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    “It’s not you,” said my girlfriend, Mara.  “It’s me.” 
 
    Those were words I’d never wanted to hear, especially coming from the girl I’d just asked to marry me.  I knelt there, poised on one knee and with the velvet box still open, displaying the engagement ring I had bought.  All around me, people were staring hopefully, but a few of the restaurant patrons seemed more capable of reading the mood than their peers. 
 
    “W-what?” I asked, the word coming out in a hoarse, stuttering whisper.   
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, glancing around at the audience. “I just…I just can’t do this here.  Can we go?  Can we just talk about this in private?”  
 
    I felt like vomiting.  Or maybe screaming.  Shutting my eyes and humming as I pretended that none of it was real.  I knew none of it would make me feel any better.  In fact, some of the coping strategies rolling through my mind would be actively detrimental.  But that didn’t make it any easier to face the reality that my girlfriend was about to dump me on the very day I’d proposed marriage.   
 
    Mara stood up and left the table, presumably retreating to the car and expecting me to take care of the bill.  Mechanically, I pocketed the ring and paid for the meal we had, only a few minutes ago, enjoyed before following Mara outside.  She was standing beside my Mercedes, and judging by her red-rimmed eyes, she’d been crying.   
 
    Immediately, I attempted to hug her, but she pulled away.  “Let’s just get in the car,” she said.  “I don’t want to do this out here.” 
 
    “Just tell me what’s going on,” I pleaded.  “We don’t have to get married.  I just asked because I thought it was what you wanted!”  
 
    That was only partially true.  I loved Mara, and with everything I had.  For good reason, too – she was just about as perfect as any woman I’d ever known.  And it wasn’t just her looks, either.  With her blonde hair and perfect body, she was gorgeous, but my attraction went far deeper than that.  We got along.  We liked all the same movies.  The same music.  We enjoyed the same television shows.  We even had the same hobbies.  Until that moment, I’d thought we were soulmates who were destined to spend the rest of our lives together.  But as we got into that car, and the silence stretched out between us, I began to wonder if I’d gotten everything wrong.   
 
    “I have to tell you something,” Mara said as we pulled out of the parking lot. “And you’re not going to like it.”  
 
    “What?” I asked, keeping my eyes on the road.  I was glad for the distraction because I don’t know if I could’ve kept it even remotely together if I’d had to look her in the eyes. 
 
    “It’s about Adam,” she said. 
 
    My heart fell.  Adam.  Her ex-boyfriend.  They had spent three years together, and I knew they’d come extremely close to tying the knot.  If he hadn’t had to move away for work, I knew they probably would’ve stayed together.  Mara didn’t talk about it much, and I wasn’t sure if she knew how much I knew.  But Adam and I had our own history from when I’d known him in high school.   
 
    “What about him?” I asked, my voice breaking into pieces. 
 
    “He came back into town a few weeks ago,” she said.   
 
    “I’m aware,” I said.  She’d gone to lunch with him, but though I wasn’t entirely comfortable with it, I didn’t want to be the kind of controlling boyfriend who tried to dictate who my girlfriend could and couldn’t hang out with.  Besides, if she intended to do anything untoward, she wouldn’t have told me about it.   
 
    “Something happened,” she said. 
 
    My every fear coalesced in that moment, and it was only through sheer will that I managed to keep the car on the road.  I gripped the wheel so hard my knuckles went white, and I ground my teeth together so forcefully that I was certain Mara heard it.  But I didn’t respond.  I couldn’t.  If I opened my mouth, I was certain that something I would regret would spill out of it.   
 
    “I…I’m sorry,” she said, her voice quivering.  I knew she was weeping, but I didn’t care.  My entire world was crashing down around me.  All because of him. 
 
    Adam wasn’t just some guy I knew, once upon a time.  No – he was far more than that.  I’d spent most of my high school years terrified of him, and for good reason.  He’d bullied me for years, only stopping because we graduated and went our separate ways.  According to everything I’d heard since, he’d changed.  He had grown up.  He’d even reached out to me via Facebook to apologize for everything.  But the damage was still done, and I hadn’t even acknowledged his message.  In fact, I’d blocked him, then and there, hoping he would get the message.  I would give him closure.  Not after the hell he’d put me through. 
 
    And now he was stealing my girlfriend.  No – without him, I was certain that she’d have become my wife.  Fury mingled with grief as I listened to Mara make every excuse under the sun.   
 
    She didn’t mean for it to happen. 
 
    She owed it to me to be honest.   
 
    She considered me her best friend.   
 
    She still loved me, but she wasn’t in love with me.  Not like she felt toward Adam. 
 
    I barely heard her. 
 
    “Seth, say something,” she said, her hand finding my forearm.   
 
    I jerked it away, almost sending the car into a skid.  But after a second, I righted its path.  “What do you want me to say, Mara?” I growled.  “I started tonight thinking I was about to be engaged, but now you’re breaking up with me?”  
 
    “I…I don’t know,” she admitted.  “But you’re scaring me.” 
 
    With that, I snapped.  I couldn’t take it anymore.  So, I stomped on the breaks as I veered onto the shoulder of the road, the car throwing up gravel as we skidded to a violent stop.   
 
    “I’m scaring you?” I demanded.  “Fuck you, Mara!  I didn’t do a goddamn thing wrong!  You’re the fucking cheater, not me!” 
 
    “Seth, please…” 
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head.  “Just…just no.  Just get out.” 
 
    “What?” Mara asked, looking around.  “We’re in the middle of –” 
 
    “I don’t care,” I said. “You should’ve thought about that before you fucked that asshole.  In fact, maybe you should just call him.  I’m sure he’ll drop everything to come pick you up, right?  Oh, wait – he didn’t even care enough about you to stick around, did he?  He chose his job over you.  And now I know why.  He knew that the moment he came back, you’d just jump right into bed with him.”  
 
    “That’s not fair,” she said. 
 
    “Life isn’t fair,” I spat.  “I thought I said to get out of my fucking car.” 
 
    “But –” 
 
    “I’ll have your shit boxed up and sitting outside the apartment by the time you make it back,” I said.  “Don’t bother trying to come in, either.  I’ll call the police if I have to.” 
 
    “You’re serious…” 
 
    “As a heart attack,” I said, training my eyes on the road ahead.  “Now, get out.” 
 
    I could feel her stare, but I didn’t respond.  I couldn’t, because I knew if I looked her in the eyes, my will would crumble.  I’d relent, and I’d act the part of the “good guy”.  I’d probably even remain her friend, though it would kill me a little bit every time I saw her.  But this way, it would be a clean break.  If I left her on the side of the road, I knew she’d never want to see me again.   
 
    Part of me loved her.  I couldn’t turn that off, regardless of what she had done.  But another part of me hated her with everything I had.  But both parts agreed that I didn’t want to see her anymore. 
 
    Finally, Mara said, “I really am sorry.”  
 
    Then, without another word, she opened the door and got out of the car.  The door had only been shut for a brief second before I peeled away, finally letting the tears fall down my cheeks. 
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    I sat on my couch, staring ahead at the television, hardly even seeing the images on the screen.  I didn’t even have the volume turned on, instead choosing to wallow in my own misery without any real distractions.  It was par for the course in the three months since Mara had left me, and I didn’t really see any way out of it.  I was convinced that my life – or at least my reason for living – was over, and nothing I could do really changed that. 
 
    A knock at the front door dragged me out of my self-pity, and I heaved myself from the couch.  In the past month, I’d made absolutely zero efforts in terms of my appearance, and I’d put on a couple of pounds.  Like, fifteen.  Which meant that most of my clothes didn’t fit anymore, so I was wearing sweatpants and an old tee-shirt that was a little too small.  But I didn’t care.  I didn’t have anyone to impress anyway.  Not anymore. 
 
    I jerked the door open only to see my sister, Carla, standing there, her hands on her hips.  “God, you look like shit,” she said, pushing past me.  “You smell, too.  When’s the last time you had a shower?”  
 
    “Yesterday,” I lied, shutting the door behind her.  In fact, I wasn’t entirely certain how long it had been since I’d bathed.  No more than three or four days, I was sure.  “What do you want?”  
 
    “You didn’t answer my texts,” she said.  “Or my calls.  You ignored my emails, too.  I was worried about you.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said.   
 
    Another lie, but I wasn’t really in the mood to pour my heart out to my little sister.  It wasn’t like she could ever understand, anyway.  She’d lived the sort of blessed life that gave her a very different perspective from someone like me.  For example, I felt sure that she’d never been dumped, much less for someone who qualified as a mortal enemy. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re clearly not,” she said, looking around my apartment.  It was a nice enough place, well-decorated and in a great location.  But there were empty pizza boxes and paper plates scattered all around, accompanied by plenty of soda cans.  I had never been much of a drinker, else the cliché probably would’ve been completed by empty bottles of liquor.   
 
    “Okay, so I’m a little depressed,” I said. “Sue me.  My girlfriend just left me for my high school bully.  I think I have a right to be a little upset.” 
 
    “That was three months ago,” she said.  “I don’t want to sound like a broken record, but you really need to get over the cheating bitch.” 
 
    “She’s not a bitch,” I muttered, almost by reflex. 
 
    “She totally is, though,” Carla refuted.  “She led you on, then cheated on you the moment that dickhead got back in town.  That’s the definition of bitchery right there.” 
 
    “Bitchery isn’t a word,” I said. 
 
    Carla rolled her eyes.  “Come on,” she said.  “You need to get up and get a shower.  Maybe we can go to that restaurant you used to always talk about.”  
 
    “I’m not hungry,” was my response. 
 
    “Fine, then we can go to a movie or something,” she said. “You just need to get out of the house for a few hours.  It’ll help.”  
 
    From a purely rational perspective, I knew she was right.  I was well aware that my actions – or lack thereof – weren’t healthy.  But I truly didn’t care that much.  I just didn’t have the motivation to worry about my mental state, much less take steps to change.  Without Mara, what did I have to live for?   
 
    My career?  Not really.  I worked in data entry, which was probably the least interesting job in the world.  Sure, it paid well, mostly because I was insanely efficient, but the biggest reason I stuck with it was because I could do it from home.  What took most people an entire day, I could accomplish in a few hours, freeing up quite a bit of my time.  That had worked out extremely well when I was with Mara, giving me plenty of time and money with which to spoil her.  Now, though, it was something of a curse, because it left me ample opportunity to wallow in my own misery. 
 
    Friends, maybe?  Aside from my sister, who didn’t really count, I’d never been the sociable type.  It was one of the reasons I liked working from home so much.  I knew it was probably because of how difficult my earlier years had been, primarily due to how people like Adam had treated me, but the character trait had stuck regardless of me knowing its origin.   
 
    Hobbies?  What hobbies?  Everything I’d tried, from hiking to playing board games, had been because I wanted to share things with her.  I didn’t really have anything for myself, aside from playing video games – and even those had lost their luster because most of I’d lost touch with most of my online “friends” when Mara and I had gotten together.  She didn’t think video games – especially the online sort that I’d grown up playing – were a productive hobby, so I had all but given them up, along with the people I’d been gaming with for years.  According to her, though, they weren’t real friends, so I didn’t have any basis for mourning the loss. 
 
    Ever since Mara had left me, I’d come to realize that my entire life had revolved around her.  And I knew why, too.  I didn’t think I deserved her, so I’d changed everything just so I could keep her from realizing it.  The fact that she’d left me so easily only proved that, as far as I was concerned. 
 
    I let out a long-suffering sigh, saying, “Fine.  But it’s got to be dumb.  Either a comedy or an action movie. Nothing serious.” 
 
    Carla grinned.  “You do know me, right?  I don’t watch any other kind of movie,” she said.   
 
    I just shook my head, refusing to reply.  Instead, I quickly went into the bathroom and took a shower.  I even shaved, and when I was done, I looked at myself in the mirror, and not for the first time, I sort of realized why Mara would leave me for someone like Adam. 
 
    I’d made the mistake of cyber-stalking her, which subjected me to plenty of pictures of the happy couple.  And he was just as I remembered him, a jock through and through.  Tall, with heavy shoulders, and a square jaw.  As I looked at my reflection, I was forced to realize that there simply wasn’t a comparison between us.  In fact, I didn’t even look like the same species. 
 
    Short, with narrow shoulders, and what my mother had always called the “Connor” hips, I’d always looked a bit like a pear.  And my recent weight gain had only exacerbated the situation, with most of it going to my lower half.  If I were to step onto the scale, I knew it wouldn’t seem to out of control, but the mirror told an entirely different story.   
 
    While Mara and I had been together, I’d managed to curtail some of my worst features by going to the gym with her.  It was yet another couple’s activity that I thought we both enjoyed.  But that had obviously ended the moment she’d left me, and that, alongside my increasingly sedentary lifestyle, had made everything worse.   
 
    My facial characteristics followed suit.  Where guys like Adam had square jaws and angular features, everything about my visage was round and soft, even without the weight gain.   
 
    At the end of the day, I could plainly see why I’d lost Mara.  I didn’t deserve her.  I only wished she hadn’t led me along for so long. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat across from my therapist, Dr. Gore, feeling her eyes boring into me.  I’d never been comfortable pouring my heart out to anyone, let alone someone I had to pay to listen to me, and my therapy sessions tended to reflect that.  Even in a place where I was supposed to be honest and safe, I couldn’t bring myself to truly let loose.  And Dr. Gore was obviously onto me, though she’d never mentioned it.  After all, I suspected that she didn’t want to lose a client. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, running my hand through my hair.  “I guess I hate her.  But I love her, too.  Still.  I know that’s pathetic, but that’s how I feel.” 
 
    “And why do you think you feel that?” she asked in her monotonous voice. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. The reality was that the hatred had begun to far outweigh the love weeks ago, and it had coalesced into rampant resentment.  Why did Mara get to be happy, when she was so obviously a horrible person?  It didn’t make sense.  The world wasn’t supposed to work that way.  The villains were always supposed to get their comeuppance, weren’t they?   
 
    But that wasn’t true, was it?  Good things happened to bad people all the time, and the opposite was probably even more common.   
 
    I ignored the therapist’s question, instead saying, “Is it wrong that I want something horrible to happen to her?  Like, if she got into a car wreck and was paralyzed for life, it’d probably make me smile.”  
 
    “You don’t mean that,” she said. 
 
    I sighed.  “Probably not,” I admitted.  “But I still sort of wish it would all blow up in her face.  Like, maybe he could turn out to be an abuser.  I mean, Adam definitely has it in him.  I know that from personal experience.”  
 
    “Do you think that would bring her back?” Dr. Gore asked. 
 
    I sighed, leaning back and staring at the ceiling.  I wasn’t even certain I wanted Mara back, if I was honest with myself.  She’d done more than just hurt me.  She’d shattered me, undoing all the progress I’d made in my life.  And I’d done nothing but regress in the months that had passed since then.   
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  “Maybe.”  
 
    What I truly wanted was for her to feel like I did.  That would show her, wouldn’t it?  If some woman were to step in and pull the man she so obviously loved away, it would truly show her the error of her ways.  Perhaps then she’d see how much she had hurt me.   
 
    But what were the chances of that happening?   
 
    Surely, Adam had plenty of opportunities to cheat.  He was a fit, good-looking guy, after all.  But Mara was still Mara, wasn’t she?  Who could compete with that?  What kind of man would look elsewhere when he had that waiting for him at home?  And besides, what good would that do me?  At best, I’d see the results second-hand on social media.   
 
    But then, like a bolt of lightning, an idea struck me.   
 
    I was a failure as a man.  I knew that.  But wasn’t my problem that I’d always had feminine characteristics?  The wide hips, the soft features – even my voice was too high-pitched for a man.  My femininity was one of the reasons I’d had such a hard time growing up.  And while I’d worked hard to subvert some of that, I knew it wouldn’t take much to bring all back to the surface. 
 
    What’s more, I could take things even further.  I could become just the sort of person that might tempt a guy like Adam.   
 
    But no.  I couldn’t do that, could I?  I was a man.   
 
    I didn’t have to be, though.  And more than that, I didn’t have any reasons to hang onto my masculinity.  Not when relinquishing it could give me just the revenge I wanted.   
 
    I wasn’t so deluded that I didn’t recognize the idea for what it was.  It was insane.  I knew I should tell my therapist what I was thinking, then and there.  She could help me work through it before I made mistakes that would follow me for the rest of my life.  Maybe Dr. Gore could even help me attain some semblance of happiness. 
 
    But was that really what I wanted? 
 
    No.  No, it wasn’t.  At the end of the day, I didn’t care about being happy.  That ship had long since sailed, and I’d resigned myself to living without it.  It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that I wasn’t all that far from simply giving up and leaving my life behind.  After the pain I’d suffered, the oblivion of death really didn’t seem like that bad of a thing.  So, in the face of that, what did it matter if I threw everything – even my identity – away in an effort to achieve some measure of vengeance against the woman who’d torn me apart? 
 
    “Seth?” Dr. Gore said, obviously concerned. “Are you still with me?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said, finally opening my eyes.  “I’m here.  And I think I’m ready to really open up.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked eagerly.  She leaned forward. “I’m listening.” 
 
    I sighed, mentally preparing myself to take the first step of my revenge.  “I think my problem is that I’ve been living a lie,” I said.  “I’m not the man I’ve pretended to be.  In fact, I’m not a man at all.” 
 
    “Go on,” she said, filling the slight pause.   
 
    I ran my hand through my hair, saying, “I’ve always felt like a woman trapped in a man’s body.  Even going back to when I was little, I would look at my sister, and I would wish I could switch places with her.  You know, where her dresses.  Take ballet lessons.  Date boys.  But I never did because I was too afraid of how people would react.  So, I buried it deep down.  I told myself to man up.”  
 
    “What changed?”  
 
    “Everything,” I said. “I don’t see any reason to hide anymore.  I’m a woman, and I think I’m ready to finally transition.”  
 
    It was something that so many therapist dreamed of hearing.  Maybe it was because they saw an opportunity to truly help.  Or perhaps it was because they had gotten aboard the virtue-signaling train, and it made them feel better about themselves when they showed support for transgender people.  Whatever the case, it wasn’t difficult to manipulate her into doing precisely what I wanted her to do. 
 
    “When you say you’re ready to transition,” she said. “What do you mean?  There are any number of ways I can help you.  I just need to know what you want.” 
 
    “I want it all,” I said, forcing a tear.  It was a skill I’d picked up during my drama phase in high school.  I’d thought it was a way for me to make friends, but it hadn’t ended nearly as well was I’d hoped it would.  “Hormones.  Makeup.  Surgery.  I want to fully commit so I don’t lose the courage and backslide into old habits.  I don’t want to hide anymore.” 
 
    She reached out, patting me on the hand.  “You don’t have to,” she said.  “You never have to hide again.” 
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    I looked in the mirror, wondering if I could really go through with it.  It was one thing to have a crazy idea in the middle of therapy, but it was something else altogether to actually put that idea into practice.  My reasons hadn’t changed, of course.  I still wanted to make Mara feel the way I felt.  But was I really going to give up my masculinity for petty revenge? 
 
    What was the alternative, though?  I knew that unless I changed something about my life, I’d end up going down a dark road.  Without purpose, what was the point of putting one foot in front of the other?  If I didn’t have something to keep me going, I might as well give up, then and there.  I even had a full bottle of sleeping pills in my medicine cabinet, ready for such a decision.  I was already completely prepared to give up, to embrace the nothingness of nonexistence.  I only needed a tiny nudge to push me along the way. 
 
    But if I had a reason to live – even one so petty as getting revenge on my ex-girlfriend – things would change.  Not only would I have something to focus on, a goal I could achieve, but I’d also have the culmination of my revenge to look forward to.  I wanted to break her.  To see her dashed against the rocks of Adam’s eventual infidelity.  And as a bonus, I’d get to humiliate him, too.  After all, he was definitely the kind of guy whose entire self-image would change if everyone knew he was sleeping with a transgender woman.   
 
    Could I do it, though?   
 
    It was a simple question, but it echoed in my mind, over and over as I stared at the patch in my hand.  The moment I took it out of its package and affixed it to my hip, everything would change.  I would have taken my first steps down the road to womanhood.  That innocuous patch would begin the alteration of my body chemistry, and before everything was said and done, I would be an entirely new person – body and mind.   
 
    The trepidation faded away, replaced by excitement.  I couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across my face as I thought about shedding my old identity and embracing something new.  After all, I hated the person I was.  I always had.  Everything improvement I’d made to my life, whether it was exercise or starting new hobbies with Mara, had been an effort to distance myself from that hated persona.  So, the idea that, in as little as a year, I could be someone else was undeniably attractive.   
 
    I peeled the hormone patch out of its wrapping, then slapped it onto my naked hip.  It felt like such a relief, like I was finally moving forward.  Of course, I was, if not really in the way I’d always wanted to.  But that was okay, because I had a plan.  And that made all the difference in the world. 
 
    Over the next few weeks, I slowly inundated myself with femininity.  Most days, I spent hours watching videos online as I tried to perfect ever facet of womanhood – from the application of makeup to fashion and eventually, even including changing the way I talked.  It wasn’t nearly as difficult as I expected it to be, and I was surprised to find that I had something of a knack when it came to feminine things.   
 
    Of course, that was probably because I was as focused as I’d ever been before.  Nothing else really mattered.  I didn’t care about eating, sleeping, or entertainment.  Instead, I was wholly focused on shoving my any masculine tendencies to the side and embracing my learned womanhood. 
 
    I even found one of Mara’s old workout programs that she’d left on an old laptop.  Unlike the ones I’d done in the past, it focused on the lower body, incorporating lunges and squats into dance-like aerobics.  I felt a little silly at first, but I quickly adapted – especially when I started to see some results after the first month.   
 
    As expected, the hormones clearly played a part in the transformation of my body.  With every day that passed, my skin got softer, my curves a little more rounded.  The fat I’d cultivated during my depression was redistributed to my hips, bottom, and, most noticeably, my chest.  I had known all along that they were coming, but when I finally noticed the slight protrusion of flesh, I was still a little surprised.  They weren’t impressive, of course, and I knew that even with the hormones, they probably never would be.  But they were obviously breasts all the same, and on the day that I first noticed them, I admit that I experienced something of an existential crisis.   
 
    I had chosen my path.  I had acknowledged that I was going to become a woman.  But seeing such a representation of femininity growing on my chest was more than a little disturbing.  Perhaps a real transgender woman would’ve reacted with glee, but for me?  It was totally different.  I began to question my choices, and for a short moment, I even thought about discontinuing the entire plan.  I could’ve.  I hadn’t gone too far, and the effects of the hormones would fade away if I stopped taking them.  I could go back to normal. 
 
    That thought disgusted me, though.  Not because I didn’t want to be a man.  I truly wasn’t transgender, even if I had led my therapist to believe that was the case.  I’d never dreamed of becoming a woman.  But the idea of going back to being the person I’d begun to leave behind?  That was horrifying.  So, I put my metaphorical head down and forged ahead, pushing thoughts of returning to manhood aside.   
 
    It helped that I was used to isolation, because the transition period was pretty rough.  I don’t think I’d have had the strength to do it if I would’ve had to interact with other people.  If, for instance, I was forced to go into an office to work, there’s no way I could have borne the scrutiny.  It was one thing to look in the mirror and see someone stuck between being a man and a woman, and in all the worst ways, and another thing entirely to parade your burgeoning androgyny in front of the rest of the world.  It wouldn’t have been so bad if I was the sort of person who could pull such a look off, but that just wasn’t me.  I thought I could turn into a decent-looking woman, once everything was said and done, but during that transition period, I looked either like a pudgy, somewhat feminine guy or an ugly, manly woman.   
 
    Thankfully, the only other person who saw me during that time was my sister.  She was just about as supportive as anyone could be, but then again, she was a good person.  Carla would’ve supported me no matter what, and for all she knew, I really was transgender.  And she wasn’t the sort of person who’d vilify me for that.   
 
    Month after month, I worked on myself.  I dieted.  I worked out.  I practiced walking, talking, doing my ever-lengthening hair, and applying makeup.  And slowly but surely, I began to conquer the skills of womanhood.  More, the androgyny began to fade away, replaced by something else.  Something altogether feminine. 
 
    Soon enough, the anniversary of my decision came and went.  I hardly noticed it, I was so focused on my transformation.  By that point, my breasts had bloomed almost to the point of filling a B-Cup bra, and the rest of my body had followed suit in regards to my femininity.  Finally, after fourteen months, I decided I was ready for the next step.  So, for the first time in a year, I left my apartment – only this time, a wholly different person emerged.   
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    “This is a lot of work,” said Dr. Swanson, looking up from the computer screen.  He was a good-looking man, with artfully unkempt hair and a light dusting of stubble on his cheeks.  Doubtless, he was considered quite a catch, considering the combination of his looks and his high income.  But I hadn’t come to him with romantic interests in mind; rather, I was sitting in his office because he was the best plastic surgeon in town.  “Are you sure you want to do it all at one time?”  
 
    I nodded.  “Better to get it out of the way,” I said, my voice indistinguishable from a natural-born woman’s.  After a year of practice, I had nearly perfected it, and it came almost second-nature to me.  I brushed my shoulder-length hair back, adding, “I know it’ll be pretty horrible for a while, but I’ll only have to go through that kind of thing once, right?”  
 
    “Unless there are complications,” he said. “I would be remiss if I didn’t point out that there’s always a chance of that, especially with so many procedures.”  
 
    I knew that.  After all, I had done plenty of research before ever setting foot in the doctor’s office, so I knew precisely what I wanted the surgeries to accomplish.   
 
    “Well,” he said. “If you’re sure, let’s go over everything one more time before we start talking logistics.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    The surgeon flipped his monitor around, and I saw a photo of my naked body.  I couldn’t help but feel a small sense of pride.  After more than a year’s worth of work, I’d completely transformed myself.  Gone was the short, slightly pudgy man I had been, and in his place was a mostly average-looking woman.  The only reminder of my old gender was the admittedly shrunken genitals between my legs.  And though I knew I was no great beauty, I could confidently categorize myself as cute.  And certainly, I had no difficulty passing as my chosen gender. 
 
    But cute wasn’t enough to tempt a man like Adam, who’d never had any difficulty attracting members of the opposite sex.  In high school, he’d dated cheerleaders and prom queens, and it seemed that adulthood hadn’t changed much for him.  If I wanted my plan to work, slightly better than average just wasn’t going to cut it.   
 
    So, I hadn’t just spent the past year transforming my body and learning how to act like a woman.  Those things had certainly taken up the majority of my time, but I had also spent quite a bit of it cyber-stalking Adam.  Every like on social media, ever comment on Instagram, every upvote on Reddit – I saw everything, and through that, I’d begun to put together a profile of his interests, hobbies, and, most of all, his taste in women.   
 
    What I found wasn’t a huge surprise, either.  Like a lot of men, he wasn’t really satisfied with “normal” looking women.  Instead, he was obviously attracted to the sort of girls who would best be categorized as “Insta-Thots”.  Big breasted, with narrow waists, round butts, and pouty lips, going by his social media patterns, he certainly had a type.  Curiously, Mara didn’t really fit into those categories, instead opting for a natural, athletic look.  That only encouraged me, though.  It would just make my plan that much easier to enact.   
 
    However, it would require quite a few drastic modifications to my body.  The only solace was that Dr. Swanson had assured me it was possible.  The base, according to him, was there.  I only needed to let him do his thing.   
 
    “First up, the breast augmentation,” he said, highlighting my chest with a stylus.  “I recommend C-Cups.  With your narrow shoulders and thin frame, they’ll look even bigger.”  
 
    Just like that, a pair of impressively-sized breasts appeared on my on-screen chest.  Admittedly, it made me feel good that he’d described my frame as “thin”.  I’d worked extremely hard through diet and a strict exercise regimen to shed an incredible amount of weight.  I was teetering right on the edge of what could be considered healthy, but that was a line I knew I had to walk.  Perhaps I could relax my standards a bit sometime in the future, but for now, only perfection would do. 
 
    “Then, we’re going with the hip augmentation,” he said.  The screen’s version of me reflected that, widening my hips by a couple of inches.  He rotated the image, saying, “The butt lift, too.  You’re already good back there; we just need to tweak things just a little.”  
 
    On and on he went, describing the transformation my body would undergo.  I listened, but if I was honest, I was just anxious to get things going.  After all, I already knew what was coming.  It was all part of my plan. 
 
    “Now, we get to the face,” he said, zooming in on my on-screen visage.  “As I recommended before, we’ll go with a series of procedures that are collectively known as facial feminization.  Widening the eyes, lowering the hairline, shaving down the brow – that kind of thing.”  
 
    With a single click, the face on the screen changed.  The collective transformation was fairly subtle but very effective.  It still looked like me, but any hints of masculinity were gone.  If I was honest, it reminded me of my sister.   
 
    “We can stop there, of course,” he said.  “But you mentioned something about your nose, right?”  
 
    I nodded, pulling up a series of photos on my phone.  “I want something like this,” I said. 
 
    He was, of course, prepared for that, and over the next few minutes, we settled on a look.  The plan was to change what Dr. Swanson referred to as my “Greek” nose, which meant that it had an incredibly straight bridge, akin to old, Greek statues, into one with a slight upturn that most people associated with femininity.   
 
    The change, along with the facial feminization, would completely transform my face to the point where I wasn’t entirely sure that even my own mother would recognize me. Of course, I was also banking on the gender change as well as the fact that we hadn’t seen each other since high school to throw Adam off.  After all, who would associate the slightly chubby, male version of me with what I saw on the screen?   
 
    Assuming everything went according to plan, that is.  With any surgery, there was the risk of complication, and given the breadth of the procedures I intended to undergo, that chance was much higher than normal – a fact which Dr. Swanson kept mentioning.  But I was fully committed, and I refused to be dissuaded.   
 
    Once we had finalized all the details, Dr. Swanson’s assistant came in, and we began to hammer out the schedule.  While I wanted to do everything all at once, some of it just wasn’t possible.  Instead, we settled on doing the surgeries over the course of a week, then leaving me in the hospital for another week for the first part of my recovery.  After that, I would go back home for the duration of my convalescence.  In the end, it would probably take a little more than two months for me to completely heal.   
 
    And then, I could start the next part of my plan. 
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    Despite Dr. Swanson’s constant warnings, the surgeries themselves went off without a hitch.  In fact, he described the result as a “resounding series of successes.”  That sounded great, but it was a little difficult to believe, considering the sheer volume of pain I felt at the time.   
 
    It felt like a combination of the day after being in a serious car accident and having someone run a cheese grater all over my body.  To call it painful would’ve been a vast understatement, and if I hadn’t been dosed with a truly impressive amount of pain medication, there’s no way I could’ve retained my sanity in those first few days.  However, with each day came a slight lessening of the agony, and by the end of that first week in the hospital, I felt almost human again.  A human who’d been diced up into a million pieces and put back together, but a human nonetheless.   
 
    In the following days, my sister was an incredible help.  She had taken off from her job as a legal secretary to nurse me through my recovery.  And I admit, I wasn’t an easy patient with which to deal.  I was grumpy, demanding, and more trouble than I was probably worth, but she stuck through it all the same.  Looking back, if I hadn’t been so focused on my plan, I’d have probably taken solace in how much she cared about me.  It truly was difficult to feel worthless when someone shows you through their actions as opposed to mere words just how important to them you really are.  But I’d long since passed the point of no return, and even in my agonized state, I was wholly focused on the path I’d only just begun to tread. 
 
    The days turned into weeks, and eventually, the bandages started to come off.  The swelling went down, and the bruises faded.  Even so, I refused to look at the results of the surgery – not until I was completely recovered.  Certainly, some of those results were unavoidable.  My breasts jutted from my chest like a pair of melons, and I was forced to see what was between my legs each time I went to the bathroom.  But for the most part, my transformation remained a mystery to me until, at last, I was completely healed. 
 
    It was with some trepidation that I found myself stepping in front of the full-length mirror I’d hung on my bedroom door.  My sister had finally gone home, so the preservation of my modesty was the last thing on my mind.  While she took care of me, she probably got an eyeful of all the parts of me she never wanted to see, but even so, I was far from a place where I could parade my naked body in front of my sibling.   
 
    For a long moment, I avoided looking at my reflection.  I was too afraid of what I might see.  The fear of coming out looking like a monster hadn’t completely faded, even if I knew I would’ve gotten some hints if that were the case.  My sister was a lot of things, but she wasn’t really capable of hiding the way she felt.  So, I was well aware that it was probably a baseless fear, but it was there, all the same. 
 
    Of course, I didn’t so much care about my appearance for its own sake.  But by this point, my plan had become all-consuming.  It was all there was for me.  And it wouldn’t go forward if I’d become the victim of a plastic surgery mishap like I’d seen on television.  So, it took me some time before I could bring myself to open my eyes.  And what I saw shocked me more than I can adequately describe. 
 
    The woman in the mirror was gorgeous. 
 
    I wasn’t wearing any makeup, and my hair hung loose and limp.  I even had a smattering of body hair that had grown out over the course of my recovery, mostly on my legs and under my arms.  But none of that detracted from the image in the mirror. 
 
    I should have expected it.  I had seen the predictive renderings at Dr. Swanson’s office.  But the combination of my hard work and his deft hand had created something that far exceeded my expectations.  I stood there for a few minutes, just admiring the overall result, but eventually, I started to inspect the individual pieces of the puzzle that had become my new identity. 
 
    First, I focused on my face.  It had always been slightly heart-shaped, but before, the effect had been somewhat ruined by a too-sharp jawline.  It hadn’t been masculine by any stretch of the imagination, but it wasn’t entirely feminine, either.  But now?  It curved perfectly, coming to rest on a dainty chin.  But the changes didn’t stop there.  As expected, my brow had been shaved down, my cheeks raised, and my eyes widened.  And finally, he’d given me the exact nose I’d asked for – a slightly upturned button nose that only accentuated my otherwise natural cuteness.  I couldn’t have been happier with the result, and I could easily see where the next step would take me. 
 
    My eyes trailed down my thin neck to my narrow shoulders, across my slim arms and to my torso.  My breasts were plainly fake; nothing could disguise the fact that I’d had them augmented.  However, the job was just as clearly high-quality, as well.  And the nipple reconstruction had turned out perfectly, giving me a pair of nipples that were only slightly bigger than a pair of pencil erasers.   
 
    After inspecting my breasts – and feeling them for a while – I moved on to my waist, which was even narrower than before.  Dr. Swanson had estimated that, after the body contouring, it would end up at twenty-four inches, but as I looked at it, I expected that it would be even smaller than that – probably because during my recovery, I hadn’t really been keen on eating too much.  That size would be difficult to maintain, but I was more than willing to do so, because it looked amazing. 
 
    Next came my hips, which flared out to an impressive width.  It wasn’t to the point of being cartoonish, but it gave me the vaunted hourglass shape that every woman wants to achieve.  I twisted around, looking at my backside.  The butt lift hadn’t been too dramatic, given that I’d worked extremely hard to get my backside into shape, but it did give it precisely what it needed to take the feature from good to amazing.   
 
    Finally, my eyes found my groin.  Between my legs was a mere shadow of my former manhood.  I’d chosen to keep my penis, but I’d had Dr. Swanson remove my testicles.  That, along with the hormones I’d been on for more than a year had completely robbed my manhood of both its girth and its length.  If it was more than a couple of inches long, I would’ve been very surprised, and nestled as it was in a thicket of pubic hair, it was barely even visible.   
 
    I backed away, taking the entire image in all at once.  It had exceeded my expectations, but I wasn’t there yet.  I needed some finishing touches before I could consider myself ready to enact my plan. 
 
    Even so, I couldn’t help but smile.  I was almost there, and soon, I would start to make real strides toward making my plans a reality.   
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    For more than a year, I had been practicing my new feminine identity, but as I sat in the tub, shaving my legs, I couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming sense of anxiety.  I knew I was more than passable.  In fact, I was fairly certain that no one who hadn’t seen what was between my legs would even consider the possibility that I wasn’t born a woman.  However, all my practice had been in the comfortable confines of my own home.  The only person who’d seen me in all my feminine glory was my sister.  Even when I’d gone to my various consultations with Dr. Swanson, I’d done so wearing androgynous clothing.  So, the prospect of finally going out into the world draped in my new persona was more than a little anxiety-inducing, and it was only compounded by the fact that, even in the best of times, I was quite introverted and usually preferred staying home to being out and about.   
 
    But that had to change.  I knew it, and I’d long since accepted it.  That didn’t mean I was comfortable with it, though.  So, I admit that I took far longer than normal to get ready for my public debut as a woman.   
 
    The first step was to remove all the hair from my body.  Thankfully, I’d never been a particularly hairy person, and the hormone regimen had rid me of most of the body hair that was usually associated with masculinity.  However, I was still forced to shave my legs, my armpits, and, of course, my pubic area.  Soon, I wouldn’t have to worry about even that, because I intended to go in for electrolysis as soon as I could. 
 
    Once I’d shaved and showered, I sat down in front of the vanity I’d bought almost a year before, and I started doing my makeup.  By this point, my skills could nearly rival a professional’s; after all, I’d spent hours each day for the better part of a year perfecting my abilities.  So, I expertly applied my makeup, wasting little time along the way.   
 
    Next came my hair, which fell into much the same category as my makeup.  With applying cosmetics, I had something of an inborn talent, and I’d grasped the concepts very easily.  With hair, though, it was a bit more of a struggle.  Still, it wasn’t too long before I managed to wrangle it into a passable style.  I was still grateful that I had a high enough income that frequent trips to the salon wouldn’t be off the table.  Otherwise, I’d go insane trying to make my hair behave. 
 
    With my hair and makeup finished, I went to my chest of drawers and found a matching lingerie set.  From my time with Mara, I knew that a lot of women often opted for comfort when it came to underwear.  I didn’t intend to be one of those, so I’d spent quite a lot of money buying a veritable horde of lacy, frilly things that had been designed to put my new, accentuated body on full display.  Comfort was barely even a distant concern.   
 
    That said, I couldn’t help but feel sexy when I slipped a black, lacy thong up my legs.  Once I’d settled it into place, my manhood, tiny as it was, barely even made a bulge.  And I had to admit that when I looked in the mirror, I could’ve passed for a lingerie model.  Suddenly, I understood what Mara had always said about wearing sexy underwear.  It wasn’t just for me; it gave her confidence, and it made her feel sexier than ever. 
 
    The same could be said for the matching, black, demi-cup bra I had chosen.  Not only did it help support my new, surprisingly heavy breasts, but it also lifted and pushed them together in a way that gave me truly impressive cleavage that would draw any man’s eye.  Or hopefully one particular man’s.  But it wasn’t time for that.  I still had quite a lot to do before I could walk down that road. 
 
    After spending more time than I care to admit admiring my new form, I went to my closet.  Just before going in for surgery, I’d boxed up all my old, male clothes and donated them to the less fortunate, but I hadn’t had the opportunity to shop much during my recovery. So, aside from a few outfits I’d bought online – after my sister helped get my proper measurements, which had proven to be a bit embarrassing for me – it was sort of bare.  However, I still had a few outfits from which to choose, and I ended up picking a fairly conservative pair of jeans and a fashionable black top.   
 
    The jeans were cut far differently from what I was used to.  And rather than being designed for durability and comfort, like my old jeans, these had obviously been created with fashion in mind.  High-waisted and tight, they were even made of a semi-stretchy material that made them feel almost like tights.  They were a little uncomfortable, but it was a sacrifice I was willing to make, considering that they hugged all my new curves in just the right way.   
 
    The top was nothing special – just a sleeveless top whose neckline was just low enough to give a hint of my cleavage.  But there’s often value in simplicity, and I couldn’t help but think that it was a perfect addition to my outfit.  It was casual but cute, and it didn’t look like I was trying too hard.   
 
    Finally, I donned a pair of black heels.  After spending quite some time learning to walk in that type of footwear, I would’ve definitely preferred wearing flats.  But that wasn’t the type of girl I intended to become.  So, I’d resigned myself to perpetually aching feet, considering it a sacrifice for beauty that I was more than willing to make. 
 
    Once I was dressed, I found myself checking my reflection in the mirror, and once again, I was a little taken aback by what I saw.  No matter how many times I looked at my new body and face, I was astounded that it was really me.  It was even to the point where I began to doubt my own judgment.   
 
    I think part of that disbelief was rooted in the fact that I’d never really been what anyone would consider conventionally attractive.  As a man, I was far too soft for that.  Certainly, it wasn’t like I was a day-walking troll, but I had rarely considered myself above average, even after I’d started working out with Mara.  But now?  If I had to rate myself, I would’ve easily been a nine-out-of-ten, and I knew that was a conservative assessment.  My naturally soft features, combined with all the work I’d done with my workouts as well as the effort I’d put into maintaining my diet, and Dr. Swanson’s admittedly deft efforts had all coalesced into something that exceeded even my wildest expectations.  And I had no idea what to think about suddenly becoming one of the beautiful people I’d only ever seen from afar.  Even Mara, who I’d always considered the pinnacle of perfection, couldn’t compare; her attractiveness was at least partially due to her personality and could largely be chalked up to my bias. 
 
    But overriding any doubt was a simple fact: I was very well set up to enact my plan.  The foundation had been laid, and I only had to put the finishing touches on my new identity before I could finally make Adam and Mara pay for how they’d ruined my life.  So, with that in mind, I grabbed my phone and set off to finish the transformation I had started. 
 
    My first stop was at a hair removal clinic, where I set up a series of appointments to permanently rid myself of body and facial hair.  While the hormones had rendered most of it soft and mostly invisible, I didn’t want to take any chances with having it give away my secrets.  Plus, I’d already begun to cultivate a hatred of shaving.  And besides, the girl I had become was the sort of woman who did that sort of thing.   
 
    Next, I went to an esthetician, where I’d already made an appointment to have my anus bleached.  It was a strange process, having someone poke around back there, but I figured I would have to get used to it, given what I had planned for my future.  In any case, the girl was professional enough about it that I didn’t feel too awkward.  However, like the electrolysis process, it would have to be completed over the course of a few different appointments scattered over the next month.  That was fine by me, considering that most of the finishing touches on my new identity would take at least that long to finish. 
 
    After that, I went by the tanning salon, where I started my tanning regimen.  As I stripped down in the room dedicated to the tanning booth, I couldn’t help but notice just how pale I had become over the last year.  Normally, my skin tone was fairly average for someone of Caucasian descent.  However, since I’d barely left my apartment over the last year, it had grown quite pale.  I needed to change that, so I finished undressing and climbed into the booth without hesitation.  The first session only lasted ten minutes, but I would slowly work my way up from there.  Hopefully, I would have the bronzed tone I was looking for after only a couple of months.   
 
    I felt a bit sticky – and admittedly, a little anxious about being out of the apartment for most of the day – after finishing at the tanning salon, but I still had a couple of more stops to make before I could go back to the comfort of my home.  So, I hurried to my next appointment – at a tattoo and piercing parlor, where I had my ears and navel pierced.  The piercer was a little shocked to see that I’d never even had my ears pierced, but I allayed her suspicion by saying that I’d grown up in an extremely conservative household.  She seemed to accept that, and the piercing session went off without a hitch. 
 
    With that done, I set off toward my final destination – the one I’d been dreading since I’d set out that morning.  As I pulled into the parking lot, my heart was beating out of my chest, and it was some time before I could bring myself to get out.  And when I finally worked up the courage to do what I’d gone there to do, my legs were practically shaking with anxiety.  I pushed through it, though.  In the face of my desire for revenge, what was a little embarrassment? 
 
    So, with renewed conviction, I strode throw the parking lot and into the sex shop.  Still, I couldn’t help but feel my cheeks heat up as I quickly found the section I was looking for.  I didn’t look around, and I certainly couldn’t make eye contact with the attendant.  Instead, I just grabbed the set of toys I’d researched online, paid for them with minimal interaction with the clerk, and practically ran from the store.  It was one of the most embarrassing moments of my life.   
 
    I knew I could’ve just bought the toys online and had them delivered in unmarked packages that would let me fly under the radar.  But if there was one thing I needed to become accustomed to, it was sex.  I wasn’t a prude or anything, but my sex life with Mara had always been fairly mundane.  It was frequent, but unimaginative, and we had never even alluded to it outside of the bedroom.  Even sexual jokes made me uncomfortable.   
 
    But that wasn’t the person I needed to become.  So, the first step was making myself go into that sex shop and buy the toys I knew I’d need going forward.  Of course, when I’d made that decision, I had imagined myself proudly striding into the store and even chatting with the clerk like everything was completely normal.  I’d failed on that front, but it was progress.   
 
    Even so, it was long after I’d found my way back to my apartment before my heartbeat returned to even a semblance of normality.   
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    I wasn’t so naïve that I thought a series of sex toys could make me any more comfortable with the details of what I planned to do, but I knew that it was a necessary first step.  Still, as I stared at the package in my hands, I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of trepidation.   
 
    Part of my discomfort was due to societal standards that had, for all my life, told me that any man who engaged in anal stimulation was unequivocally gay.  Certainly, I knew it was silly, considering that I was legally a woman now, but I found it difficult to just turn that kind of thing off.  Twenty-four years of social conditioning doesn’t fade away so easily as all that.   
 
    The other part came from all the stories I’d read online.  In the year since I’d embarked upon my quest, I had done plenty of research.  Most of it concerned transitioning; there were an enormous amount of resources dedicated to easing the burden for transgender men and women.  But in addition to researching the mechanics of transitioning, I also did plenty of exploration into sex as a transgender woman.  And everything I found scared the hell out of me.   
 
    For one, I knew that it would hurt.  After my recovery from the various surgeries I’d undergone, I was no stranger to pain, but that didn’t mean I looked forward to experiencing more.  However, I knew that it was inevitable if I was ever going to do what I’d set out to do.  After all, given the fact that I’d been willingly castrated, having sex the more natural way wasn’t really an option.  Even before the orchiectomy, erections had become few and far between, largely due to the hormone replacement therapy, but after, they’d become all but impossible without chemical assistance – which I was entirely unwilling to consider.   
 
    Besides, I was playing the role of a woman, wasn’t I?  So, I would have sex like one, too.  It wasn’t like I had many choices in that arena, given that I didn’t think Adam would want it any other way.  In fact, if I suddenly started waving an erection in front of him, I was certain it would scare him off.  No – I had no real choice in the matter.  If I wanted to achieve my goals, I would have to get used to being penetrated.  And I held the first step toward that eventual goal in my hands. 
 
    The set of dildos I’d bought were highly-rated, and their quality was clear the moment I removed them from the packaging.  There were four of them in ascending sizes ranging from four-inches long to an eight-inch behemoth, and they were intended to work as a set as the user slowly built up their tolerance.  However, even the smallest of the bunch looked intimidating to me.   
 
    But I had made my choice.  I had already gone way too far to back down, so I knew I had little choice but to push forward.  Besides, in everything I’d read, people actually enjoyed it once they got used to it.  So, there was every chance I would, too.   
 
    Pushing my doubts out of my mind, I carried the toys to my bedroom and quickly undressed, pausing only to briefly admire my own reflection in the mirror.  That gave me the confidence I needed to push forward, and I slathered the smallest dildo in a generous coating of lubricant before lying on the bed.   
 
    I had been exercising diligently for months, and I’d reaped the benefits.  My body was in better shape than it ever had been before.  But one of the other advantages of my diligence was that I’d become far more flexible than I thought possible.  So, when laid on my back and spread my legs, they went wider than even Mara had been capable of.  And she’d spent years doing ballet.   
 
    I ignored my tiny sprig of a penis as I reached down, and with a lube-coated finger, began exploring my asshole.  It went in easily, but that wasn’t such a surprise.  Over the last couple of months, I’d done the same on plenty of occasions; part of it was to get used to penetration, but there was more than a little curiosity there as well.  In any case, one finger soon became two, and it wasn’t long after that that I deemed myself ready to take that all-important next step.   
 
    Even so, I lay there for almost two whole minutes with the small dildo poised at the entrance of my anus.  It was well-lubed, and I was as ready as I’d ever be.  But I still hesitated.  After everything, would this be where I drew the line?  Would this be where my entire plan fell apart?  All because of a four-inch piece of plastic and latex?   
 
    No.  I couldn’t let that happen.  I’d come too far, and I was too committed to my goal.  So, without further ado, I shoved it inside. 
 
    A groan escaped from between my lips as a sharp pain erupted in my ass.  I was too worked up, and I’d forgotten the all-important first step of relaxing, and it felt like I was being ripped in two.  But I had done it.  It was in there.  And while it hurt, it wasn’t anything I couldn’t handle.  Besides, it would fade, wouldn’t it?  I would get used to it.  Everything I read said as much.  So, I slowly worked the thing in and out of me, biting my lip as I prayed for acclimatization.   
 
    That first time went predictably, and it was anything but enjoyable.  However, I did feel like, towards the end, it got a little better.  So, the next day, when I tried again, I was hopeful that I’d crossed a threshold, and on the other side, I’d find the pleasure all the online articles hinted at.  But while there was a sharp decrease in the pain, I didn’t get what I was really looking for.  I wasn’t dissuaded, though.  In fact, I was encouraged; so long as it didn’t hurt, I could keep going.  After all, it wasn’t like I was following my path in pursuit of physical pleasure.  I had other goals in mind. 
 
    Slowly, over the next couple of months, I worked my way up to the biggest toy.  And I had to admit that I found it at least moderately pleasurable.  Not from a physical sense – that still seemed like a far-off goal.  Rather, I liked doing it in front of my full-length mirror.  There was something altogether arousing about watching myself – my new, beautiful self – bouncing up and down on that fake cock.  I could only imagine what a man like Adam would think about it, which only enhanced my arousal.   
 
    During that time, I continued the small adjustments I’d begun just after my surgery.  The tanning, the hair removal, the anal bleaching – it all went off without a hitch until, at last, I thought I was ready for the penultimate step before the final phase of my plan.   
 
    For that, I dressed in my sexiest lingerie as well as the skimpiest dress I owned.  It was a pink little number that was barely long enough to cover my bottom and had a plunging neckline that did little to conceal my breasts.  I completed the outfit with a pair of matching fuck-me pumps that sent precisely the message I wanted to send.  Once I was satisfied with my look, I set out to take the next step. 
 
    Tonight, I was going to get fucked by a man. 
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    Getting picked up was surprisingly easy.  I suppose it shouldn’t have been that big of a shock, really, but I’d never really been wanted by anyone before.  Except Mara, and given the way our relationship had ended, I didn’t feel comfortable counting that.  In any case, it came as quite a surprise when I was approached by my first potential suitor.  It hadn’t even been an entire minute since I’d walked into the bar, and already, there was a guy clamoring for my attention.   
 
    Suddenly, I understood why beautiful women often had attitudes of superiority.  It wasn’t just that I’d been approached so quickly, it was also the fact that everywhere I went, male eyes followed me.  Even a fair few women looked at me like they wanted nothing more than to take me home and ravage me.  I’d only been a beautiful woman for a couple of months, and already, I found my confidence reaching an unprecedented level.  What would it be like if that was all I’d ever known?  If I didn’t have my past as an unremarkable man to ground me in humility?  I shuddered to think of how that might’ve turned out.   
 
    Of course, I wasn’t going to go home with the first guy who approached me.  A girl like me was expected to have standards.  And besides, I couldn’t help but think that the better looking the guy I ended up choosing, the easier things would be for me.   
 
    At the end of the day, I felt little attraction to men.  Sure, I could acknowledge when one man was more handsome than another, and I certainly appreciated a muscular, male form.  But as far as sexual attraction went, I could only hope to fake it.  My dildos had taught me that while some people could enjoy anal sex from a purely physical standpoint, I probably wasn’t one of them.  And truthfully, I was okay with that.  It would allow me to minimize distractions and keep my eye on the eventual prize.  The moment I let myself enjoy my new identity, I knew my resolve would begin to unravel. 
 
    Still, I was admittedly anxious about how I intended the night to end, which meant that the longer I waited, the easier it would be for me to bow to cowardice and leave without accomplishing the night’s goals.  So, I only gave myself an hour to choose my partner.  Anything more, and I would somehow talk myself out of it.   
 
    I soon discovered that for a beautiful woman in a crowded bar, an hour brought innumerable opportunities.  Some of the men who propositioned me were ugly.  Some handsome.  Fat.  Tall.  Short.  Thin.  Old and young.  Each time I turned one of them down, I was forced to consider just how unfair the whole situation was.  Men had to deal with one rejection after another, while women only had to make sure they were worthy of pursuit.  Certainly, I wasn’t blind to the fact that there were plenty of women out there who weren’t exactly inundated with opportunities, but I also knew that, as the night went on, they would get their shots as well.   
 
    But I wasn’t there to pass judgment on the intricacies of our mating rituals.  Instead, I had my goals, and my self-imposed timer was on the verge of reaching its conclusion.  So, I finally made my choice.   
 
    He was a tall man, a bit lanky, but handsome enough – in a not-quite-perfect sort of way.  His nose was a bit too big, his chin a little too weak, and he certainly didn’t have the physique of a bodybuilder.  However, there was something magnetic about him.  I don’t know if it was his confidence or something even more ephemeral, but I couldn’t deny that I felt a flutter in the pit of my stomach when he started talking to me.  I took that as a sign, and it wasn’t long before we were heading back to his place for “drinks”.   
 
    In college, I’d actually made an effort to date.  I remember thinking that it was an opportunity to reinvent myself, to become the sort of guy women wanted to date.  That had lasted only a couple of weeks before I realized that all the same problems that had pushed me to the back of the crowd in high school did the same in college.  I’d approached – and been rejected – by dozens of women before I just gave up.  So, the ease with which I found a potential sexual partner as a woman was altogether shocking, regardless of how beautiful I thought I had become. 
 
    After a short drive in his expensive-looking SUV, we arrived at his place.  During the drive, I’d discovered that his name was Andrew, and that he worked in internet security.  I didn’t pry any deeper because, at the end of the day, I just didn’t care.  He was just a stepping stone toward accomplishing my goals, not a potential life-partner.  If I never saw him again after that night, I would’ve been completely happy with the arrangement.  Still, I nodded along, feigning that I cared; he didn’t notice my disinterest, even when I only gave a cursory effort at concealment.   
 
    He escorted me inside, and then, during the elevator ride up to his apartment’s floor, he took me in his arms and kissed me.  I knew all along that it was coming.  I wasn’t so socially inept that I couldn’t read the signs.  But still, it took me by surprise.   
 
    It had been more than a year since anyone had really touched me.  Sure, my sister had done so during my recovery, and the doctors and nurses had done the same.  Even the technicians that had performed the various tasks associated with my beauty regimen had touched me.  But nobody had done so with lustful intent – not since Mara.  So the moment his lips connected with mine, I admit my eyes went wide.  Luckily, his eyes were closed, so he didn’t see my obvious moment of shock, which I subdued only a moment later. 
 
    During the elevator ride, we made out, and his hands roamed all over my body.  I was taken aback by just how forceful he was, though I was certain he wasn’t even trying.  I didn’t feel like I was in danger or anything; it was just that he was so obviously stronger and far more dominant than I could ever be.  And to my shame, I actually kind of liked the feeling as he held me in his arms.  It made me feel safe, but only so long as I gave him what he wanted.  Because if I didn’t, I knew he’d have no difficult with taking it by force.  It was a fine line between titillation and assault, but one I was more than willing to tread upon. 
 
    Eventually, we made it inside his apartment, and as soon as the door shut behind us, I dropped to my knees, fumbling with his belt.  I’d planned it all out.  I knew how things were supposed to go, so I’d gone over the chain of events a thousand times in my mind.  But there was a huge difference between making plans and enacting them, and that difference loomed large as I finally unveiled his already hard cock. 
 
    In preparation, I had practiced on my toys.  They were fair facsimiles of the real thing, so I thought I was prepared for what I would find beneath his boxer briefs.  However, I couldn’t stop my eyes from going wide and my jaw dropping open when I saw what was between his legs. 
 
    It was a penis, obviously, and a big one at that.  Almost as big as my largest toy.  But from a symbolic standpoint, it was so much more than a simple sexual organ.  It was the clear demarcation between my old life and the new one I’d so far embraced.  I’d already tread so far down the path of womanhood that I knew there was no going back, but if I went one step further, I knew I would be forever changed.   
 
    But that was what I wanted, wasn’t it?  Not only did I have my revenge to look forward to, but it wasn’t like my past identity had been an envious one.  Back then, I was a loser.  A man who couldn’t even keep his own woman from straying to the biggest asshole I’d ever met.  I was pitiful.  The new me, though, was a goddess.  She was perfect.  And that made my choice an easy one. 
 
    Without further hesitation, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around his thick cock.  Then, I began sucking.  I was no expert, but even a bad blowjob was good, so he clearly enjoyed it.  Part of that was probably because I was so attractive; men can forgive a lot, even sexual ineptitude, so long as the woman is beautiful.  It was one of the many advantages I intended to exploit. 
 
    What surprised me was that I actually enjoyed the act.  There was something undeniably different about going down on a man as compared to sucking a lifeless toy.  Maybe it was the slightly salty taste or the musky smell that can only be described as manly.  Or perhaps it was the velvety feel of the underside of his cock on my tongue.  All those things contributed, certainly, but I suspected that it was mostly the simple knowledge of what I was doing that really set it apart.  I wasn’t playing with an inanimate object.  I was sucking a real, live cock.  And there was nothing that could quite compare. 
 
    But it also wasn’t the proverbial main event, either, and soon, I became anxious to take that next step.  Or maybe it was arousal.  It was easy to get excited in that kind of situation, regardless of my professed sexuality.  In any event, the foreplay soon came to an end, and I stood.  Only a second later, my dress fell to the floor, exposing my nearly perfect body. 
 
    Next came my bra, freeing my impressive breasts, and as soon as they were exposed, he bent down and started sucking my nipples.  I let him keep going for a while – not because it was overwhelmingly arousing, but rather because it felt like he was worshipping them.   
 
    Finally, I hooked my fingers under the waistband of my thong and dragged them down my shapely legs.  The moment he saw my tiny, limp manhood, he stopped and stared.   
 
    “You have a dick,” he said. 
 
    “Is that a problem?” I asked. 
 
    I knew it wouldn’t be.  Perhaps if it actually looked like it belonged on a man, he might’ve balked.  But the thing between my legs was barely bigger than a clit, so it was far too feminine to elicit that kind of response.  So, he shook his head and, with a wry smile, said, “Not for me.” 
 
    After that, though, things changed a bit.  There was more urgency to him, like he just wanted to fuck me and get it over with.  I can’t say that I was averse to that plan of action, especially considering it was only my first time.  There would be plenty of opportunities in the future of hone my expertise.  For now, I just needed to break the seal.   
 
    And Andrew was certainly the right tool for that job. 
 
    Soon after discovering my “secret,” Andrew turned me around and bent me over a nearby couch.  With only my saliva as lubricant, he thrust himself inside me.  I let out the expected moan, grateful that I’d so thoroughly prepared myself.  Without my toys, I’d have been ripped in two.  But now?  It was only mildly uncomfortable.   
 
    However, as he pounded away, gripping my hair all the while, something else replaced that discomfort.  Was that a bead of pleasure?  No – I didn’t like anal sex, did I?  I’d proven that with my toys.  But soon, my certainty began to waver, and after only a minute or two, I was forced to acknowledge another difference between my toys and the real thing.  I don’t know what exactly elicited such a change, but where the toys had failed to spark my arousal, Andrew and his cock succeeded, and before long, my moans weren’t just the result of acting.   
 
    As Andrew jackhammered in and out of me, I felt the pressure inside me begin to grow.  One thrust after another, each one adding to the whole until, at long last, it burst, and a wave of ecstasy rolled through my body.  It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before – an all-consuming orgasm that didn’t just prompt uncontrollable spasms in my ass, but rather, sent my entire body into contractions.  Even as my toes curled and I gripped the leather upholstery of the couch, I screamed out my pleasure.   
 
    I’m not entirely sure how long it lasted.  Seconds?  Minutes?  But by the time it faded, Andrew was sending a load of cum deep into my ass.  I welcomed it – not just because it meant I’d taken my first steps down my newly discovered path of sexuality, but also because it was the mark of a job well done.   
 
    I’d never really felt that way with Mara.  And she’d certainly never experienced an orgasm like the one I’d just had – not with me, at least.  Even as Andrew pulled out, and I felt his semen leaking out of my ass and down my leg, I wondered if my perception of my relationship with Mara had ever been realistic. 
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    After my encounter with Andrew, my life took on something of a pattern.  Most of it was spent with me trying to get more comfortable with my new gender identity.  It wasn’t an easy adjustment, even with all my preparation, and for a while, I still found my heart beating out of my chest every time I stepped foot out of my apartment.  However, over time, I was able to relax and embrace my new life. 
 
    My sister, Carla, helped more than I can say.  It was one thing to talk about support, but it was something else to truly treat me like a sister.  Most transgender women talk about not wanting to be treated any differently after their transitions.  I didn’t find that to be the case.  I needed things to change.  If they hadn’t, I would’ve felt like a failure as a woman.  And Carla seemed to understand that in a way I didn’t completely get myself.  She knew how to treat me like one of the girls, taking me shopping, going on spa weekends, and confiding in me in ways she never did when I was a man. 
 
    Carl and I had always been close.  Even before my transition, she’d probably been my best friend.  Or at least my most consistent one.  But after?  It was like she wanted a close, sisterly relationship.  And I was more than willing to accommodate that desire.   
 
    In addition to my near-daily outings with my sister, I continued my efforts in the realm of sex.  I quickly lost count of the number of men I slept with, but over the course of a few months, the number quickly reached double digits.  Each was different than the last, and I even sprinkled a few women in there as well.  It was quite a change for me, because I’d never been a very promiscuous person.  Before Mara, I’d only had two sexual partners, and for one of those, I’d been too drunk to even remember it.   
 
    I learned a lot, and not just about how to please my partners.  I also discovered some things about myself – chiefly that I very much enjoyed seeing my partners satisfied.  That was almost as much of a draw for me as the physical pleasure.  I was definitely a “giver”, in that respect. 
 
    And then there was the pleasure itself. 
 
    As a man, sex usually culminated in a few quick seconds of intense pleasure, but with my new identity, it went much deeper than that.  It wasn’t uncommon for orgasm to last far longer, and I quickly found that I could experience them in quick succession.  I don’t know if I’d have called it more enjoyable than sex as a man – after all, there were too many differences to accurately compare the two – but I do know that any doubts about what I was doing quickly faded into nothingness.   
 
    Finally, after three months, I came to realize I was just treading water.  I knew I was ready.  So, I went online, and I sent my application in for an internship at Adam’s company.  The way I saw it, it was the best way I knew how to corner him into an interaction.  Sure, I could probably wait to find him at a bar or something, but he could surely resist me with that short of a meeting.  However, if he had to see me every day, I felt confident that I could get him right where I wanted him. 
 
    As for the application itself?  Well, I also knew that would go off without a hitch.  I had done my research, and while looking into his company’s hiring practices, I noticed something that all their interns had in common: almost all of them were young, attractive women.  Clearly, someone was screening them via social media.  So, I’d made certain to create a social media presence that displayed all my charms.   
 
    Once I’d baited the hook, so to speak, I only had to wait.  And as it turned out, not for that long, either, because only two weeks later I got a call from their hiring manager.  I knew from the moment I answered the phone that I would get the internship.  I was overqualified, and I fit their other “criteria” as well.  So, I was more than a little confident when I went in for the interview.   
 
    When I went in, I made sure to dress professionally.  Barely.  My skirt was just shy of being too short, my blouse just one button away from exposing too much cleavage, and my heels just low enough to be considered barely proper for a business setting.  However, I knew precisely what message I was sending, especially given that my months in various bars had given me ample opportunity to hone my skills in flirtation.   
 
    And it worked, too.  The man who interviewed me even kept stumbling over his words as he asked me various questions.  When I finally finished, I knew I’d gotten the position, so a day later, when they confirmed it, it didn’t come as a surprise.  Still, surprise or not, I couldn’t help but celebrate because it was the latest step toward my eventual goal.   
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    I knocked on the door to Adam’s office, butterflies dancing in my stomach.  Everything I had done over the previous two years had led me to this moment, and I was understandably nervous.  I had started my internship only a couple of days before, and already, I’d been noticed by every man in the office.  Most had tried to engage me in conversation, and a few had even gone so far as to ask me out.   
 
    Originally, I had hoped that Adam was the type of guy who’d pursue me without much encouragement.  It would’ve made things a lot easier, both from a mental and a practical perspective.  After all, I’d built him up in my mind as the great villain to my story, so it was easy to think the worst of him.  So, expecting him to be the kind of guy who would casually cheat on his girlfriend came naturally to me.  In addition, it would’ve facilitated and accelerated the entire plan, and given that I’d been working towards it for so long, I was a little impatient to see it come to fruition – especially with me so close to my target. 
 
    But Adam had proved a tough nut to crack, and while he’d certainly looked, he’d remained restrained.  Perhaps my perception of him was a little unfair.  Just because he’d bullied me in high school and then stolen Mara out from under me didn’t mean he was an habitual cheater.  It just meant that he was an asshole.  I could work with that. 
 
    Which brought me to his door. 
 
    I’d waited until some task – in this case, getting some important documents notarized – brought me there, but it truly did test my patience.  Everything in me told me to just barge into his office, rip my clothes off, and demand he fuck me.  As inelegant as that might seem, it would probably work on ninety-percent of the guys in the office.  Something told me Adam would be different, though.  So, I had chosen to wait.  It had taken two weeks of drudgery, but the opportunity finally presented itself, and I didn’t hesitate to pounce. 
 
    “Come in,” came the familiar voice, and I pushed through the doorway, carrying the documents against my chest.  His eyes flicked up from the computer screen, and I could see them linger for just an extra moment.  It wasn’t surprising, given the way I was dressed.  I’d perfected the art of skating right next to the line of inappropriateness, an ability most of my male colleagues seemed to appreciate.  Adam was no exception, it seemed.  “Ah, Sasha, isn’t it?  Just put them in the tray.” 
 
    I did as he asked, giving him an eyeful of my cleavage as I bent at the waist.  He tried not to look – lots of guys did – but I knew from experience that it was almost an instinct for most.  Even women had difficulty not looking when it was displayed so prominently.  
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you?” I asked.   
 
    “Huh?” he said, jerking back to the moment.  “No.  Not at all.  Thank you.”  
 
    Would he really make me make the first move?  Clearly, he wanted what I had.  Judging by everything I’d learned about him, I was just about as close to his perfect woman as anyone he was likely to meet.   
 
    “Uh,” I said, feigning nervousness.  Or maybe it wasn’t such an act.  I needed this to work so badly, lest my entire plan come to naught.  “I don’t know if this is too forward, but I really look up to you.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Y-yeah,” I said with a shy smile.  “You’re so good at your job, and…well, I was kind of wondering if we could get lunch or something so I could pick your brain.”  
 
    It wasn’t very subtle, and I knew that if he was thinking clearly, he wouldn’t even begin to believe that I wanted to take after what amounted to a middle manager.  Sure, he was passable at his job.  Even good, maybe.  But he wasn’t extraordinary, and he probably knew it.  However, thinking rationally when confronting compliments from a beautiful woman was nigh impossible, mostly because he desperately wanted my interest to be true.  Or that was what I was banking on, at least.   
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, obviously crestfallen. “I have a girlfriend that I love very much.” 
 
    I giggled, saying, “I’m not asking you on a date, silly!  Just lunch between colleagues!” 
 
    He relaxed a bit, but he still seemed reticent.  Perhaps I’d overdone it with the overt sexuality of my attire?  Or maybe I’d come on too strong.  The last thing I wanted to do was to scare him off before I could make my move.   
 
    Finally, he shook his head, saying, “I suppose there’s no harm in having lunch.  How’s today for you?”  
 
    My smile widened.  I knew I had him.   
 
    “Today sounds amazing,” I said. 
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    I had never been a particularly social person.  Obviously.  I mean, I barely left my apartment, so that shouldn’t come as any huge surprise.  But that was the old me, wasn’t it?  The new me was sociable.  She was likable.  She was popular.  I channeled that during my lunch with Adam, and he was definitely picking up what I was putting down.  However, I didn’t make my move just yet.  It was too soon. 
 
    In fact, it wasn’t until almost a month later, after we’d had a dozen such lunches and he’d gotten comfortable with me, did I decide it was time. 
 
    We were sitting at a local bistro, and I’d already noticed that most of the guys in the restaurant were looking at me with lust and Adam with envy.  I’d ordered a small salad, and he’d gotten a club sandwich.   
 
    I popped a cherry tomato into my mouth, then said, “Can I make a small confession?”  
 
    “Sure,” he said. “We’re friends, right?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I said.  “But I think I should tell you that I find you very, very attractive.”  
 
    He choked on his soda.   
 
    “W-what?” he sputtered. 
 
    I shrugged, then leaned forward.  “Oh, come on.  Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it,” I said.  “I’ve seen how you look at me, Adam.”  
 
    “I’ve told you before, I have a –” 
 
    “A girlfriend,” I said.  “Right.  I heard you before.  But who says she has to know about any of this?”  
 
    “Any of what?”  
 
    I raised my well-manicured eyebrow, saying, “You know exactly what we’re talking about, so don’t play dumb.”  
 
    When he didn’t immediately respond, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d made a mistake and ruined everything.  Had I made my move too early?  I could practically see the indecision warring in his mind.  On the one hand, he had at least some loyalty to Mara.  I’d known that all along.  But on the other, there was me, looking like his very willing dream girl.  How many men could turn that down?  If he did, he might not even be the man I thought he was, and that would completely ruin the basis of my entire journey into womanhood.   
 
    Finally, he said, “Nobody can ever know, though.  I like you, but I love my girlfriend.  This is just…” 
 
    “It’s just sex,” I agreed, my heart pounding out of my chest.  “No feelings involved.” 
 
    Finally, at long last, I was going to accomplish my goal, and I couldn’t have been happier. 
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    I don’t know what I really expected.  When I imagined sex with Adam, it was always just a box to be checked off in my larger plan of revenge.  I’d never really thought about what the act itself might entail.  But when I was finally confronted with the situation, a million different emotions clashed in my mind.   
 
    In retrospect, I probably should have prepared for the warring thoughts.  After all, I hated Adam in a way that most people probably can’t fathom.  In my head, he was the reason for everything that had gone wrong in my life.  As kids, he’d bullied me into submission, cutting off any chance of me developing into a mentally healthy person.  Instead, I became a socially crippled introvert who never even had the chance of socialization.  And then, to make things all the worse, he had also stolen the one person who’d ever made me feel like there was even a little bit of hope for me to live a normal life.  So, my hatred – at least as far as I was concerned – was entirely justified. 
 
    But then there were the past few weeks to muddy the otherwise crystal-clear waters of my loathing.  The man I had lunch with on most days wasn’t a bad person.  In fact, I’d come to realize that he was often kind, thoughtful, and generous.  Certainly, I recognized that it could be an act.  I wasn’t so naïve that I truly thought my looks didn’t affect how people presented themselves.  However, there had to be something to it, didn’t there?   
 
    Further complicating things was one, simple fact: I was attracted to him. 
 
    I hated it about myself, but there was no denying it.  When I thought about what I was going to do, the excitement I felt wasn’t just because it would bring me that much closer to completing my plan; that was there, but compounded into that was also the more mundane excitement a woman felt when anticipating a night with a good-looking man.   
 
    Those thoughts and more rampaged through my mind as we quickly got a room at a nearby hotel.  It wasn’t the seedy sort of place you usually picture for such a liaison.  Instead, it was a typical, mid-range sort of place usually reserved for traveling businessmen of modest means.  But for our purposes, it would do just fine. 
 
    I could tell he was excited, but he still managed to restrain himself, even going so far as to take separate elevators.  He was paranoid about cheating on his girlfriend, I suppose.  Never mind that his even being in a hotel would probably spark all sorts of curiosity on its own.  But I knew he wasn’t thinking straight.  No – he was following his libido, which always clouded rational thought.   
 
    Eventually, we made our separate ways to the room, and when we arrived, the act proceeded just as I expected.  I’d slept with dozens of men over the previous couple of months, so I was well-versed in such an encounter, and soon, we were both naked and on the bed.  He only barely acknowledged what was between my legs, but he didn’t seem to have much of a problem with it.  That was normal, too.  I didn’t look like a man, so that bit of extra masculinity was easily ignored. 
 
    Before long, I was on all fours, with him pounding me from behind.  Predictably, he had a sizable cock, so my moans of pleasure weren’t feigned.  However, it didn’t last long.  It seemed that, for all his other enviable qualities, stamina in the bedroom wasn’t one of them.  It was nice finding out he wasn’t perfect, even if it cut my own enjoyment a little shorter than I would’ve preferred.   
 
    When it finally ended, I felt empty.  Like I’d finally gotten precisely what I wanted, but it didn’t turn out nearly as satisfying as I expected it to feel.  I knew I had all the ammunition I needed to ruin Adam’s relationship with Mara.  All it would take would be one, little phone call.  Even if she chose not to believe me, that distrust would persist, infecting their relationship to the point that it sucked all the happiness they now enjoyed.  And that was if she didn’t believe me.  But if she did?  I couldn’t imagine her staying with a man who cheated on her.  She was far too proud for that. 
 
    But even after he left to go back to the office, presumably leaving me to get cleaned up, I lay there in that hotel bed, debating on whether or not I should go through with it.  For the first time since everything had begun, I felt a sense of doubt.  It wasn’t that I didn’t want to ruin their relationship.  I was still very much committed to that idea.  However, there was a part of me – a part that I was really beginning to loathe – that wanted to keep whatever I had with Adam going.   
 
    It wasn’t that the sex was that good.  It really wasn’t great.  Passable, at best, and far too short.  But I loved the idea that I’d tricked him into fucking the boy he’d bullied so mercilessly back in high school.  More, given that he’d often hurled homophobic insults at me, it was extremely gratifying that he hadn’t hesitated to have sex with someone with a dick.  I couldn’t help but imagine the feeling I’d get if I somehow convinced him to go down on me.  Or better yet, if I popped a couple of Viagra and fucked him in the ass.  It had only taken me a couple of weeks to get him into bed, so I felt confident that I could get him to do whatever I wanted.  It was only a matter of time and effort. 
 
    Could I deviate from the plan, though?   
 
    That simple question was the problem, because I was of two minds on the subject.  I lay there thinking about it, but I didn’t really come up with an answer. 
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    Over the next few weeks, my days were wrought with indecision.  I kept setting deadlines for a decision, but when the time would inevitably come, I’d somehow convince myself that I didn’t need to choose so soon.  It was ridiculous.  I knew that.  But I could scarcely think straight, much less adhere to my convictions. 
 
    Of course, part of that was the continuance of the affair with Adam.  Most days, we would eschew lunch in favor of a sexual liaison.  Some days, we’d go to a hotel. Others, we’d have a quickie in his car.  And once or twice when Mara was presumably out of town, we even ended up at his place.  There was something altogether surreal about having sex with my ex-girlfriend’s new boyfriend in the very bed they shared, all while photos of the happy couple stared at me.   
 
    But it wasn’t so surreal that I stopped doing it.   
 
    In fact, in a lot of ways, it made everything that much better.  I wasn’t immune to the kinkiness of the situation, and I never got hotter than I did when we made love in his house.  He obviously noticed, ensuring that we did so as often as possible.  So when, on a weekend a little over a month after our first time, he invited me over for some fun, I didn’t think anything of it. 
 
    Perhaps I should have been a little more on guard, because that night would change everything. 
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    As soon as I pushed through the front door, I knew everything had gone irrevocably wrong.  Part of it was the look on Adam’s face.  Over the course of the last month or so, I’d gotten to know his expressions pretty well.  Happy, sad, frustrated, or aroused – they were all familiar to me.  But this new expression, it was different.  Menacing.  Calculating.  Dismissive.  It was all I could do not to turn on my heel and run away in fear.   
 
    Then he said something that stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    “Hello, Seth.” 
 
    Seth.  Not Sasha.  He knew everything.  Panic gripped my chest.  I couldn’t move.  I couldn’t respond.  I was just frozen in place, unable to think, much less flee.   
 
    “Bring her in, honey,” came another familiar voice from inside.  My eyes flicked to the couch, and I saw the last person I expected.  Mara.  My ex-girlfriend.  Drumming her fingers on the armrest, her cold expression mimicking Adam’s.  “We have a lot to talk about.”  
 
    I don’t know how I managed to force my feet to move, but I was soon stepping inside, my eyes glazed over as I tried to figure out what was going on.  My plan hadn’t just failed.  It had never even had a chance of success.   
 
    Still, once I was inside, I managed to mutter, “What’s going on?  W-who’s Seth?  And I don’t think we’ve met.  I’m Sasha, and –” 
 
    “Oh, that’s so adorable!” Mara exclaimed.  “She’s still trying!” 
 
    Adam’s hand clamped around my thin upper arm, and he half-guided, half-pulled me into the living room, where he shoved me onto a chair.  I’d never felt so weak in all my life.  But more than anything, I recognized the cruelty in his eyes.  It was the same as when we were kids.  Despite his outward appearance, he clearly hadn’t changed, and I was a fool not to have recognized it. 
 
    “You can drop the act, Seth,” Adam said.  “We know everything.” 
 
    “H-how?” I stammered, fear gripping my heart.  I knew I was in very real danger. 
 
    “How could we not?” came Mara’s response.  “You weren’t exactly subtle.  You didn’t even move.  Besides, your sister told me about your transition more than a year ago.”  
 
    “My sister?  She…she…” 
 
    “She thought she was helping you,” Mara said.  “She wanted us to be friends.”  
 
    “I…I don’t understand what’s going on,” I admitted. 
 
    “That’s because you’re stupid,” said Adam. “You always have been.” 
 
    “Stop it, Adam,” Mara said, rolling her eyes.  “Little Sasha’s sensitive, aren’t you sweetie?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent.  That suited Mara, who went on, “If you would’ve just gone on your way, if you could have just been happy for me…well, things might’ve turned out differently.  But you hatched this little plan of yours.  Did you honestly think you could break Adam and me up?  You turned out well – better than anyone could’ve expected – but Adam and I have always been soulmates.  You were just a band-aid.  Temporary.  An inoffensive hanger-on that worshipped the ground I walked on.  You were little more than a way for me to get my ego stroked.  Our relationship always had a sell-by date. 
 
    “When Carla told me you were transitioning, I couldn’t help but think it made sense,” she went on.  “You were always feminine.  Submissive.  It was one of the reasons I started dating you.  You were the exact opposite of a real man like Adam.  That’s what I needed at the time.”  
 
    “Not that we ever really stopped, right?” came Adam’s interjection.  I looked over to see him making a lewd gesture while grinning at me. 
 
    “Right,” said Mara.  “That.  I never really quit sleeping with Adam.  Every time he came in town, we had our fun.”  
 
    “H-how could you…” 
 
    “Please – like you don’t know,” Adam said, his grin widening.  “You couldn’t stop, either.  I expected you to run to Mara after that first time, but you kept coming back for more.”  
 
    Ignoring Adam’s comments, Mara continued, “I didn’t figure out your little plan until you applied for an internship at Adam’s company.  Then, you started flirting with him – pretty blatantly, I might add – and everything fell into place.  Which leads us to now.” 
 
    “W-what do you want?  Why am I here?  Did you just bring me here to gloat?” I asked, my voice firmer than I could’ve expected. 
 
    That was the only explanation I could think of, especially as the driving force behind my life had just crumbled before my very eyes.  In the space of a few minutes, I had gone from feeling like the smartest person in the world to feeling like an abject failure and an idiot for thinking that I could outsmart everyone else.  And on top of that, with Adam looming over me, I felt the same way I’d always felt when he bullied me in school.  Helpless and weak, like nothing I could ever do would change the fact that he was objectively better than me.  Only this time, Mara was included in that.   
 
    “Gloat?  No,” Mara said. “We’re here to offer you a deal.” 
 
    “A deal?  What kind of deal?” I asked. 
 
    “We want you to be our slave,” Adam said. 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “Not a literal slave,” Mara said.  “But our live-in submissive. Our sex toy.  You’d have to do whatever we told you to do, and in return, you get to be with us.”  
 
    I would be lying if I said I wasn’t shocked.  Certainly, I knew that some people were into that sort of thing.  I had the internet, after all, and I also knew that there were plenty of people out there that made it a lifestyle rather than a sex game.  However, that didn’t mean I’d ever considered doing something like that. 
 
    Sure, I had easily slipped into a submissive role that had only grown more prevalent the deeper into femininity I dug.  But becoming a sex slave?  That wasn’t something I’d ever even dreamed about.   
 
    “And if I don’t?”  
 
    Mara laughed.  “Nothing, obviously,” she said.  “I mean, you’d lose your internship, but that was only ever for your little plan, right?  But other than that, nothing.  This isn’t something anyone wants to force onto you.  It’s an offer.” 
 
    An offer. 
 
    There was an embittered part of me that wanted to reject the idea out of hand.  After all, I’d lived with quite a bit of hatred in my heart for the past couple of years, and that wasn’t an easy thing to turn off.  But on the other hand, I couldn’t deny that I had very much enjoyed my time with Adam.  And seeing Mara again had only brought up all of my old feelings.  Would it really be so crazy to consider becoming a part of their lives? 
 
    Besides, the idea of becoming a live-in submissive held a certain appeal for me.  I’d long since accepted my preferred sexual role; I would never be the dominant person in any relationship.  The very notion enveloped my mind in crippling anxiety.  Submission, by contrast, felt like a warm, comfortable blanket.   
 
    “How exactly would it work?” I asked. 
 
    Both Mara and Adam knew they had me, and neither could keep a grin from their respective faces.   
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    I wrapped my lips around Adam’s cock, trying desperately to suck it while Mara thrust her strap-on dildo deep into my ass.  It was much more difficult than it might seem at first glance, but by this point, I’d had plenty of practice.  So, despite her forceful thrusts, I was able to keep sucking Adam’s impressive manhood.   
 
    A lot had changed in the past month, and I’d long since adjusted to my new role as their sex slave.  I’d quit the internship and resigned from my real job.  I had even given them power of attorney, so I was wholly dependent on them for everything.  But I hadn’t regretted my choices at all.  In fact, I felt more at peace with myself than I had ever felt before.   
 
    Of course, that came at the price of my freedom.  Certainly, I could leave whenever I wanted.  The power of attorney was more symbolic than binding, and I could revoke it anytime I wished.  Not that I even considered it, because giving over control of my life was – in my mind, at least – the best thing that had ever happened to me.  Gone were the nearly constant feelings of inadequacy.  I didn’t have to worry about my place in the world.  I only had to do what I was told, and there’s a certain mental freedom associated with that kind of thing.   
 
    And the sex was almost uniformly amazing. 
 
    Mara was usually gentle enough, and our lovemaking didn’t feel that dissimilar from what we had enjoyed during our relationship.  It was more sapphic in nature, considering my inability to achieve an erection, but I was okay with that.  I had zero issues with spending hours with my face buried between her legs. 
 
    Adam was the exact opposite, of course.  When we had sex, it almost felt like he was doing it to punish me.  He went hard and fast, and I usually ended up with a fair few bruises.  Not that that was a bad thing, of course.  There’s certainly something to be said for rough sex, and Adam definitely filled that void in my life.   
 
    Even a month later, I wasn’t entirely certain whether he hated me or if he was in love with me, because he burned hot and cold.  One minute, he could be sweet and caring, but the next, he would throw an insult in my direction.  It was almost like he was two different people trapped in the same body, and I’d begun to suspect that he was at least as broken as I was. 
 
    But at the end of the day, I didn’t regret anything.  Sure, I’d set out with an entirely different purpose, but I didn’t have an issue without how things had turned out.  I was well aware that the couple had taken advantage of my tenuous mental state, but I didn’t care because, at the end of the day, I was the center of their attention.  And that was all I really wanted. 
 
    Was it sustainable?   
 
    Maybe.  I don’t know.  But we’d cross that bridge if we ever came upon it.  For now, though, I was content – which is more than I could say at any other point in my life. 
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