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An excerpt from Caught in Panties:

 

“Go take a look,” she urged me.

I got up and walked over to the mirror, tucking myself between my legs again, and gasped at what I saw. I raised a trembling hand to my face. “I look… gorgeous.”

Before, I’d always looked like a little girl, because I’d been a little boy. Even when I’d cross-dressed as an adult I’d rarely done my makeup and never done my hair. But the way Jessa had made me up, I actually looked and felt like a woman. I couldn’t stop staring at myself. I looked like Erin. A shiver ran through me. This was so fucked up, but I felt amazing.

“You do look gorgeous.” Jessa walked up behind me and looped her arms around my waist, starting to nuzzle my neck. I giggled. We looked like a pair of lesbians in the mirror. I still couldn’t believe how well Jessa had done with her work, but I was starting to get aroused again with her pressed up against me like she was.

“What are you doing?” I asked. She was just in her work shirt and skirt, and she was starting to rub herself against me sexually… I didn’t feel masculine and in control, like I had the few times I’d been with women before. I felt vulnerable and exposed, standing there in Jessa’s lingerie.

“Fucking this hot girl in my room,” she replied. “Do you want that, baby? Do you want to get your hot little girl ass fucked by another girl?”

Another shiver rippled through me, and I bit my lip. I was super hard now. I whimpered and nodded.

“Get on the bed,” she whispered in my ear. “On all fours, like a good little girl.”

I hopped up onto her bed on my hands and knees, feeling a rush of unfamiliar sensations. I never imagined that someone might have sex with me while dressed as a girl, and now it was happening almost faster than I was ready for. But was I kidding, really? On some level, I’d wanted this my whole life. Jessa began to rummage in her closet. What is she going to do? I wondered. What’s happening right now?

When she turned around, my eyes widened in shock. A cute little strap-on bobbed in front of her crotch. It was blue and cone-shaped and ridged, not quite the same as a penis, but the intent was unmistakable. Jessa grinned at me with hunger in her eyes and leapt over to kneel behind me, gripping my arms and bumping her hips against my body. I could feel the little strap-on bob against my stomach as she teased me with it.

A hand wandered down to release my dick from the panties and she allowed it to poke out of the top.

“Your girl-dick is going to hurt if we keep it trapped while we have our fun,” Jessa said. “But I can make you feel so good, baby…”


Chapter 1

 

I looked the woman sitting across the table from me over again, still not quite believing that she would want to room with me. She smiled back at me, crossing a pair of long, silky smooth legs beneath a gray pencil skirt and crisp white blouse with pearl buttons, and flipped her wavy, chestnut-brown hair over her shoulder. Her hands were clasped in front of her, and she oozed poise and confidence as she calmly held my eyes.

A long, resigned sigh escaped past my lips. Having a female roommate was going to be a problem, but what else could I do? Jessa was the best tenant I’d seen apply in a while. She needed a place to live, and I needed someone to help pay the rent. The San Francisco housing market was crazy, and she had a good job in tech that I knew would keep the money coming. After gambling on a string of bad roommates that had left me high and dry, I couldn’t afford to take any more chances with my small amount of savings.

“And you’re sure you don’t mind sharing an apartment with a guy?” I asked incredulously.

“Listen, Sam.” Her eyes danced with amusement. “I like it, actually. Women get so catty sometimes, and I find that men are so much more entertaining to live with… for me, anyway. Besides. Look around! Your apartment is gorgeous and rent-controlled. Do you know how much apartments cost around here right now? This is a steal. I don’t care if you’re a man, a woman, or a dog. I want to rent your spare room.”

She was right. I’d totally lucked out. My aunt had bought this place in the 70s and left it to her boyfriend when she died. It was a waterfront high-rise in the hot downtown area, and he could have easily gotten two or three times what I was paying for it, but he took pity on me and kept the rent low. I got to live in a city I loved in a beautiful location and a fantastic building, and all I had to do was not piss off my uncle in law by being a shitty tenant and missing rent—a situation I was dangerously close to since not everyone can have a fancy, high-rolling job in the tech sector. 

I wasn’t resentful. I had an okay job in an office. But it just didn’t pay that much. I needed Jessa as much as she needed me. Besides, I was tired of living with dudes. A woman’s touch might be exactly what I needed to spruce the place up a little.

“I guess you’re in, then,” I said with a shrug and a smile. “Welcome to your new apartment, Jessa.”

“Oh, thank you so much, Sam!” She rushed around the table and swept me up in a big hug that pushed her boobs up against my chest in a way that gave me an instant hard-on. “You won’t regret this. I know we’ll have so much living together!”

I tried not to think about my private little habit and focused instead on how nice it would be to have such a warm, fun, feminine presence in the house. So what if I like dressing up in women’s clothes sometimes? So what if it turned me on? Jessa didn’t need to know that the slender, willowy guy she was renting a room from had such bizarre fantasies, and I was sure I could keep a lid on it with the financial security her paycheck would bring. Pretty sure, anyway.

So I prepped the apartment, cleaning it as well as I could, and helped her move in. We got her situated, worked out a chore rotation, and established a few ground rules about guests and fridge items.

The first week passed pretty uneventfully. It turned out to be nice having a girl around. Jessa was an amazing cook, and I took secret pleasure in having someone to “force” me to watch things like the Gilmore Girls and The Bachelor. It wasn’t until the second weekend that she dropped her first big bomb on me.

“Say, Sam,” she said, flipping through a magazine as she sat in a fuzzy pink bathrobe on our living couch. “Would you mind trading me laundry for dishes in the chore rotation? It’s a real pain to have to deal with waiting for the dryer and folding clothes with these hours they have me working at the office.”

She said it so nonchalantly that it stunned me. I froze, feeling sweat break out across my body.

“Y-you mean handle your clothes?”

“Yeah. You know. Wash, dry, fold, put away. Do you mind?”

I squirmed in my seat. “You don’t feel weird about me handling your… erm…”

Jessa glanced up at my beet-red face and started falling apart into a pile of giggles. “Panties? Bras? You can say those words, you know. No, I don’t care. It’s just clothes. Didn’t you say you grew up with sisters? I’m sure you’ve done a girl’s laundry before unless your mom was really traditional.”

The lump that had been growing in my throat threatened to strangle me now. I did have sisters, just like I’d told her. I was the only boy in a family of five kids. Four sisters, one of them my twin. And I had done all the laundry… I’d also been in the habit of trying on a dress here, a pair of panties there. When my oldest sisters caught me once, they’d found it hilarious and made me dress up and prance around for them, not even realizing it wasn’t my first time or how much I enjoyed it. But there was no way I was going to let Jessa know that.

I laughed along with her nervously. “Hah. Sure. No problem.”

“Great!” she went back to flipping through her magazine with a smirk. “Start tomorrow, would you? My hamper is in my room, and I have a late meeting. Underwear in the top drawer, bras in the second, dresses get hung up, and shirts folded in the third drawer. Got it?”

I nodded. “Got it. No problem. You can count on me.”

I just hoped I could count on myself to control my urges…


Chapter 2

 

The next day when I got home from work, I went into Jessa’s room to grab her hamper. The room was as girly and put-together as Jessa was—classy, pretty, and ultra-feminine, while still being tasteful. She had lace on the edges of her bedspread and makeup and jewelry put neatly away over her vanity. The hamper was a closed wicker basket with a white linen bag inside, and I breathed a silent prayer of thanks that I wouldn’t have to actually look at the clothes yet.

You can do this, I told myself. My eyes strayed to the door of her private bathroom where I saw her bras hanging to dry over the shower rod, and a little shiver ran down my back. I grabbed the hamper and hustled out before I could linger, though. These were Jessa’s private things. She wouldn’t want me rifling through them. I couldn’t afford to lose such a great roommate by indulging myself like this! I wasn’t a kid anymore, and Jessa probably wouldn’t think it was cute like my sisters had. I was a grown man now, even if I couldn’t really produce the facial hair to prove it.

I dumped the load whole into the washer and then stuffed it into the dryer without touching anything. Everything went fine until I actually had to fold the laundry. I sorted it into piles as quickly as I could, trying not to focus on the feel of the fabric, and put the easy things—like her beautiful, high end blouses—away in her sweet-scented drawers, just as she’d instructed me.

I was proud of myself for resisting the urge to try anything on. I wasn’t a big guy at all, and Jenna was just about my size despite her petite form. Her clothes were so pretty, and I’d been dying to see how gorgeous I’d looked in them, but I knew I couldn’t risk it. Old habits die hard, but I’d managed to force myself to keep the clothes in the drawers and off my body no matter how sexy they’d make me feel. Plus, what if Jessa caught you? I blushed just thinking about it. I’d die of humiliation.

Finally, only a pile of her panties remained. I’d tried to put them off as long as I could, but I didn’t want her to scold me and make fun of me for being squeamish about her laundry. Jessa had great taste in lingerie. There were half a dozen pairs in the load, each of them silkier, lacier, and sexier than the last. My hands trembled as I picked up the first pair, sensual silk the color of dark burgundy wine sliding between my fingers. Sweat broke out across my forehead as I played with the elastic band. I knew I should fold them into fourths just like mother had taught me and place them gently in the drawer, but I couldn’t bring myself to put them down.

My twin sister Erin had had panties just like this, and they’d always been my favorite. Sometimes, when I was home sick from school all alone during the day, I would put them on with a matching bra, get dolled up in her makeup, tuck myself between my legs, and stare at myself in the mirror, wishing I was as pretty as Erin eventually turned out to be. I’d always been slender and a little feminine looking, and back before Erin blossomed into womanhood people had mistaken us for one another all the time. Erin thought it had been hilarious—it was a fun game for her, and once, back in the third grade, we’d even gone to school in one another’s clothes.

It had been weird to play Erin for a day, but I’d been stunned by how differently everyone had treated me. She had fun roughhousing with the boys, but the girls were actually nice to me for once. They had invited me to play jump rope and hopscotch with them just like I’d always wanted to. Then Johnny Hanson had come up to me and handed me a flower he’d picked in a field, kissing me on the cheek, and I’d been too embarrassed to tell him I wasn’t Erin. I told Erin what had happened later and she made fun of me, but I never forgot how I’d felt that day, holding the flower, feeling pretty and wanted for the first time in my life.

Now, holding Jessa’s remarkably similar panties in the quiet stillness of our apartment, it all came rushing back to me.

I moistened my lips, my eyes darting to the locked front door I could see out of Jessa’s bedroom. She wouldn’t be home for hours. I knew she had a meeting this evening that would keep her late at the office. Are you really going to do this? I asked myself. They’re so sexy, though… Wouldn’t I look sexy wearing them?

I dropped my pants and slid off my boxers. Just a few minutes wouldn’t hurt. Jessa wouldn’t be home for a while, and she’d never have to know. I also pulled my shirt up over my head so that I was standing naked in her room, her red silk panties crushed in my sweating palm. I raised them to my face and inhaled. Even though they’d been through the wash, they unmistakably smelled like a woman.

Jessa’s soft covers rumpled under me as I lowered myself onto the bed and extended my legs. Carefully, I eased the leg holes of the panties over my feet and tugged them up the length of my slender lower half, enjoying the way the fabric slid smoothly over my skin. I wished I could shave my legs, but I didn’t want to risk taking too much time with Jessa coming home eventually. There was nothing quite like the feel of silky panties sliding up over my bare, shaved legs. I was hard just thinking about it. My little flagpole was making a tent in the panties even at half-mast, and I blushed and tucked it between my legs.

Then I stared at myself in Jessa’s full-length mirror. I hadn’t dressed up in a while, and for some reason it didn’t look quite right. What’s missing? A matching top, maybe?

Jessa’s bras still hung drying in her shower, but I checked the second drawer like she’d told me and sure enough, there was a matching red silk bra to go with the panties. It even had lacy little bows on each bra strap. I grabbed it and put it on, sliding it into place with more ease than I expected—it was a little like riding a bike. Then I turned and struck a pose, checking myself out in the mirror again.

I looked cute, no doubt. But I wished my hair was a little longer. It was on the long and unruly side for the average guy, but would be pretty short on a girl. I sighed. It was awfully sexy, but it didn’t quite scratch my itch. If only I had more time to prepare. Come to think of it, Jessa did say her meeting might run late… I could shave my legs, borrow a little of her makeup, and really do this right. I wonder if—

The front door slammed, breaking me out of my thoughts, and I frantically looked around, trying to find something to hide myself with… but it was too late. Jessa stood in the doorway, staring at me in the middle of her bedroom, wearing her underwear and posing in the mirror.

“Hi, Sam,” she said, placing a hand on her hip and raising an eyebrow. “Whatcha doing?”


Chapter 3

 

I turned as red as my panties and tried to cover myself with my hands while stammering a reply, but got cut off in mid-stammer as Jessa lifted her phone and snapped a pic of me.

“What the hell?” I said. “Give me that!”

“Nope!” Jessa spun away as I hopped over and tried to swipe the phone out of her hand. “I just emailed copies to myself and a few remote locations.”

“Why would you do that?” I demanded. I tried to sound angry but it came out as more of a whine. I was dying of humiliation.

“You know, I knew there was something special about you,” Jessa said. She crossed the room and sat down in her desk chair, resting her feet up on her desk and folding her hands behind her head. “I have a kind of sixth sense about this kind of thing. As soon as I met you, I pegged you as the type of girly boy who secretly just loves to dress up like a pretty little girl when no one else is around.”

I could feel the heat roaring off my cheeks like an inferno, and I crossed my arms and stared at her sullenly. “So now what? You tell the whole world what a perv I am? Go ahead. See if I care.” I stuck my chin out and glared at her.

“Oh calm down,” she chided, rolling her eyes at me. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting to feel girly. It’s really, really fun. My hobby is actually helping little girly boys get over their hangups about it. I think everyone should get to feel pretty and desired in their life, if they want to.”

“Y-you what?” I stared at her incredulously, not quite believing that she was for real. “Look. I, uh. I get it. This is weird. It’s sick. You don’t have to make me feel better about it, okay? I’ll just take these off, re-wash them, and we can pretend this never happened.”

Jessa’s laughter tinkled through the air. “Not a chance. You’re going to take them off for a little while, but it’s because you’re going to shave your whole body.”

		“Excuse me?”

“Or Nair, more likely,” she continued, looking me over appraisingly. I wanted to melt into the ground. “That’s probably too much leg hair for a razor to handle without dulling.”

“I’m not shaving myself!”

Jessa’s eyes blazed. She stood up, square her shoulders and adopting a no-nonsense business persona that she used on conference calls. I suddenly felt tiny and exposed in front of her and squirmed under her glare.

“You will get into my bathroom right now and Nair every inch of your body until you’ve removed all your disgusting body hair like a good little girl, and if you don’t, I’m emailing this picture to everyone you know. Do I make myself clear?”

I nodded meekly. She wasn’t giving me any options, and I couldn’t afford to have that picture go viral. I’d been bluffing earlier when I dared her to release it. It would be awful—I’d probably never get a date ever again. I did as Jessa had asked, finding a pink bottle of the stuff under her sink. I locked myself in, stripped down, and spread it all over my legs and chest.

Jessa knocked on the door. “Everywhere, Sam!”

I sighed and also spread it over my pubes and arms. I was coated in a thick, creamy layer of the sharp-smelling lotion now. “What are you doing home so early anyway?” I asked as I waited for the cream to do it’s depilatory work.

“Meeting let out early,” she explained through the door. “And boy am I glad it did. I expected this to happen eventually, but not the first week! You’re going to look so cute when I’m done with you.”

This whole situation was beyond weird, but my cock stiffened a little at that idea. A girl had never wanted to dress me up since my sisters when I was a kid… but Jessa did. I perked up a little. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all.

I wiped the Nair off with a wet rag and watched the hair melt off my skin like magic. I’d only used it once before, but it was amazing. I ran my fingers over my smooth, hairless body, and shivered with delight and how sensitive and soft everything felt. Then I pulled the lingerie back on and stared at myself in the bathroom mirror.

Well, that’s an improvement. I actually looked kind of girly!

“Come out and let me see!” Jessa demanded.

I stepped out, holding my left arm with one hand and looking at my feet, and peeked up to see Jessa grinning at me.

“You look great!” she exclaimed. “But we’re not done yet. Come here.”

Jessa sat me down at her vanity and carefully did my makeup, ordering me to hold still while she applied concealer, foundation, blush, and eye makeup. The eyeliner was the worst, just like I remembered. Finally, she pulled out a small curling iron and carefully curled hairs all over my head. She stepped back and beamed at her work.

I had calmed down a lot while she was prettifying me and had actually started to enjoy it, even though I was still mortified that she’d caught me like this and was punishing me by forcing me to indulge even further… but how could she know this was really my secret fantasy?

“Go take a look,” she urged me.

I got up and walked over to the mirror, tucking myself between my legs again, and gasped at what I saw. I raised a trembling hand to my face. “I look… gorgeous.”

Before, I’d always looked like a little girl, because I’d been a little boy. Even when I’d cross-dressed as an adult I’d rarely done my makeup and never done my hair. But the way Jessa had made me up, I actually looked and felt like a woman. I couldn’t stop staring at myself. I looked like Erin. A shiver ran through me. This was so fucked up, but I felt amazing.

“You do look gorgeous.” Jessa walked up behind me and looped her arms around my waist, starting to nuzzle my neck. I giggled. We looked like a pair of lesbians in the mirror. I still couldn’t believe how well Jessa had done with her work, but I was starting to get aroused again with her pressed up against me like she was.

“What are you doing?” I asked. She was just in her work shirt and skirt, and she was starting to rub herself against me sexually… I didn’t feel masculine and in control, like I had the few times I’d been with women before. I felt vulnerable and exposed, standing there in Jessa’s lingerie.

“Fucking this hot girl in my room,” she replied. “Do you want that, baby? Do you want to get your hot little girl ass fucked by another girl?”

Another shiver rippled through me, and I bit my lip. I was super hard now. I whimpered and nodded.

“Get on the bed,” she whispered in my ear. “On all fours, like a good little girl.”

I hopped up onto her bed on my hands and knees, feeling a rush of unfamiliar sensations. I never imagined that someone might have sex with me while dressed as a girl, and now it was happening almost faster than I was ready for. But was I kidding, really? On some level, I’d wanted this my whole life. Jessa began to rummage in her closet. What is she going to do? I wondered. What’s happening right now?

When she turned around, my eyes widened in shock. A cute little strap-on bobbed in front of her crotch. It was blue and cone-shaped and ridged, not quite the same as a penis, but the intent was unmistakable. Jessa grinned at me with hunger in her eyes and leapt over to kneel behind me, gripping my arms and bumping her hips against my body. I could feel the little strap-on bob against my stomach as she teased me with it.

A hand wandered down to release my dick from the panties and she allowed it to poke out of the top.

“Your girl-dick is going to hurt if we keep it trapped while we have our fun,” Jessa said. “But I can make you feel so good, baby…”

She lubed her strap-on and plunged it into my ass while stroking my dick. It slid in with just a twinge of discomfort, but then she started moving her hips, fucking me in the ass, and jerking me at the same time.

“You’re so pretty, baby… such a hot, sexy little girl. You look so fucking good in those panties. Your tight little ass makes me wanna cum so hard.”

Jessa was bucking hard enough that I almost believed her—maybe she was getting off on it—but I was too lost in my own new ecstatic sensations to care. Whatever she was doing to my ass, it felt great. Before I knew it, a powerful final thrust from her through me into the most intense orgasm I’d ever had, and my whole body shook with erotic waves of pleasure while I came onto her hand.

She laughed with pleasure, gave me a final squeeze, and wiped her hand off on my stomach before pulling out. I collapsed into a limp wreck on her bed, panting and sweating, covered in my own cum. My ass hurt but my body still felt amazing.

“Clean yourself up, sweetie,” Jessa ordered. “I like my girls clean if I’m going to cuddle them after sex.”


Chapter 4

 

The next week was repeat after repeat of this. I couldn’t stop, and she didn’t let me. I was in heaven, even as I felt ashamed and humiliated by what we were doing. I kept wondering what I would do if someone found out. I’d be mortified! But I liked it too much. I couldn’t possibly stop. I’d never met someone like Jessa before, and I hadn’t even known girls like her existed… but they did, and I belonged to her now, like she was so fond of telling me.

I wasn’t her boyfriend… or girlfriend… or whatever. She was more like a mentor to me. As long as the sex didn’t stop, and as long as she didn’t stop dressing me up in her clothes, I didn’t care what we called it.

Then, on Friday, she sprung a new surprise on me.

“We’re going clubbing,” she announced.

“We’re what? No way.”

She nodded firmly. “I like playing with you at home, too, sexy, but you need to get out and meet some real boys. Don’t you wanna get fucked properly eventually?”

I gulped. I wasn’t sure if I did or not. I mean, sure, I’d fantasized about getting fucked by a real man once or twice. But the reality was really different!

“I’m not sure I’m ready to go out in public like this!” I protested. Tonight Jessa had dressed me in a cute little shiny blue dress with three-inch heels that made my ass look amazing. It hadn’t even occurred to me that she’d prepped me for a night of clubbing while I was spinning in the mirror and admiring myself, but now I saw it. “No, scratch that… I don’t want to go out in public.”

Jessa tsked. “We’ve been over this, cutie. I’m not asking you. I’m telling you. I know you secretly like it, so don’t bother fighting me. I’ll just blackmail you if you say no.”

So she’s going to force my hand. I’d never been out in public before dressed as a woman, and I clutched the hem of my dress and frowned at my reflection uncertainly.

“They’re going to be able to tell I’m a guy,” I whined.

Jessa rolled her eyes at me. “No one’s going to look at your twice. You’re short and slender, and I did an amazing job with your makeup. There isn’t anyone who would look at you and think you were anything but a cute girl with a boyish haircut. The only thing that might give you away is…”

“What? Tell me.”

“Raise your voice a little. Like this.” She softened and raised her voice a bit. “And try to soften your words a little. End your sentences lilting up.”

She made me talk to her for about 45 minutes, adjusting my voice until she was satisfied.

“How is this?” I asked, surprising even myself with how sultry my voice came out.

“Perfect. Keep it like that all night, and don’t slip! No one will think you’re anything but a hot little piece of ass out to have fun with her friends… which is true!” She smiled and winked at me encouragingly.

She called an Uber and had the driver drop us off at a popular nightclub downtown. I was so nervous that I’d been sweating through my dress the whole way, clutching the cute little black handbag she’d given me for my phone and ID. I was horrified to flash my ID that looked like a boy when I was so obviously made up as a girl, but Jessa promised me she’d handle it. When we got to the bouncer, she smiled at him and leaned over to say something I couldn’t hear, and he grinned and waved us in. I was shocked.

Inside, it was dark, loud, and noisy. Perfect! I immediately felt a wave of calm wash over me, feeling a little bit concealed by the dark and music. I noticed that guys kept looking over toward us, smiling, and nodding. I even felt a hand grab my ass as we wandered through the crowd toward the bar!

“I think those guys are staring at us,” I said to Jessa, barely audible over the thumping bass beat. She glanced over my shoulder and winked at the boys I’d nodded toward.

“You bet your cute ass they are. You’re a hot piece of something something.”

I blushed. “They wouldn’t think I’m so cute if they knew the truth about me.”

Jessa shoved a drink into my hands. “Shut up and drink this, Debbie Downer. I’m gonna need you a lot more drunk and a lot more fun than you are now if we’re getting you a real experience tonight.”

“What is it?” I eyed the drink suspiciously.

“Long Island Iced Tea. Hurry up so I can get you a second one.”

I shrugged. Well, it certainly wouldn’t hurt to be drunk. By the time I finished my third, I was ready to hit the dance floor. Debbie dragged me out and we lost ourselves in the rhythmic beat of the music as the lights sparkled over the dance floor. My little solider was carefully tucked away with an extra-tight pair of panties so there wouldn’t be any embarrassing wardrobe malfunctions, and man after man came up to me to grind on my hot ass as I shook it under the soft neon lights. It was so wild! I’d always wanted to do something like this secretly, but never imagined that it could really happen to me.

A particularly hot guy with wavy black hair finished dancing with me, holding me in his strong arms, and winked as the song ended. He broke away, leaving his strong arm wrapped around my waist possessively. I tried not to think about how warm and squiggly that made me feel inside.

“What’s your name?” he shouted over the music.

“Sammy,” I said, giving him the name my sisters used to call me when they dressed me up.

“That’s hot,” he shouted back. “I’m Aaron.”

I blushed and just smiled at him. Jessa pulled me away during a lull in the music. “Cute guy you got there.”

The heat in my cheeks grew. Was it really so obvious I thought so? “This night is unreal,” I said.

“It’s about to get any better. Wanna suck him off?”

I squeaked. “I couldn’t. Could I? No. Really?” I was so curious what it would be like to do that. To hold a man’s cock, put it in my mouth. Have total power over him and suck him dry… I wanted it but couldn’t possibly get the courage to do it. “You don’t think he’d really go for that do you? What if he finds out I’m just dressed as a girl?”

Jessa winked at me. “Remember when I said I had a talent for picking them? Trust me—this guy will be fine. Here, I’ll help you out.”

“What? No, wait!”

But she was already cruising over to talk to him. I shifted from foot to foot and wrung my hands helplessly as I watched her lean over to whisper something in his ear, point at me, and then whisper again. A dopey smile spread across his face and he nodded and turned to walk away. Jessa came back over to me, smiling impishly.

“He’s waiting for you in the coat check room, hot stuff. Go on.”

“R-really?”

“Yeah, don’t keep him waiting! The coat check guy won’t be on break forever. Your friend Aaron is bribing him now. Get back there!”

She smacked my ass and I scurried off toward the coat check, feeling intensely self-conscious. Does my make-up look okay? Do I look okay? Man these nylons feel weird and this dress is SO short… what am I doing?

But all my concerns vanished when I ducked into the coat check room and saw the way the guy was looking at me. He wanted me. I could see the hunger in his eyes as he looked my body up and down, and I’d never felt so wanted or vulnerable or sexy before in my life. He was leaning against the wall with his sexy black shirt unbuttoned just enough to show off his muscled pecs, with the cuffs rolled back to expose his forearms. He had nice, dark jeans, and as I stood there he unzipped the fly to them, lowered a pair of tight silk boxers, and pulled out a huge cock. He held it out to me, waiting.

This is the moment of truth. Here’s your chance. Are you really going to do it? I was dressed as a girl, drunk, and I’d never felt so feminine. I sure as hell wasn’t going to let this chance pass me by! I walked over confidently and dropped to my knees, just like I’d seen girls do. Taking his firm dick in my mouth, I began to suck him, sliding up and down the length of his flesh and being sure to wrap my lips around my teeth so I didn’t hurt him.

“Ohhhh, that’s so good,” he moaned. “God you suck like a champ.”

Encouraged, I sped up and also began to play with his balls. Sucking him off turned out to be easier than I expected, because I knew exactly what would drive him wild. I’d never felt especially fortunate to have a dick before, but I appreciated the expertise it gave me now. As I rolled my tongue up and down his warm, smooth shaft, I shivered with delight. I loved that when I sped up, he arched his back and bucked, and when I slowed down he panted and begged for more. I felt like I owned this man… like I was controlling him. Finally, when I could tell he was close, I started sucking extra hard and tugged on his balls a little.

“Ah, ah, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come…” He tried to pull away but I grabbed his hips and forced him to dump his load in my mouth. Squirt after squirt of delicious, salty cum poured down my throat. Afterwards, I licked my lips and smiled up at him.

He was still panting and leaning heavily against the wall. “That… that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had… look, can I call you sometime? I’d love to see you again.”

I smiled wryly at him as he punched his number into my phone. I couldn’t believe I’d just done that. Jessa was turning me into a hot little sex-kitten!

And I loved every minute of it.


Chapter 5

 

“You need to call him and get him to come over,” Jessa ordered.

“How do I know he’ll want to?”

“Oh come on. He’s been blowing up your phone all week.”

We were lounging together in the living room, draped over the furniture like dolls in our sexiest lingerie, and I could tell Jessa was bored. She’d joked all week about wanting to watch a guy fuck me, but now I was starting to think she hadn’t been joking at all.

“What are we going to do if he actually shows up?” I asked. Honestly, I was nervous. A sexy adventure at the club where I could suck Aaron off in a dark coat room was a lot different than inviting a man over to my house to hang out in my bedroom.

Jessa laughed like I’d asked a really stupid question. “You do what adults always do. You take him back to your bedroom and you fuck.” She took a sip of her tea. “Also you let me watch because I think it’s super hot. He’ll be into it. Trust me.”

“Of course he’ll be into you watching. You’re a hot chick.”

		“You’re a hot chick right now, sexy. Have you looked in the mirror lately?”

I blushed. It was still weird getting compliments like that, and I felt strange thinking about how girls probably dealt with it all the time. We’d gone to the mall that day to buy some new lingerie for tonight, and I kept getting hit on by guys while we’d browsed the stores. It was flattering and exciting. But now Jessa was going to make me pay for the shopping trip—I could tell she wanted something more than our usual routine.

“I’m nervous about this. Are you sure he’s okay with my situation?”

“He’s going to love it. I already told him that you have a lady-dick.”

“You what?”

“Yeah, that night at the club. I told you I have a talent for picking guys into this kinky stuff. I wouldn’t put your cute little bum in danger.”

That was even more humiliating. But if it was true, then he really didn’t mind… That’s it. I’m doing it. I unlocked my phone and shot him a quick text, the first time I’d written back to him all week, and invited him over for coffee. His reply came back quickly:

“Sure — I’ll be right over for some ‘coffee’ ;-) “

I squeaked, suddenly even more nervous. It hadn’t seemed real until he replied. “What am I going to do?” I asked Jessa.

She smiled and shrugged. “Don’t disappoint him. Just show him a good time. Relax and let your inner girl out.”

I took a deep breath. Jessa was right. I got up and hurried around the apartment, lingerie or no lingerie, tidying up and making things nice for Aaron. I pulled out a few scented candles and squinted at the labels. They’d been sitting in the pantry forever.

“Do you think Aaron would like ‘Country Fresh’ or ‘Sugar Cookie’ better?”

Jessa smirked at me from the couch where she was still sipping her tea. “Scented candles? Damn girl. You really wanna get laaaaaid.”

I blushed. “Shut up! You made me do this.”

“And you look amazing. Go with Sugar Cookie and be sure to give him some of your sugar cookie when he arrives.”

I stuck my tongue out at her and lit the candle, enjoying the sweet smell. Then the doorbell rang.

My hands flew to my mouth. “Oh shit, he’s here! And we’re still in our underwear!”

“So?” Jessa asked. “That’ll make your intentions clear. Go ahead.”

I opened the door, hands trembling, but Aaron’s face when he saw me in my sexy new lingerie was absolutely worth the risk. His eyes widened, his breathing quickened, and the bulge in the crotch of his jeans noticeably swelled.

“Uh… hi there,” he said. He held out a flower to me. “I picked this for you on the way over.”

I just about melted. He picked a flower? For me? It was like pretending to be Erin all over again, except this time, the guy actually knew who I was. He wasn’t picking a flower for Erin… he’d picked it for me.

I grabbed his wrist, practically growling. “Come on.” I felt sexy and confident and totally in control as I dragged him back toward my bedroom. Jessa hopped up and followed us, excited to see this play out. “You want me?”

I pushed my body close to his and felt the heat radiating off his firm, muscled chest, through his shirt. He smelled clean and rugged. Whatever his cologne was, it was working for him. I felt a strange kind of feminine energy unfurl inside of me, and I wanted him badly. I growled and grabbed the lapels of his shirt.

“Yeah,” he said, responding to my advances. His voice had dropped lower, throaty and gravelly now, and he wrapped his hands around my ass and lifted me effortlessly onto the bed.

Jesus, he’s strong! I loved the way his hands felt on my ass, though.

“Get on all fours,” he growled. It wasn’t a request, and I hastened to do as he’d ordered, scrambling into position with my ass thrust in the air. My cock was visible through my panties, but he didn’t seem to care. “You want me to fuck you like a little girl?”

“Yeah,” I breathed. “Fuck me like a dirty little girl. Punish me. Come on.”

He unzipped and pulled his cock out. It was rock hard and bigger than I remembered. I stared at it nervously as he applied some of the lube I’d left on my nightstand, wondering if I could really take it all. Jessa had been using larger strap-ons on me lately, but his cock was the real deal, and it was bigger than anything I’d taken before. He noticed me looking at it and smiled.

“You like that, baby? You want me to stretch your hot little ass out, don’t you?”

I bit my lip and moaned as my dick hardened against my stomach. I did. I did want him to fuck me like a hot little girl and stretch my ass out. I nodded, my eyes shining with need. He positioned himself behind me and tugged my hips back in a fluid motion. My back arched and I fell forward onto my arms, my ass tilted into the air. I was totally at his mercy, and not just because he had me in a position where I was powerless to do anything but take his cock. He was also bigger and stronger than me. I realized he could do anything he wanted to me and I wouldn’t be able to stop him, but for some reason it just made me hornier and hotter. My muscles relaxed, and I pushed my ass back toward his dick, teasing the tip and inviting him in.

He chuckled and slid my panties aside, fingering me a little first. His fingers were warm and insistent, making room for the much larger cock that would come soon. They slid in and out of me in a way that wasn’t at all uncomfortable, and I felt the usual pleasure start to build that I’d gotten used to from Jessa fucking me.

“Oh fuck, now I’m hot too…” Jessa moaned. “Mind if I join you?”

Aaron grunted as he pushed his fingers deeper, drawing a sigh of pleasure out of me. “It’s up to her,” he said. “Whatever this hot little girl wants, she gets.”

Jessa bent down in front of me until we were eye level. Her boobs practically spilled out of her top as she held my gaze. “You wanna eat me out while he fucks you?” she asked.

I whimpered and nodded. Jessa climbed onto the bed and slid her panties off before spreading her legs, exposing her sweet, soft sex to me. Aaron removed his fingers and whispered in my ear. “You ready, you fucking hot babe?”

I nodded and he sank deep inside of me, rocking me forward. I moaned in ecstasy. A real cock was so much better than Jessa’s silly little toys. It was warm and firm with just enough give to not hurt, and the way it was all lubed up let him slide effortlessly back and forth, in and out, stroking my ass with the most amazing sensations I’d ever felt. As he bucked and fucked me, each thrust drove my face into Jessa’s hot pussy, where I started licking and swirling and eating her out. Jessa’s head rolled back and she started moaning too, and fingered her clit while I licked and sucked her.

Aaron fucked me for what seemed like an eternity, and I lost myself in the most glorious threesome experience I could imagine. It was incredible to be up in Jessa like this while a real man pounded me from behind, teasing my ass with his pleasure rod and throwing wave after wave of ecstasy through me.

Finally, Jessa’s moans built into screams and Aaron suddenly lurched forward, grabbing my boy-titties hard and bucking into my ass. All three of us came at the same time. My head nearly exploded with sensation, like fireworks of pure joy going off in my brain. I’d never felt anything like it before. All three of us bucked and writhed and moaned, finally collapsing into a heap in the bed together to cuddle in the aftermath.

“Thanks,” I managed to murmur. “That was incredible.”

“Thank you,” Aaron said. “I can’t believe how fucking hot you are. When can I take you out again?”

I paused, surprised, and Jessa smiled at me and nodded from her place beside me on the bed. “Go ahead, sexy. He likes you.”

“Soon, I guess,” I said. “This is pretty amazing.”

“For me too,” Aaron said. “You’re pretty amazing. I’m glad you ladies found me in the club that night.”

“I’m just glad I was able to do what I love,” Jessa said with wry smirk. “I told you I know how to pick ‘em. Both of you. Damn, I’m good!”

I couldn’t disagree. She was right, like she always was. This had been the most amazing night of my life.

I rested my head on Aaron’s muscled chest, sighing happily and inhaling his scent. Jessa wrapped her legs in my shaved legs and hugged my back, playing with my hair. It was the best possible place to be.

Had I really been embarrassed about this once? It seemed silly now. Why wouldn’t I do this every night? Why not every day? For the first time ever, it occurred to me that I could be and feel this sexy all the time if I wanted to.

All I knew was I felt fantastic, and Jessa had given me the key to unlock things I’d never dreamed of.

I drifted off to sleep imagining the amazing future in store for me…


Thanks for reading Caught in Panties!

- xoxo, Alyson
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An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:

		

As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help.

The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowed. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of stage hooted and waved at me as I approached.

Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor.

I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar.

The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out.”

		

Go get the rest, totally FREE, right here:
http://alysonbelle.com/free-books/
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			Beast to Beauty: A Fairy Tale Gender Swap Romance
		

The most savage beast makes for the most delicate beauty…

		

Prince Edward’s peculiar carnal desires are known far and wide throughout his kingdom, and the women of the nearby village live in fear that he may choose them next to join him in his castle for a night of unbridled passion. But when a goddess appears on his doorstep to punish him for his cruel ways, Edward’s days of being the strong, savage conqueror in his bedroom are over.

		

Now, cursed to reside in the delicate body of exactly the type of young woman he would have once used for his entertainment, Edward must show that he has learned from his past mistakes. With the help of his beautiful maidservant Jessica and a strapping young man from the village named Hans, he sets out to experience life on the feminine side as “Lady Bella”, and the two of them show him how to have more fun with his new body than he ever could have imagined having as a man.

		

But time grows short—when the last petal falls from a magic rose gifted to him by the goddess, if he has not yet proven that he is a changed man, he may be stuck as the lovely Bella forever… Can he break the curse in time, or will he be trapped in the form of a young, helpless woman for the rest of his living days?

		

An excerpt from Beast to Beauty:

		

She mustered all the courage she could—a thing which she had never had to do before—and left her room. Down the hallway she went, through the same path as the other night and then stood in front of his door.

Just as she was about to knock, Hans opened the door. Both of them were equally startled.

“Oh, lady Bella, can I be of service?” he asked with a hint of elation at the sight of her.

“I would like to ask one thing of you, fair Hans,” she said while barely holding herself together. “I want to give myself to you.”

Before she could finish, she felt his hand on her face, cupping her cheek as he leaned in to kiss her. A long, passionate kiss, which she would later describe as the kiss that changed her life.

She pushed him further into the room and closed the door behind her, her lips never leaving his as they eagerly maneuvered towards the bed. The simple feeling of his lips on hers was overwhelming, and it clouded her mind, making her kiss him even harder. His hands roamed over her and their tongues darted out, tasting one another, heightening the anticipation, and the strong scent of him filled her nose and sent her body wild with desire. She wanted more of him, so much more, and couldn’t believe how a simple kiss could have such an effect on her. As a man, passionate, intimate kissing had never been an option. The women who came to the castle were brought for one purpose, and one purpose alone; Edward’s satisfaction.

But she quickly realized she had been missing out on so very much.

She felt the tingling sensation between her legs again, in the secret place, and briefly remembered how it had felt to have Jessica’s hands explore her there, bring her to climax. The memory made her gush and throb with desire, and she quickly brought Hans’s hand down between her legs. He pulled back a moment, surprised at either how wet she was or at how bold she was, but then gave in and began to brush her lightly, even gingerly, stoking the flame of her heat with each delicious stroke. It was incredible. All she cared about was what he could do to her, and the strange, blinding need to have him inside her—all of him, and not just this silly teasing with his fingers.

Inside me. What does that even mean? Will it hurt?

It was time to find out. She pushed him onto the bed and straddled him, feeling his hardness swell against her legs. Obviously, her body was not waiting to find out. With a hunger she had never felt before, all control lost, she quickly pulled his clothing off, moaning as his lips kissed her neck, sighing as his hands squeezed her breasts, lost in pleasure as she moved her hips back and forth against him. So much to feel, so many sensations at the same time, it was impossible to fathom how any woman could keep up with it all.

He flipped her onto her back, and slowly began kissing her body. Her clothing slid off of her easily, exposing her soft, tender flesh to him, and when his lips engulfed her nipples, she wrapped her arms around his head and held him tight. She didn’t want him to stop. The feeling of his tongue against her, the ecstasy of his teeth nibbling at her—she never wanted any of it to stop. Her body shook with need, buzzing in her head. She had never felt so much pleasure in her life… and she needed more.

“Inside me,” she begged. “I want to feel you.”
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			Annie Morphs: A Scifi Morphing Gender Transformation Romance
		

		

Save the planet, or save yourself? When you can become anyone you want, the answer isn't as clear as you might expect...

		

On a cold night in an abandoned construction site, a dying alien grants five brave children the power to morph into any animal or person they can touch so that they can fight back against a secret invasion of evil, mind-controlling slugs called the "Yucks." Arnold knows this because he was there, hiding behind a half-built wall, and saw everything. He even accidentally got the same powers the children did!

		

But when Arnold realizes it's not a joke, and that he really can transform into any being he touches, he decides he wants no part of a terrifying battle against alien invaders. Instead he grabs the form of a hot stripper and sets off to make a new life for himself in Las Vegas as a body-morphing con artist who uses the bodies of sexy young women to steal from every casino in town.

		

His plan works perfectly right up until the night when he stays morphed for a little too long and accidentally gets stuck in one of his gorgeous, borrowed bodies. Now, robbed of his powers and with no choice but to learn to live his life as "Annie," he doesn't know where to turn for help. Even worse, the horrible alien Yucks may have finally caught up with him...

		

An excerpt from Annie Morphs:

		

Arnold kept his dark eyes fixed on his reflection in the mirror. His skin had a sickly pallor to it, and his knuckles turned white with exertion. He had no idea if he could attribute this to exhaustion or if this was merely his complexion. Regardless, it felt strange to look at it.

He gritted his teeth and held his breath as he waited to see if something would happen. The minutes ticked by slowly, and his heartbeat thundered in his ears, but nothing happened.

Arnold still looked like the same overworked and underpaid average schmoe he’d always been, with messy dark hair and a slumped posture. His bloodshot eyes stared back at him from the mirror, and he lowered his head, feeling foolish.

Had he really expected that to work? What did he think was going to happen?

That he’d develop these powers and suddenly not have a mundane existence anymore? It was just a wild fantasy that wouldn’t come to fruition.

Looking at it objectively, what would Arnold do with this power, anyway?

He couldn’t claim he was the noble-hearted type. If anything, he’d probably use it for personal gain, and he was pretty sure that wasn’t why the aliens had bestowed that power upon them in the first place.

Granted, he was never supposed to be at that construction site in the first place, but what had happened had already happened. The damage was done, and there was nothing to do now but deal with it.

Suddenly, a slight tremble coursed through his hands, and Arnold looked at them in confusion. The tremble compounded until it spread throughout his entire body. He gasped as he lifted his head up and saw that his whole form was shimmering in the mirror, quivering fast enough that he looked blurry.

He flinched and looked back at his hands, vibrating with the same weird motion as the rest of him, and he suddenly felt a bizarre sensation run through him, deep down into the marrow of his bones. A feeling swept over him that was nearly impossible to describe—like his body was rearranging itself, down to the very molecular structure. It was over almost as soon as it started, and his hands stopped with the weird vibration, settling back down into something more normal looking, although subtly different in a way he couldn’t quite place. He swayed uncertainly, wondering what had just happened to him. Then he glanced back up into the mirror and turned as white as a sheet.

Instead of seeing his usual reflection there in the bathroom mirror, he found a pair of almond-shaped, hazel eyes staring back at him in confusion. A small, pretty mouth hung open in an ‘O’ of confusion, looking cute enough to stick his dick in… but that was another thing that seemed to be missing at the moment. He felt panic rising in his throat as he realized that the pretty girl he was staring at was himself, and involuntarily took two steps back till he was pressed up against the wall. He brought shaking hands up to his face and marveled at how soft the skin felt now. There wasn’t a trace of stubble anywhere on his perfect complexion.

He blinked, and the reflection in the mirror did the same. Cautiously, he took one small step forward and tilted his head to the side. He recognized the person in the mirror. He looked exactly like the woman from the strip club. Dana. He’d stared at her erotic gyrations a million times in the club, but he’d never imagined that he’d get to take her body for a spin in such an intimate way… and now, here he was.

He quickly shed himself of his ill-fitting male clothes to take a better look at the body he had transformed into. Arnold now had Dana’s long, smooth legs, toned stomach, and shoulder-length blonde hair that curled softly as it reached the nape of his neck. He turned this way and that as he examined his new reflection in the mirror, cautiously exploring the curves of this feminine form. He ran his hands along the smooth expanse of skin, eyes roaming hungrily over his firm ass and perky, beautiful breasts. He’d never imagined it might feel so good to be in a woman’s body, but every place he touched himself felt amazing as Dana. He was shorter than usual, and lighter too—he could feel it in his bones, and he was amazed at how he looked exactly like Dana.

It was fucking hot.
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			Bared Before the Gods: A Mythical Gender Swap Romance
		

		

When you steal from the gods, they find the most creative ways to punish you…

		

Lukas and his best friend Mal are Greek adventurers and warriors in the tradition of Jason, Odysseus, and a host of other heroes, and Lukas knows that despite his humble beginnings, he has the potential to take his place among those men as a legend of mythic proportions. But no one else believes in him, and so he sets out to prove them all wrong by undertaking a most Herculean task: climbing Mount Olympus and stealing Zeus’s golden crown.

		

Zeus, however, is not amused, and Lukas’s theft is quickly punished with his swift and painful death—or so Zeus believes. But Aphrodite has other plans for such a bold and handsome hero: she rescues Lukas from death’s door and uses her powers to hide him away in the body of Lucia, a comely maiden who Zeus would never suspect of being the thief who took his crown.

		

Now, Lucia has only a few days to convince Mal to help her find and return Zeus’s crown, before the other gods realize what Aphrodite has done and return Lucia to Hades… or worse, leave her trapped forever in the body of this maiden. She’ll need to move fast and decisively to win the day, which would be easy if she weren’t so distracted by all these strange new feelings of lust and attraction she’s having for her adventuring partner, Mal…

		

An excerpt from Bared Before the Gods:

		

“Lucia?! Are you okay? Wake up!” Mal was shaking me. A worried expression colored his face. He looked so concerned as I jerked away from him, but his touch had sent electricity through my body that threw me off for a moment.

It was just a dream, and I'd been right in the beginning. I looked down at my dainty, pale fingers and realized I was still a woman. So, I had indeed met Aphrodite, and she had saved me from Charon. I had no doubt that had she not removed me from the underworld, what I had dreamed would have been my fate.

“I’m sorry, Mal. I had an awful dream. I was back in the underworld, and Charon threw me into the river of pain. I was being struck by lightning repeatedly, but there was no lightning, and I couldn’t scream. Oh, Mal! It was so terrible! Do you think that could have been my fate had I not been saved?”

The female body I had been forced into seemed to have affected my emotions as well, because tears pooled in my eyes until I was sobbing on Mal’s shoulder, who was holding me and rubbing my back, trying to comfort me.

“It’s okay, Lucia. You’re not there; you’re here. You’re going to be fine.”

“But what if that awaits me when I return to the underworld? Surely, I won’t appear as a woman, since my spirit is a man. Charon will immediately recognize me as the man who stole Zeus’ crown!”

“Shhhh. You shouldn’t concern yourself with such morbid thoughts. You are not dying any time soon. Zeus will not find you; Aphrodite made sure of it by turning you into this gorgeous woman.” Mal pulled away from holding me to gaze into my tear-streaked face.

“You…You think I’m gorgeous?” I sniffled, trying to wipe away the waterfalls that poured from my eyes.

“Of course you’d only focus on that part.” Mal rolled his eyes. But unlike all the other times I was vain and wanted the compliment, I wasn’t joking around. I gazed at him with a longing expression, and he sighed.

“Yes, she turned you into the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen.” Mal placed one of his hands on the side of my cheek, and my face practically melted into a puddle in his palm. I closed my eyes and smiled, nuzzling against his hand.

And then I felt those soft, warm lips from earlier brushing against my own.

I opened my eyes only to see his closed. I thought about breaking the kiss, telling him I was still a guy, and that this wasn’t right. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. As much as my mind protested, my body was responding to him, and my lips were shaping against his eager kisses. He cradled my body in his arms, and I was mush. My protesting thoughts quickly gave up as his fingertips caressed my shoulder, raising goosebumps.

“Is this all right?” he asked suddenly. “I just… you’re so beautiful, and…”

“Shh,” I urged, fighting against myself. I hadn’t realized just how badly I wanted him until I’d been wrapped up in his arms. My new body wanted him even if my mind found it strange. “Shut up. Don’t stop.”

His tongue glided against my lips, asking for entrance. A small corner of my mind tried to say no, but my mouth parted anyway. His tongue explored me with reckless abandon, tasting me for the first time. I experimentally nuzzled my tongue against his and was amused to find the flavor of the rich spanakopita we’d had for dinner. There was a hidden taste as well which I figured was his natural taste. Paired together, it was delicious, and I felt that I could kiss him all day.

But he seemed to have other things in mind when he undid the belt to my dress…
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