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Chapter 1

I put my briefcase over the handle of my wheeled carryon bag and trudged over to a row of uncomfortable looking chairs. Avoiding a seat with an unknown substance coating it, another with a newspaper, and a third with a tangle of phone chargers courtesy of the man to my right, I threw my slender body down at the end of the row. I’d been up for eleven hours, even though it was nearing 4:00 p.m., and now the hotel’s airport shuttle was delayed. Majorly. It was just my luck that I’d be spending the better part of the afternoon sitting next to the baggage claim instead of at the hotel’s sleek bar or its Olympic-sized pool. After all, the hotels were the only good part of traveling so much for work.

I pushed up the wrinkled sleeve on my button-down shirt and glanced at my Rolex. It had so many different dials that it took me a second to check the time. Forty-five more minutes and then I’d be on my way. I thought about pulling out my laptop to get some work done or just to click around online, but it seemed like a lot of effort to get set up. I hated trying to be productive at airports and decided to let myself off the hook.

Instead, I pulled my smartphone from my pocket and tapped on the latest in a string of dating apps. My profile picture was decent, I thought. It emphasized my height and hid some of my lankiness. In the picture, my face was half in shadow. I figured that the lighting gave the illusion of stubble and a more masculine jaw. I slouched down, tucking my dark, wavy hair behind my ear, and checked my inbox. Nothing.

With a sigh, I started swiping through potential matches. There was a cute blonde holding a cup of coffee. The coffee looked more appealing to me than she did, and I moved on. Next there was a woman with long red hair and ample curves. I stared at her cleavage for a while but decided against sending her a message. I scrolled through ten more profiles before a brunette caught my eye.

She was standing on a podium delivering a speech or something wearing a suit that fit her like a glove. It was professional but very feminine. Her glossy hair was pulled into a neat bun, and her cheekbones looked like they could cut diamonds. I felt something inside me stir. The brunette was interesting. I scanned down her body, and then I saw a hint of red peeking out beside the lectern. She was wearing sky-high red stilettos with her suit.

I felt the blood rushing toward my cock. The photo of her in those shoes took me from flaccid to rock hard in an instant. I put the phone down like it had zapped me, remembering I was in a public place and it would be a while before I could masturbate to the photo in my hotel room. I doubted I’d message the girl—I never had any luck anyway—but I knew I’d be thinking about the image of that fitted suit and high heel combo for a long time to come.

As I pocketed the phone and used the opportunity to adjust my cock in my pants, a woman strode up to me purposefully. “Is this seat taken?” she asked, gesturing to the chair next to mine.

“No, it’s all yours,” I mumbled, hoping she hadn’t noticed the small erection pressed up against my suit pants. But if she had noticed, she didn’t give any indication at all. She gracefully rolled her luggage cart over and slid into the chair.

My eyes widened when I saw the cart piled with trunks. The kind people used to bring on ocean liners, I thought.

The woman saw me looking. She tilted her head toward me conspiratorially and said, “I don’t travel light.” She punctuated the statement with a musical feminine laugh, and I immediately felt my shoulders relax. Normally anyone so confident and graceful would have the opposite effect on me. But there was an ease to this woman that seemed to wash over everyone in her vicinity.

She made me want to sit up straighter and project confidence too. I scooted back in the chair, ignoring the groans of protest my body gave as I sat straight and tall on the unpadded airport bench.

“Clarissa,” she said, extending a hand limply, as though she expected me to kiss it.

I shook it weakly, amazed at the buttery smoothness of her cool skin.

“I’m Johnny,” I offered, looking at a spot near her feet on the ground.

“It’s a pleasure,” Clarissa said. “What brings you to a place this dull?” she mock-whispered. Then her beautiful hands flew up to her face. “Oh, don’t tell me you’re from here?”

“No, no I’m not,” I reassured her. “A quick business trip is all.”

Clarissa smiled. “That’s a relief. What do you do for work?”

“Logistics,” I shrugged. “It’s really not worth talking about it’s so boring. I wouldn’t say it’s my dream job.” I chuckled, hoping to sound as playful as Clarissa, but it came out bitter.

Luckily, Clarissa didn’t seem to mind. She lightly placed a hand on my arm. “I see,” she said. “Sometimes we’re not aware of our truest dreams.”

Clarissa’s penetrating stare made me shift in my seat. But I didn’t have any time to contemplate what she meant because my phone gave off a loud buzz at the exact moment Clarissa’s chimed.

I checked my phone to find a text message from the shuttle driver. I stood and looked around, making sure that I had collected all my belongings and prepared to say goodbye to Clarissa. It was a shame we didn’t get to finish our conversation, I thought.

Then I noticed she was preparing to leave too. “You’re not heading to the Castello, are you?” she asked, a hint of excitement in her voice.

I felt like squealing and clapping my hands at the coincidence, but I tamped down the impulse. “Yeah,” I said. “Let me help you with that,” I added, taking hold of her luggage cart. I was thrilled to get to know Clarissa better in the shuttle. I had no idea that Clarissa was about to help me get to know myself better too.    


Chapter 2

I propped myself up in bed and thumbed through the room service menu. Meanwhile, the conversation with Clarissa played back in my head. The entire ride to the hotel she’d asked questions about me and deflected my questions about her life. I realized I’d never managed to find out what she did for a living. The woman was a mystery. A friendly, elegant mystery.

I had no idea how she managed to get me to open up to her. Before I knew it, I was admitting that my dad owned the company I worked for and that I often felt like an impostor at work being only a year out of college—and that I even felt like an impostor in everyday life. I told her how much I was dreading the conference I was in town for and how most days I went to bed wondering what the point of anything was. Clarissa had nodded knowingly to everything I said, her blue eyes pools of understanding that I thought I’d happily drown in.

But of all the questions she’d asked, never once did she inquire about my relationship status. I closed my eyes and slumped back into the pillows. Did that hurt my feelings? I wondered. Was I into Clarissa? No, that didn’t seem right. She was more of a confidant than a potential fling. And who knew if I would ever see her again. She mentioned going to the hotel’s cocktail hour, but she was probably just trying to be nice.

Thinking about women and dating made the brunette from the dating app appear in my mind. Finally, I was alone and could relieve the pressure that had built up all day. I reached down and unzipped my dress pants, pulling my small cock out and starting to stroke it in firm tugs. I closed my eyes and massaged the precum over my tip, envisioning long, lean legs wearing six-inch red heels.

It wasn’t long before I shuddered. Using my free hand, I quickly pulled up the hem of my shirt just in time to cum all over my stomach. I moaned once as the jizz spurted out, hot against my skin.

I looked at the alarm clock. Its blocky red letters said 10:00 p.m. Maybe I’d skip the room service after all and turn in early. I undressed and caught sight of myself in the mirrored closet door. My hair was longer than ever and I admired the wave of it briefly before snapping back to reality. I needed to schedule a haircut as soon as I was back home. If I let my hair grow any longer, my dad would be all over me about it.

My dad spent my whole childhood calling me “sissy boy,” and the words still stung. Once, I had spent the day with my mom at the mall picking out clothes for her. When we got home, my mom gushed about my eye for fashion, and my dad didn’t speak to me for a week, no matter how much I begged and pleaded for his forgiveness. I was so young then that I didn’t even really know what I’d done wrong.

Scrunching my eyes closed, I pushed the bad memories from my mind. It was the past. I’d been careful ever since I understood it was my job to be a man’s man. My dad was finally coming around. I had used my bonus and some of my savings to buy a Rolex, and for the first time ever, my dad had looked at me approvingly.

I craved that look. Now I spent my free time online looking up ways to bulk up. They all seemed horrible. I imagined choking down protein shake after protein shake in flavors like Winter Ice. I didn’t even know what flavor that could be, but I guessed I wouldn’t like it. In fact, there would probably be a pallet of protein powders at my door when I got back to my apartment. The thought was both comforting and sad. I liked having a plan, though it would be better if it were a plan to accomplish something I actually wanted to do …

***

All the next day, I struggled to keep my eyes open. I shook hands with what felt like hundreds of people. They all could have been clones of the same one guy: muscular, strong jawed, with neatly kept facial hair and buzz cuts. I looked around and saw a sea of black, gray, and blue suits. This was my life now. Meeting boring people and wearing boring clothes in order to discuss the best way to train new employees for their “exciting” career in logistics.

During lunch, I filled a plate from the buffet as quickly as I could. I found a table at the edge of the room and walked over, my long legs carrying me quickly. Much to my annoyance, three other guys filled the table a minute after I sat down. In a loud voice, the ringleader joked about what a sausage fest the conference was.

It was true. I hadn’t thought much about it, but now I looked around the whole ballroom where lunch was being held. I saw maybe three women in the whole place. My muscles tightened. It had been easy to ignore everyone when I thought I’d get to sit by himself. Now I was surrounded by jocks, and it made my palms sweat.

The feeling in the air was similar to a high school cafeteria. Except in high school, I had always eaten at a table full of girls. I’d never been subjected to sharing a meal with a group of guys like the ones that surrounded me now.

I picked at my salad and nibbled on a corner of my stale bread. The food at these things was always awful. Usually, I didn’t mind. But the bad food plus the bad company made my stomach turn.

The guys at the table were guffawing at some lewd joke the ringleader had made. The men fawned over him, all jockeying for his attention. One guy was laughing so hard that tears glistened in the corner of my eyes. “Shut up, Blaine, it’s not that funny,” the ringleader said. The man named Blaine stopped laughing instantly and looked ashamed.

Pathetic. Why did groups of men always have to be like this, cutting each other down and competing over who could be the most toxic? I wondered.

I didn’t bother trying to make small talk. I scraped my chair back across the patterned carpet, grabbed my plate, and hurried away. I had half a mind to skip the next breakout session. I fantasized about curling up in my hotel bed and sleeping until the conference was over and I could fly home. Then I depressed himself further by thinking that there was nothing much waiting for me at home except protein shakes and misery.

***

Doodling on my notepad at a conference session, I heard the words the speaker was saying; I just didn’t bother to process them. Soon the lined paper was filled with drawings. I noticed I was feeling calm and even a little content.

Movement caught my eye, and I saw the ringleader from lunch had just elbowed the guy next to me. What were they looking at? With a start, I realized they were looking at my drawings and laughing. In that moment, I realized I’d filled the yellow page with the same image over and over—the stilettos I’d masturbated to the day before.

Redness creeped across my cheeks. I felt panic rise in my body. All of a sudden, I knew I needed to escape the room as soon as possible. The men beside me weren’t even attempting to stifle their laughter. They were laughing and pointing at me. I couldn’t remember feeling such shame. What had I been thinking drawing all that girly stuff? I was thinking of the brunette from the dating app, right?

I forced my way out of the row I was sitting in, tripping on a pair of big feet in shiny black dress shoes. I caught myself on the man’s legs to keep from falling to the ground, but somehow it was worse to have broken my fall by groping at a stranger. I heard the speaker stop and saw that I had disrupted the entire session.

When I was done brushing past everyone in the row of chairs, I broke into a run, letting the big double doors slam behind me as I reached the hotel lobby. My heart beat fast, like a hummingbird’s. I was doubled over and panting when I felt a hand on my back.

I snapped upright ready to fight whoever had followed me out of the conference room to make fun of me. But my eyes followed the slender arm, and I was relieved to see Clarissa.

“Are you okay?” she asked, worry clear in her voice.

“Yeah,” I said, looking for a way to escape. I didn’t want Clarissa to see me like this. “Totally fine,” I added, forcing a smile. “I’m just heading back to my room and I was in a rush is all.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Clarissa said, and I could tell that she wasn’t buying it. Still, Clarissa wiped the concern from her face. Brightly, she said, “Are we still on for drinks during cocktail hour?” She elbowed me gently in the ribs. “I leave tomorrow morning, so it’s now or never.”

I realized I was giving Clarissa a genuine smile now. “Yeah, for sure,” I said, so happy to have something to look forward to.

“I’ll see you then,” Clarissa said, dragging her fingers across my chest before strutting away.


Chapter 3

I was buoyed by Clarissa’s invitation, so much so that I attended the next conference session and even stayed after to ask a question. Afterwards I grabbed a sandwich from the hotel café and headed to my room to get ready for my date with Clarissa.

I didn’t know what to wear. I’d packed suits for the conference, but it didn’t seem like the right choice. Actually, nothing seemed like the right choice. I wanted to come across as suave and confident, though none of the clothes I had with me were likely to communicate that. In the end, I settled for a pair of khakis and a light blue linen shirt with rolled up sleeves. I combed my long hair back and checked my teeth for food before heading down to the lobby.

When Clarissa wasn’t waiting for me, I remembered that a cocktail hour isn’t the kind of thing you get to right on time. I paced around the lobby, hoping she was going to be fashionably late and that she wasn’t going to stand me up.

Waiting was torture. I watched intently each time the elevator doors opened, praying that I’d see her beautiful face. I wasn’t sure I could take it if she didn’t show. I was staring at the bank of elevators when I heard someone clearing their throat behind me.

I whirled around and was rewarded with Clarissa’s stunning presence. “Oh,” I said. “I expected you to be coming from inside the hotel.” I gave her a lopsided grin.

“I was out with a client,” she said breathlessly. “There’s always so much to be done.” She waved off the talk of work and held out an arm for me. I looped my thin arm through hers and led her to an L-shaped leather sofa in the cocktail lounge.

Clarissa eased herself down like a dancer, and I envied her simple grace, which was apparent in her outfit, too. I admired her black dress. It was fitted through her hips and then flared out, 50s-style but with a modern twist. Her strappy black heels looked sexy as she crossed one foot behind the other.

A waiter came up immediately and locked eyes with Clarissa. “I’ll have a Manhattan, please,” she said and turned to me expectantly.

I felt like this was a test I was going to fail. I tried to think of something classy to drink, willing myself to remember the name of a mixed drink, any drink at all. My mind was torturously blank and I sat dumbly feeling the familiar blush overtake my skin.

“He’ll have the same,” Clarissa said after just a moment. She smiled at me and tilted her head toward me, and I felt safe—like she was looking out for me. She didn’t seem to care that I had clammed up in front of the waiter.

I remembered that the last time we’d chatted, I’d done all the talking. She had managed to get me to open up, and the result was I knew almost nothing about my mysterious friend. “What is it you do?” I asked.

Clarissa opened her red lips to speak, but a voice interrupted her. “I’m Tom,” the man said, towering over Clarissa. I was appalled to see it was the ringleader from lunch. My heart sank. I wanted time alone with Clarissa, and I wanted to never see this jerk ever again.

“Let me get you a drink. You can join us at the bar,” Tom said, gesturing at his group of buddies.

Clarissa pursed her lips together and shook her head. “I’ve already got a drink on the way, thank you,” she told him curtly. Then she turned back to me and put a hand on my thigh. “Now what were you saying?” she prompted me.

But Tom didn’t take no for an answer. “C’mon,” he said. “What’re you doing with this pathetic guy? A lady like you needs a real man.”

Clarissa stood and smoothed her dress, and for one heart-stopping minute, I thought she was preparing to join Tom at the bar. Instead, she walked toward the waiter who was carrying two Manhattans, pulled them off the tray, and told the waiter to charge the drinks to her room. She was halfway to the door before she turned and called back to me. “I’m taking you to my room, Johnny. Are you coming?”

I scrambled after her, hesitating only to watch Tom open and close his mouth like a fish. I heard Tom say, “I guess it’s Ladies’ Night, fellas,” to his friends at the bar.

But I didn’t care. Clarissa had looked at Tom like he was a gnat or a piece of roadkill. Tom was so utterly beneath her that she hadn’t bothered to respond to his insults. I was exhilarated. I took my drink from Clarissa’s small hand and followed her into the elevator. As the elevator doors closed, she reached for my free hand and gave it a quick squeeze. I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.


Chapter 4

The elevator ride lasted longer than I thought possible. We were going up and up. When we finally lurched to a stop and the elevator dinged, I realized we were on the top floor. Clarissa must have the penthouse suite, I thought.

Clarissa fished in her purse for her keycard and then swung the door open onto the biggest hotel room I had ever seen. It was decorated much like mine: neutral beige walls and a beige carpet. But Clarissa’s room had floor to ceiling windows, a piano, two couches that faced each other, and a big fireplace.

My eyes widened, and Clarissa noticed. “Nice, isn’t it? Come in and make yourself at home.”

I took a seat across from Clarissa on one of the couches. Clarissa kicked off her heels and sighed contentedly. “This is much better than the hotel lounge. I should have invited you up in the first place,” she said.

I hung on her every word, feeling lucky that she’d taken a special interest in me, of all people. I couldn’t figure out why that was.

“Let’s start again,” Clarissa instructed. “You’ve been trying to ask me something, haven’t you?”

I nodded.

“Well, go ahead then,” she said, laughing lightly.

“I was trying to ask you what you do for a living,” I said.

“Ah, yes. I’m a life coach,” Clarissa responded.

“Uh, okay,” I said. “And, um, what does that actually mean?”

“You get straight to it. I like that. I help people reach their full potential. Some people are very wealthy and very grateful for my services.” She gestured to the hotel room: “Like the client who put me up here. Some are just starting out in life.” Clarissa paused meaningfully and looked hard at me. “People of all kinds, really.”

“What do you do to help them?” I said.

“If you follow me, I can show you,” Clarissa said, gesturing toward a room that I presumed was the bedroom.

There was a strange feeling building in me. Now I was remembering that I didn’t actually know Clarissa, despite the fact she had put me instantly at ease. Here she was being cryptic about potential and trying to get me into her bedroom.

Was she a prostitute? I had never paid for sex, though I’d been tempted to get rid of my virginity once and for all that way. I didn’t like where all this was headed. I couldn’t even say for certain if I was interested in Clarissa. Sure, I liked her elegance and the way she made me feel accepted and seen, but that wasn’t the same as wanting to get it on.     

I considered my options: I could ask her outright if she was an escort, though that felt like it could backfire. On the other hand, I could leave the penthouse and go back to room service and another night with the television. Neither option felt right to me. At this point, I was consumed by curiosity.

I made up my mind then and there that I would give Clarissa a chance to explain, even if it proved uncomfortable. I knew if I walked away now, I’d be curious for the rest of my life. Plus, there was something in my gut that said this was okay, that it was right to trust Clarissa and see where this all led.

I stepped into Clarissa’s bedroom. The gauzy curtains flapped in the light breeze. Two scented candles on the bedside tables gave the whole space and ethereal glow. And the bed itself was huge, far bigger than a king size. It must have been custom made just for the space. But what truly took my breath away was the dressing room.

The bedroom opened up into a closet with built ins and a giant tufted chair. I wandered into the space, my mouth hanging open. There was a full-length mirror at one end and even an ankle-length mirror, like the kind in shoe stores.

I was surprised to see that there were no clothes or shoes at all in the space.

“I never take the time to unpack,” Clarissa said from behind me. “Take a seat,” she suggested, pointing to the tufted chair in the center of the closet. I did as I was told, and Clarissa wheeled in the stack of trunks she’d had at the airport.

Clarissa placed them all in front of me. When she was done arranging them just so, she sat next to me and tilted my chin so that I was looking her in the eyes.

“I need you to trust me,” she said. “Do you trust me?”

I nodded slowly.

“Excellent,” Clarissa said, springing up and approaching one of the trunks. She clicked it open, and I was astonished by what I saw. High heels of every color and design filled the cavernous depths of the luggage. But they were much too large for Clarissa’s dainty feet. No, these were shoes that would fit someone much bigger—someone like me.


Chapter 5

I couldn’t help myself. I sank to my knees in front of the sea of shoes. I gingerly reached in and lifted a black heel with a blood-red sole. I ran my fingers over the leather pump, marveling at how soft it felt. Then I put it back with a gentle reverence and pulled out a beige stiletto dotted with rhinestones. As I turned the shoe over in my hand, the rhinestones caught the light and created a dappled pattern on the dressing room wall.

I stared at the dancing lights, my mind completely clear. I felt excited and calm. I felt happy. It was the first time in years I could remember being so in the moment. I looked through the trunk full of shoes until I’d seen each pair. Most looked like they’d fit me, and I wondered how it would feel to have these beautiful shoes on my feet.

What was happening? I didn’t wear women’s clothes. I told myself to get a grip. I dropped the kitten heel I was holding like it was a hot coal. My eyes turned dark, and I turned to Clarissa, willing her to explain herself.

She was watching me intently and had been this entire time. In fact, she didn’t seem the least bit flustered or confused by the anger that was taking hold in me.

“You feel offended,” Clarissa said, and I noted that there was a hint of boredom in her voice. “You are outraged I would present you with women’s shoes in your size. How dare I, etcetera.”

Her blasé attitude was only making me more worked up. My hands clenched into fists at my sides. It was as though she wanted to get a rise out of me. Even though I could tell Clarissa was needling me, I felt the anger mounting in me. Who was she to imply that I liked this?

I had never worn anything but the manliest of clothes. My dad made sure of that. My relatives liked to tell and retell the story of my christening. I was the only baby in the family who didn’t wear a christening gown. “My son isn’t going to wear that,” my father had barked, apparently. After all the fuss, I was baptized wearing a suit.

“Have you worked out what I do yet?” Clarissa prompted. “I help men who have stifled their true passions. You feel angry at the moment, but I promise you that you can trust my discretion and that this is a part of the process. You’re going to give in, so let’s move this along, shall we?”

I sputtered. She was really a piece of work. She didn’t know me at all. What was this act about being able to see inside me and what I really wanted? Why had she brought me here to put me in women’s shoes? This was ludicrous; Clarissa was clearly unhinged.

Years of my father’s comments came flooding back. The time I had wanted to be in the school play and ended up on the lacrosse team instead. The time I had accompanied my mom to a museum exhibit dedicated to a fashion designer’s work and my dad had called me “sissy” and “gay” for weeks.

It wasn’t safe to admit that I’d always loved dresses and fashion. I’d been hiding my interests my whole life, and I had the strange idea that somehow my father could see me right now while I fawned over shoes in a mysterious woman’s closet.

In a flash, I thought about the time I’d spent with Clarissa so far: the conversation we’d had in the airport shuttle, the way she always looked at me like she was turning over each word I said in her mind. Then I remembered the gentle and encouraging way she touched my shoulder or leg and how she hadn’t given that bully in the hotel lounge the time of day.

Maybe what I was feeling had nothing to do with Clarissa or her sanity. Sure, this was the strangest situation I’d ever been in. But what if she was right? I noticed the tide turning in me. The decision had already been made, just like she’d said. There was no way I would get up and leave this all behind.

I put my head in my hands and my fingers tangled in my long hair. I was breathing fast now, in short jagged breaths.

“Come back here,” Clarissa said, guiding me up onto the chair next to her. “It’s completely normal to feel overwhelmed. From what you’ve told me, you’ve spent your whole life trying to live up to your father’s expectations of you. He expected you to be manly at all times. I don’t believe that’s what you want. What you want is right here.”

Clarissa leaned over and unfastened the latches on the two closed trunks. I looked at them between my splayed fingers and gasped.

They were full of the prettiest, sexiest lingerie I’d ever seen.

“Undress now,” Clarissa said, and her tone of voice made it clear that this was no time to hesitate or question her plan for me.

I stood up shakily and undid the buttons on my shirt. Then I pulled my khakis down from my slim hips. I paused, shivering in the cool air.

“Everything off,” Clarissa prodded.

I stepped out of my boxers and put a hand over my small dick. Clarissa pulled my hand away and marched me over to the full-length mirror. “Now the fun begins,” she said, smiling.


Chapter 6

Clarissa left my side, and I could hear her rifling through all the clothes and shoes. She was gone for a few minutes, and my shivers from the cold turned into shivers of anticipation. What would she bring me to wear?

Clarissa sidled up next to me and handed me a black bra. It was sheer and its straps crisscrossed in a complicated way. Clarissa helped me with it, and I was mesmerized by my reflection.

Then Clarissa held up a pair of sheer black panties. I stepped into them and relished the way the silky fabric felt as I pulled them up over my thighs. My cock throbbed against the panties, and I realized I was hard again. I was embarrassed but held out hope that Clarissa hadn’t noticed my erection.

Finally, Clarissa helped me into a pair of strappy black heels like the ones she was wearing. She buckled their tiny buckles expertly, and I had a surge of hope that one day I’d be able to put on the complicated bra and fit my clumsy fingers around the shoe clasp myself.

Panic rose in my throat. Why was I thinking about next time? This was a one-time thing. I tamped the panic down and decided not to worry about that now. I would focus on this experience, savor it, and remember it always.

“Look at you!” Clarissa said, spinning me in a circle so that I could see the full effect. My long, slim legs looked even longer in the heels. In fact, they looked downright graceful. The bra gave the illusion of breasts. But the panties didn’t cover my hard-on, after all. I tried to muster some embarrassment and found I didn’t care. It was like I always knew my body could look this way, and my elation outweighed any other emotion.

Clarissa disappeared for a moment and returned with a silk robe. “We’re not done yet,” she said. She walked through a short hallway at the end of the dressing room. I followed her into the bathroom.

It was enormous, like every other space in the penthouse suite. Brightly lit, the room made it seem like we’d stepped out into a sunny day. There was a long counter on one side with double sinks. Facing the sinks was a large mirror with bulb lights lining its perimeter and a counter filled with makeup of all kinds.

There were pots of eye shadow and lipstick, palettes of blush and concealer, clamshell cases of powders, and a cup of brushes. “Go ahead,” Clarissa coaxed, and I sank down into the chair, trying to emulate the way Clarissa moved.

Clarissa pulled my hair away from my face and clipped a barrette at each of my temples. Then she looked at my skin carefully before pulling all kinds of things out from the crowded counter. She tested a few swatches and nodded appreciatively.

“You have beautiful skin,” she told me as I stared at myself in the mirror, eager to see how the makeup would transform me.

I gave a small giggle, and Clarissa tilted her head knowingly. “See,” she said. “You already know how to be flirty and coy without even trying.”

Clarissa grabbed a beauty blender and started applying foundation. Then she began contouring my face. I couldn’t believe how good she was. The contouring made my nose thinner and more feminine and gave the appearance of dramatic cheekbones. I turned my head to see myself from every angle. It was unbelievable.

“Just wait until we add some color!” Clarissa laughed, seeing me checking myself out. She swiveled the chair away from the mirror and the suspense of how I’d look hummed in me.

She applied blush to my cheeks and chose a pearlescent pink eye shadow to swipe over both of my lids. She selected some mascara and gave my lashes a few coats.

For a finishing touch, she twisted open a tube of bubblegum pink lip gloss. The feathery applicator felt soft against my plump lips. Clarissa taught me to rub my lips together to make sure it was evenly spread.

Then she slowly swiveled the chair back to the mirror. Tears sprang into my eyes. Even though my hair grazed the bottom of my ears, I looked like a woman. In fact, if I squinted, I could pretend I had a chic short haircut.

My eyes looked huge thanks to the mascara and the pale eyeshadow. The different shades of pink gave me a fresh, girly look. I was overcome. I felt pretty. Really pretty.

Just then, there was an insistent knock on the door. Clarissa looked at her watch. “Right on time,” she grinned.


Chapter 7

The old familiar fears roiled in me. No one could see me like this. This was a private thing, between Clarissa and me only. I pulled the silk robe around myself tightly, covering up the lingerie beneath it. The thin fabric didn’t help me feel less exposed, though.

Clarissa had left me in the back room without a word. Now I edged nearer to the living room. I could hear Clarissa’s gentle lilt and the deep voice of the man talking to her. I hoped the man would leave soon. Clarissa had been expecting him, so it was probably a short work meeting or something.

I jumped as Clarissa approached the doorway where I was standing.

“Don’t be startled,” she said kindly. “It’s time to come socialize,” she urged.

“I-I can’t,” I protested. There was absolutely no way I was going to meet someone dressed in a silk robe, high heels, and a face full of makeup. “This was meant to be between us. You said you’re discreet!”

“You can trust his discretion as well as mine. And I never said we’d be keeping you to ourselves. I said we were working toward your true desires. I saw how confident you were feeling just a moment ago. It would be a shame for you to lose that feeling now, right when you were coming along so nicely.” Clarissa trailed off, waiting for my response.

But I didn’t say anything at all. I couldn’t make sense of the jumble of thoughts running through my head. A part of me wanted to prance out into the living room and strike a pose. I knew how good I looked. But the other part of me still wanted to pretend that this was a one-time silly experiment. Just two friends messing around during a boring business trip.

Clarissa saw how conflicted I was. She locked eyes with me and put her hands on my cheeks. Her steadiness and the look on her face seemed to transfer some certainty into me. I nodded once and wobbled out into the living room.

I was shocked at what I saw. The man on the couch was totally relaxed. His head was resting on the back of the sofa and his legs were spread out wide. But the second I came into the room, he sat up like he’d been electrocuted.

I wasn’t just surprised at my effect on the man, though. I was surprised at who he was. Is that Blaine? I wondered. As I got closer, I was certain this was the man who had laughed too hard at Tom’s joke during lunch.

From the way Blaine looked me up and down, it was clear he didn’t recognize me at all. It was a thrill to be standing in front of a guy like Blaine while he licked his lips and stared.

I felt Clarissa’s breath on my neck. “This is one of my clients,” she said. “He is working on becoming more of a leader and less of a follower. Would you like to see where the evening takes you two?”

My muscles tightened and I felt lightheaded as all the blood rushed to my cock. I did want to see where tonight would go. All the fantasies I’d never let myself indulge in danced in my head: tasting cum, feeling a man’s strength as he entered me, touching and teasing someone muscular and imposing. It was a relief to let myself admit who I was attracted to.

Clarissa eased off my robe and lightly pushed me toward Blaine. Blaine was tentative at first but then pulled me into his lap. Blaine’s hands roamed my skin, and I relished the sensation of his big, rough hands. Blaine caressed my nipples through the bra and ran a hand up my thigh.

I noticed Clarissa sitting in the corner of the room, observing. Somehow it made me feel safe enough to proceed. I wriggled off Blaine’s lap and onto the floor in front of him.

“Tell me what you want,” I said in a teasing, pouty voice.

Heat flashed across Blaine’s face, and his cock twitched in his pants. “You’re going to suck on my big cock,” he growled.

I didn’t hesitate. I helped Blaine out of his pants and waited impatiently for him to make his way out of his boxer briefs. Blaine’s huge dick sprang out, at attention, and I gasped. I looked at the veiny, pulsing cock. My eyes traced from the red mushroom head to the tangled nest of pubic hair at the base. It must have been seven inches long and was thick as my wrist.

Blaine didn’t need any encouragement now. He pulled my head toward his cock, smiling as I parted my pretty pink lips. I had never been this close to another man’s member before, and I was crazy with arousal.

I gave the tip a kittenish lick, savoring the salty taste of Blaine’s precum. Then I swirled my tongue around the head, licking harder at that special spot on the underside. Blaine felt velvety soft in my mouth.

It was a challenge to open my mouth wide enough to fit such an enormous cock in, but I was enjoying trying. I took Blaine slowly, an inch at a time, sucking and licking while Blaine moaned appreciatively. Never had I felt sexier, and though it was impossible to ignore my own erect penis bulging against my panties, I felt so feminine that is was as though I had always worn lingerie and gotten on my knees for men.

I could tell that Blaine was getting close. I bobbed faster on his cock, my eyes watering as he hit the back of my throat. Blaine’s growls of pleasure reverberated in the air as his cock twitched, and he pumped hot cum down my throat.

I swallowed and wiped the corners of my mouth carefully, hoping to preserve my makeup. As I took a seat on the sofa, I caught Clarissa staring at me. She had a gleam in her eye.

Blaine pulled his pants up and buckled his belt. Then he ran a meaty hand across his wrinkled shirt and stood. He acknowledged Clarissa with a bob of his head and a tiny self-satisfied smile. The door clicked behind him when he left, and now Clarissa and I were alone.

“So what did you think?” she asked.

“I think you saw right through me,” I started. “That was incredible. I felt so womanly and so powerful. I still can’t believe I did that with a stranger, but it seemed right.”

“It was right for him too,” Clarissa said. “Would you like a drink? We could go back to the hotel bar,” she offered.

“No, no thank you,” I said. “I think I’m going to call it a night. I’ll go get changed.”

Clarissa shook her head. “Those are yours to keep if you’d like. I have a very chic trench coat that you can put over it if you’re not ready to change yet.”

I accepted gratefully. I was tired from the day, but I wanted to feel the bra and panties against my skin as I slept. I kissed Clarissa’s cheek and was soon fast asleep in my bed. What a day it had been.


Chapter 8

I awoke with a start at 7:00 am. My first session of the conference wasn’t until 10:00, but something was bothering me. Was it a dream I’d had? No, it was something Clarissa had mentioned. She was leaving today. I didn’t feel ready to say goodbye, not after all she’d done for me.

I threw my clothes on over my lingerie: a pair of cargo shorts and a golf shirt. I caught sight of myself in the mirror, saw my streaked makeup, and gave my face a thorough scrub. Last night had been freeing. I was thankful that I’d gotten to live out my desires just once in my life. I knew I’d think back on it fondly as my little secret.

But I didn’t have a second to spare feeling wistful. I ran to the elevator and rode up to the penthouse, hoping that Clarissa hadn’t checked out yet. I stepped out of the doors to see a housekeeper’s cart in front of the penthouse’s open door. They were already cleaning Clarissa’s room.

My heart sank. I only knew Clarissa’s first name and home city, nothing else. I knew instinctively that she wasn’t the sort to have a website advertising her business. Discretion was something she emphasized over and over.

I walked back to the elevator defeated. I could ride down to the lobby and hope to find Clarissa there, and it was worth a shot. But when I entered the lobby, no one was there, save for a man working the front desk.

Hunching forward in defeat, I approached the desk. “Excuse me,” I said. “A friend of mine just checked out. Her name’s Clarissa, and she was staying in the penthouse suite. Is there any way you could give me her phone number or email address?”

I knew there wasn’t a chance in hell they would, but I had to do something, anything to try to find the woman who changed my life.

The man at the front desk gave me a sad smile. “I’m afraid we cannot disclose any information about our guests, sir. But you must be Johnny, is that correct?”

I nodded.

“Clarissa left a package for you, sir. Let me collect it for you,”

The man at the front desk disappeared into a back room for a minute and came out holding a large black box. I took it and was surprised by its weightiness. What had Clarissa left for me?

The door to my room had barely closed behind me by the time I set down the box and pulled its lid off. Inside, there was a black dress, seamed stockings, and a black purse wrapped in tissue paper. I lifted out each and found a white square of hotel stationery at the bottom of the box. I read it hurriedly, my eyes skimming over every word.

I thought these would look great with your new lingerie. You can wear the whole ensemble to your appointment this morning. Details are on the back of this card. Thank you for trusting me and letting me watch you come alive.

xx,

Clarissa.

I sat down hard, and the hotel bed bounced in protest. I read the note two more times before flipping it over. On the back there was a time and an address, but no more information than that.

Somehow this felt like a momentous choice to me. Would I go to the address? Would I wear the dress and last night’s heels? Maybe I could go in my suit, but that felt like a betrayal of Clarissa. My appointment, whatever that meant, was at the same exact time as the start of today’s conference. Could I miss the last day of the conference? Would anyone tell my father about my absence?

I laid everything out on the bed and got in the shower, putting off making any decisions of any kind. In the shower, the hot water beat down on my skin and cleared my mind of any thoughts at all.

As I toweled off in front of the mirror, I noticed that for a split second, I didn’t recognize myself. I had been expecting to see a face full of makeup. It was jarring to see myself bare faced instead. That was all the answer I needed.

I grabbed my razor from the bathroom counter. I took my time, making sure that my chin was smooth and hairless. Then I headed back to the shower with my shaving cream. I’d never dreamed of shaving my legs before, and I found it trickier than I expected.

Soon, I got the hang of balancing on one leg as I drew the razor up my long legs. My thin, light body hair put up no resistance, and it wasn’t long before it all circled the drain. I inspected the rest of my body and made short work of my small tuft of chest hair.

That felt better. I couldn’t help myself from running my hands over the smooth skin of my legs. They felt more sensitive somehow. I used the tiny bottle of hotel lotion to make sure they were moisturized before donning my lingerie and carefully pulling on the seamed stockings Clarissa had left for me.

I bunched the stockings up at the toe and stepped into them, making sure not to catch my nails on the delicate fabric. It would be disappointing to have a run in my stockings—I wanted to look perfect for my outing. Next, I slipped into the black dress.

It was snug and short and hugged my slim body. The way it was cut gave the illusion of hips and even made me look slightly busty. I looked at myself in awe for a long time before realizing I’d better get a move on if I didn’t want to be late.


Chapter 9

I clipped my hair back. Since I didn’t have makeup, maybe I could buy a pair of sunglasses down at the hotel shop, I thought. I started to put my credit card, ID, and hotel room key in the purse I’d been given, and I smiled.

Clarissa had filled the handbag with makeup. I delicately extracted each tube from its satiny interior. I had powder, foundation, eye shadow, and lipstick. It was the perfect starter pack.

I thought there was a decent chance that putting on makeup might make me late, but I couldn’t resist. I rubbed in the foundation and set it with powder. I remembered watching Clarissa put on my eye shadow, and I tried to copy what she’d done. Finally, I swiped the pink lipstick over my lips. Done.

No one could look at me and think I was a man. I looked like a woman from head to toe. Well, my hair could use some work, I thought. Regardless, it was the harsh light of day, and I felt confident enough to step out of my hotel room and present my new look to the world. I could barely believe this newfound confidence.

My heart was in my throat as my heels clicked over the tiles of the hotel lobby. I swung through the revolving door and into the parking lot, where my Uber waited. I was euphoric when my driver said, “How is your day going, miss?”

I noticed myself speaking in a higher voice and giggling while I made small talk with the driver. Before I knew it, we pulled up in front of a nondescript building. There were rowhouses intermixed with boutiques, coffee shops, and restaurants. It was a trendy district, and I couldn’t wait to see what Clarissa had planned for me.

There was no sign on the big wooden door. Was it someone’s house? I wondered as I knocked delicately. When the door swung open, I was greeted by a woman in an apron. She had a dark pixie haircut with blue highlights and wore square glasses with oversized frames.

“Come in, come in,” she said cheerfully. “Let me look at you,” she said once she closed the door behind me. “Great bone structure,” she complimented me. “Yes, we’ll want to frame your face a little better.”

I saw a row of sinks on the far wall and three salon chairs nearest me. I knew that I was in for the fanciest haircut of my life. After all, this salon wasn’t even marked from the outside. You had to know it was here, I realized.

I let the hairdresser lead me to the chair nearest the window. She disappeared and returned with a glass of white wine. I took a few sips before she tied the protective cape around my neck. She sprayed my damp hair with a spray bottle until it was totally wet. Then she got to work.

I was facing away from the mirror, and I tried to imagine what my hair would look like transformed by her capable hands. It was impossible, though, and I decided to close my eyes and simply enjoy being pampered.

I heard the stylist turn on the hairdryer and knew it was almost time for the big reveal. She worked some mousse into my hair, and it smelled like a mix of flowers and candy. She moved like a cyclone around my head.

“There,” she said as she began to turn me toward the mirror. “Are you ready to see your new ‘do?” she asked.

I nodded vigorously, and the stylist laughed at my eagerness. “You’re right to be excited,” she said. “You look fantastic.”

My brain registered that I was looking at myself in the mirror, but it seemed almost impossible. I looked good. Really good.

The stylist had cut layers into to my hair, and the cut made my face look soft and feminine but also sleek and angled. I thought I looked a little like a supermodel.

“Thank you,” I said in a tearful voice.

The hairdresser smiled widely at me and gave me a hug as I stood up. “You’re all taken care of today,” she said. “Oh! I’m supposed to give you something.”

She rifled through all the stuff on her station and came back with a white card, which she placed in my outstretched palms. I thanked her profusely and went out into the sunshine to read the note from Clarissa:

Blaine Thomkins is staying in room 432. He’s expecting your call. Have fun!

xx,

Clarissa.


Chapter 10

The rest of the afternoon was a blur. I sat in the hotel bar, and a man sent me a drink with a wink and wave. I savored the drink and enjoyed the man’s attentions. But I had something much more exciting to look forward to.

I finished my last sip and went upstairs to my room. I called the front desk and asked to be connected to room 432. Blaine answered on the second ring, as though he’d been sitting next to the phone waiting.

“Hello?” he said a little desperately.

“Hi,” I replied softly, sounding perfectly in control even though my heart was hammering in my chest.

“Er-Did you want to maybe, uhm, come to my room?”

“I’ll be there soon. Why don’t you get undressed for me?” I said, hanging up without waiting for Blaine’s response. I was pleased with my forwardness. I wasn’t quite sure where it was coming from, but I was glad to feel giddy after the transformation I’d undergone. It was like my doubts floated away each time I saw how pretty I looked.

In a flash, I reached Blaine’s door. And when Blaine let me in, he was only wearing one of the hotel’s terrycloth robes. I untied the robe and pulled it from Blaine’s thick body. I slid down to the floor and used my mouth to get Blaine rock hard.

Blaine’s moans echoed around the room. Finally, he pulled away from me and walked over to the bed. “Can you get on all fours?” Blaine asked, and I was happy to comply.

Blaine hiked up my dress, running his hands over my pert ass and silky smooth legs. Then he pulled down my panties. I heard Blaine rummaging around and then the sound of liquid being squeezed from a bottle.

The lube felt cold on my tight asshole. It was finally happening. I was going to have sex. I was glad that Blaine couldn’t see my face because I was laughing a little and I didn’t want Blaine to think it was directed at him. No, I was laughing because of all the times I imagined losing my virginity, it was never like this: in a dress in a big man’s hotel room.

But I was thrilled nonetheless. I knew now that I’d been hiding all of my desires from myself. Clarissa must have X-ray vision, I thought. She knew me instantly, in and out. I would be forever grateful to her for all she’d done.

I tensed as I felt the tip of Blaine’s cock press gently against me. I willed myself to relax. It was easier said than done as the anxiety and excitement mounted in me. I could feel my own dick getting harder and harder.

Blaine pushed forward against the resistance of my asshole. It took some effort, but soon he was easing himself inside. The sensation was uncomfortable, but only for a few seconds before it turned to pure bliss.

Blaine’s big cock felt incredible inside me, and my body was responding to the pleasure. I noticed myself rocking back against Blaine, urging him deeper. Blaine began to move—slowly at first and then harder and faster.

I was in heaven. The frantic motion of Blaine ramming into me again and again made my whole body feel alive. My nipples were straining against my bra, and I was hyperaware of the feel of my new clothes against my smooth, shaven skin.

Now Blaine began to move faster than ever. He reached around and grabbed my hard cock, touching and jerking me off until I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back. I didn’t realize that Blaine was so close too. With a grunt and a bucking of his hips, Blaine unloaded into me at the exact moment that I gave my own strangled cry of pleasure.

The orgasm rocked me, spreading throughout my body. I felt like I was tingling from head to toe. I collapsed forward onto the bed, enjoying the aftershocks. After a minute or two, Blaine withdrew.

As I reached for some tissues to clean myself up, I heard Blaine say, “I think you should wear my cum in your panties for the rest of the day.”

The naughtiness of the idea turned me on. I pulled my black underwear back into position. Finally, I tried to straighten out my dress as best I could and said my goodbyes to Blaine, the man who had just shown me what my future held in store.

Exhausted and a little rumpled, I went back to my hotel room. The phone at my bedside was blinking, and I wondered who would be leaving me a voicemail. Absentmindedly, I picked up the receiver and listened.

It was my father. He sounded breathless, and I could easily imagine the giant vein throbbing in the older man’s forehead as he laid into me over the phone. He was furious that I had blown off the final day of presentations. One of my dad’s buddies had looked all over for me at a networking event and reported back that my nametag was still at the sign-in table.

I placed the receiver back into the cradle. I looked down at my wrist and realized that I was still wearing my Rolex. It was the force of habit that I’d put it back on after showering. Now I snapped open the clasp and tossed the expensive watch into my open suitcase. I smiled, knowing I’d never wear the Rolex again.

I wasn’t going to go back to being the person I used to be. I wouldn’t trot after my father, hoping for his approval. This was the new me: powerful, satisfied, beautiful.


A Note from Sasha

Thank you for reading Feeling Pretty! I hope you enjoyed it—I know I loved every minute of my time with Johnny as I was writing.

If you liked this story, please leave a review. Your feedback helps me write the books you’re looking for!
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