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Chapter One

The football was launched spinning into the air. At that moment everything became quiet. My teammates and the players on the other team vanished. The cheering crowd was just a silent blur in the background. All that mattered was the ball. My legs pumped furiously as I ran across the field. The ball sailed towards me. I reached out and grasped it firmly with both hands. Clutching it to my chest, I spun around and sprinted for the end zone. Loud footsteps smashed through grass and mud behind me. Pushing myself harder than ever before, I dove forward, arms outstretched with the ball. Half of my body sailed over the line. I smiled victoriously as I hit the ground with a soft dull thud.

The crowd exploded out of their seats, cheering wildly. I rolled over onto my back, breathing heavily. This is it. This is my moment of victory. I lay there and bask in it. Shadows crossed over my face and two sets of hands grabbed my arms to haul me up. My teammates. They surrounded me and shouted in celebration. There was almost a song-like quality to it and I quickly joined in.

“City Tigers!” I yelled, holding my helmet up in the air.

My team echoed me as we made our way to the locker rooms. The last game of the season and we’d absolutely crushed the opposition. Everyone moved lazily towards their lockers except for me. I darted to my locker and changed clothes as quickly as possible. Locker rooms always made me feel uncomfortable. Too many naked guys running around or sneaking glances to compare sizes. I didn’t like people looking at me like that, so I tried to spend as little time in locker rooms as possible and I always showered at home. My teammates had learned to give me space when I was changing. I was the quarterback after all. Their leader. Once I’d gotten dressed, I made a beeline for the exit. Someone shouted, “yo Tate,” before I could make it.

I turned around to see my running back, Adam, standing naked toweling himself off. He towered over me at six foot three with two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle. I involuntarily glanced down at his groin and then looked away with a grimace. “What’s up?”

“You going to holly’s party tonight?”

“Definitely. I’ll see you there” I said leaving before the conversation could continue.

I made my way back to the frat house I’d been calling home for the last couple of years. The place was quiet. Everyone was still at the game either as a player or a supporter. I took the stairs two at a time to my room on the top floor. I had the largest room in the house with my own private bathroom. I couldn’t wait to hop into the shower. I crept into my room, quietly closing the door behind me. Scowling that I had to sneak around in my own house. Being the star quarterback and one of the leaders of the frat meant that people were always coming to me for something. Sometimes they just wanted to be my friend and get close to me and sometimes they wanted favors or invites to a party. It meant that outside my room, I barely had a moment's peace. Hence the stealthy entrance.

As the door closed, I turned around to see my girlfriend, Britney, laying on my bed. Her short tan legs were crossed as she was reading something on her phone. She had long dark hair, tan skin, and stood at an adorable five foot two. Oh, and she was wearing nothing except for her underwear and bra.

I crept closer wondering if she’d heard me and was ignoring me on purpose. Although the lack of clothes suggested something else. Plus she hadn’t just rushed here. Her clothes neatly folded in a pile on one of my chairs.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” I said, breaking the ice. The high energy I was riding from the game was starting to wear off. Secretly I was hoping to sneak in a nap after showering before I went to the party.

Britney put down her phone and pouted. “You don’t want to see me?”

“Of course I do” I reassured her. “I just finished the game and wanted to have a shower and relax a little before Holly’s party.”

Britney smiled “she’s outdone herself this time. I and the girls worked all day on it. It’s going to be the coolest party of the year.”

“Yep can’t wait,” I said taking my shirt off.

“Ooh, you're in the mood already?”

“Nope just taking a shower.”

“Why don’t you shower in the gym?”

“What with a bunch of guys? Besides, I have my own private shower. I should make the most of it.”

“Mind if I join you?”

I leaned down and gave her a long hungry kiss. The tension in her shoulders relaxed as she settled into it. After a few moments, I broke away and said “Why don’t you save that thought for tonight?”

“Okay,” she said breathlessly.

I hopped in the shower. At some point, Britney had gotten bored waiting for me and left. One of the most annoying things about my girlfriend is her low attention span. She can’t wait for anything. Still, I’d see her at the party and find ways to keep her attention occupied.

Once I toweled myself off, I set an alarm on my phone and collapsed onto the bed. Then darkness took me.


Chapter Two

A loud klaxon blasted me in the face and my arm shot out in search of silencing it. The noise was coming from the phone that was sitting on my desk. With a groan, I got up and turned the alarm off. I hate mornings. But then I looked outside. It was dark. That’s right it’s still Friday. I went to the bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I’ve got to get it together. It’s still early. There’s plenty of time to get ready. In my mini-fridge was a single energy drink. I downed it in one go, before changing into the nice shirt that Britney had bought me with some dark jeans.

I left my room and met Adam in the hallway. “Party time!” I exclaimed, trying to energize myself. Adam nodded to me and yelled out the whole house, “living room two minutes.” He had the loudest voice so it was his job to round up the troops. We gathered in the main living room together. One of the pledges, a young kid with shaggy brown hair handed each of us a cold beer.

Once everyone had a drink in hand, they all turned to me. I raised my beer in the air. “Alpha-beta tau!” I said and shotgunned the beer. They echoed me and did the same.

Once the can was empty, I threw it on the floor and the others did the same. It was fine, the pledges would clean it up. It was part of their job to keep the house tidy.

Me and the boys left in high spirits, walking across campus to the sorority party. All except one of us. Adam looked a little glum. On the field and in the frat house he was as solid as a rock. Outside of that was a different story. “What’s got you?” I asked.

His eyes flicked up at me and then away. “It’s Amber. We broke up last week. She cheated on me.”

I grimaced. “Oh man, I’m sorry. I didn’t know. Britney usually tells me stuff like that.”

“It’s fine. It’s just that she’ll probably be there at the party.”

“She will be but so will a lot of other girls. The best thing for you is to move on and find a new girl.” I turned to address the rest of the guys who were listening in. “All of you degenerates stay away from Amber okay. As our buddy Adam has discovered, she’s not worth it.”

I looked at Adam. “Happy?”

“Thanks, man.”

We approached the house. The Kappa Zetas were hosting their annual end of season party. The sorority house was more like a mansion with a huge front and backyard. Some steps lead up to double doors. A few people were milling around in the front yard with drinks in their hands. As we got closer, I could hear the music booming from within the house.

One of the more junior frat members we allowed with us, Steve, got excited and ran ahead. He threw open the double doors. They crashed inwards with a dramatic bang. Even with the loud music, everyone inside still turned their heads. Steve dramatically and loudly cleared his throat and said “The Bay city champions have arrived!”

Everyone cheered as we walked in. Getting an entrance like that was an almost indescribable high. It was like royalty being announced. Once inside, we dispersed in various directions in search of girls and other friends. I went to the kitchen first where I knew there would be drinks.

Behind the kitchen lay a massive backyard full of people dancing and talking. I glanced out the window while I made myself a jack and coke. I saw Britney talking to Amber. She laid a hand on Amber’s shoulder looking concerned but she shrugged it off and stormed away. There was a huge jug of margaritas sitting on the counter. I poured one out for Britney and went outside.

“Everything okay?” I asked Britney as I handed her the margarita.

Britney shook her head. “She’s upset I allowed Adam to come to the party.”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “I’d tell her what I told Adam. Which is if you break up then you should move on. Besides Adam’s on the team, there’s no way he wasn’t coming tonight.”

Britney nodded “I told her that but she wouldn’t listen.”

“How did she say they broke up?”

“She thinks he was cheating on her.”

“Adam? No way. He’s not that kind of guy and even if he was there’s no way, he could have kept it hidden from me and the other guys.”

“I tried telling her that too. But she kept saying he was having less and less interested in sex. It was like he wasn’t interested in her.”

I took a sip of my drink to hide my expression. Adam had said she’d cheated on him which was probably a lie. The real reason was a lot worse.

I and the rest of the team had experimented with steroids in the offseason to help with training. During football season they test us regularly so it’s unlikely Adam would still be using. But he might have done too much of it in the past and the side effects were starting to catch up to him.

“Well, the coach has been running us pretty hard the past few months. Maybe Adam just didn’t have the energy. Personally, I can’t wait to kick back and relax as the champ for a while. So, they really break up because they weren’t having enough sex?”

“Adam blew up over it and then Amber reacted the same way. Maybe he thought she was insulting his manhood or something, saying that he couldn’t get it up.”

I frowned. This could cause problems for the whole team if it got out of hand. I need to get this under control. “Has Amber told this to anyone else?”

Britney nodded. “A lot of girls know.”

“Great” I muttered finishing my drink. “I’m going to grab another drink and let Adam know.”

Britney followed me back into the house. Suddenly there was a loud crash in the living room. Adam was wrestling with a bearded guy I’d never seen before. The guy tackled Adam and slammed him into a wall. That was when I stepped in. I grabbed the guy and pulled him off Adam. The guy stumbled back before regaining his balance. I stood in between both of them. Adam’s eyes flashed with rage. He tried to get past me but I shoved him back.

“Enough” I shouted.

“You haven’t heard what this fucker has been saying about me,” said Adam.

“What? That your dick doesn't work?” said the guy with a smug grin on his face. That was when I punched him. He went down in one hit and lay on the floor, stunned. A crowd was gathering around the three of us, some people even had their phones out recording the whole thing. I decided to address the room.

“Look I know some of you have been hearing rumors from a jilted ex but believe me, it’s all bullshit. My boy Adam here found out that his girlfriend was a cheating whore and so he broke up with her. Naturally upset and knowing that she could never do better than Adam. She started spreading rumors about him. She just wants to get back at him for dumping her. That’s all this is. Now with that out of the way, let’s get this uninvited guest out of the house and get back to the party!” I yelled.

Somebody turned the music back up and two guys from the team appeared out of the crowd. They each grabbed one of the bearded guy's arms and dragged him outside. I followed and watched as they gently shoved him down the steps. He turned around and tried to go back inside but we blocked the door.

“You’re not welcome here anymore,” I said

“You think you’re such a big man huh. You’d be nothing if you weren’t the quarterback.”

“Sure, whatever you say,” I said turning away and closing the door behind me.

I went over to check on Adam. He was sitting in the corner nursing a swollen lip. Some sorority girl was sitting next to him and handing him a bag of frozen peas to press against his face. He winced as he did so but didn’t take the bag away.

“Hey, thanks man. For having my back out there and everything”

I nodded and said “we need to talk” gesturing to the girl sitting next to him. Adam murmured something to her and she reluctantly slinked off. I sat down next to him. This was going to be tough. I didn’t want Adam exploding at me but I also couldn’t leave it alone.

“Britney told me about what Amber has been saying. Is it true?”

His nostrils flared and his hands clenched into fists. I knew he wouldn’t hit me but he might cause a scene. I put a hand on his shoulder. “Relax man it’s just me. I’m worried about you. Look I know you wouldn’t cheat on her. I’m asking about the other thing.”

I gave him a look that told him exactly what the other thing meant. Adam turned from angry to sheepish in an instant. He kept his voice low and said “maybe I overdid it a little during training.”

I shook my head. “The dosages were very specific. I told you taking more wouldn’t lead to better results.”

Adam sighed, “it felt like a good idea at the time.”

“And now you’re experiencing side effects?”

He nodded. “For the last month and a half. Nothings changed on the field or in the gym, it’s just in my personal time it can be hard to…”

“Get hard. Yeah look you need to see a doctor about this.”

“What? No way. If I see a doctor then they’ll find out I’ve been juicing. I’ll get kicked off the team.”

“That’s why you won’t see the college doctor. I’ll get you in to see my family doctor. He’s a good guy, he’ll help you out and he won’t tell anyone about this. Here I’ll text you the number.”

“Thanks, Tate. You’re the best.”

I nodded and left him to continue playing the wounded bird for that sorority girl that was interested in him.

The party had gotten back into full swing. As if nothing had ever happened. I went around the party looking for Britney and found her on the dance floor. She was dancing intimately with another girl who had dark skin and a curvaceous body. They were the same height and the girl wore a short purple dress. Britney's eyes flicked over to me as she danced and drew her body closer to the other girl. Her hands wrapped around her, sliding lower until she grabbed her ass. She raised an eyebrow at me and I nodded.

Britney would keep dancing with her for a few more minutes while I went upstairs to her room to get ready. I lit some candles and turned on some slow music to set the mood. Then I popped a Viagra and waited. Not two minutes later, Brittney and her friend who said her name was Alisha came and joined me. She smiled nervously and I beckoned her over to the bed.

We kissed tenderly at first then with more heat. Without prompting, she turned away from me to kiss Britney. She wasn’t really into girls but she made a good show of it for my benefit. After a few moments, Britney whispered something in Alisha’s ear which made her nod and move down to my pants. She unbuckled them and pulled out my huge erect cock. Britney laid a hand on my chin and directed my gaze towards her. She kissed me just as Alisha started sucking my cock.

The girls pleasured me this way until I came in Alisha’s mouth. After that, I spent half of the night returning the favor.


Chapter Three

I woke up the next morning with my arms around Alisha and Britney. They were both still sound asleep. I didn’t want to disturb them, so I just lay there staring up at the ceiling.

Things had started to get a little boring between Britney and me. So, when she came up with the idea of involving an extra partner, I was all for it. As long as that partner was a girl anyway.

A buzzing sound on the floor somewhere interrupted my thoughts. I looked around but couldn’t see much without disturbing the girls. Somebodies phone was ringing. I craned my head to left and saw Britney's alarm clock. It was ten am. Not too late or too early. I’d taken it easy on the drinking and was grateful for the lack of hangover.

Alisha stirred first from the incessant buzzing. She murmured something and her eyes opened. She stared up at me for a second in confusion before remembering. A slow smile spread across her face. I kissed her gently on the lips. She let out a little satisfied sigh and nestled back under my arm to go back to sleep.

The phone didn’t stop buzzing but it was quiet enough to ignore. The noise of it just faded into the background with the chirping birds outside. Eventually, I fell back to sleep as well.

When I woke up the second time, Britney was sat up next to me in bed, reading something on her phone. I could hear the shower running and asked “Alisha?”

Britney nodded but she didn’t look up from her phone. I sidled up to her. “That was fun last night,” I said.

“Yeah” she murmured still not looking away from her phone.

“What is it?”

“You spent a lot of time with her,” she said

“I thought that was what you wanted”

“What I wanted was to have you.”

“You do have me. I don’t need anyone else. I just need you” I said taking her hand. Her eyes glittered with tears and she moved to kiss me when the door opened. Alisha stepped out in her dress from last night. Her hair still wet and was dripping onto the carpet.

“Uh, thanks for everything. I need to get going I’ve got a class soon” she said.

I nodded and ushered her out before Britney turned on her. Once she was gone, my phone buzzed again.

“It keeps doing that,” said Britney.

I found my jeans in a heap on the floor. I rifled through the pockets until I found my phone. I took it out and answered.

A gruff voice said “my office. Right now.”

I pulled the phone away to check the caller ID. It was my coach. He sounded so angry I almost didn’t recognize him. “I’m on my way,” I said.

Coach Stevens hung up. Something must have happened. Something bad. Maybe he learned about the steroid use somehow. Fuck what if Adam said something he wasn’t supposed to last night?

I rushed around the room for my things. Throwing yesterday's shirt on. Britney looked concerned “what’s going on?”

“Some sort of emergency. Coach wants to see ASAP.”

“Good luck,” she said and went back to her phone. Britney had no interest in football outside of me winning at it. I tried to talk to her a few times about it but her eyes would glaze over or she’d find an excuse to change the topic. Usually, it was easier just to let her dictate the conversation.

I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and left the sorority house. This was serious but I needed more information before I met with Coach. I jogged across campus while speed-dialing everyone I could think of starting with the obvious. “Hey Adam, it’s Tate.”

A tired voice responded, “Hey what’s up?” He sounded hungover and tired.

“You heard anything from coach today?” I asked.

“From coach? No why?”

“I’m not sure. I just wanted to check if you’d heard anything or said anything to someone?”

“You don’t think he found about…you know.”

“That’s what I’m going to find out. I’m meeting him now. You and the other guys will get a heads up if I learn anything.”

“Alright,” he said and hung up. He’d probably be out of it for another couple of hours at least. I called a few more teammates, asking them cryptic questions around the subject. But anyone I’d asked said they knew nothing. It seemed like none of them had talked.

A thought occurred to me and stopped me cold. What about Doctor Peters? He’s my family’s private doctor and one who’d been secretly supplying me and the guys with performance-enhancing steroids. No, there’s no way he’d risk his medical license by telling on me. Besides he’d have no reason to say anything. Which reminds me I should get a checkup with him at some point. I’d had my own bedroom troubles lately that I’d been using Viagra to fix.

I got to the coach’s office. His voice could be heard through the door talking to someone on the phone. He sounded more tired and resigned than when he’d spoken to me. I knocked on the door. There was a pause and then I heard him say “come in.”

The office felt smaller when I went inside. He was sat behind his desk, pointedly looking away from me as I held the phone to his ear.

Coach Stevens was a tall broad-shouldered man in his early fifties with short salt and pepper hair. He had the stereotypical look of football coach down cold. Until this moment we’d gotten along fine. Hell, I’d just won a championship for him. This was the first time he’d ever called me into his office in such a serious manner. I took the only available seat and waited while he finished his phone call.

“Yes, yes. He’s here now. I think the idea will work too. No there won’t be any risk. It’s offseason now. I understand the pressure you must be feeling. I’ll do whatever I can to rectify the situation. You have my word. Okay thank you, goodbye” he said and put the phone down.

He stared at me and though I hated myself for doing it, I felt myself squirm in my seat under his gaze. “Coach what’s going on? Has something happened?” I asked.

“You did a great thing and then a stupid thing. One after the other when everybody was watching” he said.

“I don’t understand.”

“The championship boy. You were spectacular I might add. It’s brought a lot more attention your way. Normally I’d be congratulating you. Normally.”

“Coach what did I do?”

“You called the daughter of one of the school’s top donors a whore in front of everyone.” He rifled through some papers on his desk until he found a note. “Someone called Amber Walters. Her father Thomas Walters is a close friend of the Dean’s.”

I swallowed nervously. The pit in my stomach growing. I’d walked past Walters Library just to get here. Nobody had ever treated Amber differently or said anything before. She always seemed like just another student.

“Even worse than calling her a whore. You called her one on camera. It’s all over the internet.”

“Sir, I may have gone a little too far but Amber Walters is not a good person or a reliable one. She already started one fist fight between Adam and someone else.”

“That doesn’t matter. What matters is what’s on camera, which is you humiliating a poor girl. The Dean is talking expulsion over this.”

I leapt out of the chair. “Expulsion! You can’t be serious. After everything, I’ve done for this team. For this school.”

Coach Stevens was unimpressed by my outburst. “Thomas Walters had done more for the school and god help us will continue to after you’re gone. You’ve got what another year and change here? Then you’re gone for good. The Walters could help support this school for decades. Compared to that, winning a championship is a small thing.”

I fell back into my seat. My world seemed to be spinning out of control. Everything I’d worked so hard for was slipping away from me. I needed help.

“What do I do? You said they were considering expulsion which means there’s still time?”

He nodded and drew out another sheet of paper with some notes on it.

He began reading the note out loud. “First you must go in person to meet Amber Walters and apologize to her.”

I nodded. That made sense.

“The second is that you must enroll in women’s studies class as part of your sensitivity training. So that you may learn about the hardships women face.”

I waited to see if there was more but the coach put the paper down evidently finished. “Women’s studies?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s been arranged. You are to attend Professor Smith’s class, room 4A in the east building twice a week. You will complete all the homework she assigns you and maintain a B average throughout the class.”

Coach Stevens handed me some information about the class and said “I hope you can do this. I’d hate to lose you” he said.

I nodded and left the coach’s office. Okay, that was a close call with the expulsion but on the brighter side, he knew nothing about the steroids. An apology to Amber and a women’s studies class. How hard could that be?

I gave Britney a call first asking her if I could meet Amber to apologize. Britney said she packed a bag and left the sorority house last night. She’s living back with her parents.

Damn. “Do you know where she lives?”

“No, but I’ll try and find out.”

“Okay, thanks babe,” I said.

I looked at the sheet that the coach had given me. My first women’s studies class was in fifteen minutes. I had to hurry.

Twenty minutes later I burst into the classroom much louder than I’d intended. All eyes in the room turned to me. There were about forty students sat in the large classroom. Mostly women but a handful of guys too. None of which looked like they’d ever caught a football in their lives though.

A woman in her late fifties with short white hair stood in front of the class. Her mouth tightened when she saw me.

“Mr. Evans. I’m glad you found time in your busy schedule to join us. The class starts at 1 pm. Do not be late again. Now take a seat” she said turning back to her whiteboard.”

I scanned the crowd more thoroughly. Everyone was spread out and there were empty seats here and there. But on the front row at the far sat a tall blonde girl in a mini skirt and white tank top. She wore glasses and had her hair up in a ponytail. She stared down at her notes, pen in hand ready to resume once the teacher did. There was an empty seat right next to her and I made a beeline for it. 

The professor resumed her lecture. “Now as I was saying the Suffragette movement started in…”

As she droned on, I started to tune her out. I just need to find one person in this class who’s smart, become friends with them, and copy their notes. The blonde next to me was furiously scribbling down notes.

When the professor turned her back, I leaned over and whispered “hey I’m Tate.”

The blonde didn’t take her eyes off of her notes but said “I know.”

I smiled. “You’ve seen me play?”

“No. I watched the video.”

My smile faltered. Still determined I pressed on. “Yeah, that was really bad. That’s why I’m in this class, to try and make up for it.”

That was when she finally turned to me. She arched an eyebrow and said, “aren’t they making you take this class?”

Damn it. Does everybody know about is? I had to know how she found out. “Who told you that?” I asked as casually as possible.

“Just a rumor I heard on campus. I’m Sarah by the way.”

“Nice to meet you” I mumbled feeling deflated.

Reluctantly I got out my notepad and started copying what the professor was saying. The class came to an end slowly. My wrist was sore from writing and I didn’t understand half the stuff I wrote down.

“Alright that’s all for today's class,” said Professor Smith.

Everyone stood and started making their way out. “Sarah, Tate, would you stay behind a moment?”

We waited until the rest of the class had filed out. The professor closed the door behind them.

“So, how did you find my class, Tate?” She asked.

“Uh, illuminating.”

“Really and you’re aware that you have to maintain a B grade average?”

I nodded. 

“Well, that includes homework. The Dean has informed me of the situation and I’ve come up with a creative lesson plan just for you.”

“Okay…” I said frowning.

She turned to Sarah. “I’ve asked you to stay behind because you’re my best student and you have experience in this matter as well. I want you to tutor Tate and ensures he follows the lesson plan from day to day.”

Sarah groaned. “Day to day? You want me to babysit him as well?”

“Nothing as extreme as that. Here let me show you the lesson plan.” She handed Sarah a sheet of paper. Sarah’s eyes scanned through the page and a small smile crept onto her face.

“All of it?” she asked the teacher.

“Well, hitting the overall goal at the top is the priority. If you think there’s a better way to get there then you have my permission to go off-book.”

They were just talking about me like I wasn’t even here. “Err, hey what goal? I know I’m meant to learn about women suffering in society and what not but…”

The professor cut me off. “That is only a small part of what you are doing. In fact, the main part of all this is the homework.”

“Which is?”

“You are going to learn just how hard it is to be a woman out in the world. By learning how to dress, look, and act like a woman.”

“Crossdressing? You want me to wear women’s clothes?”

“Partly. Sarah will run you through all the details. If I’m not here then she’s in charge. Failure to follow her instructions means you fail my class which from what I’ve heard likely means expulsion too. Now I’ve got a lunch meeting to get to. Sarah, I know its very short notice but are you on board with all this?”

I looked over and realized that Sarah was staring at me in a weird way.

She nodded and said, “yes I think I can do it.”

“Excellent. See you next week.”

With that, she left us both alone in the room. The professor made it sound like some grave punishment but playing dress-up with one of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen? No problem. Still, there was a lot of writing on that sheet that concerned me.

“Hey, can I see?” I asked reaching across for the paper.

Sarah pulled it back out of reach. “No. It will be easier for you if we just focus on this one step at a time.”

“Okay.”

“We’ll head back to my dorm room to get started.”

“Right now?”

I was thinking about getting the guys together, telling them everything’s fine, and maybe drink a few beers. Plus, I got these women’s studies notes I’ve got to decipher.

“You know now isn’t really a good time for me. What about tomorrow?”

“Your schedule was listed on the sheet. You’re free for the rest of today. The sooner we start the better.”

She folded the paper away in her backpack and marched off without another word. I sighed and followed her.


Chapter Four

I was shocked when I saw how small Sarah’s dorm room was. Two single beds sat against each wall with a chest of drawers in between the beds. A mirror and a bunch of makeup products sat on top of the drawers. It was also only one room which meant Sarah would have to use the communal bathroom down the hall.

“Maybe we should study at my place next time”

With a wry smile, she said, “sure. If you want.”

Sarah put her class notes away and got out her laptop. She started typing. After a minute of this, I felt I had to ask “um what are you doing?”

“Writing down some ideas. The professor gave me some guidelines but like she said I have way more experience with this kind of stuff. I’m putting all my thoughts down on paper before I forget anything. There’s a lot of ways we can go about this but the key thing is that over the next few weeks and months you’ll learn how to be a woman.”

“In private though right?” I asked suddenly nervous.

“Yes. This is not designed to be some sort of humiliation where we parade you around campus as a lesson to others. This is for you and you alone. That means that you can’t tell anyone about this. Not your friends, your family, or your girlfriend. The only people who know about this are me, the dean, Professor Smith, and your coach.”

“My coach signed off on this?”

“That’s what the sheet says. You’re lucky that my roommate dropped out mid-semester. I’ve got this whole place to myself” she said spreading her arms wide.

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that you could have fit at least three of her dorm rooms in my bedroom alone. Sarah continued tapping away on her laptop. “Okay, so I think that we’re almost done for today.”

“Really? That’s it?”

“Well, I’ll need to pick up some supplies.”

I stood up. “Great so I get an A for today then?” I asked heading for the door.

“Not so fast. I need to give you your homework.”

I rolled my eyes. “Of course, professor.”

“Today when you get home, I need you to shave your entire body.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. “My entire body?”

She nodded. “Everything below the eyebrows.”

I looked down at my arms and legs. “But that’ll take forever!”

“After the first time, it will be easier to maintain and stay clean-shaven. The first time is the toughest and the longest. Believe me, I’ve had plenty of experience with it.”

“You and Professor Smith keep saying that word experience. What do you mean?”

Sarah sighed. “I guess you should know the truth. I used to be like you.”

“I don’t understand.”

Sarah pulled out her phone and showed me a picture of a junior high school football player. He had short blonde hair and bright blue eyes.

“That was me a few years ago,” she said.

I stared at her in shock. Then I looked back down at the picture. “That’s impossible,” I said.

“Nope, just hormones. I used to be called Sam but I had my name legally changed when I turned eighteen. I guess I could have called myself Samantha or something but it seemed too close to my old name.”

“I see.”

“I’d written essays before for professor Smith about my transition and life before and after. Obviously, when she devised this strategy with you, I was the perfect person to help. Are you okay? You look flustered.”

“Just surprised, I mean you look so…”

“So?”

“Hot,” I said and immediately regretted it.

Sarah laughed. “You can be beautiful as a transgender person and you can even be beautiful crossdressing.”

“Are you saying you’re going to make me hot?”

“Honey, I don’t do bad work. Besides, you have great cheekbones. When I’m done with you nobody will recognize you.”

“But just clothes and makeup though right.”

“Right. Oh, also you need to stop lifting in the gym. Only cardio from now on.”

“Why?”

“Sarah’s orders” she joked. “No, but seriously, I need you to slim down a bit, besides its off-season and your coach approved it.”

I nodded “okay I can do that.”

“Great. Until you lose some weight, we’ll rely on some of my old clothes from when I still played football. I think we were similar in size.”

I shook my head. “Man, it must suck having to give up football or being weaker now” I blurted out.

Sarah just gave me another smile and put her hand on mine. “Don’t worry, I gained plenty back in return.”

I suddenly bolted up. “Well I should get going,” I said not waiting for her reply. Out in the hallway, my head was spinning. What was I going to say if the guys noticed I’d shaved my arms and legs? Hell, what would Britney say?

And what do I do about Sarah? She’s the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen and I think she’s into me but she’s used to be a man. What if she still has a penis?

I headed back to my room to process all of this.


Chapter Five

Shaving my whole body turned out to not be the strangest part of my day. No, the strange part was afterward. How different my bedsheets felt against my smooth skin as I went to sleep or how clothes slid onto my body.

Long sleeve clothes were going to be a necessity going forward. If Britney or anyone noticed, I would lie and say I’d taken up swimming. Professional swimmers, as the internet told me, shave their bodies.  I told myself it was a plausible excuse.

A group from the frat and sorority met in the quad for lunch. Britney was sat to my left telling me about a professor who she swears is perving on her. My phone buzzed. I glanced at it. A text from Sarah saying we need to meet now. I text her back saying I’m busy and that I’ll come see her in a couple of hours. She responds saying that’s not good enough. I text back ‘it will have to be’ and put my phone away.

“Who was that?” Britney asked.

“Some girl, my women’s studies professor partnered me up with to do homework and stuff.”

“Eww, women’s studies? I bet she’s crazy.”

A couple of the other girls around us snickered. I smiled and looked away. The last thing I needed was Britney getting jealous and snooping around Sarah. She turned to her friends to talk about an upcoming spa trip they had planned.

“Whoa check her out,” Adam said behind me.

I looked over just in time to see Sarah walking towards us. Oh crap. I hurried to cut her off before she could reach my friends. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I told you we’ve got work to do.”

“And I told you I was busy.”

“Yeah clearly.”

“Oh, excuse me for having a life outside of school.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed. “Come on you know the rules. Let’s go.”

“The rules are to do the work. Not be your slave 24/7.”

“I could make a call to professor Smith or the dean?”

“That would get me expelled and You wouldn’t do that.”

“Oh yeah why is that?”

“Because you’re a good person.”

She stopped, mulling it over, and took a deep breath. “Maybe it was short notice of me, texting you all of a sudden to come over. Can we meet up in a couple of hours still?”

“Of course,” I said.

She smiled and was about to leave when Britney came barging over. She put her arm around mine. “Hey Tate who is this?” she asked with the fakest smile I’d ever seen her wear.

“This is Sarah. My women’s studies partner.”

“Hi,” said Sarah with a wave.

Britney gave me a look and nudged me. “And this is Britney, my girlfriend.”

“I haven’t seen you around before. Are you with the Delta sorority?” Britney asked.

“Oh no, I’m not in a sorority.”

“Why?”

Sarah shrugged, “just too much school work.”

She nodded, pretending to understand. “Well, it was nice meeting you.”

“Likewise. Tate, I’ll see you later.”

“Yep,” I said.

Once Sarah was out of earshot Britney turned to me. “You cannot seriously tell me that is your study partner.”

“The professor partnered us up”

“Sure,” she said sarcastically and trudged off back to the group.

I sighed and reluctantly followed her.


Chapter Six

It took some groveling and apologizing but I managed to disentangle myself from Britney long enough to get to Sarah’s. The empty bed in her dorm room was suddenly filled with bags of clothes.

“This morning I went back to my house and grabbed a ton of my old clothes” she explained.

“I can see that. So, what do I do?”

“Well go through it and pick out what you like then I’ll turn around while you get dressed.”

“What I like?”

“Or what you’d like to see a girl wear.”

I nodded and started rifling through the bags of clothing. Everything was a little more provocative than I was expecting. Eventually, I took her advice and thought about what I’d like to see a girl wear. I ended up selecting a pair of lacy purple panties and a matching bra for the underwear. Sarah saw my choice and gave me a thumbs up. The next bag had a bunch of dresses. I pulled out a black cocktail dress and held it up. “Would this fit me?”

“That’s one of my first dresses. It will definitely fit you,” she said with excitement creeping into her voice

“Okay, so now what?”

Sarah pulled out two breast forms. “Slip these under the bra. I’ll turn around while you get dressed and then we’ll do your makeup.”

She turned around and waited while I got undressed. Man, if Britney could see me now, she’d kill me. I slid the panties up my legs. The soft material sent an electric jolt down my spine and I could feel my cock getting hard.  This was not the time for that. I pressed on with the bra which made me realize that unhooking bras was a lot of easier than putting them on.

Sarah could hear me struggling. “Is it the bra?”

“Yeah”

“Do you want some help?”

I wrestled with it some more before saying “yeah.”

Sarah came over and eyed me up and down. “You look good shaved. Those panties look cute on you.”

To my horror, I felt myself blush and looked away while she helped with the bra. Once it was secure, I reached for the breast forms but Sarah got there first. “No. let me” she said. Slowly she slipped them under my bra and secured them. “Now you’ve got your own breasts” she whispered. I looked down at my own cleavage and shivered with excitement while Sarah pretended to ignore my erection.

If I moved too suddenly, they wiggled slightly. It didn’t take much movement to make them bounce either. Sarah watched me with a bemused look on her face.

“Go ahead. Give them a squeeze” she said.

I grabbed both of them and made them bounce in my bra. They looked perfect. So round and inviting. My cock was aching in its lacy prison to be touched.

“Let’s finish up.” Said Sarah as she held out the dress for me. I pulled it on. It was tight around my hips, boobs, and ass. At first, it was concerning that something would break but I could feel the material stretch to accommodate my curvier figure.

“You’ve already got a great butt for this dress,” she said surprised.

I shrugged. “I had to do a lot of squats for football practice.”

Not wanting me to get further lost in experiencing the dress, she directed me over to a little makeup stand she had set up. I spent the next half an hour sitting perfectly still while she applied my makeup. Sarah insisted I keep my eyes closed the entire time.

When the makeup was finished, she said “no peeking” and went to grab something. She returned a moment later and felt some hair fall over my face. Sarah arranged it on my head. “You bought a wig?” I asked with my eyes still closed.

“No this is an old one of mine before I grew my hair out. Okay, you can open your eyes now.”

I did and the sight took my breath away. Sitting in front of me was a tall brunette with plump red lips. She had dark beguiling eyes and a pert little nose. The black dress outlined a luscious but fit body. Even as I took in all the little details there was one thought that kept reverberating through my mind. She’s perfect.

I said as much to Sarah who smiled and clapped her hands excitedly. “You’re even cuter than I thought you’d be. So, what do you want to be called?” She asked.

I gazed at my reflection. Sarah was right. This wasn’t Tate. This was a goddess and she deserved her own name. I thought about which girl name to pick. Quickly ruling out friends, relatives, exes. All those names felt tainted. I wanted something new. That was when it hit me.

“Call me Kate,” I said.

It sounded classy and I’d never had any sort of relationship with a Kate before. Plus, unlike Sarah, I liked the sound of a female name similar to my male one.

Sarah asked me to stand up. I told her I needed a minute. Even with the dress on, I still had a prominent erection. Despite my best efforts, there was no way to hide it. Sarah took my hand and said, “it’s okay.”

That was when she kissed me.

Her lips felt warm and inviting. I stood up and then melted into her arms. My cock pressing against her. We quickly found ourselves on the bed. Sarah took off her t-shirt and jeans. I braced myself for what I was about to see.

She was completely hairless and had soft milky white skin topped with round perky breasts. As the jeans came off, my eyes were transfixed. She had a cock. And it was bigger than mine. It sprang free from the confines of denim, hard and throbbing.

I didn’t know what to do. She was still so hot. I lay there while Sarah got on top of me and took the lead. She grinded her big hard cock against mine while we kissed. I moaned when she grabbed both of our cocks, rubbing them up and down.

“Cum for me baby,” she said.

She picked up speed. I stared down at her thick juicy cock.

“You like my cock?” She asked.

I nodded.

Sarah stopped moving. “Touch it,” she said.

I took over from her. Taking both cocks in my hands and started rubbing. “Yeah like that” she moaned. “Oh, Kate. Oh, baby don’t stop.”

I kept going and shuddered as the orgasm hit me first. My cock exploded in my dress, spurting my cum all over the bottom of it. Pre-cum was leaking out of Sarah's thick cock but she wasn’t ready to finish just yet. I kept jerking her off but she stopped me.

“No not like that,” she said.

I let go and she climbed along the bed towards my face. Her big swinging dick growing closer. “Open your mouth” she commanded.

As if on autopilot, I complied. My mouth hung wide open. She knelt near my head and lowered her cock into my mouth. Then she started bouncing and thrusting, her cock going in and out of my mouth. She was fucking my mouth. My lips sliding over her thick meaty girl dick.

“I’m close. Swallow it all baby” she moaned.

Her cock erupted, thick loads coating the back of my throat. I grabbed the base of her shaft and started sucking. Swallowing every drop.

When I finished, she took her cock out and lay down beside me. Both of us were breathing heavily. That was the most intense erotic experience of my life.  Nothing before even came close to it. I didn’t know if I was capable of talking. My head was spinning and my body tingled. I was still so aroused. Sarah spoke first. “How did it feel, having sex like a girl?” she asked me.

“Was… that part of the assignment?”

“No, professor Smith has no idea and probably wouldn’t approve of it either. I just find you really attractive as a girl. You were turned on. I was turned on. It seemed like the right thing to do. Was it?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Yes. To answer your other question the sex was awesome.”

“Good. Some people get weirded out when they see my dick.”

“I thought I would too. I was even worried about it but your dick is amazing.”

“So, it’s safe to say you enjoy being a girl then.”

I nodded enthusiastically. “It’s more exciting than I thought it would be.”

Sarah gave me a look and said “this is just the first step.”

“First step?”

“Of course. We’re going to dress you up in all kinds of sexy outfits. For now, keep shaving everything and I want you to wear panties every day.”

“Every day that’s insane my…” I stopped myself from saying my girlfriend but Sarah caught it.

“Your girlfriend? Look I’m not interested in being with Tate. Britney can have him. I just want to be with Kate. However, wearing women’s underwear is part of Tate’s punishment so he’ll need to wear them okay?”

I nodded. I would just have to find a way to work around the underwear situation when Britney wanted sex.


Chapter Seven

We fell asleep together. When I woke up, I realized there was a problem. I still looked like a girl. I nudged Sarah.

“Hey wake up. Do you have any makeup wipes or anything?”

Sarah smiled. “No, I’m out.”

I started panicking. “So, what do I do?”

“I’ve got more casual clothes you could borrow to walk home in?”

I pictured myself walking into the frat as Kate and my heart stopped.

“No way,” I said.

“Okay, then the only other option is the girl's bathroom.”

“The one that’s down the hall? The public hall that lots of people walk through?”

“That’s the one.”

I thought about it. There’s no way it could work. Even if I got down the hall as Kate, someone would see me leave the bathroom as Tate.

“What if I left the dorms as Kate, bought some makeup wipes and changed in a public bathroom somewhere far from campus.”

Sarah arched an eyebrow. “Are you ready for that?”

I sighed “I guess I have to be.”

Sarah squealed in excitement. “We could go to the mall and go shopping at the same time.”

“Well, I don’t know if I’m ready for that…”

“Nonsense, besides going out in public and shopping was part of the lesson plan professor Smith set up. Don’t you want to kill two birds with one stone?”

“I guess” I sighed.

“Alright take a look through the rest of my clothes to figure out what you want to wear. Just make sure you look hot in it.”

I gave her a look.

“What? I don’t want people thinking I’ll just date anyone. That means no sweat pants or hoodies.”

“Fine,” I said gritting my teeth.

Sarah left to go down the hall and take a shower while I went through the bags of clothes she’s left. I went and found a pair of jeans and a baggy t-shirt. While I was waiting for her to come back, I looked through more of the clothes. I wanted to find something sexy that I could wear in private again.

My conservative outfit lay on one bed and my sexy one lay next to it. For my sexy outfit, there was a pink thong, a tight pink t-shirt that would leave half my stomach bare, and a pair of jean shorts. I hiked up my dress and pulled on the jeans shorts to see if they would fit me.

They hugged my ass tightly and showed off my long smooth legs. I turned slightly to try and get a better look in the little mirror Sarah had on her nightstand.

The door behind me opened. Startled, I whirled around to see Sarah standing there in fresh clothes with her hair still wet. She eyed me up and down appraisingly and then shifted her attention to the bed. “Yeah that will do nicely,” she said.

Quickly backpedaling, I said “oh no I was just trying it on. I’m wearing this stuff to go out in” I said pointing to the baggy white t-shirt and jeans.

Sarah shook her head. “No, you’re not. I said sexy. That” she said pointing to the clothes on the bed “is not sexy.”

“But I…” She came over and shushed me. “Does Kate look hot?” she asked. I swallowed nervously and nodded. “Does Kate look hot in those jean shorts?” Again, I had to agree. “So, what do you have to worry about?”

My heart was racing. I looked away from her and said “it’s scary. I feel like I’d be so exposed.”

“Lots of women can feel that way. Especially when they dress provocatively and get unwanted attention.”

“But if they didn’t want the attention why dress like that?”

“Because they want to look good for themselves. Don’t you want to look pretty all the time?”

My cock twitched and my chest stirred. It felt right emotionally and was turning me on at the same time.

“Okay, how do we do this?”

“It’s still early so the bathroom is still pretty quiet. We’ll slip in. Then I’ll give you a waterproof bag to put your stuff in. Take a shower and then change.”

I swallowed. It sounded risky but I agreed. “Oh here, put these sandals on. You do not want to walk into that bathroom barefoot.”

I put on the sandals she gave me and stuffed the fresh clothes in a bag. Sarah went out first and I followed. I held the bag to my chest like it would protect me and kept my head down. My long dark hair fell across my vision and I had to keep readjusting it. How did girls manage with long hair all the time?

A few people walked past me. I tried to avoid eye contact. The girls ignored me completely. A couple of guys stared as I walked past but said nothing.

We reached the women’s bathroom. I couldn’t help but look up at the women’s sign on the door. Here goes nothing I thought and went inside. Sarah was right, it was quiet. All the shower stalls were empty and at the sinks were just two girls brushing their teeth. I went into one stall and got undressed. I took off my soiled dress and panties and put them to one side. Next was unhooking the bra and taking off my fake boobs and wig.

Sarah had given me a plastic bag for the dirty stuff and a clean one for things like the wig which I carefully put away. I turned on the shower and yelped as ice-cold water hit me. I turned it up and let the hot water massage my aching muscles.

After ten minutes I washed up. My face was now clean of makeup and looking very unfeminine. I slipped on the pink thong, jeans shorts and a tight pink t-shirt. I dried my hair and was about to put the wig back on when I stopped. If I’m going to dress like this, I should have breasts. Kate looks better with breasts.

I put the bra and breast inserts back on. My boobs stretched the t-shirt out even more but that was okay. I liked how it looked and how sexy it made me feel. With the wig secured, I knocked the next stall over where Sarah was waiting. There was a pause before her stall door creaked open. “The coast is clear,” she said.

I stepped out and Sarah whistled. “Damn I almost wish we had time for a quickie.”

I blushed and my body tingled with agreement. Voices outside however drew my focus.

“Just keep your head down.” She said.

I held the towel close to my face, looking down at Sarah’s feet. We made our way back to her room where she then reapplied my makeup.

When she was done. We set out for the mall. Luckily it was close to the campus but we still had to walk through the quad. Sarah insisted on it since it was such a nice sunny day. We walked together and Sarah talked about her life during high school and after. I mostly listened or asked a quiet question when no one else could hear.

As we passed through the quad, I noticed Adam and some of the guys were sitting with some girls. I turned away before they could notice me. I think one of them might have been Britney. As we kept walking, Sarah leaned close and said “she didn’t even recognize you.”

“Who?”

“Britney. She gave me the evil eye and looked at you. She didn’t know who you were.”

“That’s a relief” I murmured.

We got to the mall and Sarah insisted we buy some clothes first. We started with underwear. Sarah helped pick out all kinds of practical as she called them versus sexy underwear. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t take an interest and pick out a few items myself either.

Next, we tried on some summer dresses. Sarah walked out of the changing room wearing some novelty dress with a bunch of pandas on it. I laughed quietly.

We left those stores with bags of clothes. “Now what?” I asked. Next was makeup, I started to get nervous. I knew nothing about makeup. Sarah reassured me and told me she would handle it. She bought me a bunch of different things that were added to the huge pile of clothes.

Once we were done, she took me to the salon. We sat in chairs next to each other and got our nails done. When it was over I couldn’t stop smiling. “That was awesome,” I said when I was sure no one was around.

“I know honey, we’ll do it again sometime.”

She pulled me into another long kiss. My heart was beating out of my chest. She ended the kiss first and said “I’ve emailed you the next steps. Come see me soon” she said and walked away.

At the start of the day, I’d been terrified but now it felt good. Now that I was calm, I remembered a back door into the frat almost no one has a key for. There’s a tiny set of stairs that leads to all the floors. We kept it locked away because it was too small and dilapidated. Too many drunk frat brothers would fall when using them.

I made my way carefully to the frat and slipped in the back and up the secret stairs. I waited until the hallway was clear and snuck into my room.

There Britney sat waiting for me.


Chapter Eight

I stared at her in shock. Just utterly speechless.

Britney's eyes flashed with rage. “Who the fuck are you?” she asked.

Oh god. I didn’t know what to say. She doesn’t recognize me but she will if she hears my voice. I just stood there staring at her silently.

Britney took another step closer. “I said who are you bitch?” and she shoved me.

I had to get out of here. This is too much. Britney moved to shove me again. I dodged her and darted into the bathroom and slammed the door shut. I quickly locked the door. Britney slammed her fist against it.

“Get out here you fucking bitch!”

Britney’s yelling brought a couple of frat brothers up to investigate.

“Britney what are you yelling about?” asked Adam.

“It’s Tate, he’s got some fucking skank in there.”

An idea struck me. I got out my phone and texted Adam. “A friend just said Britney went nuclear on her. Get Britney out of there.”

Britney knocks on the door again. “Why won’t you say anything? Why couldn’t Tate?”

It sounded like Adam stepped closer to Britney. “Look you should probably go. I’ll tell Tate you stopped by but we can’t have this in the house” he said.

Britney mumbled something I couldn’t make out and she stormed out. Shouting something about good riddance. Adam turns to the other guy “always some drama going with Tate eh?” The other guy laughed.

Adam knocked on the door “uh miss you can come out now.”

I furiously texted Adam again saying she’s too freaked out she just leave her alone and I’ll come back for her now.”

I heard his phone buzz. There was a pause and then he said, “alright let’s just go. Our work here is done.”

“He just wants us to leave?”

“Yep and I’d do it too. You don’t want to get on his bad side.”

I thought back to how hard I’d worked the pledges after we’d lost badly at a game. Adam had been the one to pull back and say that we were going too far. I think he might have been right at the time.

Once I heard the bedroom door close, I gave a sigh of relief. Once I had the room to myself, I stayed in my girl clothes and thought things over. First, I’d need to text Sarah and warn her. If Britney remembers seeing us together, she might go confront Sarah. I did that but the only thing Sarah said was that she found it amusing. “Looks like living a double life is catching up to you.” She texted back.

I had no response to that. The second thing was checking older messages Sarah had sent. There were a bunch of makeup tutorials. I wasn’t going to go through all the hiding like last time. I’d come up with a solid plan so that no one would catch me like last time.

I put all my girl clothes away in my lower drawers and then checked myself out in the mirror. Damn, she’s right I really do make a hot girl. I snapped a couple of pictures of myself before I washed up and turned myself back into Tate.


Chapter Nine

Some time has passed. I’ve barely seen Britney since that night in my room. I tried to apologize to her once when I found her on campus but she wouldn’t listen. Ultimately It felt like the right move to break up and avoid each other.

Sarah and I continued to see each other when I was Kate. She even helped me with my homework. Professor Smith didn’t speak to me much after that first class but Sarah said that she sent her updates on how I was doing. Mentally I felt fine and was enjoying my time as Kate. In fact, I found myself coming up with excuses to spend more time as Kate by inviting Sarah out to do things.

Physically was a different story. I’d stopped weight lifting and taking steroids entirely but it was having unforeseen side effects. My muscles had diminished a lot and I’d gained a little bit of weight that went straight to my ass and softened pecs. My hips had gotten a little wider too. I couldn’t complain though, Sarah said that my body turned her on. Plus, I was filling out all my girl clothes in just the right way that I didn’t question it.

My makeup skills were coming along nicely too. I didn’t need Sarah to transform into Kate anymore. When I reached that milestone Sarah said that she was proud and complimented me on my look.

I was sitting in my room as Kate when I got a message from Sarah. “Hey wanna meet. Gotta ask you something.”

I responded back saying “sure.” And she texted me the address. Her next and last message was “bring Kate” I rolled my eyes obviously I was going as Kate. It was another beautiful day and I liked the attention I got as Kate.

I got dressed up, did my makeup, and put on my wig. Taking the service stairs, I managed to slip out of the frat house without anyone seeing. I had gotten good at waiting for the right moment and if anyone saw me, they just assumed I was another girl Tate was hooking up with.

The address Sarah gave me wasn’t one we’d been to before. It was far away from campus in the suburbs so I had to take an Uber. As we turned onto the correct street, I passed a series of large houses with well-manicured lawns. Sarah was stood outside on the sidewalk near one of them. I paid the driver and got out not knowing what to expect.

“So,” I asked in my regular voice. She gave me a look. I sighed and asked “so?” in a more feminine voice. We’d started practicing it last week and now Sarah wanted me to sound like a girl whenever I was Kate. She smiled when I did it. “You’re sounding better,” she said and came over to hug me. Her perfume wafted over me and I felt warm in her embrace. We’d gotten more physical lately too not just with sex but little touches, hugs, and hand-holding.

“I just forget a lot. It’s hard to concentrate on something like that.”

“I had the same issue before. It’ll get easier with practice.”

“So what are we doing here? Is this your parent's place?” I asked.

Sarah shook her head and took my hand. “Come on,” she said. I followed her up the steps, trying not to feel nervous.

She rang the doorbell and we waited. “You’re going to be fine. I’m right here beside you.”

“Fine with what?” I asked as the door opened.

There standing in the doorway was Amber. I stared open-mouthed in shock.

Amber returned my stare before she understood and then she laughed. “I can’t believe you actually pulled it off.”

“You knew about this?” I asked.

She nodded. “Professor Smith told me her idea. I said that I didn’t think it would work but you proved me wrong.” She moved out of the doorway and around me to get a better look. “Wow I mean when I heard you were going through with it, I thought I was just going to see Tate Smith in a dress. But this is something else.”

I squirmed under her gaze as she examined me.

Sarah squeezed my hand for confidence. I turned to her “why am I here?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” asked Amber.

Suddenly I remembered that I had never apologized to her. All the craziness with new classes, Kate and my relationship with Sarah and I had completely forgotten the reason this had all started in the first place.

“I’m sorry for the horrible things I said to you at the party. It was wrong” I said.

Amber gasped. “Oh my god, he’s even got a voice too. I wonder if these boobs are real”

She reached out to grab one. Sarah’s hand shot out and slapped it away. “She said she was sorry. Now accept her apology.”

“You can’t talk to me like that. I’m the victim. Do you want me to call the dean or professor Smith?”

“Go ahead. We can all sit down and talk about you just tried to sexually assault my girlfriend here.”

“Assault? What I would never. Whatever just get off my porch.”

“I don’t want to hear from you again. You got your apology now I expect you to let this go.”

Sarah stared hard at her. Amber broke first and nodded.

As we stepped down the street I felt like bursting. “That was amazing,” I said.

“No one gets to treat my girl like that,” she said.

My heart melted when she said ‘my girl’. “I was thinking.”

“Uh oh, never a good sign”

“Shut up. What I wanted to say is that there’s a dance coming up next week. Will you go with me?”

“I’d love to. But are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“We’re together. I’m not going to hide who I am anymore. Now come on. I wanted to hit the mall before it closes. We’ve got some dresses to try on.”

“Really? You don’t want to make it a surprise for the dance.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “It’s not a wedding,” I said.

We got in another taxi and sped off to find two perfect dresses.


Chapter Ten

Dance night is here. I’m so excited.

I spent all day getting ready in my room. From my long flowing hair to my makeup, to the tight red dress that perfectly shows off my legs. I also got these cute black pumps with straps that Sarah hasn’t seen yet that I can’t wait to show off to her.

Sarah texted me to say she was here. I took a deep breath. Here we go.

I left my room and started walking down the main stairs instead of the service ones. Adam was coming up the other way.

He saw me and flashed me a smile and said “hey and who are you here to see?”

“Nobody, my dates waiting outside,” I said walking past him.

Something must have clicked because he called out behind me “Tate?”

I looked over my shoulder, smiled, and said “not tonight” and kept walking.

Sarah was outside. Her long blonde hair tied up. She wore a tight black dress that left her back exposed. She shivered as the cold wind picked up.

“Hey,” I said.

She turned and whistled when she saw me. “I guess I’m the luckiest girl on campus,” she said.

“No way. I’m definitely the luckiest girl on campus.”

“Nice shoes by the way.”

“Thanks. I can’t promise I’ll dance well in them.”

“Maybe we should stick to slow dances.”

We walked across campus together and reached the hall where the music boomed outside. We went inside. I had a drink and then took to the stage. We danced to several songs before taking a break. That was when Professor Smith appeared.

“Enjoying the dance?” she asked Sarah.

She nodded and said, “this is my girlfriend Kate.”

Professor Smith’s eyes sparkled with recognition. “It’s nice to meet you. Well if you see Tate tell him he’s passed, my class. What he does from here on out is up to him.” She said and left.

“See that wasn’t so bad,” said Sarah.

“I guess not.”

We got up to dance again when coach stevens appeared. I couldn’t help but notice he glanced down at my breasts before looking away nervously. “Um hey, look can we talk for a second?”

“Sure”

The two of us moved somewhere quieter. “Look I heard that you apologized to the girl and you got an A in that class. I mean it’s over now right. You can come back and start training for football again. I mean no offense son but you're looking a little too skinny right now and I know the boys miss seeing you in the gym. So how about you take all that nonsense off and I get my star player back ready for next season.”

He was right. It was over. No more women’s studies classes. No more fear of expulsion hanging over my head. I could go back to just being Tate. The star on the football field and on campus. The one everyone wanted to be around.

I looked back over to see Sarah. But it was also an empty life. I’ve had more fulfillment and excitement from one day as Kate than I had my whole life being Tate.

“I’m sorry but that part of my life is over,” I said turning to walk away.

“Tate! Get back here. We’re not finished. You can’t just walk away from this.”

“I’m not walking away. I’m walking towards something. Something more important. Oh, and by the way, my name is Kate now” I said before walking back to meet Sarah.

“Hey are you okay?” she asked.

I smiled, “Now that I’m with you.”

“Your coach looks mad”

“Well, he’ll get over it, besides he’s not my coach anymore.”

“Really? Does that mean?”

“I’ve decided to make some changes. I realized that football isn’t for me anymore.”

“Oh god I’m so happy”

“and I’m so happy I met you,” I said putting my arms around her for the slow dance.


Chapter Eleven

We stumbled back to Sarah’s dorm room because it was closer than my place.

“Back to where it all started,” I said.

“Well, technically it started in professor Smith’s classroom.”

“Well, technically that classroom doesn’t have a bed in it.”

“Point taken,” She said and kissed me. When she pulled away, she slipped out of her dress and moved back towards me but I held up my hand. “Let’s push the beds together first,” I said.

“Hey, good idea.”

I grabbed the side of the empty bed and pulled it toward the center of the room. It was heavier than I thought it would be and my arms shook. I looked over to see Sarah was dragging hers across with ease. I must have looked surprised because Sarah said “don’t feel bad about losing your muscles.”

“I don’t. It just still surprises me.”

She came over and ran her hands slowly down my hips. “Hmm but you’re growing in other areas,” she said.

I took off my shoes and she helped me unzip my dress. We continued to kiss in our underwear as we made our way to the bed. Our hard cocks trapped in panties as our bodies pressed together.

“I want to try something different,” she said and reached over to the nightstand drawer to pull out a bottle of lube. “Do you trust me?” she asked.

“Always.”

“This is going to feel amazing.”

She pulled her panties to one side, releasing her thick veiny cock that was already rock hard. I knew what she wanted but I wanted her to direct me. She had me turn around on my hands and knees.

This is my first time doing anything like this. Before whenever we had sex, We’d rub our cocks together or I would give her a blow job. Now she was about to fuck me like a girl.

Her hands squeezed my ass playfully. “Don’t worry I know you’re a virgin. I’ll be gentle for your first time.”

A couple of her fingers slipped in first to get me ready. It actually felt kind of nice. As she explored deeper, she reached my prostate which made my cock twitch. “There. Now I think you’re ready for the real thing” she said taking her fingers out.

Kneeling on the bed, I closed my eyes. Sarah was big. Big enough that I was nervous to do this. But also excited enough not to stop her.

The tip of her thick cock pressed against my hole. There was some resistance which she gently pushed past and suddenly I stretched wide enough to take her. Sarah didn’t go all the way in at first. She started by teasing me with just the tip slipping in and out.

My belly tingled with nervous arousal and I ached for more of her. With no prompting, I thrust my girly ass back so that her cock would go deeper inside me.

“Mhhm good girl” she murmured.

I pushed myself back and forth on her dick. My little cock and small starter boobies bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts.

Once I started to get tired she took over and said “my turn.”

She pushed me down onto the bed and grabbed my hips. She started thrusting, harder, deeper, faster into me. Drilling my feminine ass. I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. My eyes clenched shut and a wide smile on my face as I let her fuck me into bliss.

She moaned and I felt her throbbing cock shoot its load inside me, filling me up. The pleasure in me rose in waves, crashing higher and higher until it hit a breaking point. The orgasm hit me like a truck. Wave after wave of pleasure covering my tense shaking body.

When I finally stopped cumming, Sarah was there. Her sweet soft body wrapping itself around mine. All I could think about was that I can’t wait to do this tomorrow and every day after that.

The End
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Stripped Bare: A Gender Swap Romance

Forced to pose as a woman. Alex becomes Lexi!


Alex has run out of options. Fired from his last job and struggling to find a new one, he relies on his roommate Sarah to cover the bills. But when an emergency calls her away, he's forced to find his own solution.

Suddenly a lifeline appears when he finds an advertisement offering free supplies at the local shelter, no questions asked. There's just one problem. They only accept women.

With a closet full of his roommate’s clothes and some desperation, Alex sets out to transform himself into a woman. But he has no idea the effect it will have on himself and others. As Alex, he was invisible. But Lexi seems to be the center of attention with no shortage of handsome men offering her help.

This journey leads him on an adventure that causes him to question everything he thought he knew about his identity and sexuality.
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Captured in Lace: A Transgender Erotic Romance

When Alice Moore, the hottest girl on campus, asks her nerdy friend Jay to model for her he jumps at the chance. To him, it was just supposed to be a few simple shots for a photography class she's taking and this was his big moment to get close to her. But when he gets there he's told to get into costume and makeup. Jay goes along with it but starts having major doubts as the costumes get more and more feminine until Alice has him model as a woman.
With her makeup skills, she transforms a dull average looking man into a sexy blonde goddess that she calls Jessica. Being a girl awakens emotions inside him that he didn't even know existed. More turned on than ever before, he dives deeper into his transformation into a woman.


Over time, Alice pays less attention to Jay and more to Jessica. As Jay he was invisible but as a woman, he draws stares and attention wherever he goes. Jay may not have much luck going out with Alice but as Jessica, he just might. 
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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.
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