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DRESS REHEARSAL

Mitch is dreading his year at the school for “troubled young men”, but it turns out not to be as bad as he was fearing. The other boys are friendly and the school is well equipped.

When Mitch is invited to join the drama club to help them prepare for their big annual performance he accepts, wanting to fit in with his new friends, but then he hits a problem. He’s cast as the female lead...

Mitch is not happy that he’s having to attend a school for “troubled young men” instead of heading off to college, but it’s just a year. Yet, despite his fears, Mitch begins to make friends and for the first time in his life he feels accepted, held.

The school too is pleasant. The teachers are firm, but kind, friendly, and the school is very well equipped. As Mitch settles in he begins to relax and enjoy himself. It’s only a year, and it could definitely have been worse.

But then Tom, Mitch’s new best friend at the school, tells Mitch that the school insists all students join at least one extracurricular club. Tom offers to take him with him to one of the drama club’s rehearsals, since they’re running auditions for the annual performance and it’s a pretty big and exciting event.

Mitch is reluctant but agrees, and he even summons up the courage to get up on stage and audition, landing himself a lead role.

The only problem is it’s the lead female role, opposite Tom, who’s cast in the male lead.

The drama teacher thinks Mitch is perfect for it, that he’s a rare talent. Mitch isn’t sure he can do it, but when his new friends all encourage him he gives in, not wanting to let them down.

To help Mitch get into character his teacher insists that each rehearsal is a full dress rehearsal. So begins a journey of self-discovery and romance.

And all Mitch can think about is the final scene of the play. The one with the kiss...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

“You can come home in a few weeks for the holidays.” My mother said. “This isn’t forever.”

I sighed, keeping my gaze turned away, not even wanting to look at my parents. They knew my feelings well enough and their small offer of letting me come home for the holidays was too little too late.

“This really will be good for you.” My father said.

I took a deep breath, grunted a non-committal reply. I was done talking and arguing. I was resigned, and was just going to put up with it, for now.

My parents, realising they were not going to get any more out of me, decided it was time to begin the long drive home. They said their goodbyes to me, gave me hugs, told me they’d phone, that they’d see me soon enough, but I gave little back. I was still annoyed with them.

As they drove off I turned to watch the car and I felt a pang. Even as angry as I was with them, I’d still have rather been in the car with them. I’d rather have been heading back home to my old school, my old friends, even as bad as it had gotten, rather than being abandoned.

Yet I was being abandoned. I was being abandoned at a boarding school for troubled young men. I watched until the car was out of sight before turning to look back to the school building.

The building itself was large, sprawling, an old brick-built manor house that had been converted into a school decades ago, set in the middle of nowhere with nothing to do. Back home I had lived in a busy town, had friends, had a life, until…

Now I had none of that. I’d been dropped off at a school for troubled young men and though my parents had told me they were doing it for my benefit it still felt like a punishment. A punishment for failing my last year of high school and for all that had happened.

Taking a moment I turned to look back to the gates through which my parents’ car had driven. I knew I could leave. I wasn’t a prisoner. I was legally an adult, old enough to make my own decisions, but… my parents had paid a lot for me to attention this school, had put a good chunk of my college fund into it so I could earn my high school diploma and get back onto the right path as they put it.

I knew I could leave, but… it was a second chance. Where would I go if I left? What would I do? I didn’t want to be there, but I was, and it was only a year. One year of work and I’d be able to leave and head to college, like I’d planned. Sure I’d be a bit behind everyone else, having taken a few years out after… after everything, but I’d be back on track.

I smiled, an expression that contained very little joy, and looked back to the school building. I could see a figure in black waiting for me.

Resigned, stoic, I picked up my bags and headed towards the doors.
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“This is your room. Take time to settle and rest. I’ll send someone to show you around shortly.”

The teacher who’d welcomed me held the door for me as I entered my room. It was nicer than I’d been expecting, large and well furnished, a room all to myself with a double bed. I dropped my bags on top of the mattress and heard the door swing closed behind me. I was alone.

So far it hadn’t been as bad as I’d been expecting. The staff were polite and gentle, and the school was modern and well-kept, and people seemed relatively cheerful.

I’d been expecting something more like a prison given what I’d read about it, but if anything it felt more like a summer camp. People were smiling, chatting, laughing, and the atmosphere was… bright. Maybe a year here really would be good for me. Part of me dared to hope.

I set about unpacking my things, clothes and toiletries, my laptop, the few personal possessions I’d brought with me. There was plenty of space, and I began to realise that I probably could have brought more things with me to make the room feel more like home. Maybe I could get my parents to send me some things, or bring stuff back when I went home for the holidays?

I smiled at the thought, the first genuine smile I’d had in days. Maybe I could lean into the year, maybe it might even be fun. If anything it had to be better than the last few years. Right?

Just thinking that brought back memories that were painful to hold.

I’d been happy at the start of high school. I’d been like everyone else. I’d had friends, I’d been in clubs, and my grades had been pretty good. Sure, I didn’t excel at anything really, but I was happy being average. I was just like everyone else.

But then… I’d begun to realise I was different. At first, I didn’t know what it was, but something just felt slightly off. As time passed the feeling got worse and I began to feel more and more like an outsider.

This was only made worse as I got older too, as me and my friends and my classmates got older. Up until a certain age we were all pretty equal, but then… puberty had hit. Or at least puberty hit everyone around me.

I could only watch as the boys, my friends and classmates all got taller, broader, hairier. I could only watch as they gained muscle, faces becoming rugged, while I… I remained pretty unchanged. Sure I grew taller, but not in the same way, and I remained thin and slight, while my face remained soft, and I certainly never became hairy or muscular like the rest of the boys.

Yet I didn’t mind, not really. I didn’t mind seeing the girls around me blossom either, seeing their bodies swell and ripen, though seeing my female friends change did cause more pain in me than seeing my male friends change, which made little sense to me.

My body though was only one issue, even if it was the most obvious. I could see and feel how I was different to those around me physically, but it was deeper than that. It went deeper than just my body.

There was something inside me too, something different, and I didn’t have words for it even if I was aware of it. It was a constant source of anxiety and unease that got worse as time passed until it began to affect my behaviour and my grades. I spent less time with friends, became introverted, quiet, and I became miserable. It was like I was caught in a spiral, until…

Just remembering it caused a swell of emotions that threatened to overwhelm me. But then there was a knock at my door.

The sound was hard and loud and it snapped me from my reverie. I crashed back to the present, remembering where I was. I took a deep breath and pushed the memories and the emotions down.

“Come in.” I said, turning to face the door.

The door opened and another student stepped in, my age or maybe slightly older. He was taller than me, broader, with sandy blonde hair and blue eyes and a kind smile. He looked a bit like a football player, or maybe a rock star, something charismatic about him.

“Mitch?” He said.

I nodded.

“That’s me.” I replied.

His smile widened.

“Ms Vale sent me to give you the tour. I’m Tom, your neighbour. You ready to get shown about?”

I nodded again. The few things I’d brought with me were almost packed away so there was little left for me to do.

“Yeah, I’m ready.” I said.

“Come on then. I’ll give you the unofficial tour.” Tom said.

Without waiting for me he turned and stepped back out of my room. I hurried to follow after him.
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Tom took his time showing me about, wandering the halls at an easy pace. I knew he could have gone faster, given his long stride, but I appreciated the slow pace since my legs were not nearly as long as his.

As we walked he talked, pointing out rooms and facilities, showing me the showers, the toilets, the cafeteria, the various classrooms, the gyms, even the swimming pool. My parents had tried to tell me about the school before dropping me off but I’d not wanted to listen, had been too wrapped up in my misery and my anger.

I realised now that the place they’d sent me to was much nicer than what I’d been imagining and I found myself relaxing into the space. That was helped by the fact that everyone we met, student or teacher, was cheerful and friendly.

All the teachers knew Tom by name, and he took the time to introduce me to each of them. They all welcomed me, told me they’d been looking forward to meeting me, that they hoped I’d settle in quickly.

And the students… I’d been fretting about meeting my classmates. What would they be like? Would I again be cast as the outsider, as the misfit, as the…

But my fears were quickly put to rest. For a start Tom was charming and friendly, showing me around with a smile as he made small talk and cracked jokes, asking me about myself while telling me all about himself, and as we met other students they all greeted Tom warmly, turning to greet me with smiles and enthusiasm.

I came to understand just how small the school was. The fact that there were not many students meant there was a real community, with everyone knowing everyone by name, and they all seemed to get on well.

Everyone was friendly. Everyone was kind. They all seemed happy to meet me. It was almost… pleasant, and was nothing like I’d been expecting or fearing. As we walked Tom told me why he was at the school, though he kept the details vague.

“I got into a fight with someone I had a strong disagreement with. He said something to a person I cared about and I wasn’t willing to let it go. He wouldn’t apologise so… I hit him. More than once. I was lucky not to get charged and one of the only reasons I wasn’t was because my parents agreed to send me here to keep me away from the other guy.”

I looked at him. He was large, tall and broad and muscular. I wondered what the other boy had said.

“I don’t regret it though.” He said. “I’d do it again too. No one speaks to the people I care about the way he did. I’m a pretty gentle guy but there are some things I’m just not willing to be gentle over.”

I nodded to that, making a mental note to be careful about what I said around Tom in future until I learned what it was the other guy had said. The last thing I wanted to do was make an enemy at my new school.

“So, why are you here?” He asked, glancing at me, smiling.

I felt a memory surge. There were a lot of difficult emotions tied up around why I’d been sent to the boarding school, and I was still processing a lot of them. I wasn’t ready to talk about them yet, least of all to Tom, who I was now ever so slightly afraid of.

“I… it’s complicated. Guess you could say I fell out with a friend and it ended up escalating.” I said.

He looked at me for a moment, stared me in the eye, but… he was smiling, focused on me as though reading me like a book. The intensity of his gaze made me almost uncomfortable, but it felt almost gentle.

“You get into a fight too?” He asked.

I smiled, laughed.

“If you can even call it that. Yeah, a couple, only… I didn’t start them, and I definitely didn’t come out on top.”

Something shifted in Tom’s expression, a look of almost sympathy.

“Sorry.” He said.

There was a moment of quiet.

“Oh, have you been told about the school’s club system?” He asked.

I shook my head. I’d been so stubbornly opposed to attending that I’d refused to engage in any of the induction materials. I knew almost nothing about the school apart from the fact it was expensive, and my parents were adamant that I attend because they thought it would help me.

I’d figured they had no idea what would help me.

“No. Club system?”

Tom’s expression lightened.

“Every student here needs to be in at least one extracurricular club. It’s part of how they encourage us to grow and flourish. Something about fostering character and confidence. Whatever, it’s pretty fun. The clubs are all really well-funded and supported. Mostly it’s sports and stuff, but.. I’m in the drama club. If you wanted to come along with me this evening I could introduce you and you could see if you wanted to join in? We’re a pretty chill bunch. We put on a couple of plays each year that are always fun. I think you’d fit in well.”

I thought over the offer. The last thing I wanted to do was sports. I’d never enjoyed them much when I was younger, but now… given what I’d seen of the other students, all of them taller and broader than me, stronger, faster, fitter, I figured it’d be a miserable experience.

So, maybe drama wasn’t such a terrible option? As we finished my guided tour I debated my options for clubs. I could do something like sports, or an academic club, or… Tom did seem fairly nice, so… why not?

Taking me back to my room I let Tom know my decision.

“When you set off to go down to the drama club would you… would you come by my room and grab me? I figure I’ll give it a go, see what it’s like.”

Tom beamed.

“Sure. Absolutely.” He said, seeming almost excited. “And you’ll have a great time, I promise.”
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Tom came to get me in the early evening. I’d finished putting away the last of my things and I’d settled down with my laptop to pass the time when I heard the knock at the door.

I answered it to find him waiting for me.

“Coming?” He said.

I smiled, nodded, and let him lead the way.

The small school stage was at the back of the building, but it wasn’t far to walk. As we walked Tom let me know what to expect.

“We’re casting for the first term's play today so it’s a good day to turn up. You can join in my reading a few lines and then you’ll get offered the part that’s best for you. We’re always short on people so having another face will be great.”

I’d never performed before, had never really done any after-school clubs before, so I was nervous, but also curious. Plus, if joining a club was compulsory then I figured maybe drama would be the easy option.

We arrived early, and Tom made sure to introduce me to everyone, taking me around the room. There were a lot of names and faces, some I half-remembered from earlier in the day, but I was glad when they all introduced themselves again because I couldn’t remember any of them.

After a while, the director, the school's drama teacher, turned up. Ms Finn was young, in her late twenties at most, dressed in a casual skirt and sweater, dark brown hair pulled up into a messy bun, and soon she had us all organised into groups so we could begin our readings.

We all had a standard page of text from the play we would be performing, dialogue for two characters, and she split us into pairs, making each of us read each part so she could get an idea of our range and what kind of part would suit us better. I was paired with Tom, and I was nervous to start, but Tom gave me some words of encouragement and reassurance so that by the time it came around to our turn I wasn’t feeling too bad.

We stepped up onto the stage together and then… began.

It wasn’t as bad as I’d been expecting. The first reading was a little stiff, and I was aware of the others in the club watching me, Ms Finn staring at me intently. The second reading was better though, and by the end of it, I was almost enjoying it.

After we were finished we headed off stage to make room for the next pair.

“You did well.” Tom said. “I mean… that you’re trying out at all means you’re pretty much guaranteed a part, but I wouldn’t be surprised if you didn’t get a big part based on how well you did.”

I smiled. His praise felt… nice. It had been a long time since I’d been around friends, and Tom was beginning to feel like a friend.

Sure, I missed my old friends, my home, but… I wasn’t even sure if those people even were my friends anymore. Not after everything that had happened.

Maybe a year at the school wouldn’t be so bad. A fresh start, a chance to get my diploma and head off to college like I’d planned, leaving the past behind me. Maybe that was where I should leave it all. The past was done, right? It was all behind me. It was best left there.

Maybe this could be the fresh start I needed, start again, try to fit in and do better, be better. Maybe I could even join one of the sports teams too, get in shape, get some muscle, and I could be normal.

That thought stabbed at my chest. It’s all I wanted really. To fit in, to be normal. Over the years my awareness of my differences had only grown until… it had all blown up around me. But maybe the boarding school could be different?

“Mitch?” A voice called.

A woman’s voice. Ms Finn.

I’d drifted off into memories again. I snapped back to the moment, shaking my head to clear the fog.

“Yes?” I said.

Ms Finn smiled at me.

“You’ve got the part of Bethany. The lead female role. Congratulations.”

I felt a cold wave crash over me. Female role? Was this a cruel joke? Did they all know about…

But, no. I realised it wasn’t a joke. People seemed genuinely happy for me.

“Congratulations!” Tom said. “I told you you’d done well. That means we’ll be performing together.”

I stared at him, blinked. I was going to be playing the lead female role.

My mind raced, a surge of emotions. It felt like a cruel twist of fate, only… I knew it made sense. It was an all-boys school, so there were no girls to play the female roles.

But, out of everyone, why did it have to be me? After everything that had happened, why did it have to be me?

I thought about refusing, about quitting the club, but I could see how excited everyone was, their joy. I could see how excited Tom was about performing with me. I’d only just arrived at the school, and Tom was the closest thing I had to a friend. Was I really ready to begin upsetting people by quitting, after everything that had happened?

I took a deep breath, sighed, and resigned myself. I could do it, I decided. Just this once, to help me fit in. That was all. It was to help me fit in.

And that was what I wanted to do, right? I wanted to fit in, to not be different, to be like everyone else. If that meant playing a girl for the school play then… I’d do it.


Two

My first day of classes was busy, and more than a little stressful, but I managed okay. Tom acted as a bit of a chaperone and a guide, showing me where to go and he kept me company at lunch, introducing me to his friends from the drama club and various other activities.

The other students were all… not what I’d been expecting. I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but they were all so friendly and welcoming that I soon began to relax and almost enjoy myself. I found it easy to join in the conversation and laugh, and it was almost like I was around friends.

I hadn’t felt that sense of easy companionship in years. It was almost comfortable. Despite the fact that they were all a lot like the boys at my last school, tall and broad, hairy, masculine, and I was the odd one out, I never felt like the odd one out. They all included me, treated me like I was one of them, despite me being the new kid, and despite me being… different.

After class we went again to the small school theatre, to begin rehearsals. I was nervous, but Tom seemed enthusiastic and excited about it, and his charm and charisma made it easy for his energy to rub off on me too.

“I’m looking forward to it.” He said. “It’ll be fun to perform together. I think our scenes went really well and we had good chemistry on the stage. I think we’ll be able to pull off some great performances with you with us this year.”

I smiled at that. I wasn’t used to getting compliments so it felt strange, but also… painful. A sharp reminder of just how strained things had gotten at my old school, with the people who I thought of as my friends. Just the simple act of Tom being nice to me was making me re-evaluate so much about my recent past.

I felt a pang in my chest, my heart, a sharp stabbing, a swell of difficult emotions. I didn’t want to feel them though so I pushed them away, pushed them down.

“How are you feeling?” Tom asked.

His question was grounding, and I clung to it.

“I… nervous I guess. I feel a bit off having to play the part of a girl. I’m a bit worried everyone will laugh at me.”

Tom smiled.

“No one here is going to laugh at you for that. It’s pretty normal for some of the cast to play female roles since we’re an all-boys school. After the performance you gave at auditions though I imagine everyone is going to be in awe of you.”

I smiled.

“Plus… if anyone decides to laugh, or be cruel, just tell me. I’ll do to them what I did to that last asshole who treated one of my friends badly.”

My smile widened. Tom considered me his friend.

“What… what did they say to your friend?” I asked.

The question just bubbled up. I hadn’t been intending to ask, but… I was curious.

“They… I won’t repeat it because I don’t use words like that. But one of my best friends had just come out as gay and one of the guys on the football team didn’t like it. He didn’t like it but rather than keep his opinion to himself he tried to turn everyone against my friend and then… he used a rather unpleasant homophobic slur, only he made the mistake of saying it in front of me. I didn’t like the words he used, and I didn’t like how he upset my friend, so I had strong words with him. I told him to apologise. He wouldn’t, so… I hit him. Several times.”

I stared at him. He was large, tall and broad and strong, but at the same time, he seemed so gentle and quiet. I could see though that there was a strength in him, a ferocity, and I wondered how scary he’d look were he to get angry.

“Like I said, I’d do it again too. If anyone wants to mock you because you’re playing a part in a play then I’ll have a stern word with them. And if words don’t work, I’m happy to move to fists.”

Tom laughed as he said it but I could tell he was serious. I wasn’t someone who was ever comfortable with violence, but knowing I had Tom on my side, watching my back, helped me relax.

“I… thanks.” I said.

Tom beamed at me.

“No need to thank me. And I doubt I’ll need it. Most people here are pretty enlightened, but… it’s what friends are for, right?”

I smiled at that, nodded. It was what friends were for. They were supposed to look out for each other, look after each other. But that thought caused just another stab of grief in my chest, a swell of anger and sadness. Maybe the boarding school really was the better place for me?

[image: ]

We arrived a few minutes early and settled down to chat and laugh. I was beginning to know people's faces, names, their different personalities, and I was beginning to feel comfortable. As conversation ebbed and flowed I joined in and… it was easy. Or rather it was easier.

For the past few years, I’d been struggling at school, socially, and I’d not realised how bad it had gotten, how trapped I’d felt. It wasn’t until…

But this felt different. Maybe it was because of what had happened, or maybe it was because I was new, and this was a fresh start. In the end, it didn’t matter. What mattered was how light and easy and comfortable it felt. I felt relaxed. Maybe it really could be a fresh start?

I was beginning to really enjoy myself, almost forgetting why I was there, and then Ms Finn arrived. As she burst through the doors everyone jumped up, eager to begin. Clearly, they were all excited to get started rehearsing and part of me felt the excitement, almost like a contagion.

I stood up and waited along with everyone else.

“So… we’ve got a lot of work ahead. Most of you know how this works so I won’t be giving you too much attention today, but…you.”

Ms Finn pointed at me.

“You’ll be getting extra close attention today so I can get you ready to begin rehearsing properly. Understood?”

I blushed slightly, shifting under her attention, but I nodded.

“Good. Go stand to the side and wait for me while I give everyone else their instructions for the day, then we can begin.” She said.

I did as she said, moved to the side and waited, watching while she gave directions and handed out scripts. While she was bustling about Tom moved over to me.

“Just go with what she says.” He said, quietly. “She’s a bit unorthodox but she really is talented.”

I smiled, nodded. As Ms Finn finished giving instructions she turned to face us and smiled. Her eyes were bright and sharp.

“You’ve got your instructions, Tom. Off you go.” She said.

She moved towards me and Tom. Tom smiled at me, wished me luck, moved away.

“Ready to start?” Ms Finn said to me.

There was a glint in her eye. She was taller than me, slim, and quite beautiful. I looked up at her and smiled. I had no idea what I was supposed to be ready for, but… I nodded.
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Ms Finn led me away from the stage area to the backstage area and towards the dressing rooms. Though the school theatre was small it was clearly well equipped, with numerous set pieces and expensive lighting rigs and racks of costumes, ranging from everyday clothes to elaborate period or fantasy costumes.

“So, have you ever done any theatre before?” Ms Finn asked me as she led me away from the others.

I shook my head, told her no. She looked pleased by that answer.

“Wonderful. You performed like a natural but I wondered if maybe that was from past experience. I prefer working with students who haven’t developed bad habits yet, and an undiscovered natural talent like you is just… well, it’s an opportunity that doesn’t come along too often for me, so I’m excited.”

I felt myself blush. Her praise made me feel warm. I’d never been particularly good at anything so being told I had a natural talent for something was… pleasant.

“Thank you.” I said.

Ms Finn smiled at me. Her smile sent a thrill down my spine.

“Now, are you ready to get stuck in and do the hard work I’ll need you to do to make this performance the best it can be?” She asked.

I remembered Tom’s words about listening to her, about going along with what she said. I was nervous about playing a female role, but I didn’t want to let down my new friends, so…

“Yeah, absolutely.” I said, with more confidence than I felt.

“Good. That’s exactly the kind of attitude I like.” She said. “Now, how about we get started on getting you ready.”

I stared at her for a moment.

“Ready? What do you mean?”

Ms Finn kept smiling, calm and confident.

“Well, since you’re playing the lead female role I figured we needed to put in a little extra effort to help you feel the part and to help the rest of the cast see you as the part. Normally we don’t do dress rehearsals until later, but in your case specifically, I wanted to try to make every rehearsal a dress rehearsal. Does that make sense?”

I was silent for a moment. If every rehearsal was going to be a dress rehearsal then…

“Now, I’m not saying that you need to be in full costume for every rehearsal but I do want you to embody a more feminine appearance. Put simply, when you’re reading for the play, while you’re rehearsing, I want you to be in character so you can really learn to feel what it’s like to be feminine, and so the rest of the class starts to view you and treat you as feminine. Does that make sense?”

It did make sense. It made a lot of sense. Yet… I didn’t like the sound of it.

What Ms Finn was saying would mean I’d need to dress up as a girl for each rehearsal. I’d need to read my lines while acting as a girl. It was bad enough to play the female lead for the performance, but during rehearsals too…

But how could I argue? What she said made sense. I was a boy, a young man. I knew nothing about acting like a girl, a woman. If the first time I wore my costume was at the official dress rehearsal then I’d have no time to get used to it. Wearing it from the very beginning made sense. If each rehearsal I presented as my character, or at least as more feminine, then that would give me more time to learn how to act, how to move, how to present as my character. It would mean a better performance.

It would also give the rest of the cast more time to get used to treating me as my character. To treating me as a girl, a woman.

It all made sense, but at the same time…

“Do I have to?” I asked.

Ms Finn smiled at me.

“I’m not going to force you.” She said. “But I really do think it would help the performance be the best it could be. If you don’t want to I’m not going to make a big deal of it, and no one will think any less of you but… were you to do it I know everyone would see and appreciate the extra effort you were putting in.”

The words hung over me. I didn’t have to do what Ms Finn was asking, but if I didn’t then I’d be letting the performance down. I’d be letting all my new friends down.

I thought of how kind and sweet everyone had been to me. It had been a long time since I’d felt so included, so welcome. The thought of jeopardising that left me unsettled and anxious.

If I said no people might see me as not making a full effort, as not working as part of a team. They might think I was letting them down. But if I agreed to what Ms Finn was asking then they’d know I was willing to put in the extra effort to make the performance the best it could be.

That would put me in a good light, surely? The feeling of being welcomed, accepted, felt refreshing after so long being treated as… the memory stung. I felt my heart skip.

I really did want to make friends, to be treated kindly. Maybe I could?

And… Tom had made it clear he’d look after me, that if anyone made fun of me or teased me he’d step in to stop it, and I found I trusted him. Given the way the others treated him and acted around him, it was clear he was liked and respected, so people would listen to him. Maybe I could do it and it would be okay.

Sure, it was weird, but it was just for the performance, to make sure I really got into the part. In a way it made sense. So…

“Okay.” I said. “I’ll do it.”

Ms Finn smiled.

“Excellent. Now, if you come with me we can get started. Getting you ready is going to take a while so you might not get much rehearsal time in today but I really think you embracing this and taking more time to embrace the femininity of your character will pay dividends going forwards.”

I smiled, nodded, and followed as Ms Finn led.


Three

The process of stepping into character was more complicated and arduous than I had been expecting. Ms Finn was paying very close attention to every detail.

“Learning to embody a more feminine character means going right back to the beginning. Clothes and hair and makeup are one thing, but you need to feel feminine down to the core. So, I’m going to ask you to shave. Now, I know this sounds off but it’s important. Your character will be wearing dresses and skirts so you’ll need smooth legs, but it’s more than how you look. I want you to begin to feel what your character feels. That means a smooth, soft body. If we start with that the rest will begin to fall in place naturally I feel. If your body is feminine then your mind and your heart will follow. Clear?”

I stared at Ms Finn as she stood with me outside one of the main dressing rooms. My head spun.

She wanted me to shave my body? I couldn’t… but what she said made sense. Girls had smooth, hairless legs. They had soft bodies.

If I were to dress in a skirt of a dress with my legs all hairy I’d look… ridiculous. I’d never feel fully feminine if I stayed exactly as I was. Clothes and hair and makeup could only do so much.

If I wanted to embody my part fully I needed to really dive into the role. I needed to shave, even if it seemed strange. I felt a surge of emotion and… something about the suggestion sent a cold shiver up my spine, one that was not entirely unpleasant.

I nodded, accepting her wisdom. Tom had told me her methods were strange and unorthodox, but I was not expecting them to be this wild. Still, I would go along with it. I wanted my new friends to see how much effort I was putting in. I was tired of being an outsider. I wanted to fit in and if this is what I had to do to prove I was committed to making the performance the best it could be then I’d do it.

I took the bag Ms Finn was holding out for me and she smiled.

“You go shave and get ready, I’ll wait out here for you. Just give me a call when you’re done and we can get you dressed and ready, okay?”

I nodded. I moved towards the door.

“Oh, and remember to shave everywhere.” Ms Finn said. “Not just the parts that will be visible. You need to feel like a woman, not just look like one.”

I blushed at her words, strange emotions stirring, and nodded again.

“Right.” I said.

And I moved into the room, closing the door behind me.
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After making sure the door was locked I stripped off and began. The bag had everything I needed—shaving foam, razor, soap, moisturiser—and the room contained a small sink and shower so I could clean up after I was done shaving.

I started with my legs, foaming them up, then set the razor to my left shin. I worked slowly, carefully, but tried to be as efficient and as quick as I could be, not wanting to waste too much time.

The process turned out to not be as arduous and as laborious as I was expecting. I’d never been that hairy compared to my peers, a fact that had only contributed to my feelings of awkwardness, but I was almost glad for it in that moment. Less hair meant it would all be easier and quicker, right?

As I worked, shaving my legs, the razor cutting away the thin, fine hairs, leaving my legs smooth and soft and delicate. My mind wandered…

Turning up at the boarding school I’d been expecting the worst, yet everyone had been so nice to me, so kind and welcoming, that it made my old school, my old friends, seem worse by comparison. The difference just made the past even harder to bear.

As I shaved my calves and knees and thighs, stunned by what a stark difference just shaving was making to my body, my legs becoming shapely and sensual, I realised that had I been at my old school I never would have agreed to this. I’d have been too scared. I’d have been terrified of what people would say.

It had been hard enough to just be me, to just be my awkward self, so that I’d always felt like I was hiding, never able to fully be my authentic self, never even knowing my authentic self, so that the thought of doing something wild like dressing up as a girl for a play would have been impossible.

It was different now though. My new friends seemed a lot kinder, softer, less judgemental or rigid. Not only had Tom offered to look after me, but the others too seemed so much more accepting. Maybe it was the fact we’d all had our troubles?

I thought about that as I shaved up, over my belly, chest, shaving my armpits. Maybe it was the way we’d all been through something, the fact that we’d been thrown together because we’d all had problems?

I wondered for a moment if any of the others had experienced the same problems as me. I hadn’t considered that before but now… was it possible I wasn’t alone? After what Tom had told me I knew that at least he was accepting, kind, less judgmental.

Maybe things here were different? Maybe they were better? Maybe this was the fresh start I needed?

Maybe the boarding school would be different. As I remember what had caused all the problems at home that thought made me blush. It had been so stupid, so simple, such a small thing.

I’d let my heart get the better of me. I’d acted like a fool. It was just a kiss but… it had ruined my life. In the aftermath, I’d promised myself never again, but maybe… maybe I’d found a place where I could relax. Maybe I could be more myself. Maybe I could explore what it meant to be me?

As I continued to shave, revealing smooth skin, a soft body, I felt myself blush. It was strange seeing myself without hair. I looked… different, felt different.

I was softer, more sensitive, delicate, feminine, yet it was almost exhilarating. As the razor slid over foamy skin, slippery, a shiver ran through me. I worked over my chest, armpits, then moved down to the final areas.

Ms Finn had said to shave everywhere, so… I moved onto my cock, balls, and my butt. I began to shave off every last hair on my body.

It felt strange, an excited tingle running through me, a giddy head. I looked so different and… I didn’t hate it.

I shaved my cock, balls, my butt, even my butt crack, and then, when I was done, I stepped into the shower to rinse off the last traces of shaving foam.
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The warm water was a sensual experience, cascading over my smooth body. I lathered up my hands with the soap and began to wash and…

My touch felt so different.

My body was so smooth, sensual, so sensitive. It was so delicate under my slippery hands, each caress sending sparks through me, and as I washed my skin prickled, the lack of hair making even the act of washing myself a pleasurable act.

Was this what girls felt like? Was this what it felt like to be a girl?

I could see what Ms Finn had meant. I’d just shaved, such a simple act, but already I could feel a shift. It was a small thing, but making my body more feminine was the foundation on which my character would be built.

By being smooth I could embrace my inner feminine and better play the lead female in the play. And that’s what it was all for, right?

I smiled as I washed, telling myself that it was just for the play, to show my new friends how committed I was, but there was, deep down, something stirring, but it felt dangerous and unnerving so I ignored it, pushed it deeper. I focused on the task in front of me.

I had to get into character.

So, once I was rinsed, off, clean, smooth, soft, I stepped out of the shower, dried off, and applied the moisturiser I’d been given to keep my skin from drying out. The smell of it was musk, sweet fruits, a subtle feminine perfume that made me slightly dizzy.

Once I was done I wrapped myself in a towel and I moved to the door, opening it just a crack. Ms Finn was outside, waiting.

“I’m done.” I said.

She smiled, beamed.

“Perfect. Now, time for the next step.” She said.

And with that, she pushed the door open and stepped in to join me.
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I felt flustered and exposed, dressed as I was in just a towel, shaved, but Ms Finn made no comment and seemed completely nonplussed about it. I figured she was probably used to it if she’d worked in the theatre before, backstage. She probably didn’t care.

Yet I cared, and I could feel how much I cared by the heat in my cheeks and the fluttering in my chest. It would have been embarrassing under normal circumstances, being in just a towel around my attractive teacher, but now… now I was smooth and soft and hairless. I felt so much more exposed.

“First off is underwear. I’ve got you some panties and bralettes. I figure you can wear these under your normal clothes to help you get into character. No one will know, but they’ll help you feel what it’s like to be cute and pretty. Along with that, I recommend pantihose too. They’ll keep your normal trousers from chafing on your smooth legs.”

As Ms Finn talked I felt a surge of emotions. I’d figured on wearing feminine clothes, but feminine underwear was… I hadn’t even thought about that, and to be encouraged to wear it every day under my normal clothes just… it made my heart race.

“Is that okay?” Ms Finn said.

I stared at her, squirming.

“I mean… you don’t need to wear them under your normal clothes, and I’m not going to check or anything, but… I think it’ll help, so I encourage it. However, when in character at rehearsals I really do think it’s needed.”

I was still for a moment, then nodded.

“I… I can do it.” I said. “Or at least I think I can. I… I’ll do my best.”

Ms Finn smiled.

“That’s all I ask.” She said. “Now, you slip these on and I’ll go get the other things we’ll need.”

With that, she held out a small bag. I took it and it was lighter than it looked. As Ms Finn turned to leave I looked inside and what I saw made me shiver.

The bag was full of underwear. It was full of girly underwear, panties and bralettes and pantihose in a range of colours and styles, a range of fabrics, but all of them were decidedly feminine, and all of them were more than a little racy.

“I’ll be back soon so… don’t take too long.” Ms Finn said as she stopped by the door.

There was a twinkle in her eye. I couldn’t speak so I just nodded again. Ms Finn opened the door, stepped out, and closed the door after herself, leaving me alone.
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I rummaged through the bag as quickly as I could, aware I needed to get dressed before Ms Finn returned. I grabbed a pair of white panties and a white bralette that looked like they were part of a matching set, and a pair of tan pantihose.

The panties and bralette were made of a delicate, silky material, decorated with lace. They were on the larger side of the underwear in the bag but still, there was a lot less material to the panties than I was used to.

I figured it was worth trying though, committing to my character, the play, my new friends, so… I slipped the panties on. The way they felt as they slipped up my legs made my whole body ache in a way I was not expecting. I wiggled my hips and ass as I pulled them into place and I felt a heat rising.

They cupped my cock perfectly, despite being so small, but that was about all they covered. They were high cut, showing off a lot of leg, hips and thighs, and the back was little more than a thin slip of fabric that nestled in my ass crack, showing off almost all of my ass.

They were definitely on the sexier side of feminine underwear but… I quite liked that. Looking down at myself I couldn’t help but smile, delighting in how they accentuated my body.

With smooth legs, shaved, I looked… cute, and hot. My usual underwear never made me feel cute and hot.

I felt my cock throb, a sensation that unsettled me. I pushed away the rush of feelings and emotions and turned my attention to the rest of the underwear, the bralette and the pantihose.

The bralette was easy to slip on, a lot like a vest, but tighter and smaller, hugging just the upper area of my chest, lace and silk, sensual, with just enough padding and squeeze to make it seem like I had a pair of small, perky tits. I blushed as I looked down at my body again, the bralette shaping my chest, the panties shaping my butt and hips. I was so smooth, so feminine, so… hot.

I tore my attention away from myself, aware I needed to focus. Pantihose were next.

I sat down to slip those on, bunching the legs up like socks, slipping my left foot in first, pulling the sheer material up over my calf and knee before slipping my right foot in and repeating. The material was tight, caressing me, making my body grow hot. I’d never felt anything like it before. Was it the pantihose, the fact I was shaved, or was it both combined? Whatever it was, it was almost addictive.

I pulled the pantihose up completely, tugging them up over my thighs, up around my hips and ass. The tight, elastic material compressed the small bulge of my cock, squeezing and shaping my ass to make it seem peachier. I was stunned by the difference they made. Suddenly my legs looked shapely and full, my ass round, and the sheer material made the smooth flesh look flawless and sensual.

I giggled. On a whim I shifted, wiggling, posing, watching my body move. Already I was beginning to feel more feminine and… I liked it.

I struck pose after pose, enjoying the new sensations, and then…

There was a knock, and the door began to open.
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“Oh, you look so cute!” Ms Finn said as she stepped in.

I hadn’t had a chance to grab the towel so I just stood there, dressed in only sexy, girly underwear as she looked me up and down. I blushed, embarrassed, feeling even more exposed than if I were naked, but she seemed not to notice.

“You’re going to fit the part perfectly, I can tell.” She said, smiling. “But you can’t perform in just underwear now can you?”

She chuckled as she said that. My teacher seeing me like this was one thing. My new friends seeing me like this was another.

“So… how about we finish up then we can go squeeze in a little rehearsal time?” Ms Finn said.

I nodded, too flustered to answer with words. In her hands she was holding the rest of my outfit—in one hand she held a mid-thigh length pleated skirt, a cute sweater, and a pair of simple heels, and in the other hand she held a long blonde wig and a case. The sight of it all made my heart race.

“Now, why don’t you slip the clothes on, then we can teach you the basics of makeup and hair, since you’ll need to start doing your own from tomorrow as I’ll be too busy with rehearsals to do this every day.” Ms Finn said.

With that, she moved forward, and she handed me the clothes.

She stood watching me, waiting. I took a deep breath and, slowly, began to dress.

I pulled the skirt on first, slipping it up over my pantihose-clad legs, the caress almost sensual, then fastened it around my hips. Then came the sweater, shorter in the body than I was used to, and just tight enough that there was the barest hint of the padding in my bralette, making it look almost like I had small tits.

Finally, I slipped on the heels. Fastening them I stood up straight and I was surprised to discover the effect they had on me, making me stand in a way that made my back straighter, forcing my chest out and butt out.

“Heels are part of your character's costume.” Ms Finn said. “I’ll need you to get in lots of practice wearing them so consider those a gift. They’re yours until the performance is done. In fact, feel free to borrow anything you need to get more practice. The costume and makeup department is very well stocked and I want you to be at your best for opening night.”

I nodded. I knew I was going to need to practise to get into character but the thought of borrowing heels and clothes and makeup and wigs along with the underwear I’d already been given was… a lot. Yet, I didn’t want to let my friends down. I figured I could always just practice a little in the privacy of my room, so I didn’t disappoint anyone.

My body throbbed at that though, dressing up in my room, alone, to practise being feminine and pretty. I could feel something deep in me stirring, something that I pushed away, not willing to face it. I needed to focus on the final steps of getting ready.

“You look cute though. Every ounce the cute woman you’re meant to be playing. Just… we need to add the final touches. Hair and makeup. You sit down and I’ll show you how. I’m happy to give you tips and extra lessons over the next few weeks too but… you need to learn this for yourself, okay?” Ms Finn said.

I nodded. She was already busy with all the preparation for the play so it made sense that she wouldn’t be able to babysit me and do my hair and makeup every day. I’d need to learn to do my own makeup, to make myself look feminine. Something about that thought made my heart flutter.

As Ms Finn stood waiting I moved to the chair she had gestured to, sat, and waited for her to begin.


Four

It did not take as long as I had thought to get me ready. Ms Finn worked quickly, efficiently, clearly skilled and knowledgeable.

As she worked she talked me through what she was doing, the tool and the products, the choice of colours, the techniques. I did my best to take it all in but there was too much, too quickly. She told me not to worry though.

“You can learn everything you need to on the internet, and if you ever have any questions you can come talk to me. I’m happy to help.” She said, smiling.

I thanked her, but she silenced me, smiling, telling me to stay still so I didn’t ruin my makeup. I smiled, blushing, and did my best to pay attention.

Ms Finn applied first eyeshadow, then mascara, finally eyeliner.

“I’m going for an almost no makeup look, to make you seem innocent, as that suits your character, but it's worth practising different styles as that’ll develop your skills faster.” She said.

I gave a tiny nod when there was a break in her working to let her know I was listening. She smiled at that.

After my eyes she worked on my lips, adding lipstick and gloss to make my lips seem fuller, plumper. Finally, she added some shadows and highlights to help shape my face.

“We’re lucky as you’ve already got a naturally pretty face and even without makeup you’re quite cute, but everyone benefits from a little extra help, especially when we’re on stage under all those harsh lights.” She said.

That made sense, and I watched as she used various brushes and creams and powders. The thought of borrowing the makeup kit she was using and practising in my room made me feel both nervous and excited. Yet… I knew I had to do it, to commit to the part and the play, so it wasn’t like I wanted to, was it?

“There, makeup done. Now the final detail.”

With that Ms Finn grabbed the wig.

She pulled my natural hair up and back, slipping a small cap over my head, keeping my hair in place, tucked up out of the way, and then she slipped the wig on top. The long blonde locks fell over my face, blinding me, tickling my nose and my shoulders, loose waves dishevelled.

“We pin this in place, like… this…”

Ms Finn worked, clipping the wig in place so it wouldn’t move.

“… then style so it looks neat and natural. For heavy styling and washing we do it when it’s off the head, so when you slip it on it just needs a little adjusting so it's not too messy, but we don’t want it too neat either.”

She used her fingers to tease it all into a semblance of order. Once she was done she sat back and looked me over.

“Perfect. Now, shall we go and introduce you so the rest of the cast can get used to this version of you?” She said.

I was still, timid and uncertain. I had known this moment was coming but still… I wasn’t ready. It was too late to back out though so I just nodded.

“Sure.” I said.

With that Ms Finn offered me her hand and helped me to my feet.

“Just follow me and… walk slowly, heel to toe. Let your hips roll and your butt wiggle. It’ll help you keep your balance.” She said, grinning.

With that, she turned and walked away. I stood for a moment, watching her walk towards the door.

On a whim I turned to face the mirror to the side, to see what I looked like, preparing myself for the worst. What I saw shocked me.

It was not what I had feared, nor what I had hoped. It was… something else entirely.

I had expected to see a boy dressed like a girl, had feared I would look foolish and silly, had hoped I’d look presentable, feminine, but…

The truth was I was neither. I was neither because I had vanished. Mitch had vanished. The boy I’d always seen when I’d looked in the mirror had vanished and had been replaced with a young woman, a beautiful young woman. It was a transformation beyond even my wildest imaginings.

The skirt flared out around my thighs, my legs smooth and soft and hairless, cinched tight around my waist, which with my heels made my ass look full and my waist trim. My sweater was cute, with small, subtle tits underneath thanks to my bralette’s padding. Yet… it was my face that was most striking.

I was so used to seeing my face when I looked in the mirror that what I saw in that moment took me by surprise. It wasn’t my face, or rather… it was my face, just my face if I were a girl. Just the addition of makeup and a wig had completely transformed me. I was…

“Are you coming?” Ms Finn said.

Her voice snapped my attention away from the mirror. I could feel a warm fluttering in my chest and my belly.

I had been nervous about facing my friends before, but after seeing my reflection, the girl I’d become, the nervousness felt different, changed subtly, a fizzing, trembling hopefulness in it that was hard to decipher. In my head I told myself it was just for the play, to give the best performance I could, hoping to reassure myself, but something about that though didn’t fit right. Still, I had no time to dwell on it. I had rehearsals to get on with.
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As I stepped out Ms Finn made a loud coughing sound. Everyone stopped what they were doing and turned to look. I had not been expecting everyone to turn to face me at once and the tide of their attention, flicking from our teacher to me, made me freeze.

The way they looked at me was like nothing I’d experienced before. There was… something in their eyes, something hard, almost hungry, and everyone smiled.

“Everyone, I want you to introduce you to Madison.” Ms Finn said.

The name struck me. Madison?

“While dressed in character you are to refer to her as Madison. This is to help you all learn to see her as a woman, to enhance your performances on the night. This will also help Madison slip into character and embrace her femininity. Is this clear to all of you?”

Ms Finn's voice was loud, bold, commanding. She’d said nothing about this to me.

Yet, everyone around the room just nodded, agreeing. I felt a wash of emotions. While I was dressed in character everyone would be treating me as a girl, as a girl called Madison. While dressed in character I’d not be Mitch, rehearsing, but I’d be Madison. Everyone would treat me like a girl, not just while I was reading lines, but… constantly.

If I was dressed in character—and I was going to be dressed in character for every rehearsal—then they’d treat me like a girl, like a woman. How was that going to feel? What was that going to do to me?

Sure, it’d make the performance on the night more convincing, but… there was something in me that was both terrified and overjoyed at the prospect, and I wasn’t sure what that meant.

It was all too much. It was far too much. I couldn’t…

It was like the past all over again. I could feel it swelling up, the same feelings. It was wrong. It was all wrong. It was the past happening all over again only this time it was worse and...

“Hi, Madison.” A voice said.

I snapped out of my panicked spiral, looked up, and… I saw Tom, smiling, holding out a hand.

“Nice to meet you.” He said, smiling.

There was something in his smile that was so reassuring and comforting. He was so calm and composed, so gentle. He was leading by example, just accepting me, and it felt… nice.

“I’m looking forward to performing together. I know you’re going to do great.”

I smiled, took his hand, and he shook it, gently.

“Thank you.” I whispered, my voice softer, more feminine.

I felt myself blush.

“Now, everyone back to work, we’ve got lots to do.” Ms Finn said.

Slowly everyone turned away from me, their attention turning back to the tasks they’d been attending to before, but there were more than a few lingering glances. I couldn’t help but remember that I was, in many ways, the only girl in a school full of young men. That thought sent a trembling thrill through me.

I’d seen my reflection. I knew how cute I was. What were the others thinking when they looked at me. I felt a heat in my belly.

“Now, you two can start rehearsing together. Since you’re the leads and the performance hinges on how you perform together I want you to get in as much time together as you can, okay? Obviously, we have these rehearsals but… I’d encourage you to find time outside of this if you can. I’m counting on you.”

My head spun. She wanted me to… wanted me to rehearse outside of the official rehearsals with Tom? Wanted me to get into character, become Madison, and rehearse?

“I can do that.” Tom said.

He looked at me, smiling.

“It’ll be fun, right?” He said to me. “You and me. I know we can impress everyone if we put in the work. You’re up for it too, right?”

I was silent. Tom and Ms Finn stared at me, watching me. I couldn’t say no…

“Yeah, sure.” I said.

They both beamed, happy with my response. I began to wonder what I’d let myself in for.
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Initially, the rehearsals were awkward and clumsy, even more so than the auditions. Being dressed in character, rehearsing as Madison, left me feeling exposed and vulnerable in a way that was new and terrifying. I was struggling to focus, but Tom was kind and patient.

“Just take a few deep breaths and keep going. You’re doing great, honestly.” He said as I struggled right at the start, my voice shaking.

I did my best to focus on him, wanting to get as much out of the rehearsal as possible, but also… it was a way to hide. Around us I was increasingly aware of the other students, my new friends, staring at me, watching me.

Sure as the new boy I’d drawn attention, but this was several levels beyond that. People just kept staring at me.

At first, it felt familiar, and I could feel panic rising. It felt like my old school, my old friends, after… after everything that had happened. It was just like being back there, with the whispers and the rumours and the feeling like I was an outsider, like I was a freak, like I was in danger, but as I settled I realised it felt different.

The way they looked at me was softer, less judgemental, less harsh. Their stares weren’t filled with hate or anger. They were staring at me because I was dressed like a girl, because I was at rehearsals as Madison, but there was no animosity in that for them. Instead, it was more curious, a cautious attention as though they couldn’t help but stare at me.

As I settled into it I almost began, in a way, to enjoy their attention.

I’d seen my reflection in the mirror. I knew I looked good, that I was cute, but seeing the other students around me unable to stop staring began to feel like proof that I looked good.

As I continued to rehearse with Tom I kept catching my new friends staring and every time I’d glance in their direction they’d look away quickly, as though not wanting to be caught. I began to realise that I was probably the first cute girl any of them had seen in a while.

My heart began to beat harder, faster, a blush creeping over my cheeks. What were they thinking? Did they think I was cute? Hot? Were they attracted to me?

And… why did that thought make my belly flutter?

On a whim I began to smile at those I caught staring at me, wanting to be friendly. It was like I was settling into the role of Madison, my more feminine self, a girl rehearsing for a play, and I was learning to behave like a girl, like an attractive young woman surrounded by young men.

When I caught my friends staring I smiled, battling my eyelashes, and… I noticed them blush, turn away, not quite sure what to do. It was thrilling to have that effect on people. I felt hot for the first time in my life. No one had ever looked at me like that, reacted to me like that.

There was power in it, addictive, a sense of blossoming. As Mitch I was always uncomfortable, awkward, overlooked, but as Madison I drew attention, I was stared at, and I was… I was confident.

I realised as the rehearsal went on that I was becoming more and more settled in what I was wearing, in how I was presenting. Tom helped, treating me normally, kindly and gently, like he’d treat any pretty girl, and the other students were all accepting of me, accepting of the role I was playing, so I began to lean into the part. I began to play Madison more enthusiastically.

I smiled, shifted, moving with more grace as I practised my part in the play. I began to strut more in my heels, heel to toe, letting my hips roll and my ass sway—the feeling of the hem of my skirt caressing my pantihose-clad thighs was almost electric—and I found I enjoyed the extra attention I got the more I leant into my new persona.

And as a benefit, the more I leant into the role of Madison, the less nervous I was. It was like the feminine clothing and appearance became a suit of armour, making me feel strong, bold, brave. Or… no, that wasn’t quite right. It felt less like a suit of armour and more like no longer being held back, like a weight had been lifted.

Armour was heavy, cumbersome, and being Madison was anything but that. I felt light and joyful and happy.

“You’re really getting it!” Tom said, beaming.

Our rehearsal might have started awkwardly, but the more we worked together the better it got and the more I settled into being Madison around Tom and my new friends the more empowered I felt. I began to almost enjoy myself, forgetting about the strangeness of the situation, the fact that I was the only girl in the room, what I was wearing, instead enjoying reading lines with Tom.

As we moved from scene to scene it was clear that we really did have good chemistry together. I began to fall into my part, and Tom began to fall into his. Time began to fly by, and then we moved on to one of the penultimate scenes. An intense argument followed by…

As I read the script my heart skipped. We were… we were supposed to kiss. I froze.

“Just read the lines. We can fake the ending.” Tom said. “It’s just a play remember.”

The way he looked at me it was like he’d read my mind. Still, the thought of having to kiss him, the thought of everyone watching and… it was too much. Memory surged, my past, all the fear and anger and sadness.

“I… I can’t… I think I’m done for the day anyway. It’s late and I need to get changed remember. Maybe we can work on that scene next time?” I said.

Tom nodded.

“Sure, go get changed and next time we can talk about it before rehearsing. It doesn’t mean anything and… you did really well today. I enjoyed myself, rehearsing with you, and I think you’re going to give an amazing performance.”

I smiled, flattered by his words.

“Thanks.” I said.

As I turned to leave, to change back to Mitch, I felt a pang. I’d been enjoying myself, had been enjoying feeling cute, but it was just to get into character, for rehearsals. That was all, and rehearsals were over.

Still, I consoled myself that the play was still weeks away, and I still had lots of work to do. There were still numerous chances to get into character as Madison. I smiled at that thought, a joy in the idea that each rehearsal was a dress rehearsal for me. This was just the first one. There were more to follow.

As I walked I felt the other students around me watch me. I couldn’t resist the urge to put a little extra wiggle in my step, heel to toe, hips rolling, butt wiggling. I wondered if Tom was watching me leave.

As I left numerous people stopped what they were doing, turning to me, letting me know how impressed they were. People approached me to tell me how good my performance was, how great I looked. The way they spoke to me, talking about me, it was… it was like they were talking to a girl.

They were all following Ms Finn’s instructions. I was, to them, in that moment, Madison. I was a girl. I was her and she. Mitch was gone.

And I liked it.

I especially liked how people kept telling me I was pretty, how people kept telling me how cute I looked, how they liked my makeup and my hair, my clothes. I’d never really been complimented as Mitch, but as Madison it was different, and I had a feeling I could get very used to it.


Five

After getting changed I gathered together the things I’d need to get in more practice in my room—makeup and wigs, clothes, heels, even the bag of underwear—and Ms Finn gave me a bag with the toiletries I’d used, razor, foam, soap, moisturisers.

“Try to shave every few days. Don’t do it every day as you’ll irritate your skin, but keeping on top of it regularly is more efficient and it’ll mean when you get to rehearsals you can slip right into character as Madison without the arduous task of shaving before every practice.” She said.

I nodded. Her words made sense, shaving when I showered, in my room, would save me time, make things more efficient, but it felt strange. I’d be keeping myself smooth and hairless until the performance was over. I’d be keeping myself soft and sensitive.

That along with the thought that she wanted me to wear the panties and bralettes and pantihose under my normal clothes, made my body throb and ache, made my head spin. Still, though part of me wanted to resist, a larger part just…agreed.

It was for the play, to make my performance the best it could be. I didn’t want to let my friends down. That was all, right? It wasn’t anything more than wanting to do my best for the play, for the performance, was it?

I clung to that thought, unwilling to face my feelings, unwilling to dig any deeper than that. I had enough to cope with.

After that first rehearsal, the thought of that penultimate scene where I was supposed to kiss Tom kept playing in my mind. I couldn’t. There was no way I could do it.

It would be like the past all over again and… I couldn’t face that.

I struggled to settle that night, even though I was exhausted, and the next day my mind kept playing possibilities out in my head. How could I avoid it? It was part of the play. I couldn’t let Ms Finn or my friends down, yet I knew I couldn’t go through with the scene.

Even as Madison I knew I couldn’t do it. There was a block there.

As the next practice got closer I began to feel trapped. I knew Tom and I would be rehearsing again together, and we’d left it at that scene. I knew I couldn’t avoid it, but I wasn’t ready to face it. I had no idea what to do.

So it was with a sense of dread that I got changed into my costume, transforming myself from Mitch to Madison. It was strange, doing it on my own, but also uplifting in a way, empowering.

It was also much quicker.

I’d spent the day, like Ms Finn had said, in panties, bralette—a matching set in soft pink—and pantihose, so I’d not needed to strip fully, instead just changing out of my normal clothes and into something more feminine. I chose a skirt again, slightly shorter, with a cropped, sleeveless t-shirt that showed off my belly and arms, adding a pair of cute heeled boots to the outfit as the final touch.

My makeup took the longest time, but I went for a simple look that took minimal skill and effort, copying some techniques I’d seen Ms Finn use along with others I’d learned from some videos I’d watched. Finally, there was my hair, my wig.

I slipped that on exactly as Ms Finn had shown me, styling it briefly before checking myself in the mirror. I smiled as I saw my reflection.

I looked cute. I looked pretty. I looked… I looked like Madison.

Sure my makeup wasn’t quite as good as Ms Finn’s, but I had time to learn. I just needed to practise, and I could do that in my room. The important thing was that for the first time, I was impressed with my achievement. I’d managed to transform myself. I’d gone from Mitch to Madison and I’d done it all on my own.

There was something empowering about knowing I could slip into my feminine persona just on my own, whenever I wanted or needed. I felt my heart skip.

Yet, even as I smiled I felt a twang of nervousness. I’d gotten into character and that meant… it was time for rehearsals.
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Yet I needn’t have worried. The moment I stepped out everyone was eager to say hi and welcome me.

They were all still following Ms Finn’s instructions, treating me like a girl, like Madison, so we could all get used to me being the female lead. It was becoming more and more comfortable for me, and I moved with greater ease and grace.

I enjoyed the compliments too, everyone telling me how good I looked, how pretty I was. It was strange. I knew I shouldn’t have enjoyed it but I did. I liked the attention, the way people looked at me, the way the other boys all looked at me, and I liked the way they told me I was pretty or cute or even hot.

It was nice too, to make more than a few of them blush as I teased them a little. I felt powerful in a way I never had before. I felt confident in a way I never had before.

But then I saw Tom. He was standing, waiting for me so we could begin rehearsing, and he was smiling at me with a glint in his eyes.

It was one thing to flirt with the other boys, playing up the part of Madison, discovering what kind of girl she was—apparently, she liked to tease boys, liked to get a reaction, and she really liked compliments—but it was another thing to even talk to Tom.

For a start he was my best friend at the new school, and… he was also clearly the most attractive out of all my new friends. There was something classically handsome about him, and while I’d noticed it as Mitch—how could anyone not notice it—I could feel it as Madison. The way he looked at me, the way he spoke to me, it was all… it made me flustered.

But it was more than that too. There was the rehearsal. I didn’t have to rehearse with any of the other boys. I was free to tease them. With Tom though I had to rehearse opposite him. I was supposed to… was supposed to kiss him.

Yet I couldn’t. I knew I couldn’t. As I looked at him I froze.

And then… he moved towards me.
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“You look cute.” He said.

I smiled. I blushed.

Why was I blushing? None of the other boys had made me blush when they’d complimented me.

“Look, I know you got a bit worried and flustered yesterday over that final scene and I just wanted to reassure you today before we start. I have no problem with acting. I mean… that’s all this is, right, acting? So… it’s not weird for me. It’s all just staged. We just need to work on angles and movements to make it look like there’s a kiss when there’s supposed to be. Obviously, that’s less than ideal, but… we’re just here to have fun and learn skills. We’re not professional actors so what does it matter if it's not perfect. No one is expecting us to actually make out on stage.”

Tom smiled at me. I felt a massive weight lift.

“We can fake it?”

Tom nodded.

“Absolutely. It’s what we normally do. I mean… it’s what I was going to tell you yesterday before you ran off.”

I took a deep breath then laughed.

“Did you think we were actually going to have to make out on stage?” Tom asked.

He was smiling. The way he asked the question, the way he looked at me, was… odd. I felt a shiver run up my spine.

I nodded.

“Yeah, kinda…” I said.

It was his turn to laugh.

“Interesting. What’s even more interesting is that you came back even thinking that you’d have to make out with me. I’ll remember that.”

The way he said it was teasing but… friendly, light-hearted, kind, and I felt my blush surge, covering my face and throat, creeping over my chest.

“I… I didn’t…”

I struggled for words.

“I’m just messing with you. Now, you want me to show you how we fake it? If I show you we can go over the scene a few times to see if you can get the hang of it.”

I nodded. I was flustered, nervous, but… it felt kinda of nice.

Tom held out his hand and I took it. He led me off to a quiet area of the room where we could practise, and set about showing me how the kiss could be faked.

It was simple enough, just a matter of him blocking the audience's view with his body while we moved close enough so that it seemed like we were making out but just without our lips meeting. Yet it still meant us getting close. It meant pressing my body against Tom’s, meant pressing my face close to his, wrapping my arms around him and him wrapping his arms around me.

The kiss might have been staged, but everything else about it was real. I could feel the heat of his body, smell his sweat, could feel his hand, even his breath on my neck, and, worse, I could see the way he stared into my eyes on the lead-up to it all, moving in slowly, as though he were about to kiss me, leaning in towards me as I moved towards him, offering my lips up to him, my heart racing, only for us both to move so that lips avoided each other by just a hair's breadth.

It might have been a fake kiss, but the effect it had on me was real.

“There, that’s how we do it. Think you can manage it?” Tom asked as he moved away after showing me.

I was blushing, struggling to look him in the eye. I nodded.

“I… yeah, I think so.”

“We’ll need to practise though. That one was a bit off. On the night it needs to look as convincing as possible so when we run through the scene we should take each reading as a chance to practice. Okay?”

I stared at him. Each time we read the scene we were going to have to perform a face kiss until the movements were perfect. I was going to have to get close to him, press against him, feel him holding me as I held him. Sure it wasn’t an actual kiss but it was pretty close.

I could feel a swell of emotions. Fear, sadness. It was just like my past, just like… only it was all fake. It was just for the play. That was all.

If I kept telling myself that it’d be okay it’d be okay. It wasn’t the same. This was a new school, new people, and it was all just pretend. I was Madison, a girl in a play, and it was all fake. All of it.

Yet… something about that didn’t feel quite right.
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At the end of rehearsals, Ms Finn came over to talk to me and Tom. She was smiling but there was something in her expression.

“You two are making excellent progress.” She said. “And Madison I’m especially pleased with you. Not only do you look amazing today but you are really embracing your role. The way you move, the way you smile, the way you act… it’s amazing to watch. You’ve got everyone around you captivated, even Tom here.”

The way she said it, with a smirk, made me turn to face Tom, curious about the word captivated. I felt my belly flutter as I saw Tom blush, a rush of emotions. Was he embarrassed? Why?

“I mean… you… it’s just… you look really pretty. Sorry.” He said.

He was flustered. I smiled.

“See. You have such an effect on everyone. You’ve really stepped into the role of Madison and embraced your femininity. I can already see the change in you and in everyone around you and I’m really very impressed. I’m impressed with both of you, but… there’s a problem…”

I was quiet. I felt Tom stiffen slightly. It was clear he really cared about Ms Finn’s opinion.

“I was watching you and… while your readings were all very good, though obviously they still need a little working on, it's that kiss scene that has me worried.”

I felt a cold chill run up my spine. Her methods so far had been very unconventional so I found myself panicking about what she was going to suggest.

“I just think you both need to relax a little. Watching you you’re both just too stiff and rigid with your movements. It’s obvious you’re both nervous and it shows, but in the scene, your characters wouldn’t be stiff or awkward. It's a moment of passion. You should be eager and enthusiastic for each other. Does that make sense?” She said.

I nodded and beside me, Tom nodded.

“Good. Now, I want you both to try to make time to practise that scene specifically, with an emphasis on the kiss and how you move and embrace each other. It needs to look real and you need to sell your passion for each other. Your words are convincing but your movements are letting you down. Treat it almost like a dance rehearsal. Practise how you move towards each other, do it over and over and over until it feels like second nature. It’ll help you both relax so you seem more natural and the less you have to think about it the more real it’ll seem to the audience. Can you do that for me?”

I was quiet.

“I can.” Tom said. “If you’re willing Madison?”

He was talking to me. I felt my heart beating hard. I was going to have to practise the fake kiss over and over and over. But… at least it was fake, right?

“I… yeah, I’m willing to give it a go, for the performance.” I said.

Tom and Ms Finn both smiled at me.

“Just give it your best.” She said. “That’s all I ask.”
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As the others began to pack up and leave rehearsal Tom grabbed my arm, holding me back as I went to change.

“I was… I spoke to Ms Finn, after she had a chat with us, and she’s given us the okay to use the stage area whenever we want to practise. I was thinking… maybe we could both stay late tonight and just keep going over things for a bit. I’ve not got any plans and… unless you’re busy?” Tom said.

I felt my cheeks flush slightly. Everyone else was leaving, including Ms Finn. If I agreed to stay behind to practise it would just be the two of us and that thought made me both nervous but also… I felt my heart skip and my belly flutter.

“Please?” Tom said. “Just an hour at most. I really want to get this right. Your performance is so good and I don’t want this one scene to let us down.”

There was a softness in his eyes and I felt a pang at this thought of saying no, of disappointing him. So… I nodded.

“Yeah, sure. I mean… I guess extra rehearsal time after main rehearsals will save me time with having to keep getting changed.” I said.

Tom smiled. Around us people began to shout out goodbyes, setting off back to their rooms for the evening. At the last Ms Finn shouted out goodbye, reminding us to turn out the lights once we were done.

“And don’t practise too hard you two. I don’t want you burning out.” She called.

“We’ll be sensible.” Tom said.

He turned to look back at me, smiling.

“Right?”

I nodded. Yet, something in me felt that staying back alone with Tom to practise that penultimate scene was anything but sensible.

And… that part was right.

In the beginning, it went smoothly. We rehearsed the final few lines before going in for the embrace and the fake kiss and I could see what Ms Finn had meant.

We were both stiff and awkward, clumsy. There was nothing natural or passionate about the movements we made. We were both clearly nervous and trying hard not to embrace with too much force, careful not to accidentally touch in a way we shouldn’t.

And… there was more than that too. I could see in Tom’s eyes, in the way he moved, that he was more nervous than me. Reading the lines was fine, but when it came to embracing me, to faking the kiss, he wouldn’t look at me. He was even clumsier and more awkward than me and it was, in a way, kinda cute. I remember how he had blushed when Ms Finn had teased him and it clicked.

Tom thought I was cute. When he looked at me in character he really did see Madison. He was a pretty girl. And… he was nervous.

Realising that gave me more confidence. Tom was tall, broad, strong, masculine, and cute in a rugged, handsome kinda way. That I as Madison made him nervous made me feel good about myself. I was cute, pretty, hot, and I was making him flustered.

I embraced that energy, embodying it, and that allowed me to relax into the role. I was a cute girl, about to kiss a boy she was into after a heated conversation. I began to throw myself into the role.

My movements became less stiff, less rigid. I began to wiggle my hips more, began to strut more, began to smile more. I began to enjoy myself. I began to tease Tom, enjoying his reactions, and as I settled into my role he too began to relax.

With no one else around I soon stopped feeling self-conscious. I began to feel more confident. I began to feel good.

And then it all went wrong. I should have left with everyone else. I should have known I couldn’t be trusted. After my past, my previous mistake, I should have known I would have messed it all up.

I’d made friends. Tom had been kind to me. People had accepted me.

I messed all that up.

After the lines I moved to embrace Tom, feeling more at ease than ever before, and he moved towards me. It felt almost natural now, with no one around watching us, alone, having done it over and over and over.

The way he looked at me made me feel good and I could see how much he was enjoying my attention. I knew it was acting though. He was just acting.

Yet, in that moment, I allowed myself to get carried away. As Tom moved towards me I moved towards him. We embraced, arms wrapping around each other, bodies close.

We looked into each other's eyes. We moved closer.

I was meant to move my face just slightly to the side. Tom was meant to move his face slightly to the side. We moved closer, closer, and neither of us adjusted. I felt his breath. I felt his grip tighten. I pressed into him.

Then… we kissed. Our lips met. There was nothing fake about it.

We kissed for a fleeting moment that felt like forever. He held me and my lips moved against his, tasting him, my heart racing.

I realised what I’d done. I’d done it again.

I pulled back, looked up at my new friend.

“Sorry.” I said. “I’m so sorry.”

I pulled away even as Tom tried to hold onto me and I turned and fled, back to my room, not even getting changed back to Mitch. I didn’t care if people saw me. I just needed to be away.


Six

I struggled to sleep that night, dreams, or rather nightmares, my past, the massive fuck-up that had ruined my life. The mistake I’d made that had changed everything.

And now I’d done it again.

I woke exhausted, aching, heavy. I had to face Tom. I had to face him after what I’d done, after I’d kissed him. I wanted to crawl into a hole and hide but I knew I couldn’t. I didn’t know what I was going to face but… I’d faced it before and I knew I could face it again, even as painful as it was going to be.

So, I got up, got dressed, and headed to class.

I was expecting looks, whispers, fast-spreading rumours, like before, but there was none of that. Instead, it was… just like the day before. It was like nothing had happened. No one reacted any differently to me. People greeted me warmly. There was no change, there was no dark cloud, it was like I’d never kissed him. Or rather… it was almost like I’d never kissed him.

From the reactions of my friends, I assumed Tom was a kinder, better, more forgiving person than I was used to. He’d not told anyone. Yet… he still knew. He’d been there after all. He was the one I’d kissed.

I avoided looking at him, not willing or able to face his anger or his disappointment, his disdain or his disgust. I could feel the weight of my actions sitting on my chest, crushing me. I didn’t need the extra weight of his emotions on top of it all.

I did my best to avoid him for the rest of the day, hoping the dust would settle. If he hadn’t told anyone maybe he was willing to be kind and let it go. Maybe if I just never talked about it things would be okay.

Maybe that was his offer?

If I never spoke of it he’d never speak of it and we could move on from the mistake. I’d always felt a kindness in him so maybe… maybe he was willing to forgive and forget, to move on. If he was I was not going to refuse. So, I resigned myself to acting as though it had never happened.

As the day passed I pushed my emotions deep—I was used to doing that and I’d had a lot of practice at it—and I pushed the memory away. If Tom was offering me a chance to forget about it and move on as though nothing had happened then I wasn’t going to refuse his generosity.

So, though the day was awkward and I was tense and on edge, it was not as bad as I feared. Nobody treated me any differently, with the exception of Tom who seemed to be cautiously avoiding me, and though I on was on edge and feeling terrible about what I’d done, I did eventually manage to relax a little.

But then, at the end of the day, I remembered… rehearsals. There were more rehearsals. I’d been so busy fretting and worrying that I'd forgotten I had rehearsals again.

I wondered if I could avoid them, just skip out, but if I did that then I might as well skip out of it altogether. If I did that I’d be letting everyone down, and… I’d be abandoning my role as Madison, would be abandoning my friends.

My head spun and my heart ached. Maybe… maybe it would be okay. Maybe Tom and I could just pretend like it had never happened. He hadn’t told anyone and neither had I. We could just avoid being alone together and maybe it would be okay.

I’d fucked up enough by kissing him that I figured the least I could do was try to give a good performance for the play that seemed to matter so much to him. So, anxious, almost terrified, I forced myself to go to rehearsal where I knew I was going to have to interact with him.
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“Hey.” Tom said.

He wouldn’t look me in the eye. He looked nervous.

“Hey.” I said. “I… I’m going to go get changed.”

Tom nodded, said nothing. I slipped away, changed from Mitch to Madison—the process was quicker and more efficient. I smiled, pleased at how good I was getting at transforming myself.

As I looked in the mirror my smile brightened. I was cute.

Yet… I felt a surge of emotion. It hadn’t been Mitch who had kissed Tom. It had been Madison. I could feel the subtle changes to my personality and movements. I really was beginning to embody a more feminine character now, was slipping into the role almost effortlessly.

I could feel a facet of my personality emerging. It was that facet that had acted. I could feel it. I needed to stay in control. I was just acting. Madison wasn’t real. Was she?

I felt a surge of thoughts, feelings, emotions, but it was too much. I didn’t have time to process it all and it felt… dangerous. After the kiss the last thing I needed was an existential crisis so I pushed it all away, pushed it all deep down, like I was used to doing, and I turned to head out to rehearsal.

In costume, I felt more confident, more relaxed. Madison was not Mitch. She was bold and flirtatious, and as my friends all smiled at the sight of me I smiled back. And then I saw Tom staring at me.

It was the first time he’d really looked at me. It was the first time I’d really looked at him.

I blushed, heart skipping, memory threatening to overwhelm me, and I saw him blush too, then look away. I took a deep breath and walked towards him, trying to get my head and my heart in order.

“Hi.” I said. “Are you… ready to practise some scenes?”

Tom nodded, suggested an earlier scene in the performance, one that thankfully involved no closeness. I agreed and, without any mention of the previous evening, the kiss, we began to rehearse.

Though it was nice to throw myself back into acting, playing the role of Madison rehearsing for the play, not having to think too much about what had happened, focussing on memorising the lines and getting the emotions right for the scene, there was something… off. The day before I’d been enjoying rehearsing with Tom. I’d been enjoying the feeling of being pretty, feminine, learning to move and flow.

It was like I’d been letting part of myself that I’d kept locked up for years out of its cage, out of her cage. I’d found it joyful, liberating, uplifting, but now…

It felt wrong. There was a stiffness, an awkwardness, and coldness. I could feel myself holding back and I could feel Tom holding back too. Yesterday there’d been chemistry between us but that had vanished, replaced with something clumsy and stilted.

We tried again and again, both of us getting frustrated with ourselves, and we tried scene after scene—though avoiding the penultimate scene—but nothing worked. If anything things just became more awkward and stiff as we became frustrated. I knew it was my fault and I felt terrible.

“I think we should quit for the day.” Tom said. “Maybe tomorrow it’ll be better?”

I smiled, feeling sad, like I’d let my friend down—I knew I had let my friend down. I felt my heart sinking. Why would tomorrow be any better? The problem wasn’t going to go away because I was the problem. I’d always been the problem.

“Yeah… sure… I…”

“You two finishing up for the evening?” A voice asked.

Ms Finn. I turned to see her approaching us, a look on her face that made me worry. Did she know?

“Yeah, I… it’s just not clicking tonight.” Tom said.

Ms Finn nodded.

“I noticed. I watched you two but didn’t want to intervene. I was hoping you’d sort this out on your own but… you’ve hit a block. Do you know why?”

Her question sounded genuine, like she was asking. I froze. I felt Tom stiffen. Clearly, she didn’t know but…

“Well, I can see from the look on your faces that you have an idea what it is. Care to tell me?”

I was silent. Tom was silent. The silence stretched out. Ms Finn chuckled.

“Fair enough. If you don’t want to talk about it I understand and I’m not going to pry, but… you need to sort it out, and quickly. You two are the stars of the performance. I have very high hopes for you both but seeing you tonight I have to wonder if maybe I need to recast you. I’d rather not but if you can’t fix whatever is going on between you then you’ll leave me with no other choice. Is that clear?”

Tom nodded. I felt a shiver run down my spine. I knew how much the performance meant to him.

I was still new to the school, but for him, the chance to perform as the lead in the play had been something he was desperately looking forward to. If I ruined that for him after everything else then I’d never be able to forgive myself. I’d done enough harm by kissing him, I couldn’t allow myself to do more by getting him kicked out of the lead role.

“We’ll fix it.” I said. “I promise.”

Tom turned to look at me, a subtle frown, questioning. Ms Finn smiled.

“I’m pleased to hear it. I look forward to seeing your improved performances tomorrow.”

With that, she turned and left us. I looked down at the floor for a moment, taking a deep breath. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me but I knew that was impossible so…

I exhaled slowly and turned to look at Tom.

“I think we need to talk.” I said. “I have something I need to tell you.”

Tom looked at me, a softness in his expression that made my chest feel light and heavy at the same time. I had hoped I’d never had to talk about the past again, that it was all behind me, but… I’d done it to myself by kissing him.
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I got changed after rehearsals, slipping back into Mitch’s clothes, but leaving my panties and bralette and pantihose on underneath, almost accustomed to them by now, finding an odd comfort in wearing them, and then headed out to meet Tom. He was waiting for me. Everyone else had left.

“Shall we go to my room?” I said. “I’d rather we have privacy since this is something I’d rather just share with you.”

Tom nodded.

“You want me to keep it a secret?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Please. I… I’m trusting you.”

He smiled.

“I never told anyone about the kiss.”

I blushed at being reminded about that, flustered. I noticed a slight pinkness to Tom’s cheeks too. The sight of that stirred something in me.

I didn’t reply though. I didn’t know how to reply. So… we headed to my room without saying a word. It was only when the door to my door clicked closed that I turned to face him.

“I should say sorry.” I said, my back to Tom.

There was quiet. I turned around to face my friend and Tom looked at me, puzzled.

“For?”

I took a deep breath. I exhaled a slow sigh.

“Kissing you. I shouldn’t have. I… it was wrong and I’m sorry.”

“But…”

I held up a hand to quiet Tom’s reply, kept talking.

“I’m not asking for you to forgive me, but I just want you to know it won’t happen again. I’m sorry. I got carried away and I’m going to do better. If you want me to drop out of the play I will, so you can find someone else to play my part, but I’m willing to stick it out so the performance goes well. I’m going to do my best to make the performance the best it can be, as my way of apologising. It’s the least I can do.”

Tom stared at me. He was still smiling.

“You don’t need to apologise.” He said. “You…”

“I do need to apologise.” I said, cutting him off. “I shouldn’t have done it, but… I guess this is one of the things I wanted to talk to you about. I… you told me why you were here, and I suppose now it’s time I told you why I’m here, why I got sent here. Maybe then you’ll understand why I need to apologise.”

Tom was silent. Slowly he nodded, offering me the chance to speak.

I’d hoped I’d never had to tell anyone my secret, not now it was in the past, but… I knew I owed Tom the truth.
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“I’ve always known I was different. I just… I’m not like other boys. I’ve always known that, felt it, but I never really understood what it was. It’s not just how different I look, how short I am, how slim. It’s more than that. It’s… it’s something deep.”

Tom was quiet, listening to me. I couldn’t look at him, couldn’t face him. It hurt to reopen the old wound.

“I’d never really talked about it to anyone. I just kept it hidden, buried it so deep I kinda forgot about it. I tried to just get on with my life, ignoring the feeling that I was in the wrong place, that I was different. I did my best to just be like everyone else but it was all just an act. I was pretending to be someone, the person everyone expected me to be. Maybe that’s why I’m so good in the play, I’ve been acting most of my life.

I chuckled at that, but it was a sound absent of humour. Maybe it was true?

“But… that changed a couple of years ago when a new kid moved to my school. He was a bit weird and awkward, but so was I and… we became friends. Good friends. I was never a loner, but I’d never had close friends, not really. I’d always been an outsider, but with Pete it was different. We were alike in a lot of ways, or it felt like we were. We used to hang out all the time, just chatting, playing video games, doing nothing. It was like I’d found someone I didn’t have to act with. Only… I realise now I was wrong. Maybe I was just so desperate for a sense of belonging that I saw something where there was nothing. I… do you remember when you told me about why you were here?”

“You mean me punching that asshole who decided to bully my friend?” He said.

I nodded.

“Yeah. I… I know it's weird but that story made me feel safe with you. I… none of my friends would have ever done that for me. When it all went wrong not one of them stuck up for me. They all just turned against me like everyone else.”

Tom stared at me for a moment and then his eyes went wide with realisation.

“I’m so sorry. I never…”

“It’s okay. I… I’ve never told anyone so you didn’t know. But… that’s why I’m so sorry about what happened. It’s not the first time. With Pete I… we got drunk on his dad’s beer one night, senior year and… it was stupid. We were watching dumb movies as we were drunk and I can’t even remember it but… he looked at me and I felt something and I just… we kissed. We really kissed. I felt something or thought I did. It was amazing. I felt like I’d found something special.”

“But you hadn’t?” Tom asked.

I shook my head.

“Two days later the rumours started. The whispers, the laughter. It was horrible. Pete and I had made out for ages, I’d thought we were both into it, but… he told everyone I forced myself onto him, that he’d had to push me off. It wasn’t like that. People turned on me. Everyone turned on me. They said… they used such hateful words.”

“I’m sorry.” Tom said. “I didn’t know.”

I took a deep breath to calm myself.

“It’s fine. It’s the past. I’m over it. Maybe. I just… I wanted to tell you so you’d understand how sorry I was. I never meant for it to happen a second time and I… I’ll work hard on the play, will do my best, or I’ll drop out, whatever is best for you. Just please… don’t tell anyone I kissed you.” I said. “I couldn’t take it if anyone turned against me again.”

Tom smiled.

“I’m not going to tell anyone if you don’t want me to but… you didn’t kiss me. Or at least it wasn’t just you kissing me. I kissed you too. I wanted to kiss you.”

I stared at him and… I felt my face grow hot as I blushed.

“Did you not feel me kiss you back?” He asked.

I nodded.

“But… I just assumed…”

“Stop assuming. Let me talk.” Tom said. “I kissed you because I wanted to. Seeing you as Madison I… I thought you were cute, and I felt we had chemistry and the way you looked at me I… I couldn’t help it, and I don’t regret it. I’m not ashamed of it either. I won’t tell anyone if you don’t want me to but I don’t care about people finding out. Most of the guys here are good people and those that aren’t well… they know why I’m here and they won’t say anything to you.”

I stared at him. I’d just assumed it was like before, like Pete, and it was my fault. I’d never even considered.

“You think Madison is cute?” I asked.

Tom nodded.

“I like you as Mitch too, but… seeing you as Madison it was like a different person. Your eyes sparkled and the way you flirted with me I… it was fun. She’s fun.”

“You really like her?” I asked. “You like me?”

Tom nodded.

“I’ve not fucked everything up?”

Tom shook his head.

“No. You’ve not fucked anything up.”

I stared at him. I smiled.

“I… I really liked it.” I said. “The kiss, getting to be Madison with you, flirting with you. I… it felt right. It felt natural.”

Tom’s smile widened.

“You know I think I have an idea.”

“What?”

“Ms Finn said we needed to get over the block between us, and you said you wanted to make our performance the best it could be, right?”

I nodded.

“Well, I think we both know why we were so awkward today.”

“The kiss.” I said.

“Exactly. So… I figure what we need to do is get over it. Get over that block. If the first kiss caused the problem, maybe…”

Tom trailed off. I could see him blushing.

“Maybe a second would fix it?” I said.

Tom looked almost nervous. He nodded again.

“I… can you turn away and close your eyes for a few minutes?” I asked. “Please?”

Tom stared at me for a moment.

“Why?” He asked.

It was my turn to smile.

“Just do it. I promise you it’ll be worth it. I think I know exactly how to fix the block between us, but you have to trust me. Can you trust me?”

Tom nodded.

“Sure. I trust you.”

With that he turned to face the wall, closing his eyes. I felt a swell of emotions. I’d been so full of fear but now, for the first time in a long time, I felt hope.


Seven

I wasted no time. I knew what I needed to do. I knew what I wanted to do.

Tom did as I said, turned to face away from me, closing his eyes, and as he did I was sure I caught him smiling, blushing. I wondered if he had any idea why I’d told him to look away. I liked the thought that he did. I enjoyed the idea that he had his suspicions and was doing as I told him anyway, enjoyed the thought of him getting excited by it.

I was definitely excited by it, but also terrified.

Once Tom was faced away from me I slipped out of my clothes, moving as quietly and as quickly as I could. I slipped out of my clothes, stripped down to my underwear and then I dressed in some of the clothes I had borrowed from the costume department.

I’d borrowed a few things, with Ms Finn’s permission and blessing, so I could practise being in character, as Madison, in my room when I had quiet time. I’d yet to practise, since I’d been so busy, and had not yet embraced Madison outside of rehearsals but in that moment I didn’t want to be Mitch. I wanted to be Madison. I wanted to be the girl Tom thought was cute. I wanted to be the person who was flirty and playful and confident, I wanted to be… the part of myself I’d always longed to be, but had never known was real.

I slipped on a short dress, glad for the fact I was already in panties and bralette—a matching set in black, small and lacy, slightly sexy in a way that made me feel good—and pantihose. With the dress on I felt feminine and girly and cute.

“Just a little longer.” I said.

Tom nodded, waited. I knew I didn’t have much time, so I applied only a little makeup, eyeliner and mascara, just a dash of eyeshadow, and I skipped my wig, instead styling my own hair into a messy, cute tomboyish look that was prettier than the way I usually wore it. I wondered what it would be like if my own hair were as long and lustrous as my wig, and that thought made my belly flutter. Maybe…

I needed to focus though, not get lost in wistful daydreams. I checked myself in the mirror quickly and smiled at what I saw. I was not as glamorous as I had been previously, when fully made-up, with my wig on, but in the mirror, Madison stared back at me, not Mitch, and in some ways I preferred the simple makeup and wig. I was more… me.

There was less disguise. I was still Madison, but with less hiding the real me. The makeup wasn’t as heavy, and there was no wig. It was like… it was like I was just the feminine version of myself and… I liked it. I really liked it.

I smiled, belly and heart fluttering, and gave a small wiggle and a pose. I felt cute and kinda sexy, playful. On a whim, I slipped my heels on, the way they adjusted my posture making my ass really pop.

I turned to look at Tom. He was still looking away, still had his eyes closed. Did he suspect?

I smiled again at the thought. I took a deep breath to calm my nerves, then walked towards him, hips rolling, ass wiggling, heel to toe. I could feel myself getting excited, my confidence swelling. I moved with sway and swagger, embracing Madison.

“Tom?”

He was still facing away, eyes closed. I reached out, put my hand on his shoulder and turned him round to face me.

“Look at me.” I said, voice soft, feminine—Madison’s voice.

Tom turned to face me, opened his eyes. He blinked, stared at me. Time seemed to stretch out. How was he going to react? There was fear, hope, anxiety, excitement.

He smiled, a bright, warm, happy smile and his blush grew pinker. I knew then that it was going to be okay.
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“Hi.” I said, voice soft.

“Hi.” Tom said.

We were both quiet, nervous. I could feel my heart thundering in my chest.

“You didn’t have to… change I mean. I… you don’t need to be anything other than you.” Tom said.

I smiled at that.

“This is me.” I said. “Or at least it’s part of me. Do you… do you not want me like this?”

Tom smiled, shook his head.

“No, you’re beautiful. I just… you never to be anything other than yourself for me.”

I smiled at that.

“This is me.” I repeated.

There was a moment of quiet again. I still had my hand on Tom’s shoulder. I moved closer, moved in so my body was against his, gentle pressure. He reached out and I felt his hands rest on my hips. My dress was short, the skirts of it caressing against my smooth, pantihose-clad thighs. A shiver ran through me and I felt desire rising. I stared into his eyes, dropped my gaze to his lips.

He pressed against me, harder, and I lifted my other hand up, wrapping my arms around his neck. He was so much taller than me, stronger, broader. He made me feel small and safe and pretty.

“We still need to fix the problem between us.” I said. “So we can get our chemistry back.”

Tom nodded. I felt his grip tighten.

“What were you thinking?” He asked, smirking.

I blushed.

“Well, it started with a kiss, so maybe a kiss will fix it?” I said.

“You want me to kiss you?” He asked.

I nodded, my mouth wet, hot, lips tingling. I stared up at him, waiting, hoping, and then… Tom leaned in and kissed me, hard.

It was like the previous kiss only better. It was intentional, meant, purposeful, and we both knew we wanted it, that the other wanted it. I kissed back, lips and tongue and spit. I could feel the heat of Tom’s body, his hands shifting, roaming around, moving from my hips to my ass. I felt him squeeze, pull me in closer, tight, and I whimpered into the kiss, moaning.

I pulled his face down, kissing him harder, his tongue in my mouth, mine is his. The taste of his spit was like honey. I moaned, feeling my arousal growing, and I felt him moan into the kiss, groping me, grinding against me, and… I felt his arousal growing too.

I felt his arousal, his hard, throbbing, hot arousal. His cock. Tom’s cock was hard, pressing into me, grinding against me as he kissed me. I was turning him on, getting him hard. The thought thrilled me.

On a whim I let my arms unwrap from around his neck, let them slide down, caressing over his chest. I shifted, putting a little distance between us so that I could let my hand roam lower and then… I wrapped my fingers around the girth of his prick, feeling the heat of it through his clothes. I could feel it throb and pulse and he thrust into my grip, working his hips, moaning into the kiss.

I pulled my lips off his and looked up into his eyes, smiling, still working my hand. I could hear him breathing hard, ragged, his lust and desire burning like a fire in his eyes.

“That was better.” I said. “But… I think if we want to make sure there’s absolutely no block between us then there’s more to do. What do you say?”

I stroked, making clear my meaning. Tom moaned louder, and the sound of his pleasure made my body throb.

“Yes.” Tom said.

That was all I needed.
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I used my grip on Tom’s cock to guide him, turning him around and leading him backwards until the back of his knees hit the edge of my bed and he half fell, half sat down. I followed him, not letting go of his prick, and I fell to my knees on the floor in front of him. The position, the implication, sent a shiver up my spine.

I used my free hand to force Tom’s legs apart and I crawled forward, kneeling between them, then reached up to grip the waist of his trousers, still caressing the hardness of his cock. I stared up at him, stared into his eyes, as I began to unbutton and undo his trousers, tugging them down clumsily.

His trousers and his underwear snagged on his erection for a moment but I was not to be denied. I looked down, fumbling, and pulled harder. His cock popped free and I felt my heart skip.

Tom’s cock. His flesh and blood cock. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it, skin on skin, warm, the pulsing of his blood, his cock hard and thick and long.

“Fuck…”

Tom thrust into my grip, fucking my hand. I could barely believe what I was doing, but, more than that, I could not believe how good it felt, how right it felt. I felt cute and sexy, playful, confident in a way I never had before.

I’d always felt like I was an outsider, like something was wrong, but in that moment everything felt right. I felt like I was coming home to myself, like I was finally learning who I was. I was… I was Madison, and I really wanted Tom’s cock.

Without speaking I shifted, moved forwards, looked up into his eyes as my lips approached his cock. I extended my tongue and licked, tongue pressing against the base of Tom’s cock, working up. I felt it pulse, getting harder.

I licked up, then worked my tongue around the tip, watching the expression on Tom’s face, his lust as he watched me. I felt his hips thrust, trying to fuck my mouth. I giggled.

“You want more?” I asked.

Tom nodded, a whimper, too drunk on pleasure to speak. I didn’t need him to speak though.

I lowered my gaze to his cock, let spit dribble from my mouth, wetting his prick so I could stroke, then lowered my mouth, lips tight, and I pressed the seal of them against the head and pressed down.

I could feel Tom’s cock piercing the seal of my mouth. Throbbing, hard, oozing precum, the taste of it salty but not unpleasant. I pressed my head lower, lips parting, sucking gently, working my spit-wetted hand, and then… Tom thrust up.

He pressed his cock into my mouth, fucked it deep, and I moaned at the pleasure of feeling his prick in my mouth. I felt a hand on the back of my head, guiding me, and I took more of his cock. I began to drool as I worked my lips, tongue, hand, and I let Tom take control.

He slipped his cock out, pulling it back until just the tip was between my lips. I wrapped my lips tight, sucking, teasing with my tongue, mouth hot and wet, and Tom thrust. He thrust his cock deep, and I sucked, gently as he began to fuck my mouth.

It was… hot. It felt better than I ever would have imagined. I let his cock fuck between my lips, dripping with my spit, hand stroking the base, feeling it throb and pulse and I teased with my tongue. His hips thrust, fucking, and his grip on the back of my head encouraged me to bob my head up and down in time with his thrusts.

I was sucking cock. I was a pretty girl sucking a boy’s cock. I felt… better than I had ever felt before, a deep joy, lust, desire, pleasure, an aching for more.

There was no doubt in my mind that this was what I wanted, and no doubt that it was what Tom wanted. I let him fuck my mouth, my cock throbbing in my panties, and I felt it swelling, getting harder, fatter, pulsing.

“Fuck… so good… don’t stop…” Tom’s voice was hoarse with pleasure.

I knew what that meant. I wasn’t ready for what that meant. Not yet.

I pulled my head up even as he thrust, trying to bury his cock in my mouth, and I pulled my lips off the tip with an audible pop, a wet slurping.

“Oh fuck… why did you stop. I was so close. I was…”

“I stopped because I want more.” I said.

Tom’s eyes went wide. I felt his cock throb.

Slowly I slipped my heels off, then rose to my feet. I reached down to reach under my dress, slipping my pantihose and my panties off. Tom watched me.

“Are you willing?” I asked.

Tom just nodded. His cock, glistening with my spit, throbbed. That was all the answer I needed.
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I moved quickly, eager, not wanting to wait another moment. I stepped forward and with my legs I encouraged Tom to put his knees together. I moved towards him, one leg on either side of his legs, moved forward until I was stood over him and then…

I sat down. I sat down onto his lap. I felt his wet, hard cock press against my bare, smooth ass, slipping into the crack.

It felt good. No, better than good, it felt amazing. I could feel it throbbing, so hard, wet, pressing against my skin.

I worked my hips, grinding down, and leaned in to kiss him. Our lips met and our tongues met and I felt his hands on my hips, my ass, pulling me in tight. I moaned, delight, lust, my body thrumming with pleasure and need greater than anything I’d known before.

As Tom kissed me, hard, I pulled back, looking him in the eye. I lifted myself up slightly, rising up off his cock, then reached back and down to grip his prick. It was hard, wet with my spit, hot to touch. I aimed it up and lowered myself down, guiding the tip along my crack until…

I felt the head of Tom’s cock press at my hole, my entrance, my virgin opening. Pleasure pulsed along my spine, pleasure I had never known before.

I stared at him as I lowered my weight down, watching the look of delight on his face, the lust. I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning too loudly.

I sank down, feeling Tom’s girth stretch my ass, wet with spit, slipping in deeper and deeper. His grip was tight, squeezing my ass, my legs wide as I sat down onto his prick.

As I lowered my weight down, Tom’s cock slipping deeper, stretching me wider, and then… there was pressure, a tightness inside my ass, a wall of resistance. I wiggled my hips, ground down, sitting more of my weight down. I felt pleasure, pain, a fluttering in my belly. I stretched my legs wider, forcing myself to relax.

Tom’s grip on me tightened, squeezing my ass so hard it almost hurt. I sat down, grinding, and he thrust and…

My ass opened. I felt the last wall of resistance stretch, gaping, and his cock sank deep, fucking into me, fucking into my ass.

“Fuck!” I moaned, loud, and sat my whole weight down.

I felt the entire length of Tom’s cock fuck into my hole, stretching me, filling me. The throbbing girth of it pressed against a bright spot of pleasure inside me that lit my whole body up with joy.

“Fuck… you are so hot.” Tom said.

As he spoke he began to work his hips, holding me tight, lifting me slightly only to pull me down. I felt his cock slip out, fuck in. He was fucking me. The pleasure of it was overwhelming.

I gave in to it. I leaned forward, kissed him, and began to fuck back.

I lifted myself up, letting his cock slip out until just the head was inside my tight hole, then sank down, letting it fuck deep. Tom fucked me, fucking into me hard, and I felt his cock throb. I ground down, using my hips, clenching my hole, and I began to ride him as I kissed him.

I could feel his cock throbbing, thick and long. I rode it, up and down, feeling it stretch me, my hole tight, my ass fluttering with a bright joy each time his cock filled me.

I felt so pretty, so hot, so…free. I never wanted it to be over. I wanted… I wanted to be Madison, wanted Tom to fuck me, wanted to fuck him. I wanted… I wanted him to cum in me. I wanted him to breed me.

I began to fuck him harder. He fucked me harder. There was the slap of flesh on flesh, my ass slapping against his thighs as I rode him. I felt his cock fuck me hard, fast, our kiss wet and intense, tongues, lips, spit.

My heart fluttered, a bird trying to escape its cage. I ground down onto his prick, pleasure unlike anything I had thought possible. His grip tightened and he pulled me down into his cock, fucking deep. I moaned into the kiss, feeling his girth swelling, throbbing, getting harder, fatter. I milked his cock with my hole, my cock throbbing, bright hot need, and then…

I felt Tom’s cock erupt. He was cumming, hot thick shots of cum filling me. I could feel it pulsing, filling my ass, and that sensation, the feeling, was enough to push me over the edge. I was cumming with him, the pair of us cumming together as I ground my hips down, wanting all of his cock inside me, kissing him hard.

We came together, bodies hot, sweaty, and I felt my heart burst open.

As the pleasure subsided I broke the kiss, looked into Tom’s eyes, smiling, blushing, suddenly shy. I felt almost reborn.

“That was… amazing.” He said.

I smiled, giggled, feeling bashful.

“Think that broke the block between us?” I asked.

Tom nodded. I could feel his cock softening and I clenched my ass down tight to keep as much of his cum inside me as possible.

“I think so.” He said. “But… maybe not.”

I stared at him, worried, then saw him smile. His expression was bright. He squeezed my ass. I understood his meaning.

“Hmmm… maybe you’re right.” I said. “I think… maybe we need to put in extra rehearsals like this if we want to perform at our best. It’ll be a lot of work though. A lot of late nights together. Think you can cope.”

Tom smiled.

“I think I can cope if you can.”

I leaned forward, kissed him, gently.

“I’m already looking forward to it.” I said.

THE END
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Michael is happy. He’s successful, rich, and living his best life. Or so he thinks.

When he’s ordered by his company to attend therapy sessions for inappropriate comments made to a co-worker Michael comes face-to-face with the truth.

He’s been hiding from himself, repressing parts of himself in his shadow. Yet Doctor Wren is adamant she can help him transform and find peace, acceptance, happiness.

All Michael needs to do is embrace the feminine within that he’s been running from...

Michael is a successful man. He’s got everything he wants. He’s got an amazing job, he’s rich, and he’s living the life he was always meant to live. Things are perfect.

That is until he gets into trouble for a comment made to a co-worker. His company’s HR department decides that he needs to work on his biases with a therapist. Michael is reluctant, he doesn’t need or want any therapist messing about in his head, but he knows if he refuses it would cost him the job he’s worked so hard for.

So he agrees, and Doctor Wren is nowhere near as unpleasant as he was expecting. However, she does expect Michael to do the work. She’s convinced Michael isn’t as happy as he seems and that there’s a root to his comments at his work, that his life choices and his attitude are all connected.

Soon Michael is exploring his shadow, the parts of himself he was taught to suppress, and what he discovers surprises him. There’s a side to him that’s soft, gentle, feminine.

To help Michael accept and integrate the parts of himself that he’s neglected and shunned Doctor Wren leads him on a journey of healing and self-discovery, and journey that leads to him becoming whole…


FEMINIZED BY THE BABYSITTER
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Jack’s excited for the summer. His parents are going to be away and he’s going to get their beach house all to himself. He’s already started planning the parties…

Only Jack’s summer plans are thrown into disarray when he finds out that his parents, worried about him, have decided to hire him a babysitter. How could things get any worse?

It’s summer break from college and Jack is looking forward to spending time by his parents’ pool, relaxing, soaking up the sun. Even better, his parents are going to be away on vacation for months so he’s going to have the whole house to himself.

With that in mind, Jack’s already begun planning parties for his new friends at college. He’s excited to spend time with them, and maybe even get to know a few of the girls better. After his lonely time at high school, he’s glad to finally have friends and a summer of fun at his parents’ house is just what he needs to make sure they don’t forget about him over the long break.

Only Jack’s plans are waylaid when he gets home to discover that his parents have booked him a babysitter…

They’re worried about him and they want someone there to look after him and the house while they’re on vacation. So they’ve hired Jack a babysitter to keep him company and to keep the house.

Jack is devastated, his whole summer is ruined. No parties, no friends, no hot girls. But then the babysitter arrives and Sara’s definitely not what Jack had been expecting. She’s hot, sweet, friendly, and she’s keen to get to know Jack.

Soon Jack’s summer takes a very different turn. So begins a journey of self-discovery and feminization that promises to change his life forever and Jack begins to accept that maybe having a babysitter for the whole of the summer isn’t so bad after all...


MAIL ORDER BRIDE
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Michael is eager to meet his bride-to-be, Annabella, for the first time, but he’s nervous too. He’s been keeping secrets and he’s not been entirely honest with her.

When Annabella finds out she isn’t quite as understanding as Michael had hoped. She threatens to leave him and return home, so Michael, desperate, promises he’ll do anything for her. Annabella decides to take Michael up on his offer and sets about transforming him into someone more to her liking.

And in the end, it turns out Michael wasn’t the only one keeping secrets...

Michael is lonely. He’s quit his dead-end city job and moved back home to renovate the house he inherited from his mother when she passed, and though his quality of life has improved significantly he’s still missing one important thing. Someone to share his life with.

But then Michael decides to try internet dating and he stumbles across Annabella on a very expensive website. She’s gorgeous. The only problem is the website is for rich men looking for women to marry. Michael is wealthy thanks to his inheritance, but he’s not sure he’s the kind of rich man Annabella is looking for.

As Michael waits for Annabella’s flight to land he’s left wondering how she’s going to react when she meets the real him. He’s just hoping that she’ll be able to look past the surface and see his heart, feel how much he cares for her.

Annabella’s reaction is not what Michael hoped for. She’s frustrated, annoyed, and, worse, she threatens to leave and go home before they’ve even had a chance to get to know each other. Michael, desperate, promises to do anything if she gives him a chance.

Annabella accepts Michael’s offer and soon begins transforming him into her perfect partner. Michael had worried he wasn’t manly enough for a woman like Annabella, but what Annabella desires is someone soft, pretty, and obedient.

As Annabella takes Michael on a journey of feminization and self-discovery he begins realise Annabella might just be the best thing that ever happened to him. And then he finds out he’s not the only one with a secret...


PARTY FAVOUR
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When Sam is sent off to military school he figures his life as he knows it is over. But a year spent trapped in an all-boys school beats prison, right?

The school isn’t as bad as he feared though, and he even finds there’s a secret underground party every week, a party with girls.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? But then Sam finds out that he’s in charge of hosting a party, and he learns that hosting means being soft, pretty, and feminine…

Sam is despondent. While all his friends from high school are heading off to college, he’s been sent off to military school. He expects the worst from his new school, yet what he finds is something different. He finds a group of young men like him, and soon he finds himself making friends.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? The only real downside is how boring it is. But then he’s told all about the secret private parties the students hold every Friday night and Sam wonders if maybe it’s not so boring.

But what fun is a party if it’s just boys? Only… it’s not just boys. To Sam’s surprise, the party features girls, and entertainment. He begins to think that maybe military school won’t be so bad.

Only there’s one small snag. Part of the agreement in attending the parties is taking turns hosting them. Sam wants to do his best, doesn’t want to let his new friends down, but he doesn’t realise what he’s let himself in for.

All too soon Sam finds himself being transformed by a fellow classmate, made softer, pretty, more feminine, and then… he learns just how much fun it can be to be the centre of attention.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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