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In the mirror, positioned above the sink in my dorm room, my reflection stares without pity.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” it states, yet again. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I can’t disagree with the sentiment because this message has been blasted into me throughout my life.

In elementary school, I was always small, frail, and dressed in shabby clothes, and the other kids mocked me mercilessly.

“Gnome. Troll. Pygmy,” they chanted about my appearance along with every other disparaging word they could learn.

The abuse only worsened in junior high, when my Facebook and Instagram accounts were savaged. After closing them, I didn’t bother with any other social media.

And although I had a growth spurt in high school and reached my full five-eight height, the taunts from the bullies continued until graduation.

When I told my parents about my troubles, even they got into the act. “Be nice and get ahead in life by studying,” they said as advice.

With no hope of changing my looks to stop the blistering abuse, that’s the path I took. I buried myself in books and computers. Instead of attending Junior Prom, I studied for standardized tests. For Senior Prom, I got a head start in college-level subjects.

My non-attendance at those events wasn’t because I couldn’t get a date, I tell myself.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” the mirror repeats. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I sigh because the awful statements are true. I didn’t ask anyone because I couldn’t handle the scorn of rejection.

Sadly, all that work for classes came up for naught. I had anxiety about anything critical and my bowels betrayed me at the most crucial moments. It’s hard to do well on standardized tests when all you can think about is how to avoid pooping in your pants or having to miss half the exam time because you’re in a bathroom stall, emptying your insides.

And because of those disasters, my life’s journey took a detour through the local college.

What’s worse is that even after graduation, after I left the jeers of the other kids, the self-loathing from the reflection followed.

The only good thing that happened during this time was I grew out of my nervousness and stopped getting sick during tests. My grades became stellar and more than enough for me to transfer to my home-state university.

I rub at my face as if my fingers can remove twenty-one years of history and ugliness. Nothing is especially bad, although my lifeless flaxen-colored hair could use a better haircut. I have large, light brown eyes and pale skin, a smattering of freckles, and my lips are overly full. Even my teeth are fine. As a matter of fact, most of my looks tend toward being somewhat delicate.

Unfortunately, the issue is that all these less-than-desirable features, combined with my slender form, don’t come together to bring me anywhere near being attractive.

I fold my arms, gripping the softness of my triceps. I’ve never bothered to try any physical training to look better because why bother when there are so many other deficiencies to overcome?

“Ugly, ugly, ugly,” the mirror squawks.

I pull myself from the self-loathing and take a sip of an electrolyte drink with amino acids that’s supposed to help me focus. My path ahead in this crappy world is to study harder, and I crack open a mechanical engineering textbook from the stack on my desk.

Knuckles rap on the door, and Doug, a graduate assistant for my dorm, pokes his head in.

“Hey, Alan?” he says nicely.

“Alex,” I reply with irritation.

He grins and taps his temple. “Right, I knew that.”

Since no one ever comes to visit me and he’s speaking in a pleasant tone, I assume he wants something.

Immediately and as expected, he asks, “What are you doing tomorrow night?”

I purse my lips, thinking of excuses, so I don’t have to do whatever he has in mind—something I’m sure I’ll hate.

“I’ve got plans,” I reply.

“Like what?”

Although I’m annoyed because he’s assumed a guy who looks like me couldn’t have anything planned for a Saturday night, my racing mind finds nothing plausible to say.

When I take too long to respond, he asks, “You don’t have a date lined up or anything, right?”

The assessment of my social life is spot on, and I swallow a surge of anger. With my lack of appeal, I won’t have any sort of dating life until I’m super successful. “Probably just studying,” I say in a dumb fit of honesty.

“Classes haven’t even started yet. Why would you spend your time sitting alone in a room?”

At a loss for words, I shrug.

He smiles. “There’s a charity event tomorrow night for a great cause, so we’re getting a bunch of guys together to be auctioned off as maids.”

“You mean like dressed as girls?”

“Exactly! It’s all in fun. As part of freshmen orientation week.”

I glare at him. “I’m a junior.”

“Oh?”

“I transferred in from Brightbridge, so that’s why I’m new here.”

“The junior college?”

“Yes,” I answer, fighting a scowl about the reason I was forced to take two years to prove myself academically before coming to this university.

“That’s why you have a single when the rest of the freshmen live in triples and quads.”

I don’t bother giving an answer.

“So, do you want to be a part of the auction?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“It’s for freshmen, and I wouldn’t look good as a girl,” I say, glancing at the mirror.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly…”

“This isn’t a beauty pageant,” he says. “This is something for fun and to help a good cause.”

“I’m not interested,” I say, shaking my head.

“Dude, it’s Saturday night. You can’t just sit in and study.”

The image of me standing in front of a sea of people and being ridiculed steps to the forefront of my thoughts, and I dig in, replying with a raised voice, “Yes, I can.”

A moment passes before he mercifully says, “Suit yourself.” Then he disappears, clomping down the hallway in pursuit of another victim.

From the mirror, my reflection stares back at me, affirming I made the right choice. “Ugly. Ugly. Ugly.”

Words from my parents echo, “If you’ll never be anything based on your looks, just study hard. People will have to respect you for your intelligence.”

I walk over and shut the door. Then I sit down at my desk and return to studying, hating everything about my life.
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After eating dinner, where I sit alone in the back corner of the basement cafeteria, I decide to take a break from classwork and the taunts of the mirror.

To show Doug and everyone else why they’re wrong about me, I leave my co-ed dorm with a knapsack slung over my shoulder—in search of something more appealing than my crappy, shut-in life.

Milling students crowd the streets and grassy spaces of the spacious campus. I weave through packs of freshmen new to the college experience and groups of upperclassmen enjoying some last-minute fun before classes start. As I reach the loud, blaring parties of Greek Row, I adopt a slouched posture. I keep my head down and plow ahead, negotiating my way past the packed lawns, huge three-story houses, and congested sidewalks.

The precautions against getting diverted to more sociable things are unnecessary. None of the partygoers pay me the slightest bit of attention.

My anonymity is annoying, and I tell myself that, as a junior, I’m too old to pledge a fraternity anyway.

The tenuous logic unravels with each step—too old or not, no fraternity would want me.

With a frown, I arrive at Book Nook, the main campus store.

Although it doesn’t qualify as a social evening, I rationalize that at least I’m out of my dorm room. After a few minutes perusing the university rah-rah section, I wander over to the textbook area. I pull out my list of courses and head down the aisles, looking for the matching labels. When I find my first class, I’m shocked that three books are required. I’m even more shocked when I discover the appalling prices.

Things only worsen when I confirm the same is true for the rest of my classes.

I sigh at my limited budget and decide to wait until my opening lectures to see which ones I’ll actually need before buying anything.

“Alex,” says a familiar voice, and Callie Cooper steps to my side. She’s a fellow transferee from Brightbridge, but that’s where our similarities end. In contrast to me, she’s super cute and outgoing. Being the artsy type, she sports a lopsided haircut and is dressed in a black T-shirt and black casual slacks to go with her dark hair.

We met because I tutored her in math, and she’s the closest thing I have to a friend in this place.

“What are you doing here?” I ask. “I’d have thought you’d have something better to do than hang out at a bookstore on a Friday night.”

“I just broke up with my high school boyfriend,” she replies, “and I don’t know anyone here yet.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. This is something that’s been way overdue.”

I nod, wondering if I’m ever going to have a girlfriend and if I’d ever be happy to leave a relationship.

“Why are you here all alone on a Friday night?” she asks.

To prove I’m not some loser that sits in a dorm room, listening to his mirror make hateful remarks.

“Just trying to do some last-minute shopping before classes start,” I reply, hoping she buys it as an explanation.

“Me too,” she says and holds up a book. “I only came here to grab this. Light reading for the play we’re supposed to put on at the end of the semester.”

As I try to think of another comment to keep the conversation going, Callie’s eyes wander behind me.

I twist to see Jack Meriwether striding into the store. Even though I’ve only been on campus for a day, I know who Jack Meriwether is. As student council president, he gave the welcoming speech to the new students.

At about six-one, he’s thin but muscular, as well as handsome with a strong jawline and charismatic. His thick brown hair is cut short and shaggy, looking informal yet super-stylish, and his deep blue eyes seem to draw you into his soul. He’s impeccably dressed, in a crisp blue polo shirt and slacks—putting my generic, old, boring clothing to shame.

Essentially, he’s everything I’m not and garners the type of adoration from people that someone like me can only dream about.

What’s worse is that even if I study and learn everything there is to know, I’ll never be able to get to where he already is—much less where he’s going after graduation.

“It’s awesome seeing you,” Callie says, stepping away. “I gotta run.”

“Where did they put you?”

“Connor Hall,” she replies without looking back.

“Oh, wow,” I say. “That’s where I am too—on the top floor.”

She flashes a smile over her shoulder and says, “I’ll come visit.”

“Great, let me know if you need any help in math again.”

My gaze trails after her as she heads down the aisle and strikes up a conversation with Jack.

Rather than watching something that’s a reflection of all my inadequacies, I head to the magazine section and wander through the different racks. When I enter the fashion area, I stop and search until I find what I’m looking for.

It’s the new Neo Splendor, the gala “What’s Coming!” issue. This is a special edition and is thick, about triple the size of a normal magazine. Two models grace the cover. One is Bailey Thomas, a trans woman that the magazine is trying to promote. And the other…

I touch the beautiful girl on the glossy paper. I’ve had a crush on Samantha Jacobs since she first appeared in Violet Rose last year. With care, I pull out the front copy, which is close to the weight of a hardcover novel.

Despite being friendly with Callie, I don’t have any real friends, and there are those lonely times when I think about only despair and wonder if all the studying is worth it.

And in those bleak moments, looking through magazines like this one keeps me going.

Quickly, I flip through the pages, checking to see my favorite models. Several more pictures of Bailey Thomas in different poses and settings roll by. While I think she’s attractive, my attention stays on the others.

The tall and athletic Amber McPherson has quite a few pictures, including a stunning one where she’s wearing a futuristic suit that’s open down the middle, exposing her deep cleavage and perfect abs.

A couple of my other favorites, Kala Whitlock and Rose Michaels have nice shots too.

But my eyes always return to Samantha Jacobs. I stop on a page where she’s standing next to Amber McPherson, waiting on some type of platform.

Besides being beautiful, she looks fresh and approachable—as though she could be your friend. I think she’d be someone who would be easy to hang out with. Her only imperfection is a small scar above the corner of her lip—some tidbits about her past claim it’s from an assassination attempt on her life when she was just a toddler. I shake my head, finding it hard to believe she’d be a Russian mob princess like some articles insinuate.

What would it be like to date her?

The magazine and all the other gossip rags say nothing about what her type is. Could she overlook physical shortcomings and be attracted to intellect—a sapiosexual? Someone like me?

Then who would care what the mirror thinks…

I blow out a breath of resignation. Half the people I know have her as their screensaver, and even if I became successful beyond my wildest dreams, it would still be a fantasy to date her.

Pages shuffle from nearby, and I look up.

Further down the aisle, Jack Meriwether is glancing at some magazines, and just past him, a couple of cute girls are checking him out.

I sigh again, debating if I should go introduce myself. If only I could be more like him.

He notices my stare and gives a nod.

I respond by ducking my head back into the glossy pages.

Footsteps echo from nearby, and when I glance up, the store manager is standing next to me.

“You can’t just read that all day,” he says.

“Sorry,” I reply, looking past him to Jack, who’s now reading something too.

“Buy it or put it back.”

Even though this issue costs twice as much as a normal one and will cut into my already limited budget, I decide I want it. “I’ll buy it now,” I say in a sheepish tone, inwardly cursing at the unfairness of life. This man wouldn’t dare say anything to Jack. He’d probably even invite him to hang around and read some more.

Because the rules are only enforced against ugly nobodies like me.

After I pay at the register, I carefully place the magazine in my knapsack to avoid wrinkling the pages and retreat from the harsh realities of the store. As I return to the secluded comfort of my dorm room with my tail between my legs, avoiding knots of chatty students, my only companion is the disdain the world has for me.
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When I reach Greek Row, the street is more crowded and with a bigger population of drunken partygoers than when I came through the first time. To spare myself some aggravation, I take a shortcut and cut behind a hedgerow and follow a narrow concrete footpath toward my dorm.

After I pass the backside of the last fraternity, something moves in the shadows near a tall fern. I twist in surprise.

In a flash, a huge form barrels out from the darkness and knocks me to the ground. An all-too-familiar voice says, “I thought that was you, Gnome.”

“Brenton?” I say, shocked.

“In the flesh!” he replies with glee.

Fear spills through me. Brenton Adams was my main bully growing up. He was the one who started the awful chants about my looks. As someone big for our age, all the other kids looked up to him and picked up on his disdain for me. And when he wasn’t calling me names, he tormented me physically. A wedgie here, a punch there, pushing me into walls and even down the stairs once.

This person is a three-sport jock with a broad, charming smile, so nobody ever suspects the sadistic streak running through his nature. And although not intellectual, his animal instincts for dishing out pain without getting caught make him the perfect bully for the meek—like myself.

“What do you want?” I say, struggling to keep a quaver from my voice.

“You little freak. I can’t believe you made it here, even after everything we did to stop you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I got Mindy to put laxatives in that stupid nutrient bottle you always had.”

“What?” I say in disbelief. “She was my friend.”

He gives a derisive laugh. “Guess she wanted to hang out with the cool people more.”

Suddenly, the troubles I had taking tests gel into a coherent thought. Mindy was in all my AP classes, and before each standardized exam, she was super friendly and sat next to me. We chatted beforehand, checking each other’s preparations. She always had a smile and a loose blouse, leaning forward a lot to draw my eyes to her cleavage. And with my attention diverted, she dropped something into my drink.

Brenton twists my arm higher, and I squeal. Even though the pain shooting up my body is agony, the truth of my existence and the unfairness of everything is worse. Mindy got to go to the college of her choice, while I had to spend two years rehabilitating my grades and test scores to transfer here.

Fighting back tears, I say, “Why would you do something like that? What did I ever do to you?”

He brings his face close enough for me to smell his drunken breaths. “I’ve always liked squashing little things. Mice, bugs, anything. And of all of them, Gnome, you were the most fun to pick on.”

A tear leaks down my cheek. I want to curse at him, to fight back, to do something. But he’s way bigger, stronger, and more athletic.

His weight comes off me, and he yanks at my knapsack. “What do we have in here?”

I struggle, trying to stop him, but he pushes my face into the grass with one hand while he wrestles with my arm to pull off my bag.

When he gets it free, he stands triumphant, keeping his foot on my back.

Helpless, I watch him unzip the knapsack. He fumbles around, tossing a couple of my books and a snack bar at my head. Then he pulls out the Neo Splendor.

“What’s this?” he says, glancing at the cover. “Oh, Samantha Jacobs. Yum!”

With his attention distracted, I roll from under his foot and leap to my feet. To his surprise, I grab the magazine and pull it into a bear hug.

Brenton holds tight to the edges, grinning. “You really want this?” he asks and then lets go.

I tumble backward from the lack of resistance and fall to the ground again.

He puts out his hand. “I want that, so give it to me.”

“No,” I say defiantly.

His boot stomps on my ankle, and I yelp in pain.

“Give it or else,” he says.

“This is college—you can’t do this,” I say.

“But I can. Just like in high school, I’m popular here, and I’m on the football team. And you’re still a nobody.”

When I don’t respond, he lifts his foot for another kick.

I sniffle, bracing for more pain.

A loud laugh comes from just past the bushes, and Brenton slips back into the shadows, saying, “I’ll be seeing you around, Gnome.”

Suddenly, I’m alone.

As I crawl to my feet, a pair of students come into view, engaged in an animated conversation.

Holding in my anger. I gather my things and toss them back into the knapsack.

Although I get curious glances, neither stops nor offers any help.

I wipe my watery eyes and limp back to the dorm, furious with Brenton, but more furious with myself and my helplessness.
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With my ankle still throbbing, I hobble back into the dorm room, disgusted with my life. I slam the door shut. To think my studies were ruined by Brenton Adams, my childhood tormentor. And I’m here because this was the only place with a good enough engineering program I could transfer into.

As the mirror chimes in with its opinion of me, I dump all the packets of my electrolyte drinks into the garbage. Then I take deep breaths through gritted teeth, struggling to calm my anger. When that doesn’t work, I open my knapsack and pull out the Neo Splendor. Thankfully, the magazine was only crinkled but not ripped, despite all the tugging.

Somewhat mollified, I flop onto my bed with the magazine and roll on my stomach, setting aside my frustration and impotent fury.

The kids did worse to me in school.

While I hate accepting that I’m no better than some toilet for bullies to flush their sadistic desires down, I have my own outlet to help me feel better.

I push onto my elbows and study the cover. My attention again fixates on Samantha Jacobs, who I notice has added a red tint to her hair and looks sexier than ever. I trace my finger over the outline of her face and dress, memorizing every one of her features, wishing I was in a position to date someone like her.

After a few seconds, I flip to the main section of the photoshoot. Without the threat of the store manager getting upset, I take my time and focus on the beautiful women.

Aside from Amber McPherson, Kala Whitlock, and Rose Michaels, a few other of my favorites grace the following pages: Kyla Sanders, a redhead, Latisha Hill, a stunning black woman with a graceful form, and Lynne Thompson, a cute up-and-comer.

Yet even with all the eye candy, my gaze always returns to Samantha Jacobs. Her wonderful, expressive eyes just connect with me.

I don’t think she’d be mean, and I might even have a chance with her.

Like so many gossip articles say: “Samantha Jacobs is the girl you wished lived next door.”

Things would be so different if I was going out with any of these girls. But with my looks and stature, that’ll only happen when I get super successful.

Then would the mirror still say I was ugly?

I sigh, thinking of going out on the town with Samantha Jacobs. And then taking her home, where we’d…

Even though she’s been doing more revealing pictures, she’s never done nudes, and for a moment, I imagine what she’d look like in bed.

There were some fakes running around a while back, and I wonder how accurate they would be.

I shake away the disrespectful notion. Someone like her deserves way more than gutter thoughts. I settle into seeing myself doing normal things with her—like going out to dinner or even just grabbing coffee together. If anything like that were to happen, I’d have more self-confidence to be successful. The nature of the circular logic sinks into my thoughts, and I sigh. I need to become confident to become successful, so I can date someone like Samantha Jacobs, but I need to date Samantha Jacobs to become more confident to become successful.

How much of this is only a pipe dream?

At a gut level, I know all of it is. But sometimes this fantasy, this far-off hope, is the only reason I haven’t fallen into complete despair from all the bullying I’ve taken during my life.

Because, no matter what, they can’t take away my dreams.
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Saturday morning arrives with a knock.

Wearily, I rise from my bed, still feeling a dull pain and stiffness in my ankle. I hobble over and open the door.

Doug stands on the other side, wearing a sheepish smile.

Annoyed, I wipe the sleep from my eyes and say before he can speak, “I’m not doing that auction.”

“What are you going to do instead—sit in front of a book all night?”

“Yes,” I reply, “I need to get straight A’s or my parents will be on my back.”

“You can get good grades without studying before classes have even started.”

For an answer, I move to close the door.

Lowering his shoulder, he bulls past me. “Wow, it’s dark in here,” he says, walking to the window, where he pulls up the blinds.

I say, squinting from the bright sunlight pouring into the room, “I said, no.”

With a smile, he steps to me. “Come on. This will help you get out of this dingy place.”

“Doug?” a sweet voice says from the doorway.

I turn to see a pretty girl who lives down the hall.

“Yeah, Wanda,” Doug replies.

“Can I get some time later? I’ve got some questions about picking a major.”

“Sure,” he says, “I’ll stop by after I finish here.”

“Thanks!”

When I give her a shy grin, she walks away, not bothering to acknowledge my presence. I frown, jealous of the attention everyone else gets, wondering why I even try.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” the mirror cackles. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

Doug taps my shoulder. “So, can I mark you down as a yes?”

I turn to him, incredulous. “Why do you need me so badly? This is an auction. What are people going to offer for me, a buck?”

“That’s up to the bidders.”

“I’ll give you the dollar,” I say, walking to the desk for my wallet.

“Knock it off,” he says as I hand him a dollar bill. “Come on, don’t you just for once want to do something to get out of your comfort zone? Like socialize?”

I shake my head, remembering what trying to socialize in high school was like.

“Alex,” he says, amazingly getting my name right, “this would be a good growing experience. Staying inside and studying so much can’t be healthy.”

That’s my path to happiness.

“There are lots of freshmen,” I reply. “Why don’t you help them get better lives instead of me?”

His lips purse as he concocts another argument. “Who knows, Wanda might even buy you. Then you could hang out with her for an afternoon.”

The image of the pretty girl walking away without so much as giving me a glance plows into the forefront of my consciousness.

“Fat chance. Look, it’s not my fault, you couldn’t con enough freshmen to do this.” I pull out my chair and take a seat. If I ignore him, maybe he’ll leave.

He glares.

“Hate me all you want,” I reply with anger brewing, “but I’m not doing it.”

He blows out a breath and lowers his voice to say, “This is Professor Field’s baby. I promised him we’d get at least twenty, and I had twenty-one. Three backed out this morning. This is his favorite event of the year and his favorite charity—the local animal shelter. It’s a good cause, and you could get in good with him.”

Me standing in front of a group of people while they laugh and call me ugly isn’t going to happen in this or any other universe. “The answer’s still no.”

Before he can reply, there’s another knock on the door.

“Alex?” Callie says.

“Hey, Callie,” I say, happy for the company. I turn back to Doug. “Sorry, I’ve⁠—”

“Hi, I’m Doug,” Doug says, introducing himself to Callie.

“Callie,” she replies, shaking his hand.

“So, I’ve got stuff to do, Doug,” I say.

Like virtually everyone else, he ignores me and says to Callie, “I’m just trying to get Alex here to help with the charity auction tonight—where we’re selling freshmen off as maids.”

“Oh,” she says with an excited clap, “that sounds great, Alex.”

“I’m not doing it.”

An enthusiastic smile lights up her face. “Why not? You’d look so cute being auctioned off.”

“Not only that,” Doug adds, “this is for the local animal shelter.” He turns to me. “You do like puppies and kittens, right?”

“That’s fantastic!” Callie says. “You have to do it.”

All of a sudden, I’m boxed in and all my excuses sound stupid in my head. “It’s just not something for me.”

“You’ll never know until you try,” Doug says, sensing the turning of the tide. “A girl could buy you. It’d be a great way to meet someone, and if you hang out long enough, you might impress them with your smarts.”

Wanda dissing me aside, the argument matches too closely with my life’s plans—minus me having a successful career first—but I reply, still fearful of a disaster, “Nobody’s going to buy me, at least not now.”

“I’ll buy you!” Callie announces with a smile.

I stop myself from saying “No” because that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. Callie is certainly attractive and a friend.

In a reasonable tone, Doug says, “The downside is that someone buys you and you have to do some menial labor for a few hours. But it’s for a good cause and you can feel good about that. And Callie will make sure that you’re not standing up there embarrassed.”

Callie steps over and touches my arm. “What’s the worst that can happen? You go out and get some fresh air and meet some people.”

The thought of meeting a certain bully from my childhood pops into my head, and I ask, “Is this going to be crowded?”

“Sometimes, things are a little sparse, but hopefully, we’ll have more than a few people—so we can get more bids.”

“What about from the fraternities and such?” I say, getting right to the point. “They look a little rowdy.”

Doug purses his lips. “Usually, they have rush stuff, so it’s mostly non-Greeks showing up.”

Even though that’s a relief, there are still so many things that could go wrong. “I don’t know…”

Doug adds, “If it will help, you can go last. This way, if we get over the limit before your turn, you don’t have to do it.”

Callie giggles. “Then I’ll buy you anyway. I need someone to clean my room.”

Her good humor isn’t enough to dispel my doubts, but I find myself nodding a yes from the pressure, hoping things turn out okay for a change.
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Nighttime arrives too soon, and I trudge over to the auction, keeping my fingers crossed that I don’t have to do anything. Without fanfare, I arrive at the main dining area on campus, a gigantic hall for crappy food, where this wonderful event is being held.

Inside, the overhead lights are on, and the tables have been shoved together to form a makeshift stage with the chairs being pushed against the walls—leaving a giant space for attendees to mill about.

Fortunately, only a smattering of people are here. Most stand near the snack table, drinking punch and having chips and pretzels—the cheap bribes available to enhance the size of the audience. As Doug said, many of the students are doing rush activities along Greek Row.

He sees me from the rear of the stage and waves.

I head over and join the eighteen freshmen who have also been conned into doing this event. While I’ve seen a few of them around the dorm, I haven’t interacted with any of them. At 5’8”, I’m the shortest, and without weighing anyone, probably the thinnest too. A dour thought enters my dour mood: I’m by far the weakest and most easily bullied of the bunch as well.

Doug pulls us together. “We’ve got dresses and wigs in the back. Everyone needs to wear one of each before getting on stage.”

We duck behind partitions that have been set up to create a backstage, where the wardrobe is. The dresses, which are mostly worn discards, hang from a rolling rack against the wall. On a nearby folding table, cheap and glittery wigs—designed to attract a sleazy kind of attention—lie piled in heaps.

A wiry freshman begins to unbutton his pants, and Doug says just short of a shout, “For the love of everything decent, keep your clothes on. These are dresses, so find one that’s a little big and throw it on over your clothing. And remember to pull a wig over your head before you get up there. Don’t forget—this isn’t a beauty pageant and everything’s just in good fun, so enjoy yourselves.”

Relieved that’s the only requirement, I nod while others murmur assent. One thin kid, who looks like he should still be in high school, looks disappointed but then breaks out in laughter as everyone else joins in on the joke.

“Come on,” Doug says, “we’re getting close to starting time, so let’s get a move on.”

As a few of the freshmen grab dresses and try them on for size, Doug pulls me aside. “Alex,” he says in earnest, “thanks for coming. Like I said, we’ll put you on last, so if we make the goal beforehand, you don’t have to do this.”

“Great,” I say, appreciating he remembered his promise.

“Unless you want to?” he adds hopefully.

I shake my head. Having Callie buy me would be great, but the thought of denying people the opportunity to make fun of my looks and not bid on me wins out. If I can slink back to my dorm room without attracting any attention, I’ll be happy.

Minutes pass while I watch the other freshmen goof around in their dresses.

Professor Fields, who is a portly gentleman, with a crown of thinning hair and wearing a wrinkled sports coat and jeans, steps to Doug with a worried expression. Even though the crowd is getting noisy and boisterous, they decide to hold up the start and let a few more people arrive.

While we wait, Callie slips behind the partition.

A grin spreads over my face as I walk to her. At least someone friendly will be out there in case I have to go through with this.

“Alex,” she says, glancing at the others in their dresses. “Why aren’t you dressed like everyone else?”

“I’m going last. Like Doug said, if they make the pledge amount before I’m supposed to go, then I don’t need to get up there.”

“What—that was serious? After I changed my plans to get over here, you might not be auctioned? Should I even bother staying?”

Panic hits me, and I blurt, “Please, I may still have to do it.”

She points at the stage. “If I’m waiting all night to make sure you have a bid, you better be up there.”

“Hold on,” I say before she can leave. “If I’m not auctioned, I’ll clean your room for free—but not in a girl’s outfit since you’re not paying. Okay?”

For an uncomfortable second, she purses her lips, weighing the offer. “Fine,” she finally says, “but I’m going to make you work.”

I nod with relief. “Whatever you want.”

“Okay, I’ll be near the side, and good luck, I hope you make it on to the stage.”

I frown as she walks away, silently praying I can return to my anonymity soon.

Professor Fields gestures to Doug, and he turns to us and says, “We’re starting, so line up in the order I told you and get ready to go onstage.”

Still in my street clothes, I step past the partition and into the main area.

To my dismay, the crowd has grown. A couple of hundred students are milling around.

The side lights switch off and the overheads dim, leaving shadows everywhere along the walls and under the dark windows. Then a spotlight flares from the opposite end of the space, centering on the stage.

A raucous cheer rises as Jack Meriwether walks up a makeshift staircase and onto the front of the tables. Even though he’s casually dressed in a polo shirt and nice slacks, he makes quite the impressive figure. Most of the girls in the front stare in rapt attention as he raises his hands for quiet. Even Callie, I notice off to the side, edges forward to listen.

When the audience falls silent, he does his duty as the student council president. With a commanding voice, he gives the welcome speech, talking about how this event is a coming together for the student body and a way for the freshmen who are going to be auctioned to show college spirit.

I watch, mesmerized, trying to learn anything I can from his tone and mannerisms. He’s naturally charismatic, funny, and likable. All things I wish I could be.

When he finishes to hearty applause, I clap, still not wanting to participate, but a little more ready to do my part for my new school if called upon.

Professor Fields steps up next, gesturing for quiet. Supposedly, he’s an unassuming teacher of literature, but his voice booms, “Everyone. I need to get out a few rules before we can move on to the festivities.”

Soon, the chatter fades, with most people assuming good-natured smiles in anticipation of the humiliation for those in women’s outfits that’s to come.

“Thank you all for being here,” he says in a commanding tone to the ever-growing crowd. He goes on to explain the auction rules, which are informal. Basically, a raised hand signifies making a bid, and the high bid wins the maid.

“Remember, this event isn’t about us,” he continues. “This is about what we can do for others. This year, we’re being ambitious and our pledge goal is five-thousand dollars. It’s for the animal shelter, so be generous with your money! You’ll get an excellent maid and a chance to meet a fellow student for a day. And they’ll clean whatever you need them to clean for up to six hours.”

He steps off the stage and moves behind a podium. Then he picks up a gavel and raps it on the wooden top. “Let’s begin the auction.”

Whoops and hollers come amid a smidgen of claps. “Bring on those sexy maids,” someone shouts.

“That’s the spirit!” Professor Fields yells back.

While the other freshman who got bamboozled into doing this giggle, I slouch, wishing I was anywhere else.
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While the crowd murmurs with excitement, Jim, a muscular freshman practically bursting out of a tight pink dress, hops onto the stage first. His silvery wig glitters under the harsh spotlight as he does a few muscle poses to fire up the would-be bidders.

Professor Fields adds to the fun. He gives a glowing description of what a fine specimen Jim is and how great it would be to have him dressed as a merry maid and cleaning for the day.

When the auction starts, Jim strides to the front of the stage with an electric smile and raises his arms with the assurance of a politician.

Wild hoots and hollers come from the crowd, hands rise, and bids flow freely. The price rockets higher. After Jim exhorts everyone with fist pumps, the amount goes over five-hundred dollars. More counterbids swell the tally even higher until a crescendo is reached.

When the dust settles, Professor Fields slams down the gavel with a broad smile for the winners, a group of starry-eyed girls who plunked down a whopping six-hundred dollars.

The next few freshmen get nice offers, especially the good-looking ones, and the pot swells to over two thousand.

My hopes rise to not have to do this at all.

However, that’s the high point for the kittens and puppies. The crowd gets tapped out, and only disappointment follows.

It also doesn’t help that the most outgoing freshmen volunteered to go first. After them, the remainder meekly stand onstage, not bothering to do anything to up the bids. Many of the students, out of money or interest, head to the dwindling snack bar—or worse, the exits.

The goal of hitting the five-thousand dollar mark starts to look like a pipe dream as only mercy bids are made.

As my turn gets closer, sweat beads across my chest and my stomach does flip-flops.

Ugly.

I don’t need the mirror to tell me that’s what everyone will be thinking when I stand onstage.

After another person doesn’t even garner a bid, one of the assisting grad students has to buy him for a measly twenty-five bucks.

Doug comes to me and holds out a cheap blonde wig. “Looks like we’ll be needing you after all. You better get dressed.”

“Why?” I ask. “It doesn’t seem like we’ll be getting close to the mark.”

He lets out a long sigh. “We need a miracle.”

“Then do I even need to do this?”

He rolls his eyes. “Can’t you be a sport, just once? Callie will bid on you, so you’ll add a few bucks to the till at worst—and every bit helps. Besides, what are you going to do, crawl back and sit in your dorm room?”

I huff out a breath because he’s right. I can’t chicken out now. “Fine,” I reply, grabbing the wig and putting it on my head.

He raises his hands. “Great. Just remember to smile when they’re auctioning you. Nobody likes a sullen maid.”

I go to the rack and pull off the last dress, a green sleeveless number that looks like it was made for extra-slender girls.

After I button it up, it fits perfectly to my surprise, even flaring out to give a slight curve to my body. I check the mirror. My freckles stick out as do my other unattractive features.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” my reflection states. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

With a sigh, I let Doug guide me to the stage.

The bidding is finishing on the second to last person—the one right before me. With disappointment lacing his voice, Professor Fields raps the gavel on the podium. “Sold for forty dollars.”

The freshman, a chubby, geeky type, tromps down the makeshift stairs, mouthing a “Sorry” to everybody within earshot.

“Last one, professor,” Doug says, giving an apologetic look.

It’s my turn, and I fight an urge to bolt.

Professor Fields turns and nods for me to get front and center. Several of the freshmen, still wearing their dresses, say words of encouragement as I clamber up the steps.

When I reach center stage, Professor Fields says, struggling to inject enthusiasm into his voice, “And now we have a fine young man in a green dress. For everyone who’s been waiting to purchase one of our merry maids, this is our final auction for the night, so don’t hold back.” He clasps his hands in a prayer-like gesture. “We’re at three thousand, so it’s a good evening, but maybe with some generosity, we can reach our goal of five-thousand dollars.”

A smattering of claps comes from the darkened room.

I look down at the thinned crowd, thankful the ordeal is almost over.

From the side, Callie shoots me a thumbs-up.

I respond with a tense smile. At least she’s got my back, so how bad could this be?

“Now, how about twenty for the puppies?” Professor Fields says.

My thoughts race in the deafening silence. While I’m not sociable, I’m not stupid. For everyone else, he extolled their personalities, their good looks, anything about them. With me, the preamble was only about the charity.

There isn’t anyone who’s going to pay to hang out with wimpy Alex Cameron.

Professor Fields says, “Now people, I want to make our goal. Surely someone’s willing to bid twenty. It would really help the animals. Think about saving a kitten.”

A deep flush spills over my face from the non-responses.

Ugly.

The disdain I’ve tried so hard to avoid is filling the expressions before me.

Nobody wants the ugly, skinny kid.

Callie steps forward and sends me a wink. “I’ll bid fifty,” she says with a cute smile.

I practically cry out in relief over her carrying through with her promise.

Professor Fields points the gavel at her with a grin. “Fifty!” He sends a hopeful gaze over the audience. “Do I hear fifty-five?”

Instead of concluding as he did with everyone else, he slows down the process, trying to squeeze out a last few dollars for the event.

Suddenly, the entry door bursts open and a group of drunken fraternity boys storm into the hall.

To my horror, Brenton Adams is at the head of them.

My breaths shorten while my heart skips a few beats before thudding into overdrive, the frantic thumps pounding against my ribcage. I dip my shoulders, hoping that my body can somehow melt through the cracks between the tables, so I can hide in the shadows underneath.

“Quiet!” Professor Fields yells, annoyed, and points at the stage. “This is an auction.”

Brenton follows his finger to the tables and then to me, standing in the center of the spotlight. He squints. An uncomfortable moment passes before he sees past my dress and wig. “Gnome,” he says, pointing.

I curse at myself for going last. Had I gone first or second, it would have been embarrassing, but I’d have been done. Instead, I put everything off, hoping not to have to go. But that’s only delayed my turn long enough for some of the fraternities to finish whatever pledge events they had, so they could show up here.

And now⁠—

“The current bid is fifty dollars,” Professor Fields says, continuing the auction. “Do I hear⁠—”

“Fifty-one,” Brenton shouts.

The professor holds up his hand and spreads his fingers. “The minimum increment is five dollars.”

Brenton grinds his teeth before saying, “Fine, fifty-five.”

Callie shouts, “Sixty!”

“Come on, people,” Professor Fields says to drum up more interest. “You get six full hours with him as your slave.”

“Six!” Brenton exclaims.

That’s a lot of time for him to humiliate me, or worse—especially when I’m in a dress.

As I wonder what worse could be, Brenton shouts, “Sixty-five.”

“Seventy,” Callie instantly hollers, somehow sensing my fear of Brenton winning.

He shoots a glare at her in an attempt at intimidation. “Seventy-five.”

Callie does what I could never do—stand up to a bully. She sneers back at him and, raising her hand, screams, “Eighty.”

Brenton tightens his jaw. Then he leans back, twisting his head, to speak with his friends.

I feel sweat slicking my chest and beading over my forehead while they whisper.

My stomach drops when Brenton turns back with a big grin and says, “Two hundred and twenty-five.”

Everything goes silent.

I’m not social or used to being the focus of this much attention from a crowd, and a silly smile pushes onto my face. It’s a stupid defense mechanism I have for when I’m being humiliated—as if showing a nice front will make things better.

“Do we have two hundred and thirty?” the professor says, searching the crowd for anyone to up the price.

When nobody says a word, his gaze settles on Callie. She bites her lip, sending me a hopeless expression. I know she isn’t rich and over two hundred is way beyond her limit. If it would change anything, I’d give her everything from my bank account, so she could win.

“Anyone?” Professor Fields says, glancing toward the pledge board.

No hands go up. Only Callie was interested at the minimum price before, and nobody is getting involved now.

Brenton rubs his hands with glee, cackling.

My knees wobble as I contemplate being a slave to my childhood bully—the one who just bragged about ruining my whole life. My ankle throbs from what happened last night while my imagination runs wild with what will happen when he wins. I want to just crawl through the tables under my feet and burrow into the concrete foundation and tunnel my way back to my dorm room.

“Okay,” Professor Fields says, raising the gavel to close the bidding and start my servitude to my childhood tormentor.

The idiotic smile widens on my face as I fight back tears against what I’m sure is coming.

As the gavel starts to come down, someone calls, “Two thousand dollars!”

Shocked, I stand stupidly, swiveling my head at the side shadows along with everyone else, looking for the mysterious bidder.

“Two thousand?” Professor Fields says, surprised and still holding the gavel an inch from the podium. “Did I hear that correctly?”

From the darkness near the right side of the stage, a figure steps forward with a hand held high.

Oohs and aahs come when people start recognizing the bidder.

“Yes, two thousand,” Jack Meriwether says, staring defiantly at the crowd to see if anyone wants to challenge him.

“The new bid is two-thousand dollars,” Professor Fields announces. “Do I hear two-thousand and five?” He glances at Brenton, who only shakes his head and fades back into his group of friends.

With a wry grin, the professor switches his gaze to Callie, who hollers gleefully, “You go, Alex!”

“And with this two thousand from our esteemed Student Council President,” Professor Fields happily announces, “our goal of five-thousand dollars is reached. Many thanks to everyone who participated this evening from the puppies and kittens.”

I’m on the edge of hyperventilating when he brings the gavel down to close my sale.
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I leave the stage to congratulations and high-fives. Even though I didn’t do anything energetic, besides stand under a spotlight, I’m sweaty and tired. Relief floods through me as I pull off the cheap wig and step out of the cheaper dress.

From across the room, I catch a glare from Brenton, who’s still standing in the middle of his friends, sucking down a beer. While I’ll have to be wary on the way home, in the here and now, he’s powerless to do anything against me.

“Dude!” Doug says, stepping near. “That was unbelievable. Professor Fields is ecstatic.”

“It was just a lucky break that Jack wanted us to hit the goal,” I reply, still amazed by the size of the bid.

“Even so, you were the one who got it.”

“I guess…”

“No, guessing. I owe you one, big time. Just ask me for a favor whenever you need something.”

Callie comes up, wearing a sheepish smile. “Sorry, I didn’t buy you. That guy bidding for you seemed like an asshole.”

I let out a long breath, thinking of how things could have gone. And how embarrassing and cowardly it would have been to try to weasel out of the auction. “Don’t worry, everything turned out pretty well.”

“Yeah,” she replies, “you get to hang out with Jack Meriwether for the whole day.”

Doug grimaces as if in pain.

“What does that mean?” I ask.

“He’s going to want to get his money’s worth. I mean, it’s just that while Jack’s great, he’s really detailed, so be prepared to do a lot of work.”

“It’ll be fun,” Callie says.

While I struggle to look hopeful that she’s right, Doug asks, “What’s your cell number?”

“Why do you need that?”

“So Jack can contact you directly to settle the pledge,” he explains. “He told me he’ll give you the check after you finish.”

“Is that normal?”

“Usually, everything is done next weekend. The winners make the appointment through me and they pay the money when the maid shows up, but given the amount… I guess he gets to do things his way.”

The stupid expression I get when I’m under stress reappears on my face. “It can’t be that bad, right?”

He shrugs.
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The excitement soon ends, and I return to my dorm room without incident.

“Did all that actually happen?” I ask myself as I flick on the desk light and illuminate the dingy surroundings.

I went from being a joke and having to serve my life’s tormentor as a slave to being the savior of the evening—although people just assumed that Jack only bid so much because I was the last one. Supposedly, he’s from a rich family, so he can afford the two-thousand dollars. Besides, as the student council president, he certainly benefits by making the giant pledge that propelled the charity auction over its goal.

For a moment, I wonder if there was something more to the bid.

No other reason comes to mind, and tired of being around people and exhausted from the stress, I pull off my sweaty clothing and put on shorts and a T-shirt.

All I can think of is sleep.

As I brush my teeth, my reflection says with derision, “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I shake my head. Not for today. For today, I’m…

A strange idea enters my head.

Did Jack’s bid have something to do with my appearance in the girly outfit?

The mirror laughs.

I bite my lip because my reflection is right. The notion I could be anything approaching attractive is too silly to entertain.

And Doug’s warning about Jack being demanding means there’s still a chance I could screw this up. After all, the deal isn’t complete until the pledge is paid in full.

With that awful thought, I flop onto my bed, deciding to just be happy the ordeal is over. I reach under my pillow and pull out the Neo Splendor.

Everything today was only a stupid sideshow anyway. My only path forward lies in studying hard and doing well in school. Then I’ll have the foundation to be successful and have the means to truly impress people. I’ll even be able to get out of the grasp of all the bullies in the world.

I trace a loving line around Samantha Jacobs, falling into my fantasy of dating someone like her, so she can hover near me and blind everyone else to my looks.

If only…
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The next morning, loud thumps on the door wake me.

I stare tired and bleary-eyed at the alarm clock.

It’s 7:42 a.m.

Wondering who could possibly want my attention, especially this early on a Sunday, I roll out of bed, still exhausted from the events of the prior evening, and open the door.

Doug stands there with a worried expression. “Jack called me to make sure you were on your way. Didn’t you get his message?”

“What?” I grab my phone, which displays a text notification, and say in a panicked voice, “Oh, no, I had the ‘Do Not Disturb’ on.”

“You’re supposed to be at his place by eight,” he says in exasperation.

“Eight a.m.?”

“Yes.”

“But that’s in fifteen minutes.”

“You need to hurry.” He shoves a slip of paper into my hand and adds, “I wrote down his address, so you don’t screw this up.”

“This is off campus—I’ll never make it.”

“Well, you better. Unless you want to explain to Professor Fields why the buyer didn’t give you the two-thousand dollars to get us over the goal. Or maybe you’d like to donate the money yourself?”

My jaw drops. Neither solution has any appeal.

“What about my outfit?” I ask.

“Jack said he’d supply everything. You just need to be there on time.”

“I haven’t even showered or brushed my teeth or anything.”

“All I can say is don’t be late,” he says and walks away.

I toss on some rumpled clothes as fast as I can while the mirror taunts, “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

Then, hating life, I slip into my sneakers and dash out the door.

Fortunately, at this nauseatingly early hour on a Sunday, there’s no congestion in the cinder-block hallways and stairwells.

I make it downstairs and into the humid morning air in under a minute. My stomach growls as I charge down the street, but I can’t spare a moment for breakfast. Hopefully, my master for the day will feed me—if I get there on time.
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After running for the better part of a mile, I arrive at a fancy apartment complex—winded, sweaty, and starving, along with a dull throb coming from my ankle.

Angry at my bully and upset about my lack of athletic ability, I pause to collect my breath and wonder about my bidder.

The white-bricked, three-story building in front of me is a place where only people with money can afford to live. Each apartment has tall wooden doors that lead to wide balconies set behind wrought-iron railings. The open spaces are adorned with plants, sun chairs, and decorated trellises—all well beyond the tastes of typical college students.

I check the clock on my cellphone, which ticks from 7:59 to 8:00, and in a panic, I rush to the entryway and hit the buzzer to the apartment for the address.

After a moment, Jack Meriwether answers in a curt voice, saying, “You’re late.”

“It’s exactly eight, so I’m right on time.”

The security gate buzzes open. “Only if you get to my door before eight-oh-one.”

I groan and run into the courtyard, scanning for a staircase. He’s in apartment 321, which I’m sure is on the top floor. Luckily, I spy stairs near a door labeled 121 in bright gold letters. I charge over and take the four looping flights up two steps at a time. By the time I reach the third floor and hobble over to his corner unit, I’m once again gasping for air. I ring the doorbell and rest my hands on my thighs, struggling to stay upright.

A few seconds later, the door swings inward and Jack Meriwether, who looks immaculate and is dressed in his usual preppy outfit, says, “You certainly took your time.”

I suck in a long breath and say, “I just got the message and ran over.”

“We’ve got to get you ready, and there’s a lot to do,” he says, “so come on in.”

I step over the threshold, wondering what he has planned.

His place is a two-bedroom—at least ten times bigger than my small, crappy dorm room. A marble counter separates the large kitchen from the living room, dining room combo where everything is beautifully laid out on thick wall-to-wall carpeting. The couch and loveseat are leather, the dining set is fancy, and the rest of the furnishings are more than tasteful.

Across from me, a huge TV is mounted over a corner fireplace. Along the same wall, bright morning sunlight spills from windowed doors leading to the balcony, which has a magnificent view of campus.

In a word, this is affluent. Something that hopefully one day with all my studying, I’ll have and more with my wife who models for the fun of it.

Then what would the mirror say?

“Stop gawking,” Jack says. “I’ve only got you for six hours, and I’ve got company coming.”

“Do you have any roommates?”

“No,” he replies, “I live alone. Is that a problem?”

“I just didn’t want to disturb anyone else,” I say, glancing around and wondering about Doug’s warning. Jack seems to be a person where everything has a place; things look organized and way cleaner than one would expect from a college-age bachelor. This job shouldn’t be too bad.

“There are two bedrooms, two baths, the entire kitchen, all the stuff out here, and the balcony,” Jack says. “For what I’m paying, I expect every last thing to be spic-and-span. Every countertop, tabletop, and window spotless. Every toilet, bath, shower, faucet, and sink shining like new. Every inch of carpet, floor tile, molding, and linen pristine and dust-free. And if I think of anything else, I’ll let you know.

I nod, now understanding Doug’s warning. Jack’s stringent requirements are going to make what should be a simple task into a grueling ordeal.

To add to my miserable mood, my stomach growls. However, I ignore the pangs of hunger because I’m sure breakfast isn’t on the menu. Instead, I wipe sweat from my neck, hating the humidity, and ask politely, “Can I have a glass of water, please?”

“After we get you prepared for work.”

I nod, fearful of what he has in mind.
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Jack leads me into the second bedroom, which is being used as a study with a desk, chair, and couch in place of a bed. He points to a full-length mirror and says, “This will be your changing room. Your maid’s clothing is hanging in the closet.”

When I make a move to the sliding doors, he puts his arm in front of me. “Not like this. You need to shave and shower first—and get into character.” He marches me to the bathroom. “That means, including your face, you remove every last hair on your body—legs, arms, armpits, chest, crotch, underneath—everywhere that’s not on the top of your head.

“What? That’s not part of the deal.”

“The deal is that you dress as a proper maid. That means you act like a girl, wear a girl’s outfit, and clean my place. If these terms aren’t to your liking, you can leave.”

I gulp, wondering if the student council president is getting buyer’s remorse and is setting such harsh conditions in the hopes I fail, so he’s not on the hook for so much money. For a long moment, I mull quitting to spare us both the trouble of going through the motions. But the thought of explaining to Doug and then to Professor Fields why the super-sized donation isn’t coming stops me.

Then I think of the alternative of Brenton winning the auction and decide it’s time to suck it up and do what’s demanded. This will just be like another hard course I’ll earn an A for.

I shove aside the dissenting thoughts and say, “You’ll get your place cleaned by a proper maid.”

“Good, so get started and hurry up. We don’t have all day.”

Before I head into the bathroom, he adds, “You’re full of sweat. Make certain you really clean yourself. And remember to get rid of every hair that I specified—I’ll be checking after you’re finished.”

Not sure if a full body examination is allowed, but too intimidated by the thought of not receiving the donation to put up an argument, I step into the bathroom and shut the door.

A razor and shaving cream are laid out next to the sink. Mercifully, I’m underdeveloped, so I don’t have a lot of body hair, and what’s there is mostly peach fuzz. Even though this part will be humiliating, things could be far worse.

After I finish with my face, I grab the shaving stuff and step into the shower. I wet myself and lather up my arms and legs. Surprisingly, things go easily, and I even get a charge when I rub the now smooth skin. With my limbs done, I take care of my armpits and the few hairs sprouting around my puffy nipples—yet another non-masculine feature I have.

I rinse off, watching the suds carry the wispy hairs down the drain in amazement.

Before continuing, I do a quick check and run my fingers over any areas I may have missed. When I’m positive everything’s gone, I stare at the mound of pubic hair around my smallish, limp penis. Surely, there’s no reason to do anything down there. I mean, I’ve got an outfit, so I won’t be naked. “Shave everything?” I call above the hissing of the shower.

“Every last thing that I specified.”

With a sigh, I start on my private areas, thankful I don’t have a hairy ass or lower back. I pinch the head of my cock and, pulling it to the sides, shave my pubes off. Then I drag the razor around my balls and underneath and up between my ass cheeks, circling my anus and trying not to giggle from the weird sensations.

After I’ve finished, I’m worried enough that I might fail his inspection I turn the water off and rerun the razor over everything again. Then I check as much as I can see, including under my balls to get any strays I might have missed. I can’t get a glimpse underneath, so I rub down there, probing for anything interrupting the hairless skin.

Strangely, my body responds to the touch and blood flows into my penis. I pause with indecision, wondering if I should take care of myself.

A banging comes and the door opens. “What are you doing in here? Hurry up,” he says, stepping into the bathroom.

Mortified by my now smooth nakedness, I turn the water back on and hurriedly finish shampooing and lathering soap over my body.

A minute later, I rinse off and step out of the shower.

He tosses me a towel from the doorway.

Feeling stupidly clean, I dry off, embarrassed by my hairless state. As I rub down my body, I avoid looking at my reflection, which I’m sure has some choice words to say about my fresh appearance.

When I finish, he grabs the towel and drops it in the hamper. “Raise your arms,” he commands.

I frown and stretch my hands toward the ceiling.

He comes close and examines my armpits and then glances down my chest. Satisfied, he squats and says, “I’m not touching your dick, so pull it up.”

Although a flush spreads across my face, I comply.

“To the left,” he commands, tilting his head. “Now to the right.” He checks closely and then says, “Turn around.”

Red-faced, I pivot for him.

A few moments pass. Thankfully, he doesn’t touch anything. “Spread your ass.”

Now past being humiliated and thankful none of my bullies ever did something like this, I reach down and pull my ass cheeks apart for him.

“Good, I see you even got underneath,” he says. “Let’s move on.”

Glad to have avoided any confrontation for this step, I only nod, trying to get used to standing naked in front of him.

He hands me a bottle of moisturizer. “Rub this over everything you shaved. It’ll help with any razor burn.”

“Thanks,” I reply, pouring some into my hand. The stuff has a strong, flowery fragrance—not unpleasant, but incredibly feminine.

“What are you waiting for?” he says with an angry glance.

Quickly, I apply the moisturizer over my arms and legs, trying not to get excited from the sensation of the slick girly substance going over my smooth skin.

When I pause, he says, “Everywhere you shaved. I don’t want you whining about being uncomfortable when you’re working.”

I turn from him and rub around my crotch and penis and then over my ass. For good measure, I squeeze out more and wipe up my abs and chest.

He takes the moisturizer and hands me a stick of women’s deodorant. “Use this. I don’t want you stinking of body odor.”

I do as he says with a frown because body odor is the one thing nobody’s ever made fun of me for. Except for a lavender scent, the slick gel unsurprisingly feels exactly like a man’s deodorant would.

After I finish applying it under my arms, he steps outside the bathroom and gestures. “This way.”

When I go to grab the towel from the hamper, he says, “Leave it.”

I sigh; he’s already examined everything up close, so any modesty I have left is stupid.

Still naked, I follow him into the study.

The clothing is now laid out on the couch: a bra, thong panties, black fishnet stockings with white ruffles, a garter belt, and a one-piece black with white trim French maid’s outfit.

Although I knew the conditions of the auction, seeing what he’s requiring is different.

“You want me to wear this?” I ask, incredulous.

“Unless you want something skimpier?”

“No,” I reply, thinking this one-piece with all the sexy additions will be humiliating enough. “Is this even going to fit?”

“I’m good with sizes and picked these up from a costume store last night. Everything is adjustable or stretchy, so you shouldn’t have any problems putting this on.”

When I still hesitate, he says with a snide tone, “Is there anything else?”

Knowing any further protest will result in me wearing something worse or nothing at all, I shake my head and step over to the couch.

With him watching, I grab the panties and slip them up my freshly shaven legs. The sensation is rather pleasant, and my penis throbs as I pull the front triangle into place. The garment tapers quickly and even though I don’t have large balls, the edges leak past the bottom of the thong. I’m surprised and more than a little embarrassed to find myself loving the snug caress of the satiny material riding up the crack of my ass.

I try to keep my excitement contained as I grab the bra and attempt to figure out how to put it on.

“Do it in reverse,” Jack says in a bored voice. “Hook it over your front and then rotate it around back.”

I follow his directions, which makes getting the contraption in place simple, even though I have to tug hard to connect the clasps. A thick layer of padding lines the shallow cups, which gives my chest the appearance of having two small mounds—the curves adding to the sexiness of the panties gripping my privates.

The stockings roll up over my knees to midway up my thighs. The garter belt is easy enough to put on, and when I complete the task of connecting the front and back straps to the white-ruffled bands at the top of each stocking, I spend a moment relishing in the pleasant fit of the items.

“Do you mind speeding things up?” he says from behind me.

“Sorry,” I say and step into the maid’s outfit. After I pull it up over my body and get my arms through the right holes, he zips up the back and pulls a Velcro strap to cinch the middle around my waist.

Even though things are on the tight side, the feeling isn’t uncomfortable.

To complete the feminine attire, he hands me a pair of black, zip-up booties. They’re a bit large, so we have to stuff tissue paper in the toes to get a proper fit.

With everything done, Jack gives an appreciative stare, letting his gaze dip to the bare skin that my wide, loose collar is revealing. “Not bad. Take a look.”

A little afraid, I step in front of the full-length mirror. When I glance at my reflection, I’m shocked.

The total effect isn’t awful. In fact, from the neck down, my frail body looks quite alluring in the costume. And the feel…

Quickly, I force my gaze up and think unsexy thoughts to stop my privates from hardening. As embarrassing as Jack seeing me naked has been—the thought of him seeing my small boner would be too much to bear.

“Ugly. Ugly. Ugly,” the reflection says, meeting my stare.

I turn from the taunts and say to Jack, “Can we get started now?”

“Started? We haven’t finished getting you ready yet.”

As my mouth forms a surprised O, he walks to the desk and gestures for me to take a seat. “Time for makeup.”

“Makeup?”

He gives a look like I just asked the stupidest question in the world. “Duh. You’d look ridiculous working in just that costume. Remember, you’re supposed to be a maid, not a guy in a maid’s outfit.”

I swallow my objections and sit, knowing better than to argue.

He sets a box on the desktop and opens it.

“Put out your hands,” he says.

I raise them toward him, and he squeezes some moisturizer onto my palm. From the kit, he pulls out a tube of pale-colored concealer and dabs some into the puddle of moisturizer. “Mix those up,” he says.

After I do, he directs me to rub the concoction over my cheeks.

“Normally, we’d use foundation, but I want to cover up your freckles.”

Embarrassed by the reference to my ugly guy features, I comply. As I wipe the mixture on, I wonder how he knows so much about makeup.

When my skin is good and covered, he grabs some brushes and other items and goes to work on my face with light dabs and strokes.

Only a few minutes go by until he nods with approval. Then he focuses on my eyes.

I stay still while he applies eyeshadow and mascara and works on my eyelashes, hoping I don’t resemble a made-up clown after he finishes.

He steps back and says, “I’ve only done a little bit to give you a more convincing look. It’s not professional, but it’ll do for today.”

I nod, deciding he must have dated a makeup artist at some point to acquire all these skills.

“One last touch,” he says and heads to the closet.

I roll my eyes. The lead-up to my six hours of work might be more exhausting than the actual six hours of work.

He returns with a blonde wig that’s around shoulder length.

I stare in amazement. Doug wasn’t kidding when he said Jack was a man of detail.

He puts a wig cap over my damp hair and shoves any unruly strands under the nylon bonnet.

As I adjust to the uncomfortable sensation, he places the wig on my head and then brushes stray locks from my face.

I shift my shoulders from some tightness of the outfit. Even though the material does stretch, it’s going to take some getting used to wearing things I’ve never worn before.

“One more last thing,” he says.

I blow out a tired breath, wondering if this is what women have to go through every day and how they manage to stay sane doing it.

He reaches again into the makeup kit and then applies liquid lipstick over my lips. A minute passes before he leans back and announces, “I knew it when I saw you. You look great.”

Puzzled, I respond with a quizzical stare, having no idea of what he’s talking about.

He leads me back to the mirror.

This time, when I check out my hateful reflection, somebody different returns my stare. Someone totally hot and completely alien to everything that Alex Cameron stands for. Somebody quite the opposite of ugly.

When I move to touch my face, Jack stops me. “Once the makeup is on, you don’t touch it. No matter what.”

I lower my hand, still mesmerized by what I see—even my normally dull, light brown eyes have a sparkle to them.

“Amazing,” he says.

I glance higher up the mirror and notice his deep blue eyes flick from my reflection’s cleavage down to the curve of its hips. The scrutiny feels weird until I realize his expression is one of attraction.

Is there any way I’m pretty enough for Jack Meriwether, someone who could practically date any woman on campus, to be attracted to me?

I shake my head because I know that thought is taking this whole thing too far.

However, what’s staring back at me isn’t bad at all—in fact, it’s pretty darn good. My insecurities over the feminine outfit evaporate, and a smidgen of confidence enters my psyche. I send a glare at the mirror, challenging my reflection to disagree.

It remains silent.

“Okay, we need to think of a name for you now,” Jack says.

“What’s wrong with Alex?”

“Looking like that?”

I can’t argue.

“How about Alexandra?” he asks.

“Alexandra?” I say, stretching out the syllables.

He nods and says, “I like how that rolls off your tongue.”

“Okay, that’s fine then.”

“Well, Alexandra,” he announces with a smirk. “Time to get to cleaning.”
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The glamor of my new self evaporates the second Jack leads me out of the study and into the living room. Many implements for cleaning wait on and around the dining table: a mop, a broom, rags, sponges, a squeegee, and various brand-name cleansers along with a few other cleaners I didn’t even know existed.

As I gawk at the task ahead, he hands me a bucket, saying, “Time to work. Since it’s nine now and I’ve only got you for six hours, you need to finish everything by 3 p.m. Remember, I want to impress the company I have coming tonight.”

I ignore that it took an hour for me to get ready because I’m sure he’s just going to say I’m not abiding by the terms of the pledge and threaten to withhold the money.

With a sigh, I get started while he scrutinizes every action I take like a hawk, raising the whole maid aspect of this undertaking to a higher, impossible-to-reach level.

Even though I’m already tired from the prior night and the merry sprint over, I work nonstop, weighed down by his sick attention to detail. First, I labor in the kitchen, where I wash the dishes, scrub the sink, wipe all the countertops, and mop the floor. As if this isn’t fun enough, when Jack finally gives the okay that everything is spic-and-span, I move on to the jobs that require more elbow grease. The rest of the morning blurs past as I clean his bathroom to the highest standards and do the same for his bedroom.

Stuff I thought was immaculate when I first entered, I wipe, scrub, and polish to a whole new pristine level.

While my muscles cry with aches and pains, perspiration slicks my smooth armpits, beads across my chest, and slides down my back. The sexy thong decides to make everything just that much worse by giving a wedgie to my sweaty ass. Itches crawl across my forehead and tingle my nose, and I fight not to scratch any of the spots and ruin the makeup that Jack applied.

To add to the overall level of misery, I battle the pleas of my stomach for food even as my drooping blood sugar level signals I’m running on empty. Although harried to my breaking point, I don’t dare ask for anything, except a glass of water that he readily provides. The only pauses in the workday are to powder my face or allow me a spritz to keep my body smelling girly.

As the clock ticks to noon, the sexiness of dressing in the French maid outfit as well as all ideas this endeavor could be anything but a marathon of physical torture have long since fled.

I put my hands on my thighs, trying to nurse my throbbing ankle, and struggle to gather my breath with huffs and puffs.

From the corner of my eye, I notice Jack staring at my backside. Before he can yell at me to stop loitering, I grab a rag and start dusting an accent table.

Surprisingly, he remains silent.

While I clean the lacquered tabletop, I catch a glimpse of him in a nearby mirror. His gaze stays focused on me and not the cleaning.

Is he checking me out? And if he is, this can’t be the first time either. Has he been doing this in secret since I got dolled up?

Although something Alex would never do, I test out my theory and bend to get at the back corners of the table, glancing at Jack in the mirror. His eyes widen and he leans forward when my short skirt lifts enough to expose the strip of my thong and bottom of my bare ass cheeks.

He does think Alexandra is hot!

My lips curl into a smirk—a mark of confidence that’s the opposite of the stupid smile Alex produces to stave off embarrassing humiliation.

A second wind recharges me, and I straighten, feeling like a new person, someone far distant from the scrawny kid who attracted bullies.

“Come on,” Jack says. “Stop loafing. It’s noon and there are only three hours left. You’ve spent half the time doing less than half the work. You’d better speed things up if you want to finish on time.”

After being called ugly for so long, getting noticed for being attractive is quite the intoxicant, and I twist to him, leaning forward to pick up some dust rags.

As the front of my blouse dips, his eyes drop to my cleavage as if he’s trying to peek at my feminine wares.

Inside, I laugh with glee, never imagining that nabbing someone’s attention could be so much fun. With an innocent expression, I stand straight. “What’s next?”

He brings me into the study, where I start in the bathroom I used to get ready. From there, I give the bathtub and tiles a perfect scrub, polish the fixtures to a lustrous perfection, and wipe the floor until a nice meal could be eaten off it. After that’s finished, I move into the room and take care of the furniture, windows, and closet.

When everything is completed to his exacting specifications, we head back into the main living area.

Through it all, the appreciative glances I see Jack giving my legs and backside, when he thinks I’m too busy to notice, renew my strength. I ignore my fatigue and power through each chore. Shockingly, embracing myself as Alexandra stops my ankle from throbbing and, even with a more harried look from all the work, keeps my reflection silent.

After my second wind fades, I think of puppies and kittens and the promise of helping them via the gift to the shelter to keep going. That and getting Jack to check out my sexy wares.

I bend to clean the coffee table, and to my delight, I see, in my peripheral vision, him taking a long, lingering look at my bottom and down my legs.

He walks in front of me and says, “Make sure to get the dust around the edges and on the table legs too.”

“Yes, sir,” I say, complying by leaning forward enough so the loose top of my blouse sags down from my chest.

For the barest of moments, his gaze flicks to the exposed bra and my sweaty cleavage before he catches himself and walks away.

With that positive reinforcement, I whip through the remaining chores like a whirlwind. I polish all the wood surfaces and squeegee all the glass in the balcony doorway and windows until they’re crystal clear. Thankfully, the outside only requires some sweeping and straightening while the fireplace hasn’t been used.

With the end in sight, I hurriedly dust while Jack sits on the couch and chats on the phone.

Finally, I move on to vacuuming—the final task. I clean all the carpets, glancing around and appreciating the effort I expended to make the place so sparkling and pristine.

When that’s done, I switch the attachment and use my remaining reserves to vacuum along all the baseboards. After I complete the last corner, I pat my dripping neck and upper chest with a paper towel, more tired than I’ve ever been before. When I check the clock, it reads 2:58.

Relieved to have met the hard 3 p.m. deadline, I announce, “I think that’s all.”

Jack stands and sends me an appraising stare. “We’ll see if everything passes inspection.”
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With my hands clasped in front of me, I stand meekly, trying not to wobble from having zero energy left, as Jack runs his fingers over the furniture and countertops, inspecting for dust.

“I’m glad I made it by the deadline,” I say through my exhaustion. I’m so tired I don’t even feel the pangs of hunger from my empty stomach or the discomfort from the tight, now-damp maid’s outfit anymore. There’s only a general numbness crawling over my sweaty body.

Jack grunts as an answer and examines the windows for any streaks. When he finishes, he marches into the bedrooms and bathrooms to check my work.

Ten long minutes later, he steps back into the living room with an expression that leaks disappointment. “Not bad. Not bad at all.”

Relieved, I say, “Then⁠—”

“Go ahead and put away the cleaning stuff.”

With that non-disapproval approval, I obey, happy to use what fumes I have left to finish the job. I shove the vacuum into the closet, toss the rags into the laundry hamper, take out the trash, and place every last cleaning item in its proper place—under the kitchen sink, in the pantry closet, and in the bathroom.

When I return, he’s watching the news on the giant TV that I’m sure is wider than my dorm room.

“So, if that’s all…” I say.

He smiles. “Yeah, you did okay. I’ll give you the donation for Professor Fields. He was super-psyched to reach the goal.”

“Great,” I reply and head toward the study to change back into my clothes.

“You look a little tired,” Jack calls after me. “Why don’t you hang out and rest up for a while?”

I rub at my fake hair, pondering the offer. Alex only wants to leave and never think of the ordeal of the stupid auction again. On the other hand, Alexandra wants to find out exactly how much Jack has the hots for her. It’s no contest and Alexandra’s brashness wins.

“Okay, then I’ll just get out of this,” I say, anticipating what his response will be.

“Why? You look amazing.”

Although I do, Alexandra replies in a humble tone to draw him out, “I’m sure I don’t look that wonderful.”

“Yes, you do,” he insists. “I’ve got an eye for these things. Look, I was a little rough with all the work, but you did great, and I’m sorry for any trouble I caused.” He pats the couch next to him. “Stay for a while.”

“Don’t you have company coming?”

“Nah, that got canceled.”

He gets up and heads to the portable bar where he selects an ornate bottle from a case that’s formed from looped silver bands. “This is a thirty-year-old scotch. It cost almost as much as what I bid for you. Since my friends bailed, let’s hang out and make it their loss.”

For his benefit, I push out a reluctant sigh and head to the couch with mixed emotions tugging my mind in all directions.

What if he only wants to sit around and chat? What if he doesn’t? How far would he want to go? How far would I let things go?

The anticipation and fear send waves of tingles rushing across my body.

I pause at the coffee table. I could make this completely innocent and park my derrière on the loveseat, putting a respectful distance between us. Instead, I choose to sit at the edge of the couch nearest the TV and let him decide what’s going to happen.

As I plop onto the soft cushion, a sigh of happiness oozes from my mouth. Getting off my feet after all that work and settling into something so comfortable is simply divine. For a moment, I blink and focus on not falling asleep.

Suck it up!

I straighten at the harsh command that could only have come from my feminine side. When Jack glances curiously at me, I assume a dainty position with my legs crossed and my hands folded in my lap.

He returns from the small bar and places a tray holding the beautiful bottle and two tumblers on the now pristine coffee table. He sets down a couple of coasters and puts a glass on each.

As he plops onto the center cushion, he says, “This is really expensive, like fifty dollars a pop, so sip slowly. And it’s to appreciate the flavor—not to get drunk.”

I’ve barely had any alcohol growing up and never anything near the level of the amber liquid in the fancy bottle. In my tired state, I might not be able to hold my liquor, and I wonder if I should leave and not risk making a fool of myself.

The weak thought lasts for a moment before I force it away. This is an adventure into…

As I weigh where I want things to head, Jack says, “Wait, you’re a freshman, right?”

I shake my head, saying, “I’m a junior.”

“Junior? The auction was for freshmen, and I don’t want to be giving you anything if you’re underage.”

“I transferred in this year,” I explain. “So I got suckered into that thing because a bunch of freshmen bailed.”

He purses his lips in thought then pours some into each glass. As I grab mine, he asks, “You are over twenty-one, right?”

“Just.”

“Okay.”

I take a tentative sip. The taste is smooth, and the alcohol doesn’t burn heading down my throat. A nice warmth glows when it hits my empty stomach.

A fuzzy haze immediately clouds my inhibitions, and I set the glass down, terrified of getting tipsy. For whatever might happen, I want to be in full control of my faculties.

“Pretty good, huh?” Jack asks after sampling his drink.

I nod. “Amazing.”

While I wait anxiously for what happens next, Jack grabs the remote and switches the channel to a soccer game.

Minutes pass while he sips from his glass and stares at the TV.

I feign interest, even though I don’t follow any sports, know the teams, or care about the outcome.

Jack twists to me. “Soccer isn’t your cup of tea, is it?”

I point at my drink. “No, but the scotch is great.”

He presses a button on the remote, and the screen goes dark.

“Sorry,” I say, giggling, “I’m not athletic or anything.”

“You do look amazing,” he says, twisting to meet my gaze. “Better than a lot of models.”

The images from the Neo Splendor pop into my head, and I frown at the comparison.

“No, I mean it. I’m stunned by how beautiful you are dressed like that.”

“Thanks,” I reply, unsure of how to take the compliments. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

The last sentiment gives me pause—I’m not sure why I referred to myself as a girl. This is just a costume with a wig and some makeup applied to my face. But underneath⁠—

“No, I don’t,” Jack says with a laugh. “I’m known for being tactful, but I’d never say anything like that unless it was true.”

Alexandra’s confidence surges through me because she knows how desirable she is.

With a subtle motion, Jack shifts closer and spreads his arms over the back of the couch, resting his fingers behind my head.

I purse my lips, happy with the attention, but unsure of where I want this to head.

A moment passes as he glances at the tops of my stockings and the bare skin of my thighs. Then he plays with a lock of my wig.

Even though the strands are fake, I suppress a shiver from the contact.

His fingers brush over my shoulder, and when I don’t flinch, he moves them in gentle circles on the back of my neck.

A flight or fight response kicks in, and I tense. In actuality, it’s flight or giving in to what’s next. And my life’s path has never taken me close to any situation like this.

Ugly.

My insecurities rise because I’m not attractive. I place my hand on my knee, wanting to leave.

The war continues inside me as Jack’s touch plays with the bare skin under the back collar of my outfit.

I lean forward, breaking the contact, getting ready to run. But my curiosity about what’s coming takes over, and I grab my drink instead of bolting. With a single motion, I drain the glass.

The expensive stuff puts a nice warmth back into my stomach and calms my nerves.

When I sit back, I take advantage of the sudden rush of alcohol-fueled courage and angle myself to nestle against his side.

Then I hold my breath, waiting to see what he does next.
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As I nestle my head on Jack’s shoulder, taking small breaths, my heart thumps and my pulse pounds in my ears. I stay still, fighting fears about a sudden rejection—where Jack stands and tells me to leave, explaining that this whole situation was some sort of bad joke.

To my relief and further anxiety, his hand drops to my side, and he trails his fingers down my biceps, brushing along the inside of my arm.

An adrenaline rush blows away my exhaustion, and I snuggle closer. While I enjoy his nice scent, which I’m sure is an expensive aftershave or cologne, he gives a gentle caress to my chest.

Breasts, I remind myself.

When I don’t do anything to discourage him, he takes the inaction for the tacit approval it is and traces gentle circles over my breasts.

As he squeezes the padding of my bra, he asks in a husky voice, “Are you okay with this?”

I try to understand what’s going through my head. “It’s not bad,” I reply after a moment, hating the vagueness of the answer. “I mean, this is fine.”

“Just so long as you’re having a good time.”

“Better than good,” I reply, summoning some courage. “I only wish there was more there.”

“I like everything that’s there just fine,” he says with a chuckle.

Brimming with Alexandra’s confidence, I do something Alex would never consider and push things further.

I pull his hand back to the top of the couch. As he glances in surprise, I sit up and ask, “Can you unzip me?”

He slowly pulls the zipper down from behind my neck.

When the blouse starts sliding off my shoulders, I slip the bra straps down the sides of my arms. Then I lean back and, with a coy smile, place his hand over the bare top of my breast.

He gets the message and plays around the edges of the cup before slipping his fingers underneath the padding.

I push out a moan, not from any arousal, but because I want to encourage him to do more.

He draws circles around my puffy, too-large-for-a-guy nipple—something that was unattractive in my old self but perfect for a female—before saying, “Sit up a little.”

After I straighten, he reaches behind my back and unhooks my bra.

When I lean back, he wastes no time taking advantage and pulls the bra down, exposing my breasts.

“Very nice,” he says, impressed for whatever odd reason. “They look beautiful.”

I tighten my lips, unsure of how to reply. When I stepped out of the shower naked, he didn’t have anywhere near this reaction.

But then again, at that point, I was still Alex…

Another minute passes, and I giggle from the caresses.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing—it feels a little weird.”

“You’ve never done anything like this before, not even with a girl?”

I shake my head. “No, this is my first time with anybody.” The scotch flowing through my bloodstream elicits another giggle, and I add, “And what’s worse is I let you get to second base without touching first.”

“That’s something we’d better fix,” he says, leaning in and giving a soft peck on my cheek.

When I twist toward him, his lips find mine and we exchange a light kiss. A moment later, he returns with more passion, and I meet his lust, parting my mouth.

Our tongues touch and electricity shoots through me.

A second or minute elapses before I pull back, breathless.

“How was that for first base?”

“I’m not sure,” I reply with a smile. “Can we try again?”

He leans toward me and this time, we taste deeply of each other. I don’t have any experience, so I mimic his actions, swirling my tongue with his, pushing forward as he crushes his lips against mine, battling back when his tongue reaches deep into my mouth and then returning the favor and delving into his when he pulls away.

When he finally retreats to gather his breath, I say, “Wow, I think I like that—a lot.”

He grins and for the next minute, we continue as he brings his other hand up to rub over my bare breasts.

I moan into his mouth, struggling to handle all the sensations—the heat from his body next to mine, the moistness of his tongue in my mouth, and the tingles coming from my nipples.

His hand slides down, and he caresses my knee. Then, with each kiss, he moves higher up my leg, dragging his fingers along the inside of my thigh.

I pull from his lips and grab the intruding hand.

Instead of moving it away, I rub it up and down the part of my thigh between the top of the stocking and just short of my crotch. “I didn’t even need to shave here.”

“Nice—it’s really smooth.”

I return to kissing, while his other hand rubs down my back and to the curve of my ass. He reaches under my skirt and plays with the rear strap of my thong. When his fingers glide under my bottom, I shift higher and forward, allowing access to that private area while moving my male sex organ away from his touch.

He takes the hint, tracing down the thin strip and rubbing over my anus.

“Oh, you’re being naughty. Just charging right to third base,” I say in my best girly voice, keeping with the baseball metaphor—even though I’ve never played an inning.

As a reply, his fingers move the strap and probe underneath.

I yelp and pull away.

“What’s wrong?” he asks. “I’m sorry if that was too fast.”

“It’s not that…” I reply.

He gives a quizzical stare while I put my feelings together.

I’m worried he might find a reason to dislike my girly appearance. In a shy voice, I say, “It’s just that… It’s just that while I did what you asked and cleaned everything on the outside, I didn’t do anything for the inside.”

There, I said my fear, hating to be so overly and stupidly analytical. I’m terrified that his fingers might come out stained, which would ruin the afternoon.

A smile spreads across his face as he plays along. “Well, you’re not sick, and everything’s normal with your digestion, right?”

“Um, yeah.”

“So let me be the judge of things.”

I nod, but before he can return to his probing, I push him back and sit up straight.

In for a penny, in for a pound.

Alex might be shy, but Alexandra wants this.

Slowly, I move my hands under my skirt and unhook the garter from my stockings. Then I pull the thong down my legs. When the straps tangle around my booties, I kick with both feet until the garment flops to the floor.

Now, with a totally bare bottom, I twist and face him. With what hopefully is an inviting smile, I lie back and bring my knees up, spreading them for easy access.

“Have at it,” I say, staring at the ceiling, hoping to avoid anything disastrous.

He pushes his hands up my stockings and onto the smooth skin of my thighs, dipping his head for a closer look.

The fact that he’s inspecting my ass like he inspected my cleaning isn’t lost on me, and I put my hand over the skirt to cover the part I don’t need him to see. The thing dangling from my crotch would ruin the whole girly effect of my getup.

“Everything looks good on the outside. Hold still for a sec,” he says and heads into his bedroom.

I lie motionless, trying to get ready for whatever’s coming next.

He returns with a flared purple tube. “This is lube—I don’t want anything to be painful,” he explains.

I nod, happy for him being considerate.

A moment later, his cold, slick fingertip presses against my anus, and I gasp from the chilliness.

He pushes, and finding little resistance, his finger slips into me.

An intense sensation erupts from down there, and a groan of pleasure leaves my mouth. I’ve never experienced anything like this.

Suddenly, he pulls out and announces, “Everything’s fine on the inside too.”

I frown, not needing all that extra information. Missing the feeling of being penetrated, I say, “Please, keep doing that.”

The finger returns and continues thrusting—which is better than the best thing ever.

As higher-pitched moans pour from my mouth, he moves off the couch and kneels with his feet under the coffee table. While his finger keeps moving back and forth inside me, seeking out and pressing against my prostate, he leans over my chest and licks around my nipples.

A shudder rolls through my body.

“You like third base?” he says, sticking with the baseball terminology.

“Y-y-yes,” I stutter out.

“Would you like to go all the way?”

In my ecstasy, a moment passes before I can process the question. “You want to fuck me?”

“Of course,” he replies matter-of-factly.

Given how this afternoon has progressed, the request shouldn’t be unexpected, but I take the time to get over my surprise and think things through. The feeling is great and the attention even better. The look of hunger for me on his face is amazing, and to watch that during sex…

“Okay, on one condition,” I say. “We have to do it missionary style—I want to see you.”

Instantly, he bobs his head in agreement. His finger pulls out, and I frown from the disappointment of not being filled down there.

He kicks off his shoes and gets out of his pants. When he yanks off his underwear, his erection springs out. Next to me, he’s large, at least seven inches—gigantic compared to my below-average length.

Another blemish for Alex, but not for Alexandra.

After he removes his socks, I say, “I want you totally naked.”

As I stare, drinking in his body with my eyes, he pulls his polo shirt off. His chest is smooth, tanned, and defined—an amazing sight.

Jack pours lube into his palm and wipes it up and down his shaft, taking extra time around the tip.

My mouth waters and a stray thought plows into my head: I want to taste it.

The moment slips by without me doing anything, and none the wiser, Jack gets onto the couch, kneeling between my spread legs.

Still holding my hand to keep my skirt positioned to conceal my masculinity, I bring my knees higher to raise my bottom into a more accessible position.

He edges forward, and his wet tip pushes against my anus.

As I tremble with anticipation, gazing into his deep blue eyes, Jack adjusts himself and dips his pelvis like a pro at sex. His aim is perfect and with the job his finger did in getting me ready and the slickness of the lube, the wide head of his dick pops right inside.

There’s discomfort from the invasion, and I grimace.

“Is everything okay?”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” I reply. “Keep going.”

He leans forward, setting his arms to either side of mine in a push-up position, and thrusts.

I grit my teeth as he penetrates further into me.

All of a sudden, the pain fades and sheer pleasure engulfs my being.

Shocked, I moan with delight.

He smiles and keeps pushing until his balls press against my bottom.

Between heavy breaths, he utters, “You okay?”

Even though I feel over-full, like I need to use the bathroom, I focus on the lust in his beautiful eyes and the bliss across his face to get over the strange sensation of having him buried inside me.

I wrap my arms around him, caressing his back, and reply, “Better than okay.”

He gently pulls about halfway out and shoves back in.

“How’s that?” he asks.

“Amazing,” I reply, shuddering with joy. “Absolutely amazing.”

Then the thrusting starts for real. I cross my ankles and rest my booties on his bare butt, yelping with pleasure from each push and delighting in his husky grunts and the growing excitement in his eyes.

With each pump, my confidence increases. Through the budding clouds of ecstasy fogging my mind, I realize it’s me he wants—someone pretty, sexy, and totally desirable.

All the things Alex isn’t.

My world gets reduced to the heat from his naked body over and inside mine, the delightful waves radiating from my prostate, the heavy grunts of his breaths, and the blissful expression on his face.

Each slap of his pelvis against my ass sends my passions skyrocketing.

I bring my hands up into his thick, scruffy hair and clasp them behind his head, pulling him forward into a long kiss. Then our tongues intermingle between our heavy gasps and groans of delight.

Too soon, he pulls away as his back arches. “I’m cumming,” he cries.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I say in a rising voice, coaxing him on, wanting him to complete the act inside me.

His body tenses, and he shoves forward. His erection swells even larger and stabs at my bowels. Hot spurts blast, filling me with his fluid.

I give a long sigh of contentment as his flesh pulses against my inner walls, struggling to push every last drop of his seed into me.

A final groan spills from his mouth, and he collapses onto my chest.

While he regains his strength, I run my hands over his back and squeeze my knees against his sides, sorting through my muddled thoughts. I never imagined anything as wonderful as what we just did. My only disappointment is that things ended too quickly, and I’d really like to do it again. There’s one weird thing too—even with those desires and even though I’m super turned on, loved the entire experience, and pre-cum wets my panties—I haven’t gotten an erection.

I chalk it up as being too nervous for my first time and not being used to the oddness of being stuffed by a massive rod of flesh.

But I hope that’s something that’ll get better with practice.

A minute passes while he plants a few kisses on me, then he slips out and stands up.

I sit up, clenching my bottom.

He grabs a tissue and hands it to me. “Put that down there to soak it up.”

On the inside, I frown. All the huskiness has left his voice, and the lust has faded from his eyes.

I’m one of many he’s done this with before.

I hurriedly wipe myself, feeling my ugliness returning to fill the growing void between us.

“Go ahead and get cleaned up,” he says in a chilly tone.

Suddenly ashamed, I stand up and hustle into the bathroom.

[image: ]



Under the hot water, I scrub. Scrub away the sweat, scrub away the makeup, scrub away the girly scent, and scrub at the cum leaking from my asshole.

When I step out of the shower, I’m clean from everything that’s just happened.

I’m not sure how I should feel about that.

After stepping into the study, I toss on my clothing and put on my shoes.

The full-length mirror wastes no time. “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” it says, yet again. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I glare at the hateful thing as sadness wells within my soul. The sparkle of life Alexandra had in her eyes is gone; I’m back to being plain old Alex.

My shoulders slouch, and I turn away.

When I reenter the living area, Jack sits completely dressed on the couch, where he just took my virginity, watching the TV as if nothing had happened.

“The check’s on the counter,” he says, engrossed in the television show.

“Thanks,” I reply, getting a tingle from the thought of his seed being inside me. I add, thinking there should be some more conversation, “Um, I mean, thanks for everything. I had a great time.”

He nods without turning. “Yeah, it was great.”

A flush of shame falls over my face from the noncommittal remark and his cold posture.

What did I just do? Why did I do it?

Everything that felt so good and so right as Alexandra now feels so bad and so wrong as Alex.

“Hey,” Jack says, still staring at the TV.

I straighten, hopeful for some sign of affection or, at the least, attraction.

“Let’s keep what happened between us, okay?”

“Sure,” I reply, understanding he’d be embarrassed to admit he did it with someone as ugly as me. Before any more despair can leak into my mood, I grab the check from the countertop and hustle out the door, struggling to cope with what I just did.


Nine
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Under the late afternoon sun, I trudge across campus and back to my dorm, making sure to avoid Greek Row.

I clench my bottom against the dampness leaking from my anus.

Before today, I’d never been attracted in any way to any guy. Hell, I’d never even looked at one like that. But now, I’ve just had my first kiss, been intimate for the first time, and lost my virginity—at least anally—to someone I shouldn’t have been interested in at all.

However, I’m not as upset as I should be. The whole day, or rather the part after the work was finished and before the awkward goodbye, was amazing and more fulfilling than anything I’ve done in my life.

And the look of satisfaction on Jack’s face after he orgasmed inside me…

After I step into my dorm, I pause in the lobby.

Students roam past, chatting, enjoying their last Sunday before classes start.

Nobody notices anything unusual about me or even bothers acknowledging my existence.

Even though I haven’t eaten over the course of the day, I’m not hungry. Instead of heading to the cafeteria, I hustle upstairs, enter my room, and plop down at the desk, thinking that something should feel different.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” the mirror calls. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I turn to my reflection, disappointed by what I find. The eyes, so vibrant as Alexandra, are flat and dull.

A gentle rapping comes from the door. “Hey, Alex,” Callie says in a cheerful tone. “Wanna go grab dinner?”

Surprised by her appearance, I say as an excuse to not go anywhere in public, “I had to do that maid thing today, so I’m exhausted.”

“Oh, how did it go?”

I pinch my chin, wondering indeed, “How did it go?”

As she waits for an answer, she tilts her head, expecting a more outlandish story with each passing second.

“It was…” I reply, searching for something to say. “It was interesting.”

“Interesting?” She steps into the room. “Was wearing a dress weird?”

I shake my head, latching on to an acceptable response. “Nah,” I say in a casual voice. “There was just a lot of work, and I had to get there really early. He used the whole six hours, having me scrub until everything was spic-and-span.”

“What’s Jack like?”

I purse my lips. As with many other girls, Callie’s probably got some crush on our student council president.

And I just had sex with him.

Not sure whether that’s a good or bad thing, I simply reply, “He’s okay—besides being super picky and all.” I end the vague answer there rather than continuing on to dish out more specific dirt—like how he kisses, how he thrusts and grunts during sex, and other intimate details I should have no knowledge of.

“Was his place cool?”

“It’s nice,” I say with a nod, “but nothing that far out of the ordinary.”

“Sorry again that I didn’t buy you,” she blurts. “But it all turned out for the best, right?”

There’s guilt written on her face, and suddenly, I feel bad. “No worries. All things considered, today went pretty well and we did make the goal, so that’s something too.”

“It’s a good thing those frat guys didn’t win. I’m pretty sure they had some bad intentions.”

The alternative to my time with Jack reminds me of what I dodged today. Nobody’s the wiser about what happened between us, and with mine and Jack’s agreement, that’s the way it’ll stay.

“Well, I’m a little hungry,” she says, stepping back into the hallway. “Are you sure you don’t want to grab a bite?”

“I’m just a little sleepy. Maybe some other night.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” she says and heads to dinner.

With the taunts from the mirror egging me to continue with my studies, I rise and shut the door. Then I stare at the textbooks piled on the desktop. For whatever reason, the thought of cracking one open disinterests me.

I flop onto my bed, flustered by everything. Even though I should study to get a foundational head start on the semester, I pull out the Neo Splendor and stare at my favorite women. Then I flip to a centerfold-like shot of Samantha Jacobs and trace a line around her beautiful face and rub at the faint scar above the corner of her lip.

When I try to fantasize about being with her, nothing comes. For a moment, an odd and exhilarating notion crosses my mind. Instead of being with someone like Samantha Jacobs to bolster my male image, I wonder what it would be like to be her. Not exactly her, but a famous model with millions of admirers—the object of lust for untold men across the planet.

The odd notion sticks for a moment before I blow out a breath at the silliness of it all.

I close the magazine and shove it under my pillow. Then I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling, trying to get in the frame of mind to study, or at least get something to eat.

Despite my best efforts, my bottom tingles from the wetness around my anus. I shut my eyes, imagining Jack on top of me, the taste of his mouth, the feel of him plowing inside me, and the desire written on his face.

The image of him staring at the TV, not even bothering to glance at me as I left, crashes into my fantasy, and I wonder why he turned so cold.

Many questions crowd into my head.

Was getting laid all he wanted?

Given Jack’s popularity, I can’t believe that. He has his pick of dates and can have as much sex as he wants. He was certainly more than experienced enough with me.

Was I good in bed?

I sigh. He knew it was my first time—and he did get off.

Do I want to do that again? And with him?

I lean toward a “Yes” until I begin wondering if he’d want to do that again with me. I pull my phone from my pocket and check for notifications.

There are none.

What’s the rule for sleeping with someone, anyway?

Considering I’ve given my virginity to him, I think a little contact would be nice. Especially if he wants to have me again.

My bottom warms from the idea, as well as the thought that some of his seed is still inside me.

I shake my head, fighting feminine urges.

I’m Alex now, and I’m supposed to be studying to get ahead in life, so I can find a model to date, so everyone will see how successful I am.

But a simple text message would be nice.

A yawn forces its way up my throat, and the exhausting nature of the day weighs on my eyelids.

Even though the sun is still shining, I surrender to an overwhelming desire for sleep. I let the phone fall to my side and close my eyes, sorting through my confused thoughts.

As slumber overtakes me, I find myself fantasizing about living with the same kind of adoration that Samantha Jacobs gets.
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The next morning, I wake up sore. Muscles from across my body cry out from aches, especially around my shoulders and along the insides of my thighs—a testament to my being unused to manual labor as well as being a first-timer at sex.

I roll upright and rub my bleary eyes, struggling to get my bearings and defeat the lethargy fogging my brain. Even though I’ve gotten a gigantic chunk of sleep, I only want to flop back down and get some more rest.

As I stretch, trying to eliminate the stiffness, knuckles rap on the door. Doug’s muffled voice floats past: “Are you awake?”

With a groan, I stand and take a few wobbly steps to the doorway. When I pull the door open, Doug peers in and asks, “Did everything go okay?”

For an answer, I reach to my desk, grab the check, and hand it to him.

His lips widen into a bright smile. “That’s awesome. Professor Fields is going to be really happy. Thanks again!”

Too tired for conversation, I reply with a sleepy nod as he walks away.

Rather than returning to the mattress, I grab my phone and check for any messages or missed calls.

There’s nothing from Jack, and I frown with annoyance.

He doesn’t owe me anything, I tell myself.

However, my feminine side argues that there should be something more. After all, he put down that massive bid and saved me from the humiliation of my childhood bully. And when we did it, I did feel special.

But things were so frosty afterward.

I take a deep breath, deciding not to worry about what’s out of my control. It’s the last day before classes, and I need to get stuff done.

After taking a shower, where I stay under the hot water until I’m numb to the lingering excitement of his touches, I return to my room.

With all of my body hair gone, I select long pants and long sleeves to wear. The male clothing feels weird going over my smooth skin, and I have to fight urges to change into a more skimpy and sexy outfit.

My odd desires only worsen as the day wanders past. In a haze, I struggle to come to terms with the yin and yang of my masculine and feminine sides. The good thing is that I finally eat something and get a fair amount of studying done for my soon-to-be-starting classes.

The downside comes from me checking my phone too many times for messages from a certain someone.

After a late dinner, I step back into my room, fighting lewd urges. Instead of burying my head in my studies, I grab the Neo Splendor and sit at my desk. I flip through all the pages again, imagining myself in the pictures, standing in a sexy pose next to my favorite models. Would I be so out of place? I know what I looked like dressed as Alexandra and that was hot. Model hot, I’m not sure, but I’m more than certain hot enough to garner attention and attract someone as desirable as Jack Meriwether.

I glance at the mirror, but instead of it offering its usual critique, it states, “Not even in your wildest dreams.”

Annoyed, I shove aside my feminine half and set the magazine back in its proper place. When I return to the desk, I open a textbook and stare at the diagrams, going over the prerequisites for my new engineering class.

The remembrance of him on top of me with his thick rod of flesh piercing my anus interrupts my concentration.

No matter what happened afterward, at that moment, he wanted me, and I’m sure that he loved it as much as I did—the entire act was amazing.

At least until he came down from the heights of his orgasm.

Then I turned from Alexandra into Alex—a worse transformation than what happened to Cinderella at midnight during the ball.

I frown and force myself to focus on my chosen path to get ahead. The hours pass, and when the words in the books become too bleary to read, I turn out the light and flop into bed.

As I lay on the pillow and close my eyes, my mind journeys into fantasy. Even though there’s no future for it, images of me prancing around as Alexandra, under the lustful gazes of many men, dance through my head.

Wonderful dreams follow…


Ten
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Classes start and life gets busy with me running to lectures and cracking open books. I’ve got five courses, three in my major of mechanical engineering, a marketing class, and to round things out, a course in English literature with one Professor Fields. Aside from those things, I spend a fair amount of effort to be on the alert for a certain bully, who made my childhood miserable and now is threatening to do the same for my college years as well.

Despite some unseasonably warm fall days, I wear long pants and long sleeves because my thin body hair has been slow to grow back over my smooth legs, arms, and armpits,

To add to my dismay, all the books I saw at the Book Nook are required for my courses—a total cost that will leave me with barely any spending money at all.

Between all that, I still make enough time to notice that no message or phone call arrives from Jack. With each passing day, each passing hour, and now each passing minute, my ire rises.

Who does he think he is to treat me like this?

On the next Sunday, I sit at my desk, staring at the clock. When the digits tick to 4:00 p.m., the one-week anniversary of my losing my virginity passes.

I check my phone again.

Nothing.

I scowl at the display and then at the mirror, ignoring its taunts.

Then, for the millionth time, I tell myself Jack’s silence isn’t important—my morning and afternoon as Alexandra was a dalliance and nothing more. Success in the business world is and will always be my ticket to happiness.

To reinforce the idea, I bury myself in a problem set, trying to figure out a nasty bundle of equations.

A soft rapping comes from the door, and Callie pokes her head into the room, looking as cute as ever. “Hey, Alex, want to grab some early dinner?”

I blink and glance at the clock.

It’s almost five.

Surprised by the time, I reply, “Sorry, I’ve got a bunch of stuff to do. I took five courses, so it’s a pretty heavy load.”

“Don’t you want to have a social life?”

“It’s not that important to me,” I say, giving my standard answer while remembering the social occasion Alexandra had with Jack a week ago. I shift on the plastic chair, imagining him inside me. Having sex was so satisfying.

Callie’s sigh brings me back to reality. “Okay, then I’ll catch you later. One of these days, you’ll have to get out of this room.”

I nod as she disappears from view. Callie’s a good friend, but I’ve got so much on my mind. I return to the problem set. Only one more answer to go…

But now, I can’t concentrate.

With a groan of frustration, I stand and close the door. Then I head to the bed and pull out the Neo Splendor. I flip through the pages and study the details of the hair styling and makeup of the models, especially the colors and what’s been done to enhance their features. These are things I’ve never cared about before, but now, it’s as though a competition has formed between me and them.

I shake my head at the silly notion. None of these world-famous people even know I exist. Angry, I plop myself back at the desk and again check the phone for messages.

There’s nothing, nothing at all.

As I grind my teeth, an odd emotion rises inside me. A minute passes while I try to determine what’s ailing me now. Then a dawning realization strikes: What I’m experiencing is something I haven’t felt in a very long time.

Pride.

I straighten my back and set my jaw. Why shouldn’t I feel a little proud of myself? Regardless of how Jack’s acting now, he would never have initiated anything if I didn’t look super attractive. A guy like Jack has too many options.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” the mirror calls. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I turn and meet the stare of my despicable reflection head-on.

“Maybe,” I reply, “but Alexandra isn’t. Alexandra is smoking hot.”

A surge of energy balls in my stomach and surges up my spine.

I pop to my feet and stride to the doorway.

I’m not taking it anymore.
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As I march down the staircase, the outlandish idea taking hold in my thoughts expands into a plan—or at least the first steps of one. This is so alien to my chosen path that I have to pause at the second-floor landing, where I debate bolting back upstairs. No one would be the wiser and things would go on as normal.

But this isn’t something I want to do—this is something I have to do.

I huff out an angry breath and continue the march.

When I reach the first floor, I make a beeline to Doug’s room, which is just off the lobby.

A group of students hovers around the doorway and, surprised, I stop at the rear of the crowd.

A moment passes before I figure out that these are the auctioned freshmen, who are reporting on the results of their workdays. Most are laughing about what they had to do.

Although I fulfilled my obligations the day after the event, this is the weekend everyone was supposed to finish by.

Many hold up smartphones, showing off pictures of their costumes to laughter. Everything is stubbly faces, hairy legs, and hairier armpits stuffed into ill-fitting dresses or skirts.

Nothing like what I went through.

Even though nothing past my wrists is exposed, I tug down the cuffs on my long sleeves, glad I’m covered up, so nobody can see how girly I had to be.

The chubby freshman who was auctioned right before me, turns and asks, “How did your cleaning go?”

I tighten my lips, deciding which details to share. “Um… mine was last Sunday.”

“Did you have to get dressed up?”

“Yeah,” I reply in a quiet voice.

He holds up his phone. On the display is him proudly wearing a bright sundress under an orange costume wig. “What do you think?”

“Cute.”

He laughs and flips to the next picture, one of him standing with his arms up, one leg on a coffee table. The pose would be sexy, except that his armpits are hairy as is his bare calf.

Despite my experience, I giggle. “Sorry, I didn’t take any pictures of my outfit,” I reply while suppressing my desire to add, “and I looked hot.”

“I’m sure you looked hilarious.”

I respond with a tight smile, wondering why I didn’t snap a few sexy shots off for my private collection.

Thankfully, the group standing in front of us thins, and soon, only the two of us are waiting for Doug’s attention.

He hands Doug a check for his pledge amount.

“Great!” Doug says with a smile. “That’s everyone. Thanks for doing this, Pete. Did you have fun?”

“It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be,” Pete answers. “But I wouldn’t do it again.”

Doug chuckles at that. “You won’t have to. That’s what the new freshmen next year are for.”

Pete nods and leaves.

A few moments pass before Doug notices me.

“Alex,” he says. “What’s up?”

I take a deep breath, tapping into a streak of confidence that’s completely foreign to my male persona.

“Remember when you said you owed me one, right after the auction?”

He purses his lips. “I said that in the heat of the moment as part of a congratulation.”

Ordinarily, I’d back down, trying to avoid a confrontation, but I stand my ground. I say, pretending I didn’t hear his response, “I came through for you during the auction, and then I worked my ass off for six straight hours without a break to get that big fat check for you.”

“For the charity.”

“For you, so you looked good for Professor Fields. So I figure that all things considered, you do owe me one—as you suggested.”

He sighs. “Look⁠—”

Buoyed by Alexandra’s confidence, I push forward and step into his room. I glance at a bookcase with his old textbooks. “I don’t want a big favor or anything.”

When he stays silent, I know he’s going to agree.

“You’re a Mechanical Engineering major, right?”

He nods.

“All I want is to borrow your old textbooks, so I can save a few dollars on my course materials.”

“Is that all?”

“Yeah, and we’re even.”

He chuckles in relief. “Take whatever you need—just make sure to return them when you’re done.

After I nab a few, I bring them back to my room and dump them on my desk.

“Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly,” the mirror taunts. “Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

I stare at the reflection, seeing only Alexandra. I’ve hit those heights once, and I know I can do it again and again.

And I want to.

The next step of my plan involves going to the drug store, where I peruse through the cosmetics section and select a few of the basic items. Then I grab a box of makeup wipes and go to the self-checkout to avoid questioning glances and uncomfortable questions.

After that, I march to the costume store and buy a few cheap wigs of varying styles.

When I tally up the purchases, I’m thrilled to find I’ve spent less than I’ve saved by using Doug’s textbooks.

Then loaded down with the booty, I return to my room, ready to journey into new things.


Eleven
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Before starting, I turn off the wireless on my smartphone for secrecy, so as not to leave a trail over the school routers. All the research I’m planning to do will come via my 5G connection—something that makes me glad my parents purchased a family unlimited plan.

Then I begin by watching a series of YouTube videos and reading a bevy of online articles on the multiple steps of facial makeup. For the first time in my life, learning a new subject isn’t a chore. Things come easy for me, and within a couple of tries, I can do a passable job. Soon after that, I become an old hand at sprucing up my femininity.

Besides my determination, several factors work in my favor. First, I have pretty neutral features for a woman, so I don’t need to emphasize or deemphasize anything. And with just the right touch of concealer, my freckles disappear. The second is that even though I’m not athletically coordinated, for whatever reason, the strokes and rubs over my face come like second nature to me. Another great thing is that my eyebrows are already thin and wispy. I don’t have to pluck too many stray hairs and only need to add thickness and shape with various brow gels and pencils. Lastly, the heart shape of my face goes with many styles of hair, so all of the different costume wigs—even those with odd cuts and colors—perfectly complement my appearance.

And the most important benefit of all is that the mirror shuts up after I finish with each try. I could get used to looking at myself without all the internal self-loathing commentary.

With my confidence soaring from the initial results, I plow ahead, working as hard on my Alexandra transformation as I do for any of my courses.

Perhaps even a touch harder.

I skip dinner, and by late night, my skills advance far beyond the rudimentary, almost laughably small amount Jack did when I was at his place. Still full of energy, I keep going past midnight, practicing highlighting and contouring to bring out or reduce different aspects of my features. Then I try techniques to enhance my eyes: smokey, gradient, natural, and shimmery.

There are so many choices and things to experiment with, but a sudden fatigue seeps into my body from the blur of the day.

I look at the clock and blow out a breath.

It’s 4 a.m., and I’ve got classes today.

Although I want to work on lipstick along with trying out a bunch of new colors and shades, all that fun will have to wait for tomorrow night.

I wipe off my latest creation, hide my transformation tools, and get ready for bed.

When I flop onto the mattress, my excitement from breaking through the shackles of my dreary existence makes sleep hard to come by.

As Alexandra, I feel so alive, so vibrant.

I turn on the small lamp on my nightstand and roll on my stomach, pulling out the Neo Splendor. Minutes pass as I flip through the pages, examining the makeup choices for each of the shots and models, looking for new ideas to try. Unfortunately, many of the styles are futuristic and brash—not something for casual settings.

As usual, my eyes always rove to Samantha Jacobs, who almost always appears completely natural. With my newfound expertise, I can see the gentle brush strokes and massaging of color that her makeup artist uses to seamlessly enhance her beauty.

I trace my finger around her face, no longer wanting to date her. I ponder if I could elevate my looks to be on par with hers—so I could rival her adulation.

The thoughts are an odd way to end what’s been a good day—a very very good day.
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The next morning, I wake up as Alex again, blinking at intruding sunlight filtering from behind the shades. Dull aches register through my hands, wrists, elbows, and oddly, my back. It takes a moment before I realize this is the result of using all those new makeup motions to become Alexandra.

Hating Mondays, I gingerly roll out of bed and brush my teeth, happy with the prior night’s endeavor, but weary from the effort. I decide that for today I’ll take a break from being feminine.

The mirror wastes no time. “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

“Like I need any reminders,” I say, scowling at my reflection and hating my nondescript male features and stupid freckles.

I finish washing up, and then, ignoring the discomfort from my overworked muscles, I set my jaw and sit at my desk.

My first class is in the afternoon, and I’ve got a few hours till I need to leave. More determined than ever to prove my detractors wrong, I pull out my makeup kit and hand mirror. After shaking the fatigue from my hands, I put on a shoulder-length blonde wig with bangs and get started.

The discomfort fades as the skills I learned from the prior night resurface and everything once again comes second nature.

When I finish the basic prep work, I move on to my lips. While they’re not thin, they aren’t plump like I’ve seen on the sexiest of models—especially Samantha Jacobs.

To solve the issue, I peruse the Internet for advice. It turns out the trick is to cover up to and then just outside the edges to give extra fullness. With that in mind, I grab a ruby-colored lipstick and matching liquid and brush them on. I take care expanding the boundaries to make them appear natural rather than clownish. Like everything else, the technique comes easily and I finish in no time.

Curious about the overall results, I head to the mirror. The added effect looks so amazing that my reflection has nothing to say.

More than satisfied, I spend a few minutes making sexy faces and then puckering up, imagining myself making out with Jack again.

I glare at my phone.

He still hasn’t contacted me.

His loss.

The bit of confidence pauses my anger. Alex would never think something like that, but Alexandra…

Alexandra is awesome, and Jack should feel lucky to have had her.

With that boost, I plow ahead and try more outlandish things. My delicate features make changing my appearance simple, and for fun, I dabble in the basics of cosplay, taking advantage of the range of looks I can give myself. I color my face and use bright wigs to match my favorite anime and superhero females.

Each new success bolsters my growing female confidence, and time flies past.

Unfortunately, noon comes too quickly, and I need to stop the fun and get ready for classes.

The afternoon passes too slowly, but eventually, I finish all three of my lectures for the day and rush back to my room.

After I do my first creation, a convincing rendition of an orange-haired anime character, a knock breaks my focus. “Alex, are you there?” says Callie.

In a panic, I glance at the mirror, at a loss to explain my appearance. The door is locked, and I’m tempted to stay quiet, hoping she goes away.

Another rapping comes. “It’s dinnertime, and I was wondering if you wanted to grab something to eat. I’m sorry I keep coming by. It’s just that after the auction, I realized you’ve done a lot for me with the math tutoring that helped me get here, so I just wanted to return the favor and be a better friend.”

Suddenly, I feel guilty for ignoring the only person who’s going out of her way to be nice to me. “Sure,” I call out. “Just give me a sec to get dressed.”

While she waits, I grab the makeup wipes and hurriedly scrub my face—as well as opening and closing my dresser drawers to keep up the ruse.

“Hurry up, I’m hungry and you don’t have to look perfect,” she says.

“Hold on,” I say, pulling off my wig and double-checking that every last bit of makeup is gone. A minute later, I open the door a crack and slip outside, not letting any part of my room into view. I don’t need her to see anything girly that would lead to a disastrous line of questioning.

Surprisingly, getting out of the dorm room is a nice change of pace, and we have a pleasant conversation as we eat. Thankfully, she doesn’t ask any more questions about Jack, a sore subject that’s festering within me.

The half-hour we’re together goes smoothly, and then after agreeing to get dinner on a more regular basis, I hustle to my room to practice some more.

I go slower, concentrating on the more subtle nuances of shading and blending colors. In no time, midnight arrives, and I head to sleep without opening a single book.

Things continue in this way as the week and classes rush by. One evening, I decide to expand my feminine repertoire and spend an hour ordering panties, stockings, and bras from my smartphone.

The expenses pile up because I have to buy more makeup too, and I dip past what I saved from not buying books.

But it’s worth it. Everything is so worth it.

As the weekend nears, I settle into a new routine. I go to classes in the morning and afternoon, studying during any idle time I have. Then after dinner, I return to being Alexandra.

When Friday night arrives, I discover I’m tired of eyebrow pencils and shaping, lipstick, concealer, and every other makeup item that I’ve used and perfected. I quit early and clean my face, returning to being good old Alex.

Even the mirror is too fatigued to say anything.

On my desk, the books are there, but there’s no urgency for me to open one. I’ve done enough studying before classes started to keep up, but…

I know I should study. As much as I enjoy the dress-up and how hot being Alexandra is, this feminine stuff is only a phase—a temporary thing to feel special.

Logic wins out, and I plop down at the desk and open one of Doug’s books. I flip through the pages, trying to read and make sense of the diagrams. My mind wanders, and I stand and head over to my bed, where I flop down hard onto the sheets.

I can study over the weekend, especially on Saturday night when everyone else is having fun.

With a sigh, I pull out the Neo Splendor and glance through the makeup designs, searching for something new to try. Even though I look great in a lot of styles, I wonder if I could pull off a more silvery or metallic appearance.

As I attempt to figure out the details, my thoughts blur—competing with models is something I’m tired of doing too.

What could all this possibly turn into?

I shove the magazine back into its hiding place and pull out my smartphone. On a whim, I open a porn site on the browser. Instead of raunchy stuff, I head over to the couple’s section and start a video. It’s a married couple making love with the woman on top. As I watch, fantasies roll into my head.

Rather than the usual—imagining myself in the male role while picturing my smallish dick to be porno-sized and plowing into a beautiful, thin blonde—I take a different perspective. Now, I study the reaction of the pretty woman, wondering what she’s experiencing as the one getting penetrated by a wonderful, thick rod.

Warmth flows into my lower half as she pulls off and goes down on him. My mouth salivates from imagining myself performing the act—to the point where I can’t believe I didn’t try doing oral sex on Jack.

Even though I didn’t get hard with him, no matter how much I did enjoy the sex, my dick becomes erect from the desires running through my head now. I roll onto my back and push my hand down there.

I yank my shaft, hard. The urgent strokes quickly bring me to a climax, and I blow thick ropes onto my stomach.

As I rub the hot fluid in small circles into my skin, I lie back, taking deep breaths.

I want more, so much more.
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Saturday arrives with good news: I have packages waiting for me at the front desk.

I hustle down to the lobby and pick up several brown parcels with bland return addresses—the discretion of the online outlet being something I checked before placing my orders.

After I reach my room, I take my time opening the new goodies. I bought a maroon lingerie set and assorted other bras, stockings, and panties.

To start, I put on makeup, concentrating on making my features more delicate and girly, while putting on a fuck-me color of lipstick. I settle for wearing a long, reddish wig with straight strands. Then, using a wet razor, I remove the wisps of hair that have grown over my legs and the stubble under my arms and around my pubic area. There’s not much, so the process goes quickly and, since I’m already in my feminine face, feels really sexy.

When I finish, I rub moisturizer over the areas to get rid of the chaffing, struggling to ignore my growing excitement.

With everything ready, I select my outfit—a black padded bra matched with black thong panties.

The familiar feel sends the same tingles up my smooth skin as I bring the panties up past my thighs and pull the slim front triangle over my now erect cock. I shiver from the caress of the backing as it slides into the crack of my ass, involuntarily pushing back to meet the strap as if it was going to thrust into me. I ordered the bra a little tight and need to wrestle it into place. But the trouble is more than worth it—the padding and fit make it look like a small mound is filling each of the cups. To my delight, when I squeeze my arms together, a nice cleavage forms between them.

To finish, I roll a pair of lacy black stockings up my legs.

The dark color of my outfit accentuates my pale bereft-of-sunlight skin tone, and I head to the mirror to check out the total package.

As always, my made-up face looks great—only now, the addition of the undergarments completes my transformation into Alexandra. Even the sparkle has returned to my eyes—like I had at Jack’s place.

Thrilled, I stand on my tippy-toes, glancing up and down to get a full view of myself.

Unfortunately, this doesn’t work, but I come up with a better idea.

I position my smartphone on the nightstand and set it to take pictures—as the other freshmen did during their maid days.

Since I don’t want to save anything accidentally to the cloud, I activate airplane mode to stop any uploads. Then I back up and give a few sexy poses from both the front and back as the camera auto-focuses and snaps off shots.

A minute later, I pause and examine my handiwork.

My rear looks awesome in the thong with a nice roundness to each half. And the stockings make my thin legs shapely.

Surprisingly, my frail body is so much more girly and sexy in these undergarments than in the one-piece maid outfit I wore for Jack. I flip through the rest of the shots, which look great too. Amazingly, I photograph well from almost any angle. My backside is more than pleasing to the eye. Even from the front, where the darkness of the panties conceals the bulge of my smallish dick, I still look hot.

For sure hot enough for Jack.

I give a small moan as my thoughts switch to the remembrance of his cock plundering my ass.

Playing dress-up is great, but I want more.

Even though Jack still hasn’t contacted me, I can have some fun anyway.

I move the photos to a private folder and switch off airplane mode. Then I open the browser and head into an adult online store, looking for that perfect something to satisfy my growing needs.
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The small package arrives Friday morning, and I rush it back to my room after attending my one class for the day. After locking the door and shutting the blinds, I sit down and blow out a breath. The cost for getting the best quality wasn’t cheap. At some point, I’ll have to ask my parents for more funds—something I don’t want to bother them about, especially after all they’ve already spent on my education.

What’s all this leading to?

This time, the question comes accompanied by serious doubts. I’m spending a tremendous amount of time, effort, and money to get good at a lifestyle that will…

That’s the issue: This new path I’m headed down is leading to nowhere.

A moment passes as I consider how my life was. Then I shake my head.

So what if it is?

As my feminine self, I’ve never felt so confident, so alive. Everything is so good and so right.

And that has to count for something. Anything to break out of the shell of an existence I have as my male half has to be a positive step.

The basic truth is: I want to continue exploring my femininity. Alexandra is spontaneous and risk-taking—as opposed to Alex, who’s filled with self-loathing and is afraid to even look at a stupid mirror and is intimidated by everyone.

I need an excursion from this life; I need to be Alexandra.

Even if the path only leads to immediate gratification, that’s good enough for the time being.

I rip open the package.

Inside are my new toys. My eyes rove over the butt plug and tube of water-based lubricant to center on a clear, molded plastic case that holds a seven-inch flesh-colored dildo. I yank off the cover and touch the material. The soft silicone is as the advertisement said—it feels like actual skin. Thrilled with the quality, I pull it out and plant the suction base on the desktop, staring in awe at the size and realistic features.

Up top, every detail from the slit of the urethrae to the flare of the glans is perfect. The slightly curved shaft is equally as good with a central ridge and thick veins running up and down its length. And at the bottom, a plump set of balls sits just over the suction cup.

This beast is so much longer and thicker than my own. I didn’t get such a close look at Jack’s, but it might even be a tad bigger than him.

So much the better.

During these last nights, I’ve upped my porn-watching before sleep, studying the techniques of sucking and fucking that women use to please their men.

Now, I can practice doing just that.

I strip and apply a simple but sexy makeup style, making my eyes sultry and my lips plump. Then I put on a blonde costume wig before grabbing my lingerie set. Happy that only barely noticeable wisps have returned over my legs and arms, I get dressed in the satiny material and take a quick look in the mirror. In the matching maroon outfit, the image staring back at me is even hotter than before.

Instead of staying silent, the reflection chirps, “You’re still Alex underneath, and he’s ugly ugly ugly.”

I blow out a sigh as doubts eat at my being. While I’m glad I’ve mastered the whole appearance of being feminine, I’m still not Alexandra through and through.

What can I do to truly become her?

There are quite a few things, but too quickly, the next step comes to me: A real girl can get out of her dorm room and interact with real people.

I shiver. While I was Alexandra with Jack, it was at his insistence, so he knew everything. Being that way with strangers and lots of them seems a bit too much, too soon.

An Alexandra thought intrudes: I can only do what I can at this moment and that’s play with my new toys.

The urge to give a blowjob rises through me, and saliva wets my mouth.

I slap the dildo onto the side wall and sink to my knees, imagining I’m the woman in the couples videos I’ve watched.

To edge myself into this unfamiliar territory, I start with my tongue, slowly swirling it around the tip, probing at the crack of the urethral opening.

Surprisingly, this simple action turns me on, getting my cock to stand at attention.

Excited, I nudge my lips over the head, keeping my teeth away from the surface while maintaining a perfect suction. A pleasant minute passes as I suck on it like a silicone lollipop—then I go for the next step. I push farther down, bobbing my head and getting more of the fleshy rod slick with the wetness pooling in my mouth.

With each push, I take it deeper inside until I reach a little past the halfway point. The tip hits the back of my throat, and I curb my appetite to take the whole thing, content that I’m doing pretty well.

As I continue, sliding up and down the length, I get used to having my mouth stuffed. Like everything else I’ve done, this feels natural, and I get angry I didn’t try performing this on Jack. While things are fun with a toy, how much better would the real thing be?

And how much better would deep-throating be than that?

I push out my tongue and struggle to push the tip in further, imagining how much a man would love having his cock all the way down my throat. When that doesn’t work, I shove harder, struggling to touch the base of the dildo with my lips.

Another minute passes without the shaft going in any further. The only thing I accomplish is getting my eyes to water, finding out exactly where my gag reflex kicks in, and having my cock soften from the discomfort.

I stop and decide that I did plenty well for the first time and that I’m ready for what’s next—having it fill my bottom.

Lewd thoughts fuel my hunger for more, and I pull the toy off the wall and set it on the floor. I get on my knees, straddling it, and with nervous anticipation, tug aside the thin strap of my panties and lower myself.

Even though I’ve gotten the dildo wet, the head is so thick that the tip barely widens my anus. While I’ve read enough to know people can use saliva as a lubricant, the discomfort only gets worse as I struggle to jam more inside me.

I’m not certain if I’ve tightened back up since that one time or if it’s just too big to get in, but I decide I need assistance. I do what Jack did and grab the lube from the box.

As I reset myself, I squeeze out a good portion onto my palm and slide my hand up and down the shaft. To make sure it’ll go right in, I twist over the head and then rub my slick fingers over and inside my opening.

The preparations get me more excited than ever, and I adjust to bring the tip back into position. When I dip my bottom, I shiver when the cold lube touches me.

A moment passes while I gather my courage. Then, with a deep breath, I push down.

This time, the flared top has a much easier time finding a purchase to expand my opening, and after a brief struggle, the head slips past my anus.

I pause, letting my passage get used to the cold invasion while getting ready to take the rest inside me.

When I continue, it turns out that the worst part is the width of the head. The shaft is thinner, and with the lube doing its job, a good portion of the length enters me without issue.

I gasp from the sudden intrusion, trying to ignore the chilliness filling my ass. The dildo is really long, and I need to bob a couple more times until my bottom touches its balls.

With the hard part done, I pause to allow my insides to adjust to the girth, as well as warming the toy up to my body temperature.

After I gather my strength, I pull up a bit and push back down. A moan escapes from my mouth. The sensation of the dildo sliding out and refilling me is incredible.

I try again, a little higher, and everything turns into bliss. Being on top allows me to control the action, and I adjust my rhythm until I find the right pace.

To my happy surprise, the wide part of the head stimulates just the right spot, and waves of delight radiate through my lower half. My cock returns to its hard state—unlike when I was with Jack and too nervous to let myself go.

But alone in my ecstasy, I take advantage and push down the front triangle of my panties, freeing up my small shaft.

Then, focusing on my pleasure, I bring my bottom up and down. As the pleasure builds, I give quick tugs to my dick, and in no time, I stiffen, and spurts of cum land over the floor.

I shudder from the sudden orgasm, my insides gripping the silicone rod. As I suck down air, I squeeze and milk my twitching cock for every last drop of fluid.

A few minutes pass before I regain enough strength to stand, letting the dildo flop out of me. After pulling up my panties, I put the toy in the sink for cleaning.

I glance at the mirror, loving the sexiness written across my face from the afterglow of the most amazing orgasm of my life.

Even my reflection nods with approval.

But I want more.

While a great time, what I just did is not the same as having a real cock. There’s not the same heat thrusting into me, not the same pulses and quivers of actual flesh, and definitely not the same feel of a beautiful rod stiffening and erupting in a triumphant climax and flooding my passage with scorching fluids. Even on the outside, there’s everything a piece of silicone will never come close to duplicating—the warmth between me and my lover, watching the blissful expression on his face, the slickness of my sweaty skin rubbing against his.

Even the post-coital whispers of nothingness are missing.

From under the umbrella of Alexandra’s brimming confidence, an inspiration hits me. I grab my smartphone and put it back on the nightstand in auto-picture mode.

Then, with the afterglow still on my face, I turn to give a nice view of my bottom and twist my head to send a sultry glance over my shoulder.

When the camera finishes snapping off its shots, I bring up the messaging app and select the sexiest image.

As the lewd thoughts battle with my lingering insecurities, I hesitate, worried about taking this next step.

I’ve made so much progress. But… a rejection could undo all the effort.

Can I risk everything I’ve done?

This is the cusp, either I peter out here or keep going down this path—to where, I don’t know.

If this goes bad, will my confidence be shattered? Then will I revert back to good old Alex, where all I do is study and take slights from the mirror?

But can I afford not to do this?

After all, Alexandra isn’t Alex. Alex plans out every last detail of his life and shies away from risk. Alexandra is daring and unafraid.

Which existence do I want to lead?

Before I can analyze any further, I hit the send button, and the sexy photo zips off to Jack.
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Istare at the display for a minute before I realize the foolishness of waiting for a response with bated breath.

That Jack could be nowhere near his phone is any number of a dozen reasons why he isn’t instantly responding to the picture.

I set my cellphone down next to my textbooks and wander to the sink, deciding what to do with the rest of my day. First, I need to clean up, and then I’ve got some studying planned, and after that, more studying.

The image of sitting at the desk with my face buried in a book brings a sigh out of me.

A ding comes from the phone, and I rush over to check the notification.

It’s a message from Jack!

My heart thumps as I bring up the app.

“Wow.”




Thrilled by the response, I swipe in an eager reply: There’s more where that came from.

But just as I’m about to hit the “Send” Button, I pause.

Let them eat static.

The line from the old Star Trek movie doesn’t match the context of this situation, the type of communication, or even the plurality of the recipient—but the idea is still right.

Too quick a response would be too desperate a response. I… or rather Alexandra is the one with the goods; the goods that he wants. And given what I see from the shots I’ve taken of my feminine form, Alexandra is pretty damn hot. And Alexandra isn’t easy to get.

I clear out the message box and set the phone back down.

Let him stew for a while.

I force away my lascivious thoughts and return to the sink, where I twist the faucet and start the cleanup. First, I give the dildo a good scrub, rubbing liquid soap up and down the realistic features and rinsing twice. Then I carefully dry it off and put it, the lube, and the unused butt plug in a box and hide it under a mound of stuff in my closet.

All the while, fun notions bubble through my head about what I can do to become Alexandra all the way through. There’s such a long path to follow and so many things to learn.

Jack Meriwether, one of the most desirable catches on campus, wants me. But I want more than the attention of a single person. I need to mingle with other people, having girls shoot me jealous looks while guys give me glances of approval and lust.

Instantly, my mind works out what I’d need to pull that off: a wig made from real hair, shoes, and an outfit.

I sigh. More costs to bear for my already drained bank account to continue the march to nowhere.

After removing the cheap costume wig and bra, I push down my panties.

My smallish cock flops out, and my newfound confidence wanes.

A minute rolls by as I stand in my stockings and makeup, halfway between Alex and Alexandra.

Even though I’ve taken the giant step and got Jack’s attention again, I slump into my chair, unsure of everything, letting the battle of instant gratification war with the entirety of my future.

[image: ]


Later that afternoon, the phone call with my parents drones on. Not that I don’t enjoy hearing from them, it’s just that the topics of conversation always follow the same script. How are you? Are you getting outside? And⁠—

“How are your classes going?” my mother asks.

This call does have the new wrinkle that I have to remember to keep in character as my male half. Instead of returning to Alex after my morning fun, I followed my girly instincts and put the lingerie back on. I was studying as Alexandra when the phone rang. While looking hot doesn’t make learning any easier because my appearance doesn’t register when I’m lost in engineering problems, the feminine getup does create a nice ambiance.

However, the soft touch of the panties, especially the thin strip going under my privates, as well as the bra constricting my chest are distracting for having a casual chat with my parents, who I’m sure are visualizing they’re speaking with their unattractive son, Alex.

Forcing out my regular voice, I reply with as much enthusiasm as I can muster, “Great, I’m learning a lot of new things.”

The last statement is true in the sense that my courses are covering new material, but more true in the sense of my education in the quest to attain female perfection.

“That’s wonderful to hear,” my dad chimes in. “I’m so excited about your job prospects when you graduate.”

“Well, that won’t be for a couple of years,” I reply, shifting uncomfortably over my seat. My reaction isn’t from the difficulty of reaching that stepping stone in my life’s journey and whether or not I progress beyond my unattractiveness. Instead, it’s from the butt plug filling my ass—another thing I’m experimenting with to reach the next level of femininity.

I glance at the clock. “It’s getting a little late,” I say to wrap things up.

“Oh, it’s dinnertime,” my mother announces. To my father, she says, “Alex probably has company lined up, so let’s let him get back to enjoying the college life.”

“Thanks,” I reply, glancing around the empty dorm room. I have no plans besides furthering myself as Alexandra while, hopefully, keeping up with my courses.

“We’ll talk to you next Friday,” my father says. “Remember to have a great weekend!” My mother, who is a very well-intentioned person, adds, “Remember to be nice to everyone. Love you.”

“Love you too,” I say as the line cuts off. I purse my lips as dour thoughts erase the good humor of the call. I do love my parents, but they only see me doggedly following a single path—and that’s studying hard to make something of myself. And then maybe from that success, I can find a nice girl and raise a nice family.

And nice guys finish last.

As I mull over why the notion rings so true, a gentle rapping comes from the door. Not expecting any visitors, as usual, I twist my head in surprise.

“Who is it?” I say, remembering to keep my voice low.

“Oh, you’re alive,” Callie replies. “You want to get out of that room and grab something to eat?”

I blow out a breath, realizing that anyone knocking on my door is most likely Callie, who is literally the only one who visits me.

And because she’s the closest thing I have to a friend in this place and had my back during the auction, a strange idea lodges in my head. What if I let her in on my secret? As someone with a lifetime’s experience being female, I’m sure she’d have lots of advice on helping me advance through the next step.

The thought lasts until I glance down at my outfit.

What if she responds to seeing me dressed and made up this way in something less than a positive fashion?

Callie has always been sweet to me, but so was Mindy, and she put the laxatives into my drink before the standardized tests to help Brenton ruin my life.

My confidence wavers, and I dismiss the notion, hating my trust issues. There’s too much risk to the downside.

“I’m not dressed,” I reply.

“No problem. How about I meet you down in the cafeteria in ten minutes?”

Although revealing everything to Callie is beyond my comfort level, I decide that hanging around with a girl and studying her way of being would be the next best thing. That and because I’ve run out of excuses and have an actual desire to see something besides my room, I holler back, “Sure, but make it fifteen minutes.”

“Fifteen it is!”

As her footsteps drift away, I set about reverting my appearance to Alex.

When I pull off my bra, my analytical half kicks in and I wonder if learning how to do quick changes between being masculine and feminine might prove useful. I can’t enter or leave my room as anyone but Alex. So that means, if I get enough nerve to wander outside as Alexandra, I’ll need to find a place to change and then to change back.

I sigh.

The secrecy is just another complication to the many I’ve had to deal with, especially for a lifestyle I’m not prepared to commit to—no matter how desirable Alexandra is.

More likely than not, this path heads to nowhere.

I frown at the recurring thought, considering if that’s my Alex self-loathing talking or my being truthful with myself. I try to imagine an ending where I can be Alexandra and have the professional life I want to live. The social part would come easy, that is, if nobody knew my secret. And that’s the issue—if I was Alexandra from the inside out, and from birth until now, things would be simple. But I’m not; I’m Alex dressing up as her.

But for the moment, none of this is important. I can still learn to be feminine without making any unbreakable commitment.

After I get naked, I take off my wig and remove my makeup. On a whim, I keep the butt plug in, deciding that even though I’m not ready to go out as Alexandra, I can do something girly in public—albeit in secret.

Which makes it so much hotter…

In another minute, I’m dressed back as Alex, in jeans and a long sleeve T-shirt, clothing that only highlights my scrawny body.

As I tie my sneakers, my phone chimes with a notification.

I pull up the messaging app, surprised to find a new text from Jack.

Want to come by tonight?




Instead of being pleased by the offer, my Alexandra half rises, furious she needed to send a sexy picture to get him to break his disrespectful silence—especially after giving him her virginity.

I reply:

Sorry, I’m busy.




Then I shove my phone in my pocket, grab my keys, and head down to meet Callie.
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The cafeteria is busy, and Callie and I eat at a small table near a back corner. The butt plug filling my bottom has me sitting straighter and being more attentive than usual.

I pick at my meatloaf, typical of the fare for college meal plans—something that’s simple, cheap, and easy to make.

Thankfully, the company is far more interesting than the food since I’m focusing on her mannerisms, movements, and every word she says to get a handle on truly being feminine. Even though she’s had a lifetime practicing habits that are natural to her and I’ve only had a few weeks, the sheer number of details I need to work into Alexandra’s persona is daunting.

Besides the lighter touches, the daintier way of eating, a straighter posture, the girly grins, and softer giggles, she even smells pleasant, despite wearing a day’s worth of perspiration.

If I want to be more like her, I’ve even got to alter things down to my scent.

What seemed like a fun journey is more nuanced than I could have imagined—becoming the total package is way more than only dressing the part or having sex.

“Hey,” she says, waving a hand in my face, “are you listening?”

“Of course,” I reply with an eager nod.

She purses her lips and takes a bite of her vegetarian dish, unconvinced by my vague responses.

I study her makeup while she waits for me to say something. Callie is always fresh-faced as if just rolling out of bed. The light strokes are subtle, like she’s wearing nothing, but there, nonetheless. Her skin is smooth from a touch of foundation, and she’s applied a hint of color under her eyes and on her cheeks.

She puts down her fork and gives me an impatient stare.

“So, no questions about Jack?” I blurt, picking up on the cue I’m long overdue to speak.

She tilts her head in surprise. “No, why?”

“You always ask about him, so I thought you had a crush on him?” Along with every other girl, I add to myself.

“No,” she says, making a face, “I was thinking of getting involved in the student council.”

“You want to be a politician?”

“In a moment of insanity. I’ve fully recovered now, thank you, and besides, he’s not my type.”

“Oh, you’re more into people like your ex from high school?” I ask, remembering back to meeting her old boyfriend, who would be the complete opposite of Jack. He was a real geeky, gamer type, who helped with the lighting in her theater performances.

She rolls her eyes and replies, “I was young and naive when we started going out. Him spending his life on the PlayStation and not showering regularly got pretty old, pretty fast in college.”

“What’s your type then?” I ask, wondering about my type—as far as guys are concerned. Jack is certainly attractive. I shift from the feel of the butt plug and the memory of his shaft stretching the same place.

“It’s…” A moment passes while she mulls her answer. “Well, it’s neither of those two, that’s for sure.”

As I digest the response, she asks, “What about you?”

Besides Jack?

I force my male half to the surface, and the cover image of the Neo Splendor pops into my head. “I guess I kind of like Samantha Jacobs.”

With an eye roll that reaches the ceiling, she blows out a breath. “That girl is every guy’s type. I even know a few straight women that wouldn’t mind dating her, which is so odd given that⁠—”

“Hey, I was wondering…” I pause, searching for the right words to get advice on how to be more feminine without alerting her to my desire to be more feminine. “It was weird being a maid. I mean, dressing that way.”

“I imagine it would be,” she says. “Did you like it?”

My heart races because I don’t want to give away my secret. My mouth goes dry, and I take a sip of water, wanting to continue the subject, but not sure how. Suddenly, Alexandra’s confidence rises, and I say, “I didn’t dislike it, but it did get me curious as to the differences women have from guys. I mean, dressing like that, isn’t the same as being like that.”

With a smile, she replies, “Well, for starters, women have boobs and⁠—”

This time, I roll my eyes to the heavens. “Thanks, I mean besides the surface stuff.”

Still unsure of where I’m going with the question, she takes a moment to think. “I’m not sure how to describe it, but I know what you mean. If you wanted to dress up like you did for that auction, I guess I could give you pointers?”

I laugh, perhaps a bit too loud.

She raises an eyebrow.

I’m definitely not ready to reveal the truth, especially in the middle of a crowded cafeteria, so I quickly add, “That was just a one-time thing.”

Thankfully, my phone buzzes with a new message. Holding up a finger to pause the conversation, I pull it from my pocket and open the messaging app to find another missive from Jack.

Look, I’m sorry about not getting back to you sooner, and I’d like to get together with you again.




I bet.

I’ll think about it.




“Who’s that?” Callie asks.

I give a genuine smile because Jack Meriwether has the hots for my feminine half. “Oh, it’s nothing important.”

She frowns but doesn’t inquire further.

I put the phone on “Do Not Disturb” and back into my pocket. Then I return to eating, instead of continuing with the topic of me dressing as a female.

However, Callie isn’t finished. She leans forward, saying, “As far as what makes a woman different from a man on the inside. I guess the only way to find out is by going out and being one—if that makes any sense.”

Incredibly, the advice does, and the wheels in my mind turn. I realize that my path to nowhere has a purpose. Alexandra has a lot of positive traits, and anything that leads from me being ugly, bullied Alex is a good thing. If I could become more like her and bring those aspects into Alex, then I’d have a shot at being truly successful.

“Sorry,” she says, “I guess I’m not explaining very well. If you could let me know where you’re going with this, then I could be more helpful.”

To end the topic for good, I wave dismissively and say, “It was just a stupid, silly thought.”

After we finish eating, I return to my room with my mind whirling through a host of new ideas.

Even though I may never be Alexandra all the way through, I want more than I have now. I’ve been putting off going outside, but I need to do this next step to see how the other, beautiful half lives.

While it’s true I might be discovered, having someone as desirable as Jack Meriwether interested in me is as good an endorsement as any to take this risk.

I just have to up Alexandra’s wares, so anyone getting close can’t see through the disguise. My Alex side quickly makes a mental list of what I’ll need to pull this off. I use my phone to get to my trusty online store. By purchasing only what’s on sale and sticking with the minimum quality I need—I can cover the cost by emptying my savings and only dipping a little into my credit card. Thankfully, my order qualifies for free next-day shipping, so I can test my limits and go out on Saturday night.

And maybe this path will lead to Jack getting lucky again.
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After ignoring a phone call from Jack, I take a late dinner and mentally review my plans for the evening. Even though I want to distance myself from my weak Alex half, his problem-solving ability is the reason my transition into Alexandra has been so quick and seamless—and made it possible for me to pull off this next step.

When I’m satisfied with the details, I head back to my dorm room. It’s time to take the next step in my journey—not to nowhere, but perhaps not to somewhere worthwhile either—besides me getting a little joy in my existence.

I start with my body. So I can feel girly and extra clean inside and out, I open an enema kit I purchased at the drugstore. The instructions are simple, and although awkward, I fill myself with the solution. Then I put on a robe and grab my shower gear and head with careful steps into the communal bathroom. After emptying myself on the toilet, I step into the nearest shower stall.

Glad that it locks, I turn on the hot water and scrub myself clean everywhere. Even though only peach fuzz has returned, I run a fresh razer down my arms, under my armpits, and over my legs, making sure everything is pristine. With the large areas complete, I move on to my private places. To feel super sexy, I spend a fair amount of time shaving my pubic area and scraping underneath and up the crack of my ass. After double-checking down there, I rinse off and go back to the room.

I finish the bodily preparations by rolling on a feminine deodorant and rubbing a citrus-scented moisturizer over myself.

My two packages arrived this morning. From the first, I pull out a casual blouse, sexy skirt, and over-the-ankle booties. The cute outfit was minimal cost, being a perfectly acceptable quality for the college scene.

It’s the item in the second package that put a dent in my finances. I hold up the high-density wig made from long, curly locks of real blonde hair.

The four-hundred dollars is worth more than I spent on all the makeup and costume wigs combined.

But for heading out in public and being under close scrutiny, there’s no skimping on quality for what’s going atop my head—and it’s going to look awesome.

My phone chimes with another message from Jack.

How about you come by tonight? I got you something.




While this offer piques my interest, playing hard to get is fun and most certainly is working in my favor. I reply noncommittally.

I’m pretty busy, but I’ll try to free up some time.




I’d really like to see you again.




I put the phone into my pocket without answering and toss on some Alex clothing.

Then I pack my female things into my knapsack, taking care to fold everything neatly—bra, panties, blouse, skirt, stockings, booties, and wig. I lay the makeup kit on top and gingerly zip the practically bursting carryall closed.

With nothing left to do in the room, I sling the knapsack over my shoulder and head downstairs.

As always, my male appearance doesn’t attract any attention and, within a minute, I enter the basement bathroom and lock the door. As I wrinkle my nose from the musty air, the overhead light flickers to life, illuminating the dingy surroundings. To keep everything clean, I strip and lay my Alex outfit over the grimy floor.

From the cracked mirror, my fractured reflection says, “Ugly. Alex Cameron, you are ugly. Ugly, ugly, ugly.”

“Not for long,” I reply with a confident smirk.

After I rub on some concealer, the evil image falls silent. With practiced motions, I go through the rest of the makeup steps—keeping things simple. When I finish with the basics, I take a bit more time around my eyes, creating a smoky appearance with blue highlights. Then I apply lipstick. Rather than going with full-on slut ruby red, I opt for the more subtle nude color.

Even the reflection approves.

I grab my bra and wrestle it over my chest. I take time to adjust the snug fit, getting the padding to look just right and give me a shallow cleavage. For someone as flat as me, having anything noticeable is that much more of a plus.

My heart patters as I slide on the panties. The excitement isn’t only from the sensuous feel of the material gliding over my freshly shaven legs and gripping my smooth crotch—it’s also from the anticipation over what I’m about to attempt.

With trembling hands, I put on my blouse, leaving the top two buttons undone to display a nice V of pale skin, pointing to my breasts. I pull on my stockings and skirt, suppressing a thrill from the openness the garments leave under my bottom.

The next item is the wig, and since this adventure will be more rugged than private dorm room cosplay, I’m using the more demanding ball and cap method to set it in place.

I use gel to smooth down my hair and get my part to match that of the wig. After I slick back my sides, I pull on the wig cap and tuck loose hairs under the elastic edges.

When I put on the blonde wig, long curly locks drape down my shoulders and back. The strands are messy from the packing, and I grab a hairbrush and spend a minute getting them into place.

After everything is perfect, I study myself in the mirror and let out a breath.

Alexandra, looking hotter than ever, stares back at me, a twinkle of mischief radiating from her beautiful, light brown eyes.

That’s me!

Suddenly, the monumental effort I’ve put in and the sheer amount of money I’ve spent all becomes worthwhile.

I pack my male discards into the knapsack and step into the booties. Thankfully, I ordered a model with ultra-low heels, my rational half deciding that, in public, there will be enough stuff to concentrate on without worrying about stumbling around in uncomfortable footwear. And since I’m already tall for a girl, those missing inches won’t matter.

There’s nothing more to do, but I hesitate.

Moments pass as I stare at the mirror, summoning the confidence to continue.

Alexandra is gorgeous and awesome.

With slow shakes of my head, I rephrase the thought.

I’m gorgeous and awesome.

The realization gives me enough strength to grab my knapsack and unlock the door.

Then I head into the hallway, both terrified and exhilarated about what’s going to happen next.
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I suck down a few deep breaths to settle into character before hustling across the lobby, where I outdistance a couple of glances thrown in my direction and head out the front entrance. Because it’s nighttime, bright lights shine through the front windows, and I hurry down the steps to find refuge from the glare.

When I reach a shadow around the side of the dorm, I pause, hating that my heart is racing and perspiration is forming on my chest after only a minute.

While Alexandra’s daring has pushed me this far, I’ve got a way to go before I can control my nervousness.

I peek down the sidewalk and see a knot of young-looking students, blocking the path ahead.

Gritting my teeth, I steel myself to run this first gauntlet. Nerves or not, I didn’t do all this preparation to chicken out.

As the group breaks out in laughter, apparently figuring out what to do for the evening, I straighten my posture and step into the open. When I reach them, my eyes dart nervously to their faces, searching for a negative reaction. They stay engrossed in their conversation and ignore me as I excuse myself and walk through them, relieved to have passed the first test.

I continue on a dimly lit back path, walking behind a row of tall hedges, and passing a few people with little fanfare.

The disguise is working at least, I tell myself, relieved I’m passing as an ordinary college girl. Somewhat more relaxed, I head toward the main section of campus, happy with the anonymity.

At the next corner, a good-looking guy holds hands with his pretty date. He glances at me when I check for traffic before crossing.

I return a weak smile.

He grins back, his gaze meeting mine for an uncomfortable moment. The girl with him tugs at his arm and drags him away. While he keeps his eyes straight ahead, she shoots a look of jealousy over her shoulder at me.

My confidence skyrockets from the petty gesture. Even though Jack thinks I’m hot, and that should be enough, I’ll take positive reinforcement from wherever I can get it.

Alexandra does something Alex has been avoiding on the spur of the moment. Instead of detouring around Greek Row, my feminized form heads directly toward the blare of the parties.

Thumps of music and chatters of conversation roll past as I reach the first fraternity a minute later. The street is crowded with loud and drunken partygoers, and I pause, getting ready to go through with the next of my challenges.

A stupid thought hits me: It’s too late for me to pledge any of these places, not that they would welcome someone like me at all. With a frown, I wonder why I’d want to anyway. I have everything I need as Alexandra. I’m only here to overcome my fears and prove that I can walk down this street without getting bullied.

Slowly, I stride forward, picking my way through the milling crowd.

After I get about halfway down, a cute guy, who’s obviously had a few, says as I near, “Whoa! Where are you going, beautiful?”

I increase my pace, not ready for a conversation. While my appearance certainly passes muster, I have doubts my girlishness will stand up to any real scrutiny.

However, the encounter does make me feel more comfortable in my getup, and after getting some distance away, I pause to allow my senses to get in tune with the environment.

Even though there’s lots of female eye candy, I catch more than a few looks of appreciation directed at me from passersby and more coming from guys on a second-floor balcony of a nearby frat house.

With surprise, I realize this attention has been present the entire time since I stepped into public, but I was too nervous to notice.

A tall student in a polo shirt, reminding me of a lesser version of Jack, gulps from a red solo cup and gives me an appreciative stare, hoping to get lucky.

I step aside and bump into a group of girls, heading toward the nearest party.

They glance with curiosity as I pass, which is bewildering because they aren’t interested in me. Then I realize the attention is directed at my knapsack. I’m dolled-up for a good time but look like I’m going somewhere to study. I shrug to myself. Another problem to solve for another day.

More leering eyes follow me as I skirt past a large group gathered on the sidewalk, listening to a DJ. Stray thoughts of sex ignite my desires, and I clench my bottom, imagining my submitting to their masculine needs.

“Hi,” a familiar male voice says in a husky tone.

Startled, I turn, and a chill rushes down my spine. Brenton Adams is at my side, keeping pace with me.

Worried he’ll notice my knapsack matches Alex’s, I put my head down and angle away from him.

“Where are you off to so fast, gorgeous?” he asks, taking a couple of quick steps to catch up.

Terrified I’ve been discovered, I keep my gaze straight ahead and walk faster.

“Hey,” he says, stepping in front of me, “I just want to say hi!”

Alex’s worst introverted fears surface, and my legs tense as I ready to bolt. But Alexandra comes to the rescue. She enjoys dealing with people and glances up at him with a bright, confident smile. “Sorry,” I reply, remembering to keep a more feminine pitch. I flick my gaze to the knapsack. “Just a little lab work I’ve got to get to.”

Disappointment crosses his face, and to my relief, there’s no recognition in his eyes—there’s only lust. Lust for me.

Positive I could have him if I wanted and more positive that I don’t, I step around a slow-moving group that’s cutting across his path.

He decides not to bull his way after me and calls, “I’m Brenton.”

I glance over my shoulder as he gives the wide, charming smile he uses to cover up his true sadistic nature.

“What’s your name?”

“Alexandra.”

He points down the street to a massive gathering on a broad lawn. “When you finish studying, why don’t come back and have a drink and hang out?”

With a wink, I reply, “If you’re lucky.”

As I marvel over the confident words that just left my mouth, a type of utterance Alex would never even consider, my bully and would-be suitor sends a lustful smirk.

Not wanting to push my luck, I give a dismissive wave and set my sights straight ahead. I walk away, adding a sexy sway to my hips to ensure he gets a glorious view of something he’s never ever getting.

At the end of the street, things quiet down, and I pause, relieved the surreal experience is finally over. When I’m sure nobody is looking, I release a broad smile, excited I just passed the exam to test my hotness with flying colors. In retrospect, the male attention felt alien, yet being the object of desire is definitely something I could get used to.

Instead of turning and heading back to my dorm room, I continue the journey, wanting to find the next thing to conquer. The bright windows of the Book Nook soon come into view, and I stop.

Is walking around on a Saturday night all I want to do—especially dressed like this?

I dig my phone out of my knapsack.

Jack’s last message still sits on the display, unanswered.

I’d really like to see you again.




With a naughty grin, I swipe back a response.

I’ll be there in a few.




The company of a handsome, sexy gentleman is exactly the nightcap I want for this wonderful evening.
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Fifteen minutes later, I saunter up to Jack’s upscale apartment complex and hit the buzzer to his apartment.

The speaker comes to life and Jack asks, “Hello?”

“I’m here,” I say, glad this get-together is on my terms.

The gate buzzes open, and I walk into the center courtyard, taking my time.

An attractive man wearing only bathing trunks gives me an appreciative glance as I pass.

Confident in my wares, I return a broad smile, flicking my gaze to his muscular chest, before heading up the staircase with a bounce in my steps.

On the third floor, Jack waits in the open doorway, framed in a halo of light. He’s dressed in his usual casual wear, and his eyes widen as he sees me approach. “Wow,” he says, surprised to find me as Alexandra.

I pause and do a twirl. “You like?”

He returns empathetic bobs of his head.

“Are you going to invite me in?” I ask coyly.

He twists to the side and gives a gentlemanly gesture to enter, saying, “My lady.”

I step inside and drop the knapsack under the overhang of the kitchen counter, happy to be free of my male vestiges.

As I assume a confident girly posture, Jack shuts the door and says, “Sorry about the delay in calling you after⁠—”

“Don’t be,” I say, holding up a hand. “That gave me a chance to connect with my feminine side.”

He nods with approval.

I head down the kitchen counter to a bottle of white wine that’s chilling in an ice bucket. “Is this for me?”

“For us,” he says, coming close. While he pours us each a glass, I admire his taut form, getting excited for what’s to come.

After he hands me one of the tall, long-stemmed glasses, he raises his in a toast. “To our first real date.”

“What happened the last time wasn’t planned?” I ask, stifling a smile.

“Not exactly…”

“Well,” I say after a moment, “spontaneity is nice.”

“Better than nice. Completely awesome.”

We clink glasses, and I take a long gulp from mine. The taste is refreshing, and the alcohol puts a warm glow in my stomach. I drain the rest and grab the bottle for more, basking in slutty thoughts from the liquid courage.

He steps behind me and takes my glass, setting it along with his on the counter.

I arch into him, and he nuzzles my hair and plants a kiss on my nape. As he wraps me in a strong hug, I reach back and rub his thigh.

His hands rise up my torso, and he unbuttons my blouse and pushes his fingers under my bra, rubbing my chest and pinching my nipples.

I purse my lips, still unsure of why he’s so enamored with my boobs, which could use an upgrade or two.

But who am I to argue with his tastes?

Although his warm body is pressed against my backside and I’m enjoying the caresses of second base, I decide to hurry the evening into the next phase by reaching down.

He moans into the back of my neck as I rub up and down on the bulge of his casual pants, relishing in the stiffening heat.

A horny thought intrudes, and I pull his hands away.

“There’s something I want to try,” I say, turning to face him.

“What’s that?”

I sink to my knees, letting my girly confidence soar. During that first time, I didn’t get a chance to enjoy his wonderful dick. And now I’m going to rectify that oversight.

“This,” I reply, making eye contact, before unbuckling his belt and pants. As I unzip him, I take in his excited stare and pull everything, including his underwear, down to his thighs.

His nice meaty seven-inch cock flops out, and my mouth gets wet from the amazing sight.

Although I’m not surprised by the length, it’s thicker than I remembered. Or at least from what I thought from that first time.

I reach out and grip him, taking in the heat of his flesh and enjoying the throbs of his excitement.

No matter how much fun I had with the dildo, a piece of silicone is nothing compared to the real thing.

His musky scent fills my nose as I take my time exploring, marveling that something this large was inside me. I run my fingers over his entirety—the neatly trimmed pubes, the shiny pre-cum slicking his tip, the perfectly shaped bulbous head, the thick veins running down the smooth shaft, and the large balls.

Everything is so much bigger, so more masculine than what I’ve got down there.

I give a few strokes over the length, and he groans with approval.

My patience for what’s next runs out, and I push forward and kiss the tip.

He quivers from the contact and mumbles something sweet.

I take a tentative lick. The pre-cum is thin and tastes a little salty but isn’t bad at all.

“Yes, just like that,” he moans.

I hold back a smirk, incredulous at how so little effort could get such a large reaction from him. Then I wonder how much further I can drive him into ecstasy.

The need to have him begging for more, to see the unbridled desire in his eyes as I pleasure him, powers me to take the next step.

I part my lips and bring him into my mouth, remembering the how-to video’s advice to avoid using my teeth.

He’s a bit thicker than the dildo I was practicing on, so this being my first true blowjob and all, I slowly bob my head. As I take more of him with each gentle prod forward, I give smutty moans like in the pornos I’ve seen, hoping I’m doing a good job.

His hands come down, grabbing the sides of my head, helping me to find a rhythm.

After a few moments, I pull off for air. “Is that okay?”

“Amazing. Even better than amazing.”

“This is my first time,” I reply.

A smile graces his face. Something about defiling virgin territory, an idea that makes me hot too.

Being in a porno is so much better than watching one.

Emboldened, I push back onto him, engulfing more of his length. When my gag reflex kicks in, I shove ahead against the protests of my body, choking off my airflow. My eyes water and my throat clenches with each extra bit I jam into my mouth. For another minute, I struggle harder to pull in the last two inches before admitting defeat and pulling back for some air.

Drool leaks down my chin while I try again and again to take the entire length, but I can’t get anything further to slip inside.

Fortunately, he either doesn’t notice or care about my inexperience, grunting and groaning with pleasure from each of the efforts.

Finally, I concede defeat and admit to myself that I’m not ready to deep-throat.

Another thing to practice for my girly transition.

Instead of remaining disappointed, I go for just giving him an orgasm.

I clasp my hands on his rear and use my face to thrust over his shaft. I yank myself forward onto him before pulling back and doing it over again, only pausing to fill my lungs in the quest to pleasure him.

The scent of his body, the fullness stretching my mouth—the entirety of the act—drive my slutty efforts to new heights.

Too soon, he shudders and his length stiffens. Then wonderful, warm squirts erupt against the top of my throat.

For the first time trying, I can scarcely believe I’ve made him orgasm with only my mouth.

The cum coating my tongue is thick, salty, and gooey—and there’s a lot of it. The taste isn’t bad. As a matter of fact, given the satisfaction I’ve just gotten from all that work, this as a reward is downright appealing. I pull back an inch and swallow, thrilled to take his seed further into me. Another few seconds pass before I suck in my cheeks and bring myself off him, making sure to not spill a drop of the precious fluid.

He trembles as I stand and head into the kitchen, where I grab a towel and dab the drool from my face. After I finish the unsexy but necessary task, I return to the counter and fill my glass. I take a gulp and swish the alcohol around my mouth to clean off the residual cum before swallowing everything. Then, for good measure, I down the rest of the delicious white wine.

Jack comes to my side and refills the glass. “Where did you learn to do that?” he asks breathlessly.

I give a half-smirk before replying, “I’ve been busy over the last few days doing a little research.”

He nods appreciatively.

I take another sip and set the glass back down on the counter, enjoying the warmth of the alcohol mixing with his cum in my belly. The smutty notion rekindles my desires, and I step to him and grab his limp penis.

“What are you doing?”

For an answer, I plant my lips on his. He responds, and we exchange a long kiss.

As our tongues meet again, I pump up and down on his shaft with quick twisting tugs. Soon, our passion reignites, and he hardens again.

I take his hand and, with my other still on his cock, lead him into the bedroom.

After I flop onto the bed, he moves on top of me, bringing his lips back in contact with mine.

I raise my knees to expose my opening to him.

He breaks our sweet kiss and asks, referencing my concerns from the last time, “Did you want to do anything first?”

I shake my head, saying, “I took care of things before I got here.”

He grins and reaches into the nightstand, grabbing the lube.

“Let me,” I say, putting out my hand.

He squeezes a good portion onto my palm and tosses the tube back into the drawer.

I dip my shoulder and grab his crotch, making sure to liberally grease the shaft that’s already slick with my saliva. After I run my hands over everything twice, even his balls, I lie back on the sheets.

Without wasting any time, he moves aside the strap of my panties.

Now bare and vulnerable down there, I tremble with anticipation and angle my bottom higher.

Fortunately, he doesn’t make me wait, and the cool, lubed tip of his penis touches my anus.

I gasp as he slips inside with a gentle thrust. As his face alights with ecstasy, he keeps pushing and the slippery length slides further in.

Too many days have passed since I’ve been filled by a real cock, and I give a long moan, loving that I’m the object of his desires.

“I’ve stayed awake nights, wanting to do this with you again,” Jack says in a husky tone.

I smile but stay silent, keeping my horny feelings to myself.

After a few more prods, his balls brush up against my bottom. Having appreciated the size and girth of his cock firsthand, I’m amazed he’s gotten so far with so little discomfort to me.

Maybe I’m a natural at this.

While he gathers his breath, his hands part my unbuttoned blouse and squeeze the cups of my bra.

Once again, wondering about his fascination with my flat chest, I say, “I still wish there was more.”

“On you, what’s there is plenty and perfect.”

With a shy giggle, I pull the straps of the bra off my shoulders. “They’re all yours.”

He laughs and flips the padded cups down my chest. As he dips his head, I arch into his mouth and moan while he swirls his tongue around my nipple. Then he pushes back up and starts thrusting in earnest.

With the first time behind me, I concentrate on maximizing his pleasure. Although I can’t call on any experience, I try to bring my bottom up to meet his thrusts and pull back as he does. The movements are tiny and I’m not even sure he notices the effort, but at least, I manage to get into a rhythm with him.

While I’m not certain if what I’m doing makes a difference, soon, his motions become more urgent. When his back arches, I wrap my arms around him and lick at his smooth chest.

He loses control and shoves his pelvis forward, forcing himself as far into me as possible. An instant later, he unloads. Hot blasts fill my colon, and he collapses on my chest.

Minutes pass while I take in long breaths, enjoying the heat of his body pressing against my bare skin and the feel of his softening cock inside me.

When he pushes up and pulls out, I tremble from a moment of panic. Now that things are done sexually, my female confidence slips away, and the insecurities of my male side resurface.

What if he wants me to leave like last time?

As he gets off the bed and stands, I push up on my elbows, bracing for the worst.

Instead of saying anything, he heads into the bathroom. A minute later, he steps back to the bed with wet towels and gently cleans me down there.

Still afraid of what’s coming, I blurt, “I should go.”

He sends a puzzled expression. “Why? Wouldn’t you like to stay the night?”

A smile brightens my face, and Alexandra’s confidence returns. “Well, if you insist…”

“Indeed, I do,” he replies, heading back to the bathroom to clean up.

I call after him, “So what’s this present you bought for me?”

He turns with a broad grin.
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In the bedroom, the curtains are drawn, the sheets are rumpled, and only the dim orange of the lamp on the nightstand breaks the darkness.

Thrilled that I’m spending the night, I lay on the bed with Jack, cuddled on his shoulder, wearing the gorgeous blue lingerie he bought for me. While the set I got is nice, this is a whole different experience—not just in looks and quality, but in feel too.

The silk caressing my skin raises my girlishness to a higher level. A tight-fitting bustier with padding gives my flat chest a firm definition. The top ends a few inches above my belly button, showing off a swath of midriff—which would be thin and wimpy on a man, but is super attractive, if not perfect, on a woman. The rest of the outfit consists of thong panties with a lacy triangle in the front, a garter belt, and thigh-high stockings with a frilly pattern to match everything else.

If possible, I as Alexandra, feel more sexy and confident than before.

Making matters even better is Jack’s arm draped down my back, stretched far enough for his fingers to push under the band of my panties. As he casually rubs the curve of my ass, desire builds within me. Although the dull aches lingering in every fiber of my body and the cum leaking from my anus are blissful reminders of the passionate sex we just had, I want to do it again.

I glance down his toned body, which is naked except for a form-hugging set of briefs, and center my gaze on the bulge of his crotch. As I caress his chest, moving my fingers in small circles, I debate between letting him rest and satisfying my urges.

His arm tightens, pulling me closer, and he says, “I’m glad you came over tonight.”

I twist and plant a kiss on his pecs. “Me too. I’m glad you invited me, and I’m glad you bought me at the auction.” After I consider the alternative of having to be a maid for Brenton, I add in a whisper, “I’m still amazed you bid that much.”

“Why?”

“You’ve seen me as a guy,” I say, raising my head. “Nobody was going to offer anything close to that amount.”

He takes a deep breath, his mind wrestling over some decision.

While Alex wouldn’t push the issue, Alexandra intuitively knows how to play this game. She wants the truth and has the guile to get it. “Don’t tell me it was for a good charity.”

He huffs and says, “It is a good charity.”

There’s a time to talk, but this isn’t it and Alexandra waits him out.

Finally, he offers, “I did it to make a statement about everyone being important.”

I meet his gaze. “Really?”

“A lot of people were jeering, and your friend was tapped out. It was a chance to shut them all up—to show that everyone matters.”

Even though the words have the ring of truth, I know he’s a politician too. “But there’s something more.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because I was the one who cleaned your place. That statement got made at the auction. You picked that sexy outfit and had me go all out to be feminine. The job could have been done without all that extra.”

“The contract was for you to be a maid—so what if I made it literal,” he replies with a shrug.

“That’s the point. That’s not proving anything to anyone, except yourself. Nobody else who got sold even had to shave their legs or underarms. Those guys just wore silly, stupid dresses, so everyone could have a laugh, but you took this seriously.”

A minute passes before he releases a long sigh. “Is this something you have to know?”

“I’d like to understand your motivations—all of them.”

“This is between me and you, right?”

“Yes, this stays between us.”

He takes a deep breath before saying, “I grew up with an extended family. When I was in my teens, one cousin I got pretty close to liked to play dress-up.”

“You mean as in⁠—”

“Yeah, that kind of dress-up—in private, of course. A lot of times, he would model for me. He knew how to make himself look beautiful. As a teenager, watching a transformation like that was amazing. I always looked forward to seeing him as a her. And from all the practice I had helping my cousin, that’s why I could do your makeup.”

Although that answers one of my questions, a more intimate one rises. ”Did you…”

“Do it with him?”

I nod.

“No,” he says. “Did I fantasize about it? Yes. Did I want to? Yes. But for some reason, we never took that step. I think he only liked to dress up but didn’t want to go any further. You’re the first one I’ve done it with.”

I giggle, happy to have taken his trans virginity.

He lets out a long sigh and adds, “And it was awesome. Better than I ever imagined it would be. And that scared me, so that’s why I distanced myself from you—I was worried about getting addicted.”

It’s my turn to sigh. “And are you?”

He shrugs, saying, “I don’t know, but I don’t care either.”

I stay silent, considering the ramifications.

“But getting back to the original point,” he says, “I thought those times were totally hot. I mean, I liked girls and everything, but… Well, I got into that whole scene, so I researched a bunch on the Internet and found a few crossdressers and trans women I thought were really sexy.” He blows out a breath and continues, “So, about that gigantic bid. With all that history, I’m pretty good at seeing what type of features on a guy would look good for a woman. So, when I saw you on stage, I knew. But I wasn’t sure if this was something I wanted to pursue. I’ve been with plenty of women, and I like them a lot too.”

I give him a playful smack.

He laughs and rubs my shoulder. “I’m only being honest. And there’s a punchline.”

Again, Alexandra knows when to stay quiet.

“So with you standing there, humiliated, and with that asshole ready to win the auction, I had to do something. Something dramatic. So I made the big bid.”

I shake my head as my newfound feminine intuition puts everything together. With sudden understanding, I say, “You didn’t want any competing bids because things would be way more personal with all the going back and forth. People would have started wondering why the great president of the student council was so interested in that skinny guy in the dress on that stage. So to throw everyone off, you made that over-the-top bid—a statement that everyone would accept as an excuse for you buying me.”

He grins. “And the money went to a good charity and got them over the goal.”

That brings a smile to my face, and I quietly say, “For whatever the reasons you had, I appreciate what you did—so thanks again.”

“No, thank you.”

“For what?”

“For being such a good sport when you came over.”

“It’s not like you gave me any choice.”

“And thanks for being so beautiful,” he adds. “You know you are, right?”

Somehow, I do. For an answer, I bring my hand down his toned abs until I reach his underwear. When he shifts, I rub lightly over his inner thighs and then cup his balls.

“You can’t want more?” he says, incredulous.

I smirk and stroke over his shaft with my fingertips.

Heat pours into his loins as he stiffens.

I push under the elastic band and grab him. “To think, something like this was inside me, fucking me into places I’ve never imagined.”

“I’m exhausted,” he pleads. “I think you’re way hotter than anyone I’ve ever been with, but I’ve just cum twice.”

While I trace a finger around his tip, I plant light kisses on his bare skin.

Minutes pass before he says in an authoritative tone, “Young lady, if you keep doing that, you’re going to get into trouble.”

I laugh, knowing I have him. Curling my back, I edge myself down his wonderful abs.

“Big trouble,” he repeats.

Although he can’t see me, I give a broad smile. “What if I do this?” I say and lick the tip of his penis.

“If we get started, I’m going to do bad, rough things to you,” he announces as if that’s a threat I’d be afraid of.

“You promise?” Gently, I take the head into my mouth and suck on it like a lollipop.

He moans, gathering the strength to back up his threats.

I push further down, taking in more of the already hard length.

Get into trouble? I’m counting on it.

Lewder and lewder thoughts dance in my head as I play around for another few seconds.

When he groans in delight, I shove his underwear down and engulf him, pulling in my cheeks and bobbing over his shaft.

In no time, I taste the salty wetness of his pre-cum.

He says in amazement, “I can’t believe you got me this excited again.”

I give a last, long suck, then I pull off and finish yanking the underwear past his feet.

After I toss the flimsy garment onto the floor, he sits up, getting ready to pull me flat on the mattress.

I hold up my hand to stop him. This time, I want to try a new position, so I set myself at the bottom of the bed and place my hands on the baseboard. Then I prop myself up, arching to expose my ass to him.

He gets the hint and moves behind me, using his hands to push my thighs apart.

Although not as intimate as missionary, doggy style is so much more vulnerable. Tingles of excitement roam through me as he pulls aside the rear strap of my panties. His tip touches my anus a moment later.

I suck in a breath when he shoves forward. With his cum already inside me and my saliva making him slick, the head slides right in.

With gentle prods, he wastes no time sinking in deeper.

I moan from the wonderful sensations spreading from my bottom.

After another few thrusts, his balls slap against my underside.

While I hold my breath, he rubs his hands over my ass and thighs before gripping the sides of my pelvis. The fact that I’m completely at his mercy only heightens the hotness of what’s coming.

After pulling halfway out, he slams back into me.

A high-pitched groan of discomfort and pleasure pours from my mouth.

“How rough do you want it?” he asks as he bangs away.

“As rough as you can make it,” I respond between gasps.

He slaps my ass, and I yelp more from surprise than pain.

A harder smack comes, and then he grabs the top of my hips and starts fucking me with everything he’s got.

I grunt with each thrust as his strokes plow ever deeper into me. When the tip feels as though it’s spearing into my stomach, I cry out, “Oh, yes, just like that.”

A slave to the intense sensations that the deep penetration from this position allows, I match his rhythm and push against his thrusts. My motions—my contribution to the act—come so much more naturally than when I was on my back.

“You like this, don’t you?” he says.

“I love it,” I reply as part of a long groan. “Harder. Do it harder.”

Another slap hits my ass, and he increases his pace, driving me to new heights of sluttiness.

Then he leans forward and wraps his arms around me. He pulls back, bringing us upright. As his fingers wander under my bustier and pinch my nipples, he shoves into me with more urgency.

I lean against his chest, reaching behind and caressing the sides of his body, willing him to finish.

He plows into me with a final thrust, his cock stiffening. Cum blasts up my ass as he releases a loud shriek that sounds like a cross between a scream of pain and a groan of ecstasy.

While he kisses my nape and rubs my chest, gasping for breath, I smile to myself, thrilled with everything.

I love doggy style!

As he softens inside me, I wonder what other positions we could try. The Kama Sutra has lots of pages…
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Jack’s spent, drifting in and out of consciousness and giving hazy replies to my attempts at conversation. The lamp is off, and only the glow of a night light in the bathroom filters across the darkness.

I lie on my side, nestled between his arm and his body, listening to his quiet breaths and watching the gentle swells of his chest. Only the silky material of my lingerie separates our sweaty bodies.

For the past two hours, I’ve been the sole object of his affection. This is the kind of treatment I could get used to.

The front triangle of my panties is damp with pre-cum, and even though I haven’t gotten hard—much less had an orgasm—I’ve gotten so much pleasure from his pleasure in taking me.

He’s the president of the student council and one of the most desirable guys on campus.

And he wants me with him.

The idea sends a shiver up my spine.

Although I’m tired, with my legs and bottom unused to the bounces and thrusts of intercourse and on the borderline of cramping, slutty notions intrude into my thoughts. My anus tenses and my mouth salivates as I contemplate another bout of sex with him.

I want more.

He hasn’t cleaned down there after being inside me this last time, but I don’t care. I reach down and start tugging on his cock, ready to suck him off.

Before I can force the issue with the wetness of my mouth, he brings his arm around my shoulder and rolls away, pulling from my urgent grip. In a sleepy voice, he mumbles, “I’m exhausted.”

I stare at his back with a frown, scheming about how to get him hard again.

Soon, light snores pour from his mouth.

Frustrated, I flop onto my back and stare at the dark ceiling, mulling over my unfulfilled needs.

Minutes pass as my frustration grows.

I want so much, much more.

The story continues with Alex Cameron/Alexandra Munro in
The World of Beautiful #6: Dazzling



Before You Go…


Many thanks to you for reading Desirable: Book 5 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 new releases as well as information on sales and price discounts, 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
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