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FEMINIZED & WILLING

A SHORT EXCERPT

Willingly and eagerly, I took my first taste of him.

The soft, salty skin and his rigid structure entered my mouth and at once I knew it wasn’t going to be enough. I let more of it enter me. I wanted him to jam the entire thing into my throat and stuff me until my jaw was sore.

I stared up at his eyes to show him that I was loving it.

I think I was born to do this...


FEMINIZED & WILLING




CHAPTER 1

Hands shaking, I dialed the unknown number and waited for someone to answer the phone.

The ringing tone buzzed for what felt like ages against my ear. I paced around my room, mentally counting the rings in an attempt to calm myself down.

Five...six...seven...

On the eighth ring, a woman’s voice broke the monotone. 

“Yes?”

Her voice was so loud and sharp, I almost dropped my phone in shock.

“I’m...uh...I’m looking to speak to Miranda,” I said, trying my best to sound confident. “Uh...Miranda Klein?”

“This is she. And you are?”

“I’m Alan,” I said. “I heard about your services. And...I’m really interested in what you have to offer.”

“Hmmm. Are you really interested in getting styled by me, Alan?”

Saying that I was ‘really interested’ in what Miranda Klein had to offer was actually an understatement. Miranda was a stylist — but not just any old stylist. A super exclusive, expensive stylist for men.

She didn’t even have a website. 

She didn’t need one. She only worked through referrals. 

I got to know her from an online friend of mine, Tony. Tony basically told me she was like a therapist who assessed all his weaknesses, helped him get into shape, got rid of all his dirty old sweatpants, and had him dressing like an A-list celebrity. And now, he had a gaggle of hot chicks chasing after him. 

He even sent me his before and after photos.  

And all I could tell him was...wow. 

If Miranda Klein had done that, she wasn’t a stylist. She was a sorceress.

So her promise went something like this: she helped shy, awkward guys become confident studs. A big part of her strategy was changing their appearance — what they wore, how they held themselves, how they walked. She believed a man’s inner confidence mirrored their outer looks; a man who looked like shit felt like shit. 

I certainly looked like shit.

My current style? Boring as fuck. I had a stupid haircut. A bulbous nose. Thick glasses. I practically lived in my old Rolling Stones t-shirt and faded sweatpants. I was 23 and gave off the vibe of an eighteen year old spotty virgin.

No more. 

I’d already wasted my college life being super awkward and shy. Four years of soul-sucking introverted misery, watching my friends get ripped, get laid, and then eventually get steady girlfriends. Even Dave, my best friend and roommate who’d stayed with me almost until the very end, finally ended up building an obsessive gym-going habit that blessed him with Herculean arms and a godly six-pack. He then started going out with one of the hottest girls in college, Amanda.

Now that I’d graduated, I couldn’t be the Alan I’d been in college anymore. 

I desperately needed a change. 

Hell, I wasn’t even greedy. All I really wanted was to have the confidence to talk to a pretty girl. And maybe have a girl want to hold my hand or cuddle on a cold day. Actually be attracted to me for once. 

“Alan? Hello? Are you there?”

I’d totally forgotten I had the Miranda Klein on the phone with me. 

“Yes, yes, I’m here,” I said enthusiastically. “And yes, I would love to get styled by you. I’ve heard a lot about you from Tony?”

“Ah, Tony. Yes, I remember him. He was such a sweetheart.” Miranda’s slight Eastern European accent became heavier as she reminisced excitedly. “And he was so committed. He had the most perfect body — like it was sculpted by the Roman deities themselves. I could see those shapes the moment I laid my eyes on him. Tony just needed some help — to bring out that sexy body hidden underneath all that...flesh…”

I gulped. There was something creepy about the way she talked about Tony’s body. 

“You might think I’m a bit bizarre, Alan,” she continued, as if reading my mind. “But I see every man as a blank canvas. There is so much to work with — so much potential. From the face structure, to the texture of the hair, to the shape of his groin. I just love to see each canvas transform into a true masterpiece.”

I heard the click-click of high heels on the floor as Miranda paused and took a breath. Then she sighed dramatically. 

“My services are expensive, Alan,” she continued. “I only want clients who are 100% committed to me. By the way, each of my appointments will cost you $400 per session.”

My jaw dropped. 

Did I hear that right?

“$400…?” I repeated it back to her like a parrot.

“Yes, Alan, that’s right…” I could almost picture her smiling gleefully on the other side of the line. “Don’t forget...it’s a privilege to be styled by the prestigious Miranda Klein. Because my styling is so powerful, my clients say it’s like therapy. Once you complete just three sessions, my personal guarantee is your life will change forever.”

Forever...

Her last words reverberated inside my head. If I had to be honest, it sounded great. I couldn’t wait to get started.

I also didn’t have $1200 lying around. 

“I would love to,” I said, clearing my throat nervously. “But I want to be honest with you. I’m not that...loaded, if you know what I mean.”

“No money, no service,” she said curtly, and hung up.

I stared at my phone in despair, the dead tone still audible inches away from my ear. 

This woman was deadly serious about everything.

A vision from the future played through my mind like a movie reel.  From socially awkward, glasses-wearing Alan to a dangerously sexy Alan with smoldering good looks and an oiled body that never failed to turn a girl’s head.

An Alan that could sleep with any girl he wanted. 

Whenever he wanted.

The value of that?

Priceless. 

I desperately wanted to put the past behind me. I was tired of being so nerdy, not having the nerves to go up and talk to girls. I wanted to put an end to this nightmarish dry spell. 

No more. 

I needed a major overhaul.

Which meant I needed Miranda Klein. 

I had to do it. 

I had to make something work. 


CHAPTER 2

It took me roughly five weeks to gather the money I needed. 

I started by doing odd jobs for my neighbors. I cleaned the pool of the old lady living next door and mowed her lawn. Did some shopping for the elderly couple that lived around the block. I even found a website that paid you to upload your college notes, and ended up handing over three years’ worth of my meticulous work. 

It still wasn’t enough though, and I was collecting money at a snail’s pace. I finally ended up telling my boss I had a family emergency and needed an advance. 

I’m not quite sure he believed me, but it worked. 

The moment I had the money in my bank account I dialed Miranda’s number again.

“Hi, it’s Alan again,” I said. “I hope you remember me. I called you some time ago.”

“I never forget, Alan.” Miranda’s voice was as smooth as silk and strangely alluring. “How can I help you?” 

“I...uh...worked something out and I’m able to pay for your styling,” I said. “I’d really like to get started as soon as possible.”

“Marvelous!” Miranda said, her loud voice full of glee. “I’m first going to need you to send me some information about yourself. I will send you an email, okay? Fill it out and I will call you back.”

“Awesome,” I said. “I’ll text you my email address.”

My phone pinged with an email alert two seconds later.

It was a weird sort of questionnaire. She had me enter my height and weight and then some random preferences like my favorite colors and dream career. There were even personality questions thrown in — like whether I’d rather go to a party or stay home on a Friday night. Finally, the form asked me to submit photos of my face, my entire front profile, and back profile.

Not even five minutes had passed since I’d submitted the questionnaire that Miranda called me.

“Get ready at 11 sharp tomorrow morning,” she said. “I will come by to pick you up for your first session.”

“Great!” I said.

Now that I had the ball rolling, I couldn’t contain my excitement.

***

Just as she’d promised, Miranda came by in a sleek black BMW the next morning.

I had a vague image of what she’d look like but I was wrong on almost every count. Instead of the petite blond she’d become inside my head, the real Miranda was big, busty, and flashy, with a gold hoop piercing on her nose and velvety red overlined lips. She wore sunglasses and her crepey skin was stretched so tight it seemed like she’d undergone at least ten different facelift procedures.

Her outfit was pretty glamorous. She wore a tight bodycon dress with plenty of exposed cleavage and her curly dark hair was wrapped in a beautiful printed scarf.

I had to force myself not to stare at the outline of her gigantic jugs. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra. 

“So, where are we going?” I asked, trying to make small talk. 

She didn’t answer but gave a loud chuckle, and then put on some music. A foreign bubblegum pop song blasted through my ears, its bouncy beats twitching my insides.

“One thing all my clients learn, Alan, is that Miranda Klein is full of surprises,” she finally said.

We drove for what felt like twenty minutes before she pulled into the mall. 

“We’re going shopping,” she declared. “You need better clothes. No one can be confident without amazing style!”

Wow, I thought. I hoped I didn’t have to pay extra for the new clothes. 

This shopping trip had cost me $400 already. 

I was excited though. 

By tonight, I could be stepping out of this place maybe looking like Kanye West in his iconic streetwear. 

I followed Miranda through the sparsely crowded hallways until we arrived at what looked like a boutique shop. 

The sign at the front read: “ESMERALDA’S BOUTIQUE - BEST WOMEN’S FASHION.”

Wait. What?


CHAPTER 3

“W-women’s fashion?” I stuttered. “What are we here for?”

“You have to trust my process, Alan,” she said simply. “I made a promise to you, and I’m going to deliver on that promise no matter where it leads me. I’ll need 100% of your commitment, though. You can choose to go in with me, or you can back out now. I can offer you a refund.” 

I stared at her unblinking sunglasses as my heart raced and I tried to collect my thoughts.

It really did boil down to just two options. I could give this a chance, and potentially have a life-changing makeover like Tony. Or I could leave and stay in my nerdy comfort zone forever.  

“I’m in,” I finally said. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to do.”

Surprisingly, Miranda reached out and gave me a huge bear hug.

“Good call, Alan,” she said. “I will not let you down! Now, follow me.”

We wandered inside, passing through colorful displays of ruffles, sequins, and patterned clothing. Mannequins sexily posed from corners and huge mirrors adorned some of the walls. 

Women’s clothes have always both fascinated and mystified me. I felt like an alien on a foreign planet, not quite sure what to focus on first just because there was so much to process. 

Miranda finally removed her glasses and I could see her twinkling brown eyes.

She looked so excited. 

“Let me tell you a secret,” she said. “Women know the power of clothes. Especially lingerie. It makes us feel beautiful, sexy, and desired. I want you to feel the same way, so you can really channel that feeling no matter what you do in life.”

“Tell me,” she continued. “What is one type of women’s clothing that makes you so hungry with lust when you feel it? Touch it?”

I thought for a moment. Then, going red in the face, I said slowly, “Panties. I’ve always found panties pretty exciting. And they cover what’s probably the most erotic zone of a woman’s body.”

“Excellent choice!” Miranda said. “Let’s find you a pair of panties that makes you burst with lust.”

We arrived at the lingerie section, where there was a lighted display of all sorts of women’s bras and underwear.

I was probably looking like a tomato surrounded by so many female undergarments at once. There wasn’t another man in sight.

I prayed and prayed that nobody I knew would be in here.

Then again, why would my friends be at a random boutique shop for women’s clothing?

I had to be safe, I told myself.

My gaze lingered on a beautiful pair of red lacy panties. The floral lace pattern was so elegantly made, it almost took my breath away. 

“You like that one? Go ahead, touch it,” Miranda urged. “Feel the fabric. Let it sing to you.”

My fingertips grazed the delicate edges of the underwear, closing in on the lace trimmings. My hands shook as I held it out to examine its shapes and curves. 

It was so tiny…

There was no way I could fit into that…

Wait — what was I thinking?!

There wasn’t a chance in hell Miranda actually expected me to wear women’s clothing, let alone women’s lingerie. 

It all had to be some kind of mental exercise. About body positivity or something weird like that. 

“You have a very sensual, petite body…”

I lifted my head and realized she was inspecting my body with laser-sharp eyes through one of the store’s mirrors. 

“We’ll take it!” she announced to me, snatching the lace panties from my hands. “The second lesson of styling is if you like something in a store, there’s a good chance there’s something else like it you’ll love. So take your picks, Alan! Go, go, go!”

As embarrassed as I was, I was also feeling pretty damn excited in spite of my nerves. I imagined I was choosing something sexy for my future girlfriend to wear for a week of tender lovemaking. 

With the help of Miranda’s quick-witted comments and sense of urgency,  I ended up choosing three designs: the red lace panties, a pink pair that also had its entire bottom covered with sexy lace, and a seamless black high-waisted thong. 

“The next lesson you need to learn is about cohesion…” Miranda gave a dramatic pause. “Matching your clothes by color or design is one of the best ways to create a cohesive look...there is no better way to understand this other than by looking at lingerie! A woman would never wear a bra and a set of panties that are not matching!” 

She waves her hands theatrically, and for the first time I noticed the matching pairs of lacy brassieres waving nonchalantly in small packs of hangers. 

“Not to worry, Alan,” she said loudly. “I’m here to help you!”

Good god — could she be any louder?

I noticed there was a woman behind her staring at me, her big blue eyes as wide as saucers. 

Miranda whipped out a measuring tape from her handbag and wrapped it expertly at a couple of different places around my chest area. “Yes...yes…” she murmured excitedly, digging her long manicured fingernails into my body. “We are going to go for a 38C. It’s going to be the perfect breast shape and size for your frame, Alan!”

At that moment, a shoulder brushed past me, and I spun around to see the most beautiful couple in existence stroll through the racks of the lingerie section. The shoulder had belonged to a tall guy with wavy blond hair, dark eyes, and a perfectly chiseled jawline. Seeing me and Miranda, he flashed me an uncertain smile. 

My face flushed with embarrassment. I grinned back, cringing inside. 

The girl next to him, also blond and tall, was wearing a tanktop and browsing through packets of everyday cotton underwear. 

They were clearly there to pick out clothes for her. 

I wished the vinyl flooring of the store would swallow me up whole.

Why was this guy still staring at me?

Did he know me? 

Did he recognize me from college or maybe work?

I racked my brain, trying to remember if I’d seen him anywhere before. But nothing came to mind. 

All the same, I hadn’t really anticipated the grim nature of public embarrassment of a nerdy-looking man shopping for women’s lingerie.

He must be thinking I’m some kind of perv…

I suddenly wanted this day to end. 

As if she could read my thoughts, Miranda grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the checkout counter. She paid for the three sets of lace bras and panties, and thankfully we quickly exited the mall. 

“Beautiful,” Miranda said, hooking in her seatbelt and turning on the ignition. She seemed pleased. “Now, please. I want you to take these home and practice putting them on. You need to come to my studio tomorrow for both the second and third session, okay?”

I nodded, reminding myself I just had to trust the process. 

Gazing out of the window, I realized that what Miranda had said actually had a kernel of truth to it. I really had to learn to channel my inner confidence no matter what it took. 

After today, it was clear I didn’t have much of it at all. 

“Oh, and please shave,” she instructed. “Everything. No hairy bits,” she said, making a scrunched-up face.

What in the world did she have planned for me?

I wondered what was in store for me at Miranda Klein’s studio.


CHAPTER 4

The next evening, I tried unsuccessfully to pry more information from Tony about what happened at his final sessions with Miranda.

He flat out refused to tell me anything, though.

Except to say it was one of the most life-changing experiences he’d ever had.

“How’d your first session go?” he deflected back at me, in what I thought was a suspicious tone.

Weeks ago, he’d told me they’d spent his first session at a personalized tailor and Miranda had shown him how to walk like a man of substance. 

“Uh...it was, you know, pretty much the same,” I said. 

There was no way I was going to tell him I’d spent my day at a women’s fashion store buying lingerie.

Tony laughed in response.

“It’s okay, dude, you don’t have to tell me,” he said. “Keep those secrets to yourself. There’s no way it was the same thing I went through, though. Miranda Klein isn’t some cookie cutter styling service, you know. She knows what she’s doing, and everyone’s transformation is going to be a little different.”

I chuckled nervously. 

The previous night, I’d waited until my housemate left for errands and locked myself in my room before I put on my brand new undergarments for the first time. The little red lace panties slid across my thighs like butter and settled snugly on my hips. I could still see the bulge of my cock and some of my wiry pubes snuck out of the elastic, but the fit was surprisingly good.

Next, I spent thirty minutes figuring out how to put on a bra. 

Once I’d adjusted the straps and hooked the clasps at the back, I stepped back to inspect how ridiculous I looked in the mirror. 

Instead, as I stared back at my reflection, a very strange feeling came over me.

The cups of the bra were looking a little loose, but other than that, I realized I was gazing at a startlingly good-looking body. The feminine garments had somehow altered how I saw my own body: instead of the skinny, dorky male frame I’d once had, I now had slight curves, actual hips, and a sensual decolletage. 

Was I getting...turned on?

No, I told myself. 

Not exactly. 

This was something different. 

One of the most alien and unfamiliar things I’ve ever felt.

It was hard to put into words, but I was feeling attractive. Desired. Confident.

Was this what Miranda was talking about?

After talking to Tony, I dressed in my lingerie one more time. I could’ve spent hours in front of that mirror admiring my reflection, but it was getting late, and I had to get ready. Grabbing my towel, a fresh razor, and a pocket mirror, I rushed into the bathroom and let the shower run. 

After all, I had a full-on shaving procedure to complete. 

***

Miranda’s studio was tucked away in an old, crumbling corporate building. It was looking a little sketchy until I rode the elevator up to the fifth floor and entered a small communal lounge. Towards the left of the area, there was a polished board glued above a glass door, written in a fancy font: Miranda Klein, Professional Styling Services. I pushed through the door and entered a spacious studio room that had one large wall of exposed brick. Sleek racks of clothing dotted across the ends of the room, and portraits of various fashion icons hung on a gallery wall.

“Alan Walsh?”

I whipped my head around to see a stylish young woman prance up from a small makeshift reception. 

“Yeah?”

“Alan, welcome! I’m Nina, Miranda’s assistant.” Her smile and heavily lined eyes showed off immense delight at my appearance. “Miranda is so excited for your final sessions! Please, please, take a seat!”

Nina was gesturing towards a shapely sofa lined with blue velvet. I went over and sat down as instructed.

“Have you showered? Shaved?” she asked unabashedly.

“Yes…” I croaked. 

“Perfect!” Nina said, clapping her hands. “Miranda will be here soon. Just make yourself at home!”

I just nodded, wondering yet again what the hell I’d gotten myself into.

A few minutes later I heard the sound of loud clap-clapping of heels and Miranda burst through the glass doors, looking bigger and bustier than ever.

“It’s time for your transformation, Alan!” Miranda said, giving me another one of her bear hugs. “Trust me, after our two sessions today, you’ll feel like a whole new person. Most of all, you will be confident. Like you’re at the top of the world.”

I got up again, wiping my sweaty palms across the skinny jeans I’d decided to wear for the session. 

“Nina!” she shouted at her assistant. “Help him get dressed. I want the fits to be perfect. My client has to look perfect. And get the wig and makeup brushes ready for me. Now, now! We haven’t got much time!”

Oh my god, it was happening. 

It was hardly a surprise, really. It’s not like she was being subtle about it. 

Miranda Klein was about to make me over into a woman. 

And the weirdest part of it all?

I was actually excited to witness it happen right in front of me. 

I was excited to look like, and feel like, a truly feminine woman. 

“Strip!” Nina’s voice snapped me out of my reverie. 

Less than five minutes later, I was standing naked in Miranda Klein’s studio, being poked and prodded at like a mannequin.

The transformation had begun.


CHAPTER 5

My $400 makeover was a full-blown, Hollywood-style glamover that took nearly three hours. 

I was first dressed in the pink pair of lacy panties, and Nina expertly tugged and hooked up the matching bra to what felt like a flawless fit. The soft fabric was like feather on my skin, and even the slight discomfort I’d experienced with my own dress-up disappeared into nothingness. 

Then Miranda arrived with a shiny leather box and set it open on the vanity. 

My jaw dropped as I saw what it held. 

Two beautiful breasts peeked out at me, as if teasing me. 

They looked so delicate, natural, and bouncy. 

Nina picked up the silicone forms gingerly and positioned them inside my bra cups. Once she was done, I gazed at the mirror in disbelief. 

I had the most perfect set of boobs on my body. Not only did they fill out my pink lace bra and give me a cleavage, but the slightly see-through fabric showed off realistic-looking areolas and nipples. 

My heart thudded so loudly I was sure both Miranda and Nina could hear it. 

If I wasn’t turned on before, I was definitely turned on now. 

“Spin him around!” Miranda cried out. “Where are the makeup palettes? Bring me my airbrushing foundation set! This lad’s legs look like it hasn’t seen the sun for days!”

I was bronzed, painted on, and sculpted to perfection. She first put on some eye makeup, sprayed me top to bottom with a very fine stream of makeup, and then spent an inordinate amount of time powdering everything with a stunning range of browns and peaches. 

Nina painted my nails a dark glossy red, and then helped put on a beautiful long flowing wig. Its brown strands glistened under the studio lights, and tickled my open shoulders ever so softly once it was secured and pinned in place.

I was slithered into a slinky black dress that was so tight it showed off curves I never thought I had. Next, Nina slipped on a pair of elegant black stilettos. The heels looked so sharp they could’ve been used as a murder weapon. 

For most of it, I was seated with my back towards the lighted mirror. I couldn’t see much of what I actually looked like except for millisecond glimpses as the two women spun me around again and again while they worked their magic. 

When they finally swivelled me around to show me the ‘after’, my jaw dropped.

A $400 makeover. It was everything that I had craved for and more.

“You are no longer Alan,” Miranda said, smiling, tousling my hair to volumize the wig even more. “You’re a sexy woman, see? Think of this woman as your alter-ego. She’ll teach you the power of desire and confidence.”

She was right. 

The woman staring back at me was a stranger. She had a pretty face with pink rosebuds for lips and waves in her hair that looked like a waterfall. Her dark eyes were mesmerizing, as if she knew she could bring any strong man to his knees begging for her attention. The cut-out design on her dress showed off an ample chest, and her bronzed collarbones were exquisite.

This wasn’t me. This wasn’t Alan. 

I was a shy, awkward guy. 

Practically a loner. 

No way was I the sensuous woman in the mirror. 

And yet, when I lifted up one hand and wiggled my fingers, so did she. When I bobbed my head to one side, so did she.

A slow, secretive smile spread across her face. My face. 

“Tell me,” Miranda said. “Who are you, really?”

“A beautiful woman,” I answered. “I’m Aleena.”

“Aleena...it’s a famous name where I’m from. It means you’re like a ray of sunshine. Bright, warm, and dazzling.”

“Oh wow. Really?”

“Yes, Aleena. Remember, you’re someone who knows her worth. You know how powerful your aura is.”

I nodded.

I was exhilarated, as if I’d unlocked a secret that only half of humanity had known for eternity. So this is what the fairer sex had that men didn’t. They could wrap the entire world around their little fingers if they wanted to. 

I knew I could walk in public and have heads turn. Not because I looked strange or weird. But because I looked stunning. 

“What now?” I said, and my voice startled me. I had a dainty, feminine voice that was worlds away from my original one.

“Oh, Aleena,” Miranda said, beaming, and taking my hands in hers. “It’s almost time for your third and final session. I wanted to complete your experience, with a very, very special date. And make no mistake, it will be very special, I promise. Your date will be here in…” she glanced down at her rose gold Rolex and let out a small scream. “Five minutes!”

A date?

“Y-you mean, I have to go out looking like this?”

My mind whirled with a hundred conflicting thoughts. Sure, feeling like hot stuff in the privacy of Miranda’s studio was one thing. A fantasy. Real life was something else entirely. 

Real life had a habit of punching me in the gut whenever it could.

What if someone I knew recognized me?

I’d never live it down.

“Relax, Aleena,” Miranda said warmly. “No one will know who you are. Remember, you’re a goddess that has never walked this planet before.”

She was right. 

It dawned on me then that my actual fears had to do with my own battles with myself. I’d only been in Miranda’s company for a short while, but she’d opened up avenues that I never would’ve dreamt of opening. Here I was, dressed as a woman and excited as hell that I was. About to go on a date with a guy. But I wasn’t gay. Or was I? I’d never felt anything for another man before, and yet this was the most aroused I’ve been in a while. Just the thought of being in public with a man, as a woman myself, was now the most fascinating and erotic thing I could think of.

I was utterly, hopelessly confused.

It didn’t help when the next moment Miranda reached out and planted a kiss on my lips. 

“Just flow with it, Aleena,” she whispered to me. “You’ll be okay.”

She kissed me again. 

“But you have to feel right,” she continued. “Flow with your feelings. I’m here to serve my clients, and make them feel like a million dollars or more. So if this isn’t feeling right, you can always tell me.”

I nodded. 

“I want to do it,” I said simply, gazing at myself in the mirror as I did. “I’m ready.”

And I was.

“Nina!” Miranda squealed in delight. “Check up on our date please! He should be here any moment now. We need to get Aleena downstairs with absolute tip-top timing.”

Butterflies fluttering in my stomach, I waited in stillness, staring at my utterly perfect face.


CHAPTER 6

My date turned out to be someone I already knew. 

Not in a friend kind of way, though. It was someone I’d seen just a day ago, at the mall.

Even though I had a million questions right then, I stepped inside his royal blue Maserati with the help of Nina, placing the shiny new clutch Miranda had given me on my lap.  

He bobbed his head in acknowledgement once I’d secured the seatbelt, his eyes sparkling with interest and mischief. He then gave me a once-over, his eyes tracing the top of my exquisite hairdo, my tanned knees visible below the dress, and then coming back up to linger on my chest.

I coughed into my hands, not knowing what to say or do.

“I must say this, you’re looking beautiful tonight, Aleena,” he said in a husky French accent. “Tu es très jolie.”

I couldn’t look into his eyes. 

I was so nervous. 

It was the guy who’d brushed his shoulder against mine yesterday, at the boutique shop. The guy who’d definitely been eyeing me while he’d been with his girlfriend, shopping for lingerie just as I had been with Miranda.

“I’m Victor, by the way,” he continued, starting to drive. “Pleased to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, Victor,” I said lamely, in my feminine voice.

He laughed, then reached out one arm to squeeze my ice-cold hands.

“You know, you don’t have to be afraid of me,” he said. “I won’t bite. Promise. I’ve just been given the opportunity to take a very fine-looking young lady out. Could you blame me for being a bit giddy about that?”

I laughed. It was a genuine laugh, and his warm touch had surprisingly relaxed me. 

“How charming. Do you say this to all of Miranda’s clients?” I said. 

“Oh no,” he said solemnly. This time I looked over at him, and he caught my eyes, winking. “Only to the very beautiful ones.”

I blushed like a beetroot.

So not only had Miranda set up a date with a guy that had freakishly good looks, he was French to boot. Each time he spoke my insides quivered and tingled, and I prayed that I wouldn’t become so aroused that my rod would start burgeoning out from my dress. 

“So tell me,” I said, repositioning my clutch very strategically just in case. “Where are you taking me, Victor?”

“A very French and very romantic place,” he said. “Just sit back and relax. It’s a surprise.”

***

We ended up at a fancy French restaurant that was apparently one of Victor’s favorites.

Even as we walked through the dark, shadowy, candle-lit interior, I could feel people’s eyes glaze over me. The old Alan would’ve done the same had he seen an attractive woman walk into a room.

God, I wanted to be seen. 

I wanted everyone to look at me, the sexy woman in a tight black dress with a hunk on her arm.

The small hairs at the back of my arm prickled as I held my head high, pushed back my shoulders, and followed Victor. He held my hand the entire time.

We were shown to an elaborately set table adorned with scented flowers.

“A bottle of wine to share for you and the pretty lady?” the waiter asked.

“Yes, please,” Victor said. 

Time had slowed down inexplicably, but it had also sped up. The rest of that dinner was practically a blur, just a mish-mosh of my electrifying energy against Victor’s, as we ate stuff I couldn’t pronounce with price tags I didn’t even dare to look at. 

I asked him the question that had been drifting in my mind for so long.

“How do you know Miranda?”

“She’s my uncle. Uncle Miranda.”

Suddenly, everything started to make sense. 

His Aunt Eloise had married Miranda and both of them had emigrated here more than 30 years ago. Only a few years later, though, they went through a horrible divorce that was the result of his aunt’s infidelity.

His uncle was heartbroken and went through a prolonged period of depression, during which he quit his corporate job and started up a styling business. As a closeted crossdresser since his teen years, he decided to embrace the alter-ego that his ex-wife had always rejected.

And he’d been happier ever since. 

He and Miranda were really close, which was why he’d fly down here from France once every eight months or so to see him. 

“When my uncle met you, he saw himself in you,” Victor said. “He said you were one of his most special clients. He could see you were just waiting to blossom into your femininity and experience true confidence. That’s what he hoped to achieve.”

I smiled at him. “So do you normally take out his clients on romantic dates?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Honestly, no. My uncle just called me up and told me about you and asked if I wanted to help him out for a session. He made me visit that store so I could get a glimpse of you, to see if I fancied you. And I obviously did.” His eyes’ stare grew even more intense. 

My mind reeled at the thought of him seeing me as a man. It made me cringe. 

“What about your girlfriend?” I finally asked.

“Girlfriend?” He looked confused. 

“I saw her the other day,” I said. “At the clothing store? She was with you?”

Victor almost choked on his food. “Ha! That was not my girlfriend, Aleena.”

“Your...sister?”

“Good guess.” He chuckled. “It is indeed.”

I blushed again. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that piece of information. 

We ended the dinner with dessert and shots of espresso. The waiter finally came over to clear our plates and we stood up to leave. 

I thought Victor would take my hand again to walk me outside, but he didn’t. 

Instead, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me in. The scent of his cologne hit me as he pressed his lips against mine.  

Right there, in front of the other diners, I melted into his arms. All of my fears and anxiety disappeared.

“My place?” he whispered. 

“Now,” I murmured back to him. 

I was willing to get fucked by this utterly gorgeous man. 


CHAPTER 7

Our bodies intertwined in the dark and merged into one. 

I gave in to the surge of emotions that washed over me as he kissed me over and over again in his dark hotel room, his fingers running all over my body. His hands made contact with my hips, the small of my back, and grazed my thighs as he lifted the bottom of my dress ever so slightly. I leaned into him, giving up all my control.

I’d never been kissed like this before. Not with so much wanting. 

Victor was desperate to have me. 

He spun me around and started to grind me, his hands on my breasts, his manhood dangerously close to my butt. He gently parted my hair and kissed the back of my neck, then tugged at the zipper to undress me. 

“Oh, Victor…” I gushed. “Do you really want to do this?”

“Sshhhh, Aleena.” The way he said my name, in that breathy French accent. It was electrifying.

Just let go, I kept repeating to myself, letting the sheer thrill of what was happening drown out my frenzied nerves. 

Soon I was standing in front of him, nearly naked, in just my set of bra and panties.

Victor flicked on a bedside lamp and gazed at me, taking a good look at my body. A low whistle escaped his lips.

“You are so fucking sexy, Aleena,” he finally said. “Everything about you is sexy.”

There was no time to respond because he actually lifted me up in the air and threw me onto the hotel bed like I weighed nothing. I landed in a heap of pillows, my hair all bunched up around my face, and my body powerless in front of him.  

I heard the unbuckling of a belt and the quick rustle of unraveling clothes. Then Victor reached out to me, guiding me to move to the edge of the bed, placing my ice cold hands on his throbbing member. 

Even in the lamplight, the thick and veiny penis, with balls the size of hanging fruit, looked fucking huge and gigantic. This was a real cock. Mine was not, and had never been, one. 

I had never seen another man’s penis in real life before, let alone been close enough to smell it.

His warm, musky scent enveloped me as I wound my fingers around the shaft. I was giddy. 

I stroked it gently, treating it with care and patience as if it was some kind of ravenous animal. Victor gave out a helpless moan, and coerced my messy hair towards it.

Willingly and eagerly, I took my first taste of him. 

The soft, salty skin and the rigid structure of his enormous cock entered my mouth and at once I knew it wasn’t going to be enough. I let more of it enter me. I wanted him to jam the entire thing into my throat and face fuck me until my jaw was sore. 

I sucked my first cock in that uncomfortable position, almost straining my neck muscles in the process, but the act came so naturally and instinctively to me. I stared up at Victor’s eyes to show him that I was loving it. 

I was born to do this...suck men’s cocks.

Now coated with my own saliva, his penis twitched and hardened even more. I was so sure he was about to explode inside my mouth, and I was so ready to swallow his juices, but he grabbed me once again and hauled me backwards into the bed like I was nothing but a rag doll.

He pinned my arms up on either side of me and started kissing me once again. This time his energy was so ferocious and animalistic. His lips shifted to the right of my neck, to the silicone nipples bursting to come out of my lace bra, then down to my stomach. Suddenly, I felt his hands roam into the depths of my panties.

His fingers felt around my hairless groin and then enveloped my already rock-hard cock. Then the milking started. 

I began to moan just like any other girl would do. Long, slutty moans came out of me, and I gyrated my body helplessly under his weight.

His eyes bore into me, sheer determination firing inside them. 

“Victor...oh god...Victor…” I pleaded.

In response, he pushed my panties all the way down to my knees. Now I was fully exposed. 

The fierce rubbing began once more, and it happened soon after.

Streams of cum shot out of my rod and drenched his hand as I reached a level of ecstasy I’d never experienced before. He brought his stained fingers up and coerced them inside my breathless mouth.

I licked and sucked and swallowed all of my own cum just to please him.

I felt so damn dirty.

Those same fingers now reached down and began to explore a whole new territory: the tender lining of my innocent asshole. 

Instinctively, I spread my ass cheeks with my manicured fingernails to help him. My asshole stretched marginally and the tip of one finger went in. 

“Your pussy is so tight, Aleena,” he said simply.

“Fuck it,” I whispered, and closed my eyes. 

Cold fingers, now wet with something sticky, breached my opening. I willed myself to open up fully so I could take it all in. The force intensified, and I moaned as the pain hit me. I urged myself to ‘let it go’ one more time and my hole was finally stretching and expanding in response to his fingers. 

My pussy was empty once again, and I cried out with my eyes still shut. I was craving for more.

When something filled inside me for the second time, it wasn’t fingers. 

The tip of Victor’s cock entered gingerly. Inch by inch, I felt his stiff, swollen member extend into my core. I knew he was being careful but he was also desperately hungry for release. 

He began pushing, his breath grating. 

His palms hugged my sides as he fucked me. I lifted my butt up slightly off the bed and rolled my hips to his rhythm. 

When his breathing quickened and his grip on me tightened, I knew it was time. 

His cock throbbed and hot cum spurted inside me, warming my insides. Time stopped. Part of the gooey mess leaked out, probably staining the sheets. 

I finally opened my eyes to see Victor’s face bending down to give me one last kiss. 

“That was hot,” he murmured in my ear. “My beautiful Aleena…”

“Mmm…” was all I could say. 

***

I kept thinking about the fact that I’d made a guy orgasm and had his seed planted inside me on the ride home. My mind was a mess. I had so many feelings, cravings, and forbidden thoughts stirring up inside there. All I wanted to focus on was the sparkle in Victor’s eyes as he kissed me right after he’d cummed, and the burst of pleasure that had overcome me when he’d called me beautiful. 

He’d offered to drive me home, but I’d declined. I knew I couldn’t face my housemate with my wig and makeup still on, and strangely, even though he knew what I looked like as a man, I wasn’t ready for him to see me that way again yet. 

I wanted Victor to remember me as the beautiful woman he’d slept with that night.

“To be honest, this wasn’t in my plans,” he’d said as he helped me dress up again after we’d fucked. “My uncle told me to give you a ride home after dinner. And that was supposed to be it.”

When I told him I couldn’t let him drive me home, he offered to book an Uber for me instead. Then he gave me a bag, telling me it had my clothes inside it.

Then he wished me goodnight and sent me on my way. 

I made the Uber stop at the park close to my apartment. There, I hurried to the public restroom, changed into my male clothes, carefully removed my wig and lashes, and washed the sweat and makeup off my face. The reflection soon showed me as my old self, as socially awkward Alan. My posture slouched a little once more, and I had my nerdy looking glasses on again.  

Even though I looked the same, I just wasn’t the same Alan anymore.

Then I walked home, feeling as if I was flying as I took every step in the cool night air. 

Once I was in my apartment, I greeted my housemate, who was making a late-night dinner, and escaped into my room, where I was private once again with my thoughts. 

I showered in a daze. 

I wasn’t sure whether I would see Victor again. Even though he was clearly attracted to me, I didn’t know if I was anything more than a one-night stand to him. But I knew that if he really wanted to get in touch with me, he could ask his uncle for my number. And I made peace with that. 

After I showered, I got ready for bed, mentally rehearsing what I would tell Tony about my final session with Miranda.

A truly life-changing experience. 

I was almost about to drift off to sleep when my phone pinged. 

I grabbed it quickly, my heart racing.

But it wasn’t Victor, of course. 

It was Dave, my old college friend and roommate. We hadn’t kept in touch for months. The last time I spoke to him he was having issues with his hot girlfriend, Amanda. 

“Hey Alan, what’s up? Listen, I need to tell you something. Amanda and I broke up. Fuck, man, she’d been fucking her friend behind my back for close to a year. I lost it.”

A slow smile spread across my face. 

I really needed to get in touch with Dave again. So much had happened since we last met. I resolved to call him as soon as I woke up.

Then, overcome with a huge wave of fatigue, my eyes fluttered shut. 

Before I drifted off to sleep, my head heavy with tangled desires and emotions, I hoped my dreams would allow me to relive this night just one more time. 

THE END
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