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The last two weeks have been an amazing whirlwind. From researching and shopping on the Internet to dressing as Alexandra, I’ve embraced all things feminine.

It’s past dinner time on a Friday night, and I’m at Jack’s place, where I spend quite a portion of my time. My lover is out somewhere, and I have the apartment all to myself. However, instead of studying as I should be, I’m once again working to enhance my girly traits—and at this moment, that means practicing a confident, sexy walk.

I’ve shut the curtains and blinds to stop any prying denizens of the dark from seeing into the brightly lit living room and pushed the coffee table and furniture back to allow space for me to strut my stuff.

To get in the mood, I’m wearing a white camisole that’s reinforced around the breast area, less than a bra, but enough to hide the outline of the naughty parts up there, and a gray wrap-around skirt covering my pelvis. The high hemline of the outfit shows off my legs, while the stretchiness enhances the curves of my slender body.

From the women’s shoes scattered over the floor, I slip on the pair with the highest heels and stride across the living room.

The walk—if one can call it that—is more of a wobble that teeters on overextended arches and painful toes. Even though Alexandra has a woman’s intuition and confidence, she’s relying on Alex’s complete lack of athletic ability for higher coordination activities like this.

I pause, imagining I’m one of the models on the runway with their perfect figures and long legs, strolling in front of appreciative guests. These women are so smooth, whereas I’m so awkward. I take in the details of their hips swaying, the grace of their steps, and the elegance of their postures.

When I try again, I say to myself, “Heel-toe heel-toe,” watching each step closely. Nothing disastrous happens, so I raise my gaze and continue, looking straight ahead. Without the view of my feet, things worsen, and I stumble when my heel catches in the plush carpet.

Disappointed, I pull off the shoes and curl my toes, taking stock of what I need to do. Today’s been a day of improvement, but any progress I make on the feminine path never seems enough. Jack Meriwether is desirable, and a lot of women are vying for his attention.

I’ve come so far since the maid auction, but if I don’t become more and more desirable, some hottie will steal my place.

Even though…

I glance around the apartment, remembering the ecstasy I’ve given him.

Not a single place is virgin territory anymore. We’ve done it in every room and on every piece of furniture. Over the bathroom sink, on the kitchen counter, leaning against the refrigerator, and even a midnight soirée on the balcony.

When we’re together, which is much of the time I’m not in class, we have sex at least three times a day. On more than a few occasions, I’ve gotten him off twice in the morning and twice at night. Even if he’s getting weary from all the sexual activity, I’m hoping to top four orgasms for him within a twenty-four-hour period. Five would be a record that Jack would have lots of trouble beating with anyone but me.

I run my hands down my toned body. Doing it is quite the workout, especially in all the positions we’ve tried, and I’m in the best shape of my life. My legs are well-exercised with my thighs and groin super taut, and my bottom is nice, round, and firm.

Not everything is from that stuff either. I’ve taken to doing sit-ups to tighten my abs and yoga to increase my flexibility—both helping with my girly figure and performance in bed.

I’ve never felt anything except ugly as Alex, but as Alexandra, I’ve never looked better or had more energy—not just in body, but also in mind.

However…

I purse my lips, unhappy, wondering where this all is heading.

Jack’s taken to buying Alexandra presents, so my finances, although tight, are secure. And my social life, which was non-existent, is wonderful.

But how does this all end?

My books sit on the desk in the study, where I should be pouring over them, but I’m not in the mood. Instead, I grab the remote and flick on the TV, looking for something to occupy the time until Jack returns.

Never one to watch too much as Alex, I’m not too different as Alexandra. I flip past news programs, old sitcoms, and sporting events, bored by everything. After I reach the audio-only channels, a popular song comes on from a pop station, and I pause, intrigued by the melody.

As Alex, I’ve barely gone to any parties, and when I have, I’ve shied from dancing because I didn’t want to give my bullies any more fodder to make fun of me—not that anyone would ask me to dance either.

But now, as Alexandra, the music carries a different, more inviting vibe.

I toss the remote on the couch and shut my eyes. In the blackness, I clear my thoughts until there’s just me floating in a sea of music.

My instincts take over, and my body meshes with the thumps and taps of the percussion, the chords of the melody, and the pulses of the bass. My hips and ass begin to sway while my feet shift of their own accord.

With my mind blank to everything but the sexy beat, I bring my arms up, raising my hands high while gently twisting my waist.

The notes seep into my soul, and to my surprise, every muscle I have works in concert as if the music is making love to me.

When the song flows into another one, I lose myself in the sensual motions, and the minutes pass⁠—

“Wow,” Jack says, “I didn’t know you could dance.”

An embarrassed flush creeps into my face as I turn toward the doorway and blurt, “Oh, I don’t. I mean…” Words fail me, and I pause, struggling to express what I feel without referring to my male side. “I just got carried away. When I’m like this”—I gesture with my hands up and down my outfit—“the more intuitive stuff comes easier. Sorry, it must have looked awfully stupid.”

He shuts the door. “No, you looked awesome. Sexy and totally hot, I mean, hotter than usual. You’re a natural at moving to a rhythm.”

I shake my head. “That has to be something you say to all the girls.”

“No, I told you already, I’m tactful and a politician, but if I didn’t love what I just saw, I wouldn’t mention it.”

A new tune comes on, and believing him, I let the music flow through me once again. “Come on,” I say, sinking into the beat, “join me.”

With a smile, he steps over and tries to match my movements.

He’s somewhat stiff, but fortunately, the song slows and he brings me into his arms. I interlock my hands behind his back, and we move in slow circles, enjoying the heat from the close contact.

His crotch, already hard, brushes against my hip.

With a smile, I raise my head, and he draws me into a kiss. After a few seconds, I open my lips and his tongue slips into my mouth. While our breaths shorten, I bring a hand around and caress the bulge in his pants.

He releases a moan past the swirling of our tongues.

I give a final slurpy kiss then drop to my knees. With urgent motions, I unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants. Saliva wets my mouth as I yank everything down, hungering for a taste of him.

A beautiful erection pops out, pointing at my face, the tip shiny with pre-cum.

I oblige my slutty desires and lick him clean. Then I pull the head in past my lips. I’ve gotten a lot of practice doing this over the past weeks, and soon, I’m bobbing over his length to get him nice and slick while pulling in my cheeks and applying pressure to get him even more excited.

Everything’s perfect, except that I still can’t get the whole shaft inside me.

I shove my head as far forward as possible. When my gag reflex kicks in, I pull back before renewing the effort. This time, I push my tongue out to allow his tip greater access and impale myself down his length once more.

When a minute passes and things don’t go any further than before, I retreat to grab some air.

After gathering my breath, I give it another go. Even though my eyes tear up, I have to stop again without getting any better result. Resigned to do better, I make a note to research how to get over this final barrier when I’m on the Internet again.

However, in the here and now, I need to pleasure all of him. I wrap my fingers around his cock, just past my lips, creating a warm sleeve to take care of those extra two inches.

As I pump my extended opening over his entirety, Jack releases a loud moan that sounds like a supplication to some god of sex.

Although this is Plan “B,” I smile inwardly, thrilled to be pleasing him to such heights.

He can’t hold back, and soon, I’m rewarded with warm spurts splashing down my tongue.

After I swallow the load, I keep my lips tight over him and pump around his base with my circled fingers, milking every last drop.

When there’s nothing left, I stay in place and begin again.

In a minute, he’s as hard as before.

“We just did it twice this morning,” he protests in a feeble tone.

I pull off him, tugging over his shaft. “That was this morning. You’ve had the whole day to recover.”

“You’re insatiable,” he says, shaking his head, before adding, “in a good way.”

I stroke a couple more times to raise his excitement and then lead him into the bedroom. When we get to the bed, I help him out of his clothes. During sex, even though I keep my girly stuff on to hide my masculine bits, I prefer him completely naked. The feel and heat of his bare skin are just too intoxicating.

“Lie down,” I say. “I want to try something new.”

“Another position?”

“You’ll like it, I promise.”

He returns a wry smile, either excited to plunder fresh territory or visualizing something we’ve tried—like the downstroke which didn’t work so well.

But he doesn’t offer any formal objection and, instead, scoots onto the mattress and lies flat with his head on the pillow.

I walk to the nightstand and grab the lube. I’m going to try the reverse crab, which is similar to the woman-on-top position, only backward and more gymnastic.

The mattress springs squeak as I crawl onto the bed and join him. I squeeze a generous portion onto his cock, and he shivers from the coldness. I giggle as I grip him and slide the slippery substance up and down his shaft and over the tip. After he’s nice and slick and hard, I toss the bottle into the drawer and face away from him, squatting over his pelvis. Then I reach down and bring his cock up.

When the tip contacts my anus, I wriggle, so he gains purchase, and lower myself. Since I’ve been getting pounded regularly and he’s slippery with lube, he glides right in. To get this right, he needs to be completely inside me, and I dip my pelvis until I feel the touch of his skin against my bottom.

With the easy part done, I lean back, planting my hands on each side of him, and walk my arms back up his body. Now in a crablike posture—hence the name reverse crab—I bounce up and down, enjoying the sliding of his shaft inside my passage. Admittedly, this is more of a porn type of position, meant for better camera angles of private parts than the pleasure of the participants.

However, I rationalize this is something we haven’t tried yet, so any discomfort or silliness is worth the effort.

After a minute, he responds by pushing up to meet each of my down motions.

Unfortunately, as he moans with enjoyment, my arms tire. Propping myself up is different from what I’m used to and exhausting. While I think I can get him to orgasm like this, my hands tremble and I pause, resting on him to regain strength. Although I’m in shape, this unusual position is more work than I thought it would be.

He wraps his hands over my chest and fondles my boobs, pinching my nipples through the reinforced material of the camisole. Even though I still think I need more there, he happily squeezes away.

My second wind is slow to arrive, and rather than waiting, I bring us into more familiar territory.

His hands drop away as I lean up. Even though I try to keep him inside me, he falls out when I swivel to face him and sink to my knees. Now in the normal riding position, I bring his cock up and push back, slipping him past my well-lubed opening once again. Then I put my hands on his amazing pecs to steady myself and move my bottom to slide him up and down my passage.

While he grins with pleasure, I give in to his fetish for my flat chest and pull the camisole up, bringing it over my now sweaty boobs. As he watches, I play with myself, squeezing the barely there mounds and kneading the flesh between my fingers. I let out a sexy moan for his benefit as I tweak my nipples.

Then, seeing desire flare in his eyes, I bend forward, putting my hands on either side of him for balance. He welcomes the new posture by leaning up and lapping at my chest before moving on to sucking on my nipples.

I flex my thighs and pound him like there’s no tomorrow.

Even though this is his fourth time today, he gets lost in the act and his cock stiffens.

I shove down and meet his upward thrust, clenching my bottom to get him off.

He obliges, and spurts of his seed flood into me. After his body gives a final shiver, I collapse on him, spent but satisfied—at least for the moment.


Two
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Two hours later, I lay cuddled in bed with Jack, wearing a set of skimpy lingerie that he purchased for me.

While I’ve managed to hit the books for a few minutes, the time I’m spending as Alexandra is taking a toll on my grades. I’m getting B’s at this point, which is nowhere near good enough to achieve the career and life I want after graduation.

Jack stirs, and I trail a finger over his bare chest.

“You can’t want more,” he mumbles, half-asleep.

That brings a smile to my face. “Always,” I reply. A thought interrupts my slutty desires, and I say, “I was wondering…”

When I pause, trying to find a good way to phrase the notion, he pokes his head up. “What?”

“It’s… It’s just a silly question.”

“A question is only silly if you don’t ask,” he says, grinning.

“Well, we’ve been spending a lot of time here, and I was thinking we could spend some time outside together?”

When he doesn’t respond, I add, “I mean, I’ve been in front of people like this before⁠—”

He raises an eyebrow, and I give a playful slap to his chest. “What I mean is I’ve gone outside like this—but not dressed in lingerie.”

“I was worried you were doing something weird when I wasn’t around,” he says with a chuckle. He runs a finger along the top of my bra, saying, “I bet you’d have a bunch of interested guys if they saw you in this outfit.”

Even though I do look delectable, I won’t be thrown off the trail so easily. “Can’t we go out—like maybe on a date?”

He sighs as a harbinger of bad news.

“Forget I asked,” I say, frowning.

“Us doing something like that would attract attention,” he says seriously. “Then instead of you being a girl walking around campus that people wonder about, they’ll come straight to me to get the information. That’ll lead to a lot of questions I don’t think we’re ready to answer.”

“Can’t you just make up a story?”

“I’m tactful, but I’m not going to outright lie about anything.”

“Then you’re going to be a lousy politician,” I reply, struggling to hide the bitterness from my voice.

“Probably.”

A silence falls between us until I ask softly, “Where do you think this is heading?”

“What? Us?”

I nod.

“What we have now is great.”

While Alex might take the hint to stop, Alexandra says, “What about after what we have now?”

“I don’t know the answer to that.”

There’s a truth underlying his tone that I don’t like.

He leans up. “Where would you like to go with all this?”

I give him a peck on the lips. “What we have now, I love, but I want more.”

“In time.”

Even though the reply is simple, the heavy touch of a politician is all over it. The reality is: I’m ready to take the next step, but he isn’t—if, I’m starting to worry, he ever will be.

As if sensing my disappointment, he guides my hand to his crotch, wanting me to get him ready for another bout—a record fifth orgasm for him in a day, so he can make up for things.

Suddenly not in the mood, I tug on his shaft a couple of times and then close my eyes, happy to enter the blackness of sleep.
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The next morning, Jack stares through the peephole, checking the outside walkway to make sure the coast is clear.

“Are you positive you want to do this?” he asks, afraid I’ll be associated with his place.

I’m still dressed as Alexandra, and generally, I’d hang out here until nightfall before leaving because I’m not sure my female appearance and mannerisms could pass in broad daylight. However, because of the conversation last night, Alexandra wants to take the next step because she’s ready to expand her range as a woman, even if he’s not ready to be part of it.

“This is risky,” he says.

I step close and pull my arms around him. “If you make it worth my while, I can stay a little longer.”

He shakes his head, saying, “I don’t think I can.”

Even though the answer isn’t surprising, I lean back and send a pouty look. At sunrise, I woke him up with a nice blowjob and then, afterward, I kept sucking him off until he got hard again. Then I let him take me in a prone position—me lying on my stomach with my legs together and ankles crossed. His cock was super snug in my ass, and I felt every pulse and quiver it made—especially the hot spurts filling me with his cum. Things were so tight down there that the gooey fluid instantly leaked past my clenched anus and dripped down my balls.

And then he collapsed on me.

I shiver, remembering being wrapped in his strong arms with his bare chest resting on my sweaty back. The helplessness of being under him was such a turn-on—a contrast between my girlishness and his masculinity. I reach down and fondle his crotch. “Are you sure?”

He pulls away. “Maybe, later. I’ve got a meeting in an hour, and there isn’t enough time to do it again and get cleaned up.”

With slow shakes of my head, I sigh with heavy disappointment.

“Later on tonight,” he adds, “I promise, we can try whatever new position you want.”

“Now is still better.”

“Tonight.”

Even though he’s not budging, I give him a hungry stare just to cement his guilt.

He steps to the counter and pats the new ultra-realistic platinum blonde wig he purchased for me. “I’m excited to see this on you. You’ll be just like Marilyn Monroe.”

I snort. As if I could be anywhere near the most iconic woman of the 50s. I point at the lengthy strands. “She never let her hair grow this long.”

“Her loss,” he replies with a shrug. “I think she’d be jealous of how you’re going to look.”

I step over and give him a light smack on the arm, picturing her lusciously curved figure.

“No, I mean it!” he protests.

Satisfied he’s not in jest, I say, tracing my finger down the wig, “We’re trying something exotic tonight, and I’ll wear this, so you can fantasize you’re having sex with her.”

“I only think of you when we do it,” he says, frowning. “I told you, you’re my fantasy.”

There’s sincerity in his voice and expression, and I plant a peck on his lips as a thank you.

While I grab my knapsack, which holds all of my Alex stuff along with a few books, Jack opens the front door just enough to peer outside. After checking both ways, he announces, “All clear.”

Quickly, I slip out of the apartment and into the bright morning sunshine, nervous and excited to reach the next level of my evolution.
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With the knapsack slung over my shoulder, I head across campus in a nice blouse and loose skirt, looking like a regular student. Although the sunlight feels great on my face, a skittishness underlies my demeanor. So far, I’ve only been in public as Alexandra under the shroud of night, with only partygoers evaluating my looks through alcohol-fueled goggles.

Thankfully, this is Saturday, so the campus is just beginning to stir. Only a smattering of people are about, too busy heading toward wherever they’re going to notice me.

When I pause at a stoplight, two guys across the street check me out. For a moment, I freeze, worried about their judgment. When the walk light comes on, I head across, nervous, until I sense their glances are coming from approval and not curiosity.

Things get better from there with more fine male specimens turning their heads as I pass.

Since only the sober are wandering around this early, nobody has the drunken courage to start a conversation—something that suits me just fine. While I enjoy flirting, I’m not excited at the moment to deal with bad pickup lines from would-be suitors.

I’ve got my lover already. My bottom twitches at the thought of getting Jack off again, and I suppress a giggle. His cum is still inside me from the start-the-day love-making. The dampness down there sends a giddy shiver through me, and I put a sexy bounce into my strides.

Emboldened, I turn and stride down Greek Row instead of taking the back way to my dorm, ready to parade past the hunks residing in the three-story frat houses.

Sadly, my first steps down the sidewalk are underwhelming. This is usually a party area in the wee hours, but now everything is deserted, no doubt due to the after-effects of a booze-filled Friday night.

As I reach the end of the street, a front door swings open with a thunk, and Brenton Adams pops out of his fraternity, carrying a box with his oversized arms.

My muscles tense, but I resist the urge to bolt. This person is a bully from my childhood. He did a lot of stuff to make my life miserable—physical beatings, getting everyone to pick on me, interfering with my tests to ruin my college applications. And after all that, the only explanation he ever gave me for the abuse was that he liked to hurt things.

Now, he’s here with me in college.

My steps slow as I try to stay hidden in plain sight from him.

One of my furtive glances in his direction catches his eye, and he gives a broad smile.

To my surprise, as I prepare to sprint to safety, he waves hello. His gaze is lustful—something I’ve seen enough from Jack when he gets horny—and my fears give way, only to return doubled a moment later.

The only time Alexandra met Brenton was at night during a lawn party, and he tried to hit on her when she walked past on this very street. But that was in dim lighting and he was drunk. Now, I’m not so confident I can pull off a conversation in the light of day with him completely sober—especially if he hits on me again.

As he walks in my direction, Alexandra’s confidence shoves aside Alex’s fears. I look straight ahead, as if I were only checking out the houses, and keep a steady pace.

He marches after me, calling my name like the boorish oaf he is, but I get to the cover of a hedgerow and double back, pausing behind the thickest bush.

Brenton’s lumbering steps arrive a few moments later, and he thuds past with the material in his box rattling away. He’s obviously headed somewhere to do a project and took a detour to look for his dream girl.

The thought should boost my confidence even more, but I’ve got nothing but revulsion for him.

After I count to a hundred, I resume a leisurely pace down the side path, keeping a careful watch.

Soon, my four-story dorm appears in view. Since I don’t dare cross the lobby as Alexandra in broad daylight—something that would garner too many stares at the pretty girl—I detour down the service alley and head toward the dumpster entrance. While not necessarily safe at night, now, the only issues are the rancid smells of rotting leftovers. It’s not an attractive way to enter the dorm, but sometimes the situation overrules the niceties of life.

Holding my breath from the festering odors, I slip through a crack in the double metal doors and pick my way up a loading dock, squeezing around rusted blue dumpsters filled with refuse from the cafeteria.

Since I’m trying not to touch anything, my movements are slow and I succumb to my starving lungs and suck a breath in through my mouth. The air is every bit as foul as I feared, and with a frown, I rush down the walkway and push open the access door.

The service corridor is empty, with the kitchen staff busy making last minute preparations for lunch. Amazingly, Alex—courtesy of his overly cautious mind—picked this perfect time to arrive.

Happy with my male half’s nauseating attention to detail, I step from the garbage dump and do a quick check to see if anything is on my outfit. Thankfully, I’m clean, and I hustle past the noisy kitchen and make it to the dingy bathroom I use for fast changes with nobody the wiser.

After I shut the door, I turn on the light. While the old bulb flickers on, I start my change. I’m used to the routine, and in no time, my makeup is wiped off and I’ve switched back to my Alex outfit.

After I pack away my Alexandra things into my knapsack, I check my appearance in the cracked mirror.

There’s no vestige of femininity, and my reflection chimes in with its opinion. “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

Even though my shoulders slump from the taunts, I grin at the success of my first walkabout in daylight.

And it’s only one step. My mind is already coming up with plans for more daring excursions.

But that has to wait.

I need to do my Alex duties, which include studying and going to class. With a sigh at the mundane life he leads, I shoulder my knapsack and leave the bathroom.

When I reach the lobby, students flow past, some heading down for food, others going out for the day, and still others returning in rumpled clothing from overnight romps. No one pays me any attention as usual, and I walk with anonymity into the stairwell.

Feeling more like Alex, I trudge up the stairs until I reach the top and enter my floor. It’s an anti-climactic finish for the morning’s daring adventure.

When I’m halfway to my room, the elevator pings from the opposite end of the hallway, and my heart freezes as Brenton Adams steps out with his box.

In the midst of my worst nightmare, my muddled mind desperately tries to figure out how this happened.

Did he see through my disguise? And then follow me here?

A flight response takes hold, but there’s nowhere to run. I could bolt back to the staircase, but he’s an athlete and would catch me.

His eyes light up as he turns in my direction—like some predator finding a scrumptious meal completely by accident.

I pull out my key and run to my room.

Brenton slowly walks toward me as I open the door with shaky hands and dash inside. Then I can’t slam the door and lock myself in fast enough.

As I gather my breath and try to calm myself, a knock comes.

“Hi, Gnome,” my childhood tormentor says. “I’m glad I know where you live now.”

While my stomach sinks from terror, I figure out he’s here by coincidence because he’s doing his project with someone on my floor.

Even though he hasn’t recognized Alexandra as me, this is just as bad—if not worse.

“Gnome? Are you in there?”

My response catches in my throat. I hate being cowardly Alex so much.

More raps come, each tap striking a chord of fear in my psyche. My legs wobble, and an urgent need to pee consumes me.

“Not answering? Well, I’m leaving now, but I’ll be back and you can’t hide in there forever.”

His footsteps recede down the hallway, but fear stays gripped around my heart.

He could have left, but also, he could have faked it and is waiting outside my door.

What am I going to do?

A minute passes before my harried thoughts come up with a plan, and I pull out my cellphone. Brenton never gets caught in the act, so having someone rescue me from my room is the only solution.

I text my friend Callie.

Want to grab some lunch?




Her response comes instantly.

Wow, I’m shocked at the invite. Usually, it’s me pestering you.




I roll my eyes, not needing any witty banter.

So, are you in?




It’s early, but sure!




More than a little embarrassed, I reply with:

Can you come up and get me, so we can walk down together?




If she finds the request weird, she doesn’t mention it and just sends a smiley emoji as an answer.

While I wait for my white knight to arrive, a single idea pings around my head: I need to get back to being Alexandra.
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To the bruising of my male ego, Callie saves me from my bully-imposed prison five minutes later. I keep my eyes peeled for Brenton on the way down to lunch, but of course, he’s nowhere to be found. He’s inside someone’s room, doing his project, but is sure to return to torment me in the near future.

After we get our meals and grab seats near the back of the cafeteria, I frown at my new reality of having to keep my door closed and locked at all times. And worse, of having to peek into the hallway before going to class or even heading to the bathroom or shower.

Not that Brenton would spend that much effort to ruin my life. But he can choose the time and place to strike as the aggressor, whereas I need to be on constant alert as the prey.

I’ve often wondered where my journey would end if I follow the path of Alexandra. But perhaps I should consider where Alex is heading. He’s on the safe track—study hard, get a good job, and make a secure income to start a family. The added value comes from the fantasy that this hard work will lead to having a model type of girlfriend or wife and gaining respect through her.

I sigh, hating where that‘s going.

Callie wags a fork in my face. “Hey, I thought you wanted to get lunch to chat about stuff, not stare off into space daydreaming and sighing about who knows what.”

Under her annoyed gaze, I swallow my bitterness at life. “Sorry, I was just worrying about something.”

Her expression softens, and she says, “Is everything okay?”

While I could switch the subject with a quick lie, I reply, “I was thinking of how I got bullied when I was growing up.”

“That’s a dark train of thought,” she replies, concerned. “What brought this on?”

“Nothing,” I blurt, waving my hand dismissively. “I was only wondering how other people handled stuff like that when they were young.”

“All different ways, and probably not as well as they should have. Kids are insecure and always on the lookout for anyone to feel superior to.”

“You got bullied?”

“Some catty girls tried, but I ignored them—I’m an actor and I’m pretty good at creating my own fantasy worlds.”

“Did that work?”

“Eventually, they found other people to bother,” she says, shrugging. “But I wish I had a better solution than passing the problem onto someone else.”

When I remain silent, she asks, “How about you?”

I snort in derision at my childhood. Callie had it good compared to me. At least, she didn’t get beat up and her bullies didn’t wind up at her college. Hell, it sounds as if they just got bored because she didn’t return any energy. I tried doing the same by being nice and only had more crap dumped on me for my trouble.

All I come up with is a blank when I try to find something I could have done to stop Brenton. He’s bigger, stronger, and more popular. Someone like Alex is weak and without the wherewithal to do anything at all.

“Just the usual,” I reply in a major understatement. “Probably what everyone went through.”

“Oh,” she says, “that still sucks though.”

Her stare lasts longer than is comfortable as if she’s debating about asking for more details.

I bite my tongue, embarrassed by my helplessness.

She takes my silence as a reason to switch topics and says, “You look like you’ve lost weight.”

I swirl my fork through my salad while the girly part of me leaps in delight at the observation. I’ve switched to fiber-laced meals to stay thinner and keep my passage cleaner. Even as Alex, I’m looking to my feminine needs more—something I wish I could do twenty-four-seven and not be in hiding.

“What I mean,” she adds, unaware of the compliment she just paid Alexandra, “is that you used to be a meatloaf, comfort food type of guy. But now, you only eat salad with a vinaigrette dressing.”

“I’m being more healthy,” I reply.

“Well, you look good and like you’ve been exercising,” she says with a nod of approval. “Is this for anyone in particular?”

“What?” I ask, turning my full attention to the conversation.

“To go through this kind of change, you must be dating someone.”

I practically spit out my drink. After I get control of my coughing, I utter, “No. No one.”

“Oh, come on. You’re never in your room anymore.”

My mind races for an answer that’s not, “Well, I’m cross-dressing and spending nights with Jack Meriwether, but he won’t commit to anything serious like I want.”

This time, I come up with an actual excuse and say, “Being in shape keeps my energy up, and I’ve found studying over in the vacant classrooms at school is easier—fewer distractions.”

“Really?” she replies, mulling over the dubious answer.

“Yes, really,” I reply, holding her stare.

She leans back and takes a bite of her meal before saying, “Maybe I’ll visit one day. I pass by those rooms on my way back from rehearsal.”

“Um… Cool.” I say, knowing I won’t be there. Since I’m not a good liar and afraid she might discover something, I reverse the topic to her. “What about you? Anyone?”

“Well…” she replies, drawing out the word, “I’ve gone on a few dates.”

Callie is super cute in that liberal artsy kind of way with a trendy haircut and slender figure, so no surprise there. “Cool,” I say, giving her the thumbs-up.

She holds up her hands. “Nobody serious.”

Callie had a nerdy type of boyfriend through high school and the first two years of college, who had hygiene issues. “Don’t want to get into a relationship so soon?”

She gives a half smile. “I’m open to that, but I haven’t found anyone yet.”

Inwardly, I sigh. Callie is so natural with her femininity, while I need to work at being Alexandra. All those little girly things she does that she’s not even aware of—I study and force myself to do as Alexandra. She’s being cautious, but if someone like her is having a hard time finding the right guy, then what chance do I have?

There’s a long way to go before I can become the total female package. And even if I reach that point, will Jack expand his horizons too? I have growing doubts about that.

“Hey,” she says, waving her fork back in my face. “Are you spacing out again?”

“Do you like to dance?” I say, thinking of something that comes naturally to Alexandra.

“Why?” she replies, surprised by the out-of-context question. “Are you asking me out?”

“Oh,” I reply, worried I’ve gotten myself into another mess. “I mean…”

The opening is there to ask her out, I think, and someone braver like Alexandra would leap at the opportunity. But she’s not interested in Callie, and as Alex, I can’t believe anyone would be interested in me.

Callie leans forward. “You mean… what?”

Luckily, my phone chimes, and I hold up a finger to pause the conversation to read a text from Jack.

Are you coming over later?




Hurriedly, I swipe in my reply.

Yes!




“Why are you so interested in dancing?” Callie asks after I shove the phone back in my pocket.

“Oh,” I say, delaying to find a plausible answer that doesn’t deepen the mess. “I was wondering if it’s something that comes easier for girls than guys.”

While I grimace at the borderline nonsensical nature of the reply, she shrugs. “Girls have an easier time trying because we don’t have a masculine image to uphold. Although if you’re interested, we could practice together—if you want.”

It’s my turn to hold up my hands. “That’s okay. I was just wondering. You know, I have my masculine image to uphold and all.”

“I guess so,” she replies with a hint of annoyance. She gives me a dubious stare, but my mind has already left the conversation and is planning new positions I could try with Jack during the night.
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“What?” Jack says from a flat position underneath me.

I’m back at his place, and we’re on his bed, where he’s fulfilling his promise from the morning.

He’s naked with his head on a pillow while I’m straddling his awesome chest with my hand behind my back, stroking his hard cock.

To present more than a pleasing view, I’m wearing the expensive platinum blonde wig he bought and dressed in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit—called “Dream Girl Fantasy.” I give a super cute smile and say, “This is called the ‘Poles Apart’ position. I’m on top, facing you like this and after you get inside, I lean back on your thighs and put my feet past your shoulders…”

He rolls his eyes, immune to my charms.

“What? Don’t you want to try new things?” I reply as he softens in my fingers. “Let’s do this just this once.”

“Once? We tried something like what you’re describing, but it didn’t work.”

I tighten my lips, annoyed by his prudish, lack-of-adventure nature in the sack. “That was the X position, and this is completely different.”

He takes an exasperated breath before saying, “It’s still having our bodies opposite and I’ve got to pull you into me, so it’s the same.”

“Well, practice makes perfect, and this morning, you promised we’d try something new.”

“We did when you got here.”

And how! It was called the turtle—similar to doggy style, except I kept my legs together and pulled myself back by wrapping my arms around the back of my thighs. I shiver at the remembrance—being so submissive to his maleness was amazing, and his cock was so tight inside me that he came in no time. “That was fun, and this will be too.”

He sighs in defeat. “Okay, but is there an easier way to do this?”

I picture the diagram I memorized before coming over, and after a few seconds, my analytical Alex half comes up with a solution. “Let’s lie on our sides, but head to toe. Then you point your cock down, and I’ll push up to get you in. Then I’ll twist back on top.”

“Fine,” he says in resignation.

After stroking him back to hardness, I lie on my side with my head near the foot of the bed. He rolls to place his chest against the back of my calves and his feet near my neck.

When he points his shaft at my ass, I move my thong panties down to create enough space so he can slip past the loose backing. Then I adjust my position, so his tip meets my anus.

Getting him inside is weirder than I expected. I need to bend to produce enough pressure for penetration. Even with him slicked up, this is difficult and I need to lift my leg to get enough room down there.

“Okay, now push,” I say, dipping my bottom.

He does, and his cock slips to the side. I readjust and we try again, but he slides up the crack of my ass. Even though I can’t see his face, I know he’s rolling his eyes. I grab the tip and bring him back to rub against my opening. “One more time,” I say, pressing back in a smooth motion.

Under the gentle pressure, he pops inside me, and I gasp in surprise. While only the head, it’s a start.

I edge downward with shallow prods, filling my passage with more of him, until I pause at the midway point.

“How does that feel?” he asks.

A little tired from the effort, I take a few breaths. “Good, I guess.”

He pulls back and drives himself back in.

“Wait,” I call out, ignoring the pleasure.

“What?”

“I have to get on top.”

He exhales a loud sigh.

“So, if you can wrap your arms around me,” I say quickly, “then we can roll into the right position.”

When he hugs my thighs and twists onto his back, I follow the motion, clenching my bottom and pressing downward to keep him inside. Despite my best efforts, he almost slips out, but I prevent it by gripping the comforter and pressing myself higher.

After I settle onto his thighs and shift my feet to either side of his shoulders, I lean up and say, “See, that wasn’t so hard.”

He replies with a lopsided, sarcastic smirk.

I reach down and grab his hands. When our fingers interlock, I say, “Okay, now we can start.”

In this inverted position, we move our bottoms down to increase penetration and pull back to reset. Disappointingly, he only slides an inch or two in either direction. While it feels good, this type of thrusting lacks the pizazz of many of the positions we’ve tried. As well as the intimacy and raw power.

However, we’re in fresh territory and that makes all the contortions more than acceptable.

At least I think so until a few minutes pass with our passions staying level. I let him push into me a few more times before sighing in defeat. He’s not getting off like this. “I guess we can try something else,” I announce for both our benefit.

“That would be great,” he replies, deadpan.

After I roll off him, letting him slip out, I pull my panties back up and reverse my position to lie face-to-face with him.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” he says, “but that wasn’t all that fun. I mean, sex with you is awesome, but some of these positions are more work than pleasure—especially for how we do it.”

Of course, he’s referring to the fact that anal intercourse doesn’t offer the variety that vaginal would. And sometimes, the tightness and angle difference between where a vagina is versus the anus makes things rather difficult.

He adds, “Sometimes doing these exotic positions makes it hard to get penetration too, and I know you love it when I can just plow into you. Since this is the fourth time today, how about something simpler—so we can concentrate on just having a good time?”

“As in?” I ask, salivating and squeezing my ass from imagining those loads of cum inside me.

“Missionary, like the first time we did it.”

“Fine,” I say, hiding my disappointment. Missionary was exciting the first five times, but now it’s more mundane than anything else.

He gets up and says, “Let’s get things a little wetter down there.”

As he goes to the nightstand and grabs the lube, I lie flat in his prior position. He picks up a thin pillow, and I raise my bottom and allow him to slip it underneath. The bump tilts my ass, so penetration is at an easier angle.

Kneeling, he edges close, and I bring my knees up, spreading my legs and offering myself to him.

He squeezes out a generous portion of the lube and coats his shaft with the slippery stuff. After he tosses the container back into the open drawer, he leans over me.

I’m still shy about my dangly part, so I put a hand down there to make sure my mini-skirt is covering my crotch.

He raises an eyebrow at the gesture as he tugs my thong’s backing aside. After a little shifting to position himself, he pushes his now super-slick tip against my opening. Since this is a simple position with easy access, his cock slides right in.

I gasp from the chilliness of his beautiful manhood.

He puts his hands on either side of me and slowly thrusts, pushing more and more of himself into me.

When he’s completely inside, I wrap my arms around his back. As he pumps into me, I try to enjoy the sliding penetration and the heat of his body against mine.

The first time was great and so was the second and the time after that, but now, I don’t get the same satisfaction from watching his expression of bliss. At this point, I need so much more than just the routine.

However, to keep him engaged, I give girly moans each time he slams into my rear.

After he pounds me for another few minutes, he shudders and fills me with his load.

I give a sexy groan for his benefit as he collapses on my chest.

While the heat of our bodies intermingles and he gathers his strength, I stare at the ceiling, bored.

I have a lot of feelings for Jack, but I want more than just plain vanilla.
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The sun is setting over the hustle and bustle, and dressed in a plaid skirt and windbreaker, I’m feeling it as Alexandra. Although only an afternoon jaunt into town, I’m expanding my boundaries by walking through the crowded streets to shop for makeup and other girly supplies.

I march with swaying hips and a straighter posture than usual—courtesy of the butt plug jammed up my rear. Since I’ve been getting railed regularly, I haven’t bothered with other anal stuff, besides cleaning, but for today’s outing, I wanted an extra sexy feel in my tush. And it’s working.

When I crossed campus, a couple of studious types I recognized from my classes followed me until I ditched them by heading out the back of a convenience store. And they aren’t the only ones whose eyes are trailing my steps.

Not that I mind.

The naughty sensations from the jostling plug have my imagination running wild. Strangely, the fantasies aren’t about doing new positions with Jack. They’re about what could happen if I flirted with any of the males vying for my attention.

I spend a moment imagining how amazing a fresh cock sliding inside me would be before I shake my head. Trying to have a relationship and get one guy to commit to it is more than enough of a problem.

Squat red-bricked buildings, holding mom-and-pop stores and homey restaurants, come into view when I reach Main Street. The sidewalk is congested, and I shuffle along with the other pedestrians, who are mostly college students with a few townies sprinkled in.

When I pass by a science store, I do a little window shopping, bending to get a closer look at a mechanical puzzle, and pushing out my behind to give the men strolling by a pleasing sight.

The foot traffic slows as I watch the passing reflections on the glass. More than a few leers get tossed my way, as well as several jealous glances from my female competition.

Then a budding beat drifts past and interrupts the fun.

In the mood for more, I step from the window—to the disappointment of a couple of guys getting up the nerve to talk to me—and cross the street. After dodging two lanes of slow-moving cars, I wind up at a bar-type restaurant with fancy Western letters stretched over the front windows, spelling out, “Annie’s Saloon.”

I peer inside, intrigued by the thumping music pouring through the entryway.

The large interior is mostly wood, like out of a Western movie, with a scratched-up floor and oak-colored walls. Scattered overhead lights shine on a long bar gracing one side of the space. In the middle, employees shove tables to the sides, creating an open area, while in the booths lining the back, the remaining diners finish their meals.

Rodeo paraphernalia—cowboy shirts, posters, bridals, and, of course, bullhead trophies hang everywhere, accentuating the Western theme.

A well-muscled bouncer in a tight t-shirt and jeans steps outside and sets up ropes for a waiting line. He tilts his head and asks me in a friendly tone, “Howdy, how can I help you?”

I let a moment pass to find a feminine pitch and reply, “What’s going on here?”

He points at the far end of the expansive windows, where people are setting up instruments and electronics on a makeshift stage. “On Saturday nights, we have a live band and dancing.”

“Oh, nice,” I say, perking up at the word “dancing.”

He sweeps his gaze down my skirt and bare legs and gives a welcoming smile. “You should come in. I promise the band is better than what’s playing now. There’s no cover charge for girls—especially pretty ones like you.”

My thoughts sober and I shake my head—getting on a dance floor with a bunch of guys jockeying around me is too much of a risk. “I don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

While my Alexandra half protests, I backpedal down the street. I raise the plastic shopping bag I’m carrying that holds makeup wipes and other cosmetics I purchased at a convenience store. “Gotta do some more shopping and then get back to studying.”

“Well, if you change your mind, come back and ask for me. I’m Ted.”

“Thanks,” I reply with a wave and turn away, fighting a gnawing desire to accept the offer.

Even though Ted doesn’t say anything further, I sense his eyes on my rear as I recross the street. Feeling sexier, I can’t resist swaying my hips a little more to add some extra spice to his view.

Two blocks later, I arrive at a department store and step through the sliding front doors. A broad escalator brings me up to the third floor, where I walk to the cosmetics section. I wander around the glass counters, hoping to find a sultry shade of lipstick to go with a metallic eyeshadow Jack bought me. As Alex, I’ve purchased my feminine items via the self-checkout to avoid questions, and so far, I’ve done the same for today, although for a different reason. Even though I’ve practiced with a higher pitch to my voice, I’ve been shy to try it out beyond speaking with Jack, drunken partygoers, and now, horny bouncers.

But for this place, that’s not an option, so I grit my teeth and wave at the nearest saleswoman. Thankfully, no customers are near, and she hustles over.

“What can I do for you?” she asks.

I swallow my nervousness and say in what I hope is a sweet tone, “I’m looking for a special lipstick, a pale pink with satin shimmer.”

“Certainly,” she replies and leads me to a counter close to the dressing rooms.

After she unlocks a sales cabinet that’s packed with rows of lipstick, she grabs a tube and hands it to me. “I think this is what you’re looking for, and if you don’t mind my asking, what color are you matching it to?”

“Oh,” I say, caught off guard because I was only planning on paying and leaving. “Metallic silver.”

She reaches into the forest of lipsticks and pulls out a liquid one. “That’s a great shade you picked, but this one might be more eye-catching. It’s a berry bronze with silver.”

To show me, she dabs some on a piece of paper.

This shade has a sluttier look, which appeals to my sluttier nature. “Okay, I’ll take them both,” I reply in the spur of the moment, happy with the results of the limited conversation, but not wanting to push my luck with a prolonged sales pitch.

After I pay with cash because all my credit cards are under Alex, I put the items into my shopping bag and head out into the now-darkened streets. Everything’s been accomplished for today, but Jack’s busy tonight, so when I go back, I’ll have to revert to Alex—an existence I’m starting to loathe.

As I stroll under the streetlights, I notice more couples wandering about. Many are walking close and holding hands. I give an envious glance at the nearest pair—I’m not sure I’ll ever have the opportunity to do anything affectionate with Jack in public.

Annoyed by the reality of my life, I return to Main Street and march past bustling restaurants that are busy with dinner patrons and dimly lit shops readying to close.

The approving glances from the eligible males as I pass do little to improve my souring mood.

Live music thumps from ahead, and now curious to check out the action, I head back to Annie’s Saloon.

This time, when I reach the entrance, a line has formed. Inside, a crowd has gathered, watching the grungy looking band play a happy 70s cover song. Many hunky guys lean against the side walls or stand at the bar, downing liquid courage. The objects of their affection, several attractive girls, decked out for the evening in revealing outfits, are in front of the stage.

The place is starting to hop, and I battle Alexandra’s desire to be part of it.

“Oh, you’re back,” Ted says from the entryway.

Thrilled he remembered me, I hold up my bag. “Just finished shopping.”

He points inside and says, “You can put that in the cubbyhole here if you want to go in and check things out for yourself.”

“I need to study.”

“If you get home a few minutes later, the books will still be there.”

The logic is impeccable and my will to leave falters. My ass clenches around the butt plug as I imagine that’s his hard cock inside me.

“What’s the cover charge?” I ask, uncomfortable with the sexual thought.

“Ten dollars for guys, but like I mentioned to you, nothing for lovely ladies like yourself.”

The compliment didn’t register before, but now, I return a smile. I could go in for just a bit. How much trouble could I get into?

A group of students—pretty girls and attractive guys—step up to the doorway and pull out their wallets.

As Ted checks their IDs, a gym-rat type in the back checks me out.

I return his smile, wondering what someone so chiseled and muscular would be like in the sack.

As they go inside, Ted asks me, “So do you wanna come in?”

Even though prudence says I should leave, my feet stay rooted while I rationalize why accepting the offer and having a good time wouldn’t be such a bad idea.

The haunting blare of a guitar comes from the stage as the band begins another song. Just like at Jack’s apartment, the music infuses into my being and my body moves to the beat.

“Well, what do you say?” Ted asks. “Looks like you want to have some fun. Come on, take a chance!”

My feminine side agrees; I should be doing more than being satisfied with just walking around as eye candy.

Inwardly, cowardly Alex cringes because dancing in front of a bunch of strangers is a nutty idea.

“It’s only nutty until it works,” my feminine side retorts, “and there’s no time like the present to find out.”

That settles the argument, and my hand moves toward my wallet.

It never gets there because I realize Alexandra doesn’t have an ID. The one I have has a picture of Alex Cameron. What’s Ted going to do when he sees Alex’s ugly freckled face on the card?

“Um…” I say, “I just remembered I have to do something else.”

“What?” Ted says, disappointed.

“Just something,” I say and hurry away.

When I reach campus, regrets about what I missed on that dance floor seep into my thoughts. This was the perfect opportunity to perfect my female half with a new bunch of guys, and maybe even get lucky.

Lurid fantasies of pleasing men arise in my imagination as I grip the butt plug tight with my ass. Cocks—long, short, wide, and thin—throbbing in my hands, plundering my mouth, and thrusting into my passage. Me shifting between different positions, both dominant and submissive, while wowing my lovers with my sexual prowess.

When I picture the first splash of warm cum hitting my face, I sigh and pause the mental orgy, wondering about this sudden urge to do it with other people. Jack’s always been good to me, and I’ve never before thought about cheating on him.

But that’s the issue. I’ve pushed what we have to his limits. Me going over to his apartment for sex could be all this relationship ever will be since he’s not ready to admit to dating a trans person.

Sadness wells within my thoughts because my life with Jack is looking more and more like a phase.

Doubts about my femininity join the melancholy. While I would never be bored as Alexandra, this could be a temporary thing for me too.

As her, I’ve always pushed my boundaries and found new challenges to overcome. It’s something Alex would never do in his pedestrian life, but Alexandra exists to keep moving forward. In a fair world, that should be enough.

But how would I explain to my parents or people I know about my feminine side? The only thing I’m positive about is that my bullies would have a field day if they found out.

I shiver at the thought of Brenton Adams with more ammunition to use against me.

And yet, nobody has to find out anything. I can keep dressing up like this and doing new things until…

I sigh, searching for the endgame. Sadly, I don’t see a viable conclusion to my existence as Alexandra. I’m not going to meet someone and settle down, and I’m never going to work up the courage to be Alexandra reconciled into Alex’s life.

But I want so much more. I want to be out in the open. I want to be on that dance floor. I want guys who are willing to go on the journey with me.

Minutes pass before I force away the desires.

I have Jack, and I need to stay loyal to him. And after that runs its course, I’ll have my life as Alex and my memories of being Alexandra.

Every other outcome is just a nutty fantasy, I tell myself, hoping I’m right.
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The red handwritten score on the graded test is written in bold ink: 85—a “B.”

It’s acceptable for sure, yet far from what’s acceptable for my career goals. This is a core course for my mechanical engineering major, and to get the best job to move ahead in the world, I need an “A.”

I’ve spent too much time being Alexandra.

As despair wells in my chest, I glance at the ceiling and blow a sigh at the paneled lights.

I’m unhappy about my grades, unhappy about my classes, and most of all, unhappy about being myself.

After the makeup run, I thought I had accepted where things were headed. But now, I wonder if instead of living as Alexandra less, so I can do better in school, I should be her more, so I can do better in life.

The bell rings, and a rustle ripples through the lecture hall as the students pack up to leave.

I pull myself from the uncertainty. My future lies as Alex, and I need to stay focused on that. I stuff the exam into my knapsack and join the line that’s heading toward the exit, ignoring the chatters of conversation. As the place empties, I walk with the flow, staring at the shuffling feet in front of me, until I reach the hallway. The fresh air doesn’t arrive an instant too soon, and I break from the pack, hurrying around the slower movers to get back to my room.

When I near my dorm, I slow and cast anxious glances at every dark shadow. In my Alex guise, meeting Brenton is always a possibility and I need to be on constant alert, especially since he knows where I live.

As with every other day, I cross the lobby and return to my room without incident. But as soon as I slam the door, I ball my fists in anger, hating the amount of energy I’m putting in to avoid my childhood bully. I’m sure he’s not spending a tiny fraction of the effort I’m expending from being worried about him. However, it’ll only take one lapse to allow him the opportunity to do something else to ruin my life.

I hate being Alex.

Muscles across my body tremble, and I spend a few minutes taking calming breaths.

When my anger at everything thaws and my pounding heart slows, I turn my alarm clock’s radio on and twist the dial. When pleasant melodies roll in from a pop station, I close my eyes and try to sink into the beat like I did at Jack’s apartment.

Empty moments pass with my motions feeling stilted and awkward.

I know I’m not dressed as Alexandra, but somehow, I’m not even the same person underneath the makeup.

A blinding frustration surges through me, and I turn off the music.

Why can’t I push Alexandra’s abilities into my Alex persona?

I need to be more Alexandra until she pushes her way into Alex.

The idea is neither logical nor born from any sort of analytical reasoning. This is an urge welling up from the depths of my soul. And the only way to satisfy it is to go beyond where I’m at now.

I think of Alexandra in the middle of the dance floor at Annie’s Saloon, gyrating with the rhythm of the live band while men line the walls and bar, gawking at her.

That’s what I want. That’s what I need.

Classes and grades will have to wait.
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The next Friday after my last class, I return to Annie’s Saloon as Alex. It’s 2:30 when I arrive—just past the tail end of lunch hour. There aren’t any bouncers to greet guests, and I walk right into the homey interior. The place is almost empty, with only two middle-aged men sipping beers at the bar and an older couple sharing a chocolate dessert at a window table.

When the bartender notices me, I say, “Lunch?”

He gestures toward the sea of empty tables and booths set against the back wall. “Sit wherever you’d like.”

I walk past the couple and wend my way through the square and round wooden tables, looking down at the scuffed floor to avoid meeting the gaze of my reflection in the long mirror behind the bar. When I reach the booths, I head to the end, grab the last one, which is separated from the others by the kitchen doors, and plop myself onto the bench seating.

This corner seating wraps around a square table, and I scoot over to get a view of the front door. As I pull off my knapsack and set it next to me, I look up at a poster of a cowboy, wrestling a giant bull with long horns that’s hanging on the wall. He’s rugged in a manly man kind of way, and I imagine what being ridden by him, right after he tamed that bull, would be like. The muscular body, the musky odors, the pure animal lust I’m sure is inside him⁠—

The bartender sets down a glass of water, a place setting wrapped in a napkin, and a laminated menu on the glossy tabletop. “Anything to drink?” he asks.

“Water is fine, thanks,” I answer, pulling myself from the dirty thoughts. “Where’s the bathroom?”

He points down the hallway behind me and heads back to the bar without another glance.

I return my gaze to the bull-wrestling cowboy, deciding that fantasizing about an imaginary character isn’t cheating on Jack. As a matter of fact, being interested in hunky guys is just a sign my girlishness is reaching new heights.

Satisfied by that logic, I turn away and slide over to check out the bathrooms, the next part of the detailed plan my analytical mind has concocted.

Unlike the rest of the place, which is bright and open, the hallway is dim and cozy. At the far end, a dull red “Exit” sign hangs over a metal door, no doubt leading out to some dirty back alley. The kitchen is behind the wall on the right while opposite are three doors for bathrooms. I step into the first one, delighted to find it’s spacious and clean. More importantly, it’s designed for one person at a time—perfect for my needs.

Relieved, I head back to the booth. As I exit the hallway, I notice a hulking figure centered in one of the front windows and freeze.

Brenton Adams—my nightmare of nightmares—stands outside the restaurant.

My heart thuds as my thoughts race. Why is he here? He’s from my hometown, which is most certainly not “Cowboy Country.” Could it be just a weird coincidence? Or could he have followed me?

He leans close to the glass.

I find my wits and slide into my booth. As I slink deeper into the shadows, I make sure to stay quiet, even though he can’t hear me because he’s outside on the sidewalk. After I edge into the corner, I straighten high enough to peer through the gap between the wall and decorative rail.

While I’m glad my cautious nature picked a spot that’s out of sight from casual observation, a horrible thought hits me: What if he comes in?

My fears rocket to a new level. While my dorm room has the safety of a locked door, this place has none.

But why would he? My luck can’t be that bad.

Or can it?

While I debate about the merits of running out the back, my worry that any sudden movement would catch his attention glues me to my seat. I ball my hands as panic threatens to overtake me, overwhelmed by shame and frustrated at everything.

But before I can do anything, he straightens out a lock of hair and moves his head from side to side, using the window to check his appearance. Another two monster-sized guys wearing varsity football jackets join him, and together, they stride down the sidewalk and disappear from view.

Furious with my cowardice, I slump and let out the breath that was caught in my lungs. To Brenton, I’m nothing more than an afterthought, a trifle to be toyed with at convenient moments, but as the recipient of his malice, I’m under constant duress.

I bury my face in my palms because I need to abort this plan. Even though I don’t want to give in, there’s too much risk if Brenton gets wind of my being Alexandra.

But I’m dressed as Alex and this is Alex talking, a wimp who doesn’t have anything resembling the confidence that goes with being a hot girl.

“Have you decided what to order?” a female voice says.

Ashamed to have been caught in such a weak moment, I look up with a sheepish grin.

The rail-thin woman in black pants and a white blouse, standing next to the table, is older and pretty in a weathered way. She’s tanned with beach wrinkles, and her blonde hair is wrapped in a tight bun. Even though she looks overworked, there’s a gravitas to her stature.

Then I notice her name tag, which has in big bold letters the word, “Annie.”

I point to the front sign, “Are you…”

Her eyes sparkle. “The one and only. So what’ll you have?”

“Oh,” I say, opening the menu and noticing the wonderful, if fattening scents, drifting from the kitchen. This isn’t a place for those on a diet. After flipping through a few pages, I ask, “How about a salad?”

“The Southwestern Chicken is great.”

“Sure.”

“Honey mustard or ranch?”

I bite my lip, reminding myself of the need to keep my girlish figure. “Um, just a vinaigrette, if you have it?”

She gives a bemused grin, and I explain, “Sorry, I’m dieting.”

“Are you?” she replies, studying me as if I’m some sort of riddle. She narrows her eyes while I struggle not to wilt under her penetrating stare.

Finally, she says, “Sweetheart, you’re not overweight. If anything, you could use a few pounds.”

“I’m sorry,” I answer, feeling annoyed, but not wanting to get anyone upset with me—least of all, the owner, “but I don’t think you know me well enough⁠—”

“I know people. Want me to demonstrate?”

“No,” I reply, afraid that she might.

Ignoring my protest, she says, “Looks like you’re hiding from something and looking for something at the same time.”

The assessment, although lacking specifics, is spot on. I wonder if this is feminine intuition and if it’s something I could learn. Would it come with being more girly? Or is it part of a woman’s natural DNA and a limitation of how far I can go as Alexandra?

“Well,” she says, “am I right?”

I sense she’d smell a lie right away, so I simply say, “You’re not wrong.”

She grins. “If you’re looking for a little extra cash, we’re hiring.”

“Huh?” I reply, trying to wrap my head around the question.

She sweeps her hand over the restaurant. “As you can see, for these afternoon hours, we’re a bit short-handed.”

“I mean, why do you think I’d be good at this?”

“As I told you, I know people.”

“I wouldn’t be able to handle the rough customers.”

That brings a laugh from her. “That’s what we have me and the bouncers for. I don’t take any nonsense when it comes to my restaurant.”

I shake my head. Somehow, her magnetic personality has me considering the ludicrous idea of adding more hours to my swamped days. “Thanks, but I’m not looking for a job.”

“But you are looking for something.”

I nod.

“What?”

Even though she seems friendly enough to understand what I’m going through—in a non-judgmental way, a philosophical discussion isn’t what I’m here for.

“Something that seems just out of reach.”

“Sounds like you’re pretty close to getting it then,” she says, laughing. Then she glances up at the poster and continues, “If you don’t mind a little advice, sometimes, you just have to take the bull by the horns and go for it.”

“That’s a convenient cliché.”

“It is, but⁠—”

A crash comes from the kitchen, and she glares at the double doors. “I’ll put this order in now, and it’ll be right out.”

“Thanks,” I say as she heads toward some disaster that needs solving.

After the doors close, I grab my knapsack to leave—but I don’t. Since Annie took the time to be friendly to me, stiffing her on my order is the last thing I want to do.

I settle back into my seat and sort through my muddled thoughts. Although older, she’s quite the piece of work. She has masculine traits but still comes off as attractive. Strong, intuitive, no-nonsense, and knows where she stands in the world.

Those are many of the qualities Alexandra has or I’d like her to have.

Between Annie, Callie, and all the models I follow, there’s an immense variety of femininity. As I ponder where Alexandra falls in that spectrum, the bartender drops off my salad, which looks delicious.

I eat slowly, taking my time to figure out if I’m going to continue with my plan. I can’t let the threat of Brenton destroy everything in my life. His appearance here was just random chance and the odds of him being back are nil.

My gaze finds the poster again.

Grabbing the bull by the horns is as cliché as it gets, but clichés exist for a reason—they’re truisms of life. While I’m not going to attack Brenton and start wrestling him—which would be a good way to get stomped into a pancake—I can metaphorically do that for Alexandra’s life.

I leave cash when I receive the check, disappointed Annie was too busy to return. Then I march into the last bathroom with my knapsack. After I lock the door, I search for a hiding spot—one that’s easy to access yet out of the way. A moment passes before I reach the only suitable conclusion and step onto the sink.

Sneaking into here as Alexandra carries too much of a risk of getting caught. That leaves using my Alex ID to enter and then transforming into her. I can’t bring my feminine stuff when I’m heading in to go dancing—the issue being the bouncers might want to check whatever I’m carrying before I’m allowed inside with so many people.

So that only leaves prepositioning my stuff beforehand.

My anticipation builds as I move aside the corner ceiling panel. I open the knapsack and set an Alexandra outfit, the expensive blonde wig, and a makeup kit into the hiding space—along with the metallic eyeshadow Jack got for me and the lipstick I bought to go with it. Since I can exit as Alexandra, I push a bag to hold my Alex stuff on top, which I’ll retrieve when I’m about to leave.

After I slide the panel back in place, I mutter to my obnoxious reflection, “I’m going to have my night out, and nothing is going to stop me.”
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Late Saturday afternoon arrives, and with nervous anticipation, I get ready for the big night out. While Alex, college junior, doesn’t require makeup or anything special, I need to make sure I get into the place, so I’m leaving nothing to chance as far as dress code. I’ve got on a loose polo shirt to pass the collar rule. Instead of denim jeans, I’m wearing khakis and a comfortable pair of shoes rather than sneakers.

The clock hits 5:30, and I double-check my preparations. I’ve shaved my face and everything else below my neckline twice. My passage is clean and my body moisturized with a jasmine-honey scent.

After making sure my ID is in my wallet and I have money, I take one last look at the mirror. Despite my reflection chanting taunts about Alex, everything looks acceptable as a base for Alexandra. The dancing doesn’t start anytime soon, but I need to arrive early because I’ll never have enough time in the bathroom when things start hopping.

I take a deep breath to stop my Alex half from chickening out and grab my cellphone off the desk. As I’m about to shove it into my front pocket, a text arrives from Jack.

Whatcha doing, sexy?




It’s a hell of a time for a flirty message, and a little surprised by the contact, I send back a quick reply.

Heading out to do stuff.




Why don’t you come over here? I’ll order out for dinner, and we can have a nice, romantic evening.




I narrow my eyes at the screen. At dawn this morning, I woke him up with a nice slow blowjob. After he blew his load, I swallowed everything like a good girl and then sucked away until he was ready again. Then I rode him to another awesome climax. A couple of hours passed while we napped before I got him excited once again and let him take me missionary style with my legs up on his shoulders.

Nothing out of the ordinary, but enjoyable, nonetheless.

Later, when I wrapped my lips around his cock for bout number four, he begged off as being too tired. He even suggested I get some studying done this evening.

I don’t have time for flirty banter, but we are kind of dating within his boundary limits, so I compose a longer return message.

I thought you said that after all the sex this morning, it would be nice to take a break for tonight.




Yeah, but I miss you already.




Aside from me being so awesome in bed, I frown at the sweet words as my cynical side guesses the eight hours since I left were enough to recharge him.

But my mouth waters from the thought of licking his cock like a lollipop and banging him until the wee hours of the night.

I get a hold of myself—sex is something I can do anytime with him.

Sorry, but I’ve got plans.




Seriously?




I roll my eyes at the notion that Jack thinks it’s odd I have plans other than being with him.

Yes, seriously.




Like what?




“Like going out and dancing,” I say in exasperation.

An idea hits me before I can send a snarky response.

I could invite him…

Even though he said he’s content with the way things are and isn’t comfortable heading out as a couple, if I told him what I was up to, he might get excited enough to see me on the dance floor and change his mind. Or, perhaps, even be jealous of all the guys who’ll be staring at me.

Besides, Alexandra is awesome and he is hooked on banging her. And after a night of dancing and teasing, we can have the best sex we’ve ever had.

I make my choice.

I’m heading to Annie’s Saloon for a little dancing. You wanna come along? I could use the company.




The phone instantly rings, displaying Jack’s caller ID.

I hesitate to answer because I’m dressed as Alex. Just like I can’t dance as Alex, I don’t trust myself to be Alexandra without the whole getup.

The call ends, and another text comes in.

How will you get in with your ID?




I’ve got my stuff stashed in the ceiling of the bathroom and will change after I get there.




Are you sure you’re ready for this?




I’m not, but I’m not backing out either.

Of course! I planned everything out, and it would be awesome if you were there.




A long minute passes, and I have to remind myself to breathe as I wait for his answer.

Why don’t you just come over?




I snort out an angry breath and straighten.

Because I want to go dancing. And I want you there too. It would be super hot and imagine what we could do afterward.




There, I played the sex card.

I told you, I’m happy with where we’re at. It’s too early to be going out together.




Well, I want to expand my boundaries, and I want you with me.




Why are you pushing this?




I grind my teeth, hating how hard it is to be Alexandra when I’m looking like Alex. She would know how to bend him to her will.

I’ll make it worth your while. We can even do it in the parking lot.




I cringe as I hit the send button, knowing the last line isn’t going to work.

Do you understand how much trouble we’d be in if we got caught doing it in public? They could throw us out of school.




Out of ideas, I try a final, desperate attempt.

Then I’ll do it in any way, shape, or form you want at your place.




We already have. You’re experimenting way beyond anything I’ve imagined.




There’s nothing I can do to get you to go out dancing?




Just come over, and we can discuss it.




I shake my head because I know how that’s going to end. But the memory of his body on mine, the feel of his cock stiffening before his climax, and the heat and wetness of his seed blasting into me weaken my resolve.

However, the thought of being in front of all those men overrides my slutty desires.

It’s time for Alexandra to go to the next level.

I’m going to Annie’s Saloon. If you want to discuss anything, we can do it there.




Time stretches as I stare at the screen, waiting for his response to my ultimatum.

Finally, it comes in.

Okay, if you have to go, then I hope you have fun. If you’re feeling up to it, come by when you’re done. And if you do, we’ll try that position you suggested the other night.




I was hoping for something besides the politician’s answer with the olive branch, but he is who he’s going to be. While expanding my sexual experience would be good, expanding my life will be way better.

And who knows, maybe we can go for that record fifth in one day too!




I frown at the new carrot. Men think with their dicks so much, and it’s where I have the most power over them. But I’m not that easy.

Two can play the game, and I tailor my answer to keep him off-balance.

I’ll consider it.




Then I set the “Do Not Disturb” on the phone and shove it into my front pocket. I’ve got to concentrate to make sure the rest of my evening doesn’t go any worse than this conversation.
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The walk over to Annie’s Saloon is uneventful, although the festive mood of the passing students piques my curiosity. I can’t think of a holiday to account for this, but my worries are more about avoiding any incidents with a certain bully than caring about why everyone else is happy.

At the entryway, Ted the muscular bouncer checks my ID and peers at my face while I stand still with a blank expression. As he stares, I tense, hoping he doesn’t recognize he’s already flirted with me as Alexandra. His eyes show not even a hint of recognition, and he hands back the card and waves me inside.

With the first hurdle passed, I offer a polite thanks before giving the person behind the cash box my ten dollars for the cover charge.

After he slaps a green band around my wrist, I enter, both excited and nervous to be this far along in my plan.

I’m early enough that things are only getting started. The bouncers have just finished clearing out the tables and chairs. The open layout leaves the decor less homey than at lunchtime but allows better use of the space for having fun.

In the front corner near the bar, the band from last week is setting up. They’re dressed in the same grunge outfits too as if the poor starving artist look will make the music better.

As I walk across the empty floor, I survey the sparse but growing crowd. While I would have expected more ten-gallon hats and rattlesnake-hide boots for a Western-themed restaurant, the scattered knots of people are mostly college-age, wearing the polo shirts, jeans, blouses, and skirts that are typical of students. My feminine eye also catches several suitable gentlemen with whom I can dance the night away.

And maybe more than that.

The last thought sobers me and grounds the frisky energy roaming through my body. I’m here to expand my boundaries and enjoy myself—nothing more.

Loud boisterous noises come from the doorway as a large group enters.

I hear a familiar laugh and turn, terror-stricken.

Brenton Adams strides in with a bunch of huge friends, not even stopping to pay the cover charge.

This has to be a coincidence, I think in a panic—there’s no way he followed me here, but his presence will ruin everything.

Cursing my luck, I dash past the kitchen doors and duck into the dim hallway with the bathrooms, hoping he didn’t see me.

He goes straight to the bar, where a sign in bright letters reads:
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Welcome to our Victorious Team!

No cover charge for any player and half-off drinks.

I must be stupid or just a nerd who doesn’t follow athletics. This is Saturday and the team played and won. The big, muscled guys are all on the football team, and this is their post-game hangout.

No wonder why Brenton is here and all the students are festive.

The kitchen door swings open, and Annie strides past, carrying a platter.

As she sets the dish in the corner booth where I sat for lunch, I slink further into the dimness, avoiding her as the one person who’ll remember Alex.

The urge to flee strikes me. I could just grab my Alexandra stuff and duck out the back. From there, Jack’s place would be a quick walk. In ten minutes, I could be eating a nice romantic dinner with him, followed by some even nicer sex.

But a spark of anger takes root in my being. Running away is the coward’s way out, and Alexandra is no coward. Alexandra grabs the bull by its horns and twists it into submission.

Since she’s already spoken with a drunken Brenton once without him realizing the truth, she can do it again if it comes to that. In a place this size, it’ll probably be just as easy to avoid him.

Annie walks past again, returning to the kitchen. She glances in my direction, and I twist my head as if I’m waiting for the bathroom.

When the double doors open, I turn back around.

I can’t stay in this spot all night as Alex; it’s time to decide.

My gaze shifts between the back exit and where my feminine things are hidden in the last bathroom. Inside me, fear wars with anger.

Images of my terrible, bullied childhood flash through my head—all instigated or done by Brenton. A sucker punch at lunchtime. The horrible chants about my ugliness. An electronic toy I brought to school stolen. Getting pummeled in dodgeball. Kids laughing and mocking me until I was ashamed to look in the mirror.

I think of the emotional scars this person has left over my psyche—from everything he did during my childhood to now forcing me to hide in my own room.

My rage rises with each remembrance until I reach the tipping point. I will not let Brenton Adams ruin yet another thing for me.

Screw him.

I march into the bathroom and lock the door.

Alexandra’s having her night out.
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On the corner stage, the lead guitarist rocks out a solo. From above, mini-spotlights shine colored beams over the restaurant to create a more disco vibe. And in the middle of the milling people, who are trying to dance, drink, or just look cool, I wander, energetic and alive, feeling the music flow through me,

Things are a far cry from when the evening started. After getting out of the bathroom, I hung out like a wallflower, trying to avoid the guys offering to buy me a drink—tipsy disasters not being on the menu for tonight’s entertainment.

But then the band began playing, and everything got easy.

Now, my feminine intuition is in overdrive. I’m in tune with the whole environment—the swirling motions across the dance floor, the interplay between the musicians, and the position of every guy who’s trying to get female company for the evening.

As a hot, unattached girl, I’m attracting lots of suitors. The bold ones invite themselves to be my dance partner, the polite ones come up to chat, while the shy ones stand sheepishly off to the side, hoping I’ll notice them.

I grant them all a bit of fleeting attention and a few flirtatious looks before getting lost in the sea of people when they get too close. For the persistent few, I’ve resorted to standing in the glow in front of the band—exchanging glances with the drummer and singer, who are scoping me out too.

Even so, I’ve picked up a set of groupies. Like asteroids orbiting a heavenly body, they loop around again and again to try their luck with me.

I have secret names for these recurring visitors. There’s Neon Blue Shirt, Adorable Bad Haircut, Long Dusty Blond Locks, Lots of Chest Hair, and Way Too Much Jewelry. While there are others, none have made enough of an impression on me to warrant getting a label.

Not that any of this is a bother. The fun I’m having being the object of their desires is exhilarating, perhaps even addicting. I’m already craving another Saturday night here—screw being cooped up as Alex in a stodgy dorm room and wasting the evening studying away.

Pinpricks crawl over my neck as my intuition registers a lecherous gaze on my backside.

I pull my lips taut, grimacing on the inside.

Brenton Adams, the lone blemish to this amazing time, stands near the far corner of the bar, drinking with some friends. Even though their chatter is loud and boisterous, speaking about whatever winning players talk about after a game, his eyes keep wandering in my direction.

While Alex would be terrified, Alexandra finds him a nuisance more than a threat. Something to be dealt with as easily as ditching any of the other orbiting guys who want to get under my skirt.

A roar comes from Brenton’s group, and they raise tequila shots for a toast. After downing his, Brenton stares, and I turn to face the band, letting him know I have no interest in his affections.

Thankfully, Long Dusty Blond Locks returns for a third go-around—a pleasant distraction. Adorable Bad Haircut follows him, and I notice that, besides the scraggly hair, he’s cute in a shy way and perhaps only here so his friend can have a wingman. Weirdly, he reminds me of Alex—scrawny and uncomfortable—and I wonder if it would be so terrible for me to suck his dick to give him some confidence. Hell, I could do that for both of them and make their Saturday night.

I smirk at the silly notion. Jack is in my life, and I’m still hopeful of bringing him around to my way of thinking.

But I can still have some enjoyment. I make eye contact with Adorable Bad Haircut, and when he waves a sheepish hello, I invite him to dance with me and his friend.

While I raise my arms and flow with the beat, the two awkwardly attempt to keep up. It’s a blast and we dance at a frenzied pace. Long Dusty Blond Locks even gathers the confidence to grab my hand and give me a twirl.

As I whirl around, I catch Brenton still fixated on me by the bar, even as another shot is thrust into his beefy hand. Through the lens of Alexandra’s intuition, I visualize how this will play out.

Brenton will do this shot and then finish the pitcher of beer that’s sitting on the bar. With the liquid courage pumping through his veins, he’ll amble his way over. When he gets close, using his size, he’ll bull past whoever is wooing me at the moment, block me from the music, and monopolize my attention.

As each second passes, he’ll edge closer until he makes physical contact, perhaps a touch on the shoulder or arm, or by smoothing out a lock of my hair. The next step will be pressuring me to come hang out with him and his buddies in a quieter place.

Will he take no for an answer?

He’s an oaf, so probably not.

As he raises a toast with the rest of the group, I run through ways to deal with him. Part of me just wants to shoot him down nicely, like I’ve done with everyone else, and drift away before he can get close. However, too much of my mind wrestles with how to embarrass him—to put him down hard like he’s done to Alex so many times.

Right on cue, he downs the shot and reaches for the half-full pitcher.

The smart course of action is to leave at this very instant because only bad things can come from having anything to do with this jerk.

However, part of me finds the danger alluring and wants to find out where things will go.

And then what?

Trouble, that’s for sure—but for me or him?

As Long Dusty Blond Locks and Adorable Bad Haircut jiggle to a new song, Brenton slams the drained pitcher on the bar.

While the Alex half of me wants to run, Alexandra keeps dancing, watching him from the corner of her eye, as he wipes his lips and marches over.

A moment later, Brenton’s hulking form arrives at my side. While I look up in feigned surprise, he says to my two admirers, “Scram.”

Like Alex and every other bullied soul, Long Dusty Blond Locks and Adorable Bad Haircut exchange glances and then retreat, not wanting to be on the losing end of a confrontation.

While Brenton edges closer to me, I check out the backside of Adorable Bad Haircut as he disappears with his friend into the crowd. His ass is skinny but still more than acceptable, and I imagine what I could have done with him to increase his confidence.

“You’re Alexandra,” Brenton slurs out. “I remember you from a party a few weeks back. You were on your way to study.”

To my amusement, he’s drunker than I figured and bolder too. Even though I find him revolting, I push out a fake smile and reply, “And you’re Brenton. You’re on the football team.”

He gives a big grin because I’ve remembered his name, no doubt thinking he’s on the road to getting lucky.

“And I’ve been waiting for you to come talk to me,” I add, batting my eyelashes to cover for my shock at uttering the provocative words.

He edges close to speak over the din. “Then I should have come by sooner.”

I wrinkle my nose from his alcohol-laden breath, letting my hatred of the man rise. “Yes, you should have,” I reply loudly. “My night would have been so much more exciting.”

He leans, so his lips are practically touching my ear, and says in a husky tone, “Can I buy you a drink?”

Even though everything’s going as I envisioned—only a little faster and rougher, I feel the situation barreling too far in a direction I can’t control. It’s time to duck out before things escalate to the point of no return, and I glance around for an exit.

Or should I stay?

Alex would cower and flee, but I’m not him now. I’m Alexandra, who embraces dealing with guys. Like a predator, I let my eyes roam over his body, sizing him up. That stupid fake smile. The charming laugh. His gregarious tone. Everything to make him seem so innocent and mask the underlying sadist.

Rage builds inside me from all the injustice I’ve taken from him over the years. And now that he knows where I live, what kind of torments will he devise next?

I’m not going to take it anymore from the likes of Brenton Adams.

A touch registers on my arm, and Brenton squeezes his fingers to an uncomfortable tightness around my biceps. His inner personality is coming out, even with so many people around.

I glance down at the contact, acting surprised.

The look stops him in his tracks, and he pulls back, realizing he’s overstepped.

His fear only strengthens my desire for retribution. He’s a bully and a coward, all wrapped up in one, and deserves…

I offer a come-on smile as my analytical half works out what I can do against my tormentor. Surprisingly, the answer comes from my conversation with Jack. Since having sex in public and getting caught would be terrible for a student council president, the same situation can’t be much better for a football player.

With my goal set, I rub his arm, letting my fingers trail up to his shoulder. “I like someone who knows what he wants,” I say, leaning close. My friend Callie is majoring in theater, and I’m sure she’d find my come-on and amateurish delivery comically awful. But I’m playing to an inebriated, lust-filled audience—a guy who so wants to believe my performance in his quest to get lucky.

He sends his trademark smile. “Maybe we can go to my place.”

“I have a better idea,” I reply, grabbing his hand and heading for the back alley.
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Amillion thoughts race through my head as I lead the bane of my childhood existence down the dim corridor to the back exit. For my part, I only need to get his pants and underwear off—hopefully with a heavy dose of innuendo and just the bare minimum of touching. Then when I run off with them, leaving him bottomless, he’s going to be embarrassed for sure and, with any luck, get caught for lewd behavior.

“Where are we heading?” he asks.

“Out back, for a good time.”

“My roommates are out,” he says, stopping short of the doorway, “so we can go to my place. It’s close.”

I stop myself from glaring. His fraternity isn’t nearby; he just wants us to go to a place where he’ll have all the advantages. “But,” I say, touching his collar, “I want you here and now.”

He shakes his head. “I don’t know about this.”

With his thoughts turning rational, my plan has stalled. To get things moving again, I’ll have to delve deeper into my bag of tricks, and I ask myself, “How far do I take this?”

If I ditch him now, nobody will be the wiser. But Alex’s situation with Brenton won’t be any better either—as a matter of fact, it’s probably only getting worse. My resolve hardens—Brenton Adams deserves everything he’s going to get, and I’ll do whatever is required to ensure he gets there.

He grabs my hand and says, “Come on, let’s⁠—”

I lean up and plant my lips on his. A moment passes while he gets over his shock. Then his eyes widen as his lust reasserts itself, and he slips his tongue into my mouth.

Even though the slimy thing tastes of alcohol and he reeks of body odor under his cheap cologne, I stay on the path of revenge and push back with my own.

The contact is more slobbering and mushy than wet and sensual, but he doesn’t care or can’t tell the difference.

I fight the urge to vomit. This intimacy with my childhood bully has to rank as one of the most disgusting things I’ve ever done.

His crotch brushes against my thigh—he’s super hard and ready.

There’s no time like the present to get this over with, so I push against the metal handle behind me, and the door swings outward. Still maintaining the kiss, I step backward and into the cool outside air, pulling him into the alley.

Only a single glowing bulb over the kitchen exit breaks the night, and when we separate for a breath, he glances at the scenery of sooty brick walls, grimy crates, and oily puddles, shining on the broken pavement. “Out here?” he asks in a dubious tone.

I can’t give him any time to think, so I blurt, “Yes, and now.”

Before he can find any other reason to stop, I bring him into another passionate kiss and push him back against a dumpster.

He pulls back. “But, what if⁠—”

I put my fingers over his lips. My prey is where I want him, and he’s not getting away. “Nobody’s around. Don’t you think that danger makes everything more exciting?”

Although he gives a drunken nod, he’s still more nervous than excited. If I ask him to pull off his pants and underwear, he’ll become suspicious or want me to get naked too—a non-starter. For this to go any further, I need to stimulate him beyond the limits of common sense.

Before I can change my mind, I squat, so my eyes are level with his crotch. Normally, I’d drop to my knees for this sort of thing, but I’m not touching any part of the filthy street if I can help it. To enhance the mood, I rub up and down on his bulge before unbuttoning his jeans and unzipping his fly.

Brenton reaches down to help, but I push his hands back, not willing to take the chance he finds out I’m wearing a wig. I make eye contact and say in a slutty voice, “Just relax, and let me run the show.”

As he sends a drunken smile, I yank everything down to his ankles.

A gasp leaves his mouth as his cock flops into the chilly night air.

For a moment, I can only stare at the ugly thing, filling my vision. Unlike Jack’s trimmed pubic hair, Brenton has an unruly mass of thick, black curls. His cock is shaped, for lack of any better words, like a giant, pale slug. The head is small, but the shaft flares into a fatty thickness. As unappealing as the sight is, the odor is worse, being every bit as nasty as I could imagine someone’s privates could smell.

Completely turned off, I grip my fingers around him, readying to do something way further than I’d planned.

While Brenton moans from the touch, I give a tentative lick over the tip. Somehow, it tastes of soap, alcohol, and sweat. I take in the head, but to get further, I have to widen my lips like never before. His girth soon surpasses anything I’ve tried, and I pause, not even a third of the way down.

I try to get excited for the task, but that’s easier said than done. The reek of garbage from in and around the dumpster and the greasy odors drifting from the kitchen mix with the bitter stench of his crotch. His cock fills my mouth with a sour taste, and aside from not vomiting, the best I can do is to keep my lips over my teeth to stop from scratching the fat shaft—an unpleasantness that I’m sure would destroy the sexual tension.

No positive reinforcement comes from above either. Even though he’s taking heavy breaths, there are none of the groans of excitement or words of encouragement I’ve gotten during every blowjob I’ve given to Jack.

I go for broke and shove myself as far as I can go, but he’s so thick my lips can’t even reach the fattest part of his shaft, which is only halfway down his length.

The slug-like thing softens, and Brenton pulls away, glancing at the dingy surroundings. “Maybe we should stop and head to my place.”

Angry I’m not making him horny enough to lose his senses, I push a sweet look on my face and stroke his rod, figuring out how to continue with something so repugnant.

“What do you say?” he asks, looking like he’s ready to pull his pants back up.

If I stop now, what have I gotten for this awful experience? A lesson in how sex can be bad? After going this far, I’m not quitting, so with renewed vigor, I take him back into my mouth, desperate to get him too excited to care about any ramifications.

While I bob, I focus on the details I use to give Jack pleasure. Flicks of the tongue, making eye contact, slutty moans of enjoyment, using my fingers, even widening my mouth further than I ever thought was possible to bring more of him inside me.

Minutes pass as I punish myself worse than any beating he inflicted when we were growing up. Despite all the effort, he barely gets hard again, and his silence speaks volumes about where his mind is at.

My gag reflex kicks in, and I have to stop from puking by pulling back and sucking down a breath. Before he can say anything, I push back onto him, willing myself to do a better job.

But it’s more of the same.

As bile threatens to erupt from my throat and I get ready to give up, I notice faint beats coming from inside. With nothing else to try, I switch my thoughts to accepting the pulsing of the music.

It takes a few seconds, and then, just like when I’m dancing, the sweet sounds flow through my body. I close my eyes and enter the moment, wrapping my fingers past the edge of my lips to create a cock sleeve. Time passes while I move up and down his shaft, and soon, I get into a nice rhythm. To make everything spicier, I caress his balls and rub the inside of his thighs with my free hand.

Moans of pleasure pour from his mouth as he gets harder and thicker. In a husky voice, he growls, “That’s amazing! Keep going, this is the best I’ve ever had.”

The motions become easier as I lose myself in the clouds, imagining I’m riding a lover, using my mouth and fingers as a vagina. To my surprise, pre-cum leaks from my cock, and in no time, I’m wet down there. I keep going, amazed at how turned on I am from treating sex like a dance.

A salty taste mixes with my saliva, and I return to reality. He’s at the tipping point, and I pull back till only the head is in my mouth and take a deep breath of the foul alleyway. When I glance at the even more foul face above, I only see bliss written across his expression.

Now is the moment to spring the trap, and I pull off him.

“What? Why did you stop?” he asks, his eyes glassy from drunken lust.

“I want you to fuck me,” I say, standing.

He perks up. “Really?”

“But I don’t have any birth control.”

“I have a condom,” he says, reaching back for his wallet.

The expiration date is long gone, I think dourly, annoyed he would be so prepared. “No,” I say, grabbing his hand, “I need to feel you.”

“Then—”

“I want you up my ass.”

His ugly lips widen into a stupid smile. “Oh, man, that would be awesome.”

I reach down and stroke his cock to keep him on the edge. “But you’re so big, we’ll need some lube.”

He nods stupidly.

“I’m going to get something from the kitchen to oil you up, so stay just like that.”

“Okay,” he says, ready to do anything I want.

“No cheating,” I say as I reach the doorway. “I’ll give you the best sex of your life, but only if you’re just like that when I get back.”

With his pants and underwear wrapped around his ankles, he mutters his assent, no doubt imagining the pleasure that’s soon to be his.

I step back inside and march to the end of the dim hallway, where a sudden guilt washes over me.

Even though Brenton deserves what’s coming, can I be the type of person to do this?

My parents always told me to be a nice person. I could walk away right now with nobody the wiser. While I’d have to live with performing oral on him, at least I didn’t let him fuck me or even get off.

But this is the sadistic asshole who wrecked my childhood and teen years—and is threatening to do that again in college.

Revenge might not be for nice people, but I’m Alexandra now and to hell with being nice.

I assume a panicked expression and charge into the kitchen.

As the double doors swing closed, a busboy notices the grand entrance with a look of surprise.

“Some pervert is flashing people in the back alley,” I say, clutching my chest and panting.

“What?” he says.

“A pervert yanked down his pants in front of me.”

From near the frying station, Annie comes rushing over.

Before she can come to any recognition that we’ve met previously, I blurt, shivering in terror, “It was terrible. He’s gigantic, and I barely got away.”

“Please, calm down,” she says. “Are you okay?”

To get her to move faster and think less, I keep my eyes wide and reply in a shrill voice, “You have to stop him before he does this to anyone else, or worse.”

“Not on my watch and not in my restaurant,” she says, grabbing the busboy and striding toward the kitchen exit that leads into the back alley.

I hustle in the opposite direction, feeling elated about the payoff for making out with and sucking off that fat, gross bully. As I make my way into the main area, ready to make my getaway, I freeze—this time in real terror.

Jack stands in the shadows past the corner booth. From his look of disgust, I gather he’s seen everything.

“Wait!” I say as he heads for the front door.

I rush after him, struggling to wend through the crowded dance floor. “I can explain,” I yell, hoping to be heard over the music.

He glances over his shoulder and then shakes his head as he storms outside without a word.

As Alexandra, I can’t follow him out and get back in, so I hurry to the bathroom to grab my stuff.

There’s a line of two, and I hop up and down from impatience while I wait, looking like I really need to go. Precious time passes before I get inside. I jump onto the sink, grab my bag of stuff from behind the corner ceiling panel, and rush back toward the main entrance, dodging a couple of bouncers heading toward the alleyway. When I finally slip out the front door, I scan up and down Main Street.

While many pedestrians mill about, there’s no sign of Jack anywhere.

I check my phone, shutting off the “Do Not Disturb,” but there aren’t any notifications. I give a weary sigh. While I’ve accomplished what I wanted as far as dancing and gotten a cherry on top with revenge, I now have to repair my relationship with Jack.

But first, I have to get back to my dorm room and brush my teeth to get the taste of Brenton Adams out of my mouth.


Ten
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The walk back to campus is dark and lonely, matching my mood. A premature touch of winter has settled into the air, and because of the sluttiness of my outfit, I suppress a shiver. I keep my arms folded and stride as fast as I can without attracting undue attention. For the first time as Alexandra, I’m embracing anonymity.

It’s not all bad though. The chill wandering up my skirt is a welcome distraction from the taste of Brenton’s cock in my mouth. And the bite of the cold wind against my face feels good compared to the flush of shame that’s settled into my cheeks.

When my dorm appears over a row of hedges, I hurry onward, only to stop before entering the lobby. It’s Saturday night and things are busy.

As a detour, I take the familiar path around back and slip in through the dumpster doorway. The air is warmer but putrid, and I hold my breath as I navigate my way into the service corridor. My cellphone display provides little in the way of brightness, and I wind up stepping in puddles of sludge and brushing up against greasy spots on the walls.

With my outfit filthy, I hurry into the bathroom and lock the door. As the light flickers on, I avert my gaze from the cracked mirror while I toss off my clothing. The blouse and skirt are ruined, and I dump them into the trash. After I wipe off my makeup and dress as Alex, I stuff my boots, panties, bra, and wig into the bag and head up to my dorm room.

When I get there, I brush my teeth for ten minutes straight. Then I gargle with mouthwash for another ten. I spit the residue into the sink and turn on the water, wrestling with mixed emotions—feeling dirty from the deed and getting caught by Jack, but also feeling satisfied and even vindicated by the result.

Every action I did during the evening was my choice, so I have only myself to blame for any guilt I have. Yet, I think, perking up—I only have myself to congratulate for anything good that comes out of it.

Still troubled, I pull off my shirt and pants and lie down on the bed. The lingering taste of my bully’s cock is gone, but the memory of giving him a blowjob is something I can’t get rid of.

I got turned on.

Was that because of Brenton?

I shake my head because I’m not a masochist. At least I don’t think so. Things only went there when I got lost in the dance to overcome my revulsion. It wasn’t Brenton I was pleasing; it was every male in the world.

Unfortunately, realizing I’m super-slutty instead of masochistic does little to lift my mood.

Then there’s the other issue from the evening.

I can live with what just happened between me and Brenton, but about Jack—I don’t know what to do.

His look of betrayal sends a shiver of shame through my body. This is a case where I need to sit down with him and explain everything. If he’ll listen…

I grab my cellphone and send a quick message.

Jack, can we talk, please?
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Sunday passes and then Monday without a word from Jack. My phone remains silent on Tuesday too. With each passing hour, with each passing minute, my agitation grows.

While I wait, I still attend class and keep a careful watch for Brenton. There hasn’t been any news about what happened, and it’s anyone’s guess as to what’s going on.

As Wednesday rolls toward late afternoon, I sit at my desk in front of an open textbook. I’m dressed as Alex—not having the nerve to appear as Alexandra since the incident at Annie’s Saloon. Sadly, my male half has no idea of what to do about this situation any more than my female side does.

I wander over to the nightstand and pick up my cellphone.

Still no communication from Jack.

I tighten my jaw and fight swirling emotions. I should be studying, but it’s impossible to concentrate.

Who does he think he is?

This is like when I was waiting for him to contact me after we first did it. Except now, he’s not trying to deny what he’s feeling toward me; he’s trying to decide if he wants to see me again.

If he hasn’t already done so.

That time, he ignored me until I sent him a hot picture of Alexandra in lingerie—a trick that won’t work now.

I rub my temples and glance at the mirror.

For once, my reflection refrains from any taunting, but its eyes stare in silent accusation.

I’ve blown it with Jack.

But then, I remember the ruination of my life at the hands of Brenton Adams. He deserved what he got, and I deserved to have my revenge.

And yet…

Should I get in contact with Jack?

Against every fiber of my feminine side, I bring up my cellphone and open the text app. When I go to swipe in a message, Alexandra’s pride wars with Alex’s desire for approval.

“If I just let Jack know I have an explanation for what happened,” Alex thinks, “he’d understand.”

An angry Alexandra retorts, “If he was in an understanding mood, he’d already have gotten in touch.”

I wipe my hand down my face, wondering how to break the impasse.

Nothing comes, and I accede to Alexandra’s wishes and set the phone down.

I turn back to the book but still can’t concentrate enough to grasp any concepts. In frustration, I grab the phone and fire out a text to Jack.

After all we’ve done together, I’d think you’d find the time to listen to my side of the story.




To my shock, a reply comes almost instantly.

Sorry, I was trying to get all the facts before I did anything.




Did? I purse my lips, wondering about the use of past tense. What did he do?

Another text rolls in.

This will work better in person. Can you come over?




The request doesn’t specify Alex or Alexandra, but I know who he wishes to see.

Is what he wants to discuss that serious? I mean, he could break up over the phone too. Or maybe he’s going to berate me.

Alexandra steels up her pride: Let him try.

I’ll be there after dark.





Eleven
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When the sun disappears, I head downstairs to become Alexandra. Even though I’m in for a scolding or worse, I stand straighter. Too much time has passed since I’ve been my alter ego.

With my knapsack slung over my shoulder, I walk to Jack’s apartment, wearing the platinum wig he bought for me and a more conservative outfit than what I wore in Annie’s Saloon. That look doesn’t need to be seen in public—especially in front of a certain fraternity—for a long while.

Unfortunately, solving this issue with Jack isn’t so simple. My trepidation grows with every step; it feels like I’m heading to an execution.

Is there any way to save this relationship?

While Alexandra knows how to handle guys in sexual situations, I have no idea how to act now.

Too soon, I reach the luxury apartment complex, and with a clammy hand, I press the button.

“Hello,” Jack says over the intercom.

“I’m here.”

The gate buzzes open, and I enter, walking toward his apartment with slowing strides. When I finally arrive on the third floor, Jack stands in the lighted doorway, dressed well as usual.

I say, only wanting to tell my side of the story before he can arrive at any conclusion, “I’d like to explain⁠—”

“Let’s talk in private,” he says, gesturing me inside.

After I drop my knapsack under the kitchen counter overhang, he shuts the door and holds up his hand for me to remain silent. He pinches his chin, composing his thoughts, before saying, “I only went to Annie’s to make sure you were okay.”

“But you never thought about joining me.”

He scratches his forehead and then says, “There’s security footage from the back alley.”

I suck in a shallow breath, embarrassed to have the act caught on tape for the world to see.

“The guy they grabbed,” Jack continues, “was the same one who was trying to buy you at the auction. Seems like you’ve got some history with him.”

“That person is the bully who made my childhood miserable,” I reply with rising anger. Although Jack looks like he wants to interrupt, he holds his tongue and listens as I recount my experiences with Brenton, including the scheme he used to ruin my standardized tests in high school.

I’m trembling with fury as I finish with, “And now, he knows where my dorm room is, and he was threatening to visit and do worse. So I got some revenge on him.”

With the story out, I glare in self-righteous defiance—only I understand the hell I went through.

Jack lets out a long sigh, and I know him well enough to see the politician coming out. “This guy, Brenton, will probably face some misdemeanor charges that’ll result in him having to pay a small fine and do some community service. As far as school, he’s getting kicked off the football team. Apparently, the coach didn’t have a lot of use for him. But because there was coercion from the mystery girl, the punishment is going to be probation but not expulsion.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I’m the student council president, and it’s my job to get all the facts. That’s why I didn’t contact you before a decision was made about him.”

“I can’t believe you’re letting him stay here. This guy is a sadistic asshole.”

“Well, whatever he did to you, you still got here. So, there’s no reason to go any further and destroy his life.”

“If he stays here, he’s going to make my life miserable.”

“It’s understood that if he does anything—like sneezing in the wrong direction or breathing on the wrong person—he’s gone. So, if he does something to you, just let me know.”

Although his reassurance tempers my anger, I ask, still not mollified, “So, that’s it?”

“For this incident, for him, yes. But there’s an ongoing effort to figure out who the mystery girl is.”

Suddenly nervous, I bite my lip.

“I guess if she’s careful, nobody will ever find her,” he says with a shrug.

“Thanks.”

He nods and says a moment later, “If you want to see other people, you can.”

“Are you breaking up with me?” I ask, panicked at the thought of losing him.

“You’ve grown past what we have.”

“I haven’t,” I reply, holding up my hands. “I mean, I’d like a little more, like I mentioned, but I’m happy with what we’re doing.”

“For now.”

“Yes, but in the future we could…”

My words trail away as he frowns. This is as far as our relationship is going. He’s only trying to find nice, different ways of expressing the same answer he gave before.

“So, this is it?” I ask in a timid voice.

Instead of answering, he steps into the study and waves for me to follow.

I stride after him, curious about this strange turn in the conversation. When I join him at the desk, he turns on the computer and maximizes the browser.

“What do you think about this?” he asks.

I lean close to read the text.
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Looking for a male to dress as a female to be a full-time model. Must be effeminate and be able to pass completely as a girl.

The ad continues with details about preferable body types and facial features before going into mundane contact information at the bottom of the page.

“Is this for real? Modeling as a woman for money?” I ask, saying the words slowly to get used to the idea. I think of Bailey Thomas, the trans person prominently featured in the Neo Splendor issue I have.

“Sure, why not?”

“This sounds too good to be true,” I reply, disbelieving.

“I called the number and spoke to the woman in charge. She seems like a hard ass and had me sign a digital NDA before she’d release any information. A scammer would try to get me involved, but she went out of her way to describe how stringent her requirements are and to talk me out of referring anyone. She also wanted to make sure you weren’t known as a crossdresser or trans in any social media setting.”

“I don’t have any accounts and only you know about this,” I say, gesturing down my outfit.

“Then you’ve got a chance.”

“How did you find out about this?”

“I mentioned to you that I had a cousin who cross-dressed when I was growing up. I’ve kept tabs on the community. When I saw this ad, I figured you’d be interested.”

When I was going through the Neo Splendor, there were times I wondered if I could be like one of the models. To think that’s in the realm of possibility…

“What’s the next step?” I ask.

“We send her a picture to see if you make the cut.”

I touch my wig. “Should I get a special outfit?”

He whips out his cellphone. “You always look great. And how you are now is perfect.”

The camera snaps before I can do anything.

“Not like that! I should do a pose or at least⁠—”

“The picture is supposed to be as ordinary as possible—nothing special. She mentioned something about looking good under unflattering circumstances.”

“Is that all?”

“Now I send it in, along with your name, age, and occupation. With your permission…”

I purse my lips. What’s the worst that could happen?

“Are you okay with this?” Jack asks.

“Yes,” I say, feeling Alexandra’s confidence.

He taps on the phone display and says, “It’s on its way.”

I wrap my arms around him as a thank you for looking out for me and bury my face in his chest. This whole time, he’s been searching for ways for me to stay as Alexandra. Even if it won’t involve him.

And if this works out…

The scent of his body and thought that being Alexandra might lead to something after all makes me hot.

As Jack reciprocates the hug, I tug at his belt buckle, wanting to show him how grateful I am for everything he’s done.

I sink to my knees, wanting to pleasure a nice cock—something to overpower the lingering feel of Brenton’s in my mouth.

“Maybe,” he says, “we should hold off on doing anything.”

I glance up and meet his stare, cupping his balls. “Please, I need to do this.”

When he kicks off his shoes, not offering any other resistance, I finish pulling off his pants and underwear. Then I stand and say, “I want you totally naked.”

After I help him off with his shirt and he tugs off his socks, I lead him over to the bedroom and have him lie down on the bed.

I crawl next to him and kneel at his side, facing his bottom half. He’s only semi-hard, and I spend a minute stroking him to his full length.

With my mouth already wet in anticipation, I lean forward and kiss the tip, licking off a drop of pre-cum. Wanting to savor every instant, I engulf him slowly, swirling my tongue around the head and enjoying the flavor of his leaking fluid mixing with my saliva.

While he groans with delight, he understands to let me go at my own pace and leaves me alone.

Bit by bit, I take more of him inside me until my gag reflex forces a halt. I pull in my cheeks and bob with longer strokes down his length, determined to go further than ever before. I push out my tongue to create more room and impale myself forward, making slutty, slurpy sounds.

Jack shudders from pleasure.

To show my total appreciation, I need to take him all in. My eyes tear from the effort as I only pull back far enough to take small breaths through my nose.

I plow ahead, but the gag reflex stops me. I lean up to get a better downward angle, but the tip still won’t go past the top of my esophagus.

Disappointed, I bring my head back, hating the thought of failing again.

In desperation, I try a trick I found during my online research into deep-throating. I shove forward, and when he hits my gag reflex, I make the same muscle movements I do when swallowing food.

Then gripping the sheets to either side, I yank myself down his shaft.

Something pops, and he slips into my throat. Shocked that my lip is touching his balls and he’s so far inside me, I fight the urge to wretch.

While Jack groans in ecstasy, I adjust to the sensation of being choked by a heated, fleshy rod. Discomfort radiates from everywhere along my oral passage—around my lips, down my throat, and even up my nose.

As my eyes water and mucus fills my nostrils, I battle panic from being in this vulnerable position.

A few seconds pass before my body accepts the intrusion and the pain fades into numbness. Slutty thoughts arrive to overwhelm my fears, and suddenly, I’m into it. I thrust my face up and down his cock, starting from the tip and moving all the way down to the base.

He gets into my rhythm and thrusts back into me.

My lips bang against his pelvis and balls as I struggle to maintain the pace while every now and then getting a little air into my starved lungs.

Soon, he cries out, and his cock pulses. I meet his rising bottom and his length buries deep into me.

He stiffens, getting even longer and harder, expanding my already stretched throat. Ropes of cum squirt down my esophagus and into my belly. The sensation is strange because, unlike the other times I’ve gotten him off orally, I can’t feel or taste the gooey fluid now.

When I pull off him, finding my mouth strangely clean, he says “Oh, my god. Nobody’s ever done that to me.”

“First time for me too,” I say with satisfaction.

While he lies in the afterglow of the orgasm, I stand and grab a tissue. We stay silent as I dab drool from my face and blow my nose.

When I finish redoing my makeup, Jack asks, “Can we do this again, soon?”

Glad he’s ready to resume our relationship—at least within his boundaries—I give a coy smile. “Maybe,” I answer, looking forward to the next bout with him, but playing hard to get as his punishment for ghosting me over all those days.

When I step from the bedroom without adding anything, he gets out of bed, still naked, and follows.

I grab my knapsack, and he escorts me to the doorway, where he says, “I’ll make it worth your while.”

Even though my ass clenches with desire, I merely reply, “I’ll bet.”

He opens the door with a pouty look, and I step outside and head downstairs without sparing another glance.

When I exit the complex, I take a deep breath, happy things are settled with Jack. Then I stare at the clear, starry sky. My heart patters as I imagine what might come from this opportunity. Being a full-time model with people paying money to take pictures of me. Glamorous fantasies of hanging around with the models in Neo Splendor erupt in my thoughts.

I shake my head because I don’t want to get my hopes up that this is real and I could have a shot.

What’s probably going to happen is that I’ll receive a polite “No, thank you,” which will be the end of any chance I have of being Alexandra full-time.

But what if it’s not?


Twelve
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The cafeteria just opened for dinner, and only a few muted clinks of silverware come from the mostly empty tables. As the first ones in, Callie and I zipped through the food stations and now sit in the back corner.

While Callie quietly eats, I watch the dinnertime crowd enter, struggling to make sense of my whirling thoughts.

Even though Brenton is one strike from being expelled, I had Callie escort me down one last time for dinner. The fear will wear off soon, and while I had to do some unsavory things, what happened is a net positive. Barring anything unforeseen, I’ve finally defeated my childhood bully.

I wonder if that was my true reason for being Alexandra, or is there something more?

The hopeful feelings from sending my picture in for that ad are still with me. But I need to temper my expectations. Winning the prize of getting a career as a model is like winning a super-jackpot lottery—despite the less-than-minuscule odds, everyone thinks they own the lucky ticket.

I’ve never had any luck in my life, so why would things be different now? When I inevitably don’t get a call to come in to audition, I’ll need to face reality.

And what will that be?

Despite the incident at Annie’s Saloon being smoothed over with Jack, our relationship is as far as it’s going. He’s not expanding his sights beyond the metaphorical bedroom—which means whatever we do from now on won’t last forever.

And then things go back to square one for me. I can be Alexandra and get into flings, hoping beyond hope I’ll meet someone like Jack—but someone willing to take that next step.

I sigh at the chances of that occurring.

With this victory over Brenton, perhaps I should retire as Alexandra. Then I’ll still have enough time to pull out my grades for this semester and continue with my original life plans.

Callie waves a hand in my face. “What sort of weird melancholy are you in now?”

In the dim lighting of our corner of the cafeteria, she looks really cute with a frown.

“Earth to Alex,” she says, annoyed. “I’m not going to keep getting dinner with you if all you’re going to do is space out.”

I cough and hold up a finger to pause the conversation. My throat is sore from the deep throat I performed on Jack yesterday—something I’m looking forward to doing again soon—and my voice is raspy. I take a hurried sip of water to ease the discomfort and say, “Sorry, I was worrying about my courses.”

“Haven’t you been studying more at school? You aren’t in your room much.”

“I’m just deciding if my life’s choices are going to help me be successful in the future.”

She gives a puzzled frown at the out-of-context statement. “You’re in mechanical engineering. Having questions about career choice should be an argument I should have with myself as a theater major. The odds of me landing any sort of paying gig are pretty slim.”

“But you’re happy with what you’re doing.”

“There is that,” she replies unenthusiastically.

“I’m not so happy being myself,” I say, matching her tone. The spoken words open up the dormant desire of what I want for my future. Not as far as a job or marriage, but how I want life to be.

I want respect. I want to live outside of anonymity. Being a meek person, hoping that people will be nice to me because I’m nice to them, isn’t a recipe for success.

She leans forward. “Is this about that bullying stuff you were mentioning before?”

“No,” I reply, shaking my head, “that’s over with.”

“Oh, good,” she says, relaxing. “So why wouldn’t you be happy being you?”

I imagine what my reflection would say. “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

When she narrows her eyes at my non-answer, I reply, “There are so many reasons.”

“It’s okay to feel insecure about yourself. Just about everyone our age does. Believe me, I hang around with actors.”

While she waits for a response, a stray, competitive thought enters my mind: I wonder how good she is in bed and if she could deep throat. She had a long-term boyfriend, so she’s probably got a lot of experience.

I frown, struggling to figure out the weird curiosity. Am I interested in her as Alex? Or am I in competition with her as Alexandra? And if I’m competing with her, how strange would that be? Or am I just becoming more like Alexandra?

“Alex,” she says, this time waving her fork. “What do you keep spacing out about?”

I hold up my hands in surrender. “Just a stupid thought. Sorry, I promise I’ll stop it.”

She replies with a dubious nod. “So, how’s the interest in dancing going?”

“Good,” I say, caught off guard. “I mean, it would be something worth pursuing, I think.”

“We should go then.”

For an instant, I wonder if the request is more than just as friends.

My phone vibrates in my pocket, but not wanting to get Callie more annoyed by once again abandoning the conversation, I ignore the call and reply, “I’m not sure⁠—”

“Sometimes, you just have to go for it.”

I should go with her. The outing could even be a date if she wants it to be—after all, Jack said I’m free to be with other people. Although he probably wouldn’t expect me to do it as Alex.

Because Alex is ugly.

Insecurities about my male looks rise and destroy any notion of Callie being interested in me. She’s being nice because I helped her with math before we transferred here.

There’s no way she’d like freckle-faced Alex Cameron as a boyfriend.

And if I asked her out and she said “No”—and I have zero doubt that a hard rejection would be coming—then I’m ruining our friendship, which is yet another reason not to try. Even though Jack and I are friendly—that’s more a dating type of thing—Callie is my one true friend, and I can’t afford to lose her.

“Sometimes, you just have to take the bull by the horns,” I hear Annie say.

Callie leans toward me. “Well, what do you say? How about this weekend?”

“Um…” I reply, unsure of everything.

The phone buzzes again, and I pull it out of my pocket.

“Let me get this,” I say as she rolls her eyes.

When I open the display, there’s a text from Jack, and I can scarcely believe the contents.

You’ve been accepted for an appointment!




Quickly, I swipe back.

Awesome. I’m super excited.




It’s this weekend up north, so you’ll need to travel.




I glance back at Callie. “Sorry, I can’t go,” I say. “I’ve got plans for this weekend.”

“Those must be some plans. I’m pretty sure I’ve never seen you this excited.”

“Some other time?”

She shrugs. “Yeah, maybe.”

The phone rings from Jack, but I send it to voicemail and text back.

Busy now. Talk later?




Make it soon. You don’t have a lot of time to get ready.




I slide the phone back into my pocket and rush to finish dinner, making empty conversation with Callie and deflecting her curiosity about what has me so excited.

When we part, I promise to go dancing with her someday, keeping my fingers crossed behind my back because getting the job as a model would negate everything.

“If,” I remind myself. “If I get the job…”
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Back in my room, I stare at my phone in disbelief. The address card that’s arrived via text says this audition is up north, over five hundred miles away, and on Saturday—in two days. I pace up and down the length of my bed, struggling to swipe in my panicky thoughts. Finally, after hitting each letter individually, I send my reply.

How am I supposed to get there? And on such short notice?




The phone rings with a call from Jack, and even though I’m dressed as Alex, I pick up, remembering to be Alexandra. “I’m not sure⁠—”

“Don’t worry about the finances,” Jack says. “The expenses are on me.”

The offer is incredibly generous, and I ask, “Why are you doing this?”

“Because you’ve let me live out my biggest fantasy, so I figure I’d return the favor.”

“Thanks so much,” I reply, wondering how I’m going to repay him. Somehow, only sexual favors come to mind.

“Don’t thank me yet,” he says in a sobering tone. “This won’t be easy.”

Alexandra’s confidence rises. “I’ll be up to it.”

“Great,” he replies after a hesitation. “I’ll send you the details of the train ticket after I buy it.”

“Train?”

“This is a small town with no connecting flights. Getting there will be easier by taking a sleeper train to a hub and then taking a local for the last leg. I’ll have a car take you to the hotel when you get there.”

“Okay, I can handle that,” I reply after a deep breath.

“That’s the simple part.”

I laugh at the truth of the statement.

“Now, get ready and make sure you pack a cute outfit.”

Even though he can’t see me, I nod before hanging up. My heart pounds from anxiety—this is happening so quickly. I wipe my clammy hands on my jeans and sort through what I need.

Nothing comes, and I sit at the desk with slumped shoulders.

“I can do this,” I say out loud. “I can.”

Minutes pass before I settle into Alex’s logical thoughts. Then I start writing a list to make sure I don’t miss anything.
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The next day, dressed as Alex and pulling along a wheeled suitcase, I walk past harried commuters in anonymity. Nobody cares about the skinny, freckled guy, who’s keeping his head down and minding his own business.

Outside the main terminal windows, the sun is setting, and the evening rush hour is in full bloom. I skirt around a crowd plowing in through the front entrance and enter a side terminal. From there, I walk toward the gate where my sleeper train leaves. When the silvery cars come into view, fresh anxieties creep up my spine, and I pause.

This is really happening.

The competition will be fierce. A lot of others are going to covet a job that pays money for standing in front of a camera. To settle down, I visualize myself dressed as Alexandra and blowing away a row of approving judges at the audition. The picture of triumph only lasts for an instant before the judges shake their heads in abject rejection of my femininity.

I pinch my lips, worried I need to be more perfect than perfect for this to work out. To boost my girly confidence, I run over all the details I’ve learned about being feminine.

The image of me riding Jack slides into my thoughts, and I frown. Sex is something I’ve got down pat, and I’m certain will have nothing to do with helping me get this job. I need to concentrate on all the other things—like walking, eating, makeup, hair, ladylike gestures, and so on—the sheer amount of knowledge threatening to crush my remaining confidence.

Movement flashes in my peripheral vision, and a burly man bumps into me, the collision jostling the coffee container in his hand. While I stare in shock, he shakes brown drops from his fingers, saying angrily, “Watch where you’re going.”

Even though I wasn’t moving, I avert his glare and mutter, “Sorry.”

As if sensing my meek nature, he edges toward me, tense like he wants to escalate things.

Terrified of what might ensue, I slouch and head in a different direction, my sense of self-worth shriveling with each retreating step I take. Thankfully, he doesn’t follow, and when I no longer feel his eyes burning through my back, I turn around to make sure I’m safe.

Behind me, there are only crisscrossing people, rushing to get to wherever they’re going.

I exhale an angry sigh, hating my existence as Alex, who is always intimidated by bigger guys. In truth, Alex is intimidated by everyone, but things are more noticeable with the physical types because of all the bullying I took growing up.

Brenton is done in my life, but there’s always going to be another one. It’s like my personality attracts them. And for every jerk that shows up, I can’t always dress up as Alexandra to put them in a compromising position—that’s a trick that should only be used once and never again.

I’ll have to overcome this insecurity at some point, but not now. I force my feet to keep moving to the gate. When I reach the train, I stand in a five-deep line as a young man in a tidy blue uniform checks tickets and directs people to their sleeping quarters. A couple of minutes pass before he scans my ticket from my phone display.

“Your berth is three cars down on the right,” he says, pointing inside.

As he turns to the next passenger, I step onto the train.

The decor is a little worn but nice, with subdued colors chosen to brighten without offending.

A woman in a stylish business suit brushes past, followed by someone who looks like her assistant, and then a litany of others hustling to get to their accommodations.

The center aisle is narrow and, with the incident with the coffee-drinking jerk having me rattled, I find a quiet spot in the dining car between two tables, hoping to avoid meeting any other passengers. While I wait, people, mostly business travelers along with a few families, file past with their luggage. As usual, no one pays any attention to Alex.

Fifteen minutes pass before I step back into the aisle and wander toward the rear of the train.

The car lurches as we leave the station, and I stumble, almost falling into a guy in casual travel wear. As with every other male, he’s brawnier than me, and even though there wasn’t any contact, I mumble an apology anyway.

He heads away without so much as a glance.

When I reach my car, an attendant directs me to my room. It’s a single cabin with seats that fold out into a bed. There’s a private sink and mirror on one wall, and a big picture window, offering a nice view of the barren brown and beige landscape speeding past.

Jack booked a single, so I’ll have plenty of time to study and sleep without being bothered.

I open my suitcase and set my textbooks on a small table under the window. Then I lay out my Alexandra wardrobe on the seats, inspecting the garments for any flaws. Since I still can’t stomach the latest memories from wearing my usual blonde wig, I brought the platinum one instead. It looks great, but it might be too flamboyant. From the details I saw in the ad, I think natural might be better.

It’s too late to change anything, and I whisper to myself as if I’m afraid of an argument, “When I’m put together, everything will be perfect.”

My stomach grumbles for dinner and even though my bladder adds a plea for relief, I’d prefer not to interact with any people yet, so like a good student, I flip open a textbook.

The words blur as the time passes, and soon, I stop my leg from jittering and rub my eyes.

My concentration’s too muddled to do any learning because I’m nervous as hell since I want this job so badly. The brush with the angry commuter is just a harbinger of my crappy future as Alex. If I’m going to continue my life in that direction, things need to change. That means I need to figure out how to deal with physical presences or I’ll always be fearful on the inside—a state of being that will never lead to any success.

This audition needs to go well.

I nervously wonder what I’ll be asked to do. Dolling up as Alexandra is a given, but will I have to do anything? Like displaying any feminine talent?

A little practice as Alexandra wouldn’t hurt, so I pull out my makeup kit. I don’t want to wrinkle or do anything to my outfit before I need it, but I can do everything else, so I strip, happily tossing away my Alex clothing. Even though I’m already smooth, I break out my razor, go to the sink, and shave my body again.

After I slip on the platinum wig, I dab on makeup until I feel comfortable with my looks. I take a relaxed breath—getting distance from being Alex leaves behind his issues.

A pang comes from my bladder, and I pinch my legs together.

With my earlier anxieties at ease, I give in to my urgent need to pee and the worsening demands of my stomach.

After I change back to Alex, I rush outside to find a bathroom. When I do, I enter and relieve myself. Happy as only someone who’s gotten rid of the uncomfortably full sensation can be, I wash up and step back into the narrow aisle.

A tall man in a gray suit brushes against me.

Before he can yell at my clumsiness, I lower my head and mumble, “Sorry.”

“It was my fault,” he replies in a pleasant tone.

With the civil exchange, my feminine half notices that he’s gorgeous, and my interest perks up for the man. My eyes linger on his backside as he continues onward, and I caress the spot where he touched me. For a moment, I wonder how different things might have turned out if the incident had happened with me in my Alexandra guise. The image of him grunting on top of me as his cock pumps furiously into my bottom enters my head.

Even though I’m tempted to figure out what cabin he’s staying in, so I can return later as Alexandra, I hustle in the opposite direction toward the dining car, amazed at the contrast between my male and female halves. While Alex is powerless, Alexandra has power over men—the ability to get them to notice her, to dominate them, and to make them do stupid things. Her risk-taking, adventure-seeking personality is like a counterweight to Alex’s cautious, wimpy nature and is a much better place to be.

Instead of eating at a table, I bring my salad back to my room to remove myself from any female temptation for meeting some of the eligible hunks I saw in the dining car.

From there, things go uneventfully for the rest of the evening with me even studying a little before calling it a night. I need to be up at seven to make the connecting train to arrive at my destination.

I pack and then pull the seats out into a bed.

As I settle in for sleep, a late-night person starts a conversation on his cellphone just outside my door. Upset at the noise and more upset that—as Alex—I’m resigned to not saying anything to the rude individual, I pull my pillow over my head.

A few minutes later, the train heads into a turn, jostling the cabin, and shaking me fully awake.

I sit up, nervous about not getting enough rest before the audition. Several moments pass while I watch bright lights zipping behind the curtains before the cellphone conversation in the hallway dies.

Too restless to sleep, I flop back down, struggling to ignore the lumpy seat mattress and the metal rattles of the wheels. I roll on my side, restless. Maybe I just need to blow off a little steam. Going out as Alexandra and flirting with a few guys couldn’t be that bad, could it?

The thought is ill-advised, and I shake my head. I’ve got one goal for this trip and that’s making a good feminine presentation, so I can continue my journey as Alexandra. Anything else is a distraction I can’t afford to take.

Alex needs to be Alexandra, and Alexandra needs to be a good girl and stay in her travel accommodation.

I squeeze my eyes shut and bury my head under the pillow again, hoping I can rest enough to be functional in the morning. I try to numb my thoughts from what’s at stake for my future, but I only wind up concentrating on the shaking of the cabin and the noises from the passersby in the hallway.
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The connecting train dumps me off in a place that might as well be named Smallville, Podunk County, USA. Farmland stretches in all directions beyond the few populated blocks of town.

With my suitcase in tow, I head toward the exit, struggling to stop from yawning. I got to sleep an hour before the sleeper train disembarked, and for now, I’m running on adrenaline, but that’s going to wear off and soon.

On the street outside the station, a driver holds my name on a placard. Relieved that Jack took care of everything, I step into the waiting luxury sedan, which whisks me off to the tallest and nicest building within view.

While not the largest hotel I’ve seen, the interior is luxurious—which is shocking given the surroundings. This population center is so small it doesn’t deserve a five-star hotel, yet here it is.

The opulence makes the ad feel more legitimate, and that adds to my nervousness. I need this opportunity to work out; it would justify everything I’ve done to become Alexandra and then some.

While struggling to control my anxieties, I go to the concierge and give my name. With a polite drawl, he directs me to an elevator that leads to the penthouse suite.

When I exit on the eighth and top floor, I head to the end of the hallway, where a hotel employee in uniform sits behind a foldout table. “Hello,” the older woman says in a pleasant voice, “and you are?”

“Alex Cameron.”

She finds me on a list and has me write my email and phone number next to my name. Then she pulls out a couple of sheets of paper from a folder. “This is an NDA for you to sign before you enter.”

I skim through the legalese, which states I’m not to discuss or make public any aspect of this meeting—with dire consequences promised if I break the agreement.

After I sign, she puts the document away and says, “Is there anything you need as far as preparation?”

“No,” I reply, patting my suitcase, “I’ve got everything with me.”

“You’re number ten,” she says, handing me a post-it with the number written on it. “Please, wait inside until you’re called. There are refreshments if you’re hungry or thirsty. A few other candidates are here, but you aren’t to speak with anyone. Is this understood?”

I nod, wondering if the numbers are sequential and how many other people are coming.

When she opens the door, I enter the spacious penthouse suite. The place is enormous and bathed in soothing beiges and browns. The curtains are drawn, and an expansive view of clear blue sky over checkered fields fills the tall windows in front of me.

More important than the scenery are four slender, casually dressed college-age males, sitting in the luxurious furniture scattered around the living room.

I offer a weak smile that a couple of them answer with a nod—but nobody says anything.

Heeding the warning from the greeter out front, I remain silent too. The refreshment table is in the corner, and I head over and grab a bottle of water. In my haste to meet the connecting train, I skipped the complimentary breakfast, so I nab a delicious-looking blueberry muffin from one of the food baskets that are set out too. Even though I’m nervous and not hungry, I decide having some energy and something inside me would be better than letting an excess of stomach acid chew through my insides for however long I’m waiting.

Then, with nothing else to do, I drag my suitcase over to a beige lounge seat with thick arms, plop myself down, and check out the competition.

The person next to me hugs a gym bag. He has shoulder-length, sandy hair and soft brown eyes. His complexion is smooth like porcelain, and an instant jealousy rises in me. I rub my freckles, wondering what he looks like with makeup and in a girly outfit.

A tanned guy with black hair lounges on a comfortable-looking chair across the room. I decide he’d need darker makeup and a heavy dose of concealer to cover his pores. Although with his delicate nose and large brown eyes, I assume he’d look fantastic in feminine mode.

He returns my stare with a wink of confidence. Although I’m tempted to start a conversation with him, I’m more tempted to not break any NDA rules.

I swing my gaze to the remaining two on the couch. They’re similar in build and age to the rest of us.

Disappointed there’s not an obviously bad one in this bunch, I nibble at my muffin and take a sip of water to calm my rising anxieties. The competition is going to be brutal.

The door to the bedroom opens, and a thin, pale candidate walks out with a blue plastic suitcase in tow. He gives a nervous glance before hustling through the exit without a word.

While I exchange glances with my tanned competitor, a stern female voice calls from inside the bedroom, “Number six!”

As I imagine what type of beefy matron is conducting these appointments, the guy hugging the gym bag stands and heads through the open doorway. The other three—presumably seven, eight, and nine—remain seated and lost in their own thoughts as the door ominously closes.

A moment later, the front door swings open, and a well-dressed newcomer with ruby lips and a flawless complexion enters—fresh meat, I think dourly.

Everyone stays silent as I lean back in my chair, preparing for a long wait. As number ten, I’m fourth in line—among how many I have no idea, but I’m sure the total is many and everybody will look exceptional when dolled up.

I take a swig of water and try not to focus on my slim chances of getting this job.
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Noon arrives as number nineteen sits down in the now crowded living room. A minute later, the tanned guy with black hair steps out of the bedroom, holding his knapsack. His confidence from earlier is gone. Like the others before him, he looks like whatever unholy matron is running this show gobbled him up and spat him out. A little shaky, he makes a beeline for the exit.

“Number ten,” the stern female voice calls out.

I stand, relieved the sitting around is over, but apprehensive about what’s coming next. The room stays quiet as I tug my suitcase to the doorway, where I pause to steady my nerves.

“Come in, we haven’t got all day,” the interviewer says, sounding bored and impatient all at once.

I take a quick step inside.

The bedroom is huge and looks much like the living room—a soft brown and beige palette with opulent furniture. The king-sized bed has been shoved to the side to create a walking area. To my shock, the evil ogre I imagined behind the stern voice is a beautiful young woman sitting behind a desk near the windows. The light streaming through the glass adds a halo over her long midnight-black hair. Dressed in a power suit, she cuts quite the figure with her busty, athletic build. While her features aren’t delicate, some might even say her nose is a little dominant, everything just comes together for her.

She points behind me. “The door?”

Quickly, I reach back and pull the door closed, worried I’ve made a bad first impression.

She takes a long gulp of coffee from a large mug and studies me as I struggle not to wilt under the scrutiny.

“What’s your name?” she finally says in a tone that sounds like she’s seen too many wanna-be models already.

“Alex Cameron,” I reply, struggling to keep my voice steady. Even though this might be old to her, it’s new for me and her lack of enthusiasm isn’t helping my sagging confidence in the slightest.

“I’m Christine,” she says as she searches through a stack of papers. After pulling out a sheet that presumably has my name on it, she asks, “Your current occupation is college student?”

“Yes, I’m a junior.”

“And you’re twenty-one?”

I nod.

She sets down the paper. “Okay, let’s see what you’ve got,” she says, stepping around the desk and approaching. Even without her three-inch heels, she’s taller than me, but with the added height, she dominates my personal space.

I fight to stand straight under her dark, intense eyes. Somehow, she’s more intimidating than anyone I’ve met—even Brenton at his worst.

When I glance away, she says, “You know, the best way to deal with a bully is to punch them in the face the first time they bother you.”

Her perfect read of my life hits like a slap, and I swallow saliva before replying, “That’s easier said than done.”

“Sometimes, you get stuck between a rock and a hard place,” she replies with disdain. “The best thing is to take action instead of letting someone run you over. Take the short-term pain over the long-term suffering.”

I imagine Annie rushing into the alley behind her saloon to find a half-naked Brenton with his slug-like cock hanging out for the world to see. With a little more smugness than I feel, I answer, “Sometimes that long-term suffering leads to the best revenge.”

As she sends a curious stare, I wonder how many guys this beautiful girl would have wrapped around her pinkie. The answer I come up with is as many as she wants because she’s more attractive than me.

The disquieting conclusion erodes what little self-assurance I have left.

After a moment, she simply adds, “That it might.”

As I try to figure out if the statement is a positive or a negative, she says, “Do a twirl.”

“Huh?”

“Turn around,” she says, dragging her finger in a circle, “so I can see all of you.”

I do an awkward spin, trying not to get dizzy, and when I face her again, she grabs my chin. Over the next minute, she twists my head in every which way and peers at every last pore I have. After checking my Adam’s apple and making sure my hands and feet aren’t too large, she steps back and folds her arms. “Your eyebrows need work, and those freckles aren’t great.”

My heart drops as I hear my reflection giggling in all the mirrors around the globe.

“But,” she continues, “there’s nothing noticeably bad or that won’t translate into feminine beauty.”

“Thanks,” I reply, relieved.

“Don’t get too excited,” she says, puncturing my blip of confidence. “This only means you passed the bare minimum.”

I touch my freckles nervously, wondering if anyone would ever get too excited about being around such a critical person.

“What’s your stage name?” she asks.

“My what?”

“The name you’re known by when you’re a girl.”

“Alexandra.”

“Can you do your own makeup, Alexandra?” she says, back to sounding bored with the process.

I nod.

“Go ahead and get dressed,” she says, indicating the bathroom. “Let’s see what you look like.”

Thrilled to leave her presence, I pull my suitcase into a spacious bathroom that contains a walk-in shower and jacuzzi bathtub. After I close the door, I set my makeup kit and outfit on a long marble countertop with shaky hands.

My reflection looms large in the lighted circular mirror over the sink, and I struggle to ignore its taunts as I get started.

The first effort goes awry, and in disgust, I wipe everything off and start over. Five minutes later, I’m again cleaning my face after another two failures.

I’ve done this dozens of times, but now all my anxieties are spiraling out of control.

“Everything okay in there?” she asks, impatient.

“Yes,” I say, forcing out a sweet voice.

When she doesn’t add anything, I lean over the sink and stare at the mirror, battling to pull myself together.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” my reflection states. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

This girl has thrown me off my game. She isn’t impressed with the base features of my male persona. Normally, I’d be excited to switch it up to “Wow” her as Alexandra, but the wow factor comes from guys. I get jealous looks from women, but is that enough? Especially with someone as pretty as her?

She raps on the door. “Hurry up. A lot of people are waiting.”

“Just a minute,” I blurt, fearful she’ll kick me out if I can’t do this. I need to try again, to force myself to be in the moment, but there’s no music or rhythm I can get into, so I can become Alexandra.

I suck down a deep breath, settling my anxieties.

No matter what this woman thinks, I’ve taken worse from the bullies in my life and from my own self-loathing. And that’s made me stronger. What’s that she said? Punch a bully in the face?

Well, it’s too late for the ones from my childhood, but I can do it metaphorically now.

I know I can blow away anyone I saw waiting for an appointment, and even if I don’t, it won’t be for a lack of trying.

With the indignation fueling my motions, I start again and a few minutes later, I complete the transformation and step back outside as Alexandra in my platinum wig, with a short skirt showing off my legs and a padded bra giving me a little more under my blouse. Although not the hottest I’ve looked, this isn’t the worst either.

She steps up to me, pinching her chin. A nervous chill crawls up my spine until I realize via my feminine intuition that she’s adjusting her expectation of my chances, perhaps only raising it from the lowest bar, but at least, that’s something.

“Do another twirl,” she commands.

When I complete the spin, she says, “Now walk back and forth.”

Glad to have flats on, I put a little sway into my hips and stride around the room.

“Say something,” she says.

“Like?”

“I want to hear your female voice, so tell me about yourself.”

Remembering to keep my pitch higher, I tell her about my college major. After a few seconds, she cuts me off, not interested in my past.

“Sit over there,” she says, pointing at a leather chair with wide arms.

With as sexy strides as I can manage, I head over and sink onto the thick cushion, remembering to cross my legs.

She purses her lips in thought. “You could use a lot of improvement, but you’re not hopeless either.”

When I frown, she adds, “It’s not an insult.”

“Thanks,” I reply, feeling insulted.

“What’s Alexandra’s last name?”

“Oh,” I say as my mind races, “I hadn’t thought that far.”

“Well, you’ll need a last name if you get this.”

I try to think of the most beautiful woman I’ve seen, and then I frown when I picture Samantha Jacobs. It would be stupid and coincidental to pick Alexandra Jacobs. I glance at the long platinum-blonde strands of my wig, and the image of a platinum-blonde bombshell appears in my mind. I blurt, “Monroe.”

“As in Marilyn?”

“Exactly,” I reply. When she looks unimpressed, I hurriedly add, “But I’ll spell it M U R N O.”

“You mean M U ‘N’ R O, right?”

“Um… Yes,” I say, embarrassed.

“Well, Alexandra Munro, changing to living as a woman isn’t easy. What you’ve done so far is passable, but this needs to be executed at an expert level. There are a lot of nuances to handle, especially for the scrutiny whoever gets this job is going to get.”

“I’m a fast learner,” I reply.

“No doubt,” she answers, unconvinced. Before I can push out any more desperate statements, she asks, “Besides this Jack Meriwether, who contacted me, does anybody know you have a female side?”

I shake my head, but in the interest of honesty, I say, “I’ve gone out in public and nobody has realized what’s underneath.”

She raises an eyebrow. “Did you interact with anyone?”

“Just in passing and at a club. I like dancing.”

To my relief, she doesn’t inquire further, so I don’t have to explain how I got revenge on my childhood bully by giving him a blowjob.

“Any social media?”

“None,” I say, thinking of when I got cyber-bullied off the Internet, “not even as my male half.”

“What about your childhood? Any trouble?”

“Only the bullies like you mentioned.”

“Stable family life?”

“Why so many questions?” I ask uncomfortably.

“Because everything is important.”

“My family life was fine. My parents made sure I studied.”

“Felonies or anything else?”

“What if there are?”

“I’ll find out.”

By her tone and mannerisms, I have no doubt she would. She seems to be a person who does her homework.

“Well, there aren’t. I lived life as good old boring Alex Cameron—somebody that nobody noticed.”

A moment passes before she grabs a cellphone. “Let’s take a few modeling shots.”

For the next few minutes, she snaps pictures of me from different angles and in various simple poses.

Finally, she sets the phone down and says, “Alexandra Munro, you say?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, Alexandra Munro, go ahead and change back.”

A sudden desire to return home as Alexandra strikes me, but she doesn’t look like she wants an argument.

I return to the bathroom and revert to my old self. When I step outside, she says, “I have a lot of other people to interview. If I pick you, then I’ll be in touch and let you know all the details.”

She opens the door, and I grab my suitcase and leave.

“Number eleven,” she calls out.

As a nervous young man hustles into the bedroom, I head to the exit, unhappy that my performance should have been so much better,

Now all I can do is wait for a call that probably won’t ever come.
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That afternoon, my sleeper train waits at the platform in front of me, and I watch passengers boarding the different cars. Because I’m Alex on the outside, nobody pays me the slightest bit of attention.

On the inside, however, I’m drawing on my Alexandra half and sneaking glances at all the delectable gentlemen who will be sharing the ride home. Only four hours have passed since my substandard audition, but my yearning to prove how dazzling my female form is has increased by the minute. After I give my tenth seal of approval to a tall man walking past, I decide the environment is target-rich enough for some physical enjoyment during the journey back to my regular life.

I swivel and pull my suitcase into the station’s convenience store. There are racks of books and shelves of toiletries, snacks, and random overnight knickknacks spread down the long space.

The item I need hangs on the wall behind the counter—just to the left of the bottles of liquor and above the open cartons of cigarettes for sale.

I edge my way toward the cashier, an elderly woman who looks like she’s been working at this place for a few too many shifts.

Normally, I’d be too shy to purchase condoms. They’re something I don’t need in my relationship with Jack, but for that little extra I’m planning for this evening, the protection they afford is a must.

A man’s man—tall, broad-shouldered, with a dimpled chin, and dressed in a nice business suit—steps to the counter. His cologne smells divine, and I fight the urge to reach out and touch him.

In a smooth, deep voice, he orders a pack of gum and sets down a best-selling detective book. After the cashier rings up the sale, he leaves without noticing my presence.

With a bored expression, the matronly woman turns to me, and I take a breath.

Ordering a sexual item from someone who could be friends with my grandmother is a little embarrassing, but I tap into Alexandra’s strength and rationalize I won’t return to this store anytime soon.

I point at the condoms on display behind her. “Can I get one of those, please?”

“Yes, what kind?” she replies in a pleasant, non-judgmental voice. This is an item she’s sold many times, and probably has an opinion like mine: Most customers, if not all, are people she’ll never see again.

There are endless choices, and I call out a brand name.

After she grabs a box, I say, “No, the lubricated ones underneath—the three-pack.”

When she puts the right selection on the counter, I quickly pay and stuff the purchase into my pocket. Technically, I’ll only need one of them, but having an extra and not needing it is better than needing one and not having it, I rationalize. If I go through with what I’m planning—and enjoy it—then I can save the other two and do it again.

The train whistles last call, and I hustle across the platform to an open doorway.

After I present my ticket to the conductor, I step on board. Like the sleeper train before, the interior is clean with a subtle decor. I tug my wheeled suitcase down the narrow center aisle, looking for my room. The corridor is crowded with passengers finding their cabins, so I patiently wait for things to clear while the doors close and we leave the station.

Ten minutes later, the flow of people quiets down enough for me to walk to my car, where the attendant checks me off a list and brings me to my cabin. When he asks if I need a wake-up call, I wave him off and mention that I only want a bit of privacy.

As he marches away, I enter and shut the door. The accommodation is much like the trip over—a small, clean space with seats that are convertible into a bed.

I open my suitcase to pull out my Alexandra items, but lying on top are my textbooks. A feeling of guilt arises—the safe course is for me to sit here and study until I go to sleep.

However, staying holed up in this room isn’t what I need. My insecurities from being under such scrutiny from Christine are running rampant, and how much more undesirable will I feel if I don’t get the job?

Besides, what could be so bad about blowing off some of the tension that’s knotted up my back and shoulders?

A yawn forces its way up my throat, and I realize I’m exhausted from the lack of sleep and the stress of the audition.

First things first, I tell myself, and then Alexandra will have her playtime.

[image: ]


After a long nap to recharge myself, I march into the corridor as Alexandra, looking for dinner and a good time. I’m made-up extra sexy with the top buttons of my blouse unbuttoned to show a nice V of skin and my skirt hiked up to display my freshly shaven legs.

Now, as I walk down the aisle, gentlemen give appreciative stares and step aside to let me pass. I stand straighter, my rising confidence adding a bounce to my steps.

When I reach the dining car, I’m feeling hot and ready for action.

An attendant brings me to a narrow table for two in the middle of the long space.

Only a few of the seating arrangements have a guest and empty places are everywhere.

A gentleman across from me looks up from his newspaper and nods.

I return a shy smile as he returns to his food. When I twist my head, looking for a server, I notice a heavier fellow at a corner table gazing at me as if daring me to respond.

He’s okay, but for tonight, I need someone more attractive. Desperation sex isn’t anywhere in my near or far future. At least, that’s something I hope I never get horny enough to do.

Thankfully, the eye contact breaks when the server, a thin, not-bad-looking guy in a white and black outfit, notices me and hustles over.

Even though I’m hungry, I order my usual salad. After all, I have ulterior motives for coming here and sitting in plain sight—and eating the greasy hamburger and fries that my stomach wants isn’t a priority.

After the server walks to the next table to take the order of a woman in a power suit, I glance over the rest of the car. Despite the number of eligible gentlemen I saw boarding the train, none are present at the moment.

When my food arrives, the scenery hasn’t improved. As I pick at the mixed greens, I wonder if I should drop my standards or just return to my room and hope for the best from Christine.

Jack, who’s prime material, will be available when I get back, and I can have more than my share of fun with him. On the other hand, what we have isn’t leading anywhere, and he did give me permission to see other people.

Thankfully, my prospects brighten a minute later when the server crosses my view, bringing a new diner to the wide table across the aisle from me. A divine scent drifts past, and a best-selling detective novel thumps onto the laminated tabletop. To my delight, the handsome man I saw when I was buying the condoms settles into a seat that’s facing me. He’s changed to a more relaxed outfit—slacks and a button-down shirt.

Although my heart races in anticipation, I’m not stupid. Rather than get his attention, the first thing I do is look for a wedding ring or the tan line of one that was just recently taken off. When I don’t find anything, I take a nervous breath, debating over how to start conversing with him.

The situation solves itself when a train passes in the opposite direction with its whistle blowing. The cabin shudders, and I grab the table to steady myself.

“A little rough, huh?” he says, glancing over.

Now that I’m looking directly at him, I see he’s older, over thirty for sure. It’s a different level of maturity than what I’m used to—but still hot. With Jack always leaning toward everything vanilla in our sex life, I need to expand my boundaries, which a nice one-night stand will do.

As I decide how much I want to go through with this, I find myself replying, “Oh, a little roughness isn’t so bad.”

He smiles as I wonder if the pickup line came out as awful as it sounded in my head.

“How’s the food here?” he asks to continue the conversation.

My doubts about killing my chances with the crappy reply dissipate—and should never have been present in the first place. A double standard exists for pickup lines. What would get a guy immediately shot down will work for an attractive woman—because literally anything will.

I take a moment and make sure there’s no recognition in his eyes from seeing me this afternoon before replying, “I’m just having a salad, but it’s pretty good.”

For a conversation continuer, the response is mediocre at best, but he says, “I’m thinking of ordering a steak—something unhealthy.”

I giggle. “I thought about getting that too, but I’m trying to watch my figure.”

“You? You’re so thin.”

Unused to flirting, I give a shy smile, unsure of how to proceed. “Maybe I should have ordered something more decadent.”

“Oh,” he says helpfully, “I can let you try some of mine when it comes.”

He’s left a gigantic opening, and Alexandra knows what to do. “Why don’t you join me then?” I ask.
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We burst into the darkness of his cabin, lips planted together, bodies close. He wanted to head back to my place, but I used my Alex logic to drag him here. After we finish, I’m making a quick exit, rather than having to kick him out of my room—especially if he wants to spend the night.

And given what I can see of his accommodation, this is a better choice anyway. There’s an actual bed here.

As our tongues fence, he reaches back and shuts the door. Then, in the dim moonlight filtering through the windows, we spend a minute exploring each other’s mouths.

He backs me against the wall, and his hands slip down my sides and caress the curve of my ass.

The heated moment breaks when the cabin jostles and I need to adjust my footing to avoid rubbing against him.

Thankfully, instead of grinding on my pelvis, he fondles my breasts through my blouse and padded bra. When he shifts closer, I bring my foot up the wall, angling my knee to prevent him from having any contact with my dangly male part.

His crotch brushes against my thigh, and to my delight, I discover he’s already hard.

When he reaches to turn on the lights, I pull away and glance toward the windows, saying, “Leave them off—I love doing it in the moonlight.”

He instantly removes his hand from the switch, unwilling to risk dissension when he’s so close to getting lucky.

Men are so predictable, and inwardly, I smile at my domination over him—that is until he gets off. But at that point, the power dynamic between us won’t matter because I’ll be on my way out the door.

I undo his collar, thinking of how I like Jack when we do it. “I want you naked.”

The request doesn’t need to be repeated as he practically rips off his shirt and peels off the white T-shirt underneath even faster.

While he unbuckles his belt and starts removing his slacks, I roam my hands over his muscular pecs, marveling at his broad, hairy chest. He’s thick from maturity, with bulging muscles down his arms and across his body from working out. Unlike any sort of college fling, this is a grown man I have at my disposal now. Things are so much different than with Jack—not better or worse, just different.

After he kicks off his shoes and steps out of his pants, I push him against the wall. Then I sink to my knees and yank down his underwear. A nice hard cock pops out from a cropped bed of pubic hair.

I grab the warm shaft. It’s around six inches—smaller than Jack’s but above average and more than enough for my needs.

He moans as I tug a few times, twisting my fingers to enhance his pleasure. I take my time getting to know my new plaything and give a tentative lick over his tip. He’s already wet with pre-cum, which is much like Jack’s—thin, slippery, and salty.

His hands come down, but before he can grab my wig, I force them to the side. I make eye contact and say, “For tonight, I’m in charge.”

When he gives a quick nod, I plant light kisses on his shaft and lick my way down to his balls. From there, I push the flat of my tongue underneath, getting his thighs to quiver and a religious call to spill from his lips.

The train curves, and I wobble forward, brushing my cheek against him. To give a show, I glance up and rub the head over my face.

A bright light flashes across the room as we pass by a giant sign, giving me a perfect view of his lustful smile.

The shadows return as I slip his cock into my mouth. Pre-cum wets my panties from the excitement of doing this in front of uncovered windows—even though nobody is outside to see into this darkened space.

His shaft is a little thinner than Jack’s too, so it’s easy to glide my lips over almost his entire throbbing length with only the last inch triggering my gag reflex.

I work up and down until he quivers from being close, and then I pull in my cheeks and give a final suck before standing. “I want you inside me,” I explain and plant a kiss on his lips.

He steps out of his underwear, and because the room isn’t big, I only need to drag him a couple of steps before shoving him onto the bed.

“Just lie down, and let me do everything,” I command.

He obeys and scoots backward until his head is on the pillow. To my amusement, his cock stands straight up like a flagpole.

With a smirk, I yank off his socks, the only thing marring his naked perfection. Then I reach under the band of my skirt and pull out one of the lubricated condoms I purchased. “Sorry,” I say, ripping open the foil packet, “I’m not on any birth control.”

If he’s disappointed we’re not doing it in the raw, he hides it well. I chalk that up to his being careful too, or to him still not wanting to ruin anything when he’s on the cusp of getting what every virile man wants.

It’s possible to put a condom on using your mouth, but that’s something I’ve never tried and have no wish to experiment with at this moment. Instead, I roll the rubbery covering on the old-fashioned way—using my fingers.

With the necessities taken care of, I step onto the bed, trying to stay balanced against the shaking of the train.

Rather than getting on my knees to straddle him in a typical woman-on-top position and risk having my balls rub against his skin, I squat, glad that in my quest for sexual experience I’ve already ridden Jack like this.

To keep him lying flat, I place my hands on his chest and bring my foot over his body, so he’s directly under me.

Another bright sign sweeps by, momentarily setting a spotlight over us. I give a smirk as I blink, disoriented, reminding myself that darkness isn’t the same as a cover and to stay cautious.

After a little adjusting, I get his tent-pole like cock under me and pull the strap of my panties to the side. I struggle for a few moments, fighting against the jitters coming through the mattress, before moving his tip into the right position.

The cabin bucks, and I grab the sheets. Squatting isn’t anywhere close to being as stable as kneeling, and the last thing I need is to fall onto him and rub my limp penis over his naked abs. That might lead to the wrong kind of fireworks.

“Should I get on top?” he asks.

I wave him off, terrified he would discover things he wouldn’t want to discover with the change of position. That would wreck his fantasy one-night-stand and then some. “No, my job is to take care of you. And your job is to enjoy the ride.”

“Okay,” he replies with a grin, “but just let me know if you need help.”

I nod, more determined than ever to get this done. Even though I don’t want to, I think about pleasing Brenton and his ugly slug-like cock. That didn’t work at first either—until I got into the music, or rather, I realize, until I got into losing my attention to detail and just being.

While the motions of the train remain uncooperative, I close my eyes, searching for the rhythm of its movements. It’s just like dancing with a clumsy partner. I feel the strumming of the engine, the rolling of the wheels, the jitters of the cars, and the quivers under my feet.

My legs sway to this world, adjusting to keep me stable over the throbbing shaft aimed at my bottom. Suddenly, I shift just right, and the tip of his cock meets my anus.

With everything in place, I rest my hands again on his pecs, marveling at the thickness of his chest hair, and push down. After some wriggling, I get him to gain purchase in my opening. There’s a surprising amount of discomfort. Even though the condom is supposed to be lubed, it’s not as slick as I’d like and nowhere near as slippery as when I use the bottled stuff.

I take a deep breath to steel myself for the next step, letting the thrill of doing this and not getting caught send a burst of energy through my body. Then I force myself down with a shove.

The effort pays off, and the head slips in. We groan in unison—him from pleasure and me from pain. But, fortunately, with all the sex I’ve been having in the last few weeks, I’m used to having something filling me down there, and soon, the discomfort fades.

Now back to only feeling the amazing part of intercourse, I bend my knees, angling to keep straight, and prod myself lower until his short pubic hairs brush against my rear.

For a moment, I rest, getting used to the oddness of the condom. I’m not sure if it’s my imagination kicking in, or my colon is more sensitive than I give it credit for, but the synthetic sheathe makes this feel like doing it with a heated dildo—albeit one attached to a gorgeous specimen of a man.

While I gather my strength, I caress his pecs, watching his expression of pure bliss in the bluish moonlight that’s spilling through the windows. Then I start bouncing. To get him off faster, I squeeze down there, gripping his cock with my insides on each upstroke. While I don’t get hard as usual, pre-cum soaks my panties.

This is slutty and dangerous and awesome—with the fear of discovery only heightening every nuance of the situation.

Although I was afraid the condom would desensitize him, he’s so turned on by the blowjob and the view that he soon stiffens and thrusts up into me.

Instinctively, I shove myself down, taking in all of his gorgeous rod.

A groan erupts from his mouth as his seed shoots out and he quivers in the throes of a giant orgasm.

None of the scalding spurts that have come from my other love-making sessions blast into my passage, and even though I can imagine the feel, the overall effect isn’t the same. Still pleasurable for my needs, but not as elevating as getting filled with the precious fluid.

As he mutters platitudes and thanks, I rise and readjust my panties. There’s none of the wetness threatening to leak from my opening, and I spend a moment deciding if I prefer the cleanliness. Surprisingly, I don’t, even if I’m happy it’s the perfect ending for these circumstances.

Before he can rise, I scoot between his legs and kneel. Then I pull off the condom and lick the cum from his cock. The taste is rubbery but satisfying nonetheless.

When I finish, I jump off the bed and toss the used receptacle into a small trash can under the sink.

As I head to the doorway, he blurts, “Don’t you want to stay the night?”

“Sorry,” I reply with fake sadness, “I’ve got to study for classes.”

He leans up. “Can I get your number?”

I give a quick smile as an answer and open the door.

“Wait,” he yells, leaping out of bed.

I duck into the hallway and shut the door, happy that since he’s naked, he can’t chase after me into the public space—another benefit of Alex’s thorough planning for details. Then I hustle into the next car and out of his life.
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The train pulls into the station with the arrival of dawn, and I make a last check of my room. Everything is packed, and I pull my suitcase into the hallway as Alex.

In the reddish sunlight filtering through the side windows, sleepy people line up to leave the car and head to wherever their lives are going to lead.

Even though I had a blissful night of sleep after taking care of my needs, a yawn forces its way past my lips as I shuffle along with the crowd, bored.

Unfortunately, things become exciting when I near the exit.

My lover from last night stands next to the open doorway, glancing up and down the aisles at all the disembarking passengers, no doubt searching for Alexandra. He looks as though he hasn’t slept a wink—apparently, my feminine side made enough of an impression so a one-night stand isn’t enough to satiate his appetites.

The people ahead of me keep moving, and without a choice, I follow along, assuming that standing like a wide-eyed statue would garner the wrong type of attention.

Adrenalin wipes out my tiredness, and I fight panic with each step forward. My decision to do it in his cabin looks better than ever. If he had come to my room, he would have wanted to stay, and even if I persuaded him to leave, something recognizable—like my suitcase—might tip him off to my identity now.

For a moment, I curse at my stupid adventurism; I should have just stayed in like a good girl and studied.

But where would the fun in all that be?

The Alexandra thought propels me to march boldly ahead rather than trying to turn around or do anything else to set off his suspicions. Despite my thumping heart, I force an outward calmness and adopt Alex’s slouched posture as I approach the exit.

He stands on tippy-toes, craning his head to see further down the aisle, when I reach his side. Something catches his attention, and he leans to get a better view down the car. His arm brushes against my shoulder, and we exchange a glance.

An uncomfortable moment passes before he does what everyone else does and ignores good old, unassuming Alex and marches in the opposite direction.

Relieved, I slip outside, excited he thought enough of Alexandra to engage in what ultimately will be a fruitless search. As I walk down the platform, a gleeful notion brightens my mood: He’ll be fantasizing about her for quite some time.

More than a little turned-on, I straighten and walk with bouncy strides toward the information board, thinking of his wonderful cock and remembering the time we had together.

I find where my connecting train is waiting and head downstairs to the platform, stifling a smile at the exciting ending to this stressful trip.

Sadly, I now have to go home and wait, perhaps in vain, wishing I could have another crack at impressing Christine.
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The words blur, and nothing on the page makes sense. The diagrams resemble a spaghetti of jumbled lines, the equations a salad of Greek and Arabic letters, and the concepts a gaggle of hazy clouds floating just beyond the reach of comprehension.

I slam the textbook closed and rub my temples, trying to massage some focus into my distracted brain. It’s four o’clock and I’ve accomplished nothing this afternoon. The weekend trip, no matter how much fun, has put me further behind in my studies, and I desperately need to catch up.

My eyes wander to my closet, where my lingerie is in a box in the back corner.

I want to be Alexandra right now. Not just to study as I’ve done in the past, but also in body and mind.

Everything from my bland male clothing to my scrawny body to my wimpy personality sucks, while everything about Alexandra is wonderful.

Unfortunately, getting this modeling job is a long shot. A lot of candidates in that room looked better than acceptable. Even if I didn’t see any of their feminine getups, I know at least a few had to be pretty damn hot in their girly outfits. Or otherwise, given they had to send in pictures like I did, they wouldn’t have gotten in the door.

An opportunity like this won’t happen for someone like me. Nothing I ever wish for does. As bad as being Alex is, I need to make sure that life turns out okay if things don’t work out as Alexandra.

I release a breath of frustration: When things don’t work out as Alexandra.

With gritted teeth, I flip open the textbook again, debating if all the doubts are coming from Alex’s insecurities or Alex’s superior analytical abilities.

No answers come before my cellphone rings a few minutes later.

Happy for the diversion, I pick up the call, even though I don’t recognize the number. “Hello?”

A familiar voice says, “Alex Cameron?”

“Yes?”

“This is Christine.”

My heart skips a beat, and I struggle to temper my expectations. Although contact is a good sign, she might have other reasons for calling than giving me the job.

“Hi,” I reply, barely keeping my voice level, “I’m surprised to hear from you.”

“Oh?”

“I thought I bombed the audition,” I reply.

There’s a pause, and I hold my breath, feeling self-conscious about admitting the truth. I’m dressed as Alex, exuding the male personality she was less than impressed by. Surely, she’s more of a don’t call us, we’ll call you type, but I can’t believe this good fortune.

As my nervousness grows, the silence drags until she says, “I was hard on everyone because this isn’t going to be easy, and I needed to weed out weak people. So before I make an offer, I want to make sure this is something you’re prepared to do.”

“Yes, yes!” I reply in my best feminine voice, barely able to contain my excitement, ready to say or do anything to close the deal.

“I’m glad you’re excited,” she says in an ominous tone, “but I think you should know all the details first.”

“This is something I need to do,” I reply, not caring.

“Let’s take a minute and go over the hows and whys of this project.”

“Okay,” I blurt, willing her to finish so I can just shout “Yes!”

“Before I get started, remember, this is all still under the NDA you signed.”

I know better than to quip my exuberance any further and say, “I understand.”

In a serious tone, she says, “This isn’t a joyride into the wonderful world of modeling. There’s the glitz and glamor, but we’re doing something more. We’re going to nudge the world to accept a different standard of where beauty can come from.”

“As in from guys,” I add, wondering why it sounds like she’s trying to talk me out of wanting this job.

“Correct. You may have noticed that some are already forcing a redefinition of what a woman is and what standards one should have for beauty.”

“Yes,” I answer, picturing Bailey Thomas, the trans model in the Neo Splendor issue I have under my pillow, and some others I’ve seen in various ads and influencing campaigns. As Alex, I never paid a lot of attention to any of them.

“Have you ever heard the story about the Sun and the Wind getting into a bet?”

“You mean, where they have a contest about who can get a guy to take off his coat?”

“Yes.”

“So, you want to prod people to consider that guys can be as beautiful as women?”

“I want people to accept that males can be beautiful in a feminine way without bludgeoning them to change their standards. And that requires having someone so hot, someone so many people desire as a woman, that when they find out she started as a man, they will still be attracted to her.”

A moment passes as I parse through all the clauses and implications. “So you want me to be that person?” I ask, practically shivering at the end goal. Could I pull something like this off?

“No,” she says, to my relief and disappointment, “the main standard bearer is already in place.”

“Who?” I ask, surprised by how far advanced this project must be.

“A famous model that you probably already know and have the hots for.”

The tidbit almost floors me, and I lean back in my seat. “Seriously? Who is this person?”

“Someone you’ll meet should you get this position.”

The response is said with finality, so I don’t pursue my curiosity further. “Then I don’t understand what you’re looking for from me.”

“The project needs a supporting cast. Sidekicks if you will.”

“Sidekicks?”

“We’re onto the phase of having people accept their inclinations—more of a reinforcement of the general notion.”

“I, um…” My mind races as I try to comprehend what she’s saying.

“Besides the person I mentioned, I want others who people will have the hots for. When we go public, while somebody might dismiss one crush on a male disguised as a female, it would be much harder to ignore liking two or three.”

“Oh,” I say, getting the scope of the plan, “that makes sense.”

While it does, the scrutiny these models will be under after everyone knows the truth sets a chill into my good mood. “Won’t some people get upset when they find out?”

“That’s an understatement,” she replies with a chuckle. “But there will also be those who broaden their horizons. Hell, a few will hop on board just because of the trans nature.”

“The whole gamut of reactions.”

“Yes, but we need more on the positive side. You can’t please everyone, but we are looking to expand the majority’s opinion.”

“I see.”

“Have I scared you off yet?”

“Um, no,” I reply as Alexandra’s confidence asserts itself. She’s hot and has more than her share of interested guys who would still be interested even knowing she’s trans. “That’s something I can handle,” I say, trying to shake my mind out of thinking of Alexandra in the third person.

She is me and I am her.

“Good, then I only have a few more questions.”

“Shoot.”

“This job will be in Paris. Are you ready to relocate?”

“Yes,” I say without hesitation.

“Are you okay with hormone therapy?”

“You mean like in estrogen supplements?”

“And the like.”

“So, I’ll get bigger boobs,” I say, thinking of my flat chest and how I wish I had more.

“More feminine. Boobs, yes, but also softer features, being more emotional⁠—”

“I’m better than okay with that,” I blurt. I mean, she had me at bigger boobs.

“What about genital surgery?”

A second passes before the image forms in my head. “What? Do you mean like cutting off my penis? And having a vagina put in?”

“Are you okay with that?”

“Um,” I say, searching for something to say. My penis feels like it’s shriveling as I look down, imagining it gone. I mean, it’s on the smallish side, but it’s a part of my body I’ve grown accustomed to.

“Well?” she demands.

“I’m not sure,” I reply.

She laughs. “I was just seeing if you were paying attention. That won’t be necessary, but the Hormone Replacement Therapy and doing all the physical exercise and taking all the feminine training classes will be.”

“That’s okay, and I’m willing to get implants,” I say as a solution to my wanting a larger chest.

“No surgeries—we’re going for all-natural methods.”

“I’m fine with that,” I say fine with that.

“Then congratulations,” she says, “I’m extending you the offer. I don’t want to be pushy, but you’ve got one week to accept. I understand if⁠—”

“I’m in,” I call out.

“What about finishing college?” she replies, not matching my unbridled enthusiasm.

“I’ll withdraw from school,” I say, somewhat nervous about completely abandoning Alex’s future.

“I’m going to send documents for you to sign electronically. Even though you’ll just want to type in your signature, I want you to go carefully through all the details. I don’t want you quitting if things get too rough.”

“I won’t⁠—”

“This will be hard—physically and emotionally for you. Hell, for anyone. When the truth comes out about who you really are…”

The ominous tone gives me pause. “I’ll read everything. I promise.”

“After you sign, I’ll send you a ticket to Paris.”

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me. You’ll earn every penny you make and then some. And remember, there’s no guarantee things will work out either.”

When she hangs up, I sit still for a moment, her last words digging into my confidence.

And remember, there’s no guarantee things will work out either.

While I appreciate her honesty about all the details and risks, a growing part of me is wondering if she needs to be so forthright about everything.

Even though this is the path I want for my life, I’m loath to abandon my old lifestyle. Sometimes, things sound too good to be true. And given what I’ve seen of the models in Neo Splendor and other magazines, I know this is a hyper-competitive field.

I’m a guy who’ll be dressing up as a girl to compete against natural girls in their element. Ones that have only gotten to their positions because of how much they already have going for them in the looks department.

With that level of competition, there can’t be any guarantees. How many beautiful girls go to places like Paris and don’t find success?

A lot. Modeling is a pyramid, and there are plenty more bottom scrapers than ones who reach the top.

That’s not even mentioning that I’m trusting things are already in motion—including that the person who’s already famous is someone people are going to expand their values for.

If this falls apart, I’ll be giving up everything I’ve worked so hard for. Sure, being Alexandra full-time would be great, but I want a fallback plan too.

And even if I go and this doesn’t fall apart, how will I explain to my parents after they find out? And what will everyone else think? All the bullies will have just that much more fodder to use against me.

I slump back in my chair as the laptop signals I have a new email.

It’s the offer from Christine with a link to a document site. Anxious about everything, I click on the link and start reading. The details are many, and with each page I skim and each section I initial, my fears grow.

When I reach the end, I stare at the signature slot. Time passes until, finally, I go back to my email and type a response for Christine.

It’s analytical Alex at his finest and the wimpiest part of my persona. I despise the doubts—but Alex isn’t always wrong, either.

Hi Christine,


Sorry to bother you, but I was wondering if I could get a few more details about the offer.


Best regards,
Alex Cameron


Feeling like my own worst enemy, I hit send as my fears mount that accepting this offer would be a terrible mistake. Then I turn back to studying, even more distracted than before.


Nineteen
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Fifteen long minutes pass before a response comes. It’s not a reply to my email, but an appointment for a video call at the top of the hour with the condition I’m to be dressed as Alexandra.

With little time, I lock my door and pull my feminine items from the closet.

As I do a five-minute makeup job, more doubts fill my head. From Christine’s questions, there are limits to what I’d do to be a woman, and that scares me. Not to mention, what chance do I have against the models I see in Neo Splendor, who don’t have those limits? I’m not in that league. Even though this is something I want, should I do it if it’s doomed to failure? I’ll wind up broke in Paris without a college to return to.

By the time I finish dressing—throwing on a cute top over a lacy bra and putting on a nice set of panties and a skirt along with ankle-high socks and a comfortable pair of shoes—I’ve almost talked myself out of doing this.

The models I’ve worshiped stride down a runway in high heels like polished pictures of elegance. In those shoes, I can barely manage a wobble. How will I compete with that?

A second after I finish pulling on the platinum wig, six o’clock arrives and I plop back down in front of the laptop, doubting that Christine can say anything to change my mind.

When I click on the link to join the call, an NDA pops up. I roll my eyes at Christine’s devotion to secrecy, unsure of what fresh tidbit she could share about the project that would warrant signing another form.

Quickly, I read through the restrictions, which are that I can’t mention anything about this call or anything discussed therein to anyone, and the severe punishments that would come from any breach of trust.

After I reach the bottom, I type in my signature and prepare my speech for turning down the offer.

I hit the accept button and a wait screen displays.

Impatient to get on with this, I tap my fingers on the desk until the call connects a minute later.

A familiar face pops up on my display—just not the one I was expecting. My mouth goes dry, and I cough from shock.

“Hello, Alexandra, I’m Samantha Jacobs,” the most beautiful girl in the world says.

All thoughts in my brain freeze. My secret fantasy is talking to me, and like the pathetic person I am, I’ve got nothing to say.

“Alexandra? Are you okay?”

Even though she’s calling me by my feminine name, it’s all boring, insecure Alex underneath the Alexandra getup.

When I manage a nod, she adds, “I understand you have a few questions about modeling.”

Her voice is sweeter than I’d imagined, and her smile lights up the screen.

“It’s just that…” I say before I have to cough again. “Water,” I blurt and rush to grab a bottle that’s on my dresser. When I return, I gulp some down and try to pull myself together.

While her expression remains patient, a hint of bemusement lies behind her gorgeous blue eyes. “Are you okay?”

I nod and take another gulp. After coughing again, I croak out, “Yes, just a few questions.”

“Take your time, and I’ll answer what I can,” she says, leaning back. Her cleavage comes into view and it’s deep and amazing. She’s the absolute perfect woman…

Woman?

My mind races again. She’s more girly than my friend Callie. As a matter of fact, she’s more feminine than any woman I’ve seen.

Is she the mysterious individual that Christine mentioned? The one that’s already famous and the centerpiece of this plan?

I purse my lips, struggling to sort through my feelings.

Samantha Jacobs is so flawlessly female she can’t be trans, yet that’s why her being trans makes perfect sense for the movement Christine described.

This is someone I’ve fantasized about. Would I still want to date her if she’s like me down there? Am I still attracted to her?

More questions spill into my head, and a moment passes before I realize that’s the whole point—to get people thinking about what feminine beauty means.

“Not to rush you,” Samantha Jacobs says in a polite tone, “but I’m on Paris time and I have a late-night shoot I need to get ready for, so please ask away.”

Even though she asked me to hurry, the request was done so sweetly that I say the first thing that comes to mind. “So, you’re the other one?”

As the words leave my mouth, I want to smack myself for being so blunt.

The corners of her full lips curl into a smirk. “That’s something outside of the topic of this conversation, so I’m not going to confirm or deny anything. I’m only calling to say hello and see if there are any questions I can answer about modeling.”

“So, you make a living from doing this?” I ask to appease my insecurities about this not working out as a career.

“Yes,” she says, “I do pretty well.”

“Sorry,” I reply, realizing the stupidity of the question. Of course, she’s making a living and a better one than I can imagine. “I mean, do you think I could make a living as a model?”

She tilts her head and appraises me while I shift, uncomfortable with what she might find.

“I don’t see why not,” she replies. “I’ve seen the shots Christine took, and you’re quite photogenic.”

Although I exhale in relief, I’m not sure I can compete with her.

As if reading my mind, she adds, “There are a lot of degrees of success in modeling. Some are trying to break in, others have to scrape by just to make their rent. You won’t be one of them. Christine has plans to jump-start your career, so you’ll be doing your first shoots with me.”

With that settled, another doubt slips into my mind. “Are you afraid of what happens when this project becomes public?”

“Remember, I’m only answering questions about the profession—not any of that other stuff.”

I study her, trying to determine if she’s trans. After a few moments, I decide she’s the most girly girl I’ve ever met.

But who am I fooling? I am not in her league. If she’s the main person, other people will still like her, but me? “I’m not sure I could handle the backlash. I mean, I like the idea of being feminine and being a model—it’s just that this project is a lot more than that.”

She holds up her finger. “Don’t ask yourself about what might happen if you take this. You already know the upside and the downside. Ask yourself what happens if you don’t take this. If this is something you want and you give in to your fears and turn this down, then you’ll be kicking yourself every day for the rest of your life.”

I stay silent, mulling over her words.

“Do you have other questions about modeling?” she asks.

I shake my head. Any doubt I have about this not being real or attainable, she’s answered by being on the other end of this video call.

“There’s a shoot I have to go to now, but I hope I’ll be seeing you in Paris,” she says.

“Thanks for taking the time to speak with me.”

Instead of ending the call, she leans forward. “You still seem on the fence, so I’ll leave you with one last piece of advice. You should never be ashamed of who you are or—what’s worse—let anyone define who you are.”

As I nod dumbly, she gives a warm smile, and the screen goes blank.

Minutes pass as I stare at the laptop with my shoulders slumped. The feminine path ahead of me is real and fraught with…

With what?

The million other questions I should have asked swirl through my head. But after a minute, I dismiss them. None are important. The only things that matter for my modeling success are that I have the looks for it and that a viable plan exists to get me there.

My posture straightens as Alexandra’s confidence builds within me. She’s not gaga over Samantha the way Alex is. She’s… she’s in competition with her.

Who says I can’t do this? And who says that after the truth comes out I won’t have legions of guys who still adore me? It was easy to pick up a one-night stand on a simple train ride. And the truth is: Most—if not all—of the men wanted me. But how many would still want me after knowing what’s between my legs?

Maybe not all of them, but some for sure.

I head over to my bed and pull out my copy of Neo Splendor from under the pillow. Days have passed since I’ve perused through the models pictured inside, but now, I flip to the Samantha Jacobs pages with a critical eye. Could she be the one, or is she just a girl doing Christine a favor?

A minute later, I close the magazine after discovering nothing new and put it back into its hiding place.

What difference does it all make? This decision is about my life, not about what anyone else is doing with theirs.

If I stay here, Brenton might be taken care of, but there will be other bullies and fear every time I meet a disagreeable person.

I can’t let intimidation run my life forever. Or even for one more minute. Whatever comes will come, and Alexandra is more than equipped to deal with it.

It’s cliché, but sometimes the bull must be taken by the horns.

And that logic is good enough for now. Not everyone’s going to like what Alexandra is, but not everyone likes Alex either.

I switch back to the document and sign and accept the agreement. Then, terrified about what I just did, I send a message to Jack.

She made me an offer.




His response comes an instant later.

So, I guess it’s time for you to live out your fantasy?




Even though we’re texting, I nod as I send the reply.

Yes, I just digitally signed the form.




Want to come by to celebrate?




Smutty fantasies about what’s going to happen hijack my thoughts, and I giggle. I might be a novice as far as modeling, but the bedroom is where I’m the master.

Coming over now.




It’s gotten dark out, so instead of removing my Alexandra outfit and makeup, only to have to put it back on again, I toss on a loose hoodie and a pair of sweatpants.

Then I step to the door.

I’ve just spoken to Samantha Jacobs, my dream girl. Even though she was coy, she has to be the one Christine was referring to. And if she’s not, I’ll still be hanging out with her in Paris.

There are worse things in life.

I pull the hood past my face and peer into the hallway, finding nobody in sight. Happy with my timing, I step outside and shut the door.

Now isn’t the time for worries; now is the time to celebrate.


Twenty
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On the coffee table, the champagne bottle is empty, as are our glasses. Only crumbs lie scattered on the silver serving platter while, in its center, the tin of caviar is wiped clean. The TV chatters in the background as I lead Jack into the bedroom, flush with the warmth of alcohol.

A minute later, I help him remove the last of his clothing.

In the soft glow of the nightstand lamp, I spend a few moments taking in the beauty of his naked form before I sink to my knees, bending my back as if I’m worshiping his cock. I run my fingers over his length, appreciating the size, the shape, the heat, the pulse—all like this is our very first time. Then I start at the tip and slowly work my way down to his balls with light kisses and flicks of my tongue. When I finish the return trip, he’s glistening with pre-cum.

Loving the sight, I lap up the precious fluid before taking him into my mouth. With slow motions, I suck in more of his length, slavishly getting everything nice and wet.

I straighten to get a better angle for deep throating and then slip him past my gag reflex, using the swallowing motion. I make eye contact with my lips wrapped around the base of his cock. When he smiles down at me, I pull back and thrust over his length like my mouth is a pussy and I’m riding him.

He moans with pleasure while I continue for another delightful minute before stopping. He’s wet, hard, and throbbing—and I need his cum in my ass. I scoot onto the bed with a sultry look.

Jack takes the hint and heads to the nightstand. When he reaches for the lube, I say, “Let’s just do it like you are now—I want to feel everything.”

“What position do you want to try?”

Rather than suggesting anything wild, I decide he can take the lead. I’ve had my fun for the past weeks, and it’s time to make a lasting impression. “Whichever you want.”

His eyes light up, and he responds by pushing me flat on the mattress and undoing my top.

I brush aside my bra straps, and he pulls the cups down from my breasts. For his benefit, I give a sexy groan when his mouth finds my nipple.

He plays for a few moments before he settles between my thighs.

I raise my knees to give him a nice, proper access to my opening.

As he adjusts himself above me, I’m happy I used protection for my experience on the sleeper train, so I don’t risk giving him anything. It would be too much to explain, and I don’t want to ruin this last intimate time with him.

The finality of the thought brings sadness into my mood.

“What’s wrong?” Jack asks.

“Nothing,” I reply, forcing a smile. “This is perfect.”

When he pulls aside the strap of my panties, I place my hand on my skirt to cover my dangly part. He stops me and says, “Don’t worry about that—I’ve always liked all of you.”

I smile as the wet tip of his cock brushes against my anus. For a few moments, he rubs around the area, using his pre-cum along with my saliva to loosen me up.

The few times we’ve done it without the lube have always been after he’s already fucked me with the slippery stuff—meaning my passage was already stretched, slick, and coated with his sperm.

Now, I’m dry down there and tight, and I grimace from discomfort when he enters.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

I nod. “Keep going.”

Jack’s always been a considerate lover, and he pushes in slower than usual to allow me to expand as his cock fills me.

Finally, his balls touch my bottom, and we rest for a minute. Jack plants a kiss, which I return as I wrap my legs and arms around him. We make out like this—with me loving the fullness of him buried deep inside me—until the discomfort fades.

Then I pull from his lips and say, “Go ahead, I’m ready.”

He raises his pelvis and plows back into me, and I moan, thrilled by the more intense sensations that make the whole experience so much more intimate.

Each thrust gets longer and stronger, and soon, he reaches a nice rhythm.

I match his motions by pushing my bottom up to meet him and squeezing his cock—to both our delights.

Since this will be our last time, I lose myself in the moment and sink into the pure enjoyment of pleasing my lover. I exist in the heat of the act, imagining everything as part of a dance, taking in the beat of his heart, the melody of his shortening breaths, the pounding base of his bottom, and the tempo of his cock sliding in and out of me.

His shoves become more urgent, and soon, his back arches. “Oh, I’m cumming,” he cries.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I whisper back in husky breaths.

He grunts and pushes deep past my stretched opening, burying every last bit of his flesh inside me. A long moan of relief and joy erupts from him, and his cock stiffens, blasting spurt after spurt of cum into my ass.

As he shudders, forcing out the last drops of his seed, he pants out, “Oh, wow. Oh wow. Oh wow.”

I hold him close, noticing the dampness of my panties from pre-cum. I still haven’t gotten hard from sex, but I smile anyway. He got off better than he ever has and that’s all that matters.

“What are you so happy about?” he says between breaths.

“I’m glad you had a good time.”

“Good time? I think you’ve ruined me for anyone else.”

Even though that changes nothing about our situation, I giggle. The notion that he’s never going to reach these heights again is pleasing to my ego.

To reinforce his feelings, he stays on top instead of pulling out, not caring that his stomach is brushing against my male part, and plants light kisses on me as if trying to make this moment go on forever.

Neither one of us moves, and I keep my knees up, my ankles crossed behind him, enjoying this last bit of close contact and the gooey fullness filling my bottom.

When his cock softens enough so he slips out of me, we both stay in the same position, drawing out the intimacy.

Sadly, like all good things, this perfect moment has to come to an end.

“I guess I should go,” I say.

“Do you have a lot to pack?”

“That and there’s a bunch of other stuff I need to do. Withdraw from college. Say my goodbyes. And explain to my family.”

“That is a lot,” he says dryly.

I lean up and kiss him, bringing my hands into his scruffy hair and crushing us together.

His lips open and our tongues meet. The heated exchange lasts and lasts until he pulls away to take a breath.

There’s a gleam in his eyes I’ve never seen before—as if he would be willing or at least try to be willing to take things further if I decided to stay.

My intuition knows it’s only a lingering sentiment from the hotness of the act and the intimacy of the moment. And even if it wasn’t, staying here isn’t what I want now. The nervousness of going to Paris is gone, and I’m ready for this next step in my evolution as Alexandra.

When I release my hands, he moves to the side and lies next to me. I can’t help but let my gaze drift down to take a long look at his soft cock—the source of so much pleasure.

I’ll miss it.

“Do you need a tissue?” he asks.

I hadn’t even noticed the dampness around my anus. I squeeze tight down there and pull my panties back into place. “Walking around with your cum leaking out of me is a nice feeling, so I’ll manage,” I reply with a slutty grin.

That brings a smile to his face.

“I better get a move on,” I say, sitting up and resetting my bra.

After we both finish dressing with me covered under my sweats and hoodie, he follows me to the doorway.

We both stay silent, lost in our own thoughts, thinking of something to say that could add to what we just did.

When he opens the door, I give him a long kiss, wondering if I could get him hard one more time.

But this is over, so anything more would be like beating a dead horse or any of the other thousand clichés the world has for trying to prolong something beyond its rightful end.

I break away from him, grateful for what we had. “Thanks for everything, Jack.”

“No, thank you. Everything was great.”

I step outside and say, “I sure was.”

He laughs as I stride toward the staircase, waving goodbye over my shoulder.

When I first got on campus and saw Callie at the Book Nook so many weeks ago, she mentioned she’d broken up with her high school boyfriend and was happy about it. At that time, I couldn’t imagine being in a relationship, much less ending one and feeling good about it.

But now that things are over with Jack, I’m not sure what to feel.

Besides being my first, he’s a great guy. I’d try to stay friends with him, but… I know we’re heading our separate ways. So, at least for this breakup, bittersweet is all I can say to describe it. There’s a lingering sadness over what was, but in truth, this was something that was going nowhere.

I’m going somewhere now, and that’s what’s important.

The only thing I’m upset about is that I can’t stop blinking away the tears.


Twenty-One
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Irub my temples, staring at the laptop screen on my desk. During the past hour, I’ve been preparing for what’s required in Paris by rereading the offer documents. Aside from over-the-top secrecy, there is more to do than I’ve imagined in my most analytical dreams—every last detail for dressing, eating, etiquette, and everything else associated with converting to and living a feminine life.

With relief, I reach the end again and close the browser, confident I can do everything that’s required, and hopeful I can do them all in a condensed time frame.

Whatever comes in Paris will come, and Alexandra will handle it, I tell myself.

Now, I need to say the rest of my goodbyes.

I grab a pile of textbooks, all the ones I borrowed from Doug to save enough money for my first foray into buying girly things, and head downstairs.

When I reach his room on the ground floor, the door’s open and I poke my head inside. “Doug?”

He’s sitting at the desk and says, “Alex, come in.”

A mixture of feelings—some good, some bad—whirls through me as I enter and plop the books in front of him. “Thanks for the loan. I won’t be needing these anymore.”

“Did you switch majors?” he asks in puzzlement.

“I’m leaving school.”

He sits up. “Is everything okay?”

I take a moment to find the correct words and reply, “I found my career.”

“Leaving is a big step. Are you sure about this?”

“Absolutely.”

He nods. “All right then. Good luck.”

There’s nothing else to say, but I add, “Thanks for everything, including getting me to do that maid auction.”

“Sorry about that.”

“No, I mean it. Getting in front of all those people helped me get out of my shell. So, thanks again,” I say and head off.

After charging up two flights of stairs, I enter the third-floor hallway and knock on another open door.

Callie turns around. “Alex?”

“Yeah,” I reply with a bemused smile, “why are you so surprised?”

“Because you’re a hermit and never come down and visit.”

“There’s a first time for everything, I suppose.”

“What’s the occasion?”

“I’m leaving school, so I wanted to say goodbye.”

“What?!” she says, standing. “It’s only halfway through October. We haven’t even had midterms yet.”

“I got a job offer, so I took it.”

She steps over and asks with suspicion, “Does this have anything to do with those dark thoughts you had?”

“No,” I say, shaking my hands in front of me, a little surprised by her concern. “I found the perfect job, so that’s why I’m leaving.”

“Doing what?”

“I can’t say.”

She frowns. “Where are you headed?”

“I can’t say that either,” I reply, shrugging.

She gives a funny look, so I add to forestall any further questioning, “Just trust that what I’ll be doing is legit, and I’m going to be happy doing it.”

“When are you leaving?”

“Tomorrow.”

“Wow, that’s sudden,” she says with a touch of sadness. “Do you want to grab a drink and celebrate?”

I shake my head. “Sorry, I’ve got to pack the rest of my stuff, and my flight is first thing in the morning.”

Suddenly, I’m in her arms as she wraps me in a giant hug.

I fight a flush of excitement from the heat of her breasts pressing against mine.

To my further surprise, she plants a kiss on my lips before stepping away. “This is so sudden, but I guess if you’re happy, I’m happy.”

“I am.”

“Okay, then I’ll see you when I see you. You have my phone number, so stay in touch. Text me if you have any issues or want to talk.”

“Will do,” I reply, knowing I won’t be contacting her. What could I say that wouldn’t risk breaking the confidentiality agreement?

As I walk away, my lips tingle from the touch of hers. For half a moment, I wonder if I should have stayed here as Alex.

Then Alexandra takes over, thrilled for what’s next. After all, I’m part of a movement to nudge the world, and at the very least, my life won’t be boring.
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An annoying buzz announces the arrival of morning, and I wake with a groan, disoriented, and shut off my alarm clock with a painful slap. I roll upright in the dimness of the room and spend a moment rubbing my eyes.

Five-thirty a.m. is way too early for anything—except to begin a new life!

The thought sparks a surge of energy, and I stand and hustle through my morning routine. This will be the final time I’m starting the day as Alex. When I land in Paris, the complete transformation starts.

And that’s a good thing, I tell myself. While Alex has some positive qualities, notably his analytical mind, the freeing nature of Alexandra is far more to my liking. She loves and attracts attention, and I won’t be sorry to see the shy bullied life of my male half fall by the wayside.

After I dress in comfortable travel clothing, I stow my dirty laundry into a duffel bag and put my morning stuff into my knapsack.

Ahead of schedule, I pause to check if I’ve missed anything. The only thing that pops to mind is the worries of my parents, who were surprised by my decision—to say the least. And I couldn’t explain any details because of the NDA. They had to take my word that what I’m doing now is better for my sanity and future. After speaking with Samantha, my biggest fear isn’t that I won’t make it as a model—it’s my parent’s reaction and the world’s reaction when the truth comes out.

Then what happens?

Alexandra will adapt, and whatever life she leads will surpass anything that Alex would have done. While her path is fraught with risk, Alex’s is fraught with the mediocrity of doing what people expect and hoping they have his best interests in mind.

My competitive juices are flowing as Alexandra, and I can see how only being nice, dutiful, and book smart wouldn’t lead to greater things.

Nice guys finish last. And so do nice girls.

While that doesn’t mean I’m going to be rude and obnoxious in Paris, it does mean I’m going to defend my territory and battle my way forward.

Besides, the college acknowledged my withdrawal, so there’s no backing out now.

I pile my boxes and suitcase onto a rolling dolly. After checking to make sure I’ve got my wallet and passport, I sling my knapsack over my shoulder and head out of the dingy room. The hallway is empty and the noise of the wheels on the laminated floor is loud. While Alex cringes on the inside, Alexandra walks tall. This will be the last time anyone sees me here.

The elevator brings me to the lobby, and I unload my luggage near the doorway. Then I dump my keys into the dorm’s dropbox and set the rolling dolly next to it.

It’s still dark outside, and while I wait for my ride, I pull out my phone and check for any messages from a certain someone.

There’s none, and after a moment, I realize I’m okay with that. Both Jack and I knew that last time we were together would be our last time, period. He’s going to move on as am I, and I pushed all the emotions out of my system after I said goodbye and walked out his door.

Speaking of which, there’s another item I’ve progressed beyond. I dip into my knapsack and pull out my Neo Splendor copy. The pictures and fantasies within the thick issue have gotten me this far, but for where I’m going, I don’t have any need for it. With a bit of luck, I’ll be in a magazine just like this and the object of someone’s desire to help them get through life a little easier.

With reverence to what might have been, I lay the copy on the dolly and return to my position near the doorway.

At 6:15, a black sedan stops out front. The driver, an older man in a tight uniform, hustles onto the curb.

I open the door and wave.

“Alex Cameron?” he asks.

“That’s me,” I reply, inwardly telling myself I’m Alexandra Munro from now on.

“I’m Jack,” he says.

I give a wry smile at the irony of his name as he starts putting my luggage into the trunk.

When he finishes, he gestures politely for me to enter the sedan, and I hustle outside and plop into the back seat.

“I’ll handle everything,” Jack says after he gets behind the wheel. “So, just enjoy the ride.”

The car pulls away from the curb, and a minute later, we’re heading down Greek Row.

I stifle the urge to toss an obscene gesture at Brenton’s fraternity house. It’s not ladylike, and gloating won’t make anything easier. However, my lips do curl into the faintest of smirks.

When we turn onto the highway, Jack asks, “Is some music okay?”

“Sure,” I reply, watching the mile markers and the blurred reds, browns, and beiges of the fall landscape speed past.

He presses the “On” knob, and a bouncy tune fills the cabin.

I let the rhythm flow through me as I flex my feet and shift my bottom. Then, imagining I’m on the dance floor, I raise my arms and twist to the music.

Even dressed as Alex, the essence of Alexandra is taking over—something I’m more than okay with.

I said my goodbyes, got revenge on my childhood bully, and was in a relationship with a wonderful guy. There’s nothing left to do here.

There’s only what’s coming.

Could Samantha Jacobs be the one I’m paired up with? The notion is just too hard to believe. She’s more feminine than any model or woman I’ve ever spoken with or seen. It would make sense for her to be trans, but it doesn’t make sense either.

But in the end, all my speculation is moot. I’ll find out who this mystery model is when I get to Paris.

“Is the music too loud?” Jack asks.

“Not at all,” I say, happy with the distraction.

“Do you enjoy dancing?”

“A little.”

He gives a puzzled look at the rearview mirror. “Looks like you’d be pretty good at it.”

I smile. “Can you turn it up?”

He grins and adjusts the volume higher.

“Perfect!”

When the song ends, I lean back into the comfortable leather seat and think about how my feminine detour from my life’s path has become my life’s path. While I’ve studied the traits of so many women—the models, Annie, and Callie—I’m not going to be any of them. I’m my own person, and I’ll be feminine in my own way.

Now, it’s time to live out my fantasy.

The story continues in Paris with Alex Cameron/Alexandra Munro in

The World of Beautiful #7: Adorable

(Coming Soon)


Before You Go…


Many thanks to you for reading Dazzling: Book 6 of The World of Beautiful series.

And if you loved or hated the story (or had a reaction somewhere between the two), please consider leaving rating or a brief one or two sentence review here, which are incredibly helpful for indie authors like myself.

Again, thank you for taking the time to read and thank you in advance if you do leave a review or rating. To receive updates for coming works, please click here to go my Amazon author page and hit the ‘follow’ button.

With warmest and sexiest regards, XOXO,

Violet B. Harper




Also by Violet B. Harper


THE WORLD OF BEAUTIFUL

(première)

Samantha Jacobs/Sam Jacob

Glamorous

A first-time feminization adventure

Winsome

A re-feminization tale

Alluring

A sexual journey of discovery

Seductive

A romantic rendezvous

Alexandra Munro/Alex Cameron

Desirable

An ugly duckling transformation

Dazzling

A rocket ride to smutty heights

*Adorable

A slutty excursion

*Coming Soon


About the Author


Besides loving cats, Violet B Harper is an admirer of feminine beauty in all its forms. She spends hours every day fantasizing about erotic situations and creating sexy, romantic gender-bending tales.

When not writing, she can be found learning new things on YouTube, watching movies, and pushing the bounds of her own sensuality.
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