs. Matthews lingered behind me, her shallow breaths trailing across my neck. If I didn’t know better, I’d think it was the perfect chance to kiss her. But I was not only terrified of making a move, I was also wearing women’s clothing. There was no way she found me attractive like this.

“Thanks for your help,” I said, grabbing my bag from her floor. “I guess I’ll head back home.”

She swallowed and collected herself. “Of course. Let me drive you.”

The drive back to the dorms was silent. I was still dressed as a woman and I was expected to dress this way throughout the next week, even attending all of my classes like a girl. Fortunately, I had the excuse of it being a class project, but it felt like more than that, now. I almost felt more comfortable in these clothes than my boy clothes.

“See you in class,” Mrs. Matthews said as I stepped out of the car. I nodded in her direction, feeling an ache at the prospect of leaving her. Before I even made it into the building, I had attracted the unwanted attention of a few boys.

They approached and I turned my gaze to the ground. This felt really, really awkward and…exciting.

Their eyes were on me, traveling up and down my figure, and with each passing moment, the hairs on the back of my neck stood higher. One of them, a tall guy with a cocky smile and a backwards cap, stepped closer than I was comfortable with.

"Hey there," he said, voice dripping with a kind of charm that felt both invasive and oddly flattering. "Haven't seen you around before. What's your name?"

I cleared my throat, trying to find a pitch that wouldn't give me away. "Wanda," I responded, the name slipping out before I could think of something more convincing.

"Pretty name for a pretty girl," another chimed in from behind him, his hand reaching out to toy with the hem of my dress. The fabric lifted slightly in his fingers, and I instinctively tensed, stepping back.

My heart raced as mixed emotions battled within me. Their attention confirmed Mrs. Matthews' skillful work but also magnified my discomfort. The one with the backwards cap grinned as he noticed my reaction and brushed a strand of hair from my face.

"You're shy, huh? That's cute," he said, the proximity allowing him to lean in closer than anyone had ever been – close enough that I could feel his breath against my skin.

Their eyes roamed hungrily over my figure, and one reached out to tuck a loose strand of wig hair behind my ear—an act too intimate for strangers meeting on the street.

My body didn't know how to handle this level of intimacy; it reacted on its own accord as warmth spread through me. The novelty of being desired in this way warred with the real fear of discovery under their prying hands.

"This isn't—" My voice cracked as I tried to put distance between us without making it seem like an outright rejection that might encourage pursuit or worse – insight into my real identity.

The tall one's friend circled me slowly like a shark scenting blood in the water. "You don't need to be nervous," he whispered suggestively. "We just want to get to know you."

The situation escalated too quickly for my liking. Every touch felt like both a triumph and transgression against my true self. Panic fluttered in my chest when one of them leaned in to whisper something undoubtedly meant to be seductive into my ear.

I feigned a laugh that came out more strangled than carefree. "I—I really have to go," I stammered, stepping back again but they mirrored every move with an advance.

My body betrayed me as arousal mingled confusingly with fear—a natural response amplified by the surreal circumstance of their caresses. The physical manifestation of this turmoil made it urgent for me to escape before they discovered the falsehood draped in makeup and women's clothes.

With an awkward chuckle meant to defuse the intensity, I turned on my heel, praying that they wouldn't notice the bulge beneath the dress or follow me into what I hoped would be sanctuary inside my dorm building. My steps quickened as I darted away from their laughter and calls for 'Wanda' to come back—each call fueling both dread and an inexplicable longing for acceptance under this feminine guise.

As I slipped through the entrance door, I allowed myself one quick glance back, relieved to see they hadn't followed. The once inviting night air now held a chill that crept up my spine, reminding me of my vulnerability. I let out the breath I didn't know I'd been holding and leaned against the door for a moment to collect myself.

But the night wasn't over, and neither was the experiment. My phone buzzed with a text from our professor with instructions to meet at The Bear Claw, a local club on campus. But she wanted us to appear in our opposite gender ensembles.

The thought of seeing Mrs. Matthews again sent an unfamiliar thrill through me. Her encouragement and guidance during this project had been more than just academic; there was a warmth to her that pushed past professional boundaries in the most subtle but undeniable ways.

But going to a club dressed as a girl? The only saving grace was that other classmates would be there. I took the stairs two at a time to check my appearance and grab something to eat. Then I headed back out, still as feminized as ever.

The club's atmosphere was charged with music and conversation when I arrived. Mrs. Matthews spotted me from across the room almost immediately, her smile lighting up her features in a way that was both familiar and captivatingly different under the colored lights.

"Ah, there you are," she said as she approached, her heels clicking confidently on the floor. "How did your day go?"

Her voice alone made all my earlier worries seem distant and unimportant. There was something about her gaze that reassured me she would keep us safe here—away from prying eyes and unwelcome advances.

"It was... enlightening," I replied honestly, still feeling remnants of Wanda's persona cling to me like perfume.

"Good," she beamed with pride. "That's what I hoped for."

We talked more about my experiences that day—her questions probing yet gentle, pulling reflections from me I hadn't realized were there. She listened intently as if each word mattered deeply to her.

Mrs. Matthews checked my name off of her list of students and then took my hand. “Come with me,” she said, “as we find your other classmates.”

Looking around, most of them were easier to spot than me. Their opposite gender ‘costumes’ were haphazardly put together. I, on the other hand, looked so convincing as a girl that I felt another man’s eyes on me as we walked past. Mrs. Matthews chuckled to herself, then let her hand find my lower back.

“Hi, Mrs. Matthews,” said a blond woman with her hair tucked under a baseball cap. She was otherwise wearing a simple shirt and jeans.

“Ah, Samantha,” said Mrs. Matthews. “This is a good start, but I want you to find something a little more convincing. Bind those breasts down,” she said, pointing at her two soft mounds. “Hide that hair better. And slouch more. Walk like a cocky asshole.”

I thought about the men that tried to touch me earlier. Samantha had a long way to go before she seemed like a man.

Samantha nodded eagerly, jotting down mental notes on Mrs. Matthews' tips. I watched her set off with a new sense of purpose, adjusting her posture and stride as she went.

Mrs. Matthews turned to me, her hand still lingering at my back. "You, on the other hand, are doing exceptionally well, Wade—or should I say, Wanda?" She gave me a playful nudge. "I think some of them actually believe you're one of the girls."

I felt a flutter of unexpected pride at that. "Really?" I asked, unable to conceal the smile tugging at the corners of my mouth.

"Absolutely," she confirmed with a nod. "Your makeup is spot-on, your dress fits you like it was made for you, and even your mannerisms are polished."

Her praise washed over me, both thrilling and terrifying in its intensity. It was one thing to fit the part for an experiment, but another to relish it so thoroughly.

We continued making our rounds through the club—Mrs. Matthews weaving through the throngs of people with ease while I followed in her wake. She stopped occasionally to give more pointers to my classmates or to mark off another name from her list.

"Excuse me," a voice came from behind us. We turned to see one of my classmates—Michael—dressed in an ill-fitting skirt and top ensemble that did little more than amplify his masculine frame.

"Michael," Mrs. Matthews said with a soft sigh. “Remember what we talked about regarding proportions and tailoring? You're swimming in that outfit."

Michael blushed beneath his too-thick foundation. “I know,” he admitted sheepishly. “But it’s all I could find.”

Mrs. Matthews patted his shoulder consolingly before offering some advice on how he might pin or tuck his clothes to better suit his figure.

As we left Michael behind to adjust his outfit, I felt Mrs. Matthews's eyes on me again—appraising but kind.

"You've set quite the standard tonight," she said thoughtfully as we moved towards the bar area where another cluster of students gathered.

"Do you think it'll be enough for the project? For them to learn something from this experience?" I asked her, feeling suddenly earnest about the whole endeavor.

"I believe so," she replied confidently. "But it's not just about looking the part—it's experiencing life from this perspective, understanding the societal pressures and privileges that come with gender presentation." Her gaze fixed on me once more as if she were trying to decipher my thoughts.

We reached the bar where Mrs. Matthews checked off a few more names after giving out further advice on eyeliner techniques and voice modulation exercises.

As she turned back to me, our hands accidentally brushed against each other—a fleeting touch that sent an unexpected jolt through me.

Seeing that all students were accounted for and properly critiqued, Mrs. Matthews suggested we head back into the dance area before heading home.

"Dancing?" I questioned tentatively, acutely aware of how much attention that might draw.

She laughed softly—a sound I realized I'd become fond of throughout our time working together—and nodded once firmly.

"Yes, dancing," she confirmed with a mischievous glint in her eye.

And so we danced—in between the gyrations and shimmies of the other club-goers. Mrs. Matthews moved with an effortless grace that was captivating. I did my best to mirror her, following the rhythm as much as my borrowed heels would allow.

My heart pounded not just from the exertion but from being so close to her. Our bodies occasionally brushed against each other, each touch sending sparks flying through my mind, clouding my focus on the experiment. I could feel the heat of her breath whenever she leaned in to whisper a tip or a compliment.

"You're quite the dancer, Wanda," she murmured, our faces inches apart.

I swallowed hard, the character of Wanda blurring with Wade's desires. My voice came out softer than I expected. "Thank you, Mrs. Matthews."

Just as our movements started to sync up perfectly and I was considering whether to close the distance between us for a kiss, we were interrupted by a brash intrusion.

"Hey there, ladies," a man slurred slightly, sidling up to us with a cocky grin plastered across his face. He was oblivious to our discomfort and the experiment at hand.

Mrs. Matthews stiffened beside me but kept her composure. She glanced at me briefly before addressing him with a polite yet dismissive tone. "Hello."

Undeterred, he leaned closer. "I couldn't help but notice you two dancing. How about we take this party back to my place?"

His arrogant invitation hung in the air between us; it was clear he'd misread the situation entirely. Mrs. Matthews' eyes met mine for a moment, an unspoken agreement passing between us: this was a learning opportunity.

With a professional smile masking her irritation, Mrs. Matthews reached into her purse and pulled out her notepad under the guise of exchanging numbers. Instead, she scribbled some notes about the interaction—another golden piece of data for our sociology study.

The man looked confused as Mrs. Matthews handed him back his pen without providing any contact information.

"Thanks for the offer," she said coolly, "but we should be getting back to our friends now."

He opened his mouth as if to protest but eventually shrugged and sauntered off in search of easier prey.

The moment had passed—the opportunity for that dance floor kiss lost in the sea of club beats and social research.

Mrs. Matthews let out a small sigh and tucked her notepad away. "That's enough excitement for one night," she said with a forced chuckle.

As we made our way out of the club and into the cool night air, Mrs. Matthews looked at me with an unreadable expression before finally speaking up as we neared her car.

"Wade," she said hesitantly, "tonight was... informative."

I laughed weakly in agreement.

She placed her hand on my shoulder—a gesture that felt more intimate than before—and added softly, "Your participation added depth to this study that I hadn’t anticipated."

We stood there for a moment longer than necessary before she gave me a final smile that didn't quite meet her eyes.

"Goodnight," she whispered.

I swallowed my disappointment. “Goodnight.”
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The next week was full of surprises. Dressing as a girl opened me up to the harsh reality of sexism. Between getting hit on regularly in displeasing ways, and not getting taken seriously by my teachers, I was getting frustrated.

It almost made me want to stop dressing up, except for the fact that in my alone time, I liked it very much. So much, in fact, that the night before the end of the project, I sat in front of my bathroom mirror jacking off to my own reflection while imagining the boys who hit on me all week.

I wasn’t gay, but knowing they desired me as a woman was such a turn on. I rubbed my cock through the fabric of my dress and panties while calling myself dirty names. “You’re a filthy slut, aren’t you?”

I moaned. I imagined Mrs. Matthews’s eyes on me, her approval mixed with desire. It was wrong, I knew, but I couldn’t help it. When I finally came, I shuddered, my semen staining my panties. I collapsed back against the wall, my chest heaving as my high abated. I knew I should feel ashamed, but part of me couldn’t wait for the next day, for the study to be over and life to return to normal. Or would it?

As I stood there, panting and sweating, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of guilt wash over me. What was wrong with me? Why did dressing up as a woman turn me on so much? I thought about Mrs. Matthews again, her words ringing in my head. “You make a beautiful girl.” A wave of arousal washed over me once more and I couldn’t resist the temptation to touch myself again.

I fumbled with my panties, pulling them down to give myself better access. My cock was already hard from my previous release, but I wanted more. I wanted to push myself further, to see just how far this feminization experiment could take me.

With one hand on my exposed cock, I began to stroke myself slowly at first, savoring every sensation. Memories of Mrs. Matthews’s touch flooded my mind and I moaned out loud.

“Mrs. Matthews,” I whispered to myself, imagining her standing in front of me with that seductive smile on her lips. “Please, touch me.”

My hand moved faster now, my breaths coming in short gasps as pleasure built within me once again. The image of Mrs. Matthews grew clearer in my mind until it was like she was actually there with me.

“I’m such a dirty girl,” I moaned, teasing the sensitive head of my cock with my thumb. “But you like it, don’t you Mrs. Matthews?”

My hips began to buck uncontrollably as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. “Yes!” I cried out as my orgasm hit me hard and fast.

I collapsed back against the wall once more, spent and trembling with pleasure. As my breathing returned to normal, so did the realization of what just happened sink in.

I had just masturbated while dressed up as a woman…while thinking about my professor.

What kind of sick person was I? I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror now.
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The next day at class was terrifyingly awkward. I couldn’t look at Mrs. Matthews eyes without thinking about how I’d masturbated to her the night before. Also, to my horror, I realized I was the only one still dressed as the opposite gender. Everyone else had worn their regular clothing.

I expected to be the laughing stock of the class, but to my delight, no one knew I was supposed to be a boy. Mrs. Matthews noticed, though, and smiled mischievously.

Throughout class, we discussed the results of our experiment and handed in our papers. I was on my way out, preparing to lose this outfit altogether when a hand clutched my arm. “Wanda,” called Mrs. Matthews.

I spun on my heel, her eyes sweeping over my body, and I swore I could see her tongue peek out from her lips. “Are you enjoying that outfit?”

I faked a laugh. “I misunderstood. I thought we were supposed to wear our outfits today, too.”

Mrs. Matthews smirked. “You can wear it as long as you want. You shouldn’t feel ashamed.”

“Oh, I don’t want to dress like this.”

She cocked a brow. “Are you sure? Because it looks like you’re enjoying yourself.”

I stood firm. “Well, I’m not.”

She grinned wider. “Come to my office,” she said. “I’m going to need you to prove it to me.”

I swallowed and reluctantly followed her to her office. What was happening? Was she into me? Was this some kind of punishment or would I finally get to sleep with Mrs. Matthews? I couldn’t tell.

Once inside, she locked the door and turned to face me. “Alright, Wanda. I saw what happened this week. You enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

My cheeks flared. “I—I—“

She put a finger to my lips. “Shh. Just tell me the truth.”

I sighed. “Fine. Y—yes, I—I enjoyed it. I—I liked it a lot,” I stammered, blushing more with each word.

Mrs. Matthews smiled. “Mmm, I thought so. Now, let’s see if you’re telling the truth.”

She placed her hands on my hips, her touch sending shivers down my spine. She massaged me, her fingers making their way to my ‘breasts,’ squeezing them gently. I moaned, biting my bottom lip, trying to stay strong, but it was no use.

She trailed her fingers down my stomach, pausing to stroke my hardening cock through my dress. “A-ah!” I gasped, my hips bucking forward.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Now, get on your knees.”

I didn’t know what came over me, but I did as she said. I knelt before her, looking up at her through my lashes. I’d never felt so submissive, so… used. But a part of me liked it.

She unzipped her skirt, and out popped a surprisingly large cock. It was almost as big as mine, if not bigger. My jaw dropped.

“You like what you see, Wanda?”

I nodded, unable to find my voice.

“Good. Now, take it in your pretty little mouth. Show me how much you enjoyed being a girl this week.”

I hesitated, but only for a moment. I couldn't help it. I wanted more. I leaned forward and took her cock in my hand, stroking it gently. It was just as hard as mine had been earlier. I licked my lips, and without another thought, I bent down and took her length in my mouth.

I moaned around her cock, the feeling of submission, of being dominated, sending shivers down my spine. She moaned, too, her fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me deeper onto her shaft. I sucked and licked, desperate to please her, to show her just how much I'd enjoyed being Wanda.

"That's it, Wanda," she moaned. "Suck my cock like the good little slut you are."

Her words only spurred me on, and I sucked harder, bobbing my head up and down her shaft. My cock, still rock hard, strained against my panties, aching for release.

"Oh, god, Wanda, I'm cumming!" she moaned.

And with that, she shot her load onto my face, covering me in her warm, sticky cum. I licked my lips, the taste of her mixed with my makeup sending a shiver down my spine.

Mrs. Matthews tucked her cock back into her panties, zipping her skirt up. "Stand up, Wanda."

I stood, my knees shaking, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Now, bend over my desk.”

My heels clicked against the floor as I moved to her desk and bent over. I didn’t know what was going to happen next, but I had an idea. Mrs. Matthews stepped up behind me and lifted my dress up over my hips. Her hand caressed my ass and she moaned as she touched it.

"You've been a very naughty girl, Wanda," she purred in my ear.

I whimpered, my ass clenching in anticipation.

"But I think I'm going to give you a little present anyway."

Before I could respond, I felt her fingers teasing at the opening of my panties, then followed by her cool, wet fingers touching my anus. I gasped, my cock throbbing.

"Mrs. Matthews!" I moaned.

"Shh, Wanda," she whispered. "Just relax, I've got you."

Reluctantly, I did as she said, moaning as her finger circled my tight ring of muscles, loosening me up. It felt so wrong, so taboo, but at the same time, it felt so right.

"Mrs. Matthews," I moaned, "I can't take it anymore."

"Hush, Wanda," she purred, adding another finger. "Just let it happen."

The fingers inside me were joined by a third, and I couldn't take it anymore. She removed her fingers just in time for me to keep from coming, but then I felt the fleshy head of her cock pressing against my hole.

“This might hurt a little,” she said with excitement in her tone. She pushed until she split me wide enough to push deeper. I couldn’t believe my teacher had a cock and was now fucking me with it while I was dressed like a girl. When I first crushed on Mrs. Matthews, this was not what I had in mind.

But it was so, so much better.

She buried her cock inside me completely and we both moaned. My own cock was hard, sandwiched between my stomach and the wood of her desk. Mrs. Matthews pulled back her hips and slammed into me again.

“Fuck, Wanda, you feel so good!” she moaned.

“I-I never thought this would f-feel so good,” I panted, my own cock leaking pre-cum onto my panties.

Mrs. Matthews's cock pistoned in and out of me, each thrust sending me closer and closer to the edge. “Mrs. Matthews! I'm going to—"

“Cum with me, Wanda,” she growled, her cock plowing into my ass even faster. “Cum for me, you slutty little cunt!”

That was all I needed. I exploded all over the desk, my cock pulsing as my cum shot onto the clean wood surface. Mrs. Matthews followed suit, moaning my name as she came inside me.

We both collapsed, our rapid breathing the only sound in the room. Finally, she pulled out of me, her cock softening.

“Get dressed, Wanda,” she said, her voice breathless.

I did as she said, my heart still pounding in my chest. My ass was sore, but it was a good sore. As I put my panties back on, I could feel her cum dripping out of me.

When I was finally presentable again, I turned to her. “Mrs. Matthews... I...”

“Shh, Wanda,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. “This is our little secret, okay?”

I nodded, blushing under my makeup. “Yes, Mrs. Matthews.”

“Good girl,” she purred, squeezing my ass one last time before opening the door. “Don't be late for your next class, Wanda.”

I left her office, my life forever changed. I couldn't believe what just happened, but at the same time, I was still getting used to how much I liked dressing as a girl. On my long walk home, I received even more attention from girls and guys alike. I couldn’t help but feel like I was meant to be this way, a slutty college student.

Maybe I could keep dressing up for just a little bit longer. Especially if it meant getting more attention from Professor Matthews.


SWEET AND SOUR



CHAPTER ONE




It was the summer before college—I’d already moved near campus—and I needed some extra cash. With no skills, the best job I could find was cleaning people’s pools. It wasn’t too bad, except for the heat. I worked tirelessly under the summer sun, my tan growing darker and darker by the day.

Sometimes, I cleaned hotel pools or pools at apartment complexes, but sometimes I cleaned pools in rich neighborhoods. That was always bittersweet for me. On one hand, I enjoyed living vicariously through the homeowners. On the other hand, I hated them. Their kids probably didn’t have to work any jobs to pay for fun or college. Their kids probably partied their way into lucrative careers to continue their rich legacy.

Overall, I wasn’t too bitter about it. It’s not like I didn’t know rich people existed, and cleaning pools was a decent job. But, cleaning pools is also how I met Samantha. If I’d known Samantha was going to change the course of my life forever, I’m not sure I would’ve taken the job.

I didn’t know myself well enough then to have gone through with any of it. But Samantha did. She knew me better from one look at me than I ever knew myself.

The first time I noticed her was a few weeks into the job. She lived on a hill, her property surrounded by trees. I loved cleaning her pool because of the shade, but it also meant she had more debris than most floating in the water.

I was bent forward, scooping out some leaves when I saw her reflection. Her blond hair and bright red top stood out even in the blur from the ripples. “Nice work,” she said as I slowly lifted my eyes. “Here, I brought you some lemonade.”

She was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. My eyes scanned her long legs, toned thighs that wore the tiniest denim shorts. Her red top was cropped at her midrift. She was older than me, but not by more than ten years, I guessed. Her curves were divine. Hips that sloped, a waist that was tapered, and full breasts that were nearly busting out of her top.

It took everything in me to control my dick which desperately wanted to greet her that afternoon. “Thanks,” I said, setting the net aside. I walked to the other side of the pool and took the glass from her. Our fingers touched and a cool shiver ran down my spine. When my eyes met hers, I felt an instant connection in those baby blues. Despite the innocence of her gaze, something lurked deeper. Mischief.

Back then, I thought she was just a bored housewife. Later, I would learn what that mischief was really about.

“I bet you don’t get offered many refreshments on this job.”

I took a sip of the lemonade. It tasted better than any other lemonade I’d tried. “What’s in this?” I asked, curious about the unique flavor.

She smiled. “Secret family recipe. Go on, drink up. You need to stay hydrated.”

There was a mothering quality to her even if she wasn’t that much older than me, and I enjoyed it. I’d always criticized my friends who were practically looking for motherly girlfriends—girls who would cook and do their laundry—but I could see the merit in it when it came to a girl like Samantha. If she wanted to take care of someone, why not let that someone be me?

“My name is Samantha, by the way,” she said, flipping her blond hair over one shoulder. The sight of her slender neck sloping down to her chest made my dick throb. I tried to think about anything else to control my impending hard-on, but my gaze slipped to her breasts and it was too late.

Her gaze slipped to my hips and I swore she could see that I was hard. So I tried to distract her with conversation. “My name is Tim, and this is possibly the best lemonade I’ve ever had. Thank you. Really.”

She smiled, her gaze returning to my face. Her hand touched my shoulder and she said, “Of course. Anytime.”

If I thought this was the point where it would turn into one big porno and we’d fuck in her pool, I was dreaming. Because that didn’t happen. Samantha stayed outside with me until I finished my lemonade and then she took the glass. I didn’t see her again the rest of that afternoon.

The next time I cleaned Samantha’s pool, I noticed her sitting at the patio table under a floral umbrella, reading a magazine. She wore a wide-brimmed sunhat that shaded her delicate features, but the bikini underneath was bright and bold, a stark contrast to the tranquil surroundings.

I tried to focus on my work, skimming and checking the pool’s pH levels, but my eyes kept drifting over to Samantha. It was then I realized the flirty exchanges weren't just in my head; there was an actual spark between us.

"Looks like it might rain later," she said, setting aside her magazine as if looking for an excuse to talk. "Guess you'll have to work fast to beat the storm."

I laughed nervously. "I think can handle a bit of rain," I replied.

She stood up and sauntered over to me, her movements graceful and cat-like. The scent of her sunscreen mixed with what must have been her signature perfume hit me even before she reached me. "Of course. I didn’t mean to suggest otherwise. You're not made of sugar, Tim. You won't melt," she said with a wink.

There was that teasing tone again—the one that suggested something more than casual conversation. "True," I said with a half-smile. "But I don't think your pool would appreciate the extra water."

Samantha chuckled and brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear. "Regardless, we'd better make sure you don't get caught in it." She handed me a glass of lemonade—today's had a sprig of mint in it—and I couldn't help but think she was finding excuses to keep me close by.

The silence that followed wasn't awkward; it was thick with unspoken words and possibilities. Her gaze fell on me like sunlight, warm and invigorating.

"So..." Samantha trailed off, biting her lip for just a moment—long enough to send my heart into mayhem. "Do you like working alone?"

"I usually prefer it," I admitted after taking another sip of the tangy-sweet lemonade. "But I have to say, today's an exception."

She seemed pleased by that response, stepping closer until I could feel the heat of her body between us. "Tell me," she began softly, "what does Tim do when he’s not cleaning pools?"

I hesitated, suddenly very aware of how much I wanted to reveal about myself—about how much more I wanted this conversation to be personal and not just small talk.

"I'm about to go to college to study engineering," I said finally. "Just working here for the summer."

"Ah, brains and brawn." Her finger traced imaginary patterns on my slender bicep. I was hardly ‘brawn.’ I was as lanky as they come. But part of me had hoped cleaning pools was giving me a little bit more muscle. "I love a man who knows how to use both his hands and his head."

The innuendo was clear as crystal waters and it rocked through me like a tidal wave. My pulse hammered in my ears as our eyes locked.

Our moment was interrupted by a crack of thunder in the distance, rolling in faster than expected—the precursor to summer rain. The sky began to darken with heavy clouds.

"We should probably get you out of here before it starts pouring," Samantha said with a hint of urgency in her voice.

"Yeah," I agreed, quickly gathering my cleaning equipment. "That’s a good idea."

As I walked towards my truck, she followed me to the edge of the sheltered patio. "Be safe driving home, Tim," she called out over the rumble of another thunderclap.

"I will!" I shouted back before hopping into my truck.

And just as I pulled away from her house, the sky opened up, raindrops pelting down hard and fast like nature's own percussion on my windshield. But despite the storm outside, inside my chest raged an even bigger storm—one full of anticipation and excitement for what was to come.

Our interactions went on like this for weeks. Each afternoon, Samantha made small talk and brought me a glass of lemonade. Even when I didn’t feel like drinking anything, I did so out of respect. That, and Samantha seemed intent on watching me finish every drop.

We never went further than flirtatious chit chat, no matter how badly I wanted us to. But I was the employee and didn’t want to get fired after making a move. It all hedged on her. If she made a move on me, that would be a different story. But so far, she only flirted and brought me lemonade.

I didn’t know if it was having met her or something else, but I’d started to feel different. More…emotional? I was never a crier but I started crying. Sometimes randomly, and other times at something obvious like a sad scene in a movie.

My roommate, Nathan, began to notice. “What’s wrong with you man? You’re acting like a chick.”

“Well isn’t that sexist of you?”

We were sitting on my couch in the apartment I was renting near campus. He punched my shoulder and said, “Who cares? There aren’t any women here. Except for you, maybe.”

We were playing video games, so I wasn’t new to his insults, but for some reason they stung harder. Something did feel off about me lately, and with the added emotions came a sensitivity to Nathan’s words.

But I wasn’t just feeling more emotional, I was feeling…more aroused too. I chalked it up to hormones—after all, I was still only eighteen—but this felt different. For instance, the arousal swept through my whole body even when my dick wasn’t hard. It was like…a compulsion to drag my hands over my body, igniting the fire under my skin. I wanted to be kissed and touched by Samantha, and sometimes—to my horror—even by Nathan.

My heart began to beat faster any time I was around either of them, but I kept it hidden. This is just a phase, I told myself. A weird, weird phase.

I continued to clean pools through the end of the summer, and Samantha continued to bring me lemonade. On the last week before college began, I woke up feeling like something had physically changed about me.

I pulled down the covers and looked at my body. I always slept in boxers only with my chest fully exposed. And looking down, I could’ve sworn there was a light rise in my pecs. Was it muscle from cleaning pools?

I touched the soft mounds, feeling conflicted. They didn’t feel that firm and touching them turned me on more than ever. It must just be fat. Man-boobs or something. But the curiosity of how they made me feel took hold.

I had the insane urge to cup them and stroke my nipples with my thumbs. As I did that, my dick hardened, but only half-way. Was I eating something that was affecting my hormones? Was this a normal part of the end of puberty?

In that moment, I didn’t care. All I cared about was lowering my hand until it was inside my boxers, cupping my dick. Only I didn’t stroke it. Instead, I tucked it between my legs and palmed the exposed part of my shaft.

As I teased my ‘man-boobs’ and rubbed myself, I couldn’t stop picturing myself as a girl. What the hell is wrong with me? Is this going to be some new fucked up fantasy? I told myself it didn’t matter. Lots of people masturbated to weird things. This would just be my weird thing.

I rubbed myself and pinched and teased. I arched my back and released a moan. My dick swelled between my legs, the pressure feeling divine. And then, I came. But the orgasm was different. My orgasms had all been different lately.

This one, in particular, swept through me like a tidal wave. My head spun in dizzying heat. My skin tingled everywhere. I felt it in my chest, my stomach, and my toes. It was all consuming, pleasurable heat, and I wanted more and more of it.

Once I’d come down, I felt embarrassed. Clearly, I was going through something, I just didn’t know what. But the answers wouldn’t come to me unless I told someone about it, and right then, I was too humiliated by the thought.

So I got ready for my last day of cleaning pools before starting college. It would also be my last day of seeing Samantha. But it wasn’t the last time she planned on seeing me.

I went to her house to find her gardening in her backyard. “Hi, Tim,” she said with a smile as I got to work. “I hear it’s your last day.”

“That it is. School starts up next week.”

She frowned. “That’s a shame. I’m going to miss having you around.”

Something had been plaguing me since the start of our relationship. “So, do you live here alone? Are you not married?”

“Divorced,” she said. She stood and wiped her dirty gloves on her apron then picked up a glass of lemonade from the table. She always had a glass waiting for me when I arrived. “He was a very wealthy man and I did well for myself.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I’d never divorce a woman like you.”

She smiled. “That’s sweet of you. But we had our issues. I understood.”

“Do you mind me asking what issues?”

“I’d rather not go into specifics. But let’s just say…he couldn’t fulfill a desire of mine I craved. It started unraveling our marriage.”

I nodded, scooping more leaves out of her pool. I thought about my fucked up fantasy from that morning and wondered if there was any kink I wouldn’t fulfill to get to keep a girl like Samantha around.

As if reading my mind, Samantha stepped toward the pool and asked, “So, do you have any kind of desires you crave?”

Part of me wondered if this was some last ditch effort to seduce me since it was my last day. If so, I wanted to indulge her. Even if I never saw her again, sleeping with her would be a dream of mine.

“Actually, I’ve had some weird things happen to me lately. I guess you could say I’ve developed a strange fantasy or two.”

Her eyes lit up with mischief. “Tell me about them.”

My heart raced at the thought of exposing myself to Samantha of all people. But at the same time, something about her made me feel safe and understood. I paused what I was doing and looked her in the eye. She’d gotten closer and closer to me as we talked until she was only a few feet away.

“Well, um…just this morning…I pictured that I was a girl while I touched myself.”

Samantha’s cheeks reddened, but her eyes danced wildly. “Tell me more.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

So I told her. I told her about the new swells of flesh on my chest and how it felt to touch them. I told her how I’d arched my back and tucked myself between my legs. I told her how I’d been emotional lately and how orgasms felt different. With each new detail, Samantha was getting visibly aroused. She touched her neck, her breaths were shallow. Why these details turned her on, I couldn’t understand.

Just then, she handed me the glass of lemonade. “Drink up.”

I began to drink the lemonade when a realization hit me and panic swept through my body. These changes only started happening this summer. Samantha gave me lemonade every single day. She insisted I drink all of it, and my story from this morning had her hot and bothered.

Adrenaline made me drop the glass and it shattered, shards falling into her pool. “What’s in that lemonade, Samantha?”

“What? Lemons and sugar. What else?”

I was shaking. Was she poisoning me? “You said it was a secret recipe. It tastes like more than lemons and sugar. Please, tell me. Are you doing something to me? Is this some kind of twisted game?”

She wasn’t afraid like she should’ve been. She wasn’t afraid of getting caught. Instead, she reached out and touch my shoulder and I hated myself for liking it, for craving her attention. “I’m only trying to help you realize your full potential.”

“What do you mean?”

“How did you feel this morning? When you touched yourself? Didn’t you say it felt good? Even better than your previous orgasms? Well, what if you could feel like that all the time?”

“What are you talking about? What did you give me?”

“Just a little help. That’s all. I think you’d feel so much better as a woman.”

“As a what?” Panic was in overdrive, flooding my veins and my brain, strangling my thoughts. Was she somehow giving me hormones? How on earth? What was happening?

I still didn’t shrug from her touch and when her fingers slid down my arm and took my hand in hers, I let her. I wanted to pull away. I wanted to stop drinking her stupid lemonade, but she’d been right. That morning had been the best orgasm of my life.

But being turned into a woman? Was this crazy lady serious?

Samantha's voice softened, almost a whisper now, “Follow me. Let’s try something that can make things clearer for you, okay?”

I wanted to refuse, but curiosity and that strange, dangerous thrill of the unknown kept my feet rooted. I couldn’t believe what was happening. What Samantha was proposing was insane. But at the same time, there was a part of me that couldn’t resist the thought of feeling like that morning again.

“You trust me, don’t you?” she asked as she led me upstairs by the hand. I nodded without conviction, my body humming with anxiety and anticipation.

Her bedroom was a feminine sanctuary, the air heavy with the scent of jasmine and vanilla. She went straight to her dresser and pulled out something black and lacy.

My throat went dry as I realized what it was – lingerie. She turned to look at me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “I think this will look great on you.”

I took a step back, shaking my head in disbelief. “What are you doing? This is crazy.”

Samantha’s expression turned serious as she approached me. “Is it really? Think about it – how many times have you fantasized about being a woman? How many times have you wished for something more?”

I opened my mouth to argue, but her words hit too close to home. I had only recently fantasized about being a woman, but it didn’t change the truth—that it made me feel good.

But this wasn’t real, right? Samantha couldn’t actually turn me into a woman.

As if reading my thoughts, Samantha placed a hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes. “I know this all seems overwhelming and scary right now. But trust me, once you experience what it’s like to be a woman, you’ll never want to go back.”

Her touch sent shivers down my spine and I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to experience what she was offering.

Before I could fully process everything that was happening, Samantha handed me the lingerie and started undressing me. I was too dazed to protest as she removed my shirt, revealing my bare chest. "You'll need this first," she said, holding up a delicate bra with a hopeful glint in her eye. "Here, let me help you."

She looped the straps around my arms and fastened the clasp in the back with deft fingers. The fabric against my newly formed ‘breasts’ felt foreign yet somehow comforting. My heart pounded so loud I was sure she could hear it.

"Now, for the panties," she encouraged gently.

I hesitated, looking down at the lacy item in my hands. They were so unlike anything I'd ever worn before. Swallowing hard, I stepped out of my jeans and boxers, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

Samantha's gaze was warm and reassuring as I slipped into the panties, pulling them up over my hips. The lace grazed my skin with a tantalizing touch that made me gasp softly. An unexpected rush of pleasure coursed through me, stirring an arousal I felt guilty for experiencing.

"Look at yourself," Samantha urged, guiding me toward her full-length mirror.

I couldn't look away from my reflection. The man in the mirror was gone—replaced by this other person who seemed more fluid, more sensual. The bra hugged my chest in a way that gave me an illusion of curves, and the panties accentuated shapes that had never seemed important before now.

"Do you feel it?" Samantha whispered from behind me. "The beauty of embracing who you are inside?"

I turned to her, our eyes meeting in the mirror. Her approval was a palpable thing—it surrounded me like a warm embrace.

"Yeah," I admitted with a breathless quality to my voice. "It feels... amazing."

Samantha smiled and wrapped her arms around my waist from behind, resting her chin on my shoulder as we both looked at the reflection before us.

"You shouldn't be ashamed of what makes you feel good," Samantha said softly, her voice fervent with conviction.

In that moment, all of my apprehensions began to melt away under her accepting gaze. The shame that had threatened to suffocate my desires seemed trivial compared to the affirmation I saw mirrored in Samantha's eyes.

"Embrace this part of yourself," she continued. "Explore it without fear or guilt."

And as I stood there enveloped in black lace and newfound revelations, I realized that Samantha wasn't just offering me lingerie—she was offering me permission to explore a facet of myself that had been hidden away for far too long.

“Turn around,” she murmured as she guided me with her hands on my hips.

As I rotated slowly, her gaze felt like a tangible caress over my transformed figure. Her approving nods only increased my confusion—and excitement. Samantha’s lust was evident; it made me feel desired in a way that was intoxicating yet completely foreign.

Suddenly self-aware again under her gaze, shame washed over me anew and extinguished some of the fire her lust had kindled inside me.

“Doesn’t it feel freeing? Being who you want to be?” Samantha’s voice broke through my self-berating thoughts.

“I don’t know who I want to be,” I confessed softly—a truth buried deep within me until this moment.

She stepped forward and said, “Then maybe we need to go a little further.”

Samantha's words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. She took my hand and led me to her master bathroom, a marble-adorned sanctuary that echoed the opulence of the rest of her house. With a gentle push, she sat me on the closed toilet seat and filled the bathtub with warm water. "This will help relax you," she said, her voice soothing.

From under the sink, she retrieved a shaving kit. As she lathered my legs with cream, her fingers were careful and deliberate. The razor glided over my skin, removing the hair and leaving behind a strange new smoothness that made my legs feel more exposed than they ever had been.

Her touch was tender yet professional as if she’d done this many times before—but not with me; never with me. Every stroke of the razor seemed to strip away more than just hair; it also peeled back layers of my identity, leaving me feeling bare and uncertain about who I was meant to be.

"See? Not so bad," Samantha chirped as she rinsed off the last patch of lather. She patted my legs dry with a fluffy towel and then beckoned me to stand.

I did as I was told, stepping out of the tub with legs that felt lighter but somehow more present than before. She guided me back into her bedroom where a dress laid waiting on her bed—a knee-length, floral number that seemed to mock me with its cheerfulness.

"Arms up," Samantha directed, holding out the dress for me.

I lifted my arms like a child being dressed, and she slid the garment over my head. It fell into place over my torso, hugging areas of my body which suddenly didn't feel like mine anymore. The fabric swished around my thighs, unfamiliar yet undeniable in its effect: it made me feel… pretty.

Samantha didn't give me time to ponder this new sensation; instead, she swiftly moved on to makeup. "This will bring out your eyes," she murmured while brushing shadow across my lids.

The sensation of bristles against my skin was oddly comforting in its novelty. Each stroke brought forth colors and contours I'd never seen on myself before—shadows that gave depth, liners that defined, powders that concealed and revealed all at once.

Then came the wig—a cascade of chestnut curls that framed my face and softened its lines. A surreal doppelganger looked back at me from Samantha's vanity mirror—an amalgamation of Tim and someone new; someone I couldn't quite name yet.

Finally, heels clicked against hardwood as she handed me a pair to step into—tall wedges that forced a shift in posture and balance I wasn’t prepared for but somehow managed to maintain.

"Walk around," Samantha encouraged with an excited clap of her hands. "Feel how different it is."

I took tentative steps at first, each one an echo of change reverberating through me. My hips swayed naturally—the shift in center of gravity demanded it—and with each sway came an echo of something primal within me awakening to this foreign yet indulgent form of expression.

"God, you're beautiful," Samantha breathed out—part admiration, part desire—as she circled around me like a proud sculptor admiring their creation.

The heat from her breath brushed past my neck, sending shivers down my spine. Her hands rested on my waist, pulling me closer, and I caught a glimpse of us in the mirror: an odd couple bound by a strange intimacy that somehow seemed right in the warmth of her gaze.

"Really?" I asked, the uncertainty in my voice clashing with the image reflected back at me—a blend of masculine lines and feminine curves.

"More than you know," Samantha whispered, her lips hovering just inches from mine. The air was thick with anticipation, and as she closed the distance, her kiss landed softly on my cheek—a touch so light yet laden with promises.

I closed my eyes, lost in a storm of sensations and emotions I couldn't quite comprehend. My heart raced faster, fueled by a mix of fear, excitement, and the softness of the dress brushing against my skin. Every nerve ending seemed to sing and ache for something more—something deeper.

She stepped back then and took me by the hand once more. "Now for the final touch," Samantha said with a playful wink as she opened her jewelry box. She selected a delicate necklace and she moved behind me to clasp it around my neck. I felt another piece of Tim slip away, replaced by this unfamiliar but alluring persona that Samantha was skillfully coaxing into existence.

"There," she said at last, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you're not just Tim; you're whoever you want to be in this moment."

I looked at myself again in the mirror. The small breasts under the dress were a confusing testament to the journey I had embarked upon unknowingly—a journey marked by hormones disguised as simple lemonade that Samantha had brought to me each afternoon. They had softened my features and awakened these intense women's emotions that twisted through me like vines—confusing yet part of me now.

"You look confused...and beautiful," Samantha noted, reading my expression easily.

"I am," I admitted. "It's all so much. I feel different—not just outside but inside too."

"That's okay," she reassured me. "This is about exploration and finding new parts of yourself."

I nodded slowly as I processed her words. The arousal within me was undeniable—strange yet intoxicating—as if discovering a hidden chamber within myself filled with treasures yet unexplored. Her approval stoked the flames higher; her desire acted as permission for me to delve into these depths I never knew existed.

"We don't have to do anything you're not ready for," Samantha continued, seeing hesitation flicker in my eyes. "This is your experience. We can take it slow." She leaned in again, resting her forehead against mine. "But know this—I want you; all of you."

Her words echoed within me as we stood there locked in an embrace that was part physical, part emotional—a dance between two beings exploring the boundaries where one ended and the other began.

And there in Samantha's arms—in heels too high and a dress too short—I found myself at the edge of an awakening both terrifying and exhilarating. It was a moment filled with potential—a canvas still blank but begging for color—a story yet unwritten.

Too scared to make a move, Samantha pulled back, giving me the space to breathe. “Here’s what happens next,” she said. “Take these clothes home with you. You can wear them again or not, that’s up to you. And it’s up to you if you’d like to come back each week for another glass of ‘lemonade.’ I really hope you do.” She brushed a strand of my wig out of my face then leaned in for a kiss.

Desire surged through my chest, spreading through every limb. I wanted her. I wanted this. But I didn’t want to want this.

Her lips parted and her hands lowered down slowly over my ass. Her tongue met my tongue as her fingers lifted my skirt and slipped inside my panties. I was distracted by the feeling of her mouth on mine to realize what she was doing until it was too late. Her finger pressed against my entrance and slipped inside.

I gasped against her mouth and she moaned. “Do you like that, baby?” she cooed between kisses. I didn’t want to nod even though I did like it. Pleasure flooded my veins and my dick throbbed in that way it had this morning. But I couldn’t come like this. Not dressed as a girl with Samantha’s finger inside my ass.

This had gone too far. Hadn’t it?

I broke our kiss and began undressing. I’d resolved to never drink lemonade again and never put on a pair of panties again, but even as I told myself that, I packed the feminine things in a bag and carried them out with me—just in case.

Once at Samantha’s door, she reminded me, “I’ll be here. Whenever you want me.”

I nodded but didn’t say anything and I left without collecting my equipment.


CHAPTER TWO




I wiped the makeup from my face and spent the rest of the afternoon trying to forget about what had happened. I pretended to be a normal boy again, hanging out with Nathan and preparing to start my first college classes in a few days.

But my body was dying for some kind of release. A release I wasn’t sure I needed. This wasn’t a normal feeling. I didn’t know what to do with it. It was almost as if I wanted to explore this feminine body more rather than just ignore it.

But I fought the urge as best I could. That is until Nathan and I ended up in a wrestling match. We were teasing each other again while playing a game and Nathan shoved me. I shoved him back, but it felt different. It felt flirty. I felt strangely attracted to him and it worried me.

Then, out of nowhere, Nathan tried to get me in a headlock. I pushed against him and we tumbled to the floor, wrestling and rolling around until he had me pinned beneath him. It was strange…the way he looked at me. His eyes scanned my face. His breath slowed. And I could feel his bulge pressing against my thigh.

I swore he was about to kiss me, but that couldn’t be. Neither of us were gay, and I wasn’t about to kiss him no matter how drawn to him I was in that moment.

Suddenly, Nathan peeled his body away from mine. “Looks like I won that round,” he said. “Gotta take a piss.” He then left me for the bathroom and I continued to lay on the floor, wondering how long it would take to get these hormones out of my system.

Then I heard a noise. A grunt or a groan. I sat up on my elbows and listened closely. I moved toward the bathroom door and heard the slapping of skin. What the…and then I realized he was jerking off. Right after having wrestled with me.

Fuck, this was too much. I was horny as hell and I didn’t know what to do about it. So I disappeared to my room and began pulling out the girly clothes I’d taken from Samantha. I stripped off my boy clothes and put on the panties, bra, and dress, feeling almost like I could come from wearing those soft fabrics alone.

I put on the wig and the heels and the necklace, and then I went to my mirror and looked at myself. I had everything but the makeup, and yet I still looked feminine. I could see the small breasts in my dress and a sense of pride flooded me in that moment. I wondered what I’d look like if they got bigger. I brushed my hands over them, cupping them again, and felt my body ignite with the heat of desire.

One hand dipped lower, slipping between my thighs and dragging upward slowly under my skirt. I touched my cock through the panties and sighed. It was like being the truest form of myself. Maybe Samantha was right. Maybe I was always meant to be a woman.

I remembered how it felt with Samantha teased my ass. So I turned my back to the mirror and lifted up my dress. I stared at my panty-covered bum and rubbed it before sliding my fingers just inside the hem. But before I could experiment, the bedroom door flew open.

There stood Nathan, his eyes as wide as saucers as he took in the sight of me bent over and dressed like a woman.

“You should fucking knock!” I cried.

“Why are you dressed like that? Holy fuck? And why are you…jesus…”

I thought I might cry of humiliation until Nathan closed the door with him inside. I stood up and straightened my dress, lowering my eyes to the floor. “This isn’t what it looks like,” I said. “You know the girl I met? Samantha?”

“Yeah. You clean her pool. So what?”

“She’s been…um…slipping me hormones. Today she wanted to play a little dress up and…I don’t know. I don’t know what’s going on with me. I thought I’d be done with it, but…”

Nathan took a step closer. “This actually makes me feel so much better,” he said with a laugh. “This whole time, I’d been feeling more and more turned on by you and I didn’t know why. But that explains it. You’ve been changing so much.”

My eyes met his and saw the hunger in there. He was lusting after me. It was scary and confusing and everything I wanted. Oh god, what was happening to me?

When he gripped my waist and bent me over the bed, I didn’t resist. When he lifted up my dress and pulled my panties down just under my ass, I didn’t resist either. I played coy, pretended that we didn’t want the same things, but it was futile. He had his pants unbuckled and his hard cock out in no time at all.

He spit on my ass like I was nothing but a whore and then he rubbed his dick in it. “You look like such a hot slut dressed like that. I’m sorry for what I’m about to do, but I can’t help it.” And with that he thrust inside me.

A groan escaped me as he began to pump in and out of me, searching for his own release. Little did he know, I was turned on too.

He reached under me and cupped my breasts before moaning against my back. His hips slapped against my ass over and over again, his cock digging deeper and deeper.

And for some reason it felt good. It felt right. I felt used, but I loved it. I wanted to feel dirty. I wanted to feel desirable. And when Nathan’s cock swelled and spilled its load into me, I came right along with him, soaking my panties with my cum. Like a girl.

He pulled out of me while panting. A look of horror crossed his face and he stumbled backward. “Shit, man. What the fuck am I doing?” The next moment, he was gone.

I quickly cleaned myself, put on my normal clothes, and locked my bedroom door. I was so confused. This was changing everything I thought I knew about myself. And my roommate, my friend, well our relationship might be messed up forever because of this. How could I ever forgive Samantha? How could I ever forgive myself?

Fueled by rage, I visited Samantha that night with all of the girly things she’d given me. When she opened her door, I shoved the bag of feminine fabrics into her chest. “Take them. I don’t want this anymore. You were wrong about me. I’m not meant to be a woman.”

“Tim, get in here,” she said, looking around as if afraid one of the neighbors might see.

“No. No, I’m done.”

With that, I returned home and vowed to never visit her again. And over the next few weeks, I kept that promise. Nathan and I mostly avoided each other, both of us filled with humiliation about what we’d done. I began to feel depressed and I struggled with my classes. The effects of the hormones were fading slowly, but not completely. And with each loss of womanly sensation I felt a loss of myself.

I didn’t want to admit how much I missed feeling womanly.

I even started feeling uncomfortable in my body, much more so than when I’d been feminine. I wanted the panties and the breasts and the overflowing sensation that occurred each time I came. Every day, I considered running back to Samantha for a drink of her lemonade, but I didn’t.

Then, one day, Samantha showed up at my place. There was a knock on the door, and when I answered it, I was floored. “How did you find out where I live?” I asked her.

“From me,” Nathan said behind me. “I found her in your contacts. I invited her over.”

A chill ran through me. “Why?” I asked. “We haven’t spoken in weeks.”

“Because I can see how depressed you are. Because I never saw you feel more vibrant and alive than when you were wearing a dress and taking those hormones.”

Samantha smiled, her body clad in a tight black dress, and she held up a thermos. “I brought you some lemonade. You don’t have to drink it, of course.”

“Let her in, Tim,” said Nathan. “Let her help you.”

I turned to him, my eyes searching. Was it possible that he wasn’t disgusted with me? With himself? Was it possible that he actually cared about me?

Reluctantly, I let her inside and the three of us moved to the living room. “I’m going to set the lemonade here.” Samantha placed the thermos on the coffee table. “You can drink it whenever, or never if that’s what you want. But—” She held up a bag, “I want you to be open to dressing up again. I want you to try it one more time. Prove to us—to yourself—that you don’t want this.”

I shook my head, but I couldn’t say no. All that came out was, “I don’t know, I don’t know. I don’t know who I am.”

Nathan took one hand and Samantha took the other. “Let us help you. Let me dress you up.”

Without realizing, I nodded. I was in a daze when Samantha pulled me up from the couch and removed my shirt. “Do you mind if he’s here?” she asked, referring to Nathan. But I just shook my head.

Nathan's presence was like a specter, quiet and observing, as Samantha's expert hands went to work. With each piece of clothing she removed, a rush of vulnerability surged through me. It had been weeks since anyone had seen me so bare, so exposed. My skin trembled under her touch.

She reached into the bag and pulled out silk of panties—a soft peach color that seemed to glow against my conflicted complexion. "Step into these," she instructed gently. I did as I was told, feeling the fabric hug my shape, bringing back a flood of memories that shouldn't have felt as comforting as they did.

Next came the bra, with its intricate lace and clasps that Samantha fastened with a surety that spoke volumes about her care and attention to detail. The false weight upon my chest reawakened something dormant within me, a sense of completeness.

Samantha's smile grew warmer as she saw the transformation taking place not just in my attire but in my demeanor. "You're beautiful, you know." Her words were simple yet they reached deep inside me.

I caught Nathan's eye for a brief moment. His face held no judgment, only a quiet support that bolstered my courage to continue.

The dress was next—light blue and flowing. It cascaded over my newly adorned frame like water in a stream, settling into all the right places and creating an image of femininity that was both foreign and eerily correct.

"Look at you," Samantha cooed as she adjusted the hemline around my thighs.

Finally came the wig—long and blonde this time. It framed my face differently from any cut I'd ever dared to try before but somehow it suited me perfectly. The heels were last—a modest height but enough to alter my posture and balance into something more graceful.

Moving to the hall mirror after Samantha had completed her work, I barely recognized myself—but in a good way. The person staring back at me was someone who carried traces of Tim but also held an elegance and sensuality all their own. I missed that girl who was looking back at me now.

Samantha joined me in front of the mirror, her eyes proud and encouraging, while Nathan leaned against the wall behind us—a silent strength.

"I feel..." The words were hard to find because what I felt wasn't easily defined—it wasn't just arousal or contentment but something deeper, more intrinsic. "I feel like myself," I finally admitted, with a shy smile blossoming across my lips.

"In that case," Samantha said with a playful wink, "let's not let this lovely evening go to waste."

She offered me the thermos, which stood patiently on the coffee table like an old friend waiting to be acknowledged. This time when I took it into my hands and unscrewed the cap, there was no reluctance—only anticipation for the familiar rush of sensation it would bring.

As I sipped on her special lemonade under their watchful gazes, it wasn’t just femininity that filled me—it was a potent mix of love and self-recognition that coursed through every part of what I was becoming in that moment: someone whole.

“Where to?” Nathan asked, grabbing his coat.

Samantha picked up her purse and jingled her keys. “I know of a great club. You guys will love it.”

Nathan and I sat in the back seat of Samantha’s car, our thighs touching, as she took us to our destination.

The music pulsed through the club like a living being, and the throngs of people moved in sync with its heartbeat. Samantha led us onto the dance floor, her hand confidently guiding mine, as Nathan followed close behind. The strobing lights painted us all in vibrant colors—reds, blues, greens—that flickered across our clothes and skin.

As we found our rhythm among the bodies gyrating around us, I became acutely aware of how the fabric of my dress brushed against my smooth legs with every movement. Samantha was in front of me and reached for my hands, placing them on her hips before winding her own arms around my neck. Her perfume was intoxicating, blending with the scent of sweat and alcohol that filled the air.

Nathan pressed himself against my back, his hands finding my waist. His breath was warm on my neck as he leaned in to whisper, "You look incredible." A wave of desire coursed through me; it wasn't just his words but the familiar timber of his voice that sent shivers down my spine.

Samantha's lips found mine unexpectedly—her kiss was soft yet insistent, pulling me further into a world where only sensation mattered. My mind went blank as I returned her kiss, feeling her smile against my mouth before she pulled back slightly to look into my eyes.

Then Nathan's hands guided me to turn towards him, and his mouth captured mine in a far more aggressive kiss that spoke of our shared history and a newfound hunger. It felt like a silent vow that whatever happened tonight wouldn't be forgotten in the morning light.

The three of us danced closer, our movements becoming less about following the beat and more about exploring each other. There was no awkwardness or hesitation—only the desire to be closer, to blur the lines between where one person ended and another began.

At one point, I found myself sandwiched between them both—an arm from each wrapped around me as if they were claiming me together. Our kissing turned into a trail of soft bites and licks as we sought out each other's most sensitive spots over the clothes that both concealed and accentuated our bodies.

It was Samantha who eventually pulled away first, her chest heaving slightly with exertion. "I think it's time we continued this party elsewhere," she said, her voice low but clear over the din of music.

Nathan nodded in agreement; he looked like a man starved, his gaze intense as it flickered between Samantha and me. I could only muster a small nod myself; words seemed inadequate for what I was experiencing—a heady mix of excitement and trepidation.

We made our way out of the club in a sort of dazed procession. The night air hit us like a sobering slap after the sweltering heat inside, but it did nothing to dampen what had been ignited.

Samantha took us to her place, her lavish house making Nathan gasp in appreciation. Once inside, she didn't waste any time ushering us both into her bedroom where dim lights cast everything in an inviting glow.

"Make yourself at home," she said with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she started to peel out of her own tight dress.

Nathan looked at me then—really looked at me—and smiled. He walked towards me, his steps measured and deliberate, and began to unzip the blouse that Samantha had picked out for me earlier in the evening. His fingers brushed against my skin, sending sparks of anticipation along my nerves.

Samantha stepped out of her dress, revealing the delicate lingerie underneath. She approached us with a confidence that seemed to radiate from her very being. Her hands joined Nathan's in undressing me, and together they peeled away the layers that had defined our roles for the evening.

The tension was palpable as garment after garment fell to the floor until I stood before them in just the lace underthings Samantha had chosen. While they were both naked. Samantha’s body was every bit as beautiful as I had imagined, and this was the first time I’d faced Nathan’s body head on. He was masculine and intoxicating, and I’d never wanted either of them more than in this moment.

It was a strange mix of exposure and excitement; I felt both seen and desired in ways I hadn't imagined. The air around us vibrated with energy, every breath heavy with longing.

Samantha's fingers traced along my collarbone, down my chest, teasing over fabric and skin alike. "You're so beautiful like this," she murmured, her voice nothing but sincere. My heart fluttered in response, unsure how to process the compliment but eager for more of her touch.

Then Nathan's lips were on mine again, commanding in their pressure as he pulled me into him. He tasted of mint and something darker, a hint of whiskey perhaps, a reminder of our night out.

Samantha kept teasing my breasts while Nathan’s hands explored lower regions with gentle curiosity.

Their eyes locked onto mine and each other’s intermittently as they silently communicated their intentions. I was the center of their universe at that moment—vulnerable yet empowered by their attention.

Samantha guided my head towards her waiting lips as Nathan stroked his cock. I broke away from Samantha’s kiss and lowered to my knees. I wanted to kiss the cock that had been inside me. I wanted to taste it. To please him again.

I parted my lips as he angled his cock toward me. I could feel Samantha's heat behind me, her breath on my neck. She cupped my ass with one hand, squeezing and kneading as if to say she approved of my actions.

As I took Nathan in my mouth, he groaned above me. I took more of him in, teasing him with my tongue, savoring every inch of him. I wanted to make him writhe. And I relished in the power I held in that moment.

Samantha's hands continued to explore my body, her nails digging lightly into my skin as she guided me to please Nathan. Her touch was electrifying and it only added to the pleasure coursing through me.

With each movement of my mouth, Nathan's moans grew louder and his grip tightened on my hair. I could feel the tension building within him, and it only fueled me on further.

Samantha's fingers trailed down my back and over to where Nathan and I were joined. She traced circles around us, adding an extra layer of stimulation that sent shivers down my spine.

Nathan's hips began to thrust faster into my mouth, his moans now almost constant. In the background, I could hear the sound of Samantha's own arousal, her moans low and primal as she pleasured herself. The knowledge that I was giving them both pleasure, that I could arouse them in such different yet equally powerful ways, sent a thrill through me.

Nathan's breathing became more erratic, the grip on my hair tightening. I knew he was close. I redoubled my efforts, sucking and licking and teasing until he couldn't take it anymore.

"Fuck," he gasped, his voice strained. "I'm going to... I'm.."

And then it happened. He came, hot and sticky, down my throat, and it felt like a badge of honor, a testament to my ability to please.

Samantha's hand left my ass and came around to cup my chin, lifting my face to hers.

"My turn," she purred, her eyes alight with hunger. Samantha stood up and moved to the bed, leaning against the headboard with her legs wide. She had the most beautiful pussy I’d ever seen. Like I was hypnotized, I moved toward her and slid between her legs. She gripped my head and pulled me down against her pussy until I could smell nothing but her.

I stretched out my tongue and lapped at her pussy then I felt the bed dip behind me. Nathan was there, stroking his cock while watching us.

The tension in the room was palpable, charged with a raw energy that seemed to hum between us. Samantha’s grip on my head was both a command and an invitation, her fingers twining in my hair as she guided me exactly where she wanted. I traced the outline of her sex with the tip of my tongue, listening to her sighs of pleasure grow louder with each stroke.

Nathan slowly lowered my panties just under my ass. My cock was half-hard but the desire was as strong as ever. I wanted him to fill me. I wanted to feel like a dirty slutty girl for both of them. His eyes were fixed on us, dark with desire as he handled himself. The sight of him so turned on by our interaction only spurred me on, my own arousal growing by the second.

I delved deeper, exploring Samantha with an eager tongue, tasting her sweetness, relishing the way she bucked against my face. Her moans grew louder, filling the room, and echoing within me, stoking my excitement even further.

Just as Samantha’s movements became more frantic, signaling her approaching climax, I felt Nathan's hands on my hips. A thrill ran through me at his touch. His fingers dug into my flesh as he lined himself up behind me once more. He spit on my ass like he had that first time and then he rubbed his cock in it. The wet slick tip of his cock teased me and I found myself pushing back against him, eager to feel him fill me like he had before.

“Are you ready?” he whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my skin.

I could only nod, too engrossed in pleasuring Samantha to form words.

With one smooth motion, Nathan pushed inside me again, and I couldn't hold back a moan that vibrated against Samantha’s pussy. She shuddered at the sensation, her hands tugging at my hair in a rhythm that matched Nathan's thrusts.

The blend of pleasure and slight discomfort from being filled so completely by Nathan made my head spin. I pressed my face harder into Samantha’s sex, driven to bring her over the edge even as I was being taken apart piece by piece by the man behind me.

Samantha's body tensed beneath me; she was close now. Her breathing came in short gasps and her hips ground against me urgently. I doubled my efforts, sucking on her clit and feeling her body begin to shudder.

“Ohh,” she cried out as her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. She convulsed around me and I drank down every drop of her release.

Riding the high of her climax with her, I felt Nathan increase his pace. He grabbed my waist tight enough to leave marks that would be discovered later—a reminder of this moment—and pounded into me relentlessly until we both reached our own pleasure peaks. His groans mixed with Samantha's softer pants created a chorus that pulsed in time with our bodies' movements.

Finally, Nathan stiffened behind me; his grip became almost punishing as he filled me with heat. My own orgasm followed closely after his, rushing through me so fiercely it made everything else fade away—all except for the sensation of being utterly possessed by them both.

We collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing as waves of blissful aftermath washed over us. In that lingering silence filled with faint echoes of our pleasure cries, I knew there would be no going back from this. And for the first time since that first glass of lemonade, I didn’t want to go back.

The following weeks were filled with a sense of freedom and sexual exploration as Nathan and I dove headfirst into our newfound relationship. I began dressing as a girl around the house, teasing and flirting with Nathan until he wanted to pound me like the dirty slut I was becoming. But when it came to my college classes, I presented myself as a boy, not yet ready to reveal this part of myself to the world.

Once a week, I would make my way to Samantha's house for a glass of "lemonade.” It was during these visits that Samantha helped me find confidence in girly fashion and opened my eyes to the possibilities of who I could become. And later that night, the three of us would go out to a club, where we would dance the night away and go home with Samantha, exploring our desires in ways I never imagined possible.

As the weeks went by, I found myself becoming more and more comfortable in my own skin. My breasts were growing, my hips widening, and my desires changing. Never in a million years would I have suspected that Samantha could be right, that I was meant to be a woman. But she knew me better than I knew myself, and she was leading me down a path that felt more and more like home with each passing day.

And all because of a simple glass of lemonade.


OLDER WOMAN NEXT DOOR


The day Jenna moved in next door, I was nursing a hangover that could've resurrected Hemingway just for the pleasure of killing him again. But even through the veil of last night's bad decisions, she stood out like a beacon of adult sophistication in our suburban sea of sameness. Jenna had this Mediterranean vibe going on, with olive skin that glowed like she'd bottled the sun itself, and hair—dark, lustrous waves that cascaded past her shoulders and framed her face in such a way that made my heart do things I wasn't prepared for.

She smiled at everyone who helped her move boxes, but there was something about that smile. It was polite yet distant, the kind you give to telemarketers right before you tell them you're not interested in changing your long-distance service. She wore these jeans, not just any jeans, but the kind cut to favor someone who knew what squats were and wasn't afraid to show it. And her shirt? A simple white button-up tied at the waist, hinting at a toned midriff and suggesting that she was too young to be "old" and too old to be anything like the girls I knew.

I realized I'd spent the last five minutes ogling from behind the blinds when my phone buzzed—a reminder of the grueling summer course work I'd been avoiding. I tossed it aside. I was back home for the summer while my parents were out of town. The last thing I wanted to do was think about coursework.

With all the finesse of a college guy raised on a steady diet of rom-coms and ill-advised bravado, I figured I'd welcome her to the neighborhood. My folks were off discovering themselves on some Alaskan cruise and my friends were scattered across pre-college summer adventures. Boredom mixed with opportunity often leads to questionable decisions, so I combed my hair, swished some mouthwash around, and hoped it would mask any lingering evidence of teen spirit.

I ambled over just as she was wrestling a particularly cumbersome box from the back of her car. "Hey there!" I called out with an optimism I didn't feel. "Need a hand?"

Jenna looked up and flashed me a grin that was equal parts amusement and patience. "Noah, right?" she said. That caught me off guard—how'd she know my name?

"I'm Jenna," she continued before I could solve that little mystery aloud. "I met your mom a few weeks ago when I came to look at the house."

Ah, right—the suburban intelligence network more commonly known as 'neighborhood gossip.'

"She mentioned she had a strapping young son." Strapping? Wow, okay, maybe this won't be as much of a challenge as I thought.

"Guilty," I replied with what I hoped was rogue-ish charm but probably landed closer to awkward turtle territory.

As we carried boxes filled with books (so many books—like enough to build another house) into what would be her office, our conversation danced around topics like college plans and what she did for work (something corporate and impressive). It all felt oddly normal until I asked if she was married.

“Divorced,” she said.

My cock twitched with hope. “Boyfriend?”

She arched a brow. “Why?”

“Just…curious.”

She stepped into me, closing the distance between us. I almost took a step backward—she was more intimidating than she looked. “I’m twice your age,” she said, breathing down my nose. “So, I hope you’re asking for an older friend.”

I swallowed. All my hopes were dashed. Though maybe there would still be another way to seduce her. “No,” I said honestly. “I was just making conversation.”

“Good,” she said, plastering on a pleasant smile. “But I think I’ll handle the rest of the boxes myself.”

Sulking, I went home. Had I really failed so badly? I mean, it wasn’t my best effort, but she saw right through me. I’d never tried to seduce an older woman before, though, so maybe it was harder. Maybe they were wiser and looking for something else. But what?

I called up my best friend, Jason to vent. “She’s so fucking hot. Like I can’t believe how hot she is. I just want to fuck her brains out, you know?”

“Well, we should go skinny dipping in your pool. That’ll get her attention.”

“Er…um…”

“What?” he said with a laugh. “Worried she’ll think you’re too small?”

“Of course not.” I wasn’t small, but I wasn’t big either. I didn’t know what kind of man she was looking for. It suddenly occurred to me that she might not be looking for a man at all.

“Good. Then I’ll be there in twenty. I want to get a look at this chick anyway.”

He was not, in fact, at my place in twenty. Instead, he was there in 10. He must’ve raced down the highway just to get here which made me worried. Was he going to try and get in her pants too?

Jason showed up wearing swim trunks slung so low I was worried he'd lose them with a brisk walk and a grin that spread from ear to ear. "Let's show the new neighbor how we welcome people in this town," he crowed as he shouldered past me, heading straight for the backyard.

I followed, my doubts trailing behind me like toilet paper stuck to a shoe. With Jason here, my solo seduction plans had crumbled like a poorly constructed cake. Now it seemed, I was co-hosting an episode of "Teenage Hormones Gone Wild."

As we reached the pool area, I flicked my eyes over to Jenna's backyard where she was arranging patio furniture in a way that suggested she knew exactly what she was doing. No haphazard chair placements for this woman—no sir. She lined them up as if summoning an adult-only committee.

Jason had already tossed his shirt aside and was shimmying out of his trunks when he caught me spying. "What? You think our dear Jenna hasn't seen a pair of balls before? Come on, Noah! Live a little!"

I was pretty sure living a little didn't require exposing myself to the neighbor before we’d even exchanged more than three sentences, but maybe I was just old-fashioned. And despite Jason's cavalier attitude towards nudity, I hesitated. The thought that Jenna might actually look over and see us weighed heavily on my decision-making.

"Fine," I finally muttered, succumbing to peer pressure and my own internal curiosity about what Jenna would do.

Side by side in all our naked glory—well, non-glory in my case—we cannonballed into the pool with about as much stealth as a pair of drunken elephants. The water was cool against my overheated skin, and for a moment, I let myself enjoy the simple pleasure of swimming unencumbered by clothing.

We surfaced, laughing and gasping for air when I saw her—Jenna—peeking over her shoulder at us. Our eyes met briefly before she went inside, pretending we weren’t there.

Jason, ever oblivious to subtlety, started whooping it up again. "You think she saw?" he bellowed.

"Shh!" I hissed, swimming over to him. "Of course she saw! She’s not blind."

"But she didn’t say anything," Jason pointed out with a mischievous glint in his eye.

"That doesn't mean she enjoyed the view," I countered with skepticism born from the earlier dent to my ego.

We both clambered out of the pool, dripping and shivering slightly in the hot afternoon sun—never did skinny dipping seem like such an innocent activity until now.

"So what now?" Jason asked as he wrapped himself in a towel with casual ease. "We could always pretend we're playing volleyball and accidentally hit it into her yard," Jason suggested, drumming his fingers against his thigh with the nervous energy of an unleashed Jack Russell terrier.

I squinted at him. "You're joking right?”

“Look, man. I don’t know what you want. You should just go steal her panties or something and jerk off with them. That’s the best you’re going to get.”

I looked toward Jenna’s house and frowned. The idea of having a pair of her panties was enticing, but I knew that wouldn’t be enough to satisfy me. It could be a start, though.

“And how exactly would I go about stealing her panties?”

“Simple. Wait until she leaves one day and then sneak in through an open window.”

“What if there never are any open windows.”

He jerked his head toward the house. “Use your eyes.” I looked in his direction and saw that she did, indeed, leave her kitchen window cracked. Maybe it would be that way if she left, too.

“What if I get caught?”

Jason smiled. “Maybe she’ll punish you, if you get my drift.”

“Or she could call the cops.”

“Then I guess you better not get caught.”
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Jason stayed over that night and the two of us planned to sneak over together to find a pair of Jenna’s panties. I couldn’t believe I was actually considering this, though the thought of having a pair of her preferably used panties was so exciting that I couldn’t help but go through with it.

“She hasn’t left her house once all day,” I lamented. “I guess our plan is shot.”

Jason wiggled his eyebrows. “Or we go over anyway. All her lights are off. She’s probably asleep.”

“That’s insanity. She’ll catch us for sure.”

“It’s not for sure. Ladies like her pop ambien every night. Don’t worry, I bet she won’t wake up at all.”

“We’d be sneaking into her bedroom while she’s asleep. You don’t think she’ll wake up?”

“If she does, maybe it’ll turn into some sexy porno.”

I rolled my eyes and chewed my lower lip. It was a stupid idea, I knew that. But I was tempted anyway. “Okay. But you have to keep your loud mouth shut.”

He faked closing a zipper on his lips, locked it, and threw away the key. A moment later, we headed next door , creeping through the shadows like a pair of teenage ninjas in the most ridiculous espionage film ever produced. The adrenaline coursing through my veins seemed to make my already shaky hands all the more unsteady as we approached Jenna's house.

A light breeze toyed with the curtains behind the kitchen window, which was, true to Jason's earlier observation, cracked open. Faint moonlight filtered into the dark abyss beyond the glass, providing just enough illumination for us to navigate through into what I assumed was a laundry room.

"Watch it," Jason whispered harshly as I nearly knocked over a towering pile of detergent bottles. My stomach knotted at our audacity and sheer idiocy. We were invading someone's home—for what? A pair of lace panties? But the image of Jenna undulating beneath her bedsheets flashed in my mind, and suddenly, my moral compass didn't point due north anymore.

We tiptoed through the house, following the soft snoring that served as our twisted lighthouse beacon. Stairs creaked underfoot like old bones as we ascended to Jenna's bedroom, and I couldn't help but imagine just how this would look if anyone woke up—two grown men traipsing around in criminal delirium.

Jenna lay asleep just as Jason predicted, her chest rising and falling rhythmically, deep in slumber's embrace. I swallowed hard, feeling suddenly more like an intruder than a suitor. Jason gestured toward a dresser with a devilish smirk before he slunk off towards her closet.

My fingers fumbled with drawers until they brushed against the soft fabric—a pair of black lace panties—just lying there innocently amongst her other garments. As I grasped the prize, I felt both triumphant and ashamed; this wasn't me. This wasn't right.

Then she stirred.

Time slowed down as Jenna rolled onto her back; my heart felt like it was trying to punch its way out of my chest. She yawned and rubbed her eyes—and that's when she noticed us. Her gaze flitted between Jason and me before settling on the garment in my grasp.

"What—what are you doing?" she murmured groggily, confusion clear in her voice that had lost none of its allure even thick with sleep.

Jason bolted past me like a shot from a gun. Cowardice should have been his middle name because he scampered away without looking back, leaving me behind to face Jenna alone.

I stood frozen, unable to muster any sort of explanation that wouldn't earn me an express ticket to jail or infamy—or both. Panic paraded across my features unabashedly while Jenna wrapped herself in the dignity of her sheets.

The silence stretched between us until it was near snapping—a rope bridge above an endless chasm. Then she spoke again, voice steady and eerily calm.

"You can either put those back where you found them and I call the cops," she said with a pointedness that could slice steel, "or I can see just how well you fill them out myself."

I wasn’t sure I heard correctly. “Wh-what?”

Jenna climbed out of bed, her sheer negligee clinging to every delicious curve of her body. She walked to her bedroom door and locked it before turning back to me. “You heard me. I’m about five seconds from calling the cops on you unless you step into those panties yourself. I’m going to teach you a lesson you’ll never forget.”

My hands were shaky. Certainly, it wouldn’t be that hard to put on a pair of panties. But for Jenna to see me wearing them was a different story. I’d never be able to sleep with her after a humiliation like that. But I couldn’t go to jail. Fuck Jason, I thought. This was his terrible idea and he abandoned me when we got caught.

“Okay, okay,” I said when Jenna pulled out her phone, ready to dial. I set the panties on the dresser and lifted up my shirt.

"Slow down, cowboy," Jenna said, a bemused expression painting her face. She reached out and caught my wrist with a gentle firmness. "This isn't a strip show. If we're going to do this, we're going to do it right."

She let go of my wrist and sauntered over to her walk-in closet. I could feel her eyes on me as she spoke over her shoulder, "Take off your shoes and pants. Fold them neatly. Then remove your shirt and fold them too."

I complied, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks with every movement. My clothes felt heavy as I removed them.

Jenna returned with an armful of clothing—lace-trimmed tops, skirts that looked like they wouldn't even reach mid-thigh on me, and more undergarments than I thought necessary for one person. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of it all. Wasn’t I just supposed to wear a pair of panties? What was with the mountain of clothing?

"Here," she instructed, tossing me a pair of white satin panties. "Start with these."

I hesitated, still incredulous that this was happening. I snatched them from the air and looked at them; they were delicate, adorned with little bows and frills. This was far from anything I had imagined tonight.

"Need help?" Jenna asked, raising an eyebrow.

"No," I muttered under my breath. I removed my briefs, wondering if Jenna could see my cock swinging between my legs as I began slipping into the panties with awkward movements that betrayed my internal turmoil.

"And this," she said, handing me a matching bralette next.

"I don't—" I started to protest but cut myself off when Jenna arched her brow in that now-familiar way which made something inside me bend to her will.

Minutes later, after Jenna helped clip the bralette behind me—my back muscles contracting under her touch—I was standing in just the lingerie set. She circled around me like a sculptor assessing their work, nodding slightly as if pleased with some private conclusion she'd come to.

"Now for the dress," she declared and held up a soft pink number that looked light enough to float away on a gentle breeze.

I raised my arms obediently as she slipped it over my head, careful not to snag on the fabric. It cascaded down my body and settled above my knees—a sensation so foreign yet not entirely unpleasant.

Jenna stepped back and surveyed me once more. "Much better,” she said with satisfaction dripping from her lips. “But you're missing one thing." She approached with a pair of black heels in hand.

I balked at the sight of them. "I can't walk in those!"

"You'll learn," she replied undeterred, tapping one heel against the floor for emphasis.

With trembling hands—and not an ounce of grace—I stepped into each heel as if stepping into a new identity entirely.

"Now," Jenna began, her voice softer but still laced with authority as she fixed some stray hairs around what used to be my masculine facade, "let's talk about why you were really sneaking around in my bedroom tonight."

A lump formed in my throat, and I found myself unable to speak for a moment as Jenna's fingers brushed against my now-sensitive skin. Was it the satin brushing against my flesh that made me feel exposed or her piercing gaze? Both, probably.

"I was just being stupid," I finally croaked out, avoiding her eyes. "I'm sorry, Jenna. I don't know what came over me."

Jenna chuckled, the sound smooth and unsettlingly composed. It wasn't the reaction I expected from someone who'd just caught their neighbor in such a compromising position.

"Stupidity is an excuse, Noah," she said, stepping closer until I could smell her perfume—a mix of raspberry and something spicy that made my head swim. "And I don't think you're stupid. Curious, maybe. Reckless, certainly. But not stupid."

She leaned in so close that her breath tickled my earlobe as she whispered conspiratorially, "You want to seduce women? Then you need to understand women better, don't you? To get into our heads... well this is just the start."

My face burned even hotter—if that were possible—and I knew there was no denying it now. She'd seen right through me. She knew I was trying to seduce her, even though I was failing miserably. Now, here I was, in a frilly dress like an asshole. But some deep part of me felt a surge of pleasure from the soft fabric caressing my skin.

"I might have thought about you like that... once or twice," I admitted in a voice barely above a whisper. ‘Like that’ meant that I wanted to see her naked and fuck her brains out, but I wasn’t going to say that explicitly to her.

Jenna beamed, her aura shifting from captor to mischievous mentor in an instant. "Well then, consider this your first lesson about women," she said. "And don't worry, we won't stop at dress-up." Her words carried an edge of promise—or was it a threat?

She guided me to a full-body mirror at the corner of her room and nudged me to stand before it. The reflection that stared back was surreal—I recognized the shape but not the content. There stood a young man awkwardly teetering on heels too high for his own good, draped in soft pink fabric and white lace—masculine edges blurred into something else.

"You see," Jenna continued as she adjusted the straps of the dress on my shoulders, "femininity isn't just about clothes or makeup. It's about sexual power. This whole time you thought you were the one with power, when in reality it’s me."

"Do you really think you’re going to teach me something by making me dress up as a woman?" I asked with genuine doubt painting each word.

Jenna's eyes locked onto mine through the mirror, stern yet somehow encouraging. "Absolutely," she asserted firmly before breaking into a smile that seemed to hold both warmth and mischief.

"Let's start with walking in those heels," she stated with determination as she took my hand and led me toward the center of her bedroom where space awaited my first tentative steps.

My knees felt like they were made of something other than bone and sinew as Jenna steadied me. I wobbled, the heels feeling like stilts that could betray me at any moment. "It's all about balance," she instructed, placing her hands on my hips to adjust my posture. "Imagine there's a string pulling you up from the top of your head."

I tried to imagine it, but all I could focus on was how close Jenna was and the warmth radiating from her touch. It was disorienting, feeling so vulnerable yet strangely exhilarated. Every step was a wobbly dance between maintaining dignity and giving into the absurdity of the situation.

"Good, good," Jenna encouraged when I made it across the room without falling. Her praise sent an unexpected jolt of pride through me.

We went back and forth several times until my steps became more assured, less clumsy. The sound of heels clicking against hardwood became a rhythm I started to fall into.

At some point during this odd ballet, Jenna's tutelage shifted gears. Her fingers ghosted along my jawline as she tut-tutted. "Now for makeup," she announced, and I felt another flush creep across my face.

Sitting at her vanity, Jenna picked up an eyeliner pencil with the kind of grace that spoke of years of practice. She worked with precision as she lined my eyes, telling me to keep them half-closed but not shut. I followed her instructions despite the weirdness of staring at my own hazy reflection.

"You have beautiful eyes, Noah," she murmured and I couldn't tell if it was a genuine compliment or part of this game we were playing.

"Thanks," I muttered back, trying to keep still as she applied mascara next, transforming my lashes into dark fans that framed my now-doe-like eyes.

When she got to lipstick, Jenna chose a shade that was bold—a deep red that felt like it screamed 'look at me'. My heart thrummed in a way that had nothing to do with fear as she filled in my lips with deft strokes.

"There," Jenna said finally, taking a step back to admire her work. "You're quite pretty for a boy in a dress."

I didn't know how to reply to that. My cock hardened beneath the delicate fabric of the panties which confused me and filled me with a deep ache that needed to be soothed.

Jenna caught the look in my eye and laughed softly. "Oh Noah," she sighed theatrically. "What am I going to do with you? You're learning much too fast."

Her hand slid down my back towards the curve of my faux hourglass waist—my breath hitched at her touch—and settled there for just a moment too long to be casual.

"It turns me on too," Jenna confessed in a husky voice that sent waves of heat cascading down through every nerve ending in my body. "Do you want to stop?"

"No," My voice betrayed me with its mix of hesitance and desire. "Do you?"

“Of course not. We’re just getting started.” She pulled out a bottle of lube from the drawer in her vanity and added, “Now, lay on the bed. On your stomach.”

I obeyed, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The cool satin of the bedspread beneath me felt like an invitation and a threat all at once. My heart was racing, its steady beat like a drum echoing through the quiet room.

Jenna's hands were back on me in moments, tracing the lines of my body encased in the soft, feminine clothing. "You're doing so well," she whispered, her voice low and thrilling. There was a sense of ritual in her tone, as if she was initiating me into some secret world I never knew existed.

Her fingers hooked into the elastic of my panties, pulling them down just enough to expose me. I shivered at the sensation of being so bare and open before her. Her cool, slick fingers pressed against my ass, circling teasingly before pushing gently inside.

I gasped at the intrusion, my breath hitching in my throat. It felt wrong but it felt good too—like scratching an itch I didn't know I had. "Relax," Jenna coaxed as she worked her fingers deeper with each gentle thrust. "Let me take care of you."

The embarrassment I should have felt was drowned out by waves of pleasure that made my earlier hesitations seem distant and insignificant. My cock strained against its silky prison, desperate for any kind of touch.

"J-Jenna," I managed to stammer as her fingers found a rhythm inside me.

"What is it, darling?" She leaned down; her breath hot against my ear.

It took all I had to form words. "Touch me... please."

With a chuckle that was both warm and wicked, Jenna obliged. Her other hand snaked beneath me, fingers wrapping around my hardness with a firmness that made me moan out loud. She began to stroke me slowly, expertly—her movements syncing perfectly with the penetration that was sending shockwaves through my entire body.

"Look at you," she murmured approvingly as she picked up speed. "Such a good girl, taking it so beautifully."

Every nerve-ending seemed to be on fire as Jenna played my body like an instrument—expert and unrelenting. The dual stimulation was overwhelming and exquisite, pushing me towards an edge I hadn't even known existed until this moment.

"You're close, aren't you?" Jenna's voice was thick with lust.

Too overwhelmed to speak, I simply nodded, biting into the pillow to stifle my cries.

"There's no shame in it," Jenna encouraged as if reading my inner turmoil. "Come for me."

And with her words like a final blessing, I did—spilling into her hand with a cry that was part surrender and part revelation. As she continued to milk every last shudder from me, all I could do was lie there trembling, trying to hold onto something solid as the world shifted around me.

Eventually, Jenna stopped. She cleaned us both up with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with what had just transpired. When she finally pulled my panties back up over my sensitive flesh and smoothed down the fabric of my dress, it felt like she was re-dressing not just my body but some aspect of myself that had come undone in her hands.

"God," she said. “You’re going to look so beautiful tomorrow.”

Panic flooded through me. “What…what do you mean?”

Her smile curled into her cheeks. “Well, don’t you want to get back at your little friend for abandoning you?”

I hadn’t thought of it. I was pissed, sure, but I hadn’t considered any kind of revenge. “I don’t know,” I replied honestly.

“Well, you should,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from my face. I could still smell a hint of my own cum on her fingers. “And I’m going to help you.”
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If I thought Jenna was going to let me off the hook then and go home, I had another thing coming. She made me dress in a feminine nightgown like her own and had me climb into bed with her. We spooned, her breasts pressing into my back. This was a twisted version of my fantasy, of the goal I had originally sought out.

I was doing sexual things with Jenna but not at all how I thought I would be. I was trapped beneath her arms and barely got any sleep. I could’ve left, but I was afraid she’d call the cops. And if I was being honest with myself, a part of me didn’t want to leave. Feeling her fingers in my ass while I was dressed up as a girl felt more amazing than it should have.

The next morning, I was awakened by the softness of Jenna's lips brushing against the nape of my neck. The flutter of her breath against my skin sent a shiver down my spine. It was a gentle, almost loving gesture that stood in stark contrast to the dominance she had exerted the night before.

"Morning, sleepyhead," she whispered, her voice still heavy with sleep.

I didn't know how to respond. Part of me wanted to rebel, to push her away and reclaim some sense of my former self. But another part—the part that pulsed with illicit excitement—wanted nothing more than to sink back into her embrace and forget about the world outside.

Jenna seemed to sense my hesitation, and without missing a beat, she rolled me over to face her. Her eyes held a playful glint as she traced a finger down my cheek lightly, almost reverently. "We have a big day ahead of us," she said with a smile that held both promise and warning.

“What kind of day?” I asked.

She picked up my phone which she had been keeping on the nightstand. “You’re going to call your friend and invite him over. We’re going to have a little surprise waiting for him.”

I exhaled and took my phone. With shaky fingers, I dialed his number. The line rang twice before Jason picked up. "Yo, Noah, you good?"

I hesitated, my heart pounding. Jenna's gaze was fixated on me, urging me to play it cool. "Yeah, man. Sorry about last night. Jenna caught me but she...she thought it was funny."

A silence stretched on the other end, Jason digesting the lie. "Seriously? That's wild," he finally said.

"Yeah," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. Jenna stood behind me, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders.

"Anyway, you up for hanging out today?" I forced a casualness I didn't feel into my voice.

Jason chuckled. "Sure thing. Your place?"

"Yeah," I replied, Jenna's nails now pressing into my skin as a subtle reminder of who was in charge. "Come over in an hour?"

"I'll be there." Jason hung up.

I set the phone down and turned to Jenna. Her smile was sinister and yet I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me.

"Good girl," she said with a hint of mockery, her hand sliding from my shoulder to rest briefly on my thigh before withdrawing entirely. "Now let's get you ready for your friend's arrival."

Her footsteps receded towards her bathroom and I was left with a surge of conflicting emotions — fear, excitement, confusion — all tangled up inside me like knots I couldn't untie.

I heard the shower start and I swallowed hard. "Jason will be at my house soon," I reminded her, an edge of panic creeping into my voice.

"And you're going to be the prettiest girl he's ever seen," Jenna assured me confidently.

The shower was a blur of sensations—warm water cascading over my naked body, Jenna's hands washing me in places I’d wanted her to touch but under different circumstances. She hummed softly as she worked shampoo into my hair and then she picked up a razor and dragged it gently over my pubic region. She didn’t stop until I was smooth everywhere, legs included.

I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel wrapped around my body. Jenna tugged me into her room and I saw that she already had an outfit laid out for me. It was a summer dress—floral and flowing—and undergarments that were somehow even more feminine than the ones from yesterday.

She helped dress me in bright pink panties with a matching bra, followed by the floral summer dress. She secured the wig from last night—blonde and wavy—then sat me down at the vanity again.

As Jenna applied makeup to my face with an artist's precision, I found myself caught between humiliation and an unnerving sense of rightness. Each brush stroke seemed to erase Noah and paint in his place someone softer, someone desirable in a way I never thought possible for me.

“Perfect,” she said, and when I met my reflection’s gaze, I agreed with her.

Jenna and I walked over to my house, each step filled with worry that a neighbor might see me. Once inside the house, I was a bundle of nerves. What were Jenna’s plans for Jason? And why was I still dressed up as a girl?

Before I could ask or figure it out on my own, the doorbell rang.

"That'll be Jason," I said, trying to keep my voice steady despite the race of my heartbeat.

Jenna cast an appraising eye over me, leaning back with satisfaction. "Good," she declared. And then with a smirk: "Let's not keep him waiting."

My palms were sweating as I walked towards the door on shaky legs. The heels Jenna had insisted on made each step feel like a milestone. My heart was pounding so loudly in my ears it nearly drowned out the sound of Jason's second, impatient knock.

Jenna stood behind me, her hand resting lightly at the small of my back—a guiding force or a warning restraint; I couldn't tell which.

"Go on," she urged gently. "It’s just your friend." Jenna stepped to the side that so Jason wouldn’t see her at first. Not until he came inside.

Taking what felt like the deepest breath of my life, I reached for the doorknob and opened it. Jason stood there—a picture of casual masculinity in his jeans and t-shirt—and for a moment we just stared at each other: him in bewilderment and growing recognition; me in trepidation bordering on terror.

"Noah?" he asked, his voice a mixture of disbelief and shock. My response caught in my throat, a strangled sound that barely passed as human.

"It's... it's a long story," I mumbled, feeling the color rise in my cheeks. The wig felt like it was burning into my scalp, each strand a reminder of the deception.

Jason's gaze fell to the floor, then rose to meet mine again. "Is this some kind of joke?" His confusion was tangible, filling the space between us with an uncomfortable warmth.

I shook my head quickly, too quickly. "No, it's not a joke," I said, glancing back at Jenna. She nodded slightly, urging me on.

"Then what—" Jason started to say but was cut off by Jenna stepping forward from her hiding spot.

"Jason, darling," she interjected with a silkiness to her voice that made my skin crawl. "This is Noah’s punishment. It was this or have the cops called on him. And now you have a choice to make, too. If you don’t want the cops called on you too."

Jason's eyes shifted from Jenna back to me. His lips parted as if he wanted to say something but thought better of it. There was a pause—a heavy, thick pause—as he processed the scene before him.

Jenna moved closer and whispered something in Jason's ear that made his eyebrows shoot up in surprise and his glance dart back to mine with renewed interest.

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. "So," he began hesitantly, "what do I have to do?"

Jenna smiled deviously. "You get to enjoy Noah's company. Isn't that right?" Her eyes were on me now, dark and compelling.

I felt trapped by her gaze, by the absurdity of the situation, by the fabric clinging to my body that wasn't me. My voice was barely audible when I spoke. "Yes," I said, and hated myself for how my heart raced with anticipation.

Jason took a step into the house, his movements cautious as if he feared setting off a trap. Jenna closed the door behind him with a click that sounded like the final turn of a lock.

The room was silent for what seemed like hours but must have been only seconds; time stretched and distorted under the weight of my nervousness.

Jenna broke the silence first. "Why don't you two go sit on the couch? Get comfortable," she suggested with a casualness that belied the tension in the air.

I led Jason to the living room, each step an unsteady motion towards an inevitable conclusion I neither wanted nor could deny myself. The heels clicked against the hard floor—a metronome counting down to some uncertain climax.

Jenna followed, her presence an unwavering command that hovered over us like impending storm clouds ready to burst.

As we sat down on the couch, Jason still hadn't managed more than a few syllables strung together since entering my home. His eyes remained fixed on me. There was a fire there I’d never seen before, and I wondered if it was lust. Did he actually like me dressed like this? Did he want to fuck me?

“Noah,” Jenna said, standing tall by the couch. “Or, should I say, Natalie? Be a good girl and get on your knees.”

Jason looked hesitantly toward Jenna. Rather than give Jason a command, she walked behind the sofa and leaned over his shoulder, her hands snaking down his stomach and resting on his jeans. He gasped as she unzipped them and reached inside for his cock. A groan escaped him as she pulled it out for me to see.

I’d seen his cock only yesterday, though under very different circumstances. From behind Jason, Jenna lifted her gaze to mine and said, “Now. Get on your knees and suck him off like the naughty girl you are.”

I trembled but did as I was told. My knees hit the carpeted floor with a thud, and I leaned forward. My breath came in pants as I stared at the hard cock between Jason’s legs.

"Jason," I said nervously, "I don't know if—"

"Do it," he growled. His voice was low and guttural, like that of a stranger's. He sounded hungry, desperate even. It sent shivers down my spine—fear or arousal, I couldn't tell anymore.

I moved my head closer to his crotch and breathed in his scent—sweat, fabric softener, and something else entirely separate from the person I thought I knew so well. My heart pounded in my chest as if it were trying to escape the confines of my lacy bra.

Tentatively, I brushed my lips against the side of his cock. He jumped slightly at the contact but didn’t pull away. My hand trembled as I reached out to stroke him, feeling him harden even more in my grip.

Jenna's voice sliced through the thick tension. "Come on, Natalie. Don't tease him. Take him in your mouth."

With shaking hands I guided Jason’s cock towards my lips. I parted them and took the head into my mouth, tasting the saltiness of his skin, feeling the smoothness against my tongue. His hand found the back of my head, urging me closer.

"That's right," Jenna cooed from behind Jason. Her voice was laced with satisfaction.

Jason's cock throbbed as I sucked, sending pulses of pleasure through my body. The room faded away until it was just the three of us. My own cock surged and strained against the thin fabric of my panties.

"More, Natalie," Jenna ordered, her tone firm but laced with an edge of excitement. "Show him how much you want it."

I obliged, taking him deeper into my mouth, fighting the gag reflex as he hit the back of my throat. A muffled moan vibrated from Jason’s chest down to his cock, which twitched violently in response.

“Yeah... just like that,” Jason murmured with a ragged breath.

I set a pace, bobbing my head with growing confidence. The sound of wet suction filled the room. Jenna's presence loomed over us; her breathing was heavy but controlled as she watched me work on Jason.

Pressure built at the base of Jason's cock, his hips starting to buck sporadically. I braced myself for what was to come, both dreading and craving it.

"Swallow it all, Natalie," Jenna whispered harshly.

Then I felt it—the first spurt hit the back of my throat and I stifled a gasp. Jason groaned loudly as he released himself into me. I clenched my eyes shut and did as Jenna commanded; I swallowed every drop.

As the final waves passed, my own cock nagged at me from beneath the satin panties: an unsatisfied ache that mirrored my internal conflict.

Jenna finally broke the silence with a satisfied sigh. "Good girl," she said softly, almost proudly.

Jason slumped back onto the couch, spent and panting. And there I remained on my knees as if anchored down by the heaviness of what we'd just done—and by something deep inside me that had been awakened by Jenna's commands.

“We’re not finished here,” Jenna said, and I could tell in that moment that she was flushed. Her cheeks were pink and her eyes were hooded almost as if she was aroused by what she saw. “Find me a bed.”

I couldn’t believe I was actually leading her to our guest bedroom which held a queen size bed inside. Jenna closed the door behind the three of us and then turned to face us. She began removing her clothes, starting with the pink blouse she’d put on this morning. Button by button, she revealed her breasts slowly to us.

Jason was breathing heavily beside me and it felt strange to be in this place with both of them while I was dressed as a girl. My head was still swimming with uncertainty even amidst all the pleasure.

Jenna’s blouse fell to the floor and then she stepped out of her skirt. She didn’t stop there, though. She unclasped her bra and stepped out of her panties, revealing her entire naked body to us.

She looked like the most delicious older woman I’d ever seen. Her curves were mature and her breasts were full. Her nipples were erect, begging to be sucked. She was shaved completely and I wanted nothing more than to taste her.

Well, I was about to get my chance.

She climbed on the bed and rested her back against the headboard. She spread her legs wide and began teasing her pussy and her nipples while she stared at us. “You two have put on quite the show. But now it’s time for me to have some fun as well.”

She patted the area on the bed between her legs and said, “Come here, little Natalie. Come get your reward.”

I didn’t know what was happening, but again, I followed orders. I crawled on the bed until I was between her legs.

I couldn't help but feel the satin of my skirt brushing against my thighs as I moved closer. My hands were trembling. Jenna's scent was intoxicating, a mix of her perfume and the musk of her arousal.

"Kiss them," she commanded, nodding towards her breasts.

Without hesitation, my lips met her smooth skin. Warmth radiated from her body into mine. I took one nipple into my mouth, savoring the firmness between my tongue and the roof of my mouth. She let out a soft moan, encouraging me further. I felt an insatiable hunger awaken within me.

Jason watched, his eyes wide with a mixture of lust and disbelief. He adjusted himself visibly, trying to ease some tension that had returned to his groin.

"Make me come," Jenna breathed out as she guided my head down towards her waiting sex.

The taste of her was overwhelming—deeply feminine and intoxicatingly sweet. My tongue explored her folds, tracing patterns I hoped would drive her wild. She gripped my wig and pulled gently, dictating exactly where she needed me most.

Her thighs quivered around me; I could feel every pulse of her excitement against my tongue. Her hips bucked into my face as she sought more pressure, more pleasure.

"That's it, Natalie... don't stop," she gasped out between ragged breaths.

“Jason,” she begged between gasps, “Get behind Natalie and show her what a naughty girl she’s been.”

Panic surged through me as I felt Jason’s knees behind me on the bed. He lifted up my skirt and caressed my ass while his dick rested between my cheeks. He began to stroke himself between my ass cheeks before pulling my panties to the side and spitting on my ass. He was going to fuck me. My best friend was going to fuck me while I was dressed as a girl.

Jason positioned himself at my entrance. I could feel his tip pressing against me, demanding to slip inside.

“Are you ready, Natalie?” he asked, his voice trembling with anticipation and betrayal.

“Yes,” I moaned not even recognizing my own voice, so deep and desperate it had become.

He pushed forward, tearing through my resistance. The pain was intense but quickly replaced by a deep, twisted need. I moaned into Jenna's pussy as Jason began to thrust into me, each powerful stroke pushing me deeper into her folds. Jenna squealed with delight as she felt my mouth responding to Jason's intrusion.

"Oh, god," she moaned, "This is so wrong...so fucking wrong."

Jason's grip on my hips tightened as he pounded me relentlessly from behind. His cock slid in and out of me like a fist in a wet glove, each thrust reminding me of how far gone I was. I was no longer Noah; I was Natalie, the naughty girl who loved being fucked by her best friend while eating out her hot neighbor.

With one hand still gripping my wig, Jenna reached down and grabbed my hard cock through my panties. She must have felt how hard I was because she purred, "Look at you...you little whore."

As she slowly stroked my cock in time with Jason's thrusts, I felt myself teetering on the edge of oblivion. The sensations were too much; the heat of her cunt on my tongue, Jason's thick cock invading me, and now Jenna's hand around my hard-on.

"I'm...I'm going to..." I tried to warn but was cut off by Jenna's orgasmic moan. My name echoing through the room—not Noah but Natalie—as she came all over my face.

Jason grunted once more and I felt him tense up before shooting his hot load deep inside me. A spark ignited in my belly, and I couldn't hold back any longer. As Jason continued to fill me with his warmth, I surrendered to the wave of pleasure that crashed over me. My entire body spasmed, and I spilled into Jenna's grip, our moans intertwined in forbidden ecstasy.

"Oh, fuck!" Jason gasped, collapsing onto my back as we both tried to catch our breath. His weight pinned me down, keeping me firmly pressed against Jenna.

Jenna chuckled softly. "Now," she tsked, amusement coloring her voice. "I do hope you two have learned your lesson."

We lay there for a moment, a panting mess of limbs and satisfaction. Finally pulling himself up and out of me, Jason looked at Jenna with a sheepish grin plastered across his flushed face. "Yeah, Jenna," he breathed out. "Lesson learned."

I knew my voice would betray the turmoil of emotions swirling inside me—guilt, pleasure, confusion—so I simply nodded in agreement while trying to rearrange my disheveled attire.

But as I looked into Jenna's knowing eyes and then at Jason's spent form beside me, it dawned on me that things would never be the same again. The boundaries between us had been blurred beyond recognition.

"I'm glad," Jenna murmured with a smirk, her gaze flicking between us. "Because if either of you ever think about stealing my panties again..." She left the threat hanging in the air, but her eyes softened with a hint of mischief.

"Don't worry," I said finally finding my voice, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "We won't forget this...punishment."

Jenna got dressed and left me and Jason alone to deal with what we’d done. We both knew that everything had changed. And despite everything—the stolen panties, the punishment—I wasn't sure if I wanted to go back to the way things were before.


LEADING LADY


I shuffled the pages in my hand nervously as I tried to project an aura of confidence I didn’t quite feel. Sonya, perched on the edge of her chair with an unreadable expression, watched me closely, her pen pausing over a notepad.

“Okay, Dean, whenever you’re ready,” she said, her voice echoing slightly in the too-quiet room.

Clearing my throat, I launched into the monologue. I became the character: his fears, his loves, his desperation; they all poured out of me with a fervent intensity that I could feel pulsating through my veins. The words leapt into life around us, filling the space with their power.

When I finished, the air felt heavy with the remnants of the performance. I looked at Sonya expectantly, but her face was a mask of professionalism that gave nothing away.

“Thank you, Dean,” finally came her cool response. She considered me for a moment longer before sighing. “Honestly? You’ve got talent. But...”

A knot tightened in my stomach as she trailed off.

“But...?” I prompted, my heart pounding louder than seemed possible.

She tapped her pen against her lips thoughtfully. “You’re not quite what we’re looking for with this role.”

Disappointment washed over me like a cold shower. “Can you tell me why? Is it something I can work on?” I asked, desperate to know what had gone wrong.

Sonya leaned back and folded her hands over the notepad in her lap. “Dean,” she began gently but with an undertone of firmness that made me brace myself for what was coming next, “you look too... delicate for this part. The character is rugged, masculine - he's been through the wringer and it shows.”

I felt heat rising to my cheeks; 'delicate' was not a critique I'd expected or known how to respond to.

“So you’re saying I look too feminine?” My voice was small; it sounded foreign to my ears - hurt.

“I wouldn’t say it’s a bad thing,” Sonya quickly assured me, but it did little to soothe the sting. “It’s just not right for this role.”

Embarrassment settled like a weight on my chest as I tried to understand how my appearance could negate my performance so entirely.

Sonya’s expression shifted and she let out an awkward chuckle that sounded almost apologetic. "You know," she joked in an attempt to lighten the mood, “you’d actually be perfect for the role of the leading lady. It’s too bad you aren’t a woman.”

Her words hung heavy between us as she glanced down at her notes once more. Silence stretched on until it became unbearable and laughter bubbled unbidden from my throat - laughter that bordered on hysteria from the absurdity of it all.

“Yeah,” I managed between hollow chuckles, “too bad."

I stood there feeling exposed and foolish under fluorescent lights that were suddenly too bright and harsh. Sonya offered an apologetic smile that didn’t quite meet her eyes before she beckoned in the next hopeful actor with a wave of her hand.

As I walked out of the audition room, each step felt like wading through treacle - every inch of progress hard won against the quicksand of humiliation and rejection swirling around my ankles. The air outside was cold, a stark contrast to the stuffiness of the room I'd left behind. I shoved my hands into my jacket pockets and hunched my shoulders, as if I could somehow shield myself from the reality of my situation.

The bills awaited me at home, spread out like a constellation of financial ruin across my kitchen table. They seemed to multiply every time I looked away. I'd been banking on that role to keep things afloat for just a little longer. As I sank into one of the chairs, my eyes roved over the numbers, each one a reminder of opportunities slipping through my fingers.

I chewed on my lip, a nervous habit when my mind churned with half-formed plans and what-ifs. Sonya's words echoed in my skull, absurd yet with an undertone of possibility. What if I could play the female lead? It was ridiculous; I was ridiculous for even entertaining the thought. But desperate times called for desperate measures.

Pacing back and forth across the worn linoleum floor, I stopped in front of the mirror that hung by the door. Delicate. Was that really how people saw me? My reflection stared back at me - not rugged, but not overtly feminine either. Yet there was something there, some quality that made Sonya's suggestion not entirely far-fetched.

This was crazy. But then again, so was doing nothing and watching as everything crumbled around me.

The next morning, I found myself back at the casting office before I could talk myself out of it. Sonya's surprise was evident when she saw me waiting outside her door.

"Dean? What are you doing here?" she asked, eyebrows raised as she juggled a stack of scripts in her arms.

I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves. "I've been thinking about what you said," I started, keeping my voice even despite the flutter in my chest. "About me being perfect for the leading lady."

If she was taken aback by this revelation, she didn't show it right away. Instead, she unlocked her office and gestured for me to come inside.

"Have a seat," Sonya said once we were alone, stowing her scripts on a cluttered desk and regarding me with a calculating look.

I sat down but leaned forward, eager to make her understand this wasn't just some whim born out of desperation—though it certainly felt that way sometimes.

"I know it sounds unconventional," I continued, "but think about it: If I can convince you here and now that I can embody this character—"

"Pretend to be someone you're not?" she interrupted gently but with an undeniable edge of skepticism in her voice.

"That's what acting is," I countered firmly. "Becoming someone else for a while on stage or screen."

There was a beat of silence as Sonya considered me again, her gaze sharp but not unkind.

"You're serious about this?"

"As serious as I've ever been about any role."

She frowned thoughtfully before nodding slowly. "Alright, Dean. You've got ten minutes to convince me."

Ten minutes felt simultaneously like an eternity and no time at all as I shed whatever vestiges of masculinity clung to me and stepped into the persona of the character. I softened my gestures, pitched my voice to a higher register, and let vulnerability replace the firm set of my shoulders. Sonya watched intently, her eyes flicking over my transformation with an intensity that was both unnerving and exhilarating.

"Tell me about her," Sonya said suddenly, challenging me to delve deeper into the character's psyche.

"She's complex," I began, feeling my way through the character as if she were a maze, "haunted by her past but fiercely independent. She's trying to carve out a life for herself in a world that keeps trying to put her in a box."

As I spoke, I allowed the character's emotions to wash over me, coloring my expression with shades of pain and defiance. I could feel Sonya's scrutiny like a physical touch, pushing me to give more.

"And how does she move?" Sonya asked, leaning back in her chair.

With cautious steps at first, I began to walk across the room. Each movement was measured and deliberate, echoing the internal struggle of a woman fighting to be seen for who she truly was.

The ten minutes flew by in a whirlwind of dialogue and movement. When Sonya finally held up her hand, signaling for me to stop, sweat beaded on my forehead and my breath came in short gasps. I felt exposed but exhilarated; no audition had ever demanded so much of me.

Sonya was quiet for what felt like an eternity. My heart hammered in my chest as I waited for her verdict.

"Dean," she said at last, her voice measured yet tinged with something new – respect, maybe? "That was... impressive. But it’s not just about acting."

"I know," I rushed out, determined to show her my commitment. "Makeup, wardrobe—it’s all part of the transformation."

She nodded slowly. "And your mannerisms, your interactions with others—they all have to be consistent. You realize this isn't just about putting on a dress and walking out onto a movie set?"

"Yes," I affirmed without hesitation. "I'll do whatever it takes."

Sonya stood up from her desk and walked over to stand before me. "If you're truly willing," she said softly but firmly, "then we start your transformation today – from the outside in."

We discussed the staggering list of requirements: voice training sessions, movement classes, understanding feminine etiquette—all while working closely with coaches who specialized in helping male actors perform female roles convincingly.

"But that's not all," Sonya warned as she handed me a thick folder full of contacts and resources. "Physical changes will need to be considered—makeup techniques to feminize your face and possibly some minimal cosmetic procedures like fillers or Botox if you're open to them."

I nodded again because hesitation seemed like luxury I couldn't afford.

Sonya peered into my eyes and must have seen the determination there because she finally said, "Okay then. Let’s begin." She reached into her desk drawer and brought out a contract. “You are aware that even after all this effort, there are no guarantees.”

“I understand,” I replied. The reality was stark but plain—this was a gamble with high stakes.

Signing the contract felt like stepping off a cliff and trusting that I had wings Sonya placed the signed contract back into her folder with a crisp snap. Her demeanor shifted as if the signature on the paper had unlocked a new level of engagement between us.

"First things first," she said, clapping her hands together with an air of efficiency. "You'll need a new name, at least for the duration of filming. What should we call you?"

I hesitated, acutely aware that names hold power—the right one could define the character's essence. "Diana," I found myself saying. The name had grace and a trace of old Hollywood glamour that seemed to resonate with the role.

"Diana it is," Sonya repeated, tasting the name like fine wine. She motioned for me to follow her into another room, a space filled with racks of clothes, shelves of shoes, and a makeup station lit by a halo of bulbs.

"Let's start with wardrobe," she suggested, pulling out a simple yet elegant dress. The fabric was a smooth, silky material that would cling in all the right places and still allow for effortless movement. I changed in silence, aware of Sonya's gaze fixed on me through the reflection in the full-length mirror. The dress settled over my body, feeling cool and unfamiliar against my skin. It revealed just enough to be alluring, yet concealed everything beneath its carefully crafted seams. As I stared at my reflection, it was almost as if I were looking at a stranger.

In her hands, Sonya held a small box filled with different wigs of varying styles and colors. She carefully selected one with cascading chestnut waves and placed it on my head, securing it with skillful precision. With each brushstroke through the synthetic strands, I felt my former identity slipping away bit by bit until I could barely recognize myself in the mirror.

"Now for makeup," she announced next, guiding me to sit. Sonya worked confidently, explaining each step as she contoured and highlighted my face—transforming masculine edges into softer curves, deepening my eyes with liner and mascara until they seemed to smolder from within.

When she finished, I barely recognized myself. The person staring back at me from the mirror held an uncanny beauty—a siren who could sway hearts with but a glance.

"We're not quite done," Sonya said as she evaluated her work critically. "Your posture needs work—shoulders back but relaxed, hips slightly forward." She demonstrated, and I mimicked her movements until they felt less like mimicry and more like second nature.

Then came lessons in walking—the careful balance between confidence and grace that defines femininity in motion. I practiced until the click-clack of heels on hardwood became rhythm rather than noise.

Hours passed as Sonya drilled me on everything from how Diana would sip her coffee to how she would laugh—light and free—yet always carrying the weight of her story behind her eyes.

As dusk turned to night outside Sonya’s studio window, we wrapped up our intensive session with a final appraisal.

"You're getting there," she said seriously but not unkindly. "Remember, Diana isn't just an outfit you can take off at the end of the day; she's part of you now."

It was dawning on me just how much dedication this role would require—emotional investment beyond any character I'd ever played before. Diana was becoming more than a role; she was becoming an inseparable part of me.

"That's enough for today," Sonya decided at last, signaling an end to our session. “But there’s one last thing.” She wrote down a phone number on a piece of paper then handed it to me. “Call this man. A full physical transformation with plastic surgery will take too long and will permanently leave scars. We have a few little secrets in Hollywood. This is one of them. He’s going to give you a pill that, if you take, will transform your body and mind. You will feel and look feminine. Do you understand?”

I swallowed and nodded. “I’ll do anything for this role.”

She smirked. “That’s a good boy. Or…should I say girl?”

My body trembled at the thought. With that, I left the building and called the number she gave me. I was terrified, but there was no time to waste.

I knocked on the door, the echo of my fist against the wood sounding louder than usual in the quiet hallway. The door swung open with a creak to reveal a man I'd never seen before. He was tall, with an air of nonchalance that bordered on arrogance.

"You must be Dean. Sonya told me you'd come," he said, his voice deep and rough around the edges. "Come in."

I stepped inside, my eyes scanning the room for any sign of what I was about to get into. The place had a peculiar mix of luxury and disorder, with high-end furniture strewn with scattered papers and odd trinkets.

"Sonya mentioned you could help me secure the role," I said, trying to sound confident despite my internal reservations.

He chuckled, a gravelly sound that didn't ease my nerves. From his coat pocket, he produced a small bottle filled with pills of a translucent blue hue. As he handed it to me, our fingers brushed briefly, and I felt a chill run down my spine.

"What do these do?" I asked, eyeing the bottle with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension.

The man's laugh was more unsettling this time as he stepped back towards the door. "You'll see," he said, his tone suggesting a secret joke at my expense. Without another word or even a backward glance, he shut the door on me.

Back home, I set the bottle on my kitchen table and stared at it for what felt like hours. The fading light from the window caught the blue pills and made them glow ominously.

This is crazy, I thought to myself. But then again, so was auditioning for a leading female role when you were not biologically female. That role could be my big break, and according to Sonya, these pills were the key.

With a trembling hand, I unscrewed the cap of the bottle and took one out. It felt cool and smooth between my fingers—innocuous yet loaded with potential. Closing my eyes, I swallowed it dry.

Almost instantly, a wave of wooziness crashed over me. My head spun as if I'd downed shots instead of swallowing a single pill. With stumbling steps, I made it to my bed and collapsed onto it.

As my consciousness drifted away into sleep or whatever this pill induced, I couldn't help but wonder what I would wake up to—if anything at all had changed—or if everything would change.

The next morning came too soon. Sunlight peeked through the blinds and pried my reluctant eyes open. A familiar grogginess lingered in my head like remnants of an odd dream fading upon waking. Slowly sitting up in bed, I ran a hand through my hair—which felt different somehow—and looked around.

Nothing seemed amiss until I caught sight of myself in the mirror across the room. Squinting, I approached the mirror and leaned in close. The person staring back at me still resembled Dean, but subtle shifts made my heart pound. My hair, usually a dark, untamed wave, now fell in softer, lighter locks around my face. It was as though the strands had been kissed by the sun, imbuing them with a gentle warmth I hadn't seen before.

My skin, too, seemed to have softened overnight. There was a luminous quality to it that reminded me of the actresses on set, their faces always picture-perfect under the harsh lighting. I let out a startled gasp when I noticed faint freckles dusted across the bridge of my nose and cheeks—charming little imperfections I'd never possessed but suddenly found endearing.

Eyes that had always been a steel gray now shimmered with flecks of green, like leaves caught in morning dew. They seemed larger, more expressive; fringed by thicker lashes that fluttered with every blink.

Heart racing, I peeled off my shirt to examine any changes to my body. What met my eyes was astounding. My torso seemed leaner and the lines of muscle less pronounced. My shoulders a touch narrower. Even my chest felt different—tighter—as if preparing for further transformation.

I released a breath I didn't realize I was holding and sunk onto the edge of my bed. This was just the beginning—the pills were working. A mix of anxiety and excitement coursed through me as I pondered being able to walk into the audition room truly embodying the character Sonya had promised I could be—with these mysterious pills as my secret weapon.

My thoughts were interrupted by my phone buzzing on the nightstand—a message from Sonya herself:

"Morning! Remember today's fitting for wardrobe? Can't wait to see you!"

I glanced at myself in the mirror once more, then back at the single blue pill left on the table from last night's dose. Today would be another step toward reaching that elusive role, another step toward becoming someone new—someone named Diana for the world to see.

With newfound determination and a hint of trepidation about what other changes awaited me, I grabbed clothes that suddenly felt too rugged for my changing frame and headed out to meet Sonya, ready—or as ready as one could be—to embrace whatever came next on this strange journey toward stardom and self-discovery.

I arrived at the studio, an amalgamation of nerves and anticipation, my heart drumming a staccato against my ribs. The door creaked open to reveal Sonya, her eyes immediately scanning me up and down in a way that left a trail of heat along my skin. Her smile was wide, genuine, and in it, I saw something more than professional approval—it was like she was seeing me, really seeing me, for the first time.

"Dean! Or should I say Diana?" Sonya's voice was rich with excitement as she ushered me into the room where racks of clothing awaited. Each piece had been meticulously chosen, an array of fabrics and hues that made me think of a painter's palette ready to bring a character to life.

I turned to her, feeling the weight of her gaze. "I guess Diana is starting to feel more appropriate."

Sonya chuckled, her eyes sparkling with something unreadable. "Well then, let's get started. We have a lot to try on."

Her fingers brushed against mine as she handed me the first outfit—a delicate floral dress that looked like it was made of whispers and dreams. My hands trembled as I took it from her, that touch igniting something unfamiliar within me.

In the changing area, I slipped into the dress. It felt like a second skin, the fabric embracing each new curve with a tender caress. As I stepped out, Sonya's breath caught audibly in her throat.

"You look—"

"Incredible," we both said at once, our laughter mingling in the air between us.

She walked around me slowly, attentive to every detail. Then she kneeled to adjust the hemline, her fingers grazing my legs with such care that it sent shivers dancing up my spine. I swallowed hard, trying to focus on anything but the way my body was reacting to her proximity.

"There," Sonya said finally, standing up close enough that I could smell her perfume—a heady mix of jasmine and citrus that seemed to wrap around me.

When our eyes met again, there was an undeniable connection, a current that ran deeper than simple admiration or attraction. It felt like recognition—a sense of understanding passing silently between us.

"Sonya," I began hesitantly, "I don't know what these pills are doing exactly or how they're doing it so fast... But when you look at me like that..." My voice trailed off as words failed to capture the complexities of what I was feeling.

She reached up and tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear gently. "Dean—or Diana—you don't need to understand it all right now," she murmured softly. "Just trust the process; trust yourself."

Her touch lingered for a moment longer than necessary before she pulled back and cleared her throat.

"We should probably try on some more outfits," Sonya suggested with a professionalism that belied the heat in her gaze moments before.

With each new garment—each skirt that swished around my thighs or blouse that hugged my altering silhouette—I could feel both Dean and Diana merging into one unified being under Sonya's approving eye.

By the end of the fitting session, my head was dizzy both from the pills and the realization that I was actually enjoying myself. Not only that, but I was starting to feel comfortable in my skin for the very first time.

Sonya had given me a dress to take home to practice being feminine in. Once I was in my apartment, I took another blue pill, put on the dress and headed to the bathroom to check out my reflection.

Mirror, mirror on the wall, who's the fairest of them all? I jokingly thought to myself as I stared at my reflection. The dress hugged every curve, accentuating my newfound assets. My face was still partially masculine but with a hint of femininity that was oddly attractive.

It was then that an urge unlike any other consumed me—I needed to see more. I turned my back to the mirror, but couldn't tear my eyes away from the enigma staring back at me. Slowly, I lifted the hem of the dress and exposed my bare ass. A shiver ran down my spine as cool air hit my skin. It felt... different. Exciting even.

Before I knew it, my fingers were wet with saliva and making their way towards my entrance, slipping inside effortlessly. The sensation sent shockwaves through my body, and I moaned unintentionally. My cock, hard as a rock, pressed against the silky fabric of the dress's lining, begging for attention too.

I couldn't believe what I was doing—finger-fucking myself in front of a mirror while wearing a frilly dress. But goddamn if it didn't feel like the most natural thing in the world. My moans and whimpers echoed off the bathroom walls as I lost myself in pleasure never before experienced.

"Fuck, feels so good," I moaned out loud, no longer caring about who might hear me. With a final thrust and a shuddering orgasm, I came—harder than ever before in my life—leaving evidence of my ecstasy on the pristine white fabric. Panting, my reflection looked back at me with flushed cheeks and half-lidded eyes full of a satisfaction that was entirely new. The dress, now slightly stained, clung to my form as if it were made to capture this transformative moment.

I stood there for minutes—or maybe it was hours—captivated by the reflection of who I had become. The duality of my existence didn't feel like a battle anymore but rather a harmonious blend of femininity and masculinity that coexisted in one body. Dean and Diana weren't separate entities; they were facets of my whole self, each playing their part in this intricate dance of identity.

The afterglow of the orgasm slowly faded, but the sense of empowerment did not. I straightened up, adjusted the dress once more, and ran a finger along my still-sensitive lips before turning away from the mirror. My movements were more graceful than ever before; the pills, the clothes, the reflection in the mirror—they'd all revealed parts of me that had always been there, just hidden beneath layers of societal expectations.

Through the muddled haze of transformation and pleasure, I heard a soft knock on the door. My heart skipped a beat—it was well past midnight, who could it be? I slipped off my heels and padded to the door, the dress whispering against my thighs with each cautious step.

Peeking through the peephole revealed Sonya's expectant face. A surge of both panic and exhilaration coursed through me—she couldn't see me like this... or could she? Did I dare?

With trembling fingers, I unlocked the door and opened it just enough for her to see me partially obscured by shadows.

"Sonya?" My voice was unsteady, uncertain. "What are you doing here?"

She pushed her way inside gently but with purpose. There was an intensity in her eyes that seemed to strip away any pretense—the same heat I'd felt during our previous encounters.

"I knew you'd take the role seriously," she said softly as she closed the door behind her, "but I had to see for myself how far you'd go."

Her gaze fell upon my disheveled state—the dress slightly askew, my hair tousled from my hands running through it in passion—and then to where I'd been staring at my own reflection mere moments before.

"You've become her," Sonya whispered almost reverentially as she stepped closer.

My breath hitched as her fingers traced along the hem of my dress. It no longer mattered that Sonya saw Dean or Diana or anyone in between. In that instant, validation came not from seeing myself in the mirror but from being seen by another who recognized every facet of who I was becoming.

Without another word, she kissed me. And as our lips parted, we both understood that this journey wasn't just about securing a leading female role; it was about uncovering the truth of who I really was.

Before anything could continue, I began to feel woozy again from the pills. Sonya helped me to bed and kissed me again, whispering “Good night,” as I faded off to sleep. When I awoke the next morning, Sonya was gone, and so was a little more of Dean.

I stretched languidly, feeling the sunlight dance across my skin through the gaps in the curtains. As consciousness seeped back into my body, I noticed subtle shifts—the sheets caressed my skin with a new tenderness, sending shivers down my spine. Confused at the sensation, I pulled myself up and glanced down at my chest.

Two small mounds strained against the fabric of my sleep shirt. I reached for them tentatively; they were tender to the touch. A sense of disorientation swirled within me as I tried to reconcile these changes with the man I remembered being.

I slipped out of bed and headed toward the mirror, afraid yet desperate to see myself. The face staring back was softer now, the cheeks flushed and the eyes wider with a hint of wonder. My hair fell in gentle waves framing the visage of someone caught between two worlds. The realization hit me like a wave—this transformation wasn’t just external. Emotions bubbled up from within me, more vivid and complex than anything Dean had ever felt.

There was an undeniable beauty in this ambiguity, and as fear mingled with excitement, I ran my hands over my newly curved hips. They filled out the boyish pajama bottoms in a way that Dean's narrow waist never could.

My heart fluttered as I thought back to Sonya’s kiss—the warmth of her lips, the gentleness of her touch that seemed to ignite every nerve ending in my body. It wasn’t just about desire; it was an affirmation of my burgeoning identity.

A knock at the door jolted me from my reverie. Panic resurfaced—was Sonya back?

But as I opened the door to find a delivery man holding a bouquet of flowers and a note with words of encouragement for "Diana" and her new role, I smiled with genuine gratitude and signed for them using that name for the very first time.

Closing the door behind him, I checked the card to see they were from Sonya. The changes might still be frightening, but they also felt right in a way Dean had never experienced.

Turning back to face my reflection again, Diana met my gaze with new resolve. And as tears welled up—not from sadness but from acceptance—I knew there was no going back. Dean had stepped onto a path not just towards a role but towards his true self: Diana was ready for her debut, both on stage and off.
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Later that afternoon, I met up with Sonya for a chemistry reading with the male lead. She helped me dress the part of a woman to see if I could fool everyone. I did my best, and to my knowledge, no one knew that I used to be a man. That day, it was made official. I would play the lead role in one of the biggest movies to come out that year. My head was still swimming with confusion.

Before this audition, all I cared about was becoming a famous actor. But now I wanted an internal change. I was learning who I really was beneath my ambitions.

At the end of the day, back in Sonya’s office, there was a palpable shift in the atmosphere, charged with an energy that neither of us could ignore. I glanced at the mirror, taking in my reflection—a blend of masculine edges softening into feminine curves. My heart raced as I watched Sonya approach me once more.

"Dean, I have something special for you to try," she said with a secretive smile, pulling out one last garment from the wardrobe. It was a silken robe, colored like midnight and spangled with stars.

She handed it to me, our fingers brushing again in the process. This time I didn't shy away from the electric jolt that raced up my arm.

Slipping on the robe felt like being draped in night itself. The silk hugged my body lovingly as if it were made just for this moment—for Diana.

Sonya didn't speak; she simply watched me with an intensity that had heat pooling at the base of my stomach. I could tell she wanted to say something, but instead, she bit her lip, holding back words that were probably too bold for this delicate dance we'd started.

My reflection smirked back at me as I tied the sash of the robe around my waist. "I think Diana wants something more," I whispered, surprising myself with how naturally it felt to speak her name—to be her.

Sonya's eyes darkened with an emotion I couldn't quite place as she stepped closer, invading my space until there was nothing but shared breath between us.

"Do you trust me?" she asked quietly, inches from my face. Her words felt like a challenge and an offering all at once.

"I do," I breathed, caught up in this moment of transformation and revelation.

Without warning, Sonya's lips pressed against mine in a kiss so tender it threatened to unravel every part of me that still clung to Dean. My hands found their way into her hair, and hers wrapped around my waist as we stumbled backward until my thighs hit the edge of the desk.

The kiss deepened, and I moaned against her mouth—both a man's groan and a woman's sigh mingling in one sound. Sonya's hands explored the contours of my body over the silk robe with a familiarity that sent electricity coursing through me. She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes.

"Diana," Sonya whispered reverently. "You're so beautiful."

My pulse hammered as she untied the sash and let the robe fall open to expose what lay beneath—the body that was no longer solely Dean's. She brushed her fingers across my chest where small mounds had begun to form, eliciting a gasp from me that sounded foreign yet thrilling.

Her knee nudged between mine, urging them apart as she guided her touch lower—and I knew then that Diana wasn't just an illusion or a character to portray; she was part of me now. A part that Sonya had helped awaken.

Sonya wrapped her delicate fingers around my hard cock. It felt different now. The sensation was softer and more sensual.

She caressed me as if she was coaxing a feral creature out of hiding, and I arched my back into her touch, Diana's voice moaning in approval like a symphony. "That's it," Sonya purred, her gaze never breaking from our reflection in the mirror. "Show me just how much you crave this." Under her skilled hands, I surrendered to the overwhelming sensation. The tingling pressure coiled tighter with each stroke until I could no longer resist. "Sonya," I gasped, my hips jerking uncontrollably as pleasure burst through me, staining our reflection with evidence of my release.

As the intensity subsided, Sonya spun me around and pushed me down onto the cool edge of her desk. The sudden change in position took my breath away, but also sent a thrill through me. My heart raced as she reached into her drawer once again. "What are—" I started to ask before the sound of a buckle being fastened cut me off.

I froze as I felt the weight of something hard pressing against my ass. My breath caught in my throat as Sonya began to enter me slowly, giving me time to adjust to the new sensation. My thoughts were a whirlwind: Dean trying to understand what was happening, Diana reveling in the pleasure-pain that pulsed between her legs, and somewhere in between—me, both frightened and exhilarated by the power coursing through me.

The strap-on's pulsating vibrator seemed to vibrate in sync with my racing heart, each thrust causing a wave of pleasure to surge through me. The room around us faded away as our bodies melded into one, two women lost in the ecstasy of passion and desire.

"Your body feels like paradise," Sonya moaned, her warm breath tickling my ear. Her fingernails dug into my skin, leaving a trail of fiery sensations in their wake. "You were born for this, Diana."

And in that moment, I believed her. I was no longer just myself, but also Diana - a fierce and fearless woman who knew exactly what she wanted and how to take it. I met Sonya's every thrust with my own, surrendering to the pleasure as unbridled moans escaped from my lips.

The pressure within me built once more, an unrelenting heat threatening to consume me as our bodies swayed together in a primal rhythm. Sweat dripped down my forehead and my breathing became ragged as we hurtled towards the edge together.

"Oh God," I gasped as the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. A rush of pure ecstasy coursed through my veins as Sonya filled me completely, her own climax echoing mine through the vibrating toy inside me.

We collapsed into each other's arms, panting and exhausted, our bodies still intertwined as our heavy breathing slowly returned to normal. For a fleeting moment, I thought about what this meant for Dean - and for Diana - but in that stolen moment of bliss, it didn't matter at all.
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A year later, once filming completed, I was happier than I’d ever been in my life. One afternoon, lying in bed with Sonya in the aftermath of our passion, my mind began to articulate the contours of this new life that had enveloped me like a second skin, soft and irrefutably mine.

Sonya’s tender fingers traced lazy circles on my hip as I turned my face to meet her gaze. She was my rock, my confidante; she had seen me through every step of this journey, from Dean, the struggling actor, to Diana, the woman whose name now graced billboards and glossy magazine covers. Her unwavering support was a column of strength that I leaned against even in my most vulnerable moments.

“Are you alright?” Sonya's voice was soft with concern, her eyes searching mine for any sign of doubt or regret.

I nodded, a genuine smile curving my lips. “More than alright,” I whispered back. My relationship with Sonya had deepened in ways I couldn't have imagined. We were lovers, yes, but we were also partners in the truest sense. She championed Diana with as much fervor as she had defended Dean's dreams.

And then there was myself—no longer the man who peered back from the mirror but not quite the woman society expected either. Diana was an amalgamation of strength and vulnerability, poise and courage; she was someone constructed from the very essence of Dean but made entirely her own. I reveled in her existence, in the sway of her hips and the timbre of her laughter.

As an actress, Diana was celebrated for her depth and versatility. Perhaps it was because I knew what it meant to live many lives within one skin that I could slip into characters with ease that left audiences captivated. Critics often commented on the authenticity I brought to the role, never knowing how deeply their words cut to the quick of my truth.

I sat up in bed, letting the sheet fall away to reveal the silhouette that had become so familiar yet still held an air of wonderment. The roles offered to me now were rich in complexity: women who defied expectations and challenged norms—much like myself. And as Diana reached new heights professionally, Dean's shadow receded further into memory, no longer a figure of longing but one of understanding.

Sonya followed as I stood and crossed over to our balcony, where the city spread out below us like a tapestry woven from threads of light and shadow. Leaning over the railing, she wrapped her arms around me from behind, resting her chin on my shoulder.

The warmth between us spoke more than words ever could about our journey together—the trust we'd built and rebuilt along the way.

“I’m proud of you,” she murmured into my ear.

I turned within her embrace to meet her lips with mine in a kiss filled with gratitude. “And I’m grateful for you,” I replied sincerely.

From up high on our perch above the cityscape where dreams were made and remade every day, life as Diana wasn't just an act—it was my reality. My name was no longer just a whisper passing credit on screens; it was etched into the very fabric of my being. And in Sonya's embrace, my story—the tale of Dean's metamorphosis into Diana—was one of love and triumph, not just in the spotlight but in the quiet sanctity of our shared life.

The sun began its slow descent, casting a golden glow that seemed to bless the city with its approving light. It was in this moment of serene beauty that I could feel the culmination of all my choices, the hard-won battles and the sweet victories. They were distilled into this singular instance, where I stood not as a figure divided but as a person made whole through transformation.

I leaned back into Sonya, allowing her presence to anchor me even as my mind soared with possibilities for the future. There was talk of awards, whispers of opportunities beyond what I had initially dreamed possible for Diana. But beyond the glitz and acclaim, it was the inner peace that I treasured most—the sense of self that no flashbulb or critic's pen could ever truly capture or define.

Sonya held me tighter as if she could sense the cascade of emotions within me. "You've made it, love," she said with a conviction that only someone who had walked through fire with you could possess.

I turned again to face her, my eyes shimmering not with tears but with a powerful sense of purpose and joy. "We've made it," I corrected softly.

And in that luminous dusk that heralded nightfall over our city, Sonya and I were more than two people bound by love and aspiration. We were a testament to change, to daring authenticity, and to the belief that who we are at our core is unbound by any script or stage.

As darkness settled around us and stars began to punctuate the sky, I knew that each flickering light was like a promise—a silent affirmation of the life I had chosen and the woman I had become. Diana was more than a character played to perfection; she was an identity lived with passion and purpose.

And there, in Sonya's arms atop a world that had both tested and celebrated us, I found a contentment far beyond what any applause could offer. This was my life now—complex, beautiful, unapologetically mine—and as dusk gave way to nightfall, I was ready to live every scene yet unwritten with courage and an open heart.


PARTY PILLS


We were sprawled out in Kyle’s cramped living room, the one with mismatching furniture that had seen too many college parties. It was the same old Saturday routine—video games blaring, empty pizza boxes littering the floor, and Jeff's never-ending supply of bad jokes. That’s when Mark burst through the door like he'd just won the lottery, a wild grin plastered on his face.

"Dude, you will not believe this," he announced, practically panting from excitement. "I just got us invited to the Delta Phi bash tonight! And I mean, it’s THE party of the semester."

The room erupted into cheers and a deluge of high-fives. But my stomach did a backflip for all the wrong reasons. Parties were like battlefields for me—navigating through a maze of social landmines, every step threatening to explode into awkwardness.

Kyle caught my eye and chuckled. "Oh man, Nate. This is your chance, bro."

A chorus of sniggers followed as I stared blankly at a greasy napkin stuck to the coffee table.

"Yeah," said Greg as he elbowed me gently, "hopefully you can get laid tonight."

The others laughed and jeered while my face burned hotter than the pepperoni remnants on those paper plates. They didn't mean any harm; this was just how they showed affection, but it felt like being caught in my underwear during a fire drill—painfully exposed and hopelessly unprepared for escape.

I managed a weak smile to play along. "Ha-ha, very funny guys," I muttered.

But deep down, I couldn’t shake off the gnawing certainty that no girl at that party would give me a second glance, let alone consider helping me graduate from virginhood. The idea alone seemed as ludicrous as acing quantum physics without attending a single lecture—hopeful yet utterly unrealistic.

As we left our safe haven of carefree camaraderie and started walking towards the Delta Phi house, I could hear my heart trying to pound its way out of my chest with apprehension. It seemed to beat in time with our steps on the pavement—thud-thud-thud—a relentless rhythm ominously heralding whatever awaited me at the end of that walk.

My friends chattered excitedly around me about who’d be there and what they hoped would happen by night’s end. I could only nod along numbly and wonder if tonight might be different or if I'd find myself leaning against some dimly lit wall, nursing a solo cup of beer while life happened around me.

I braced myself as we approached the house, its windows pulsating with lights synchronized to some booming bass line—an alien mothership ready to suck me into its chaotic abyss. It was pulsating with promise or disaster—I couldn't tell which—and all I could do was swallow down my fears, straighten my shoulders, and hope that maybe, just maybe, tonight could be more than what I expected.

The air inside the Delta Phi house was thick with sweat and pheromones, a heady mix that instantly set my nerves on edge. Through a sea of bodies grinding to the latest pop hit, I spotted Jeff and the others making their way to the kitchen, presumably in search of booze. I hesitated, feeling a sharp tingle of trepidation at the prospect of being left alone in this throng.

"Hey, Nate!" Mark yelled over the music as he beckoned me toward him. "Don't just stand there, man! Come on!"

I followed, trying to mirror their ease and enthusiasm, but it was like wearing clothes that didn’t fit. They filled their cups with beer from a keg that seemed to have an infinite supply. My hand trembled slightly as I poured my own drink—liquid courage, they called it.

Soon enough, as if drawn by some unspoken signal, they all drifted away. Kyle was whispering into a girl's ear; Greg had started a raucous game of beer pong; Jeff vanished with someone who probably knew less about him than I did in that moment.

I sipped my beer and leaned against the nearest wall, trying to make sense of why I was even here. Couples were making out in every dim corner, friends were laughing and dancing without a care, and then there was me—a spectator in my own life.

Determined not to spend the whole night glued to the wallpaper, I mustered up what little confidence I had and edged closer to where groups of girls were huddled together. I caught snippets of conversation about classes and exes as I tried to find an opening—a smile, a friendly face—anything.

"Hey," I said tentatively to one girl who looked less engaged with her friends. She glanced up at me through long lashes, her expression unreadable.

"Hi," she responded curtly before turning back to her group without another word. It was as if I’d momentarily flickered in her world before being deemed unworthy of attention.

Biting back disappointment, I approached another circle of girls nearby. "Is anyone else here just for the free drinks?" I joked weakly.

A few gave me polite chuckles but quickly resumed their gossip as if I had interrupted an important broadcast. It wasn’t outright rejection but felt like being a ghost—seen briefly but ultimately disregarded.

I retreated back to my wall, feeling deflated. My cup had somehow become empty—I didn’t remember finishing it—but I couldn't muster the will to go for another. As I watched others navigate their night effortlessly, laughter spilling from them like water from a fountain, I wondered what it was that made me so different.

Why did these simple human interactions seem like complex mathematical equations to me? Everyone else seemed to have gotten the cheat sheet except for Nathan—the boy who would always be on the outside looking in.

I couldn't tell how much time had passed when Kyle suddenly reappeared with flushed cheeks and a crooked grin. "Dude! You're still standing here? Come on!" He gripped me by the shoulder and led me towards where everyone was dancing.

With nowhere else to go, and nothing left to lose, I let him drag me into the pulsating heart of the beast. The music blared, a rhythmic assault that vibrated through my bones. I closed my eyes and tried to move with it—awkwardly at first, then with growing abandon. It seemed easier than trying to hold a conversation, easier to pretend I was part of this world.

Kyle eventually slipped back into the crowd, leaving me adrift in a sea of bodies. A girl with neon-painted nails took my hands and tried to guide me, but her smile faded when she realized I couldn't follow her steps. "Sorry," she mouthed before spinning away into someone else's arms.

I stumbled out of the crowd, feeling more isolated with each step. Just as I was considering the prospect of an early escape, someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was a girl from one of my classes—Emma, a name that came to me in a flash of recognition accompanied by surprise.

"You okay?" she asked over the noise, genuine concern etched on her face.

"Yeah, just... not really my scene," I admitted, shouting to be heard.

She smiled sympathetically. "Want to get some air? It feels like a sauna in here."

Grateful for the reprieve, I nodded and followed her out the back door into the cool night. The relief was immediate; it was like breaking the surface after being underwater too long.

We found ourselves sitting on the steps leading down to the backyard, which was quieter and almost peaceful compared to the chaos inside. Emma smelled of fresh laundry and blooming flowers. Each gentle breeze through her hair seemed to carry the sweet scent of lavender and roses.

"This your first Delta Phi party?" Emma asked, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Is it that obvious?” I replied with a half-smile.

She laughed softly. "Only because you looked about as comfortable in there as a cat in a bathtub."

I chuckled despite myself, feeling tension release from my shoulders. "Yeah, well, I guess these kinds of parties aren't really my thing."

She nodded. "They're not everyone's thing. What is your thing then?"

I shrugged, searching for an answer. "I don't know... books, movies—stuff that doesn't require social gymnastics."

"Social gymnastics," she repeated thoughtfully. "That's a good way to put it."

We talked then—really talked—about everything from our majors to our favorite authors. Her voice was like music - light and airy with a hint of laughter always bubbling beneath the surface. Whenever she spoke, it felt like the room lit up with joy. With Emma, words flowed easily, and laughter came naturally. She had this way of making me feel seen and heard without any effort at all.

When we finally went back inside, the party seemed different—less intimidating somehow. Emma stayed by my side, and for once I didn’t feel so disconnected. Maybe it wasn't about fitting into this world; maybe it was about finding those small moments of connection within it.

As the night wore on and the party started winding down, I realized how beautiful Emma really was. She had an effortless beauty that radiated from within, her auburn hair falling in soft waves around her face. Her brown eyes sparkled with curiosity and kindness, drawing me in with every glance.

I couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to run my hands through her silky hair or trace my fingers along the curve of her jawline. She seemed so soft and inviting.

I realized this was my chance. If Emma wouldn’t go out with me, then no one would. I cleared my throat, pulling her aside. “Would you…um…would you want to grab a coffee sometime?”

Emma’s smile faded and she chewed her lip. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m…um…not interested in you that way.”

“Oh. Of course. Sorry.”

I turned to leave and Emma touched my hand, pulling me back. I didn’t want to face her. My cheeks were on fire and I felt like I could cry at any moment. “It’s not you,” she said. “I promise. You….you’re great.”

I pulled my hand away. I wanted to rush through the front doors, but I didn’t want anyone to see me just yet. So I pushed through the crowd and headed for the nearest bathroom. But when I pushed on the door, there was a girl already in there, changing her clothes.

She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen. In all the ways Emma was beautiful, this girl was simmering with sexuality. “Excuse me,” I said. “Sorry.”

She was the epitome of college beauty, with long dark hair cascading down her back in loose waves. Her tight, low-cut top hugged her curves in all the right places, teasing just enough skin to make me feel nervous. Her perfectly applied makeup accentuated her full lips and bright, inviting eyes. As she made eye contact with me, a mischievous grin played on her lips, sending a rush of excitement through my body.

“Don’t apologize,” she said, her eyes scanning me up and down. I tried not to stare at her tits as she pulled off her top. “I hope you don’t mind the nudity. I spilled a drink on my shirt.”

“Not at all. But um, I can give you privacy.”

She shook her head. “Come in. Lock the door behind you.”

I didn’t know why she wanted me to do that but I did. Once the door was locked, I pressed my back to it, watching her intently. Her breasts were on the smaller side, two nice handfuls that were so perky my dick was hard just looking at them. They bounced as she scrubbed her shirt before finally tossing it to the side.

“I didn’t want to wear this baggy t-shirt,” she said, pulling one from her purse, “but that’s why I bring these things. You can’t trust nice clothes at parties. I’m Sasha by the way.”

I swallowed. “I’m Nate.”

She sized me up again, her eyes sweeping over me like I was the most curious thing she’d ever seen. “Do you like to get high?” she asked.

“What?”

She laughed. “I’m guessing you’re new to it. It’s a pity. I have a great little pill that could make you feel so good. I don’t like to do it alone though and all my friends have left for the night. Normally, I wouldn’t trust another guy, but you seem harmless enough.”

I tried not to take that as an insult. I was harmless, but what she meant was that I wasn’t ‘alpha.’

“I’m not really into pills and pot or anything like that.”

“That’s a shame. I get really horny when I take them.”

I exhaled. “Well…maybe just this once.”

Sasha laughed and pulled the t-shirt over her breasts. Then she dug around in her purse some more until she pulled out a pill case. She came toward me and popped it open. “Now, stick out your tongue for me.”

It felt strangely erotic as I opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue. She placed the small pink pill in my mouth then closed my jaw. Her fingers were soft on my skin as I swallowed. I wanted her hands everywhere on me.

She placed a pill in her own mouth and swallowed. Then, out of nowhere, Sasha began to laugh. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, sending a shockwave through my body. While we kissed, her hand found my bulge and began to stroke it.

I blinked rapidly, unsure if the pill was already taking effect or if it was just my racing heartbeat that made everything feel surreal. She pulled back slightly, her breath warm against my lips. "Does that feel good, Nate?" Sasha asked, her voice low and husky.

I could only nod, unable to speak as my mind tried to catch up with the sudden escalation. I had been rejected by Emma not five minutes ago, and now here I was, in a bathroom with a girl who was the very definition of temptation. Sasha seemed to be everything that Emma wasn't: bold, seductive, and apparently interested in me.

Her hand worked its magic over my jeans, her movements confident and teasing. I groaned softly, closing my eyes and losing myself in the sensation. My hands found their way to her hips, gripping them lightly.

She stopped suddenly and looked into my eyes with playful determination. "We can't have fun with these in the way," she said, tugging at my belt.

With shaky hands, I helped her unbuckle it and then she pulled my jeans down just enough to free me. The cool air of the room contrasted with the heat of anticipation building inside me. Sasha dropped to her knees gracefully, her eyes locked on mine as if asking for permission.

I was beyond the point of turning back, surrendering to the moment. Her lips were soft against me at first, exploring with gentle curiosity before she took me into her mouth fully. The warmth enveloped me completely and I let out a strangled sound of pleasure.

My fingers entwined in her hair as she set a rhythm that drove every thought from my head except for the sheer bliss she was giving me. The room spun slightly around me; whether it was from the pill or the intense pleasure Sasha was providing, I couldn't tell.

Time lost its meaning as she moved with practiced ease. Every nerve ending seemed to be focused on where she touched me, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. In this moment, Emma's rejection didn't exist—it was just Sasha and me locked in our own private world.

Then it all crested in an overwhelming surge as I reached that peak of ecstasy. A ragged moan escaped me as I came hard, shuddering through the climax that left me weak-kneed and gasping for air.

Sasha sat back on her heels with a satisfied smirk playing on her glossy lips. She wiped her mouth casually with the back of her hand and stood up, stepping close once again. "You looked like you needed that," she whispered against my ear before giving it a playful nibble.

My heart still pounded in my chest as I processed what had just happened—the intensity of it all making everything beyond that door seem distant and unimportant.

Pulling up my jeans felt like trying to piece back together reality from fragments scattered by a storm—Sasha's storm—and when I finally managed to buckle my belt again, I looked at her with new eyes. Whoever this girl was, she had just rocked my world without even breaking a sweat.

"Thank you," I said awkwardly, not quite sure how to act after such an encounter.

"Don't mention it," Sasha replied coolly as she turned to fix herself in the mirror. She re-applied her lipstick with precision, a deep hue that matched the assertiveness in her eyes. "Consider it a welcome gift to college life. Things are never quite what you expect them to be," she added with a wink.

I leaned against the sink, steadying myself as I tried to recover from the whirlwind that had just swept through my existence. Sasha glanced at me one last time through the reflection before opening the bathroom door.

The muffled bass of the party invaded our secluded space, reminding us of the world outside. "You coming?" she asked, not waiting for an answer before slipping back into the throng of bodies dancing and drinking beyond.

I followed a few moments later, my mind still foggy and body buzzing from the encounter. The dim lights and colorful strobes painted surreal patterns in my vision as I tried to reconnect with the reality of the party.

As I wandered through clusters of people, I caught sight of Emma across the room, laughing at something some girl was saying to her. Her eyes met mine for a second, but there was no recognition of any shared history in her gaze—just the polite acknowledgment of two acquaintances.

I realized then that whatever had transpired between Emma and me was insignificant compared to what had just happened with Sasha. This was college—a new universe with its own rules and players. And I had just been initiated into it by a girl who seemed to know its secrets far better than I did.

The rest of the night felt blurry and disjointed. Friends slapped me on the back, asking where I’d disappeared to, but all my responses were vague non-committal murmurings. Sasha was nowhere to be found again; like some mythic siren, she had vanished after setting my world on fire.

It wasn’t until much later, when the sky hinted at dawn and the party had dwindled to just a few stragglers, that I found myself sitting on the curb outside, trying to piece together what it all meant.

A figure approached and sat down beside me—Sasha, her presence as intense as ever even in silence. She handed me a bottle of water without a word.

We sat there for what could have been minutes or hours; time seemed irrelevant in her presence. Finally, she spoke up. “You okay?”

I nodded more to myself than to her. “Yeah… just thinking.”

“Thinking can wait,” she said softly, bumping her shoulder against mine playfully. “Right now is about feeling alive.”

She stood up gracefully and offered me a hand to pull me to my feet. "Let's watch the sunrise," Sasha suggested with that same playful determination that seemed woven into her very being.

I followed her to the roof where we sat together as the sun rose over the horizon. “So, think you’ll go to any more parties?”

I nodded and smiled. “If you’ll be there, definitely.”

Sasha laid her head on my shoulder and smiled. “If you’ll be there, I’ll be there.”

I laughed. “Then I guess we’ll both be there.” Even as I made plans to hang out with Sasha in the future, I couldn’t stop thinking about Emma and wondering why she had rejected me.

I said goodbye to Sasha and headed back to my dorm to sleep my Saturday away. I woke up in the late afternoon starving. As I climbed out of bed, I felt a little woozy and braced myself. I never did feel anything from that pill Sasha gave me, and I was only now considering that it could have some side effects.

I shifted my hips toward the edge of the bed and felt a jolt of warmth spread through me. I was aroused, but I didn’t know why. Then I remembered Sasha saying the pill had made her horny. Maybe it was a delayed effect for me.

I placed my hand inside my boxers and stroked my cock. But that wasn’t enough, so I grabbed my balls. And that wasn’t enough. I found myself stroking my cock, massaging my balls, and rocking my ass against the bed. It almost felt like…I wanted to be penetrated.

But how could that be?

I looked at the door to make sure it was locked. If my roommate came back, I’d have time to stop what I was doing. Breathing a sigh of relief, I reached behind me and slid a finger into my ass while I stroked my cock, and it felt so fucking good.

“Jesus,” I said as the waves of pleasure swept through me. I’d never been so aroused in my life. I finally came, soaking my boxers in my hot, sticky cum, and felt embarrassed despite no one else being in the room with me.

I slipped out of my boxers and headed to the attached bathroom to take a shower. The warm water hit my skin, and I instantly felt calmer. I let the water pour over me, trying to wash away the confusion and embarrassment as if they were just another layer of grime. My heart was still racing though, and with each beat, I noticed that slight tenderness— this time in my chest.

I paused, letting the water cascade down my back while I reached up to touch my nipples, sensitive to the touch. There was a firmness beneath them, not like muscle or the usual padding of fat. It was different, almost as if my body was playing some bizarre joke on me.

For a long moment, I just stood there under the water, trying to make sense of this weird physical change — it had to be the pill. Still hesitant, I soaped up my body, avoiding lingering on my chest or anywhere else that might trigger another unexpected wave of arousal. It was as if every nerve ending had been amplified and even the simple act of touching my own skin felt dangerously electric.

After rinsing off quickly, I wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped out of the shower. I avoided the mirror; I wasn't ready to examine these changes further. Instead, I focused on getting dressed, choosing a loose-fitting t-shirt hoping it would mask any abnormalities.

As I pulled on my jeans and sneakers, thoughts swirled in my mind about what this pill really was and what it might be doing to me. Had Sasha experienced anything like this? Did she know more than she let on?

I couldn't stay in this room with its suffocating walls pressing in on me and reminding me of what just happened. I needed fresh air — needed to clear my head.

I grabbed my phone and wallet and left the dorm without a destination in mind. Just walk, Nathan, walk until you can think straight again.

The crisp outside air hit me immediately and slightly eased the tension in my shoulders. With each step, I tried to distance myself from the disconcerting sensations that had hijacked my body. But beneath it all was a sliver of curiosity — what was happening to me and why did it feel so good?

As I walked past familiar campus buildings now bathed in the golden hue of sunset, I felt both a part of this place and utterly alien within it. And despite everything... despite the fear and confusion... I felt good about myself for the first time in years.
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That night, Sasha texted me inviting me to another party. “I have some more party pills for us to take.” I almost didn’t want to go, except that I wanted to see Sasha again, and I wanted to ask her about these pills.

I agreed to go and showed up at the party an hour later. The party was in full swing by the time I arrived, with pulsing music that throbbed through the walls and into the pit of my stomach. Students were everywhere, laughing and dancing; the air was thick with the scent of sweat and cheap perfume. Sasha spotted me from across the room and waved me over, a drink in one hand and a mischievous smile on her lips.

"You made it," she shouted over the music as I approached.

"Yeah, couldn't stay away," I replied, trying to sound casual.

Sasha laughed, a genuine, warm sound that made my chest tighten for reasons that had nothing to do with the pills. She leaned in closer, her breath tickling my ear. "So, have you felt any... changes?"

I glanced around nervously before answering. "Yeah, actually. It's kind of freaking me out. But what changes are you referring to specifically? What am I supposed to be feeling?”

“Feminine changes,” she said, her grin spreading wide and thin.

Feeling horrified, I asked her, “But you take these pills too…”

Sasha nodded. “Yep, and I used to be a boy, like you.”

My heart raced. Why had I taken one of those pills without knowing what it was? Why? Why was I doing this to myself? But more importantly, why was she doing this to me?

Sasha's eyes sparkled with understanding. "It can be scary at first, but trust me, it's worth it." She slipped a hand into her pocket and pulled out two more pills. "Ready for round two?"

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding. My curiosity was winning out over my apprehension. After all, Sasha had gone down on me the night before and I felt better than ever with these pills than I had in years.

We found an empty couch in a quieter corner of the room, and I watched as Sasha placed a pill on her tongue and swallowed it down with her drink. She handed me the second one, which I took with slightly shaking fingers.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked softly as I stared at the little pill resting in my palm.

"Because life's too short to not embrace who you really are," she said simply.

"But this isn’t me…at least, I don’t think it is," I confessed.

"That's okay," Sasha said, giving my knee a reassuring squeeze. "You don't have to figure it all out tonight."

My heart was racing again, but this time it wasn't entirely due to fear or confusion—it was mixed with anticipation too. I popped the pill into my mouth and washed it down with some soda. Sasha smiled at me then leaned back against the couch, watching the crowd.

It didn’t take long for me to feel the effects of the pill: warmth spread through my body like liquid comfort, blurring the edges of reality just enough to make everything seem brighter and more exciting. As we sat there together, Sasha started talking about her own transition—how at first she resisted it but then realized it was what she needed all along to be happy.

Her story mesmerized me; she spoke with such confidence and clarity about her journey—a journey that suddenly didn’t seem quite so alien to me anymore.

An hour passed—or maybe more—and by then we were talking like old friends. The party raged around us but somehow felt miles away.

Finally gathering my courage, I turned to her and asked: “How did you do it? How did you go from being scared to...this?”

Sasha’s smile was gentle in response. “One step at a time,” she said. “And for what it’s worth, Nathan... I think you’re already taking those steps.”

I didn’t fully understand yet—I had so many questions still—but as we sat there amidst the clamor of college life unfolding around us, Sasha’s words filled me with an unexpected sense of hope and possibility for whatever might come.

Sasha then took my hand and led me upstairs to the nearest bedroom. “Come here. Now that you know my secret, I want to show you what you could have.”

She locked the door behind us and began taking off her clothes. I expected to see a dick between her legs, but I saw a pussy instead. One of the most gorgeous pussies I’d ever seen. Then she moved to the bed and spread her legs, showing off her gorgeous pussy. “I’ve had surgery,” she said. “Once I knew for certain that this is what I wanted. Come here. I want you to be the first person who fucks my new pussy.”

I exhaled, feeling overwhelmed. I was beginning to feel more feminine but still had remnants of male urges. The idea of fucking Sasha was too tempting to ignore. So I took off my clothes and slid myself between her thighs.

Her pussy was so wet and inviting, I couldn’t resist any longer. "You're sure this is what you want, Sasha?" I was so nervous. I felt a lot of pressure being the ‘first’ to test drive her new pussy.

"I've never been surer, Nathan. I've been waiting for the right person to share this with. And I think that person is you."

Taking a deep breath, I pressed the tip of my cock against her entrance and felt her wetness envelop me in a warm embrace. She moaned softly as I began to push inside her, inch by excruciating inch. Her pussy felt tight and hot, and more inviting than anything I could have imagined.

Sasha moaned while her fingers danced over her clit. "That's it, Nathan. Oh, fuck, that feels so good."

With each thrust, my initial apprehension melted away, replaced by a primal need to claim her as my own. My hips picked up the pace, driving into her depths with reckless abandon as moans of pleasure escaping both our lips. Sasha raked her nails down my back, urging me onward, and I obliged, pounding into her until neither of us could take it anymore.

"God, Sasha! You feel so good..."

Sasha arched her back and dug her nails deeper into my skin as she met each of my thrusts with equal fervor. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each impact of our bodies colliding; it was like nothing I had ever experienced before—and yet felt so right at the same time. The room filled with the sound of flesh slapping against flesh, and our breaths mingled in the heated air.

"Close, Nathan, I'm so close," Sasha gasped out, her voice strained with desire.

I could feel the tension building within me as well, a coil winding tighter and tighter in my abdomen. Her walls clenched around me, and it was as if her body was begging for my release. With a few more powerful thrusts, I felt her shudder beneath me, her orgasm triggering my own.

I cried out her name as I came, our bodies trembling together in a wave of relief and pleasure. For a moment, we were suspended in time, just Sasha and me, connected in the most intimate way possible. As my heartbeat slowed and our breathing returned to normal, I collapsed beside her on the bed, both of us slick with sweat.

We laid there in silence for a while, the only sound being that of our recovery. Finally, Sasha turned to me, her eyes soft with contentment. "Thank you," she whispered.

I propped myself up on an elbow and looked at her. Her makeup had smudged slightly around her eyes from the intensity of our lovemaking, but it only made her look more beautiful to me. "No," I said gently. "Thank you."

I wrapped my arms around her and we settled into the embrace, sleep eventually claiming us both—a peaceful end to a night full of discovery and passion.
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Sasha and I spent our entire Sunday together at the beach. I noticed my breasts getting larger already and I felt a little self-conscious. “We’re going to need to get you a bra soon,” Sasha teased. My heart began to race. Taking these pills was one thing, but wearing women’s clothing was another.

“I don’t think I’m ready for that,” I said. “I still don’t know if I’m going to keep taking these pills.”

Sasha pouted as we sipped on our frappuccinos and walked along the boardwalk. “Trust me, you won’t be able to go back to who you were before. I can see it in your eyes. You’re hesitant, but you already feel liberated.” She handed me another pill.

“I don’t know.” I stared off into the distance, watching the waves lap against the shore. Maybe she was right. Maybe I should keep experimenting. I could always stop taking the pills. For now, I was still curious. So I swallowed it down and hoped for the best.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur and Sasha and I said our goodbyes. I went back to my dorm to study and prepare for classes the next day when I became overwhelmed by the urge to touch myself again.

But this time, I took off my clothes and stood in the mirror. I tucked my penis between my legs until it nearly disappeared. Then I stared at the breasts that were already a decent size—this miracle pill worked fast. I was past training bra territory and knew I needed something like an A cup. My breasts were smaller than Sasha’s but big enough to notice.

While staring at my reflection, I ran my hands over my body, beginning with my ‘breasts.’ I teased my nipples then let my fingers wander downward. I rubbed my shaft between my legs while it was tucked, imagining myself touching a soft pussy instead.

My head was dizzy with desire as I came, shooting my load behind me. I quickly cleaned up my mess and headed to bed before my roommate could come home and catch me.

I knew the next day was going to be hard, but hopefully worth it.
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I woke up with swollen, fully developed yet small breasts. They were the kind of breasts that couldn’t be shrugged off as ‘man-boobs.’ It was apparent that they were real. Suddenly, I felt horrified. How could I go to class like this?

I tried to hide my breasts the best that I could under a loose t-shirt, then headed out. Fortunately, no one in class seemed to notice me. At least not until I attended the class I shared with Emma.

She saw me and sat beside me, her eyes wide. “You look…different,” she said.

Fuck. Could she tell I had breasts now? I laughed it off and said, “What do you mean?”

She tucked her hair behind her ear and studied me. After fucking Sasha, I recognized the same look of lust in Emma’s gaze. “You look…well attractive. Which is confusing because…well, I should’ve told you at the party but the reason I didn’t want to date you is because I’m a…lesbian.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. So I hadn’t been rejected, I just wasn’t her type. “I wish you’d told me.”

She smiled. “I know. I’m sorry. I didn’t know how you’d react and we were in a very public place. But that’s what’s confusing me. I’m not attracted to guys, and yet…” Her gaze lowered to my chest and then her mouth fell open. “What…are those…breasts?”

My cheeks burned with humiliation and I nodded. “I’ve been um…taking this pill…”

“How did they grow so quickly?”

I looked around the classroom nervously. Hopefully no one could hear our conversation. I lowered my voice to a whisper as the professor droned on. “The pill I’m taking…it works really fast.”

“I didn’t know you were trans.”

“I’m not. I mean…well I don’t know.”

Emma took my hand in hers and smiled. “Come to my place after class. Maybe I can help you figure it out.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but I agreed. The second class was over, I headed over to Emma’s dorm with her and watched her comb through her closet. “Take off your clothes,” she said. “I’m going to help you figure out what you want.”

I hesitated, the clothes in her closet looking alien and enticing at the same time. A knot formed in my stomach, both from nervousness and an odd sort of anticipation.

"Here," Emma said, handing me a pair of lacy panties, pale pink with little bows on the front. "Start with these."

I didn't dare look up at her as I slipped off my jeans and boxers. The fabric of the panties was softer than anything I had ever felt, the lace gentle against my skin as I pulled them up. They fit snugly, hugging my hips in a way that made me hyper-aware of my body.

Next came the bra, a matching pink with delicate straps. Emma helped me fasten it at the back before adjusting the straps over my shoulders. The cups were lightly padded, and they supported my new breasts perfectly. Looking down at myself, I could see my chest's shape clearly defined now, feminine and yet still a surprise every time I glanced at it.

"How does that feel?" she asked softly.

"It's... weird," I admitted. "But good too."

She gave me one of her soft smiles, pulling out a light blue dress from her wardrobe next. It had short sleeves and flowed out from the waist into a flirty skirt that would come up to mid-thigh on me.

"Try this," she said.

The dress slipped over my head like water flowing down a riverbank. Emma zipped me up and then spun me around to face the mirror on her wall. For a long moment, I just stared at my reflection. The person looking back at me was undeniably feminine – the slight curves filled out by the dress, my small breasts given definition by the cut of the fabric.

"You look amazing," Emma breathed from behind me.

My cheeks warmed at her words. There was no denying how right this felt – how the silk of the dress caressed my skin or how the lace of the panties made me feel secretly delighted with its touch.

Emma stepped closer, her eyes never leaving mine in the mirror. "How do you feel?"

I met her gaze through our reflections and finally allowed myself a small smile. "Like for once, everything fits."

Emma's eyes sparkled, the corners crinkling with genuine pleasure. "That's because it does. You know, you don't have to label it right now. You can just be...you, in whatever way that feels best."

I nodded, my throat thick with emotion I couldn't quite identify. It was as if a weight I hadn't known I was carrying had been lifted from my shoulders. Emma's acceptance and her gentle encouragement felt like a balm to all the confusion and fear that had knotted up inside me.

She stepped away and rummaged through a drawer, emerging with a slender tube of lipstick. "May I?" she asked, her tone tentative as though she didn't want to push me too far too fast.

"Yeah," I whispered, feeling like I was standing at the edge of a precipice, about to leap into something unknown but exhilarating.

With careful, practiced movements, Emma applied the lipstick to my lips. It was a soft shade of pink that seemed to glow against my skin. She finished with a dab of gloss that made my lips shine and look fuller.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her work. "You're beautiful."

I turned from the mirror to face her directly. The room was suffused with the golden light of late afternoon sun streaming through the window, casting a halo around Emma's head. The air seemed suddenly thick, charged with an electric current that buzzed between us.

"Thank you," I said, meaning for everything – not just the clothes or the makeup but for her kindness, her understanding.

We stood there for what felt like hours but could only have been seconds. Then Emma closed the distance between us, her hands coming to rest on my hips. She looked up at me through her lashes—a question in her eyes.

I answered by leaning down and capturing her lips with mine. The kiss was tentative at first, a meeting of warmth and softness that quickly ignited into something deeper as I wrapped my arms around her. We moved together as if drawn by some magnetic force until the backs of my legs hit the bed.

"We don't have to—" I began when we broke apart for air. “I know you like girls…”

"I want to," she interrupted softly. "You feel like a girl to me."

Her smile returned, radiant and full of promise as she gently guided me down onto the bed. The fabric of my dress whispered against the sheets as I lay back, the world tilting slightly as Emma hovered above me. Her fingers traced the hem of my skirt, lifting it with a delicate touch until the cool air hit my thighs. I shivered, not from cold but from anticipation, watching her eyes darkening with desire.

Emma shifted, her hips settling over mine, and I could feel her warmth pressing through the thin fabric of my panties. The sensation was both foreign and familiar, and it sent a thrill down to my core.

I reached up to cup her breasts over the soft material of her shirt, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. Emma let out a soft sigh and dipped her head down, pressing her lips against my neck. Her movements were slow but insistent, rocking gently against me, and I felt myself responding in kind.

The tension built with every roll of our hips, a silent dance that needed no words. She pulled my dress down over my shoulders, revealing the lacy bra that held my own breasts. With a deft flick of her fingers, she unhooked it and released them.

Her mouth followed the path of my dress and bra, trailing kisses across my skin until she captured one nipple between her lips. The sensation shot through me like liquid fire and I arched into her touch, moaning softly.

"Emma," I breathed out, the name a prayer on my lips as much as it was a plea.

Her hands were everywhere at once—on my hips, through my hair, tracing patterns on my skin that left me gasping for more. The room became our entire universe, with nothing existing beyond the sensation of her body moving against mine.

We rocked together in an escalating rhythm that matched our racing hearts. Our breaths mingled as we moved closer to the edge; each small thrust pushing us further into the abyss of pleasure.

I lost myself in the heat of Emma's mouth and the steady press of her hips until suddenly everything sharpened—the colors brighter, sounds louder—and then shattered into a million pieces as I came with a cry torn from deep within me.

My release triggered Emma's own climax; she stilled above me for a moment before collapsing onto me with a shuddering sigh. We lay entwined in silence, both fighting to catch our breaths as aftershocks of pleasure continued to pulse through us.

After long moments passed in quiet contentment, Emma lifted herself off me enough to meet my eyes once more. Her smile was tender and filled with an emotion that made something deep within me ache pleasantly.

"I've never felt anything like that before," I whispered hoarsely.

"Me neither," she replied simply before leaning in for another kiss—softer this time but no less meaningful.

In that instant, lying there dressed in remnants of fabric and makeup with Emma cradled against me, I realized this was more than just an exploration of identity or sexuality; it was an affirmation—a confirmation—of who I was and who we could be together.
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Every day that week, Emma helped me play dress up until I figured out which clothes made me feel the most comfortable. By Friday afternoon, I had already decided on short skirts with crop tops, and Emma had even bought me a long, blond wig to start wearing.

What Emma didn’t know was that I’d been meeting Sasha every evening to take more pills, and each evening, Sasha wanted me to slide into her new pussy again.

I was afraid Emma would feel like I was cheating, or that Sasha would, but none of us had defined anything yet. We’d just been giving into our arousal over and over.

“So,” said Emma as she secured the wig to my scalp. “Are you going to the party tonight? It’s another one at Delta Phi.”

Adrenaline coursed through me. I had received a message from Sasha earlier about the party. I ran a huge risk going to the party with both of them. What if they got angry? What if I lost both of them and the pills? I’d be devastated.

“I don’t know,” I told Emma. “I don’t think I’m going to go.”

“That’s a shame,” she said. “I’ll be there and could use a friend.”

“I’m sorry.” I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t really want to stay home. I’d been feeling more confident by the day in my new body and was eager to show it off. But I couldn’t take the risk.

“It’s okay,” said Emma. “I’ll be there if you change your mind.”

“Sounds good.”

I went home feeling dejected. I would have to tell the girls about each other eventually, but when? I entered my dorm room still dressed as a woman and my roommate gasped when I walked in.

Shit. He wasn’t supposed to be home.

“Who the hell are you? I mean, not that I’m opposed to having a hot chick in my room.”

I cleared my throat. Do I play the part or tell him the truth? “Wrong room, sorry,” I giggled. I left immediately, cursing the fact that I’d left my boy clothes at Emma’s.

I knew I needed to go to the party and find Emma. Maybe I could find her before Sasha saw me and get my clothes back from her.

My heart plummeted as I crept out into the hallway, the click of my heels on the linoleum echoing like a siren call to all of my insecurities. The party was going to be a minefield, but I had no choice. Swallowing hard, I made my way towards Delta Phi.

The thumping bass grew louder as I approached, and there was a line of people waiting to get in. I bypassed them all with a sway of hips that still felt alien to me.

I hadn’t been there more than ten minutes when I felt a hand on my lower back. I turned, and there was Sasha, smirking up at me with those knowing brown eyes.

“Nate…or should I say Natalie tonight?” Sasha’s voice was low and seductive.

“You know I don’t like that name,” I chided softly but couldn't hide the flush rising to my cheeks.

“You look ravishing,” she said, her hand sliding dangerously close to my skirt’s hemline. “Someone has been dressing you up, and it hasn’t been me.”

I glanced nervously around the room. “I’ve been, um, meaning to tell you…”

Before I could finish, Emma’s voice cut through the noise. “Nathan?”

There she stood, her expression a mixture of confusion and hurt as she looked from me to Sasha. Did she recognize me? Did she know Sasha?

Sasha stepped forward with all the confidence of someone holding the upper hand. “You must be the lucky lady who’s been dressing up my project here.”

Emma’s eyes widened as realization dawned on her. “Her project?”

I bit my lip, anxiety clawing at my chest. “Yeah…Sasha is the one who’s been giving me those pills.”

The silence that followed was deafening, punctuated only by the steady thump of music in the background.

Emma’s gaze flitted between us before settling on me. Her face softened slightly. “Oh, I didn’t realize it was a girl. And an attractive one at that.”

Sasha looked from one of us to the other, an unreadable expression on her face. Then she smiled slyly and stepped closer to Emma. “You think I’m attractive? Because I think you’re absolutely delicious.” She leaned in and whispered in Emma’s ear, “Have you fucked her yet? Natalie, I mean.”

Was this really happening? Sasha's arm reached out, pulling Emma closer by her waist as they both looked at me expectantly.

“Yes, have you?” Emma’s voice was quieter now, less accusatory.

Fear fluttered in my stomach as I struggled to find words that could somehow mend this complicated web I had woven.

“Yes.”

Emma pinned me with a look. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because… because I didn't know how you'd react,” I confessed. “And Sasha…I didn’t tell her either.”

Sasha brushed me off. “But I don’t mind. In fact, I’d love to have a little taste of Emma here too, if she didn’t mind spending the night with a trans woman. I’m assuming she’s fine with that if she’s been fucking you.”

Emma's lips twitched into a tentative smile. “Are you suggesting what I think you're suggesting?”

Sasha took both of our hands and led us upstairs.
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My body shook with anticipation as the three of slipped into a nearby bedroom. Could it be? Were the two of them really okay with sharing me?

Sasha made the first move, kissing Emma hard and letting her hands roam over her body. Emma did the same, her hands exploring Sasha’s while their tongues danced. Then Sasha pulled me into them until the three of us were kissing each other and caressing each other’s bodies.

My cock stood at attention, aching for release.

“Wow,” Sasha whispered, breaking the kiss. “I can see why you like her.” She grinned at me before turning her attention back to Emma. “And such perky tits too.”

Blushing, I could only watch as they continued exploring each other’s bodies. Sasha’s hand skirted up Emma’s shirt, cupping one breast through her bra before slipping a hand down her pants. Emma moaned into their mutual kiss, her hips rocking against Sasha’s hand.

“Now, let’s see what you’ve been hiding,” Sasha purred, helping me out of my dress and bra. My new breasts bounced free, much larger than before thanks to the pills. “Oh my, they’re coming in nicely.”

My cheeks burned as she and Emma both stared at my chest. But instead of revulsion, they looked intrigued—Sasha with desire and Emma with curiosity. Before I could protest, Sasha had my nipple in her mouth, sucking and teasing it while her other hand wrapped around my hard cock. Moans spilled from my lips as pleasure coursed through me.

Emma bent down and captured the other nipple between her soft lips, suckling gently before rolling it between her teeth. Her hands went to work on me as well, one on my dick, the other sliding between my legs to tease my entrance. It had been long since I had last experienced this kind of attention and it felt divine.

Lost in the moment, I didn't even notice Sasha undressing herself until she was naked too—her soft curves illuminated by the dim lighting. She was just as beautiful naked as she was clothed; the sight of her body pressed against mine sent shivers down my spine.

The three of us collapsed onto the bed, our limbs entangled in a tangle of nakedness. Sasha and Emma’s hands continued their caressing while they took turns kissing me, savoring every inch of my body. The bed sheets were soon soaked with our combined juices as we explored each other’s bodies with abandon, moans filling the room.

“Fuck me, Natalie,” Sasha whimpered, spreading her legs wide for me. “I want to feel how well you again.”

Nervously, I positioned myself between her thighs, guiding my cock to her wet entrance. With a deep breath, I pushed inside her—slowly at first, then picking up speed as she moaned louder. On either side, Emma watched us with hooded eyes, one hand between her legs while her other stroked Sasha’s breasts.

“Emma, I want to taste you,” Sasha said.

While I pumped in and out of Sasha, Emma climbed her hips above Sasha’s head and lowered down. Emma leaned forward and kissed me while she rocked her hips over Sasha’s face. Emma and I teased each other’s breasts while we kissed, and the three of us moved in unison searching for our release.

“Fuck,” I hissed as the longest orgasm in my life ripped through me. I pressed my forehead to Emma’s and she began to moan while Sasha moaned beneath her.

It wasn’t long before we were all panting and spent, our bodies entwined on the bed in a tangled mess of sweat and pleasure. Sasha's leg was draped over my thighs while Emma lay between us, her head resting on Sasha's chest. Our breathing slowly returned to normal along with the beat of the music filtering into the room.

“So,” Sasha said after a moment of silence, “I hope this is going to be a regular thing.”

Emma giggled and wiped hair out of her face. “I never thought I’d be the type to have a threesome,” she said. “But this was amazing.”

“Emma, would you still like me if I never get surgery like Sasha did?” The question had been on my mind for the past week. Even though I was enjoying my new feminine body, I still wasn’t sure who I really was or what I wanted. All I did know I didn’t want to lose Emma.

“Of course,” Emma said, taking my hand in hers. “Dick or not, you’re still a woman to me.”

Sasha leaned on her elbow and eyed us curiously. “Wait, so Emma...you’re a lesbian?”

She nodded. “Those pills you gave Natalie here are magic. He’s the most attractive woman I’ve ever known, aside from you of course.”

I suddenly remembered why I’d come to this party. “Oh, um, Emma…I left my boy clothes at your dorm. I walked in on my roommate, and…well…let’s just say it didn’t go well. But he didn’t know it was me.”

“Shoot. You need another place to stay, but I have a roommate.”

Sasha grinned. “My place is free. I’ve actually been looking for a new roommate.”

“You mean, I can crash with you?”

Sasha nodded. “You can move in with me. The three of us are going to have so much fun.”

I grinned right back. “I can’t wait.”


TUCKED


“Wes, dude. She get so much shit for free.” Christian’s eyes were glazed over as if he was imagining a literal mountain of free products. ‘She’ in this scenario was Cynthia, Ginny’s best friend. Ginny was Christian’s sister, and I was about as far removed from this situation as I could possibly be, unfortunately.

“Like what?” I raised a brow, suspicious. Nothing was free in this world. There were always consequences.

“Like…everything. Whatever she wants. Clothes, makeup, video games.”

“Video games?” Now my eyes were glazing over. I would’ve loved to have a few new games to play over my boring summer. “Pfft. I don’t believe you. No way.”

“I’m serious. I’ve tried asking her to get some shit for me, but she turns up her nose. Apparently, she only likes helping out my sister.”

“Well, they are best friends.”

“Yeah, but her best friend is my sister. Why can’t she help me out?”

“I don’t know. Girls are like that. They treat us like crap.” I was still intrigued by the idea of Cynthia shoplifting. “So, like…how does she get away with it?”

Christian shrugged. “Hell if I know. She won’t get me anything and she won’t tell me how she does it. All I know is that if I tried to steal something, all eyes would be on me.”

I sized up Christian’s appearance. It didn’t help that he always wore that stupid beanie. “Maybe if you tried to clean yourself up a little bit,” I said.

Christian studied me. “You’re clean. You could get away with it.”

My heart raced at the mere thought of shoplifting. “How?”

“No one would be looking at you the way they would me. People are judgmental as hell. You’re lean. Clean-cut. No one would bat an eye.”

“I’m still a dude. I’d be going to the gaming department. You don’t think people would be watching me?”

“Only one way to find out.”

I twisted my fingers in my lap. Christian’s living room was beginning to feel smaller and smaller. Were the walls closing in? Were my lungs closing up? Why couldn’t I breathe all of a sudden.

I shook my head. “No. I can’t. It would never work.”

Christian punched my arm and it hurt. “Come on, man. You’ve got to. We could get that new game, Titan Tombs, the one that just came out.”

I swallowed. I’d been wanting that game forever. Since I first saw the trailer for it. “Do you really think I could get away with it?”

“Yeah man. Just wear a hoodie. Stuff it inside. All good.”

I couldn’t believe I was considering it. Being an actual social deviant. I’d never done a wrong thing in my life. I was the goody two-shoes in school. I always followed the rules. I tried to be whatever everyone expected of me, even to a fault. I didn’t really know who I was as my own person. It felt like I belonged to everyone else.

Stealing something I wanted seemed liberating, but that didn’t mean I could actually get myself to do it.

“Come on, please. Just go into the store. If you don’t feel comfortable, then leave. But what if you get away with it? We could play that shit all summer.”

I blew out an exhale. My knees bounced up and down with nerves. “Fuck it,” I said. “Let’s go and see. We’ll at least scout the store out.”

Christian punched my arm again, making the sore muscle sting some more. “Hell yeah, man. Let’s go.”

I grabbed my keys and drove us to the store.
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The air was crackling with tension as I stepped into the electronic store, Christian's words echoing in my mind. "Just grab it and go, Wes. It's not rocket science." But even as he said it, lounging in the passenger’s seat without a care in the world, I could feel the gravity of what I was about to do weighing on me like a two-ton weight.

I pulled my hoodie tighter around me, trying to blend into the scenery of casual shoppers and fluorescent lights. The game department was a colorful shrine at the end of an aisle, Titan Tombs displayed prominently and drawing me in. My heart drummed a frantic beat against my ribs as I scanned the area for employees or prying eyes.

A sales rep passed by with a polite nod, and I waited for him to disappear around a corner before I made my move. With shaky hands that screamed my guilt louder than any alarm, I slid the game off the shelf and tucked it beneath my hoodie - a perfect crime in a less than perfect execution.

My heartbeat thrashed against my ears as I hastened towards the exit. I was almost out of the gaming department when I tripped over something—a cable taped to the floor, but leaving enough of a bump that I fell. The game slipped from my hoodie and clattered to the floor. My world shrank from that sharp sound which surely everyone had heard.

"Excuse me," came a voice smooth as silk yet edged with authority. The first thing I saw were a pair of black heels. As my gaze traveled up soft, creamy legs, they landed on the hem of a tight, knee-length skirt. A stern but undeniably sexy woman stood over me, her badge of store authority pinned next to her name tag which read 'Carol.'

Her eyes were shards of ice as they locked onto mine. "Were you going somewhere with this?” She bent down, her face inches from mine, as she picked up the game from the floor. “Were you stealing this?”

I swallowed. “No, no,” I said. “I was just carrying it. I was about to check out.”

“Oh yeah? Then why was it under your hoodie?”

“For safe keeping,” I lied. All my limbs were shaking, though. No lie would be able to hide the fear I felt.

“Where’s your wallet?”

Shit. “I…uh…must’ve forgotten it.”

“I see.” Her eyes searched mine for too long. I felt like she was trying to memorize my face. Fuck. Maybe she was. “You're banned from the store."

My mouth became dry, my tongue felt thick and useless as if filled with cotton. Desperate for something to say – an excuse, an apology, anything – words failed me. It was over before it even began.

"Leave now," Carol added firmly, stepping aside just enough for me to climb to my feet and pass but not enough to suggest forgiveness or understanding.

Humiliation washed over me in waves as her scent—a mix of vanilla and authority—brushed against my senses while I slunk past her. Every gaze in the store seemed focused on me though no one made a sound. The exit loomed ahead like freedom just out of reach.

Christian was waiting in the driver’s seat now with the engine running when I slipped into the car empty-handed. His smile fell away when he saw my face.

"What happened?" Anxiety tinged his voice but didn’t hide his disappointment.

"I got caught. And now I’m banned," I muttered, staring at the dashboard like it contained answers to how everything had gone wrong so quickly.

“Fuck. I guess it’s a good thing I didn’t go in with you.”

I pulled my hood over my face and tightened the strings, wishing I could disappear completely. “Yeah. Guess so.”

I stayed up all night thinking about my experience and wondering how I could’ve done it differently. What did Cynthia do that made it so easy? The only way I would be able to find out would be to see her in action. And the only way to see her in action would be to follow her.
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The next morning, my eyelids were heavy with the lack of sleep and a mind buzzing with the possibilities. I knew Cynthia often shopped at the same grocery store on Saturday mornings; it was a routine Ginny had complained about, saying how Cynthia always dragged her along.

By late morning, I found myself parked across from the grocery store, eyes scanning for Cynthia and Ginny. The minutes dragged by, and I started to wonder if my luck had turned sour again until I spotted them. They walked side by side, Ginny's posture slumped in reluctant companionship.

I watched them enter the store through the sliding glass doors, then waited a few beats before following at a distance. Once inside, I grabbed a basket and pretended to browse through aisles while keeping Cynthia in my peripheral vision.

It was like watching a maestro at work. She was completely unobtrusive as she picked up items, examining them before sometimes slipping them into her large purse with such subtlety I almost missed it. How did she do that? It was like her hand and the purse worked together.

That's when it hit me: the purse itself. Sleek and deceptively spacious with hidden compartments you wouldn't suspect unless you were looking for them. If you weren't watching closely, you'd never notice when something disappeared into its depths.

As I followed her through the aisles, an idea began to form—a crazy idea. If I wanted to get away with shoplifting without raising suspicion, without getting banned again... I'd need to follow her lead—you don't watch a magician without trying to replicate the trick. But it meant doing something drastic.

My gaze flicked to Ginny trailing behind Cynthia. Ginny was about my height, maybe slightly shorter, and her clothes were loose enough that... No, the thought of dressing up as a girl sounded insane even inside my head.

Ginny caught me staring once. She narrowed her eyes in question or maybe suspicion—I couldn’t tell—and then quickly returned her attention to Cynthia before they turned down another aisle.

For a moment longer, I contemplated the ludicrous idea of cross-dressing for theft. It would be a challenge; I knew nothing about makeup or women's fashion outside of what little I noticed on Ginny or Christian's other friends.

Cynthia's technique required finesse—a finesse that apparently also required looking the part of an innocent shopper who wouldn't be suspected of anything more than indecision over which type of pasta to buy.

I left the store before Cynthia checked out, my mind swirling with plans and fears in equal measure. Once outside, under the scrutinizing glare of daylight, everything seemed clearer yet more daunting. Could I really cross-dress just to pull off some petty thefts?

But what choice did I have? I was broke, and getting things for free sounded pretty fucking nice.

The car ride home felt longer than ever as ideas churned through my brain—ideas that terrified me just as much as they excited me. The lure of successfully pulling off what Cynthia could so easily do kept me awake another night as I plotted how to transform myself into someone who could walk out of that store. It would solve both problems at once. The first problem is that I was banned, but if I cross-dressed, I wouldn’t be recognized.

The second problem was getting away with stealing that game. If I had a purse and zipped it up afterward, then even if I tripped, it wouldn’t fall out. I wouldn’t get caught.

The purse was the secret. But an ordinary guy couldn’t just waltz in wearing a purse or backpack without raising suspicion.

No. I had to dress up like a girl if I wanted to get away with it. But how was I going to find the clothes and makeup I needed to do it?
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A pounding heart accompanied my knock on Christian's door the following afternoon. There was no turning back now—the decision had been made in a fit of sleep-deprived determination. My fingers toyed nervously with the hem of my shirt as footsteps approached from inside.

The door swung open and Ginny appeared, brows raised in surprise.

"Hey, Wes. What's up? Christian’s not home if you’re looking for him," Ginny said, leaning against the doorway with casual ease.

I cleared my throat, my voice barely above a whisper. "Actually, it's you I need to talk to."

Ginny’s expression shifted to curiosity. "Me? What about?"

I glanced around, ensuring no one else was within earshot. Swallowing hard, I met her gaze. "I need your help...with something personal."

She scrutinized me for a moment before stepping aside. "Come in."

Once we were in her room, surrounded by an array of her belongings that seemed alien to me, I hesitated. Ginny sat at the edge of her bed, waiting.

"Ginny, I need to borrow... some of your clothes and makeup," I mumbled, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

Her eyebrows shot up. "My clothes? And makeup? Why?"

I fidgeted under her gaze, unable to meet her eyes. "It's...for a disguise."

"A disguise?" A hint of amusement crept into her voice.

"Yeah," I confessed, shoving my hands into my pockets. "I want to shoplift like Cynthia does—no one suspects her because of her huge purse. She’s a woman. A man can’t get away wearing a purse or a backpack without looking suspicious."

Ginny's laughter filled the room before she abruptly stopped and studied me anew. Realization dawned on her face as she grasped the gravity of what I was suggesting.

"You're serious?" She leaned forward, a smirk playing on her lips. "Sure, I'll dress you up. But the first thing you steal is going to be something for me."

She stood up, walking over to her closet and rummaging through it.

"Trust me, Wes, you're going to look fabulous," Ginny assured me with a conspiratorial grin. I couldn't help chuckling nervously, my heart racing at the anticipation of the transformation ahead.

First came the panties, silky and light as air. Ginny turned around politely while I slipped into them, the fabric hugging my hips in a way that was unfamiliar but strangely comforting. The sensation was bizarre yet undeniably pleasant.

Next was the bra. It felt odd to have something clasping around my chest, its cups empty and waiting. "You need to fill these out," Ginny said mischievously, fetching some rolled-up socks and expertly stuffing them into place. The weight and shape they added were oddly grounding, as if I was suddenly carrying a secret close to my body.

The blouse followed, soft and adorned with tiny floral patterns that brushed against my skin like a whisper. It was loose but cinched in just the right places, hinting at a silhouette I didn't actually possess. The fabric was gentle, almost soothing against my bare arms, and I found myself moving just to feel it flutter.

Then came the skirt, which zipped up with a satisfying sound. It rested snugly against my waist and flared out above my knees. With every small movement I made, the skirt swayed gently, its touch like cool fingertips dancing across my thighs.

Finally, Ginny approached me with a pair of heels. I hesitated; they looked like towering instruments of torture rather than footwear. As I slid each foot into them, she steadied me while I teetered precariously until I found a balance I wasn't aware I could achieve. The heels elevated me not just in height but in sensation; every step was deliberate and imbued with something resembling grace.

Ginny capped off her work with make-up. She applied foundation that made my skin feel smooth and even-toned. Eyeliner and mascara followed, each stroke tickling lightly as she transformed my face. When she painted my lips in a glossy pink hue, I didn't recognize myself anymore – but there was an electric thrill in that too.

Finally, she crowned me with a wig - long locks tumbling around my shoulders - completing the image of someone else entirely. Ginny stepped back to admire her work with satisfaction radiating from her eyes.

I stared at this foreign reflection in the mirror – this version of Wes who existed somewhere outside my known reality – and something clicked within me. The reflection showed someone entirely different—someone who could walk into any store without setting off the alarms in people's heads that said ‘thief’ or ‘trespasser’. It was uncanny; no trace of the familiar lingered in that mirror.

"Now," Ginny said with a conspiratorial gleam in her eye as she handed me an oversized purse that seemed capable of holding half the store. "You're going to need to practice your walk, your talk, and your manner. You can't just look the part; you have to be the part."

Nodding more from nervous obedience than agreement, I slung the purse over my shoulder and followed her lead as she coached me through the basics of femininity. With each sway I attempted, I could feel my usual gait fighting back, but Ginny was relentless and, surprisingly, patient.

"Loosen up, shoulders down, hips out. More grace, less lumberjack," she instructed with a chuckle.

After what felt like hours but was only minutes, I started to move with less awkwardness. Ginny nodded approvingly. "Not bad for a rookie."

She then wrote down a list on a piece of paper—lipstick shades, underwear sizes, perfume, and earrings—and handed it to me with a mischievous smile. "Here's my wishlist. Remember, you’re doing this for yourself too. But don't get caught—I’m not bailing you out."

I took the list, folding it carefully and placing it in the purse. Her trust in me felt heavy; her expectations were clear.

"Thanks, Ginny," I said, my voice softer now from both gratitude and the character I was slipping into.

"Don't thank me yet," she replied with a wink. "Let’s see if you pull it off first. Just act like you own the place."

As I turned to leave her room, she called out one more thing.

"Wes—or should I say Wendy? Be careful out there."

The name hit me like a jolt of electricity—Wendy. It felt foreign yet strangely fitting for the person I'd become in such a short span of time.

"Don't worry," I said with newfound confidence. "Wendy's got this."

On my way downstairs, Christian walked in and I froze. Surely, he would recognize me. He paused in the front doorway and swallowed. It was clear he was trying not to let his eyes sweep over my body. “I don’t think we’ve met,” he said, closing the door behind him and stretching out his hand. “I’m Christian. You must be a friend of Ginny’s.”

I playfully flipped my hair back, my nerves more frayed than when I’d been caught shoplifting. Reluctantly, I took Christian’s hand and shook it. “Yeah. A new friend.” I gave my voice a lilt to try and sound more convincing.

Christian smiled in an unsettling way. An ‘I’d like to fuck you’ kind of way. “It’s good to meet you…”

“Wendy,” I said, using every ounce of force to push the name from my throat. “It’s good to meet you, Christian.”

He was still holding my hand, refusing to let it go. “I hope we see more of each other,” he said, winking.

I felt strange under his gaze. I almost liked it. I liked the way he was looking at me and I liked how much he wanted me in that moment. Part of me even wondered what it would be like to keep flirting with him until…

No. You’re not gay and he’s your best friend.

“I should go,” I said, ready to bolt before my dick became hard for a guy, something that had never happened before.

“Uh, yeah, of course.” Christian reluctantly dropped my hand.

With that, I stepped out of their house and into an unfamiliar world where every fiber of my being buzzed with adrenaline—a mix of fear and excitement that threatened to overwhelm me. But there was no turning back now; Wendy had a job to do, and nothing would stop her from seeing it through.
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The department store loomed large at the end of the street, and as I approached its automatic doors, I could feel my stomach tying itself into knots.

Once inside, I moved with purpose but not too quickly. I took measured steps, heels clicking a steady rhythm on the laminated floor that seems to echo too loudly. The soft swish of my skirt with each stride made my heart gallop like a wild thing against my ribcage, threatening to burst free and betray my deepest truths to the world.

It was a strange dance between fear and freedom. Each glance cast my way was a potential unraveling, each shopper a potential judge and jury. But as I maneuvered through racks of clothing, the reality sank into my bones - nobody could tell I was a cross-dressing man. They were ensnared in their own worlds, their own worries.

With this realization, an unfamiliar weight lifted from my shoulders. The tension that had bound me tight began to unfurl, and I found myself admiring a dress on a mannequin with genuine interest rather than veiled anxiety. I ran my fingers over the fabric, appreciating its texture and imagining how it would look, but today wasn’t about me. This trip was about Ginny.

My eyes scanned for store attendants and security while I made my way to the makeup section first. Ginny's list came out of the purse; 'Cherry Blossom Pink,' 'Midnight Plum,' 'Coral Radiance.'

I palmed a lipstick and glanced around surreptitiously before letting it slip into my bag. My heart pounded so fiercely that it threatened to leap from my chest and confess all on its own.

Next up: underwear aisle. The sizes were specific and my hands trembled as I flipped through lace and satin delicacies on hangers and shelves designed to make stealing difficult. A clerk eyed me from down the aisle, her attention causing sweat to bead at my forehead despite Ginny's meticulous makeup job.

“Can I help you find anything?” she asked with a customer service smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.

I cleared my throat gently before answering in what I hoped was an innocuous tone. “Just browsing for now, thank you.”

She nodded and lingered for an uncomfortable few seconds before moving away.

With her departure came another wave of relief mixed with adrenaline; I quickly selected the requested items and tucked them inside my oversized purse compartment meant for supposed ‘girl things.’

Feeling a degree of triumph, I moved on to the jewelry section pretending to admire some cheap necklaces while my insides writhed with the strain of acting nonchalant. I couldn't help but recall Ginny's words, "Act like you own the place, Wes."

A different clerk, this one with a pointed nose and a clipboard, passed by me and then doubled back. "Finding everything okay?" he inquired, looking more at my purse than at me.

Oh no, did he suspect something?

I forced a smile that I hoped was filled with confidence I didn't feel. “Yes, just picking out a gift for my... uh, mother.” I gestured vaguely at the necklaces.

"Let me know if you need any assistance," he said and continued his patrol.

The moment he turned the corner, my hand darted out to snatch a pair of earrings Ginny had described down to the last rhinestone. They disappeared into my purse next to the pilfered undergarments and lipsticks.

Now for the final item: a bottle of perfume called 'Enchanted Evening.' It was kept in a locked glass case—a security measure I hadn't anticipated. Panic fluttered in my chest like a trapped bird.

Approaching the counter, I prayed my voice wouldn't betray me. "Could I try the 'Enchanted Evening'?" I asked the woman behind the counter, feigning interest in buying it.

She smiled, her nametag glinting under the bright store lights. "Of course," she chirped, unlocking the case with practiced ease.

As she handed me the tester bottle, her phone rang — a stroke of luck. She excused herself for just a moment, leaving me alone with the unlocked case.

I didn't hesitate. As soon as her back was turned, I grabbed not just the tester but also a fresh boxed bottle and slid it into my purse. My heart was racing so fast now that it felt like it was trying to pound its way out of my ribcage.

"Thank you," I called out after her as she walked away to take her call. "I'll think about it!"

I moved swiftly towards the exit now; Ginny's list completed and hidden within my bag's depths. And when I made outside the doors and into the parking lot with no one coming after me and no one banning me from the store, a smile stretched across my face.

I’d gotten away with it, and all I had to do was dress up like a girl.
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I returned to Christian and Ginny’s house with Ginny’s list of items. Christian was the one who answered the door.

He looked at me, his eyes skimming over the unfamiliar feminine outfit Ginny had picked out. Confusion flickered across his face for a moment before he grinned and leaned against the doorframe with that easy charm of his.

"Hey there, Wendy, you come back for more of my excellent company?" Christian winked, not recognizing me beneath the layers of makeup and borrowed clothes.

My throat tightened as I suppressed the impulse to correct him. "Um, yeah, something like that," I managed, my voice pitched higher than usual.

Christian took a step closer, his eyes locked on mine in a way that sent an unexpected shiver down my spine. He reached out and brushed a stray lock of hair from my face, his fingers grazing my cheek. "You know, you're quite the mystery girl," he murmured.

I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks, a strange mix of discomfort and vanity swirling within me. I wasn't gay, but the attention was... nice. It was all so wrong yet so affirming in a twisted way.

Before I could decide how to extricate myself from the situation, the sound of footsteps came thundering down the stairs, and Ginny burst into the foyer. Her eyes narrowed at the sight of Christian's hand still lingering far too close to what he believed was a girl named Wendy.

"Christian! Hands off!" Ginny snapped as she marched over to us. She glared at her brother with protective fierceness before turning her gaze to me. "Let's go upstairs; I have things to show you."

Grateful for her intervention, yet still oddly regretful to be pulled away from Christian's misdirected affection, I let Ginny lead me away from a sheepishly retreating Christian up to her bedroom sanctuary.

Once inside her room with the door firmly closed behind us, Ginny's mood shifted from territorial sister to excited conspirator. "So? Did you get everything?"

I opened my purse and pulled out item after item—the lipstick, the earrings, the panties, and lastly the stolen bottle of 'Enchanted Evening' perfume. Ginny's eyes lit up as she inspected each one.

"You are amazing, Wendy!" she exclaimed before correcting herself with a laugh. "Sorry, Wes—I mean Wes."

I couldn't help but chuckle too; it seemed even Ginny had gotten caught up in her own scheme.

"How was it?" she asked as she carefully tucked the loot into her drawer.

Easy," I said with a shrug that felt more like Wendy's than Wes's at this point.

Ginny shook her head in disbelief. "You're a natural; I still can't believe no one recognized you."

There was something unsettling about how easily I'd slipped into this other skin — how willingly people accepted me as someone else entirely.

“Do you mind if I keep the clothes for a little while longer? There’s one more place I want to take it.”

“Of course. Hell, you can keep them forever. I never liked that outfit much, anyway.”

I felt oddly comforted by the idea of tucking this little outfit away in my closet and saving it for a rainy day. “Thanks,” I said.

"Anytime.”

Downstairs, Christian was on the sofa as if he’d been waiting for my return. Christian glanced up from his phone as I descended the stairs, and a smile creased his face, one that held a boyish hope I'd never seen directed at me before.

“Hey, Wendy,” he began, setting the phone aside and standing up. It was weird how my name on his lips sounded so different. “Can I ask you something?”

Here it came—the moment I'd been dreading and anticipating all at once. I could feel Ginny's expectant eyes boring into my back, urging me to hurry up and leave. I stayed as Wendy, though, with her casual grace and easy smile. “Sure, what's up?”

Christian shuffled his feet, the charming façade giving way to a nervous vulnerability that made him seem younger somehow. “Would you want to go out some time? Maybe grab a coffee or catch a movie? You just... you seem really cool.”

My heart thrummed in my chest—a mix of panic and something akin to guilt. How do you turn down your best friend without revealing your biggest secret? “I’ll have to think about it,” Wendy’s voice said.

A flicker of disappointment shone in his eyes before he masked it with another grin. “No pressure,” he quipped, “but let me know, okay?”

I nodded—less because Wendy would’ve nodded and more because Wes didn't trust his voice not to betray him. “Yeah, I… I’ll do that.”

Ginny was by the door now, a smirk playing on her lips as she opened it for me. She gave me an encouraging nudge—a silent reminder that we had pulled off our little heist and would now make our escape.

“Bye Christian,” I said with a wave that felt more flirtatious than I intended.

“Bye Wendy,” he called back after me.

As Ginny closed the door behind me and I stepped out into the cool evening air, I shook my head in disbelief—it was all so absurd. Here I was, Wesley Carter, the kid who couldn't get a date to save his life, strutting down the street in heels after having unintentionally charmed Christian as Wendy.

But I couldn’t focus on that now. Now, it was time to go after the thing that made me dress up in the first place: shoplifting Titan Tombs.
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I stood outside the electronics store, my heart pounding against my chest like a frantic drum solo.

As I stepped through the sliding doors, my eyes met Carol's almost immediately. She was stacking boxes near the counter, and even from here I could see her eyes narrow as she took in my appearance. I wondered if she remembered me—or rather, she remembered Wes.

"Can I help you with anything?" Carol asked as she approached me, her voice tinged with suspicion.

"Just browsing," I replied in the softest pitch I could manage without sounding unnatural.

"Well, let me know if you need anything," Carol said, but instead of walking away, she kept close, watching me like a hawk.

I moved toward the gaming section with feigned casualness, glancing at titles I had no interest in. My pulse raced as I edged closer to Titan Tombs. It looked pristine—so close yet guarded by an ever-watchful Carol.

Without warning, she stepped away to assist another customer who had called her over. This was it—my moment. In what seemed like a dance choreographed by fate itself, my hand slipped into my purse and out again with the game secured within its depths.

I headed towards the exit with my heart in my throat, each step feeling heavier than the last until—

"Excuse me." The voice stopped me in my tracks just feet from freedom. Her hand came next, an authoritative grip on my shoulder spinning me around. “Come with me, please.”

I should’ve ran. I mean, what could she really have done to stop me? But I worried about tripping in my heels or her following me to my car. So against my better judgment, I followed Carol all the way to a room in the back where she locked the door behind us.

“Empty your purse, please.”

“Why?”

“Because you stole something. And I told you. You are banned from this store.”

I swallowed and handed over my purse. “How did you recognize me?” So far, she’d been the only one that had. Not even my best friend, Christian, had who was flirting with me just moments ago.

“Because I eat men like you for lunch. I recognized that lanky body immediately. And your lips, even with that makeup on, they’re so unique. I could just…” There was a fire in her eyes that she immediately extinguished.

“You could just what?”

The fire returned. “Sink my teeth into.”

That was all it took for my dick to harden. And I couldn’t hide it under my skirt. She noticed immediately and smirked. She unzipped my purse and found the game, but she didn’t reprimand me at first.

“How about I make you a deal?”

“What…what kind of deal?”

“You do whatever I say and I won’t press charges. Not only that, but I’ll let you keep the game.”

I swallowed. Could it be this easy? “Well, what is it that you want?”

She flashed a mischievous grin. “You. Like that. Right now.”

“What do you mean?” My dick was getting harder and my heart was racing faster than ever. This sounded dangerously close to the plot of a porno. Was I going to get to fuck her?

"Take off your skirt," she commanded, her voice low and steady, piercing through the haze of my arousal. "Slowly."

I hesitated, a million conflicting thoughts scrambling for supremacy in my mind. Yet the sight of Carol, standing before me with such authority, sent a thrill down my spine that I couldn't ignore. With trembling fingers, I reached for the zipper of my skirt, the fabric whispering against my skin as I lowered it inch by inch. She watched me with predatory eyes, a small appreciative hum escaping her lips as the skirt pooled around my heels.

"Good girl," she purred. "Now turn around. Bend over. Place your hands on that table."

My face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and excitement as I complied. The cool surface of the table pressed against my palms and I could feel her gaze drilling into me, inspecting her prize.

Carol moved closer, the click of her heels methodical and deliberate. Then I felt her hand gliding up the back of my thigh, pushing aside the fabric of my panties to reveal bare skin.

"You have a lovely ass," she whispered, and then there was a sharp slap that echoed in the small room. I gasped at the sting that quickly melted into warm pleasure.

"Do you like that?" she asked, and without waiting for my response she landed another spank, harder this time.

"Yes..." The word escaped me on an exhale, half-moan, half-plea.

"I think you need to learn some discipline," Carol said as she continued to pepper my rear with occasional slaps. Her other hand roamed freely across my body, teasingly close but never quite touching where I wanted her most.

"And what about you?" I managed to ask between shallow breaths.

"Oh," she chuckled darkly. "I'm going to enjoy teaching you every lesson you deserve."

She stepped back suddenly and rummaged through a drawer behind the counter. When she turned back to me, she held something in her hand – a silk scarf.

"I'm going to blindfold you," Carol stated matter-of-factly as if it were an everyday occurrence to blindfold someone in a store's backroom. "And then we'll really begin."

She tied the scarf snugly around my head, plunging me into darkness. My other senses heightened; the sound of her breathing became a siren's call, and when she finally touched me again – fingertips gliding over my still-tingling skin – I thought I might crumble under the weight of sheer desire.

"Now," Carol's voice was smooth silk wrapped around steel. "Let's see just how obedient you can be."

--

I heard a rustle of fabric, and then feel her leg brush against my arm as she climbed onto the table. She spread her legs around me, and I knew what was expected of me.

"Earn your freedom, pretty thief," she purred in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. "Show me how sorry you are."

I swallowed hard, trying to wet my suddenly-dry mouth. "O-okay," I said shakily, "but I've never done this before." I hated admitting that I was a virgin, but oddly enough, I didn’t want her to be disappointed.

Carol stroked my hair, pulling me close to her pussy. I could feel the heat creep into my cheeks and I was grateful that the dimly lit office masked my flaming embarrassment. I burrowed my face between Carol's thighs as I lapped at her wet folds with growing eagerness.

"Mmm, just like that," she moaned, guiding my head to grind my face against her mound. Her intoxicating scent filled my senses, overpowering the musty smell of the store's back office. The lacey fabric of my panties did nothing to hide my growing arousal.

Carol's thighs trembled, and she dug her fingers into my hair more firmly. "That's it, you little thief," she seethed through gritted teeth. "Eat my pussy like you're begging for forgiveness."

I moaned around her throbbing clit in response, my tongue flicking across it in double time. I never thought this would be my punishment for stealing. And I knew if I’d never dressed up as a woman, this never would’ve been my punishment.

A moment later, Carol cried out, rocking her hips against me. Her arousal spilled onto my tongue and I cleaned her with all the desire of a virgin sucking his first pussy.

Carol untied the scarf around my eyes, giving me a good look at her pussy for the first time. The pubic hair was neatly trimmed, and her folds were slick with spit and arousal.

“I want something else,” she said, out of breath.

“Wh-what?” I stammered while licking my lips.

She climbed off the table, went into a small closet, and pulled out a full-length mirror—the kind that hanged in dressing rooms. She leaned it against the wall and led me over to it, pushing on my shoulders until I dropped to my knees.

“I want to see you stroke yourself to the sight of you dressed as a girl. I want to see you cum to your own reflection.”

I swallowed and stared at the erection tucked inside my panties. I slid my hand inside and grabbed my cock, but Carol stopped me.

“No. Rub yourself from the outside. Pretend you’re a girl.”

With trembling fingers, I stared at the girl in the mirror. She was surprisingly hot and I could see why Christian was into her. Suddenly, thinking about him made me grow harder and it confused me in the most deliciously torturous way.

I cupped my erection through my panties and began to rub myself. Carol knelt behind me and ran her hands up and down my arms, occasionally kissing my neck while whispering her demands. “Just like that,” her voice vibrated against my ear.

My head fell back, my eye’s hooded with desire as I felt the pressure unfurl in my lower belly. I thought about the way Christian had looked at me and the taste of Carol on my lips. I stared at my reflection with a daze that made it shift completely into a girl. A girl who was touching herself. A girl with an older woman behind her, kissing her.

And then I came with a pathetic whimper. I hunched forward, my cum dribbling down into my panties rather than shooting upward.

Carol laughed and gave my ass another spank. “I think that was enough humiliation for today. But I’m not done with you yet.”

Excitement shot through me like lightning. “You’re not?”

“No. You can have your game, but I want you to come back here every week. You’re going to come dressed as a girl and then you’re going to steal something. I’m going to catch you and bring you back to this room. Next time, I’ll be better prepared.”

I exhaled. The thought of coming back here week after week was thrilling even though it shouldn’t have been. But the longer I was dressed up as a girl, and the more commands Carol gave me, the more excited I became.

Now, though. It was time to face Christian as Wes and show him the new game.
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The next day, I knocked on Christian's door with a sense of unease knotting up in my stomach. As soon as he saw me, his face lit up with that familiar grin that seemed to laugh at the world and its troubles. In my hand, I clutched Titan Tombs, its case still crisp and shiny under the warm embrace of the sun.

"Dude, no way! You got it!" Christian's voice cracked slightly as he ushered me into his room, which was a chaotic shrine to all things gaming.

I nodded, a tight-lipped smile concealing the whirlwind of thoughts within. He grabbed the game from me and admired it for a moment before his brow furrowed in confusion.

"But wait," he said, setting the game aside and turning back to me, "I thought you were banned for shoplifting last time? How did you get away with it?"

At that question, I felt the weight of my secret press down on me like an anchor. I hesitated, shrugging nonchalantly. "I have my ways," I muttered, trying to sound casual.

Christian's eyes narrowed playfully. "Come on, spill. Did your uncle hook you up? Or did you find some crazy online deal?"

There it was—the moment of truth. But the thought of admitting the lengths I had gone to made my mouth feel like it had been stuffed with cotton. Could I really tell him that the pretty girl he'd been flirting with the other day—the one he’d asked out on a date—was actually me?

The image came unbidden: myself in front of the mirror in Ginny’s room before going out, wrestling into a borrowed dress that wasn't meant for broad shoulders and flat chests. Me, wearing makeup. Me, teetering uncomfortably on heels while trying my best to mimic the graceful gait that didn't come naturally.

Somehow I'd managed to pull it off—that was until Carol had caught me stealing. But now I had Christian to deal with. I knew I could never dress up around him again.

"No," I began slowly, weighing each word like they were gold dust slipping through my fingers. "Not exactly."

Christian waited expectantly.

I drew in a deep breath but couldn't quite bring myself to confess. The embarrassment was too fresh; the potential ridicule too sharp. Instead, I crafted a half-truth—one that would satisfy his curiosity without exposing mine.

"I may have found a disguise," I said vaguely. "You know how security only looks out for suspected faces."

His eyes gleamed with mischief and approval. “Man, you’re like a ninja! You gotta teach me sometime,” he laughed, oblivious to the depth of my deception.

I laughed too, but it rang hollow in my ears as we sat down to play Titan Tombs together. Yet even as we embarked on virtual quests and battled digital monsters, I couldn't shake off the unsettling feeling that this other quest—the quest to understand who I was—had only just begun.
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Just like Carol had asked me to, I’d returned the next week. This time, I borrowed a new outfit from Ginny, but donned the same wig and makeup as before. Carol saw me instantly and a smile curled into her cheeks. I pretended to peruse the gaming aisle before slipping a random game into my purse.

Just then, a man bumped into me, knocking my purse onto the floor. Out spilled the game and when I bent down to pick it up, so did the man. When I looked up, I recognized his face. It was Christian.

“Wendy,” he exhaled, his eyes sweeping over my face like he wanted to kiss me right then and there. Our fingers had brushed together like in the movies and my heart was in my throat.

Carol unknowingly came to my rescue, saying, “Ma’am, I’m afraid you’re going to have to come with me.”

Christian realized then that Wendy had been stealing. Being the puppy in love that he was, he tried to cover for me. “It was my fault,” he told Carol. “I put her up to it. I told her to take the game.”

Carol’s expression was one of shock. She knew I wasn’t really stealing this time, but playing our little game. But she also knew that Christian wasn’t really stealing either. Confused, she stumbled over her next few words. “I’ll let you off this time,” she warned. “But if I see you in here again,” her eyes bore down on me, “you’ll be sorely punished.”

That was my cue to leave and come back another time. I was disappointed. All this dressing up and I wouldn’t get my punishment from Carol, all because Christian caught me.

“Here,” he said. “Let me help you up.”

I reluctantly took his hand and rose to my feet. Christian held the game in his fingers and studied it. “This is a good one,” he said, swiping a hand through his dark hair. “I didn’t know you played.”

“Um, yeah,” I said, “I do.”

Christian’s eyes searched mine and then horror flashed across them as he took a step back. “No. No, no, no.” He left me then and headed through the doors.

I followed him out, still wondering if it was safe to tell him who I really was. It appeared he’d figured it out, but what if I was wrong and unknowingly revealed my secret?

We were in the parking lot now under the hot sun when he turned back to me. “Wes? God, how stupid am I? Why did you let me flirt with you? To humiliate me? Do you hate me that much?”

My hand touched his arm and he stiffened in my grip. “No. I just…I didn’t know what to do.”

“You could’ve told me.”

“I would’ve! But you caught me before I could. I didn’t know how you’d take it, and you’d already started flirting with me. I don’t know…”

Customers filed in and out of the store and I decided to lower my voice and choose my words carefully.

“So what?” he asked, “Are you here to steal more games?”

I chewed my lip, deciding honesty was the best policy moving forward. “Carol caught me, even with this disguise. She caught me last week when I took Titan Tombs.”

“She caught you? Then how did you get it?”

“She punished me and then let me keep the game.”

“Punished you? Like, what? You got arrested?”

I looked around at all the people. Some of them were starting to stare now. I took Christian’s hand and led him down an alleyway. “No,” I told him. “She…did things…sexually.”

“Took advantage of you? That’s illegal…”

“I wouldn’t say that exactly…she offered me the game as a reward. If I did what she said. I couldn’t said no.”

“Yeah, and then she probably would’ve pressed charges.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, maybe. It doesn’t change that I wanted to do those things.”

“Like hwat? What did you do?”

I swallowed. I’d been a total virgin until now so I’d never discussed my sexual adventures. “Well, um…I ate her out. And then I…um…touched myself while looking at my reflection. She watched the whole thing. Then she told me to come back every week dressed as a girl pretending to steal something.”

Christian put two and two together. “So you weren’t really stealing today? You were just pretending?”

I nodded.

“And what if I hadn’t caught you? Would you ever have told me your little secret?”

I frowned. “Probably not.”

“What if I kept seeing you? And you never told me? Fuck, I asked you out, Wes!”

“I know, I know. I’m sorry.”

Christian began pacing and swiping his hands through his hair. “I’m so confused. Because…well because you’re really fucking hot. Fuck. What does that mean? Does that make me gay?”

“No. At least…I don’t think so. You’re attracted to a woman.”

“But you’re not a woman.”

I swallowed, not sure if I should admit that I was more comfortable in these clothes than I’d ever been in my own skin. “To every sense in your body, I am.”

Christian’s eyes landed hard on mine. “I want to kiss you so badly. What the hell is wrong with me?”

I pressed myself up against the wall and glanced down the alleyway. No one was passing by, making me feel a little more secure. “So kiss me.”

Christian swallowed then took a step toward me. His hand was shaking as it cupped my face. His lips were quivering as they came closer. For a moment, I thought he’d pull away. I thought he’d stop talking to me forever. But I was wrong. His lips met mine and my body burned with heat.

His kiss felt better than it should’ve.

His body pressed against mine and I could feel the hardness of his dick press against my thigh. I wondered if he could feel the hardness of mine. His hands roamed over my body, and when they reached my breasts he paused.

“So…what are these?”

I chuckled. “Socks.”

“Who helped you with this?”

I frowned. I didn’t want to say, but he put it together.

“That’s why you were at my house. That’s why you were with Ginny.”

“I stole some things for her to pay her back for helping me. I just wanted to get free shit like Cynthia. I never meant to deceive you, I swear. But once you started flirting with me…I don’t know. Something clicked. Something felt right. I liked feeling like a girl.”

“Show me,” he said, his hands moving to his jeans. “Show me how much you like feeling like a girl.”

His jeans lay there unzip, his briefs peeking through. I licked my lips and dropped to my knees, glancing one more time down the alley to make sure no one could see. I reached into his briefs and pulled out his fully engorged cock. It was long and thick, but most importantly, it was his.

I stroked him at first, nice and slow. The moans that slipped between his lips sent a shiver through me. I felt like a dirty slut in this alleyway about to service a man for the first time, but I also felt like a lover about to lose my virginity to my best friend.

I parted my lips, my gaze fixed on Christian’s. I opened my mouth wide, wider than I ever thought possible and slowly enveloped his member. His cock slid past my lips, the head of it hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, but Christian stroked my hair gently, urging me on.

I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of his cock in my mouth, the fact that this was Christian and only Christian. My handsome best friend. We were here now, in this seedy alley, and he was thrusting into my mouth with abandon.

My other hand found its way to my cock, rubbing at my hardness through the fabric of my skirt. The moans coming from both of us echoed off the walls, but we didn’t care. This moment was ours and ours alone.

His hips began to move faster as did my hand over my dick beneath the skirt. The feel of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth was enough to send me over the edge too, but I wanted him to cum first. Christian’s words echoed in my mind: “Show me how much you like feeling like a girl.”

I moaned around his cock, using vibrations to bring him even closer to the edge. His thrusts became erratic as he gripped my hair tighter. It hurt a little but not enough to make me stop. On the contrary, it fueled me on even more.

“Fuck,” Christian panted above me as he came with a roar, shooting his hot load down my throat. I swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste of him in my mouth. I pulled back and stood up, wiping the stray remnants of his seed from my chin.

Christian gripped my face and pushed me back against the wall with a kiss that was hot enough to burn down the entire building. His tongue was in my mouth, exploring his own taste. Then he spun me around until I faced the rough bricks and he pushed my body up against it.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he whispered into my ear, “that you won’t even remember Wes’s name.”

Christian lifted my skirt and tugged my panties to the side. This was it. Maybe I really was gay after all. Or maybe I wasn’t…maybe I was a girl who would find out she liked guys. It really didn’t matter. All that mattered was that I wanted Christian as much as he wanted me.

So I pushed my hips back against him, feeling his length slide between my cheeks. Christian paused for a moment, as if savoring the anticipation that prickled between us. Then, with a firmness that made my knees buckle, he entered me. I groaned, my voice a mix of pleasure and pain as I adjusted to his size. He filled me completely, stretching me in ways I had never imagined.

His hands grasped my hips, holding me steady as he began to move. Each thrust sent waves of ecstasy through my body, and I braced myself against the cool brick wall, desperate for something solid to anchor me.

The alleyway faded away as we moved together; there was only the sound of our bodies slapping together, the panting breaths escaping my lips, and the soft curses Christian whispered each time he drove into me.

My hand snaked down under my skirt again, finding my own aching cock. As Christian pounded into me with increasing fervor, I stroked myself in rhythm with his thrusts. The dual assault was intense—overwhelming—and I knew I wouldn't last long.

The growls emanating from Christian grew more guttural as he approached his own climax. "You feel so good," he rasped out as his movements became more desperate. "You're mine, Wendy."

That declaration was all it took to send me spiraling over the edge. Pleasure exploded within me, and I came hard, my release coating my hand and spilling onto the ground beneath us.

Moments later, Christian followed suit. His body tensed against mine as he found his own release inside me. With a groan that echoed through the enclosed space, he emptied himself inside my body.

He stayed there for a few heartbeats, our labored breathing the only sound in the otherwise silent alleyway. Slowly, he pulled out and turned me around to face him. Our eyes met—a stormy mix of confusion and understanding swirling between us.

Christian leaned in and kissed me gently this time, a stark contrast to the rough passion from before.

As we fixed our disheveled clothes and regained our composure, I realized we had crossed a line from which we couldn't return. And perhaps deep down inside, neither of us wanted to.
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That night, I went to Christian’s house to play our new favorite game, Titan Tombs, still dressed up like a girl. I was starting to get used to this second skin in a way that made me never want to take it off.

As the game loaded, Christian tossed me a controller, his eyes flitting over my outfit—a skirt paired with knee-high socks that Ginny had insisted were all the rage. My cheeks felt hot under his gaze, but his smile told me everything I needed to know. He liked Wendy just as much as he liked Wes.

“Ready to get your butt kicked?” I teased, selecting my character—a nimble rogue who reminded me too much of myself at this point.

“In your dreams,” he shot back, grinning as he chose a burly warrior. His fingers danced over the controller with practiced ease.

The game began, and we were immediately thrust into the familiar dance of battle and strategy. It felt good to lose ourselves in this virtual world where the biggest concern was whether our avatars would survive the next dungeon.

“You know,” Christian said, voice casual but eyes intense on the screen, “You make a pretty cute girl.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Only cute?” I retorted, trying to sound playful while my insides fluttered.

He chuckled. “Beautiful then. Happy?”

Before I could respond, Ginny walked by Christian’s room, pausing in the doorway with a raised brow as she took in the scene—her brother and me, sitting cross-legged on his bed surrounded by a fortress of pillows and snacks.

“He knows,” I said simply with a smile toward her.

Her expression softened from surprise to something warmer—affection mixed with approval—as she realized the gravity of what lay beneath my words. Christian didn’t just see Wendy; he saw Wes, and he embraced both with an open heart.

Ginny’s smile grew wider. “Good for you two,” she whispered before continuing down the hall.

After a moment of silence filled only by the sound effects emanating from the TV speakers, Christian paused the game and looked over at me seriously. “Is this okay?” he asked earnestly. “Us... like this?”

It was one thing for Ginny to help me dress up and another for us to be together like this—but it felt right. More than right.

“It feels perfect,” I admitted, feeling a warm glow in my chest that had nothing to do with the wine-red lipstick or the contouring Ginny had so expertly applied. “I think this is who I am... who we are together.”

Christian set his controller down and scooted closer until our knees touched. The contact sent an electric spark through me that had nothing to do with static.

“What about the store manager?” Christian asked. “Are you going to um…keep seeing her?”

“Not if you don’t want me to,” I said.

“No, no. It’s not that. I mean…do you want to? Did you…um…enjoy yourself?”

My cheeks flared with heat. I didn’t want to admit it to him, but I had enjoyed myself. Reluctantly, I nodded.

Christian smiled. “Then you should keep seeing her. Maybe you could…um…tell me what you guys do. It could be foreplay for us…or whatever.”

I smiled. “Yeah. Sure. That sounds fun.”

“I just want you to be happy,” he said softly, reaching out to tuck a stray wig hair behind my ear.

“I am,” I replied sincerely. “With you? I’m incredibly happy.”

A contented silence settled between us like a cozy blanket. Picking up our controllers once again, we resumed our game. But it wasn’t just Titan Tombs we were navigating now; it was the new level of our relationship—a level neither of us had played before but one we were both eager to explore together.

The next time I saw Carol, she asked me about the guy I’d been with. “I think he might be my boyfriend,” I told her once we’d gone to the back room.

“Oh, yeah?” she asked, taking my purse from me and emptying the contents to find a game I’d pretended to steal. “Have you let him fuck you yet?”

I nodded, wondering if I should be telling her this.

“Good,” she said, pulling a large dildo from the top drawer of a filing cabinet. “Then you should be more than ready to handle this.”

I smiled. I felt more than ready to handle anything now.


HIGHEST BIDDER


“This can’t be happening.”

Corey stood behind the curtain, peering out at the crowded gymnasium as he waited in the wings and muttered to himself.

The thumping bass of pop music vibrated through the floor, mingling with the murmurs and raucous laughter of eager girls hollering and jeering.

His soccer teammates jostled him from side to side, their grins wide and mischievous as the sounds of the host’s static-laden microphone and thunderous applause sounded from behind the curtain.

"Ready, bro?" said Jake, clapping him on the back. “It’s just some harmless fun.”

"It's for charity, dude! What's the worst that could happen?" Ricky added. “Some desperate girl is gonna’ ‘buy’ you for a day and you know what that means; you’ll probably end up getting to fuck her all day long—like a gigolo or something,” Ricky said, bursting into laughter.

“He wishes,” Jake bickered. “The girls out there are way hotter this year, bro.”

“Really?” Ricky said, looking through the curtain. “Holy shit,” he said. “Lucky bastard! Some punishment,” the soccer player scoffed.

“Just because the girls are hot doesn’t mean they aren’t freaky or weird,” Jake reminded his buddy.

“Sign me up for freaky, bro,” Ricky grinned.

The fear inside Corey’s body momentarily turned to curiosity and excitement, imagining himself getting ‘bought’ by some beautiful girl, only to have her suck his dick all day long.

The quartet of soccer players sneered with laughter, giving Corey playful shoves as the bashful, slender teen suddenly felt smaller than ever.

He knew his teammates were full of it; if the auction ever truly yielded such great rewards, they wouldn't have to scramble for participants each year. And his buddies certainly wouldn't have deemed it a fitting punishment for his missed goal.

Worried his buddies were setting him up for disaster, Corey swallowed and took a deep breath, waiting to step out onto the catwalk stage and become the center of attention in what felt more like an execution than harmless fun.

The eighteen-year-old couldn’t believe he’d let his freshman teammates wrangle him into this mess.

Though it was his first year at the university, Corey had already heard all about the infamous charity auction, cheekily dubbed ‘Captive for a Day,’ with a tropical-island and pirate theme.

Single guys signed up, and girls from campus—as well as older, female alumnae—would bid on them in a spectacle similar to a bachelor auction. The winning bidder would ‘own’ her ‘captive’ for a day of her choosing, making him do whatever she desired.

Though the guys who ended up becoming the ‘captors’ were not forced to do anything against their will, refusing the winning bidder's desires was highly discouraged, to the point that those who defied their "captors" faced college discipline.

Because of the importance of attracting donors and alumna to bid in the auctions, it was made quite clear to the college boys participating, that they would face stiff penalties for any disobedience, to the point where even athletes would even face suspension from a few games.

Though the juvenile fantasies of most guys on campus to be “owned” by a beautiful woman interested many guys, the threat of such consequences kept most of them from signing up in the first place.

And the ones who did were usually desperate, lonely nerds hoping that a girl might buy them and use them in sexual ways.

But everyone knew that never happened.

Instead, the winning bidder typically subjected her ‘captive’ to a day of wearing humiliating signs, or handing out pamphlets door-to-door for local feminist organizations—or, for the older and wealthier alumna, working for free for a day at her boutique spa or clothing store or wherever else.

Nobody had ever heard of a guy entering the auction and ending-up as the sex slave of a gorgeous sorority girl or a MILF alumna.

Though Corey would never have signed himself up for the humiliating affair, his teammates had done it for him.

Since signing up and backing out was also means for academic discipline, they knew Corey would have little choice but to go through with the embarrassment.

Corey knew he deserved it, in a way.

He had missed the game-winning penalty shot in the team’s opening match for the new season.

And now, the team considered the auction to be a small bit of payback for Corey; a sort of rookie hazing.

Typically, the rookies would be lambasted in other, less public, ways. But, thanks to how well the situation aligned with the annual charity auction, Corey was not so lucky.

Corey forced a smile, his stomach in knots. Images of lining up for the penalty kick flooded his mind. He replayed the moment endlessly, desperate to rewrite the past and escape his current predicament. Now, here he was, standing in the wings of the charity auction, forced to face the consequences of his mistakes.

"Number 8!" The announcer's voice boomed through the microphone, snapping him back to reality. "Corey Mathers, come on out!” the voice said.

Corey stumbled from behind the curtain, as the bright lights made it hard to see much beyond the first few rows of faces.

He winced and adjusted himself as the host continued, “Who wants to take this soccer boy ‘captive’ for a day? Ladies?”

The crowd erupted in cheers and applause as Corey managed an awkward smile.

“Corey is a freshman, new to campus and one of our very own Trojan soccer players. He might be a small guy, but he’s quite a cutie!” the host continued.

The freshman was taken aback by the enthusiastic response, having braced himself for silent, cold disinterest from the beautiful girls in the audience.

Though Corey was a beautiful college boy, he was not what girls found to be sexy. At five feet and three inches, he was too short, too slender, and too ‘pretty’ for the girls around campus, who all seemed to clamor for the big, brawny athletes, just as they had back in high school.

Yet there in the audience, gorgeous girls—the sort who rarely paid him the time of day—seemed to erupt with excitement over his presence on the catwalk stage.

"And we have our first bid—$50? Yes 'ma’am," called the announcer with excitement. “Come on, ladies; get him while he’s hot!”

Corey's heart raced as small bids rolled in, and the tally climbed higher and higher. He caught glimpses of eager bidders raising their paddles and felt like his head was spinning from the chaos of the moment.

"Goodness, ladies. You must have a real thing for soccer boys! Do I hear $2,000 from any of our prestigious alumnae or female donors? Come on, ladies. He’s ready to be your captive for the day!" The host continued to make small talk, until a paddle rose and a voice crooned, “$5,000.”

“Oh, wow!” The host said. Her wide eyes scanned the audience as she smiled and nodded.

Silence fell over the room like a thick fog as everyone turned to see who had placed such an extravagant bid. Gazes centered upon a beautiful, older woman in the back of the audience, her paddle held high and an unmistakable smirk on her lips.

"Going once... going twice… to Miss Langdon for $5,000!” the host gushed, as the audience roared with cheers and applause.

Corey looked at the sorority girls near the stage who looked somewhat defeated and gave Corey playful little waves goodbye.

Unable to see the face of the woman who had “won” him, Corey felt defeated, too, to not have a chance to go home with one of the utterly gorgeous girls who had placed smaller, earlier bids for him.

Corey’s teammates hollered with glee, but his stomach dropped like a stone. The curtain closed behind him as he made his way offstage, congratulated by several pats on the back and bemused snickers.

“Dude, that chick was smoking hot,” Jake said to him.

“Really?” Corey said. “I didn’t see her at all.”

As the group of soccer players laughed and jeered, their little party was suddenly interrupted.

Miss Langdon approached the boys with measured steps, her heels clicking rhythmically against the gym floor. She looked more stunning—and intimidating—than Corey could have ever expected. The woman was tall—nearly six feet, in fact. Her hourglass figure was taut inside a charcoal-grey business suit, with a knee-length skirt that showed off a hint of her delicious legs. Her hair was dark and silky, flowing down over the voluptuous chest contained in her grey business top.

Her eyes were cool, greyish blue and seemed as assertive and confident as any big-city CEO. The woman seemed, appropriately, ready to conduct business, without a moment for nonsense.

Her eyes held an amused glint—and her brow arched slightly—as she extended her hand.

"Hello again, Corey," she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace. "I knew we'd meet again."

Corey swallowed hard and took her hand reluctantly. “Um, do we… do we know each other?”

Corey’s buddies quickly made for the exits, leaving the blonde soccer player all alone in the backstage with Miss Langdon, who towered over him with an air of dominance.

Her grip was firm as she pulled him closer, her breath warm against his ear when she whispered,

Without answering Corey’s question, the woman said, "Tonight, at ten o’clock sharp—my penthouse in the Baldwin tower. You will be there and your twenty-four hours will start, then."

She paused long enough for her words to sink in before pulling away with a satisfied smile.

"Don't be late," she added with a wink.

“I… tonight? I thought it would start, um… maybe in a few days?” Corey asked.

Miss Langdon’s lips turned downward at the corners before a smile pulled them up like stage-curtains.

“I believe the arrangement is that I decide your time. And I’ve decided you will be my ‘captive’ starting tonight at ten,” she smiled. “That gives you three hours to prepare yourself. I want you to go home and shower yourself very well—and shave all your body-hair. Is that understood?”

Corey couldn’t believe his ears. “Wh—what?” he asked, on the verge of laughter.

“Is there a problem, young man? Do we need to go see Coach Kilmer? I certainly hope not, because he would be rather embarrassed to find that his new soccer player is being difficult for one of the school’s top donors. I doubt that would look very nicely for you?”

Corey swallowed silently. The woman looked to be about forty or forty-five. She was not like the girls Corey was used to interacting with—insecure and quiet. Miss Langdon knew what she wanted, and she expected it from Corey without delay.

The blonde knew he was bound to obey the woman. With a quiet nod, he decided that it would, indeed, be better to obey Miss Langdon than take the gamble.

To him, it seemed a minor inconvenience to shave off all his body-hair, but it left him with far more questions than answers as to what he would be doing for the woman for the next twenty-four hours.

“Why do I need to do that?” Corey asked, before clearing his throat nervously. “Not that I won’t do it—I will. I just, I don’t understand.”

“Yes,” Miss Langdon said with a glare and a subtle grin. “You will.”

With that, she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving Corey standing there confused. As she made her way to the doorway, she turned and added, “I want you smooth all over. I’d better not find one hair anywhere on you except the top of your head.”

Corey, again, almost felt like laughing as the woman disappeared. He wondered if what had just happened… had actually happened. Had he dreamt it? It seemed far too surreal to be true; a smoking-hot older woman arrives and tells him to shave all of his body—and then disappears without a single word of elaboration?

Corey shook his head and laughed for a moment, but almost as quickly as his gut-reaction toward humor, was the dread that whatever Miss Langdon had planned for him, it would not be typical.

As he walked back to his dorm that night, Corey's mind raced with what awaited him in only a couple of hours. He knew he’d need to rush back and get to work “preparing” himself, for fear of showing up late to the Baldwin Towers.

Heaving a deep breath through pursed lips, Corey steeled himself for whatever lay ahead as he marched back to the Crandall Hall dormitory.
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Corey stood at the base of Baldwin Towers, his heart pounding within his chest. The towering structure reached high into the sky, its reflective windows giving it an ominous sheen in the twilight. He took a deep breath and stepped into the lobby, glancing nervously around at the opulence that surrounded him.

The doorman nodded politely as Corey approached, directing him to the elevator with a gesture.

Corey's legs felt like jelly as he waited for the lift to arrive. He glanced at his reflection in the polished metal doors, barely recognizing himself without his usual scruff. He had done as Miss Langdon asked—showering and shaving every inch of his body until he was as smooth as a newborn.

When the elevator dinged and opened, Corey hesitated for a split second before stepping inside.

The ride up felt interminable, each floor passing with a soft chime that increased his anxiety tenfold. With every passing second, he grew more confused and fearful of what Miss Langdon had planned for him.

Why did she want him completely hairless? His mind raced with possibilities, none of them comforting.

A soft chime announced his arrival at her penthouse. The doors slid open to reveal a lavish foyer. He stepped out hesitantly, feeling the plush carpeting underfoot, and approached the door marked 4500. He raised a trembling hand and knocked softly.

The door swung open almost immediately, revealing Miss Langdon clad in a form-fitting black dress that accentuated every curve of her lithe figure.

Her stern yet beautiful face softened into a wicked smile when she saw him.

"Right on time," she purred, stepping aside to let him in.

Corey swallowed hard and stepped into her living room, marveling at its elegance. Expensive art adorned the walls, and sleek modern furniture filled the space. He couldn't help but admire Miss Langdon's taste—and her beauty.

"Sit," she ordered, pointing to an ornate chaise lounge in the center of the room.

Corey obeyed instantly, sinking into the plush seat while she took her place opposite him in an elegant armchair. Her eyes bore into him with an intensity that made him squirm.

"You dated a girl named Holly Richmond during high school," she began without preamble.

Corey blinked in shock, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Holly had been one of his only girlfriends in high school; a sweet girl he thought he'd left far behind when he graduated, especially considering they had only dated for one year—junior year.

"I—yes, I did," he stammered. “How did you know that?”

Miss Langdon's eyes narrowed slightly. "Do you remember how you failed her?"

“How I… what? What is going on?” Corey asked.

“Holly is my niece,” Miss Langdon explained. “There. I answered your question, and now you can answer mine.”

Corey's heart sank at her words. Scenes from his past flashed before his eyes—the jeers from his friends as they taunted Holly for her quirky fashion sense and love of anime. He had stood by doing nothing, too cowardly to defend her against their cruelty. Even worse, he’d participated, making fun of Holly behind her back, under the peer pressure of his buddies who found Holly ugly and boring.

At the time, when Holly discovered on Corey’s phone that he had been making fun of her to his buddies, and even complaining about how boring she was, she confronted him and laid bare her horror. Afterwards, she refused to speak to Corey, again, giving him nothing more than a cold-shoulder anytime she passed him in the hallway at school.

Corey had been plagued with guilt ever since he and Holly broke up and went their separate ways.

He had tried—and failed—to reconcile with her more than a few times. Since arriving at college, he thought about Holly often, feeling more alone than ever. The loneliness echoed the way he felt when he moved to a new town and started his freshman year of high school. Holly had been one of the few girls to treat him decently, despite his short stature and soft features.

"I... I don’t know what you’re talking about," he muttered weakly.

“Oh, you don’t? Are you sure about that? You don’t recall breaking my niece’s heart, saying awful things about her behind her back while you two were dating?” Miss Langdon snapped.

Corey took a deep breath, though his nerves continued to build.

“I… I messed up. I know I did. I tried to apologize to her. I honestly liked her, but my friends at school, they were… they were assholes. We aren’t even friends anymore, because of it,” Corey explained.

“Mmhm,” Miss Langdon nodded. “Blaming it on somebody else, I see?”

Corey shook his head. “No, it was my fault. I know that. My friends were making fun of Holly and I should have defended her, but I was too worried about what they might think. So, I just… I joined in.”

Corey felt the sting in his voice as he confessed to Miss Langdon.

"And therein lies your problem," Miss Langdon said coldly. "You're not man enough to stand up for your girlfriend." She leaned forward slightly, her gaze piercing into him. "Holly always said you'd make a better girl than a boy—more suited for softness than strength."

Corey’s face flushed with embarrassment and shame at her words. “What? She said that?”

Miss Langdon chuckled and nodded. “Corey, you might’ve broken my niece’s heart—temporarily—but she got over you very quickly when she realized what a sissy you are. She told me all about it—even while the two of you were still dating; about how pretty you were, but how useless you were as a ‘man.’”

Miss Langdon covered her mouth and stifled her laughter, before continuing, “I suppose you weren’t the only one talking about your partner behind their back, hm?”

Corey's heart pounded in his chest as Miss Langdon's words sank in. He couldn't believe his ears, yet the stern determination in her gaze left no room for doubt.

“And that’s why I bought you at the auction,” Miss Langdon said. “My niece knew you were meant to be a beautiful girl—not a boy. And when she told me you would be in the charity auction—thanks to a coincidental placement in the alumni magazine—she suggested I work my magic on you.”

“What do you mean, you 'bought' me at the auction?” Corey stammered, eyes wide with confusion and dread. “It’s just for charity—that’s all.”

Miss Langdon's smile was almost predatory.

“Exactly what I said, Corey. The charity auction? Everyone thinks it's just harmless fun, but it’s not. I bought twenty-four hours of your time—and I intend to use every minute to shape you into what you were always meant to be.”

Corey swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. He had heard about strange things at charity events, but this was beyond anything he could have imagined. “You can't do this,” he whispered desperately.

“Oh, but I can,” Miss Langdon purred, her voice a dangerous lullaby. She moved closer, her elegant presence overwhelming him. “And you know it. I’m one of the University’s most important donors. Sure, you could refuse my ‘help,’ but it really wouldn’t be wise for your college—or soccer—hopes.”

Miss Langdon licked her lips and her eyes flared with excitement. “What can I say? I get my kicks turning sissy boys like you into beautiful girls. I do it every year. Only this year, it seems I will get a big of revenge for my niece.”

Corey felt frozen under her gaze, torn between compliance and rebellion.

But the truth was undeniable: he had agreed to the terms of the auction—or at least, his buddies had, when they signed him up without his knowledge.

Now, facing Miss Langdon's undeniable command, he had no choice but to follow through. Perhaps if it had been a sorority girl or another student who had bought him—somebody with little clout or influence—he could have blown them off and refused to participate.

But Miss Langdon was clearly powerful in their college town, and now Corey was at her mercy.

“Come,” she ordered, turning on her heel and striding towards the master bedroom door without waiting for his response.

Corey's legs felt like lead as he followed her through the opulent penthouse apartment.

When they entered the master bedroom, his breath caught in his throat at the sight before him. The high ceilings loomed overhead like an oppressive sky. The room was swallowed in shades of dark grey and black, with sleek surfaces that gleamed ominously under dim lighting. Deep red velvet curtains adorned the windows, casting an air of sensual decadence over the space.

The bed was immense, draped in intricate black lace and surrounded by plush pillows in crimson and gold. It seemed less a place for rest and more a throne of dominance and desire—perfectly befitting Miss Langdon's aura.

“Strip,” she commanded without hesitation, positioning herself by the foot of the bed where she could observe every move he made.

“R… right here? Right now?” Corey asked, nervous and bashful.

“Of course,” Miss Langdon said, crossing her arms. Her slender, graceful frame was sturdy and attentive as her cool, greyish-blue leer worked over Corey like an old prison-yard spotlight.

Corey couldn’t believe what was happening, or what he’d gotten himself into. But he knew he had little choice. Miss Langdon was in charge, and Corey was hers to use however she pleased.

Does she seriously want to turn me into… a GIRL? He thought, eyeing her. There’s no way. She’s just fucking with me. Shit, maybe if I get naked, she’ll suck my dick or something. At least there’s a chance.

Corey's hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt.

His mind spun with conflicting thoughts. Still, dread battled with a sick thrill at the idea of being helpless before this powerful woman. As each piece of clothing fell away from his slender, athletic body—revealing taut muscles and pale skin—a mixture of vulnerability and arousal grew inside him.

Corey turned away from Miss Langdon and slipped out of his shorts. He followed with his boxers, until he felt the cool air on his ass and knew his rear-end was utterly exposed to Miss Langdon. He wondered what she thought about his round, smooth little butt, or if she could see his balls between his skinny thighs, before he had a chance to hide them.

Corey stepped out of his shorts and took a deep breath. He cupped his hands around his genitals and turned around to face Miss Langdon—exposed and humiliated.

Miss Langdon's eyes raked over him appraisingly. “You’re going to need to move those hands when I come back,” she said, standing up.

She smiled—a cruel twist of pleasure dancing across her lips—and then disappeared into a spacious walk-in closet off to one side.

When she re-emerged moments later, she carried an array of feminizing garments: a skimpy dress in soft pink satin that shimmered under the light; delicate lace stockings; a silky white lingerie bra and matching thong; and finally, a strawberry-blonde wig that looked almost ethereal in its beauty as it shone beneath the sensual lights in the high ceilings of the bedroom.

“Now we’re going to have some real fun. Put these on,” she barked sharply while tossing each item onto the bed and pointing at them, as if an owner demanding its pet to act.

Miss Langdon’s eyes sparkled with an almost predatory delight as she reached into her purse and pulled out a small, pink plastic device. Corey’s eyes widened in confusion at the sight of it, his mind racing to understand what this new accessory could possibly be for.

“What is that?” he asked, despite the weight of nervousness in his voice.

Miss Langdon’s smile broadened as she knelt before him, her graceful hands positioning themselves with practiced precision around his genitals.

“This,” she purred, “is a chastity cage. And it’s going to ensure you’re exactly what I want you to be for the next twenty-four hours.”

Miss Langdon snapped, “Move your hands. Let’s get a look at that penis.”

Corey reluctantly moved his hands to the side and looked down. His cheeks flushed red with embarrassment as Miss Langdon got a close-up view of Corey’s small dick. It was only four inches when hard. When soft, it was not even an inch, proving hopelessly small.

Corey gulped with humiliation. He knew his penis was much smaller than average, and his testicles were no different. He expected Miss Langdon would make great fun out of his shortcomings—and he was right.

“Goodness,” Miss Langdon said, teasing the tip of Corey’s penis with her finger, as though it were some sort of diminutive and adorable animal.

“Please,” Corey muttered.

“It’s so tiny,” she giggled. “I was expecting it to be small, but this?” she continued.

Corey's heart thudded in his chest as he tried to comprehend what she was doing. She began to latch the pink plastic device over his reluctant but still soft penis and scrotum, each movement meticulous and unyielding.

“Now… you don’t need to worry about understanding anything right now,” Miss Langdon said, her tone condescending yet oddly reassuring.

“Just know that this little cage will keep you focused on becoming the pretty girl you were always meant to be.”

As the lock clicked into place with a small brass key that Miss Langdon then dangled teasingly before his widened eyes, Corey felt a dull ache in his penis. His body reacted instinctively to the close proximity of her hands, trying to grow hard but finding itself unable to expand within the confines of the plastic prison.

A throbbing pressure built up inside him, a peculiar blend of discomfort and twisted arousal. The sensation both frustrated and disarmed him; he hated how helpless it made him feel yet couldn’t entirely repel the strange thrill of being under Miss Langdon’s control.

“Look at how tiny you are,” she mocked softly, running her fingertips along the edge of the cage. “Such a small little thing… it’s no wonder you’re better suited as a girl than a man.”

Corey’s cheeks flushed crimson with humiliation. He grit his teeth against the rising shame and anger bubbling within him but found himself unable to tear his gaze away from Miss Langdon's steely eyes.

“You’ll thank me… eventually,” she continued, standing back up and folding her arms across her ample chest.

“You see, when that pathetic excuse for manhood is locked away like this, you have no choice but to embrace what you're truly meant to be.”

Miss Langdon moved closer again, leaning down so her lips were near his ear.

“And don’t think for one second that this cage is coming off anytime soon,” she whispered. “You’ll remain like this until I decide otherwise. Only when I am thoroughly convinced that you've fully accepted your role will I unlock you.”

Corey could feel every inch of skin shivering with mixed emotions—fear and frustration blending seamlessly with an inexplicable arousal.

The way Miss Langdon exerted power over him left him feeling unmoored from reality; he didn’t want any part of this feminization journey, yet something deep inside fluttered at being molded by such an intoxicatingly dominant force.

As he struggled within himself, Miss Langdon began arranging the delicate feminizing garments on the bed with methodical precision.

“Now then,” she said briskly, pointing at each piece once more while maintaining unwavering control. “It’s time for you to get dressed.”

Corey's heart continued to race as Miss Langdon watched him with those piercing eyes, unyielding and full of expectation. The delicate garments laid out on the bed seemed both a source of dread and an inevitable step in his humiliating transformation.

"Come on, now; get dressed," her voice was firm, leaving no room for defiance.

With trembling hands, Corey reached for the first piece—an impossibly frilly, shiny pink dress. The fabric felt cool and smooth against his fingers, its texture foreign and unsettlingly sensual. He hesitated for a moment, swallowing hard as he brought the dress to his chest.

The weight of Miss Langdon’s gaze bore down on him, making refusal seem like an impossible option.

He slipped the dress over his head, feeling the silky material glide down his skin, coming to rest just above his knees.

The hemline was scandalously short, much shorter than anything he had ever worn before. As he adjusted it nervously, the cool air teased at his exposed thighs, sending shivers up his spine.

Next came the lingerie set—a silky, lacey white bra and thong.

Corey’s cheeks burned with humiliation as he picked up the bra, feeling its delicate straps and soft cups.

With clumsy fingers, he lowered the top of the dress and struggled to fasten the bra around his chest. The lace brushed against his nipples, a stark contrast to the roughness of his soccer uniform. It made him feel incredibly vulnerable, each movement heightening his awareness of how exposed he was.

The thong was even worse. He stepped each foot into it and carefully pulled the silky-soft panties up his legs. His dick flared inside its cage as the girlish panties tempted him with dirty thoughts.

All Corey could think about was how such sexy panties would typically arouse him if he saw them clinging around the slender waist of a beautiful girl. Yet, now, he was expected to become that beautiful girl. It was a strange, surreal position to be in.

Slipping it on felt like crossing some irrevocable line. He could feel the thin band nestling between his cheeks and the front tightening around his caged penis. The sensation was bizarrely intimate and mortifying all at once.

What is happening to me? Why do I kind of like this? I mean… sure… it’s horrible and humiliating but… at least the fabric is really nice and soft? Corey thought.

Despite himself, Corey couldn’t deny the strange thrill curling in the pit of his stomach. It was wrong—so deeply wrong—but there was no denying that being forced into these feminine clothes by Miss Langdon held an inexplicable allure.

Corey felt the soft, silky panties hugging around his body; the skimpy little band slipped between his butt cheeks and caressed his asshole with velvet smoothness. Corey couldn’t help but enjoy the sensation of the scantily fabric against his smooth-shaved body.

Miss Langdon watched, arms crossed, as Corey continued onward.

The sheer white stockings were next; they slid up his legs like liquid silk, cool and whisper-soft against his skin.

Each inch upwards seemed to transform him further from who he'd thought himself to be. He smoothed them out with tentative hands, trying not to think about how provocatively they accentuated his slender legs.

Finally, there was the wig—a lush strawberry-blonde cascade of silky strands. Corey’s hands shook as he positioned it over his own hair, adjusting it until it fell naturally around his face and shoulders. The weight of it was strange but surprisingly comforting—like sinking into an unfamiliar role that fit disturbingly well.

As he looked at himself in the tall mirror across from the bed, Corey could scarcely believe what he saw.

A beautiful girl with wide blue eyes stared back at him; her cheeks flushed with a mix of shame and something else he couldn't quite name.

He swallowed with nervousness as Miss Langdon smiled.

He felt emasculated beyond measure—his identity stripped away one piece of clothing at a time. And yet… there was an undeniable beauty in what he saw too; a fragile elegance that woke confusing emotions within him.

Miss Langdon’s reflection appeared behind him in the mirror, her expression one of satisfaction mingled with hunger.

“See?” she whispered softly into his ear—her breath warm against his skin. “Look how beautiful you are now. So much prettier than you were before.”

Corey gulped and peered at his reflection. He couldn’t deny that Miss Langdon was correct. And yet, he hated the fact that she was turning him into a beautiful girl.

I’m straight, he thought, as protest laced his temperament. But it was no use; he would become a pretty girl—Miss Langdon would see to that.

“Now,” Miss Langdon said, clutching Corey’s shoulders. “We need to take care of your makeup,” she smiled.

She turned over her shoulder and said, “Miss Ramirez will help you with this part.”

Corey looked to see a beautiful, older Mexican woman standing in the doorway. He felt more embarrassed than ever, that not one—but two—women now saw him all dressed up as a cutesy girl.

The woman was stout with an expressionless face, as though she had little judgement one way or the other towards Corey or Miss Langdon’s dirty games. She simply brought a silver platter of several cosmetics over and implored Corey to sit at a large vanity in an adjoining room.

Corey followed Miss Ramirez and the woman had him sit on a small, cushioned seat before a large mirror with several bright lights; as if something an actress might sit before while getting prepared for her movie scene.

“Now,” Miss Langdon smiled. “Miss Ramirez will take good care of you. And when she is done, she will send you back out here for the final phase of your transformation.”

Corey followed Miss Ramirez into a small, attached space that looked like the backstage of a movie set. A large vanity was in the center of the wall, with big bulbs lining the mirror.

The woman motioned for Corey to sit on the small, cushioned stool.

Corey obeyed, and Miss Ramirez sad beside him. Her eyes were dark and unyielding as she selected a brush from the silver platter and wasted little time before getting to work on Corey’s face.

Corey’s heart thundered in his chest, every thud a reminder of how out of place he felt in this feminized persona. As the woman worked with swift precision, Corey caught the faint mingling scents of rose and lavender from the various cosmetics she applied.

“Now, Candy,” Miss Ramirez purred, her accent wrapping around the name like a caress, “we will start with a light foundation to balance your complexion."

She lightly dabbed at his face with a sponge soaked in a silky liquid.

The cool sensation against his skin contrasted sharply with the warmth growing inside him—a discomfiting mix of shame, confusion, and something else he couldn't quite name. As she dusted his cheeks with a soft blush, Corey’s eyes flickered to his own reflection. The contrast between his masculine core and this delicate facade was striking.

“Such beautiful skin you have, Candy,” Miss Ramirez said softly, tapping a compact powder over his features.

Corey clenched his fists in his lap, the cushion beneath him feeling like a stage prop for this surreal play.

He wanted to protest, to tell her that he wasn't ‘Candy’, that he was Corey—a man—but the words died in his throat. He bit back a whimper as she began applying eyeliner with deft strokes. The touch was gentle yet invasive, making him feel like an unwilling participant in some ornate transformation ritual.

As Miss Ramirez brushed on mascara, elongating his lashes until they looked almost absurdly feminine, she continued talking.

“You know,” she whispered conspiratorially into his ear, “once we are done here, you will be such a heartbreaker in college. All those handsome boys will be chasing after you.”

Her words struck a chord deep within Corey.

An image flashed in his mind—himself surrounded by the tall, muscular guys from his soccer team; they would be captivated by him, their eyes filled with hunger and desire as they pulled him close.

He imagined their bodies pressing against him; their hands exploring every inch of this new, feminized form.

His breath hitched as Miss Ramirez continued to paint glossy pink lipstick onto his trembling lips.

The scent of vanilla filled the air with each stroke.

An undeniable heat pooled in his core; conflicting emotions surged through him like an unrelenting tide—the humiliation of being seen as nothing but an object of desire mixed with an insidious arousal that left him aching and confused.

"It’s alright," Miss Ramirez cooed softly as if sensing his turmoil. "Look how beautiful you are, now."

Corey's stomach twisted painfully; he felt trapped within this cage of feminine allure that Miss Langdon had created for him—as though every carefully applied cosmetic was another chain binding him to this identity he didn't choose.

He was falling deeper and deeper into his new feminine identity, that he worried he would soon forget who he had been before that night.

“You’re going to make all those boys fall head over heels,” Miss Ramirez teased once more, before adding the final touches—a spritz of delicate perfume that wafted through the air like an intoxicating cloud around him.

The floral scent clung to him as she took a step back to admire her handiwork—a smug smile playing upon her lips. “Perfect.”

“Now,” Miss Ramirez said. “Go ahead and read this sentence, but read it like a girl. Make your voice sound like a girl.”

Corey looked at a small, laminated card that Miss Ramirez handed him.

It read:

‘I AM A BEAUTIFUL EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD GIRL. I FEEL SO PRETTY AND SEXY. I AM READY TO PLEASE MEN AND SUBMIT TO THEIR EVERY DESIRE.’

Corey couldn’t believe the words on the card. Miss Ramirez cleared her throat, and Corey knew he should oblige. He worked his voice into a higher octave and read the card. As he heard himself, sounding like a girl—and saw his reflection—he felt as if he was having an out-of-body experience.

Was it really him sitting there? Or was it, indeed, a beautiful eighteen-year-old girl? Corey had never felt so beautiful and pretty in all his life. He could not believe how much the makeup—and the higher-pitch of his voice, could actually make him seem so convincing, to the point that he barely recognized himself at all.

He felt flush with pink embarrassment as he read the card several times at Miss Ramirez’s behest. Finally, when she nodded with approval, she instructed Corey to stand up.

“You are ready,” she smiled. “When you go back out there, this will be your new voice. Do not change it. It sounds perfect,” she continued.

Corey stared at himself— at Candy—in the mirror one last time before swallowing hard and standing up.

“Go on—Miss Langdon is waiting for you, Candy. You are going to make James very happy, aren’t you?” Miss Ramirez said.

Cody furrowed his brow with confusion as he started out of the bathroom. “James?” he muttered to himself. “Who is James? What did she mean by that?”

Corey stepped out of the vanity closet, each step feeling like a descent into deeper waters.

The short hallway back to the bedroom was dimly lit, a soft murmur of classical music floating through the air as he made his way back.

The scent of tobacco and vanilla enveloped him like a fog, mingling with his own floral perfume in an intoxicating mix that made his head swim.

He hesitated at the threshold, taking a deep breath before pushing open the door.

The room was even more lavishly decorated than he remembered from moments before, with details that he had not noticed, before—plush velvet drapes framing large windows, ornate red-framed mirrors reflecting the soft glow of chandeliers hanging directly above the bed.

Thick, rich rugs covered the grey-stained hardwood floor. And, of course, the enormous four-poster bed stood at the center like a throne.

Miss Langdon stood beside it, her sharp eyes immediately locking onto Corey as he entered.

She looked every bit the queen of this decadent realm, her hair perfectly styled, and her lips pursed and proper. Beside her stood a man—a giant compared to Corey's slight frame.

James was nothing short of breathtaking.

He towered over both Corey and Miss Langdon, his frame wide and muscular like that of a Greek god come to life.

His broad shoulders strained against the fabric of his tight black T-shirt, which did little to hide the well-defined muscles beneath.

His jeans clung to thick thighs and tapered down to powerful calves, but what drew Corey's eye was the unmistakable bulge straining against his zipper—a promise of both intimidating size and overwhelming virility.

Corey swallowed hard as James’s cool blue eyes met his own; they were piercing yet held a certain casual nonchalance that only added to his allure.

His dark hair was styled to perfection, slick and shiny under the warm light. For an agonizing second, Corey wondered if James knew—if he saw through the layers of makeup and femininity—but those eyes showed nothing but raw desire.

"Ah, Candy," Miss Langdon purred, breaking the tense silence. "Welcome back. Come here, darling."

Corey’s heart pounded in his chest as he obeyed, his heels clicking softly across the floor until he stood before them. His pink dress rustled faintly with each movement, whispering secrets of silky confinement against his skin.

"Kneel," Miss Langdon commanded softly but firmly.

Corey dropped to his knees on the plush rug, feeling its softness beneath him as if to mock his predicament. His white stockings gleamed in contrast against the deep red fabric below.

“This is James,” Miss Langdon said. “You might recognize him from around campus? His picture is on a few of the banners on the main street. He’s one of the best tight-ends the college has ever produced.”

James remained silent, but cracked a grin at this response.

“Hello,” Corey said, still maintaining his girlish tone.

“Ah, very well, Candy,” Miss Langdon smiled.”

The woman paced over to where James stood, and Corey knelt before the jock.

“See, Candy; James is Holly’s new boyfriend. She found herself a real man. And I decided to invite him over here, so you could see what a real man looks like. And, even better; you’re going to reward James for taking the time to come all the way down here.”

Miss Langdon clasped her hands together and smiled excitedly.

"You’re going to make James very happy tonight," Miss Langdon continued with a wicked smile. "Now be a good girl and unbutton his jeans."

“Wh—what?” Corey asked quietly.

“Unbutton his jeans—and then do his zipper,” Miss Langdon said. “You don’t want to be seen as a difficult girl, do you? I would hate for the college’s board of directors to hear about this. They would be awfully sad to miss out on my annual winter donation this year.”

Corey gulped and shook his head. “I… of course not,” he stumbled. The soccer teen looked back at the hulking jock ahead of him—specially at the big bulge in his jeans, which sat only inches from his mouth.

“Be a good girl,” Miss Langdon said. “Isn’t she beautiful, James?” she smiled.

“Super-hot,” James grinned.

Corey did not know what to do with this information. He felt his cock throbbing in its chastity cage. Even as he was repulsed his treatment—by his humiliating transformation—he could not deny that he was aroused to be down on his knees and serving a big, strong guy like James.

And he couldn’t deny that he liked the scent of the perfume clouding his nose; the silky thong slipping between his butt-cheeks, and the beautiful, satin dress around his torso.

He looked at the mirror and saw a beautiful girl on her knees before a beautiful, handsome man, and knew that there was no going back—not now.

Corey’s hands trembled as he reached out, fingers brushing tentatively against the rough denim.

He felt James's intense gaze boring into him, magnifying every ounce of humiliation coursing through him.

Here he was—dressed and painted like some beautiful doll—about to perform for this Adonis who had no idea who—or what—he really was.

With deliberate slowness born from dread, Corey fumbled with the button, finally succeeding after what felt like an eternity. The zipper followed with an almost deafening sound in the otherwise quiet room.

"Go on," Miss Langdon urged softly but firmly from above him. “I want you to take his cock out and give it a look.”

Corey’s hands trembled as they tugged the zipper down, each metallic click echoing in the otherwise silent room. The jock's jeans parted, revealing the white waistband of his boxers. Corey hesitated, feeling the weight of both Miss Langdon and James's anticipation pressing down on him. A cold dread mingled with an undeniable thrill, twisting his insides into a confusing knot.

"Go on," Miss Langdon’s voice sliced through his hesitation, sharp as a blade. "Don't make me repeat myself."

The threat of academic punishment loomed large in his mind, casting a dark shadow over his reluctance. He couldn't afford to disobey, not with so much at stake. His trembling fingers slipped into the waistband of James's boxers, feeling the heat radiating from within. Slowly, he pulled them down, revealing James’s cock in all its intimidating glory.

It was a sight to behold: throbbing and veined, its pinkness standing out starkly against the jock's tan skin.

It was as thick as Corey's wrist and nearly eight or nine inches long—an intimidating length that made Corey’s breath catch in his throat. The jock’s massive balls hung low in a pink sack, each orb the size of a chicken egg.

The air around them seemed to thicken with tension as Corey grasped James’s cock with unsure hands.

Despite the humiliation burning through him, he couldn't ignore the surge of arousal pooling in his belly. The satin dress brushing against his skin, the thong slipping between his cheeks—all combined to heighten the surreal and erotic nature of this enforced servitude.

James’s gaze was locked onto Corey, a look of raw hunger burning in his eyes. The jock groaned lowly as Corey tentatively began to jerk him off, each stroke causing James’s cock to pulse in his grip.

"That's it," Miss Langdon cooed from above. “Be a good girl and suck it now.”

Corey hesitated for half a heartbeat before lowering his head towards the swollen tip of James’s cock.

The scent of musk assaulted his senses—primal and male—making his own trapped cock throb painfully—and unfairly—within its cage.

“Go on,” Miss Langdon urged. “Do not make me repeat myself, young lady. You will perform your duties as pleasure James as you are expected.”

Corey could not believe what was happening. It was the ultimate humiliation to—not only be dressed up like a pretty girl—but made to submit and suck the cock of his ex-girlfriend’s new boyfriend? A guy who put him to shame in every department of what it meant to be a man.

And there was little Corey could do about it but obey the cruel, vindictive Miss Langdon.

He closed his eyes briefly before parting his lips and taking James into his mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming—the heat and firmness filling him, stretching his lips wide.

Corey could taste the saltiness of pre-cum on his tongue, mixed with the muskiness that clung to James’s skin. The sounds around him intensified: the slurping noise as he worked his tongue along the shaft, James's groans growing louder with each bob of Corey's head, and Miss Langdon's approving smile etched into her face.

James's hand slid behind Corey’s head, gripping a handful of hair and guiding him deeper onto his cock until Corey nearly gagged on its length.

Tears pricked at the corners of Corey's eyes as he struggled to accommodate more of that thick hardness.

“Keep going,” Miss Langdon urged softly yet commandingly. “Make that big cock happy—that is your job, young lady.”

James soon took control entirely—his hips thrusting gently while pulling Corey's head down further onto him.

For fifteen relentless minutes, Corey sucked diligently; every inch he took inside made him feel more degraded yet oddly exhilarated.

His small, caged penis oozed enough pre-cum that he felt the cool stains in his satin thong—betraying the repulsion he felt at submitting before Miss Langdon and James.

The large room echoed with the sounds of Corey’s slurping mouth, James’s moans, and Miss Langdon’s delighted sighs as she watched on with satisfaction.

Corey’s lips stretched as wide as they could—leaving lipstick on James’s fat shaft—as he sucked over and over, feeling the crest of his dick-head rub against the roof of his mouth and drive towards his throat with hunger and demand.

“How does her mouth feel for you, James?” Miss Langdon asked.

“So good,” James crooned. “It’s so good. She has the softest mouth, ever. It’s like… I’ve never had a girl suck me so well; like she knows her way around a dick.”

Miss Langdon gave a little clap of delight just as James began to moan.

“Ugh, she’s going to make me cum, though. Fuck, her mouth is amazing… I’m… fuck, I might cum… ugh… ugh,” James winced.

Just then, Miss Langdon stepped forward and grabbed James’s massive cock, yanking it out of Corey’s mouth until an audible ‘pop’ echoed in the bedroom.

“Not yet,” she wagged her finger. “You don’t really want to finish down her throat, do you?”

“Where else could I finish?” James said, with a careful grin.

Miss Langdon smiled and cocked her brow. “Well, unfortunately Candy is… on her period right now, so you won’t be able to have traditional sex. But I happen to know that Candy loves anal sex. James, would you be willing to fuck Candy in her butt?”

James’s eyes lit up as dread knotted in Corey’s gut.

“Wh—what?” Corey said, with a whimpering tone.

“That’s right, Candy, you’re a good girl who is going to give James whatever his penis wants. And I think it wants to feel inside that cute little rear-end of yours,” Miss Langdon smiled. “And you’re going to be a good young lady, I assume?”

Corey felt nervous from head to toe, looking at James’s massive, thick cock as it danged between his thighs, shiny and wet with his saliva. He’d never stuck so much as a finger into his butt, before. And now, he would be expected to take a cock that was as thick as a cucumber?

He took a deep breath and sighed with defeat. “Of course,” he said softly.

“Good,” Miss Langdon said. “Now, be a good girl and get onto the bed—on your back. Face up,” she continued.

“James, honey, I’d like to kindly ask you not to look at Candy’s vagina. She’s a touch insecure about it, with her period and all. So just slip her panties to the side and have your fun with her nice little butthole—it’s all yours!”

“Fuck yeah,” James growled, following Corey onto the bed.

Corey fell back with his head against a cool, satin pillow, made to look up at James, who scooted closer to his splayed legs and licked his lips.

It was as if Corey was being punished every step of the way. He would have rather been on his belly, or bent over and facing away. But he knew Miss Langdon would not want that; it would not be sufficiently humiliating as having to see the hungry, empty eyes of the man who would fuck his butt and take his innocence.

“That’s it,” Miss Langdon said, as James reached down and grabbed Corey’s thong.

Corey could feel, underneath his frilly, satin pink dress, as James’s strong hand yanked his silky thong to the side. He felt the cool air against his smooth-shaved butthole and it puckered as he nervously sighed.

“Here,” Miss Langdon said, handing James a small, silver bottle of lube.

James too the bottle and dabbed the clear lube on his fingertip, before reaching down and sliding it against Corey’s tight butthole.

“Ugh, oh, mmm…” Corey moaned.

Miss Langdon smiled. “Good girl,” she said.

James then greased his fat, hard cock with lube and began to rub the head against Corey’s slick, rosy butthole.

“Be gentle, James,” Miss Langdon said. “Ease into her and then you can have your fun and be a bit rough,” she grinned.

James grabbed the base of his cock and thrust slow and gentle, watching as the head of his cock began to disappear into Corey’s asshole.

Corey cried out softly, feeling as if the breath had been stolen from his lungs. The pressure quickly turned to discomfort, which quickly turned to pain. His butthole stretched wider and wider, and yet still continued to split open to take in James’s girth.

The jock moaned with delight; Corey moaned with intense pain. Miss Langdon smiled and sat beside Corey’s head, brushing his cheek.

“That’s a good girl, Candy,” she teased. “You’re doing very well. Just relax and take a deep breath; open your hole for James. That’s it. Open up and let him inside you. Let him claim you.”

Corey lay there, on his back, wincing and moaning loudly as James's fat cock continued its relentless pummeling of his tight, virgin asshole.

The pain was unlike anything he'd ever felt before, a searing, burning agony that started at the very core of his being and radiated outwards.

It felt like his whole world was being torn apart, as if his very insides were being ripped out.

His butthole stretched to its limit, and still, James's cock pressed onwards, relentlessly forcing its way deeper and deeper into his tight, swollen depths.

His eyes watered up with the intensity of it all, but there was no escape.

Miss Langdon's words echoed in his head: "Open up and let him inside you. That's it. Open up and let him claim you."

Each thrust of James's hips seemed to drive her words home even further, along with the thick shaft splitting him open.

Despite the pain, however, Corey couldn't deny that there was something else stirring within him—a twisted sense of pleasure that made itself known in the form of a dampness between his thighs.

Pre-cum oozed from his cock trapped in its chastity cage underneath the silky thong panties, a betrayal to his masculinity that only served to heighten his humiliation.

Looking up at James's face, contorted with lust and desire, Corey saw a hunger in those eyes that both terrified and aroused him. James would fuck his ass until he was satisfied, and Corey would be made to take it; to submit, as was his new duty, as a beautiful girl.

Miss Langdon smiled and served as cheerleader to Corey’s reluctant deflowering.

“Look up at him—into his eyes. Look at him as he plunges deep into you,” she urged.

Corey looked and clenched his jaw, riding out the pain, as James carelessly slammed into his greasy, tight asshole over and over; his heavy ball sack spanking the bottom of Corey’s butt with each thrust.

“Ugh, fuck,” Corey huffed. Over and over, he moaned with pain, until, somewhere along the line, he moaned more from pleasure than pain.

Corey continued to submit, the soft mattress beneath him doing little to alleviate the searing pain tearing through his ass.

James's cock was like a branding iron, searing deep into his very core as he relentlessly pounded away.

Each thrust stretched him beyond what he thought was possible, splitting him open and claiming him as his own.

Corey's eyes watered with the intensity of it all, but still, he couldn't look away from the sight of his own dick trapped in the silky prison of the chastity cage and white thong panties. He felt as his dick oozed pre-cum and flared with each hard thrust, a testament to his arousal even in the face of such humiliation.

The room was filled with the sounds of their rough coupling; the sticky smack of lube, James's panting breaths, and Corey's own pathetic mewling as he tried to process the sensations raging through him.

The room reeked of sweat, sex, and a musky animalistic scent that only heightened his shame.

His skinny body was slick with perspiration, and mascara ran down his cheeks in streaks as he stared up at James's contorted face.

"That's it, baby," Miss Langdon purred in his ear, her nails digging into his thighs as she held him in place. "Take that cock like the good little slut you are; keep looking up at him as he takes you. Give your body to him and let him do as he pleases."

Corey wanted to protest; wanted to deny it all, but every time James bottomed out inside him, a shard of white-hot agony shot through him, stealing his breath away, mingling with a strange, flickering pleasure somewhere deep in his core.

“Ugh… fuck,” Corey moaned, as the pleasure grew stronger and stronger. He bit his lip and leered at James with big, wide eyes.

“Fuck me,” Corey whispered. Suddenly, the blonde teen felt as though something had broken in his brain; a switch had been flipped.

He found himself gasping and begging for James to fuck him—all in his girlish voice.

“Yes, yes!” Miss Langdon cheered. “He must be fucking right up against your sissy-spot,” she laughed.

“Oh… oh, fuck,” Corey moaned over and over.

“Pound away, James. Have your fun,” Miss Langdon smiled.

James slammed into Corey’s throbbing, swollen butthole, pounding over and over as the pressure built and he neared climax. His face contorted and tightened, and Corey wondered if James was as close to his orgasm, as he was to his own.

With each hard, primal thrust, something inside of Corey's mind began to unravel.

The pain and humiliation of being used like a worthless whore should have enraged him, but instead, it kindled a fire deep within him. It was as if the rough, relentless pounding was tearing down the last vestiges of his old self, revealing an insatiable hunger for this twisted form of submission.

The smell of sex was intoxicating as James continued to pound away at Corey's helpless, feminized body.

The wet, slick sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room, punctuated by moans and gasps of pleasure that were no longer just his own. It was as if a switch had been flipped in his brain, and the once familiar voice that screamed for him to stop had been replaced by a new one—one that begged for more, that yearned to be used and degraded in ways he'd never thought possible.

Miss Langdon looked on with a victorious smile, her cold blue eyes fixated on the transformation before her very eyes.

"That's right, my pet," she purred. "You know you love it. You were made for this."

Corey's softened penis strained against the chastity cage, desperate to be free to join in on the depravity.

His hips bucked involuntarily against James's own, meeting each thrust with growing fervor.

He couldn't believe the filthy words that were spilling from his lipstick-stained lips:

"Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like the whore Miss Langdon has made me into! I'm nothing but your slut!"

With that, Corey suddenly felt his entire body begin to tighten and tense. His body felt warm and his muscles swelled as his core churned.

“Oh… oh FUCK!” Corey cried out at the top of his lungs.

With a gasp that verged on a sigh, Corey felt something break inside him—the last wall of denial collapsing under the weight of his arousal. His chastity cage became a cruel reminder of his submission as his soft penis twitched in futile attempts at release. Suddenly, without further warning, Corey felt as if every nerve ending came alive; white-hot pleasure burst forth from within him.

The feminized teen suddenly felt his asshole tighten and clench around James’s cock. As the jock continued to pound into his gushy, swollen depths, Corey felt his penis pulsating inside its cage.

Moments later, Corey felt the warm, steamy gush of cum flooding his silky white thong as climax gripped him. Cum spurted out in desperate shots against the silken confines of his thong, soaking through the fabric with warm wetness that contrasted starkly against his pink, flushed skin.

“Yes!” Miss Langdon smiled. “Let a real man show you how to do it,” she giggled. “See how he is fucking you to orgasm? You were meant for this, sweetie,” she teased. “Isn’t it obvious by now?”

Corey wailed over and over as James spanked his cheek and laughed at him, following with a tight expression on his face.

James's own cries grew louder and more urgent until he grunted a guttural warning.

"Fuck, I’m gonna’ cum," he panted heavily.

Miss Langdon's voice cut through the haze that clouded Corey's mind.

"Candy, are you going to be a good girl and let James cum in your butt? Don’t be difficult, now," she cooed like a siren luring him to deeper depths.

With reluctance that faltered under waves of ecstasy, Corey could only nod weakly, giving in to her command.

The scent of musk and sweat permeated the air, mingling with the faint hint of lavender from his perfumed body, creating an intoxicating aroma that seemed to seep into his very pores. The sounds around him were an indecipherable mix of flesh slapping against flesh and guttural grunts from James' exertions.

Miss Langdon stood to the side; her glee palpable as she watched the spectacle unfold with a predatory smile. Corey could hear her laughter, low and rich with satisfaction, as she reveled in the fruits of her meticulous crafting.

She was witnessing the final stroke of her masterpiece—the complete and utter transformation of a once reluctant, stubborn boy into a willing, feminized sissy; maybe even a girl, forever.

The moment James climaxed was cataclysmic—his hot seed jetted forth with primal vigor deep into Corey's butt.

Corey felt each pulsating spurt fill him like liquid fire—branding him a sissy for life. Heat spread from deep within his bowels outwards until it seemed to fill him completely.

“Ugh, FUCK!” James moaned over and over.

Corey watched up at James’s pleasure, which seemed like agony on his contorted face, as the jock’s massive dick pulsated deep inside the swollen, smooth walls of Corey’s butt.

As they both descended from their peaks, their panting breaths filled the air—a ragged symphony of spent desire.

Sweat glistened on their skin like dew on morning grass, tracing lines along Corey's delicate curves and pooling in the hollows created by the rough sex.

In front of them stood a large mirror reflecting back an image that seemed foreign yet undeniably real.

Staring back at Corey was not the reflection of a soccer player or even a boy coming into manhood; instead, what met his eyes was a beautiful, disheveled girl—hair tousled and skin flush—dirty, sticky cum in her panties and panting with breath.

She was splayed out with her dress hiked and her chest rosy and blotched with heat, looking every bit a used, fucked slut.

Corey could see James’s cock plunged deep inside his asshole—his silky white thong to the side. His own dick throbbed as he caught a glimpse of this.

James began to pull out and Corey felt the walls of his ass gripping the big cock, as if trying to keep it inside. The swollen churning of his body played out until James’s cock popped free of the steamy, tight hole.

The jock spanked Corey on his cheek and leaned forward to peck him on his lips.

“Thanks, babe,” James said to him.

Dazed, Corey said nothing. He simply looked around and tried to comprehend what had just happened.

Miss Langdon chatted quietly with James and the jock then took off for the bathroom. “Go ahead and get yourself a shower, honey,” she said to him as he walked off.

The woman sat back down on the bed and the mattress sagged. “Well, well, well,” Miss Langdon smiled. “You did even better than I expected. You truly were meant to be a girl, after all, weren’t you?”

Corey did not protest. He did not fight it. He knew it was true. Deep-down, the transformation had already started and there was no stopping it. As sure as the cum pooling in his guts, he knew he was a sissy slut made for big cocks, and there would be no going back to his old life, now.

Miss Langdon's smile widened into a grin, the corners of her mouth curling with a sinister sort of pride. She reached out and traced a lacquered fingernail down the side of Corey's flushed face.

The touch was both tender and possessive—a reminder that Corey had crossed a threshold there was no stepping back over.

"Congratulations, my dear," she purred, her voice as smooth as the satin dress clinging to Corey's transformed body.

"You really, truly are every bit the sissy slut I knew you could be." Her gaze lingered on Corey's panting form, taking in every detail—the way his chest heaved, the scent of cum that oozed from him, the look of vulnerable confusion in his eyes.

"And let's not forget," Miss Langdon continued with a calculating glint in her eye, "you're still mine for another twenty hours." She tilted her head mockingly, as if considering what to do with such a precious commodity.

Her hand now trailed lower, settling on Corey's bare thigh with a possessive squeeze. "And I intend to use every last second. James is only the beginning," she disclosed, watching Corey closely for his reaction.

"He's going to fuck you again and again until there's nothing left of that annoying college boy who walked in here, earlier. Until your masculinity is just a memory swallowed up by your new, insatiable hunger. You’re going to be dressed in all sorts of fun ensembles for each round of sex, too. You’re going to love all the beautiful, girly clothes I have picked out for you, Candy."

Corey's lips parted slightly, but no sound came forth. He was caught between two worlds—one where he fought this undeniable urge and one where he embraced it.

Miss Langdon leaned in closer; her scent enveloped him—a mixture of expensive perfume and unspoken promises of debauchery.

"Oh, and there's more," she whispered conspiratorially, as if sharing a delicious secret. "James has some friends—all strong football players with appetites like wolves. They're coming over to enjoy my lovely penthouse... and you."

She drew back and smiled at the dawning horror mingling with lust in Corey's eyes.

"Picture it—a room full of hungry men eager to use you as their own personal cum dumpster. A gangbang fit for a queen—or should I say princess?" Her laughter filled the room, cruel and melodic all at once.

Corey felt the dread deep in his stomach; it twisted and snaked its way through his insides like a living thing. But something else stirred within him too—a dark excitement that made his pulse quicken and his butthole twitch with anticipation.

"You're scared," Miss Langdon observed shrewdly. “But part of you wants this—craves it even. That’s why you’re not going anywhere. You could leave right now, but you won’t. Because you are a sissy slut and you want this," She delivered each word like a blow designed to chip away at any remaining resistance.

"And when they fill you up tonight," she said while running her hand across his shaking body, "when they paint you white with their seed and make you moan like a cheap whore—all night long—you'll thank me."

For all the fear that crept along his spine, Corey could not deny the warmth spreading through him at her words or how his body seemed to yearn for the fulfillment of her promises.

Corey bit his lip, secretly excited for the next twenty hours of his transformation.


JUST ONE NIGHT


The dim, golden glow of the bar enveloped us as we squeezed into a booth already overflowing with noise and laughter. It was my birthday, and my friends seemed determined to make the most of it. Jake, towering over the rest of us like some boisterous giant, slapped me on the back as I slid in.

"Twenty-one, Ryan!" he hollered, raising his glass high. "Can finally drink legally! Though you've been at it since sophomore year."

Laughter erupted around the table, and I grinned sheepishly. Jess, ever the practical joker, swiped an olive from my drink and popped it into her mouth.

"Here's to you finally growing up—maybe," she teased, winking at me. "Maybe this year you'll actually talk to someone new."

"Like that’s gonna happen." Alex elbowed me in the side with a grin. "You'll be in your rocking chair before you approach someone without us forcing you."

I chuckled awkwardly but felt my cheeks heat up despite myself. My friends knew me too well—meek and mild-mannered to a fault. And in a place like this, where jostling bodies and uproarious laughter created a cacophony around us, I preferred blending into the background.

The door swung open nearby, inviting a chill that swept through the room. That's when I saw her—a vision of elegance amid the lively chaos. She walked in with an air of effortless grace that made everything seem to pause for a split second.

She had hair dark as midnight cascading down her shoulders and eyes that sparkled even from across the room. My breath caught in my throat as if she had stolen it with just a glance.

"There he goes," Jess said knowingly, nudging Alex and motioning subtly towards my line of sight. "Cat got your tongue again, Ryan?"

I tried to muster something resembling cool nonchalance but failed miserably as I tore my gaze away from the woman who now chatted animatedly with friends at the bar.

"I... uh... wasn't—"

Jake snorted loudly. "Yeah right! More like you've spotted your next fantasy!"

"It's practically written all over your face," Jess added conspiratorially, her voice lowered though not enough to escape our raucous circle.

They continued ribbing me good-naturedly while ordering another round of drinks. But my thoughts were elsewhere—captivated by her vibrant presence even from afar.

As we settled back into familiar banter and laughter swirled around me like smoke, I found myself sneaking glances at her every now and then. Each time she laughed or smiled, it sent ripples through the air that reached me even at our distance.

"You should go talk to her," Alex suggested suddenly with genuine encouragement beneath his teasing tone. The suggestion seemed reckless—not because it was unreasonable but because it felt so far out of character for me.

"I don’t know..." I hesitated, imagining how such an encounter might unfold—awkward silences punctuating every sentence if I managed any words at all.

Jess raised an eyebrow at me challengingly. "Come on! It’s your birthday," she pressed on gently but firmly enough that retreat didn't feel like an option anymore.

My heart thudded anxiously; yet still I remained rooted to my seat, uncertainty pinning me down. "Maybe later," I said, trying to sound casual, though the words emerged more like a croak.

Jake chuckled, raising his drink in mock tribute. "To Ryan—king of procrastination!"

A chorus of laughter followed, but it was laden with affection rather than malice. My friends were relentless but well-meaning, always nudging me towards bolder horizons.

Jess leaned back in her seat, eyes twinkling with amusement. "We’ll give you five minutes tops," she declared, glancing at the chunky clock above the bar as if already starting a timer. "Then we’re dragging you over there."

Despite the good-natured pressure, my gaze drifted back to her—the girl at the bar. She was surrounded by her own circle of friends now, engaged in animated conversation. Her laughter was bright and unrestrained, a sound I could almost hear amid the noise.

"Earth to Ryan!" Alex snapped his fingers in front of me, pulling me back into focus. "You’ve got that daydream look again."

I shrugged helplessly. "Just thinking about classes," I lied unconvincingly.

"Classes?" Jake scoffed with a grin. "Dude, it’s your birthday! Forget about school for once."

"Yeah," Jess chimed in, her voice light yet insistent. "Besides, nothing can be as captivating as she is right now."

I rolled my eyes playfully, though inwardly I was grateful for their company—each playful jab and every shared joke chipped away at my nerves.

"So how's that paper going?" Alex asked suddenly, shifting the subject with practiced ease.

"Slow," I admitted, grateful for the diversion even though it wasn't particularly exciting to delve into academic woes on an evening like this.

Jess groaned theatrically. "Ugh, don’t remind me! I've got a deadline coming up too."

Our conversation turned towards assignments and professors—the ongoing battle of student life—and for a while, it became easier to forget about her presence across the room.

Still, my gaze would wander back inadvertently whenever there was a lull in conversation or laughter died down briefly. Each time she remained oblivious to my attention—not once did those sparkling eyes sweep over our rowdy corner.

The bustle of the bar started closing in around me—a sensory overload that suddenly felt stifling. Needing a break from both my internal and external whirlpool of emotions, I decided a temporary retreat was in order.

"I’ll be right back," I said over the din of voices before sliding out from my spot at the booth.

"Don’t take too long!" Jake called after me with an exaggerated wink that made Jess chuckle into her drink.

I moved through the crowded space towards the washrooms—a journey marked by thumping music vibrating underfoot and bursts of laughter crisscrossing above me like electric currents.

Finally reaching the quieter sanctuary of the bathroom door, I pushed it open and stepped inside. And there she was. The girl I’d been watching all night.

“Excuse me,” I said, confused by the fact that she was at one of the urinals. “I think you might be in the wrong—” and then I saw it. The biggest cock I’d ever seen. She had male parts under that party dress.

Her eyes met mine in the mirror, a playful smirk dancing across her lips. "Guess you weren't expecting this, huh?" she said, not at all perturbed by my stunned expression.

I couldn't tear my gaze away. Despite the surprise, I couldn’t deny the pull of attraction that tightened like a knot in my stomach. "Uh, sorry," I stammered, shoving my hands awkwardly into my pockets.

She chuckled, a low and melodic sound that seemed to vibrate through the tiled space. "No need to apologize. I usually stick to the ladies' room, but it was packed. This was more convenient."

I nodded dumbly, trying to form words that made sense. Instead, everything came out jumbled in my head.

"My name’s Dani," she offered, turning slightly but still maintaining her position at the urinal with a casual confidence that left me breathless.

"Ryan," I replied automatically, feeling heat creep up my neck. There was something easy about the way she spoke, like we were just two old friends catching up instead of strangers in a bar bathroom.

"Ryan," she repeated thoughtfully, as if testing how it felt on her tongue. Her gaze flicked down for a second before meeting mine again with a teasing gleam. "You’ve been watching me all night."

I swallowed hard. "Was it that obvious?"

She laughed again. "Not to most people, but I’ve got a knack for noticing things." She lowered her dress and turned fully towards me now, unabashed and compelling.

My pulse raced. "Look, I'm sorry if—"

"No need for apologies," she interrupted smoothly, stepping closer. Her presence was magnetic—undeniably alluring yet disarming at once. "I’m not offended."

The silence stretched between us like a living thing—charged and potent and unfamiliar.

"So... are you going to keep staring or are you going to take me for a spin?" Dani asked after a beat, arching an eyebrow with playful challenge.

"I—uh..." My mind scrambled for coherence amid the whirlwind of thoughts and emotions bombarding me all at once. The truth was I wasn't quite ready to leave this peculiar moment just yet—even if everything about it felt messy and wildly uncharted.

Offering what felt like half a smile in return for hers still plastered provocatively on her lips made me feel bold enough somehow—or maybe it was foolish enough—to say: "Lead the way."

Her eyes twinkled as she took my hand and led me into one of the stalls. She kissed me while rubbing her hand over my bulge. “You’re so hard for me. You can’t hide it.”

I groaned, feeling conflicted. I wasn’t gay and I didn’t know the first thing about fucking a trans woman. But she led the way. She lowered to her knees and unzipped my pants.

Nothing grounded me in this surreal moment as my heart pounded loud enough to drown out any lingering doubt. Dani's fingers were skilled, releasing my cock from the confines of denim.

"Relax," she murmured, her voice a soothing balm against the whirlwind inside me. The way her lips curved around each syllable seemed to weave calm through the chaos of my thoughts. I nodded, not trusting my voice to come out steady.

She parted her lips and wrapped them around my tip, making me groan in ecstasy.

Then the door creaked open, and familiar voices spilled into the room like a bucket of ice water over my head. It was Jake and Alex—my buddies since freshman year—and they were still laughing about some absurd tale from class.

“Did you see how professor Swanson reacted when I said his lecture was like watching paint dry?” Jake's voice was unmistakably buoyant even in this confined space.

Alex’s laughter joined in, a deep belly sound that usually made everyone else laugh too. “Man, it’s like he’s never heard any criticism before. You'd think we insulted his ancestors.”

A wave of panic washed over me, tightening my chest while Dani paused only for a heartbeat, glancing up with a silent question in her eyes. I shook my head minutely, willing myself to stay silent and invisible behind the flimsy metal door. What if they caught me? What if they found out that Dani was trans? I was still fully processing it myself.

They went on about assignments and Friday night plans, their banter bouncing off the walls while I held my breath, trapped between dread and desire. Dani resumed her gentle sucking—her touch igniting sparks along every nerve ending despite the immediate crisis just beyond our stall.

My body betrayed me as pleasure surged forward, unstoppable and consuming. I pressed my lips together hard enough to hurt as Dani worked to get me off. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she teased me, making it so much harder not to groan. Every rational thought begged me to halt this insanity—but I couldn’t. She was too hot. Her mouth felt too good. Warm and velvety around my cock.

Then came relief—a flood crashing through me as Jake’s voice drifted further away, finally overtaken by the heavy thud of the closing door. Their absence resonated in echoing silence until it faded completely into nothingness.

The release came upon me suddenly—a culmination building even under threat of exposure—and I couldn't suppress a groan that reverberated throughout the empty bathroom once they left. Dani stayed with me through it all, grounding me with every persistent touch until there was nothing left but shaky breaths and residual warmth pooling beneath my skin.

She rose gracefully afterward, wiping at her mouth with casual elegance that drew everything back into sharp focus, anchor after tumultuous seas.

“Should we…um...exchange numbers?” I asked softly, unsure of the etiquette in this situation. I’d never had a one night stand before, and I definitely had never done anything in a bathroom stall like this.

“You don’t have to ask for my number,” she said. “I don’t like to get to know my hookups, anyway. I think it’s more fun if we remain strangers.”

I nodded, but couldn’t help but feel a tinge of disappointment. Would I ever see Dani again?

As we reentered the noise-filled chaos outside—the raucous laughter ringing louder than before as Dani returned to her friends and I returned to mine.

Jake spotted me first, raising his glass in a mock salute as I slunk into the booth. "There he is! Birthday boy finally returns from his mysterious adventure."

Alex smirked, leaning over with a mischievous glint in his eyes. "You disappear for ten minutes and miss my best impression of Professor Swanson. You're slipping, Ryan."

I forced a laugh, hoping they wouldn’t notice the flush still lingering on my cheeks or the slight tremor in my hands. I grabbed my beer, taking a long swig to wash away the last vestiges of guilt and savoring the bitter chill that helped ground me to the moment.

"What’s got you redder than a tomato?" Jake teased, nudging my arm playfully.

"Just...you know...the bathroom lines in this place," I managed. A half-truth if there ever was one.

I glanced over in Dani’s direction. The music thrummed through the air—bass heavy and insistent. Dani's silhouette caught my eye again across the room.

She was laughing with her friends near the bar, tossing her head back with abandon. In that moment, she seemed so carefree and distant from the tangled knot of emotions still unwinding within me.

"Drink up!" Jake shouted over a new wave of laughter from nearby tables. "You wouldn’t want those drinks to get warm!"

They dragged me back into their conversation—a mix of wild college tales and jokes at each other’s expense, but meant with love.

Despite myself, I couldn’t help but be swept back into our celebration—the familiarity of it all like an old jacket molded perfectly to my form: Alex regaling us with stories only half-true, Jake orchestrating chaos with uncontainable energy.

Hours melted away amidst laughter and camaraderie until closing time neared; patrons slowly dwindled like echoes retreating down empty streets.

As we stepped out into crisp night air—cooling our flushed skin—it dawned on me how absurdly thrilling every second had been since meeting Dani: The tension balancing between shame and excitement, secrets folded within shared silences among friends.

In bed later that night—wrapped tight against encroaching reality—I couldn't shake thoughts of Dani entirely; hazy memories threading through dreams half-remembered but impossibly vivid.
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The next day in my math class, the unbelievable happened. Dani walked in. We’d only been in school for a week and she must’ve been a late transfer. She sat across the lecture hall, but halfway into our class, she noticed me. I blushed and she smiled and waved. I couldn’t stop staring at her body, knowing that she had a cock underneath her skirt. It made me hard, and it made focusing even harder.

I tried to keep my eyes on the equations Professor Swanson was scribbling across the board, but every glance at Dani sent a jolt of electricity through me. Her presence was a diversion my mind couldn't resist. Numbers blurred into indistinct symbols as I recalled the feel of her lips against me, the heat of her breath on my skin.

"Ryan," Alex's whisper cut through my haze. "You good, man? You look like you're in another dimension."

"Yeah," I mumbled, forcing my attention back to my notes, scribbling random figures that meant nothing. "Just... not enough sleep."

The bell finally rang, jarring me from my reverie. As students gathered their things and shuffled out of the lecture hall, I kept my eyes locked on Dani. She moved with a grace that seemed both natural and practiced.

I hurried to catch up with her in the hallway, weaving through the dispersing crowd until I was close enough to call out her name. "Dani!"

She turned, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. But it wasn't just any smile; it held complexities—a mix of recognition and teasing detachment.

"Hey," she said, tilting her head slightly. "I didn't expect to see you here." Her voice was light but carried an undertone of knowing.

"I—uh—I couldn't stop thinking about you," I blurted out before I could measure my words.

Her expression flickered—something between amusement and consideration—but she didn’t immediately respond. Instead, she glanced up and down the hallway, checking for anyone who might overhear us.

"Ryan," she began, a tinge of seriousness edging into her voice. "I thought what we had was just... a moment."

"And what if I want more than just a moment?" The words were out before I could reel them back in.

She studied me for a second longer than comfortable, then nodded toward a nearby door—the janitor's closet slightly ajar. "Come here."

We slipped inside, and before I knew it, she’d pulled me close. Her kiss was like nothing else—fierce and soft all at once—and all thoughts evaporated into thin air as our worlds collided again in that small space.

The dim light barely outlined our forms as we fit together seamlessly. Her hands found their way into my hair as mine traced down her back.

I unzipped my pants, expecting her to suck me off again, but she stopped me. I pulled back from our kiss and studied her expression. “If you want to do this again, then you have to return the favor.”

My eyes were wide. Did she mean…did she want me to suck her cock? “But I’m not gay,” I said.

“And I’m not a guy,” she argued. She folded her arms over her chest, pushing her breasts up high. No, she definitely didn’t look like a guy. She looked like an incredibly sexy woman who just happened to have a huge boner under her skirt.

Slowly, I dropped to my knees and hiked up her skirt. There it was, the monster hiding in her little pink panties. I tugged down her panties and gripped her cock, parting my lips.

Her scent was intoxicating, a mix of floral softness and something distinctly her own. I hesitated for a moment, staring at her proud length, but the desire swirling inside me refused to be ignored. Her skin was smooth beneath my touch, warm and inviting as I leaned forward, my breath mingling with the anticipation in the air.

Dani's fingers toyed gently through my hair, encouraging but not forcing. She held an unspoken patience that calmed my racing heart. Slowly, I took her into my mouth, my lips sliding over her with tentative exploration. The initial taste was foreign and exhilarating all at once.

Her breath hitched above me, a soft sound that spurred me on. Each movement of my tongue elicited a new reaction—a slight shiver in her thighs or a deepening sigh that rolled off her lips. Her cock throbbed against my tongue, large and imposing yet fitting perfectly within the moment we crafted together.

Her breasts swayed slightly as she breathed, the curves captivating even from my lowered vantage point. They were full and mesmerizing, accents to the beauty that Dani embodied so effortlessly. Her body was a harmonious blend of feminine allure and potent desire—a tapestry I now found myself entwined within.

I increased my pace, encouraged by her moans—soft whispers of pleasure that resonated deeply within me. The conflicting emotions I'd felt earlier—the confusion and shame—faded into the background. All that mattered was the connection here in this dim-lit space where reality seemed suspended.

Dani's hips began to move with the rhythm we established, and I matched her tempo with growing confidence. My own cock pulsed insistently, but it was secondary to the mission at hand—to bring Dani to a peak she so clearly needed.

Still, I couldn’t help myself. I slid my hand inside my jeans and began to pump my cock to the rhythm that I sucked her off. Seeing her full trans body while on my knees did me in. A few moments later, I came all over my hand.

With each bob of my head, Dani's grip tightened ever so slightly in my hair, and I responded eagerly to her cues. The room seemed to shrink around us as every sense heightened—her breath quickening in sync with mine, her taste filling me completely.

Finally, she tensed—a quiet gasp escaping her lips. Her release was powerful and generous; I welcomed it without hesitation. The warmth of her sticky cum spread across my tongue as she shuddered above me, a wave of satisfaction shared between us.

I stayed there for a moment longer before pulling back, wiping at the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand while looking up at her. Dani pulled me to my feet effortlessly, our breaths mingling in the small space between us.

“I want to see you again,” I told her, but she only smiled.

“You’ll see me in class.” With that, she left me alone in the closet to process what had just happened.

That night, I went home, wondering how often I could get Dani to myself. The thought of sharing her with another man made me so jealous I thought I might explode. I was fully addicted to her. So much so, that touched myself at night thinking about her.

As it turned out, I wouldn’t have to wait until our next class to see her again. Alex and Jake wanted to return to the street I’d had my birthday bash on. Only this time, instead of a bar, we went to a pizza place.

I couldn’t believe my luck when I noticed Dani standing in front of us in line.

Her hair fell in gentle waves down her back, catching the soft glow of the neon lights. With each subtle movement, she seemed to draw the room's attention effortlessly, like a magnet for every pair of curious eyes. I couldn't help but admire the fluid grace with which she moved, as if the world itself paused to accommodate her.

"Hey, isn't that the girl you were eyeing at the bar?" Jake nudged me with an elbow, his voice laced with teasing.

Alex joined in, grinning wickedly. "Yeah, Ryan was practically drooling over her. Can't believe we ran into her again."

I felt my cheeks heat up and tried to play it cool, but I was sure they caught the flush creeping up my neck. The memory of our past encounter lingered vividly in my mind, stoking a familiar warmth low in my belly.

Before I could craft a retort to their teasing, Dani turned around. Her eyes found mine with that same playful glint as before. "Are you stalking me?" she asked, amusement threading through her voice like silver.

I opened my mouth to speak but hesitated, momentarily lost for words. "I promise it's just a coincidence," I finally managed, forcing a chuckle that was more nervous than I'd intended.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile. "Well, if it is fate bringing us together again, I won't complain."

My heart did a little leap at her words. There was an openness about Dani that drew me in—an authenticity that made me want to know every story behind those wise and mischievous eyes.

As we moved down the line towards ordering, Dani kept glancing over her shoulder with an invitation hidden in her gaze. It was impossible not to feel a pull towards her. When we reached the counter, she lingered beside me, pretending to deliberate over toppings.

"You have friends here too?" she asked casually.

"Yeah," I replied, trying to keep my tone light despite the tension coiling inside me. "Just grabbing some pizza with them tonight."

Dani nodded approvingly as if considering something deeply significant about our pizza choices. "You should join us," she offered unexpectedly.

Jake and Alex exchanged bemused looks behind me but were quick to agree when Dani turned their way with an inviting smile.

We settled at one of the larger tables in the bustling pizzeria. The conversation flowed easily between us all—jokes tossed across slices of pizza and laughter punctuating each anecdote shared. But beneath all of it was an electric undercurrent running directly between Dani and me.

Every accidental brush of knees under the table sent tiny jolts through my senses; every secretive glance traded across piles of pepperoni felt like part of an unspoken promise building between us again—a promise I very much wanted to explore further when opportunity allowed.

After pizza, our friends went home and I invited her to get some ice cream a few blocks down. I never expected her to agree, so when she did, my stomach did a little flip.

As we strolled along the dimly lit street, the cool breeze carried the sweet scent of waffle cones from the ice cream shop down the block. Dani walked beside me, her presence both calming and exhilarating. I couldn’t help but sneak glances at her, taking in every detail—the way her eyes danced over the faint glow of streetlamps, the gentle sway of her hips as she moved with effortless confidence.

Once we got our ice creams—strawberry for her, classic vanilla for me—we wandered down the street, stepping in and out of pools of light cast by overhead signs and store windows. She took a deliberate lick of her cone, pausing as if she was savoring each taste more than necessary.

"You know," I teased, nudging her playfully with my elbow, "this kind of feels like a date."

A soft laugh escaped her lips, and she shook her head, though there was no annoyance in her voice. "I don't do dates," she reminded me gently. Her words hung between us for a moment, softened by a certain vulnerability.

It felt natural to prod just a little further. "Why not?"

She bit her lip thoughtfully before exhaling a small sigh. "I got burned once," she admitted softly, wrapping one arm around herself as if warding off an unseen chill. "It's easier this way. Less messy."

There was something honest in how she said it, like revealing old scars rather than fresh wounds. I couldn't let it rest there; the urge to comfort—to protect—welled up inside me almost instinctively.

"I would never hurt you," I said earnestly. "I mean it, Dani. If you gave me a chance..."

Dani paused mid-step, turning to face me fully. Her expression was searching, as though weighing my words against some internal measure. The air buzzed with unsaid things as our gazes locked, leaving everything else forgotten in that fleeting moment.

Finally, she broke the silence with a smile that was both grateful and wistful. "Ryan... you're sweet," she said softly. "But trust is hard-earned for someone like me."

I nodded slowly, understanding more than words could convey. There were layers to Dani—complex and beautiful—that I longed to unravel carefully over time given the opportunity.

The conversation shifted back to lighter topics as we continued to walk—our shared love for bad reality TV shows, favorite books—and with each step taken side by side under the moon's watchful gaze, I felt hopeful that perhaps tonight wasn't merely fate’s whimsy after all but rather another beginning written just for us.

As we finished our ice creams and lingered on the corner where we'd eventually part ways again—for now—I knew at least one thing: I'd wait however long it took for Dani’s walls to come down because getting another chance with someone so extraordinary was worth every patient moment spent on this unexpectedly perfect night filled with laughter—and yes—a taste of something undeniably sweet between us both.
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Weeks went by, and I swore Dani and I were growing closer. Despite her one-night-stand policy, we frequently gave each other oral in closets, empty classrooms, and bathrooms.

One day, she surprised me by saying, “I really like you,” after she’d sucked me off.

“I really like you too,” I replied.

“Come home with me tonight,” she said.

“I’d love to.”

We walked hand in hand back to her dorm, and I couldn’t believe what was happening. Once inside, she locked the door. Then, she faced the nearest wall and poked out her ass. “I want you to fuck me. I want to feel you inside me.”

It was like Christmas. I’d been waiting for this day ever since the first time we met. I unzipped my pants and pushed her dress up over her hips.

Her skin was warm beneath my touch, a contrast to the cool air that had slipped in through the window she’d left ajar. I took a moment to drink in the sight before me—how her breath quickened with anticipation, how the soft glow from the streetlights outside cast delicate shadows across her skin.

"Are you sure?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. I needed to hear her say it once more, needed to know this was as perfect for her as it was for me.

She glanced over her shoulder, eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and assurance. "I've never been more sure," she replied, arching her back slightly to emphasize her eagerness.

I pressed closer, running my hands along her sides, feeling the way she shivered under my touch. She let out a soft sigh when I kissed the nape of her neck, lingering there for just a heartbeat longer than necessary. It felt like sealing an unspoken promise between us.

Reaching into my back pocket, I retrieved a small packet of lube—something I'd hoped would come in handy tonight. As I poured it into my hand and warmed it between my fingers, Dani looked back at me again, eyes half-lidded and clouded with desire.

The first touch was tentative, exploring; my fingers traced the outlines of her entrance before pressing inward gently. Her receptive moan was immediate and visceral, sparking heat through every nerve in my body.

"More," she urged breathlessly, pushing back against me eagerly.

I couldn't deny her—it was impossible now that we were here: two people finally letting go of hesitation and simply being. As I slid deeper inside, coaxing soft gasps from her lips with every movement, I marveled at how perfectly we fit together in this moment.

The transition from fingers to flesh seemed seamless; guided by instinctual rhythm rather than deliberate thought. I pushed my cock in slowly, one torturous inch at a time, loving how she moaned beneath me. The heat wrapped around me as I entered her fully—a sublime mingling of trust and passion that left us both teetering on that edge of oblivion.

Our breaths synced into one shared cadence as I thrust deeper into her warmth. I reached around her and began to stroke her cock with one hand and tease her breasts with the other. Each stroke pulling us closer toward that inevitable peak where everything faded except for the pure sensation of being together like this—unapologetically bare to one another.

Dani's hands dug into the wall for support as she pushed back against me harder—her ragged cries echoing in our intimate cocoon while urging me onwards until there was nothing left but frenzy and fire between us.

And then it happened—a tidal wave crashing over us both without warning or mercy: luminous pleasure engulfing each fiber of our beings until all we could do was ride it out together. I shot my cum deep inside her ass, bareback, and tried not to utter the word ‘love’ to her too soon.

As the last tremors faded away into languid aftershocks, we stood there entwined—both spent yet somehow more whole than ever before—as if finding pieces long missing from ourselves within one another’s presence tonight meant everything had fallen perfectly into place at last.

Dani turned around and took my hands, still sticky from her cum. “I think…I think I might want a relationship with you. But you have to promise not to hurt me.”

I cupped her face in my hands and kissed her hard. “I promise.”

[image: ]


More weeks went by and Dani seemed to open up more and more. We started fucking at her place and mine. She went on outings with my friends, holding hands with me the entire time. I was euphoric, and she seemed happy too. I never wanted it to end, and I hoped she felt the same.

One evening, we went back to my place where she rode my cock naked. I watched her tits sway with each bounce of her hips, and I stroked her cock while she rode me.

“I love you,” I said, letting the words slip out. She paused and for a moment, I worried I’d ruined everything.

“Do you really?” she asked and I nodded. “I want you to prove it to me.”

“How?”

She lifted her hips until my cock slipped out from her ass. Then she pushed my thighs up to my chest and positioned her cock at my asshole, instead. “I’ve been wanting to fuck your ass for a while. Will you let me?”

I swallowed and nodded. The view from my angle had me so hard. She pressed the tip of her cock to my hole and gently pushed in.

The initial pressure was intense, a mix of anticipation and vulnerability that sent a shiver up my spine. Dani's eyes met mine, searching for any sign of discomfort or hesitance. I gave her a nod, silently urging her forward.

With measured patience, she continued to press into me, inch by inch, allowing me to adjust to the new sensation.

A soft groan escaped my lips as she fully seated herself inside me. The fullness was unfamiliar yet thrilling, each nerve attuned to the peculiar blend of pleasure and submission. She leaned down, capturing my mouth in a searing kiss.

Slowly at first, she began to move; her hips driving forward with deliberate control. Her hands found mine, interlacing our fingers. The rhythm she set was gentle yet insistent, building momentum with each thrust until we were both grunting and moaning.

She shifted slightly, finding an angle that made stars dance behind my closed eyelids. I gasped, a sharp spike of ecstasy sparking through me as she hit that perfect spot again and again. Her confidence grew with every reaction she coaxed from me, each groan driving her faster.

"Dani," I murmured between ragged breaths—her name a mantra.

Her pace quickened then, driven by both her need and the weight of the emotions swirling between us. I felt myself surrendering completely, lost in the ebb and flow of her movements until nothing existed outside us.

I reached for my cock, feeling the slickness from when she'd ridden me earlier still coating its length. My hand matched the tempo of her thrusts, drawing cries from our lips that made my heart swell with affection.

Her grip on my hand tightened as she pushed us both toward the release we’ve desperately been craving.

The world dissolved around us as we came; Dani's release flooding inside me while mine spilled over her abdomen in hot white ribbons.

When at last we collapsed back onto the bed, tangled limbs entwined in languid exhaustion, Dani pressed a lingering kiss to my forehead. "I love you too," she whispered softly against my skin.

I smiled and pulled her closer to my body, her dick pressing into my thigh. I knew this was only the beginning of something wonderful.


COSTUME PARTY


The invitation came in a pale blue envelope, the kind that almost demanded excitement. Charlotte tore it open, and her eyes lit up with mischief as she read the contents.

"Beau," she called to me from the kitchen. "You have to see this."

I walked over, drying my hands on a dish towel. "What is it?"

She handed me the invitation with a grin stretching ear to ear. I scanned it quickly—our friends, Jack and Emma, were hosting a couple’s costume party next Saturday. But there was something unusual about the theme.

"Men dress as women and women dress as men?" I read aloud, brow furrowing.

"Isn't it great?" Charlotte exclaimed, practically bouncing on her toes. "It's such a fun twist!"

I shifted uncomfortably, already imagining myself in something frilly and ill-fitting. "I don't know about this..."

"Oh, come on," she urged, grabbing my arm and pulling me into the living room. "It'll be hilarious! Think of all the laughs we'll have."

"I guess." I shrugged, trying to hide my unease.

Charlotte's eyes sparkled as she plopped onto the couch. "I've already got ideas! You could be Marilyn Monroe or maybe even Wonder Woman."

"Wonder Woman?" I echoed incredulously.

"Sure! The lasso of truth would be perfect for you," she teased, leaning back with an impish smile.

"But what about me?" she continued without missing a beat. "I could go as James Bond or Indiana Jones."

I had to admit she would make a stunning Bond—all sleek suits and sly grins—but that did nothing to ease my hesitations. I settled next to her and took a deep breath.

"I'm not sure if I'm comfortable with this whole idea," I confessed quietly.

Charlotte's expression softened as she reached for my hand. "Why not? It's just for fun. No one's going to judge you."

"It's not that," I said, rubbing the back of my neck nervously. "It's... well, it just feels weird thinking about myself in a dress or something."

She squeezed my hand gently. "I get that it's outside your comfort zone, but that's part of what makes it special. We've been together long enough—we should try new things together."

I chuckled despite myself. "You always know how to spin things positively."

"It's one of my many talents," she quipped, winking.

We sat in silence for a moment before she spoke again. "How about this: We go through some potential costumes together and see if we can find something you're okay with? If you still feel uncomfortable by the end of it, we can always skip the party."

Her compromise seemed reasonable enough. I nodded slowly. "Alright, let's give it a shot."

The next hour flew by in a whirl of ideas and laughter as we browsed online for costume inspiration. We stumbled upon everything from classic movie stars to outrageous pop divas.

"What about Audrey Hepburn?" Charlotte suggested at one point, holding up an image on her phone of Holly Golightly in her iconic black dress and pearls.

I raised an eyebrow but couldn't suppress a grin. "Well, I do like breakfast..."

"Exactly!" Charlotte laughed.

Charlotte ordered a few costumes for us to try with the intention of returning the ones we didn’t keep. The next few days made me nervous waiting on them. I knew if I at least tried them on and didn’t like it, Charlotte would respect my wishes. But that wasn’t my big concern. My biggest concern was the fact that many years ago, I’d tried on a pair of women’s panties and liked it so much I’d cum inside them.

I was worried the same thing might happen again, only my wife would see how much it aroused me.

The day the costumes arrived, I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe we could get this over with quickly and get on with our lives. She’d ordered a cowgirl outfit, Marilyn Monroe, and a mermaid costume.

The box sat ominously on our living room floor, its arrival signalling the start of an experiment that could either be a harmless laugh or a revelation I wasn’t ready for. Charlotte’s enthusiasm was infectious as she tore open the packaging.

“Let’s start with the cowgirl outfit!” she declared, holding up a fringed vest and a short denim skirt. She handed them to me with a twinkle in her eye, then pulled out chaps and a hat for herself.

I took the outfit with a sigh, retreating to the bedroom to change. Slipping into the garments felt like stepping into another world. The fabric against my skin felt new, strange, and alarmingly exhilarating. I tried to shake off the tingling excitement that crept its way up my spine and focused on fastening the vest.

When I walked back out, Charlotte was already there in her cowboy gear, adjusting her hat at a jaunty angle. She turned as she heard my footsteps and whistled appreciatively.

“Well, look at you,” she said, her tone affectionate but playful.

I cleared my throat, trying to hide my growing arousal as I adjusted the skirt self-consciously. “How do I look?”

“Fantastic,” Charlotte said with a broad smile. “This is going to be so much fun!”

She grabbed her phone and pulled me close for a selfie. As we posed together, her arm draped around my shoulder, her closeness only made things worse. I did my best to shift subtly, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

“Now let’s see how you look as a mermaid!” she said once we’d taken a few pictures. The costume’s shimmery scales caught every bit of light in our living room as Charlotte helped me into it. I couldn’t help but feel vulnerable yet enticingly exposed in its snug embrace.

When the shell bra was put on, I had trouble keeping my erection down. I’d never tried on an actual bra before, but I’d always wondered. Even after years of being married, I didn’t let myself touch my wife’s things like that. I was afraid I’d become addicted to it and finally get caught. So I fought the urge whenever it popped up.

Next, was the long, red wig. Having long hair felt enticing and arousing. I couldn’t wait to be done so I could stop getting turned on by all the costumes.

Charlotte changed into pirate attire—a fitting counterpart for my mermaid, which accentuated her curves and added an edge of roguish allure to her demeanor.

We huddled together again for another series of photos: me trying hard not to reveal too much about how these costumes were affecting me while Charlotte’s laughter lit up every frame.

Finally came the Marilyn Monroe costume. I headed back to change again. The white dress of Marilyn Monroe clung to me in ways that felt both alien and electrifying. Its soft fabric brushed against my skin seductively as I slipped it on.

By the time I put on the blond wig on, I knew I was in trouble. My heart pounded as I studied myself in the mirror. I looked so convincing as Marilyn Monroe that it made me want to hide in the bedroom. If Charlotte saw this costume, she’d make me wear it for sure.

My dick was fully hard now, poking through the white fabric of the dress. I didn’t want to step outside for fear that Charlotte would see. The only thing I could do was jack off real quick.

So I lifted the fabric of my dress and jacked off while looking at my reflection. God, I looked hot. I looked hotter than most women, my wife excluded. No one was hotter than her. Fuck, just seeing me in that wig and dress was enough to make me cum. With a weak whimper, I shot my load onto the carpet below, then smeared it with my heels so it wasn’t obvious. I made a mental note to clean it up later.

Finally, I stepped out of the room. Charlotte's eyes widened with delight when she saw me. “Oh wow! You look amazing!” She circled me like an appraiser considering an antique masterpiece.

“And now for me,” she announced with a grin, pulling on a leather jacket that complimented her white shirt and jeans. Her short hair was slicked back to resemble James Dean, another cultural icon as big as Monroe.

As we stood together in front of the mirror once more, laughter bubbled up between us. Yet beneath it all simmered an undercurrent of something deeper—a fear and excitement at the thought of dressing like a girl in front of a whole party full of people.

Afterwards we sat on the couch reviewing the pictures on her phone. “This was great,” Charlotte said softly as she leaned closer to me; warmth radiating from her body. “I think you should definitely go as Marilyn. I can’t believe how much you actually look like her. It’s kind of…hot.”

I gulped. “Really?”

She shifted awkwardly. “Yeah,” she said with a smile. “I wouldn’t think so, but it is.”

My heart raced. “I mean…I could put the dress back on…if you wanted.” I desperately wanted to make it sound like her idea and not mine.

Her hand trailed over my thigh, her fingers dancing up toward my erection. “It turns you on, doesn’t it? I heard you jacking off when you put on the dress.”

Humiliation swept through me, turning my cheeks pink. “You heard that?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded. “Why don’t you go put it back on for me. Let me show you how much it turns me on to see you all dolled up.”

I couldn’t believe this was happening. Could all of my dreams really be coming true? I rushed into the bedroom with a smile on my face and dressed myself up, wig and heels included. Before I stepped out, though, I decided to add a final touch. A pair of panties.

I slipped out of my briefs and picked up my favorite pair of my wife’s panties, a white lacy number that I’d always wanted to try on. I slipped it up my legs, feeling my dick harden with each inch closer they got to my hips.

By the time I’d pulled them all the way up, my dick was rock hard and my breath ragged. It was then that my wife pushed the door open, her eyes hooded with lust.

She grinned wickedly. "Well, well, don't you look pretty?" Her voice was a sultry purr that sent shivers down my spine.

"Charlotte," I began, but she silenced me with a single finger pressed to my lips.

"Shh," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she leaned in close. "Let me enjoy this." Her lips brushed my neck, sending electric jolts straight to my core.

My heart thundered in my chest as she pulled back and looked me over. She lifted my skirt, her eyes lingering on the lace panties that barely concealed my arousal. "Turn around," she commanded softly.

I obeyed, feeling the anticipation build as I turned and faced the wall. She placed her hands on my hips, guiding me to lean forward slightly, pushing out my ass just like she'd asked. I felt exposed and vulnerable, yet incredibly turned on.

Her hands roamed over the delicate fabric of the dress before slipping underneath to caress the bare skin of my ass cheeks. "You're such a slut for this, aren't you?" Her voice was low and teasing, filled with dark promise.

"Yes," I admitted breathlessly. "I am."

She chuckled softly. "Good girl." The sound of her rummaging through a drawer reached my ears, heightening my anticipation. Finally, she returned, pressing something slick and cool against my entrance.

I gasped at the sensation of the dildo's tip nudging inside me, already vibrating gently. Charlotte worked it past the initial resistance with slow, deliberate care until it was fully seated within me.

"How does that feel?" she asked silkily.

"Amazing," I breathed, gripping the wall for support.

She started moving the toy in and out of me in a steady rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure radiating through me. Her other hand slid between my legs to stroke my hard cock through the thin lace of the panties, making me moan out loud.

"You like being fucked like this, don't you?" Charlotte's voice was husky with desire. "Being dressed up all pretty while I make you feel good?"

"Yes," I whimpered again, completely lost in the sensations overwhelming me.

"Such a dirty slut," she continued to taunt me lovingly as she increased both the pace of her thrusts and the pressure on my aching member. My body trembled with need as I felt myself inch closer and closer to release.

"Please," I begged without shame now. "Please don't stop."

Her hand tightened around me even more firmly as she drove the vibrating toy deeper into me with every thrust. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, an explosion of ecstasy ripped through me. My entire body tensed as I came hard, staining the lace panties with cum and shuddering against her relentless thrusts.

Charlotte slowed her movements gradually until finally withdrawing the toy from me entirely. She turned me around to face her once more then kissed me deeply—hungrily—as if savoring every ounce of our shared pleasure.

"Now it’s my turn," she murmured against my lips.

"Tell me what you want," I replied shakily but sincerely as warmth spread across every inch of my soul—knowing this night was bringing us closer than ever before.

“I want you to fuck me while dressed up like Marilyn. Marilyn with a dick sounds so sexy…”

Fuck, I was already hard again. I kissed her and moved her to the bed to lay her back. I unfastened her jeans while she slid out of her white t-shirt, messing up her James Dean hair. Her nipples were puckered and her pussy was soaked by the time I’d ripped off her panties.

First, I went down on her, swiping my tongue over her slick folds. Her hands clasped my wig and she seemed to be getting off to the fact that I looked like a woman while I ate her out. Before she could cum, though, I rose up and positioned myself between her legs, stroking my hard cock over her pussy.

I teased her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock against her slickness. Charlotte's eyes were dark with desire, and she arched her back, silently begging for more.

"Please, Beau," she whispered. "Fuck me like Marilyn."

Her words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. With a soft moan, I pushed into her, feeling her tight heat envelop me. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I started to move, slowly at first but gradually picking up the pace.

"Oh God, yes," she cried out, her voice trembling with need. "Harder!"

I obeyed, thrusting deeper and faster into her. The sensation of my dress swishing against my thighs as I moved was oddly erotic, adding another layer to the thrill of our passion. Charlotte’s hands roamed over my back and down to my ass, pulling me closer with each thrust.

"Marilyn fucks so good," she groaned, biting her lip as she looked into my eyes. "Don't stop."

I leaned down to kiss her again, our mouths crashing together in a frenzy of lust. Her tongue danced with mine as I drove into her harder and faster, the bed creaking beneath us. The sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the room, mingling with Charlotte's near-continuous moans and my own grunts of pleasure.

"I can't hold it much longer," I panted against her lips, feeling the familiar tension building in my core.

"Cum for me," she demanded breathlessly. "Cum inside me while you look like that."

Her words pushed me over the edge. With one final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her and let go. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, and I felt Charlotte's walls clench around me as she came too. We rode out the waves of our release together, trembling and gasping for breath.

When it was over, I collapsed onto her chest, both of us sweaty and spent. She wrapped her arms around me and stroked my hair—wig and all—with a contented sigh.

"That was incredible," she murmured softly.

"It really was," I agreed, feeling a sense of fulfillment I'd never experienced before.

We lay there in each other's arms for a long time, basking in the afterglow of our shared experience. Finally pulling away slightly to look into Charlotte's eyes once more, I saw not just lust but deep affection reflected back at me.

"I love you," she said simply.

"I love you too," I replied with all my heart. Suddenly, I couldn’t wait for the costume party.
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When the day finally arrived, we got into our costumes and headed over to Emma and Jack’s place. As we approached the penthouse door of Emma and Jack's place, I felt a mixture of excitement and nerves bubbling within me. Charlotte adjusted her leather jacket, her James Dean persona effortlessly cool, while I smoothed down my wig’s platinum curls and adjusted the white halter dress that hugged my body.

I raised a hand to knock, but Emma beat me to it, swinging open the door before my knuckles made contact. Dressed as Luke Skywalker in a billowing beige tunic and lightsaber strapped to her waist, Emma's eyes immediately widened in delight.

"Oh my goodness!" she exclaimed, eyes sparkling with amusement and approval. "Charlotte, you look dead-on like James Dean. And Beau—" her gaze roamed over me appreciatively, “—you’re absolutely stunning as Marilyn Monroe. You even got the wig right! The resemblance is uncanny."

A flush rose up my neck and spread across my cheeks as I grinned sheepishly. The thin dress did little to hide my body's reactions to her words of praise, and I shifted uncomfortably in an attempt to keep certain aspects of my excitement under control.

"Thanks, Emma," Charlotte said with a sly smile, nudging me playfully. "We had a lot of fun putting these together."

"Come on in," Emma beckoned us inside with a wave of her hand. As we stepped over the threshold into their lavishly decorated living room, we were greeted by an eclectic mix of costumes. Jack was across the room adjusting what looked like Princess Leia's iconic buns—on his own head—and other guests were scattered around dressed in various gender-bending outfits.

Music thumped softly through the speakers while laughter and chatter filled the air. Charlotte entwined her fingers with mine reassuringly as we navigated through the crowd toward our hosts.

Jack turned and caught sight of us then burst out laughing, giving Charlotte an appreciative once-over before clapping his hands together. "Now this is what I’m talking about! Look at you two—absolutely killing it!"

"And who knew Marilyn had such killer legs?" came a voice from behind us—a guest half-dressed as Cleopatra quickly identified by the distinctive beaded headdress.

I shrugged with a teasing smile, trying to play off my earlier embarrassment. "Marilyn must have been keeping secrets," I joked lamely.

The party was in full swing before long; drinks flowed freely, and conversations danced from corner to corner. We found ourselves mingling with friends both familiar and new—each costume more inventive than the last. The atmosphere was lighthearted yet charged with an undeniable undercurrent of intrigue fostered by our collective transformations.

It wasn't until much later that night as we stood out on Emma and Jack's spacious balcony overlooking city lights glittering like jewels against dark velvet skies that I realized just how much this evening had meant to both Charlotte and me—not just for stepping out into public view wearing different personas but for embracing each other more completely than ever before.

Charlotte leaned against the railing looking effortlessly cool under starlight while she gazed back at me with those smoldering eyes that had ignited this whole journey.

"Well," she murmured softly as she pulled me closer—James Dean meeting Marilyn Monroe for one more cinematic kiss beneath those shimmering heavens—"I think tonight’s been a huge success.” Her hand found its way from my lower back to my ass, and it really felt like we were reversing roles for the night.

I turned to face my wife, about to kiss her when Emma’s voice rang out. “It’s time for the winners of the costume competition!” she called from inside. I blushed, secretly hoping that I might win, but also being afraid to receive the recognition. I knew it would go straight to my head…the one between my legs.

“Come on,” said Charlotte, taking my hand. “Let’s go hear those winners.”

We stepped inside and Emma asked everyone for a drumroll as she counted through the slips of paper. The anticipation in the room was palpable, the drumming on tables and stomping of feet merging into a thunderous cacophony. I could feel my heart thudding in sync with the rhythm, my nerves tingling with excitement and dread. Charlotte squeezed my hand, her touch a grounding force amidst the chaos.

“And the winners are…” Emma paused dramatically, stretching out the moment until it felt like eternity. “Charlotte and Beau!”

The room erupted in applause, cheers, and whistles. My cheeks burned with a mix of pride and embarrassment as we made our way to the front. Charlotte led the way confidently, her grip firm on my hand. I tried to focus on her steady presence and not on the fact that my skintight dress was doing absolutely nothing to conceal my arousal.

Emma handed us a gift card with a bright grin. “Congratulations! You both look incredible tonight.”

“Thank you!” Charlotte responded enthusiastically, accepting the card on our behalf. She cast a sly glance towards me, clearly amused by how flustered I was.

A chorus of playful comments followed us as we stood at the front of the room. “Beau, you’ve got some serious legs,” someone called out, making me blush even harder.

“Don’t hide, Marilyn!” another voice teased. “We’re here for all of it!”

I tried to laugh it off, but every comment only seemed to heighten my discomfort. I shifted awkwardly, trying—and failing—to position myself in a way that might hide my evident excitement.

Emma’s eyes flickered down briefly, catching sight of my predicament, but she quickly masked any reaction with a professional smile. “Alright everyone,” she said, steering attention away from me. “Let’s keep this party going!”

The crowd dispersed back into their groups and conversations resumed. Charlotte kept hold of my hand as we retreated to a quieter corner.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly, genuine concern in her eyes despite her earlier amusement.

“I’m fine,” I muttered, though my face probably betrayed just how mortified I felt.

She leaned closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “You know…seeing you like this is kind of turning me on.”

My eyes widened in surprise and then softened as I saw the mischievous glint in her gaze. “Really? Again?”

“Really,” she affirmed with a sultry smile before pulling me into a deep kiss that left no room for doubt about her intentions.

When we finally pulled apart, breathless and slightly disheveled from our kiss, Charlotte grinned up at me. “Let’s sneak away for a bit,” she suggested.

I nodded eagerly, grateful for an escape from prying eyes and teasing remarks. We slipped through the crowd unnoticed—thanks largely to the distraction provided by Jack attempting a dance routine in his Leia costume—and found ourselves in one of the more secluded rooms of Emma and Jack’s expansive home.

The door clicked shut behind us and within seconds, Charlotte had pushed me against it, her hands roaming over Marilyn Monroe’s curves—my curves for tonight—with a possessive hunger that made my head spin.

“You’re so beautiful,” she murmured against my lips before capturing them again in another searing kiss.

My hands found their way to her waist and drew her closer, reveling in the familiar heat of her body pressed up against mine. The feel of her fingers tracing down my chest, over the smooth satin of the dress, sent jolts of electricity through me. My heart pounded even faster as she reached the hem and pulled it up, revealing just how much I was enjoying our stolen moment.

“Charlotte…” I groaned softly into her mouth, my voice thick with need.

She responded with a low hum of approval, her hand deftly slipping beneath my panties to grasp me firmly. I gasped at the sudden contact, my body instinctively bucking into her touch.

“Shh,” she whispered, her lips brushing sensuously against my ear. “We wouldn’t want anyone to hear, would we?”

I could only nod in agreement, biting back another moan as she began to stroke me with practiced expertise. But just as I was losing myself in the intoxicating rhythm of her movements, the door creaked open.

Both Charlotte and I froze at the sound, our heads snapping towards the intruder. Standing there with a mischievous grin was Emma. She took in the scene before her—Charlotte’s hand still wrapped around me beneath my dress—with a look of delight.

“Well isn’t this a sight,” Emma drawled, stepping fully into the room and closing the door behind her. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

My face burned with humiliation as I tried to extricate myself from Charlotte’s grasp. But before I could pull away completely, Charlotte’s grip tightened possessively around me.

“No need to leave on our account,” Charlotte said smoothly, turning her attention back to Emma with a knowing smile. “In fact, why don’t you join us?”

Emma’s eyes sparkled with interest as she sauntered closer. “Are you sure Jack wouldn’t mind?” I asked, though there was an unmistakable eagerness in my tone.

“Jack wouldn’t mind at all,” Emma assured me confidently. “As long as he gets to be a part of it too. In fact, I’m going to send him a text right now. I’d go find him, but I don’t want to miss anything that’s happening.”

She pulled out her phone and sent her husband a text.

My heart skipped a beat at the implication of her words. A part of me wanted to protest—to say this was too much—but Charlotte’s commanding presence kept me rooted to the spot.

Emma wasted no time in closing the distance between us, her hands ghosting over Charlotte’s shoulders before trailing down to join where she still held me beneath the dress. The combined touch of both women was almost too much to bear.

“Looks like Marilyn Monroe has quite an audience tonight,” Emma commented teasingly as she glanced meaningfully at my evident arousal.

“It seems that way,” Charlotte responded with a chuckle before addressing me directly. “What do you think, Beau? Do you want to keep going?”

I swallowed hard, searching for words amidst the sea of sensations overwhelming me. “If… if you’re calling the shots,” I managed to say haltingly.

“Oh, I am,” Charlotte purred in satisfaction before turning back to Emma. “Well then—let’s not keep Marilyn waiting any longer.”

Emma’s grin widened as she leaned in to capture my lips in a kiss that was both forceful and tantalizingly slow. Meanwhile, Charlotte’s hand resumed its earlier motions with renewed vigor while Emma’s joined in at a different angle, adding a new layer of sensation. My thoughts became increasingly scattered, lost in the mingling pleasure of their combined efforts. The stiffness of my costume’s dress crinkled and rustled with every movement, heightening my awareness of how exposed and vulnerable I felt.

Just then, there was another creak of the door, this time opening wider to admit Jack’s imposing figure, still clad in a Leia costume. He stood there for a moment, taking in the scene with an unmistakable glint of amusement and hunger in his eyes. A wicked grin spread across his lips as he quietly locked the door behind him.

“Well, well,” Jack said, his voice rich with approval. “Looks like the party’s really starting in here.”

Normally, I wouldn’t be attracted to another guy, but dressed as Leia, Jack made me hunger for him. I imagined he hungered for me similarly as I was dressed as Marilyn.

Emma pulled back from our kiss just long enough to flash him an encouraging smile. “Glad you could make it, darling. We’ve saved a special place for you.”

He approached with deliberate slowness, seeming to savor every loaded moment until he reached us. He knelt beside me, his hands trailing up my legs slowly under the dress until they rested on my thighs. The roughness of his palms against my skin contrasted sharply with the soft fabric between us.

“I must say, Beau,” Jack murmured as he continued his teasing caress. “You make a stunning Marilyn.”

My breath hitched at his words and touch. I could feel Charlotte and Emma watching intently, their own arousal palpable in their heated gazes.

Jack stood up, his lips brushing against mine but not quite kissing me yet. “Are you ready to let go completely?” he whispered, the promise of what was to come layered in every syllable.

Before I could respond verbally, Jack’s mouth claimed mine in a forceful kiss that left me breathless. Even though we were two men underneath our costumes, it was arousing to pretend we were lesbians instead. It helped that Leia had always been one of my role play fantasies.

At the same time, Charlotte and Emma’s hands roamed freely over my body, exploring and exploiting every sensitive spot they could find.

There was a heady mix of sensations—silk against skin, warm mouths pressing kisses along my neck and collarbone, hands kneading flesh with increasing fervor.

I let out a low moan as Emma redirected her focus downward while Charlotte nipped playfully at my earlobe. Jack’s touch roamed confidently over my chest before one hand moved lower to join Emma’s touch between my thighs, dancing against my cock which was covered only by my panties.

“Tell us what you want,” Jack murmured against my ear before nipping lightly at it again. “We want to hear you beg for it.”

My mind spun under their relentless touch—their desire mirroring and intensifying my own. Words tumbled past my lips almost without thought:

“I want… everything… don’t stop…”

Jack led me to the bed and laid me back. He climbed up beside me, lifting his Leia dress and pulling out his cock. God, he looked sexy. I’d never imagined Leia with a cock before, but it became my new fantasy.

Charlotte chuckled softly before climbing between my legs and pulling my cock out through the leg hole of my panties. Emma joined her, their tongues teasing my cock at the same time.

Just then, Jack slipped his cock into my mouth and I eagerly sucked him in.

The taste of him was intoxicating, each movement driving me further into a haze of arousal. His thickness filled my mouth, stretching my lips in a way that only deepened the delicious sensation of submission.

"That's it, Beau," Jack groaned, his voice tightening with pleasure. "You're such a good slut for me." The thought of Leia calling me a slut while her cock was in my mouth nearly sent me over the edge.

His words sent a shiver down my spine, an electric thrill that coursed straight to my core. I hollowed my cheeks, taking him deeper, my tongue swirling around his pulsing shaft. The expressions of pleasure coming from Emma and Charlotte only added to the heady mix of sensations. Their tongues worked in tandem over my cock, lips sliding sensuously over the sensitive skin.

Emma’s hand snaked up to toy with my nipples through the thin fabric of the dress, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. The dual stimulation left me whimpering around Leia’s cock.

"God, this is so hot," Charlotte breathed before leaning in to whisper against Emma’s ear. "We need to make him come, don’t you think?"

Emma responded with a sly grin before turning her full attention back to my cock, her lips and tongue moving with renewed fervor. Meanwhile, Charlotte’s hand reached down to play with my balls, squeezing them gently as she watched the scene unfold with gleaming eyes.

The room was filled with the sounds of our mingled pleasure—moans, gasps, wet kisses—layering over each other in a symphony of lust. Leia’s breath grew ragged as he thrust deeper into my mouth.

“Fuck, Beau,” Leia hissed out through clenched teeth. “I’m close.”

The urgency in his voice stirred something primal within me, and I sucked harder, urging him towards his release.

Charlotte glanced up from her place between my legs just long enough to meet Jack’s eyes and smirk. “Do it,” she coaxed. “Give our pretty Marilyn what she wants.”

With a final groan that turned into a guttural growl, Jack's hips jerked forward, and I felt the first hot spurt of his cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed eagerly, savoring the taste and feeling every pulse as he emptied himself into me.

Jack pulled out slowly as if savoring every moment of withdrawal while Charlotte and Emma continued their relentless assault on my cock. My senses were on fire, body trembling on the edge of climax.

“Now it’s your turn,” Emma murmured against my throbbing length just before enveloping me fully within her warm mouth.

An intense surge of pleasure washed over me as I bucked uncontrollably into Emma’s talented mouth while Charlotte kissed a searing path up my chest to claim my lips once more.

My orgasm hit hard—a blinding rush that sent me spiraling into ecstasy. My vision blurred for a moment as I spilled into Emma’s mouth with a loud cry muffled by Charlotte’s insistent kiss.

Slowly, reality returned in fragments—the feel of soft sheets beneath me, Jack's weight shifting beside me on the bed as he gathered himself together after his own release, Charlotte's fingers tracing lazy circles over my chest as she smiled down at me with satisfaction etched across her face.

Emma finally pulled away from my spent cock and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I don’t think we’re finished yet,” Emma said, drawing the attention of the rest of us.

“We’re not?” I asked, swallowing the lump in my throat.

Emma shook her head. “I want to ride Marilyn’s cock, and I want to watch Charlotte-James Dean-ride Leia’s cock.”

Both Jack and I were hard instantly at the sound of the idea. Emma climbed on top of me and slid my cock inside her. Leia laid beside me on the bed. I watched Charlotte slip out of her jeans and panties and climb over our friend. As Emma sank her hips down over me, I watched with jealousy and arousal as Leia’s cock slid inside my wife.

harlotte and Jack moved in perfect sync, moans echoing around the room with each thrust and grind. Emma's hands settled on my chest as she began to ride me, her movements matching the rhythm of Charlotte's passionate dance atop Leia. The sight was intoxicating—Charlotte’s head thrown back in ecstasy, Emma’s breasts bouncing with every firm stroke.

Emma leaned down, capturing my lips in a deep kiss, her hips never halting their sensuous undulations. Her tightness enveloped me, sending jolts of pleasure through my body with every inch she took. I couldn’t help but buck my hips upward, meeting her halfway.

Meanwhile, Leia’s groans of satisfaction mingled with Charlotte’s high-pitched whimpers. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, each wet slap punctuating the chorus of our combined pleasure.

“Marilyn,” Emma whispered into my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “You feel so good inside me.”

The words spurred me on, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements as she rode me faster. Her nails dug into my shoulders as she lost herself in the moment, her head tilting back revealing the elegant curve of her neck.

To my left, Charlotte’s eyes fluttered open to lock with mine. She gave me a sultry look as she continued to bounce on Leia’s cock, her breasts heaving with every breath. The connection between us was electric—a shared bond of raw desire and intense arousal.

I reached out to touch Charlotte’s arm, our fingers intertwining briefly before she was overtaken by another wave of pleasure that made her cry out Leia’s name.

Emma started to move more erratically above me, her orgasm building rapidly. I could feel the tightening within her core around my cock—a silent promise of the climax soon to come. The anticipation was exhilarating.

Finally, Emma’s cries grew louder and more desperate until she reached the peak of her orgasm, her entire body shuddering above me. Her inner walls clamped down hard around my shaft, triggering my own release. I felt myself explode inside her, pumping load after load into her welcoming heat.

Almost in tandem, Charlotte shivered violently as she climaxed on Leia’s cock, her screams blending harmoniously with Emma's as they shared their euphoric moments together. Leia’s face bore an expression of sheer bliss as he released once more inside Charlotte.

As we all collapsed into a tangled heap of sweaty bodies and satiated smiles, the room seemed to hum with the energy that had built up among us. We lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow of our mutual indulgence.

After we all caught our breath, Emma and Charlotte whispered conspiratorially. Leia sat up on ‘her’ elbows, her cock still exposed. “Uh oh. What kind of plan do you suppose they’re hatching?”

I batted my eyelashes girlishly and laughed. “Who knows?”

Charlotte met my gaze with a smirk. “You said I’m calling the shots, right?”

My heart raced. “Yes. I did.”

“Then I want to see pretty Leia fuck pretty Marilyn from behind.”

Jack and I looked at each other. I didn’t want to admit how much the idea turned me on. A trans Leia fucking me and putting me in my place? But admitting to that aloud might make me sound gay…so I waited for Jack to say something instead.

“I’m down if you are,” he said with a shrug of his shoulders.

I bit my lip and nodded. “Sure. If it’s what Charlotte wants.”

Charlotte and Emma rolled me onto my stomach and angled my hips upward, rolling my dress over to reveal my ass. Trans Leia walked behind me stroking her cock and running it along my entrance.

To my surprise, Charlotte and Emma were so excited by the idea that they finished removing their clothes and began to lick each other’s pussies while they watched. This night seemed to be getting wilder than I’d ever imagined.

The thrill of Charlotte's command sent a shiver down my spine, anticipation mingling with a newfound curiosity. Jack, still embodying the powerful allure of Leia, positioned himself behind me. His hands, surprisingly gentle for their size, held my hips with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with the raw energy of the night.

Charlotte's voice broke through my thoughts, her tone teasing yet commanding. "Relax, Marilyn. Let Leia take control." Her words were punctuated by the wet sounds of her and Emma's eager sucking on each other’s clits.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation of Jack's cock rubbing against my entrance. The mixture of apprehension and excitement was intoxicating. Slowly, he pushed inside me, the initial discomfort quickly giving way to a wave of pleasure. I let out a low moan as he filled me completely.

"God, Marilyn," Leia groaned, her voice strained as she began to thrust. "You feel incredible."

I could hear Charlotte's soft laughter mingling with Emma's responsive moans. The soundscape of our collective ecstasy was framing this surreal moment perfectly. I pushed back against Leia’s rhythmic movements, feeling every inch of her cock inside me.

Emma’s fingers brushed along my back in an intimate caress as she paused from her activities with Charlotte. "You look so beautiful like this," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. She kissed along my shoulder blades while Charlotte continued to guide her head between her thighs.

Leia’s pace quickened, each thrust sending waves of intense pleasure through my body. The sensation was overwhelming yet utterly perfect. My cries grew louder, mingling with the harmonious moans of our partners.

Charlotte’s hand found mine, squeezing it tightly as she watched us, her own climax approaching once more from Emma's expert tongue work. Her eyes glimmered with pride and arousal at the sight before her.

The room seemed to pulse with an almost visible energy as we all reached the peak together. Leia’s final thrusts were powerful and deliberate, his release filling me with a warmth that echoed through my entire being.

Charlotte’s cry resonated around us as she came hard against Emma’s mouth, her body shaking violently from the force of it. Emma followed shortly after, collapsing onto Charlotte in a breathless heap.

I felt myself teeter on the edge before plunging into the depths of my orgasm. My body convulsed beneath Jack’s weight, every muscle tightening before releasing in an explosive rush of pleasure, my cum shooting all over the bedspread.

When it was all over, we lay together in a tangled mess of satisfaction and exhaustion. The room was filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and contented sighs. Eventually, Charlotte curled up next to me, resting her head on my shoulder while Emma snuggled against Jack who had finally found his breath again.

“That was...incredible,” Emma said softly, breaking the comfortable silence that had settled over us.

Jack chuckled lowly from beside us. “I think we’ve set a new standard for costume parties.”

“We’ll have to throw these parties more often,” Emma said, and Charlotte was quick to agree.

“For now, though,” said Jack, “I think we’ve abandoned our own party for long enough. We’re not very good hosts.”

Emma rolled on top of me suddenly, fake-riding me once again. “Oh, but I had so much fun. I don’t want to let Marilyn go. When will I ever see her again?”

Charlotte teased my jaw with her finger and smiled. “I have a feeling she’ll be coming out to play a lot more often.”

Just the mention of doing this again made my dick hard, but I tried to control it. We were all too exhausted to go another round.

Emma pouted and climbed off of me, returning to the arms of her husband. Charlotte helped me off the bed and the four of us fixed up our costumes before rejoining the party. Charlotte took my hand in hers and pressed her lips to my ear.

“I think I want to fuck you as Marilyn from now on. In fact, I think I want you to do all of our chores as Marilyn too. What do you say?”

I blushed, the idea of it turning me on more and more. “I think I’d like that too.” I knew then that Marilyn was as much as my persona now as Beau, and I couldn’t be happier.


TRUTH OR DARE


“Ugh! I’m so bored!” Paul threw himself on his bed melodramatically, draping his arm over his forehead like a fainting princess. “I don’t know why I thought it was a move into the dorms early.”

“Yeah,” I said, looking down at my fantasy book. “Same.” Only, I didn’t really feel the same. I’d always been the loner, outcast type. I’d been looking forward to arriving early and having some time to myself.

I never expected my assigned dormmate to show up early too. He sighed and groaned, writhing on his bed. “I thought there’d be more chicks here. You know, I’d get a head start on getting laid before I had projects to do. I guess all the chicks wait until the last minute to move in.”

“I wouldn’t know.” And that was the truth. I didn’t know the first thing about girls. I never understood them. Sure, I stared at them constantly like any other guy, but there was always something different about it to me. I never ached to see them naked. I never wanted to sleep with them. I just thought they were pretty to look at.

It wasn’t that I was gay or anything. I mostly assumed I was asexual. Not that I’d had many chances to test that theory. No girl—or guy for that matter—had ever looked at me with anything but apathy.

And it seemed like Paul would be just like the rest of them. Because if he was so bored, then that meant I couldn’t be a source of fun. Not that I saw him as a source of fun. He was a jock and had less thoughts in his head than I had girlfriends. Pretty close to zero.

He turned on his side, his baby blues studying me with curiosity. “Aren’t you bored? What do you do for fun? Read those silly books?”

I hitched up a shoulder. “Well, yeah. They’re pretty good if you ever gave reading a chance.”

He scoffed and pushed himself up from the bed. “I read. I’m not some idiot, you know.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean anything by it. I just assumed.”

“I mean, I haven’t read since I hit puberty. My dick is too hungry all the time, you know what I mean?” I didn’t say anything and he studied me even more. I could feel his gaze inspecting every inch of my skin, trying to learn more about me. Surprisingly, it didn’t make me uncomfortable. “Nah, you probably don’t know what I mean. I bet your dick is never hungry.”

“If you mean do I walk around trying to manipulate girls into sleeping with me, then no. I don’t do that. Never have and never will.” He arched a brow, but before he could say it, I replied with, “And no, I’m not gay.” At least, I don’t think I am.

He chuckled and held up his hands in surrender. “I didn’t say anything.”

“I know your type,” I said, closing my book. “You were about to.”

His smile was disarming me and I didn’t know why. Maybe I felt like we were sort of getting along, even if he did seem to think I was a loser like everyone else did. I didn’t feel like he looked down on me for it.

He stood up from his bed and found a tennis ball on the floor. He began bouncing it against the floor and catching it. “There’s gotta be something fun to do around here.” Suddenly, he stopped bouncing and stared at me. “Have you ever played truth or dare?”

I leaned back on my bed—I don’t know why. The feeling of leaning back felt like exposing myself, something I’d never wanted to do before.

“No,” I said. “I’ve heard of other people playing it though. I’d think it would be kind of pointless with two people.”

“Nah. It can be more fun. I’ll start. Truth or dare?”

I rolled my eyes. I wasn’t going to play a game like that. It was bound to land me in trouble and humiliation—two things I didn’t need more of in my life.

“Come on. Don’t be a pussy.”

The word pussy made me tingle, but not because I wanted to fuck one. I sighed. I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I’d never been normal, though. That much was certain. “Fine. Truth.”

He scoffed. “Pussy.”

“You said I’d be a pussy if I didn’t play. Well, now I’m playing.”

“Yeah, and you picked the easiest of the two choices. Come on, bro. Choose dare.”

I leaned up and gazed down the length of my body. “Fuck off. I’m playing your stupid game. Truth was my pick.”

He walked toward me until he was towering above me. It felt odd to look up at him like that. “Okay. Are you really not gay?”

“Why do you care? Are you?”

He smirked. “You’re dodging the question.”

I smirked back, not feeling an ounce of the confidence I was trying to convey. “So are you.”

“I’m not fucking gay. I like girls, though I guess you almost pass for one.”

His words made me tense up, like I was afraid of them for some reason. “Well, I’m not fucking gay either. I don’t think I like much of anybody.”

That really made his head spin. For the first time since he moved in, he looked like a dumb jock with the most blank expression I’d ever seen. “Are you a virgin?”

“You already asked your question. Now it’s your turn. Truth or dare?”

He rolled his eyes but smiled at the same time. “Dare. I’m not a pussy.”

The problem with him picking dare was that I had to think up a good one, and I wasn’t all that creative when it came to things like this. “I dare you to…pick your nose.”

The laughter that bubbled out of Paul’s throat was more humiliating than the dare I’d given him. “Dude, that’s it? Pick my fucking nose?” He shoved his finger up his nostril and twisted it before pulling it out. “Jesus. Can’t you think of anything more creative? You’re too easy.” He wiped his hand on his pants and added, “Truth or dare?”

I chewed my lower lip. I didn’t want to seem like a ‘pussy,’ but I was terrified of what kind of dare this guy would give me. Adrenaline coursed through me as I opened my mouth and muttered, “Dare,” under my breath.

Paul rubbed his hands together and smiled. “Hmmm. What shall I make you do?” He studied me for a long moment while trying to decide.

“Well, hurry it up already.”

“Why? We have all week. There’s no rush.”

“Because I’d like to get back to my book, if you don’t mind.”

“I dare you to steal some panties.”

A bitter laugh escaped me. “Oh yeah? What about there being no girls on campus yet? Where am I supposed to get panties?”

“At one of the sororities. I saw a couple of girls arrive early there. Just no one I wanted to bang.”

I narrowed my gaze. “You mean no one that wanted to bang you.”

He put a hand over his chest and stumbled backward like I’d shot him. “I’m hurt. I’m genuinely hurt.” He reached for my hand and pulled me up to standing. “Come on, I’ll walk over with you.”

I reluctant followed him to Beta Phi, wondering how on earth I was going to get away with stealing some panties. I also wondered when I decided to let this jock who I barely knew dare me to do such ridiculous things. I didn’t recognize myself in the scorching summer heat, but when we arrived to the sorority house, I instantly remembered.

I was the kind of loser these girls would laugh at or ignore. A bitter taste exploded on my tongue which fueled me for the dare. These girls deserved to lose a pair of their precious panties. At least, that’s what I told myself.

With a shove against my back, Paul pushed me forward. “Go on. I have faith in you.”

“How? You expect me to just walk through the front door?”

He laughed. “However you have to do it.” He pointed to the side of the house. “Look. There’s a window open right there.”

Slowly, ever so slowly, I approached the side window and looked in. So far, so good. There wasn’t a girl in sight. I climbed in through the window, my heart racing, and looked around. There didn’t seem to be any bedrooms on the first floor.

Fuck. I climbed the stairs, listening for any indication that there were girls around, but I heard nothing. As I approached the top landing, a chill crept down my spine. This was really happening. I was inside a sorority house about to sneak into a girl’s bedroom and steal her panties.

I shook my head. What the hell was wrong with me?

The floorboards creaked beneath me as I approached the first room, but it didn’t look like anyone had moved in. I searched room to room until I found one with a few plants and a journal laying on the bed. There was still no sign of chatter or laughter. No sign of life in the house.

With heavy feet, I approached the dresser. My instinct told me to check the top drawer. Bingo. I ran my fingers over the delicate, colored fabrics and felt another chill. I told myself it was just my conscience trying to get me to nope out of there.

I picked up a pair of pastel pink silk panties with a little bow in front. Strangely enough, I felt turned on by holding them. Maybe I’m not asexual after all. Maybe I’d like seeing a girl in their underwear.

And yeah, the more I thought about it. The more seeing someone model these panties sounded arousing. A smile tugged at my lips as I fisted the panties and shoved them in my jeans pocket. Then, I bolted out of there.

Meeting up with Paul, I pulled the panties from my pocket. His eyes widened and he laughed wildly. “You fucking did it! I didn’t think you had it in you.”

I cocked a brow. “Yeah, well. There’s a lot you don’t know about me.” I fought a frown. There’s a lot I don’t know about myself, even.

We headed back to the dorm where we continued our little game. I was feeling high as a kite having fulfilled a pretty terrifying dare. Besides, now it was my turn. “Truth or dare?” I asked Paul.

He tapped his chin and sat on his bed. “Hmm…”

I rolled my eyes. “Any day.”

“Truth,” he said, making me giddy.

“I thought you said my dares were easy? Who’s the pussy now?”

He smirked and leaned back against the wall. “Not a pussy. Just trying to keep things interesting.”

I nodded. Now I had to think of a good question to ask him. “Okay, here’s your question. You said you wouldn’t sleep with any of the girls who moved in. Is that true, or did you try and get shot down?”

He grinned so wide it turned my blood cold. “I didn’t get turned down.” He laughed. “Look at me.”

And I did look at him. I looked at him a little longer than I should have. It was a stupid question. Why did I think any girl would turn down fucking him? Maybe because I didn’t know the first thing about girls or sex or any of it. But Paul was attractive from head to toe and an athlete to boot.

“You’re too easy,” he said again, pushing himself up from the bed. He crossed the room and I realized I was holding my breath. Why? Why did this guy make me feel so uneasy and so relaxed at the same time?

“Truth or dare?”

Suddenly, I wanted to pick dare. I wanted to feel the rush. I wanted to be pushed out of my comfort zone. Stealing those panties made me feel like less of a loser. They made me feel like I could be more than I was, more than I’d always been defined as.

“Dare,” I said, unflinching.

Paul sat on the bed beside me, making me tense up again. He threw his arm around my shoulders and leaned in close. The scent of musk and woodsy cologne filled the air and I gulped down my fear. For the first time that I could remember, my body was responding to someone.

He leaned his arm over my waist and stuck his hand inside the front pocket of my jeans, brushing against my cock. He withdrew the pink panties and held them up to my face. “I dare you to put these on.”

My body flushed with heat at his proximity and his dare. I couldn’t do that, could I? Wear panties? But…it was only for a dare and it was only for Paul. It would last five minutes, tops. It’s not like that made me gay or effeminate. A lot of guys would do that as a dare. Guys stronger and more confident than I was.

“Okay,” I said, my throat more strained than I wanted it to sound. I took the panties and stood up, unfastening my jeans. “Are you going to sit there and watch me?”

He laughed. “I’ve seen plenty of dicks before. I’m a jock, remember? What do you think we do in the locker room? Have tea parties?”

I grunted. He may have been used to seeing dicks, but that didn’t mean I was used to showing mine. Still, I was trying not to look like the loser I’d always felt I was. So, with trembling fingers, I slid my jeans and boxers down to my ankles, kicked off my shoes, and stepped out of them.

My dick dangled between my legs, threatening to get half-hard as this jock stared at it. “Damn,” he said. “You’re kinda small.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “No I’m not.”

He shrugged. “Guess I’m just pretty big. Most dicks look small to me.”

I didn’t know if I was small or not, but it made me feel better to know that maybe I’d convinced him he’d misjudged. I bent over and stepped into the leg holes of the panties, sliding the pink silk up my thighs.

Suddenly, nothing had ever felt more right in the world. The way that pink silk wrapped around my junk and clung to my hips made me feel dizzy in the best way. My eyelashes fluttered and I could barely see Paul through the haze of desire I was feeling.

When my eyes finally came into focus, I saw Paul swallow. “Alright, cool. You did it. You can take them off now.” He averted his gaze as if he was dealing with his own conflicted emotions, but I couldn’t tell what.

I reluctantly slid off the panties, feeling an emptiness as they left my skin. I put on my boxers and jeans again then asked the question. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” he said, and I knew why he hadn’t picked truth. Because I could ask him what he was thinking in that moment and he’d have to tell me. Now, I needed to think of a good dare.

“You saw my dick. Now I want you to show me yours. It’s only fair.”

He scoffed and grinned. “Easy peasy. I told you, I’m used to showing off my dick and seeing others.”

He didn’t bother to stand, though. Still sitting on my bed, he unzipped his jeans and reached in to pull out his cock. One look at it had me gasping for breath. He wasn’t lying about his size. He was fucking massive.

He laughed when he saw my reaction. “You should see the width of your eyes. Like fucking saucers. You sure you’re not gay?”

“I’m not the one who looks at dicks on the regular.”

He stuffed his cock back into his pants and zipped up. “I don’t look at them by choice. I don’t know why I have to keep explaining this to you.” He chewed his lower lip then looked me up and down. “Should we keep playing?”

I met his challenge with, “I don’t see why not.”

“Truth or dare?”

Was I fool to choose dare again? Maybe I was. After all, what sort of truth would he give me that I’d be ashamed of? His only move seemed to be asking me if I was gay which I repeatedly answered ‘no’ to. Still, my dumbass picked dare.

“You know how I said you could almost pass for a girl?”

My eyes focused on his—two blue pools hiding behind a short curtain of dark hair. I nodded, unsure of where he was going with this but certain I would hate it.

“I dare you to dress up like one and walk around campus.”

I snorted and shook my head. “No way.”

He stood up and closed the distance between us. “Come on. There’s hardly anyone on campus. It’s not like a ton of people will see you.”

“But some people will.”

“Yeah, and? They won’t know who you are or anything like that.”

I sighed. “Where the hell am I going to get some girl clothes anyway? Please don’t tell me to break into another sorority.”

“Well, in that case, we’re just going to have to go steal some from somewhere else.”

“Oh yeah? Like where?”

He wrapped an arm around my shoulders and led me to the door. “I’m guessing you’ve never shoplifted before?”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “No,” I replied, my hands shaking beside me.

“Well, then. It’s going to be a day of firsts for you.”
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I didn’t know where Paul was taking me until we got there. Sitting in the parking lot, I looked up at the giant department store like it was the monster that had been hiding under my bed for years. Was I really going to do this? Not just dress like a woman, but shoplift in order to do it?

“You scared?” Paul was genuinely studying me, genuinely asking, and it made me feel weird and strange.

“No. I stole panties didn’t I?”

“This is a different beast altogether. Come on.” He stepped out of the car and I followed suit, walking behind him all the way to the front doors. They slid open and a burst of cool air caressed my skin, reminding me of just how hot it was this summer.

We made our way to the women’s section and I wondered how weird it must look to everyone that two men were there. Fortunately, the store wasn’t so busy seeing as it was in a college town before school started.

We waited for an older woman to leave with her cart and I avoided eye contact as she walked past us. Paul picked up a pink, frilly dress and turned to face me. “This looks like it would suit you.”

I stuck out my tongue. “You want me to look like a doll, don’t you?”

“I want you to look girly. That’s the point.”

I swept my gaze around the store, afraid someone would hear us. So what? I thought. We’re just playing truth or dare. It’s not like I was trans or anything. Still, I felt self-conscious shopping—well not shopping—for women’s clothes.

Amidst my conflicted emotions, my gaze settled on a red halter dress toward the back. I didn’t know why it called to me, but it did. I casually made my way over and fingered the fabric. It was soft, but the dress was tight. It would hug the hips I wasn’t sure I had.

I pictured slipping it on and walking around campus in it and I felt strangely excited by it. Like maybe the dare could be a little fun. A smile tugged at my lips but I tried to hide it from Paul. I didn’t want him thinking I wanted to dress up.

“Don’t you think that’s a little too sexy?” he asked when he noticed me looking at the dress. “You don’t want to get hit on by guys, do you?”

“Of course not. It just happens to be my favorite color.”

He gave a ‘hmph’ and pulled it off the hangar. “Here, stuff it down your pants.”

“My pants? I can’t fit it in there.”

He rolled his eyes then scanned the store for a solution. “Come here.” To my surprise, he took my hand to lead me away from the section and I didn’t hate it. It’s not like it was romantic or anything, but Paul didn’t exactly seem like the hand-holding type, man or woman.

We ended up in the purse section which also had a row of backpacks on the back wall. He pulled one down, tore the tag off of it and stuffed the dress inside. He wiggled his eyebrows. “Now we just have to find you some shoes. What size are you?”

“Nine.”

He chuckled. “Small feet for a small…well, you know.”

My cheeks flushed again. Maybe I was small, what did I know? It’s not like I had a lot of guys to compare myself to. “The girl sizes are different, though.”

“I know,” he said. “But I have a sister. I know how they translate.”

The shoe section was much busier and my heart rate ticked up. Women were staring at us left and right as Paul unapologetically found me a pair of black stilettos. I snorted as I stuck my foot in one to test the size. “You expect me to walk in these things?”

My question got the attention of everyone so I ducked down behind the shelves. Paul had been on his knees helping me into the shoes, and now that I had lowered myself, our faces were inches apart. He had his hands wrapped around my ankle and a weird sensation came over me. It was almost as if I wanted to kiss him.

I decided quickly that I was more comfortable having women stare questioningly at me than being so close to Paul so I stood back up. Once Paul realized we had the right size, he took the shoe off and put both of them in the backpack.

“Time for makeup,” he said.

I chased after him. His long strides made it so I had to run to keep up. “What do you mean makeup? That’s not part of the dare.” Was this even just a dare anymore? It seemed like the longest dare in the history of the game.

“Yeah. You gotta be convincing, bro. Or else it doesn’t work.”

“I thought you didn’t want guys hitting on me.” The words sounded weird coming out of my mouth. Like we were a couple or something.

He stopped where he was and turned to face me. The momentum of my running meant I slammed into his muscled chest. I stopped and glanced up at him, feeling unsettled by his gaze. “I didn’t say I didn’t want guys hitting on you,” he clarified, his tone clipped. “I said you don’t want them hitting on you.”

I grabbed my arm and rubbed my elbow. “Right. Sorry.”

He plastered a smile and gave my shoulder a shove. “No problem, dude. This is just a dare, right?”

I nodded. “Right.”

Once at the makeup section, Paul waited for the ladies at the counter to disappear so he could swipe a few things. He was so smooth that no one saw him. Of course, they were all too busy looking at his ass and his face to notice what he was doing with his hands. That, or they didn’t care.

I followed him right back out of the store and into his car. We didn’t set off one alarm, to my surprise. “We just need one more thing,” Paul said as he started the car and pulled out. “We need to find you a wig.”

“What? Why?”

He flashed me a smirk. “I told you. To be convincing.”

Maybe it was due to his sister, but he knew exactly where a wig store was. We slipped inside and I was relieved to see that it was emptier than the department store. “The question is,” Paul started, “do you want to be a blond or a brunette?”

“Maybe I want to be a red-head,” I argued, not really sure of which direction I wanted to go in. Did it matter? It was only for a quick dare.

Paul picked up a long, wavy blonde wig and placed it on my head. The look on his face was unsettling as he studied me. “Nah, too hot. Guys are going to hit on you for sure.” He made a move to pull the wig off when I clutched his wrist. His eyes widened at my touch and he froze.

Did he just say I looked hot? Why is that making my whole body heat up?

“I like the blonde,” I said.

He exhaled and then nodded. “Sure thing. We’ll get the blonde.”

Paul stuffed it in the bag he’d brought in with him and we snuck out when the cashier wasn’t looking. Paul didn’t say a word to me the entire way back to the dorm and I wondered if I’d done something to piss him off.

Once we were inside, Paul threw the things on my bed. “I’m going to step out while you change.”

I cocked a brow. “What happened to you not giving a shit about me being naked?”

“I don’t give a shit. But you threw a hissy fit last time so I figured I’d give you some privacy.” Before I could reply, he left, shutting the door behind him.

I stood over the girly items staring at them like they were filled with venomous snakes. Why was it so hard to put on some girly items? Reluctantly, I removed my shirt and stepped out of my jeans and boxers.

I picked up the panties first—the ones I’d stolen—and pinched the fabric in my fingers. I didn’t have to wear the panties. I could go commando. But something about that seemed disappointing, and besides, even if I did have a small dick, the dress was tight enough that it might be visible.

So I slid the panties back up and tucked my dick inside. I immediately felt a sense of warmth spread through me. A dizzying euphoria that almost made me too hard to concentrate. Focus, I told myself as I picked up the red dress.

I slid the soft dress down my body and tied the halter straps around my neck. It felt good to have this fabric hugging every inch of me. It was like a visit from an old friend, even though I’d never done this before. Next, I slid into the heels, grabbed the bag and wobbled my way to the mirror.

I secured the wig and watched a few videos on how to apply makeup. By the time I was finished, I was unrecognizable, and yet somehow I felt more familiar to myself.

I stepped back, a grin spreading wide. I ran my hands over my body and willed myself not to get hard at the sight of myself. It wasn’t that I was attracted to the ‘girl’ in the mirror like a straight guy would be. I was aroused by the way my body felt inside the clothes.

Like I’d finally come home.

A loud knock stirred me and woke me from my thoughts. “You almost done? You’re taking about as long as a girl would.”

I wobbled on the heels to the door and pulled it open. When Paul turned, his jaw nearly dropped to the floor and it made my stomach do a weird little flip. “Damn,” he said. “You really could pass for a girl.”

“Let’s get this over with,” I said, pretending to hate it instead of love it. But each step we took toward the dorm building exit was another step toward my own confidence. I’d originally been worried and terrified of leaving the building dressed as a woman, but now I was excited.

It was like I wanted the world to see me look pretty.

“I’m going to keep my distance,” Paul said. “This is supposed to be humiliating, after all. But I’ll be nearby to make sure you actually stick to our deal.”

“Where the hell am I going to go to get out of it? You could always wait back at the dorms.”

“Nah-uh. Don’t try and get out of this.” He pointed in the distance. “See that park bench? I’ll be sitting there watching. We’ll start with this courtyard. Walk around. Be girly.”

I instinctively flipped my blond locks behind my shoulder and it caught Paul’s attention. In fact, he’d been looking at me differently ever since I stepped out of our room. It was like his eyes were drawn to my hips and not my face. His voice stuttered each time he tried to say something.

Watching Paul head to the bench, I began my walk. People were staring, alright, but not in the way I’d been expecting. They didn’t laugh or think it was funny. Paul must’ve been right. I must’ve been pretty convincing.

Girls looked at me like I held some secret that they wanted and guys…well the guys made me feel the most desired and simultaneously uncomfortable. A few of them licked their lips while they stared at my ass. Somehow, they managed to make me feel like they were screwing me even though we were feet apart.

Suddenly, a man appeared beside me with a cocky grin. “Hey there,” he said. “Haven’t seen you around. My name is Tom.” He extended his hand I took it, not saying anything back for fear he’d hear my voice was masculine.

“So, um, what are you studying?”

I shrugged and batted my eyes, pretending to be bashful.

“Ah, undecided, hm?”

I nodded.

“Well, I’m a chemistry major. And, well…I was wondering if you’d want to go out sometime.”

My heart raced and I stopped walking. Was I really being asked out by another guy? I didn’t know what to say. I felt like Ariel when she lost her voice. I opened my mouth to speak, prepared to kick up the pitch of my tone when I felt a hand touch my lower back.

“Sorry, pal. This is my girl.”

It was Paul. I recognized the sound of his voice even though I hadn’t looked up at him. He was touching me. He was touching my lower back and laying some sort of claim on me. All sorts of emotions ran through me that worried me. This was feeling like much more than a dare. This was feeling like an awakening.

And it terrified me.

Tom held up his hands. “Sorry, man. I didn’t know.”

Paul nodded. “Well, now you do.”

Once Tom was gone, I turned to him. “What are you doing? Isn’t this all part of the dare?”

He didn’t meet my gaze, but he didn’t remove his hand either. “The courtyard is lame. Let’s go somewhere even more public. That’ll be sufficiently humiliating. I’m going to take you to dinner.”

What the hell was happening? Dinner? Was this a date?

“Close your jaw,” Paul said, smirking. “It’s just a dare, remember. I want to milk it for all its worth, especially since we went through the trouble of stealing all that stuff.”

Okay. Yeah, right. Get a grip, Sam. It’s just a dare.

Paul picked a restaurant on campus so that we could walk to it and I could continue the dare to my supposed humiliation. Only, I wasn’t humiliated at all. I felt strangely liberated. Excited. Hopeful.

Dinner was just a pizza place, but it was packed. And the gazes there were the same as the ones I got in the courtyard. Women wanted to know my secret, and men wanted to fuck me. Only this time, Paul was beside me, with his hand still on my lower back.

No one dared to come up to us.

He asked about my favorite toppings then ordered us a pizza which he fully paid for. We sat down while we waited and made small talk about school—the first time we’d done that since he moved in. Paul told me he wanted to be a pro athlete and I admitted to going to school for creative writing.

“Good luck making money at that,” he snorted.

“Well, good luck going pro,” I teased.

He ran a hand through his hair while looking entertained by my comeback. Something felt different between us, like the air had shifted. It was like Paul couldn’t help but treat me like a girl as long as I looked like one. And having people treat me like a girl felt…right.

It was suddenly dawning on me that maybe this is why I’d always felt out of place and out of sorts. Why I’d always looked at girls and admired them but didn’t want to fuck them. It was their clothing and their appearance that I liked, not their pussies.

But what did that mean? Was I supposed to be a girl?

I tried to brush the thoughts away when our pizza arrived. Saved by the pepperoni, I thought. We blew on each piece before taking a bite and it felt strangely sexual to watch him eat pizza while he watched me.

I couldn’t help focusing on his lips and tongue each time he took a bite. And I couldn’t help but notice he was doing the same thing to me.

When we were finished, Paul stood up and reached out his hand like he wanted me to take it. I waited a beat, assuming he would realize what he’d done and pull it away. But he didn’t, so I took his hand.

He pulled me up to standing and I slammed into his body once more. He didn’t push me away, but he didn’t look comfortable with it either. It was me that finally took a step back. This was my roommate for the rest of the semester. I didn’t want to make things awkward so early in our relationship.

“Well,” he said. “I suppose you’ve had enough.”

We walked back to the dorm and he held the door open for me. Once the door closed behind us, I said, “Truth or dare?”

He turned and smiled. “Don’t you think we should end it while we’re ahead?”

“Who’s ahead?” I asked. “I had the hardest dare of all. It’s your turn.”

He narrowed his gaze. “What makes you think I won’t pick truth?”

“It doesn’t matter what you pick,” I said, feeling more confident than ever. “I’ll make you sweat regardless.” The words that left my mouth made Paul’s eyes flare with interest.

“Truth,” he said. “And when are you going to take all this stuff off and go back to being a boy?”

“Nice try, but I’m the one who will be asking the questions.”

He sat on his bed and leaned back on his hands. I couldn’t help but notice he had a semi in his pants. “Then go ahead and ask.”

“Do I really look hot? Like, you would fuck me hot?”

Paul swallowed. “Is that your question? For our little game? Or do you genuinely want to know?”

“Why can’t it be both?”

He smiled and then his smile faltered. “If you were a girl? Then yeah, I’d think you were hot and I’d want to fuck you.”

“So I’m hotter than those sorority chicks?”

He shook his head. “No more questions. Truth or dare?”

My heart fluttered against my ribs. I could call it quits here, couldn’t I? After all, I did one of the most humiliating things a guy could do. But my body didn’t want to quit. I’d felt more alive all afternoon than I had in my entire life. Between the stealing and the clothes, I felt excited for once.

“Dare,” I heard myself say, realizing only too late how much he could humiliate me.

Paul turned an idea around in his mind for a while before he finally spat it out. “You want to know if I’d fuck you, right?”

I shrugged, pretending that I didn’t really care all that much.

“Well, then,” he said, unzipping his jeans. “Let me show you. I dare you to get on your knees like a good little girl and suck me off.”

My body trembled. He pulled his monster cock out and waved it around like a flag. But I wasn’t gay. Right? “I thought you weren’t gay,” I challenged.

“I’m not. But you look like a girl and I have a pretty good imagination. Besides, it’s just a game, right?”

I nodded and dropped to my knees in front of him. But when my hands touched his denim thighs, it didn’t feel like a game anymore. And the way he looked at me made it seem like he didn’t think it was a game either.

He stroked his cock with hooded eyes and angled the tip in my direction. “Go on,” he said. “I dare you to suck it.”

My eyelashes fluttered as I inched closer to his hard cock. I took a deep breath, thanking my lucky stars for all the porn I’d watched in secret, and then wrapped my luscious red lips around his head. A moan escaped him and I felt him twitch in my mouth. It spurred me on and I began to bob my head up and down his shaft. His hands grabbed my wig and I moaned.

This was so wrong, yet felt so right.

As I continued sucking Paul's hard cock, I felt my own arousal building underneath my dress. This wasn't supposed to be arousing, yet here I was, sucking on my straight roommate's cock and loving every second of it. The more he moaned, the more I wanted to please him.

I slid my tongue around his shaft, tickling the sensitive underside. Paul's grip on my wig tightened in response, and he groaned out louder. Encouraged, I slipped more of his length into my mouth, working my way down his shaft until I reached his balls. I took one of them into my mouth, sucking on it gently while my fingers teased the other.

Paul moaned, his hips bucking upwards, forcing more of himself into my eager mouth. I gagged, but I didn't want to stop. I wanted to make him feel as good as he had made me feel earlier. I relaxed my throat and continued, taking him deeper with every motion. His moans turned into grunts, the sounds filling the room along with the wet noise of my lips and tongue working on his erection.

I looked up through my lashes to see Paul’s head thrown back in abandon. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes closed as he lost himself in the sensation. The sight of his pleasure was intoxicating, driving me further into a frenzy of my own desire.

His hands released my wig to cradle my face, guiding me to a rhythm that suited him. “Just like that,” he encouraged between breaths, “you're doing great...”

The praise sent warmth pooling within me. I was no longer just participating in a dare; I was reveling in this newfound intimacy, this secret between us that no one else would ever know.

Suddenly, Paul's body tensed and I could feel him swell even more in my mouth. "I'm close," he gasped out, a warning or perhaps a plea for permission.

With renewed fervor, I sucked harder, swirling my tongue around him as best as I could while he thrust shallowly into my mouth. His fingers tightened in my hair, not enough to hurt but enough to ground him to the moment.

And then it happened. Paul let out a strangled cry as he came, his hot release spilling into my mouth. Reflexively, I swallowed what I could, though some escaped the corners of my lips and dribbled down my chin.

When he finished, I slowly pulled away from him, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. Paul's chest was heaving as he looked down at me with an unreadable expression. We were both silent for a moment, panting softly as we came down from the high of our encounter.

Finally, he reached out a hand to help me stand up. "I—," he started but then stopped. He seemed unsure of what to say or do after what had just happened between us.

I straightened up and looked at him directly for the first time since getting on my knees. My voice was surprisingly steady when I spoke. "It's your turn again," I said with a hint of mischief. "Truth or dare?"

Paul let out a laugh that was part relief and part disbelief at our audacity to continue this game after crossing so many lines. The tension between us shifted, becoming something lighter but still charged with an energy neither of us understood fully.

"Dare," he replied after a moment's contemplation, his smile crooked and his eyes bright with a mix of emotions.

And like that, we were back in the game again, but now it felt like we were playing by entirely new rules that neither of us had expected to write.

I knew what I wanted to ask, but I wasn’t sure how to ask it. Still, he’d started this whole thing. He was the one who asked me to suck his cock. I could still taste his cum on my tongue and it felt so wrong yet so unbelievable right. Somehow, with a simple dress and a little makeup, I’d managed to seduce the sexy jock that was too good to fuck the sorority girls that had moved in early. Yet here he was, with me.

“I dare you to fuck me,” I said, feeling more and more confident by the minute.

He chuckled. “Fuck you how? You don’t have a pussy.”

I swallowed. Was I really about to ask for this? To have my first time be with a man? I turned around and bet over one of our desks, poking my ass up in the air. “I have another hole you can use.”

Paul’s eyes widened and his throat bobbed with a swallow. His half-hard dick was fully hard again, but he didn’t move. “You want me to fuck your ass?”

I lifted the dress up over my bum to show it off. “Yeah, why not? You want to get laid and we’re playing truth or dare.”

“I thought you weren’t gay,” he asked again.

And suddenly, I realized the truth. “I’m not,” I said, fully convinced that maybe, just maybe I was meant to be a straight woman.

Paul stood up and stroked his cock while rubbing his hand gently over my lower back and then my ass. He was slow and careful. “It’ll probably hurt,” he said as he rubbed the tip of his dick against my panties.

“And what if it feels good?”

He chuckled. “Then you might be gay.”

“Or…” I started, but I couldn’t manage to finish. I was only just now realizing how amazing it felt to dress and act like a woman, but I wasn’t ready to tell anyone that yet.

Somehow, though, it felt like Paul knew where I was going with it. His fingers hooked inside the waistband of my panties and he pulled them down under my ass. He slid his cock between my cheeks and gripped my flesh, squeezing my cheeks around his shaft. He began to stroke himself against my ass, each brush of his cock turning me on more and more.

To my surprise, he didn’t fuck me in that position. Instead, he flipped me around and sat me on the desk with my legs spread wide.

He ripped the panties off of me completely and looked down at my body. “If we’re going to do this,” he said. “Then I want to see all of you while I disappear inside that tight hole of yours.”

I swallowed. By all of me, it was clear he meant my cock too. He was getting off to this as much as I was. He liked that I was a girl with a dick. He liked seeing me completely, and I liked the way he hungered for me.

His gaze landed hard on mine while he shoved two fingers inside of my mouth. I eagerly sucked them until they were good and wet. He then used his wet fingers to tease my ass, slipping one inside and then the other.

I arched my back and moaned, my dick hard in front of him. To my surprise, he used his other hand to stroke my cock while he fingered my ass. “That’s it, baby,” he said. “We’re going to loosen you up for this big cock of mine.”

As he stroked me, he worked in a third finger and I felt myself clench around him. Just when he thought I was ready, he pulled his fingers out and used that hand to guide himself in. His other hand remained on my cock, stroking as he entered me.

“Fuck,” I hissed as he stretched me wide. The pain mixed with pleasure to a point where I didn’t know what to do with myself.

Paul leaned his forehead against mine like we were lovers and not straight roommates daring each other to do dirty things. And then, to distract me from the pain, he kissed me.

His lips were warm and firm against mine. His tongue pushed into my mouth and danced with my tongue. And his tactic worked. Between him stroking my cock and kissing me, I had barely noticed that he’d buried himself completely inside me.

He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust to the new sensation of fullness. His eyes never left mine, searching for any sign of discomfort. But discomfort was quickly giving way to something else—an aching pleasure that demanded more.

My breath hitched as he started to move, pulling out slightly before pushing back in with slow deliberation. Each thrust brought a mix of pain and pleasure that had me gasping into his mouth. Our kissing became frenzied, feeding off the escalating heat between us.

Paul’s rhythm picked up, his strokes finding a steady pace. He held onto my hips, lifting me slightly with each thrust to meet him halfway. The sound of flesh against flesh filled the room, punctuated by my soft moans and his low grunts.

I could feel that coil inside me winding tighter and tighter as he hit just the right spot with every push inside. His hand on my cock moved in perfect sync with his thrusts, creating a building crescendo that threatened to overwhelm me.

“Sam... you're so tight,” he breathed out between kisses, his voice laced with lust and something else—something tender. It was as if the dare had peeled back a layer between us, revealing an unexpected connection.

The intensity grew until it was all-consuming, blotting out everything except the feeling of Paul inside me and around me. My body tensed, and suddenly I was teetering on the edge of an abyss. With one final thrust deeper than all the others, Paul pushed me over.

A surge of ecstasy ripped through me as I came hard on both our stomachs, my vision whiting out from the intensity. My spasms seemed to trigger his own release because he groaned deeply and I felt him pulse inside of me, filling me with warmth.

We stayed locked together like that for several long moments as our breathing slowed and our hearts ceased their wild pounding. Eventually, he slipped out of me gently and collapsed beside me on the desk, both of us tracing patterns in the sheen of sweat on each other’s skin.

We didn't say anything for a while; there were no words that could encapsulate what had just happened between us. I knew though that we had crossed a line from which we couldn't return—and part of me didn’t want to anyway.

Paul finally turned his head to look at me, his expression unreadable. But when he reached out to run a hand through my hair—now disheveled from our passion—a small smile played at his lips.

"Looks like it’s your turn," he murmured softly. “Truth or dare?”

Suddenly, I wanted to give him all of my truths. “Truth,” I replied.

“I know you’ve only been wearing that dress for a few hours, but…do you like being a girl?”

I smiled even though I didn’t mean to. “Yes,” I answered. “I didn’t realize it until today, but I think it suits me.”

He kissed my cheek and nodded. “I think it suits you too. So what are you going to do about it?”

I fingered the hem of my dress, staring down at the cum stains and my shaft which was still half-hard. “I don’t know,” I said. “Nothing yet.”

“Does this mean you’re done playing dress up?” He touched a lock of my hair and brushed it in his fingers.

“No. I don’t think so. I just…I don’t know that I can go to my classes like this…not where teachers will call my boy name.”

He smirked and leaned in close, his breath against my ear, “Your name is Sam. I think you could get away with it.”

I blushed, realizing he was right. I could keep dressing as a girl if I wanted to. But I didn’t know if I was ready. My head was still swirling with what we’d done.

Paul took my hand and squeezed it. “Or,” he started, “you could just keep dressing up for me.”

My gaze met his and my stomach flipped. Paul was supposed to be an asshole jock that I abhorred living with. He was supposed to humiliate me and cast me out like everyone else. But he was full of surprises, and I was starting to learn that I was full of surprises too.

“Are you saying you like me as a girl?” I asked him.

His grin was mischievous as his hand cupped my cheek. “I think you already know the answer to that question.”

He sealed it with a kiss and I relished in the way his lips felt on mine and the way the dress felt against my body.

I’d been nervous about this school year, but I had no idea it would entail all of this. Surprisingly, I was less nervous now than I’d been originally. I felt awake, alive, and excited. And if Paul wanted to be by my side the whole time, well then that just made things all the better.

It was going to be a crazy semester, but I was ready for more.


THE DOLLHOUSE



CHAPTER ONE




Blake leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. “Rumor is, guys go in, but only girls come out.

The house was like a forgotten memory, its decaying walls holding secrets and its creaking doors whispering warnings. Shadows danced in every corner, and the air was thick with an otherworldly presence. It was a place that evoked both fear and fascination, drawing in curious souls like a moth to a flame.

“The girls must be in some sort of cult or something with the old lady. Mrs. Abbot. Or is it Ms. Abbot? Don’t know if she ever married. Don’t know who would ever marry her,” said Tim.

“She’s not that old,” I said, thinking about how Ms. Abbot seemed more like a MILF than a creepy old lady. Not that I’d seen her often. Only in times like this, when my buddies and I stared at the creepy house she lived in and tried to imagine what went on in there.

“I think she’s a man-eater,” said Blake. “I think they lure in guys who want to get laid by the hot girls, then kill them and serve them up for dinner. After all, a cult’s gotta eat.”

I shook my head. “No way. Ms. Abbot isn’t capable of something like that.”

Blake cocked a brow. “So I gather you don’t believe she’s married? You said Ms. And not Mrs.”

I shook my head, tired of their games. “I don’t know. I just picked one.”

“You think she’s hot, don’t you?” Tim snickered. “I dare you to go in there. Maybe she won’t kill you. Maybe she’ll take you to her room instead. You guys can get freaky together.”

Blake whistled. “If you do get some action in there, by all means, come and let us know. I might be willing to risk my life to have a little fun with some of those girls.”

“Are you kidding me? Like hell am I going in there. Ms. Abbot is pretty, but I’m not about to risk my life just to look at a nice body.”

Tim snorted. “Why? You got other offers? You don’t even go to college. Everyone around you is a MILF or worse.”

I swallowed. They weren’t wrong. My best chances of getting laid were probably in that house. But I didn’t want to go in there. Nobody did. Not after a dozen eighteen year-olds had disappeared over the years.

Blake pushed on my back until I fell forward a few steps. “What are you? Chicken?”

I frowned and stared up at the house. It stood tall and imposing, its exterior covered in cracked and peeling paint. The looming towers and turrets cast eerie shadows against the moonlit sky. Ivy twisted its way up the sides, as if trying to claim the house for itself, like snakes waiting for their next victim.

It creaked and groaned with every gust of wind, as if its very bones were shifting and settling. The rustle of leaves and the scurrying of small animals around the property only added to the unsettling atmosphere.

I swallowed the lump in my throat. I was chicken, but I didn’t want Blake to know that. Besides, part of me was curious about what went on in that house. What Ms. Abbot was doing with all those girls, and what happened to all those guys?

Guys like me, I thought.

“No. I’m not chicken.”

Tim pushed me this time. “Then go in. See that open window?” he pointed to a window on the first floor near the porch. “I dare you to climb in there.”

“They could call the cops,” I argued. “Or worse. Shoot me.”

Blake laughed. “He is chicken.”

I turned toward them. “So? What about you? Why don’t either of you go in there?”

“We’re not talking about us,” Blake said. “Tim dared you. Now, if you want to dare one of us, just admit you’re scared.”

I glanced at the house over my shoulder, a shudder passing through me like a ghost. I exhaled. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

With that, I marched toward the house, my steps slowing as I got closer. I swore the air felt cooler and the house groaned louder. Through one of the windows, I could see the faint glowing of a light—presumably from a fire. Everything shouldn’t have felt so archaic here, but it did.

I approached the window and peeked through. Inside, the light flickered, casting dancing shadows over a room that looked as if it hadn't changed since the early 1900s. Heavy velvet drapes hung from the windows, and portraits with eyes that seemed to follow one's movement adorned the walls. A grand, but dust-covered, chandelier loomed overhead, its crystals swaying gently in a draft I couldn't feel.

A woman was pacing before the fireplace. It wasn’t Ms. Abbot, but rather one of the younger women rumored to live with her. Her long legs were accentuated by tight black skinny jeans. Her slim waist was emphasized by a cropped white tank top, revealing her toned stomach and arms. Golden blonde hair fell just above her shoulders. Her dark eyeliner and ruby red lips added an alluring edge to her appearance.

She seemed agitated, wringing her hands as she spoke to someone hidden in the depths of the shadows. Her voice was soft but carried an edge of desperation. "We can't keep doing this," she murmured. "It isn't right."

A cold lump settled in my stomach. Was this proof of the cult Blake had been talking about? Was I about to witness something sinister?

Heart pounding, I hoisted myself up onto the window ledge and pushed open the window quietly, grateful for its lack of protestation—the hinges didn’t even squeak. I slipped inside and crouched low to avoid detection.

As I moved stealthily behind a high-backed armchair, I could hear another voice reply—a woman’s voice that was calm and authoritative. “Calm yourself, Lydia. You’re still new. I promise, you’ll see the fun in it yet.”

New to what? My palms began to sweat. Every instinct screamed that this was more than just an eccentric household.

A log snapped in the fireplace, sending sparks flying up into the chimney and casting brief illumination on Ms. Abbot herself as she stepped forward into view. I recognized her fit, toned body with slight curves and long legs that seemed to go on forever. Her dark hair was styled in soft waves, framing her face. She wore a form-fitting dress in a vibrant red color that hugged her figure in all the right places, with a plunging neckline, revealing just enough of her ample cleavage. She exuded confidence and sexiness in her appearance.

“We must stay resolved,” Ms. Abbot continued. “You knew what this would entail when you joined us.”

“Joined you? You trapped me here.” She looked down at her body. “You made me this.”

Ms. Abbot stepped toward her and cupped her face. “And then you were allowed to leave. But did you? No. You stayed. Why is that? If it’s such torture, why did you stay? I’ll tell you why. It’s because you love it.” Ms. Abbott’s hand trailed lower, over Lydia’s neck and then cupping her breast. My dick twitched in my pants at the sight, despite the fear that made my heart pound loudly against my ribs. “You love what you’ve become.”

Lydia sighed and dropped her head back, turning her head away from Ms. Abbot’s piercing gaze, and for a moment her eyes met mine through the gap between chair and wall.

I drew back reflexively, heart racing even faster now. Did she see me? Should I reveal myself or stay hidden?

Ms. Abbot’s voice rose slightly, “The arrival of a new boy may be upon us tonight. I heard their voices outside. You know this is how it all starts. With a dare. Soon we will have another boy to enjoy.”

My mouth went dry as I realized they were talking about me—my presence here wasn't just anticipated; it was sought after. And what did they mean enjoy? Had Tim and Blake been right? Were they going to…eat me?

Taking advantage of their focus on each other, I edged backward toward the window discreetly, realizing too late that my foot had caught on a loose floorboard.

With a groan and creak louder than any noise before it, my cover was blown as both women snapped their attention toward me—the purported new boy in their midst.

Ms. Abbot’s lips curled into a smile that held no warmth as she stepped toward me; Lydia’s face remained frozen in horror—or was it warning?

“Welcome,” Ms. Abbot said smoothly as I scrambled to find footing to run . "We've been expecting someone like you."

I pushed myself up in a desperate attempt to escape, but my legs felt like they were made of lead. As I stood, I could see the room more clearly. In the flickering shadows, there were others—more painfully attractive women that looked…hungry. How had I not noticed them before? Their eyes were fixed on me, unblinking and expectant.

Ms. Abbot came closer, her smile curling even more. "Do not be afraid," she intoned. "You have been chosen for something greater than you could have imagined."

My back hit the window frame and I fumbled with the latch, but my fingers betrayed me with their trembling. The window that had offered me entry refused my escape.

The circle closed in around me, and it was then that I noticed what lay at their center—a stone altar draped in crimson, candles burning at its corners casting a blood-red glow over the scene. And in the center, lay a strap-on dildo, a small cage of some sort, and a bottle of lube.

What the hell was going on here?

"Chosen?" My voice came out as a strangled gasp. There was no bravado now, no pretense of courage. "I'm not part of your... whatever this is!"

"But you are," Ms. Abbot replied with serene confidence, as if discussing the weather rather than my apparent induction into their cult. "Your arrival is no coincidence."

Ms. Abbot gestured toward me with open arms as if welcoming a long-lost relative home. "Tonight," she declared, "you will join the dollhouse.”

Panic took hold, but I couldn’t move. I was too curious. Why did she call it the ‘dollhouse’? Because of all the women?

Ms. Abbot took my hand, and for some unknown reason, I let her. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked, as she pulled me away from the window and toward a winding staircase. “Are you going to…eat me?”

Ms. Abbot’s laughter filled every room of the house. “No,” she said. “I want you to have sex with my dolls.”

My eyes widened and adrenaline coursed through me. “You want me to…and then what? Are you going to kill me? What happens to all the guys that come in here and never leave? And who are all these women?”

She continued tugging me upstairs, leading me toward a bedroom the size of 3 typical master bedrooms. She glanced at me over her shoulder with a smirk. “You’ll get answers soon enough.”


CHAPTER TWO




Once inside, Ms. Abbot closed the door. “I thought I was…where are all the girls?” Despite the fear flooding my veins, my dick was hard. Was I really going to be a part of an orgy with over a dozen women?

Ms. Abbot faced me then reached for the hem of my shirt, lifting upward slowly. Her fingers grazed my skin as she peeled the fabric from my body, her eyes never leaving mine, as if searching for the secrets buried beneath my confusion and lust. The shirt fluttered to the ground, joining the growing pile of my discarded world outside this room of impossible fantasies. With each button she undid on my jeans, I felt a layer of reality stripped away until I stood bare before her, vulnerable and exposed.

Her touch was electric as she wrapped her hand around me, her lips parting with a whisper of desire that echoed through the vast emptiness of the room. "I love your cock," she breathed, her strokes slow and deliberate, inflaming my arousal to a fever pitch. Her gaze held mine captive, ensuring that I witnessed every flicker of pleasure that danced across her face.

Confusion swirled within me like a tempestuous sea, giving rise to fear. Why did I stay? What was this primal force that kept me rooted in place despite every instinct screaming at me to flee?

"Go to the bed," Ms. Abbot commanded, her voice a velvet caress that compelled obedience. I obeyed as if in a trance, moving to the bed with unsteady steps. The mattress accepted me with a soft sigh as she followed, securing my wrists to the bedpost with deft knots that spoke of practiced hands. The finality of the click when she clasped each restraint sent shivers down my spine.

“There,” she murmured appreciatively, looking down at my bound form sprawled across the sheets. “Now you are truly ready.”

For what? My mind raced with possibilities, none reassuring.

As if in answer to my unvoiced question, the room filled with soft footsteps. From hidden doors and shadowed alcoves emerged women—Ms. Abbot's so-called 'dolls'—all wearing short dresses and skirts. They moved with an otherworldly grace, their eyes fixed upon me with an unnerving intensity.

The air grew thick with their collective presence, their breathing synchronized in a silent cadence that seemed to pulse alongside my own heartbeat.

“You see,” Ms. Abbot explained in a tone that was both reverent and teasing, “The dollhouse is more than flesh and fantasy; it’s about power and surrender—the ultimate exchange.”

She turned her attention momentarily away from me and gestured imperiously to one of the blonde women who stepped forward obediently. The blonde carried herself like royalty but crawled onto the bed with humble elegance. She slipped into the space between my thighs and licked her lips. I could see her cleavage spilling out of the top of her dress.

Ms. Abbot was close enough to stroke her hair. “Show him how we welcome our guests,” she said softly but with an underlying edge that denied refusal.

The woman nodded and turned towards me, her hands sliding up my thighs as I watched with a heady mix of anticipation and trepidation coursing through me.

Ms. Abbot moved away then—her role seemingly shifting from participant to director—as she observed from just beyond the reach of shadows. But I could hear every gasp and breath from Ms. Abbot’s throat as she watched the next few hours unfold.

The blonde gripped the base of my cock and licked her lips. Before I could articulate a thought, her mouth enveloped me. The sensation was molten, a heat that seemed to draw every nerve-ending to the surface. Her tongue swirled around me with a practiced ease as she took me deeper, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity that bordered on worship—a reverence for the act and the absolute power it conferred upon her.

As she worked, Ms. Abbot’s voice broke through the fog of pleasure that clouded my senses. “Enough,” she commanded, and the blonde ceased her sucking, leaving me throbbing and hungering for more.

It was then that I noticed the other women had come closer. They were rubbing themselves through their skirts, though the rubbing seemed off somehow. I wasn’t sure why.

Ms. Abbot approached again, a predator in full control of her domain. She whispered something into the blonde's ear, words too low for me to catch but clearly laden with authority. The woman stood, turned her back to me, and ever so elegantly hiked up her dress, revealing smooth, perfect skin that promised sinful delights.

The sight of her bare ass sent waves of desire crashing against my restraint. She expertly applied lube to herself, preparing for what was to come next.

“Now,” Ms. Abbot's voice was silk over steel, “ride him.”

And she did, sinking down onto me with a slow grind that made us both moan. The tightness enveloped me completely, pulling a strangled gasp from my lips. Up and down she moved deliberately, relishing in the power she wielded by sheer virtue of her body and what it could do to mine.

Then, I felt something grazing my balls. I tried to make out what it was, but it was difficult to think while this sexy girl’s ass was swallowing my cock. Still, something didn’t sit right. Flesh against flesh, my balls against…

That’s when I glanced at the girls again. They were rubbing themselves through their skirts. The girl fucking me was rubbing too, but I couldn’t see. And then it hit me.

The guys hadn’t disappeared at all. These were the guys, dressed up as women, some of them with breasts. They were all stroking their cocks while they watched one of them fuck me.

I should’ve screamed or fought back, but the sight and revelation was overwhelming. Somehow, it turned me on even more. These ‘guys’ were so convincing as women, I never would’ve guessed it. And I definitely wasn’t in the right headspace to question what they planned to do with me after.

With every motion, I was losing myself further into the depths of this hedonistic ballet. The room fell away until there was nothing but the slick sound of flesh meeting flesh and Ms. Abbot's heavy breaths as she watched us.

I felt pressure building within me like a storm ready to breach its confines; Ms. Abbot sensed it too because her voice cut through once more: “Together,” she insisted—a singular command that was not to be disobeyed.

The blonde accelerated her pace upon me—faster and more urgent—and at that moment I understood we were not merely participants in Ms. Abbot’s fantasies but vessels for her pleasure as well. We came together as ordered: a riotous explosion of sensation that left us shuddering and breathless. I felt the blonde’s cum trickle down to my balls, and then I knew for sure.

She had a dick and she’d been stroking it.

When my senses returned from their peak of ecstasy, I saw Ms. Abbot’s lust-glazed eyes locked onto me. The blonde climbed off and my dick fell back against my stomach covered in my cum. My wrists ached against their confines and I longed to push myself up from the bed and escape this twisted game. But I was stuck. Trapped. And my body seemed to like it that way.

“We’re not done here,” said Ms. Abbot.

And then, one by one, each ‘doll’ had their way with me.


CHAPTER THREE




Gradually, I awoke from my drug-induced slumber, disoriented and unsure of how much time had passed. The room remained empty and cloaked in darkness, the only source of light coming from a faint glow in the corner. My wrists were no longer bound, but they throbbed painfully from their previous restraint. As the door creaked open, I sat up in bed, my heart still racing with adrenaline. My body was sore, particularly my manhood which had received an excessive amount of attention, but it also felt oddly satisfying.

Ms. Abbot entered the room, her presence commanding and alluring as she made her way to sit on my bed. In her hand, she held out a single pill, and in the other hand, a glass of water. "Here," she said simply, offering me the pill. "Take this."

Assuming it was some sort of pain reliever, I obediently took what she offered me, swallowing it down with a deep gulp of water. "How long have I been here?" I asked her once the pill was safely dissolving in my stomach.

"A few days," she answered casually.

I nearly choked on the water. "A few days? How long do you plan to keep me here?"

"As long as you want to stay," she replied smoothly.

"So I can leave?" I questioned hopefully.

"Do you want to leave?" She countered with a raised eyebrow.

My mind raced as I thought about all the intense sexual encounters I had just experienced at her hands. Despite any reservations or fears, a part of me didn't want to leave this place. "No," I finally admitted truthfully. "I don't want to leave."

Her lips curved into a small smile. "Good. But you should know, this won't ever happen again. This was your last time being a man."

Confusion and fear flooded my mind as her words sank in. "What do you mean?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her gaze bore into mine with unwavering intensity. "I think you know what I mean," she stated ominously, leaving me to ponder the consequences of my actions and her cryptic words. She pulled off the covers, exposing my naked body to the air. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She held out her hand and I eagerly took it, desperate for her touch. She had given me the most incredible few days of my life and yet, I still hadn’t fucked her. She was like a treasure that I coveted and I wanted to unearth her.

I knew then that I was screwed. I would do anything to please the woman who invited me to my first orgy.

Ms. Abbot led me into a large, lavish bathroom that looks far newer than the rest of the house. She turned on the bathwater and said, “Get in.”

It didn't take much coaxing. I stepped into the tub, the warm water enveloping my body and soothing my sore muscles. She grabbed a bar of soap and a washcloth and began to run it gently over my skin, starting at my chest and working her way down. The care she took, the meticulous way she traced every line and curve of my body, was intoxicating.

As she washed me, her hands moved with purpose and precision, but also with a tenderness that was in stark contrast to the roughness of our previous encounters. When she reached my legs, she paused and set the soap aside. From the corner of her eye, she caught my questioning gaze as she reached for something else: a razor.

Without a word, Ms. Abbot applied shaving cream to my legs, her fingers skillfully spreading the white foam over my skin. Then with smooth, confident strokes, she began to shave away the hair on my legs. The razor glided over my skin, leaving nothing but smoothness in its wake.

I watched her work in silent fascination, each sweep of the blade sending a wave of excitement mixed with a strange vulnerability through me. I had never shaved my legs before; it felt so intimately feminine under her control.

Her touch was seductive yet soothing as she moved up to my thighs, her eyes locked onto mine. I could see the fires of arousal burning in them and knew that even now, this act was as much for her pleasure as it was for grooming.

Then her hand wrapped around me—my erection reacting to her touch instantly. I gasped slightly at the feeling of her hand holding me firmly while she carefully applied shaving cream around my pubic region. The razor came next; its cold edge pressing against the sensitive skin sent shivers up my spine.

Her movements were slow—deliberate—as if she revered this moment of rendering me bare. Each pass of the blade stripped away more than just hair; it felt as though she was carving out a place for herself within me—a place that defied logic and reason.

I was confused by how deep these feelings went; afraid because it seemed there was no going back from this point. Yet beneath those layers of uncertainty swirled an intense arousal that bound me to her every whim.

She continued her meticulous work until I lay there completely smooth. Every nerve ending felt exposed—sensitive to even the slightest breeze that wafted through the steam-filled room.

Finally setting aside the razor, Ms. Abbot ran her hands over the newly shaven areas—a silent inspection that left trails of fire wherever her fingertips touched. Then without a word, she stood up and rinsed off both the razor and her hands before turning back to me with that inscrutable smile.

"There," she said with satisfaction lacing her voice. "Now you're clean...and completely mine."

She held out her hand again and I took it. I followed her into a second bedroom, this one smaller than the first, but still large by most standards.

The walls were a soft lavender, adorned with paintings of Paris and vintage Vogue covers. My guide led me straight to a large, ornate dresser, pulling open a top drawer filled with delicate fabrics in an array of colors so vibrant they seemed to dance before my eyes. The silk and lace spilled out like a rainbow of sensuality, begging to be touched.

Her fingers danced expertly over the contents before selecting a pair of panties and a matching bra that were a soft, blushing pink with black lace accents. As she held them up, the light caught on the intricate details and I couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement in my stomach.

"Step into these," she said, holding the panties down at my feet. I hesitated for a fraction of a second before slipping my feet through the openings, the smooth fabric gliding against my skin like a lover's touch. She pulled them up my legs with gentle precision, smoothing out any wrinkles or imperfections along the way.

Next came the bra—she fastened it behind me with practiced ease and then adjusted the straps. The cups were lightly padded, enhancing what little I had and pushing it together and up. Looking down, I saw a hint of cleavage and felt an unexpected jolt of...pleasure? Pride? It was hard to tell, but I couldn't help but stand a little taller.

"Look at you," Ms. Abbot murmured approvingly as her hands smoothed down the lines of the lingerie on my body. Her touch was almost reverent as if she were admiring art. "Almost ready." I already felt transformed into someone new. Someone confident and alluring.

She turned away for a moment, her slender fingers rifling through the contents of another drawer. With a satisfied smile, she pulled out a dress that took my breath away. It was short—very short—barely reaching mid-thigh, and made of a glossy material that shimmered with shades of crimson and black when it caught the light.

As I stepped into it, she held it open for me with a mischievous glint in her eye. The fabric was like liquid silk against my skin, hugging my curves in all the right places. She zipped it up the back once I was in, the cool metal of the zipper sending shivers down my spine.

The plunging neckline left little to the imagination, but I couldn't help but feel daring and bold in this dress. I could feel the cool air against my exposed thighs—a sensation that was both terrifying and exhilarating

Ms. Abbot was a master of transformation. With practiced hands, she brought out a chestnut wig, long and luxurious, that she carefully fitted onto my head. She brushed the curls out until they cascaded over my shoulders in perfect waves, framing my face like a work of art.

Next came the makeup: flawless foundation to smooth out any imperfections on my skin, thick black eyeliner that made my eyes pop with intensity, mascara that lengthened my lashes to fluttering extremes, blush that gave me a natural and innocent flush, and finally a deep rose lipstick that made my lips look plump and inviting.

As each layer was added, I felt myself slipping deeper into this new persona she was crafting for me. The fear and doubt that had once consumed me now seemed to fade away with each brush stroke and application, replaced by a growing confidence and sense of empowerment.

But it wasn't just the physical changes that worked their magic on me. It was also the way Ms. Abbot guided me through each step, encouraging me to embrace this new version of myself. And as she placed a pair of black stilettos on my feet, forcing me to stand taller and walk with more sway in my hips, I couldn't help but feel like a completely transformed woman, ready to take on whatever challenges lay ahead.

"Stand up," Ms. Abbot commanded softly once all was in place.

I obeyed, catching sight of myself in a full-length mirror across from us. A stranger looked back—a woman with an enticing blend of innocence and sultriness staring at me with wide eyes filled with bewilderment and dawning realization.

"Do you like what you see?" Ms. Abbot asked from behind me where she stood watching our reflection.

I swallowed hard before answering because at that moment I wasn't sure if it was her question or if it was the fact that I was seeing myself in an entirely new light—one that sparked something unfamiliar yet undeniably thrilling inside me.

"Yes," I breathed out, almost surprised by how earnestly I meant it.

"Good," Ms. Abbot said, her voice a silken purr that seemed to wrap around me, both comforting and commanding at the same time. "You're not just wearing a dress or makeup. You're embodying a confidence, a persona. The outer reflects what's within, and I want you to hold onto that feeling."

I nodded, still transfixed by my reflection. It was as if I was looking at a painting of someone else – a work of art crafted by Ms. Abbot's expert hands. I felt like an actor who had just slipped into character, except the role was one I never knew existed within me.

She stepped closer, her presence like a magnetic force. "Now," she continued, "you must learn how to move, to speak, and most importantly, to carry yourself with the grace and poise that fits your new appearance."

The next hours were a blur of instruction and practice. Ms. Abbot taught me how to glide rather than walk, each step measured and fluid. She coached me on the tilt of my head, the arch of my back, and the soft cadence my voice should carry.

"Perfection isn't achieved through haste," she reminded me as I stumbled in my heels for the umpteenth time. "It requires patience, repetition, and an unwavering dedication to the craft."

We rehearsed simple conversations, her playing various parts while I responded as this newly created version of myself. With each word spoken, each gesture made, it was as though I was pulling on threads of silk that wove themselves into my being – dressing my soul in confidence and allure.

As nightfall approached and the rehearsal came to an end, Ms. Abbots' eyes held mine in the mirror once more.

"You're ready," she declared with decisive finality.

Ready for what? I wanted to ask but didn't have the chance as there was a knock at the door.

"Enter," Ms. Abbot called.

The door opened and a man stepped into view – handsome in that classical sense with sharp features softened by warm grey eyes. He paused for a second, his gaze taking in my transformation before landing on Ms. Abbot.

"Is this our guest?" he asked in a smooth baritone that filled the room with an unspoken power.

"Yes," she replied with palpable pride in her voice. "This is her night."

Their exchange felt significant – heavy with meaning that I couldn't quite grasp but knew was essential. My heart raced inexplicably at his presence; he was another piece of this puzzle that both intrigued and unnerved me.

He offered his hand and instinctually I placed mine within it. His grip was firm yet gentle as he brought it to his lips for a brief kiss that sent warmth radiating up my arm.

"Enchanted," he said simply but with an undertone that hinted at countless stories hidden behind his eyes.

And somehow, as if guided by Ms. Abbot's lessons or perhaps by some newfound part of myself I never knew existed until now, I smiled at him – demure yet confident – and replied in kind.

"The pleasure is all mine."


CHAPTER FOUR




I reluctantly followed the man downstairs, grateful that we weren’t going to another bedroom. The house was surprisingly empty, and it unnerved me. “Where are the other girls?” I asked him.

His chuckle was low and deep. “They’re waiting for us.”

I swallowed. “Where? And where is Ms. Abbot?”

I’d followed him into the dining room where he pulled out a chair for me. “She will be joining the girls. You’ll see her soon.”

I hesitated before sitting at the table. The man disappeared for a moment and returned with two plates of boiled chicken and vegetables. “Eat. It’ll keep up your strength.”

He set the plate down as I picked up my fork. “Are you her husband?” I asked, not daring to meet his gaze.

His laughter had a hint of amusement that made me feel like I was missing the punchline. "No," he said as he took his own seat across from me. "I'm a... let's call it a patron of her work."

I fixed my eyes on the food, trying to ignore the fluttering in my stomach. Patron? What did that mean? The chicken was perfectly cooked, but each bite seemed to carry more questions than nourishment.

"You seem curious," he observed, cutting through his own meal with practiced ease. "It's good to ask questions, to seek understanding. But sometimes," he paused, his eyes locking with mine, "you need to experience something to truly grasp its essence."

I nodded, not entirely convinced but unwilling to argue. His presence demanded a certain type of etiquette—it was as if every social interaction I'd ever had was merely practice for this moment.

"And what experiences does Mrs. Abbot offer?" I ventured, feeling bolder yet still cautious.

He leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving mine. "Transformation, realization, liberation... she helps people find facets of themselves they've long kept hidden or never knew existed."

The words resonated with a strange truth, echoing the transformation I had just undergone upstairs. It made sense and yet it didn't; there were still too many shadows in the corners of this entire ordeal.

As we finished our meal, the sound of soft music began filtering into the dining room, its source located somewhere below us.

"That's your cue," he said, standing and extending his hand once more.

"For what?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper as I placed my hand in his once again.

"You’ll see," he answered, a smile playing on his lips as if this were the most natural next step in the world.

My mind raced with possibilities, but I still couldn’t answer any of my own questions. So I reluctantly followed this strange man I’d just met, and hoped to god I was about to be reunited with Ms. Abbot.

He escorted me through another set of doors and into an opulent hall where candlelight flickered against walls draped in silk. The ‘dolls’ milled about, each one transformed as I had been, their features altered by makeup and couture into dazzling displays of identity and artistry. And there, at the center of it all, stood Ms. Abbot, wearing a short, black dress with a plunging neckline.

She caught sight of us and smiled with the satisfaction of an artist unveiling her masterpiece. I felt eyes turn towards me—a mixture of appraisal and welcome—and realized that for tonight at least, I was part of something enigmatic and beautiful.

The lights began to dim except for one area of the room where a spotlight shone. It was a small stage, and the man led me to it. “It’s showtime,” he said as we climbed the steps.

I was pretty sure what was going to happen next. “I’m not…gay,” I whispered to him.

He chuckled in that low tone again and turned to face me. We were both on stage now, all eyes on us, Ms. Abbot front and center. “I know,” he said brushing the hair from my face. “I’m not either. I am a man about to fuck a girl. That makes us two very straight people.”

He took a step back and unfastened his pants. The cock he pulled free was large and intimidating. “Now, if you don’t mind. I’d like you to drop to your knees.”

I glanced nervously between him and Ms. Abbot. I remembered what they both said. I could leave at any moment. I seriously thought about leaving in this moment. I’d never sucked a guy off before and I didn’t know that I could. But my body seemed to have other plans, because before I could second-guess my decision, I’d fallen to my knees.

The room's collective breath seemed to hitch as I descended, the silence suddenly so profound that my knee's contact with the floor echoed like a declaration. He stood before me, a sculpture carved from confidence and desire, his flesh pulsing with expectation.

My heart throbbed in my chest, a wild rhythm that seemed to resonate with the music that had now dwindled to a sultry undertone. I looked up at him through lashes thick with mascara and saw something in his eyes—a flicker of vulnerability that belied his composed exterior. It was enough to embolden me.

With trembling hands, I reached out and grasped him, feeling the heat and weight of him. The women around us leaned forward as one, their own excitement palpable in the charged atmosphere. I heard Ms. Abbot’s voice from somewhere close, whispering encouragement.

"Go on, Jonah," she coaxed, her tone both commanding and intimate. "Show us how much you can enjoy this."

Gingerly, I brought my lips closer and tasted him for the first time, salty and masculine. A collective murmur rose from the crowd. I flicked my tongue out experimentally, drawing a sharp intake of breath from the man above me.

"Easy," he muttered under his breath. His hand found the back of my head, fingers threading through my wig but not pushing—just guiding.

I opened wider and took him in further, coaxing moans from his throat as I explored this new territory—the texture, the rhythm, the way he swelled against my tongue. The initial hesitation that gripped me began to ebb away as instinct took over; each sound from him or murmur from the audience spurred me on.

I lost myself in the act, feeling every eye upon us but no longer caring. My movements became more confident—deeper and more fervent—and he began to move too, hips rocking gently at first, then with more urgency. His grip tightened just a fraction.

"That's it," Ms. Abbot's voice cut through the growing tension like silk tearing smoothly. "Just like that."

Pleasure welled inside me—a strange sense of power in submission—as I sensed his control fraying. He groaned deeply, his body tensing, and then with a shudder that seemed to ripple through the entire room, he came.

I kept my composure as best I could, swallowing reflexively while warmth filled my mouth and spilled slightly over my lips. As he finished and slowly withdrew from me, applause broke out among our audience.

Heavier now with satisfaction than nervous anticipation, I rose to my feet on shaky legs to see Ms. Abbot’s approving nod and a crowd of women flush with their vicarious thrill.

“Bravo,” Ms. Abbot called out softly, her eyes locked onto mine as if we shared a secret no one else could understand.

And then he was in front of me once more—not just any man but my conspirator in an act neither of us could have predicted—and surprisingly gentle as he wiped away a stray smear from my chin with his thumb.

"Good girl," he said quietly so only I could hear above the din of clapping hands. My cheeks burned hotter than they had all evening; not with shame but something akin to pride. The murmur of the room swelled as he leaned closer, his lips brushing my ear in a lingering whisper that sent shivers down my spine despite the residual heat.

"You were incredible," he confessed, his breath tickling my skin.

I felt the rush of post-performance adrenaline tingling through my limbs, mingled with a dawning realization of what I had just done—and what I had enjoyed. The power of their gazes, the weight of his body yielding to my mouth; it was intoxicating.

Ms. Abbot stepped forward, the crowd parting like the sea for Moses. She took my hand and raised it like I was some sort of champion.

"To Juno," she said, changing my name, her voice rich with satisfaction. "Our star performer."

The room echoed her toast, glasses clinking as they drank to my unexpected debut. The man offered me a hand and helped me navigate back through the throng of bodies, each one eager to offer their praise or a cheeky wink.

As we retreated to a quieter corner, his touch lingered on my lower back—a silent question hanging between us.

"Is this what you wanted?" His eyes searched mine for regret, but there was none to be found.

I nodded, almost surprised by the certainty in my voice. "Yes."

His smile deepened, and something unspoken passed between us—acknowledgment of an appetite that still wasn’t satisfied.

“Good,” he said. “If you’ll excuse me, I need to return to the stage.”

I swallowed, wondering why he wasn’t taking me with him. One glance at the stage answered my question. There were two ‘dolls’ up there already waiting for him. They were making out and groping each other, and when he joined them, they kissed him too.

Ms. Abbot found me in the back of the room. “Come on,” she said. “I have something for you.”

“Who is that guy?” I asked her.

“You don’t need to know,” she said. “He pays a lot of money for this experience. There are others. You’ll meet them eventually.”

She pulled me into a second bathroom, this one just as lavish as the first. She pushed me up against the counter and lifted my dress, pulling my panties to the side until my cock spilled out.

She sighed at the sight of it. “Beautiful.”

I blushed, but Ms. Abbot didn’t waste any time. She fished around in her purse and pulled out a device that looked like a small cage. “I’m going to put this on you,” she said. “It will help you control yourself and remind you who’s boss.”

I wanted to protest, but the truth was I was aroused by her dominance and the idea of being restrained further. I nodded my consent.

Ms. Abbot smiled and reached down to touch me. “Good girl,” she purred, her touch sending shivers down my spine. “Now, this might be a little bit uncomfortable at first.”

With that warning, she slid the cage over my cock and balls. It fit snugly around my junk, squeezing me tightly enough that I could feel it but not so much that it hurt or impeded circulation. The initial shock gave way to an odd sense of security coupled with vulnerability – like there was nothing left to hide anymore; no escape from my own desires or hers for that matter either.

“There,” she said, admiring her handiwork, her eyes briefly meeting before returning to her work. “You look irresistible.”

I still couldn't believe what just happened—or that I was letting her do this to me without protest—but part of me didn't want her to stop either. The cage felt both confining yet strangely liberating; like I could finally stop fighting who I really was deep down inside and embrace it wholeheartedly.

As Ms. Abbot's fingers danced away from the snug contraption now confining me, I felt a mixture of humiliation and excitement that left me breathless. My heart pounded in my chest, and I watched her with rapt attention as she rummaged through her purse once more.

"You're not quite ready yet," she said, pulling out an elegantly shaped butt plug. The silicone was a glossy black, and it tapered to a point that suggested both ease and challenge.

My pulse quickened at the sight of it. I had no idea how it would feel, but the thought of being filled, stretched...it was arousing and nerve-wracking in equal measure.

"Turn around, darling," Ms. Abbot instructed softly. "Lean over the counter."

I complied without a word, my dress hiked up around my waist as I bent forward. The cold marble of the countertop pressed against my skin, contrasting with the heat that flushed through me.

Ms. Abbot's fingertips grazed my exposed cheeks, teasing gently before one hand spread me open and I felt the coolness of lubricant being applied. The sensation was startling but not unpleasant.

"Relax," she murmured into my ear.

The tip of the plug touched me then, pressing in slowly. Ms. Abbot was patient, allowing my body to adjust to the intrusion inch by slow inch. There was discomfort at first—pressure and a slight burning stretch—but then it eased past a threshold and slid into place with a gentle finality.

The fullness was immediate and intense; it nudged against sensitive spots within me that sent shivers up my spine and made me gasp. The presence of the butt plug seemed to magnify every other sensation—the tight embrace of the cock cage, the lingering warmth of Ms. Abbot's hands on my skin, even the sound of her pleased chuckle.

I found myself rocking ever so slightly against the counter, chasing after those sparks of pleasure that danced tantalizingly close to release—a release that was denied by the chastity device imprisoning my arousal.

"You look divine," Ms. Abbot said approvingly as she ran a possessive hand down my back.

I looked over my shoulder to see her admiring gaze lingering on where the base of the plug disappeared between my cheeks—a visible sign of her control over me.

“Is this for him? To prepare me?”

As she stepped closer once again, her skirt brushed against my bare thighs, her body heat radiating through the fabric. "No ," she whispered against my earlobe before nipping it gently, "for the rest of tonight, you belong to me alone."

And that's when I realized this wasn't just about submitting; it was about being claimed, marked by this woman in ways that went beyond physical restraints or toys. It was surrendering to someone else's will—and finding an unexpected freedom within that surrender.

Every moment felt surreal; like floating in a dream haze where only sensation and desire existed—where Ms. Abbot's words were gospel and obedience was ecstasy incarnate. And despite the dizzy mix of pleasure and confusion swirling within me, one thing remained crystal clear: I craved more of whatever she wished to give me.

She pulled the plug free and lowered my skirt. “Come on,” she said, taking my hand again. “There’s another room I want to show you.”

After leaving the bathroom, we walked past the room with the stage. Moans and gasps escaped like an eerie chorus of ghosts. I could feel their arousal and pleasure in my bones as if it had swept through me like the wind. I knew that soon, I would be participating in similar activities. I would be the ‘doll’ fucking rich men and bending to Ms. Abbot’s will.

We entered a third bedroom, this one feeling more personal. “This is mine,” said Ms. Abbot, locking the door behind us.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked, more eager now than afraid.

Ms. Abbot unzipped her dress and let it slide from her body. That’s when I noticed something long and hard tucked inside a pair of lacy panties. “I’m going to fuck your brains out,” she said.

I felt dizzy with revelation. Ms. Abbot was trans. Ms. Abbot had a cock. Ms. Abbot wanted to fuck me with it.

“That pill,” I started as Ms. Abbot came closer while unclasping her bra. “That wasn’t a pain reliever, was it?”

She smiled and shook her head, her bra falling to the floor. Her breasts were large with hardened pink nipples just begging to be sucked on. “No,” she said. “It’s a hormone pill. You’ll be taking one every day as long as you live here.”

“And if I leave?”

Ms. Abbot took my hands and brought them to her breasts. I cupped her breasts while she tugged her panties down, revealing her long, hard cock. My own cock started to get hard, but was restricted by the cage. “You won’t leave.”

With that, she pressed her lips into mine. I moaned into her mouth, barely registering the tongue in my mouth until it slid over my own. Ms. Abbot tasted like peppermint, and I couldn’t help but suck on her tongue while she massaged my cock through the cage, teasing me mercilessly.

I whimpered when she broke the kiss and stepped back. “On your hands and knees, Jonah,” she purred. “I’m going to fuck you raw.”

I didn’t hesitate. I got on all fours on the bed with my ass in the air, my cock throbbing in its cage. Her finger moved in and out of me, preparing me for her much larger cock. “Oh, you’re so tight,” she moaned. “You’re going to feel so good.”

Her other hand continued to stroke my cock through the cage, sending shivers down my spine as she teased me relentlessly. The conflict inside me raged on: this was wrong, wasn’t it? I shouldn’t be enjoying this. But as her finger entered me deeper, rubbing against something deep inside that made white-hot pleasure course through my body, I couldn’t deny how good it felt anymore.

Suddenly, her finger was gone and something much larger and thicker pressed against my entrance: her cock. I tensed up as she pushed inside of me, stretching me further than I ever thought possible. It hurt, but Ms. Abbot waited patiently for me to adjust before pushing in deeper. Inch by slow inch, she filled me up until our hips met. I gasped for air, gripping the sheets beneath me, my knuckles turning white.

"Relax, Juno," she cooed, placing a hand on the small of my back. "Let me do all the work."

She started moving slowly at first, her hips rocking back and forth. I could feel every inch of her sliding in and out of me, and despite the initial discomfort, pleasure began to build within me. With gentle hands, she steadied my hips and increased her pace.

"Does it feel good?" Ms. Abbot asked, her voice both teasing and tender.

"Yes," I admitted between labored breaths. I was overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled so completely.

She leaned forward over my back, her body heat radiating onto me, her breath hot against my ear. "You're such a good girl, taking it so well on your first time."

I felt her breasts press against my skin, the nipples still hard and now brushing up against me with every thrust. Ms. Abbot's hand slid from my hip to the cage that imprisoned my cock, giving it a firm but gentle squeeze. The combined sensations were too much, and I moaned loudly.

Her movements became more urgent, more demanding. Her cock drove into me relentlessly, each thrust deeper than the last. She hit that spot inside me again and again, and lights danced behind my closed eyelids every time she did.

"I want you to come for me," she whispered heatedly into my ear. "Come without touching yourself."

I didn't understand how it would be possible until her hand on the cage became more insistent, somehow sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my entire body. The pressure built rapidly—too fast for me to comprehend—and suddenly I was teetering on the edge of release.

Ms. Abbot's thrusts became erratic as she chased her own peak. And then with one long groan that melted into a sigh of satisfaction, she pressed deeply into me one last time as she climaxed powerfully. The feeling of her pulsing inside me sent me over the edge into ecstasy I'd never experienced before.

As we both caught our breaths, she gradually slid out of me and collapsed beside me on the bed. I lay there next to Ms. Abbot—unlocked from the cock cage but still reeling from its effects—trying to reconcile this newfound part of myself with everything I thought I knew about pleasure and desire.

The next few hours passed in a blur of ecstasy and desire. I had no idea how much time had passed until I awoke to the sun peeking through the curtains.

Ms. Abbot had left, but returned shortly after I woke up. She was holding a pill and a glass of water. “Take this,” she said. And I did.

Without question or hesitation, as if the pill was just another command from her that I couldn't disobey. The cool liquid washed down the bitterness of the tablet and settled in my stomach, leaving a silent promise of what was to come.

"Good girl," she praised, her voice softer now, almost affectionate. She brushed a stray lock of hair from my forehead as I sat up against the headboard, feeling strangely vulnerable in the morning light. "You’ll enjoy your new feminine body soon enough."

I nodded, still unable to utter a word. The room felt heavy with the silence of unasked questions and unsaid words. What had transpired between us crossed boundaries I never even knew existed, yet there was no denying the connection that had been forged in the heat of our passion. I felt bound to her in ways I’d never felt bound to anyone.

“Get dressed,” she said. “We’re having breakfast with the other girls.”

“Is that man still here?” I asked.

She shook her head. “He’s gone for now. It’s just us ‘dolls.’”

Before she left, she leaned down and pressed another kiss to my lips, this time gentle and lingering. "You've opened a door to something new, Juno," she whispered against my mouth. "And there's no closing it now."

After she departed, leaving me alone with the tangled sheets and a lingering scent of peppermint mingled with sweat, I lay back and tried to process everything. My body ached in a way that felt both foreign and familiar, and my thoughts were a whirlpool of confusion and clarity.

As the sun climbed higher in the sky, I realized that the world outside continued unabated, unaware of the transformation that had occurred within these four walls. And yet nothing would ever be quite the same for me—Ms. Abbot had seen to that.

I rose slowly from the bed, every movement reminding me of her touch, her power over me. With shaky legs and a mind full of Ms. Abbot's commands, I dressed myself in my feminine clothes, straightened my wig, and faced my reflection in the mirror.

The ‘man’ turned woman staring back at me was changed—no longer just Jonah but Juno—a creature awakened by desire and molded by submission. And as daunting as that realization was, it thrummed through me with an exhilarating sense of anticipation for what Ms. Abbot—and this new side of myself—had yet to reveal.

On my way to the dining room to join the others for breakfast, the doorbell rang. As I left the bedroom, I heard voices I recognized—Blake and Tim.

“Hey, um, have you seen our friend? He’s been missing for days…his name is Jonah.”

The girl who answered was the blonde who had sex with me my first night here. “Jonah?” she asked innocently twirling her hair in her fingers. “I can’t say I know of any Jonah.”

“Yeah, um, okay,” Blake said. He sounded more nervous than I’d ever heard him. Part of me screamed at myself to go with them and to return to my old life, but a stronger, louder part of me told me to stay. This new life was my calling, and I wanted to be one of Ms. Abbot’s ‘dolls.’

The blonde closed the door and flashed me a smirk. “You’re one of us now,” she said. She held out her hand and I took it, trying to wrap my head around the fact that this girl had once been a guy just like me that had been sucked into this world.

Together, we entered the dining room where the other dolls were eating with Ms. Abbot at the head of the table. She winked as she saw me enter, and all eyes were on me as I sat down.

“Morning, Juno,” Ms. Abbot said. “I hope you’re ready to have some more fun today.”

I picked up my spoon, starving and ready to eat the bowl of chocolate oats in front of me. “I’m ready for anything.”

All the dolls smiled and ate up eagerly, all of them as hungry as I was. I wondered how their nights had been and realized I’d know soon enough. Soon, I’d be grouped in with them, just another doll participating in dark activities.

I glanced out the window through the crack in the curtains and caught sight of Blake and Tim standing across the street, staring at the house. They would forever wonder what happened to their friend Jonah and never realize that the house had gained another doll.

The secret thrilled me more than it should have, and though I knew I could leave anytime I wanted, I had no intention of going anywhere.


SISSY SPOT


Michael walked briskly down the sidewalk, weaving through the bustling crowd of students and dodging skateboarders with a practiced ease. His backpack bounced lightly against his shoulders with each step, a constant reminder of the heavy textbooks inside and the even heavier burden on his mind.

Rent in this town was exorbitant, and he was running out of time to find a place he could afford. This last lead—a room for rent just off campus—was his only hope.

He double-checked the address on his phone and stopped in front of a charming brick building. Taking a deep breath to steady himself, he pressed the buzzer for apartment 3B.

"Hello?" A sweet, melodic voice crackled through the intercom.

"Hi, um… I'm Michael? I called about the room for rent?" His voice wavered slightly as he spoke.

"Oh, right! Come on up!" The voice was sweet and high which left Michael feeling a bit confused. He shrugged and put this aside as the door buzzed open.

Michael climbed the narrow stairwell—two at a time—his heart racing with a mix of excitement and anxiety.

When he reached apartment 3B and knocked lightly on the door, it swung open almost immediately, and he was surprised to see a girl in the doorway.

She stood before him; her long hair perfectly styled in soft curls cascading over her shoulders. She wore a frilly pastel dress that made her look like she had just stepped out of a whimsical fairy tale. Her makeup was flawlessly applied, accentuating her large, expressive green eyes and full lips. For a moment, Michael could only gaze at her in a stunned silence.

"Hi there. You must be Michael?" she said with a quietly cheerful disposition.

"Uh... yeah," Michael managed to stammer out. "I'm… I’m… um… Michael."

"I'm Taylor," the girl introduced herself, with a warm smile, stepping aside to let him in. "Please don't mind my appearance,” she said with a soft chuckle. “I um… just got home from a pageant."

Michael felt his body loosen a bit as he nodded. “Oh, okay,” he said. “I was wondering. To be honest, I was expecting a guy.”

Taylor invited him in, and Michael nodded dumbly as he followed her inside.

The apartment was cozy and tastefully decorated, but he couldn't take his eyes off Taylor—she was the true sight to behold.

"It’s weird because… I really thought I was talking to a guy online about the apartment," he blurted out before he could stop himself.

Taylor's smile didn't falter. "Oh, well… that must have been my friend Tyler’s account." She waved a hand dismissively. "But don't worry about it. I think you'd be perfect as a roommate."

Michael's mind raced as he tried to process everything.

Here was this beautiful girl inviting him to move in, and suddenly all his worries about rent seemed secondary to the potential of getting closer to her. He imagined casual movie nights turning into deep conversations and maybe more.

“So, there’s no guy living here?” Michael asked, as hope welled up in the pit of his stomach.

“Well, yes, Tyler lives here, too,” she said with a smile. “You don’t really ever see us at the same time, though,” she chuckled.

“Why’s that?” Michael asked.

“Well,” Taylor said, putting her finger on her lips as her eyes danced about in thought. “I guess you could say it’s just hard to catch us both in the same place—we’re quite busy with school and all. I think you will see me a lot more often than you ever see Tyler, actually.”

This made Michael feel a bit more optimistic about the arrangement. It also explained how a beautiful girl like Taylor could be comfortable renting a room in her apartment to a guy.

“Um, so… this Tyler guy… is he your… boyfriend?” Michael asked. He knew he had to ask, but he winced as he did so, unsure if he would be able to accept the painful truth.

“Oh, no,” Taylor said with a hearty laugh. “Wow—definitely not!”

She brushed a hand through her long, shiny blonde hair and bit her lip as she eyes Michael. “I like a different sort of guy than Tyler, that’s for sure.”

Michael was not sure how to respond to this. ‘A different sort of guy?’ he thought. What does that mean? Am I that sort of guy?

"So," Taylor interrupted his daydreams with that same enchanting smile, "what do you think?"

"Yeah, definitely," Michael replied eagerly before he could overthink it and jeopardize his chances. "I love you—it. I meant, I love it—the apartment,” he said with a nervous laugh as his face turned pink.

"Wonderful!" Taylor beamed at him, causing his heart to skip a beat. "You can move in whenever you're ready—hopefully soon?"

“I can move in now,” Michael said with a smile. “I’m about three days away from eviction as it is,” he said.

“Good,” Taylor said. “I’ll probably be in and out while you move in. Maybe we can go over a few of the details, first?”

As they discussed details like rent and utilities, Michael couldn't help but sneak glances at Taylor from time to time. There was something captivating about her presence that made him want to know more about her beyond just being roommates.

Later that day, Michael started moving some small things into his new apartment. With his bed still at his old place for one more night, he lay in bed, unable to stop thinking about Taylor.

Even with his coming and going a handful of times that afternoon and evening, he’d yet to see anybody but Taylor. And that was fine with him. Each time he saw her, she looked better and better to him.

Michael couldn’t believe that a hot girl like her would actually want a guy like him as a roommate. He knew it was unlikely she would ever actually like him as more than a friend, but he was going to try his best to avoid the “friend zone.”

When he finished moving in the next day, he didn’t see Taylor at all. At first, he assumed that she was busy with classes. But then, he saw Tyler for the first time, with a beautiful girl of his own along with him in the hallway.

“Hey, Michael,” Tyler said with a warm smile.

“Um… hi,” Michael said, confused. “Tyler?” he asked.

Tyler nodded and turned to the girl beside him. “This is my girlfriend, Anna.”

“Wow,” Michael said, before giving a nervous chuckle and turning a slight shade of pink. He couldn’t believe just how gorgeous Anna was—almost more so than Taylor.

“Hi,” Michael said, extending his hand and then embarrassedly pulling it back. “Sorry, I don’t know if we shake hands or… anyway,” he said, with another nervous laugh.

“It’s all good,” Anna said with a wink and a smile. “Come on inside and hang out with us for a moment,” she smiled. “Those boxes will be okay. I promise, nobody around here steals anything.”

Michael thought it was a bit dicey, but given that the only things remaining in the hallway were cans of food and inexpensive bathroom items, he couldn’t resist but to obey Anna in any way she might have desired.

Michael sat on the worn-out couch in Tyler’s apartment, nervously fidgeting with the hem of his shirt as he felt too sweaty and unkempt to be hanging out with a girl as gorgeous as Anna.

His eyes kept wandering back to Anna, who was perched elegantly on the armchair opposite him.

Her long, flowing dark hair framed her striking face perfectly, cascading down to rest just above her waist. She had a supermodel’s figure—tall, nearly six feet of pure grace and curves that made Michael feel like a bumbling fool. She was taller than he was—taller than Tyler, too.

Anna’s tiny top clung to her frame, revealing a tantalizing strip of slender navel and hinting at the ample bosom tucked inside.

Her legs seemed to go on forever, emerging from beneath a short skirt that left little to the imagination.

Michael could not help but occasionally slide his gaze at the meeting of her thighs, hoping to catch a glimpse of her panties just inside her skirt.

He also couldn’t help but wonder how someone like Tyler had managed to land such a goddess.

Tyler himself was short and skinny, more of a “pretty boy” type like Michael, which gave him a flicker of hope. If Tyler could snag someone like Anna, maybe there was a chance for him too.

“So, Michael,” Anna purred, her voice dripping with interest as she twirled a lock of her hair around her finger. “What brings you to living with Tyler, anyway? I’m assuming you’re not a freshman since you’re able to live away from the dorms. What are you studying in college?”

“Uh, um… computer science, mostly,” Michael stammered, feeling his cheeks heat up under her intense gaze. “I’m a sophomore—I’m nineteen.”

“Hey, just like Tyler,” she said with a wink. Tyler smiled and nodded.

“Anyway, that’s impressive,” Anna replied with an appreciative nod. “I bet you’re really good with your hands, then, huh? All that typing away?” She winked at him playfully.

Tyler chuckled beside her on the armrest, seemingly unfazed by Anna’s blatant flirtation. Most guys would be bristling with jealousy by now, but Tyler just seemed amused.

“Uh… I don’t know, maybe?” Michael said with a snort of laughter. “How um… how did you two meet?”

“We met at a party, actually,” Anna said, eyeing her boyfriend. “It was a sort of gathering of nerds, really. I couldn’t resist,” she giggled. “What can I say? I guess I have a type.”

“Really? Your type is… nerds? Like me? I mean… um… like… interesting,” Michael fumbled.

Anna giggled and covered her mouth. “Well, funny enough, Tyler is also a computer science geek. Maybe the two of you were meant to live together, after all.”

“Wow, maybe so,” Michael said. “Do you program?”

Tyler nodded and said, “Just some java right now so I can make apps and stuff. You?”

“Tyler wants to make an app and strike it rich,” Anna said with a smile. “I bet he will, too. He’s working on an app right now that I think is going to be very successful one day.”

“Really?” Michael asked.

“I don’t know,” Tyler said, shrugging. “We’ll see.”

“I think it will be. It’s going transform the lives of millions of guys,” Anna explained cryptically.

“Guys? Not girls?” Michael asked curiously.

“Well, um it’s sort of an app that would let girls connect with guys and um…” Tyler started, but Anna quickly cut him off.

“Girls would definitely get to benefit—trust me,” Anna said. “But it’s mostly a lifestyle app for guys. It would change their lives for the better by helping them become who they truly are meant to be.”

“Wow,” Michael said with a chuckle, “Sounds like I’m listening to a TED Talk.”

Anna giggled and shook her head. “I like you, Michael,” she said with a wide smile, which only made Michael blush and feel more foolish than ever.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” Anna continued, leaning forward slightly and drawing Michael’s attention back to her barely-contained cleavage.

“N-no,” he admitted, feeling acutely aware of how aroused he was becoming under her scrutiny.

“I’m surprised girls aren’t lining up around the building to suck your dick—you’re so beautiful,” Anna said with a mischievous smile.

Michael blinked rapidly, taken aback by both her boldness and Tyler’s lack of reaction. He couldn’t believe that a girl as beautiful as Anna could say such dirty things—and say them with such nonchalance. She had a playful and innocent nature about her, and yet, for her to say a phrase so effortlessly like ‘suck your dick,’ made Michael more aroused than ever. It seemed to him that sex was nothing but a game to Anna—a simple, silly thing that didn’t need much importance.

For a virgin like Michael, he felt himself beginning to see Anna like one of the waifus he was so often infatuated with, whenever he watched anime.

For a moment, he could not manage a single word in response to her dirty remark. “Um, I… I don’t know,” he said, with his eyes nervously dancing around Anna’s gaze, but rarely able to lock with it.

Michael then turned to Tyler, worried that the nineteen-year-old might be glaring at him and ready to fight over his girlfriend's comment. Instead, Tyler seemed utterly indifferent. Michael couldn’t believe it. How could Tyler remain so calm and detached when his own girlfriend had just said something so flirty and provocative to another guy?

Instead of wanting to fight Michael, Tyler simply grinned and nodded in agreement. “Yeah man, you’re a handsome guy. I’m sure you’ll find yourself a girl soon enough.”

Michael felt his confusion deepen. How is Tyler so agreeing? He looks almost… proud? Intrigued? I don’t get it…

They continued making small talk as Michael tried to process the reality of his situation. He knew that living with Tyler and constantly being around Anna—a girl who was already captivating him and dominating his thoughts—would leave him with little room to think about anything else.

He learned that Anna lived off-campus with some girlfriends and that she was twenty-one years old, which surprised him. It seemed even more shocking, now, that an older girl would want to date a nineteen-year-old sophomore and computer nerd—and would have the hots for a guy who was very similar to him, in Michael.

The revelation about Anna’s age only made things feel even stranger; why was she so interested in Tyler?

“So, um… you guys met at a convention or something, then? I know you said party but um… guys like us don’t really go to parties… well, at least… I know I don’t… um… sorry, Tyler. I didn’t mean to speak for you.” Michael asked, already hearing himself ramble and stumble over his words without any ability to censor himself.

Anna glanced at Tyler before answering.

“Good call,” she laughed. “It was a Comic-Con sort of thing. I saw him and he was just so beautiful I knew that I had to have him in my collection.”

Michael thought everything about what Anna said was a bit strange, but he was far too insecure by that point to ask her to clarify.

‘Collection?’ ‘Beautiful?’ he thought. Michael wondered what sort of girl described a geeky guy like Tyler as ‘beautiful?’ And what on earth could she have meant by collection?

Michael conceded that Tyler was, indeed, pretty for a guy. He didn’t like that he was thinking about another guy in this way, but he simply couldn’t deny it. It was necessary for him to admit it, anyway, if he was ever going to reconcile the fact that a gorgeous girl like Anna would waste her time with him. He was short, skinny and had no traditional markers of masculinity—his soft jawline seemed devoid of all facial hair—and yet he could call a girl like Anna his girlfriend.

Michael smiled to himself. He wondered if maybe there was hope out there for him to find a hot girl, too.

Maybe college girls really are more mature and more into brains instead of dumb jocks, he thought.

Despite their odd dynamic—or maybe because of it—Michael found himself increasingly drawn to them both over that afternoon. There was something about them he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

As the evening wore on, they discussed various topics: classes, campus life, favorite hangout spots. Yet each time Michael looked at Tyler, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Tyler seemed increasingly familiar to him.

At random moments in the conversating, Michael’s eyes would narrow and he would squint, as though he had the answer of why Tyler seemed so familiar, right on the tip of his tongue—and yet it would fade away before he could figure it out.

By the time the night ended, Michael felt slightly more comfortable around his new roommate, though still nervous and self-conscious around his girlfriend, Anna.

When Anna finally left for the night, Michael sighed with relief, and felt that perhaps he and Tyler could talk more comfortably for a bit—without the sexual tension of a beautiful girl making things awkward.

Tyler opted to grab himself and Michael a couple of sodas and the pair sat on the sofa with the television in the background.

"So, seriously… how'd you manage to snag a girl like Anna, anyway?" Michael then asked. “I mean, no offense, dude, but… you know.”

Tyler chuckled, leaning back in his chair with a languid ease.

"Oh, you know. We met at the convention and she said she thought I was pretty. Turns out, we went to the same school and we hooked up. I figured it would just be a one-time thing because, yeah, how could I get so lucky with a girl like her, right?" Tyler smirked and continued. “But when she found out that I was more than happy to be a part of her collection, I was in.”

Michael's brow furrowed. "Collection? What do you mean by that?"

"You'll understand soon enough," Tyler said with a cryptic smile, taking a slow sip of his drink. "Trust me, you'll get a girl just like Anna soon enough."

Michael let out a sigh, running his hand through his hair. "Man, I really hope so. I'm desperate here. It feels like everyone else has got it all figured out but me."

"Hey, don't sweat it," Tyler said, patting Michael on the shoulder. "It's not a race. I felt exactly the same way as you did before I met Anna—didn’t know my place in the world. Well, now I do—and soon, you will, too."

"If it were a race," Michael grumbled, "I'd be dead last."

Tyler laughed. "Well, maybe you're just pacing yourself for the big finish."

Michael couldn't help but smile at that, shaking his head. "Yeah, maybe. So how are your classes going?"

Tyler shrugged. "Not too bad. Just trying to keep my head above water, you know? Professor Jensen is still as brutal as ever. Have you ever had a class with her?"

Michael nodded sympathetically. "Tell me about it. I'm pretty sure she enjoys watching us squirm."

"Sadist," Tyler agreed.

The two lapsed into a comfortable silence, each lost in their thoughts for a moment as they nursed their sodas.
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The next day, Michael trudged into his apartment, his brain fried from back-to-back classes.

Tossing his bag on the couch, he heard laughter and hushed whispers coming from Tyler’s bedroom. Curiosity piqued, he made his way down the hallway and rounded the corner.

There, standing in the middle of Tyler’s room, were Anna and Taylor—the girl he had seen before. Both were dolled up to the nines, makeup flawless and hair perfectly styled. Michael felt a lump form in his throat as their giggles ceased and their eyes locked onto him.

“Hey there, Michael,” Anna greeted with a cat-like grin.

Taylor flashed a shy smile from beneath her blonde locks. “Hi, Michael. Nice to see you, again.”

Michael managed a weak wave. “Hey… you two.”

Anna exchanged a knowing glance with Taylor before turning back to Michael, her grin widening.

Michael felt hot and nervous as the two girls giggled and whispered to each other.

Damn, they are hot, he thought, trying not to make his obsession too obvious. But he could think only of the filthy things he wanted to do to both of the girls in that moment.

“Is… is everything okay? Where’s Tyler?” Michael then asked.

“Michael, I think it’s time we come clean,” Anna then said.

Michael’s heart pounded. “C-Come clean?”

With deliberate steps and an air of mischief, Anna approached him. “See… Taylor here is not who you think she is.” She gestured dramatically at Taylor. “Taylor is actually… well, Tyler.”

Michael’s jaw dropped as he stared at Taylor—no, Tyler—trying to reconcile the beautiful girl standing before him with the roommate he thought he knew. “You’re kidding, right?”

Tyler blushed deeply but gave a small nod. “She is telling the truth,” Tyler said, still maintaining his high-pitched, feminine voice.

“As unbelievable as it seems,” Anna continued, her tone drenched in amusement, “Tyler is a cross-dressing sissy—he does it at my instruction. It pleases me to watch him do it. He is one of a few sissies in my collection.”

“Wh—what? Seriously?” Michael asked, still trying to comprehend what Anna was even saying.

“Wait a second… guys are totally messing with me… right?” Michael said. “Tyler is at his classes, and this girl is just pretending or something,” he continued, taking a step back as he shook his head and laughed. “You guys are just pranking me because I’m the new guy or whatever—good one.”

Michael’s mind continued to race with confusion and intrigue as Anna then commanded Tyler to get on his knees in front of him.

“Go on, Taylor,” Anna instructed to the beautiful cross-dressed boy.

“Wait… what is going on?” Michael stammered.

Anna didn’t flinch. She was enjoying this far too much. “On your knees,” she directed Tyler again, with a touch more impatience in her tone.

With a graceful fluidity that seemed practiced, Tyler obeyed and knelt before Michael, his dress pooling around his legs.

“Beg,” Anna said softly but firmly. “Beg for it.”

Tyler looked up at Michael through long lashes and whispered, “Please… can I suck your dick?”

Michael felt the heat rush to his face—and elsewhere—as conflicting thoughts rattled through his brain. His rational mind screamed at him to step back, but his body betrayed him as he felt himself hardening in his shorts.

“Anna…” he began weakly. “What is going on? Where’s Tyler?”

She raised an eyebrow at him, clearly reveling in his turmoil. “He’s right here on his knees, waiting to suck your dick like the sissy he is—unless you object?”

Michael still couldn’t get himself to believe that it was Tyler—a guy—underneath all of the makeup and girly clothes; the frilly pink dress, the curled blonde hair, the bows, the make-up, the sheer white panty-hose.

And because of his distrust, he couldn’t muster the will to refuse. It wasn’t just curiosity—it was an almost primal urge overtaking him.

It was a gamble unlike anything he’d ever made in his life.

“Well, since you don’t object, Taylor here is going to suck your dick. I’ll bet you’d love those pretty pink lips around your dick, huh?”

Michael felt his dick fully hard inside his shorts. He remained frozen in place as Tyler’s soft, lithe fingers slid against his shorts and began to tug them down. Within moments, Michael’s fully-erect dick sprang free—it’s skinny, pink five inches pointing with an upward curve.

Anna giggled and Michael blushed with embarrassment as the beautiful girl watched.

“Ugh… mmm,” Michael moaned, as Tyler wasted no time, wrapping his soft hands around Michael’s shaft and taking him into his mouth with an expertise that sent shivers up Michael’s spine.

“Oh my… oh, fuck,” Michael muttered under his breath as pleasure surged through him.

Anna sat on the edge of the bed—arms crossed over her chest—as she watched the scene unfold with rapt delight.

“Good sissy,” she taunted Tyler while maintaining eye contact with Michael. “Make sure you do a thorough job and don’t stop until you’ve emptied those balls.”

Tyler moaned around Michael’s cock—an utterly feminine sound despite everything Michael had been led to believe.

“It’s not really a guy dressed up and… ugh… mmm… there’s no way that’s Tyler… I… ugh, fuck… mmm,” Michael moaned, trying to reconcile. Each time he made progress, his mind shut down and surrendered to the warm, wet bliss tight around his dick.

Michael looked at Anna. Each time he did, he thought about if it had been her on her knees, sucking his dick. Only a few moments of this and he felt the intense pressure rushing up his legs.

“Oh, fuck!” Michael cried out and gasped. His face tightened and he felt the intense jolts of cum.

One forceful shot after another pumped straight to Tyler’s throat. The sissy continued to suck Michael’s dick with an air-tight grip—never once letting go.

“Fuck!” Michael howled.

A minute later, Tyler finally released his grip and smacked his lips. A smile formed on his beautiful, painted face, and he licked his lips and sighed with delight.

“Good job, sissy,” Anna said. “Now, go wait on the bed until Michael is ready to join you,” Anna then instructed.

“Damn,” Michael moaned, empty-headed and happy. “No way that’s a guy—no way,” he said. “I would know.”

Michael grabbed his shorts and pulled them back up to cover his dick, which was still wet and throbbing—and oozing pearly cum. His fingers trembling slightly as he wiped the lingering wetness from his lips.

His mind spun in frantic circles, loop after loop of disbelief and excitement. Anna's words echoed in his ears, making him dizzy.

“So, you really think that was a girl who just sucked your dick?” Anna’s voice was laced with amusement as she remained sitting on the bed across from him, one eyebrow arched in playful challenge.

Michael nodded vigorously; his eyes wide. “Yeah, I mean—look at her; there’s no way that’s a guy.”

Anna chuckled, the sound rich and warm like melted chocolate. “Oh, Michael, you silly boy.”

She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Tell you what—we’ll make this interesting. Let’s have a little wager.”

A knot tightened in Michael’s stomach. He wasn’t sure where this was going but Anna had this magnetism about her that made it impossible for him to think straight—or maybe it was his own desire clouding his judgment.

“O-okay,” he stammered, already regretting it. The possibility that it really was Tyler dressed as a girl had crossed his mind. But he still remained confident that Anna was simply pranking him and that he’d just received an amazing blowjob from a beautiful girl.

“If it turns out that the person who just sucked your dick is really a girl,” she said with a sly smile, “then you win. You get to have sex with her—right here, and right now. You get to fuck her brains out, even. Whatever you want to do.”

Michael felt a surge of excitement at the thought. His dick already began to grow hard all over again as he eyed Taylor and bit his lip.

“But,” Anna continued with a devilish grin, “if it turns out that the person really is Tyler—a guy dressed up as a girl—then you lose, and… I get to dress you up as one of my dolls.”

His heart pounded wildly in his chest. The room seemed to tilt for a moment as he tried to process what she’d just said. “Wait, what do you mean ‘one of your Dolls’?”

“Oh, nothing too drastic,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand that did nothing to quell his mounting anxiety. “You’ll dress up like a beautiful girl, just like Tyler did. I’ll dress you and do your makeup until you don’t even recognize yourself.”

Michael’s mouth went dry. A thousand thoughts screamed through his mind at once but none made any sense. It was insane—but Anna’s beauty and intoxicating presence made him feel like he couldn’t refuse.

“Alright,” he said reluctantly, swallowing down his nerves. “I’ll take that bet. Because I think you’re wrong.”

Secretly, Michael knew that either conclusion led to something sexual with a beautiful girl—he couldn’t deny his body the chance when it so desperately craved it. Who knew? Maybe Anna was turned on by seeing guys dressed as girls and maybe she would let him fuck her. He couldn’t help but wonder—and hope.

Anna clapped her hands together excitedly. “Wonderful! Taylor—on your back!” The beautiful girl atop the bed turned onto her back.

Michael took another note of her impossibly high heels and knee-high stockings—her face still adorned with perfect make-up and long flowing curls that framed her angelic face.

Michael stared intently at them, searching for any hint of masculinity but finding none. His confidence grew slightly; there was no way Anna could be right.

“Taylor,” Anna commanded softly, her eyes locked onto Michael's with mischief dancing behind them. “Show him who you are.”

Taylor giggled—a high-pitched sound that seemed incongruous coming from someone presumed to be male—and gracefully laid back on the bed. She raised her legs demurely into the air and pulled up her delicate panties to reveal herself.

First, Michael caught sight of the beautiful, rosy asshole—it was bald and puckering and immediately sent Michael into a tailspin of arousal.

But, then, he caught sight of something else.

“Shit,” Michael huffed.

The sight hit Michael like a freight train: beneath those pink satin panties lay, not a pussy, but a ball sack, along with a dick that was snugly locked away inside a pink chastity cage.

“No fucking way,” Michael gasped.

Anna giggled and snapped, “Tyler, pull those panties back up. Michael now knows the truth—no need to be a slut about it!”

Tyler obediently covered himself, again, and Michael realized the truth: he’d just gotten head from a guy dressed as a girl—and he’d just grown hard all over again at the sight of his asshole.

He didn’t know what it meant, but one thing was for certain: Anna had won.

Michael’s heart pounded in his chest as the reality of his loss continued to settle in. The shock of realization hit him like a cold wave.

The truth was indisputable: Taylor was a fake; a creation of Tyler—or really, Anna, who had coerced Tyler into it.

He remembered the two nights he’d spent getting to know Tyler and hanging out with him, the camaraderie they shared, now colored with an unsettling hue.

The room felt smaller, walls tightening around him as if mocking his helplessness.

"Well, Michael," Anna's voice broke through his spiraling thoughts, "a bet’s a bet."

His stomach churned. The thought of being dressed up as a girl alongside Tyler was both bewildering and terrifying. A mix of shame and humiliation coursed through him. He looked at Anna, who stood with hands defiantly on her hips, her eyes glittering with triumph.

“No… I don’t think I can,” Michael stammered, taking a step back. “I’m not doing this.”

Anna’s expression darkened instantly. “That’s fine. But, if you back out now, you can pack your things and leave,” she said coldly. “You haven’t been added to the lease yet, after all. And, frankly, this home is a safe space for exploration. Tyler and I cannot have you sitting out and judging our fun from the sidelines.”

A visceral fear gripped Michael. He couldn’t leave; he had nowhere else to go.

Rent was expensive, and he had no savings to fall back on. Panic swirled in his mind like a tempest. But then he glanced at Anna, her confident posture and piercing gaze holding a strange allure. Maybe enduring this would be worth it if it meant staying close to her.

He swallowed hard, forcing himself to nod. “Okay… Fine. I’ll do it. I’ll give it a try, anyway.”

Anna’s smile returned—a blend of satisfaction and wicked amusement.

“Good sissy,” she purred, walking over to him and placing a hand on his cheek briefly before guiding him towards the bathroom.

“Now, take a shower and shave everything,” she ordered. “Except for the hair on your head, obviously. But I want you smooth and clean—right down to your butthole. I want it looking as much like a beautiful girl’s hole as possible, because soon, it will be the most important part of you—you’re bussy.”

“My… my bussy?” Michael asked.

“Your boy-pussy… or ‘backdoor’ pussy,” she said with a smile.

Michael trudged to the bathroom, feeling Anna’s eyes on him until he closed the door behind him with a trembling hand. The sterile scent of soap and shampoo hit his nose as he turned on the hot water, steam filling the small space quickly.

Underneath the scalding spray, Michael began methodically shaving every part of his body: chest, arms, legs—it all had to go. He knew he had to obey Anna. He had little choice.

Each stroke of the razor felt like stripping away layers of himself, leaving him exposed and vulnerable. His mind was a whirlwind of dread and curiosity about what lay ahead.

Finally finished, Michael stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist before heading back into the bedroom where Anna awaited him.

She wasted no time yanking away his towel with surprising force, leaving him standing naked amidst the rising steam from the bathroom door left ajar.

“You’ll wear this,” Anna said with an almost cruel delight as she held up a pink chastity cage. “Let’s get it on you.”

Michael’s breath caught in his throat as she fit the plastic cock-cage snugly around him, locking it into place with an audible click that seemed to echo in his ears louder than any sound he'd ever heard. She followed by placing a key into a small metal lock and turning it.

“Good thing it’s so small. Even when it was hard it was really small,” she giggled. “It’s a cute penis, really. It’s almost kind of like a clitoris, which is great. Because that’s all it’s going to be from now on. You’ll rub it through the cage, but otherwise, all of your orgasms are going to cum from your boy-pussy.”

And just like that, Michael was on his way to becoming another of Anna’s dolls—another of her sissies—locked away for whenever she wished to play with him.

From across the room on the bed sat Tyler—Taylor—still glamorous in his feminine attire but now grinning encouragingly at Michael.

“It’s not so bad,” Tyler chimed in softly yet convincingly. “Becoming Taylor changed my life for the better.”

Tyler continued, “And, after all—you didn’t even know it was me. Imagine how much fun you’ll have looking so beautiful and sexy. I promise, you’ll be more confident than ever before.”

Anna quickly added, “And, let’s face it, Michael—you’re a pathetic excuse for a boy as it is. You need this. So, let me do my magic and decide for yourself.”

Michael sighed and surrendered to the domineering girl as he stood there and cupped his hands, hiding his caged dick and balls.

He couldn’t believe what was happening—what he’d gotten himself wrapped up in. It was a stiff price to pay for a blowjob, but he couldn’t deny that he was aroused by Anna’s control—even as it came with suspense and worry.

She was beautiful, and there was something about her gorgeous aura that made Michael trust her with ease.

Anna sauntered over to her closet, leaving him alone with his racing thoughts.

The room felt suffocatingly quiet, the only sound coming from his shallow breaths and the soft rustle of fabric as Anna sifted through her collection.

His eyes followed her every move, tension and dread building in his chest.

The only thing breaking his attention from Anna was the sight of Tyler, still on his back and relaxed against the headboard of the bed. Tyler watched Michael with a look of desire and lust in his eyes. Michael couldn’t ignore it—couldn’t ignore the fact that, although Tyler was a guy, while he was dressed as a beautiful girl, it was more complicated than man vs. woman.

He saw Tyler as Taylor—the beautiful girl who’d sucked his dick. He couldn’t see them as the same person.

When Anna finally turned around, she held up a silky, teal-colored thong and bra, their satin sheen catching the dim light in the room. She walked back to him with a predatory grace, her eyes never leaving his.

"Here," she said softly, almost sweetly, as she handed the lingerie to him.

Michael's fingers brushed against the material, and he couldn't help but marvel at its softness.

It felt inviting, like liquid silk slipping through his grasp.

For a moment, he was lost in the sensation, but then reality snapped back into focus as he realized what she expected him to do next.

The touch of the panties made his caged dick twitch futilely against its restraints—a cruel reminder of his current predicament.

His fear and hesitation were palpable as Anna's eyes bored into him expectantly.

"Put them on," she commanded gently but firmly. Michael tried to muster up the courage to bargain his way out of it.

"Anna," he started, voice trembling slightly, "do we really have to go this far? Can't we stop now?"

But Anna's expression remained unchanged; she was immovable.

"You agreed to this," she reminded him quietly but firmly. "Now put them on."

Defeated and seeing no way out, Michael surrendered with a shaky sigh.

He uncapped his hands and hesitantly slipped one leg into the thong and then the other.

As he pulled them up his thighs and positioned them over his locked cock, he couldn't ignore how aroused he felt despite—or perhaps because of—the humiliation. The thong's thin strip nestled between his butt cheeks and pressed against his freshly shaved, bald asshole and taint, sending shivers down his spine.

For a fleeting moment, standing there with his dick locked away and tucked inside the panties, Michael almost felt like a beautiful girl—just as Tyler promised.

His reflection in the mirror showed his flushed cheeks and wide eyes filled with a mix of shame and arousal.

Anna wasted no time in helping him with the bra next.

“Here we go,” she said.

He raised his arms awkwardly as she slid it around his chest, securing it tightly in place. Michael could smell Anna’s sweet perfume as it rushed over his nose. He inhaled and closed his eyes, enjoying how close she came to him—even if for just a moment.

She smoothed out the straps over his shoulders, her touch gentle but authoritative. Michael could feel each brush of her fingers on his skin—soft yet commanding.

Then came the rubber pads—the fake boobs; Anna carefully slipped them inside each cup of the bra until they fit snugly against Michael's flesh. The added weight made him feel strange—more feminine somehow—and when he looked at himself in the mirror again, he was shocked at how much he already resembled a girl.

His reflection stared back at him: wide-eyed with surprise and lips slightly parted in an unspoken admission of arousal that he couldn't quite bring himself to acknowledge openly.

His caged cock flared inside its prison as if trying desperately to break free.

Anna wasn't done yet; she returned to her closet one more time and emerged with a frilly teal dress, a dark-haired wig, and even a pair of sheer white stockings and what looked to Michael like silky ballet slippers.

Michael stood nervously, his fingers grazing the silky teal fabric of the dress as he watched Anna's meticulous movements.

“Now for the next piece,” she said, approaching him.

She pulled the dress over his shoulders and smoothed it down his back, her touch sending shivers through him.

The material was cool and light, clinging to his form in ways that felt both foreign and exhilarating. He could feel Anna's breath on his neck, warm and intimate, as she zipped him up.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, he thought to himself, facing Tyler and watching him.

“You’re both going to be a cute pair of sissies,” Anna smiled. “Tyler is going to show you how to be such a good sissy slut.”

The stockings were next—sheer and delicate, like a whisper against his skin.

Michael pulled them up slowly, relishing the sensation of the fabric as it hugged his calves and thighs. The stockings accentuated the curve of his legs, making them appear more slender and graceful.

Slipping into the satin ballet shoes was like stepping into another world; they brought a strange sense of completion to his transformation.

Anna then picked up the dark-haired wig, adjusting it with practiced precision before placing it on Michael's head. The weight of it was surprisingly comforting, like a crown marking a new identity.

She adjusted the locks around his face, her fingers dancing across his scalp as she ensured every strand fell perfectly.

"Come over here," she instructed, guiding him to a vanity mirror adorned with an array of cosmetics.

Michael sat down tentatively on the plush stool, feeling a rush of vulnerability as he met Anna's gaze in the mirror.

“How do you like your clothes, Miley?” Anna said.

“Wh—what?” Michael asked.

“Your new name is Miley when you are in those clothes—just as Tyler’s name is Taylor anytime that he is dressed up. Now, how do you like the clothes?”

Michael did not want to admit that he liked them—that the sensation of the soft panties around his body made him feel so fucking aroused that his dick throbbed with ache inside of its cock-cage.

“Fine, I guess,” Michael shrugged, betraying his true feelings.

“Mmhm,” Anna nodded and grinned, as though she already knew better.

She began her work, applying foundation with gentle strokes that felt both soothing and invasive.

The scent of makeup—powders and creams mingling with floral perfume—enveloped him, pulling him deeper into this new reality.

Each brushstroke seemed to erase another fragment of Michael's old self.

As she painted his face with precision, Michael could hardly recognize himself in the mirror.

His eyebrows were shaped into arches that framed eyes now accentuated by dark eyeliner and soft eyeshadow hues. Mascara elongated his lashes into delicate fans that blinked back at him in bewilderment.

“Shit,” Michael said, looking at himself in the mirror after having avoided it for several minutes.

Anna's focus shifted to his lips, painting them a lush coral-pink that felt sticky yet alluring.

She giggled and watched with delight as Michael studied himself in the mirror.

The transformation was nearly complete, but something inside Michael stirred—part excitement, part panic—as if he were watching someone else entirely.

"Just breathe," Anna murmured softly but firmly, sensing his tension.

Tyler chuckled from across the room where he lounged on the sofa. "It's normal to feel this way at first," he reassured with a smirk and his soft, delicate tone.

Michael nodded weakly, trying to anchor himself in their voices amidst the swirl of emotions flooding his mind.

"Now that you look like a girl," Anna commanded, standing back to admire her handiwork before leaning forward with an air of seriousness, "I want you to talk like a girl."

Michael swallowed hard; his throat felt dry and constricted under their expectant gazes. He opened his mouth but hesitated again.

Anna's expression hardened slightly but remained patient. "Raise your voice," she insisted sternly. "You look like a girl now; you must act like one."

A knot tightened in Michael’s stomach—embarrassment mingling with fear—but there was also something intoxicating about relinquishing control under Anna's firm guidance.

He cleared his throat softly before pitching his voice higher.

“Go on,” Anna urged.

“I… do you really want me to?” Michael said.

Anna rolled her eyes and sighed. “Michael, this is for you—just as it was for Tyler when I turned him into a beautiful, cross-dressing sissy. I’m helping you to see your full potential. Now, if you don’t want to continue, that is fine. Surely you can find somewhere to stay for the night and you can come get your belongings in the morning to move out?”

With a smile, Anna’s warning was caustic and weighty—enough that Michael wasted no time conceding to her demands.

"Can I please... suck your dick, sir?" The words tumbled out awkwardly at first—a mixture of shame and curiosity.

“Again,” Anna said.

Over and over, Michael said the phrase, along with a few others. Anna and Tyler cheered Michael along. Somewhere along the way, Michael began to believe that the face staring back at him from the mirror was truly Miley’s—and not his own.

“Down on your knees,” Anna said. “I’ve got a present for you.”

Anna disappeared into her closet once-more—this time for a few minutes. The sounds of leather straps and metal buckles slid out from the doorway, but Michael did not have the first clue as to what was happening.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

Michael obeyed Anna and, next thing he knew, he felt something rubber and tacky against his lips.

“Open your eyes,” Anna said.

There, towering over Michael, was Anna, wearing a strap-on dildo. Michael guessed it had to be at least eight inches long, and twice as thick as his own dick when hard. It was pink, and looked strikingly realistic.

“Time to practice sucking cock like a beautiful crossdressing whore,” Anna said. “Open up.”

Michael's knees pressed into the soft carpet beneath them as he leaned forward—a sensation mixing with the tension in his thighs.

The room was warm, almost stifling, and the air was thick with the mingling scents of perfume and arousal.

Anna stood before him, her dominant presence radiating control as she looked down at him with a smirk that made his stomach flip. The dildo on her waist jut out proudly, demanding attention, and Michael found himself nearly hypnotized by its size and realism.

"Suck it," Anna commanded, her voice dripping with authority.

Michael swallowed hard, his throat already dry with nerves.

He leaned forward, tentative at first, and wrapped his lips around the tip of the rubber cock.

It felt foreign yet strangely familiar in his mouth.

He started off slowly, his tongue sliding along the shaft as he took it deeper. His head bobbed rhythmically as he tried to find a comfortable pace.

"Deeper," Anna urged.

With every thrust of the fake cock entering his throat, Michael's thoughts raced.

What am I doing? Why does this feel... good? Why is it making me so horny?

He pushed past the initial discomfort, driven by Anna's commanding gaze and his own confusing desire to please her. The urge to gag built up as he took more of the dildo into his mouth, but he fought it down, focusing on breathing through his nose.

"Play with the balls," Anna instructed next.

His hand shook slightly as he reached up to fondle the rubber balls at the base of the dildo. They were surprisingly soft in his palm, adding another layer to this bizarre experience. He massaged them carefully, feeling a strange thrill in performing such a submissive act.

Anna's chuckle cut through his concentration. "You're doing so well," she said, clearly impressed and delighted by Michael’s efforts.

"Taylor, babe! Come down here."

Michael barely registered Tyler moving into view until he heard him kneel beside him. The proximity of another man dressed as a girl, in such an intimate setting, sent another wave of conflict surging within him.

Anna withdrew from Michael's mouth and directed Tyler toward her strap-on.

"Your turn," she said to Tyler.

Michael sat back on his heels, panting lightly as he watched Tyler take over.

There was an unexpected heat blossoming in his chest as he observed Tyler’s lips wrap around the dildo that had just been in his mouth. This shared humiliation between them was oddly arousing.

"Moan like a girl," Anna’s voice snapped Michael out of his reverie. "Imagine it’s one of those football players from campus that you and Tyler are sucking off—you’re a pair of slutty cheerleaders in the locker rooms, sucking his dick after the big game.”

He closed his eyes for a moment, picturing one of those muscular boys from college—his face flushed with excitement; virile and powerful. The mental image sent shivers down his spine—as much as he hated it.

He opened his mouth and began to moan softly at first before increasing in pitch and volume until they were unmistakably feminine sounds escaping from him.

"That’s it… you’re so thirsty for his cum," Anna giggled wickedly.

Michael’s moans grew louder as he got lost in this twisted fantasy. His body tingled all over with a mixture of shame and undeniable arousal.

"Back to you now," Anna announced suddenly, pulling Michael back to reality.

The dildo re-entered Michael’s willing mouth; he sucked it deeply, eagerly pleasuring Anna and fulfilling her every desire.

Michael's heart pounded in his chest, a rhythmic tattoo that seemed to echo in the room that was slowly becoming dim as the light outside weakened.

He took a shuddering breath, the scent of polished leather and faint vanilla from Anna’s perfume mingling with the musk of arousal that had begun to suffuse the air. He could smell his own perfume, too—the floral perfume Anna had spritzed around his neck and wrists. It confused him and made his mind race with conflict.

“Good,” she crooned, shoving the dildo deeper into Michael’s mouth.

Anna's voice cut through the haze of his senses, silk-wrapped steel.

“Taylor, babe, why don’t you give our sissy here a little something extra?”

Michael’s stomach tightened at the instruction, his fingers trembling as they gripped the dildo more fiercely.

His eyes darted to Tyler, whose smirk broadened as he slid closer.

Michael felt a rush of conflicting emotions—fear, excitement, anticipation—all roiling within him like a storm.

Taylor’s breath was warm against Michael's ear as he whispered, “You heard her.” The words sent a spark down Michael's spine, igniting every nerve ending.

Without another word, Tyler’s hand snaked up Michael’s dress.

The fabric—a delicate satin that clung to his body—whispered against Tyler’s knuckles. Michael gasped at the cool touch of Tyler's fingers brushing against his bare skin, sliding beneath the lace edge of his thong.

It felt illicit and forbidden, the very thing making his breath hitch in his throat.

Michael closed his eyes tightly, trying to steel himself against what was coming.

But nothing could prepare him for the electric jolt when Tyler's finger found its mark.

The caress against his asshole was sudden and yet careful as Tyler moaned softly. “Such a tight, warm sissy cunt—nice and gooey like pie,” he whispered into Michael’s ears.

Michael moaned intensely on the dildo, sucking it harder and harder as Tyler’s finger continued to tease his asshole.

His nostrils flared as Tyler giggled along with Anna.

After a few minutes of teasing, he heard Tyler spit onto his finger. Next thing he knew, he could feel the slick fingertip pushing just into his asshole—parting his hole around Tyler’s finger with a small ache.

“Mm…” Michael moaned onto the dick.

“That’s it,” Anna said. “Taylor is getting you nice and ready. But there is still something else she needs to do—something that is going to have you begging to get that boy-pussy of yours stuffed.”

A faint musk of anticipation that seemed to cling to everything. The plush carpet beneath his knees felt soft yet scratchy, an odd sensation that only heightened the surreal nature of this moment.

He could hear his own breathing, shallow and quick, mixing with Anna's cool, commanding voice.

"Get onto all fours—over in the center of the room." Anna's tone brooked no argument.

Michael hesitated for just a second, but then he lowered himself onto his hands and knees, feeling the press of the carpet against his palms as he crawled—his butt stuck up in the air as instructed, exposed and vulnerable.

The silky dress he wore brushed against his skin with every tiny movement, a teasing whisper that was both comforting and humiliating.

He cast a glance over his shoulder and saw Tyler move with a deliberate slowness, a mischievous grin spreading across his face.

Tyler approached him from behind, lifting Michael’s dress in one fluid motion, exposing his thong-covered ass.

The cold air kissed his balmy, exposed asshole, as Tyler yanked the thin fabric aside, revealing everything.

Michael's heart pounded in his chest, a drumbeat of anxiety and arousal. Adrenaline coursed in his veins.

He felt helpless under Tyler's gaze, underlined by the girlish giggles that seemed to mock him, yet ignited a spark deep within.

“She has a beautiful pussy—can I eat it now?” Tyler’s voice was high-pitched and teasing, dripping with playful eagerness.

Michael's mind raced, part of him screaming to stop this madness while another part could barely contain the thrill that churned in him.

This wasn't who he thought he was—or was it? The conflict raged inside him as he heard Anna’s calm affirmation.

“Yes,” she said smoothly. “Eat her sissy cunt.”

And then it happened—Tyler’s warm tongue slid against Michael’s puckered entrance.

The sensation was electric, a jolt of raw pleasure that made Michael gasp aloud despite himself.

Pre-cum oozed into his thong, further soaking the already damp fabric as his dick throbbed insistently against its confinement. The cock-cage—every pulse of arousal was magnified by its restrictions until it bordered on agony.

Still conflicted, but increasingly enthralled by the overwhelming sensations flooding his body, Michael moaned wildly.

His cries filled the room, mingling with the soft glow of dusk that stretched across walls adorned with posters and pictures, and elegant mirrors reflecting their debauchery.

“M-Mmmm... oh yes... Please... oh God...” Michael’s voice came out breathless and needy.

Anna's eyes gleamed as she stepped closer to him.

“Moan like a girl,” she instructed softly but firmly. “Beg for my cock.”

Michael swallowed hard; there was something undeniably powerful about her command over him—even more intoxicating than any physical sensation.

He wanted to resist but found himself obeying more easily with each passing second.

“Please... please fuck me with your dildo,” he whimpered in a higher pitch than he'd ever used before—embarrassment tangled with desperation in every syllable.

“I need it... oh please...”

Anna smiled approvingly as she then worked the strap-on dildo off her waist, wiggling out of it. Michael was confused seeing her do this. But soon, it made sense—shocking and irrefutable sense.

“That’s it,” Anna smiled and winked.

“You did very well on the practice dick,” she smiled. “I think it’s time for the real thing, now.”

Michael watched as Anna continued to tower over him. She wiggled her skirt down her legs, following with her panties. And out spilled a massive pink dick that throbbed between her legs—half-hard and swelling bigger by the moment

Holy shit! She’s trans!? Michael thought to himself. He couldn’t believe his eyes—couldn’t believe that the beautiful woman had a big, hungry cock swinging between her long, slender thighs.

Michael saw the big, beautiful dick—pretty as the rest of Anna. It was smooth, peachy-pink with a rosy, chiseled head that looked textbook for a circumcised dick. At its base were two big balls, hanging low in their pink sack.

“How do you like my cock, Miley?” she smiled.

“I… I can’t believe it… I… ugh, ah… mmm,” Michael started, but was interrupted by Tyler’s curious tongue continued to explore his asshole with greedy impatience.

“Fuck,” Michael moaned. He hated himself for it, but he craved to have his asshole fucked. Tyler’s tongue was making him want something to fill his hole so badly. The perfume swelled around his nose and, seeing himself in the mirror, he couldn’t quite convince himself that he was a guy underneath all the girly clothes and makeup.

His dick flared in its cock-cage and pre-cum stained his silky panties. He began to feel more like he had a clit between his legs, and reached back to jangle the cock-cage, as if a curious woman rubbing her pussy.

“Come on,” Anna said. “Time to suck it. Go on.”

Michael parted his lips. By now, he knew to obey Anna. And he did so, quietly. He felt as the meaty cock slid into his mouth and filled it—so much more satisfying and potent than any rubber cock could prove.

“Play with my balls, just like we practiced,” Anna said, moaning as Michael’s mouth sucked her dick.

“Fuck,” she moaned over and over.

Anna’s voice was low, a purr that vibrated in Michael’s ears.

“That’s it—suck my big cock, sissy boy,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for disobedience. “So pretty in your frilly dress.”

Michael’s heart thumped loudly in his chest, the sound almost deafening in the otherwise silent room. He hesitated for a moment, his mind a whirl of conflicting emotions and desires.

The air was thick with the scent of perfume and sweat, an intoxicating combination that made Michael’s head spin.

He glanced at himself in the mirror, faintly seeing the soft, flowing fabric of the dress he wore. It clung to his slender frame in all the right places, making him look undoubtedly feminine.

He cried out as Tyler's tongue slide just inside his asshole, sending jolts of electric pleasure up his spine.

“Ugh, fuck,” he moaned, pulling off Anna’s dick.

With his mouth opened, he took in Anna’s cock, again, feeling it press against his lips. The taste was so foreign, yet strangely exciting. It tasted nice, as though she had used some sort of vanilla lotion on her dick—making it tasty as a candy bar as it mixed with his sweet spit.

“Good girl,” Anna cooed, running her hand through Michael’s hair as he obediently took her cock deeper into his mouth.

“Such a beautiful ladyboy. Look how pretty you are in that dress.”

Michael felt a rush of heat flood through him at her words.

There was something about the way she called him pretty, something that made him simultaneously humiliated and overjoyed. He wanted to be seen as beautiful; he wanted to be seen as a girl.

“More… suck it deeper,” Anna instructed firmly, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided him further down on her cock.

Michael gagged slightly as she pushed deeper into his throat but continued to bob his head up and down with growing enthusiasm.

Tyler’s tongue moved teasingly over his asshole again, making him squirm and moan around Anna’s cock.

Each flicker of Tyler's tongue sent waves of pleasure crashing through him, making him feel weak and pliant.

He felt like his brain was being split in two—one half still screaming about who he used to be and the other half fully embracing this new identity that Anna was molding him into.

He knew deep down that there was no going back; he would never be able to reclaim who he once was because part of him didn’t even want to.

Anna pulled out suddenly and moved around to his ass while Tyler positioned himself beside Michael on all-fours, bending over and lifting his dress, as if waiting to get fucked doggystyle right next to Michael.

“Are you ready?” Tyler asked Michael with a smile.

“I… I think so,” Michael said.

Tyler’s eyes grew wild and alive and he pushed his mouth against Michael’s for a long, intense kiss.

“You’re such a good little cross-dressing sissy,” Ann whispered huskily as she rubbed the head of her wet cock against his asshole.

Michael moaned down Tyler’s throat as Anna continued to rub the tip of her cock against his puckering, glistening hole.

“Beg for it,” she demanded softly but firmly. “Tell me how much you want my big cock inside you.”

Michael felt moisture prick at the corners of his eyes from the humiliation but also from an overwhelming desire he couldn’t control any longer.

He pulled off Tyler’s mouth. “Please… please fuck me with your big cock,” he whimpered desperately. “I need it.”

He hated himself for begging so shamelessly but knew deep inside that this subjugation made him feel more like a beautiful girl than ever before.

Anna smirked knowingly as she slowly pressed into him. Immediately, Michael felt the pressure. It turned quickly to discomfort as his hole tried to spread wide around the big cock.

“Ugh, fuck,” Michael moaned.

“Just relax your bussy,” Anna smiled. “Relax that sissy cunt. Just open up and let this big cock inside of it like it was meant to do,” she whispered.

Tyler grabbed Michael’s jaw and turned him, pushing his mouth against Michael’s lips once-more. Michael felt Tyler’s tongue snake into his mouth, just as Anna’s big, warm cock pushed deeper into his hole.

“Mmmm!” Michael moaned loudly into Tyler’s kiss as the discomfort turned to burning, aching pain in his asshole. Anna moaned as her big dick pushed into the snug, steamy velvet walls of Michael’s butt.

He felt his swollen insides stretched around the big, demanding cock. His own dick oozed pre-cum and turned his panties cold with his wetness as his legs trembled and his asshole throbbed.

“That’s it,” Anna moaned. “Let it own you. Serve this big dick like you and Taylor are meant to do—good sissies.”

Michael felt dizzy and hot. His heart sped unlike ever before. He felt sweat across his skin and under his arms. He inhaled through his nose the scent of sex, sweat and lube—even the vanilla lotion of Anna’s dick.

“Fuck,” Anna moaned. “This sissy hole is amazing,” she gasped. “Such a tight cunt—it just refuses to open up for me… such a sissy virgin,” she said with a breathy laugh.

Anna's grip was firm, digging into his ass-cheeks.

She played with the silky band of Michael’s thong as he felt it yanked to the side while her cock pushed in and out of him. The fabric clung to him, a reminder of his feminized state, enhancing his sense of helplessness and arousal.

Anna’s cock pushed into him deeper and faster with each thrust, filling him in ways he'd never imagined.

Every movement of Anna's hips sent ripples through Michael's body, the rhythm of her thrusts intensifying.

Her hips rocked back and forth, powerful yet controlled, driving her deeper inside him.

Michael felt her big cock pressing further into him, drilling down into his deepest point, igniting a fire that consumed him from within and made his entire body shudder and shake.

“Ugh… oh, fuck!” Michael cried out. The sound of his moans mingled with the heady aroma of sex and sweat that filled the room. The scent of lube mixed with the subtle notes of Anna's perfume, a sweet yet intoxicating fragrance that clung to the air and made his head swim. The pungent, gamey musk of their fucking only added to the intoxicating atmosphere.

Michael's fingers dug into Tyler's shoulders as he transferred his frustration, pain, and overwhelming pleasure into yet another long, passionate open-mouth kiss.

Tyler's lips were soft and inviting, a contrast to the hard reality pounding into Michael’s ass. Their tongues danced together in a delirious frenzy while Anna continued her relentless assault on his virgin hole.

Lost in the moment, Michael felt more than ever like a sissy slut—every ounce of his masculinity stripped away by the raw power dynamics at play.

Anna's balls swung against his thong with each powerful thrust, slapping against him and adding another layer to his mounting arousal. With every swing, he leaked more pre-cum, staining the delicate silk of the thong encasing his vestigial manhood.

Anna's moans mixed with Michael’s own guttural sounds of pleasure and pain, creating a symphony that resonated through the small bedroom.

Tyler gasped girlishly when Anna suddenly pulled out of Michael’s throbbing butthole to shove her cock into Tyler’s asshole instead.

The sudden emptiness left Michael yearning for more.

Watching Anna fuck Tyler with such ferocity stirred something deeply primal within Michael.

He grabbed Tyler’s chin forcefully and captured his lips in a desperate kiss—mirroring what Tyler had done to him earlier.

The connection between them grew stronger as they both submitted to Anna’s dominating presence and moaned and cried like the pleasured young women they had become.

Michael became hungrier and hungrier to make out with Tyler while Anna pounded mercilessly into the blonde.

His tongue explored Tyler’s mouth with newfound fervor; their shared breaths came quick and shallow between moans and gasps.

The sounds of their intimacy only heightened Michael’s own arousal, even though he kept this secret desire buried deep within himself.

“Oh, fuck… Taylor, your sissy hole is so fucking nice, too… I almost forgot,” Anna smiled. “It’s not quite as tight as Miley’s, but it’s so smooth—like silky.”

Despite feeling empty without Anna inside him, Michael found solace in their connection—but it wasn’t enough. He longed for the intense fullness he had experienced moments before; it gnawed at him like an insatiable hunger.

He couldn’t even believe himself—that he desperately wanted to get fucked, again. Something deep in his body—even in his dick—made him ravenous to get filled, again.

“Please,” he begged breathlessly as Anna continued fucking Tyler beside him. “I need you… I need you inside me again.”

Anna smirked knowingly before withdrawing from Tyler. She spanked Tyler’s sweaty ass and said, “Make yourself cum, Taylor, babe. Miley requires extra attention tonight, since it’s her first time and all. I think we can make her squirt like a geysery with the right angle and rhythm.”

Her eyes glinted with predatory delight as she turned back towards Michael.

“Eager little sissy,” she purred approvingly before thrusting her slickened cock back into Michael’s asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” Michael cried out with tight eyes. He clenched his jaw as the sudden intrusion brought pain back to his body before he finally adjusted.

Anna was more than happy to pound him harder than ever. She fucked him at a sharp, downward angle, and Michael felt the warm, swelling pleasure somewhere against his p-spot.

As if Anna knew this, she smiled, “That’s it… let it hit that sissy-spot. Let it massage that sissy-spot and make you cum like never before.”

Michael cried out—gasped, even—as the big head of Anna’s cock pushed against his sissy-spot, making it flare and throb inside him. His body trembled and he knew something was happening, even if he didn’t know what it was.

“Fuck,” Michael cried out in long, heavy huffs.

With the scent of vanilla perfume swirling around him and accentuating the sweat and musk, he felt himself losing control of his body. He felt the eruption building to the point that soon, there would be no chance to return—all as he heard Tyler whimpering with pleasure. The blonde was yanking on his cock-cage and plunging the strap-on dildo into his asshole.

“I’m gonna’ cum!” Tyler cried out. He took Michael’s mouth and kissed him as he came—his moans loud and intense as they echoed down his throat.

Anna started to jackhammer Michael’s ass—their sweaty bodies spanking against each other and the sounds ricocheting off the walls.

“Mm…MMM!!!” Michael moaned loudly, matching Tyler’s intensity—matching it because he, too, was slipping into orgasm.

He reached down into his silky thong and yanked at his cock-cage furiously, trying desperately to feel the pleasure on his dick that was locked away. As he did, the fire in his asshole grew and he felt the stinging pleasure and pain of his anal orgasm.

“Mm!!” he continued to moan.

Anna, knowing exactly what was happening, spanked Michael’s ass and smiled. “That’s it. Look at that sissygasm! You’re both cumming at the same time. It’s going to make me… mmm… it’s going to make me… ugh.”

Anna pounded as hard as she could and huffed, “I’m going to fill this sissy cunt with cum!”

Michael knew that he could have pulled off his kiss with Tyler and refused to let Anna pump his butt with cum. But he wanted it, badly. He fucking needed it.

“Ugh… ugh!” Anna moaned loudly. Michael felt the throbbing cock slam balls-deep into his asshole and pulsate against the swollen, steamy walls of his insides. He felt each heavy, hard shot of cum blast deep inside him and fill him with an ocean of sperm—all as his own dick dribbled its pearly load into his silky panties until he could smell the scent of cum, sweat and perfume all around him.

“Fuck,” Anna moaned.

She smacked Michael’s butt and shook her head. After a few minutes, she pulled her cock from his throbbing hole and smiled, exhausted and satisfied.

Michael kissed Tyler one final time and the pair smiled at one another, too.

“You both did so well,” Anna smiled. She reached over and grabbed a large, metal butt-plug and spat on it, before shoving it against Michaels’ asshole.

He felt the sudden girth of the cold steel. His asshole stretched around it and closed up as the bulb sank into him and plugged him up.

“There,” Anna said. “That makes sure you keep that sperm inside your sissy cunt—it will make nice lube when I fuck you again later tonight.”

She yanked Michael’s thong back over his hole and lowered his dress.

Michael felt his body shaking, exhausted and blissful. He eyed Tyler and nodded with a taciturn agreement that Tyler and Anna had been right all along.

As he stood up, his legs wobbled and Tyler and Anna helped him to the bed.

“I’m going to clean up in a shower. You two have fun on the bed recovering,” Anna said.

“Afterwards, I’ll have to get you into some fresh panties—each of you. You were both such slutty sissies that you stained your expensive thongs. That’s going to come with punishment, later.”

As Tyler and Michael relaxed atop the bed, Tyler smiled at him. “Well? What do you think? Are you going to rush out of here soon and abandon me?”

“Never,” Michael said. “I thought you and Anna were being ridiculous, trying to convince me to become a beautiful girl. But now I know the truth. I fucking love it—the dress, the panties, the makeup—all of it.”

“We’ll have lots of fun being Anna’s dolls. She’s going to bring over some of her football friends sooner or later and then we can get gangbanged together,” Tyler said, still in his girlish voice—flush with excitement.

“So, you’ll be my roommate after all?” Tyler asked.

Michael couldn’t deny that he felt excited, too. He felt his asshole clenching involuntarily at the butt-plug and smiled at Tyler.

“I belong here,” he smiled back. “Miley belongs here!”


ANYTHING YOU WANT


Stephen stood before the full-length mirror in his girlfriend’s bedroom, his eyes tracing the reflection of the beautifully feminized figure staring back at him.

He smiled incuriously and shook his head, still unable to believe just how convincingly like a girl he could make himself.

The transformation his girlfriend, Madysen, had meticulously orchestrated over the past six months was nothing short of remarkable.

Though he had been apprehensive, at first, Madysen had convinced Stephen to go along with it. And, given how attractive she was, Madysen was convincing enough to get Stephen to do exactly as she pleased.

He continued to look at the mirror’s reflection and adjusted the chestnut brown wig atop his head, ensuring it sat perfectly, cascading down in soft waves that framed his face.

The delicate matching lace bra and thong set clung to his skin, hugging every curve he’d grown accustomed to accentuating.

Stephen marveled at the intricate pattern on the sheer stockings that snaked up his freshly shaved legs, gleaming under the soft light of his bedroom.

He had become adept at removing every trace of hair from his body, a ritual he performed with almost religious fervor.

His pubic area was similarly smooth, making the pink plastic cock-cage even more prominent and humiliating.

This was his new life for the past month. He’d started his cross-dressing, “sissification” journey earlier, but for the past few weeks, he had become an expert in all things cross-dressing; he had become exceptional in turning himself into a beautiful girl whenever he pleased—whenever Madysen demanded.

The skirt swished gently against his thighs as he moved, its feminine cut giving him a sense of freedom yet constantly reminding him of his vulnerability.

He tugged at the hem of his t-shirt, feeling the material stretch over the padded bra that gave him a deceitfully perky bust. A hint of red lipstick graced his lips, a shade Madysen had chosen specifically for its ability to make him feel both demure and seductive.

“Guys love bright, red lipstick—they love to think about those lips around their dicks,” she’d told him, as though he, himself, did not know anything about the male mind. It was simple little teases and implications such as this one that Madysen crafted so well and so often—and kept Stephen in line as her obedient, sissified boyfriend.

With a final spritz of perfume—an intoxicating blend of coconut and vanilla – Stephen felt as ready as he'd ever be. The scent enveloped him, mingling with the essence of transformation Madysen had slowly imbued in him.

It was always fascinating for him to think how far he'd come from being a tough baseball player to this—his girlfriend’s delicate, cross-dressing sissy.

He recalled their first few dates when Madysen had suggested subtle changes—a splash of color in his wardrobe here, a suggestion to shave there. Each step seemed innocuous enough until he found himself standing nervously in her bedroom wearing her lingerie for the first time, with simple assurances from her that ‘all guys do this kind of thing at some point.’

And then, soon enough, it turned into, ‘Don’t you want to make me happy? I think you would look SO beautiful if you had a little makeup on your face. You’re already so pretty, after all.’

The memory of that initial humiliation still sent shivers down his spine, yet it was quickly replaced by a rush of arousal.

Her most convincing pleas of, ‘Would you just try it, once… for me?’ still echoed in his mind each time he looked at himself in the mirror.

As time passed, the suggestions grew bolder.

It was the very first time Madysen had him dress up in girl’s clothing—an evening etched so vividly in his mind that he could recall every detail.

The memory began in Madysen's bedroom, a sanctuary of pink and pastel hues. Soft candlelight flickered against the walls adorned with floral patterns and pictures of her friends. The scent of vanilla from her favorite candles mixed with her perfume, creating an intoxicating atmosphere that heightened Stephen's senses.

"Come on, Stephen," she had teased, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "I've always thought guys wearing panties was sexy… you’re not going to disappoint me, are you?"

Stephen's heart pounded against his chest as he took in her words. A surge of reluctance coursed through him; it felt strange, unfamiliar. Yet, beneath that reluctance was a thrill he couldn't ignore—a yearning to please her, to see that delighted sparkle in her eyes. His arousal overpowered any reservations he had.

She handed him a silky g-string thong and a matching bra, the fabric soft and cool in his trembling hands.

He hesitated for just a moment before slipping off his clothes. He felt embarrassed standing there before Madysen, completely naked in front of her for the very first time. Though he was eighteen, he had never been naked in front of a girl, before—certainly never dreamt of being naked in front of a girl as beautiful as Madysen.

How could he resist but to obey her every command, regardless of how ridiculous it might’ve seemed?

He cupped his genitals in his hands to hide them from her, but Madysen had already seen enough to giggle and tease her boyfriend over his small size.

“Your dick is really small, huh?” she laughed. “That’s actually good thing, because you’ll fit into the thong easier than if you had a big wiener,” she giggled. This did very little to make Stephen feel any better. In fact, it only made him feel more humiliated.

He turned away from his girlfriend and bent over as he slipped into the delicate lingerie after her continued insistence.

As the fabric settled against his skin, Stephen shivered—not from nervousness, but from the soft, cool sensation of silk and lace enveloping his most delicate areas.

Madysen clapped her hands excitedly as she guided him to her full-length mirror.

"Look at you," she whispered, standing behind him. "You look amazing."

Stephen forced himself to meet his reflection's gaze. He saw himself transformed—almost unrecognizable in the dainty undergarments. He felt a mix of humiliation and unexpected pleasure; the soft texture of the panties caressed him in ways he'd never felt before.

Madysen's touch was gentle but insistent as she led him towards a pile of clothes neatly arranged on her bed—a bed adorned with plush pillows and stuffed animals that seemed to mock his current state. She picked up a short skirt and a blouse, handing them to him with an encouraging smile.

“I don’t know, babe. I mean… a thong is one thing… but a skirt and a blouse?” Stephen said with a nervous laugh.

"Just try it," she urged softly. “For me?”

With trembling fingers, Stephen hesitantly complied. The skirt swished around his thighs as he pulled it on, and the blouse fit snugly against his torso. He turned back to the mirror, now fully dressed in feminine attire. The sight was surreal; he looked like a different person entirely.

But Madysen wasn’t finished yet.

Stephen sat on the edge of the bed, his fingers nervously fidgeting with the lace hem of the skirt he'd reluctantly agreed to wear. He glanced up at Madysen, who stood in front of him, now, with a small makeup bag in hand, her eyes gleaming with playful determination.

"Madysen," he began hesitantly, his voice trembling. "I already... I mean, I'm already wearing panties and this—this skirt. But putting on makeup? That would just make me look exactly like a girl."

A mischievous smile slowly spread across Madysen's face. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "I know—that's the plan. So just do this one little thing for me, okay? I promise I'll make it worth your time, babe."

Stephen's breath hitched at her closeness, her words sending a shiver down his spine.

He wanted to protest, to argue that he wasn't ready for yet another step into this feminized role she seemed so eager for him to embrace. But the way she looked at him, with that blend of challenge and affection, made his resolve waver.

Madysen gently cupped his chin, tilting his face towards hers. "Trust me, Stephen. You'll look beautiful," she said softly but firmly.

He swallowed hard, his reluctance still gnawing at him. "I don't know if I can do this," he murmured.

"You can," she replied confidently. "Just let me take care of everything."

Before he could say anything more, Madysen had already begun applying a light coat of foundation to his cheeks.

With deft hands, she began applying the makeup to his face—foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara. Each stroke felt like another layer being peeled away from his former self.

"Close your eyes," she instructed softly as she applied the finishing touches.

When he finally opened them again, Stephen scarcely recognized himself. The person staring back at him was beautiful—a vision crafted from Madysen's imagination brought to life through his own transformation.

The smell of her perfume lingered around them as Madysen stood back to appraise her handiwork. "You look stunning," she murmured, wrapping her arms around him from behind.

Stephen felt exhilarated yet vulnerable—a paradoxical blend of emotions swirling within him.

There was an undeniable sense of curiosity bubbling beneath his surface—a curiosity about this newfound aspect of himself that had been unlocked by Madysen’s naughty little experimentation.

From that point on, he was less reluctant, and couldn’t deny that he’d actually enjoyed the soft, silky fabrics that made up the various thongs and panties Madysen asked him to model for her.

Madysen then introduced him to makeup tutorials online, guiding him through contouring techniques and teaching him how to perfect a winged eyeliner. At first, each attempt felt like a clumsy mess, but under her patient tutelage, he now painted his face with deft precision.

Stephen returned back to the present moment—heart racing as he glanced at himself one last time. No matter how long he had been dressing up, his heart always sped whenever he was on the cusp of going into the public dressed as “Stephanie,” his alter-ego.

The risk of being caught—of being found-out and shamed—was quite high. So far, in the four times he’d gone out with his girlfriend while dressed as one of her beautiful ‘girlfriends,’ nobody had seemed to notice. On the contrary, guys would hit on Madysen and quickly turn their attention to him.

They would hit on Stephen and it would make his dick throb inside its cock-cage. The attention from handsome young guys aroused him. Even though he’d always felt straight, Stephen knew there might be a certain curiosity that flickered somewhere deep-down inside himself.

The anticipation of meeting Madysen at her sorority house filled him with equal parts excitement and trepidation.

They had planned yet another outing to the mall—a public space where their dynamic played out like a tantalizing game, invisible to everyone else but unbearably real for him.

But lately, there was also a hint of undeniable dread that accompanied these outings.

The University baseball season had started—his very first playing for the college team—and his teammates would never understand; the world he'd cultivated with Madysen existed in stark contrast to the rough-and-tumble realm of university sports.

Stephen knew that his secret could never get into the hands of anybody on his baseball team; that it would—for all intents and purposes—ruin his life.

"Are you ready?" he whispered to himself in his higher octave—his ‘Stephanie’ voice—and clutched his purse tightly.

The phone vibrating on his nightstand jolted Stephen back to reality. His pulse quickened as he opened the text-message to read Madysen’s impatient message:

ARE YOU DRESSED YET? MEET ME AT THE SORORITY HOUSE BY SEVEN AT THE LATEST. THAT GIVES YOU ANOTHER HOUR TO LOOK YOUR BEST, BECAUSE WE’RE GOING OUT WITH A COUPLE OF MY SORORITY SISTERS, TONIGHT. I THINK YOU’RE READY FOR THIS, BABE.

As Stephen read the message, he hadn’t even noticed that somebody else had entered Madysen’s bedroom.

Though Madysen lived at the sorority house just off campus, her family knew Stephen well enough after six months that he had a key to her parents’ house and was instructed to do his dressing-up in her bedroom so that he would have all the tools necessary to properly dress himself up as a beautiful girl.

This had never backfired—until now.

“Whoa,” the voice called from behind him. Stephen turned, and saw Madysen’s brother, Brad, standing there in the bedroom doorway, with his arms crossed.

“Um,” Stephen fumbled nervously. “Uh… hello,” he answered in his girlish tone.

“Who are you?” Brad grinned.

Stephen’s mind went blank. He was too utterly nervous know how to answer such a seemingly simple question.

Come on… think of something… he thought to himself. I’ll just tell him I’m Stephanie. I’m sure as shit not going to tell him that it’s me, Stephen, he conspired.

It was bad enough that Brad might catch him dressed like a girl—Brad being Madysen’s older brother.

But what made it so much worse was that Brad was also Stephen’s teammate on the university baseball team. Stephen knew that if Brad ever discovered his secret, he could ruin Stephen’s college life overnight.

“Well?” Brad said.

Stephen stood frozen, wrapped in the delicate silk of Madysen’s favorite pink dress, his heart pounding against his ribcage as Brad stepped into the room.

Madysen's brother paused in the doorway, eyes widening as they took in the sight of Stephen – or rather, what he thought was a gorgeous girl.

"Who are you?" Brad repeated with more impatience in his tone, unable to tear his gaze away.

Stephen bit his lip, trying to summon every ounce of confidence he didn’t possess.

He could feel the weight of Brad's stare traveling over his makeup-clad face, lingering on the curve of his hips accentuated by the tight fabric.

"I'm... I'm Hailey's friend," Stephen managed, pitching his voice higher than usual.

"She told me to wait here for her." His mind raced with every syllable, hoping against hope that Brad wouldn't recognize him.

Brad's eyes narrowed with confusion.

"Weird,” he said. “I didn’t even see you come in.”

“Have you… um… have you been here for a while?” Stephen asked.

“No,” Brad shrugged. “But I have an app on my phone that tells me whenever somebody enters through the front door on our security camera,” he explained.

This particular information sent a shock of adrenaline over Stephen’s body.

“I saw Stephen on the security camera app just thirty minutes ago. So, you know, I assumed that he would be up here—not some hottie like you,” Brad said, still glancing skeptically at Stephen.

The room was silent except for the ticking of a distant clock and the muffled beats of music from downstairs.

“Oh, um… weird,” Stephen said. “Well, you know how technology can mess up sometimes,” he continued with a girlish giggle. “It’s just little ol’ me, though.”

“So…” Brad continued, crossing his arms. “What’s your name? How do you know my sister?”

“Oh, well,” Stephen said, teasing a strand of his wig as he tried his best to stay calm and now show the pink flushing on his cheeks.

“We are… sorority sisters,” he said, confident that this would be the perfect explanation.

“So, how come you aren’t over there right now?” Brad asked. “And why’d you say you were waiting for my sister? She’s at the sorority house.”

“Right,” Stephen said, growing more nervous by the second. “Well, um, I needed to borrow… something… from her… a girl’s product… you know how it is,” he said with a laugh.

Brad still seemed unconvinced, though his expression changed from outright interrogative to mild confusion.

“What about the photoshoot?” Brad asked.

“What photoshoot?” Stephen said.

Suddenly, Brad’s expression turned back to total distrust. “Okay, what is going on here? What do you mean ‘what photoshoot?’ The annual sorority photoshoot. My sister has been talking about it for a week—it’s the most important photo for the sorority each year. And you don’t even know about it? Something is suspicious, here,” Stephen said, turning his nose upward.

“Right, well… um… it’s funny, because… um…” Stephen trembled, unable to think of a single thing to say. He continued to fumble his words and tease his hair tight around his finger.

“You know, Madysen never told me how hot her brother is,” Stephen quipped, hoping that this would be enough to distract Brad.

“Thanks,” Brad said, with a flattered grin. “Well, she never told me she had such a hot friend, either.”

Stephen approached the baseballer with slow but intentional steps. He hoped that once his perfume swirled around Brad’s nose and his makeup was closer in view, it might make him seem even more like a girl than, before.

But, instead, Brad seemed more skeptical than ever.

Stephen's breath hitched, praying desperately that Brad wouldn’t connect the dots.

But fate had other plans.

Brad’s gaze suddenly drifted towards the bed—and there it was—Stephen’s baseball duffel bag lying open for all to see. The realization hit Brad like a bolt of lightning.

“Wait a minute,” Brad said slowly, his voice darkening with certainty and his eyes growing narrow.

“No fucking way… Stephen?”

Stephen's heart sank into his stomach. There was no way out now, nowhere left to run or hide.

“Um, what?” he said, feigning a confused, girlish giggle. “I don’t know who that is,” he chuckled.

But he worried that the evidence was written across his face—the heat turning his cheeks pink and flushed with nervousness.

Brad continued to squint, as if deciphering the code before him. The jock then shook his head and a grin played wide on his lips.

“Holy shit! It is you! What the fuck?!” Brad blurted.

“No… no, it’s… um…” Stephen continued.

But, quickly, Brad yanked the wig right off his head and laughed. “Holy fuck, bro! You’re dressed like a chick!”

Stephen felt the rush of adrenaline and fear as his stomach churned with sickness.

“Yes,” he admitted quietly. “It’s me.”

Brad stared in amazement, taking a step closer.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered before breaking into a mocking grin.

“Honestly? You look... hot.” He walked around Stephen in a slow circle, eyes drinking in every detail.

Stephen’s face burned with embarrassment and yet, unbidden waves of flattery and arousal surged through him at Brad’s words. His breath caught as Brad continued to ogle him shamelessly.

“Sexy,” Brad corrected himself with a chuckle that sent shivers down Stephen’s spine.

"Please," Stephen whispered, anxiety clawing up his throat but unable to ignore the electric thrill at being desired by someone as attractive as Brad. "Please don't tell the team, okay? Or… or anybody? I’m begging you."

Brad stopped circling, looking down at Stephen with an intensity that sent tremors through his body.

"Well, I might be persuaded," he said softly but firmly. “I’m not going to keep a secret like this for free.”

Stephen’s eyes lit up, seeing that he had made even a small amount of headway with the jock. “You want money? I… I don’t have much. But I can do that.”

“Nah,” Brad said, with a mischievous glint in his eyes. “I want something else.”

Stephen continued to stand there, confused, as Brad smirked. “You look so fucking good, that I’m having a hard time believing that you aren’t actually a really hot girl.”

“Um… thanks,” Stephen mumbled. “So, do we have a deal? You’ll keep my secret?”

“Totally,” Brad smiled.

Stephen sighed with relief and smiled. But this was short-lived as Brad continued, "But only if you get down on your knees and suck my dick."

Stephen's mind reeled in disbelief; surely Brad couldn’t be serious? He stared up at him incredulously.

“You're joking,” Stephen murmured, hoping that Brad was only messing with him.

“I’m dead serious,” Brad said, unbuttoning his jeans casually.

The faint scent of cologne mixed with an earthy musk filled Stephen's nostrils as the fabric rustled against skin.

Stephen stood in the center of the room, his heart pounding against his ribcage like a wild animal desperate to escape. The room seemed to close in around him as racing thoughts clashed between shame and raw desire.

He felt the lace of the delicate baby-pink panties clinging to his hips, felt the satin of the nightdress kissing his thighs.

The humiliation was like a fire raging in his cheeks. Brad, stared at him with a predatory gleam in his eyes, lips twisted into a crooked grin that promised nothing but trouble.

"Look at you," Brad drawled, his voice dripping with mockery as he slowly circled Stephen like a shark. "All dolled up like a pretty little girl. I never imagined you had it in you, sissy boy."

Stephen swallowed hard—his mouth dry as sandpaper.

“You’re eighteen yet you’re all dressed up like some bratty sorority chick,” Brad continued, laughing.

Stephen’s mind raced with conflicting emotions. Fear, shame, and an undeniable spark of forbidden arousal danced in a torturous tango within him.

Could he actually get down on his knees and suck Brad's dick? The very thought made him quiver inside.

"Brad," Stephen began, his voice trembling, "there's got to be another way. Anything else. I… I’m dressed like a girl, but I’m not gay."

But Brad merely chuckled, shaking his head with leisurely amusement.

"You look hot, dressed up like this," he said bluntly, letting the words hang in the air before adding with a sly smirk, "And as luck would have it, I'm super fucking horny right now."

“You can’t be serious,” Stephen stuttered.

“I’m not gay either, bro,” Brad smirked. “But right now, you’re not a dude—you’re a sexy college chick,” he continued. “So, that doesn’t make it gay for either of us.”

The threat hung between them like an ominous cloud.

"Now, if you don't do exactly what I tell you," Brad warned, stepping closer until Stephen could feel the heat radiating from him, "I'll tell the entire baseball team about your little... hobby." Brad licked his lips and his eyes widened. “Shit, does Madysen even know about this? Wait until she finds out.”

Immediately, Stephen snapped back, “She already knows, and she’s going to never speak to you again if you tell anybody else.”

Brad laughed and shrugged. “Well, whatever. I don’t care. I’m telling the rest of the baseball team. Nobody is going to want to share the dugout with a sissy bitch like you. What if the other teams find out? We’ll be the laughing stock of the conference. Can’t have that.”

Stephen's mind reeled at the thought of such humiliation.

He could already hear his teammate’s taunts echoing through the locker room—a chorus of cruel laughter that would follow him everywhere he went—maybe even for the rest of his life.

But beneath the fear was something darker and more thrilling: a curious yearning he couldn't quite suppress. Looking at Brad standing there with his pants slightly loose around his hips, Stephen couldn’t deny taking a few quick glances down at the bulge in Brad’s underwear and wondering what it might look like.

The very fact that Brad was hard enough for a bulge to show in his pants must’ve suggested that Stephen was “hot” enough to have turned him on—a fact that Stephen couldn’t ignore. It left him feel empowered and sexy, despite feeling more humiliated than ever.

"Please," Stephen tried once more, desperate to find any other path out of this predicament. “Let’s just… let’s come up with something else. You don’t have to do this.”

"On your knees," Brad commanded sharply, ignoring Stephen's plea. He further unzipped his jeans with deliberate slowness, following with his boxers—letting anticipation build as he freed himself from their confines.

A gasp slipped past Stephen's lips as Brad's dick emerged. Stephen guessed it must’ve been around eight inches long—nearly twice as long as his own. It was long, but also impressively thick, even in its half-hard state.

It throbbed before Stephen's wide eyes—a pulse of raw desire that stirred something deep within him. It was something confusing and potent—something he knew he didn’t want to confront, but he would be made to confront it if he had any hopes of getting out of the bedroom with Brad’s trust.

"You like what you see?" Brad taunted cruelly. "You're such a beautiful girl when you're all dressed up like this. I like that nervous expression on your eyes—like a cute virgin."

The words twisted inside Stephen, shaming and intoxicating him all at once.

His body trembled with indecision—every rational part of him screamed to resist—but there was no denying the arousal pooling low in his belly or the way his breath quickened at Brad’s command.

Slowly—almost reluctantly—Stephen sank to his knees before Brad. His heart pounded in his chest as he did so.

His hands hovered uncertainly at his sides as he looked up through fluttering lashes to meet Brad’s intense gaze.

Brad grinned down at him triumphantly as he stroked himself to full hardness—a sight that made Stephen’s head swim with conflicting emotions: disgust mingling with undeniable arousal.

“There’s my good little sissy,” Brad purred approving as he continued jerking his dick right in Stephen’s face.

What the fuck am I doing? Am I seriously going to do this? Stephen thought nervously. But, the sight of Brad’s big, rosy dick-head inches before him—so close that he could see the clear pre-cum beading at the hole—made Stephen’s own dick throb with futility in its cock-cage.

He studied Brad’s big balls, too—the pinkish-tanned sack low-hanging with its pair of massive orbs pulled down with gravity.

“Damn, you’re hot, babe,” Brad said, grinning. “Look how hard you’re making me—my own personal sissy bitch to play with…”

Stephen swallowed as Brad smiled wider and wider and finally demanded, “Go on—get your hands around this cock—and then get it in your mouth, already. I don’t have all fucking day, babe.”

The jock’s eyes gleamed with a mixture of amusement and dark intent.

Stephen could feel the cool fabric of the soft carpet beneath his knees, the slight chill contrasting with the burning humiliation that scorched his cheeks. His mind whirled, a chaotic blend of dread, shame, and an undeniable flicker of arousal.

"Look at you," Brad sneered, gripping the back of the wig that Madysen had so carefully picked out for Stephen. "Such a pretty little sissy bitch-boy."

Stephen swallowed hard, his eyes darting nervously up to meet Brad’s gaze before falling again to the throbbing, pink cock inches from his face.

Hesitantly, he parted his lips, feeling the weight of Brad's manhood pressing against them.

The taste was salty and musky, filling Stephen’s senses as he took in more of the stiff flesh and tasted the pre-cum.

"Good girl," Brad taunted, guiding Stephen's head forward until the cockhead slipped past his lips. "Just like that."

Stephen's tongue swirled around the tip, tasting every ridge and vein as he struggled to maintain composure. His own dick throbbed painfully inside the cock-cage, each desperate pulse a reminder of his helplessness and enforced submission.

“Ugh… fuck,” Brad moaned.

Stephen could hear as the moans growing louder, blending with the slick sounds of his mouth working diligently on the jock’s fat, meaty shaft.

"Such a good cocksucker," Brad groaned, thrusting deeper into Stephen's mouth. "You make such a beautiful girl… ugh… mmm… it’s good that you make such a hot girl… mmm… because, ugh… ah…you were always too pathetic to be a guy, anyway."

The words stung, but also sent a shiver of unexpected pleasure down Stephen's spine. He hated that the humiliating and degrading treatment had actually aroused him, but he could not deny his body’s response.

He bobbed his head up and down, feeling the pressure on his jaw increasing as Brad pushed harder.

With each thrust, Stephen could feel himself nearing the brink of gagging, but held firm, determined not to falter.

"You should be a girl forever," Brad continued to taunt him, fingers tightening in Stephen's wig. "You're nothing but a sissy bitch, now."

Stephen’s humiliation was complete; tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he continued to service Brad's cock with zeal. His tongue flicked over the sensitive head repeatedly, earning deep groans from above him.

Stephen knew that he could stop and that he didn’t need to do any of this—that he wasn’t forced. But he knew that—despite his repulsion at sucking Brad’s cock—his entire reputation would be destroyed if he didn’t satisfy the jock.

And so, for twenty grueling minutes, Stephen worked diligently on Brad’s dick, feeling every inch as it slid in and out of his wet mouth.

“That’s it… ugh, fuck,” Brad moaned. “Your mouth is really nice, bro—seriously,” the jock commended. “I’m gonna’ fucking cum if you keep doing that thing with your tongue. You’re better than most girls I’ve had.”

Brad groaned long and loud and snapped, “Get your hands on my balls—play with them.”

Stephen obeyed and slid his fingers around Brad’s ball sack; felt the warm, thin and delicate skin encasing the hefty orbs that swung like fleshy anchors between Brad’s muscular thighs.

“Mm…” Stephen moaned on Brad’s dick. His nostrils flared as he exhaled.

The ache in his jaw grew unbearable but he knew better than to stop or slow down. The slurping sounds from his mouth mingled with Brad’s guttural moans creating an erotic symphony that filled the room.

Finally, when it felt like Stephen couldn't go on any longer, Brad pulled back sharply.

The withdrawal was sudden and Stephen gasped for air, relieved that at least he wouldn't have to swallow Brad's cum-shot just yet—or at all.

"I was about to cum, bro," Brad declared breathlessly, as he looked down at the panting, cross-dressed boy before him. "But I think I'd rather fuck your tight little asshole instead. If your mouth is this soft, I’ll bet that sissy-hole of yours is better than pussy."

Stephen froze at those words and felt himself turning pale; relief quickly transformed into renewed dread, mixed—disturbingly—with arousal. His eyes widened as he processed what was about to happen next.

Brad grinned almost wickedly; enjoying every ounce of Stephen’s fear and anticipation—the jock knew he was in control and could coerce Stephen to do whatever he pleased. He knew that Stephen would do it—too afraid to see his reputation ruined by his girlfriend’s brother.

“Well?” Brad smiled. “You going to at least let me get a peek at that pussy of yours, sissy boy?”

Stephen’s heart pounded in his chest, each beat echoing in his ears like a war drum.

He remained there on his knees, with Brad towering over him. Madysen’s pink bedroom was bathed in gold, late-afternoon sunlight that made the world seem surreal to him, as its beauty clashed with the dirty, filthy acts Brad demanded of him.

Stephen felt the gooseflesh of his skin as he remained, too, enveloped in an intoxicating cocktail of fear and arousal. Brad looked down and licked his lips, as a predatory smile spread across his lips.

“Look at you, all dolled up like a beautiful sissy slut,” Brad drawled, his voice dripping with condescension.

“You know,” Brad continued, “it’s really a shame no one else has seen you like this... at least not yet.”

Stephen’s breath hitched.

His mind raced through a maze of conflicting emotions—humiliation, fear, excitement. He had always obeyed Madysen's wishes, slipping into the silky garments she picked out for him: the lace-trimmed bra that hugged his chest and the satin thong that barely covered anything at all. He had always loved dressing up and fantasizing about wild nights out on the town with her—getting excited as he finished adjusting his wig and readied himself to step out into the world.

And, tonight wouldn’t have been any different—if Brad had not shown up and turned everything upside down.

“I… I can’t,” Stephen stammered. “I can’t let another guy, um… fuck my butt.”

But even as Stephen said it, he felt an undeniable heat pooling in his belly. How could something so debasing—so degrading—feel so utterly exhilarating? How could it be so humiliating, yet make his dick desperate to break free from its cage and stiffen? How could he be so fucking horny just from looking at Brad’s big, wet cock and knowing that in a few moments it would driving deep into his butt and impaling him with its power; making him into the sissy-bitch he was meant to be?

“Oh, you will, bro,” Brad insisted with a smirk, taking a step closer. “Unless you want the whole team to see just how pretty you are dressed up as a girl.”

Suddenly, Brad grabbed his phone and snapped a few pictures of Stephen down on his knees, with his big, hard cock in the frame, so that anybody who saw the photos would know exactly what Stephen had been getting up to while dressed as a beautiful girl; makeup slightly smeared and lips glistening with spit—even a small string of pre-cum and saliva connecting Stephen’s bottom lip to the tip of Brad’s dick-head.

“Fuck… come on, man!” Stephen begged. “Please don’t send those to anybody—please.”

The threat hung heavy in the air. Stephen’s mind reeled at the thought of facing his teammates’ ridicule. The image of their sneering faces flashed before his eyes, making him physically wince.

Brad gripped Stephen's chin roughly and made him look up.

“Don’t lie to yourself,” Brad taunted. “I know part of you wants this… wants to be my pretty little sissy slut.”

Stephen shuddered at Brad's commanding words. Was it true? Did some dark corner of his entire being crave this domination? His cock twitched involuntarily inside its silky prison, betraying him further—and proved Brad right.

“Get on all fours,” Brad commanded.

“Are you for real?” Stephen asked.

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” Brad quipped. “You can get up and rush out of here right now, but you won’t ever be able to escape the truth—the only way you keep your dirty little secret hidden is by getting on your knees and letting me do whatever I want with that perky little butt of yours.”

With trembling limbs and flushed cheeks, Stephen slowly sank to his knees and then onto all fours. Every nerve felt electrified as he raised his ass into the air, feeling the cool breeze brush against his exposed skin where the dress lifted.

Stephen knew that he was doing this because a part of him really wanted it—even if, overall, he hated himself for letting Brad ridicule and humiliate him.

Brad wasted no time; he yanked Stephen’s thong to the side with brutal efficiency. The sudden exposure of the cool air against his warm, balmy and puckered butthole made Stephen gasp sharply.

“Good sissy,” Brad murmured approvingly before lowering himself behind Stephen.

“Could you at least be gentle? I need to…” Stephen started to protest but was cut off by the shocking sensation of Brad’s tongue sliding over his puckered hole.

“Oh, fuck…” A startled moan escaped Stephen's lips despite himself.

“Shit… oh fuck…” Stephen whimpered as Brad’s tongue teased and licked, alternating between slow circles and quick flicks over his sensitive hole.

“Tasty little sissy cunt you got here,” Brad chuckled between licks. “Bet you’ve never had anyone eat you out like this, huh?”

Stephen’s body betrayed him further; hips involuntarily pushing back against Brad’s face as if seeking more contact. His mind swirled in confusion and need—this was wrong on so many levels but felt unbearably right.

Brad’s grip dug into each of Stephen’s butt cheeks, holding him firmly in place as he feasted on his tight, pink hole. Stephen kept it nice and bald—like everything else on his body. He kept himself impeccably clean, too, with floral body lotions worked into the sensitive skin of his asshole.

And now, it was paying off, as Brad moaned with delight while flicking his tongue against the clenching hole.

The jock spanked Stephen’s ass occasionally, sending a jolt up his spine and eliciting a quick pucker from his butthole.

“Agh, fuck,” Stephen cried out. He threw his head back and balled his fists. He loved it—he couldn’t deny it. With his ass pushed back against Brad’s mouth, he felt like a proper slut—like a beautiful girl getting eaten out by the popular jock.

Brad’s tongue became more forceful and pushed into his hole, breaking him open around it. This left Stephen crying out and shaking as the tongue skewered him and impaled him with an electric shock of pleasure.

“F… fuck me,” Stephen moaned.

The cross-dressing sissy couldn’t even believe the words slipping from his lips. His body needed to be filled by Brad’s big dick, though; needed to be solidified into sissy-dom. He couldn’t deny that—dressed up so lovely and manhandled by the big jock—he wanted Brad to continue defiling him.

Brad's breath was hot against Stephen’s slick entrance, his tongue flicking playfully before diving in again.

Stephen grabbed one of Madysen’s soft pillows and Stephen’s and pushed his muffled moans against the fabric—clutching it in his hands with his knuckles whitening with each wave of pleasure and shame that coursed through him.

“Please… just fuck me,” Stephen whimpered, barely audible over the sound of Brad slurping and sucking at his now glistening asshole.

Brad withdrew, licking his lips as he stood up, towering over Stephen with a smirk.

“Begging already, you little slut?” He spat on his hand, slicking up the length of his thick, rock-hard cock.

A rough hand grabbed one of Stephen's cheeks and roughly spread him open.

Stephen’s heart pounded in his chest as he felt the blunt tip of Brad's cock press against his tight ring. The initial pressure was more than he'd ever felt before, a mixture of intoxicating fear and desperate need.

“You ready for this, sissy?” Brad taunted, thrusting forward just enough to make Stephen gasp.

“Ugh, fuck,” Stephen whimpered.

A guttural moan escaped Stephen’s lips as Brad pushed harder.

His asshole stretched painfully around the thick head of Brad’s cock.

The scent of sex and sweat filled the room, mixing with the perfume Madysen always instructed him to wear each morning. It made him feel dirty, like a whore—Madysen’s cheap little whore—and he couldn’t help but love it.

And now, she was Madysen’s brother’s whore, too.

As Brad shoved deeper, the velvety inner walls of Stephen’s butt burned with agony and ecstasy.

Each inch felt like fire and lightning shooting through him. Tears welled up in his eyes from the intense pain, but they were matched by an unimaginable arousal that had his caged cock leaking pre-cum uncontrollably.

“You feel that, sissy boy? You like it when your teammate fucks you like a bitch? You’re a sissy bitch and this is all you’re good for!” Brad grunted between thrusts, each word punctuated by another forceful push deeper into Stephen's aching, throbbing asshole.

Stephen felt pinned under Brad's weight and dominance, torn between humiliation and bliss.

His mind raced: How could he go back to normal after this? The answer was clear—he couldn't.

There was no going back now that he'd been split open by Brad's relentless cock. Because there was no feeling that had ever come close to this.

Brad's loud moans echoed off the walls; every deep growl sent shivers down Stephen's spine. “You love this don’t you? My thick cock destroying your sissy cunt?” Brad reached down between Stephen’s legs and felt through the silky thong, the cock-cage on his dick.

The jock laughed and shook his head. “Holy shit—and your dick is caged up, huh? Did Madysen do that?” With another hard, almost contemptuous thrust, Brad grunted, “I guess all you’ve got to use from now on is this tight pussy of yours, huh? Good thing it feels so fucking good…”

As Brad drove in deeper still, Stephen felt him hit a barrier inside. With one powerful thrust, Brad broke through it, sliding smoothly—and fully—into Stephen’s guts. The sensation was overwhelming—the pain fused perfectly with pleasure, making him shudder violently.

“Oh fuck!” Stephen screamed out involuntarily, as Brad bottomed out inside him.

Brad didn’t give him time to adjust; he began pumping faster and harder into Stephen's raw asshole.

The jock’s balls slapped rhythmically against Stephen’s own trapped sack hidden beneath the silky thong, adding another layer of perverse delight to the mix.

Each thrust made Stephen claw at the sheets beneath him while high-pitched moans spilled from his lips unbidden.

“Take it all...take every inch like the little sissy slut you are,” Brad taunted, voice dripping with dominance.

Stephen’s eyes tightened. He felt the pre-cum oozing and staining his silky panties. Each time Brad’s big cock slammed into him, he felt it in his bladder—and at the base of his cock. For a moment, he couldn’t tell if he was about to pee or orgasm. Whichever happened, he knew it would be out of his control.

“Come on,” Brad growled. The jock squatted just above Stephen’s butt, taking a doggystyle position, before slamming it into the sissy’s ass in a sharply downward angle.

“Oh, fuck!” Stephen cried out as Brad’s big cock rubbed against his prostate over and over.

Stephen felt his legs trembling and growing weak. The pleasure grew more and more intense and overtook his mind completely until he was begging for it.

“Fuck me!” he cried out in his most girlish tone. “Ugh, fuck me! I love it!”

Brad spanked Stephen’s ass and laughed. The jock shook his head incredulously. “You fucking sissy,” he laughed in-between groans.

But Stephen could do nothing but brace for the explosion in his core. Without any further warning, he felt his asshole begin to clench around Brad’s cock. The warm, gooey cum spurted out and leaked from his cock-cage into his panties.

“Fuck!” Stephen cried out in a high-pinched whimper.

“Are you cumming?” Brad laughed. “Are you fucking serious right now, bro? The sissy came from getting his pussy pounded? Wow!”

“Fuck…” Stephen moaned over and over—his asshole gripping Brad.

As the jock slammed balls-deep into his sweaty, sissy rear, his moans grew deeper and the sweat dripped from his brow onto Stephen’s shirt and neck.

“I’m gonna’ cum in this sissy cunt—what do you think about that?” Brad growled. “No condom needed.”

“Ugh… okay,” Stephen said, giving in to the final act of humiliation.

Without wasting another moment, Brad came. Stephen felt the big cock throbbing over and over, buried deep inside the swollen, gushy walls of his ass and pumping Stephen’s sissy bowels full of virile cum.

“Shit,” Stephen moaned, as he felt the warm cum injecting deep inside him.

It was over—there was no going back to the way things were, before. He was not just a cross-dressing sissy, anymore. He had been dressed up as a beautiful girl and fucked like a cheap whore by a jock with a big dick.

He was forever cemented in his place amongst other guys. He was not a man—not even close. He served other men—real men, like the pretty sissy he was.

Brad kept his cock balls-deep inside Stephen’s butt for a few minutes. By the time he pulled out, Stephen could still feel the contractions in Brad’s thick shaft—along with the oozing warmth inside his butt.

The jock sat on the edge of his sister’s bed and shook his head, laughing, as his cock—wet with the slickness of Stephen’s ass and Brad’s cum.

Stephen watched the big cock continue to throb and ooze its pearly rewards.

“Not bad,” Brad said, with sweat sheened on his flushed face.

Stephen could feel his butt clenching and throbbing involuntarily as he felt, too, a warm drizzle of cum leaking from him.

“Are we… are we cool?” Stephen asked.

Brad nodded his head. “Don’t worry—I’ll keep it all a secret,” Brad smiled. “But just remember—anytime I’m horny and there isn’t a girl around? I’m gonna’ fuck you. So, you’d better always be ready for me to call you up—anytime until the season is over. And then we’ll have a deal.”

Stephen couldn’t believe his ears. He was stuck being Brad’s sissy whore for the next several months. He would be on-call like a prostitute, anytime Brad wanted to fuck him.

The cross-dressing sissy felt sick to his stomach. And yet, he couldn’t quite reconcile the fact that his dick started to throb inside its cage, once more, at the mere mention of this new, unspoken contract.

Even if his mind dreaded it, Stephen’s body was more than ready to become Brad’s sissy fuck-doll, indefinitely.

Now, he would not only be dressing up and making himself look gorgeous for himself and his girlfriend—but for the attention of a sexy, hung jock.

As Brad took off to wash his cock in the bathroom, Stephen couldn’t help but smile to himself and lick his lips.

“I’m gonna’ fuck you again—so don’t go anywhere,” Brad called.

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Stephen smiled back, ready to be the sexiest girl on campus—and the sluttiest!


EXPOSED



CHAPTER ONE




I was lounging on my couch, phone in hand, thumb idly flicking through an endless parade of toned bodies and glowing smiles. Social media was a temple to the fittest and the finest, and I worshiped at its altar with religious fervor. Each woman I scrolled past was sculpted perfection: tight abs you could bounce a coin off of, thighs that could crack walnuts, and curves that made your hands itch to trace their outline.

Their workout gear left little to the imagination, every sports bra and pair of yoga pants a second skin that clung to them like paint. The spandex highlighted every muscle and curve, and it wasn’t long before my arousal grew; it was both an appreciation of their aesthetics and a primal response to their displayed fertility.

But it was Kylie who always stopped my scroll dead. There was something about her – maybe it was the way her sandy blonde hair cascaded down her sculpted back in a perfect waterfall, or how her blue eyes seemed to sparkle with mischief and promise. Her posts were an artful tease; she knew exactly how to arch her back, popping her pert behind out just enough to tantalize but never too much to be explicit.

Her latest photo had her in a deep squat position, the fabric of her leggings stretched thin over her gloriously rounded glutes. Her toned arms were raised triumphantly above her head as if she were celebrating another conquered exercise.

The blood pumped louder in my veins as my gaze lingered on the image. With a mix of lust and a sense of bravado that I could never quite explain – perhaps it was the anonymity of the internet – I felt compelled to show her just how much she affected me.

Without considering the consequences, my fingers acted on their own accord. I snapped a photo of my engorged member, barely pausing as I clicked into Kylie's direct messages. My heart hammered against my ribs, and with a mixture of shame and excitement pulsing through me, I hit send.

There was no taking it back now; Kylie would see me fully exposed in more ways than one.

The aftermath of my impulsive send was a cocktail of dread and exhilaration, the latter emotion ebbing away as rapidly as the former settled in like an unwelcome guest. The digital deed was done, and now I awaited the inevitable fallout. My mind raced with possible outcomes, each more humiliating than the last—a block, a scathing response, or worse yet, public shaming.

In a futile attempt at calm, I tossed my phone to the side and tried to focus on something—anything—else. But like a moth to a flame, I was drawn back to the device, my fingers twitching with apprehension as they retrieved it. The notification icon blinked ominously; Kylie had replied.

Her words sliced through the eerie silence of the dimly lit room with a sharpness that made me flinch. "You're a pervert," the message read, dripping with disdain and contempt. And in that moment, I knew that any remnants of arousal I had left were instantly extinguished.

I should have been filled with remorse for my crude actions, regretting the twisted fantasy that had led me to this point. But instead, a thrill coursed through my veins at her accusation, like an adrenaline-fueled rush. Her threat to find out where I lived and punish me only heightened this dark excitement within me.

For years, my mind had been consumed by fantasies of powerful women putting me in my place. It was wrong and messed up, but there was no denying the thrill that pulsed through me at the mere thought of being exposed and punished by someone like her – someone who had become the object of my twisted desires.

As I pulled up one of Kylie's photos on my phone – a candid shot of her laughing mid-stretch – images of her standing over me with disapproval etched across her beautiful features swirled in my mind. The tightness of her workout gear accentuated every detail of her figure, fueling my illicit thoughts even further.

Lost in my daydream, I didn't realize another message from Kylie had popped up on my screen. "Jason," it began, and even seeing my name written by her felt oddly intimate despite the context. "This isn't how you get a girl's attention." Her words felt like a judgment, rolling across my eyes with a weight that sent shivers down my spine. "I should report you...but maybe you need something else. Maybe you need to learn respect."

My heart raced with twin engines of fear and curiosity as I read her words. What did she mean by that? Before I could puzzle over it further, another message arrived. "A lesson is in order," she wrote cryptically. "If you think you can handle it."

The ambiguity of her statement sent shivers through me – I didn't know if they were born from trepidation or anticipation. My mind raced with the possibilities of what sort of "lesson" she could be referring to.

For a moment, I hesitated. My rational self screamed at me to stop, to delete her messages and move on. But against all instinct, another part of me – fueled by fear and reckless excitement – found myself eager to pick up her challenge.

I gripped my fingers around my throbbing cock and began to stroke it while picturing Kylie punishing me with a whip or blindfold. The thought of her taking control and dominating me filled me with an intense rush that only heightened my arousal. What sort of punishment would she have in store for me?

I continued to stroke myself as I thought about her, until finally I couldn't hold back any longer and came all over my phone screen, leaving a white splatter of seed on her perfect face.

In that moment, I should have felt overwhelming shame and regret for what I had done. But instead, all that coursed through my veins was a potent mixture of fear and reckless excitement. As I fumbled for tissues to clean myself up, the echo of my heartbeat drummed in my ears – each thump a reminder of the consequences that may come from sending that photo to Kylie.

But her response, as it flashed across my screen, wasn't one of disgust or anger – it was a promise. My phone buzzed again with another message from her. "Trust me, you'll regret this. You have no idea who you're messing with, Jason." And with those words lingering in the air, I couldn't help but wonder just how far this twisted game with Kylie would go.

How did she know my name? I hadn't told her; all we shared were heated exchanges through a screen and this one unsolicited picture. My stomach knotted as I realized the leverage she now held over me.

I lay back on my bed, my breaths shallow, staring at the ceiling. The cool post-orgasmic bliss was suddenly replaced by a cold sweat breaking out over my skin. The sexual bravado that had possessed me was gone now; only vulnerability remained. In my mind's eye, I saw her—Kylie—her figure silhouetted against some half-imagined backdrop of retribution.

My imagination ran wild with scenarios. Would she expose me? Humiliate me publicly? Blackmail? Each possibility more titillating than the last. And then there was her use of the word 'punish'. Somehow that was what stuck with me most—a dark whisper to which some hidden part of me wanted to scream: Yes, please.

The room grew darker as night settled in, and so did the fantasy. Maybe it would start with something simple – being forced to apologize profusely – but then what? Would she demand more from me? Suddenly 'punishment' began to take upon an entirely new and thrilling dimension in my lascivious daydreams.

I rose from the bed and paced the room restlessly. This wasn't just a game anymore; it had evolved into something far more complex and daunting. With every stride across the dimly lit carpet, I could feel a subtle shift within myself—a yielding to the inevitability of whatever might come next.

It was terrifying but also... enticing. The fear that should have served as a deterrent only pulled me deeper into this web of desire and anticipation. And so, caught between dread and yearning, I waited for Kylie's next message—a verdict from my judge, jury, and provocateur rolled into one enigmatic package.

That night I slept fitfully, haunted by visions where Kylie stood over me not in anger but with an inscrutable smile on her lips and an unknown punishment tucked neatly under her arm. When morning finally broke through the curtains and banished those haunting dreams to shadowy corners of my mind, I knew there was no turning back from the path I had stumbled down.

And amidst the remnants of lost sleep and fading dreams, I feared not what punishment might come—but rather that it might never come at all.
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The next morning, I was consumed with the need to hear from Kylie again. I couldn't shake off the fantasy that had taken hold of me, warping my reality and blurring the lines between truth and the potent thread of my imagination. My fingertips traced the outline of her body on the screen of my phone, as if I could will her into existence and summon her from the digital realm into my bedroom.

Each touch against the cool glass heightened my desire, a pulse of anticipation coursing through me at the thought of what may follow. It was addicting, this feeling of being desired by someone so seemingly unattainable.

I couldn't resist replying to her message, desperate for any form of connection with her. "Please forgive me," I wrote, my words clumsy and filled with contrition. Looking back now, it's almost laughable how easily one's deepest secrets can spill out under the guise of an apology. But in that moment, all I wanted was her understanding and perhaps even some sympathy for my actions.

But rather than receive understanding or forgiveness, I was met with another sharp message that cut deeper than the first. "You need to learn some respect," she replied curtly. "If you really want to apologize, then do something that shows you mean it."

Her words felt like a challenge, stirring something within me - a desire to be seen differently by her, not just as another anonymous creep on the internet but as someone willing to make amends for their mistakes. With reckless abandon, I typed back a reply. "Tell me what to do."

I waited anxiously for her response, unsure of what she would ask of me next. And when it came, it arrived swiftly - a list of tasks designed to humble me and prove my sincerity. It started innocently enough; clean my house wearing nothing but underwear and snap a picture after completing each task as proof. But as I read on, her demands grew more peculiar and pointedly humiliating.

The peak of her punishment for my transgression: dress in women's clothing. It was stated plainly, almost casually among the other tasks. But it arrested me completely. For a long moment, I just sat there staring at those words. Dress in women's clothing. The notion should have repelled me, it should have been what snapped me out of this absurd interaction. Instead, my pulse raced with both fear and something else - something deeper that I couldn't quite place.

Perhaps it was the years of admiring those perfect figures online - the ones that seemed so unattainable - or maybe it was the thought of Kylie orchestrating this transformation from afar. Whatever it was, it drew me in like gravity and I found myself responding without hesitation.

"Okay," I typed back.

Her next message included an address - not her own, but a boutique known for its discretion and clientele with tastes that ran toward the unconventional. "Go there," she instructed. "Tell them 'Kylie's request.' They'll know what to do."

And so I stood outside the discreet shopfront later that day, my heart pounding in my chest like a caged bird desperate for escape. The bell above the door jingled mockingly as I entered into a world of silk and lace.

The clerk behind the counter regarded me with practiced neutrality as I relayed Kylie's message like some kind of shameful password granting entry into an elite club.

"Right this way," she said simply, leading me towards a section filled with delicate lingerie and elegant dresses.

Her movements were efficient as she gathered items in various shades and textures—a pile that grew alarmingly high in her arms as she led me to a changing room whose curtain drew closed with a finality that made my stomach flip.

I was alone then with nothing but hangers clattering against each other—each piece an indictment of the man I had believed myself to be. The air in the changing room felt thick, heavy with the weight of expectation and the sheer absurdity of what I was about to do.

Slowly, I began the process of undressing, each article of my own clothing feeling like a layer of armor being stripped away. As I slipped into the silky undergarments, I could almost feel Kylie's gaze on me, directing each movement. It was as though she had woven a spell over me from miles away, her words dictating my actions more effectively than any physical restraint ever could.

With trembling hands, I reached for the dress—a deep red that seemed to pulse with a life of its own. The fabric hugged my body in a way that felt foreign yet strangely right. The mirror on the wall reflected an image I barely recognized; there was vulnerability there but also something else—a sense of release, perhaps, or maybe just the thrill of fulfilling Kylie's task.

The clerk knocked gently on the door. "How are you doing in there?"

"Fine," I managed to say, though my voice sounded distant even to my ears.

"You might want to try these on as well," she said as a pair of sleek heels slid into view beneath the curtain.

I obeyed without question, slipping my feet into them and almost stumbling at first. But soon enough, I found my balance and stood upright. In heels, the transformation felt complete—each step a confirmation of my submission to Kylie's will.

As I tried on outfit after outfit under the watchful eye of the store clerk, I couldn't help but feel a mix of embarrassment and exhilaration coursing through me. Each piece made me feel more feminine than I ever had before, and I couldn't help but wonder what Kylie would think of me in these clothes.

When I finally emerged from the dressing room, fully transformed into a woman, the store clerk's approving nod gave me a sense of confidence that I had never felt before. As I stood there in front of the mirror, admiring my reflection, I knew one thing for sure - I would do anything to keep Kylie's attention and approval, even if it meant stepping out of my comfort zone and embracing a side of myself that I had always kept hidden.

When I stepped out of the changing room, it was like crossing a threshold into another plane of existence. The clerk appraised me with another approving nod—no doubt she had seen many like me before—but I could only think about what Kylie would say when she saw the proof of my obedience.

"There," said the clerk smoothly. "You're all set."

"All set for what?" I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

"For whatever comes next," she replied cryptically.

My phone buzzed with a message from Kylie: "Now that you're dressed for me, your punishment continues. Attend the evening event at this address." Attached was an invitation to an exclusive gathering where guests like me would be in attendance—an unveiling not just of fashion but of hidden desires and identities.

The realization that this was more than just a game hit me with full force. It wasn't just about wearing women's clothing; it was about stepping into an entirely different role—one chosen by Kylie—and displaying it publicly for her amusement and approval.

But despite the fear that knotted my stomach and threatened to choke me, I couldn't deny the exhilarating rush that came with giving up control. With each step towards fulfilling Kylie's demands, the old boundaries blurred until they were almost indistinguishable—the line between punishment and pleasure growing fainter by the second.

I left the boutique with more than just a new outfit; I carried with me a sense of destiny unfolding—one that would lead me down roads less traveled and through doors previously unseen. And all along that path lay echoes of Kylie, her enigmatic smile lingering at every turn like a siren's call luring me deeper into uncharted waters.


CHAPTER TWO




The evening descended upon the city with a seductive hush, as though it too was privy to Kylie's secret. I followed the address to a part of town that exuded an air of wealth and decadence, where the night air was thick with an undercurrent of anticipation. The building before me was imposing, its grandeur begging for attention. As I approached, the faint throb of music reached my ears, beckoning me closer. With every step, I could feel my heart racing, my breath hitching in excitement.

My heels clicked assertively against the cobblestones as I made my way towards the entrance. The doorman gave me a cursory glance, but it was as if my attire spoke on my behalf, granting me entry into this exclusive world. Each ruffle and stitch of my dress felt like a token of belonging, a key to this hidden society.

Stepping inside, my senses were immediately assaulted by the sights and sounds of the gathering. People from all walks of life mingled together in an ambiance that was both intimate and extravagant. Men and women dressed in traditional evening wear or daring ensembles that challenged gender norms moved through the space with an air of liberation, as if they were no strangers to such events.

Feeling like an imposter in my borrowed identity, I floated through the throng, my confidence wavering with each step. But then I saw her – Kylie. She stood across the room surrounded by admirers, her poise and elegance captivating everyone around her. Our eyes met for only a fraction of a second before she looked away, but in that brief exchange, I felt her acknowledging me.

Needing a moment to gather myself, I found refuge at the bar and ordered a drink to steady my nerves. As I sipped on the sweet yet potent concoction, I allowed myself to observe. Patrons laughed and conversed around me, some stealing glances my way. But it wasn't judgment or malice in their gazes, rather a recognition of our shared vulnerability and daring.

"New face," came a smooth voice beside me. I turned to find a woman leaning casually against the bar, her attire straddling the line between masculine and feminine, tailored to accentuate her curves. Her knowing smile made it clear she wasn't here by chance.

"Yes," I admitted, unable to hide my embarrassment. "This is all so... different."

"It suits you," she observed frankly and then raised her glass to me, as if saluting my courage.

The evening unfolded like a delicate dance – I found myself engaged in conversations that seemed surreal in their openness. Compliments were given freely without judgment, each participant in this extravagant masquerade revealing parts of themselves they kept hidden from the outside world.

As the night grew later, Kylie finally approached me; her eyes glinting with satisfaction at the sight of me fully immersed in her world.

"You've done well to embrace this part of yourself – even for just one evening," she whispered close enough for her breath to send shivers down my spine. "But we're far from done. You owe me big time." A mischievous smirk played on her lips as she led me deeper into my punishment.
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As the clock struck midnight, Kylie took me back to her place. My heart raced with anticipation as she led me through the streets, my high heels clicking against the pavement. The air was thick with a tension that was equal parts fear and excitement.

When we arrived at her apartment, she turned to me with a sly smile on her lips. "Welcome to my kingdom," she said, gesturing towards the door.

I followed her inside, taking in the sleek and modern décor of her living room. But my attention was quickly drawn to the bedroom, where a mix of soft pinks and whites greeted us. It was clear that this was Kylie's domain, and I was just a mere guest in it.

Before I could fully take in my surroundings, Kylie closed and locked the bedroom door behind us. The sound of the lock clicking into place sent a shiver down my spine. I felt like there was no turning back now.

She turned to face me, her expression a mix of dominance and lust. I stood there in my high heels and silky dress, my cock erect and helplessly trapped in its feminine prison. It was clear that Kylie was in control now.

"Strip," she purred, her voice dripping with authority. My heart raced, but I knew better than to defy her now. Slowly, trembling with both fear and arousal, I reached behind me and began to unzip my dress. The fabric slid to the floor in a puddle at my feet, leaving me standing before her in nothing but my lace panties and heels.

"You know what this is about, don't you?" she said, her voice laced with a tone that brooked no argument. "It's time for your punishment."

Though I had never been into this sort of thing before, the commanding way she handled the situation left me feeling vulnerable and strangely excited. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry as she approached me.

I should have protested more, fought back, but there was something incredibly arousing about surrendering to Kylie's will. As she stood before me, her eyes taking in my exposed body, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement.

"Kylie, I—" My protest was cut short by her sharp shush.

"Don't speak unless spoken to," she instructed firmly. The sternness in her voice sent a shiver down my spine.

Once I stood there in nothing but the delicate underwear, Kylie moved away momentarily and returned with an outfit laid out on her bed. It was fitness attire: a pair of tight leggings that looked like they would leave nothing to the imagination and a sports bra that seemed far too small for any man's dignity.

"These are going on you now," she declared with an unsettling smirk. "You’re so pretty and thin, I think I’ll use you as inspiration for my followers.” Her smile was unsettling, but I did as I was told.

I felt my face flush with embarrassment—a mixture of humiliation and the residual heat from arousal—as she began dressing me again. The leggings stretched tightly over my legs, defining contours I wasn't accustomed to showcasing. As for the sports bra, it pressed awkwardly against my chest, giving the illusion of curves where there were none.

The whole time, Kylie watched with amusement as I struggled to fit into these feminine clothes. And yet, despite the humiliation and discomfort, I couldn't deny the growing excitement that was building inside me.

Once the outfit was finally on, Kylie stepped back to admire her work with a satisfied purr. The material hugged my body in all the right places, flattering every curve and leaving no room for imperfection. I couldn't help but feel exposed and vulnerable under her scrutinizing gaze.

"Now for the finishing touches," she declared, fingers already reaching for an arsenal of makeup. She started with foundation, smoothing it over my face with practiced ease. Her touch was both invasive and intimate, causing me to close my eyes in a futile attempt to retreat into some detached part of my mind. But the scent of the makeup kept me anchored in the humiliating reality of the situation.

Next came eye shadow - shades of purple that made my heart thump erratically against the confining sports bra. The brush tickled my eyelids as she expertly blended the colors, creating a striking yet feminine look. Mascara followed; I couldn't help flinching as she brought the wand dangerously close to my lashes.

"Don't move," she warned sternly, her voice a mixture of amusement and command. "We wouldn't want to mess up now."

I stayed still, attempting to ignore the discomfort as she applied a stroke of eyeliner with precision. When she stepped back to fetch the wig, I opened my eyes just a sliver, catching a glimpse of myself in her bedroom mirror. The person looking back at me was a stranger - delicate, feminized version of myself that twisted my gut with anxiety.

Kylie returned with a long, flowing wig that shimmered a soft chestnut hue in the light. She placed it on my head gently, adjusting it here and there until it fell around my shoulders like it belonged there.

"There," she sighed contentedly. "Now you look like a proper fitness model for my brand."

She gave me a once-over, her gaze lingering on my altered form before reaching for her camera. "Time for your debut," she said with a sharp smile.

Positioned against a plain backdrop in her home studio, I followed her directions - strike a pose here, tilt your head there - all while feeling the weight of the wig on my head and the tight grip of the leggings and sports bra against my body.

She grabbed her phone from the dresser and held it up. "Now smile for my fans," Kylie commanded as the first photo snapped. With each flash, another piece of my former bravado chipped away until all that remained was Jasmine - Kylie's creation - and the subject of her vengeful artistry.

Kylie continued to snap photo after photo, occasionally pausing to adjust an angle or correct my posture. Each click of the camera felt like another nail in the coffin of my masculinity.

As the night wore on, Kylie directed me into various poses - some demure, some bordering on seductive - all while documenting it for her fitness social media account. Each click of the camera was like a seal on my submission.

Deep within me stirred something new - a mix of shame and liberation that would take far more than just a change of clothes to understand fully. Kylie's relentless exposure of this new persona to her audience felt like a violation of the old me, but it was also an initiation into a world I never knew existed.

The leggings now felt like a second skin, and I was disturbingly aware of the contrast between their soft fabric and my own rougher body. With every movement, the material whispered secrets to parts of me that shouldn't have listened, but did.

The session continued with Kylie teaching me how to pose - a tilt of the head here, a coy look there - each instruction eroding Jason's resistance and fortifying Jasmine's emerging confidence.

By the end of it all, I stood exhausted yet thrumming with a strange energy. The transformation was complete, and I couldn't deny the allure of this new persona that Kylie had created for me. The experience left me with a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, but one thing was certain - I would never be the same again.

As I stood there, trembling under her intense gaze, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of shame and excitement coursing through my body. It was all because of that damn camera she had in her hands, capturing every moment of our little photoshoot – my punishment.

But as much as I wanted to resist, deep down I knew that part of me craved this kind of attention from Kylie. The way she commanded me with just a flick of her wrist, the way she made me feel like nothing more than an object for her to use and manipulate... it was intoxicating.

And yet, as she flipped through the images on her camera display with glee, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of pride at having pleased her. It warred nauseatingly with the shame that coated every inch of me like an oil spill.

"These are fantastic," she exclaimed. "My followers won't believe their eyes. I bet you’ll even get a dick pic sent to you. Just you wait," Kylie said with a smirk, "you're going to break the internet with these." Her words sent shivers down my spine, both from fear and arousal.

She circled around me like a predator eyeing its prey before reaching out to adjust my hair. And that's when I realized – this wasn't just a punishment for me. This was a game for Kylie, a way for her to exert control and power over someone else. And I was just a willing participant in her twisted play.

"You know," she said with satisfaction in her voice, "you’re almost too pretty to punish – but not quite." Kylie approached me with an unreadable expression on her face. She stared at my waist where, through my leggings, she could see the outline of my hard cock. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she took in the sight.

Kylie stepped forward, her high heels clicking against the hardwood floor, and traced a manicured fingernail lightly up the length of my shaft. "Oh, look at what we have here." She smirked, her eyes glinting with mischief. "It seems someone likes being a naughty little slut."

I couldn't meet her gaze, my eyes cast downward in shame. "Yes," I mumbled through gritted teeth, my cock throbbing in agreement with every stinging syllable that fell from her luscious lips.

"Good girl," she purred, pulling me into a forceful kiss that left me gasping for air. Her tongue explored my mouth as if claiming territory, and when she finally pulled away, a string of saliva connected our lips briefly before snapping.

"Now, now, my pretty little thing," Kylie cooed mockingly, her hand still wrapped around the base of my aching member. "You didn't think getting dressed up like a doll was your only punishment, did you?"

I shook my head, trying to ignore the mix of dread and excitement brewing inside me. Kylie lowered to her knees, dragging her hands over my body as she did. Then she gripped the leggings where they clung to my inner thigh and tore them at the seam, until a hole appeared between my legs.

Kylie stood and circled me like a predator stalking its prey, occasionally poking or prodding at my body to accentuate my submission. When she stood behind me, her breath caressed the nape of my neck as she leaned in and whispered, "Bend over the bed. Hands flat on the surface."

My body obeyed despite my mind's protests. I felt the coolness of the sheets against my palms as I complied with her command. I felt her move away momentarily and heard the soft clink of metal – the sound unmistakably belonging to the drawer where she kept her assortment of toys, tools designed to both punish and pleasure.

I closed my eyes and braced myself for what was to come next. This was our twisted game, and I was willingly playing along, even as my body quaked with fear and anticipation. Little did I know, this punishment would redefine me in ways I could never have imagined when I first agreed to help her out.

The sound of clicking heels echoed through the empty room, an ominous signal that she had returned. My heart pounded in my chest with both fear and anticipation, knowing what was to come. I stood bent over the bed, feeling completely vulnerable in the scant lingerie and torn leggings she had forced me to wear.

As she perched on the edge of the bed behind me, I could feel her presence looming over me. A hand ran soothingly down my spine before her fingers toyed with the hem of the panties through the hole in my leggings.

She let out a musing sigh as her eyes took in the delicate fabric covering my most intimate areas. "Such a delicate piece," she commented, almost casually. "But it's in the way." In one swift motion, she yanked the panties aside, leaving me exposed and vulnerable. The cool air of the room kissed my puckered hole, causing me to shiver in both discomfort and excitement.

A small smile played on her lips as she surveyed me like a prized possession. I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread at what she had planned for me. Without warning, I felt a slick, cold object pressing against my asshole. A wave of panic washed over me as it pushed inside, stretching me wider than I thought possible. I couldn't hold back an involuntary moan as Kylie began working the toy inside me - slow and inexorable.

"It's just a plug," she informed me casually, as if her actions didn't have me squirming with a mixture of pain and pleasure. "But we can't have you too comfortable now, can we?"

Her words sent chills down my spine as I braced myself for what was to come next. She twisted the plug inside me, sending intense waves of sensation through my body. Each movement caused my cock to strain against its confines, desperate for attention that Kylie didn't provide. She seemed solely focused on preparing me, pushing me to limits I wasn't even aware I had.

"You're going to take more for me," she said assertively, her voice sending shivers down my spine. With one swift motion, she removed the plug, leaving me empty and wanting. But then there was another object - larger and vibrating this time - as it pressed against my entrance.

I couldn't help but groan loudly as it easily slid into place, filling me completely. The vibrations started low but quickly escalated into a relentless hum that seemed to penetrate every nerve ending in my body. My whole being felt alive with sensations I couldn't control.

"You need to be prepared," she said in a low voice, her hand steady as she worked the toy deeper into me. It stretched and filled me in ways that were unfamiliar yet intoxicatingly invasive. I could feel myself getting lost in the pleasure and pain of it all.

My teeth clenched together as she continued to thrust the toy inside me, each movement forcing a muffled whimper from between my lips. And yet, with every sound that escaped me, it seemed to encourage her even more.

With one hand firmly gripping my hip and the other driving the object deeper into me, Kylie's tempo increased until I was rocking with each movement she dictated. My hard cock swayed beneath me with every push and pull, a trapped symbol of my utter debasement under her control.

"Please..." I managed to pant out between thrusts, the words escaping from my lips before I could fully think them through.

Kylie chuckled darkly at my plea, her actions never faltering as she continued to push me closer and closer to the edge. "Please what?" she asked sharply. "You need to be more specific with what you want from your punishment."

I hesitated for a brief moment, knowing that once I said the words there would be no turning back. But in the end, the desire for her domination and punishment won out. "Please punish your slutty girl," I whispered, sealing my fate.

As if those words unleashed something primal within her, Kylie's movements became even more assertive and deliberate. And as punishment took hold in every fiber of my being, it was clear that there were many lessons yet for me to learn at her deft hands. Each thrust brought me closer to a state of euphoria and submission, and I couldn't help but revel in the pain and pleasure she gave me with such precision.

Kylie seemed pleased with my reactions. She leaned over my back, her breasts pressing against me through her silky blouse. "You're doing so well," she whispered hotly against my ear. "I think you deserve a reward."

One hand remained gripping my hip to hold me steady while her other hand slid inside my leggings and finally wrapped around my throbbing cock. Her strokes were firm and unyielding; combined with the constant vibration inside me, it was overwhelming.

The dual assault sent me spiraling toward climax faster than I could have imagined. My body tensed and shook as Kylie expertly brought me to the edge before easing off just enough to deny release.

"Not yet," she scolded softly when I whimpered in frustration. "You're going to learn patience."

Over and over, she teased me with pleasure, building me up to the brink of ecstasy before pulling back, leaving me gasping and trembling with frustration. Tears welled in my eyes as I pleaded for release, but she only chuckled, enjoying my torment.

Finally, she allowed me to climax, and it hit me like a tidal wave—intense and all-consuming. The pleasure bordered on agony for its sheer intensity.

As I collapsed onto the bed, panting and spent from the ordeal, Kylie removed the vibrating toy from inside me with one final twist that made my entire body jerk with aftershocks.

"You see," she said with satisfaction in her voice as she caressed my reddened cheek, "you really can be a good girl when you try. And I think you're beginning to enjoy this new side of yourself."

Her touch was gentle now, a stark contrast to the firm control she had exhibited moments before. She traced the lines of my face, wiping away the tears mixed with sweat, her eyes searching mine for signs of the transformation she was so invested in creating.

I lay there, panting, trying to process the intense sensations that had just ripped through my body. The feeling of emptiness where the toy had been was acute—a reminder of how she had filled me, changed me.

"You're beautiful like this," Kylie said softly. Her voice was soothing, a melody that calmed the storm inside me. "I hope you can see it too."

I wanted to protest, to tell her this wasn't me—that Jason was somewhere inside, still fighting. But as I looked up into her eyes, something shifted. Her forgiveness was warm and enveloping, like sunlight after a long, harsh winter.

She reached for her phone and tapped the screen a few times before turning it towards me. There I was on her social media feed—Jason transformed into a stunning woman. In those posts, I saw myself wearing tight leggings that accentuated every curve and a sports bra that hugged my new chest just so. My hair framed my face in soft waves, and my makeup was subtle but flawless.

The comments poured in with heart emojis and compliments; 'stunning', 'gorgeous', 'beautiful'. A strange warmth blossomed within me. Was it possible that they were right?

Kylie ran a finger down my cheek and rested it on my chin, tilting my head up towards hers. "You were always meant to shine like this," she whispered.

And in that moment, staring into the reflection of myself on the screen and then back to her affirming gaze, I felt an unfamiliar peace settle over me. Maybe it wasn't about being meant to be one thing or another, but rather about discovering hidden facets of who I could be.

"I... I feel pretty," I admitted in a voice that didn't sound entirely like my own—a softer timbre that resonated with this new form.

Kylie smiled at my confession—a smile that held both victory and tenderness within its curve. "And you should feel powerful too," she added as she embraced me lightly.

Her acceptance wrapped around me like a cocoon from which I could emerge reborn—a mix between Jason and this new persona that Kylie cherished so dearly. The previous resistance ebbed away as if conceding to an inevitable tide.

As she held me close, I realized that while Jason might not have disappeared entirely, he was no longer dominating the narrative of my life. And perhaps this new aspect of myself wasn't just about feminization or punishments—it was about unveiling vulnerabilities and strengths alike.

In that moment, a realization dawned on me—maybe I had been suppressing this side of myself all along. Maybe it wasn't just about Kylie's desires or society's expectations, but about allowing myself to explore and embrace all aspects of my identity.

I closed my eyes and let myself drift in this newfound serenity, knowing there would be complications and judgments from the world outside Kylie's apartment. But for now, nestled in her arms with echoes of praise from strangers online still buzzing pleasantly in my head, I dared to wonder if maybe—just maybe—I had been blossoming into this identity all along. And I couldn't wait to see what else was waiting to be discovered within me.


SISSY SUMMER


I played the scene over and over in my mind, as if there might be some way I could reach into the past and change my fate.

But there was no going back.

The one day I had finally gained the courage to try something risky and wear a skimpy thong to school, I had been busted by my own clumsiness.

To be fair, I was just getting started in my little cross-dressing journey.

I only knew that I was aroused by girl’s clothing, but it’s not like I’d spent much time experimenting with it. I suppose that was my very first mistake. I had no business wearing a thong to school without first realizing all the ways it might be visible to the watchful eye of my male peers.

And it might’ve been fine if had been anybody else but my very own bully, Trey, who had caught me. But no; it had to be him, of all people.

He sat behind me in Macroeconomics. Tired, I set my head and arms on my desk to rest for a moment.

Only, I didn’t even think about the fact that the “whale tail” of my thong would now be visible to the person behind me; the glittery-pink thong stretching out from my jeans for the world to see.

And Trey saw it all, too.

He’d seen my thong, captured a few pictures on his phone, and texted them to me, with the message: “Meet me at my house tomorrow afternoon.”

And so, there I was, on my way to his house, like a prisoner awaiting execution.

The afternoon sun cast a golden hue over the suburb as I made my way down the street, the asphalt swallowing the sound of my apprehensive steps. With each block I passed, my stomach twisted tighter, a coil ready to snap.

It wasn't just the thong incident at school that haunted my thoughts; it was the humiliating bargain that loomed ahead, one that I had been coerced into.

I had no idea what Trey's intentions were, but I was certain that earning his trust for my little secret would come at a high cost.

I tried to convince myself that maybe Trey had changed, maybe he had an ounce of decency that I hadn't seen before. For all I knew, he sympathized with me and wanted to let me know he wouldn’t spill my secret to anybody.

Miracles can happen, sometimes, right?

But deep down, I knew that was wishful thinking. The laughter in his eyes when he caught me, the sneer on his lips—it was all too familiar. The kind of malice that doesn't just evaporate overnight.

As Trey's house came into view—a two-story house that screamed suburban perfection—I felt a shiver run down my spine—despite the warm air.

His parents' cars were gone, as he said they would be, and for a moment I considered turning back. But then the threat of how much worse my situation would be if I turned back had flashed in my mind.

I was a few weeks away from graduation and I had worked too hard, come too far to have my last moments at school turned into a spectacle by someone like Trey.

So, with a deep breath and a heavy heart, I walked up to his front door and rang the bell. The seconds before he answered stretched into eternity, each tick of my heart a reminder of the situation I was in.

The door swung open and there stood Trey, smirking like he knew quite well that he held all the cards—and in many ways, he did.

He stepped aside to let me in without saying a word and then ushered me into his living room with a heavy hand clapped onto my shoulder—a gesture that felt more like a clamp.

I then awkwardly followed him up the creaky wood staircase until we rounded the corridor and went into his bedroom.

Trey's eyes bored into me, looking almost excited. That's when he laid it out plain and simple.

"Look, Andre," he began, his voice low and threatening, "I've been thinking about how funny it would be if everyone knew about your little secret." My stomach twisted into knots as he spoke. "But maybe there's a way you could convince me to keep my mouth shut, instead?"

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. "What do you want, Trey?" I grumbled.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, closing the distance between us. "It's simple," he said. "You're going to dress up for me. Right here, right now; like one of those sexy girls you seem so fond of impersonating." His words were like ice down my spine.

I tried to protest, to tell him no, that he couldn't make me do this. But the words died in my throat when I saw the look in his cool, hazel-brown eyes—the look that said he wouldn't take no for an answer.

Trey stood up and disappeared for a moment into another room before returning with an armful of clothes—clothes that clearly belonged to a girl. They were his sister’s; I recognized her style from school: short skirts, crop tops, sheer white panty-hose and lacey underthings that made my face burn just looking at them.

"This should fit you," he said with unsettling enthusiasm as he tossed them at me. The garments landed in my lap with a soft whisper of fabric against fabric.

The reality of the situation sank in; I had no choice but to comply unless I wanted my secret paraded out for all to see at graduation.

With trembling hands, I took the clothes and inspected them. The quickness in which he’d disappeared—and reappeared—made me think he’d been planning all of this, and had gathered all the items, beforehand. It all seemed to calculated to be improvised.

I looked at the top, the skirt and the panty-hose. I fumbled with the cosmetics and the perfume—he even had a short, neon-orange wig for me to wear. And then I saw a matching neon-orange bra and thong set and my breath hitched in my throat.

I felt my heart pounding against my ribcage, a trapped bird desperate for escape. But what choice did I have? Trey's threat loomed over me like a guillotine, ready to sever me from the normalcy I craved in two quick weeks. I should have been looking towards graduation as my first taste of freedom; instead, it loomed ahead of me ready to humiliate me before my entire graduating class. I did not know how exactly Trey would have exposed me at graduation, but I knew that if anybody could do it, it would be him.

So, swallowing hard, I picked up the delicate pile of femininity and studied it.

"Get changed," Trey urged with a sly smirk, leaning against his bedroom door with arms folded as if he were the gatekeeper to my humiliation. His eyes gleamed with a vindictive triumph that chilled me.

“Right… right now?” I hesitated.

The air in the room felt heavy, oppressive, as if reality itself was thickening around this moment. I felt tense and nervous. But I knew I couldn't reason with Trey; his mind was made up. With trembling hands, I reluctantly stood up and began the transformation into someone else—into something else, and all for Trey’s perverse satisfaction.

I didn’t know why he wanted me to do this; but then, I suppose the reason would not have mattered much. I was trapped, and there was no getting around it. I would either obey my very own bully, or I would be fucked.

So, I quietly nodded and grabbed the thong a second time, feeling it in my fingers. Everything was made worse by the fact that, secretly, I was greatly enjoying the soft, silky texture of the panties in my fingers. Knowing that a hot girl like Trey’s sister had worn the panties, only added to the mystique.

I wanted to wear everything Trey had brought for me. I felt like a prisoner, but the silver lining was that, finally, I would get to indulge and dress like a sexy, beautiful girl.

“What are you waiting for, sissy bitch?” Trey grinned. The eighteen-year-old rolled his eyes and sighed. “Get on with it.”

“You want me to do it… right… here?” I said to him, mortified.

Trey nodded. “That’s right. I want to watch you change into a girl,” he grinned from ear to ear. “So, get with the program, bro.”

I took a deep breath and for a moment, I hesitated. But I knew I wouldn’t have much time to waffle. Trey wasn’t exactly known for his patience. The jock had a penchant for violence and domination, thanks to his years excelling on the varsity football team. He was a town hero, and yet, behind closed doors, I was his prey—and nobody was going to come and help me. I was just a useless sissy, and now, Trey was going to enjoy every moment of that afternoon treating me like one.

Sure, I knew I could walk away. I knew I technically had a choice, but then what? Let everybody in school know that I was a huge, cross-dressing sissy?

“Andre is such a little sissy bitch!” they would all say. And how could I argue with them? I knew better than anyone that it was true.

So, I knew it was better to do whatever Trey asked.

I took a deep breath and started to undress. At first, Trey looked away, as though he wasn’t interested in seeing me naked. But, by the time I was down to my boxers—and nothing else—I could see him peeking at me in the corner of my eye.

I couldn’t deny that there was a strange thrill in knowing that he wanted to look.

I bit my lip and fumbled with my boxers, finally growing the courage to slip them down my legs. Suddenly, I realized the cold, hard fact that I was now standing in my bully’s bedroom—naked from head to toe.

I quickly grabbed the thong and stepped into it, pulling it up my body until I felt it tighten around my waist and cradle my dick and balls. The entire time I wondered whether Trey had seen my dick—seen how small it was. Now that it was hidden inside the thong, I felt a bit better, at least.

Still, Trey had said nothing, only stood by his door, watching me every once in a while, like a prison warden keeping tabs.

Having the thong on me was an all too familiar feeling, but this time it came with a heavy weight of Trey’s coercion. I wanted to enjoy it more, but knew I needed to move on.

The skirt was next—a plaid pattern that reminded me of innocent school days now twisted into this sick game. It hugged my hips tighter than any lie I'd ever told myself about getting out of this ordeal unscathed.

I latched it into place after a bit of clumsy struggle, and adjusted myself, patting it down. I felt the cool fabric under my fingers as I straightened it down my thighs. I bit my lip as I saw myself in a dingy corner mirror. Already, I liked how effeminate my lower-half looked.

I then wrestled the bra around my chest and back. I must’ve spent a good five minutes trying to latch it in place. When I did, I eyed myself and felt more aroused than I could have expected. I took a deep breath and couldn’t help but enjoy my own reflection. I knew Trey was in the corner watching me, too. My only hope was that he was as attracted to me as I had become.

Finally, I grabbed the crop top and slipped it over my head, its fabric stretching scandalously across my chest.

It was then that I remembered the pantyhose and wiggled into them, each movement filled with a growing sense of dread as my fun little dress-up session was coming to a close, and I would soon have to face the reality of whatever Trey had planned for me next.

"Whoa," Trey said as he looked me over, a predator appraising his prey. “You look like a girl, bro.”

He closed the distance between us and circled around me like a vulture circling its target. His fingers trailed along the hem of the skirt, causing involuntary shivers to race down my spine.

"Just needs one final touch, though," he said. I inhaled sharply and waited in suspense for something horrible. Yet, instead, he grabbed the neon wig—a long cascade of synthetic orange hair that shimmered in the afternoon light—and placed it on my head with care one would not expect from him.

“Time for your makeup,” he said, motioning to the cosmetics strewn on the bed. “I got those from my sister. A sissy like you probably knows how to use that stuff, huh?”

For a moment, I was too distracted by my reflection. Fuck, I looked hot. I couldn’t deny it. I barely recognized myself in the mirror on Trey’s wall. The reflection showed a girl—a caricature of femininity constructed for one person's twisted enjoyment. Yet, even with the horrible circumstances that had allowed it, I was happy to get to finally dress up fully as a girl, rather than have to resort to pilfering panties wherever I found them.

“Go on into the bathroom and do whatever you’ve got to do—you’ve got thirty minutes,” Trey warned, stuffing the cosmetics in my hands.

With that, I rushed into the bathroom and did as he asked. I clumsily improvised, doing my best from the scant information I had already come across. I was interested in all things related to girls and beauty, so I luckily already knew a few basics about makeup. But, enough to look stunning? Hardly.

Still, I’d hoped it would be enough to convince a jock like Trey.

Thirty minutes had passed as my shaky, nervous hands wrestled with unruly brushes and sharp-tipped pencils. But, by the time Trey had knocked on his door, I had done the impossible. Looking at myself in the bathroom mirror, I wondered how Trey would respond. To myself, I looked more convincing than I ever thought possible. I was a sexy eighteen-year-old girl with a tight, slender body, ready for a night at the club.

“Come on, bro,” Trey demanded.

Finally, I opened the door.

The expression on Trey’s face was one I had never seen, before—ever. He looked positively stunned and speechless. Really, he looked utterly confused, as if he wasn’t sure exactly how he was supposed to respond.

Finally, his trademark cocky grin returned and he shook his head. “Holy shit,” he said. “I can’t believe it.”

I shrugged and rolled my eyes. He was already having his fun, and I knew it was probably only the beginning.

Trey brought out his phone and snapped a few quick photos, laughing from behind his phone as he did it.

I heard the sound of the camera clicks and knew that with each one, my fate as Trey’s prisoner was sealed. I was his toy to do whatever he pleased with.

"Come on, let’s have some fun,” Trey said as he grabbed my hand and led me stumbling toward the middle of his bedroom.

“On the bed,” he said. “Make some sexy poses for me.”

Reluctantly, I obliged him, sitting up, kicking out my legs—doing whatever I could think to do to keep him smiling, laughing and light.

And for a moment or two, I would forget about what I was doing—making myself more appetizing of a victim for my bully.

But, what could I do? At the very least, I decided that should anybody ever see these photos, I would look as sexy as I could.

As I continued, sprawled across Trey's rumpled bedspread and listening to his taunts, the neon-orange wig itched against my scalp. The playful sexuality I felt in that moment proved a stark contrast to the otherwise humiliating ensemble he had forced upon me.

Trey circled me like a predator, his phone outstretched as he captured picture after picture.

With every click of the camera app, I felt another piece of my autonomy being stripped away.

But worse was the look in my bully’s eyes—a gleam that made my skin crawl and made me feel like a piece of meat before him. It wasn't just amusement now; it was something darker, hungrier.

I was beginning to feel like a girl in more ways than I had ever expected; suddenly, I felt I understood what it was like to be ogled and to be the source of arousal for a man, simply by existing.

"That's it," he cooed mockingly. "Give me a little peek of that thong, Andrea,” he said, with a teasing play on my name. “Show me what a sexy sissy you can be—and I want you to talk dirty for the camera. Talk like a girl would. Make your voice sound like a girl."

Hesitantly, I spread my legs open until I felt the cool air slide up my skirt and over my thong. My dick was half-hard, betraying my discomfort. But I couldn’t deny that all of this made me feel dirty and cheap; made me feel like a true sissy slut. And in a way, I liked it.

As humiliating as it was, I fucking loved it.

I heard Trey chuckle when he noticed how my body tensed up. His footsteps approached until he stood looming over me, his presence domineering.

“Come on, don’t close those nice legs of yours,” Trey grinned. “I want to see up that skirt, again,” he said, guiding my hands open. I felt his strong hand slide against the inside of my skinny thigh and pry it open.

Mentally, I felt disgusted. Yet my dick was growing harder and harder inside my thong.

"You know," Trey began conversationally as if we were discussing something as mundane as the weather, rather than this twisted scenario, "seeing you like this? All spread out for me—it's kind of turning me on."

Trey continued, “It’s hard to see you as a guy, anymore. Like, you’re totally a girl, right now. You’re a sexy girl, too.”

His crude admission sent shivers down my spine with both pleasure and dread. I didn't respond; I couldn't.

What could I say? Any defiance would only make this worse. And I was not going to agree with him either, because I knew that to do so, would be to admit to being a sissy—and he would love nothing more than to hear me say this.

The bed dipped under Trey's weight as he sat down next to me and leaned in close—too close.

His breath was hot against my ear as he whispered lasciviously, "How about you stop teasing with just those pretty little pictures and give me a real show?"

My breath hitched in my throat.

I felt exposed under his gaze—the way it raked over my body, taking in every curve that the outfit accentuated unwillingly.

“Damn,” he whispered. “You look really fucking good—like I could just eat you up.”

“Come on,” I said with a dismissive, nervous chuckle. “You’re straight… and so am I,” I reminded him.

Trey laughed and said, “But you’re not a guy—you’re a sissy, which practically makes you a girl. The real question is… are you a sissy slut?”

As he spoke, Trey's deep voice filled the room, his words laced with suggestive humor that made my heart race.

I couldn't help but blush at his boldness, feeling both excited and anxious at the same time.

It’s not as if I’d never fantasized about dressing up as a sexy girl and doing dirty things for big, hungry men. But Trey? My own bully? The very thought repulsed me, just as much as his dirty suggestions made me stain the warm cotton of my orange thong with leaking pre-cum.

“You know what I’d really like right now? I’m so fucking horny, I really want some head,” he quipped.

My heart raced as the words rattled in my ears.

He wants me to SUCK HIS DICK? He’s just fucking with me—he has to be… there is NO way he actually wants me to suck his dick, I thought. But the longer Trey eyed me, the more I realized he was dead-serious; and the more I began to wonder what Trey’s dick even looked like.

“Come on, babe,” he grinned. Suddenly, it was as if he was talking to me like I was a girl he was desperate to hook-up with.

“Just for a minute,” he said. “And then, maybe I can forget all about your cross-dressing stuff.”

How could I turn down the offer? It was a chance to satisfy Trey and maybe even win him over to my side. And, even better, getting a blow-job from a sissy-boy wouldn’t exactly be received too well by his buddies.

So, by sucking his dick, I could trap him, and maybe get a leg-up for myself.

Still, I’d never sucked a dick, and never once imagined I would be doing it there in my bully’s bedroom. I hated the idea of sucking Trey’s dick with every fiber of my being, but I couldn’t deny that I was slightly curious as to what his dick looked like.

The way he spoke to me, as though I was a sexy girl, wasn’t hurting things, either. I was so fucking horny from being pined after like all the other hot girls in school. For once, I felt desired and empowered. I couldn’t help but admit that I loved it—even if I wasn’t thrilled that it was my big, jock bully who was the one doing it.

After a few more pushes—and with shaky breath—I finally knelt before Trey and he swung around and sat on the edge of his bed.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Trey grinned.

I felt his warm breath against my cheek as I looked up at him and he looked down at me.

I licked my lips and inhaled, wondering what was to come as I watched Trey begin to grab at the band of his mesh shorts.

Within moments, he tugged them down, and his massive pink cock spilled out.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said with a nervous gulp.

Trey looked at me with a proud smirk. “I thought you’d like it, sissy boy. Go on and taste it.”

I looked at the long, fat cock. It was well past the point of half-hard, already throbbing and jumping into the air as blood pumped into it and stiffened it. Trey gave a long, hungry sigh and his eyes gazed down at me. I could see the expression quite well; one of arousal and need—and now, I was the sexy girl on the receiving end.

I bit my lip with anticipation as I nervously moved my hand towards his dick. As I did, I slipped and got a handful of his big balls, instead. Trey moaned, “You like those balls, don’t you?”

They felt so big and heavy in my hand—a testament to his virility—and the fact that he and I could not have been more different from one another. We were both eighteen year-old boys, but he seemed so much more like a mature, grown man. And I was nothing more than a waifish, effeminate boy. It seemed so fitting, then, that I would be dressed like a beautiful girl and down on my needs, made to serve his big, mighty cock.

It had a peach-pink complexion and a sculpted head, along with a few big veins that reached down its length. I figured it was seven or so inches, but it was probably two or three times as fat as my dick. I felt envious and terrified all at once.

“Go on—suck it,” Trey grinned. “I need those nice lips around it.”

I was reluctant, grabbing my fingers around the pulsing, warm shaft. I gave it a few strokes and the impatient jock growled, “Do it or everyone at graduation is going to see those pictures of you dressed like a girl.”

I knew I had little choice. I looked over at myself in the mirror just then, and that’s when I saw it; the sight that suddenly made everything okay in my mind.

I looked so much like a beautiful girl—so convincingly like a college girl—that it aroused me to see myself there, on my knees before Trey’s massive cock. It felt almost like looking at a porno-come-to-life; like I wasn’t even looking at myself, but a strange scene featuring my bully and a gorgeous college girl.

But I was that college girl. I didn’t have to envy her—I was her! I had her beautiful clothes and her sexy little body. And now, I had Trey’s big cock in my hands—and his entire life wrapped around my finger at the very same time!

“Go on,” Trey groaned. “I’m not gonna’ ask again.”

His eyes were filled with a mix of arrogance and anticipation that sent a chill through me. He was sitting on the edge of the bed like some manner of debauched king on his throne, shorts kicked off his shoes and legs splayed wide in a display of unashamed power.

He leaned forward, his fingers gripping the neon orange wig that sat uncomfortably atop my head. 

"You know what to do, sissy," he said, his voice a low growl that left no room for argument. "Remember, one word from me and your little secret is out, so you might want to do what I tell you."

I nodded, feeling the synthetic strands of the wig brush against my cheeks. 

My heart raced in my chest, pounding against my ribcage as if seeking escape from the situation I found myself in. 

"Don't keep me waiting," he warned, with a growing impatience in his tone.

Swallowing down my pride along with my fear, I leaned forward even closer. 

The scent of his cock was foreign, salty and musky; it was an invasion of all my senses. I brushed my tongue against the tip of it and knew there was no going back, now. I’d technically tasted my bully’s dick.

“Ugh, mm, come on,” he urged. 

Finally, I closed my eyes as I wrapped my lips around the head of his dick, feeling him throb against my tongue as I sank down.

"Good girl," Trey whispered harshly above me.

I moved hesitantly at first, unfamiliar with the rhythm and mechanics of this giving head. 

Despite myself, a part of me wanted to prove that I could do this well—that if I had to submit to this humiliation, I would leave Trey begging for more. It was only in that way that I might actually get the upper hand by the end of the afternoon.

Trey seemed to sense this, because he began to guide me with gentle yet insistent pushes against the back of my head. 

"Yeah... just like that," he murmured as I took him deeper and felt his fat cock-head driving down my tongue for my throat.

I could hear his breathing become ragged above me as I picked up pace. 

His hand never left my head but now stroked through the fake hair in a twisted kind of encouragement. 

Every noise he made was a reminder of how completely he controlled this moment; each moan a signature on an invisible contract that bound me to silence about what happened in this room. 

All I could do was focus on the taste of his cock—and the way it stuffed my mouth—and try desperately not to choke or gag. 

I was surprised that he didn’t try and deep throat me against my will. For that small mercy, I was thankful. 

"Ugh, mmm… fuck ," Trey said as his breath hastened and I felt his hips thrusting forward faster and faster. 

“Yeah,” he groaned. “You’re nice little mouth is going to make me cum… fuck.”

Only a few minutes into the act and already I tensed up, waiting for the charge of salty goo to go shooting against the back of my throat. But Trey quickly yanked his cock from my mouth, leaving my lips wet with pre-cum and spit as I looked at him with surprise—and relief. 

“Fuck,” Trey growled. “I want to see this sweet ass, already,” he said.

With that, Trey suddenly hopped up and yanked me onto the bed, turning me around. “Come on, babe. Get that ass in the air. I want to see your pussy.”

“My… my what? I don’t have a pussy,” I said with a nervous laugh. “You know that.”

“Yeah you do,” Trey said. “I’ll bet it’s nice, too.”

I felt as Trey’s fingers hiked my skirt and then yanked my thong to the side. Instantly, I felt the cool air slide against my balmy ass-crack and hole. My taint and sack remained snug inside the pouch of my thong, as if conveniently hidden from Trey’s eyes.

“What are you…?” I started.

“You going to let me eat this pussy or what?” Trey then asked.

“But, I don’t have a…” I started. Suddenly, I felt Trey’s finger teasing my asshole.

“Ugh, mmm…” I moaned deeply. The sensation of having my asshole caressed sent a shudder up my spine and I felt a chill.

I could feel his breath hot against my skin as he taunted me, "Oh, look at this! The sissy boy has a 'pussy' instead of a cock!" His laughter echoed in my ears, its condescending tone digging into my very soul.

I felt Trey’s hard, wet cock-head spanking clumsily against the inside of my thighs as he adjusted his position and continued, "No wonder you wear panties, Andre...I mean, 'Andrea.' You're not a boy at all. You're just a girl in disguise, huh?"

I rolled my eyes and my face flushed with indignity, as his fingers continued to graze my delicate opening, sending shivers down my spine.

I clenched my fists, nails digging into the comforter beneath me.

"Ugh, mmm, come on, bro" I protested weakly, but the humiliating and agonizingly arousing sensations that coursed through my body betrayed me.

Trey took my reluctance as an invitation, heralding his intentions by saying, "Oh I think you are. In fact," he paused for emphasis, "I'd be willing to bet money that 'Andrea' here loves it when her 'pussy' is played with." His tongue licked a long wet line from my taint to my puckered entrance, eliciting a quiet moan from the depths of my depraved mind.

"Look, I’m not a girl, I’m a … ugh, fuck," I couldn't even finish the sentence as his tongue darted inside me, exploring every crevice and fold of my forbidden depths.

“Fuck,” I moaned over and over. My breath grew fast and tight as Trey’s tongue expertly teased my hole until, only moments later, I was a prisoner to it. The wet tip of it drifted over my hole, circling it and then brushing in long, slow motions, which made my eyes roll back and my entire body tremble and shiver with want.

Seeing myself in the mirror’s reflection was almost enough to send me straight into orgasm. I saw a sexy girl on all fours and Trey eating her juicy, ripe cunt.

I could feel my dick throbbing and glazing the inside of my orange thong with wetness; proof that my body was enjoying every moment of my humiliation, even if my mind wasn’t.

I knew I could’ve told Trey to ‘fuck off,’ and rushed out of his house. He wasn’t keeping me prisoner or forcing me to do any of it—rather, blackmailing me into it all. But something compelled me to stay, even as his tongue teased my asshole and I felt the ultimate form of violation nearing me. I knew that soon, something much bigger than a tongue would be hungry to plunge into my virgin asshole—and I would be helpless to stop it from happening, because seeing my reflection in the mirror had left me dizzyingly in love with my transformation into a beautiful sissy slut.

And it was quite clear that Trey had tasted my honey and wanted much more. Sure, he was straight—he must’ve told himself that all the time. But now? I had him wrapped around my finger. I controlled him, in a way. And getting him to plunge his cock into my ass—as much as it would be excruciatingly painful—was going to be the ultimate win for my cross-dressing saga.

Sure enough, Trey pulled his mouth back, spanked my ass, and I suddenly felt the nubby head of his firm cock rubbing against my asshole.

“Fuck, I have to admit, this sissy cunt is making me horny to fuck it,” Trey said with a chuckle. “I’m gonna’ fuck it; what do you think about that, sissy bitch?” He gave my ass another spank and I bit my tongue.

I looked back over my shoulder, watching as he lubed his cock. I was surprised he would be generous enough to do me this one small favor. I would have expected nothing less than to get fucked dry and rough by a bully like Trey.

Once his cock was glazed, I felt the head of it rub against my tight hole once, more. Only this time, it pushed against my hole—harder and harder—until the pressure turned to pain, and I felt my hole stretched open around the head of his cock.

He pushed deeper and deeper until the pain because almost too much to take. I was on the very cusp of begging for Trey to stop when his cock pushed through my tightest walls and sank deep inside me, filling my butt with its thickness and warmth.

“Oh, fuck,” Trey groaned, like a mindless zombie. I knew he loved it. I, on the other hand, felt only pain and awkward discomfort. My dick continued to leak pre-cum, even as it shriveled up inside my thong.

“Fuck, this sissy cunt is so nice,” Trey crooned. His cock plunged as deep as he could get it until I felt his heavy balls against my thong-encased sack. He pulled back just as I felt a ripple of intense pain, only to slam back into my butt.

I felt his hard, warm breath against my back as he leaned forward and started to fuck me faster and deeper.

I couldn’t believe what was happening; that my fucking bully was shoving his fat dick into my tight, virgin ass, and violating me in the most unbelievably humiliating and excruciating way possible. In that moment, I felt like Trey’s property—like his bitch.

And in any way I tried to spin it in my mind, I was; I was his sissy bitch.

Each time his cock pulled back, I felt it drive smoothly into me, filling me with its warmth. I could feel it throb and pulsate, and each time the head of it rubbed against my walls, I felt a shudder of disgust—and desire.

“Yeah,” Trey taunted me, and spanked my ass. “Come on, sissy—beg for this dick.”

“I, ugh… ah… mmm, I want it,” I moaned.

“That’s right, sissy bitch,” Trey moaned. Thrust after thrust, I felt his massive cock slam into my butt until I felt myself become an oozing puddle of tension, ache and pleasure.

It was as if his big cock was unlocking something deep inside me—unlocking the bimbo and slutty side of my sissy identity. I felt like I was drooling and becoming mindless, the more he pumped deep into me and claimed me as his own.

Soon enough, all I could smell was my own adrenaline-fueled sweat and the perfume radiating from my balmy crevices. I inhaled the scent of Trey’s sour musk, as well. The sounds of our skin spanking filled the air of his bedroom and everything became unreal and dizzy as he continued fucking me harder and faster.

“Fucking sissy,” he groaned. “This pussy is so fucking good!”

I felt Trey’s balls spank against my own and I wailed out as the ache spread throughout my body. Something twisted in my gut and my legs began to shake and tremble.

“Oh… oh fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs.

Before I even knew what was happening, I felt the steamy, sticky gobs of cum staining the inside of my thong. Without any warning whatsoever, I started to cum—my voice deep and wild as I wailed.

Trey could tell I was climaxing, and gave my ass a few spanks as he continued to taunt me.

“Stop it, sissy, or you’re going to make me cum,” he growled.

Before I could even process what he’d said, I heard his low voice grumble, “Ugh—too late!”

I suddenly felt Trey’s cock slam into my butt and throb wildly, followed with a warmth that flooded deep inside me.

Trey roared into the air and with each pulse of his cock, I could tell he was pumping me full of his virile cum.

I looked at myself in the mirror—watched my reflection. In it, I saw the beautiful girl, mounted and bred by the big, hot jock. I almost came a second time from watching myself in the mirror and believing that I really, truly was a beautiful girl.

I had never felt so empowered and so fearless. As Trey continued to inject my butt with his hot, salty cum, I knew that nothing he did do could hurt me. I wouldn’t be threatened by him, because this really was my new destiny—and I didn’t care who knew it!

When Trey emptied his balls, he finally pulled out of my gaping, throbbing butt. I felt the warm cum drizzling from my hole as it puckered over and over. Trey yanked my thong back over my hole and huffed with breath.

“That was good,” Trey panted. “Really fucking good.”

“It was, wasn’t it?” I said, proud of myself. “I’m glad you let me dress up for you.”

“Wh—what? I let you… um… huh?”

I couldn’t help but giggle as Trey looked utterly confused. It isn’t too difficult to gaslight a guy who has just cum, after all; their minds are completely empty and useless.

But I was already hungry for another round. I could feel myself too deep into my sissy-hood to ever turn back, now. I was ready for a cock-cage and a closet full of clothes; not to mention a few stable guys in my phone for quick hook-ups.

“What’s wrong, babe?” I said to Trey. “You don’t want to fuck me, again?” I teased Trey’s dick and watched as it already started to throb back to life.

“Again? Um, yeah, totally,” Trey said.

I laughed, again. “I’m in charge now,” I whispered to him. “You’re mine. You’re going to do what I say if you want to keep fucking this sissy-cunt, aren’t you, Trey?”

Trey sighed and nodded, “Yeah, definitely.”

“Good,” I smiled.

“You’re not really a bully, are you? You’re more like… a bull,” I grinned. “And because of that, you’re not going to tell anybody about us, right? It’ll be our secret?”

“Yeah, definitely,” Trey said.

I knew there was nothing like some sissy-cunt to wrap a guy around my fingers. Sure, I’d never done it before that first time, but I had a feeling that once Trey’s big cock got a taste of my tight, gushy hole, it would make him do whatever necessary to get a second helping.

And the best part was that I already knew I’d have free reign of his sister’s clothing.

As Trey grabbed me and tossed me back onto the bed for a second round, I giggled and smiled. It was going to be the wildest, wettest sissy summer ever!


NO GOING BACK


“Something needs to change—and it’s you.”

The girl's stance was intimidating as she stood before Tommy, arms crossed and towering over him at nearly six feet. He was well aware of her dominant personality in their relationship over the past year, which seemed to go hand-in-hand with her imposing figure.

But he had never felt so worried as he did now.

"Please, give me another chance," Tommy pleaded with a frown. "Whatever it is, I can fix it. I promise."

Melissa raised her nose arrogantly, her reddish-brown hair swaying back and forth.

Tommy knew this expression all too well; one of disappointment, if not total contempt.

"It's been a year," Melissa stated coldly. "I keep waiting for you to man up. You're twenty years old; you should act like a man, not some weak and timid boy."

Tommy felt wounded by Melissa's words, but he was determined to change how she saw him. He knew he was lucky to have someone as attractive as her and the chances of finding somebody else like her were slim.

“Seriously, babe; I’ll do anything,” Tommy pleaded.

After a pause, and an indulgent smile, Melissa said, “I’m glad to hear that.”

Tommy perked up. The slender blonde suddenly felt a hint of hope and took a deep breath. “So, just tell me what I need to do, because whatever it is; I’ll change.”

“Follow me,” Melissa said, directing her boyfriend to her apartment’s bedroom.

Hesitant, Tommy obeyed and followed his girlfriend into the bedroom, where he found some peculiar things waiting on her bed.

“What is this?” the slender, blonde-haired college boy asked his girlfriend.

Melissa smiled and said, “These are your new clothes. I want you to go take a shower, first, though; go in there and scrub yourself clean—everywhere. And I also want you to shave all your body-hair until you’re nice and smooth everywhere but the top of your head. Got it?”

Melissa quickly added, “And you’re going to use my shampoo and soap—not that dumb ‘guy’ stuff you use. I want you to smell nice and pretty—like I do.”

Her voice was casual, but Tommy could detect the hint of gravity lurking in her throat. He knew his girlfriend was dead-serious, despite the utter ridiculousness of the situation; of walking into her bedroom and seeing a pair of pink panties, a matching bra, a makeup kit, a long, blonde wig and a powder-blue summer dress.

Tommy swallowed and started, “What is this all about, babe?”

“I’m not your babe,” Melissa snapped. “We’re past that point, okay? I’ve decided that because you’ve failed so badly at being a boy, we’re going to try a little experiment. Now, am I going to have to break-up with you, after all, or are you going to cooperate?”

Tommy was confused, but he wasn’t about to cross his girlfriend—not now.

So, he hurried away and did as she asked. He showered and cleaned his body diligently, ensuring to use the girly shampoo and body wash that his girlfriend had insisted he use.

By the time he emerged from the shower, he was clean-shaved on his face, chest, legs and genitals. He’d even made sure his ass was completely bald, for good measure, though he didn’t expect his girlfriend to know whether he’d shaved that area of his body.

In the year they had dated, Melissa had never agreed to have sex with Tommy, so he had little worry that his girlfriend would find out whether he’d shaved his privates or not. But, for good measure—and perhaps out of an undying hope that one day she might sleep with him—Tommy did as she’d asked.

He felt strange as he walked around without hair on his body. His smooth-shaved legs, especially, left him feeling odd, but dainty in a vulnerable, girly sort of way.

Tommy found that he actually enjoyed the sensation, despite feeling a bit embarrassed about this fact.

As he walked out of the bathroom with a towel draped around his slender hips, Melissa immediately met him with the bra and panties in hand.

“Go on,” she smiled. “Get these on.”

Melissa led Tommy near her bed and sat at the edge of the mattress to watch her nervous boyfriend.

Tommy stood awkwardly in the center of Melissa's bedroom, a blush creeping up his neck as he clutched the delicate pink bra and panties in his hands.

His girlfriend's eyes sparkled mischievously as he then saw the array of cosmetics and makeups she had splayed out across her vanity. Tommy hesitated, the lace of the bra brushing against his fingertips—a foreign, soft sensation that both unnerved and intrigued him.

"Come on, Tommy," Melissa cooed with a playful tilt of her head. "It's just for fun. Don't you trust me?"

He wasn’t so sure he trusted her, but what choice did he have? He knew that if this would keep his relationship alive, he would—and should—do it.

But he couldn’t shake the feeling of trepidation that knotted his stomach.

Still, Tommy didn't want to seem unadventurous in front of her; thus, despite himself, he slipped his arms through the straps of the bra. The fabric hugged his chest in a way that was both constricting and oddly comforting. His skin prickled at the unfamiliar confinement.

Melissa stepped forward to adjust it, her fingers deft as they clasped the hook behind his back.

“I’m already excited,” she gushed.

She then handed him back the matching panties. Tommy looked at them with skepticism, a lump forming in his throat. Slowly, he stepped into them one leg at a time. The satin grazed his thighs with a whispering touch, sending a shiver through him.

What am I doing? I’m not supposed to enjoy this… am I? he thought, already hopelessly confused as to the point of all this.

As the snug pink cotton settle taut around his hips—and his small penis—he felt the softness of the fabric. From the very first moment it implied a sort of femininity in its delicate and soft texture; it seemed so vulnerable and seductive in ways he’d never expected, given his only experiences with bland boxer shorts.

He’d had almost no time at all to savor and understand his feelings before Melissa stood back, smiled, and clasped her hands together with excitement.

“I knew this was the right course for you,” she smiled.

“What do you mean? What is the point of all this?” Tommy asked.

“Well, you know how I’m a psychology major, right? I’ve been learning a lot about ‘gender fluidity’ and even about how sometimes boys are really meant to be girls,” she explained.

Already, Tommy had a bad feeling about where she was headed.

But Melissa’s lips curled into a grin, suggesting she was quite satisfied with herself. “Don’t worry so much about the reasons right now. I just want to get you looking like a beautiful girl, and then I’ll explain.”

And so, next came the powder blue sun dress.

It rustled as Melissa unfurled it before him like a flag of some clandestine nation he was being indoctrinated into. He raised his arms obediently and she slid it over his head, pulling it down to cascade over his frame. The skirt flared out slightly, grazing just above his knees—another new sensation that toyed at the edges of discomfort and novelty.

"You look adorable!" Melissa exclaimed with an encouraging smile.

Tommy peered down at himself; he could hardly recognize his own form amidst the pastel hues and delicate fabrics. His discomfort was waning, replaced by an alien sense of excitement that fluttered deep in his belly. The two sensations—pleasure and fear—wrestled in his core.

"Now for your hair," she chimed as she placed the blonde wig upon his head. It felt like being crowned in another person’s identity—he could feel the strands tickling his cheeks and neck.

Quickly moving through the motions, Melissa stepped back, ensured she had applied the wig correctly, and moved on.

She then approached with her artillery of makeup: foundation smoothed over Tommy’s face, eyeshadow swept across his lids with practiced strokes, and mascara applied until his lashes felt heavy with their new length. Lips tinged pink with gloss, cheeks dusted with blush—Tommy gazed into the mirror and saw someone else staring back at him.

Melissa spritzed perfume into the air and motioned playfully for Tommy to step into the mist. The scent enveloped him—a floral bouquet that clung to his skin whispering secrets about this new persona he had donned.

Fully dressed now, Tommy found himself caught between worlds—the familiar masculinity he'd always known and this flamboyant femininity that made him feel strangely liberated. Only moments into being fully dressed—transformed, really—and he was already conflicted more than he ever could have expected, about feeling so pretty and confident as a girl.

Each step of the “process” brought forth rustles and wafts of perfume that were both startlingly foreign yet captivating.

As Melissa stood back to admire the totality of her handiwork, Tommy turned towards her and in doing so caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. The person who looked back was not quite Tommy nor entirely someone else. He could not believe he was the very same person who looked back at him from the mirror.

“Now,” Melissa said, “I want you to come and take a seat over here, and pay very close attention to me.”

Tommy obeyed, shuffling over and sitting on the edge of the mattress as Melissa stood before him with her arms crossed.

“Good,” she said, seemingly working hard to hide the enthused grin on her lips. “Stay right here. I will be back.”

The girl disappeared into her closet for a good couple of minutes, finally re-emerging. If she had grabbed something or changed something about herself while she was in the closet, Tommy could not tell. He still saw her wearing her same skirt and top and holding nothing in her hands.

Yet she now had a mischievous and effusive smile on her lips.

She came back and stood before her boyfriend, towering over him.

“Listen, Tommy, after a year of being together, I’ve decided that some BIG changes are needed. And I’m glad you’re cooperating with me. It’s obvious from how beautiful you already look, that this really is the right path for you,” she explained.

Tommy swallowed and said, “I… I don’t understand. I do feel kind of pretty, in a weird way…”

“Good,” Melissa said, cocking her brow. “Because all of this is for you; it’s to make you feel comfortable with who you are. It’s so clear to me that you aren’t happy as a boy. And ever since my recent gender studies class at college, I realize just how lost you are.”

“Wh—what?” Tommy cocked his head, confused.

“It’s so painfully obvious that you would make a better girl than boy,” she smirked. “And I’m tired of trying to convince myself otherwise.”

Just then, Tommy’s eyes darted down and saw as his girlfriend hiked her skirt and revealed a massive black dildo hanging between her long, slender thighs.

Only then did he realize what she had been doing in the closet just then; putting a strap-on dildo discretely under her skirt.

Tommy watched in a stupor as Melissa bit her lip and grinned wide. Her hand then slid smooth and graceful over the big, shiny black dildo. He gulped nervously and his wide eyes looked up to meet her unflinching gaze.

Tommy had never felt so conflicted, seeing his beautiful girlfriend stand there before him, her feet wide apart as she proudly pushed out her chest and licked her lips at the sight of his fear.

“Mel, I… um,” he stuttered. “I… I don’t know if I’m ready for whatever you’re thinking… especially anything with my… my…” he continued, lowering his voice to an embarrassed whisper, “My butt.”

Tommy gulped and continued. “Dressing me up is one thing—even if I kind of like it. But, I… I never thought about doing anything like this, before.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Melissa smiled. A hint of compassion played on her eyes and Tommy sighed with relief that his girlfriend was only bluffing.

But his relief was short-lived, because Melissa quickly continued, gripping the big dildo and smirking, “I know he’s a big boy and all. And I know your tight little butthole probably can’t take all of him. That’s why it’s a good thing that I’m the one controlling it. I’ll be able to thrust nice and hard to get it past those stubborn tight walls in your butt.”

Tommy felt his butthole pucker and his penis shrivel with terror.

“I don’t know why you’re so worried; this is your destiny,” she smiled. “You were meant to be a beautiful, cross-dressing sissy who worships big cock. I can see that—why can’t you?”

Melissa smiled and continued, “Trust me. I’ve done enough research on the psychology of gender to know. You were always meant to be a girl, Tommy. And this is your chance to do the right thing.”

Melissa continued to play with the big cock as she grinned, “I wanted to break-up with you because you were a failure as a boy. But I just know that once you become a girl, you’re going to excel in ways you never even thought possible!”

Tommy couldn’t deny that he loved the way he looked. Each time Melissa seemed distracted by the big, strap-on cock, he stole another glance at the mirror to ogle his own reflection. He loved how beautiful Melissa had made him in his summer dress and makeup. He loved the way his blonde wig fell around his shoulders and his eyelashes curled.

He secretly loved that Melissa had not only made him look like a girl, but a beauty queen at that. He felt he looked more beautiful than most of the girls on campus, even.

Maybe she’s right, he thought to himself. Maybe this really is my ‘destiny.’

Still, the sight of the big dildo sent tremors of fear up and down his body. He was a virgin in nearly every way, but none more so than when it came to anything regarding his ass.

Melissa was clearly intent on fixing this.

“Come here,” Melissa said to her boyfriend with a ‘come hither’ gesture.

Tommy swallowed and wandered towards her.

“That’s it,” she said, reaching into a purse she had set on her dresser.

“Walk like a girl—use your hips,” she demanded. “Sway a bit.”

When Tommy obediently followed Melissa’s orders, she smiled and gushed, “Well done. You’re a quick learner—or maybe just a natural?”

“Maybe,” Tommy said.

“Now, stand right here,” Melissa instructed.

Tommy came and stood before his girlfriend, just as she pulled out a small, clear-plastic device from her purse. Even though he could see the device, he hadn’t the slightest clue as to what it was.

But Melissa seemed unconcerned with his ignorance on the subject. Instead, she hoisted the front of his dress and said, “Hold your dress up.”

Tommy obliged as he then felt Melissa tug on his pink panties. He felt her yanking on them until they were halfway down his thighs.

If it hadn’t been for the nervousness of everything happening, he knew he would have been quite hard, knowing that Melissa was now so close to his small penis; her face only a foot or so from it as she knelt down.

Shit, is she finally going to suck my dick? He thought, hopeful and excited.

Instead of a warm, wet mouth swallowing his penis, he felt a different sensation entirely; cool, hard and uncaring plastic suddenly being encased around his dick.

“Wh—what are you doing?” he asked, just as Melissa seemed nearly finished.

He pulled his dress up to get a better look, and it was then that he saw his dick imprisoned in the small plastic device.

“What is that?!” he cried. “What are you doing?”

“Relax… Tammy,” Melisa smiled. “In order for you to act like a girl, we have to turn your icky little wiener into a clitoris. You can’t go around using your penis anymore. You’re going to have to learn to orgasm from… other means. And this is going to help your body learn to do that.”

Tommy gulped and Melissa continued, “Trust me, okay Tammy?”

He cocked his brow at his girlfriend’s use of the name ‘Tammy.’ Had she simply mis-pronounced his name twice, or was it intentional? Was this his new name to her? Suddenly, he felt more emasculated than ever, dressed up as a girl, with his penis caged away, and a new girlish name for him.

The strangest part of all was that none of it felt entirely wrong. It didn’t exactly feel right, just yet. But it didn’t feel wrong, either. Tommy had expected that, immediately, he would hate everything that was being done to him; he would hate the scent of the perfume constantly radiating off his skin, and the look of himself all dolled-up and nearly unrecognizable in the mirror.

But, he secretly liked it. He even liked the feeling of the cock-cage on his penis, even as he felt a dull ache each time his penis tried to grow erect—and was stifled.

“Now, it’s time for you to truly become a girl,” Melissa said. “Get on your knees. You’re going to give this big, black cock the blowjob that it deserves.”

Tommy dropped obediently to his knees until the shiny black head of the big dildo was bouncing just before his eyes. It looked even bigger now that he was up-close. He wrapped his fingers around it and realized he could only just barely touch the tips of his thumb and index finger together around it, showcasing the true girth of the fake dick.

He then put both his hands on the length of the dildo. Realizing that he could do this, without even covering the head, the size became real to him in that moment.

He took a deep breath as Melissa gushed, “Wow, you really are a slut, aren’t you? I didn’t even tell you to touch him yet and here you are greedily touching all over this big dick.”

Melissa gave a flirty, aroused little chuckle that told Tommy just how much she was enjoying his little transformation.

Tommy couldn’t deny that it turned him on, realizing how much all of this seemed to arouse his girlfriend, too. Deep inside him was the need—the urge—to satisfy Melissa in any way possible; to never disappoint the domineering girl. And now with his new task set—to become the hottest, sluttiest female version of himself—he knew he could not fail.

“Keep playing with him,” Melissa said, looking down at her boyfriend. “Go on—keep touching it. Play with his balls, too. And, then, once you’re ready, start sucking it.”

Tommy licked his lips. There was something strangely erotic to him about the big cockhead hovering near his mouth; the cool, vacant and emotionless black rubber almost seemed to be asking to be sucked—perhaps even demanding it.

And something deep inside Tommy made him want to do it. He wondered if the perfume had clouded his judgement, or maybe the cock-cage had done something to his psyche; maybe it had been the finishing touch that pushed him completely over the edge of forgetting who he was before that afternoon.

Whatever the case, Tommy felt a need to service and satisfy the big cock.

And suddenly, without any further hesitation, he gripped the base of it and parted his lips as he sank his mouth over the head of it, much to the delight and ecstasy of Melissa.

“Mm, fuck yes,” she purred, watching as her boyfriend—now so convincingly dressed up as a gorgeous girl—knelt there on the ground and swallowed the head of the big, black cock, like an obedient slut.

Tommy couldn’t deny that he liked the sensation of his mouth around the big, chiseled head of the cock. He rubbed his tongue against the hole in the tip of it, imagining if it had been real, the taste of pre-cum that would gush from it.

“That’s it,” Melissa groaned softly. “Take as much as you can. Show him how much you want to submit to him—like a good girl.”

Tommy continued sucking away on the head of the dick, but found that he couldn’t take much more without feeling as though he might gag. He realized he had a long way to go before he could ever be as skilled as some guys or girls.

He reminded himself that he was a virgin, though, and that patience was key.

But Melissa was intent that, soon enough, Tommy would no longer have virginity as an excuse.

“Good job,” Melissa said. “You’re a natural dick-sucker, Tammy,” she grinned. “I’ll bet you’re wet in your panties from sucking this big cock, huh?”

Tommy was ready to disagree, but he slyly snaked his hand up his dress and into his thong, only to find that he had been oozing pre-cum inside the front of his pink panties.

He felt embarrassed and slightly ashamed, but Melissa was right—sucking dick had made him wet, and there was no getting around it.

“Time for your next lesson,” Melissa smiled. “Go get on the floor and get on all fours. Be a good cock-loving slut.”

Tommy was hesitant, but he knew he would do whatever his girlfriend asked of him; not only because he didn’t want to disappoint her, but because he was beginning to quietly enjoy this treatment. Melissa was beginning to make Tommy believe that he really was a cheap, cock-loving slut. And there was something about this that made him hornier than he ever could have expected.

Still, being in uncharted territory, he was hesitant and slow with nervousness in every step. He wandered over to the center of her bedroom and dropped to the carpeted floor.

“Good, now bend over. I want to see that pussy in the air,” she smirked.

‘Pussy?’ Tommy thought to himself, confused. Nonetheless, he obliged and lowered to all fours.

Melissa came over and guided Tommy until his ass was sharply poked up into the air and his chest was down against the carpet—along with his face. “Good,” Melissa said. “I know it’s awkward, but you’ll get used to it."

She clasped her hands together and smiled as she eyed him. “This is your natural position, now, because this is your worth. Your most valuable asset is your tight little butt.”

She stepped forward and lifted Tommy’s dress up and over his back, eyeing his ass in the pink panties. She then immediately followed by tugging his panties down just far enough that his asshole was revealed, but anything below his taint remained conveniently hidden, creating the illusion that she was, indeed, looking at a girl’s asshole.

This was easy, too, given that Tommy had a beautiful, pink asshole that was hairless and clean. It was nice and shiny, thanks to the body lotion he had used on it after showering and shaving, too.

“Mm, wow,” Melissa said, biting her lip. “You have such a cute little pussy, Tammy.”

Tommy felt confusion at this statement, given that right after the remark, he felt his girlfriend’s finger teasing against his asshole. He puckered and moaned gently.

“My… my pussy?” he asked.

“Yes,” Melissa smiled, and caressed his asshole, again. “Doesn’t it feel good on your pussy?”

Tommy hesitated, but agreed. “It does.”

He quietly sort-of liked the idea that Melissa had “ordained” him, in a way, as first having a clit—instead of a penis—and now having a pussy—instead of an asshole.

It didn’t take long for Tommy to begin to believe it, too. He licked his lips and leaned into the notion, all as he felt Melissa’s fingers grow greedy and curious to tease his hole.

“You did a good job, Tammy,” she said. “This is such a cute hole. I’ll bet it’s tasty, even,” she crooned.

Before Tommy could react, he suddenly felt his girlfriend’s warm, wet—and firm—tongue against his hole.

“Oh, fuck… ugh, ah,” Tommy moaned and inhaled.

He arched his back and gasped with pleasure and shock as Melissa began to eat his asshole with excitement and eagerness.

Tommy felt her fingers dig into his butt cheeks, holding him firmly in place as she ate him. Lick after lick—brush after brush—Tommy felt Melissa’s tongue opening his body up. He felt the cool, wet pre-cum soaking the front of his panties as she continued.

She pulled back and smacked her lips, tasting Tommy’s ass on her tongue. “See, Tammy; this is what girls can do for each other. They can play together and get each other ready to take big dicks.”

Tommy felt his penis trying desperately to grow hard inside the plastic cock-cage. But the plastic prison kept his penis in a state of perpetual softness. And yet, Tommy felt the familiar waves of an impending orgasm; he felt the endless pre-cum oozing from his penis, as if it had been rock-hard.

Strangely, it didn’t seem to make much of a difference that he was soft. His body continued to march towards climax just the same, leaving Tommy to feel even more that his penis was now a ‘clit;’ just as Melissa had intended.

As Melissa returned her mouth to Tommy’s ass, she snaked her hand around the front of him and inside his panties, feeling cotton panties that had become soaked with pre-cum.

She giggled and moaned with delight and satisfaction against Tommy’s asshole, realizing that all her plans were coming together rather nicely.

Melissa pulled back, taking a moment to savor her progress. The person who had once been her boyfriend was now dressed like a gorgeous girl, on all fours with his ass poking in the air. His taint and hole was naked and glistening with her spit, while his penis was locked away—hopefully forever, as far as she was concerned.

Already, she felt as though she hardly recognized him. He was too far gone, vanished somewhere inside his new identiy as ‘Tammy.’ Melissa was surprised at how well she had done, and it only made her want to go deeper into Tommy’s transformation.

He had sucked the dildo and had his ‘pussy’ eaten. But there was still one very big thing left to do.

Melissa grabbed a nearby bottle of lube from her purse and came back down behind her boyfriend.

“Tammy, are you ready to become a cock-loving slut?” Melissa grinned.

“Um, I… I think so,” Tommy said.

“Talk like a girl,” Melissa said. “Try and raise your voice. You’re already so close to making me think you’re really a girl. If you sounded more like a girl, you could fool anybody—even me.”

So, Tommy obliged and raised his voice. She giggled; surprised and delighted at just how easy it was for him to sound like a girl.

“Good,” she smiled. “Now, Tammy; tell me how much you want this big black dick in your pussy.”

“I… um…” Tommy hesitated. “I… do?”

Melissa giggled. “It’s okay to be nervous, Tammy. You’re a virgin, after all. It’s going to hurt, but you’ll do fine. I just know it. You were made for this.”

Tommy swallowed and inhaled a deep breath as he saw over his shoulder, his girlfriend getting into position. Melissa then took a gob of lube and sat it on his asshole, before spreading it around. Tommy sighed as he felt the cold lube on his most sensitive spot.

“Sorry it’s so cold,” Melissa said. The hint of compassion was undercut by her next move, which was to shove two fingers into Tommy’s asshole and push the cold lube into his snug, steamy butt.

“Ugh, ah,” Tommy gasped.

“Good girl,” Melissa smiled. “You didn’t even flinch. I’ll bet your pussy is just aching for this big cock. It’s been waiting all these years for you to finally realize its purpose. Good thing I’m here to help you along.”

“Um, uh… thanks,” Tommy said nervously. He felt the soreness in his butt as Melissa massaged his walls with her lubed fingers. She pulled out and smiled to herself at the fact that he was clean, and then stroked the big dildo until it, too, became shiny with lube.

Within moments, Tommy felt the cool, firm rubber head of the cock rubbing against his asshole.

“Ready or not,” Melissa teased, before shoving the head into Tommy’s waiting, virgin butthole.

“Oh, fuck!” Tommy gasped and yelped.

Melissa let the head sit in his asshole for a moment. “Don’t worry, Tam. I’ll be gentle. I know you’re going to be beginning for me to go rough by the end, though. I just know you’re a dirty little cock-slut like me.”

Even in the haze of getting his butt split open around the big dildo, Tommy couldn’t help but fixate on Melissa’s remark. Dirty little cock-slut… like HER? He thought, as he started to wonder if his girlfriend had been craving other men during their relationship. Had she been chearting on him, even? He wasn’t sure. All he knew was that Melissa had never had sex with him—not even tried.

Two clumsy and disinterested blowjobs, along with a handful of sessions where Tommy was made to eat Melissa’s pussy, had made up the entirety of their sexual acts. Even after a year of dating, he’d had little physical experience to show for it.

He knew by that time that Melissa did not respect him. But now that he was dressed-up and acting like a girl, she seemed to like him much more. He wondered if maybe she had been telling the truth; that his fate to become a beautiful girl really was the best thing for him.

Just as he pondered it, his focus was interrupted by another quick, shallow pump of the dildo into his butt.

“Ugh,” he grunted.

Tommy closed his eyes tight and clenched his jaw as the pain began to rise to nearly excruciating levels.

“Good girl,” Melissa repeated. “Just breathe and relax your body. That will help your pussy open up and take this big boy. He’s hungry for your beautiful cunt—don’t disappoint him.” She giggled and continued, “One day it’s going to be a real dick, and you’re not going to want to be a little bitch about a big cock, are you? You’re new role is to submit to big dicks and pleasure them. You’ll have to train and learn to handle them with ease.”

Tommy paid little attention to his girlfriend’s ramblings. His mental bandwidth was totally captivated by the pain, that only grew with each inch of the fat black cock that Melissa shoved into his tight, reluctant butt.

After a few inches, she pulled back, and thrust into his butt all over again. She repeated this—in and out—over and over, until she made a few big pushes.

“Fuck!” Tommy cried out.

“That’s it,” Melissa smiled. “Just go with it. It’s going to feel better soon—I promise.”

Suddenly, Tommy felt something open up inside him. The fat dildo began to slide deep into him. As if a threshold had been broken, the fat cock sank smoothly into him and he felt it filling him in his core.

“Shit,” he moaned, and exhaled long and hard. He felt the pre-cum endlessly stringing from his cock-cage, staining his panties.

Melissa reached around and rubbed his balls and jangled his cage—just enough pleasure to make him want the pain to continue.

“You’re doing so good,” Melissa taunted. “I want you to moan like a girl, though; moan like a cock-loving cunt.”

She continued to tease and taunt as she grabbed Tommy’s cock-cage and shook it. The muted pleasure left Tommy in a state of desperation, making it more evident than ever to him that he had no control over his dick, and that his pleasure would have to come from elsewhere—namely, his butt—or as Melissa had referred to it, his ‘pussy.’

Tommy howled with pain and pleasure as the faintest tease of bliss filled his core, thanks to the simple movements of his penis inside the jangling cock-cage. The pleasure was small, but it was somehow enough to override the pain of being pumped full of the big, rubber cock.

But something else was now at play, too; something that he could not deny.

He was beginning to actually like the sensation of having his ass filled by the fat black cock. The excruciating pain had softened into a dull, vague pain that was muted and more like an ache. It was manageable, and the feeling of fullness in his butt was doing something do his dick—making it drool pre-cum, as if was a set of thirsty lips.

It didn’t take long before he began to quietly beg for the big cock to shove back into him and split him open around it. Melissa would pull it out and he would hunger to be filled by its girth, once more.

Tommy hated to admit to himself just how much he was beginning to love it. He refused to admit it to Melissa, but soon enough, it wouldn’t matter how stubborn he would choose to be. The pleasure would be too great, and he would be unable to hide it.

Melissa knew this., although it mattered little to her, anyway, because she had already won by dressing him up and making him more beautiful and confident than he had ever been as a boy.

But now, with a big cock splitting him open and draining more pre-cum from his small balls than ever, Tommy knew there was no going back.

“Mm, fuck,” he groaned beneath his breath, as the cock plunged back into him and filled him with its sweet girth. He felt the delightful stretch of his inner walls around the shaft and secretly surrendered to the big cock, just as Melissa had hoped.

“That’s it,” she said, reaching between his legs once again to jangle his cock-cage. As she did, Tommy moaned louder than ever.

“Oh, you love it don’t you?” she said with a teasing giggle. “I knew it. I knew you would make a better girl.”

“Tell me how much you love being a beautiful cross-dressing little sissy,” Melissa demanded with her tone suddenly turning stern.

“I… ugh… uh, I love it,” Tommy moaned.

“Put some heart into it, Tammy. I want to hear how good it feels deep inside you,” she urged.

“I… I… I love it,” Tommy cried out as Melissa began to pound smooth and quick into his lubed asshole. His legs felt shakier and weaker than ever as the pleasure ricocheted throughout his slender frame.

His heart raced and he felt the sweat on his skin from the adrenaline and excitement. And deep inside his panties, he felt the strange, tickling sensation on the tip of his dick.

He didn’t realize it yet, but the most intense orgasm of his life was only moments away. And Melissa was happy to ensure this, pounding away at a downward angle as she spanked and yanked on his cock-cage.

“Ugh,” Tommy moaned loud and long.

“Tell me how much you love it,” Melissa said. “I want to hear you beg for it and tell me how your clitty loves it!”

“I… I want it,” Tommy cried out.

Somewhere along the way his utterances had gone from pretending and simply playing along with Melissa’s demands, to a deep-seated truth that he wasn’t sure he was ready to confront.

Regardless, it was happening right before him. And soon, he would be met with the crescendo of his transformation. He would crash-land into uncharted territory and climax from the power of a big cock pounding deep into his backdoor-pussy—just as a good sissy should.

“Oh, ugh… fuck,” Tommy cried out. He threw his head back and moaned endlessly as Melissa continued pumping into his butt and fondling his cock-cage.

Suddenly, she felt the warm, gooey cum spurting out of the cage and giggled excitedly.

"You're doing it!" she cheered as Tommy moaned over and over, feeling the fat cock thrust deeper into his tight little ass. His hole clenched involuntarily around the black dildo while his small penis oozed its cum shot without ever having had the chance to grow erect.

Tommy trembled and shook as he felt the steamy cum drench his panties. Melissa pounded away with the big dildo as the blonde continued to cry and whimper with orgasm.

“Ugh, FUCK!” Tommy cried over and over as the searing pleasure rippled through his muscles and left him feeling like he would explode at any moment. The blissful pangs blasted over and over, rushing over him until he finally came down.

Melissa grinned to herself and pulled the big dildo out of her boyfriend’s butt. She admired the nice, gaped and swollen hole she’d left, as well as the pink panties dripping cum to the carpet.

It was all a nice testament to her success in turning her boyfriend into a cock-craving, cross-dressing sissy slut.

Tommy felt as the dildo slipped out of his ass. The sensation was strong and left his hole clenching uncontrollably as his orgasm finally subsided.

Melissa pulled his panties back up and draped his dress back down, covering his ass.

“You did it,” she said, planting a peck on Tommy’s flushed, sweaty cheek. “And I think you liked it.”

Tommy did not want to admit this, but he knew it was true; he’d enjoyed it more than anything he’d ever done. Not once had he ever climaxed like he did while he was dressed up like a beautiful girl, with a big dildo pounding his butt.

There was no going back. Tommy knew it, and Melissa did, too.

Tommy took a deep breath as Melissa smiled and said, “We need to get you some new panties, huh? Since you soaked your others with your sissygasm.”

Melissa grabbed her boyfriend's hand and led him to the closet, where Tommy's new life was about to begin.


FUTURE FEMBOY


I had never felt more uncomfortable in my own skin.

The scent of funnel cake and cotton candy mixed with the smoky aroma of barbecue I walked alongside Derek and Mike. We wandered through the state fair, eyeing girls and making jokes.

We weren’t best friends, but anytime they invited me out somewhere, I took the opportunity.

Still, I felt entirely out of place, because Derek and Mike were each the sort of big, handsome jocks that seemed to draw women like bees to honey. I wasn’t exactly popular with girls, so I needed all the help I could get, even if it meant being a third wheel.

But I was tense, as usual. I was never too confident in situations like this, and Derek could sense it.

"Blane, you gotta’ relax, man," he said, clapping me on the back hard enough to make me stumble a bit. "Look alive. There are girls everywhere. Look at that one, in the tiny shorts. Damn, you can her ass."

I straightened my shirt, feeling its fabric cling to my lean frame, trying to muster up the kind of confidence—and shamelessness—they exuded so effortlessly.

The warm evening air carried laughter and shrieks from the nearby rides—a perfect backdrop for this kind of hunt.

Mike pointed ahead. "Hey, what about those two by the ring toss? That brunette is fucking hot, bro," he said with a wicked grin.

As we approached, I hung back slightly while they launched into their well-practiced routine.

"Hey ladies," Derek began, his voice smooth as silk, "any luck winning those stuffed bears? You know, they rig these games.”

The brunette giggled and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. "Yeah, they probably do... but we're having fun trying, anyway."

I couldn’t believe how effortless it was for tall, hunky guys like him. Girls seemed to open up the moment he approached them. A guy like me, however, only ever seemed to evoke eye-rolls and scoffs.

"I'm Derek, and this is Mike… and Blane," he gestured toward us both.

His introduction felt like an afterthought as he leaned in closer to the brunette. "And I’m guessing you girls have names, right? You’re not escaped from a science lab with barcodes on your arms or anything?"

I couldn’t believe Derek’s corny remarks drew laughter out of the beautiful girls.

"I'm Jenna," she smiled, shyly gesturing to her friend. "And this is Lisa."

Mike stepped forward. "Nice to meet you both. You know, Blane here has an uncanny ability to win at these games." He nudged me forward. “I’ll bet he could get each of you any of those stuffed animals you want.”

I felt my face flush as six pairs of eyes turned towards me. "Um, I don't know about 'uncanny,'" I said, rubbing the back of my neck nervously as I turned my eyes downward.

"C'mon Blane," Derek chimed in, sensing my hesitation but misinterpreting it as modesty. "Show ‘em what you've got. These girls are desperate for you to give it to them," he added with a wink.

I stepped up to the booth and handed over a few dollars for rings, aware of Jenna's gaze on me now, too. My first throw clattered uselessly against the bottles.

"Bad luck?" Lisa teased gently.

"Just warming up," I replied with nervous chuckle.

Then something shifted inside me; I wanted to impress them—not just Jenna and Lisa—but Derek and Mike, too.

Why couldn’t I be as good as them? Sure, I’m half their size, but I could be charming… and I know I can win these stupid toys, I thought.

The second ring flew from my fingers and looped perfectly around one of the bottle necks. A small cheer erupted from our group. I couldn’t help but smile over my shoulder and revel in the attention.

Derek clapped his hand on my shoulder again—this time more approvingly—while Mike nodded in appreciation. Jenna's eyes twinkled with delight. "That was amazing!"

The passive carney handed me my reward—a small stuffed bear. I turned and gave it to Jena. Her fingers brushed mine as she took it and it felt amazing to see the smile on such a beautiful girl’s face.

"Thank you, Blane," she said warmly.

For just a moment, it felt like there was no teasing or feeling out of place—just me being part of the guys and sharing an unexpected connection with someone who normally would be way out of my league.

"Maybe you could show me how you did that sometime?" Jenna's question pulled me back into the moment.

Just when I thought I was getting somewhere with Jenna—that maybe Derek wouldn’t be the first to swoop in on a girl—I realized I was wrong.

Before I could make a move, Derek had his arm around her waist, making her giggle and playfully push him off as he grinned, “Who do you think taught him his skills, baby?”

You’d think they’d known each other longer than five minutes with the way he possessed her slender frame.

The five of us continued walking through the fair with me lagging behind like usual. My two buddies were paired up with the hottest chicks on the fairgrounds and I had no one, despite having impressed Jenna only moments ago. My moment of triumph already seemed like a distant memory.

Suddenly, Jenna gasped and pointed to a small tent that sat to the right. The sign outside read ‘Psychic’ and even though I was skeptical that a carnival psychic could be anything more than a scam, a shiver ran down my spine.

“Let’s go,” she said, tugging her friend—and Derek—toward the tent. She stopped before entering and turned back. With a mischievous grin and a glint in her eye, she said, “You guys coming—or what?”

My buddies exchanged glances, seemingly too macho to entertain the idea.

I then realized that this could be my chance to impress Jenna once again, and maybe even win her over.

“I’ll go,” I said, stepping forward. I heard my friends chuckle, but they pushed me forward, urging me to go.

“Maybe the psychic can tell you where to find some muscle,” Mike teased.

“And some balls,” Derek joked to him, giggling quietly like kids.

I’d grown used to their jabs over the years, but they still stung.

Jenna held out her hand for mine and the second my fingers laced with hers, all my pain was forgotten.

“Don’t listen to those jerks,” she said, tugging me forward.

Lisa watched our interaction closely—and with disgust. She was not nearly as forgiving as her friend.

She flipped her hair back over one shoulder and said, “Come on. Let’s get this over with.”

We were drawn into the tent by the seductive allure of its grandiose entrance, adorned with rich purple curtains that cascaded from the high ceiling like waves.

The opulent interior revealed itself to us, a sumptuous feast for the eyes.

A circular table dominated the space, lavishly decorated with flickering candles that cast shadows upon the high walls of the tent.

In this dreamlike setting, I felt as if we had been whisked away to a mystical realm, filled with enchanting wizards and mythical beasts. The loud clamor of the carnival faded into oblivion, leaving only the intoxicating ambiance of this otherworldly dimension.

The woman was perched at the table, seemingly expecting our arrival.

Her elongated face, adorned with sleek chestnut locks, exuded an ethereal aura that matched the rest of the tent.

An abundance of jewelry and trinkets adorned her fingers, emitting a symphony of tinkling melodies as she welcomed us to join her at the table. I knew it was all probably an act, but I didn’t mind. It was more convincing than I had expected.

Jenna plopped down on the velvet cushion opposite the psychic, a flourish of excitement in her eyes.

I followed suit, hesitantly, and felt the weight of her gaze as I took my seat beside her, slightly behind so I could watch the exchange.

Lisa lingered at the entrance, her eyes darting between us and the cloudy crystals adorning the small space.

"You're up for an adventure, aren't you?" Jenna teased, grabbing my hand and pulling me closer into the intimate circle of incense, candles—and mystery.

The psychic, whose colorful headscarf was as cluttered as her table of trinkets, peered at us. She smiled wryly at Jenna and then turned to me, a knowing look in her deep-set eyes.

"And what brings you two into my realm today?" Her voice was huskier than I expected, raspy and inviting like a siren's song.

Jenna giggled, a sound that made my heart flutter. "Just curious about what the future holds," she said with a wink. "Especially for this quiet one here," she said, pointing to me.

"Ah," the psychic said, her hands hovering over a well-worn deck of tarot cards. "The silent types often hold the deepest secrets."

I felt my cheeks warm under their scrutiny. Jenna's hand still rested on mine; its weight was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Let's see what the cards say about your friend, here," proposed the psychic as she began to shuffle with practiced ease.

A tension settled in my chest – partly from anticipation, partly from Jenna's continued touch. The psychic laid out three cards before me and named each of them as she did.

“The Lovers… The Fool… and… ah; The Emperor.”

She smiled and continued, "A journey begins with a step into the unknown," pointing to ‘The Fool’.

"The Lovers indicate a connection..." Her eyes flicked to our intertwined hands. "...A choice or a partnership that is significant to your path."

Jenna squeezed my hand gently and leaned in closer to whisper in my ear. "Told you this would be fun," she murmured, her breath hot against my skin. The ‘Emperor’ card seemed to stare back at me with authority and challenge.

"Strength and discipline. A new sense of power is emerging within you," analyzed the psychic before shifting her gaze towards Jenna. "But be wary," she cautioned. "Power can be intoxicating."

Jenna touched my shoulder and leaned over the psychic’s table. “Now, tell Blane here his future.”

The psychic’s dark, almond-shaped eyes locked with mine.

A shiver ran down my spine as she began to shuffle the tarot deck with a hypnotic grace. The cards whispered across the cloth-covered table, and Jenna's scent, a mix of cotton candy and jasmine, teased my senses as she watched with eager anticipation.

"Well, Blane," the psychic started, her voice smooth like velvet.

"Let's see what the cards have in store for you." She fanned them out before me. "Pick three cards without thinking too much about it."

I hesitated, the weight of Jenna's gaze sitting heavily upon me. But something about this moment felt bigger than my anxiety—like I was at a crossroads. I selected three cards and laid them face down on the table.

The psychic turned over the first card: The Six of Swords. "Ah," she exclaimed, "a journey is to begin. One of self-discovery and new experiences. You will embark on a path that may seem foolish to others, but necessary for you."

Lisa nudged Jenna with her elbow and whispered something into her ear that earned a soft chuckle. But Jenna just smiled at me with an encouraging nod.

The second card was revealed: The Tower.

The psychic's brow furrowed slightly. "Disruption," she declared. "It will shake your foundations, challenge your norms."

She peered deeper into my eyes, and for a second, I felt as if she saw right through me.

My heart pounded in my chest as the third card was flipped over: The High Priestess.

"Ah, of course; transformation awaits you," said the psychic in an ominous tone, as if reciting a prophecy from ancient times.

"You are destined to transform into something beyond your current self," she said.

“My current self? What does it mean?” I asked.

“Well,” the woman said, peering down at the cards. “I’m sensing a transformation that weaves you closer with… femininity.”

Lisa snorted before the psychic could finish. "Wait—are you saying he’s going to turn into a woman?"

There was an uncomfortable silence following Lisa’s teasing question; the kind where everyone could feel the tension rise like heat from pavement on a scorching day.

“Lisa, stop,” Jenna said, rolling her eyes.

Meanwhile, my breath hitched in my throat as the psychic smiled.

“If you wish to know the truth; yes,” she nodded. "The essence of femininity is strong around you." Her eyes never left mine; it was a look that seemed too sincere to be mocking—a look that told me she spoke her truth earnestly.

Jenna didn't laugh nor tease; her hand remained on my shoulder, providing an unexpected comfort in this bizarre moment.

"Interesting," Jenna finally said, breaking the silence with genuine curiosity—rather than malice—In her voice.

Lisa bit her lip, trying to stifle further laughter as she glanced between us all. Jenna reprimanded her friend, but it did little to stifle her amusement.

This, of course, made me feel worse than ever.

Attempting to deflect from the heavy revelation, I chuckled awkwardly and shrugged off Jenna's hand. "Well, we can't all be daring adventurers or knights in shining armor," I joked feebly.

For an instant, amidst all my embarrassment and vulnerability, I caught sight of something in Jenna’s expression that suggested understanding—an unexpected connection forming over some silly tarot cards—and I wondered if, despite the ridiculous conclusion from the psychic, if Jenna wasn’t attracted to me.

Jenna turned toward Lisa. “Aren’t you going to have your fortune told?”

Lisa shook her head, clearly rattled from the news I’d been given—despite how funny she found it. “I don’t need her telling me I’m supposed to be an icky guy or something,” he said.

"We should probably head back to Derek and Mike," Lisa said after a thoughtful pause.

“Do we?” I said, unable to hide my contempt.

As we stumbled out into the fading sunlight of the fairgrounds, I found myself strangely buoyed by Jenna's support.

Still, I went forward unable to think of anything but what had happened inside the tent. My thoughts churned endlessly with the psychic's words, my self-image fluttering like a banner in the wind.

The air outside was thick with the smell of popcorn and roasting peanuts, a stark contrast to the musky incense of the tent.

Derek and Mike were leaning against a nearby post, each with an oversized stuffed animal won from one of the games. Of course, they gave the stuffed animals to each of the girls and wrapped their arms around their waists.

After all that nonsense with the psychic, I knew didn’t stand a chance. How could I expect a hot girl like Jenna to have any interest in me when she heard a psychic tell me that I am supposed to be a woman?

It was the most emasculating thing ever and I didn’t know how I would overcome it. Anger bubbled within me, but, as usual, I was too timid to act on it.

"So, what kind of witchcraft did they pull on you in there, huh?" Mike jeered playfully as we approached.

"Nothing much," I replied, trying to appear as nonchalant as possible. "Just the usual fortune-teller spiel. It was obviously a racket, just like the rest of the carnival."

Jenna shot me a quick and curious glance—as if she enjoyed sharing a little secret with me from Mike and Derek—and then she turned to the others. "I think it's about time we went for that Ferris wheel ride, don't you think?"

As a group, we made our way through the laughter and commotion of the fair, heading towards the towering structure adorned with twinkling lights.

The line for the Ferris wheel was long but moved quickly, giving us little time for further conversation about the psychic's reading.

Once at the front of the queue, Jenna pulled me aside. "Let's get our own gondola," she whispered.

My pulse quickened at her suggestion; in her presence, I felt an exhilarating mix of nerves and excitement.

Was she really willing to leave Derek’s side to ride with me? And why? I must’ve looked like a pathetic mess next to my two alpha friends, especially after the psychic’s little “diagnosis.”

Still, my body was hot and hard at the hopes of having a private space to hold hands and—with any luck—make out with Jenna. Nothing would have better made up for my humiliation than that.

We stepped into our own cage as Derek and Mike took one with Lisa ahead of us.

Derek looked thoroughly pissed, flashing a glare in my direction. I couldn’t help but wink in his direction and smile.

The Ferris wheel began its gradual ascent, and the ground fell away beneath us. With each rotation, we were lifted higher into the sky until all the fairground lights blurred into a carpet of jewels stretching out into the night.

Jenna leaned against the railing, looking out over the fair.

The night breeze lifted strands of her hair, and she brushed them back absentmindedly. I could smell the scent of her shampoo and perfume as the wind swept it over me. I felt as if I was falling in love with a girl who, only an hour earlier, had been a stranger.

For several minutes we rode in silence—the only sound was our carriage creaking in rhythm with the wheel's rotations.

"You know," Jenna said finally, turning to face me. "When that psychic talked about transformation... It doesn't have to be literal." She took my hand in hers; it was warm and firm—a surprising gesture that sent my heart racing.

I couldn’t believe she was treating me so nicely.

"Everyone goes through changes," she continued. "And sometimes… it’s those changes that make us who we are meant to be. You know?"

I looked down at our interlaced fingers and then back up at her, seeing not just beauty but strength in her eyes—a depth I hadn't noticed before. Maybe this night wasn't about trying to be someone else to impress her or anyone else; maybe for once, I was enough.

As we reached the apex of the ride, Jenna leaned closer to me, her voice was almost a murmur now. "Personally, I bet you’d make a really sexy girl."

In that instant, surrounded by stars and lost in Jenna's gaze, adrenaline coursed in my veins. Was I hearing her correctly? I felt myself growing hard in my shorts as she licked her lips and eyed me with a big, beaming gaze.

I didn’t know how to respond to this remark, except to give a nervous chuckle and say, “You really think so?”

Jenna nodded and giggled, “Maybe sometime you’ll have to dress up for me.”

This got my heart racing in my chest. I thought, surely, Jenna was only trying to mess with my head or something. But she seemed dead-serious.

The wheel’s descent began and we came back toward reality; the same reality in which Jenna left me again for the familiarity of Derek’s arms.

But I didn’t mind, because for the rest of the night, Jenna kept sending glances my way with little winks and grins that made me think that she liked me more than Derek.

That night, the girls exchanged numbers with my buddies.

To my surprise, Jenna turned to me and asked for my number too. I gave it, my voice barely above a whisper, wondering if she was just trying to make me feel included.

Her eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t place, and then she tucked her phone back into her pocket.

“See you boys later,” she said, and Lisa nodded. But when Lisa’s gaze met mine, her smile faded into a look of disgust and she rolled her eyes.

I couldn’t believe how opposite the two girls were, but I was grateful to have found Jenna, who, to my shock, pecked me with a kiss on my cheek before departing. This was enough to carry me all night long on a euphoric high.

After the girls left, Derek really let me have it.

“Way to cockblock me, bro,” He punched my shoulder playfully, but strong enough that it slightly hurt.

“What did I do? I didn’t make her hang out with me,” I said.

“How did you even manage to keep stealing Jenna’s attention like that?” Derek asked me with a contemptuous tone.

“Yeah,” Mike snorted. “What did the psychic say in there? That you’ve got a big dick or something? Jenna was all over you ever since.”

“What are you guys talking about? She was under Derek’s arm all night long,” I retorted, desperate not to answer the question Mike had posed.

“Whatever,” Derek rolled his eyes as we headed back to his truck and hopped in.

Slipping behind the steering wheel of his car he continued, “Just promise me. If she calls you, you’ll ignore it. Let me have her. I saw her first. You don’t want to be an asshole who breaks the ‘guy code,’ do you?”

I wasn’t about to promise Derek anything; not with Jenna’s attention on the line. So, I gave a vague nod. Fortunately, it was enough to satisfy him, and we headed out.
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The sunlight seeped through the blinds, painting stripes across my face as I groggily reached for the vibrating phone on my nightstand.

I squinted at the caller ID; it was Jenna.

Confusion washed over me as my finger hesitated above the 'Answer' button. I never expected her to call in a million years. I especially never expected her to call the next morning.

My heart pounded as, finally, I slid my finger and answered the call.

"Hello?" I answered, my voice still gravelly from sleep.

"Hey, Blane! Did you just wake up?" Jenna's voice was bright and cheerful, but there was a hint of something else in her tone that I couldn't place; an excitement for something.

"Yeah," I admitted, sitting up. "We got in late from the fair last night. Derek and Mike wanted to go bar hopping and looking for girls."

It wasn’t a lie, and I couldn’t help but get in a few jabs at Derek, in the event it might help sway Jenna’s opinion away from him.

"I had so much fun last night." The mattress dipped under me as I shifted to get more comfortable. "Derek and Mike are so funny," she added with a laugh.

Dejected, I rolled my eyes and ran my hand through my hair. I forced a laugh and, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, said, "Yeah, they can be… something, huh?"

There was a pause, and I could hear her take a breath—as if she were about to broach another topic.

"So, that psychic reading was pretty crazy, huh?" Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper.

"A shocker for sure," I replied, unable to force any true enthusiasm. I figured this could only work in my favor, anyway—playing it cool. Because, in reality, images of tarot cards flashed through my mind all night long.

"I guess only time will tell if her predictions come true," Jenna giggled softly. "Maybe you're already on your way to becoming a woman—you never know."

The way she said it—teasing, yet with an undertone of curiosity—sent a shiver down my spine. Did she remember how the mention of femininity had made me blush last night?

"Maybe," I said with a grimace. The last thing I wanted was to be reminded of the tarot cards and my ‘destiny’ as a woman. My stomach felt a knot as Jenna brought it up, since I was hoping that maybe she had forgotten all about it.

There was another silence from her. But this one felt charged; full of unspoken questions and possibilities.

"Hey… Blane?" Jenna finally broke the silence.

"I don't have any plans today and was wondering... would you like to come over? We can hang out, maybe watch a movie or something."

Her tone surprised me, almost as if she was nervous for some reason.

I sat up straighter, surprised by her invitation. "Uh, definitely. Sure," I found myself saying without hesitation. "That sounds great."

"Cool! Come over whenever you're ready. We'll have the place to ourselves," she said. Her tone seemed innocent enough, yet loaded with all sorts of implications.

"All right," I replied, my heart beginning to race with anticipation. "I'll see you soon, then."

"Can't wait," Jenna said before we both hung up.

As I set my phone down and let out a deep breath I hadn't realized I’d been holding, I knew today might just redefine everything.
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Jenna's door swung open, revealing her in a casual, yet alluring outfit—a loose, off-shoulder camisole that gave just a hint of the lacy bra beneath, along with a pair of soft, well-worn jeans that hugged her curves like they were molded for them.

Of course, the moment I saw this my heart began to pound in my chest. She looked even hotter than I remembered, and had even seemed to put herself together a bit more for my arrival.

Her hair cascaded down in auburn waves, and her smile was as inviting as the warm glow that emanated around her in the afternoon sunlight.

"Hey Blane," she chimed, stepping aside to let me in. "You're right on time. I hope you like ‘Rocky Horror Picture Show.’"

I chuckled nervously as I walked past her, the scent of her perfume subtly wrapping around me.

"Um, totally; who doesn't?" I replied, attempting to sound more confident than I was, considering I had never seen the movie.

We settled onto opposite ends of the sofa as Jenna hit play on the movie. The space between us seemed to crackle with an unspoken tension; every glance she shot my way felt heavy with meaning—or at the very least, mystery.

As we watched the movie, Jenna's laughter filled the room; light but somehow intimate.

Halfway through the movie, Jenna got up and went to the kitchen. I heard the familiar popping sounds, followed by Jenna returning triumphantly with a big bowl of popcorn. She sat closer this time, our knees almost touching.

"This is my favorite part," Jenna said, pointing at a scene with a sparkle in her eyes. "I love this song.”

I then heard the song ‘Sweet Transvestite’ playing in the movie and felt conflicted. What did it mean? Was she joking, or was she being serious? And the more of the movie we watched, the more I realized that her choice could not have been a coincidence, but must have been a deliberate choice.

“Sometimes if you want something, you just have to make it yourself, huh?” She said, referring to the main character creating his own human being.

"Yeah," I agreed softly, watching how her fingers occasionally brushed mine as we both reached into the popcorn bowl.

As the film's credits rolled up and the lights on screen dimmed, Jenna muted the TV and turned towards me with a curious expression that made my heart skip a beat.

"So..." She hesitated for a moment before continuing. "Have you thought any more about what the psychic told you?"

I felt a flush rise to my cheeks and shifted awkwardly on the cushion. "A little bit," I muttered, unable to look directly at her. “But I really don’t want to think about all that. I’m not a girl. I’m not trying to be a girl, you know? I think she was just joking around with me.”

"Blane," Jenna started gently, "I know it's probably super weird to think about... but if you ever did want to explore that side of yourself—or any side, really—you know I'd be here for you."

My eyes finally met hers, searching for any sign of jest or mockery. There was none—only sincerity shone back.

"Thanks,” was all I could say, even though the last thing I wanted was for her to think I desired to be a woman. I might not have been the most alpha of my friend group, but I was no girl, and I’d hoped she would realize this, already.

I didn’t need Jenna thinking of me as a girl; that wouldn’t help my chances with her, I figured.

Jenna reached out and took my hand in hers; it felt warm and reassuring.

"Of course." She gave me an encouraging squeeze. "Don't worry. Your secret will be safe with me." Her eyes held mine with an intensity that made everything else seem to fade away.

“My… secret?” I asked, confused.

“Come on. I want to show you something.” She tugged me up from the couch and led me upstairs. We entered her bedroom and my pulse kicked up a notch.

Was she going to strip for me? Were we going to have sex? After all, she wanted to show me something.

The clasp of the lock clicked into place with an ominous finality, and I felt my heart rate quicken.

Jenna turned to me, her gaze lingering with intent, yet her smile held a playful edge that confused and enticed me at the same time. Her bedroom was a sanctuary of femininity, adorned with silky fabrics and soft lighting that cast a warm glow on her delicate features.

As Jenna brushed past me, her perfume enveloped my senses, that familiar jasmine scent from the night before.

I stood rooted to the spot, watching as she reached into her dresser and produced a delicate thong and matching bra. The pink lace shimmered like a tease, promising a forbidden adventure I hadn't known I was seeking.

She approached me with the bra and thong draped over one arm, the suggestion in her voice laced with mischief.

"I want to see you in these," she said, each word dropping like honey. "You'll look so pretty."

My throat felt dry, my pulse thrummed in my ears.

This was uncharted territory for me; I had never contemplated wearing women's lingerie.

But something about Jenna's confidence made me want to surrender to the moment, to indulge in whatever game she wished to play. I was too desperate for her affections; she was beautiful, but she also seemed to treat me like a human being, and not dirt, like so many other girls.

But, was she seriously trying to turn me into a girl? I’d told her I was a guy, yet here she was, holding up a thong and bra.

And the worst part was that I was not opposed to it, now that I saw her holding it all up and biting her lip in such a seductive manner.

"Okay," I said with a hesitation that belied my growing curiosity. It was as if the words blurted out of me, before I had a chance to think it over.

My hands trembled slightly as I took the offered items from her. My fingers traced the intricate patterns of the lace before I began to undress.

I had never been so nervous as I was, about to get naked in front of the hottest girl who had ever paid me the time of day.

Jenna's eyes followed every movement as I stepped out of my clothes, leaving vulnerability in their wake.

Her gaze lingered on my cock and I blushed knowing she could now see how small I was.

But to my surprise, she did not laugh; instead, licked her lips as if she saw something she liked.

I slid the thong up my legs, feeling the unfamiliar snugness and softness against my skin. I felt it slip between my butt cheeks and the wedgie felt strangely nice pushing against my ass and slinging around my dick and balls.

I gave an embarrassed chuckle and, next came the bra, which proved trickier; Jenna stepped forward to help me adjust the straps and clasp it at the back.

Her touch sent shivers down my spine, igniting fires within me that I had struggled to define until now. She circled around me slowly—her inspection both unnerving and thrilling—as though she were admiring her handiwork.

"I was right," Jenna murmured approvingly, "you do look pretty." Her fingers grazed my shoulder before she leaned in closer, her breath hot against my earlobe.

The uncertainty of what this meant for us danced through my mind.

Did this really turn her on? As my own cock grew hard, I realized that it turned me on, and I wasn’t sure what to think of that. But I felt my dick growing hard inside the tight silky pouch of the thong. The sensation of the fabric against the head of my dick only made me more aroused, and I shuddered with want.

Jenna stepped back and regarded me with eyes that seemed to pierce through to my very core. Without another word, she moved towards her closet and invited me over with a gesture of her fingers.

Swallowing hard, I joined her across the room.

The distance between our bodies was mere inches now. My cock continued pulsing against the constraints of pink lace as we entered into the closet together.

The air was still and quiet, and I could feel Jenna’s warmth nearby. I could smell her floral scent.

Jenna's gaze was appraising, but not cold—there was a fire there that matched the heat building within me. She reached for a hanger that held a skin-tight blue dress and pulled it off the rack.

“Now, I want to see you in this,” she said, turning toward me. I nodded and lifted my arms.

As the dress came down over my head, I was engulfed in its soft embrace. It clung to every part of me, outlining my shape in ways I'd never experienced. I feared the bulge in the thong would ruin the silhouette, but Jenna only smiled as she smoothed the fabric down my body with deft fingers—her hands brushing against my cock made me gasp.

“Whoops,” she said with a giggle, as her hand bumped into my bulge.

Her touch lingered there longer than necessary, sending a jolt of electricity through me. The brief touch was both an acknowledgment and a tease. She stepped back, examining me once again as the dress settled into place, sculpting my frame into something new, something feminine.

Then came her whispered words, heavy with implication: "You like being dressed up like a pretty girl, don't you?"

I could have denied it. I could have laughed it off as a game. I could have told her I hated every moment of it; that I was meant to be a man.

But my body was honest, even if my mouth struggled to form words. My dick was hard; a betray of any plans to pretend I was turned-off by Jenna’s dress up game.

I swallowed hard, feeling my cheeks flush with heat—a mix of humiliation and raw excitement.

"Yes," came my choked admission.

Jenna's eyes sparkled with triumph and desire.

She reached out to tilt my chin up and her lips curved into a mischievous grin.

"Good boy," she teased, though something in her tone suggested she might soon choose another word to describe me. A word like girl.

She took my hand and pulled me back into the room toward a small vanity.

Once there, she sat me down in front of it, forcing me to face my reflection; A lean, pretty-looking boy wearing a blue dress.

But the humiliation subsided the longer I was in Jenna’s presence. Dressing up as a girl felt like second-nature around her; as if we were just two friends having a little fun.

She leaned over me, her breasts brushing against my shoulder, and opened a drawer that contained an assortment of cosmetics.

"Now for makeup," she declared confidently as if she had done this many times before.

“Um, makeup?” I asked, nervous. “Are you sure we should do that? I thought we were just being kinky.”

“Shh…” Jenna pressed her finger to her lips and smiled.

My heart raced as she began to apply foundation to my face with practiced strokes.

“Just let it happen, Blane. Let me turn you into what you were always supposed to be.”

In the mirror, I watched as she transformed me further—my masculine edges softened by powder, eyeliner accentuating my gaze, mascara elongating my lashes to flutter with each nervous blink.

Jenna hummed softly as she worked on me like an artist absorbed in her canvas—the brushstrokes of blush on my cheeks somehow making this feel even more intimate than if we were naked together.

By the time she finished with the lipstick—choosing a glossy pink shade that matched the lingerie—I barely recognized myself in the mirror.

Jenna stood back once more; her work was nearly complete.

“Wait here,” she said, disappearing into her closet.

She returned with a pair of pink high heels and a blond wig that almost perfectly matched my own blond color.

She secured the wig to my head with a couple of pins and helped my feet into the heels.

I couldn’t believe it. The heels were a perfect fit.

She lifted me to standing and brought me over to a full-length mirror in the corner of her room. I felt clumsy in the heels, but I managed to stay upright.

I gasped, catching sight of my reflection in the full-length mirror.

The skin-tight blue dress hugged every curve of my body, accentuating my newfound curves, thanks to the lacy pink bra and thong.

I couldn't believe it was me staring back at me. My cock throbbed against the fabric of the dress, increasing my humiliation tenfold.

"Jenna... what have you...?" I couldn't finish my sentence, rendered speechless by the image before me.

"Blane? Is that really you?" she teased, feigning surprise. "My goodness, you make a beautiful girl."

Her voice dripped with sarcasm but I could hear the undertone of excitement in her voice. It sent shivers down my spine.

"I... I don't know what to say," I stammered, unable to tear my eyes away from my reflection.

I couldn't deny that part of me liked the way the dress accentuated my figure, even if it felt wrong on so many levels.

"Come here, Blane," Jenna purred, walking toward the bed. "Let's see how well you can walk in those heels."

Nervously, I tottered over to her in the high heels she had picked out for me earlier.

I moved as gracefully as I could across the carpeted floor, each step an attempt to embody the femininity that Jenna saw in me. My movements were shaky, but with each step, I felt more and more like the woman I saw in the mirror.

It was terrifying and thrilling all at once.

"There," she said with satisfaction. "Now you're not just dressed like a pretty girl—you are one."

And it was then that I saw in her eyes something beyond mere playfulness or seduction; there was a sense of wonderment—as if she had revealed a truth about me that even I hadn't fully grasped.

I hated what she was doing to me, but my body certainly did not. I was hard the entire time—my dick pushing achingly against the inside of my thong.

Jenna brushed a few strands of hair away from my face, then whispered, “There’s more. Get on the bed for me. On your hands and knees. Be a good girl.”

And there it was. The word ‘girl’.

I should do what she says. I want to be a good girl for her, I thought. Quickly after, I reprimanded myself. What is wrong with me? I’m NOT a girl. Why am I thinking like this?

But I did as she instructed, lowering myself onto the plush bedding on my hands and knees.

The lace of the thong caressed the tautness between my legs, creating a stark contrast between my arousal and the vulnerability of my position.

Jenna disappeared for a moment then returned, leaning over me. I felt her breath against my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

She secured my wrists with a silk scarf, knotting it deftly above my head as my face buried itself into the comforter.

I realized then that I was at her mercy, and my heart raced with excitement and fear.

Each movement cinched my submission tighter, and when she tied a matching scarf around my ankles, I was completely bound. A pleasant tightness spread across my skin where the fabric bit into it.

Jenna's fingers then began their dance across my body, tracing lines over the blue dress that hugged every curve.

I strained against the scarves, feeling them hold fast. Her touch wandered with purpose, igniting fires just beneath my flesh. My skin was covered in goosebumps as her fingers danced.

"Such a beautiful sight," Jenna whispered close to my ear, her voice dripping with lust and something akin to pride.

"You've embraced this feminine side of you so naturally. Tell me how it feels.”

I choked out the word, “good,” even though humiliation coursed through my veins. This wasn’t the afternoon I’d expected at all.

This wasn’t the way I’d wanted Jenna to see me. I had never felt less like a man in all my life. And now, I was there atop the bed, before the girl of my dreams—looking every bit like a guy, and not a boy.

I knew Jenna looked at me with contempt; looked at me like every other girl, with disappointment and disgust at how pathetic I was, being a short, slender boy, and not a big, strong man like the guys they craved.

But if this was what she wanted— to see me dressed up as a girl—then this is what I’d give her. This was the best I would be able to do with a girl like Jenna, and so I was going to take advantage of it.

And I couldn’t deny that the longer I wore this dress, the more confident I began to feel in it. I hated this, but I couldn’t fight it for much longer—not with Jenna’s touch validating my arousal.

I’d never felt so pretty and beautiful in all my life as I did on all fours, tied up in the delicate scarves, smelling of perfume and wearing dainty, soft girlish clothing. I was rock-hard in my thong, and felt my asshole pucker as Jenna’s finger teased my butt cheeks beneath the dress.

And then, with a quick motion, Jenna lifted the hem of my dress just enough to expose me fully from behind.

The cool air brushed against my heated skin and I gasped at the contact. She brushed her fingers over my thong, tugging at the strap between my cheeks.

“Mm, fuck,” I swallowed.

She slid it to the side and I felt the cool air on my tight, bald asshole. She ran her knuckle over my hole, making it pucker instinctively.

Then, suddenly, there was a slick pressure teasing at my entrance—the unmistakable sensation of lube being applied generously.

"Are you ready for more?" Jenna's voice was like velvet laced with steel. “I want to make you feel like a girl, inside and out.”

I swallowed again. “Um, I… what are we doing?” I asked.

“Say it in a girl’s voice, please,” Jenna directed. “Speak like the pretty girl you are.”

So, I repeated the question, raising my voice. This brought a curl to Jenna’s lips.

“Good,” she said. “We’re going to make an official girl.”

I could barely nod, anticipation tightening around every muscle. My heart pounded in tandem with a deep yearning that threatened to consume me whole.

In one smooth motion, Jenna suddenly entered me slowly with a slender finger—experimentally at first—and then deeply as she found a rhythm that made every fiber of my being sing with pleasure and sweet pain.

“Ugh, mm,” I groaned. I couldn’t believe what she was doing; exploring such an intimate and dirty part of me, and so soon.

My moans filled Jenna's bedroom, mixing with her murmurs of approval and encouragement.

She explored and claimed me with each thrust; her free hand roamed over my body in bold strokes that branded me hers.

The line between humiliation and ecstasy blurred as Jenna continued to push me further into this new realm of sensation and identity.

With each movement within me, every brush of her palm against lace-clad flesh, I lost myself in the transformation that Jenna had given me—finding liberation in surrendering to her like a ‘good girl.’

The cool air of the room kissed my heated skin as Jenna withdrew her finger and my hole puckered, leaving me yearning for more.

The sound of a drawer opening piqued my curiosity, and Jenna returned—this time to my side—and waved a strap-on in my face.

Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I awaited her next move.

My heart sped as I realized Jenna’s plan.

The head of the strap-on pressed against my lips, feeling firm yet yielding. Jenna's warm breath caressed my ear, her voice a sensual whisper.

"Suck it, Blaney." I hesitated, but finally, I opened my mouth, and she guided the shaft inch by slow inch, filling me up. I figured it was somewhere around seven inches long, and as thick as my wrist.

I obeyed her command, parting my lips and allowing the silicone cock to enter my mouth.

My tongue eagerly lapped at the head, tracing each ridge and vein, exploring every inch of this foreign yet arousing intruder. My mind swirled with anticipation as I took more of the shaft, my jaw stretching to accommodate her commanding presence of the big, purple cock.

Jenna maintained a slow, sensual rhythm and then removed the strap-on from my mouth.

Eyes locked on hers, I watched as she peeled off her shirt and bra in one fluid motion.

Her breasts spilled free from their confinement; perfect mounds of pert flesh that begged to be worshipped. Goosebumps formed on her skin as cool air caressed her hardened nipples.

Slowly, achingly so, Jenna slid her jeans down her hips, revealing a pair of damp panties that clung deliciously to her slick folds.

Her hand then moved between her legs, fingers teasing along the fabric, eliciting a sharp intake of breath that reverberated through the room. I was transfixed by the slow dance of Jenna's strip-tease, each movement calculated to torment me with desire.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down with graceful deliberation. The soft fabric skimmed down her long legs, and she stepped out of them with a grace that sent shivers down my spine.

All that remained was her bare skin, glowing in the dim light, an invitation to explore every inch of her.

Jenna stood before me for a moment, her gaze smoldering. Then she turned her back to me, bending slightly to pick up the strap-on from where it lay beside the bed. She slid it up her long legs and secured it around her waist.

“Are you ready to be a girl, Blaney?” She smiled.

She checked the fit, running her hands along the straps that hugged her hips, making minor adjustments until satisfied. Then she turned to face me again; her eyes alight with a hunger that mirrored my own.

She bit her lip and giggled. “It’s time for you to learn your place, Blaney. Guys like Derek and Mike? You’re not like them. You’re a nice boy. You’re weak and harmless. And because of that, I know you will be a much better girl than you ever were a guy.”

Of course, I was beyond humiliated, but I was too damn horny for my own good.

She moved closer, allowing me to drink in every detail: the way her muscles moved beneath her skin, the flush of arousal on her cheeks, the glinting strap-on now an extension of her commanding presence.

She positioned herself behind me, hands caressing my backside before delivering a sharp spank that jolts a gasp from my lips.

The head of the fake purple cock then pressed against my hole; its presence insistent yet patient.

I arched my back waiting for the big tool to claim me completely.

The first push of the toy was gentle yet determined, nudging past resistance into a place that sent shivers up my spine and pulled a gasp from my lips.

“Ugh, fuck,” I grunted.

Jenna paused and giggled. “That’s it. Open your boy-pussy for it, Blaney,” she smiled. “Let the cock use your body as it wishes. Remember; you’re here to serve dick from now-on.”

She waited for a moment longer, allowing me to adjust to the fullness, her hands caressing my sides soothingly.

"Take a deep breath and relax," she whispered into my ear, her breath hot against my neck. “It will make it easier for your virgin hole to take it.”

I exhaled deeply and on the next slow thrust, she sunk deeper into me. My senses were ablaze with pleasure I had never known—a heady mix of pain and sweet release as Jenna began to move with more assurance.

“Fuck,” I groaned over and over. The pain was unbearable, but I was determined to not let Jenna make an even bigger fool of me. I was going to ride it out no matter what. But the pain was so excruciating, it was almost too much to take.

The fat, uncaring dildo pumped into my butt, back and forth, while Jenna moaned with utter delight.

Her hips found a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart as she fucked me. With each thrust, the lace of my thong shifted against my skin and the heels forced my body into an arch that made me impossibly open to her power over me.

My dick throbbed in my thong and I groaned in a high octave, fully surrendering into the alter-ego Jenna had constructed for me. I knew I couldn’t fight it; it was time to submit.

We moved together; each thrust ensuring I remained submissive.

“That’s it, Blaney; ugh, yes… yes!” Jenna moaned.

Jenna's grip on my hips was unyielding, pulling me back onto her with every stroke. Her moans became my mantra as we edged closer and closer to oblivion.

Jenna's pace quickened and I could hear her own breaths becoming labored as she worked the strap-on in and out. The slap of flesh echoed by each stroke sent waves of pleasure radiating through me.

I could feel the sticky strings of pre-cum cold and gooey inside the pouch of my thong; evidence that the dildo was bringing my body to a new level of pleasure.

My legs trembled and we both moaned. The scent of her perfume mixed with mine, and for a moment, I felt as though we were a pair of lesbians, embracing in the dirtiest way ever. My masculinity was now nonexistence—and I did not mind.

In fact, I was ready to explode with ecstasy as I freed myself from the “shackles” of my boring, old persona.

I was Jenna’s, now—utterly and completely—in this dance of domination and surrender.

As Jenna's movements became more fervent, something within me trembled and broke free.

“Oh, ugh… oh fuck!” I cried out at the top of my lungs. I hadn’t even expected to cum. But suddenly, I felt the familiar waves of tension throughout my body. My dick was limp, yet began to spurt out hot, sticky ropes of cum.

The orgasm that ripped through me was like nothing I had experienced—intense and feminine in its nature—leaving me shaking and breathless beneath Jenna; my panties soaked with my own cum by the end of it, all from Jenna’s dildo pounding my butt.

I hadn’t once touched my dick. It was as if Jenna had found my “g-spot!”

As if inspired by my orgasm, Jenna slipped into one of her own. She began to pound my butt so hard and fast that all I could focus on was the pain of being split open around the dildo, even in my pleasure.

But Jenna didn’t care. Her body trembled and she shook with euphoria. I looked back to see her face flushed and tight as she orgasmed and shook the silence of the bedroom with her roars.

We huffed for breath and, together, moaned like puddles of sex; formless and weak.

Finally, we started to come down from our explosion.

And in the aftermath, as our breathing slowed, Jenna carefully withdrew from me and untied the silk scarves binding my limbs. I felt my asshole throb and crave to be stuffed all over again. I wondered if this is how a vagina felt when a big dick withdrew.

Jenna wrapped her arms around me, pulling my body against hers in an embrace that was both protective and possessive.

"You are beautiful," she murmured softly into my wig-cloaked hair.

And in that moment, cradled by Jenna's strength and enveloped by my new identity, I believed it.

The journey had been one of vulnerability and discovery—and it was only just beginning.

Jenna had guided me through every moment, ensuring that fulfillment came not just from pleasure but also from embracing who I was meant to be with her.

“You did it,” Jenna said. “I knew you would. I knew you really were supposed to be a girl.”

“You think so?” I said, smiling. It felt right. Somehow, it felt so fucking right.

“Lisa is going to love having you in our clique,” Jenna smiled.

“She didn’t seem like she liked me very much,” I reminded her.

“Because she didn’t like you as a boy. But now? You’re a girl, just like us. You’ll get to wear pretty clothes and watch boys at the mall with us. Maybe you can even hook up with a few of them, like Lisa and I do.”

The very idea brought my heart back to a gallop. I wasn’t gay, but the idea of being so hot that I could wrangle a horny, hungry college boy, was already making my dick hard all over again. I couldn’t help but imagine a real dick in place of the dildo that had literally fucked the cum out of me only moments before.

“Welcome to girlhood,” Jenna smiled.

As surreal—and strange—as it was, all I could do was smile right back at her!


PROJECT FEMBOY


As the meeting dwindled to a close, Madyson could feel the thick air of excitement mingling with the musky scent of the old library room where their coven-like circle convened.

The flickering candles cast dancing shadows on the walls, imbuing the gathering with a sense of ancient ritual.

Madyson’s heart raced at the thought of the challenge laid out before each girl in the group; it was more than just an assignment. It was a test—a measure of their influence and power.

Madyson barely listened as Brianna, their fearless leader with raven hair that cascaded over her shoulders in waves of rebellion, reiterated the details of their mission.

Each member had to find a male student on campus and coax him into fully embracing his feminine side; dressing him up and making him into a beautiful girl—and then, treating him as one.

The project wasn't about mockery or humiliation.

It was an act of empowerment—dispelling gender norms and allowing someone to explore a part of themselves often kept dormant by societal chains, only with a little bit of “nudging.”

But to Madyson, it was also a game—one she intended to win.

She pondered over her potential targets as she twirled a lock of her golden hair absently between her fingers.

The scene around her seemed to blur as she visualized the girls’ volleyball court where she played as team captain—a hunting ground that was surprisingly ripe with prey.

There was Tim, the eager team manager, always fawning over her with puppy-dog eyes that yearned for approval.

He would be malleable; he already hung on her every word and gesture.

Then there was Kelvin from her biology class; a quiet and introspective freshman who often stole glances at her and turned away, red-faced and embarrassed, when she would catch him.

Kelvin seemed simple-minded but observant—the kind who noticed subtleties and appreciated them—but who might be very impressionable to a beautiful, strong girl like Madyson. She wondered if he might appreciate this new world that she could show him.

He was short and slender and mostly ineffectual as a college boy. Though he was cute, he was more “pretty” than he was “hot.” He was the sort that girls might consider a good friend, but never a boyfriend—and certainly not a lover or hook-up partner. When Madyson looked at Kelvin, she did not see anything sexual about him.

From the small-talk she had made with him, Madyson knew he was single and that he seemed far too timid to ever find a girlfriend.

“You all know what you have to do,” Brianna smiled. “Find your boy and turn him into a girl. And remember, you must record video footage as proof that you completed your homework project for the month. On the first, we will meet again and share our discoveries,” she explained, as a devilish grin formed on her lips.

This concluded their session; the secret, monthly meeting of ten feminists within the Bi Delta Fappa sorority. The group had been meeting for the past two years, unbeknownst to most anybody on campus; even most of their own sorority sisters were unaware of the group’s existence, because the group was invitation-only, for girls who displayed exceptional feminine power and influence.

Madyson had been invited a year earlier when she was a junior in college. She was already a Bi Delta Fappa sister, but the secretive group wasted no time recruiting her into their ranks. She was nearly six-feet tall, with a slender, athletic build earned from her time as team captain of the University women’s volleyball team.

But her athleticism was rivaled by her beauty, which, thanks to her height, was enough to have modelling agencies handing her their business cards whenever she and her girlfriends would downtown out for weekend outings.

Madyson was well-aware of her desirability on campus, as the many guys who approached her at the student union made clear.

However, she wasn't drawn to the arrogant, macho types that seemed to flock towards her. In fact, those types of guys repulsed her, as did most forms of masculinity.

Instead, she found herself drawn to the quieter, more timid boys; the ones who were often overlooked by most girls for being too skinny or nerdy. She couldn’t deny that she liked their vulnerability; she liked how easy they seemed for a domineering girl like her to manipulate.

She never felt a strong sexual attraction to any guy, but it was enough that she knew she could wield her charms over them and use her sexuality as a tool, if necessary, without compromising her values.

But Madyson's attraction to girls was much stronger than her preference for boys.

She dated boys mostly for appearances' sake and to please her parents, but she truly enjoyed hooking up with and sleeping with girls—especially athletic ones like herself. But she had a soft spot for girly-girls, and the fact that they often let her take charge in their steamy encounters.

Madyson liked her life off the volleyball court to be the same as on it; with her running everything.

As the girls began to file out, whispering and giggling conspiratorially about their plans, Madyson remained seated, savoring the last tendrils of anticipation that clung to the room like cobwebs.

She relished this thrill—this sweet tension before action took hold, not unlike the moments just before the beginning of an important volleyball game.

Finally standing, Madyson rubbed her hands against thighs, clad in black leggings, feeling its soft fabric against her skin, and smiled deviously.

She'd always had a way with people—a magnetic pull that left others either eager to please or helplessly enchanted by her. Turning a boy into a girl seemed almost too easy for someone like her. But she did not take the challenge lightly, either.

She pondered the idea of dressing a boy in girl’s clothing, wondering if it might make them more attractive to her. The thought alone was unexpectedly arousing to her.

She exited through the heavy wooden doors and stepped into the night's embrace, where stars winked knowingly from above.

Madyson had made up her mind: Kelvin would be her project piece—a living testament to her persuasive charm—by week's end.

With each step back toward her dormitory, she could practically hear the gears turning within her mind, crafting plans and scenarios that would lead Kelvin down a rose-petaled path of self-discovery—one that she would pave with whispers of silk and shades of pastel.
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Madyson's gaze landed on the boy sitting across the room.

She had a hunch that Kelvin would be here, lost in his studies in one of the quiet corners on the fourth floor of the library. It was the perfect spot for someone like him to spend their Friday night.

During biology class, she had heard Kelvin complain about his roommate being a jock and popular with girls.

Every Thursday and Friday night, his roommate would bring back a girl back to the dorm to have sex with, leaving Kelvin to find another place to study outside of their room.

“Wow, hey Kelvin,” Madyson said, feigning surprise as she approached.

“Um, h—hey,” Kelvin said, stumbling over his words as Madyson smiled.

His eyes leered at the girl’s long legs in their black leggings, clinging to every perfect curve and valley of her body. He could see a hint of camel-toe between her legs and felt his cock twitch to life in his shorts as he tried to steal glances at this.

“Do you mind if I sit here a moment?” Madyson asked, bending over so that Kelvin could see right down her shirt and see the ample cleavage in her tiny, white crop-top and pink sports-bra underneath.

“No… not at all,” he said, with a bashful smile. “You can sit anywhere as long as you want.” Kelvin stuttered. “I… I didn’t mean sit… um, I didn’t mean that in a dirty way, obviously.”

The nerdy boy turned red-faced and inhaled sharply as Madyson simply giggled and caressed his ear. “Relax, Kelvin,” she smiled. “You’re cute when you’re nervous, but I want to see you relax a bit, okay?”

The aged fluorescent lights of the library beamed above Kelvin's textbooks, a stark contrast to the radiance Madyson seemed to exude as she leaned in closer to him. Her lips curved into a mischievous smirk, her eyes twinkling with a secret delight that only she was privy to.

"You know," Madyson purred, her voice barely above a whisper, "It's boring in here, isn’t it? My dorm is just around the corner in Maple Hall. I don’t have a roommate, either, so we could be alone.”

She continued, biting her glossy bottom lip,” I could really use your... help with something."

Kelvin swallowed hard, his eyes darting nervously between Madyson and the scattered papers before him. He looked like a cornered animal, albeit one that couldn't decide if it was more afraid or excited by the prospect of being ensnared by a hunter as exotic and drop-dead gorgeous as Madyson.

She could see the cogs turning in his head, the blush on his cheeks deepening with every second he contemplated her proposition. He was under the illusion of a different kind of night unfolding—one filled with filthy, carnal pleasures that he had only dared fantasize about but never experienced.

No girl had ever given him the time of day; certainly never kissed him or touched him in a sexual way. And yet, suddenly, the sexy volleyball girl from his biology class was there in the library, sitting at his table, and giggling at everything he said. He decided that Madyson was either playing tricks on him, or, by some miracle, she thought he was attractive.

"Oh? Um, what do you need help with?" Kelvin finally managed to stammer out, fumbling with his glasses as if adjusting them could somehow bring the situation into clearer focus.

Madyson leaned back, crossing her long legs and allowing her gaze to drift down Kelvin's quivering form. She settled her eyes on his lap and made it obvious where she was looking.

"It's for a project," she said casually. "I'm sure you'll fit right in, even if I have to squeeze you in."

Madyson’s words were laced with double entendre, but Kelvin seemed too caught up in his own wishful thinking to catch the subtlety. Heart hammering against her chest in anticipation of the ruse, Madyson rose from her seat and extended a manicured hand towards Kelvin.

He felt his breath hitch in his throat as his cock swelled in his underwear. He immediately imagined his dick pushing into Madyson’s pussy; undoubtedly a picture-perfect vagina.

"Come on," she coaxed. "Are you going to disappoint me?" Her hand snaked down along his thigh and began to sneak up into the leg-hole of his shorts.

Kelvin looked around, certain that Madyson was playing a cruel prank on him; that perhaps she and her girlfriends were recording him while she pretended to hit on him. But he found no such situation unfolding. Instead, he only found Madyson teasing and flirting with him.

“Why… why me, though?” Kelvin asked. “I mean, I… I think you’re so hot. Um, but… I’m not really much to look at. I figured you’d have a boyfriend… a big football player or something, like Devin Streeter or one of the stars on the team.”

Madyson rolled her eyes and sighed. “Those guys bore me. I like a boy with brains. I like you. You turn me on. I’m sorry if it’s slutty, but I can’t help it. I’m horny.”

As if under a spell, Kelvin packed away his books and accepted her hand. His touch was warm and slightly clammy, betraying the nervous energy he was trying to conceal.

Madyson led him through the labyrinth of bookshelves, her strides confident and purposeful like a lioness proudly parading her newest prize.

The library doors whispered shut behind them, sealing away the world of academic endeavors and opening up an entirely different realm—one where Madyson reigned supreme, and Kelvin believed his fortunes with girls had finally turned.

The night air was crisp and invigorating, but Madyson felt nothing but the heat radiating from Kelvin's hand in hers as she guided him down the shadow-laced streets towards her apartment. A thrill ran down her spine; tonight would be unforgettable—certainly for Kelvin—but even more so for her.

And as they walked into the darkness together, Madyson allowed herself a small smile; even predators could play their prey like a delicate violin before the strike.

How beautifully complex this game was—sensual yet darkly playful—and she relished every moment. This was exactly what Madyson had hoped for.
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“Right in here,” Madyson smiled, leading Kelvin into her dorm-room.

She flipped the lights on and the pair stepped inside. Kelvin was met with the pink and purple décor and flowery decorations making it quite obvious he had stepped into another world he was unfamiliar with; a girl’s world.

He continued to feel nervous as he wandered into the dorm room and Madyson shut the door behind them.

“I want you to take a shower, really quick,” Madyson said. “Okay? Will you do that for me, Kelvin? I like my boys to be clean before I have fun with them.”

“Um, okay,” Kelvin uttered. “S…sure.”

Madyson pulled a towel out of a cabinet and handed it to the boy before motioning to the connected bathroom.

“Right in there,” she said. “Be fast—but be thorough. I don’t like stinky boys, okay?” her tone was friendly, yet had a touch of sternness that told Kelvin not to test it.

He nodded and disappeared into the shower.

When she heard the water, Madyson set to work grabbing clothes and makeup—even a beautiful, silky blonde wig—from her cabinets. She set it all out on her bed and desk and waited for Kelvin to finish.

When the water finally stopped, Madyson cracked the bathroom door and called, “Come out, babe.”

“Um… okay… just a moment,” Kelvin said.

The eighteen-year-old freshman finally emerged from the shower with the thick, crème-colored towel wrapped around his waist. His short, brown hair was a touch wet.

Madyson eyed Kelvin’s slender, soft body and licked her lips, before pushing a giggle out.

“You know, you’re really cute,” she said, stepping forward and stroking his bare arm.

“I am? Really?” Kelvin said, with a cautious smile.

Madyson nodded and said, “My girlfriends think so, too. They’ve seen you around campus.”

Kelvin laughed and shook his head with incredulity. “All this time I thought I was invisible to girls, to be perfectly honest.”

“Well, of course not,” Madyson said. “We definitely notice guys like you and think about all the things we’d like to do to you in the privacy of our dorms—trust me.”

Kelvin felt nervous and hot as the girl spoke. His dick swelled and hardened beneath the cotton towel, and he looked down with unease as he saw the slight bulge in the fabric.

Madyson’s eyes followed Kelvin’s and she bit her lip.

“Mmhm,” she purred.

“I want to see it,” she continued. “Get your towel off.”

“Wh—what? Right now?” Kelvin asked, panicked.

“Yes, of course,” Madyson said, dropping down to her knees. “I want to see it! Stop wasting time!”

Kelvin took a deep breath and said, “It’s nothing special. In fact, it’s quite small.”

“So? Small things are cute,” Madyson said with a giggle.

“Um, okay,” Kelvin hesitated and dropped his towel. At once, Madyson caught sight of the nerdy boy’s tiny dick. Though it was semi-hard and throbbing into full stiffness, it couldn’t have been more than three or four inches.

Madyson couldn’t believe how small it was. She had only had sex with two guys, but each of them had been at least six inches. Kelvin’s penis was so much smaller than those.

Any repulsion Madyson held was immediately converted into excitement and joy—joy that Kelvin was proving himself to be the perfect candidate for her project.

Not only is he pretty, but his dick is small, too? This is too good, she thought, as her lips curled into a delighted smile.

Madyson teased Kelvin’s penis, then, tapping on the head with her fingertips and slapping it a few times as Kelvin moaned and his face tightened.

“Please,” he groaned. “I’m going to cum if you… if you keep going,” he gasped.

Madyson realized it was already too late. The few touches she’d given Kelvin’s penis had already proved too much, and she watched as he began to cum—short ropes of pearly cum shooting to the tile floor as he twitched.

“Ugh, mmm,” he moaned. All the while he plead, “I’m so sorry. Please… I, ugh… mmm… shit.”

Madyson had managed to dodge Kelvin’s cum, but she wasn’t about to let him off the hook for the humiliating failure.

Kelvin lowered his head in shame and tried to cup his pink penis and scrotum in shame, only for Madyson to spank his wrist.

“Don’t do that,” she said. “Relax.”

“You’re not upset with me?” Kelvin asked.

“Yes, I am. You’re going to make it up to me. But don’t get so hard on yourself, okay?” she smiled.

Kelvin sighed with relief and said, “Thanks.”

“Now, clean up that nasty cum,” Madyson said, tossing him a roll of paper towels.

Kelvin quickly and dutifully cleaned his mess and tossed the wet papers into the trash bin as the smell of salty cum lingered in the air.

Madyson rolled her eyes and sighed. “Now, since you decided to cum early and your dick is already getting soft, you’re going to have to entertain some other way, huh?”

“I’ll, I’ll do anything,” Kelvin said.

“Good.” Madyson, with a ‘come-hither’ motion of her fingers, brought Kelvin to the desk. There, she had a plastic, pink cock (or chastity) cage ready for him.

“What is that?” Kelvin asked.

Madyson smiled and said, “Move your hands away from your dick—put them at your sides.”

Kelvin, not wanting to further disappoint the beautiful girl, quietly obeyed her.

“Good,” Madyson said, bringing the plastic cage to Kelvin’s limp dick and balls.

“Now, stay still while I do this,” Madyson said.

“What are you going to do?” Kelvin cried, seeing the girl bring the plastic clamp closer to his precious dick. “What is that thing?”

“It’s not going to hurt, so calm down,” Madyson said. “It’s a chastity device. It will help you keep from cumming too early. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Kelvin shrugged, “It does.”

“Good, now shut up and let me do this,” she laughed.

Kelvin felt the pressure as the plastic cage clamped around his dick. Before he knew it, his dick was encased in the plastic shell and totally inaccessible, save for a small hole in the plastic at the tip of his penis for him to cum or urinate out of.

He felt the tension around his balls and, thanks to Madyson’s fingers fiddling near his penis, the pressure of his penis growing inside the plastic cage.

“Wait… I think it’s broken. I’m getting hard but it won’t let me get any bigger,” he said, scrunching his brow.

Madyson laughed and nodded. “Good. That’s the point.” She then stuck a key inside a tiny brass key-hole at the top of the cage and locked it.

Kelvin began to jangle the device and realized he could not remove it without the key. “Come on—what is this?” he cried.

“Are you going to be good and obey me or do you want to go home? Kelvin, I like you. I want to do some very dirty things to you. But if you’re not kinky like me, I think you should go back to your dorm. Maybe you’re too much of a virgin for a girl like me,” Madyson said, teasing her hair.

“No… please,” Kelvin begged. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

Madyson smiled and nodded. Of course you will, she thought to herself.

“So, then, you’ll put these on?” she said.

Towering over the freshman, who was half a foot shorter than she, Madyson held out a tiny pink cotton thong and matching bra.

Kelvin cocked his head in confusion. “Wait… what? Those are panties. Those are for a girl.”

Madyson covered her mouth and giggled. “No, they are for you. Didn’t you know all the coolest guys on campus wear panties and bras, now?”

Kelvin hesitated. “They do?”

Madyson nodded and said, “So, are you going to get kinky with me or not?” The girl shoved the thong and bra into Kelvin’s chest until he grabbed it and continued, “Kelvin, I need to know you will follow my lead without being difficult, okay? No more questions; just to as I tell you to do, or go home. Got it?”

Kelvin nodded quietly and, again, Madyson smiled wide.

Kelvin hesitated, but he already knew he would do it; he would do anything for Madyson’s affection, even with the pink cock cage already a stark reminder of what he was getting himself into.

Meanwhile, Madyson already knew, too, that Kelvin would submit. She knew that he was that sort of boy, and quietly reveled in her inevitable success in turning him into a beautiful girl.

Kelvin finally acted and inspected the bra and panties. He took a deep breath and Madyson watched as he started to cooperate. She watched Kelvin's every move with a mixture of amusement and anticipation.

The sight of his slender frame trembling slightly as he reached for the delicate fabric made her bite her lip to suppress a giggle.

He was so out of his element, yet so adorably earnest that she couldn't help but find his compliance endearing.

"You're doing great, Kelvin," she encouraged as he struggled to figure out which foot went into which hole of the thong.

"Here, let me help you," Madyson giggled.

Stepping closer, she guided his hands. Her fingers brushed against his cool skin, causing a shiver to run through his body.

With her assistance, Kelvin got the thong around his ankles and pulled them up until it settled in place, nestled awkwardly around his narrow hips.

Madyson took a step back to appraise her handiwork as she eyed the noticeable, yet decently inconspicuous, cock cage poking against the inside of the thong’s front pouch.

The contrast of the pale pink cotton against Kelvin’s light skin was striking, and the way it emphasized his modesty only added to the charm.

He looked down and swallowed as he felt the panties around his body and the thong band tugging between his butt cheeks.

“Is this how girls always feel?” Kelvin said with a chuckle.

“You like it, don’t you?” Madyson insinuated.

Kelvin cracked a bashful smile and shook his head. “No way. I mean… I don’t know. It’s soft.”

"Now for the bra," she said, handing him the matching piece.

Kelvin fumbled with the clasps before Madyson took pity on him once more, reaching around his sides to secure it behind him. She adjusted the straps over his shoulders, letting her fingers linger just a second longer than necessary to enjoy her position behind him.

"There," she said with a smile, stepping back again to look at him. "Almost perfect."

He stood there looking down at himself, cheeks flushed with embarrassment and something else—perhaps excitement.

Madyson's heart warmed at the sight; this was already much more fun than she had anticipated.

"Spin for me, cutie," Madyson cooed playfully, giving him a gentle nudge.

Kelvin complied slowly, turning in a full circle as she watched him transform before her eyes.

His previous awkwardness began to melt away as he examined his new appearance in her full-length mirror with a curious mix of astonishment and intrigue.

"See? You're adorable," Madyson reassured him, coming up behind him and meeting his gaze in the mirror. His eyes were wide, searching hers for sincerity. Finding it, he allowed himself a tentative smile.

“You were made for a bra and panties—it’s obvious,” she giggled.

“I don’t know about that,” Kelvin chuckled. “I’m straight and I like girls. I don’t really want to be a girl, you know?”

Madyson laughed and said, “I think you don’t know what you want, Kelvin, babe. But don’t worry, we’ve got more to do and then you’ll really know for certain.” Madyson smiled at him and added, “So, trust me—okay?”

The final touch would be makeup and hair—Madyson had already decided on a soft palette that would complement Kelvin’s features. She reached for her makeup kit and beckoned him toward the desk chair where she had set up her array of powders, brushes, and palettes.

"This is going to be so much fun," Madyson said more to herself than to Kelvin as she motioned for him to take a seat.

Kelvin sighed and smiled at Madyson. She couldn’t help but return the gesture, surprising herself.

As he perched obediently on the edge of the chair, Madyson warmed at how this evening was unfolding—not just an opportunity for mischief but also an unexpected connection.

Kelvin's trust in her was flattering and immense. She dusted his cheeks with blush and couldn't resist leaning in close enough to feel his unsteady breaths against her cheek as she worked.

By the time she finished with him—an hour or maybe two later—Kelvin had been utterly transformed: lips painted a subtle shade of rose that drew attention without demanding it, lashes darkened just enough to accentuate his eyes that now held gleams of laughter instead of nerves.

Madyson stepped back to admire her handiwork and quickly helped Kelvin up to his feet once again.

"Now, it's time for your dress," she declared, pulling a cute A-line mini dress from her closet. The dress had a light blue floral pattern and a frilly, loose hemline that rested just above his thighs.

Madyson couldn't help but gush at how sexy and alluring Kelvin looked.

Excited by his nearly-complete transformation, she wasted no time grabbing the silky, blonde wig and adjusting it onto his head.

Kelvin felt slightly dizzy at the rapid movements of Madyson as she buzzed around him like an overworked robot.

By the time she finally finished, Madyson was in awe of her own accomplishment. She had transformed Kelvin into a girl more successfully than she’d ever thought possible. Standing before her was a beautiful college girl in a frilly mini-dress; certainly not a nasty college boy. Madyson smiled to herself, knowing that, no matter how aroused Kelvin might become from being turned into a girl, his penis would never grow and ruin the illusion by forming a bulge in his dress; thanks to the cock-cage that kept his ‘clit’ nice and small.

“Come here,” Madyson said. “It’s time for you to see yourself.”

She led Kelvin to a full-length mirror where the cross-dressed boy gasped at his appearance.

“Holy… are you serious?” Kelvin cried. “I’m… I’m a… you made me pretty and… I look like a girl!”

Madyson laughed as the confused and horrified expression remained fixated on Kelvin’s beautiful, painted face.

“You don’t ‘look like’ a girl,” Madyson said, correcting Kelvin. “You are a girl.”

“I’m a boy,” Kelvin argued.

“Not for long,” Madyson said. “It’s time for your training.”

“Training?” Kelvin said. “When are we going to have sex? I thought you were attracted to me and we were going to hook-up.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Madyson grinned. “We’re going to have sex soon, so long as you do everything I say.”

With that, the girl pulled her phone out of her purse and held it up to Kelvin. “Now, you’re going to speak like a girl. Go ahead. Pretend you’re acting in a movie and you are going to play the role of a sexy, playful college girl. Raise the pitch of your voice.”

Kelvin shrugged, “What should I say?”

“Hm…” Madyson tapped her chin. “Tell me, in your best girl’s voice, how much you like dick.”

“What?” Kelvin said, narrowing his eyes.

“Go on,” Madyson said. “Do it or we’re not going to have sex.”

“But… um, why are you pointing your phone at me? Are you… are you recording me?” Kelvin cried.

Madyson rolled her eyes. “Of course, I’m recording you. That’s what an actor does when they want to perfect a role. They record themselves practicing and then watch it so they can see the areas they need to improve upon.”

Kelvin was slightly relieved at this line of reasoning. “Fine. So long as you’re not trying to go show it to your friends and make fun of me or something.”

“Kelvin, sweetie, even if my friends saw you right now, they would never make fun of you. They would applaud how brave you are to embrace this side of yourself. Don’t you know how much girls love a boy who isn’t afraid to wear panties, dresses and makeup? It’s so fucking hot,” Madyson grinned.

This was enough to convince Kelvin to play along. He felt his penis swell inside the plastic cock-cage, only to feel the dull ache of the plastic shell constricting and trumping his erection.

“Now, go on. Tell me how much you love dick; sucking it, stroking it, feeling it in your pussy…” Madyson giggled.

“Um,” Kelvin hesitated. Finally, he began to do as Madyson wished.

“I, um… like, totally love penis,” Kelvin said.

Madyson rolled her eyes once more. “Don’t use the word ‘penis.’ That’s too… medical. Say ‘cock.’ We’re talking about big, fat cocks. Nice and hard. Tell me how much you love them.”

“Um, I love cock,” Kelvin said in his high-pitched voice.

“Good,” Madyson nodded.

“I love sucking cock,” Kelvin continued. “I love when they’re really big and… mmm, they make me so horny.”

“Yes! Good!” Madyson gushed. “I fucking love it. Mm, it’s making me so wet to hear you talk like that.”

Kelvin couldn’t believe what he was doing—or that Madyson seemed to enjoy it so much. But he was driven by her reaction to keep going. And soon, he found himself slightly confused and unsure whether he was doing this because Madyson asked him to do it—or because he was starting to… enjoy it.

“I love big cocks in my pussy,” Kelvin said. “Mm, so hot.”

“You mean your bussy, right?” Madyson asked, peeking out from behind her phone and giggling.

“Um, like, what is a bussy?” Kelvin asked, still maintaining his best impersonation of a cute college bimbo.

“Well, girls have pussies, but you have a bussy—it’s your boypussy,” Madyson explained. “For normal guys, it’s their butthole. But not for a sissy like you,” she giggled. “That’s where you get pounded by big dicks.”

Kelvin was confused, but went along with it, assuming that Madyson was merely joking.

“It’s practically a pussy, though. Guys wouldn’t be able to tell the difference if they were fucking a pussy—or a bussy. It’s just another tight, warm hole,” Madyson grinned.

Kelvin hesitated, but continued. He found the idea interesting, that he could have something close to a pussy of his own, if he were only to use it in a similar way as women use their pussies. He felt his dick throb harder in his cage as he thought about this.

“Tell me how much you like getting pounded in your bussy by a big man’s dick,” Madyson teased.

“I… I love it,” Kelvin uttered.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Madyson said. “Tell the camera how much of a girl you’ve become—how you never want to go back to being a boy ever again.”

“I… I don’t ever want to be a boy, again. I wish I could stay a girl forever!” Kelvin charged.

“And what about that little clitty in your thong. You hope it always stays nice and tiny, huh? Just like a girl’s clit?” Madyson smiled.

“I… I think I do,” Kelvin said, as though the revelation surprised even himself.

What is happening to me? Why is this making me so horny? Maybe it’s only because Madyson is hot, and this is kinky. But, something about seeing myself in the mirror, looking so pretty… looking uncannily like a beautiful girl, so much that I’m forgetting who I even was before this moment… ugh… what is happening?

Kelvin felt his mind spinning in all sorts of directions. As though she could see this, Madyson grinned with delight, watching Kelvin seemingly battle himself over his inner-identity. Was he a boy or a girl? He was no longer entirely sure.

And this was exactly what Madyson had hoped to accomplish; though, not so soon! She still had one incredibly filthy training benchmark to complete.

“Now, it’s time for you to get your new name,” she said, putting her phone on a tiny stand and keeping it pointed at the bed as she beckoned Kelvin to sit down on it. She wanted to make sure her video became a documentary, and, with any hope—a porno.

“Your new name is… Kelsey,” Madyson smiled. “From now on, that is your name. You no longer respond to Kelvin—only Kelsey. And you will always address me as ‘ma’am.’ Is that understood, Kelsey?”

Dutifully, Kelvin responded with a nod and a simple, “Yes... ma’am.”

“Good,” she smiled. “Are you ready for your final test, Kelsey?”

Kelvin nodded obediently and sat there on the edge of the bed, waiting for Madyson’s next move.

He watched as the tall, lithe volleyballer walked over to her cabinet and withdrew a bottle of clear lube. Next, she pulled a black leather strap belt that Kelvin couldn’t quite figure out. He was slightly terrified at the sight of the strap, wondering if Kelsey was about to perform some sort of whipping bondage act on him.

But this was nothing compared to the terror in Kelvin’s eyes when he saw what Kelsey pulled out of her cabinet next.

“Um, what is… what is that?” he said, making sure to use his girly voice. He continually eyed himself in the mirror—a picture-perfect lady looking back at him.

Madyson grinned mischievously as she hoisted up the large, lifelike dildo.

The color was a bright pink, and the texture of its surface mimicked real skin, complete with raised veins along the eight-inch shaft and a flared head. Kelvin watched as she efficiently adjusted it onto the leather straps, finally understanding that it was a strap-on cock.

Kelvin wasn’t sure he was ready for the big, realistic looking cock.

But Madyson had other plans. She enjoyed the power play, the domination, and Kelvin's clear discomfort. The pink thong and bra hugging his frame, making him feel exposed and vulnerable—and the visible awkwardness of having the cock-cage constrict his erections—only amplified her delight.

"Come on, sexy girl," she cooed mockingly, patting the spot on the bed in front of her. "Show me how much you want this big dick."

Kelvin's cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink than his lingerie, a mix of humiliation and a strange, as budding excitement tinged his thoughts.

He knew this wasn't what he had expected when he followed Madyson back to her room—far from it—but there was a part of him that didn’t want to stop now. It was as if walking through her door had signed an invisible contract, and now he was in too deep to back out.

With reluctance, Kelvin moved towards Madyson as she stood over him; the blue mini dress riding up slightly as he leaned forward and met her waist.

Madyson watched with predatory eyes as Kelvin then lowered and knelt before her, his hands resting nervously on his thighs. The nerdy boy’s gaze lingered on the dildo with curiosity, contempt—and terror—and for a moment, he wondered how things would have played out if he had never agreed to Madyson’s kinky, assertive suggestions, in the first place.

"Now," Madyson directed in a tone that gave little room for negotiation, "you're going to show me what a good slut you can be." Her words were velvet over steel, and Kelvin found himself leaning forward, without any conscious decision to do so.

Kelvin took a deep breath and obeyed her, as his lips parted tentatively around the tip—and then head—of the realistic dildo. He heard Madyson's sharp intake of breath—a sound that seemed both approving and anticipatory.

“Mm, yes,” Madyson crooned.

She could barely contain her delight as she watched Kelvin struggle with his own desires—and struggle to take more than the head of her fake cock. A mix of shame and unexpected pleasure cast a shadow over his pretty, made-up face, as his red-painted lips slid over the shaft and he eyed up at her.

The blue mini dress clung to him as if it were made for his body, the stark contrast of the pink thong and bra peeping out enticingly in certain places.

As he knelt before her, the power Madyson held seemed almost palpable, humming in the air with the scent of his confusion—and perfume.

She gripped his hair gently but firmly, guiding his head back and forth as he serviced the dildo with clumsy yet eager motions.

“That’s it, Kelsey… suck my big cock. Be a good girl and do your job as a sissy slut,” she teased. “Say hello to the camera. Let all the girls who will end up watching this see what a cock-hungry whore you’ve become.”

Kelvin’s eyes, rimmed with dark liner that made them pop, occasionally flickered up to meet Madyson’s, searching for a sign of approval or perhaps some form of mercy. There was a vulnerability in those glances that thrilled her; it was a look she'd never seen on any other boy's face before.

"Good girl," she cooed mockingly for a second time, the words dripping with condescension. "Look at you, so desperate to please." She emphasized each syllable with a slight thrust of her hips, reminding him of his place, making sure he knew this was not just for her pleasure but a lesson in submission.

“You weren’t much of a boy, anyway,” she said dismissively. “It’s only natural that you should get turned into a girl—you were failing to become a man. Let’s face it, Kelsey; this is what you were made for.”

Kelvin's lips stretched around the silicone shaft as he attempted to adjust to its girth—a sight that sent a rush of wicked satisfaction through Madyson's veins.

This was more than just a game now; it was an assertion of dominance that she relished in—the transformation of a young man into her obedient doll, a girly plaything for her amusement.

She could see his hands tremble slightly where they rested on the base of the dildo, holding in place. Still, Kelvin knew he could have stopped at any moment. And yet, he didn’t. He wouldn’t dare admit to himself—and certainly not Madyson—that she had won and turned him into a beautiful girl—and a slut, at that.

But this was the bitter truth, even if he hated it.

Madyson shoved more of the realistic dildo into Kelvin’s red lips and watched with delight as she pumped gently into his mouth. She was impressed that her newly-minted college girl could take the big dick in his mouth so effortlessly.

“Good job,” she said, as Kelvin’s muffled moans filled the dorm.

After a few minutes of this, Madyson decided it was time to go even deeper into Kelvin’s transformation.

“Now,” she said, “get on all fours—down on the floor in the center of the room.”

With Kelvin on all-fours and facing away from Madyson, he trembled with anticipation and worry.

Madyson gently pushed his thighs further apart, her nails trailing the tender flesh as she admired the view.

"You make such a lovely girl, Kelvin," she teased, her voice a sultry whisper that seemed to tickle his senses. “You have such a cute little butt—I’m actually kind of jealous.”

She licked her lips and couldn’t wait any longer.

Madyson pulled his dress up and folded it over his lower back. Kelvin felt the cool air sliding against his now exposed butt-cheeks. And only moments later, he felt the same cool air against his asshole, as Madyson tugged his thong to the side and revealed a tight, pink asshole that puckered for her.

“Wow,” she giggled. “Your butthole is so cute, Kelsey!”

Kelvin took a deep breath, wondering what would come next. Whatever it was, he knew he was too hungry for it to deny himself, even if it seemed smart to call off the entire night and rush out of the dorm room, far away from Madyson’s kinky experiments.

"Let's see if your boy-pussy tastes as sweet as it looks."

Madyson’s tongue descended upon Kelvin’s asshole; her breath hot on his exposed skin.

“Mm, fuck,” Kelvin moaned as he waited for her touch, anxious and excited for such a filthy and taboo gesture from such a gorgeous girl as Madyson.

Suddenly, he felt her tongue languidly tracing the contours of his asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” Kelvin moaned, gasping at the shock and delight of having his asshole eaten by Madyson’s careful, caring tongue.

Each moan from Kelvin’s throat was one of shock—and undeniable thrill. It was an act so intimate and audacious that he couldn’t believe it was actually happening. Yet, it was too real. The sensation of Madyson’s fingers digging into his butt cheeks and her wet tongue flickering against his hole, left Kelvin trapped in the reality of it all.

He moaned endlessly as Madyson ate his butt and teased, “You’re such a beautiful girl, Kelsey—with such a cute boy-pussy.”

“I’m… I’m not a girl,” he’d wanted to say to her. But all that came out was moans.

Kelvin couldn't help but melt under Madyson's experienced touch. Her tongue was deliberate and confident, asserting dominance with every flick and swirl against his eager hole. She reveled in the power she held over him, in the way his body responded to her ministrations despite any reservations he might have had.

Madyson knew she had successfully turned the college boy into a girl. Perhaps, she wondered, she might be the first—and only—of her group to succeed so effortlessly. The thought pleased her as she continued to feast on the tart, sweet asshole on her tongue.

“This is so fucking delicious,” she purred. “Fuck, Kelsey, you were made for this. You were made to be a dirty little sissy slut. You know that, right? You’re beautiful and you’re every man’s dream. You’re going to be so popular around campus, especially with the jocks.”

Kelvin's thoughts were a whirlwind of confusion and burgeoning pleasure—a disorientating blend that left him vulnerable to the sensations sweeping through him. He wanted to fight it, but how could he, when it felt so fucking good?

Madyson paused to admire how Kelvin was now arching into her touch, like a flower reaching for sunlight.

She felt a surge of possessiveness; he was hers to mold, hers to tease until he was putty in her hands. She knew that now was the time—the time to take the final plunge.

Madyson's lips curved into a sly smirk as she heard Kelvin's muffled pleas.

The atmosphere in the room shifted palpably, and Madyson reveled in the delicious sense of power that grew with each passing moment.

“Yeah, it’s time,” she grinned and whispered to herself.

It was exhilarating to have a boy at her mercy, completely transformed into her willing plaything—begging to have his “boy-pussy” teased.

Licking her lips with satisfaction, Madyson slowly pulled away from Kelvin's trembling form, taking in the red handprint on his pale skin where she had given him a sharp smack on his butt cheek.

"Alright, Kelsey," she taunted, emphasizing the last word. "Are you ready for something bigger? Are you ready for a big dick in your boy-pussy?"

Kelvin eagerly nodded in response, even as he hated himself for doing so. Looking back at her with expectant eyes that seemed almost too vulnerable, he bit his lip as he eyed the big, fat dildo hanging between her thighs.

The anticipation surged through Madyson's veins as she positioned herself behind him, her strap-on coated in lube and poised for action.

She smiled and dabbed lube onto the dildo, sliding it up and down over the head and shaft until the overhead lights bounced off of it.

Then, she slid another dab of the cool gel against Kelvin’s butthole, watching with utter delight as it puckered for her. She giggled and bit her lip.

“You’re going to love this, Kelsey—I promise.”

With one hand guiding the prosthetic and the other gripping Kelvin's hips, Madyson pressed the tip against his tight, reluctant hole. She felt his body tense momentarily before pushing forward with gentle but firm pressure.

“Ugh, ah,” Kelvin gasped, the sound a mixture of surprise and relief, and Madyson paused to allow him to adjust with only the tip disappeared into his hole.

The feeling of control was intoxicating. Here was Kelvin, a boy who likely saw himself as a man in the making—with dreams of fucking hundreds of college girls—now surrendering himself to a girl and turned into a girl, himself. Now, Madyson had hidden his identity behind layers of lace and satin, makeup and panties.

As she licked her lips and inhaled, she smelled the scent of Kelvin’s perfume, mixing with the flavor of his sweet asshole on her tongue. It was more arousing than any experienced she’d ever had with a real girl.

There was something different about a cross-dressed boy; something insecure and vulnerable—and malleable.

Girls seemed to know their power and their true identities. But Madyson now saw that a cross-dressing boy did not. She was his to mold.

"Relax," she then whispered seductively into his ear, leaning over his back as her breath tickled his neck and sent shivers down his spine.

Madyson then plunged the head of the dildo into Kelvin’s butt. He moaned loudly and grunted.

“I know it hurts,” Madyson whispered. “You’re a virgin. Your boy-pussy is tight. It doesn’t want to open up for a big cock like mine. But that’s what it was made for—what you were made for. So take a few deep breaths, relax, and open you hole for me.” Madyson smiled and added, “Submit to this big dick like you’re made to do, Kelsey.”

Kelvin couldn’t believe what was happening. He felt his head spinning—and the excruciating pain in his ass. The fiery ache ripped through his loins but he knew he couldn’t turn back—not now. He would see it through no matter what.

He was lost in Madyson’s spell. He’d become the girl she wanted him to be; and now, he believed that he really did have a boy-pussy, and that it really was made to please big cocks.

Having his butt split open around such a big, fat cock seemed unnatural and painful to Kelvin. But he no longer adhered to what he felt or thought—only to what Madyson told him

And Madyson knew this. She could see it and sense it. And nothing had ever aroused her more, in all her life. She realized, then, that Kelvin would be far from the last boy she turned into a sissy, cross-dressing slut!

Empowered by it all, Madyson began to pump in and out, sinking deeper each time into Kelvin’s warm, gooey hole.

“Ugh… mmm,” Kelvin grunted with each thrust.

Madyson became more assertive and dominant—her fingers digging into his butt cheeks and holding him in place, as if claiming ownership.

The echo of moans and spanking, sweaty skin, mingled with the scent of musk, sex and perfume as Kelvin began to move in rhythm with Madyson’s thrusts.

He was driven by an animalistic need that overpowered any hesitation or humiliation. His moans filled the room—a dance of pleasure and surrender—only fueling Madyson's hunger to conquer him even further.

As she found her pace, something within Madyson unlocked—a primal satisfaction in witnessing Kelvin’s complete transformation into Kelsey—all under her hands.

Each thrust pounded the last of Kelvin out of his body. Madyson thought about this as she began to sink nearly all the way into his hole before pulling back and driving back inside. Each time she did this, Kelvin moaned and whined, and it only motivated Madyson more and more.

“Yeah,” she taunted. “You’re a cock-craving sissy,” she smiled. “On your way to being a real girl! And you love it!”

“I… ugh… ah,” Kelvin grunted and moaned. He balled his fists and knew something was happening inside him—deep inside him. It was not only a figurative transformation, but a literal one. He felt something churning in his core. Each thrust of Madyson’s big cock pushed delightfully against a spot deep inside his butt until Kelvin felt the oozing pre-cum begin to stain his panties with cold strings of clear release.

“Fuck,” Kelvin moaned. “I… it feels really good,” he confessed.

Madyson smacked his butt and smiled, pumping rhythmically until she heard Kelvin succumb with whimpers and grunts spilling from his lips.

“Cum for me,” Madyson demanded. “Let that p-spot make your clitty ring like a bell!” she giggled, spanking his butt over and over.

As Kelvin began to growl with the most intense orgasm of his life, Madyson realized she, too, was going to climax. The sight her new creation on all fours, taking a big cock, and orgasming from a pounding in his “Boy-pussy” was the more delicious than Madyson could have ever expected.

Her legs trembled and grew weak as she began to climax. She dug her fingers deep into Kelvin’s butt-cheeks as she locked up and felt her skin turn hot and electric.

“Ugh… mmm!” she gasped.

As Madyson shook from orgasm, the dildo began to vibrate, buried deep inside Kelvin’s butt. This was all he needed to find himself pushed over the edge.

The cross-dressing sissy cried out at the top of his lungs—a guttural growl escaping his lips—as he felt the warm gobs of white spurt into his pink thong and stain the silky fabric with his sissy cum.

“Fuck,” Madyson exhaled. She looked down at Kelvin’s butt, seeing the dildo still buried deep inside it.

She smiled and spanked his sweaty lower back, before gently sliding the dildo out of him. This evoked a soft, girlish whimper from the sissy, and Madyson grinned, knowing that Kelvin was forever changed.

She hadn’t expected him to have an anal-orgasm, but now that he had and knew it was possible; Kelvin would undoubtedly crave to be dressed as a pretty girl and pounded into a full-body climax over and over.

Madyson pulled Kelvin’s thong back over his used, throbbing rosy asshole and pulled his dress back down, hiding his ass. She brought him up to the bed where they relaxed for a moment and caught their breath.

Kelvin took a deep breath as Madyson teased, “I told you we’d have sex, Kelsey.”

Kelvin wasn’t so sure how he felt about it all. He did not regret it, but he knew it would take time to come to terms with how much he’d loved being dressed and sissified by Madyson.

He remained there on the bed next to Madyson and longed to wallow in the submissive afterglow she'd bestowed upon him. He knew once he left that dorm room, he would have to return to reality and face everything that had happened.

“As your last test, you’re going to walk back home looking like that,” Madyson insisted. “It will be your walk of shame; a ritual that all slutty college girls perform after getting pounded.”

Kelvin was hesitant, but before he knew it, he found himself pushed out into the corridor of Madyson’s dorm hall as she giggled and closed the door behind him with the harsh click of the lock.

The cool air of the corridor brushed his bare legs, sending shivers up his spine that had little to do with the temperature.

Each step was an awkward ballet, the heels of his borrowed shoes clacking loudly against the linoleum floor. His heart played a staccato rhythm against his ribcage, a mixture of fear and excitement bubbling in his chest.

Would anyone see him? What would they say? Could they smell the cum in his panties or tell that he was wobbling because his asshole had been pounded raw and sore?

As he neared his dorm room, Kelvin's breaths came faster. His fingers trembled as he fumbled with the keycard, half-expecting someone to turn the corner at any moment and recognize him beneath all the makeup.

But when the door beeped its compliance and he slipped inside, a wave of relief washed over him.

He leaned back against the door and let out a long sigh, allowing himself to slide down to the floor.

The fabric of the blue mini dress felt cool against his heated skin. He looked down at himself—the curve of his masked thighs, the unfamiliar jut of the bra cups beneath the dress—and for a moment, he was struck all over again by the reality of what he’d done—and was still doing; it was like peering through a distorted circus mirror.

Kelvin’s mind wandered back to Madyson’s room and how he had entered it a naive college boy, and exited it a beautiful, slutty girl. It felt like a strange dream, yet he loved the ache in his butt and the tremble of his dick inside its cage.

The memory of Madyson’s tongue was still vivid on his skin; it ignited something within him—a craving for submission that he never knew lurked in the recesses of his being.

Only moments later, he felt his cock throbbing inside its cage as he thought about all the dirty things he’d just done. He inhaled the perfume and sex and smiled to himself just in time to feel his phone vibrate in his hand.

He looked at the phone screen to see a text message from Madyson.

“You were amazing tonight, Kelsey. Don’t forget it.”

The text was followed with another. “I want you to come to 151 Maple Lane tomorrow night dressed just like you are. You’re going to show all my friends what I am capable of—and then, you’re going to help me take boys from all over campus and turn them into girls, too.”

Kelvin couldn’t believe what he’d gotten himself into. But, he couldn’t help but smile as he pictured an army of sissy sluts just like him. The thought alone made him hard—as hard as he was allowed to get inside his cage, anyway. Somewhere, across campus, Madyson was touching herself and thinking about the very same thing.

As Kelvin felt the tinge of lust, he slipped a finger around himself and up his dress before working his thong to the side. Once he did, he effortlessly slid his finger into his stretched butthole. As he did, he felt the pleasure teasing the tip of his cock and realized he may never again need to touch his dick to orgasm.

Maybe Madyson was right, he thought. Maybe I really am made for this!


SISSY TRAP


The camera winks to life, and I adjust the lacy collar of my top, ensuring everything is perfectly in place.

The room glows with a soft pink light, casting shadows that dance across the walls as I move. I can hear the pings and see the chat starting to fill up with eager viewers, some regulars, others who've stumbled into my little world by chance or curiosity.

The soccer game today was exhausting, draining every ounce of strength from my sinewy legs, but as “Alexandria,” I am rejuvenated. She's like my very own superhero costume, a transformation into someone bold and unapologetic.

Dressed as a beautiful girl and ready to do filthy things in front of my internet audience, my heart races faster than during any soccer match.

"Hi, boys," I coo in a seductive tone.

The usernames flood my screen with welcomes and lewd suggestions.

It's intoxicating to be desired like this, to know their eyes are on me. Alex, my “normal,” boring guy identity, is forgotten for the next few hours.

Alexandria the ‘siren,’ as I jokingly refer to myself, is in full command.

Tonight's different though; feels like an escalation. It feels this way, because it is.

I've been teasing them for weeks about "something big;" a performance that promises to push boundaries further than ever before.

My fingers brush against the tacky, rubber surface of the pink dildo lying just out of frame; it's not too big, but it’s a formidable seven inches. For a guy like me, who has never had a dick in his ass, seven inches is more than enough to arouse—and frighten—me.

I bite my lip for dramatic effect and give a few final tugs and adjustments of my favorite wig: bubblegum-pink strands cascading down in waves that brush against the small of my back as I settle again before the lens.

My fans are impatient now, as always. It never takes them long. I seem to attract the horniest men on the internet, but I enjoy it.

Emojis and tips fly across the screen—a digital drumroll for what’s to come.

“What do you boys think about my ensemble for tonight?” I smile and speak in my feminized voice. I lick my glossed lips and see myself in the small thumbnail on my laptop. I feel so fucking confident when I’m dressed as Alexandria—I love it.

It always makes me so damn horny and I find myself desperate to start my show. But I can’t start until I’ve made my money—and until I show off all the delicate work I’ve done to make myself pretty for my fans.

I stand up slowly and turn around to give them a full view of my outfit: a tight-fitting skirt hugging my curves with scandalous promise, thigh-high stockings clasped with garters that I snap against my skin playfully.

Their excitement builds in tandem with mine; we're connected through this strange electric current that hums through pixels and wireless signals.

I get several affirmative and suggestive messages sent to me, along with a slew of tips. A small chime whistles out on my laptop speakers each time I get a big tip. And right now, it’s whistling over and over.

Taking a deep breath, I put techno music on my TV and begin to dance sensually, while peeling off a few bracelets and jewelry with calculated slowness. Each piece that I toss to the side promises my audience that more of my delicate skin will be revealed—so long as they keep tipping.

Night after night, I sway my hips and dance to music—even sip on a drink outside of the view of the camera. I look bold and confident, without any of my fans suspecting how nervous all of this exposure truly makes me feel underneath the bravado.

And then I hear the big tips rolling in. I know tonight is going to be a crash-course in lust. I won’t have much time to build up, like I do on slower nights. Instead, I’m going to be playing with that pink dildo before I know it.

“Okay, you boys are ready for my surprise, huh?” I giggled. “I guess I’ve got to get naked for you, first?”

With every garment shed, I step out further from Alex's shadow.

“Alexandria” doesn't just perform; she exists in these moments as if she were always meant to be.

Her confidence is a mask so intricately tied to her face that sometimes, when I see her looking back at me from the webcam’s preview thumbnail on my laptop, I wonder if there is even a distinction anymore.

Once I get down to my bra and panties—a sparkly pink bra and tiny thong—I reach for the dildo again; its size sends a shiver down my spine. I probably should have used it on myself in private before trying anything in front of an audience.

But, that’s how I like to do it; that’s how “Alexandria” does it, anyway.

My mind races back briefly to how Alex would have balked at such an idea—but he's not here right now. For the night, I’m Alexandria. I’ve waited all day to turn into my sissy alter-ego. I’ve spent hours and hours in my boring jeans and t-shirt, talking and “acting” like a college boy, dreaming about when I would finally get to smell, look, and feel like the most beautiful sissy boy ever—teetering the line between cross-dressing sissy and genuine girl.

"Are you ready for my surprise?" I whisper into the microphone as if sharing a secret just between us.

Finally, I reveal the pink dildo in my fingers. The chimes go wild—one after another—the tips and messages begin to cascade down the chat-box.

My fans are, indeed, surprised. And they should be. I’ve been doing these shows for a month, now, and I’ve never done anything more than tease my asshole with my finger while I jerk my dick to an explosive cumshot. This has been the finale for all my cam shows.

But tonight, I’m going to finally shove a dildo in my “boypussy,” and let my fans get an eyeful of their favorite sissy, bouncing on a fake dick that, with any luck, resembles their own.

A few more minutes go by and I tease my fans. “Come on, babe. Just a few more tips. We’re so close. I want so badly to ride your cock,” I croon.

And then I hear it—the cha-ching sound. It’s a sound reserved for tips of five hundred dollars or more. I’ve never heard it in my own show—only in the shows of other, more successful cam-girls.

“Holy shit!” I gasp. I’m in utter disbelief.

One of my more recent but devoted fans, "Rowdyboy293," is the generous tipper. I give him a special little message and thank him for getting us all ‘to the goal.’

I cannot help but sway my hips and do a bit more dancing to drive my fans wild. Secretly, I’m stalling a bit from my nervousness. I’m so fucking horny, but I haven’t quite readied my boypussy yet.

The messages continue to ‘ding’ as I do my dance for a good fifteen minutes, teasing my fans with promises of what is to come. I decide to perform a blowjob on the pink dildo, settling down on the carpet and giving my fans a nice view as I take a few inches of the fake cock into my mouth. I suck gently on the head, taking my time.

I always make sure to take my time and go slow. No need to rush, I always tell myself.

Finally, as my fans’ fervor reaches its crescendo, I position myself invitingly before them. I spread my legs open and begin to rub my dick over my shiny pink thong. My dick is hard, but that is no matter, given that it’s only three inches long!

I know it’s part of the reason my fans love me; my tiny dick only adds to the illusion of my feminization and my authenticity as a beautiful and obedient sissy boy.

Finally, I lower myself into position and recline back on my chair with my legs up and spread open. I’ve been waiting for this moment as much as my fans. I’m so fucking hard and horny and ready to feel the dildo against my sissy-hole.

I watched myself in the preview thumbnail on my laptop screen, ensuring I look good for my audience. Then, I take a deep breath and slide my thong to the side, revealing my taint and my butthole. It’s bald and pink and I pucker it a few times, as if to wink my cute hole at my fans.

The message dings continue, as do the chimes, signaling the money that continues to flow. This only emboldens me more and makes me want to give my fans the best performance ever.

I squeeze a bit of lube on one of my free hands and rub it between my fingers. I wink at my fans and smile.

“Are you ready for a little fun, boys?” I say to the screen, lubricant glistening on trembling fingers—the final act about to commence where Alexandria will conquer new heights and explore depths unknown.

I lower my finger down to my butthole and slide the cool gel on my fingertip against myself. I feel the cold touch against my hole and I gasp as I begin to tease myself.

I know my fans aren’t in the room with me, but it makes me feel so fucking horny to know that somewhere out there in the world, over a thousand people are watching live, as I tease my asshole and do the dirtiest things; things I never would have done even a year ago.

Now I am twenty, and more confident than ever. But only a year ago, I was an average nineteen-year-old boy living my normal life. Alexandria seemed like a distant place, and wearing women's underwear was not even on my radar.

But deep down, I always knew there was something different about me compared to other boys. My interests didn't align with those of my peers; I was more drawn to feminine things.

This posed a challenge, since I am not gay; I just have a strong attraction to all things feminine. So, girls would ignore me, and guys would assume I was interested in them. It put my in an awkward position and I usually ended up spending my time alone. But that was fine with me, because I was able to create my own world—a fantasy world.

But the more I started experimenting with dressing up as a girl and feeling incredibly sexy in my new feminized alter-ego, the more I found myself fantasizing about men more and more. I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I liked it. It made me feel more authentically feminine to crave men while I was dressed up as a beautiful college girl.

Now, since indulging in my sissy fantasies, I find myself in uncharted territory—somewhere along the spectrum of bisexuality.

When I am in my usual, ordinary state, as “Alex,” I am attracted to girls. But when I transform into Alexandria, the ultimate sissy? My desires shift towards men; towards pleasing them and being used by them. The thought of being dominated by a strong, muscular man and used as his personal fuck-toy turns me on immensely. I envy girls who get to bounce on big cocks and be dainty and girlish; who have pussies and g-spots. I want all of that.

What I do have is my boypussy, though. And I know from my success with my cam shows that plenty of men would fuck me just as quickly as they would fuck the girls I wish to be like.

It also helps my image that I have a petite build, barely reaching over five feet tall and weighing less than one hundred pounds. When I am dressed up as a girl, I look so much like the girls I see around my college campus.

It’s ironic, because back in high school, my size made me a target for ridicule and bullying, given that I was such a small guy.

But now? Now, I make money every night off of my small stature, by becoming a beautiful young woman and indulging in my deepest fantasies as I dress up in alluring, feminine outfits and tease horny men on the other side of the screen.

Of course, I still have never done anything with a man, so I cannot know for certain if my feelings and cravings are sincere. But I’ve never done anything with girls, either, and I know that I would like to, if given the opportunity.

Now, I am something empowered and bold; I feel love flowing through me—love for girls and guys. And while for now I am comfortable keeping a screen between myself and the outside world, the cravings to take “Alexandria” into the real-world have been growing.

But for now, I’m facing my laptop screen, with my legs spread and my thong pulled to the side. I’m teasing my asshole, which is now pink, glistening with lube and puckering with hunger to be filled.

I have to give Alexandria what she wants, right?

My fans are eager to see me slide the dildo inside my boypussy, and I am too. I’m growing so desperate to feel it, that I cannot help but grab it and tease my ass with the head of the rubber dildo. I feel it against my hole and I brace, knowing that I’m about to slide the head inside.

I haven’t played much with dildos. I’ve used my finger time and time again, but tonight is more than just a premier for my fans; it’s a new level for my feminization, too. It will be the very first time I’ve used a dildo on myself, and I could not be more excited to have something resembling a hard cock near my sissy-hole.

The chimes of tips rolling in begin to fill my speakers as I bring the head of the dildo to my hole. “Do you boys want to see me finally take your dick in my pussy?”

The messages flood my chat box, as well, and I know it’s time. I bring the head of the dildo against my hole and push it until I feel the pressure.

Immediately, I cannot help but moan. I look at myself in the preview thumbnail on my laptop. Seeing myself all dolled up in makeup, stockings, a bra, panties and a wig, while having a pink seven-inch realistic dildo near my hole makes me hornier than anything else. I hold my thong to the side and, as always, I pretend that under the front pouch of my thong is not my dick and balls, but a puffy, rosy pussy.

I know it isn’t, but I can pretend—just like my fans! I have the front pouch of my sparkly pink thong still hiding my dick and balls, with only my asshole visible. I like it this way for tonight; it’s a nice way to pretend that I truly am a girl, about to take a big cock in my pussy.

I push the dildo until the pressure turns to pain. I moan loudly and gasp as my lips part. I fucking love moaning and whimpering with delight like a girl. I’ve practiced my voices a thousand times, and nothing makes me happier than using them when I please myself before the audience.

"Are you ready for this?" I purr into the microphone. The initial stretch is an exquisite mix of discomfort and pleasure, leaving me momentarily breathless.

There's no going back–the tip of the dildo is inside me. With a gentle exhale and a decisive shift in posture, I push deeper. It's cool at first touch but soon warms to my body heat as I slowly allow myself to open up to the inviting intruder.

The cool air of my room contrasts with the heat emanating from my cheeks, both sets flushed with a cocktail of embarrassment and arousal.

I push the dildo deeper, and my moans crescendo into whimpers as I pull it back and then sink deeper into my boypussy all over again. I do this a few times, building into a rhythm, slow as molasses, but unending.

The camera captures every expression, every quiver that courses through my vulnerable body—all as Alexandria.

With each thrust, I can see the numbers tick up in the corner of my screen—more viewers, more tips, more eyes on me.

I never thought I'd find myself here, the center of attention in the filthiest of ways. The neon pink wig feels heavy on my head, like a crown of some otherworldly princess. I arch my back slightly more for dramatic effect, for them, making sure to angle the laptop screen and webcam to give the best view.

My hand slips for a moment, and I let out an involuntary gasp as the dildo nearly slips out of my ass before I catch it and push it back inside. My virgin boypussy is so tight it continually tries to reject the powerful cock demanding inside of it.

The chat box is a blur of compliments and lewd suggestions, punctuated by the increasingly generous tips.

"So fucking hot," somebody types. A few of my regular fans enjoy the show with their many compliments, as well.

I cannot help but to continually plunge the dildo into my boypussy, pushing as deep as it can go.

I find an angle I like and begin to pump in and out, fast and smooth. As I do this, I cannot help but grab the front pouch of my panties and massage my dick through the shiny fabric.

I feel the pleasure growing and growing and finally, I cannot help but yank the rest of my panties to the side so I can stroke my tiny, but painfully hard dick. My face is tight and pink with frustration and adrenaline. I can feel the sweat across my skin as I edge myself closer towards an explosive finish like never before.

Something inside me is enjoying the dildo in ways I never imagined. The crested head of it rubs against my walls and it’s clearly found a weak-spot deep inside me; a spot that makes me feel like I’m melting beneath the rising tides of euphoria.

As I near a climax that promises to be as public as it is personal, a familiar thought flickers through my mind—it always visits me when I am about to orgasm. Am I Alex or am I Alexandria? Maybe I’m more than just a sissy.

But then pleasure swallows my thoughts whole, and honestly, at this moment with legs trembling and heart pounding, I'm not sure if the answer even matters. It never does, anyway. I never answer the question, because I always slide into orgasm and forget all about it.

I close my eyes for a moment, giving myself up to the sensation completely. My breathing quickens; I'm on display. I let myself mediate on this fact, more than anything else.

I’m going to cum with a dildo up my virgin boypussy—and the entire world is going to watch me do it. Everybody is going to see what a filthy, cock-craving sissy slut I am.

This is all I need to go over the edge. My body trembles and my girlish gasps escape my lips as I scrunch my brow and feel the familiar pleasure slide up my legs with heat and tension.

“Oh, fuck! Oh… fuck!” I cry out.

As the climax hits me, I realize that this orgasm is completely different from my usual ones.

The sensation of the dildo pressing against my inner walls causes a feeling unlike anything I have ever experienced before. It's as if my entire body is turning inside out and melting into the chair beneath me.

I start to worry I might even disconnect from my body! Rather than shooting out like it normally does, the cum only dribbles out, but it seems to go on forever.

My entire body trembles and shakes until the pleasures finally releases me, and I’m left wet, sticky and huffing with breath.

“Oh, fuck…” I exhale. I cannot help but giggle endlessly as my fans reward me with endless dings of messages, and even a few more tips!

I feel my skin sticky with sweat and cum, and all I can smell is the scent of sex and perfume, leaving me feeling more like a certified sissy-boy than ever before.

It’s as I’m wrapping up my show a bit early—thanks to the intense orgasm robbing me of my energy—that I hear a pounding on my front door. It’s impatient and aggressive—not just a simple knock on the door from a delivery driver or something.

I close my laptop and rush over to the bathroom, expecting to simply ignore the knock on the door and work on changing back into my normal appearance. I typically like to indulge for a bit after my shows, but the knocking on the door has left me a bit uncomfortable and self-conscious.

But the pounding on my door does not stop. And after a moment, I even hear somebody yelling through the door, “Come on—I know you’re home. I can hear you.”

A tremor of fear courses in my body and I tip-toe to the door to look through the peep-hole.

It’s then that I see, in the fish-eye lens, my neighbor, Craig, standing in front of my door. I sigh with relief. He’s a familiar sight, though I’ve never spoken to him before, and the pounding on the door doesn’t exactly instill the promise of a warm conversation.

Even before I moved into my apartment, Craig was a familiar face to me. He’s one of the star football players for the college team. Not only is he drop-dead gorgeous for a meathead jock, but he’s quite popular.

More than once, I’ve had to hear the thumping of his headboard against my bedroom wall, along with the long, loud moans of his current hookup.

And more than once, I’ve masturbated to the sounds coming from his apartment—sometimes imagining that I’m Craig—and other times, I’m imagining myself as the girl, getting pounded by the pride and joy of the University.

Otherwise, Craig keeps to himself. Between football practice and what I can only imagine is a schedule full of frat parties and keggers, he doesn’t ever seem to be home.

But now, I can see his blonde hair, beaming blue eyes and strong, stubbled jaw all exaggerated in the fish-eye lens. His already tall, herculean body looks bigger in the small peephole, too.

I take a deep breath and tried to figure out what I’m going to do. I’ve never met Craig, but he knows that I’m his neighbor just as well as I know that he is mine, because we’ve exchanged silent nods and half smiles in passing.

I don’t exactly want to figure out what it is that’s got Craig so upset, though.

I then make a split-second choice that will end up changing my life; I decide to answer the door—as Alexandria.

Normally, I’d shout back from the other side of the door in my normal voice. “Just a minute, bro!” I’d yell, and hurry to get changed back to Alex.

But not tonight. Tonight, I’m on such a high from my show and the success of my dildo experiment that I decide it’s finally the time to bring Alexandria to life.

I decide that, if Craig truly is upset about something, a sexy girl answering the door will go a lot farther in pacifying him, than my normal college-boy identity. So, I quickly wiggle into a black mini dress and—hoping my appearance does not look too rushed—rush to the door.

I don’t have time for heels or anything else as I adjust myself in a nearby mirror, paranoid that surely, I will miss some minor yet crucial detail. I’m impressed with how sexy I look, though. I wish, more than anything, I didn’t have a man pounding on my door; I would rush back to my bedroom and play with the dildo, again, freshly inspired by my sexy dress being way too short for modesty—something I hope will work to my advantage when I open the door.

When I hear the pounding on my door return once more, and I take a deep breath and decide finally to pull the door open.

When I open it, I see Craig standing in the hallway with his big arms crossed. He’s in a tight-fitting white t-shirt and a pair of heather grey gym shorts, that give me as much a view of his bare legs as my dress gives him of mine.

Normally, I wouldn’t let myself indulge in places I know I shouldn’t, but now that I’m dressed as Alexandria, I cannot help but feel confident enough to look Craig up and down. I tease my hair and bite my lip, eyeing down at his tiny cotton shorts. He looks as though he’s fresh out of the gym—or maybe the shower, after having worked-out.

He’s got a pair of sandals on his feet and I’m impressed with how nice and clean his feet look.

“Um, hi,” I said with a flirty tone.

I blink at the sudden shift in Craig's demeanor, his furrowed brows now arched in curiosity rather than frustration. His eyes roam, not with the disgust I had braced for, but an intrigue that feels like the warmth of a spotlight.

It's as if he doesn't recognize me at all—Alex, the nerdy guy next door. For this, I am very thankful. I would not have known what do if Craig recognized me and realized it was his neighbor, playing dress-up.

No, standing here before him is Alexandria, and her presence has immediately caused a seismic shift in the dynamic between us. Craig clearly believes he is looking at a beautiful girl—and a total stranger, at that.

"Hey," Craig says again, his voice a husky drawl that resonates somewhere deep inside me. "I didn't realize... I mean..."

It's clear he's struggling to find the right words, as if his playbook has been stripped of its pages and he's left improvising on the field.

He looks different when he's confused—not the cocksure athlete who thumps his chest after a touchdown, but someone rawer and more human.

My heart races as I wink and smile at him. This is new territory. Unfamiliar. Dangerous, even. But Alexandria doesn't cower; she's boldness incarnate.

“Can I help you?” I say to him.

I tilt my head slightly, letting my neon-pink strands fall into a more alluring position. I can feel the power of Alexandria's persona wrapping around me like a shield—or perhaps a weapon—and I feel myself growing more confident by the moment.

I lick my lip—and then bite it—as I bat my eye lashes at Craig. He smiles and seems thrown-off his game.

"Is something wrong?" I ask with a softness to my voice that wasn’t there moments before, when fear still had its grip on me.

By this point I’ve turned to my side a bit, showing him my profile. I know it’s a gamble, since he will see how flat my chest is. I poke my ass out a bit, so he can get a look.

His gaze flits down to it and then back up to meet my eyes. There's a hunger there that wasn't visible under the stadium lights or in the dining hall where I've seen him holding court.

"No," he says slowly, "actually... I kind of wanted to see if everything was... okay. I heard a lot of noises, and… do you live here? I was thinking some dorky guy lived here," he said with a chuckle.

Everything is far from okay—I'm vibrating with nerves, excitement, and a touch of fear—but Alexandria knows how to play this game better than Alex ever could.

“Yes, I live here,” I say, keeping it simple.

“Well, to be honest, you were being pretty loud—whatever you were doing,” he says, poking his head around me.

"Well, everything's perfect over here," I say with a confidence that surprises even me. "But since you're here already..." I step back and open the door wider, inviting him in with a gesture that feels both daring and reckless. "Why don't you come inside and we can talk about it? I certainly don’t want you to be upset with me."

Craig hesitates for just a moment and then he takes a step forward, crossing the threshold into my world.

The door shuts behind him with a soft click that feels definitive. Like fate locking into place. Whatever happens next is entirely uncharted territory—but it's clear that tonight’s playbook is going to need an entirely new set of rules.

Of course, the goal is to get Craig back out of my apartment quickly and with little conflict. I can already tell that he’s tripping over himself when he looks at me, but that doesn’t mean I’m brave enough to try and fool him with anything more than a bit of harmless—and touchless—flirting.

Craig comes into my apartment and looks around. “Hm, you’ve got interesting taste,” he said.

“Um, thanks,” I say, guiding him over to my sofa.

He sits down and as I’m about to take a seat on the chair nearby, he grabs my hand and pulls me down. “Sit here next to me,” he smiled.

“Oh, um, sure,” I say with a nervous chuckle.

Craig leans in, his clean, musky scent washing over me as his fingers trail along my bare thigh.

"So," he murmurs, his lips curling into a smirk, "about these noises coming from your apartment...you must be doing something very interesting in here to shake the walls like you do."

I giggle nervously, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks—though I hope it's perceived as part of the act.

I bat my eyelashes, which feels as natural now as breathing.

"Oh, well, just this and that… just a boring Friday night at home," I say with a playful lilt to my voice.

“This and that, huh? Well, I heard a lot of loud moaning coming from in here just now,” Craig says. “If that’s a ‘boring Friday night at home,’ then I’d like to know what you consider fun,” he laughs.

His hand travels higher up my thigh, closing in on the hem of my black mini dress. I cannot believe what is happening right now. Can he seriously be touching me, running his fingers closer and closer to my panties and then… my dick? What happens if he finds out that this sexy girl next-door isn’t exactly the girl she claims to be? What is he going to do to me when he realizes it’s still me, the boring boy he’s mostly ignored since he moved in?

Craig’s blue eyes sparkle with curiosity and a wild need that sends shivers down my spine—not entirely unpleasant, but dangerous nonetheless. As frightened as I am of something happening that I cannot control, I’m also so fucking horny at the attention I’ve managed to get from none other than the star football player of our college.

If he thinks I’m a hot girl, then maybe I really am, I think to myself, trying to find confidence amidst my nervousness.

“Well, you know, it’s not like I’m doing anything naughty,” I say to him. “And if I was, well, it’s my own private business, right?”

"Well, maybe I could get a private showing," he suggests, his breath hot on my neck.

I swallow hard. The room feels impossibly small with Craig this close, his presence overwhelming. I can't possibly expose myself—my truth—to him. I know I have to do anything to keep up the act, even if it means doing a few things I never expected to do.

"Um, well, maybe so," I say coyly, diverting Craig's hand with a gentle touch and rising from the sofa. I sashay to the stereo and put on some sultry background music—a slow beat that throbs through the room like a second pulse. I decide that Alexandria is going to give him a silly little show, and maybe this will be enough to pacify him and send him back to his apartment satisfied.

How foolish of me.

Turning back to face Craig, I let the persona of “Alexandria” cloak me in confidence. I move with calculated grace, allowing the rhythm to guide my hips in a dance that keeps just enough space between us—teasing but not revealing.

Craig watches me intently from the couch, his lips parted slightly as if drinking in every move I make. His hands clench and unclench on his knees as he sits there, enthralled by my performance—an act born of necessity now turned into a thrilling game of seduction and secrets.

I twirl and dip low, letting my hair brush against him as I pass by—close enough for him to feel the heat radiating from my body. The air is thick with his desire—and perhaps mine, too—and fears that mingle together in an intoxicating haze that is making me forget who I am outside of this night.

After what feels like an eternity of dancing for him, Craig stands abruptly and steps into my path. He's large and solid—a wall of muscle and raw masculinity that dwarfs my slender frame. Having him so close to me that I can feel his warmth and smell his scent both terrifies and arouses me.

I’ve never felt so much like a dainty, beautiful college girl in all my life.

Our eyes lock; there's a question in his gaze, an invitation that demands an answer without words. I hesitate but for a heartbeat before being drawn forward by some invisible force that leaves caution trailing in its wake.

This dance is far from over; it’s only just begun. And I know every step must be played perfectly—or risk the entire illusion crumbling and Craig discovering my secret.

He cannot find out that it’s me underneath all of this. I have to do whatever it takes to keep him under Alexandria’s spell, I think to myself.

“Hello there,” I say in a playful tone.

“I don’t know when you moved in, but I’m damn sorry I didn’t come over here sooner,” Craig says in a heavy tone.

I bite my lip and my heart races. I have no idea where this is going, but it’s going too fast for me to comprehend.

Before I know it, Craig leans down and I feel his lips press against mine. My mind shuts down with shock, and my body takes over; Alexandria takes over. I open my mouth and feel his tongue sliding against mine. My dick is already throbbing inside my panties.

I’ve always wondered how I would feel about kissing another guy—now I know.

I normally wouldn’t have enjoyed it, but now that I’m dressed as Alexandria, and knowing I can drive a guy wild enough to have him take me and kiss me like this, is all the confirmation I need; this feels so fucking right.

My heart was pounding and my dick, throbbing. I knew I was in deep trouble. What if Craig pushes his waist against mine? Will he feel the bulge inside my dress? I’m growing terrified, but I’m so horny that I’m almost ready to risk everything.

Craig pulls away and eyes me with total abandon. “I think I want to see that mouth moan on my cock. How does that sound, babe?”

A tremor of fear rushes through my body. Is he fucking serious?

My hands shake and my legs tremble, feeling so weak that I might fall over, either from my shaking, or from my lightheadedness.

“Well, um… I don’t know,” I say with a nervous laugh.

“No? So, I guess I need to tell the landlord you’re keeping everybody up at night with your sex noises?” Craig said, with a little less chivalry than earlier.

“What? No way,” I say, with a nervous smile and heat flushing my cheeks pinks. “That’s not what I meant.”

I know what I have to do. If I want to keep Craig from poking around and trying to uncover what goes on in my apartment, I’m going to have to somehow make him too stupid and mindless to care. And there is only one way to make a boy immediately stupid. You’ve got to make all the blood from his brain, rush down to his cock.

So, I take a deep breath and run my hand over his bulge. Fuck, it’s huge. This might be a problem.

“What I meant was…” I start, trying to improvise. “I might not do much moaning with your dick in my mouth.”

Craig smiles and says, “That’s perfectly fine. Let’s find out.”

I hesitantly lower to my knees. With the music still playing, I raised my hand and set it on his bulge. Fuck, it was getting even bigger; growing and swelling larger and larger, like an expanding heather-grey cotton hillside.

“Mm, fuck…” Craig groans softly. “I want you to make you moan, babe.”

He tugs on his gym shorts, though I feel like I already know a bit what to expect. He practically has a seven-inch tent in his shorts, ready to swing out into the air.

He suddenly tugs them down and frees it right in my face.

“Holy shit,” I gasp. It’s probably eight inches of thick, pink meat. Fuck, it’s gorgeous, too. The head is so perfectly sculpted it makes my body shudder. I want to hate Craig for being just another typical, asshole jock; the sort who would bully me if he knew who I really was beneath my clothes. But instead, I cannot help but want to have my fun.

“Shit,” I exhale.

Craig laughs and shrugs. “You like it, huh? You think it will help you moan for me like you did earlier?”

“It just might,” I say to him.

Secretly, I’m so fucking nervous. I’ve never sucked a dick before. I’ve practiced on the dildo, at least—but only for a few hours.

And now, I would have the real thing. I can’t wait but for a few seconds before I reach out and grab it. I slide my fingers around the big, powerful cock and feel it throbbing in my hand. It’s so long that it has a downward curve, like the weight of the big shaft is sagging down by gravity or something.

It all makes me so fucking horny and hard. Here I am, dressed like a sexy girl, making a hot guy like Craig rock-hard. I’m already so addicted to the power. Even as nervous as I am, I want more and more.

I take a deep breath, the scent of his musky manhood filling my nostrils, and as "Alexandria," I know there's no backing out now.

My hand trembles slightly as it wraps around the base of Craig's shaft, steadying it as I lean in closer. The heat from his skin seems to radiate against my flushed cheeks.

“Mm, fuck,” he moans deeply.

As my lips part, the warm, velvet flesh of his cock-head brushes against them.

I hear Craig let out another soft groan, an affirmation that urges me to continue. Gently, I take him into my mouth, holding back the anxiety that threatens to overwhelm me. I focus on the task at hand, gliding my tongue along the underside of his length.

The room is filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the wet motions of my endeavors, with the slow dance music, hazy somewhere in the background.

Craig's hand finds its way to the back of my head, guiding me with a firm but careful insistence that sends shivers down my spine.

"Fuck, Alexandria," he mutters in a voice thick with arousal. His tone sends a jolt through me; I am caught between fear and an intoxicating thrill—an endless loop that is driving me wild with lust.

My senses are hyper-aware of every detail—the way his thighs tense as I take him deeper, the soft strands of my neon-pink wig tickling my forehead, and the subtle shift of fabric as my thong rides up uncomfortably between my cheeks. The duality of my existence in this moment is almost too much to bear.

I try my best to suck him. I feel a bit clumsy, but it’s no matter. He seems to love it, anyway. And I fucking love it, too. I taste the salty flavor of his pre-cum and it’s enough to make me want to bend over and let him pound my boypussy until I’m screaming.

I push such thoughts aside and concentrate on the blowjob.

The pace quickens subtly as I pick up on his cues, reading each hitched breath and twitching muscle like a book I'm afraid to put down. Time seems to blur; the outside world fades away until there's nothing but Craig, his pleasure, and the role I've taken on as Alexandria.

Through it all, a tiny voice wonders what would happen if Craig knew the truth—if he knew that beneath this facade lay not Alexandria but Alex, his quiet, ‘dorky’ neighbor. It brings a smile to my mind, but at the same time, I’m not stupid; I appreciate the risk I’m taking, too.

The thought is simply too dangerous, so I shove it aside with each determined swirl of my tongue around his throbbing cock.

Here and now, I am Alexandria—desired, powerful in my ability to bring this big, hungry jock to his knees using nothing but my tongue.

And despite my fears and reservations, a part of me revels in this persona.

As long as Craig remains entranced by the illusion, I will continue to play the part—a siren luring him deeper into a sea from which there might be no return for either of us.

“Fuck, babe,” Craig groans. “I want to eat that pussy hiding in your dress. I need to eat it. I want to make you scream for it.”

Another flutter of fear rushes through me and I quickly pull off his dick and blurt, “I’m on my period.”

Craig looks disheartened and annoyed. I don’t know why, but I quickly add, “But I like anal sex more than regular sex, anyway.”

Craig’s eyes grow wide with incredulity and excitement.

“What?” Craig asks. He shakes his head and smiles. “You’re are a dirty girl, huh? Fuck yeah.”

Before I know what’s happening, Craig hoists me up and carries me to my bedroom. I feel my body over his shoulder as he stomps down the hallway and enters my room. It’s dark, with only a small string of faint, blinking pink lights strew on the wall. This is perfect—dim enough to give myself a little more room for errors. I know I’ll need it.

But Craig is so hungry and powerful in the way he handles me. He immediately pushes me atop my bed until I’m on all fours and grabs my dress, yanking it up.

“Oh, fuck,” I yelp. “You’re a hungry boy,” I giggle.

“Fuck yes I am. I want this ass so bad.”

I giggle nervously and say, “There’s um… there’s some lube in the drawer over there,” I point, before reaching for it, myself. I end up on my back, which Craig doesn’t seem to mind at all. And now, I have a view of Craig towering over me.

He climbs to the edge of the bed and I feel him yank my panties to the side. My breath hitches before I realize he’s only yanked the part of my thong that reveals my asshole. I then feel his finger teasing my hole.

“Oh… ugh, fuck,” I moan. I want immediately to let him know how unnecessary it is to bother with my “pussy.” Instead, I want him playing only with my asshole, for fear of him getting curious and discovering my dick inside my panties. Luckily, my little period excuse seems to be working; he seems utterly disinterested in going near that area.

Craig then reaches down and covers me. His body hovers over me as he begins to make out with me. My body is going wild, and my mind an absolute, dizzying web of chaos. I cannot think straight, which might be best for this situation!

I feel the warmth of Craig's body pressing down on me, his breath hot against my lips. The sensation is almost too much, and I am acutely aware of every place where our skin makes contact.

I can't help but let out a small whimper as he teases my asshole further, the discomfort mingling with a strange sense of desire that I can't seem to shake off. Fuck, it’s almost too much, but I’m practically begging him for it.

Each movement Craig makes sends a shiver through my spine, and as he pushes inside me, I have to bite my lip to stifle the cry that threatens to escape. It's a delicate balance: showing just enough pleasure to keep him from suspecting, yet not too much to reveal my true self hidden beneath the facade.

“Mm, fuck,” I moan softly.

“Yeah, you really are a dirty slut, huh?” he growls, as he teases my asshole over and over.

It’s too dim for me to tell, but at some point, he’s lubed his hard cock, and brought it against my hole. I can feel him rubbing the head against my tight, virgin boypussy. I take a deep breath as I look up at him.

Fuck, this is going to hurt so bad, I think to myself, preparing to try and somehow take his girth as if I truly am a ‘dirty slut,’ and not just a twenty-year-old college boy cross-dressing as one!

Craig’s eyes are filled with bliss and his lips part as he begins to push into me. At once, I feel the pressure against my stubborn and reluctant hole. It doesn’t want to open for his big, scary cock. But he forces it open around the big head, anyway.

The pain is sharp and real. His eight inches feel like an invasion, stretching me in ways I hadn't imagined before this moment. He lowers his chest and continues to push into me as we remain in missionary position. My feet are up on either side of him and he is lowering his cock into my warm hole. He moans with each centimeter he sinks into my tight, warm boypussy.

“Oh… shit!” I cry out, as his cock suddenly pushes into me deep and smooth. He’s broken some sort of threshold, and the fiery pain turns to a dull ache as his warm girth fills me and stretches me.

This is what it feels like to be a girl… I finally know, I think to myself.

I dig my nails into his broad shoulders, trying to ground myself in the present, trying to remind myself this is just another performance—one that requires all my acting skills—even as I feel pain and pleasure unlike anything ever before.

Craig seems lost in his own world now, his rhythm unyielding as he moves within me, each thrust making it harder for me to remember why I'm enduring this. The pain is intense, yet so is the pleasure. I know why I’m doing it—to keep him believing that I’m a girl. And in a way… to keep myself believing it, too.

The scent of sex and sweat fills the air around us, and for a moment, I allow myself to close my eyes and focus on the intensity of the sensations washing over me. I can feel his cockhead massaging deep inside me. I’ve never felt so helpless, weak and delicate as I do in this moment. It’s enough to make my dick rock-hard and ready to cum; it doesn’t hurt that Craig’s abs are rubbing against my dress and my thong, too.

“Fuck, you’re so tight… damn,” he groans. “I’m not going to last long with your tight butt.”

As he leans down to kiss me again, his hand finds mine and interlocks our fingers. It's oddly tender amidst the roughness of his movements, and for a split second, it feels almost like we're more than a quick, cheap hookup between strangers.

But I'm quickly jolted back to reality as he picks up pace and groans against my mouth. I can’t help but do the same as the pain spreads through me—only rivaled by the strange pleasures that are unraveling my mind and my identity. I’m slowly forgetting that I was ever a guy. All I know, now, is that I’m Alexandria, who loves getting pounded in her boypussy!

I moan louder than ever as Craig pounds faster and faster.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You’re going to make me cum so hard.”

Every nerve ending in my body is alive with pain and pleasure so intertwined that distinguishing between them becomes impossible.

The pain is still outweighing the pleasure, but I know I have to keep it up; I can't let on how much it actually hurts. And yet, I also don’t want to admit how much I love that it hurts; that I love how I’m being used and pounded like a cheap whore.

I’m not ready to admit to my “hetero” self that I love letting a guy pound my ass while I charge my loud, girlish moans into his ear and beg for more.

I focus on breathing through it all, keeping as still as possible while underneath him so he won't grind into me and notice my small but firm bulge and suddenly realize the truth I’m hiding.

“Ugh, yes… yes,” I moan. Something about the pain is making my body ready to cum. It’s the same complex and strange pleasure that preceded my anal-orgasm earlier in the night with the dildo.

My mind flares with reservations about letting another man fuck me so hard and carelessly—and at the idea of eventually letting him pump his cum right up my unprotected ass.

I feel a rush of sudden and intense guilt that I’m doing this. But a of me doesn't want this to stop, and knows that I cannot. I don’t want Craig to stop looking at me with such desire in his eyes. I’m too fucking addicted to stop, now.

The same questions as always arise; am I Alex or Alexandria? What does it mean?

But those thoughts are dangerous, so I push them away and brace myself for each new thrust of his fat cock, plunging balls deep into my ass. I feel his sack spanking against my butt with each pump.

Before I can entertain another single thought or reservation, the pleasure surges inside me and I feel like I’m going to explode.

“Oh… oh… OH FUCK!” I cry out at the top of my lungs. Craig pushes his mouth firmly against mine and I feel his tongue deep inside my mouth, as if trying to stifle my moans—or swallow them. So, I push them down his throat while he jackhammers my ass and I feel my asshole gripping uncontrollably around his thickness while I cum.

I feel the sticky, hot mess I’m shooting into my pink thong. Craig pulls back and smiles, “Yeah, cum for me, baby. Damn… cumming from anal when I’m not even rubbing your clit? You really are a dirty girl. I fucking love it.” His breath is heavy and fast and I can feel the sweat on his skin; I can smell it too. It all adds to the high I get, cumming while he pounds my asshole and the fiery burn collides with the blissful release.

“Fuck, your tight little ass it strangling my cock, babe. You’re going to make me cum if you keep trying to squeeze it out of me like that,” Craig laughs.

“Cum… cum for me… please,” I beg him. My mind is somewhere else. The battle of Alex and Alexandria is not on my mind; the risk is not on my mind. Nothing is on my mind except making this big, hungry man cum deep inside my boypussy. I want to make him weak and empty his balls until he’s begging for mercy. I want to be the dangerous woman that every man craves and fears.

“Oh… FUCK!”

The warmth of Craig's release floods through me, a visceral reminder of the vulnerability and exhilaration that comes with being a girl on her back, taking a big, hungry cock.

His muscular frame shudders above me, each groan resonating like a deep chord strummed on the strings of my own arousal.

For a moment, the line between Alexandria and Alex blurs entirely, and I'm simply a vessel of pleasure, caught in the web of his dominant presence. There is no Alexandria or Alex; I’m something above and beyond it.

As his thrusts slow, I can feel his cock pulsing inside me, the final waves of his orgasm ebbing away.

He collapses onto me, his weight both comforting and overwhelming. His breath is hot against my neck, and I can smell the mix of sweat and cologne that clings to him, competing with the fragrance of sex that hovers over us. It's all so masculine and potent, and it makes me shiver.

"Craig," I whisper, my voice barely audible even to myself. “That was amazing.”

He lifts his head and looks at me with those piercing blue eyes. There's a softness there that wasn't present before—an intimacy that we haven't shared until this moment. His hand brushes a stray lock of neon pink hair from my face, the gesture tender in its roughness.

"You okay?" he murmurs, concern threading through the huskiness of post-coital breath. “I was kind of rough, huh?”

I nod, feeling the thong clinging to my hips and the bra constricting slightly around my chest. "Yeah," I manage to say. "That was... intense… but in a good way." I chuckle and say, “I’m going to be so sore in the morning, though.”

Craig chuckles, too. It’s a deep sound that rumbles through his chest.

"You made me cum so hard, I think, for the first time ever, my balls will be sore in the morning," he adds.

“Mine, too,” I say. Suddenly, I feel nervous and pink-faced as Craig says, “Huh?”

I quickly pivot, “The balls of my feet.” He looks confused, but not interested in prodding deeper. I sigh with relief.

Suddenly, I feel the ache as his cock begins to pull out of my asshole. I whimper with delight as it finally slips out and I feel my hole throbbing uncontrollably.

Craig rolls off me but keeps an arm draped around my waist, as if to keep some semblance of dominance and ownership over me. I don’t mind one bit.

I cannot believe what has just happened. Everything will be different, now. I’m not even sure Alex will ever come back. I’m already thinking about how Alexandria is here to stay. Why have sex with girls when I can be the girl, instead? When I can get on my back, spread my legs, and let a man fuck my brains out?

In that moment, I realize that this is everything I’ve ever wanted. I know I have a long journey ahead of me. And poor, cute Craig; he has no idea that he’s helped to change my life.

I lay there, quiet, wondering what he would do if he knew the truth. I don’t dare tell him, though. Why spoil it? He came so hard I feel the cum drizzling from my ass like a warm, gooey river. It makes me so horny that I’m hard and ready for him to destroy my boypussy all over again.

I eye him as he asks, “So, really… what were you doing over here before I dropped by?”

I smile and whisper, “I was touching myself and hoping you’d knock on my door.”

“Oh yeah?” Craig asked with a grin. “You were hoping I’d drop by and fuck you?”

“No,” I say to him. “I was hoping you’d stay over and fuck me all night long.”

Craig licks his lips and nods. “I think that can be arranged.”

“Good,” I say to him, bringing him in for a kiss. Now, Alexandria is in total control. Any fear I had earlier has faded. Alex is almost gone.

And now, the best, sexiest and most confident version of myself can forever flourish.

And I decide it’s going to start with an encore.

I reach down and caress Craig’s cock in my fingers. It’s still thick with semi-hardness, wet and sticky—and throbbing.

“Are you going to pound me again, or what?” I say to him with a taunting grin.

Craig doesn’t answer me. Instead, he grabs me and flips me onto my belly.

I yelp and giggle, waiting for his cock to pound away whatever memories of Alex still remain deep inside me!


CHEATERS


All week long, I hadn’t been able to shake a nagging feeling in my gut.

Maybe it was the way my wife, Jen, had avoided my eyes lately, or the hurried peck she'd given me that morning before I went to work.

Either way, by the time Friday rolled around, I could no longer fight my intuition that something was off. That day—and week—had been a relentless slog of mindless office work; hours that dragged like weights chained to my ankles. So, it was an easy enough decision to avoid my boss and duck out of work early.

I drove home and twisted my key into the lock of my front door, stepping into the quiet foyer.

The stillness felt deceiving. Normally when I came home around lunch-time for a quick break, I would find Jen doing yoga in the living room. But today there was no such activity when I stepped into the house. The silence cloaked the air with a tension that prickled at my skin.

I paused, and that was when I heard the muted sounds seeping from upstairs; rhythmic creaks and stifled moans that coiled around my body and left me tense. I recognized one of the moans as Jen’s.

Tiptoeing up the stairs, each step made me feel as though I was trespassing in my own home.

As I reached the landing, I found the bedroom door ajar and the moans much louder.

Whether this was an invitation or a trap, I couldn't decide. I felt the blood hammering in my ears as I pushed it open.

Through the sliver of space, I was met immediately with tangled sheets and bare skin bathed in the waning sunlight.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was my wife writhing underneath his body. Robert. Rob. “R-Dog” as he liked to call himself.

Rob was our new neighbor, and ever since I’d first met him a month earlier, his smile had always seemed a little too friendly.

And now I knew why.

Anger roared within me like a storm threatening to break free. And yet, as much as I hated myself for it, I couldn’t help but find the scene deeply arousing.

This guy was in my bedroom, fucking my wife, and I was aroused by it? I did not know what was wrong with me.

My gaze fixed upon my cheating wife; her back arching, and Rob’s corded muscles flexing with every thrust.

In that moment, my emotions battled with one another. Outrage screamed for me to storm in and interrupt them. Even from the doorway and in the dim lighting, I could see Rob’s cock as he slammed it over and over into my wife.

And it was big.

It was bad enough that he was fucking my wife, but he had to have a massive cock, too?

Sweat glistened on Jen's skin as Rob pumped into her with utter abandon. Her nails clawed at his back as she screamed in ways I had never once heard from her when we had sex.

A strange heat coursed through me as I stood there, captive to my conflicting desires. Breaths hitched in unison with theirs; their passion resonated deep within me despite the agony it was causing.

I wanted nothing more than to march into the room, grab Rob, and begin to beat the shit out of the bastard. And yet, I couldn’t help but watch them quietly, as though it was my own little secret that I could have for myself, now that my wife had decided to take away my dignity.

Jen gasped and I knew she was climaxing. She had never orgasmed with me; this made me as angry as it made me hard in my pants.

Moments later, I heard Rob match her groans with a few of his own; deep, guttural growls. I watched, helpless, as his flexed and contracted and I knew he was pumping his cum into my wife. I watched as it began to overflow from her and mess our sheets; sheets that I had paid for.

I felt destroyed seeing my wife cheat on me and let another man cum deep inside her without any protection whatsoever. Not once had she ever let me cum inside her without a condom. It was as if she already liked Rob enough to risk getting pregnant with his children, when she had been meticulous about protection any time that I had been lucky enough to fuck her.

I shrank back into the shadows as they collapsed into each other's arms, spent and oblivious to my presence or suffering.
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"It's not a big deal, Brian," Jen said with a shrug. "We can still be husband and wife. It just needs to be different,” she added. “I still like you—just not in that way.”

‘Like.’ The word ricocheted in my skull. Nothing is worse than having your wife tell you how much she ‘likes’ you but doesn’t love you and doesn’t feel sexually aroused by you.

My wife’s eyes flicked over my face, searching for signs of life—or maybe just hope that I would submit to her new arrangement for us.

"I'm just...not attracted to you in that way," she continued, her voice soft but unapologetic.

Our living room was a battleground, Jen's desire pitted against my insecurities.

She taunted me with Rob's name, her words dripping with contempt as she moved closer, smelling of his cologne and her own scent.

"I need more," she whispered, pressing her hand to my chest.

A loud knock interrupted our tense moment.

Opening the door revealed Alice, Rob's wife, seething with anger and betrayal.

"How could you let this happen?" she spat at Jen and me—her words sharp and cutting. She stormed into our foyer as she continued, "You little bitch!”

Jen appeared behind me, guilt and defiance written on her face. "Alice, I didn't want you to find out like this—"

"Save it, you cunt!" Alice interrupted. Her fist clenched as if she wanted to hit my wife.

"So, you and my deadbeat husband want to run off together? Fine. I don't want your excuses. I'm only here for my payback," she said, crossing her arms.

Jen flinched as if she had been hit. "Revenge? What do you want me to say? That I'm sorry? That it was a mistake? Well, I’m only sorry that you had to find out like this. But Rob and I are compatible in a way that only comes once in a life time."

My wife might as well have driven a stake through my heart with this admission.

"Bitch, please," Alice growled, stepping closer with tension thick in the air. "Sorry isn't enough anymore. I want something that hurts you as much as this hurt me."

My mind raced, trying to understand what Alice meant by "payback," but before I could say anything, she pushed past us into the living room.

Watching Alice move around the room felt like watching a predator circling its prey. It was bad enough that she had an angry, forceful attitude, but she was physically intimidating, too; nearly six feet tall and, while slender, taut and sinewy from years of playing women’s basketball.

She had platinum blonde hair that was chopped short just around her chin, with sparkling blue eyes and a diamond-shaped face. She spoke with a hint of accent, and her slightly tanned complexion made me wonder whether she was Scandinavian.

Wherever she was from, her glare was intimidating in a way I had never felt from an American woman.

The first thing I’d noticed about Alice was how beautiful she was; and how I felt that she was way too good for her husband.

I’d asked if she was a model, to which she gave me a polite and warm laugh. She then told me that she had competed in the Olympics for several years playing women’s basketball, along with playing in Europe, while her American husband seemed to do very little but invest in volatile cryptocurrencies.

She can do better than that clown, I’d thought when I saw them. But they’d seemed happy, so who was I to judge?

But it was now quite obvious that, she truly could do better than “R-Dog.” Well, then again, he at least had two beautiful women fighting over him. What did I have? Being the ‘good guy’ had gotten me nowhere.

Finally, I found the courage to speak, hoping to help mediate the situation between Jen and Alice. I was angry at my wife, too, but I trusted myself over this tall, domineering woman with a grudge.

Still, I began to speak, feeling like every word could make the situation worse. "Can we just talk about this?" I said.

Alice turned to face me, her glaring gaze piercing through my attempt at being peaceful.

"Talk? That's what cheaters always say. As if words can fix what's been broken," she scoffed.

“Look, I understand how you feel. I’m also angry; My partner cheated on me, too,” I said, hoping to commiserate with her.

Jen spoke up then, her voice trembling as she tried to remain composed. "We didn't mean to hurt anyone."

"Didn't mean to?" Alice's laugh was bitter and sharp, like broken glass. "Well, good job! Because you did. You hurt someone deeply."

Alice’s anger affected me; a reminder that I wasn't alone in this mess—not by a long shot.

Those few seconds of awkward, tense silence felt like a lifetime. I looked at Jen, tears threatening to fall from her eyes, and wondered if she felt any hint of remorse, and if she, whether she felt any remorse for me, or just Alice.

Suddenly, Alice's shoulders slumped; her fight draining out of her like air from a punctured balloon. "You know what? This isn't worth it," she said, seemingly more exhausted than angry now.

I took a small step closer, my own anger mixing with fear and a desperate longing to fix something—anything—in this mess.

"Alice, I—I will be talking to my wife. I think she and I can get through this, at least, I hope we can,” I started. “But don't know what would make things right for you. So, if there's anything I can do..."

She lifted her head and said, "There's nothing you can do except keep your slutty wife on a leash."

Jen moved towards her, seemingly ingoing Alice’s barbed insults. She reached out hesitantly as if to offer comfort. But Alice flinched away, wrapping her arms around herself protectively. "Don't," she said softly. “Don’t even think about touching me with your dirty hands.”

The words hung heavily between us, a barrier of hurt that no apology could break through.

Alice and I were each caught up in our battles—betrayal and the desire for revenge—but in that moment, we were also connected by them; a strange fellowship borne from our broken trust.

But I would soon realize that Alice did not feel the same way about she and I.

Alice wiped her tears quickly and straightened her shoulders, as if ready to not only leave my house but this entire chapter of her life behind.

"Brian, I hope you find a better girl than this slut," she said with a hollow laugh. "God knows you've earned it."

She didn't wait for a response before walking out the door, closing it with a soft click that sounded like a final judgement on the whole messy situation.

Jen sat down on the couch, covering her face with her hands. We were only feet apart, but it felt like we were miles away—each lost in our own maze uncertainty.

"Brian?" Jen's voice trembled from behind her hands. “You know I love you, right? I’m sorry about all of this. Just because I don’t feel anything when I am with you physically doesn’t mean I don’t love you; that I want to lose you.”

But I had no words for her—not a single one that could bridge the gap or start any sort of mending.

All I could think about was Rob’s cock pumping in and out of her—and her utter ecstasy.
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I remember thinking it was all some kind of sick joke when Alice's lips curled into a mischievous smile, her eyes locking with mine. The air in the room grew thick with tension, and Jen sat frozen beside me, her guilt written all over her face like a scarlet letter.

The afternoon before, Alice had stormed out, and I did not expect to hear from her again; certainly not so soon. Yet the next day, she was back in my living room, confronting Jen and I.

"I want something," Alice's voice was honeyed but sharp, "and I think it's only fair given the circumstances."

She paced about and continued, “I’ve already kicked Rob out of the house. He’s history. But you and me, Jen? we are not finished.”

Jen nodded slowly, her eyes darting between Alice and me. "Anything," she said. “I messed up, but please don’t hold it against Brian.”

Alice's gaze never left mine as she took a step closer, her perfume a mix of jasmine and something more carnal that I couldn't quite place.

"I want you, Brian," she purred, and my heart pounded against my chest so loud I was sure they could both hear it.

The idea sent a jolt through me, electrifying and terrifying all at once.

“Wh—what?” Jen asked. I could hear the immediate jealousy in her voice, and frankly, it pleased me.

“You… you want to have sex with my husband?” she asked Alice.

The idea of getting to fuck Alice seemed too good to be true, but it excited me. My heart sped in my chest with fear and arousal.

But then, Alice dashed my hopes. The twist came quick and sharp—and I was not prepared for it.

"Not in the way you are imagining..." Her lips twisted into a smirk.

I swallowed hard. "What's the catch?" My voice sounded small in the vastness of my own uncertainty.

“We’re going to fuck,” she said with a grin, and leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. "But the truth is that I like my men... delicate. Feminine." She pulled back just enough to let her words sink in. "I want to dress you up like a girl—and then I will fuck you."

The room spun slightly as the words hit me. This was way outside anything I had ever imagined, and yet, the strangeness of it sparked something inside me—an illicit thrill that mingled with the confusion swirling in my gut. Was she serious? I’d never even considered the idea of dressing up in women’s clothing, before. I’d heard of the idea, but it never crossed my mind to do such a thing.

And yet, the moment this gorgeous blonde woman informed—not asked—me that I would be doing as she told me, my dick began to throb in my pants.

"You want to... dress me up?" My mind raced with images of stockings, skirts... makeup? What was the point of this cruelty and humiliation? I had already been cheated on by my wife, and now Alice was going to humiliate me? Why?

And why was I aroused by this? Was it fear or excitement licking at the edges of my consciousness? I couldn’t quite tell.

“You’re… you’re going to dress my husband up like a girl?” Jen asked, timidly.

Alice nodded slowly, her eyes gleaming with an unspoken challenge. "Yes. He will do that for me, and then I'll give him a night he will never forget."

Jen caught my eye then, biting her lip—an odd mix of remorse and arousal playing across her features as she looked from Alice to me. She seemed almost intrigued by this whole situation.

“And what if I refuse to be a part of your humiliating plan? Why don’t you punish my wife?” I scoffed.

“Obviously, you can refuse,” Alice laughed. “But wouldn’t you like to fuck me and make your wife feel for a moment how she made you feel?” she continued, “That is why this is really a punishment for her, you see?”

The silence stretched out as I wrestled with the decision. My masculinity felt like it hung in balance—a fragile thing that could shatter under the weight of Alice's demand. And yet...

“Jen will be forced to watch,” Alice said, cocking her brow. “I will make sure that if she does not, she will find herself in trouble with her job at the charity organization. I don’t think ‘cheater’ would be a very good look for the vice-president of a family-based organization, now would it, Jen?”

Alice had done her homework. I didn’t recall ever telling her that my wife worked for a charity. But it didn’t matter. Alice was clearly not somebody to cross. I knew that if she’d already built up a profile of Jen, she must’ve had one of me, too.

"Um… okay," I heard myself say before the full breadth of my words dawned on me. There was something convincing about Alice’s spiel that it would, in reality, punish Jen more than me.

Was she being honest, or was she simply manipulating me? I wasn’t sure. I only knew that I was aroused by the idea just as much as I dreaded it.

A wolfish grin spread across Alice's face as she clapped her hands together with glee. "Perfect."
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The next afternoon I found myself in Alice’s bedroom.

She had little to say before she approached me with an excited grin. Her fingers, skilled and teasing, made quick work of my clothes, and I shivered as the air hit my naked skin.

Jen sat on the edge of Alice’s bed, her eyes wide but glittering with an unreadable emotion. She bit her lip, awash with what I’d hoped was apprehension—rather than excitement.

“I hope you are paying close attention, Jen,” Alice chuckled.

I glanced at my wife for reassurance or resistance, but found neither. Instead, there was a silent consent in her gaze; a curiosity on her eyes.

Meanwhile, my heart sped as Alice pulled my pants down and followed with my underwear. Suddenly, I found myself naked from head to toe and clutching my dick and balls, for fear that Alice would see how small my penis was—and my wife would be reminded of this fact, too.

But Alice was quick to yank my hands away. “Wrists to the side,” she barked.

She then looked down at my tiny, flaccid dick and chuckled. “I’m so sorry,” she said to me. “It is no wonder Jen cheated on you, dear. But that still does not give her an excuse,” she explaining, continuing, “Yes, Robert has a very big cock and it is very, very nice.” She chuckled, seemingly indulging in the memory of her husband’s dick, before adding, “But that can never make up for the fact that he is a cheating asshole.”

Alice eyed me, and then glared at my wife. “Character over cock, dear,” she said to Jen. “Maybe you’re too young and stupid to understand that. Yes, girls will always choose cock over character. But at some point, you have to grow up act like the woman that you are,” she explained. “Just because your husband’s penis is very small, does not give you the right to cheat.”

“It gets bigger,” I snipped.

“I’m sure it does,” Alice said, with a patronizing grin.

“Maybe it’s not big like Rob’s, but I’m not that small, okay? Five inches is average, you know. I’m almost five inches. I’m not small.”

“Well, luckily, you are small enough for what I have planned,” Alice said.

With a coy smile, she pulled out a pair of frilly pink panties from her purse. The room's temperature seemed to spike as embarrassment flushed my face.

But it couldn’t match the heat emanating from my skin as I felt a strange arousal at the sight of the panties—and the expectation that I was to wear them. I felt my dick begin to throb between my legs.

"Brian, darling," Alice cooed, stepping closer. "Your audience awaits."

My gaze fell to the lingerie then back to Jen who now reclined back, elbows back on the bed, her chest heaving slightly. Whatever this game was, my wife was more interested than incensed.

This wasn’t just Alice’s fantasy anymore; it seemed almost like it was my wife’s, too. And, as angry as it made me, I felt aroused by it all more than I ever wished.

Why… why am I turned-on by this? I get cheated on and made fun of for my small dick, and I’m aroused by it? Why?! I thought, utterly confused.

Alice knelt down in front of me and held up the panties; satin and lacy and so very small. With a nod that looked more confident than I felt, I lifted one foot and then the other as she guided the fabric over my feet and then up my legs.

The softness of the material contrasted sharply with the hard lines of arousal between my thighs. I felt as the panties continued up my legs, just in time to trap my stiffening dick inside its pink cotton prison. The front pouch was slightly tented over the tip of my erect dick but, pathetically, it was hardly noticeable.

And then came the bra; pink lace that stood out against my skin. Alice fastened it behind me with practiced ease while I stood frozen by a mix of fear and excitement.

Jen giggled suddenly, breaking through my haze of humiliation. "You look... cute," she said with a grin that set off sparks in her eyes.

“I thought this was supposed to be punishment for her,” I flared, eyeing Alice.

“She will have to see her husband made into a pathetic girl—that will punish her soon enough!” Alice snapped.

And then Jen surprised me by getting up and coming close enough that I could smell her perfume mixed with the scent of our shared excitement; mine leaning more towards nervousness, of course.

Her hand reached out tentatively, before grasping my lingerie-clad erection. And then, she squeezed it.

The grab sent lighting through every nerve ending. I gasped audibly, shame wrestling with raw desire inside me.

“Get rid of your dumb hard-on, honey,” Jen said. “You’re dick is ruining everything!” she whined.

“God, Brian,” Alice whispered hoarsely, her breath hot against my ear as she continued to explore with delicate fingers through the barrier of silk and lace. “You’ve never looked hotter; even your wife thinks so.”

Next, Alice withdrew a pink dress from her purse.

Her fingers danced across the cotton-candy pink fabric, a playful smile tugging at her lips as she turned to me, the dress dangling like a forbidden fruit I couldn't help but crave. "I think this will fit you beautifully, Brian," she teased, her voice smooth with delight.

I swallowed with nervousness and anticipation. I hated how much I actually wanted to wear the dress. What was Alice doing to me? Was she some sort of witch? Why was I changing so much in such a short time? I hated it, but my body certainly loved every moment.

Jen's eyes were wide with an unspoken question, her gaze flicking between the lingerie hugging my skin and the dress in Alice's hands. The air was electric with suspense, charged with the kind of energy that made every hair on my body stand on end.

I felt my cheeks flush with heat as I stood there in just panties and a bra—the lace soft against my skin—while Alice approached, the dress whispering promises of further humiliation and unknown pleasures.

"You ready to slip into something more...comfortable?" Alice's grin was wicked. She held the dress up to me.

Jen bit her lip, her look now one of intrigue mixed with a hint of hunger that sent a jolt straight through me. My heart pounded fiercely against my chest, each beat echoing a mix of shame and excitement. I hated how much I wanted to beg for the dress.

I had never felt so humiliated in my life—and more aroused. I wondered whether this was why I’d watched Rob fuck my wife, rather than attack him. Maybe I belong this way, dressed as a cute girl, while real guys like Rob fuck my wife, I thought.

Taking a deep breath, I reached out with trembling hands to take the dress from Alice.

The fabric was cool against my heated skin as it slid over my head, cascading down over my body. The skirt flounced around my thighs in a whisper of intimacy that felt both alien and exquisite.

Alice's hands were gentle but firm as they smoothed the material over my hips, her touch sparking arcs of arousal that I could no longer deny or fight. It was painfully obvious to both Alice and Jen, anyway, thanks to my erection.

The dress clung to me in all the right places. Both embarrassment and pleasure coursed through me. I felt vulnerable, yet… undeniably alive. I didn’t understand it in the least, but everything began to feel more and more natural to me, with every step I took into a new, feminine alter-ego.

"There," Alice said with satisfaction, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Perfect."

Jen's breath caught in her throat as she circled around me, appraising. The air between us crackled with tension as she leaned in close enough for me to feel her warmth.

"You look... amazing," Jen breathed out, smiling. It was a smile on her lips that I had not seen in so long. She looked genuinely attracted to me, for the first time in years.

The room seemed to shrink around us as we stood there. “Next, is the makeup,” said Alice, reaching into her bag once more. Jen smiled with excitement, as though she hadn’t considered makeup as a part of my transformation.

Alice's fingers danced like a maestro conducting an unseen orchestra as she brushed and blended the makeup across my features.

The foundation felt alien, yet oddly comforting, like a mask that would somehow reveal more than it concealed. She worked with the precision of an artist, turning the planes of my face into a canvas, her eyes narrowing in concentration, lips pursed in focus.

"Keep your eyes closed," she murmured, as she dusted eyeshadow across my lids.

Though I couldn’t see my face, yet, the colors in her kit suggested a kaleidoscope of colors I never knew existed, let alone thought I’d wear. The brush tickled, sending shivers down my spine that were part excitement and part trepidation as I tried to comprehend how I was possibly allowing myself to be changed like this.

With every stroke and contour, I inhaled the scent of makeup and perfume, and I felt less like Brian and more like a stranger. But I was not prepared for the moment when I caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror on the wall.

Shit, I thought. Holy fucking shit.

Looking back at me in the mirror wasn’t just any stranger; it was someone confident, unapologetic; someone who dared to challenge the box I’d built around myself all those years. I felt freer than ever before. I felt strong and empowered. I felt suddenly like I was no longer subservient to my wife.

I felt like her competition! A vindictive thought crossed my mind, Just wait until Robert catches sight of me. He’ll drop Jen and start fucking me, instead!

Of course, the strange desire sent a wave of lust and panic up and down my body. I tried quickly to suppress it and chalk it up to the dizzying effects of my transformation.

Alice finally stepped back, her masterpiece nearly complete. "Look at that beautiful girl," she said, her voice laced with a heady mix of satisfaction and mischief.

I thought we were done. Little had I known there would be a wig!

Alice eased it onto my head, adjusting it with careful tugs until the golden locks framed my made-up face perfectly. Running her fingers through the synthetic strands to fluff them out, she took a step back and let out a low whistle.

"There you are," she said, her eyes not leaving mine in the mirror. "Meet Brianna," she added with a giggle. Jen laughed along with her, pointing and whispering to Alice as though they were friends, rather than a wife and the ‘other woman.’ I knew they should have been fighting with one another, not joining together.

I was partly irritated by this fact. But I was so distracted by my own beauty, I decided that—eventually—I would get back at my wife and Alice.

“Brianna” Jen echoed.

Hearing my wife say that name sent another ripple through me and brought me back to reality.

"So?" Alice prompted again, leaning against the dresser with her arms folded under her breasts. "What do you think?"

I tried to find words—any words—but they were like butterflies caught in my throat. All I could manage was a breathless "Wow."

I continued to look at myself in the mirror, nearing it closer. The reflection that greeted me was breathtaking and surreal. The stranger blinked back through lush lashes; eyes enhanced to an electric blue that seemed to pull me into their depths. Lips full and defined in a shade of berry that whispered promises of more to come.

My reflection in the mirror barely registered as me. I supposed that’s because I was no longer me; I was Brianna.

The contours of 'her' highlighted by makeup that showed off my most feminine features.

"Don't you look pretty?" Alice cooed from behind me as she adjusted the wig that crowned my head—long locks falling around my shoulders in waves.

The heat rising between us was palpable. Jen watched from across the room—eyes dark with an emotion I couldn't read, torn between what she'd done and what was unfolding before her. I was lost in a confusing series of emotions. I was still sexually attracted to Alice.

The whole transformation had aroused me and, now, I wanted an outlet for this.

I looked at Alice and I wanted her, badly. And what better way to get back at Jen?

Alice stepped closer, her fingers trailing along the hem of the too-short skirt of the dress that clung to my hips. It felt like walking through a dream; everything was both hyper-real and distant at the same time.

"Stand up, straight, young lady!" she commanded, with an authority that made my heart race even faster. I obeyed, the heels she had slipped onto my feet making me unsteady in a way that only heightened my vulnerability.

Alice circled around me, her eyes appraising her creation.

"Beautiful," she murmured, and I felt pride swell within me—pride in this strange, new presentation and in the desire it sparked in Alice's gaze.

She approached me with purpose now, her hands finding their way to my waist and pulling me closer. My heart sped and I wondered what she was doing.

Suddenly, our lips met in a kiss that was soft at first, exploratory, but it soon deepened into something fierce and wanting.

The world narrowed down to the feel of her against me—the contrasting textures of her smooth skin against the lace that adorned my body.

I could sense Jen's presence as if she were a ghost lingering in the room—a witness to this transactional passion that was fueled by betrayal, revenge—and lust. I knew she must’ve been jealous. Her giggles had softened, and now she was undoubtedly frustrated by the sight of seeing another woman kiss her husband. But then, was I still really her husband?

I was now Brianna, after all. And I felt more like Brianna than I felt like I was still her husband.

But I couldn't focus on Jen, anyway; Alice's touch demanded all of my attention.

With every brush of Alice's fingertips against my flesh, every whisper of fabric and every hitch of breath, the woman I was playing became less of an act and more of a part of me I never knew existed. The initial reluctance I had felt melted away under Alice's skilled hands as they roamed over my body with ownership and a promise of pleasure. I wanted her and she obviously wanted me.

She apparently hadn’t been lying about being attracted to feminized men.

Alice pulled back, her eyes locked on mine. "Ready for your payback?" Her voice was low and laced with a desire that matched my own.

"Yes," I breathed out—a word so simple but filled with an eagerness I hadn't anticipated.

“No, say it like a girl. I want you to sound like the beautiful girl that you are,” Alice said sharply. “Now, are you ready for your payback?”

I concentrated and gave her the most feminized voice I could muster.

She smiled and nodded, “Then get on your hands and knees.”

I lowered to the floor, fear and anticipation flooding my veins.

Alice dropped behind me and pushed my skirt up to my waist. Then, hooking her fingers into the hem of my panties, she tugged them down below my ass.

“Now, spread your ass wide open for me,” she instructed. I felt my dick oozing pre-cum into my frilly pink panties. I was rock-hard and had never been so horny in my life—and so willing to do anything a woman told me to do.

I obeyed Alice's command, my face meeting the floor while my tremoring fingers reached back, revealing the vulnerability that both excited and terrified me. I could feel Alice's gaze burning into me, dissecting my submission with an intensity that turned my insides to molten lava.

Jen's presence behind me, her eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before her, only added to the potent cocktail of humiliation and arousal coursing through my veins.

Alice’s hands caressed my soft, bare ass. I felt the frilly pink panties bunched just below my ass, and could feel the cool air sliding over my taint and hole. I had never felt so vulnerable and exposed in all my life.

“You even have a girl’s ass,” she chuckled. “So smooth and bald. Have you been keeping yourself nice and tidy for this moment?”

Her finger rimmed my hole and I puckered tight, inhaling sharply.

She wasted no time. With a soft chuckle that seemed both amused and approving, she licked her finger and pushed it inside my asshole, coaxing a choked gasp from my lips.

The sensation was uncomfortable, yet not unpleasant; a mix of pressure and pleasure that had me involuntarily arching back into her touch.

"She has such a nice, warm cunt, huh? I’m jealous," Jen laughed. Her voice was laced with desire. Her words were humiliating and exciting all at once.

Alice's finger withdrew only to return with a second finger, stretching me more daringly.

I bit down on my lip to stifle the moans threatening to spill forth, but it was a futile effort. The sound of my surrender filled the room to which Alice responded by increasing her pace.

"Look at her," Alice said to Jen with a devilish grin. "Such an eager pussy she has,” she chuckled. She leaned over me, her breath hot against the shell of my ear as she whispered what she wanted to do with me. “I’m going to fuck your tight little ass, you pathetic sissy-boy,” she said, making my body tense.

“You couldn’t be more of a man and satisfy your wife so that she wouldn’t steal my man?” Alice snarled. And then finally I realized why Alice felt that I was just as responsible for her broken marriage.

Jen approached then, her fingertips tracing down my cheek before grasping my chin and tilting my face toward hers. Our lips met in a kiss that was everything: soft yet rough, gentle yet demanding. I didn’t understand what she was doing, but she had sincere attraction in her gaze.

“Alice is right, honey. You could have been a better man for me, and then I wouldn’t have needed Rob’s big dick. But it’s better this way, now, with you being a beautiful girl.”

With each thrust of Alice's fingers inside me and each caress from Jen's lips upon mine, I was losing myself. My role as their plaything—dressed up and displayed—was no longer just an act; it was becoming an intrinsic part of who I was in this moment.

I was dressed as a beautiful woman and made into a mere object for Alice’s and Jen’s amusement and pleasure.

Alice grabbed a bottle of lube and pulled one more trick from her purse: a double ended dildo. My stomach clenched with nerves. Was she going to use that on me?

The tension in the room prickled against my skin as I held my position on the plush carpet, a cool draft whispering across the small of my back. I would obey whatever was asked of me; this was my new role as a beautiful woman, after all; to submit.

Jen’s eyes widened with a mixture of surprise and curiosity as Alice passed her the double-ended toy.

It was a silent dance between them, a shift in control that seemed to electrify the air. Alice stepped back, her gaze never leaving Jen, commanding without a word, while Jen's fingers trembled ever so slightly as she reached for the hem of her blouse.

“Good,” Alice said. “It’s time for you both to earn my forgiveness.”

I was shocked by what I was seeing, but excited, nonetheless. Jen smiled at me, as though she was genuinely excited to do this with me.

With each layer of clothing she peeled away, my pulse quickened, matching the rhythm of every revealed inch of her creamy skin.

The shirt fell to the floor, followed by her bra; a delicate thing that barely contained her full breasts. Her skirt and panties soon joined the pile. She stood before Alice and I, unabashed and stunning, a siren pulling at every thread of desire woven through my being. It had been so long since I’d seen Jen naked that it left me feeling nervous, as if it was the very first time.

Fuck, she was gorgeous. I had never been so horny in all my life as I was in that moment, down on my knees, dressed as a girl—asshole puckering—and looking at my naked wife.

"Good girl," Alice's voice was smooth, laced with approval—and something darker. She circled Jen, sizing up her prey. My own breath caught in my throat with every step Alice took, until she came to stand behind Jen.

Alice's hands roamed over Jen's shoulders, sliding down to cup her breasts from behind.

Momentarily closing her eyes, Jen leaned back into Alice's touch, a soft moan escaping her lips. This sound; it was like an electric jolt straight through me. Jen got on all fours and backed her ass against mine.

"Ready?" she whispered, her voice thick with arousal.

I said nothing—the anticipation rendering me speechless.

Alice lubed one end of the big, clear-pink dildo, rubbing the crested head of it until it was nice and slick. Then, she began to push it inside of Jen’s pussy, slowly fucking her with it.

“Oh, ugh, fuck… it’s really big,” Jen groaned.

“Take it,” Alice insisted. “You could handle Rob’s penis; this isn’t that much bigger, and I know you loved his cock.”

“What?” I said, looking over my shoulder. She was right. The double-headed dildo was fucking massive.

“That’s going in my… ass?” I said, worried.

Alice chuckled and shook her head. “Of course, not, Brianna.”

I sighed with relief as Alice continued. “It’s going in your pussy.”

“But I don’t have a pussy,” I explained.

“Yes you do,” she smiled. And suddenly, I felt her finger tease my asshole. “This is your pussy.”

Alice lubed the other end of the dildo and I felt her rub the head of the big, rubber cock against my asshole. “Now, breathe deep and relax; open up your pussy for it,” she said to me.

I obeyed her, hanging in suspense.

The sensation was overwhelming; a perfect blend of excruciating pain and strange, newfound pleasure that made my head spin.

“Ugh, ah… fuck!” I cried out. “It hurts,” I said. “Slow down.”

But Jen was now in control. My slutty, cheating wife was too addicted to the fat dildo in her pussy to slow down. She was riding it, and thus, pushing the other end of the pink rubber cock deeper into my butt.

She giggled as she did this, looking back over her shoulder to watch it shove up my asshole.

I felt the dildo splitting me open and stretching me wide around it. It hurt, and yet… my dick was harder than ever before. I was practically gushing pre-cum into my panties as the dildo pushed into my ass.

I looked back and saw the dildo connecting us. Jen rode with a rhythm that ensured the dildo pumped into me with the very same repetitions.

Jen's movements grew more fervent, her moans mingling with my own groans of pain and pleasure.

I could feel every contour of the toy as it moved in and out of my asshole. It was as if we were instruments being played by the same skilled hands; each stroke sent vibrations through our bodies that resonated in perfect harmony.

“Very good!” Alice cackled, spanking me and Jen on our asses. I felt my ass cheek becoming sweaty from the adrenaline and frustration. I could smell Jen’s perfume and pussy in the air, too, and I felt like I was in a harem of girls, doing the dirtiest things imaginable. It all made me feel like a sexy girl, and this made me want to grind deeper into the dildo despite the pain it delivered to my asshole.

Alice's eyes never left us; her watchful gaze an aphrodisiac. It only added to my humiliation to have such a beautiful woman control and watch my degradation. And this, only aroused me all the more.

Alice’s approving smile fueled my desire even more. I wanted to look at her, to see the effect our performance had on her, but I was too enraptured by the sensation of Jen's body against mine and the relentless pleasure coursing through me.

I tilted my hips back to meet Jen's thrusts, seeking more—more depth, more speed—as we built toward something powerful. Our breathing became erratic, our skin glistening with effort and ecstasy. My mind whirled with intoxicating thoughts—I had never felt so open, so taken, so utterly consumed by another person.

There I was, bent over with my panties yanked down, and dressed like a beautiful girl, sharing a dildo with my wife. I was getting fucked in the butt by the big, fake cock, while Alice watched and taunted us. It was so fucking surreal; the only thing that seemed stranger to me, was how much I loved it, and how quickly I worried I might cum!

With both hands propping me up on all-fours, I hadn’t even been able to touch my dick. But it was no matter, I felt I would climax soon, anyway. I was starting to feel very much like a girl; a girl who only needed her g-spot pounded!

"Brianna..." Jen gasped between thrusts, her voice shaky with impending climax. I had never heard her so consumed by pleasure. The only other time had been with Rob.

That sound of my name on her lips—well, Brianna’s name, anyway—was all it took to push me over the edge.

Before I knew it, I was on the edge of climax and falling right over. I felt the familiar waves of tension deep in my gut. My dick throbbed and I gasped as the big, sticky gobs of cum painted the inside of my frilly, pink panties.

As I spiraled deeper into orgasm, my vision blurred; all I knew was the crescendo of pleasure that shattered through me. Dimly aware of Jen's own release mirroring mine, my legs trembled as Jen grinded her body against her end of the dildo harder than ever, which only shoved the dildo into my ass, as deep as it could go.

She grinded and cried out loud and guttural. I could faintly hear Alice giggled in the background as my wife and I both shook violently with uncontrollable pleasures.

Our breathing slowed as we came down from our heights together.

We lay there for a long pause; only the languid rise and fall of our chests marked time passing.

And when Alice finally approached—her eyes alight with something fierce and tender—I realized this wasn't just carnal indulgence.

This was exploration—a journey into depths uncharted—and we'd only just set sail.

Jen pulled off her end of the dildo and then grabbed it and pulled it out of my ass. As she did, I felt my hole pucker and throb as the final moments of my orgasm faded. I collapsed onto my back, as did Jen.

The room swirled with the artsy scatter of clothes and the lingering scent of musk—we were a tangle of limbs and heavy breaths, caught in the aftermath of a craving that left us all wanting.

I lay there, my chest heaving, feeling like every boundary I'd ever had was now a memory. Jen's fingers traced idle circles on my thigh while Alice laid down on the floor beside us and propped herself up on one elbow.

She was clearly quite proud of her work.

Jen's gaze flickered between Alice and me, a silent question hanging in her eyes, as if seeking permission or perhaps a lifeline.

But it was Alice who broke the silence, her voice sauntering through the air.

"You know, Jen," she started, her fingertips walking a lazy path across my lace-clad chest, "You can keep having fun with Rob..."

Jen's breath hitched beside me, her eyes now trained on Alice with an intensity that could start wildfires.

There was an unspoken understanding in that look—it was never just about sharing, it was about trading places; about swapping partners—but only after I had been transformed into a girl.

"…if I can keep dressing Brian up like this." Alice finished her proposition with a smirk playing at the corner of her lips.

A rush of heat flooded me; part embarrassment, part excitement.

Jen turned to face me squarely now; there was no judgment in her eyes, only curiosity and an ember of desire that mirrored my own. Her voice came out soft but certain, "I'm okay with that."

I searched Jen's face for any hint of insincerity but found none. There was only the warmth of acceptance. She seemed to be visibly excited by the proposition, not only of having sex with Rob, again, but of seeing me dressed indefinitely as a pretty girl.

A wave of excitement and dread wrestled in the pit of my gut. Did I really want to be Alice’s plaything? Her dress-up doll? My mind didn’t, but my body… my body needed this.

Alice's grin widened as she dipped down to press feather-light kisses along my jawline before whispering against my ear so only I could hear. "I'll dress you up even prettier next time."

That whisper set off a shiver that danced down my spine and unfurled somewhere deep inside me—a hint of excitement for what this new future held.

As Jen nestled closer and Alice drew me into another kiss, I let myself get lost in their embrace; lost in the touch, the scent and the sound of my beautiful dress bunching between their bodies. I inhaled the perfume, makeup, sex and sweat and couldn’t help but smile.

“You’re going to be a beautiful girl, honey,” Jen said to me with a smile. “And who knows, maybe eventually, Rob can have himself a little harem or three beautiful women?”

Alice nodded and grinned, as though the idea had never crossed her mind, but she loved it. “Yes!” she said.

I swallowed and took a deep breath. The future was going to be strange and wild—and quite uncertain. There was one thing I knew for sure, though; I was going to look sexier than ever before!


SISSY MEAT


Olivia's voice called out from inside the apartment, "It's open."

Daniel walked in and found himself in his girlfriend's familiar living room. Olivia was sitting on the couch, painting her toenails while occasionally scrolling through her phone.

As usual, she seemed more interested in her own tasks than acknowledging Daniel's presence. But today, Daniel noticed a hint of frustration in her expression. She sighed and huffed, shaking her head as she typed away on her phone.

"Babe, is everything okay?" Daniel finally asked, standing before her.

Olivia scowled and looked up at Daniel with her brown eyes. "No, everything is not okay. I'm short five-hundred dollars for rent this month and it was due yesterday."

A knot formed in Daniel's stomach.

He furrowed his brow and shook his head. "That's impossible. I gave you five-hundred dollars last week after Rachel moved out. Remember? So that you wouldn't be short."

"Well," Olivia shrugged, "I'm sorry if I needed to buy some new clothes. It's not my fault you have no interest in seeing me look my best."

Daniel rolled his eyes. "You can't be serious. It took me two weeks of work to earn that money," he said.

"Sorry, but the money is gone now," Olivia snapped with attitude.

"And I don't know what to do. Kirk is going to kick me out if I don't come up with it by tonight. You've met him; you know what an asshole he is."

Daniel paced back and forth, stroking his chin. “Okay, well, um… we can think of something, right? Maybe we can pawn something? Your phone is, like, a thousand dollars, isn’t it?”

Olivia looked up at her boyfriend with a horrified expression, as though Daniel had suggested something far worse than what had actually come out of his mouth.

“I can’t believe you,” Olivia said. “Why don’t you just get out of here if you’re going to say ridiculous stuff like that. Do you seriously expect me to live without a phone for who knows how long? Are you that dumb?”

Daniel shook his head, “Of course not, babe. That was kind of dumb of me—sorry.”

“Whatever,” Olivia said, turning her eyes back down to her toes. “I already have a plan, just so you know.”

Daniel’s eyes lit up. “Great. What is it?”

“Well, you know what a horn-dog Kirk is; always leering at me whenever I walk past the office or the pool,” Olivia started.

“Yeah,” Daniel said, not terribly interested in being reminded of this fact.

“Well, I think he’s desperate enough to let the money slide if he was to be… convinced… by a sexy girl,” Olivia said, smirking.

“What?” Daniel said. “Seduced?”

“Yeah, seduced,” Olivia said. “That’s what I said.”

“I don’t know about that,” Daniel said. “Are you saying you’d… sleep with him?”

The thought made Daniel feel physically ill. Not just because Olivia would be cheating on him; something he had no desire for whatsoever. But mostly because he hadn’t even had sex with her yet.

The idea of some random guy getting to fuck his girlfriend before he was allowed to, repulsed Daniel.

“Danny, I’m not a slut,” Olivia retorted. “I definitely wouldn’t sleep with him. Maybe just a hand job or something casual like that. Like I said; he’s desperate,” she chuckled.

“Well, I don’t like it at all,” Daniel said, hoping to impress Olivia with his flimsy bravado.

Olivia rolled her eyes as Daniel continued, “I don’t want you giving any guy a hand job. You’re my girlfriend, aren’t you? Don’t I get a say?”

Olivia chuckled and shook her head. “Babe, you don’t understand. I’m not going to be doing any of that,” she said. “You’re going to be doing it.”

Daniel cocked his head and hesitated. “What are you talking about?” he said.

“You’re going to dress up like a sexy girl, go down to the office and get Kirk to… waive the debt, however you have to do it.”

Daniel's eyes bulged as he tried to grasp what Olivia was saying; a wave of adrenaline coursing through his body.

Upon seeing the expression on her boyfriend’s face, Olivia's lips curled into a mischievous smile—the kind that always promised trouble.

Daniel watched her with a mixture of dread and desire, knowing full well the kind of persuasive power she wielded over him.

“You’ve got to be kidding. I didn’t seriously hear you right…” Daniel said.

"Come on—It'll be fun," she coaxed, her voice like honey laced with mischief. "You've got those pretty boy looks that can easily pass off with some makeup and the right clothes. You already have that beautiful long, blonde hair, too. It would be so easy for you."

Daniel felt his heart rate pick up, imagining himself in women's attire, trying to seduce Kirk, of all people.

The thought was both frightening and strangely, curiosity-provoking.

"Olivia, I... I don't know if I can do this," he stuttered. But the glint in Olivia's eyes told him she wouldn't take no for an answer.

“Why don’t you do it?” Daniel asked her.

A familiar glare formed in Olivia's eyes, a look that her boyfriend had seen many times before.

"Ugh, we already went over this, sweetie. Do you really expect me to go do something risky like that? Kirk is huge and intimidating, with tattoos covering his arms. I am not going to try to seduce him," she scoffed, turning up her nose in defiance.

Daniel rolled his eyes and huffed as Olivia’s tone turned snide and bitter.

“Seriously, Daniel. I thought you could be a man just this once and take care of your woman, instead of being a pussy and hiding behind me,” she continued, dabbing pink paint on her toe-nails.

“I don’t know,” Daniel said, shaking his head. “This is crazy. Can’t we figure out a way to get the money, somehow?”

Olivia set the nail polish down and blew on her toe nails for a moment, before she hopped up and neared her boyfriend.

"Come on, Danny," Olivia purred, closing the distance between them, and opting to try a more persuasive approach.

She ran a finger down his cheek and leaned in close enough for him to feel her breath on his skin. "For me?" Her lips brushed against his earlobe, sending a shiver down his spine. “You know I’ll make it worth your while… don’t you?”

“Um… you will?” Daniel asked.

The blonde was fully-aware in that moment, that he had been dating his girlfriend for nearly six months, and in that time, she had done nothing more with him than kiss him.

Even the act of making out with Olivia seemed to elude him, with the girl giving him little more than quick pecks, as though she did not find him the least bit attractive.

But Daniel wondered if he could change all of that by coming through for her this one time, as ridiculous as the entire situation might seem.

Olivia nodded. “You’re going to get more sex than you can handle,” she grinned.

Immediately, Daniel felt his dick begin to throb in his shorts. This was the most explicit Olivia had ever been with him in regards to sex; the most she had ever promised him.

Seeing the stupor she’d induced in her boyfriend’s face, Olivia giggled.

“Um, I… maybe we can see how ridiculous it looks… and then we can decide?” Daniel said.

Before he knew it, Olivia grabbed his hand and was leading him into her bedroom—her lair of transformation.

With every step, Daniel's resolve wavered under the intoxicating scent of her perfume and the sway of her hips.

Once inside the room, Olivia took out an array of clothing and makeup from her closet.

She held up a tiny green plaid skirt and a white camisole to Daniel's frame, examining him through half-lidded eyes. "This will look delicious on you," she whispered, tracing the outline of his body with the fabric.

“Good thing you’re basically the same size as me,” she chuckled. “Used to, I hated that you weren’t big and strong. But now, I think you being so small is going to pay off.”

Daniel bit his lip as Olivia began to undress him slowly, her fingers working over the button of his shorts. “Take off your shirt, babe,” she said to him, as she began to unzip his shorts.

“Let’s see if you’ve been hiding any big secrets from me,” she said with an excited grin, dragging the zipper down.

Daniel felt the fabric loosen around his hips and begin to fall down his legs until he felt the cool air against his bare thighs.

With his shirt over his head, he couldn’t see anything for a moment, but dreaded the fact that Olivia would see—or maybe already had seen—that he had a small penis.

Immediately, he felt Olivia’s hand passively slapping his hard dick through his white briefs.

“No, no big secrets,” she said with a bored, disappointed tone. “No surprises there. I knew you weren’t going to be hung or anything, but this doesn’t even feel average,” she chuckled.

Daniel turned red in his cheeks as Olivia yanked his briefs down his legs. He tossed his shirt to the side and found himself standing there, naked from head to toe, with his girlfriend cupping her hand and trying not to laugh.

“What? What’s so funny?” Daniel asked.

“I wasn’t going to say anything,” Olivia said, trying to brush it off. “But it’s just so adorable, like a little animal.” She couldn’t help but make kissy faces at it, as if it were something harmless and cute.

Daniel blushed deeper with frustration. “Come on, stop,” Daniel said. “It’s not that small, okay?” he snapped.

“Let’s see,” Olivia said, yanking his briefs down. Immediately Daniel’s three-and-a-half-inch penis sprang out, stiff as could be.

Olivia burst into laughter and shook her head. “Oh my… holy shit,” she said. “No way is it that small… seriously?!”

“Stop it!” Daniel said, reaching for his shorts. He used them to hide his small dick and balls, but Olivia immediately yanked them away from him, wanting to get a good look at her boyfriend, now naked from head to toe.

“Grow up,” Olivia said. “There’s no need to be immature about it,” she said, with a cock of her brow and a smirk. “So, you have a tiny penis. That’s actually a good thing, you know. You will fit a lot easier in these panties,” Olivia said.

Without warning, Olivia stood up abruptly and spun around to face away from her boyfriend.

As she tugged on her shorts, she began pulling them down her legs, revealing a sneak peek of her powder-pink thong.

Daniel let out a soft groan as he watched Olivia reveal the small bulge of her labia, snugly ensconced in the fabric of her thong between her thighs.

Daniel moaned, astounded by the sight of his girlfriend in the tiny, revealing thong.

It was the first time he had seen Olivia in her underwear and it was enough to make him willing to do anything she asked of him.

“Damn,” Daniel muttered beneath his breath. Olivia heard this and smirked.

He’s going to be putty in my hands, she thought to herself, sliding her fingers inside her panties and peeling them down and off her hips.

Daniel watched as his girlfriend bent down, almost enough to touch her toes, and slid her thong off her body, revealing her puffy, ripe cunt nestled between her thighs. He caught a glimpse of her rosy, airtight asshole, too.

“Shit,” Daniel whispered, feeling light-headed and weak in his knees. It was the first time he had ever seen a girl naked, before, and who better than Olivia, one of the hottest girls he had ever spoken to.

He ogled his girlfriend’s pussy from behind, taut between her long, slender thighs, as she remained bent over.

Olivia then stood and faced him, and Daniel got a glimpse of her trimmed mound. His nervous gaze darted back and forth between her pussy and her eyes.

“Go into my bathroom and shave your legs; shave your dick and your ass, too. I want you to look nice and bald like a college girl should. And then you’re going to put these on,” she said, tossing her pink thong at him.

Daniel fumbled the thong and dropped it, before quickly rushing to the ground to swipe it up. He felt the warm fabric in his fingers and moaned.

“Go on,” Olivia snapped. “We don’t have all day. The office closes at six.”

Daniel scurried off to the bathroom, working diligently to shave his legs and his pubic area. He used a razor for his legs, but, too worried about cutting himself, opted for an electric shaver Olivia kept on her counter, for his ass and ball sack.

When he was finally done, he couldn’t believe how silky-smooth his skin became.

“Are you done yet? Hurry up,” Olivia said through the door.

“Um, um… almost,” Daniel hesitated, and eyed the thong sitting on the bathtub sill.

He grabbed it and took a deep breath.

“Here goes nothing,” he thought to himself, stepping into the pink panties and pulling them up his legs. The thong quickly became snug around his body, and finally made its way up to his hips, where it nicely cradled his penis and scrotum.

Daniel took a deep breath and felt the thong tugging between his butt cheeks, against his asshole. There was something quite nice about the sensation; something that made him feel more comfortable than he had expected.

He turned around to look at himself in the mirror. His heart thumped in his chest, a mix of exhilaration and trepidation as he admired his own reflection.

The pink thong contrasted sharply with his lean, masculine frame, and the fabric stretched tantalizingly over the narrow curves of his hips.

Daniel felt a sudden rush of taboo pleasure, the delicate material making him acutely aware of every contour of his body.

“Weird,” Daniel smiled to himself. “Why does this feel kind of… nice?”

A faint smirk crossed Daniel's lips as he turned this way and that, observing how the skimpy underwear redefined his sexuality in a way he had never imagined.

His small dick was snugly enveloped, causing a surprising surge of arousal that he struggled to contain—or comprehend.

His dick, which had softened during his shaving, now became hard, again, inside the cotton pouch. As small as it was, the tent formed inside the pink fabric wasn’t quite as obvious as he had feared.

The softness of Olivia's lingerie against his skin was intoxicating, and he wondered if this is how she felt every time she—and every other girl—slipped into something so seductive.

He could almost feel Olivia's eyes on him from the other room; her playful yet intense gaze challenging him to embrace this new experience.

Daniel reached down with a tentative touch, fingers tracing the outline of the thong before slipping beneath the fabric to explore the sensitive skin underneath.

As he did so, the door clicked softly behind him. It was Olivia, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire.

She leaned against the frame, her lips curling into an approving smile.

"I see you're enjoying yourself?" she purred, her voice silky smooth as she approached him.

Daniel's breath hitched at her proximity.

She was close now, close enough for him to feel the radiating heat from her body. Her hands reached around him, fingers trailing along his hips where the thong sat low, teasingly close to where he ached for her touch.

“Mm,” he moaned.

“Good,” Olivia whispered. “You’re already looking like a nice little sissy cock-whore,” she continued.

The remarks jolted Daniel from the brief fantasy, as he recalled what he was being made to dress up in the first place.

“Now,” Olivia said. “You’re going to put this on your dick, so you don’t give anything obvious away. I can see that boner in your thong and that’s not going to work,” she said, with all the sensuality of a doctor or accountant.

“What is that?” Daniel asked, his eyes moving over a pink-shaded, transparent plastic device. He couldn’t figure out what the device was—or what it might even be used for. But Olivia certainly knew.

Daniel’s questions quickly ceased as he suddenly felt Olivia’s fingers snaking around his hard dick.

Daniel moaned gently, enjoying the sudden caress of his girlfriend’s soft fingers on his dick. But this was short-lived. Suddenly, Daniel felt the pain of his dick being squeezed mercilessly in Olivia’s grip.

“Come on,” Olivia said.

“What the hell, babe?!" Daniel exclaimed.

"Just taking care of your little problem," Olivia retorted, a sly smirk on her face.

With a quick squeeze, Daniel's arousal melted away from the unexpected pain and shock. Without missing a beat, Olivia slid the plastic cock cage onto his now flaccid member, locking him in with a swift motion.

Daniel could only watch helplessly as she turned the key, sealing his manhood in the tight contraption.

"What the fuck is this?" He protested, his mind reeling with confusion and arousal.

“It’s a chastity cage,” Olivia said. “It’s going to keep your dumb dick from getting hard and ruining everything.”

Daniel's throbbing dick fought against the confines of its plastic prison, aching for release. But the cage held strong, denying him the pleasure he craved.

“Babe, this is crazy,” Daniel complained.

“You want Kurt to find out that you’re a guy dressed as a sexy girl?” Olivia said, busy grabbing Daniel’s new clothes.

“No, but I thought it was just going to be a hand job or something,” Daniel said.

“Right,” Olivia said. “But that’s all up to you. If you’re charming enough you can get away with just a hand job,” she said.

“Now, get this stuff on,” she commanded, shoving a pink bra into her boyfriend's hands to match the thong.

Next came a tiny white shirt and a green plaid skirt, topped off with sheer white stockings.

Daniel eyed the clothes, hesitant but curious.

“Go on,” Olivia said. “We don’t have a lot of time.”

Daniel went to work, clumsily figuring out how to dress in all the girlish clothes. One by one, he slid the stockings up his legs and felt the soft, yet palpable tension around his smooth-shaved calves, followed by the pink bra.

He stopped for a moment to admire himself in only the bra, thong and stockings. He couldn’t believe how beautiful he looked, already. The sight of his own reflection was enough to keep him going, even though the sensation of warm plastic imprisoning his penis left him feeling frustrated that he could not get erect from the arousing acts of wearing women’s clothing.

“Come on,” Olivia said, rushing him along.

Daniel continued, sliding the skirt around his hips, following with the white camisole that faintly showed the pink bra beneath it.

“Wow,” Daniel said, looking at himself.

He snugly admired his reflection in the full-length mirror of Olivia's bedroom.

Olivia, lounging on her unmade bed with a devilish grin playing on her lips, watched him with an intense gaze that sent shivers down his spine.

"Come here," she purred, patting the space beside her.

Her voice was laced with a promise of something forbidden and thrilling. Daniel felt a tingle of excitement mixed with nervousness as he obeyed, his steps tentative yet eager.

As he sat beside her, Olivia leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear.

"You looked good enough to eat," she whispered, sending a jolt of desire through him. Her hand traveled up his thigh, her touch electric against the exposed skin where the thong sat high on his hips.

“Ugh,” Daniel moaned.

“Look at you,” Olivia whispered. “You look so hot. And we aren’t even done yet.”

Daniel's breath hitched as Olivia's fingers brushed over the delicate fabric, teasingly close to where his dick was locked up in the plastic cage. He turned to face her, his eyes locking onto hers in a moment charged with lust.

With a sly smile, Olivia pushed him gently onto his back and straddled him gracefully.

She looked down at him with a predatory gleam in her eyes.

"I think you need to fully embrace how it feels to be dressed like a pretty girl,” she said softly but firmly, and he could feel the weight of her body pressing down on his pelvis—and his cock-cage.

Daniel had never been more aroused—and more frustrated—in all his life. Knowing that he couldn’t reach his dick while Olivia was riding atop him—her pussy and his dick separated by only millimeters of fabric and plastic—pushed him to the edge of a scream.

Daniel knew that Olivia was having her fun, fucking with him. But he couldn’t deny that he secretly liked the humiliation and the teasing; anything to have Olivia’s warm cunt so near his dick.

Olivia began to move her hips in slow circles, the friction making the soft thong shift against his ballsack.

Daniel gasped at the sensation, his hands instinctively reaching up to grasp Olivia's hips. She leaned down to capture his lips in a deep kiss as she accelerated her rhythm.

The room filled with the sound of fabric sliding against skin and Daniel's muffled moans into Olivia's mouth as they explored each other passionately.

His hands wandered under her shirt, finding the clasp of her bra, just before Olivia dragged his hand away from it and wagged her finger at him, smiling all the while.

"Having fun yet?" Olivia teased, as she removed her shirt entirely and tossed it aside.

“Ugh, fuck,” Daniel moaned, taking in the sight of his nearly-naked girlfriend. He looked down to see her bare pussy rubbing against his skirt—her rosy, plump lips spread against the plaid fabric as she grinded against the bump of his cock-cage pushing through his clothes.

Daniel nodded frantically, lost in the haze of pleasure and novelty.

Olivia then released her bra and her bare breasts spilled out, nipples hard with excitement. He reached out to touch them when Olivia caught his wrists.

"Not yet," she scolded with a wink before guiding his hands back down by his sides.

Daniel was consumed by need – a need to touch and be touched – yet bound by Olivia's will.

She continued to grind against him tantalizingly slow, drawing out every second of his teasing, until he thought he couldn't take it any longer.

"Please," he begged breathlessly.

Olivia smiled knowingly, before leaning forward once again to whisper against his lips, "You’ll get a lot more if you’re a good girl."

And with that promise hanging in the air, she guided his hands back to his sides and rode him hard and fast, her hips gyrating as she grinded against him.

Olivia continued for a few minutes until Daniel saw strain on her face. Her chest flushed and her lips huffed as she rubbed her clit urgently.

"Oh, God...oh, fuck!" Olivia moaned.

Daniel felt his girlfriend's legs tremble on either side of him as her pussy ground against him. And no matter how hard it tried, his dick was not allowed to get hard; forever stunted in the cage Olivia had locked around it.

Olivia climbed off Daniel and caught her breath. “Now that we’ve had some fun, let’s get back to work. I need to put on your makeup and then you can go to the office.”

“Makeup?” Daniel said, wide-eyed and worried.

“Yeah, silly,” Olivia said. “You look like a girl, but you’d really look like a girl with some nice makeup.”

Olivia flashed a grin and disappeared into her bathroom, before snaking her hand out the doorway and forming a ‘come hither’ motion with her fingers.

Daniel obeyed and wandered to the bathroom, where Olivia sat him down on the side of the bathtub.

Olivia's brush strokes were delicate yet assured, as she traced the contours of Daniel's face with a painter's precision.

The silky foundation smoothed over his skin, obliterating any trace of stubble and masculinity, leaving behind only unblemished porcelain. She worked her way to his eyes, where eye-liner rimmed them with a dark allure that was both foreign and intoxicating to Daniel.

He felt the brush graze his eyelids, each stroke sending a shiver down his spine.

Why am I enjoying this? Why don’t I say something? Why is it turning me on SO much to be dressed up like a girl? Fuck, I’ve never felt sexier in all my life, he thought.

Eyeshadow in hues of smoky purple deepened his gaze, transforming it into something seductive, almost feline.

Olivia stepped back to appreciate her work, and Daniel caught his reflection; he was quickly becoming an enigma, someone entirely new and utterly desirable.

As Olivia drew near once again, this time brandishing a tube of crimson lipstick, Daniel's heart pounded against his ribcage.

“Be still,” she said softly.

Her fingers steadied his chin, tilting his face up towards hers as she painted his lips with the color of passion incarnate.

Each glide of the lipstick was a silent command for him to surrender to this new identity she'd crafted just for him.

Her lips curled with delight, smiling wider and wider with each step she took to turn her boyfriend into a beautiful college girl.

Now fully adorned in his feminine guise, Daniel watched as Olivia’s eyes darkened with desire.

She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping him in a scent that was all warmth and spice.

Her breath brushed against his cheek before her lips met his in a kiss that was as much an assertion of dominance as it was an exploration.

“You look so fucking hot,” she whispered. “Kirk isn’t going to know what to do with himself.”

The sensation of her kiss ignited a heat within Daniel that resonated through to his core.

He felt himself melting into her touch, his body responding to her every move. Olivia's hands roamed over the curves she'd so skillfully dressed him in, her touch leaving trails of fire on Daniel's sensitive skin.

Pressed against the bathroom counter, cluttered with makeup and remnants of Daniel’s transformation, they became lost in their own world where roles reversed and pleasure knew no bounds.

Olivia’s whispered commands intermingled with the clicking of flat heels she had given him to wear.

Daniel’s arousal was palpable; the feel of the soft fabric brushing against him with each motion served only to heighten the fervor that had taken hold.

As Olivia's teasing intensified, so did Daniel’s yearning—to be seen, to be wanted; to be more than ever before.

Daniel was humiliated—embarrassed at the complete removal of his masculinity—yet he was more aroused than he ever thought possible. Olivia had turned him into the most beautiful version of himself and though he was hesitant, Daniel was curious to go forward.

In that small bathroom steeped in the heady mix of beauty products and carnal desire. Daniel was beginning to wonder just how straight his girlfriend was, considering she had been more physical with him that afternoon since becoming a girl, than ever before in their relationship.

“Okay, it’s time,” Olivia said, pulling away and eyeing him. “Go on. I want you to go down to the office and do whatever you have to do to get Kirk to waive the five-hundred dollars. Got it?”

Daniel sighed. “So you really want me to do it? You weren’t just doing this… for fun?”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “That reminds me. I need you to sound like a girl. None of this works if you just sound like a boring boy. Give me your most effeminate, sexy girl voice.”

Daniel worked on raising his pitch a few octaves until his “new” voice evoked a wide smile from his girlfriend.

“There—that’s the one!” she shouted. “Do that. And don’t break from it or Kirk will probably get suspicious. Got it?”

Daniel nodded and looked at himself in the mirror.

“Smile for me, babe,” Olivia said. “If you’re going to be a sexy girl, you’re going to have to learn to give a convincing fake smile. Us girls do it all the time.”

Daniel smiled for his girlfriend—and for himself. Though he didn’t want to go seducing a guy, considering he was completely straight, he knew he would do it for his girlfriend.

Olivia pushed Daniel out of the apartment and down he went to the office. He walked in the door to the small office and saw Kirk looking at something behind the desk.

Kirk stood tall; his lean figure accentuated by corded biceps that hinted at hidden strength.

His appearance was rough around the edges, with tattoos decorating his arms and smudges of dirt from his work around the apartments. He was mostly a maintenance guy, but also the one who collected rent and kept tabs on the tenants.

A hat covered his short, dirty-blonde hair and a sun-kissed complexion highlighted his blonde scruff and piercing blue eyes. He was a handsome, rugged twenty-eight-year-old.

Daniel cleared his throat to get Kirk’s attention, and walked up to the counter.

Daniel could feel the heat of Kirk’s gaze as it roamed over him, tracing the lines of his delicate disguise.

The flirty glint in Kirk's eyes sent a thrill of fear and excitement coursing through Daniel's veins.

He had to remind himself to breathe, to keep his voice light and airy as he leaned against the office counter, striking a pose that Olivia had assured him was nothing short of irresistible.

"Um, hi," Daniel cooed, batting his perfectly mascaraed eyelashes. His heart hammered in his chest, threatening to betray his nervousness.

Kirk's grin widened at the sound of Daniel's modulated tone, a playful spark alight in his gaze.

"Well, hi there,” Kirk grinned. “You get lost on the way to the playboy mansion or something?" Kirk asked, stepping closer, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers skittering down Daniel’s spine.

Daniel bit his lip and took a deep breath. He tilted his head coyly, letting out a soft, rehearsed giggle.

"Just thought I'd come by... see if we can figure out a little problem with my rent this month... well, um, more my roommate’s rent," Daniel stumbled. “I mean… I live there, too, of course. With her. We’re both girls, you know.”

Stop talking, Daniel thought to himself, feeling his heart begin to race in his chest. He ran a manicured finger along the edge of the camisole strap, letting it slip down his shoulder just a fraction before pulling it back up.

Kirk's eyes followed the motion avidly, and he leaned in even closer.

"Is that right?” Kirk said, and set down the appliance part he had been toying with when Daniel had walked in.

“That’s right,” Daniel said. “My roommate said that you’re a really good guy and that it wouldn’t hurt to ask, you know?” Daniel said, with a tease of his bangs.

He couldn’t believe he was actually doing this. But there was something about the look in Kirk’s eyes that was sending shockwaves up and down his body; something about the utterly hungry attention from a virile man like Kirk, that was doing something strange to Daniel’s slender frame.

Why am I sort of… kind of… enjoying this? I don’t know why Olivia said Kirk was gross. He’s actually kind of… sexy? Wait… what is wrong with me? The makeup and perfume fumes are getting into my brain or something… or it’s this damn thong riding between my butt cheeks, Daniel thought.

“Well, pretty girl, I'm sure we can work something out," Kirk murmured. “Why don’t you come around back to my office in here and we can look up your information and see what the issue is,” he added.

“Um, okay,” Daniel said. He hesitated, unsure of what to do. With timid and jittery steps, he made his way around the counter and through the doorway into the dark office.

The afternoon sunlight was barely peeking through the closed blinds, casting the room in a warm golden glow that concealed any flaws in Daniel's disguise.

As he stepped into the room, Kirk closed the door and leaned into Daniel’s space.

“Damn, you’re hot,” the man said, his breath warm against Daniel's earlobe.

The proximity was dizzying, intoxicating. Daniel could smell his musky scent, feel his powerful presence like a physical touch.

“Thanks,” Daniel replied. “So, do I need to provide my information?”

“Well, what's your apartment number?” Kirk inquired with a heavy tone.

“126,” Daniel answered.

“126? With that bitchy girl... Olivia, right?” Kirk chuckled. “Well, if I knew you lived there, I would have visited more often.”

“Well, she can be nice once you get to know her,” Daniel said with a small laugh, even though he knew this was not entirely true. He found it amusing how Kirk viewed Olivia and it made him like the maintenance guy a bit more.

“Well, listen, I know she’s short. And if it was just her, she’d be in deep shit. But since you live there? Well, maybe I can be a little more… forgiving,” Kirk smiled.

“Oh, you,” Daniel said. With an effort that cost him more poise than he cared to admit, Daniel reached out and placed a hand on Kirk's chest. “What can I do to convince you?”

The fabric of the maintenance uniform did little to mask the firmness beneath and Daniel fought to keep his hand steady.

“Olivia said you might be interested in… I don’t know… some attention?" Daniel whispered, lips curling into an inviting smile as he let the pads of his fingers trail down to the hem of Kirk’s shirt.

Kirk caught Daniel’s wrist gently, but with an undeniable strength that made another wave of nervous excitement wash over him.

“Easy there...” Kirk said with a laugh that held both a warning and a promise. “We wouldn’t want anyone walking in on us negotiating your... terms, now, would we?”

A flush crept up Daniel's neck at the innuendo lacing Kirk's words. He was playing with fire here but seeing Kirk so tantalizingly enticed only emboldened him further.

“Maybe we should continue this discussion somewhere more private?” Daniel suggested, tilting his head towards a different door from the one they had entered through, which led to a back room— one where tenants weren't usually allowed, but rumors insisted was fitted with a comfy couch for those long nights on call.

"Go on, sexy—lead the way," he said.

Daniel turned on his heel – an action made graceful by hours of practice in front of Olivia, and sauntered to the door with hips swaying just enough to be tantalizing.

He could feel Kirk’s eyes burning into him with every step and knew without looking that he would follow.

Daniel couldn’t believe what he was doing. Fear began to creep over his entire body as he wondered just how far all of this would go. And now, he found himself in a back room that seemed even more dim than the last one.

As he’d wondered, there was a sofa against the wall of the otherwise sparse room, that had little more than a window with the blinds closed, a water machine and a kitchenette. Daniel spotted another door that was cracked open, and likely a small bathroom.

“Go on and take a seat,” Kirk said.

Daniel obeyed and Kirk sat on the sofa beside him. At once, he felt Kirk’s big hands sliding over the tops of his thighs.

Kirk remarked, “Wow, you’ve got an amazing body – did you know that?”

Daniel opened his mouth to respond, but felt Kirk’s fingers creeping towards the slit in his skirt.

Acting quickly, he crossed his legs and Kirk burst out laughing. “You’ll have to do more than just that if you want me to help with rent, sweetie.”

Daniel chuckled nervously.

"Olivia mentioned something about a 'hand job'? Like… maybe I should offer you one.”

"Really?" Kirk raised an eyebrow. "That's strange. I barely even talk to Olivia. Maybe she has a crush on me?" He grinned.

"Seems like it," Daniel agreed with a smile, eager to keep the man happy. “You know, it’s just that, she told me you have a big dick and all,” Daniel pivoted.

“Damn, I wish I could say she’s seen it, but I don’t know where she’s getting that info,” Kirk said.

“Hm, so it’s not true then?” Daniel said, trying his best to seem flirty and loose.

An easy grin played on Kirk’s lips and he answered, “Now, I never said that.” The man adjusted and reached down, grabbing at the button of his jeans. He popped the button open and followed with the zipper.

“I’ll tell you what,” Kirk said. “Why don’t you have a look for yourself?”

Kirk wriggled out of his jeans until he was left in a pair of snug, heather-grey briefs that hugged his bulge. The man’s bulge was so large that, to Daniel, it looked almost as if he had shoved a grapefruit into the front of his underwear.

Daniel's heart hammered in his chest as he knelt before Kirk, his gaze locked on the man's massive bulge.

The sight of another guy’s big dick stuffed in his briefs was already exhilarating—and terror-inducing—enough, but the idea of knowing that he would see Kirk’s actual dick, rock hard? It was almost too much. It seemed surreal.

Why is this kind of turning me on? Fuck, he must have a big dick. Can I really do this? What if it’s too big for my hand? What if I look stupid trying to jerk off another guy? Daniel wondered.

He couldn't believe he was about to do this—that he was even remotely aroused by a guy's cock.

But Olivia... The thought satisfying his girlfriend and ‘saving the day’ for her was enough to fade the last of Daniel's remaining resistance. Daniel knew he would likely not be thanked by his girlfriend, but he knew he could, at the very least, always hold it over her.

And soon, Daniel hoped, she would finally sleep with him, if nothing else.

Slowly, hesitantly, Daniel leaned forward, watching as Kirk grabbed inside his briefs and pulled his dick up and out.

“Oh, fuck,” Daniel gasped, upon seeing the massive, pink meat.

Kirk laughed wildly as Daniel’s wide eyes took in the sight of the nearly nine-inch cock, already throbbing to a rock-hard state. Kirk quickly followed by yanking his briefs down and revealing his big, low-hanging ball sack as his balls bunched between his big thighs.

“Come on, girl,” Kirk said. “Don’t be a pussy. I want your mouth on this dick.”

“Wait, I thought we were just going to do a… a handjob,” Daniel said.

Kirk chuckled. "Seriously," he said, "I don't just want a handjob. I want your mouth on me, too. You have a few seconds to make up your mind; either do it or leave and stop wasting my time. The decision is yours, babe."

I have to do it. I’m already this far. And, I don’t know… the sight of his dick makes me think it wouldn’t be so bad. It’s really pretty and it looks clean. He looks like he keeps it nice and tidy. I wish my dick wasn’t trying to get hard, though… I don’t know what that means, Daniel thought.

“Come on, babe,” Kirk continued. “You’re so fucking hot. I need it,” Kirk said. “I haven’t seen a girl as beautiful as you in ages.”

The continued attention by such a virile, strong man, was doing something strange to Daniel; something he didn’t understand, yet could not fight. A power was forming in him that was clouding his judgement, and making him believe he could do the unthinkable—he could actually behave like a slutty, sexy college girl.

He knew he was selling it. He knew Kirk would not have whipped out his cock to show a cross-dressing guy. He assumed this, at least.

“Last chance to get that five-hundred dollars taken off,” Kirk smiled.

Daniel swallowed, took a deep breath and said, “Okay.”

Closing his eyes, Daniel took another shaky breath and reminded himself it was either this or endure his girlfriend’s wrath at having failed.

He gripped the big, throbbing shaft and gave it a few strokes, watching as Kirk’s balls jumped with each jerk.

“Mm, fuck,” the man groaned.

The simple reaction was enough to form a fire deep inside the cross-dressing teen. He licked his lips and smiled. “Yeah? You like it?” he asked the maintenance man.

“Oh, fuck yeah. Your hands are so soft. I want to feel how soft that mouth is, baby. Come on.”

Daniel leaned forward. Inhaling the musky scent of Kirk's cock, he steeled himself for what was to come.

His first tentative lick across the head of Kirk's swollen cock was met with a low groan from above.

Emboldened by the response, he began to map out the contours of Kirk's shaft with increasing confidence; circular motions around the base, lapping at the tip like it was an extra-large ice cream cone.

“Ugh, fuck,” Kirk growled with delight.

I’m actually sucking a dick… holy shit. And it’s not even that bad… it’s… kind of hot… fuck, Daniel thought. He loves it. He thinks I’m sexy. Nobody has ever thought I was sexy, before. But now, I’m HOT.

Daniel sank his mouth on Kirk’s cock and moaned, despite Kirk's girth stretching his lips wide.

The excitement and newness of it sent a shiver down his spine. His regular, “hetero” state of mind screamed in protest but his traitorous cock strained against its confinement in the cock cage and thong, betraying him.

“Come on,” Kirk groaned. Daniel felt the man’s fingers sliding through his hair, pushing his head down until more of the fat cock drove into his mouth and filled it.

Daniel did his best to pleasure Kirk with his mouth.

As a straight guy who had never done this before, it proved to be more challenging than he initially thought.

The man's large, beefy cock was not an easy task to satisfy.

Using his other hand, Daniel gently massaged Kirk’s balls, impressed by their size and weight.

The raw masculinity and potency of holding another man's hefty balls in his palm served as a reminder of the dullness and lack of excitement in Daniel's own life—until now.

“Fuck, ugh, get on this cock,” Kirk groaned.

The maintenance man continued to push on the back of Daniel’s head, and the crossdressing teen took more of the big, hard cock into his mouth, until he thought he might gag.

He quickly pulled off and, gasping and coughing, shook his head. “I can’t go that deep. It’s too thick.”

Kirk laughed and shrugged. “Okay, I understand.”

Daniel sighed with relief as Kirk continued.

“I want to taste that sweet pussy of yours, anyway,” Kirk growled.

“What?” Daniel asked, with wide eyes. “No, no, I was just saying, I’d still suck you and, um… let you finish… just not so deep is all,” the blonde stumbled.

“Nah, I’ve got to see that cunt, babe. I’ll bet you’ve got one of those waxed pussies, right? You already nice and wet for me, too?” Kirk grinned.

In a swift motion, the man pulled Daniel up and placed him gently on the sofa, laying him down on his back with his legs together in the air.

"Hold on," Daniel managed to say, but it was too late. Kirk's hand had already made its way under Daniel's skirt, brushing over his thong.

"What the..." Kirk muttered, his eyebrows furrowing in confusion.

Without warning, Kirk spread Daniel's legs and lifted his skirt to get a better view. In one motion, he pulled down Daniel's panties and caught a glimpse of his caged dick.

"No, wait, damnit!" Daniel exclaimed in frustration.

“Holy shit!” Kirk gasped. “You’re not a girl? You’re one of them fucking sissies,” he blurted, before bellowing once more, “Holy shit!”

“Please,” Daniel pleaded. “Please, I… I can explain.”

Despite his expectations, Daniel was surprised to find that Kirk wasn't furious. In fact, the man seemed genuinely amused and curious as he examined the cock-cage.

"Look at you. This thing’s got a lock on it and everything. You can’t even take this shit off, huh?" Kirk chuckled as he worked his big, strong hand over it.

“Look, I’m sorry; I’m so sorry,” Daniel said. “Please.”

Kirk shook his head and said, “You know, I’ve never fucked a sissy, before. I’ve always been kind of turned on by the idea, though. And you don’t even have a dick you can use, so you might as well be a bitch, huh?”

“Wh-what?” Daniel asked, confused, just as he felt a finger down against his asshole, caressing against it.

“Ugh, mmm,” Daniel moaned. “Please let me explain.”

"Don't worry about it," Kirk smirked. "You can make it up to me by being my fucktoy for the day. I want to have fun with this tight little boy-pussy."

"Wh—what... what do you mean?" Daniel raised an eyebrow.

"I'm going to pound this ass, and then we'll be even. How does that sound? You're just a sexy piece of sissy meat," Kirk repeated.

"Please, I... I can't have sex with you. I’m straight. This is all a misunderstanding. Let's just forget it… please?” Daniel pleaded.

"Well, that's too bad. I might have to kick you and your roommate out, then. And maybe even file a police report for fraud or something," Kirk smirked.

"Wait, wait... now, hold on," Daniel cried. "Please don't do that."

"Well, you won't have to as long as you give me this hole," Kirk said before sliding his finger over Daniel's asshole again.

As much as he hated to admit it, Daniel enjoyed the sensation of having his asshole touched. It sent shivers down his spine like nothing else ever had. Even though he had never explored his own backdoor before, this experience was making him realize how much he actually enjoyed it.

And something about being at the mercy of a big, strong man who wanted him—wanted to take his body how he pleased—was making Daniel’s dick throb wildly inside its cock-cage. He could feel the pre-cum that oozed through the small hole at the tip of his cage.

“Yeah,” Kirk groaned, spitting on his finger and teasing Daniel’s hole. The man grinned, watching it pucker in response, as Daniel whimpered with his girlish tone.

“That’s it, be a good sissy for me,” Kirk said. “You’re a fucking sissy. You’re not a guy,” Kirk said. “You’re just a piece of sissy meat to get fucked and used how I please,” the man continued.

The constant taunting and teasing, along with the sensation on his asshole, made Daniel squirm with utter delight and desperation.

Kirk then lowered down and slid his tongue over Daniel’s asshole, all while holding the sissy’s thong to the side.

“Oh, FUCK!” Daniel gasped, and clenched the sofa cushions in his fingers.

“Fucking sissy,” Kirk muttered, and continued eating Daniel’s asshole. “This is the best sissy cunt I’ve ever seen. And it tastes nice and sweet, too.”

“Ugh, fuck,” Daniel continued to groan and squirm, melting at the tip of Kirk’s tongue. The man then pulled back and stepped out of his briefs until he was bottomless.

He grabbed his big, hard cock and spat onto it, doing the same to Daniel’s asshole, before fingering it and making the first inch or so inside Daniel’s asshole, nice and slick.

“Here I come, sissy meat,” Kirk grinned.

Daniel looked up as the man hunched over him. On his back with his legs spread out, Daniel watched as Kirk focused downward.

He took a deep breath and felt the pressure against his asshole. The pressure only continued to grow from there, until it turned to pain.

“Agh, fuck!” Daniel hissed. “Oh, shit… shit!”

“That’s it, sissy,” Kirk laughed. “Be a good sissy and take this big cock up your sissy hole,” the man growled.

Daniel wasn’t sure if he could stand the pain, but he knew he had to do it. He had little choice by that point, if he wanted to keep his girlfriend in her apartment—and keep himself out of jail.

He clenched his jaw and screamed through his grit teeth as Kirk’s massive girth stretched his reluctant asshole around it, forcing its way into the gooey, virgin butt.

The man continued to spit onto his dick, lubing it thinly, as he pumped back and forth in shallow successions, before shoving deeper than before.

“Oh, fuck!” Daniel cried out. “Shit,” he gasped from the pain, as Kirk slammed his cock into his hole and suddenly, Daniel felt the big, warm meat fill his butt almost entirely.

He felt his rectum stretch around it as it filled him and pulled back, only to repeat the motion over and over.

“Oh, fuck, that’s a nice, tight hole… shit,” Kirk grunted.

Daniel could conjure no words—only ride out the pain as he got ass-fucked while dressed as a beautiful girl. He knew there was no going back, now. He was dressed as a sexy college girl and pounded in his ass—or his “boy-pussy” as Kirk called it.

And the worst part was that, with each thrust of Kirk’s cock, the pain faded and something deep and unexplainable to Daniel formed in its wake: pleasure.

Daniel felt himself changing under the force of Kirk's big cock.

With every thrust, something inside Daniel shifted and transformed, like he was becoming a different person. The head of Kirk's cock hit just the right spot inside him, making his caged dick leak pre-cum uncontrollably.

He let out soft moans as he heard the sounds of sweaty muscles spanking against him, as heavy grunts filled the small room.

Kirk's cock stretched his virgin hole to his limits, and he couldn't help but look up at the man pumping into him.

As their eyes met, Kirk leaned down and aggressively kissed Daniel, shoving his tongue into his mouth.

The rough treatment only turned Daniel on more.

He felt like a true sissy; a toy for this real man's pleasure, and it excited him like never before.

Kirk continued to pound into him until Daniel's mind went numb from the pleasure, with only the pressure against his prostate keeping him grounded. The harder and faster Kirk pumped, the more the pleasure built inside Daniel.

Moaning in ecstasy, Daniel surrendered himself completely to Kirk's relentless pounding until he found himself grabbing onto Kirk’s sides, gripping his fingers into the firm muscle of his hips, and pulling him in.

“Fuck me,” Daniel cried softly. “Fuck me. I’m so close, babe.”

“Yeah, there you go… you going full sissy on me, now?” Kirk laughed. “You getting dick-drunk, sissy?”

“Ugh, fuck yes,” Daniel wailed over and over, losing all sense of place and time. The blonde felt his legs trembling wildly as Kirk held them up in the air. He felt on the brink of something amazing—something absolutely explosive.

“So… close…” Daniel begged.

Kirk pounded as fast and hard as he could until…

“Oh… FUCK!” Daniel cried out at the top of his lungs.

“Sissy bitch,” Kirk huffed, spanking Daniel on his cheek as he jackhammered his asshole.

Daniel felt the familiar pleasure, only he felt it many times greater than ever before, as the drizzle of white cum began to spurt from the small hole in his cock-cage. Daniel felt the orgasm capture him and rattle his entire body. It consumed him, shaking his entire being with its complexity and unlike anything he had ever felt before. And it seemed to last for an eternity.

“Fuck, sissy,” Kirk groaned. “I feel that pussy clenching around me. You’re gonna’ make me cum.”

Daniel moaned, unable to form a coherent response. “Your hole wants this cum, huh? You sissies are always so hungry for cum,” Kirk growled. “I’m gonna’ give it to you, then.”

Kirk's thrusts became more forceful and rapid, until a loud scream erupted from his throat and his legs tensed up with intense, sporadic thrusts.

Daniel could feel Kirk's fat cock growing and throbbing inside of him, followed by the injection of hot cum shooting deep up his butt.

There would never be any going back, now. Daniel knew a line had been crossed. He had been fucked into total and utter submission by a real man and his big cock.

At last, Daniel realized that he was in the exact place he was meant to be, and he had become the person he was always meant to be.

He reveled in being a cross-dressing sissy, knowing now that was his true identity.

As Kirk's strong shots of steamy, virile cum overflowed his used butt, Daniel couldn't help but smile and even laugh with joy.

He pulled Kirk close for an embrace and triumphant kiss.

After their passionate exchange, Kirk pulled back with a satisfied grin.

"Damn," he panted. "You're so fucking beautiful."

Daniel smiled, “Thanks. I thought for sure you would pound my ass or something when you found out I was just a cross-dressing guy.”

“I did pound it, didn’t I?” Kirk laughed. “And I’m gonna’ pound it all the time, too, if you want your girlfriend to keep living here. How’s that? I know you love being useless sissy meat, the way you came all over my cock.”

Daniel smiled. “That’s a hard bargain, but I guess I have little choice.”

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” Kirk grinned.

“Thanks,” Daniel nodded.

For once, he actually believed it.

Daniel finally felt desirable and attractive, a sensation that had eluded him his entire life.

It was only a matter of time before he left Olivia behind and embraced his new identity, fulfilling the desires of strong, masculine men who hungered for ‘sissy meat!’


OWNED


Cody's heart raced as he watched his girlfriend, Alexis, swipe her fingers across the glowing screen of her phone.

Her tongue peeked out from between her lips in concentration, while the bright white light of the device illuminated her dark eyes.

A mischievous grin spread across her face as she taunted him, "Let's see who's right this time."

Cody braced himself with a mix of anticipation and dread, knowing that Alexis had a tendency to win their friendly competitions.

They had been playing these games since they started dating, with each victory leading to a daring challenge for the loser to complete. And although they both understood they had to agree to the dare, it was still nerve-wracking for Cody.

"I'm definitely going to win," Alexis declared confidently.

"Maybe—maybe not," Cody retorted, with a shaky attempt to exude confidence.

"You know it's Bruce Campbell," she teased her boyfriend.

Cody rolled his eyes in playful annoyance. "And I know it's not," he dismissed with a smirk.

While watching a streaming movie, the pair had had trouble trying to recall the name of one of the actors. Each recognized him, but neither could confidently remember the name attached to the face.

She believed the actor to be Bruce Campbell while Cody vehemently disagreed.

So, Alexis had decided that this was the perfect opportunity to play another challenge. She paused the movie and decided to look up the answer on her phone.

So often there had been moments like this one, where Cody was left waiting to see if he would win the competition of the moment, or if he would be made, yet again, to do a silly prank at his girlfriend’s insistence.

He struggled to recall the origins of their ongoing game.

Was it the first time he mistakenly said the wrong actor's name or when he arrived late for one of their dates? Either way, the stakes had been set; whoever lost would have to complete a challenge chosen by the winner.

And so often, Alexis won.

Cody had always considered their games to be playful, yet within the boundaries of his comfort zone, much like their still-new relationship as a whole.

Yet, as he glanced over at Alexis, her playful smirk somehow emphasized her confidence. Her short, dark hair tumbled loosely around her strong jawline as a smirk decorated her lips, a telltale sign that she was thoroughly enjoying something.

Cody wondered if his girlfriend had found the answer.

“Come on, just tell me, already,” Cody said, rolling his eyes.

Alexis nodded and smiled. “I knew it,” she laughed. “I told you it was Bruce Campbell.”

Cody hesitated, his long blonde locks falling in front of his eyes as he blinked in disbelief. "You're joking, right?" he asked, hoping his tone would prompt a laugh and an admission that it was indeed just a joke.

Alexis raised an eyebrow, the corner of her mouth ticking up in amusement.

"Do I look like I'm joking?" Her voice was even, but there was a hint of challenge beneath her words. She showed her boyfriend the screen of her phone, listing the actor’s filmography.

There on the screen of his girlfriend’s phone, Cody saw the title of the streaming movie they had been watching when Bruce Campbell appeared and the entire disagreement had started.

Alexis crossed her arms, the muscles in her forearms flexing slightly—a silent reminder that she rarely backed down from anything.

Cody's stomach churned with nerves as he waited for Alexis to dish out the latest challenge.

Despite knowing that they were usually harmless pranks, he couldn't help but feel a sense of apprehension.

One time, she made him shout "I have a tiny penis!" in the middle of an intersection, another time she had him do her laundry, and once she even had him serve her breakfast in bed.

At first, Cody expected Alexis to dismiss these challenges as just a fun game between them. But deep down, he knew the kind of girl he was dating. Alexis was a tomboy, always tough and fearless.

Growing up in the swamps of southern Louisiana had made her anything but a damsel in distress. Her fierceness was on full display on the soccer field, where she excelled as one of the top scorers on the college soccer team.

As for Cody, he couldn't help but feel like the complete opposite of his girlfriend.

He was timid, insecure, and smaller than most guys. It amazed him that someone like Alexis would even give him the time of day, let alone date him.

But he didn't dare question it, afraid that she might realize she could do better than him.

He'd always admired Alexis for her assertive nature—how she seemed so comfortable in her own skin and unconcerned with conforming to anyone's expectations of femininity. She was rough around the edges for a girl, shunning dresses for jeans and dolls for sports; and she could not care less how others viewed her because of it.

Alexis’s voice, too, was deeper and raspier than he’d ever heard on a girl, laced with a southern accent. There was something endearing about all of it, though, even as it intimidated him at the very same time.

Because, although Alexis was more masculine than most girls Cody had ever known, the fact that she was utterly beautiful didn’t hurt things.

And because Alexis liked her boys submissive and timid, Cody lucked out when she crossed paths with the blonde teen, who was a year younger than she, in biology class. Alexis knew at once that Cody was her sort of guy. She could tell the way he nervously stuttered and fumbled over his words while he tried to talk to her from the seat next to hers; his cheeks turning pink with frustration.

She found him and his insecure nature irresistible.

But Cody learned very quickly that Alexis liked to play and joke about, much the same way the guys back in high school liked to do. And she could be determined and stern just like a guy, too, making sure that if they ever made a wager or a bet, that Cody would follow through as expected.

It was that same unwavering poise that had him now questioning how far he was willing to go to please her.

When she started prompting Cody with challenges, the blonde nineteen-year-old wasn’t sure if he could keep up.

But luckily, Alexis had an appetite for innocent and fun pranks. Yet, Cody did not realize that this was all about to change.

“Fine,” Cody relented. “What do I have to do this time?” he asked, brushing his blonde hair to the sides.

Alexis stroked her chin and a mischievous smirk formed on her lips as her eyes danced side to side.

“Come on,” Cody said, annoyed by his girlfriend’s indulgence in the suspense. “Let’s get it over with, already… unless you want to forget about doing any challenges this time?”

"Hey, you know the rules,” Alexis said. “I called challenge when we disagreed on the actor, and you know that means that the winner tells the loser what to do,” Alexis pointed out gently, yet firmly. "Are you backing out on our deal?"

The question lingered between them. Cody felt the weight of the moment. He could sense the tinges of vulnerability and excitement mixing within him—a cocktail of emotions he wasn't quite sure how to navigate.

Finally, with a deep breath that did little to steady his racing heart, Cody nodded slowly.

"Okay... Come on. Tell me what I have to do." His voice weak, and laced with a nervous curiosity that made Alexis's smirk bloom into a full smile.

“Patience,” Alexis smiled. The girl then lifted up and walked out of the living room for a moment, confusing Cody, who cocked his brow.

Cody watched as she disappeared around the corner before returning moments later with pink and white striped thong dangling from her index finger—and a matching a-cup bra.

"Here," she said, tossing them onto Cody's lap. The thong was unbelievably soft—silkier than anything he’d ever found in the men’s department; delicate to the touch but with a hint of stretchiness to them.

As Cody gingerly picked them up, feeling the fabric between his fingers, Alexis settled back onto the couch with an expectant look.

"I want you to put them on—right now," she instructed, nodding towards the open space in front of the TV where they had been watching their movie. “The thong and the bra.”

Cody felt the adrenaline flood his system. His heart pounded in his chest the moment Alexis’s challenge touched his ears.

“Wh—what?” he said, still working the thong over in his fingers.

It was brand new—nothing he’d ever seen his girlfriend wear, before. Of course, Cody was not entirely sure, considering he had still never seen his girlfriend in anything but fully-dressed.

It was yet another source of frustration for the nineteen-year-old college boy; that he had been dating Alexis for over a month, yet she had not let him see her even in her bra and panties.

He’d caught glimpses of her “whale tail” any time she bent over; the sight would send a wave of arousal throughout his body and leave him hard and desperate.

But such feelings were never rewarded—not yet, anyway. Alexis had never mentioned anything regarding sex, and Cody had been far too nervous to ask, already feeling that Alexis was way out of his league.

Still, Alexis was all-too happy to spend afternoons and evenings making out with Cody, even letting him feel her boobs over her bra and shirt. She got the sense that her boyfriend was a virgin, and she liked to tease him until she could feel the erection in his pants.

And then, right when Cody was all wound-up, Alexis liked to deprive him, telling him she had to leave for the night or head to her classes; anything to see the tortured lust of longing on his eyes.

She didn’t know quite why she liked to do it, but she did.

But now, Alexis had decided upon something far more humiliating and agonizing for her boyfriend than leaving him with an unsatisfied erection. She decided that, since her boyfriend was a bit on the effeminate side already, why not see what he looked like wearing panties?

Between Cody’s features being unusually “pretty” for a guy, and his long, flowing blonde hair, Alexis knew her boyfriend might make a beautiful girl; she had known this for quite some time.

Alexis was now ready to put her little theory to the test.

Cody’s cheeks flushed with heat at the thought of dressing in front of Alexis, not only because of the taboo of wearing girl’s panties, but because he’d never been naked in front of his girlfriend—or any girl, for that matter.

And yet, now his girlfriend wanted him to trade in his jeans and t-shirt for something as distinctly feminine and intimate as a cutesy pink thong? And a bra, too? He felt the padded cups of the bra and imagined Alexis’s boobs sitting inside each cup; a forbidden and arousing image in his mind.

“You can’t be serious, Alexis,” Cody said, trying to hide the embarrassment blotching his cheeks.

Alexis smiled and said, “So you’re going to pussy-out on me, huh?”

Cody felt nervous, but tried to retain a hint of his dignity. “It’s not that, it’s just… I’ve never even thought about wearing panties and, um, I’m a guy. Why would you think that I would be into that?”

Alexis sighed and shook her head. “Babe, you would look so sexy in a thong. Don’t you trust me to know what I’m talking about? I’m a girl, and I’m in a locker room with college girls every afternoon—all of whom wear thongs. I think I know what I’m talking about,” she smiled.

Cody swallowed the lump in his throat and hesitantly tangled the thong in his fingers.

He looked at his girlfriend with aversion, yet as his gaze met hers once more and he saw the anticipation dancing in her eyes, something clicked inside him; the desire to play along suddenly became stronger than any apprehension he felt.

Cody knew he wanted to satisfy his girlfriend in any way.

Maybe if I do this, I can finally get laid, he thought to himself, looking at his girlfriend’s eager expression.

Trembling, Cody stood and began to unbutton his jeans with determined movements. Alexis cheered and hollered; her excitement akin to that of a rowdy girl in a bachelorette party cheering on a male stripper.

“Take it off!” she jeered, pumping her fists into the air.

“R… right here, then?” Cody asked. “Don’t you want me to, like, go to the bathroom or something? Otherwise, I’ll have to get naked.”

Alexis paused and thought about this. “You’re right. I don’t want to see your penis—not yet. Go to the bedroom and change. And when you come back, I want you in only the thong and bra—got it?”

Cody nodded obediently and plodded along to the bedroom, relieved to have a moment of privacy with the bra and panties he was expected to model for his girlfriend.

Cody hesitated, unsure of Alexis' request.

But the more he thought about it, the more he wondered if she had set up this challenge because she was secretly aroused by the idea of seeing him in her bra and panties, perhaps even drooling over him the way he does when she wears something sexy.

As he shook his head, trying to push away the mix of nerves and excitement bubbling inside him, Cody picked up the thong first.

He was momentarily stumped on how to put it on, the thin strip of fabric seeming almost comical in his hands.

With a deep breath, he tugged his jeans and boxers down his legs until he was bottomless and feeling the cool air slide between his legs.

His dick was half-hard and his ballsack firm and taut against his body from the slight arousal—and excitement—from what he was about to do.

This is crazy… I can’t do this, can I? Cody thought, looking at the bra and panties.

He shook his head and, more as a joke to himself than anything else, decided to indulge.

He stepped into the thong and felt its strange sensation. The thong was not as uncomfortable as he’d expected; in fact, very soft and cool against his dick and balls, which, although smaller than average, barely fit inside the tiny front pouch of the striped thong. He looked down and saw his manhood inside, generously filling the thong to the point that the striped pouch bulged out.

It was a surreal sight, but it turned him on.

Blushing with a mixture of embarrassment and pride at how it snugly fit and accentuated his rear, Cody turned around to look at himself in a nearby mirror. He couldn’t help but admire how his perky round butt looked in the thong, just as he felt the back string of the thong tucked between his cheeks and pushing against his butt-crack and butthole. It left him feeling delicate and dainty, and coupled with how pretty he felt, looking at himself in the mirror, Cody was beginning to feel very unusual.

Cody shook his head and grinned to himself. He couldn’t believe how good he looked. Now, he was suddenly eager to move on to the bra.

Cody thought it wouldn't be a challenge for him. But as he fumbled with the hooks behind his back and grew increasingly frustrated with each failed attempt, he decided to hook it in front and twist it around. The cups were pointless for him, but when he finally adjusted the straps and looked at himself in the mirror, he couldn't help but laugh at the sight.

But the laughter did not last long. He let his blonde hair drape down over his shoulders and posed for himself in the mirror, holding his hands over the cups of the bra to create more of an illusion that he had boobs, but was hiding them behind his hands.

Cody continued to pose and look at himself with shock. As he moved, he felt his dick and balls sliding about inside the front pouch of the thong and wondered if this was what it felt like to be a girl—to have one’s privates in a soft, delicate pouch. He felt his masculinity overshadowed by the feminine pink and white ensemble that Alexis had made him wear, but he couldn’t deny that he was beginning to enjoy it way more than he ever expected.

Every movement served as a reminder that he was wearing women's underwear—from the gentle tugging of elastic against his hips to the unfamiliar sensation across his chest; both providing a tightness and tension on his body that was unfamiliar but welcomed.

I can’t really go out there dressed like this… can I? What is she going to think if she sees me like this? In a bra and panties? Cody thought. The adrenaline that had grown in his body the moment Alexis showed him the bra and panties had not for a single moment subsided. Rather, his heart continued to pound as he paced back and forth, trying to get up the courage to match his girlfriend’s challenge with determination.

“She’ll respect me if I go out there and show her that I’m not going to back down,” he muttered to himself. “And besides, I do look hot,” he smiled to himself in the mirror before quickly feeling a wave of insecurity for having tossed his masculinity so easily to the side.

Taking a deep breath, Cody finally grew the nerve to go back into the living room. He emerged from the bedroom to find Alexis lounging on the couch.

Her eyes lit up with mischief and desire as she spotted him shyly standing there in the outfit she had selected.

A sly smile spread across her lips. "I was starting to think you really would pussy-out on me."

Standing self-consciously before her, Cody was keenly aware of every inch of his exposed skin suddenly feeling hotter under her gaze.

Cody hesitated before he replied, "No way." He tried to laugh it off and appear nonchalant, saying, "See? I'm not a wuss."

Alexis shook her hear. Cody could tell that the girl, so typically unfazed, was finding it hard to keep a straight face. She bit her lip and crooned, “Why don’t you do a little cat walk for me?”

“Do you really want me to do that?” Cody asked, grinning.

“Yeah, I do,” Alexis insisted.

Cody exhaled and obeyed his girlfriend, he paced in the area between the coffee table and TV, showing his nearly-naked body off to his girlfriend. The fact of being on display—and having his package so thinly veiled in the tiny thong pouch—aroused him, and made his dick harder in the thong.

Before he knew it, his dick was forming an awkward tent inside the front of the striped thong. This had not gone unnoticed by Alexis, who raised her brow and licked her lips at the sight.

“I think you’re enjoying those panties, hm?” she smiled, making it obvious that she was staring a hole through the front of the thong.

Cody looked down and turned a shade of pink, realizing how obvious his erection looked to his girlfriend.

Alexis reached out and suddenly dragged her fingertip along the bulging thong. He felt the sensation along the top of his dick and it sent a shudder and up and down his body; goosebumps began to decorate his skin and he inhaled, trembling.

“Come on, do a turn for me,” Alexis said, with a soft, heavy tone that made Cody ready to do anything his girlfriend asked of him.

He did a slow turn for her, cheeks burning but secretly enjoying the attention. There was something liberating about surrendering to this girlish side of himself—about doing something so out of character simply because it pleased her.

As Cody completed his turn and faced Alexis again, he saw her biting her lip, clearly holding back laughter but also showing undeniable arousal in her eyes.

Slowly, she stood up and walked towards him, again, with purpose in each step.

"God, you're adorable," she breathed out as she closed the gap between them.

She planted a long, slow kiss on Cody’s lips and pulled back. With an unflinching gaze in her deep, brown eyes, she whispered, “I want to put some makeup on you. What do you think about that?”

Cody wondered if he’d heard her right.

“Come on,” Alexis smiled, and took his hand, leading him to the bedroom.

Cody watched, his heart pounding in a mixture of anxiety and exhilaration, as Alexis approached with an arsenal of cosmetics splayed out before her like a painter's palette.

“Are you going to play along? I promise I’ll make it worth your while,” she smiled.

“Um, okay,” Cody shrugged.

“Good. Sit,” she instructed, having her boyfriend sit on the edge of the bed.

Alexis set off, working with the precision of an artist, her fingers expertly dabbing and smearing creams and powders onto Cody’s skin. The blonde teen felt like a canvas—vulnerable, exposed, yet feeling oddly cherished under his girlfriend’s focused gaze.

With each brush stroke across his cheekbones, and with every careful outline of his lips, Cody felt himself slipping further into an unfamiliar role; an entirely new identity.

He felt his reality shifting, blending boundaries he'd once thought were immovable. The softness of the makeup brush felt like a whisper against his skin, soothing and unsettling all at once, because Cody knew that it was taking him away from his “masculine” self—transforming him.

And something deep inside him actually liked this—wanted it, even.

After thirty or so minutes, Alexis stepped back to admire her handiwork.

"Almost done," she murmured, mostly to herself.

Cody watched her through lashes now heavy with mascara, his reflection in the distant mirror on the wall growing more and more foreign with each passing moment. She applied a glossy finish to his lips, a color that was soft yet obvious.

"There," Alexis declared with a satisfied grin. "You're fucking gorgeous," she grinned.

Cody's eyes met his own in the mirror as he neared it to get a better look at himself. And for a second, he didn't recognize the person staring back at him.

The lines of his jaw softened by contouring, eyes accentuated and lips full and shimmering—he was undeniably feminine.

The hum of embarrassment still buzzed at the base of his skull, but there was another sensation, now; freedom; freedom from his boring old self.

Through her playful ‘challenge,’ Alexis had unlocked something in her boyfriend that even she was yet unaware of.

"Wow," he whispered, the word strange on his glossy, altered lips.

Alexis leaned in close behind him, wrapping an arm around his waist and resting her chin on his shoulder. She smelled of vanilla and something else—something spicy and intoxicating. It was the same perfume she had spritzed around Cody before she had finally finished, and so the scent was quite strong around them both.

Alexis’s breath was warm on Cody’s neck as she studied their combined reflection.

"Do you like it?" Her voice held a tinge of vulnerability. “We look so hot, together.”

Cody swallowed hard, taking in the full effect once more. It was more than liking it; it was an awakening—a confusing yet intense rush of newness. But admitting this to himself, felt like stepping off a cliff without knowing if there was water below.

"I...I don't know," he admitted honestly. "It's just so different. I can’t believe it’s me under all this."

Alexis kissed his cheek lightly, leaving a faint smudge of gloss on his skin.

"Different can be good," she whispered. “In fact, it’s really turning me on to see you like this.”

As Alexis began to clean up the scattered makeup products, Cody remained frozen before the mirror.

His eyes traced over each feature that had been transformed under Alexis's careful efforts. He was both horrified—and aroused.

She’s aroused? What does that mean? He thought to himself.

Alexis came back over to her boyfriend, took his hand, and led him back to the bed.

“I want you to feel something,” Alexis said to Cody.

She took his hand and led it downward. Cody’s heart pounded in his chest as he realized his hand was being led down, between his girlfriend’s legs.

And then, it happened.

“Wh—what is that?” Cody asked.

Alexis smirked as her boyfriend’s hand suddenly felt her massive bulge.

“What is… is that a…?” Cody stumbled.

Alexis smiled softly; her cheeks tinted with a slight blush. It was a vulnerable moment for her, as she had never let herself be this open with Cody before. She nodded and bit her lip.

The room seemed to shrink, the air thickening with a tension that was palpable.

Cody looked down and noticed the bulge in his girlfriend’s shorts. His eyes riveted on the sight before him, a strange cocktail of emotions swirling within.

How had he never noticed it, before? Alexis had been a master at keeping this part of herself hidden from her boyfriend, until just the right time.

And now, the right time had arrived.

Alexis watched him intently, her gaze a mixture of vulnerability and anticipation.

"I wanted you to finally see the real me," she murmured softly, her voice trembling with an undercurrent of something that sounded like fear.

"All of me. But I didn’t think it would be much fun unless you joined me and we could be a couple of beautiful girls, together."

Alex then continued, whispering heavily, “Do you want to see it?”

Cody couldn’t believe what was happening. Was he dreaming? The girl he’d thought he knew suddenly had a huge secret she was ready to reveal to him. And all while he was dressed up as a beautiful girl.

Just as the blonde began to lose himself in his new cocoon of femininity and submission, Alexis, who was already so dominant in their relationship, was hinting at having not just a dick—but a very big one, if her bulge had been any indication.

“I think I do,” Cody said.

He was far too curious to let his nerves get in the way. He felt his own dick throbbing between his legs, nestled in his thong, and could now imagine just how his girlfriend felt standing there, with an erection of her own—and in her own panties!

Alexis looked down and said, “Go on. Pull it out.”

Cody reached out hesitantly at first, his fingers grazing the warmth of her skin.

It was a surreal experience; the girl he thought he knew had layers he had never imagined.

He unbuttoned her tiny shorts and began to tug them down, which proved a task as her big bulge made it tricky. When he cleared her bulge, Cody then saw the big tent in her skimpy pink thong. The sight made him harder than ever, even as surreal as it was to see a big dick inside his girlfriend’s panties.

Cody took a deep breath and tugged the front of the panties down. Alexis’s big cock readily swung out, happy to be given plenty of room to swell and grow.

And immediately, it began to throb and raise into the air between them.

“Fuck,” Cody gasped, with wide eyes. “You’ve got to be kidding me, Alexis.”

Alexis gave a raspy giggle and smiled as she looked down and watched her eight-inch dick grow hard and big in front of Cody’s shocked face.

“Go on,” Alexis said. “I want you to show me how much you love it—how much you love me. You’re such a beautiful girl. I want to see you act like one.”

Cody licked his lips. He didn’t want to be quite so aroused by the sight of Alexis’s big, hard dick.

But it was not only big, but beautiful; pretty, almost as if it fittingly belonged to a girl. It was so smooth, with a perfect, peachy complexion free of blotches or obvious veins. She kept her entire area smooth-shaved, and her ball sack was nice and tight against her body, looking like a picturesque pink sack with two big orbs inside it, nearly the size of chicken’s eggs.

Alexis sighed and said, “Go on, babe. Or maybe I should call you by a beautiful girl’s name. How about… Carly?”

“You want to call me… Carly?” the blonde asked.

Alexis smiled. “Yeah, and you should talk like a girl, too. Come on. Give me your cutest girl’s voice. Tell me how much you love this big dick of mine.”

Cody hesitated, but cleared his throat and attempted a college girl’s voice. “Um, it’s so big… like, really big. I’m kind of wanting to… touch it.”

“Mm, that’s perfect, babe,” Alexis said, sliding her fingers through her boyfriend’s hair.

“Go on, then. Touch it. Play with it. Show me how much you love me,” Alexis smiled. “You look like the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen and I would love it if you did.”

Cody couldn’t believe what was happening—that Alexis had turned him into a girl—and now, she was inviting him to touch her big dick.

He wanted to hate it all, but he couldn’t; he couldn’t, because it all aroused him more than he ever expected. He felt his own dick staining his new thong with the ample pre-cum that continued to ooze from him, thanks to his excitement.

He inhaled, smelling the scent of his perfume. He saw himself in the mirror, and if he had not know better, he would have thought a beautiful college girl was sitting there on the bed with a big cock in front of her curious gaze.

It was all surreal—but it made so much sense to him, as if everything suddenly was clicking in his mind.

I can’t believe this… but she wants me to do it. And I kind of want to do it… and I feel prettier than I have ever felt in my entire life… so what am I waiting for? He thought.

Cody finally reached forward and wrapped his fingers around her big dick, feeling the firmness and the undeniable reality of it all.

Cody began to stroke Alexis’s big, warm cock. The more he touched her, he realized that this didn't change how he felt about her at all. Sure, he had expected a pussy inside Alexis’s panties. But this only added a new dimension to their relationship—one that was exhilarating and daunting at the same time.

"Is this okay?" Alexis asked, biting her lip nervously.

"Yes," he said with an earnestness that surprised even himself. "It's more than okay. I kind of like it," he adding, ensuring to keep his new, feminine voice.

Cody continued to stroke his girlfriend’s dick, feeling the thick meat as it filled his grip. He couldn’t help but admire—and envy—her size. He knew that Alexis still didn’t know how much smaller his dick was than her own, and it left him feeling slightly embarrassed.

“I wish I was this big,” he quipped, unable to keep his envy a secret.

“It’s okay,” Alexis said. “That’s another way that you’re a prettier girl than I am. You’ve got a smaller, cuter dick. It’s so much more like a clit.”

Cody wasn’t sure whether he could feel proud of this sentiment, or humiliated.

But he took the comment in stride. It was a bit hard to focus, anyway, with the big dick in his hand.

“Maybe you don’t have a big dick, but this big dick is all yours. So, Carly, why don’t you suck it and explore it a little?” Alexis said.

Cody licked his lips. Hesitant, but excited, he moved his mouth over the head of his girlfriend’s cock until he felt the crested edges of the head fill his mouth.

And then, it was done. Cody knew there was no going back from that moment. He now had a dick in his mouth—he was sucking it—just like some sexy college girl might. And he even looked like a sexy college girl; enough to convince himself that maybe—just maybe—he deep-down truly was a college girl.

“That’s it—suck it nice and good, Carly,” his girlfriend said, combing her fingers through Cody’s hair and comforting him as he fumbled his way through his very first blowjob.

I thought I would be getting my dick sucked today—not the other way around, Cody thought, slightly annoyed. Yet he couldn’t deny how aroused he had become sucking his girlfriend’s hard dick. He felt the thick meat in his mouth and worked his tongue over the flared crest of the head as he tasted her skin and pre-cum on his breath.

“Mm, fuck, babe,” Alexis moaned. The sounds only drove Cody forward with more enthusiasm. He didn’t have the slightest clue what he was doing, but he was going to do his best.

And as he continued to suck, he heard—and felt—Alexis’s growing arousal. The girl shuddered and moaned, and thrust her hips, pumping more of her cock into his mouth.

Finally, he pulled back and with a breathy tone, apologized. “Sorry, babe,” she said. “You were about to make me cum. And I’m not ready for that just yet.”

“Oh?” Cody smiled. “What did you have in mind?” he said, obediently using his ‘Carly’ voice.

“Well, why don’t you turn around and bend over the bed. I think I want to lick your pussy,” Alexis said, with wide, excited eyes.

Cody was confused, but he agreed and turned around. He bent over the bed, trying to account for the fact that his dick was hard, making it ache as it pushed against the side of the mattress.

“Mm,” Alexis moaned. “Let’s see what we have here.”

Alexis yanked on Cody’s thong, peeling it down and revealing the blonde teen’s ass-crack—and asshole.

It was rosy and bald, which delighted Alexis immensely. She stopped short of revealing Cody’s ballsack, instead opting to leave the thong bunched at his taint, as if to avoid having to see her boyfriend’s manhood.

Cody could feel this decision; could feel the cool air sliding against his asshole, but not quite reaching down towards his sack. He felt his dick and balls continually trapped in his panties, unattended.

“I can’t wait to eat this pussy,” Alexis said. Suddenly, Cody felt a finger teasing his asshole.

“That’s… my ass,” he said.

“No,” Alexis smiled. “This is your pussy. Well, your bussy, anyway,” she said.

“My… bussy?” he asked.

“That’s right,” Alexis giggled. “Your boypussy—or backdoor-pussy,” she clarified.

Cody took a deep breath. Before he could give any opinion on this remark, he suddenly felt a nice, warm tongue sliding over his asshole.

“Oh… fuck,” he sighed, breathless. “Oh… oh, my… fuck,” he groaned.

Cody’s eyes rolled about and his hips trembled. He couldn’t believe how amazing it felt to get his ass eaten—especially by a dominant, beautiful girl like Alexis.

And now, he was all hers. Cody knew that whatever she wanted from him, she could have. With a simple flick of her tongue, she owned him; she owned Carly.

“Fuck, Alexis… holy shit,” he crooned.

Alexis simply continued eating Cody’s asshole, slow and passionate. She rimmed the hole, and then followed by pushing firmly against it, brushing slow and intently against the puckering hole until it glistened with saliva.

Cody's breath hitched, a mix of disbelief and raw pleasure intertwining within him.

It was as though every nerve ending in his body had been set alight by Alexis’s tongue against his asshole.

As Cody pushed his butt back against Alexis’s tongue, he felt his chest against the bed. The lacy fabric of the bra hugged his chest tightly, contrasting fiercely with the tender, yielding touch of Alexis's mouth on his most private hole.

No trace of his initial resistance remained; Cody had officially submitted, and knew that whatever Alexis wanted, she could have. It was clear enough to him—and must’ve been, to Alexis—by this point.

The room around him faded away until there was nothing left but the feeling of being devoured, claimed in such an intimate manner.

He could hear Alexis's muffled moans against his ass; could hear the sound of her mouth eating him, just as he felt it.

Each stroke of her tongue sent jolts that coursed through his spine, lighting up pathways to pleasure that he had never known existed.

A whimper escaped his lips, betraying the depth of his enjoyment. He felt her hands on his hips, pulling him closer to her mouth, keeping him held in her grip until she’d had her fill of his ass.

Finally, she pulled back, licking her lips and smiling wide and lustful.

“I want so much more, Carly,” she said. Suddenly, Cody felt his asshole stretched open around the tip of Alexis’s finger. The swollen, sore sensation filled him as she pushed deeper into his warmth.

“Ugh, fuck,” Cody moaned.

“I think we should finally have sex,” Alexis said. “I want so badly to feel your pussy around me. How about it?”

As Alexis asked this, she reached over and grabbed a bottle of lube, with Cody unaware of this maneuver. She slid the lube over her cock until it was nice and shiny, and then slid a dab of the cool gel against Cody’s hole.

“Mmm,” Cody moaned, as he felt the cold goo on his hole.

“That pussy is so ready for me,” Alexis grinned.

“Um, so, you’re going to… put that big dick, um… in my… my butt?” Cody said, hesitant.

“No, Carly. I’m going to put it in your pussy. You’re such a ditz, sometimes,” Alexis giggled.

Cody bit his lip and Alexis continued, “Don’t worry, babe. You were meant for this; meant to take a big cock. I know it. That’s why I knew I needed to finally turn you into a beautiful girl—to make it official. Just trust me, okay?”

Alexis paused and then asked, “Do you trust me, Carly?”

Cody hesitated, but finally, took a deep breath and nodded.

“Good,” Alexis said.

Within moments, Cody felt the head of Alexis’s big cock rubbing against his reluctant, virgin hole. It was tight and certainly did not want to open wide enough to take Alexis’s girth. But Alexis would make sure that it obeyed her.

She pushed firmly until Cody felt himself splitting open around the tip.

“Ugh, fuck,” Cody groaned as Alexis’s big cock pushed into his steamy hole.

Alexis’s eyes weakened as she felt the gooey heat of Cody’s hole around the head of her dick.

She couldn’t help herself but to thrust deep and fast, chasing her hunger. As she did, her boyfriend grunted from the sudden pain of being stretched open around her fat dick.

Cody moaned from the pit of his gut as he remained pinned onto the bed with his butt in the air, getting fucked in his ass by his girlfriend’s big dick—all while dressed as a pretty college girl, himself.

He looked back at himself in the distant mirror, and couldn’t even place himself in the reflection. He only saw a sexy girl getting fucked from behind by another sexy girl. He didn’t see his “old” masculine self anywhere in the picture.

Any moment Cody had to think deeply about his “transformation,” was interrupted by the intense pain of being stretched wide open. Alexis’s big dick was hungry and Cody was ready to give her his “pussy,” as much as she wanted, but the pain proved a bit excruciating.

“Just relax and open that pussy for me,” Alexis said. “Come on… just breathe and relax… open it up for me,” she guided.

Cody followed his girlfriend’s advice, which helped some, but did not completely fix the pain. Just as Cody thought he might have to stop, Alexis gave one big push and her cock broke a threshold, sinking smoothly into the depths of Cody’s warm innards.

Cody felt as the pain subsided, replace by a simple, vague discomfort. But now, a new sensation—that of being filled by something firm, warm and big, spread throughout him.

“Oh, fuck, Alexis,” he moaned.

“That’s it, Carly. Tell me you want it,” Alexis returned.

“I… I want it,” Cody moaned.

He hated the fact that it wasn’t much of a lie, either. He really did want it—wanted to be dressed like a girl all night long, and put in his place by his girlfriend’s big dick. Now that he’d had a taste of transformation, he wanted to drink it all down.

And Alexis was more than happy to serve him another round of his feminization.

The sexy girl began to pound into her boyfriend’s hole, looking down and watching as most of her dick disappeared into his pussy, all with his panties bunched just underneath.

Alexis pounded faster and faster, until the sound of spanking skin ricocheted throughout the room, mixing with the moans slipping from the lips of both Alexis and Cody.

“Come on… ugh, fuck,” Alexis moaned, gripping her boyfriend’s ass and holding it in place as she pumped fast and deep.

“Moan like a girl for me, babe. Come on, give me your best girlish screams and cries,” Alexis asked.

Cody obeyed easily, thanks to the fact that Alexis’s big dick had made him want to cry out. He had stifled himself, for fear of embarrassment. But now, he was free to act like a sexy damsel—beautiful and helpless—getting fucked into submission, as perfume swirled about his nose.

Cody felt his dick shrivel inside his panties as soon as Alexis filled his ass with her cock. But soon, his dick started to return to full hardness. And within moments, the blonde felt a strange sensation; that he might actually climax from his pounding.

The blonde reached down between his legs and began to grab at himself through his panties.

“Go on—play with that clitty,” Alexis said, upon seeing her boyfriend’s sneaking hand.

Cody rubbed his dick through the thong until he felt the familiar wave of pleasure teasing his body. His legs grew weak and he moaned loudly as he tasted orgasm.

“Go on—cum for me, babe,” Alexis said. “I want you to cum with this big dick in you—and then I’m going to cum,” she said.

Alexis pounded as hard and fast as she could as Cody slipped into orgasm. With the scent of perfume, sex and sweat filling his nostrils, Cody bellowed from the top of his lungs and slid into climax.

“Fuck!” he cried out, whimpering and screaming just like the girl Alexis had turned him into. He felt the steamy gobs of cum filling his thong and frosting his fingers with pearly goo as Alexis pounded his ass.

“Yes… yes… ugh, fuck yes!” Alexis cried out.

“I’m going to cum up your pussy. Are you on the pill?” she joked.

For a moment, Cody found himself thinking about whether he was. Finally, he cried out, “Do it—cum.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” Alexis huffed. She pounded a few more times until Cody felt her cock grow slightly larger and begin to pulsate.

Alexis moaned loudly and Cody felt his asshole pumped full of his girlfriend’s steamy, warm cum.

One shot after another, he felt the injection deep inside his body—as he, too, continued to shoot his load into his thong—staining it white.

Cody’s legs trembled and shook as he finished cumming. Alexis finally collapsed her chest atop the blonde and he felt her big boobs pushing against his back—her nipples nice and stiff.

She caught her breath and heaved against him as Cody felt her cock continuing to throb inside him.

“That was amazing,” she said, kissing Cody’s shoulder slowly and passionately. “You will be Carly from now on—whenever I ask you to become her. Right?”

Cody couldn’t believe what had happened—that Alexis had transformed him in this way. He was hesitant and conflicted. Could he really dress up as a girl and wear makeup whenever Alexis requested it? Would he ever get to have sex with her using his dick, or would he always be made to use his “pussy?”

Though the thoughts swirled in his mind, he felt his legs trembling and the cum turning cold in his panties. Cody smiled and said, “Of course. I am Carly whenever you want me to be.”

“Good,” Alexis said. “I’m proud of you.”

Cody smiled to himself and tried to comprehend his situation as Alexis pulled out of him, leaving him with an aching and throbbing feeling in his ass.

He felt her warm cum sliding down the inside of his thigh and he felt sexier than he had ever felt in his entire life.

Little did Alexis know that Cody was already imagining stealing her panties and makeup when she was not home, and playing dress up even when he was alone.

Something had changed in Cody. Carly might just be here to stay!


TIGHT LIPS


“Wow,” the eighteen-year-old smiled.

Caleb stood in front of the full-length mirror, his gaze tracing over his girlfriend Emily’s tight t-shirt and denim shorts, perfectly accentuating the curves of his body.

The feel of the soft fabric against his skin sent shivers down his spine, and he reveled in the forbidden thrill of it all.

The bedroom was silent except for his own shallow breathing, punctuated by the subtle rustling of clothing with each movement he made.

He practiced walking in Emily's shoes, a pair of strappy sandals that added an awkward elegance to his steps.

At first, he stumbled slightly, unaccustomed to girl’s shoes, but he quickly adjusted, finding a rhythm and grace that surprised him. He admired how they complimented the long, lean muscles of his legs, how they shifted his posture to something more delicate and feminine.

As he struck a pose and pouted playfully at his reflection, Caleb almost forgot where he was—that this was Emily's bedroom and not his own.

But this transgression made it all the more intoxicating; he was somewhere off-limits, enveloped in the scent and essence of his girlfriend while she was miles away on the sun-soaked deck of a cruise, along with the rest of her family.

He hadn’t expected to get free reign of her bedroom—and the treasures in her dresser and closet—until she asked him to house-sit for her family while they would be away.

He felt quite guilty trying on his girlfriend’s clothes; in particular, her bra and panties. But he couldn’t help himself. And so long as his cross-dressing secret remained just that: a secret, then he felt he could get away with it.

Caleb grinned at himself in the mirror once more.

The shiny teal bra felt tight against his chest, a constant reminder of its presence—a sensation wholly different from anything he normally wore as a boring guy with a limited choice of clothes and underwear.

The matching silky teal thong was another story altogether; it was intrusive, sliding up his butt-crack, yet oddly liberating in the way it made him feel especially like a sexy girl; a secret that caressed him with every step.

He glanced at Emily's makeup desk strewn with palettes and brushes—the things that he often saw whenever he visited her house but knew he could never reveal an interest in.

The desk held an array of colors and possibilities.

With shaky hands, Caleb reached for a lipstick—a muted pink that might match the casual ensemble of his t-shirt and shorts—and uncapped it with a click that seemed resoundingly final.

He leaned closer to the mirror, steadying his hand as he traced the outline of his lips before filling them in with careful swipes.

From the handful of “dress up” sessions he’d already had, Caleb already learned that there was something ritualistic about applying makeup; it required attention and care, transforming not just appearance but also state of mind.

As Caleb's image in the mirror became more feminine—with each brush of mascara, each dusting of blush—a strange sense of peace settled over him.

The finishing touch would be the wig that Emily kept in her closet for Halloween. It was better quality than the cheap costume wigs one often saw, which allowed him to imagine utilizing it in his dress-up fantasies.

The locks felt incredibly real, with an authentically dark chestnut sheen to it.

Caleb adjusted it on his head spun slowly in place, watching as the wig's dark locks fanned out around him.

The room blurred into a swirl of pastel walls and floral bedspreads—but at its center was Caleb, or rather the alter ego he had crafted so meticulously; a beautiful, unnamed college girl.

His heart raced with excitement and fear intertwined, as if each beat were vying for dominance over the other.

A noise downstairs suddenly snapped him back to reality.

Did I hear something or am I just imagining it? He thought to himself. As far as he knew, Emily and her entire family were a thousand miles. The idea of an unexpected visitor seemed impossible.

Still, panic set in as his mind raced over who it could be—cleaning service? Emily’s parents returning early? No matter who it was, Caleb knew he had to act quickly.

But before he could do a single thing, the bedroom door cracked open.

There, with huge, fearful eyes, Caleb saw Emily’s brother, Trevor, standing in the doorway.

“Whoa,” Trevor said. “Uh…” the jock hesitated.

Caleb held his breath, feeling the heat rise to his rosy cheeks, beneath the layers of foundation and blush.

Trevor's eyes raked over him, lingering on the curves that padding and careful clothing choices had created. It was as if the college boy was trying to figure him out; to see the truth that resided beneath Caleb’s disguise.

The silence between them was enough to drown in, and Caleb's mind raced for an escape.

What is he doing here? Shit! I can’t let him know it’s me. I am SO fucked if he realizes it’s me, he thought to himself.

"Hey there," Trevor finally broke the silence, a lopsided grin teasing the corners of his mouth. "I hope I didn’t scare you. It’s just that… I didn’t expect to see anybody in my sister's room.”

Caleb started to speak, but as the tip of the very first word came to his tongue, he realized he could not simply speak with his ‘normal’ voice; he would need to improvise the sexiest, most effeminate voice ever.

“Anyway, I’m Trevor,” the college boy said, with the same desperate and hopeful grin Caleb often saw on his buddies whenever they caught sight of a beautiful girl. It was quite a strange sensation for the blonde eighteen-year-old to now find himself on the receiving end of such a leer.

Caleb’s heart thumped painfully against his ribcage. He knew his voice had to be perfect—the slightest drop in pitch could unveil him. He had practiced this, though, for fun and out of sheer curiosity, without ever imagining his entire reputation might rest upon perfect execution.

With a giggle that he hoped was convincing, he extended a hand, nails painted a bright coral.

"Hi there, I'm...," he started with a smile, his voice higher than usual but soft, like the tinkling of a bell. “I’m… Kayla.”

He continued, almost too soft for Trevor to understand, "I'm a friend of Emily's from school." He hoped the simple explanation would satisfy Trevor’s curiosity, without inviting too much scrutiny. In the meantime, he tried to imagine any more detail he might need, should Trevor ask about “Kayla” and why she was standing in Emily’s room.

Trevor’s eyes shimmered with mischief as he took Caleb’s hand in his own.

"Kayla, huh? You definitely don't look like any of Emily's other friends.

A tremor of fear drove through Caleb’s body. Shit, did he already figure out it’s me? He thought.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Caleb said, with a catty tone.

Trevor chuckled. “I’m sorry, it’s just… you’re a lot hotter than most of her friends. I hope you don’t mind me saying that,” Trevor explained, with a tone that suggested he didn’t care much whether “Kayla” minded or not.

Caleb knew Trevor well enough.

Although the college boy was usually away at university whenever Caleb found himself at his girlfriend’s house, there had been a few different family functions, where Caleb had been around Trevor. And the information he had gained from being around the cocky college boy was that Trevor didn’t have much respect for girls.

More than once, Trevor had cracked a few lewd jokes to Caleb, expecting that the geeky teen must feel the very same way about girls as he did. Not wanting to look bad in front of Emily’s family, Caleb had forced a chuckle, but wondered if Trevor could see through it.

Caleb knew Trevor didn’t much care for him. Caleb knew it because he was the perfect opposite from the cocky twenty-year-old, who lived to chase girls, get wasted at frat parties, and captain the college football team. He lived a loud and unapologetic life, counter to Caleb’s “indoor” preferences of quiet evenings watching streaming movies with Emily, comic-book reading and video gaming.

The most exciting thing he did was dress up as a girl, but this was not a part of himself that he had ever anticipated sharing with anybody; least of all, Trevor.

But now he was stuck. Emily knew nothing about his cross-dressing fixation and still wasn’t sure whether she would accept him if she discovered this side of him.

But if Trevor found out, Emily would not only find out, but she would be given the news in the most cold and excruciating manner; Trevor would undoubtedly see to it if for no other reason than to humiliate Caleb.

Caleb knew he absolutely had to sell Kayla’s authenticity; it could not be questioned in the least. But how could he do it in a way that would satisfy a horny college boy like Trevor enough that he could sneak away with his dirty little secret intact?

“Um, thanks,” Caleb said, finally thanking Trevor for the loaded compliment. He smiled and tried his best to accept the compliment without making seem like an invitation for future attention.

Suddenly, the eighteen-year-old realized he was getting a crash course on what it is like to be hit on as a disinterested girl. The awkwardness made him deeply uncomfortable, but he knew he couldn’t upset Trevor; his entire reputation depended on making the college boy satisfied.

Caleb's palms were slick with sweat, the fabric of Kayla's delicate t-shirt sticking uncomfortably to his skin. He was cornered, both by the cramped confines of his girlfriend’s bedroom, and by the ever-encroaching presence of Trevor, whose eyes gleamed with a mix of mischief and something almost predatory.

Caleb was no fool. Being a straight guy, he knew quiet well what Trevor must have thought about Kayla, if he really did think Kayla was a real girl.

The blonde couldn’t help but become a bit excited by the reactions he seemed to evoke from Trevor, while at the same time, he was all-too aware the danger of building up the confidence and excitement of a cocky college boy like him.

"So, Kayla," Trevor purred, his voice low. "What is a gorgeous thing like you doing in my house, anyway, and in my sister’s bedroom, nonetheless? Am I dreaming or something?” he chuckled.

Caleb's mind raced. The answer had to be convincing, something Trevor would believe.

He had to think like a girl; think like Kayla.

"Um, well," Caleb began, his voice pitching higher into Kayla’s sultry timbre, "I texted Emily and asked if I could borrow her… panties," he continued, feeling sweat beneath his bra, as he realized how ridiculous this excuse already sounded.

“And, um,” he hesitated, just as clueless as Trevor, as to what word would slip from his mouth next.

“She said she was gone on this trip with her family, like… on a cruise or something? And so, well, she told me to come over; that there was a key under the mat. So, yeah… I got the panties, so actually, I was just leaving,” he said.

“But, um, what are you doing here, anyway? Emily said her entire family was going away,” Caleb said, trying not to sound too defensive or upset.

Trevor shrugged, “I was never going on that trip. I have practice and stuff. I’m just back here for the weekend,” he explained. “Then I’m going back to campus. I’m in college, by the way. I’m a pretty big deal on the football team,” he said, with a smarmy grin.

Trevor looked at Kayla with narrowed eyes, like an unconvinced cop sitting at an interrogation table, across from the disguised teen. He looked as though he suddenly realized how ridiculous the story that Caleb had spun for him sounded.

“Wait… you borrowed my sister’s… panties?” Trevor asked, skeptical. He cocked his brow and a grin formed on his lips. He then shook his head and said, “I don’t even… why would she… do girls really borrow panties from each other?”

Caleb took a deep breath and, trying to remain calm, smiled smoothly, “Totally. At least, we do, and all our friends do. That’s a secret, though, so don’t let any other guys know, okay? It’s top-secret girl stuff,” he said, feigning a playful giggle.

I am so going to get busted. How can I be this stupid? There is no way he is going to believe this story, Caleb thought, feeling his cheeks turn pink with embarrassment and fear.

Trevor continued shaking his head and finally, a chuckle escaped his pouty, pink lips. “That’s wild. It’s kind of hot, though,” he said.

The football jock pulled his phone out from his jean pocket and Caleb’s gaze shot towards it.

“What… what are you doing?” he asked Trevor.

Without turning up to look at him, Trevor smiled, “I’m just texting my sister to let her know you found her panties. She’s going to be so pissed when she finds out that I know she trades panties with her friends.” The jock laughed and said, “I’m never letting her live this one down.”

Caleb watched as Trevor’s fingers mashed against the screen of the phone. He felt panic rush over his body like a destructive tidal wave about to crash onto a small town.

The blonde knew that he was finished if his girlfriend received her brother’s text. She would undoubtedly respond to her brother’s remark about sharing panties, with total confusion. She would deny ever having known any girl named “Kayla,” and then Caleb knew his secret would fall apart when Trevor confronted him.

“Please don’t,” Caleb said, in his softest, most effeminate voice yet.

Trevor looked up, as though he knew very well the tone that Kayla was using with him; a heavy, almost sexual tone.

“Why don’t we keep it between us, instead… for right now, at least?” Caleb continued, taking the phone from Trevor’s hand, before tossing it onto a bean-bag chair.

“Are you really going to waste time on your phone while I’m standing right here in a bedroom?” he asked, biting his lip.

Be sexy. Just be as sexy as you can be, he thought to himself, coaching himself through every second, without a single clue as to what he would do when he arrived at the next moment.

Trevor tilted his head to the side and licked his lips. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth. "You're full of surprises, Kayla," he chuckled.

He eyed Caleb—or Kayla—with a long, indulgent leer. “I’ll bet you’re one of those wild girls, huh? Yeah, I know your type. I’ve seen girls like you at the frat parties,” he smiled. “You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you? How old are you, anyway? I don’t want to get into any trouble.”

“No way,” Caleb said, shaking his head and giving his best effeminate giggle and brush of his hand.

“And, I’m eighteen,” Caleb said, quietly reprimanding himself for being so dumb. If I’d said I was seventeen he would obviously have been too nervous to try anything with me, he thought, despondent over his slow wits.

“Fuck yeah,” Trevor smiled. “Just barely legal, huh?” The football jock bit his lip and then continued, “You probably have a boyfriend, right? A girl as hot as you?” he asked.

Before Caleb thought about it, he shook his head and returned, “Nope.”

Only moments later did he realize that he had, yet again, screwed himself out of an easy get-away. He knew that if Trevor thought Kayla had a boyfriend, he might let her go without much more harassment. But now, he’d made it clear to the horny college boy that not only was Kayla eighteen, but she was single, too.

Caleb knew he was in big trouble.

He could see as much with the change in Trevor’s eyes; an expression of hunger and want coming over his gaze, as if the college boy knew he was closing in on a “sure thing.”

“Well, I don’t have a girlfriend,” Trevor said. “So, I guess we’re just gonna’ have to keep each other company on this boring afternoon, huh?”

“Um, well… I guess so,” Caleb said, teasing the ends of his wig as he tried to find something—anything—to tell Trevor to get himself out of the bedroom without having to roleplay as Kayla for another moment.

But his mind blanked out and abandoned him when he most needed it.

“What does a dirty girl like you like to do when she’s alone in her bedroom and feeling bored?” Trevor asked.

The comment sent an involuntary shiver down Caleb's spine. The game he was playing was dangerous and every word that slipped from his lips felt like dancing on a tightrope without a net.

Caleb was impressed with the college boy’s swagger and confidence. Caleb knew that he could never speak so directly and confidently to a girl he found attractive. He envied this about Trevor, but it was also the sort of behavior that worried him, because he did not understand it; and thus, had no idea how to navigate his way out of it.

"I guess you'll never know," Caleb retorted smoothly, though he could feel panic clawing at the edges of his confidence.

"Oh, yeah? Suddenly you’re playing hard to get?" Trevor's brow raised in amusement.

Caleb laughed artificially and shifted topics quickly to mundane school stories involving Kayla and Emily—anything to steer away from the flirtatious undertones that threatened to expose him.

As he navigated through Trevor's inquiries and provocations, he felt like an actor delivering lines on stage; each gesture calculated, each laugh practiced.

But the role of Kayla was becoming harder to play by the second—especially as Trevor's innuendos grew more daring and suggestive.

“Come on, I don’t want to talk,” Trevor said, stepping into Caleb’s space. “I think you know what I want to do, though.”

Suddenly, Caleb could smell the sporty cologne radiating off the college boy’s imposing, muscular figure.

Trevor towered over him. Caleb always knew Trevor was tall and built like a mountain of muscle, but this had never been as evident as it was in that moment, now that he was Kayla, a beautiful—and vulnerable—college girl that had just become the target of Trevor’s affections. Only now did he realize Trevor was nearly a foot taller than he, and must’ve weighed twice as much, too.

Caleb’s petite and slender figure only helped him look convincingly like a girl. But it was beginning to work against him, accelerating the rate at which the roleplaying became all-too real, and unraveled out of his control.

Caleb felt his heart hammering in his chest as Trevor stood before him with a hungry look in his gaze.

It wasn't supposed to go this far—he’d only dressed up to have a little fun in Emily’s empty bedroom. He’d believed Trevor was far away at college, and Emily and the rest of her family a thousand miles away on their cruise vacation.

But now, with Trevor's towering figure looming over him, there was no easy exit. He knew he would have to appease Trevor in whatever way possible to get out of the situation without Trevor ever knowing his shameful secret.

Trevor’s breath was hot on his face, his eyes glazed with a mix of lust and anticipation, not even a flicker of recognition for the person he actually knew.

"C'mon, Kayla. You know you want to," he urged in a husky voice.

“You know you want to… what?” Caleb asked, already knowing he shouldn’t have inquired.

Sweat prickled at Caleb’s skin beneath the layers of makeup and the wig that suddenly felt like it weighed a ton.

He was trapped in an impossible situation, weighted by the dual anchors of his own secret and Trevor’s misguided desires.

He had to think fast—giving in was not an option. And now, it seemed, turning Trevor down or rejecting his advances would only get him more scrutiny, which was the absolutely last thing he needed.

“Look, I know you’re one of those girls who actually likes to suck dick. I can tell you’re wondering what mine looks like, too. Well, I’ll give you a hint; it’s big. Are you curious to get a look?” Trevor said.

"Trevor," Caleb said in his most convincingly feminine voice, trying to inject a playful tease into it—anything to throw him off without arousing suspicion.

"You're such a bad boy,” he teased. “But, what would your sister say if she walked in right now?"

Trevor chuckled, seemingly taking the bait, but instead of stepping back, he moved closer until his scent—a mix of cologne and light sweat—threatened to overwhelm Caleb's senses.

"Well, we don’t have to worry about that, do we? Everybody is gone. It’s just the two of us. So we can do whatever we want,” he said confidently.

Caleb backed up until the back of his legs hit the side of Emily’s bed. He fell with his butt bouncing atop the bed.

Trevor remained towering over him; even more so, now.

What could he do but keep up the act? His mind raced with possible distractions when a small yet sly idea took root.

“I’m starting to think you’re not supposed to be in here. Maybe my sister didn’t even give you permission and you’re making all this up?” Trevor said, cocking his brow. “And I don’t know why, but you look kind of familiar, too.”

"Okay, okay," Caleb said lightly, trying to hide the tremor in his voice as 'Kayla.' “You got me. I really am a ‘dirty girl.’ So, um… maybe stop asking so many questions, and focus on… this.”

Caleb reached forward and felt his hand setting atop Trevor’s jeans. The jock already had a bulge beneath the zipper, and Caleb suddenly felt just how large it was.

Caleb's heart pounded against his ribcage, a rapid thud-thud-thud echoing his mounting panic and the surprising surge of an inexplicable desire.

His eyes wide, he focused intently on the daunting task ahead, almost hypnotized by the sight before him.

The musky scent of Trevor's arousal filled the air, tangling with Caleb's senses and urging him forward into uncharted waters.

I can’t serious do this… can I? I’m fucking straight. So I like to dress up as a girl, that doesn’t mean I’m ready—or even want—to suck a dick! He thought to himself.

But Caleb knew he didn’t have much of a choice. His best bet at keeping his secret safe was to make Trevor happy. And unfortunately, he knew exactly how to do this.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. I knew you were a slut. And you’ve got to be the hottest slut I’ve ever seen, too,” Trevor grinned.

He slapped Caleb’s hands away and unzipped his jeans. The jock licked his lips and grinned as he tugged his jeans—and his boxers—down, revealing his massive cock.

“Shit,” Caleb gasped, nearly breaking character.

Trevor laughed and shrugged. “I know, right?” he said. “It’s around eight inches,” he said. “I don’t know how thick; don’t really know how you measure that kind of thing.”

“Well, um… it’s fucking huge,” Caleb said, barely maintaining his ‘Kayla voice.’

The blonde-haired cross-dresser couldn’t believe his eyes. He felt internally frustrated, not only because of his newfound envy for Emily’s brother, but because this was all now too real to turn back. Trevor’s big dick was hanging out over the front of his jeans, half-hard and hungry for a mouth—like Caleb’s—to treat it.

So, with trembling fingers, Caleb reached out hesitantly, grazing the warmth of Trevor's skin.

He could feel Trevor's expectant gaze burning into him, anticipation hanging thick in the small room.

Caleb swallowed hard, feeling the soft hair tickle his palm as he wrapped his hand around the base of Trevor's shaft. It was a surreal moment, one that blurred the lines of his identity and sexual orientation—a moment that would undoubtedly redefine him.

But he had little time to think about that. All he could focus upon was how fat Trevor’s cock was, and how strong it throbbed in his grip.

His lips parted gently as he leaned in closer, feeling the heat emanating from Trevor's body.

With one final breath to steady himself, Caleb closed the distance and took the tip between his lips. The salty taste of pre-cum was alien, yet not as unpleasant as he expected.

Fuck… here it goes, he thought to himself, hesitantly soldiering into the most surreal moment of his life.

As he began to move his mouth along the shaft, taking more of Trevor in with each tentative bob, something within Caleb shifted.

He found a rhythm that seemed to please Trevor, who let out a low groan of approval.

The sound sent an unexpected thrill through Caleb—this was power, a different kind of power than he had ever wielded before. He was suddenly not only getting to play dress-up as a beautiful girl, but he was getting to “test drive” his abilities on an actual guy.

So many afternoons he had spent dressing up and trying to be the sexiest, prettiest version of himself, but never with another person to validate whether he truly was beautiful.

But now, each moan he sucked out of Trevor’s body, was validation—and power—unlike any he had ever expected, or experienced.

“Fuck, babe… you’re so hot—and you know how to suck a dick? I think I found my dream girl,” Trevor moaned.

Caleb tried not to think too much about what he was doing or why he was doing it; instead, he focused on technique—what he'd seen in videos or read about in some steamy romance novel that wasn't meant for his eyes.

His tongue swirled around in practiced patterns as if it knew what it was doing even though it truly didn’t. He felt the crest of Trevor’s dick-head on his tongue and it sent a strange arousal up and down his own body.

He inhaled and the scent of Trevor’s musk and cologne mingled with his girlish perfume, making the moment all the more real—and surreal.

He sucked back and forth on Trevor’s fat dick, awkwardly trying to fit as much into his mouth as possible. He then lifted his hand and felt the jock’s ball sack. The smooth-shaved sack was loose, with two big, heavy orbs inside of it, denoting the power and virility of the football stud.

I can’t stop. I have to keep going, no matter what, Caleb thought to himself.

He knew he was juggling a precarious balance between maintaining his disguise and satisfying this sudden carnal curiosity. He couldn't let Trevor suspect anything; one wrong move and his ruse as Kayla would come crashing down around him.

But the last thing he ever expected was to enjoy being on his knees and sucking the dick of a moaning, powerless jock.

The room spun slightly around him as Trevor's hand found its way to the back of Caleb’s head, urging him deeper still with gentle pressure. A ripple of fear shot through Caleb’s mind that Trevor would realize it was a wig he was wearing.

But Trevor moved his hand back, too dumb and happy to notice anything awry.

The jock brought his hand back to the wig and, for a brief moment, Caleb panicked at the loss of control but then realized that Trevor was guiding him—no demands or forceful shoves—just encouragement.

Minutes stretched on, each second an eternity and an instant all at once.

“Mm… holy fuck,” Trevor growled.

The sounds filling the room were primal—a mix of heavy breathing and soft slurping that seemed to echo off of cream-colored walls adorned with posters of boy bands and heartthrobs.

Finally, with a shudder that ran down through his entire body, Trevor stiffened and let out a choked exhalation.

He suddenly yanked his dick from Caleb’s wet, pouty lips.

“What’s wrong?” Caleb asked, looking up.

He tried to read Trevor's expression for any signs of suspicion but found none—only satisfaction and a lazy grin spreading across the jock’s handsome face.

"Damn, Kayla," Trevor said breathlessly, "Where did you learn to suck cock? I was about to cum. I’ve never blown my load so fast," he laughed.

Caleb tried to imitate Kayla's flirty tone and smiled coyly at Trevor, while internally screaming.

"Why didn't you finish, then?" Caleb asked.

"Because I want to have sex with you instead. And I know that's what a dirty slut like you wants," Trevor grinned.

Caleb felt like he had been hit in the stomach with a hammer.

He wants to 'have sex' with me? Does he mean anal? Wait, he probably thinks I have a vagina. Shit! Caleb thought as alarm bells rang in his head.

"Um," he chuckled as Kayla. "Well, uh..."

"Come on, don't be stuck up. You already gave me oral. You know you want my big cock inside that pussy," Trevor grinned. “Don’t like; you know you’re wet.”

Why didn't I say I have a boyfriend? Caleb thought, frustrated.

He knew he needed to appease Trevor somehow. And then it came to him; finally, the right answer appeared in his mind; and for once, at the right time.

"I would totally have sex with you, but you know, I'm on my period. So, it would be kind of gross, right?" He said with a fake girlish giggle.

"That's cool," Trevor said. "We can do anal instead. I know dirty girls like you love it in the butt."

Caleb couldn't believe what he was hearing. If the hammer strike from before still lingered in his gut, now it felt more like barbed wire.

“Oh, um… that’s true,” Caleb relented.

He swallowed and hesitantly turned around and bent over. He bit his lip and grabbed his tiny shorts to slide them down.

"Now, no looking at my pussy—okay?" He said with a nervous chuckle.

"Yeah, don't worry babe," Trevor grinned. "It'll all be about that ass today. I can't wait."

Suddenly, Trevor left the room and for a moment Caleb thought—as inexplicable as it might be—that maybe Trevor got nervous and left. He hoped that maybe Trevor was intimidated by the thought of anal.

He certainly hoped so.

But within moments, the jock returned with a bottle of lube in his hand. The bottle looked small compared to his large hand and Caleb felt even more nervous, realizing he was about to get fucked by Trevor’s big cock; all in a futile attempt to hide his cross-dressing secret.

Trevor placed the lube on the bed and said, "Go ahead and bend over the side of the bed. I want your butt up and out for me."

Caleb started to do as he was told, but Trevor pushed him against the bed and grabbed his hips, pulling his ass back.

The nerdy blonde felt himself handled so easily by the big jock. Something about it turned him on just as much as it horrified him. It was a reminder of how big and strong Trevor was, making Caleb feel more like a petite college girl.

Despite his fears of being discovered—and getting ass-fucked—Caleb's dick was rock-hard inside his panties.

He could feel Trevor pull down the back of his shorts, suddenly. The cool air hit his butt crack and he realized Trevor had pulled them down until they were barely covering his buttocks.

"That's good. But further please," Caleb said with another fake girlish giggle as Kayla would have done.

“Holy shit,” Trevor gasped.

Caleb felt a tremor of fear; worried that Trevor had suddenly caught sight of his balls. He immediately started thinking of ways to escape the room, the house, and maybe even the country.

"Look at this tight little ass. I'm going to destroy it," Trevor growled.

Trevor dug his fingers into Caleb's firm butt cheeks, pulling aside his thong and exposing his clean and well-groomed asshole. Despite the situation, Caleb took some solace in knowing that at least his butthole was tidy and fragrant with coconut body lotion.

Luckily for Caleb, Trevor seemed convinced that he was looking at a girl's asshole.

"This is the hottest ass I've ever seen," Trevor moaned. "Babe, you're amazing."

Caleb couldn't help feeling turned on by Trevor's reaction, despite his fear and uncertainty about the situation. The pleasure was spreading through his body rapidly.

As Trevor teased Caleb's asshole with a finger, the nerdy teen's breathing became more audible. He couldn't believe how good it felt, even though he had played with his ass before. But being teased by a big, horny jock who thought he was a beautiful girl made the experience even more intense.

There he was, dressed like a sexy college girl with his tiny shorts hugging his perky butt, small top showing off his wig and makeup. He had never felt prettier before. And now, despite being straight, receiving validation from a hungry jock like Trevor was enough to arouse him anyway.

He felt the warm stains of pre-cum inside his thong as his dick throbbed in secret between his legs. He oscillated between sheer terror of being discovered and the pleasure of being desired as a beautiful girl.

His thoughts grew deeper and deeper until Trevor spanked his buttocks, bringing him back to reality.

Suddenly, Caleb felt something very good. He looked back over his shoulder to see Trevor's face buried in his butt. He felt the jock sliding his tongue over his asshole.

"Oh, yes!" Caleb moaned.

Trevor dug his fingers deeper into his butt cheeks and licked Caleb's asshole, under the impression that he was pleasuring Kayla.

The blonde shook with pleasure as Trevor's tongue pushed firmly against his opening. He moaned at the top of his lungs, still pretending to be a beautiful girl enjoying her time with the star football player.

Caleb knew it couldn't get any better.

The jock pulled away and suddenly, Caleb felt the head of Trevor's large dick rubbing against his wet, sticky opening. Trevor’s hard dick was slick from lube and pressed against Caleb’s tight, reluctant hole.

The tip entered him and he felt himself stretching around the large, powerful cock.

"Oh... fuck," Caleb grunted. "Be careful, please," he said.

But Trevor only growled softly, filled with desire and hunger.

Caleb gripped onto the bed-sheets as he felt himself being stretched open wider and wider around Trevor's determined dick. It pushed harder and harder until Caleb felt the excruciating pain of being penetrated so deeply by such a large dick.

"Oh, my God!" Caleb cried out.

The blonde couldn't believe how he had ended up in this situation; a straight guy getting penetrated by a big jock, all to maintain his habit of dressing up as a sexy girl. He couldn't believe he had been careless enough to end up in this position.

And now, he was paying the price.

He was going to get pounded in his virgin asshole by a huge cock. It was going to hurt, and he had little choice but to let Trevor do whatever he wanted with his body - all to keep up the guise of 'Kayla.'

"That's it," Trevor grinned. "Just breathe and relax. Just open up for me," he said.

Caleb tried to relax, but how could he calm himself with such a large cock entering his most private, delicate space?

He felt as though his asshole was being torn apart around Trevor's large dick. But the moans that escaped Trevor's lips kept Caleb aroused through the pain.

Finally, Trevor's dick slid smoothly into Caleb's asshole. The cross-dressing teenager felt himself filled with the thick, warm member, deep inside his body. His tight asshole throbbed around the large meat that kept him stretched wide.

"Oh, God," Caleb groaned from the discomfort. Trevor spanked his butt, thinking Caleb was enjoying it.

Trevor groaned too, and sighed, "This is so tight and... oh my God, it's amazing."

"G-good," Caleb grunted.

Trevor pulled back and thrust back into the tight, virgin backside. Over and over again, he moved slowly but deeply, wanting as much of his member inside Caleb as possible.

Caleb looked ahead with tense eyes, clenching his jaw as he tried to ride out the pain.

Gradually, it faded until all that remained was a vague discomfort from being so full. But soon, Caleb felt something unexpected - his dick oozing pre-cum like never before.

Each time Trevor's cock pulled out and plunged back in, his legs grew weak and shaky, his body strangely aroused. The big jock filled Caleb's cross-dressing ass repeatedly, increasing speed with each successive thrust.

Despite dreading the idea of another guy's sperm filling him up, Caleb couldn't deny the growing pleasure. Trevor was too busy huffing with his own pleasures to notice.

"It's so fucking good," he grunted.

"This ass is gonna make me cum hard and fast." Caleb shuddered at the thought of Trevor climaxing soon, but it was still better than admitting his secret to anyone - including his girlfriend and hometown. He was willing to do whatever it took to keep his cross-dressing a secret.

And now, it seemed he would have to go all the way.

"Fuck," Trevor groaned as Caleb felt the jock's cock deep inside him grow harder and bigger with every thrust.

Desperate to end the ass-fucking, Caleb reached around his side and softly grabbed Trevor's balls, trying to gauge how close he was to orgasm by their firmness.

They felt a bit stiff, leading Caleb to believe that Trevor was near climax. He began caressing them in hopes of speeding up his own orgasm.

But suddenly, he was hit with a wave of sensation himself. His brow furrowed and face tightened as his body weakened and tightened in response.

"Oh... oh shit!" Caleb gasped.

Caleb suddenly felt the front pouch of his thong, warm and gooey as his cock began to spurt out small shots of cum.

"I'm cumming!" he cried out.

"Yeah!" Trevor growled. He began pounding Caleb's ass as hard and fast as he could, jackhammering into the blonde's p-spot and digging his fingers into his butt cheeks.

"I feel you tight around me," Trevor moaned. "I'm going to cum, babe!" he cried out.

Amidst the haze of his orgasm, Caleb could feel the big dick pulsating deep in his ass. He swore he could feel the warm shots of cum injecting straight up his butt.

Caleb felt Trevor's balls, hard and stiff, as he emptied them into the cross-dressing teen, one big shot of cum after another.

"Oh, fuck!" Trevor moaned repeatedly, filling what he thought was Kayla's butt with warm, gooey sperm.

When he finally finished, he pulled out and looked at the job he had done. Caleb's ass was slightly gaping and oozing cum down into the shadows created by his shorts being bunched at the base of his butt.

Trevor nodded and smiled, then yanked up Caleb's thong and shorts back up his butt.

"Damn, babe," Trevor smiled. "You really drained me, you dirty slut."

Caleb gave a weak, exhausted smile. The cross-dressing blonde had no thoughts in his mind. All reservations, conflict and analysis had been pounded right out of him until he was left happy and dumb like a dick-drunk bimbo.

"I can't believe that just happened," he thought to himself, smiling. Even with warm cum leaking from his throbbing ass, Caleb didn't regret a single thing.

Not only would he protect his cross-dressing secret, but he had experienced something that - if not for his situation - he never would have encountered.

After being fucked into orgasm by the football player's big cock, Caleb truly felt like a "dirty slut". He felt more like a beautiful girl than ever before.

He had gotten to experience the ultimate pleasures of being a girl, which went far beyond the mere fun of dressing up and making himself look beautiful. He was straight, sure, but while dressed as "Kayla", he had satisfied something so deep and hidden that he had never known it existed inside him.

Trevor had pounded Kayla into reality.

And now, Caleb wasn't so sure if he could ever go back.

Trevor came to the bed and reclined back, taking Caleb in his big arms. It wasn’t long after until Trevor began to nod off and Caleb whispered, “I’m just going to go freshen up, babe.”

He snuck off the bed, out of the bedroom, and out of the house, back down to his car. He didn’t know how he would explain himself if he got home and his parents saw him all dressed up as Kayla, but that wasn’t quite as important as getting out of the house and away from Trevor before he ended up fucked a second—or third—time!

Once Kayla got down the road, he breathed a huge sigh of relief that it was over. Trevor had never found out his secret, and now, Emily wouldn’t either.

Sure, Trevor would probably text his sister about Emily, but he would have no proof about any of it and by the time he might try to find Kayla, again, she would be long-gone.

But the memories, Caleb knew, would be around forever. There was no denying that he’d loved being taken nice and hard by Trevor’s big dick; submitting to a huge, strong man and his hunger. It was the cherry-on-top to his fantasy of dressing as a beautiful girl. Now, he’d not only dressed as a sexy girl, but he’d lived the total experience to its very end.

Caleb wasn’t sure what the future would bring, but one thing was for certain; his afternoon getting pounded by Trevor might very well not be the last time he let ‘Kayla’ get fucked by a guy!
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A week later, Emily was back home. With a stomach full of nervousness, Caleb came to visit her at her house, terrified that Trevor might be there. Sure, he wasn’t dressed up as ‘Kayla,’ but Caleb couldn’t help but wonder if the jock would suddenly recognize his eyes—or some other unexpected tell.

Trevor wasn’t home, luckily, but being back in Emily’s bedroom brought a slew of memories rushing back to the cross-dressing blonde. He saw his girlfriend’s bed, and recalled getting fucked by her brother while bent over the side of it.

He was shaken from his walk down memory-lane when Emily cocked her brow, smiled, and said, “My brother said some girl was over here last week. Do you know anything about that?”

“What?” Caleb said, trying not to turn red in his cheeks. “No way. I don’t know any ‘Kayla,’” Caleb said.

Emily knit her brow and stopped. “I didn’t say her name was Kayla.”

“Oh, well,” Caleb said, fumbling over his words. “Trevor… he told me about that, too. Yeah.”

“Oh,” Emily said, nodding and smiling. “He’s weird sometimes. I swear he was probably stoned or something.”

“Probably,” Caleb said, feeling as though he had suddenly dodged yet another bullet. He hoped that, finally, he could put the entire ordeal behind him.

Just then, Caleb’s gaze turned to Emily’s suitcase. She pulled out a brand-new thong, with tags still attached, and held it up. “What do you think about this?” she smiled at her boyfriend.

“It’s hot,” Caleb said, feeling more strongly about the panties than—hopefully—his girlfriend would ever realize.

“You know,” Emily smiled. “I was joking with my friend on the cruise about guys who wear panties and, well, I realized that it sounds really hot. I think I might have a fetish for that sort of thing,” the girl confessed.

Little had Caleb known, his girlfriend would have been perfectly fine—aroused, even—if she had discovered his cross-dressing secret.

Caleb had never felt so excited—and horrified—in all his life!
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