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Chapter One

The moment I reached for my second beer, I thought to myself that my life was set. It was three pm on a Tuesday and I didn’t have to go to class until after tomorrow. With a fridge full of beers staring back at me I hesitated for a moment before grabbing two. Returning to the couch, I set one down in front of my roommate Mark who dwarfed me by a good six inches and could bench press two of me easily. He frowned and ran a hand through his short dark hair. Without his t-shirt, he’d look like a Spartan who just walked off the set of 300. Pissing him off was generally a bad idea but I’m in a good mood.

“Really Jay another beer? It’s only three o’clock.”

“This is my day off and I wanted one besides its bad manners to drink alone” I replied cracking open the beer and taking a long sip.

“Whatever. You’re just trying to get me drunk so you can finally win for once.”

“That doesn’t even make sense. We’re drinking the same amount of alcohol. Besides I’ve beaten you plenty of times at this game.”

Mark picked up his controller. “Okay show me” he challenged and selected his character. We were playing a fighting game where you play as superheroes. Mark selected Superman for his character. I pretended to think about my options before he picking my favorite character which was Wonder Woman.

The fight began. Both of us were glued to the screen as we mashed buttons on the controllers.

As the game progressed, I slowly whittled down Mark’s health. The problem he had was that he was always trying new characters. With each character having unique moves that meant that he was unsure of what to do. So he opted to try everything. For me, I picked the same character every time and so after all our games I had mastered her moves. With one final button push, I beat his character and won the game. I cheered while Mark just rolled his eyes.

This day was awesome. I need to take more days off like this. Suddenly my phone rang. The caller ID said Alice. If she was calling instead of messaging then it was probably important. We’d been friends for years but I always wanted to be more than that. Six months ago, I’d worked up the courage to ask her out. She politely rejected me and then was a period of awkwardness for a while but now things were back to normal.

I answer the phone. “Hey Alice, what’s up?”

“Where the hell are you?”

My stomach immediately dropped. Oh no, I’ve messed up. I was supposed to help Alice with her photography project today. Quickly scrambling for an excuse, I reply “aren’t we meeting at four?”

“It supposed to be three-thirty. I have a meeting and now I don’t know whether I can finish my project or not. Why did you bail on me without saying anything?”

“I honestly just forgot. Look I’m coming over right now. I can be there in ten minutes.”

“Really? You’re close by?”

“Yeah” I lie.

“Okay fine, we might still have time if you can get here soon.”

“Alright, on my way.”

I hung up and went into my room to look for my wallet and keys.

“Man, are you really still running around after this Alice girl?” Mark asked from the couch.

“We’re just friends” I replied checking myself over in the mirror. At five foot seven, I was shorter than most guys but luckily rarely shorter than the girls I met, except Alice who was the same height as me. I turned to the side and frowned at my body. A year of college drinking had definitely caused me to gain a few pounds although I was still relatively skinny. My short brown hair was kind of a mess. I tried to use my hands to neaten it before giving up.

“Right. That’s why you’re frantically looking for your keys which you left on the kitchen counter by the way” Mark called out from the living room, breaking me out of my stupor.

I went back into the living room and through to the kitchen. True enough, the keys were sitting on the counter. “You’re a lifesaver,” I said.

“If only you’d take my advice on this girl and move on.”

“She’s my friend. I promised to help her and that’s what I’m going to do.”

Mark threw his hands up in the air and went back to playing solo mode on the video game. I made a point of calmly walking out of the apartment before breaking into a dead sprint when I was sure Mark wouldn’t hear me. I reached the end of the hallway and got to the stairs. I took them two at a time and flew out the door of my apartment building.

The bright glaring sun shone in my eyes as I tried to think of the best way to get to Alice’s place. Cutting through campus will save me time I realized and took off running down the street to the college campus.

Out of nowhere, I hear someone shout “on your left.” Immediately, I jump right and turn just in time to see a cyclist whizz past. Jesus that could have hurt. Looking both ways, I made my way across the road and into the college grounds. On a warm sunny day like today, people were everywhere. I had to weave in and around them, through the courtyard and past several statues of dead guys I didn’t recognize.

Leaving campus, I made my way down a street filled with large upper-middle-class houses until finally, I was at the Zeta house where Alice lived. It was a large white mansion with over twenty bedrooms. You see Alice belonged to the Zeta sorority.

It was the best sorority in the town. Very exclusive and hard to get into. They didn’t care for people deemed below their social circle very much as I was about to discover yet again. I knocked on the door and prayed Alice would be the one to answer.

A short preppy girl dressed in a gray sweater and short skirt with long brown hair answered the door. I tried to avoid looking at her legs which were difficult when she had such an irritated look on her face. A few moments pass before she says “well?”

“Um, I’m here to see Alice. Alice Moore.” I said.

The girl looked incredulous. “and who are you?”

“Her friend Jay.”

The girl folded her arms. “Well, Alice never mentioned you.”

Copying her tone, I said, “She’s never mentioned you either.”

It looked like I’d scored a point because the girl looked shocked for a second before hiding it. I don’t think anyone as low on the social totem pole as myself had ever spoken to her like that before. It felt good but the girl looked like she was torn between telling me off or slamming the door in my face.

Luckily the decision was taken out of her hands as Alice came to the door. She had long red hair and milky skin. Curvaceous and with long legs, she towered over the preppy girl. “Thanks, Meredith. I’ve got it from here” she said.

Meredith visibly annoyed at being undermined, walked away in a huff.

“You shouldn’t mess with that one,” said Alice. “She’s always first to the door. Some of the girls have been calling her the gatekeeper.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. Sorry, I’m late by the way.”

She waved me off. “It’s fine. You’re here now. That’s all that matters. So, shall we?”

“Lead the way.”

We went upstairs to her room though on the way I was subject to a few Meredith-esque looks from a few of the girls we walked past. I tried not to be offended but it wasn’t going well.

We went inside her room. It was massive compared to mine. In one corner sat a work desk with a computer. Another corner had her studio set up with a backdrop and a few lights. Then the other two corners dedicated to her wardrobe and drawers of clothes. Oh, and there was her own bathroom right to my left as well. I guess having wealthy parents makes college a little easier.

Alice could see something was bothering me. Once we were inside her room she said “don’t let girls like Meredith get to you. They don’t know you like I do.”

“Still, do I look that bad?” I asked looking down at my self. A few pounds overweight from all the drinking and the baggy clothes I was wearing were currently drenched in sweat from the run across campus. Even my shoes were dirty from running across the grounds. I was starting to feel even more self-conscious as I stepped on her bedroom carpet.

“You know what? Don’t answer that. So, what’s up?”

Alice smiled. “I’ve taken up learning photography and right now we’re studying shooting models. Since you volunteered for help, I need you to stand in front of the camera and pose for me.” After what just happened with Meredith and the other girls, my self-consciousness was through the roof. I literally couldn’t think of a worse idea.

“I’m not really the model type. I’m more of behind the scenes person. Maybe I could help set up the lighting and stuff” I said trying to say no but still be helpful at the same time.

“My teacher really wants us to learn that stuff on our own. Besides I’ve already done all of the setup. I just need my subject.” She smiled sweetly.

Backpedaling for another excuse I asked, “But couldn’t you ask one of the sorority sisters to do it?”

Alice frowned and turned away to fiddle with the settings on her camera. “They wanted a male model. Maybe I should ask someone from the fraternity next door.”

My anxiety was looking like disinterest to her when all I wanted to do was spend time with her and help her out. “No, I’ll do it. I’m just nervous.”

“Don’t worry no one outside of this room except my professor will see them.”
I nodded. “What’s first?”

“Wardrobe and then hair and makeup. Your clothes are hanging up in the bathroom. Get changed and I’ll try to be as quick as I can with the makeup.”

I stared at the makeup table and then at her. “What exactly am I doing?”

“You’re dressing up as a character from one of my favorite shows. Don’t get freaked out. It’s nothing too crazy plus everybody who goes in front of a camera wears makeup. Think of any male celebrity. Anytime you see them on camera, they have makeup on.”

I still looked concerned. “It will be minimally at best. Now go on we don’t have too long remember” she said making a shoo motion with her hands.

I nodded and went into the bathroom. It was lucky that she had her own bathroom so I wouldn’t have to traipse around the hallways in whatever costume she’d got for me. The costume was hanging on the back of the door. It was some type of futuristic-looking black suit with a rectangular tie. Relaxed, I got undressed and put it on. I was frankly surprised at how well the whole thing fit me.

“How did you know my measurements?” I asked from the bathroom.

“I’m good at sizing people up” she replied.

I put on the dark jacket with silver buttons and walked out. “Well?” I asked.

“You look great. How does it feel?”

I had to admit it felt pretty good. She nodded and ushered me over to the makeup table and told me to hold still. I sat on the stool and acted like a statue. I couldn’t talk much either so I just had to stare off into space or look at my reflection. Half the stuff she applied to my face I didn’t even know the name of or it’s purpose. When it was over, she said “okay take a look.”

I did as she asked. Other than my skin looking smoother I didn’t see a huge difference. “It’s not as bad as I thought it’d be,” I said.

“Good, then that just leaves the wig.”

I didn’t even bother asking. At this point, a wig wasn’t going to phase me and I’d made it this far. Alice returned with a short silver wig and gently arranged it on my head.

I hated to say it but Alice was right. “Okay I was skeptical of the wig and makeup but you were right. It completes the look and I don’t think anyone would recognize me if they saw me like this.”

“Well, that’s part of convincing cosplay. You’re welcome by the way since I did all the work.”

I got up and moved over to the studio area. “This better be a cool character” I grumbled.

Alice ignored me and turned on the lights. With her camera in hand, we got to work. We spent the next hour shooting. Being unrecognizable seemed to remove all my fears. I made whatever pose she asked of me while the camera clicked incessantly. She must have taken hundreds if not thousands of photos of me.

After the hour was done, I was a little disappointed at how fast time had flown.

“That was kind of fun,” I said.

“I’m glad. Once I get my A from my professor we should go out and grab a drink to celebrate.”

“Yeah, that’d be great. So, do you think I’m A material” I flirted.

Alice rolled her eyes. “Go on get changed. I’ve got that meeting soon and Meredith would murder me if I just left you in the house by yourself.”

I nodded and got changed back into sweaty baggy clothes that a part of me wanted to burn rather than wear. After walking around in a custom-tailored suit for an hour, these clothes looked like rags in comparison. Still, I put them on and had Alice walk me out.


Chapter Two

The next day I was sitting in the quad eating a sandwich with Mark. We were in the same philosophy class and usually grabbed lunch together right after.

“How did it go last night with Alice?” Mark asked.

“It was good. I helped her with a photography project she was working on. It took nearly two hours but it was fun and she was happy with it.”

“What did you end up doing?”

“Cosplayed as some cop character from a tv show she likes while she took photos of me.”

“Really, can I see?”

I shook my head. “I don’t have them.”

I took another bite of my sandwich. Mark put his textbook down and turned to me. “You know the real question isn’t whether you had fun or not. It’s about if she had fun. So, did she?”

Thinking back, it was actually had to tell. She was very focused on the work and most of the time she had a camera in front of her face. “I think so,” I said lamely.

Mark raised an eyebrow.

“She was pleased when I left” I protested.

Mark sniggered “yeah I bet she was.”

“Whatever you’re just mad I got into the Zeta house.”

Mark's eyes lit up. “How was it?”

“Big with lots of expensive-looking furniture.”

“No, I mean how were the girls?”

“Attractive in a preppy sort of way. I mean you’ve seen Alice with her friends before.”

“Sure, I’m still waiting for you to introduce me.”

I scowled. “I don’t know any of them either. Alice only wants to hang out when it’s just the two of us.”

“Aww, you’re like her secret little nerd friend,” he said.

I managed to stop myself from denying it. Arguing with Mark was always a losing battle. He had this confident alpha personality that always made me feel submissive to him. The huge size advantage only added to the feeling.

“Hey, guys” Alice called out behind us.

We turned and both of us stared. She was dressed in a tiny pair of black running shorts and a tight white tank top. At Alice’s height, she had legs for days which Mark clearly noticed.

“Can I join you?” She asked.

“Sure,” I said moving over and subtly nudging Mark at the same time to be cool. He stopped staring and moved over as well.

“My professor just loved the project by the way. He didn’t know who the character was either but it didn’t matter, we still got an A” she said excitedly before hugging me.

“That’s amazing,” I said.

“What did he look like?” Mark butted in.

“Oh yeah you haven’t seen yet,” said Alice to me.

Mark pouted at being ignored. This was probably the first time it had happened to him. Which reminds me, I should introduce him to Meredith sometime as revenge.

Alice took her phone out of one of those running armband things and showed me the photos. “I picked up the best ones and touched them up a little in editing.” She explained while I flipped through them. I was surprised at how good I looked. Normally I thought of myself as average looking but the photos made me look, while not handsome, attractive. Mark leaned over my shoulder to get a better look.

“Damn Jay. You should wear a suit more often.” He said.

“Yeah because what I really need is people calling me professor on campus.”

I gave Alice her phone back. “Hey, so can I talk to you in private about something?” She asked.

“Sure,” I said.

We walked over a secluded part of the grounds. “Okay, so you know how I said that the character you dressed as was from my favorite show and that’s why I had you dress up? Well that wasn’t the only reason. You see there are people who do it professionally. They dress up in these really detailed cosplays and sell pictures of themselves in them online.”

She pulled up a profile on her phone of a girl in some elf cosplay showing her cleavage. She scrolled down and my eyes widened. The girl was making thousands a month doing this! Alice scrolled over to a guy dressed up as anime characters doing the same.

“I think we should put up a site and start selling pictures of you. You’ve got the face for it. If we got really good at it then you wouldn’t have to worry about money anymore. Hell, this could turn into a full-time job.”

My head was spinning. Some of these people were making over ten grand a month. “What? How would this even work?”

“I’d sort out the costumes, makeup and you’d model for me. Then we put those pictures online to sell. Any money we get would be a fifty-fifty split. If it doesn’t work out then we’ll lose nothing except a few hours and I’ll have gained more experience using my camera. If it works, we could both be more financially comfortable.”

“Aren’t your parents rich?”

“Well I was thinking more of you and besides my parents aren’t going to support me forever.”

I thought about it. Money had been tight for a while. Plus, it had been fun dressing up. This would also give me an excuse to spend more time with Alice.

“Okay let’s do it.”

“Great. I’ll text you when I’ve got the next costume ready” she said before bounding away to resume her run.

This is going to be great. I’ll get the chance to make some extra cash and work alongside the girl I’ve had a crush on for years.


Chapter Three

This is terrible. Why did I let her talk me into this? I’m trapped in Alice’s bathroom with no way out. I’ve got to think of something. Some lie I could tell her to get out of it. Maybe I could say a relative is sick? No, she knows my family. None of them even live in this state. I could tell her Mark is sick? I waved the idea away. She always knows when I’m lying. I’ve just got to do it. One time and then I’m out for good. No one can ever know.

I looked up at the costume hanging on the door. It was a black and gold dress. She said it was from another show she watches. The only problem is that this character is a girl. I tried explaining that to Alice but she said it’s fine. Guys dress up like girls all the time. It’s called Crossplay she told me.

Reluctantly I put the dress on. It was tight around my hips and I walked out tense. “Is it supposed to be this tight?” I asked.

“Can you breathe okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just a little uncomfortable.”

“Then it’s fine.” She said.

Alice looked down at my bare feet. “Don’t worry I’ve got a great pair of heels to go with the dress. Now come on let’s get you in makeup.”

“I’m really not sure about any of this.”

“It will be fine no one will know.”

Reluctantly I sat on the stool and let her work. The makeup took longer this time and involved things like mascara and lipstick which she explained to me. Once the makeup was finished, she added a long blonde wig to complete the look.

“I think I’ve outdone myself this time,” she said.

The entire time I’d been staring at the floor, so when I looked up at my reflection, I was shocked. Sat in front of me in the mirror was a pretty blonde girl who stared back at me with an equally shocked expression. “Oh my god,” I said. If anyone had thought I was unrecognizable last time then this put me in another dimension. “This is crazy,” I said turning my head from side to side. “How did you do this?” I asked.

“A lot of this is you. It turns out with the right makeup you can look like a hot girl.”

I felt my cock twitch. This was turning me on. I continued staring at myself like I was under a spell. Alice tapped me on the shoulder and said “okay honey let’s take some pictures.”

“Honey?”

“Would you prefer your title of princess like your character?”

My cock throbbed. It seems I would like that but I turned away before Alice could see and thought of baseball.

Once she had set up her camera, we went straight to it. I slipped on the heels, grateful that I didn’t have to walk in them. They fit snugly against my feet. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised Alice knows my shoe size too.

We started off taking pictures like before. But slowly they changed. Alice wanted me to be more suggestive in my poses. She would have me bend over or pucker my lips. I did it all. Any look of concern I had was buried under the mountain of compliments she kept throwing my way. The whole time she was taking pictures, she would say how beautiful or gorgeous I looked. Every positive word she said drove me wild and was making my dick rock hard.

“Okay I think I’ve got enough,” she said lowering the camera.

I started to move towards the bathroom but Alice held out her arm. “You don’t have to change immediately you know. I put a lot of work into this costume.” She put a hand on my arm, smiled, and dragged me towards her bed.

Confused but willing to play along, we sat together on the edge of her bed. Alice leaned close and whispered, “did you ever think you could look so beautiful?”

“No” I whispered back.

She was so close I could smell the shampoo she’d used on her hair. “I want to kiss you,” she said. I stared at her ruby red lips transfixed. “Yes” I breathed and suddenly her warm lips were pressed against mine. It was electrifying.

This was finally happening. Part of me wondered if I was dreaming. She broke away from my lips long enough to push me down on to the bed. Alice climbed on top of me and looked down with a hunger I’d never seen before. Her aggressiveness just turned me on even more. She continued to kiss me while one of her hands reached under my dress to find my cock.

Slowly she started to stroke it as she kissed me. “Hmm you’re so sexy” she whispered.

I could only moan as the stroking got more intense. “My little princess deserves a treat for being so good. Don’t you think?”

I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I said.

“Have you been a good girl?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’ve been a good girl.”

She stopped stroking for a second and I almost cried for her to continue. “You don’t look like a Jay like this. What about Jesse or Jessica?” My cock twitched when she called me Jessica. She resumed stroking “Jessica it is then. Being a girl is so much better isn’t it?”

“Being…a…girl… is better” I cried out as I came. Load after load shot out of me. Alice continued stroking, milking every last drop out of me and when it was done, she fell into bed beside me. I was breathing heavy but I didn’t know what to say. We lay there in silence for a few minutes.

Alice eventually broke the awkward silence with a joke. “so same time next week.”

I turned to her frowning. “We can’t tell anyone about this,” I said.

“Okay,” she smiled.

“I’m serious. No one can know.”

Alice moved a blonde lock of hair behind my ear. “Babe you have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I pulled away from her and got off the bed. “It’s getting late and I promised to meet Mark and the boys for drinks.”

I took off the wig and heels and went to the bathroom where I washed my face, scrubbing hard with hot water and changing back into my regular clothes.

When I came back out Alice was waiting. She handed me an envelope.

“What’s this?”

“Your cut from last week's shoot.”

I opened the envelope and counted the cash. “Jesus there’s five hundred in here.”

Alice nodded. “So, this one…”

“Will probably make more. Crossplay sets always do” she said trying not to look upset.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “This is just a lot for me to handle right now.”

“It was just roleplaying. We don’t have to have sex. It’s just that you make a really attractive girl. Can we do this again?”

I still wasn’t entirely sure about what had just happened. Everything going so fast but with the cash in my hands, this felt like too big of an opportunity to pass up.

“Yeah same time next week,” I said and she beamed at me.

I turned to go before stopping to ask another question. “You’re not going to pay me with physical cash every time, right?”

“No, I’ll just wire it to you next time. I just thought physical cash would look more dramatic, had to go to the bank and everything. It was worth it to see the look on your face though.”

“Yeah alright,” I smiled.

“Oh before you go I wanted to give you something. If you wanna make more money then you need to get into better shape. I’ll send you some home workout videos and diet stuff. The more in shape you are the more money we’ll make.”

“Makes sense.”


Chapter Four

Back at home, I checked to see what Alice had sent me. There were a bunch of workout videos that you could do at home on the floor and a diet that mostly consisted of chicken breast and steamed vegetables.

After going through the diet plan, I went out to get groceries since there was nothing in the kitchen except alcohol and leftover takeout. When I got back Mark was sitting on the couch checking messages on his phone.

I walked in the door with multiple bags of food, my arms shaking from the weight. Maybe I shouldn’t have bought so much food in one go. Mark finally noticed and said, “what’s all that?”

“Food” I puffed, setting it down on the kitchen counter.

That finally got Mark’s attention. He used to be a member of his high school’s bodybuilder's club and while he had eased off in the college years, he was still incredibly muscular. His eyes surveyed what I’d bought and came to the obvious conclusion. “Trying to lose weight?”

“Yep. Alice says it will help with this whole cosplay thing.”

“If you think it will help you get with her…”

“Actually, we already kissed last night.”

“Kissed how? Like a kiss on the cheek from grandma?”

“No, it was more than that,” I said turning away to put stuff in the fridge and to hide my face turning red as I remembered last night. Not that I was going to give Mark details because I’d never hear the end of it.

“So, are you dating now?”

I took a moment to think. We’d never talked about it and I hadn’t spoken to her at all today. Maybe she wants to date? “I’m not sure. Right now, I’m just going to take things slow and see what happens. Especially after what happened six months ago.”

“When you last officially asked her out.” Mark nodded remembering.

“I cornered her at a party and forced her to say whether she was into me or not. God that was embarrassing. Never let me drink Tequila again.”

“Noted. What about the other thing? The modeling?”

“It’s going great. I’ve done two photoshoots and I’m already making $500 a month.”

“$500?! Hey you know if Alice is looking for any other models let her know.”

“Didn’t you say it was dumb or something?”

“It still is. But five hundred a week is still five hundred a week especially for what a couple of hours work?”

I shrugged “sometimes five or six.” I grabbed a beer out of the fridge. Mark stopped me and asked

“Do you realize how lucky you are? With your grades, $100 an hour jobs aren’t just going to fall into your lap.”

That gave me pause. He was right. If I played my cards right, I could be making five figures a month and have a relationship with Alice. I put the beer back in the fridge. It was time to take this seriously.

“You’re right. This is a huge opportunity. I need to take the diet seriously. Don’t let me drink alcohol.”

Mark grabbed a beer from the fridge. “Yeah, I think I can manage that,” he said walking away with the beer I was about to drink.

With the rest of the groceries put away, I went into my room to look at the workout. It involved lots of leg and core movements. There was also a message from Alice that said “Next shoot will be on Wednesday at two. Make sure you shave everything below the eyebrows for this one.”

Shave my whole body? That’s going to take forever. I thought back to Mark’s words and looked at the cash I’d already made. I’ll do whatever it takes.


Chapter Five

It was photoshoot day. Standing on Alice’s doorstep I knocked and waited. Before adjusting the sleeves on my jacket. I’d done as she’d asked by shaving my whole body. I’d chosen the jacket self consciously to hide my freshly shaven arms, even managed to get past Mark without him noticing. Though I couldn’t walk around the apartment in shirts and jackets forever.

Alice opened the door and let me in. “I’ve just got to go check on someone. Just go on up to the room” she said and walked off into another part of the house. I nodded and went up the stairs. As I rounded the corner in the hallway I nearly bumped into Meredith.

“What are you doing here?” She asked indignantly.

“Oh, Alice gave me a key,” I said as nonchalantly as possible.

Meredith’s eyes widened and she looked like she was about to choke on something. I slipped past her and went into Alice’s room to wait.

It might be a little annoying for Alice to explain that no she hadn’t been handing out spare keys but I didn’t like the way Meredith looked at me. Like a noble lady seeing a peasant for the first time.

While waiting I decided to snoop around a little. The studio was all set up in the corner. I checked the bathroom first but there was no costume hanging up this time. On the makeup table lay an assortment of makeup that I couldn’t name. Some of it she’d probably use for the shoot and some she’d used for herself just to wear every day. I couldn’t tell which was which.

There was a huge closet to my right with two chests of drawers to check but going through her underwear was a bit too creepy for me and besides, she could be back at any minute. Seeing as nothing’s been laid out, I guess she wants it to be a surprise. I should have expected as much. Alice always liked being dramatic.

I sat on the edge of her bed and waited. She returned five minutes later shaking her head. “What did you do to Meredith?”

“Told her that you’d given me a spare key as a joke.”

“Well, she was almost ready to tear her hair out. Luckily, I was able to calm her down. You shouldn’t mess with her she’s more sensitive than she looks.”

I sighed “fine. I just wish she would stop scowling at me or look at me like something she just scraped off her shoe.”

“Might be a tall order with her.”

“If you say so. By the way, what does she think we’re doing in here?”

“I told her you’re helping me with a project but she probably thinks we’re hooking up.”

Suddenly a thought came to me and my face turned red. Alice came to sit by me. “what is it?” she asked.

“Were we…um… loud last time?” I stuttered.

Alice stared at me for a second before recognition hit. Her eyes softened “Oh no Jay these walls are soundproof. Nobody heard anything.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. So, we’ve got a shoot today?”

“We do. Did you shave?”

I nodded. “Okay so looking at the stats for our website. The most popular shoot was the one where you were dressed as a girl. I was hoping to do something like that again but showing a bit more of you.”

“A bit more?”

Alice went over to her closet to grab some things. “Here,” she said handing them to me. I looked down at them and it was just a pair of panties and a miniskirt. “You can’t be serious.”

Alice moved close and gave me this look. “Just try it. For me.” She quietly and I had to suppress a tremor of arousal.

I went into the bathroom and took off all my clothes. The black lacy panties were first. I shivered as I slid them up my smooth legs and cupping my junk. My dick started to get hard. No, I have to focus on the shoot. The black mini skirt was next. It was tight around my waist and only just barely covered my ass. Feeling nervous I threw my shirt back on and went out.

Alice whistled “nice legs.”

“Thanks,” I said trying not to look bashful.

“I’ll do your face makeup first but then you have to lose the shirt.”

I nodded. I mean I did want her to see me without my clothes on anyway. This just wasn’t how I’d pictured it. I sat down and let Alice work her magic with makeup. Transforming me into a girl. I didn’t know if this was going to be another character cosplay like last time or what. I couldn’t remember the names of the characters anyway so I thought of last week's identity as Jessica.

“Okay shirt off,” she said.

Reluctantly I obeyed and took it off. Alice went and pulled out something. “Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“Yep I got you your very own pair of boobies,” she said bouncing over with excitement. The pair of milky white double d boobs stared me in the face. There were attached to some straps that hooked over my shoulders. Alice gave them a shake and I watched the fake boobs jiggle.

“Wow, those look realistic.”

Alice came behind me and whispered in my ear. “They’ll look even better on you babe” and I had to suppress another shudder which she pretended not to notice.

“Arm’s out,” she said.

I did as she asked and she hooked the boobs up onto my chest. Once she secured them into place, she added makeup to hide the seams. Even up in close in the mirror, they looked incredibly realistic.

The bra came next. It was a frilly purple one that lifted my boobs up and gave me a ton of cleavage. The bra was snug but not tight. I was afraid of it breaking if I bent over. Alice noticed how tense I was. “The material will stretch a little. Go ahead practice moving around in it first. If you’re too tense you won’t be able to take good pictures. Oh, I almost forgot” she said grabbing the wig. It was the long blonde one I’d worn last week. Once it was fixed on my head the transformation felt complete. Jay had vanished completely. Looking in the mirror I could see only Jessica staring back at me.

I did as Alice suggested walking around her room. Each footstep made my large boobs jiggle slightly. I bent over at the waist to make sure nothing would break.

“Now you’re just being a tease,” said Alice.

“What?”

“Forget it. Do you feel ready Jessica?”

I nodded and got in front of the camera. A pair of spike heels were waiting for me which I slipped on and started making my standard poses.

We got halfway through the set before Alice started making some suggestions. She wanted sexier poses like bending over so the camera could take pictures of my hanging boobs and then some upskirt shots of me in panties. For those, I had to double-check that nothing was poking out of my underwear.

When she was finished, she set the camera down. “I think this is going to be our best one yet, Jess”

I couldn’t help but smile. While I’d been nervous at the start, I’d slowly gotten into it and had fun.

I went to go to the bathroom but Alice stopped me again. Did she want sex? She clearly liked me dressing up. “Can’t Jessica just hang around a little bit longer?” she asked.

“Uh okay.”

I sat on her bed playing with my phone while she deconstructed the set and turned the lights off. She then took her camera to her computer and uploaded all the files. Curious, I went over to take a look. There were thousands of images. “It must take a while to go through them all,” I said.

“It does but it’s worth it.”

I glanced at the clock it was past six. I was supposed to go out with Mark and his friends at seven. Before I could say anything Alice suddenly remembered something. “Hey, we never celebrated that first time like we said we would. Remember? I said we’d get drinks when I got an A from my professor. Let’s do it tonight.”

“Okay just give me ten minutes…”

“No come on I want to go out with Jessica. Please” she asked giving me puppy eyes.

“I don’t know…that’s.”

“I’ve got some regular clothes you can wear. Besides I’m amazing with makeup remember. Look in the mirror and tell me who would recognize you?”

I did as she asked and could only see Jessica staring back at me. I don’t even think Mark would know it was me dressed like this. She looked so eager. I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Okay,” I sighed.

“Yes!” she jumped for joy.

“But two conditions. The first is that you do all the talking.”

She nodded, “sure makes sense. And the second?”

“We go somewhere that neither of our friend groups would go.”

“Done,” she said holding out her hand. I shook it and she looked down.

“We should do your nails before we leave. Wouldn’t Jessica want to have pretty nails?”

I glanced down at my hands. It occurred to me that they could look nicer. Giving the okay, Alice once again got to work. She smoothed out the edges with a nail file and started pulling out the nail polish.

“What color do you want your nails sweetie?”

I looked down at the colors. “Pink,” I said softly hoping she wouldn’t make fun of me for it.

Alice just got out the pink nail polish and started painting. Once my nails were done, she went and found me a pair of skinny jeans she swore would fit me and a dark top. I went to the bathroom and took off the miniskirt and swapped it for the jeans. Buttoning the jeans was tough as they were skin tight. When I finally got them on, I turned in the bathroom mirror. They looked like they were painted on by the way they hugged my legs and butt. I slipped the top on next, careful not to mess with blonde hair. The top left my arms bare and my boobs pushed it out so that anyone who looked would see my cleavage. I should have been nervous. But inside I was buzzing with excitement.

I stepped out of the bathroom. Alice gave me a thumbs up. “Looking beautiful as always,” she said and I blushed at the compliment.

Alice gave me a pair of black boots to wear and had me walk around the room in them for practice while she finished up and got ready herself. Once she saw me walk from one end of the room to the other without wobbling, she said we were good to go.

She grabbed her purse. “Don’t worry. Everything’s on me tonight babe.”

“Before I can’t say anything else. I’d like to say you also look beautiful.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I’m glad we’re doing this.”

Alice peeked through her door first and held up her hand to wait. A few seconds passed and then she waved. We went out into the empty hallway and made our way to the stairs. Once we got there, I stopped dead in my tracks. Meredith was in the foyer talking to another girl. Alice grabbed my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze and a look that said everything will be fine. I gave her a small nod and we made our way downstairs.

Meredith turned when we reached the bottom. “Oh Alice, is that friend of yours gone yet?”

She said friend like a dirty word. “Yeah he left a little while ago,” she said.

Meredith looked relieved although she had the decency to try to hide it from Alice. She turned to me “and who’s this?”

Alice answered for me. “Jessica. She’s a friend from out of town”

I smiled and nodded at Meredith.

“Oh my god is she deaf? Wait no forget I asked that was rude.”

“No, she just has a throat infection. The doctor said not to talk for a while.”

“That sucks. I think I’d die if I wasn’t able to talk.”

I had to mentally bite back a retort at that one.

“Well, we’re off. I haven’t seen Jessica in a while so we’re going out for a bit.”

“Oh um. I’m not busy. Are you up for company?”

Shocked I had to look away and cough gently to hide my face from her. Alice covered for me. “Actually, it’s just going to be to the two of us. A reunion you could say. We’re just going to catch up on old times. But maybe next time you could come” she said ushering me towards the door.

I stopped listening to what they were saying as all my focus was spent on trying to look normal while walking in these boots. I made it to the door and got outside. It was dark now and a cool breeze blew through. Alice followed me out a moment later.

“You’re overthinking it,” she said.

“What?” I asked quietly.

“Walking in the boots. You’re too paranoid. The heels you wore upstairs were harder to walk in and you were fine in them during the photo shoot. You just need to relax.”

A couple of guys walked past staring at us as they did.

“Easy for you to say.”

“Their staring at our boobs and asses, Jess. They think we’re hot. What do you think?”

“I… think we’re hot too.”

“Good girl. Now let’s go get drunk.”

We grabbed an Uber and the car dropped us off outside a club I’d never seen before. We went inside. Something felt off. I looked around and suddenly it hit me. Everyone in the bar was a woman. That’s when it dawned on me. Alice had taken me to a lesbian bar. I must have looked shocked because she laughed and said “well no one we know will find us here.”

I leaned close to her and whispered “what if I get hit on?”

“You can flirt or dance with them but you’re coming home with me.”

I wanted to say that wasn’t what I meant but she moved towards the bar and ordered drinks. I joined her and took a sip. “Don’t worry you can use your voice here. The girls are very accepting.”

I nodded, that was good to know. I took another sip of my drink when another woman came up to the bar. “You found someone new already I see,” she said.

“Britney this is Jessica. Jessica Britney” said Alice in a resigned tone.

“Oh, Jessica you don’t know what your in for. This bitch is crazy. Luckily I managed to get away and now I’ve moved on.”

“Clearly” Alice snorted.

Britney grabbed a drink and wait back to her table in the corner where a bunch of girls were gossiping.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“My ex-girlfriend Britney”

I nearly choked on my drink.

“Britney always had to be the center of attention and tore anyone else down when they tried to be, including me. That’s why I broke up with her. It was a really toxic relationship.”

“You’re ex-girlfriend? So that means…”

“I’m bisexual but I prefer women.”

“So, when I was dressed up as Jessica?”

She nodded.

The thought made me reconsider when she turned me down six months ago. She wasn’t rejecting me; she was just rejecting Jay. I finished my drink and grabbed her hand. “Come on,” I said excitedly.

“What are we doing?”

“Having fun” I said taking her to the dance floor.

Alice and I danced for what felt like hours. Our bodies grinding up against one another. At some point, Britney and her friends had left though neither of us noticed when she did.

When a slow song came on, Alice put her arms around my neck and we just sort of slowly swayed together with the music. “I’m so glad you came out.”

“Me too,” I said.

That was when I made my move and I kissed her. Our warm tongues met, massaging each other while our hands went elsewhere. I grabbed her perky toned ass and gave it a squeeze while she pulled me closer to her body.

A few more drinks come by. Another blur of dancing and suddenly we’re back on Alice’s front porch. I look around swaying slightly from being drunk. I don’t even remember getting in a car. Alice is giggling and telling me to shush at the same time while struggling to get her key in the door. What felt like seconds but was actually minutes pass by before she manages to thread the needle of unlocking her door.

Inside the house is dark and quiet. Without turning any of the lights on, we creep quietly up to her room. Once inside Alice shoves me onto the bed and starts kissing me while her hands move under my top and squeezing my boobs. I let out a moan.

“Yeah, you like that baby?”

I nodded and moaned again.

“You like being a girl. You want to get fucked like one?”

The arousal building. My cock is rock hard in my panties, straining against my jeans. “Yes,” I said in between kisses.

“Take off your jeans and wait here,” she said and went to the bathroom while I scrambled to take off my boots and jeans.

Alice came out naked except for the strap on she wore. The strap looked to be around 9 inches long and matched her skin tone. My heart stopped; I wasn’t sure if I wanted this. But I didn’t say no when she approached me. She made me get on my hands and knee’s facing the mirror. She wanted me to watch myself getting fucked. My cock already starting to leak as she came behind me. The strap on was already lubed up.

Gently it touched my hole, Alice then grabbed my hips and slowly pushed. I gasped as I felt it enter me. Gently she pushed further easing her way inside. My cock twitched as I felt it hit my g spot.

Once I got used to it. She began slowly thrusting in and out. My cock was throbbing so hard I reached for it but Alice said “no don’t touch.” I put my hands back on bed grabbing fistfuls of the sheets as she fucked me.

“Look up baby. Look at yourself in the mirror. This is who you are” she said.

I looked up and saw our reflections in the mirror. The arousal on her face framed by her long red hair that reached her supple breasts and how they bounced with every thrust. She slapped my ass then and I gave a yelp and then a moan before shifting the focus to me. The busty blonde girl that I had become. Jessica. 

My long blonde locks hung around my face and cherry red lips. My boobs jiggled in their bra as Alice pounded me while my cock rubbed up against my lacey black panties. A pleasurable form of pressure began to build in my ass and groin. As Alice fucked me the pressure increased. A mini-wave of euphoria hit me and my eyes rolled back.

Alice slapped my ass again and my eyes snapped open. “Don’t stop watching” she commanded.

Another wave of pleasure hit me. My whole body started quivering. More and more pleasure was bombarding me. I felt myself cum over and over again. Somehow never running out. I thought it would never stop but when it finally did, I collapsed on the bed, breathing heavily.

Alice pulled out and laid behind me with her arms around me. I was the little spoon and she was the big one. I felt safe and comfortable in her arms. She pulled me close and whispered, “how was it princess?”

“Amazing,” I said and it was true. I’d never felt anything like it before. Usually, whenever I had sex or masturbated it was over in one shot. What we did was more like twenty. I knew then that I wanted more. That I’d dress up in whatever she wanted and probably go out again as Jessica.

After laying there for a while, we took turns in the bathroom cleaning ourselves up. When it was my turn, I found my boy clothes folded in a neat pile with a pair of fresh panties laying on top. Was this Alice’s way of tempting me? Or instead of pressuring me, she wanted me to make the choice for myself. My boxer briefs were there as well.

Once I was cleaned up, I decided to wear the panties under my boy clothes. It would remind me of when I was Jessica and they felt nice against my skin. When I left the bathroom, Alice was there with two huge bags.

“What’s in these?” I asked.

“Supplies. Some makeup, your wig, some clothes, underwear, and a few supplements.”

“Wait I don’t know how to use makeup and stuff. That’s your area.”

“You could learn if you wanted to. I emailed you some video tutorials for the makeup. For the clothes, you can wear whatever you want or don’t. It’s up to you now on who you want to be.”

She directed me again to the mirror. I followed her finger and looked at myself as a guy. “Do you want to be Jay or Jessica or some combination of both. Try stuff out and see what you like.”

“But what if someone see’s?”

Alice frowned and put her hand on my face. “Honey, do you really want to live in fear of what other people might say? If they don’t support you then their opinions don’t matter.”

I nodded. She was right. I couldn’t live my life on over people’s terms. I had to be myself. I took the bags from here.

“Wait what are the supplements?” I asked.

She smiled “just something to help your figure. Take twice a day and along with the diet and workout regimen you’ll be looking better than ever.”

I nodded and took the stuff. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do but I wanted all the options anyway.

“You should go before the sun comes up. You don’t want Meredith catching you sneaking out.”

“Good point,” I said and crept out into the hallway, down the stairs and out of the house. I’m going to have to do the same thing in reverse to avoid waking Mark I realized.

I imagined Alice in her room tidying up and going into the bathroom. In my head, she sees the left behind pair of boxer briefs and smiles.


Chapter Six

Two months had passed since that night. I was waiting in my room until I heard Mark leave for the day. Once he’s gone, I took my morning supplement and got ready for my workout. I pull out a pair of yoga pants from my Jessica drawer that Alice had given me. They clung nicely to my shapely legs but I had trouble pulling them up over my butt. A month ago, I had managed to lose all my excess weight. My tummy was tight and my legs were toned. Alice would beg me to go out jogging with her around campus as Jessica. She said that she wanted all the boys to stare at me.

Speaking of boys, Mark has been acting weird around me lately. Maybe it’s because I’ve been growing my hair out or sometimes, I leave a photo shoot with my nails painted and I forget to take it off. Last week Alice took me to a salon to have it cut and dyed properly. So now I have blonde hair although I wish it was longer.

Anyway, back to my yoga pants problem. I had been losing weight past tense. Alice had switched my diet and told me to take more supplements. So, for the last month, I’ve gained a little bit of weight which almost all of it has ended up in my butt. It was rounder and stood out more and jiggled as I struggled with the yoga pants. Even in my boy jeans, there was no way to hide how girly my ass now looked. My chest had gotten softer as well. I wouldn’t say I had boobs but there was a softness there and my nipples were puffier and more sensitive to touch.

It was futile. I had outgrown these pants just like Alice had predicted. Fortunately, we had gone shopping not too long ago and I had grabbed the next size up for some of my girl clothes. My new yoga pants slide smoothly over my butt. I gave it a little wiggle in the mirror. Sometimes when I was out and I randomly caught my reflection and I would feel this rush of excitement with one thought going through my mind. This is me.

I threw on a tiny sports bra to complete my workout look before tying my hair back. In the living room, I set up my new favorite workout on the tv. A fitness model would then demonstrate all the moves and I would follow alongside her. It was called the booty and hourglass builder. Slowly over many sweat-filled hours, I had grown my flat Jay ass into a round girly one that guys would drool over. I clicked begin on the program and started doing lunges in time with the woman on the tv.

I was halfway through my workout when Mark came through the door. My back was turned and I was doing bodyweight squats. I looked over my shoulder to see him staring at me. Don’t freak out I thought. You couldn’t hide this from him forever. Remember what Alice said. This is who you are. I returned his gaze with a level stare waiting for him to say something. His eyes drifted down, noting parts of my body until his eyes rested on my ass.

“It’s rude to stare” I pointed out.

His eyes flicked up to mine and his face turned red. He muttered something I couldn’t make out and stalked over to his room. Internally I whooped. Two things had just happened. I stood up for myself as Jessica in front of him. The other was that Mark had gone to his room to hide the erection he had from seeing me in yoga pants. My body turned him on. I had an idea which gave me an electric thrill.

Feeling naughty, I finished my workout and went into my bedroom. I took a shower, applied some perfume, and makeup. Then I got dressed. A pair of panties, some booty shorts, and a tank top later I was almost ready. Something was missing. As I stared at myself it suddenly hit me. I grabbed a couple of hair ties and put my hair into pigtails.

Once ready I minced over to Mark's door and knocked. The door opened. “What?” Mark growled before he saw me. He stared open-mouthed.

In my best girl's voice, I asked “Um there’s a heavy box on the top shelf. Can you help me get it?”

He simply nodded and walked silently over to the kitchen. I followed behind. As he lifted the box, I said “gosh you’re so strong.” He avoided eye contact as he set the box down on the counter and turned to go. “Hang on I might need you for something else,” I said before bending over at the waist to pull something from the bottom cabinets.

Mark was practically salivating when I got back up. “Thanks. The girls over at Zeta house are having a bake sale and Alice asked if I could help by baking some cookies.”

“You thinking of joining the house?” He asked.

“Me? There’s no way they’d take me besides I like living here especially when I’ve got a big strong man to help me out” I grabbed one of his biceps to illustrate. A sensation of heat was starting to build between us. I knew Mark could feel it too.

“What about you and Alice… are you… you know…?”

“Dating? Yep, but we’re not exclusive plus she’s always encouraging me to broaden my horizons. She’d love to hear about me getting with another girl. Or guy.” I said with a twinkle in my eye.

Suddenly Mark grabbed me and lifted me up onto the counter so we were face to face. My legs wrapped around his waist and we stared into each other's eyes. I held my breath, waiting frozen in a moment for him to make the next move. The moment broke and time resumed as he kissed me.

It wasn’t like kissing a girl. With soft tender lips. This was something different. His lips and hands felt rougher but there was something else. A fire. A strength behind him. I melted into his strong frame. His big thick cock could be felt through his jeans, rubbing up against me. I ached to feel him inside me. My hands found their way to his pants. I unbuckled them and took out his huge throbbing member. It felt so big in my dainty hands. My mouth watered as I stared down at it. Mark understood and lowered me to the ground. I got on my knees and ran my tongue along the tip, tasting him. Mark moaned as I wrapped my lips around it and started sucking. My head bobbed up and down, taking him all of him down my throat. I sucked some more, getting him good and ready for the main event. I felt like such a slut but also proud of the fact that I could take all of him in my mouth. After another minute of sucking, I stopped.

“Why did you stop?” He asked.

“Because I want you to finish inside me,” I said turning around and getting on my hands and knees.

Mark stood there in shock. “C’mon I know you're staring at my ass. Don’t you want to fuck me?” I pouted.

That was all the encouragement he needed to rip my shorts and panties off. His cock pressed against my hole and he pushed. He was bigger than Alice’s strap on. Almost too big. I gasped as I felt my hole stretch to accept him. Felt it fill me completely.

“You’re so tight” he groaned.

His hands squeezed my ass in appreciation before he grabbed my pigtails. He held onto my hair as he pounded me. I arched my back and wiggled my hips, daring him to go deeper. He pulled my hair back, causing my head to tilt up. Mark upped the intensity, pounding me harder and faster. I could feel my little hard cock bounce with each thrust. My small growing boobies would jiggle as he fucked me. I grabbed them and squeezed them as the man twice my size treated me like the slut that I was.

“I’m so close” I screamed.

He grunted and I felt his cock explode inside me. I let out a cry as his warm seed filled me and my own little dick erupted as I came.

“That was amazing” he breathed.

“Yeah. Plastic is fun but it’s not better than the real thing.”

“What?”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said as we untangled ourselves. “I’m gonna go take another shower.”

Mark stood in the kitchen suddenly uncertain of himself. “Can we do this again sometime?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said.

I went to go message Alice what had just happened with Mark. Her reply came a minute later. “Congrats honey. Come over to the house. I want to hear everything.”

I agreed and then looked in my Jessica drawer for a cute outfit that would make the guys in the quad stare at me. The drawer was overstuffed with clothes. It looks like I’m going to have to throw away some Jay clothes in order to make room. Oh well, no big loss.

The End
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The Sissy Ring

Connor is looking forward to having the house all to himself when his gorgeous stepsister Caitlyn has left to go to college. Once gone, he searches through her room and finds a mysterious golden ring. He puts it on and instantly transforms into a beautiful, busty nineteen-year-old girl. Only when he checks his reflection does he realize that the ring has turned him into a perfect copy of Caitlyn. 


It amuses him to pretend to be a girl and when he catches the eye of a handsome young neighbor who asks him out, how can he say no? But the ring changes more than just his body. It changes his mind. Suddenly he feels uncomfortable as a boy and feels relief when he can become Caitlyn again. His sex drive as a girl becomes insatiable, and he never wants the pleasure of being a sexy girl to end. But how long can he juggle being both Connor and Caitlyn before somebody finds out? And what happens when the real Caitlyn comes home to visit? 
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Hypno Girl: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Adam becomes Alice in this Feminization adventure


When Adam gets into a fight with his roommate Josh over who's doing the dishes, his life will change forever. 


Josh has always claimed to know hypnosis but refuses to show anyone. Adam dares Josh to hypnotize him into cleaning up the apartment. He does and to his amazement, Adam quickly finds himself wanting to cook and clean.


But delving into the subconscious can have severe unintended effects. Emotions and desires that Adam has been suppressing his whole life start bubbling up to the surface. Suddenly, Adam is experiencing urges to dress like a sexy girl and be with men. 


Adam has always thought of himself as a straight man. But exploring his girly side is going to make him question everything he thought he knew about himself. 
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Sissy Trainer

Overweight and rejected constantly by women, office worker Josh doesn't know where to turn. When his friend recommends a personal trainer, he jumps at the chance. But Paul isn't just any personal trainer. He takes young men and molds them into sexy girls with his special hormone pills and hypnosis tracks. In time Josh won't even remember why he cared about women in the first place especially when Paul decides to visit for one of their regular naked workouts.


Elliot is a big college student who wants to get in shape so that he can ask out Samantha, the hottest girl on campus. He finds, Paul, the personal trainer, and unknowingly begins his journey into becoming a sissy girl. As the changes become more dramatic Elliot wants to stop, but the more feminine he becomes the more attention Samantha gives him. Come to think of it, has Samantha ever dated a guy before? 


About the Author

Paris Skye is a young writer who’s been obsessed with storytelling since childhood. They spent every waking moment of their free time devouring books, especially romance and fantasy. As Paris got older, they developed an interest in more erotic fiction. With an overactive imagination, reading about it was no longer enough. Paris decided to begin writing and sharing their fantasies with the world.

OEBPS/image_rsrcJ4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcJ5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcJ3.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcJ6.jpg





