

FEMINIZED & DESPERATE

First Time Feminization, Crossdressing

Rae Robinson


Copyright © 2021 by Rae Robinson

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of very brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Please note:

This steamy story contains adult themes and materials. It is intended for an adult audience only.


Contents

A SHORT EXCERPT

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

GRAB YOUR FREE BOOK!

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


FEMINIZED & DESPERATE

A SHORT EXCERPT

I took another minute in the blue-lit bathroom just to close my eyes and take a couple of deep breaths. I had no idea how the night would end, but I wanted to tell myself that things would be okay no matter what happened.

When I finally opened the door, I gasped. He was there, eyes filled with lust and fierce determination. 

Him standing in the doorway of the small, cramped bathroom made me grasp just how tall he was. His t-shirt was stretched tight, outlining the bend of his biceps and the indents of his abs, tracing the path all the way down to his jeans.

“God, I love when you look all vulnerable,” he said huskily. “Move over.”

He entered the bathroom, locking the door behind him, and pinned me against the wall. I caught just a slice of our reflection — a sexy girl being overpowered by a strong man.

That’s what we were. And it was the hottest thing ever.

How long had I waited for this moment?

His soft lips met mine, and we kissed wildly, my hands wrapped around his hefty shoulders. Our tongues danced and twirled and I could taste every molecule of his sweet, warm breath. Soon he was pushing me down, guiding me to get on my knees on the dirty tiled floor. He unzipped his jeans and gazed at me expectantly, waiting for me to take the next step.

I forced my fingers to stop shaking as I gripped the elastic of his boxers and pulled on it slowly.

I was really about to do this. My ultimate feminine fantasy.
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CHAPTER 1

“So, Miles, what do you think? Do you want to do it?”

The knot in my stomach grew as I made contact with Kaylee’s sparkling green eyes. In a parallel universe, this would’ve been her seductively asking me if I wanted to do it. And in that world, the answer would’ve been a resounding yes. 

But this was real life, and Kaylee’s request was just a little bit more innocent than that. Unfortunately.

“I don’t have to really say anything, right? I mean, in front of the camera?” I asked her one more time. “I just have to sit there and let you...put makeup on me?” 

“Yes! Honestly, the only thing you’ll have to do is breathe!” Kaylee said, hopping from foot to foot in her excitement, causing her melon-sized boobs to jiggle inside her tank top. She was clearly oblivious to the huge distraction this was being. “Oh, Miles, it’s going to be an amazing video!”

I wished a sliver of Kaylee’s enthusiasm could rub off on me so I could feel at least a little bit excited at the prospect of me being slathered all over with women’s makeup. In front of a camera, no less, about to broadcasted to hundreds of thousands of viewers. 

Goddammnit, I thought. Why me? Why do girls always find a way to put me in trouble? What a clusterfuck.

Kaylee was my roommate — or one of my housemates, to be more precise. We lived in an old cramped house with two other people; we were all new college grads, desperate to kick off post-grad life with a bang. While I was still trudging along at my old job at a restaurant while shooting off job applications everywhere, Kaylee had been talking about taking a slightly more unconventional route. 

Two years ago, she’d started a tiny YouTube channel for herself which had recently blown up to a few hundred thousand subscribers. Her videos were the sort of thing that all girls loved — clothing hauls, DIY projects, vlogs, and of course, makeup. Kaylee was hell-bent on making YouTube her career, becoming an internet influencer or whatever it is they all wanted to become, and apparently one of the best ways to get views is to film yourself doing ‘tags’. 

She said there’s a new tag floating around called ‘I do my boyfriend’s makeup’, where girls made over their boyfriends, filmed the process, and then recorded their final reactions. Thousands of helpless men had already been subjected to this, their girlified faces broadcasted on the internet for thousands of other girls to see. 

The tag was quickly becoming viral. 

And since Kaylee didn’t have a boyfriend, she told me I was her next best option. She thought it’d be fun to call it ‘I do my best friend’s makeup’. 

To be honest, I thought it was really sweet that she’d called me her best friend.

But of course, what Kaylee didn’t I know was that I had a deep, dark secret I had been hiding from her.

I’ve always been a shy, timid kind of guy, keeping to myself, but over the last few months me and Kaylee have become friends. In fact, I barely talked to any of my other housemates — or, to be precise, they barely made the effort to talk to me. Kaylee, however, was the kind of person who was nice and chatty to everyone, including me. Since none of the others in the house cared to be nice, she’d actually stepped up a bit, making sure to invite me on our movie nights or sharing her dinners with me. 

Of course, Kaylee was ridiculously hot on top of her bubbly personality so I was crushing on her hard.

And what she didn’t know was that I was already intimately familiar with her YouTube channel because I’d been secretly watching it. 

There hasn’t been a single video of hers I haven’t watched.

I’d even watched the thirty-minute makeup tutorials she’d uploaded that showcased nothing but a close-up of her eyes and an upbeat voice-over.

I’d also probably read all of her comments. All of it, and I’ve even made dummy accounts to respond to her haters and some of the pervy comments she received.

Yeah, I was probably Kaylee’s #1 hardcore fan...and she didn’t even know it. 

I knew how creepy this was, so I’d rather die than let her know how much I knew about her and the ins and outs of her life. 

And I won’t even admit on here to whether watching some of her videos routinely ended with my phone under the blanket and my hands in my shorts. 

I gazed back up at Kaylee’s puppy-dog eyes. She was now part leaning with her elbows on the kitchen table, showing off a full view of her ample chest.

“I’ll think about it…” I said, trying my best to sound disinterested.

“You’re an angel, Miles! And remember, no pressure! I’m serious. You can tell me no if you’re super busy or whatever!” she said.

Of course she was so damn sweet and nice but I could tell she really, really wanted me to do this with her. 

And as long as I kept my mouth shut throughout the whole thing and not give away that I already knew all her favorite brushes and her best tried-and-true makeup techniques, what was the worst thing that could happen?


CHAPTER 2

That evening, I headed to my shift at the Italian restaurant I worked at and mulled over Kaylee’s proposition. 

I guess I have no choice, I thought grumpily. I couldn’t let her down especially after she’d been so nice to me. The last thing I wanted was to make things awkward between us. 

The sound of laughter made me whip my head up. I was treated to a view of my coworker Shane’s flirting yet again with our big-chested waitress, Debra. They were giggling their heads off and leaning over each other in the kitchen, and it was pretty obvious that Shane’s hand was caressing Debra’s ass. 

When Shane saw me roll my eyes and turn my back to them, he grabbed the moment to berate me.

“Hey, big guy!” he yelled. “Luca said you were two minutes late today!”

I continued wiping the trays and pretended not to hear him.

“Yo...look at me when I talk to you.”

Shane’s hand was on my shoulder now so I had no choice but to face him.

“It won’t happen again,” I muttered.

“Good boy…” he said, grinning wide. “I’ll let Luca know. You know what’s going to happen if you’re late again, right...right?”

I finally nodded, trying hard not to roll my eyes again. 

I couldn’t stand Shane. His floppy hair and unruly scruff had him definitely placed up there as one of the most punchable faces on earth. 

And since I was kind of a short guy, he loved rubbing it in my face.

Shane was the kind of guy who picked on any chance to make fun of me. Like the time he caught me watching one of Kaylee’s videos in the break room, and started trying to convince the others about how I secretly wore makeup. 

In a parallel universe, someone like Shane would find out about me starring in one of Kaylee’s videos, decked out in eyeshadow and lipstick and lord knows what else.

God no. 

I shivered and shook my head.

Why would someone like Shane be watching a beauty YouTuber’s video in the first place?

He was the ultimate alpha male. He wouldn’t touch makeup with a ten foot pole. 

As usual, I was just worrying about nothing. 

I grabbed the potato peeler and began vigorously peeling potatoes.

I’d already made my mind up. I couldn’t tell no to Kaylee. So the sooner I filmed her video and got done with it, the sooner I could return to happily watching her at night hidden underneath my blanket.

***

Kaylee was rolling cookie dough in rainbow sprinkles when I went into our kitchen that night.

I took a beer out of the refrigerator and attempted to smile at my other housemates, all who were either cooking or heating up left-overs. I took one glance at Kaylee and looked away again. For some reason, I wanted to act as if I’d already forgotten about her little favor. I wanted to wait until she brought it up. 

A few moments later she must have noticed me because she gave a little squeal and the next thing I knew she was hugging me.

“Whoopsie...sorry if I sprinkled all over you!” she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Guess what! I’ve officially crossed the 250,000 sub count!”

“Congrats!” I said, grinning. It was hard to appear casual and disinterested with the level of Kaylee’s excitement. “What do I get?”

“A fresh batch of the yummiest, chewiest sugar cookies you’ve ever tasted, my friend,” she said, patting my back and throwing sprinkles everywhere. “So...have you thought about it, Miles? Don’t you want to star in one of my awesome tag videos?”  

I let out a long, forced sigh. 

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it. Let’s do it,” I said. 

“Oh...my...god!” Kaylee reached out and wrapped her arms around me again. “You’re the best. Don’t worry, I’m not going to make you look like a clown!”

I knew she wouldn’t. She was too good at makeup for that. 

We planned on filming that Saturday. I was genuinely excited about being invited to her room — a territory I’d never had the chance to explore before in person. 

That night, in my room, I was re-watching one of her most recent videos and remembered the feeling of her soft arms around my shoulders, her boobs squished against my chest. Of course, I started getting a little horny. 

I rubbed my hard, excited dick and focused on what her sex must smell like until I came. I felt a bit guilty, but hey, what was a guy like me supposed to do?


CHAPTER 3

Kaylee’s filming setup was intense. 

A massive tripod took up about a quarter of the space in her room, accompanied by a Canon camera and an LED lamp light that washed the room with squinting brightness. In front of this setup was a small table with so much makeup sprawled across it that it practically looked like a makeup store.

As Kaylee dusted the chairs and adjusted the familiar glow lights she’d hung up on her wall as a backdrop, I took in the rest of the room. It wasn’t the neatest, with piles of clothes laying on the bed and on the floor. A solitary blue bra hung by one strap on the edge of her bed’s headboard. 

The lights had me sweating from my armpits and forehead. It was all finally starting to feel a little too real.

The thought of this footage being blasted off to hundreds of thousands of Kaylee’s subscribers made my insides squirm. 

“Hey, dolls! It’s me, Kaylee!” Kaylee said once we were both seated and she got the camera rolling. She sounded extra chirpy. “Today, I’ve got a special video for you all. I’m going to be making over my best friend, Miles!”

I blushed as I squinted into the camera, forcing a smile on my face. 

The rest of the filming was just a blur. I couldn’t really see anything of what she was doing to me so instead I focused on her hands. They smelled of strawberry and vanilla. She was very gentle as she worked on me, mixing and applying various shades each time until she found a perfect match, and taking her time with the eyeshadow. Brushes and sponges of various colors and sizes dabbed and patted and pressed the colors on my face. She even stuck on two false eyelashes, which made my eyes feel heavy every time I blinked.

I was praying throughout that my face wouldn’t get so sweaty that it would ruin all of Kaylee’s hard work. 

And then, it was finally time for the big reveal. 

I wasn’t quite sure what I expected when Kaylee first asked me to look into the handheld mirror. I knew for sure I wouldn’t be looking like I belonged to a circus, but the image that had formed in my mind was that of drag makeup: big, dark accentuated eyes, heavily bronzed cheekbones, perfectly arched eyebrows. That was the way I thought I’d look with makeup on: like a guy who had very obviously been painted on.

“So, Miles! What do you think?” Kaylee was gazing expectantly into my eyes.

I instantly had trouble recognizing the person staring back at me in the mirror. The person had sultry, smoked out eyes, pale pink lips, and a soft blush that made the face appear rounder and more demure. The lashes had an effect of making the eyes pop, and the brown-blue colors Kaylee had chosen to sweep across my brow bones gave me a natural seductive stare.

This was worlds away from the kind of drag makeup I’d pictured. 

“I’m not going to lie...you kinda look like a hot Emma Watson with her pixie cut,” Kaylee murmured.

I was starting to feel hot and sweaty once again. Not only was my reflection making me feel uncomfortable, but the way Kaylee was staring at me made a chill run down my spine. 

Keep cool, I urged myself. Keep cool until she stops filming. 

“Uh, yeah, you’ve done a great job!” I said lamely. I suddenly couldn’t wait to get the hell out of there. 

Once Kaylee stopped recording, though, the room was abuzz with a weird kind of energy. She kept talking about the kind of editing software she was going to use, and I could barely concentrate. My mind was flipping back to what my face now looked like. It hit me that the reason I felt so conflicted about the result was because I actually looked good.

Yeah, I didn’t look like a guy in makeup at all. Kaylee had transformed my below-average male features into cute, graceful, feminine ones, so much so I looked like an actual girl. Like a pretty ballerina or something. 

Never before in my life could I have honestly told myself I was attractive, until now. 

“Earth to Miles! Sorry for keeping you for so long,” Kaylee droned on. “Don’t you have your shift to get to?”

I snapped back to reality. Oh fuck!

“Oh, shit, I’m going to be so late!” I sprang up from my chair, blood rushing to my face and sweat pouring from my forehead. 

“Sorry!” Kaylee chirped, as I stumbled out of her room. “Don’t forget, the video will be live tonight!”

“Awesome! Okay! Got it!” I yelled, my brain in a fog. 

I can’t be late...I can’t be late...

Back in my room, I changed at the speed of lightning, zipping out of my t-shirt and shorts and into my work clothes. I had less than five minutes to make it to the restaurant.

I was out of the door when I tensed up in horror, realizing I still had a face full of girly makeup on. 

My armpits damp with sweat, I pondered as every terrifying second passed what would be the best of two worst case situations. If I went into work like this, it would be downright humiliating for someone like Shane to see me, especially with his penchant for spreading rumors about how much I liked makeup.

I was already miserable enough at work. Something like this would be a professional death sentence.  

And yet — I knew I couldn’t be written up for being late by Luca. A write-up would mean I’d be one step closer to being fired, and I simply couldn’t afford to lose my only job — the only thing keeping me financially afloat since graduating college.

I had to swallow my pride and ego today.

And go to work with women’s makeup on, and face Shane and everyone else.

My heart thumping in my ears, I raced through evening joggers and moms with strollers until I reached the restaurant’s entrance. I stumbled inside, almost dizzy with fear, and clocked in. Miraculously, Shane was nowhere to be seen. 

Then, I ran to the men’s bathroom, holding my breath and hoping, praying, that no one was in there so I could wash all of Kaylee’s makeup off in peace and forget about the huge mess I could’ve been in. 

The bathroom was empty. 

Heaving a huge sigh of relief, I splashed cold water onto my eyes and cheeks and gazed at my reflection on the chipped mirror. The makeup hadn’t budged even a little, except for the lashes that were now held on by the ends by a smidge of glue. I anxiously removed them, taking care not to rip my lashes off. Then, pumping some hand soap into my palm, I was just about to slather it all over my face when the bathroom door creaked open and someone walked in. 

I froze.

With my luck, it had to be Shane. I was dead.

But it wasn’t him. It was Luca.

Luca was Shane’s sidekick, and was in many ways actually worse than Shane. He’d been working at the restaurant for years and had recently gotten promoted as an assistant manager. I could potentially talk back to Shane or give him an attitude; I couldn’t do that with Luca without putting my job in jeopardy. The fact that the two of them were friends meant I was always playing Minesweeper at work — desperately and strategically trying to avoid being killed by a potential explosion.

Luca’s eyes narrowed in confusion as he stared at me. He shook his head twice, his long brown hair flying and settling over his eyes. He was acting as if I was a stranger.

He can’t recognize me, I thought wildly.

“Miles?” he finally said. “Is that you?”

Fuck.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I said, dejected. Of course he recognized me — I was stupid to have thought otherwise. “Go ahead...laugh at me.”

Luca didn’t laugh. “Is that — is that makeup on your face?” he asked. His voice had gone a little quiet.

I didn’t answer him. I went ahead and slathered the hand soap all over my face, scrubbing like my life depended on it. The makeup sloshed down the drain like muddy water.

“Go on, you can tell me, Miles,” Luca insisted, a sly grin spreading across his face.

I stayed silent, washing my face again and again until the water ran clear. Then I muttered a ‘see ya’ and got the hell out of there. It was no use humoring him, when he was just going to tell Shane anyway, and then they were both going to have a ball poking fun at me.

My non-existent social life at work may have just gotten smaller, I thought grimly, but at least I still have a job. 

I was in the break room later that night when, sure enough, Shane and Debra sauntered inside, cackling with laughter about something. The moment Shane saw me he smirked.

“Heard someone was looking pretty today!” he said in a fake high-pitched voice. 

“Hey Miles! Could you teach me some makeup skills?” Debra asked, batting her fake eyelashes. 

My brain clouded with a million different variations of anger and shame. 

“I always knew you had a secret, big guy,” Shane said. “Would’ve loved to see it for myself. You must look pretty damn hot in some lipstick.” He stuck out his lips like a fish.

“It was a favor for a friend, okay!” I blurted out through clenched teeth. My voice shook as I spoke. 

“It’s alright, Miles…” Shane drawled. “You can be yourself around us, you know. Truly. We can all do with a little more eye candy around here.” 

“Shut up!” I shrieked, the words vomiting out before I could stop them. “It was all for a YouTube video, if you guys really want to know. If you don’t believe me, go check her out, her name’s Kaylee Beauty! The video will be live tonight.”

I stomped away from them, heading towards the bathroom stalls to lock myself in until my fury calmed down. 

“Stop! We were only kidding…” Shane’s hand grazed my elbow, but I didn’t stop.

My blood was boiling. I’d had enough. 

And yet, as soon as my anger fizzled out, I had a sinking feeling in my chest and stomach.

I’d just practically revealed to my workplace bullies where they could find a video of me all done up and looking like a cute Emma Watson. 

That was just inviting more misery into my life — wasn’t it? 

The sinking feeling grew into an immense knot, twisting and turning inside my gut. I tried to slow down my breathing in an attempt to stop hyperventilating.

Oh god. 

What had I just done?


CHAPTER 4

I woke up from a feverish dream in the middle of the night, my body ice-cold and my heart clamoring inside my chest. Bits and pieces of last night’s memories came to me in a haze. Kaylee’s strawberry-scented hands all over my face, sprinting to work with make-up on, and my outburst in front of Shane and Debra, where I’d failed miserably to stand up for myself.

Things had turned from weird to bad, quickly and drastically.  

I reached under the covers and fumbled for my phone, feeling bitter and drowsy. I hadn’t bothered to check up on Kaylee’s new video last night, favoring to go straight to bed instead. Opening the YouTube app, I saw it right away under my recommendations. The thumbnail was an intriguing picture of a shocked Kaylee with her mouth open next to a picture of me, giving her the side-eye.

Hesitantly, I pressed on the video. I knew I had to brace myself for a whole new level of cringe, but I was also curious to see what people’s reactions were about me…

The first thing I noticed was the flattering lighting and angles, making me look more awake and bright-eyed than I actually was. Kaylee was looking downright cute, and for the first few minutes I was being my usual awkward, introverted self. The makeup transformation flew by, and once again that weird feeling bubbled inside me as I witnessed the pretty, feminine features forming before my eyes. The seductive stare, the pink lips, the flushed cheekbones. Was that really me?

I scrolled down to read the comments. 

The video was clearly a hit. There were the usual remarks of how good Kaylee’s makeup skills were and how adorable and funny she always was. The outspoken haters were voicing their beefs as well, going on and on about how Kaylee’s personality was clearly fake. The creepy pervs had also predictably come out of the woodworks, most of them commenting on her perfect set of boobs. 

In the midst of it all, though, was an outpour of comments by Kaylee’s fangirls, saying stuff like:

“Your friend has the most gorgeous eyes. Is he single?”

“All he needs is a slinky black dress and a pair of heels. *swoons*!”

“He’s hotter than me with make-up on!”

I was instantly transfixed.

No one had ever complimented me on my looks. Ever.

And yet, here were hundreds of girls telling me I was hot and gorgeous and even sexy.

What was even happening?

I kept scrolling, combing through the wall of comments almost in a state of shock.

Looking into a mirror and telling yourself you looked kind of cute was one thing. But finding out that other people echoed the same sentiment was a different experience altogether – it turned your feelings into an actual reality. For this to happen to me, of all people – a guy who had, over time, learned to expect nothing but negativity about his looks and had a truckload of insecurities – it was a huge thing.

I must have spent more than an hour with my nose buried in my phone, reading through the hundreds of comments on Kaylee’s YouTube page. Each time I refreshed the page there were a dozen or more comments. I felt light and like I was in a dream.

I knew I couldn’t go back to sleep anytime soon, so once I’d exhausted the comments section I cycled through all my social media profiles, checking my Facebook for updates, then my Instagram, and then finally my email. A new email with the subject line ‘READ THIS’ caught my attention. I tapped to open it. The message was short, yet bold:

“Hey Miles, I just saw the video of you and Kaylee. I have to say that you’re the most beautiful person I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

Instantly, I had butterflies inside my stomach.

I checked to see the sender’s email: notyoursecretadmirer95@gmail.com. The email was simply signed ‘S’.

It must be one of Kaylee’s fangirls, I thought to myself, chuckling. Still, it was kind of a loaded thing to say to someone: the most beautiful person you’ve ever laid your eyes on?

I replied: “Haha, thanks.” And sent it off.

I loaded the Netflix app on my phone and clicked on an episode of The Office, hoping it would help me fall asleep.

The dark haze of sleep was hovering above me when my phone pinged with an email alert.

It was from ‘S’ again:

“It’s late. Can’t sleep?”

I scrunched up my eyes, staring at the short message in the dark.

Should I even reply?

Thinking I could entertain myself for a few minutes, my fingers tapped a quick reply.

“Yeah, I’ve kind of had a rollercoaster of a day. So are you one of Kaylee’s superfans?”

My phone pinged several seconds later.

“Not at all. You’re beautiful, and I just thought I should let you know, that’s all.”

Again, the butterflies. Who was this person?

I replied: “Haha, so who are you?”

This time, the response was almost immediate.

“I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.”

I rolled my eyes, replying: “Yeah, well, I don’t know whether you’re a guy or a gal. You could be underage, for all I know.”

“Not underage,” he responded. “Far from it. And does it matter if I’m a guy or a gal?”

“Not really,” I replied. Then I added: “I’m straight, though.”

“You sure about that?”

The retort caught me off-guard. There was only one reason the person would say that.

“So, you’re a guy? And gay?”

“You’re almost there. Yes, I’m a man. As for whether I’m gay…well, it’s complicated. Like all of life.”

“What’s your name?”

“No can do, sorry. I know yours, though. Miles, has anyone ever told you your eyes look like the setting sun?”

Cringe. I rolled my eyes yet again, but found my fingers tapping another reply. “Believe it or not, you’re the first.”

“I feel honored,” the stranger said. “So how often do you cross-dress?”

“Never, actually,” I said. “This was my first time wearing makeup. I don’t intend to cross-dress.”

“Well, that would be a shame. You’re so damn sexy. I can only dream of that kind of beauty.”

Even though this guy was clearly being melodramatic, I found myself getting tangled up in his compliments. I wasn’t Miles anymore, but a pretty woman who was being hit on with overly cheesy pick-up lines by a man who was, for some reason, enamored by my looks. We went back and forth for several minutes, and strangely enough, I was actually giggling at some of the messages this guy was sending me.

“Man, I’d do anything to see your feminine side again,” he said at one point. “To be honest, I kinda sorta think I’m getting a crush on you.”

A jolt of electricity surged up my body. Cool it, I scolded myself. This was a man – and I wasn’t gay. And yet, my reactions to him were becoming so immediate, so visceral. And I wanted more.

My mind started to go into darker places, territories I’d never dared to explore before. We didn’t know each other, and this was only going to stay online. Going just one step further was going to be so easy, so safe…  

Fingers trembling, I tapped my reply.

“Tell me what you’d do to me if I was wearing makeup and a dress for you.”

My heart raced as I refreshed my inbox again and again. When the response finally came, I was blown away.

“God. What wouldn’t I do if you were standing right in front of me? I’d take you in my arms and kiss you, your lips, your neck, your earlobes, everywhere until you can’t help but moan. And then I’ll tear up that dress of yours. You’ll have no choice but to reveal your shy, feminine body to me, and enjoy everything I’ll do to pleasure the fuck out of you.”

This was so wrong. This was supposed to make me feel icky. But instead, I felt the blood rush down to my groin, the pressure building up at the thought of this forbidden fantasy…

I typed, “Go on. I’m listening.”

His messages came in with impressive speed, containing an increasing number of typos. He was clearly jacking off to this. My hand roamed underneath my own shorts and began to caress and rub my emerging hard-on. The thrill was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. In my mind, I was rubbing my clit, my poor tiny clitty which was now swollen and throbbing with yearning. I imagined this stranger’s tongue all over it, getting it so wet, pleasuring it, as my hole opened and got ready for him to fuck me hard.

“Show me,” I typed desperately. “Show me the massive cock you’d fuck me with.”

I was about to squirt everywhere, but I forced myself to teeter right at the edge as I waited…waited…for the stranger’s treasure to pop up on the screen.

Was he really going to send it?

A notification came, and I tapped it ferociously. It was an email with an image attachment. The message said simply: “You know you want it.”

I was throbbing so hard as I clicked on it. As soon as I opened it I went over the edge.

The picture was of a cock that was fully erect and achingly large, with a shiny, pinkish head that was leaking cream. Green veins ran up and down throughout the shaft, slick and shiny with his precious juice. A tuft of dark pubic hair was also visible.

Wow.

I moaned like a woman, fantasizing about this massive cock rammed deep inside my core, wrecking me. Penetrating forbidden parts of my innocent, desperate body.

Strings of cum squirted out and oozed down to my chest and belly. Heaving, I closed my eyes, reveling in just how fucking good it had felt.

And then, inevitably, came the shame.

And the shock of what I’d just done.

Numb, and getting a little sleepy, I exited my email app and let my phone drop onto the carpet below my bed.

I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.

The stranger’s words echoed in my mind.

It would have to be the same for me, I decided. No one should, will, and is ever going to know about this. This memory was going to stay buried deep in me, even if it was going to threaten to burst open out of my body.

All things considered, I didn’t regret doing that favor for Kaylee. I’d learned an important thing about myself: I was one of those weird guys that looked extraordinarily good in makeup. Had I been born a female, maybe the course of my life would’ve been entirely different. But this was the real world, and the fact was that I was a man. The womanly side of me, enticing as it was, was just a fantasy, or at best an illusion.

I had no intention of messaging my secret admirer again.

I’d just had a little fun with him. Experimented a little.

But now, I needed to put everything behind me.

The memories were wrapped up. Tucked in. Hidden away.

Done.

Episode over.


CHAPTER 5

A whole week sped by and to my surprise, I had successfully managed to put the whole makeover mess behind me. Even at work, no one tried to mess with me – everyone seemed to be engrossed in their own little worlds. Apart from Debra continuing to wink and bat her eyelashes at me sultrily, both Shane and Luca barely attempted to even speak to me.

I was the same old Miles again – shy, reclusive, and invisible in the world.

And somehow, I was glad to be exactly that. Well within my own comfort zone, close to everything that was familiar with me. No weird emotions to deal with. No chaos.   

I fell back to my old boring routine of watching Kaylee’s videos under the covers. And funnily enough, I never felt the need to click on the makeover video, even if it were just to read the comments. I think part of me just wanted to forget about the whole thing and move on to admiring Kaylee’s pretty face and body from a comfortable distance.

As for Kaylee herself, she was practically over the moon with the engagement on my video. Whenever she saw me, she made it a point to let me know how many more views and likes it had gotten. It was safe to say the tag was a success, and I was happy for her.

I also didn’t get any more emails from my secret admirer.

That made me happy too.

I was in my room one night browsing through job vacancies when there was a soft knock on my bedroom door. When I opened it, Kaylee was standing there, dressed in shorts and a camisole.

“Hey! Could I talk to you?” she asked in her usual bubbly voice.

“Yeah, sure…” I said hesitantly. I was blocking the view to my room because of how dirty it was, and yet Kaylee moved forward a few inches, wanting to come in. I eventually moved aside to let her enter.

Instead of accusing me of living in a dump, she waltzed right in and plopped down on my bed, fluffing up my pillows and stretching her legs.

“I have something to tell you,” she announced with a mock grim expression on her face. “Or actually, I have an idea I want to tell you about. Be prepared to have your mind blown!”

My heart sank. Why did I have a bad feeling about this?

“Oh yeah? I’m all ears,” I said.

Kaylee stared at me with huge hopeful eyes.

“Well, you know my audience loves you, right?” she said earnestly. “Sooooo I have this incredible idea. Another tag! It’s called ‘my best friend wears my clothes!’” She waved her hands about in a flourish and grinned at me like she was a borderline genius.

Shot down yet again, I thought gloomily. Of course when a girl comes to my room it’s to ask for another fucking favor.

Helping hot girls out was a double-edged sword. If you weren’t careful, you were doomed to nice guy status forever. And admittedly, part of this was my fault — I couldn’t really blame them for not being attracted to a short, skinny, socially awkward guy.

All of a sudden, a wave of heat rose up through me, causing every single muscle inside my body to tense up.

I wasn’t just angry. I was enraged.  

“Well, Kaylee, to be honest, I think I wouldn’t feel comfortable doing that.” The words tumbled out of my mouth. Even my jaw was shaking.  “And I just don't think it's a good time. You know, I only did that first video for you to be nice. I've never been much of a camera person.”

The hurt in Kaylee’s eyes was instantly recognizable. Her eyes grew even wider.

“I'm really sorry,” I mumbled, then coughed. “Best of luck on your YouTube journey.”

Kaylee’s eyes fluttered, and she uttered a stunned snort, as if in disbelief.

Of course, she definitely hadn’t expected me to say no. After all, I was always the good, predictable Miles, the friendly guy she could always lean on for help.

“I mean, I’m not sure why you keep asking me,” I continued. “I'm sure you've got plenty of guys lining up who’d love to do it for you?”

Kaylee jumped out of my bed in a flash, as if struck by lightning. Her nostrils flared.

“Gee, Miles,” she snapped. “That’s pretty lousy of you to assume that about me. I thought we were friends!” She hesitated, her mouth all contorted, as if she was weighing up whether to say something. Then she finally said in a quiet voice, “I don’t even have many friends…I have social anxiety.”

I snorted loudly. It was a reflex reaction that I regretted as soon as it happened, but the bitterness building inside me was becoming unbearable.

Who was she kidding? When did hot girls have social anxiety?

Kaylee stared at me in disgust, then stormed out of my room. Then, hesitating in the doorway, she spun back around to face me, a mixture of pain and fury burning in her eyes.

“You know, you may think you have a person figured out, but trust me, it’s not that easy,” she said softly. “You shouldn’t judge someone without knowing what they’ve been through. Appearances can be deceiving.” She gazed down at the carpet.

“Learn to read between the lines, Miles,” she continued, her voice quivering. “Why do you think I chose YouTube as a career?” Her hands flew up to rub at her eyes. They were full of tears. Then she left.

I stared blankly at the faded wallpaper on our corridor, speechless. I felt like I’d been slapped.

Tense with guilt and shame, I rushed to my bathroom, turned on the sink faucet and splashed cold water on my face. Water dripped down my elbows, onto my shorts, and onto the tiled floor, mixing with my own hot tears. Then I cursed at my reflection. The mirror showed me what I’d become – an ugly, bitter man.

A coward.

I hadn’t been fair to Kaylee, who had always been nothing but nice to me all along. I didn’t owe her anything but I shouldn’t have said all those other things to her – I was being a dick and she hadn’t deserved any of that.

Why did I always manage to fuck everything up?

Read between the lines, Miles.

Who was I to say that Kaylee didn’t have issues and insecurities, just like me?

I stripped off all my clothes and stood naked and shivering in the ice-cold bathroom as I confronted my own demons. All of this acting out was the result of me being unhappy about myself. And the reason I’d been so obsessed with Kaylee all along?

It was because I was envious of her.

I think I admired her so much because there was a part of me that wanted to actually be her.

I must have stood there, my cock out and my skinny arms wrapped around my abdomen, for ages. In my mind, I was a lost child, someone who had gone down the wrong path and felt like they’d been tracing just outside the lines of who they’d meant to be.  

After the longest time, I grabbed a towel and dried myself off. Then I got dressed in a fresh pair of shorts and a t-shirt.

Taking a deep breath, I walked out of my room and stood in front of Kaylee’s room. Her door was shut, and everything was eerily silent.  

I rapped on the door.

“Hey,” I said quietly. “It’s me.”

I listened to the thuds on the carpet before the door opened and Kaylee stood there, her hair in an untidy ponytail and her eyes slightly red.

“What do you want?” Her voice was calm yet hesitant.

“I came to apologize. I’m sorry,” I said.

She wouldn’t meet my eyes.

“Also, I think I can explain why I was being such a dick,” I said.

Her star-like eyes softened.

“Come inside,” she said.

I’d decided then and there that I was going to tell her everything. She deserved to know the whole story, and if I was a true friend I had to help her understand. I’d also resolved to do the second YouTube video. Not because I was feeling sorry for her or because I wanted to make it up to her.

Nope. It was because I actually wanted to do it.

And I was ready to show that to the world.


CHAPTER 6

Two nights later, Kaylee and I were in my bed, watching the brand new video of us she’d uploaded for maybe the fifth time in a row.

My laptop screen showed me zipping in and out of three different outfits. This time I had on a nude lip, feathery eyebrows, and green glitter eyeshadow that made my eyes look almost as big as Kaylee’s. For the first two outfits, she had me standing with my back to a mirror so I couldn’t see what I looked like until she spun me around to film my reaction.

The first outfit I shimmied into was a long flowing dress with a sweetheart neckline. The second was this really cute two-piece top and skirt. The shoulder straps had beautiful bow ties and the skirt was thigh-length with a frilly hem. We watched as my eyes grew as wide as saucers and my jaw dropped the moment I saw my reflection in the mirror.

I was beaming, like a pretty girl who’d gone dress shopping and had stumbled upon an outfit that was soon going to be one of her favorite possessions.

For the final change, Kaylee put on a blindfold and asked me to choose any dress from her closet and surprise her. The video jumps to her reaction, but I must have spent ages rummaging inside her closet as if it were some kind of treasure chest, sifting through piles and piles of her overly feminine clothes with a growing sense of excitement within me. My first choice had actually been this really sexy cut-out bandage dress that was as black as midnight, but I’d quickly changed my mind in favor of a more flowy, red halter dress that had a completely open back.

Even though the bandage dress would’ve been sexier, I didn’t exactly want my crotch bulging out of the tight fabric for thousands of girls to see…

Once I tore Kaylee’s blindfold off, her reaction was immediate.

“Oh my god, Miles! Oh fuck, you look scorching hot!” she squeals in the video.

The real Kaylee giggled beside me. “Jesus, I’m sometimes so OTT when the camera’s on…”

I laughed and squeezed her hand.

After our squabble the other day, Kaylee and I had gotten infinitely closer. She’d come into my room after dinner and we’d spend a few hours watching Netflix or YouTube or just talking.

In another world, I would’ve been ecstatic because a girl on my bed would’ve meant we’d be fucking. But here I was, just as ecstatic because the girl was just being an awesome friend.

After my heartfelt apology that day, which Kaylee had graciously accepted, we’d spent hours in her room sharing our lives and secrets with each other. I discovered more about her history, like how she’d been dumped by a serial cheating boyfriend and how she’d been endlessly bullied as a kid. Puberty had of course done her a huge favor, but the severe social anxiety had remained, though over the years she’d developed a bubbly personality to help her mask some of the fears.

In turn, I shared some of my deepest secrets with Kaylee too. Like how I’d developed a habit of watching her beauty and makeup videos. And how it turned out I actually kind of liked feeling feminine because it made me feel pretty. She’d been nothing but compassionate and understanding.

“Ugh, we need to so do this again!” Kaylee said once we’d watched the video yet again. “Like, I want to do a head-to-toe makeover…turn you into a gorgeous Barbie.”

I was about to respond to her, but an alert on my phone distracted me. I swiped up lazily and saw that it was an email from someone I hadn’t heard in a while.

‘S’, my so-called secret admirer.

Heart thumping, I clicked on the message and read it.

“Miles! I just had to get in touch with you again after the new video. You looked fire hot in that halter dress. I’d like to think you did that just for me?”

Kaylee whistled beside me, and my hand shot up to cover the screen.

“Ooooh,” she teased. “Someone’s got a secret admirer?”

“About that…” I said, blushing. “I guess I have something else to fill you in about…”

I relayed the events of ‘S’ from the beginning, minus the part where I’d brazenly masturbated to the thought of this mysterious guy fucking me.

Kaylee was entranced and immediately in detective mode.

“Wow, I totally want to find out who that is!” she squealed. “Don’t you want to find out?!”

The butterflies in my stomach began to dance around again. I realized I did.

“So this person watched my videos, but knew your email…?” Kaylee deduced. “Weird. I didn’t put down your email in the video description or anything.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Not many people know my email. Hmmm, did you tell any of our other roommates about the video?”

Kaylee shook her head. “I know I’ve been endlessly annoying you about it, but trust me when I say they always try to get away from me the minute I mention YouTube. Who else would have your email?”

“Hmm…” I thought again. I couldn’t think of any friends who could actually do something like this.

“This is so cool, Miles!” Kaylee said excitedly. “Your secret admirer is someone who knows you.”

Oh god. I wasn’t too sure I liked the sound of that.

So the cock I’d seen could very possibly belong to someone I actually knew. The question was: who?

“How about work?” Kaylee wondered out loud. “Anyone at work has your email?”

My heart stopped.

Practically everyone at the restaurant had my email. Shane, Luca, Debra…and I had theirs.

My mind whizzed back to the moment I’d told Shane about Kaylee’s videos. He would’ve known her YouTube name, and how to search for her. He could’ve easily made a fake Gmail account and emailed me.

No. It couldn’t be…

A lump had formed in my throat, and I was dizzy with dread.

What if this was some kind of twisted prank? I have to know he’s real…

As soon as Kaylee left, I took out my phone and tapped a reply rapidly. I told him he didn’t have to hide his identity anymore, and that I’d love to meet him.

Several minutes passed before I got a message from him, and my heart sank.

“Miles, I don’t think that’s a good idea. I’m a secret admirer of yours for a reason. You’ll hate me if you ever found out who I am.”

It’s unfair, I thought. It’s unfair he gets to see me but I can’t get to see him.

“Come on, man,” I finally replied. “Don’t be a fucking coward.”

I refreshed my inbox for many mind-numbing minutes, desperate for his response.

But…silence.

He’d ghosted me.

I swallowed hard, feeling completely dejected. I didn’t just want to know that this wasn’t a prank. I wanted ‘S’ to be real.

I wanted to give him the chance to see my body.

I’d been so close and yet everything got fucked up again.

Increasingly frustrated, I threw my phone away and just went back to sleep. 


CHAPTER 7

At the breakroom the next day, I was huddled in the corner on a small stool, trying to make myself invisible for the precious five minutes of peace I would get before I had to head back to the hot kitchen again. 

I was frantically googling on my phone, trying to see if I could find out who ‘S’ was. I’d searched his email to see if it popped up anywhere. It didn’t. I’d also reverse searched the dick pic I was sent, shamefully, hoping against hope it wouldn’t direct me to some sketchy porn site. Zero results. Then, I’d written up a post on Reddit, asking others if anyone knew how an anonymous emailer could be identified.

But as usual, I was out of luck. 

‘S’ had responded with nothing but silence to my request the previous night. The silence was deafening. And now, my greatest fear was actually myself, because I was so fucking desperate to  meet him that I was willing to do anything. More than anything, I needed him to be real. I wanted him to kiss me and explore my feminine body with his rough, lustful fingers. Then he could tear off my dress and wreck me. 

The guy definitely knew me. He’d said if I knew who he was, I’d hate him. 

Why?

Defeated, I was just about to go back to the kitchen when the door to the break room screeched open and I was face-to-face with Shane. 

He towered over me, his floppy brown hair hiding the expression on his eyes. His mouth was twisted into an odd grimace.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I said back, trying to ignore the lump at the back of my throat. 

“You okay?” 

“Yeah,” I said awkwardly. 

Shane ran a hand through his hair, moving the strands out of his tanned forehead. He shifted his gaze down to my toes and then cautiously met my eyes. His face was almost unreadable, but I could discern just a speck of empathy. Genuine empathy. 

Then, he gave a curt nod before turning back around and exiting the break room. 

I made my way back to the kitchen, my thoughts all scrambled up and whirling. I had a creeping feeling I’d been looking for ‘S’ in all the wrong places. Even though I wanted to deny it, had he been right under my nose the entire time?

I was wiping my twentieth dinner plate when I heard my phone vibrate within the pocket of my jeans. Overcome with curiosity, I unlocked my phone and stared in disbelief at the notification.

It was a new email from ‘S’. 

The back of my neck tingled as I read the message:

“Hey. You’re right. I was being a coward. You have no idea how stupid I think I am for doing this, but it’s the right thing to do. Let’s meet up at the Matchbox tomorrow at nine? I’ll be the guy in royal blue. And yes, it’s a date.”

I couldn’t concentrate for the rest of my shift. My hands were clammy and my face was sweating so much, and it wasn’t just because of the heat in the kitchen, 

There was no way that was just a coincidence. Me seeing Shane and then bam — I get a message from my secret admirer, asking me to come to a bar to meet him? Like a real date?

And yet, somewhere down deep in me, I couldn’t see it. How could someone who hated me — and had zero shame in showing it — become smitten by me all of a sudden? And Shane was clearly straight. The amount of times he’d lewdly made out with Debra at work had been evidence of that. 

Read between the lines. 

Was there more to Shane than I could see at first glance?

I had to find out. 

The minute I got home, I searched for Kaylee and found her in our kitchen cooking dinner. The moment she saw me she cast aside her spatula and gazed at me with concerned eyes.

“What’s up?” she asked. “You look really pale.”

I smiled at her assuredly. “Remember when you said you wanted to do another makeover on me? A head-to-toe one?”

She nodded slowly.

“Well,” I said. “This time, I kind of need to ask you for a favor.”

***

“Ummm what? How are you so pretty?”

Kaylee’s words made me blush, but the foundation was doing a good job at masking it. 

I was staring at the final result of her makeover in the mirror, not quite finding the right words to capture how I was feeling. The features of my face were highlighted with striking eyes, thick eyelashes, a creamy red lip, and pale pink blush. I even had long hair — Kaylee had been kind enough to put on a high-end costume wig she’d bought last Halloween. She’d carefully brushed it into a half-up, half-down hairstyle that had the effect of making my face a perfect heart shape. 

“I-I don’t have the words…” I stuttered. I still couldn’t stop staring at myself. 

“Shhh,” Kaylee said, hugging me from behind. “You’re welcome.”

Ten minutes before this moment, I still hadn’t known what I’d be wearing. For the ‘date’ —  even saying that to myself had felt really weird. I’d left everything up to Kaylee because I couldn’t even think straight, let alone make good wardrobe decisions. But when she brought out the slinky, tight, too-sexy-for-me dress I’d wanted to pick out the other day for her video, I had to protest. 

“I…uh…I think I’m going to have a problem if I wear that dress,” I mumbled, hoping she’d get the hint. 

“Ugh, you’re overthinking,” Kaylee laughed and said. “Wait here!”

She disappeared and came back with two sets of panties: a tiny, incredibly tight-looking pair of bikini panties, and a pair of women’s boyshorts. 

“Strip!” she ordered.

I had no time to be shy in front of Kaylee. I did as instructed, then faced her buck naked. I’d spent more than two hours the night before, meticulously shaving every single strand of body hair growing on me. My bare cock and balls now hung limp and wrinkled below my frail, skinny abdomen. 

“We need to put these on you,” she muttered as she examined my penis, her forehead all scrunched up as if she was trying to solve a hardcore engineering problem. “Let’s have you wear the bikini briefs first. Don’t worry, I’ve never worn these before!”

I was soon donning both pairs of underwear, which had the effect of flattening out my nether regions perfectly. They were tight, in a snug and secure kind of way. I noticed the boyshorts had also lifted my butt up and gave my cheeks a little bit of an oomph. 

When I slid into the slinky midnight dress, it was a perfect fit, with the front perfectly smooth and flat, and the back perfectly arched and elongated. 

Now, I extended one leg out in front of the mirror, my pale skin visible as it peeked out of the dress’s open slit, ending in a pair of shiny black kitten heels. 

“It’s time, Miles,” Kaylee said softly. “I think your Uber’s outside.”

I nodded.

I gave her a hug, then gathered up all the remaining courage I could muster and headed out the apartment into the cool, silent night. 


CHAPTER 8

The Matchbox was a small, loud bar located downtown that was a frequent hangout place for college students. The crowds sat on practically microscopic tables and stools, and couples who looked like they were on awkward first dates tried to act like they were making conversation.

I waded through the bar, hands tightly clutched on my purse, making my way towards the back as my eyes frantically tried to search for a man dressed in royal blue. I was slightly overdressed, but I told myself it’d be okay because I wanted to stand out. 

I’d spent years trying to become invisible. Tonight, I could afford to be a little different. 

The moment I caught the royal blue t-shirt, the face obscured by the head of a guy seated on the table in front of him, my heart skipped a beat. Then the guy got up to leave with his female companion, and the wearer was exposed.

I was so ready to put this whole mystery to rest. 

My secret admirer noticed me the same time I recognized him. His eyes lit up and he gave me a sheepish grin.

I was stunned. 

This was not who I was expecting.

I walked towards him and gave him my best smile.

“Surprised?” was the first thing he said. 

“Shocked,” I said playfully, sitting down on the stool opposite him. “But I need you to tell me right now if this is a prank.” I ran my slender fingers through my hair, twirling the ends of it.

He looked at me with earnest eyes, then sighed. “You know, I wish it was.” Then he cleared his throat, looking me up and down. “You look beautiful, by the way.” He reddened and averted his eyes.

I blushed at my secret admirer’s compliment. Except he wasn’t a secret anymore — he was a fantasy morphing into life. 

My secret admirer was Luca. Not Shane. 

Luca.

In my years of working at the restaurant, this was the first time I’d seen him restless and nervous. Normally, he was so fucking confident, just like Shane. My stomach did a somersault as I realized this was the impact I had on him. He really liked me. 

There were still so many secrets hiding those gold-brown eyes.

“You have a lot to tell me,” I began, after he’d ordered us beers.

“Ha,” he said. “Where do you want me to start?”

We sat at the jam-packed bar, our bodies jostling against those of sweaty college-aged strangers and the alcohol soothing and comforting us as we connected. It turned out that Luca’s crush on me had only begun to develop the day he’d seen me at the bathroom at work with a face full of makeup. My mind reeled back to the memory, remembering how quiet he’d gone at the sight of me. Of course, he hadn’t known how strong those feelings would become, so he’d obviously told Shane, because they shared everything with each other. And Shane had eventually ended up telling him about Kaylee’s YouTube videos. 

“Curiosity just got the better of me, I’m afraid,” he said, shaking his head. His eyes twinkled. “I honestly must have watched that video around a hundred times. What can I say? You were so damn pretty there. I had to air my feelings out...that’s when I got the idea of emailing you. Anonymously, of course.”

“So what made you agree to meet me then?” I asked bluntly. 

Luca laughed, a deep-throated laugh that made the butterflies in my stomach go all haywire. The way the skin around his eyes folded and crinkled was oddly sexy. “After our little online fun, I knew I couldn’t out myself to you,” he said. “But dang it, you drove me crazy.”

I lifted one eyebrow up, in a questioning kind of way. 

“But yeah, Shane was going through my phone one day, and he found our messages,” Luca continued. “I know he can be a prick, but believe it or not, he’s actually a really good friend.” He sighed again, and I couldn’t help but notice how stereotypically handsome he was. “He’s the one who convinced me I had to stay true to myself. Hiding my feelings was not going to do me any favors, and all that.”

“Shane’s a dick,” I agreed. 

I wasn’t sure quite how I felt about Shane after this tidbit. My animosity towards him wasn’t just magically going to disappear, and I hoped Luca hadn’t been naive enough to think that.

“What was the meaning behind ‘S’?” I asked.

Luca shrugged and laughed again. “Nothing, really. ‘S’ for secret admirer, I guess?” He ran one hand through his hair. “So...uh...but now everything’s out in the open, what do you want to do tonight?”

“Excuse me. I’ll be back,” I said, my voice quivering a little. My fight or flight was kicking in, and I needed a moment to myself, to collect my thoughts, to process all the craziness that was unfolding before me. 

I rushed towards the direction of what looked like the sole restroom in the bar. I could feel the hungry, sticky eyes of random men on me, and I knew Luca would’ve noticed them too. I locked myself inside, and released both my pairs of underwear to pee. Then I checked my makeup and hair in the mirror. Everything was perfectly in place. 

No wonder Luca had been nervous talking to me. 

I took another minute in the blue-lit bathroom just to close my eyes and take a couple of deep breaths. I had no idea how the night would end, but I wanted to tell myself that things would be okay no matter what happened.

When I finally opened the door, I gasped. Luca was there, eyes filled with lust and fierce determination. 

Him standing in the doorway of the small, cramped bathroom made me grasp just how tall he was. His t-shirt was stretched tight, outlining the bend of his biceps and the indents of his abs, tracing the path all the way down to his jeans.

“God, I love when you look all vulnerable,” he said huskily. “Move over.”

He entered the bathroom, locking the door behind him, and pinned me against the wall. I caught just a slice of our reflection — a sexy girl being overpowered by a strong man.

That’s what we were. And it was the hottest thing ever.

How long had I waited for this moment?

His soft lips met mine, and we kissed wildly, my hands wrapped around his hefty shoulders. Our tongues danced and twirled and I could taste every molecule of his sweet, warm breath. Soon he was pushing me down, guiding me to get on my knees on the dirty tiled floor. He unzipped his jeans and gazed at me expectantly, waiting for me to take the next step.

I forced my fingers to stop shaking as I gripped the elastic of his boxers and pulled on it slowly.

I was really about to do this. My ultimate feminine fantasy.

Luca’s cock sprang out, thick and veiny, and I spotted the same pattern of public hair I had seen in his picture. The fact that this cock had already caused me to cum once made me over-the-top horny. 

I steadied my knees on the cold floor and touched his sex with both my palms, holding it tenderly for the first time. I took a deep breath before diving in for my first taste and lick. Luca let out an anticipatory groan, his eyes flickering as he gazed at me with his privates in my mouth. I flitted my tongue carefully along his shaft, allowing my saliva to properly coat his skin. He smelled of soap and light powder with just a tinge of sweat, nothing to throw me off — clean and what I would’ve thought a normal cock smelled like. Our eyes locked as I got into a steady rhythm, pumping my eager mouth in and out of as much of him as I could handle. 

I knew he was getting off to the view of me, a shy, pretty girl submitting to him, horny enough to pleasure him with her mouth. 

He grabbed my hair then and began to pump his penis in and out, moaning loudly. I acted like I was taken aback by this move but secretly I was loving it. The fact that I was sucking dick kept hammering into me, and my own groin was rustling with heat inside my panties.

I kept sucking like an obedient little slut. 

Luca’s pace suddenly intensified and his cock was hitting the ridges at the back of my mouth. My saliva dripped all over and lubricated his penis, which was now throbbing dangerously and on the verge of climaxing. I braced myself, wondering if he would pull out. 

He didn’t. Instead he clutched onto my hair forcefully and ejected his cream straight into my throat with a loud grunt. 

“Mmmm,” I whimpered. I swallowed, then tasted him once more to make sure I’d gotten everything. Then I cautiously stood back up. 

“I’m not done with you,” he said, his voice hoarse. “You’re so fucking hot, Miles. Come on, I’m taking you to my place.”

I nodded, wiping off the drops of sweat on my forehead. He kissed my slutty mouth, grabbed my hand, and we exited the bathroom together.  

Judgmental faces watched us as we cleared the crowded path towards the bar’s entrance. With my messy hair and appearance, I knew they knew what I’d done in there. I met their eyes and smiled because I had no shame. 

After all, Luca’s magnificent cock was about to wreck me, this time for real. 


CHAPTER 9

On the way to Luca’s apartment, we were kissing and making out like a pair of rabbits. He could not keep his hands off of me, and our Uber driver kept glancing at me through the rearview mirror. To him, I was probably just another pretty girl who happened to be horny and shameless. Well, he was right. I let Luca’s hands roam as he kissed me, until he slid down one of the straps of my dress and made contact with my right nipple.

I fluttered my lashes in the direction of the driver, then threw my head back and moaned. I wasn’t wearing a bra as Kaylee said my dress would’ve been sexier that way. It definitely was the smarter choice.

Luca licked and nipped at my nipple, the wet stimulation sending a cool tingle through my chest and core. Soon, the other strap was off, and my perfectly tiny breasts were on full display. I groaned, gently caressing Luca’s head as he ran his tongue around and around my erect nipples in circles. I heard the driver utter a quiet, “Oh god”. 

I had become a slut, and I was enjoying the heck out of it.

Once we reached Luca’s place we stumbled out of the car and waited for the elevator. No one was about, which was good, because I was prepared to start blowing him in public. As soon as we went into the apartment Luca coerced me to straddle him while he laid down on the couch. 

I arched my back as I bent down and kissed him, slowly and passionately. Luca’s hands glided up and down my back. Wrapped up in that moment, I forgot that someone called Miles ever existed. I wasn’t Miles — and he certainly wasn’t me, because we were worlds apart in our differences. As a woman, I was strong, confident, and oozing sensuality. This was who I was meant to be. 

“God, you’re fucking hot, you’re fucking hot,” Luca kept mumbling, and I moaned in his ear in response. 

His fingers roamed everywhere until once again it landed on my dress straps. He pulled them down, exposing my tits, then my thin waist, then my navel, and finally my underwear. He looked into my eyes as if asking for permission and I nodded, biting my lip. He slowly helped me remove my two pairs of panties until I was naked on his lap, suddenly shy, my pale pink cock and soft, tiny balls out for him to see.

“You’re so adorable…” he murmured, and that made my confidence shoot through the roof. Even with my penis revealed, the disguise unveiled, I had never felt more feminine and vulnerable. He was staring at my body as if completely hypnotized. 

Fuck, I was determined to make his experience better than any other woman he’s been with.

I unzipped his jeans this time and brought out his throbbing cock. The contrast was obvious. His was just so big and masculine, while mine was inferior, just a mere fraction of his length. I twisted my hips and rubbed my hairless cock against his. We were sparking electricity, and we groaned together as our skins touched and brushed against each other desperately. I bounced and bucked my hips, kissing him on the neck, forehead, and again on the lips. His hard member was leaking on mine, the juices lubricating up my crack and dark little asshole.    

He suddenly took over me, making me lie down on the couch, and spread my legs apart. My alert penis was twitching for his touch. He grasped my hips with his strong arms and inhaled deeply, rolling his eyes in ecstasy at the subtle scent of my private regions. He kissed the tip of my penis, then started to lick. First the head, then the underside, and then making a line down my entire shaft, very gently, like the first drops of a rainshower landing on a delicate flower. The warmth of his breath and the slow, sensual pace made me ache with desire. I pinched my nipples and moaned. 

He gently built up the speed, easily taking my entire length in his mouth, and making it really wet. In my mind, he was sucking on my clitoris with care and respect because of how sensitive it was. Who knew that Luca, with his gruff and almost grouchy nature at work, could be so fucking gentle? That was the part that aroused me the most. I began to rock my hips back and forth, helping him stimulate my clitty. His eyes bore into mine, wanting to see me squirm in pleasure as he serviced me. 

“Mmmm...yes, Luca, just like that…” I edged him on and whimpered like a dirty slut. I was so damn close to cumming. 

Then it happened — the rapid buildup in my groin, my dick pulsating in his warm, wet mouth, and the exquisite feeling of release. Luca didn’t break eye contact but swallowed every last drop like a real man. 

“Oh fuck…” I breathed. “God you’re good.”

“I’m not done yet,” he whispered. 

“Oh fuck,” I said again.

He flipped me over on the couch, so that I was on my hands and knees, the hair from my wig falling like curtains on either side of my face. My ass was in the air, and he spanked me, hard. Then I felt a tickle, a sliver of wetness, and realized he was nibbling at my butt cheeks. 

“Has anyone ever told you how good you smell?” he paused to murmur. “I’m getting so horny just smelling you.”

I was hoping I’d done a good shaving job down there, but even if I hadn’t, I was feeling too dirty to care. 

“Eat my ass, Luca,” I pleaded. “Just eat it.”

“Oh, you are such a dirty girl,” Luca murmured. “I like it.”

The tingle from his tongue began on my balls, then wavered on the stretchy zone reaching up to my hole, where it intensified. I cried out uncontrollably, experiencing waves of pleasure that I had never felt before. Eventually the tip of his tongue circled my puckered hole and by this time I had grabbed hold of the couch cushions in an attempt to help me process the euphoria. I was moaning and whimpering and pleading at this point. 

It was about to happen. My forbidden hole was about to be breached, for the first time ever. 

Luca spread my cheeks apart and he spit on my asshole before his tongue penetrated it, maybe a few millimeters, and then a few more. As his tongue entered deeper inside me, I shivered. He tongue fucked and sucked my hole for several minutes, or maybe it was for longer — I couldn’t tell because I was losing myself in the moment and time had completely lost its essence and meaning. 

Being penetrated with Luca’s tongue was the point of no return, because I now began to crave for something bigger, heavier, and more powerful inside me. 

“I need you to fuck me, Luca,” I begged. “I need your big cock inside me…”

My mind flashed back to the time this was just a taboo fantasy inside my head, how I’d craved the stranger’s cock in my core, wrecking me and destroying both my body and identity. At the time, it had felt so wrong — getting aroused at the thought of another man’s penis. It still felt wrong — bad and humiliating and violating and a million other destructive things. That was part of the high. 

“I’ve been dreaming about your cock inside me, Luca,” I confessed in a daze. “I can’t believe it’s finally happening.”

“Oh yeah? It’s going to hurt you, Miles,” Luca warned.

“I know,” I said, heaving. “I don’t fucking care. I need you to destroy me.”

The head of Luca’s penis slowly entered me. My hole was incredibly tight, and the pressure hurt, causing my entire body to tense up. And yet I loved it. There was nothing more feminine than submitting your most vulnerable body part to be used for a hot man’s pleasure. I concentrated on my breathing, forcing myself to slow down and to open up, to allow more of Luca’s cock further into my anus.

“Get it in, get it in,” I begged again. “I need the whole thing in me.”

Using force and determination and more spit, Luca’s rod finally drilled into me, and he gave a grunt as began to pound away. Once I was in the groove and the pain subsided, I rocked my hips back and forth to add to the momentum of his fucking. 

I was in heaven. 

A short-lived heaven, because it only lasted a few minutes before Luca cried out, “I’m cumming, Miles!” and his hot cream blasted into my asshole. 

I laughed, giddy with happiness at what had just happened. I turned over to see him.

“How did that feel?” Luca asked. He had the biggest shit-eating grin plastered all over his face.

“Like a dream come true,” I said, and laughed again. I shifted as some of his juices dripped out and trickled back onto the couch.

He reached over and kissed me on the lips. 

“I don’t know what it is about you, Miles,” he whispered. “I can’t get enough.” 

I gave in to his embrace. 

“Work’s never going to be the same again,” he continued, kissing me on the neck. “We gotta figure that out.”

I remembered Shane and how they were friends, but that faded from my mind just as quickly as it had entered. Luca’s kissing was distracting me.

I don’t know where this will lead me, I thought dreamily. 

But for now, I’m just going to enjoy it.


THE END
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BLURB:

Everyone has secret fetishes.

But how far would you go to expose one?

Devon is a heartthrob and serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.

He’s left behind a string of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.

But he doesn’t care. Why should he?

Life’s about to change, though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.

He’s about to learn that there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...

Soon, Devon is going to be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading now!
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I think I was born to do this…

Nerdy college grad Alan has never quite outgrown his shy dateless phase.

Desperate and craving for a change, he stumbles across Miranda Klein, a secret and super exclusive styling service designed exactly for shy guys like him.

He’s prepared to jump through hoops for a chance at this once-in-a-lifetime makeover. Who wouldn’t want to be a chick magnet?

Little does he know that he’s about to be feminized and transformed into a sensuous beauty that seems to attract only the big, the hard and the juicy...

If you’re ready to witness nerdy Alan get confronted by his own sexy, dirty, feminine side for the very first time...start reading now!
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