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FEMINIZED & INNOCENT

A SHORT EXCERPT

I moaned.

I couldn’t help it. My body was feverish with lust and his advances were happening dizzyingly fast.

“You like that?” he murmured. He’d gone back to kissing my neck. I’d never known my skin to be so sensitive.

“I...yeah,” I murmured back.

Fuck, I know what his manhood looks like.

“You’re so hot,” I found myself saying.

I was a jumbled mess of feelings and emotions.

“Say that again,” he breathed.

“You’re fucking hot,” I whispered.

Blood headed south and my own member stiffened.

“One more time,” he said, burying his head underneath my chin.

I closed my eyes while I uttered the words. I was having an out of body experience, floating in a vacuum where I wasn’t really Hugo. I was a woman. Megan. I was a living, breathing woman.


FEMINIZED & INNOCENT




CHAPTER 1

My girlfriend Savannah was already in a bad mood by the time we went to the party.

We were all piled up in my car: I was driving and Savannah was beside me, her eyes downcast and her presence icy and quiet, even though she was looking beautiful in her sparkling minidress. My friend, Lenny, and Pearl, Savannah’s best friend and roommate, were in the back. Lenny was oddly silent in the way I knew he was suffering from second-hand embarrassment. What can I say? Angry girlfriends have never been my forte.

“Come on, babe,” I muttered. My knuckles were bone-stiff on the steering wheel because of how tight I was gripping onto it. “You have to give me something here.”

Silence.

“Alright, alright, I get it, I was wrong,” I said, trying to force out a laugh. “You were right.”

“That’s not what this about, Hugo,” Savannah said. “I’m serious. You’ve got to stop acting like my babysitter.”

Pearl’s hand reached out from the backseat and was annoyingly twirling a strand of Savannah’s hair. The strong scent of perfume from her wrist wafted under my nose, almost making me cough. “She has a point. She’s twenty-two, not two. She’s an independent young woman!”

I wanted to shake her. What was it about Pearl that brought out the rage inside me? I knew for a fact that Savannah wouldn’t have been half as moody as she was if not for Pearl’s constant reminders about how independent and young she was.

In any case, this all started because I’d wanted to be a good boyfriend.

All I’d wanted to do was drive her and Pearl to the party.

And it ended up with this huge fight where she claimed I was being clingy and wasn’t giving her space because she wanted to get to the party by herself.

It only made sense that she’d go with Lenny and me, though, because we were invited too. Plus, I was worried that she’d get blackout drunk or something and get taken advantage of, so I wanted to make sure I could get her and her friend safely home. Is that so bad?

Savannah and I were in a five-month-long relationship. We met at a party and ended up the same night in one of the bedrooms fucking our brains out. I know five months isn’t a long time, but I already knew she was everything I ever wanted. Every day, I felt amazing that we were actually a couple. If you’d looked at us, you wouldn’t have guessed that in a million years since we didn’t really give off a compatible vibe. Savannah was gorgeous and petite and had a fire personality, while I was…visually unremarkable in every sense. I was thin and maybe 5’6” if I stood up tall, with a baby face and silver-rimmed aviators that made me look like I’d time travelled from the 80s. Apparently I was attractive because I looked intelligent and nerdy. God knows what Savannah saw in me, but I’m thankful she did see something.

Because right now, I couldn’t lie to myself. I was in love with her.

I brought the car to a standstill next to the party house and Savannah, wordless, got out of the car. Pearl caught up to her, and arms looping, they both strutted their way inside.

“Jesus, man, if I didn’t know you any better, I would’ve thought you a kissless virgin,” Lenny said once they were out of earshot. “I think I died more than once back in there.”

“Dude, you don’t get it,” I said. “I love her. You know that.”

Lenny fake-barfed and rolled his eyes. “Fuck. I don’t wanna hear you say that ever again.”

I shook my head.

“I’m serious. Savannah’s not all that — and on top of that she’s clearly got no respect for you. You need to grow a pair.”

I raised a hand up to his face to make him stop talking. Lenny shrugged and began to make his way inside. I trailed after him.

We jostled our way through the overcrowded rooms, muttering ‘hi’s and hellos to random people that we both knew and didn’t know. Music blared through the gloomy house, and a good number of people were smoking, making the air stink up with tobacco fumes. I wasn’t drinking, so I went to the kitchen to grab a soda. I popped it open and took a swig, trying to ease the faint pounding within my temples that was threatening to morph into a headache.

“Hey, Hugo! Good to see you here, man!”

“Hey, man. Long time no see! What’s happening?”

Two old college friends of mine came up to me, big smiles on their faces. They delved enthusiastically into their most recent life updates, but I could barely focus on our conversation. I replied with half-hearted hmms and, finally seeing that I was distracted, they stepped away. I walked back out to the living room, spotting Lenny talking to a girl in a neon top and booty shorts. I guzzled down the soda as I watched him bend down and whisper something into her ear. She started laughing like a maniac.  

I hated this, all of this.

All I wanted was to be back in my bedroom, with Savannah’s thighs draped over mine and her arms around my neck as we kissed, not saying a word to each other because the way we were feeling was so fucking overwhelming I was happy just to close my eyes and breathe next to her. That’s how it was in the early days. Just me and her, and no one else. I couldn’t get enough of her eyes, her smile, her scent, her picture-perfect body…but I wasn’t stupid either. I was aware I was becoming an awkward mess of a man because of her.

I knew that making someone like Savannah my girlfriend would be a treacherous journey. She was insanely hot and invited a ton of male attention—and she didn’t exactly try her best to ward it off before things spiralled out of control. Once, she’d gotten shit-faced at a party and found herself in a random guy’s apartment. She only called me once the guy was being creepy and wasn’t letting her go. She later admitted that they’d made out (it didn’t count though, she said, because she was drunk). Of course I was pissed off, and vowed to make sure she was safe during her wild drunken nights.

But the more I feared that she’d cheat on me, the more I clung to her and drove her away. I knew it was becoming a self-fulfilling prophecy.

And yet I was powerless to stop myself from acting like a fucking clown.

My eyelids suddenly felt as heavy as lead and my forehead began to throb with an agonizing  rhythm. God, I was already missing her.

Where was she?

I stumbled through a maze of sweaty bodies, willing myself to ignore the bass and the motion of the disco lights. I checked the ground floor, almost tripping over a pair of feet stretching out from a stool, then clambered upstairs. I found her in the game room. She was sitting on an old leather couch, smoking and enjoying a beer with a few guys.

“Hey!” I called, cringing a bit at how loud my voice came out. “Hey, Savannah!”

She didn’t seem to hear me.

I walked right in front of her and grabbed her arm.

“Let me go, Hugo,” Savannah hissed. “I want to be alone for a second, okay?”

“I just want to talk,” I said.

“Yo, stop bothering her.”

I froze. For the first time, I noticed the guy seated next to her and realized I knew him. Ethan. I took in his crisp shirt, tousled hair, and his hand popping out from the side of Savannah’s tiny waist. The way he was leaning into her a bit too comfortably, and how — my face grew distressingly hot as I realized this — her own legs were crossed over and touching his.

“Come on, babe,” I pleaded.

I knew that Ethan was a creep. When Savannah and I had first started dating, he’d been messaging her constantly and annoying the crap out of her. Upon her request, I’d messaged him back and asked him to back the fuck off. There was no contact from him after that, and I would’ve totally forgotten about his existence, except…a couple of days ago, Savannah’s laptop was open and I saw there was a couple of messages going back and forth between them. It was obvious now, that for some reason, Ethan had resurfaced and they’d been talking to each other.

And now here he was, sitting very nonchalantly next to my girlfriend…with his fucking arm around her.

“You need to step away from my girlfriend,” I said very calmly. “I need to talk to her.”

“Didn’t you hear me? I said you’re bothering her,” Ethan repeated. His bleached teeth flashed as he spoke, and there was a smirk hiding behind his grim expression. He was enjoying this.

“Get…the fuck…away from my girlfriend,” I said.

Ethan snorted, his lip curling to one side. “She doesn’t want to be with you, man. Sorry.”

I realized my hand was still clutched around Savannah’s wrist. I glanced at her. She was giving me the death stare.

“Babe…” I muttered. My eyes did all the talking.

Why was she acting like this?

“Savvy, you okay?” Ethan tilted his head towards her and mumbled under his breath, at a volume just loud enough for me to hear.

Savvy? No one called her Savvy.

My body sprang into action because my mind even knew what was happening. My head was pounding with the force of a 100-ton hydraulic press, my vision clouding and my armpits slippery inside my t-shirt. I lunged towards Ethan, my heart clamoring within my ears.

“Oh my god!”

I staggered back in horror as I realized I’d accidentally spilled Savannah’s drink all over her dress.

“Ugh, what did you do, Hugo?” she snapped. “You’re such a loser. We’re done. You hear me? We’re done.” She got up and pushed me away, running towards the bathroom.

Her voice was echoing in my ears, getting louder and shriekier each time it reverberated inside my head. I was wondering whether I’d imagined what she just said. Done? Was it just a fragment from a long-ago nightmare? Or was I really inside that hot room, with a half dozen eyes staring at me as they witnessed my relationship turn sour right before their eyes? And even worse, to have that happen because another guy had been obviously plotting to steal her from me?

I stumbled a bit, feeling light-headed, until two arms propped me back up. It was Lenny. He dragged me towards the landing.

“C’mon. Not another word out of you,” he hissed at me. “We need to leave. Now.”


CHAPTER 2

“You know, I’m not going to say I told you so.” Lenny leaned back and brought his legs up on the couch. “But at the same time, you deserve it man. You could see that coming from a mile away!”

I pressed the buttons on the remote absent-mindedly, not even registering the shapes on the TV. “Thanks. I feel a lot better now.”

“You need to let it go,” Lenny said for what felt like the millionth time. “She did you a favor. I’m sorry for being blunt, but she was probably already seeing Ethan behind you.”

I rubbed my eyes and pretend-yawned so I didn’t have to respond.

“She was barely talking to you in the past few weeks and you found those messages on her laptop? Yeah, the simplest explanation is probably the right one,” he continued. “Occam’s razor and shit.”

I punched the volume button with my thumb, trying to drown out his voice.

Lenny had been insufferable since the incident. I felt like I was back in college being lectured about things I had no interest in knowing. Frankly, I wished he had a switch off button I could use to shut him up.

The last few days had been a harrowing whirlwind of emotions. My mind kept replaying the moment Savannah blurted out that she was done with me. The way she’d stared at me with a look of disgust on her face and then run away from the scene. Ruthless. And no matter how many times Lenny drilled into me that she’d just been leading me on and thriving off of my attention, I was heartbroken. There was no way she could forget the almost obsessive, electrifying feelings we’d had for each other.

There was just no way.

I knew that if I just gave her some space, she’d realized she’d let go of a good thing. I’d tried to visit Savannah’s apartment the other day (which was a mistake, I knew that now) and that had gone disastrously. Pearl had answered the door, and the moment she saw it was me she hesitated, her eyes flitting up and down with annoyance like I was some door-to-door salesman. Savannah, she said, hadn’t been feeling too well and that’s why I couldn’t see her right now. But then I’d heard a guy’s voice, and instantly I was seeing red. I couldn’t believe it. I knew who was in there with my girlfriend.

Slimy fucking Ethan.

I turned my attention back towards the TV, which was playing some comedy show. The sound of forced laughter pierced my ears, although I could still hear the drone of Lenny’s voice in the background.

“And Ethan’s a fuckboy. You can’t compete with a fuckboy.”

“Yeah, but you know who can?”

The words had slipped out of my mouth before I’d even understood them. Very slowly, the seed of an idea was pushing its way half-formed through the mud. When it reached my level of awareness, fully formed, I felt a growing sense of excitement.

“Huh?”

I jumped up from the couch and started pacing back and forth. “You know what, you’re right. I can’t compete with Ethan. But someone else can.”

“Who?”

“Another girl.”

Lenny looked at me with one eyebrow cocked up. “Elaborate?”

“Well, like you said, Ethan’s not the kind of guy to turn down a girl who wants to sleep with him. Especially another hot girl. We just need to create the perfect distraction for him, and then he’ll be chasing after her instead, and leave Savannah alone, for a while at least. Then I’ll be able to get through to her, maybe even show her what a sleazeball he is.”

“So we just need to find a chick who is, presumably, hotter than Savannah, has a better personality than Savannah, so that he’s temporarily distracted and goes after this new girl instead?”

I shook my head.

“We don’t need a girl,” I said. “We could just make one up.”

“À la Catfish, the TV show?”

“Yeah, kind of.”

Lenny laughed before letting loose a smelly burp. “Dude, you’re crazy.”

I reached forward and took hold of his legs, pulling him towards the floor. He slipped and fell down with a thud. Still laughing, he turned over, arms out front, his shorts twisted around his thighs.  

“Nice ass,” I muttered.

Lenny began humping the ground.

He could laugh all he wanted, but in my mind, the cogs were already turning. Was it a crazy idea? Yes, of course it was. But could it work? I had hope. How hard could it be to catfish someone? People did it all the time.

Yes, it was the perfect plan to get Savannah back. I just had to put my brains to work and make it happen.

***

Catfishing, as it turned out, was as easy as I’d imagined in my head. I begged Lenny to hand over a crappy old phone of his, got a new SIM card, and browsed through photos of girls on a random website. I knew it was only a matter of time before Ethan would ask me for a pic, and my catfish had to be irresistible in every way, shape, and form to lure him away from someone like Savannah.

After sailing through various seductive photos of women, I settled on a picture of a hottie with angelic cheekbones and a fiery expression on her face. She had shoulder-length blonde hair with a side part and something about her gave away the fact that she was petite. She looked like a Megan, so I named her that.

Then it was game time.

I messaged Ethan, letting him know I knew a couple of friends of his and that I’d had a crush on him for a while. Like a greedy fish enticed by a worm, Ethan took the bait straight away. He asked who I was, and I sent him a picture of ‘Megan’, innocently asking if he remembered me. He didn’t, but he said he had a bad memory so I shouldn’t take it personally. It didn’t take him too long after that to reveal he was a little horny.

“It’s been a while since I’ve done it,” he said through his texts.

I glared at the screen. He was so fucking predictable.

I had to play along.

“Tell me more…smiley face, smiley face,” I tapped back.

Meanwhile, I was actively stalking Savannah’s social media profiles.

Lenny, as much as it pained me to say, had been right. The two of them were going out. Her Instagram was flooded with pictures and story updates of their hangouts, and they were always touching in some way or another. Her cheeks were always flushed with happiness and I could’ve spotted that after-sex glow from a mile away. Just seeing her that way had me seething with anger — the thought of someone else seeing her naked, screwing her, making her cum. Fuck.

There were no words to describe how much I’d come to despise Ethan — his smug grin, floppy hair, the carefully pressed white shirt and jeans he often wore to show off his ‘effortless’ signature look. It was even worse now that I knew he was seeing Savannah but had no qualms about messaging other women behind her back. 

‘Megan’ happened to be a cool chick who didn’t care how men led their sexual lives. In fact, she was particularly interested in Ethan’s sex life and invited him to share all the gory details. Once, I’d stared at my screen with a gross taste in my tongue as he let slip he’d slept with more than a few women who were married or in long-term relationships (he was that irresistible), and had a folder on his laptop with a collection of nudes he’d been sent, including those of his exes.

One day I asked if he was single, and he gave an unhesitating ‘yes’.

“I saw you at a party a while back with…I think her name is Savannah?” Megan insisted. “Aren’t you both, like, a thing?”

“Nah,” came Ethan’s response. “The sex is great though.”

I was seeing red. I took a screenshot, my fingers quivering over the ‘share’ button. Savannah had to know about this, right? I couldn’t not send it to her…

And yet, I knew I had to control myself. I didn’t want to come across as the crazy ex, and push her away even further than I had.

But one thing was clear. Guys like Ethan needed to reel it in. I was going to teach him a lesson, whether he liked it or not.

***

One night, I’d just got done brushing my teeth and was getting ready to call it a night when the unspeakable happened.

Ethan had sent me a picture out of the blue.

Is this what I think it is?

Seeing Ethan’s manhood was something I had anticipated. It had been marinating at the back of my mind ever since I’d sent that first message as Megan — one thing was bound to lead to another, and with Ethan, things moved at the speed of a racehorse, though I tried to slow it down as much as I could. It’s not that I wanted to see his dick. But talking to him day in and day out while I put my master plan into action had changed how I felt about him — he now fascinated me as much as he disgusted me. Maybe it was his arrogance, his lame one-liners, his womanizing tendencies, his complete addiction to manipulation…or maybe it was just the perverse fascination of someone who was probably pounding my girlfriend right at this moment.

The actual dick of a dick…did I want to get to know him in that way?

I was curious.

I tapped on the blurred preview to allow it to download.

And there it was. I took a deep breath and stared down at Ethan’s uncensored penis.

It was big. Semi-hard and uncut, it had to be a good seven or eight inches. A tuft of pubic hair sprouted from the top, and two portly balls hung from wrinkled, overstretched skin flaps. An expanse of thigh skin, unblemished yet hairy, was also visible.  

I held my breath, spellbound, unable to move.

All I could imagine was Ethan’s dick slipping into hollow wetness and pounding away, pleasuring in ways my own five-inch penis could only dream of.

And that was when the unspeakable happened.

I’d assumed it was likely I’d be seeing Ethan’s dick sooner or later. But what I hadn’t anticipated?

Somewhere beneath the depths of the torso, a horrific thing was happening to my own body.

I was having an erection.

What the fuck?

My cock swelled and started to throb, and my feelings of shame and revulsion did nothing but intensify my arousal, until I had a full-on raging boner that was screaming for attention.

“Oh fuck…” I murmured.

I had to do it.

I placed my phone on the side of the sink and leaned it against the wall. I zoomed in on Ethan’s dick and went to town, promising myself that I’d never tell anyone and this would never, ever, ever happen again.


CHAPTER 3

“Dude, you’re telling me things I already know. I knew he was a pig.”

I huffed. “Yeah, but did you know just how much of a pig he was?”

“I don’t think I wanna know.”

Lenny rolled his head dramatically and hunched up his shoulders, his eyes transfixed at the road ahead. We were both in Lenny’s car, a black beat-up Toyota from the 90s, as I helped him do his weekly Uber Eats driving rounds. It was hot and humid and the Toyota was blowing nothing but hot air through the filters so we were both sweating buckets. Even my lashes were stuck together with prickly sweat and I had no idea how Lenny could even see where we were going.  The situation did nothing but amplify my negative feelings towards current events.

I’d let Lenny know that Ethan had taken the bait — a little too well, actually. Over the days, our conversations had steered away from topics like sex and hookups and more towards stuff like our favorite movies and podcasts we’d been trying out lately. He spent less time talking about how horny he was and had taken up a more innocent yet flirtatious back-and-forth. The jokes were tamer, the teasing greater, and there was this weird undercurrent of desire in our lengthy conversations.

It was like he’d developed actual feelings for me.

Or Megan.

Conveniently, in telling these developments to Lenny, I’d left out the part where he’d sent me a dick pic and how shamefully aroused I’d gotten. I was trying to bury that incident deep within the wells of my brain, trying to starve it off so that it would shrivel up and die. 

And yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The release had been off the charts. To get excited over another man’s dick, let alone a dick that was happily fucking your ex-girlfriend, was so outlandish, so off limits, that the humiliation itself had been the trigger. The orgasm had been cathartic. The thick ropes of cum emptying out of my frustrated vessel had felt never-ending.

But none of that mattered. Ethan was actually falling for Megan and I was heading for success.

Except…Ethan had thrown yet another curveball my way. 

“I don’t see how this is going to get Savannah back,” Lenny said. We were now inching along a street lined with expensive-looking houses. “Do you still want her back?”

“I’m not even going to answer that,” I said. “Everything was working perfectly. Until, you know, the problem.”

“Be back soon,” Lenny interrupted, parking outside an apartment entrance. He whipped out two huge paper bags of food and ran inside.

As I waited for him to return, I mulled over the problem, staring aimlessly outside the side window.

It was a big problem.

I guess I’d been too convincing as a girl because Ethan wanted to meet Megan. In person.

“I’m down to hanging out,” he’d texted me. “You seem like a really cool person, and I’d love to get to know you better.”

The thought of that sent my insides churning.

Up until that point, I’d been fairly confident about how my plan would play out. The whole point of this game was to distract Ethan from Savannah. With the help of ‘Megan’, I literally had him wrapped around my pinky finger — but if I declined his invitation and stopped to him talking at this point, the game was over. He’d retreat back to Savannah, and I’d lose her forever.

It was like coming so close to the finish line, yet being so far away from actual victory.

And I was stumped.

Lenny sauntered back into the car. “Pick up at McDonald’s,” he said, swiping through his phone. The engine rumbled back to life.

“Hugo, I’ve been meaning to tell you,” he continued as we drove off. “You remember that movie date I went to last week?”

“Oh yeah, how’d it go?” Thanks to my own relationship disaster, I’d forgotten that my best friend even had a life.

Lenny shrugged.

“You, my friend, really need a girlfriend,” I said.

“Another Savannah? No thanks,” he said, snorting. “I’m fine just dating around. Anyway, that’s not what I wanted to tell you.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I bumped into someone,” he said. “Pearl.”

I sat up a little straighter. “And?”

Lenny chuckled. “She fucking hates Ethan now. Apparently they all went to a party and he tried to hit on her when Savannah was out of the picture.”

“God, what a pervert. I don’t care what you think of Savannah, but no girl deserves that creep.”

Lenny nodded. “You should totally go for that date — or whatever he’s calling it. And teach him a lesson. That could be fun.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s expecting this hot girl right? Megan? You should go as Megan. Except, it’s a trap. Right when he’s about to take you home, dump him.”

“That’s not going to help me. He’ll go right back to Savannah.”

“Then string him along. Promise him with sex and let him chase you. He’s bound to forget about Savannah then.”

“You’re forgetting something, though. How the fuck can I make myself look like that supermodel pic I found online?”

“It’s not as difficult as you think. My mom did theatre in her younger days, and you should’ve seen what she could achieve with makeup. You just need to experiment with colors and put on a wig and a dress. It’s not rocket science.”

I brought down the mirror of the sun visor and squinted at myself, studying the angles on my sweaty face.

“You’re short. Petite. Kind of like Savannah,” Lenny continued. “Let him think you gained a couple of pounds. Chicks never look exactly like their photos anyway. He’ll probably think you used a filter. As long as you still got that sex appeal though, he’d hit it. Try to, at least.”

I was still studying my reflection. “I’ll need to buy some makeup. And a dress.”

Lenny uttered a sound that started out like a machine gun, only to become louder and more ominous. It took me a second to realize he was laughing.

“Dude! I was joking,” he said through tears in his eyes.

I slapped up the sun visor turned to face him.

“Well, I wasn’t. Lenny, I want you to be with me on this,” I said. “I need this to happen, or Savannah’s gone for good. Please?”

“How are you going to magically learn makeup within, what, two days? What about dressing like a girl? Do you know anything about styling?”

I paused.

“If you really want to do it,” he continued. “We need an actual girl to help us. Or you’re just wasting your time.”

He was right.

“A girl…” I muttered, thinking hard. “Someone who hates Ethan just as much as us?”

Lenny and I exchanged glances.

I knew we were both thinking about the same person.


CHAPTER 4

“I can’t believe you guys actually talked me into this.”

Pearl had me seated along the couch, my head tilted uncomfortably against the arm rest. Our living room floor was littered with way too many girly things — makeup brushes, half-used tubes and bottles of various shades of browns and creams, powdered palettes, and foundation sticks lay opened up on clean paper towels, and a stack of colored sponges sat like a molehill on my lap. There was a blown-up printout of ‘Megan’ by Pearl’s side, except the colors were all fuzzy and streaky because of our dried-up printer ink. 

“You’re lucky I used to work part-time as a makeup artist at a MAC counter,” Pearl muttered, prepping my face with some sort of cream. “I could do this with my eyes closed.”

Much to my surprise, it hadn’t taken me that long to convince Pearl to go along with our plan. She was convinced Ethan was a sex-obsessed sicko but of course Savannah couldn’t see it and was far too stubborn to listen to her best friend’s warnings.

If our plan was a success, though, Ethan could be out of both of their lives soon, and for good. 

But making Pearl the leader of my transformation into ‘Megan’ meant that I had to follow all of her many instructions to a T, or risk getting booted off because of her moodiness. She’d asked me to shave and moisturize the day before (everything from the neck down, she’d said), and I also had to watch some voice acting videos she sent me about how to make myself sound more feminine. Then she’d told me to down a few Tylenol before she came by.

I’m not going to lie — that scared me.

She began by waxing my eyebrows. It still hurt a ton, like she was tearing my skin off. Once my brows were shaped and iced, she took out a pair of heels and ordered me to walk in them. They belonged to a friend of hers who happened to be 5’6”— still way too small for me.

“You’re not allowed to get out of these until your date’s over,” she said bossily. “We’ll try again once I finish your makeup. You need all the practice you can get.”

Then it was an hour of being in that uncomfortable position on the armrest while she got to work. By this time, my feet were squished, my face was burning, and my neck muscles hurt. All the while, Lenny was seated with his legs up on the coffee table, popping black grapes into his mouth as he enjoyed us as his evening entertainment.

“Where’s the action happening again?” he asked.

“He wanted to have a walk by the lakeside,” I mumbled out the words, forcing my mouth to stay in position as Pearl drew on my lips.

I was glad that I was meeting Ethan in a public place. All I had to do was stay in character until the end of our date and string him along with the promise of something ‘more’.

Nothing awkward could possibly happen…right? 

Right.

Once my makeup was done, I was told to wear a towel before I was ushered into a pair of panties and a bra (also belonging to Pearl’s much taller friend). She placed rolled-up socks into each of the cups until my chest actually felt full and heavy. I saw Lenny’s eyes grow wide as he saw me in lingerie. I wasn’t sure if it was because I looked good or because I looked ridiculous.

Pearl brought out a flowing pink dress from her bag and helped me slide into it. She fitted a fake snakeskin belt over it, which supposedly accentuated my waist.

“And now for the finale,” she said excitedly, her arm disappearing into the depths of her huge bag. “Hugo, meet Wilma.”

‘Wilma’ turned out to be a blonde wig that was swaddled inside a net. Pearl cradled it like a newborn baby. 

“Listen up. This needs to be returned to me in perfect condition, or you’ll be in trouble,” she warned. “She wasn’t cheap.”

“Got it,” I said. 

My hair was hidden underneath a wig cap before Pearl carefully placed the wig on top and positioned it into place.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Expensive?” I mumbled. I shook my head like a wet dog, marveling at the way those glistening blonde strands swayed and settled around my shoulders. It felt weird, but good. 

Pearl whisked me away to the bathroom where I stood in front of the only mirror in our apartment.

“Holy fuckballs,” I gasped. “That’s me?”

I was looking back at a hot girl. Whether or not I was comparable to the girl in the picture was something I couldn’t definitively say. Was there a likeness? Sure. We had the same hair and eyes, I was wearing practically the same shade of lipstick, although I could tell something was off about my nose and jaw. It just wasn’t as slim as Megan’s. But...was I hot? Heck yes. And that’s all I needed to pull this off.

Lenny came over and slapped my butt. “I’m not going to lie, you look pretty hot as a girl, Hugo.”

“Who’s Hugo?” I said.

Pearl, looking pensive, was tapping her foot on the floor. “I’m sorry, but that voice has got to go. It ruins the whole illusion.”

“Is this better?” I tried to say, except I almost choked as my larynx shot up to my throat. 

“Didn’t you watch the videos I sent you?” Pearl asked accusingly. 

After getting told off a couple more times, I finally got my voice to sound somewhat girly. Then it was walking practice again. 

“Watch me,” Pearl said.

She strutted in her heels out of the bathroom and down the end of our hallway. I watched as she swirled her body around and walked back to us, sashaying her hips ever so slightly. It wasn’t a catwalk by any means, but it was something more. It was confident. It was feminine. It was…hot.

“I can’t do that,” I mumbled.

“Yes you can,” Lenny said. He was staring at me with eager eyes and all of a sudden I was embarrassed. I just wanted to call the whole thing off.

“How did I even think I could pass as a girl?” I asked sulkily. “Ethan’s going to know who I am for sure. I can’t believe I’ve been so fucking stupid.”

“Shut up, Hugo,” Pearl said sharply. “You can’t pull this stunt after I’ve given you my whole afternoon. Now walk.”

I could feel their eyes blazing into me as I made it to the end of the hallway and turned around awkwardly. My body felt stiff and unnatural, like I was moving on two sticks. But as Pearl demonstrated a couple more times, I started to let go. This feeling of elegance washed over me, and my limbs felt looser, my movements more fluid. When I did my final walk back, Pearl was clapping her hands and squealing in delight.

“I think you’re finally ready,” she said. “How much time have we got?”

“Barely ten minutes,” Lenny said, checking his phone. He’d agreed to drop me off for my ‘date’.

“Good luck, Hugo,” Pearl said, with an oddly affectionate look on her face. “Take good care of Wilma.”

“I will,” I said. “And I’m gonna crush Ethan like the cockroach he is. Wait and see.”

“Fuck Ethan,” Pearl said.

“Not literally,” Lenny said, grinning.

I took a deep breath and thought of Savannah. My heart was beating a million miles a minute. 

“Okay, I’m ready,” I said. “Let’s go.”


CHAPTER 5

The view at the lakeside was actually pristine.

The sun was dipping low into the horizon, and bluish-red clouds bumbled their way through the city skyline. The temperature had dropped and cool breezes drifted over the crowds enjoying their evening strolls. 

Now that I was actually here, I was anxious. I tried to channel my anxiety into anger, reminding myself why I was here. This was all a means to an end. This was all for Savannah. 

Ethan was standing in the middle of the wooden walkway, his eyes fixated on his phone. He was wearing the same starched shirt and jeans, and had the same smug look on his face. I wanted to smack him. 

With my blood thumping in my ears, I focused hard on every step I was taking towards him. My heels wobbled ever so slightly, but I kept my balance as I got ready to face my enemy.

“Ethan?” I said. Soft yet confident, like what Pearl had told me. 

His eyes grew wide the moment he saw me. His gaze searched through my dress and my body, and I grew more and more nervous at his uncomfortable silence. When our eyes met again, I thought it was game over. 

Fuck fuck fuck fuck…

And then, within a split second, his blank expression morphed into an unmistakable smile. No, it wasn’t just a smile. He was positively beaming. 

“Megan?” he said.

At that moment, I knew I got him. He was a mouse venturing into my delicious trap, about to be squashed and destroyed. 

Sucker!

We began walking along the promenade. The lake was shimmering in the evening sun and for some reason looking at it made me feel calm again. Ethan lumbered ahead of me and every few seconds I had to sprint to catch up, although he seemed oblivious to this. I hadn’t realized just how much taller he was compared to me and being dressed as a girl somehow made his body seem even bigger and stronger. 

Ethan was now rambling in a weird way, and it took me more than it should’ve taken to realize he was nervous. He was fucking nervous. 

“So, uh, you must be pretty busy with the modeling gigs,” he said. “Do you do a lot of outdoor shoots?”

“Huh?”

“Uh, I meant summer must be keeping you pretty busy with modeling?”

I’d forgotten I’d told Ethan I worked part-time as a model. 

“Oh. Yeah.” I chuckled awkwardly. “It’s a lot of work.”

“Tell me more.”

We started walking again. I stared out at the lake as I scrambled to come up with stories of my modeling adventures. I was spinning this huge tale about an international gig I’d gotten recently and how long my days had been when I felt this tickle in my palm. I thought it was an insect or something and was about to shoo it away when I realized in shock that it was Ethan’s hand. 

Feeling my uncertainty, he stopped, gave me a warm smile and slid his fingers in further into mine. His hand was so soft yet sturdy, and had a surprisingly reassuring masculine energy about it. 

“Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are, Megan?”

I stopped in my tracks. 

“Uh…”

Ethan didn’t wait for me to finish. 

He leaned down and kissed me gently on the cheek. “It’s going to get dark soon. How about we hang out at my place?”

“I can’t,” I said, feeling the panic build up inside me again. “I...I have some work to do. Sorry.”

“Oh. I’m sure you can change things around, can’t you?” Ethan said. “After all, you’ve been working a ton. Don’t you want to take it easy today?”

I laughed nervously. “I’m a workaholic, Ethan,” I said. “I’d love to hang out, but it’s not going to happen today.”

He pouted playfully. “Come on, Megan. I’ve been waiting a long time to meet you. My place is a few minutes away — just give me ten minutes, and then you can leave. No pressure though. We can do whatever you want.”

For a second, I imagined I was actually Megan, allowing myself to be wooed by this man. 

“Alright,” I said. “Ten minutes.”

“Perfect. I need to use the bathroom,” Ethan said. “Hang on tight, will you? We can walk to my car once I’m back.”

Once he’d gone, I swallowed hard. My throat tightened as the gravity of what I’d done dawned on me.

Had I just agreed to go to Ethan’s place?

This could all go terribly, terribly wrong. 

In a panic, I called Lenny and told him what had just happened. 

“No fucking way.” Lenny howled with laughter through the phone. “Just do him a favor and take some breath mints. We don’t want him to suffocate.”

It was obvious he wasn’t taking this seriously.

“Some fucking friend you are,” I said. “Well, if I’m missing by daybreak you know what to tell the cops.”

***

The ride to Ethan’s apartment was spent trying desperately not to lose my cool. I reminded myself I had a delicate balancing act in my hands — I had to show him just enough interest but withdraw just enough for him to think he had a chance. I could do this. 

Just ten minutes. What could possibly happen?

Ethan’s apartment was clean in a way that showed he’d attempted to tidy up before heading out. The lump in my throat swelled when it hit me that Savannah must’ve been here, had sex with him in here, maybe even spent the night. I tried to look for clues, anything that could signal her presence — maybe a lone hair tie or two, a pair of sunglasses, a bottle of nail polish, a forgotten bra or underwear. But there was nothing. 

“Do you drink?” Ethan asked.

I shook my head. “Uh, no.”

“I thought so. Knew you’d be the health-conscious type.”

“Yeah, I have to watch my weight,” I said. 

“Can I get you a soda?”

“No, I’m fine, really.”

“If you say so.”

I watched him go over to the couch and settle down easily with his legs spread wide open. “Come on over,” he said. His voice had gone all husky. 

It was almost like that voice had cast a magnetic spell over me and I became Megan again — a girl allowing herself to be seduced. It was the way he was giving me the once-over with a look of pure lust.

There was a fuzzy feeling in my chest as I wandered over and sat down beside him. 

Savannah. Savannah. Savannah. That’s why I was doing this.

No other reason. 

Oh god. Was I really doing this?

Ethan clearly had no plans to waste any time. Because just as I was wrapping my head around what to do next I felt two strong arms push me against the worn couch and Ethan’s warm lips were on mine. 

I was on fire. 

His lips meandered down my neck, creating suctions on the skin that sent a thrill down my spine. It was like my blood had gone cold then hot then cold again. I lay motionless, giving into the sensations and almost being unable to breathe. I could smell Ethan’s aftershave...his cologne...the subtle dampness emanating from his armpits…

He began unbuttoning his shirt. 

He doesn’t know I’m Hugo, I thought frantically. Heck, he doesn’t know I’m a guy. 

Was he...was he going to have sex with me?

And why...does this feel so good?


CHAPTER 6

I moaned.

I couldn’t help it. My body was feverish with lust and Ethan’s advances were happening dizzyingly fast. 

“You like that?” he murmured. He’d gone back to kissing my neck. I’d never known my skin to be so sensitive. 

“I...yeah,” I murmured back. 

Fuck, I know what his cock looks like.

“You’re so hot,” I found myself saying.

I was a jumbled mess of feelings and emotions. 

“Say that again,” Ethan breathed. 

“You’re fucking hot,” I whispered. 

Blood headed south and my cock stiffened. 

“One more time,” he said, burying his head underneath my chin.

I closed my eyes while I uttered the words. I was having an out of body experience, floating in a vacuum where I wasn’t really Hugo. I was a woman. Megan. I was a living, breathing woman. 

All of a sudden, a weird noise came from Ethan’s direction.

It sounded like a pig. An ugly snort. 

He was laughing. 

“Hugo...you’re a fucking idiot,” he said. “Did you really think I’d fall for that?”

My cheeks turned red. 

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Could this be really happening?

I thought it was just my imagination when I saw Savannah storming down the hallway towards where I was sitting. Then she was in front of me like an apparition, her hair in a top knot. She was wearing shorts and a crop top. The expression on her face was unreadable.

“Oh my god, Hugo,” she said. “Are you gay? I knew it!”

“What the fuck is going on?” I asked, trying to hold onto the shred of composure I had left within me.

Savannah flopped down across from me. “Maybe I should ask you that first,” she spat out angrily. “What the fuck have you been up to, Hugo? You’re nuts!”

Hearing those words stung me. 

“I know it looks crazy,” I said. “But did you know that Ethan was talking to other women behind your back?”

“That’s none of your business.” Her tone was acrid. She drew a cigarette from her pocket and slid it through her lips. 

“Your boyfriend,” I said, feeling the anger bubble inside me again. “Sent me a dick pic.”

She started laughing, then stared at Ethan. “Is that true?”

Ethan went red but managed a laugh. “It was fake, Savvy, chill. I knew it was a catfishing attempt from Hugo. I mean, it was a little too obvious. Who else hated me? I just wanted to see how far he would go.”

“Look, Hugo, I know your sexuality is none of my business, but I just want you to feel comfortable about who you are,” Savannah said. She lit the cigarette and inhaled, not even looking at me. 

“I’m not gay!” I said. 

She stood up silently and crossed the space towards me. All of a sudden I could smell her again. The familiar vanilla scent of her skin mixed with that awful smell of tobacco. 

She blew smoke in my face.

“Y’know, you could’ve fooled me, but Hugo, I’m only going to say this to you one last time,” she said. “We. Are. Done.”

I nodded. I glanced back at Ethan, who was smirking. He still had my lipstick stains on his mouth.

“Fine,” I said, my voice trembling. “I’m leaving.”

“You look cute as a girl though,” she continued. “Too bad I’m not a lesbian.”

I didn’t answer. 

I ran to the door and twisted the handle. I rushed out, blinking away the tears in my eyes, only to see someone was already exiting the elevator. 

Lenny. 

***

“I’m not going to ask you what happened in there,” Lenny said as we stepped into the elevator again together. “You don’t have to tell me.”

“How did you know where I was?” I asked, trying to hold in my sniffling. “I mean, how did you find Ethan’s place?”

I was beyond humiliated, but god was I glad to see Lenny again.

“I asked Pearl,” Lenny said. I noticed him trying to sneak in a glance at me. I must’ve looked like a hot mess. “I knew that guy was up to no good,” he continued. “He and Savannah are a great match.”

Once we were in his car, I told him everything. It was hard telling him about making out with another guy, let alone Ethan. But talking to my friend was like opening a faucet — everything was spilling out of me. Lenny was fidgeting while driving. Either he was distracted or listening to me was giving him a visceral reaction. 

“And before you tell me ‘I told you so’, I know what I did was stupid,” I said. “So don’t even go there.”

Lenny pulled into the parking lot of another apartment complex. It was dark and deserted except for the inky bodies of a few other empty cars. He shut the engine off and crossed his arms. There was a tense silence in the air. 

“Hugo,” he said simply.

“What—”

My friend’s soft lips were suddenly on mine. 

I opened my eyes in shock and saw his face, full of wanting and untold desire. 

I closed my eyes and leaned in for a second kiss. This time it was slow and sensual. I was sure he could hear my heart beating. 

“What…” I said again once we pulled apart. 

“Hugo, you’re way too fucking innocent,” he said as he kissed me again. 

Something weird and terrific fired inside me like a cannon. It took me a second to register it as a craving — one that was so thick and heavy and unignorable that if my body could speak it would be screaming for attention.

I wanted this more than I’d wanted anything else in my life. 

More than I’d wanted Savannah. 

Lenny’s flaming brown eyes were on me, watching me cautiously, waiting for me to take the next step. He’d crossed the line already and there was no turning back. Now it was my turn to do the same. 

“You think I’m innocent?” I asked, raising one eyebrow. 

Lenny nodded, his face full of uncertainty. 

I undid my seatbelt. I hiked up my dress, bringing it up to my thighs and a few inches beyond, until he could see my blue panties. The panties were sheer, meaning he could make out the shadows of the tiny bulge beneath the fabric even the dark.

“I wouldn’t bet on that,” I murmured. 

He watched me in silent fascination. 

I took his hand in mine and guided it across the flimsy material of the panties. Giving him permission to touch. 

His fingertips were sparking electricity. My privates twitched and grew as he massaged them through my panties. He slid the stretch of fabric aside and suddenly his icy skin made contact with mine. I moaned. 

“You have a pretty clit,” he said. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

He was flicking it gently, causing it to swell and redden. He cupped my balls and massaged them. I cried out, arching my back against the car seat, bringing my arms above my head and twisting my hips as he continued his gentle massage. 

I was crying again. 

As soon as he noticed, he brought a finger to my face, wiping away the tears. 

I pushed his hand away. 

He retreated, confused. 

I shifted towards him and undid the button of his jeans, dragging the zip down. He got the hint and helped me out, bringing it down, along with his boxers, close to his knees. 

It was fully shaved.

“You shave?” I said. Somehow this surprised me. 

Lenny nodded. “Helps keep it clean. Do you like it?”

I nodded. “Bigger than mine for sure.”

“Get some of your lipstick on there,” he said. 

I bent down and took his cock, rubbing it hard. It was wet in seconds. I nibbled on it, tasting the saltiness of his skin and precum. He exhaled. 

“I can’t believe this is happening,” he murmured. 

I sucked, reveling in how I could actually feel the small spurts of precum pumping into my mouth. All of the day’s events — Savannah, Ethan, the humiliation I’d felt, the torment I’d faced — wiped themselves off my memory. It was just me and my best friend in a familiar space but entering new territory, pleasuring ourselves. 

I could feel he was close to finishing so I stopped what I was doing and locked my lips into his. His tongue swirled alongside mine and his warm, moist breath exchanged mine. His fingers clamped tight behind my neck, holding me close. My hair was all over him. 

I reached underneath my dress, swabbing some of my own precum off my clit. I pulled away, plunging those creamed fingers straight into Lenny’s mouth. He sucked them all clean.

“Fuck you taste like a girl,” he said. 

I went back to blowing him. 

He was so close. His cock was pulsing in my mouth and all his muscles were tensing. His grip was tight on my wig. He began to fuck my tiny mouth, hard and fast. His cock head hit the ridges at the back of my throat while I furiously held on, determined for him to finish inside my mouth. 

Lenny’s cock did one final pump before it exploded. Thick ropes of cum shuddered into my throat, each briney and full and amazingly creamy. 

“You like that, huh? Show me your mouth,” he breathed. 

I opened my mouth wide to show what he’d done to me. 

“Fuck…”

I closed my eyes and swallowed, losing myself in every drop of my best friend’s cum. 

The sound of an engine drumming up in the distance made both me and Lenny jump. I shifted back to the passenger’s seat while Lenny got dressed again and I adjusted my panties to untwist them. 

“We better leave,” I said. 

“I’m not done yet,” Lenny said. 

“Me neither.”

There was no place to go but back home.


CHAPTER 7

We went back to our apartment and got busy again. 

Back in our living room, with the lights on, I was feeling much more awkward and self-conscious at first. I was convinced that the whole thing had been a dream — a fucked up gay forbidden fantasy that my mind had come up with. I was confronted with the fact I was just a man in woman’s clothes, wearing a wig and heels and ruined makeup. 

But as that fantasy bubbled away, becoming even stronger, I just couldn’t hold back anymore. There was a moment I felt my outer layer shed off and I was horny again. 

The way Lenny was looking at me like I was the hottest girl in the world was so fucking sexy. 

“Have you always…?” The half-sentence escaped my mouth and was swirling around us. I had to know. 

“Yeah. Kind of. Are you okay to…?”

I knew what he was asking. 

He wanted to take this night one step further. 

I took a deep breath. “I think I could…” 

“We can try and see how you feel. Go from there.” 

“Sure.”

He tried to undo his jeans. This time he was fumbling, his fingers quivering ever so slightly. He was just as nervous as I was, now that the comfort of the darkness inside his car was no longer there. 

The sight of my best friend’s cock, now fully exposed in the bright lights of the living room made me harder than I’d ever been in my life. This was the guy I’d roomed back in college, whose ass crack I’d unintentionally seen way too many times because of those loose shorts he always wore. Whose junk I’d unintentionally felt while tackling him to the ground on countless occasions.

“Oh god, your body,” I whispered. 

Seeing him fully naked now, standing in front of me, I realized how different he was to me. He was more muscular than me, tanner, stronger. There was a hint of abs through his toned stomach, his thighs were bigger, and his arms had visible biceps. He wasn’t a gym god by any means, but he was a man. 

“Since you’ve been absolutely awful at being a boyfriend,” Lenny said. “Why don’t you be my girlfriend instead?”

I giggled. 

“I’m so…” I wanted to say it, but I stopped myself.

“What’s that?”

“I’m so horny,” I murmured. I wondered if he even heard what I’d said. 

Lenny let out a low whistle. He had. 

He stepped back and sat down on the couch, spreading his legs and arms out like he owned the room. He was now totally comfortable in his nakedness.

“Undress for me,” he said.

It was an order. I stood in front of him and undressed. I took off my dress, feeling weirdly cold in just Pearl’s bra and panties. I was about to unhook the bra when Lenny’s arm shot up to stop me.

“I just want to admire the view for a while longer,” he said, grinning. “You have a banging body. Spin around for me.”

I did what I was told, crossing my arms over my waist, then gaining a bit of confidence as he whistled once more. 

“You have hip dips,” he murmured.

“I do?” I said, suddenly feeling inadequate again. 

“I like them,” he said. “Okay, you can take the rest off now. But slowly.”

I loved that he was taking the lead. I pulled my hair to one side and removed the socks nestled beneath the bra cups, letting them fall to the carpet. I searched for the hooks on my back, praying that I could do it one go. My fingers fumbled just like his had done and at last the straps ran free, and my chest was exposed. Unconsciously, I covered both my nipples with my right arm. 

“Such a good girl,” Lenny said. “It’s okay, you can show them to me. I’m sure they’re pretty.” He was now stroking himself.

I slowly let my arm slide to one side. 

I was feeling shy with my nipples exposed but the way Lenny had begun to rub himself more vigorously was exciting.

I did one more twirl just in my panties. 

“Just beautiful,” Lenny said. 

I blushed. Here I was showing off my feminine body to my best friend. I loved the way he was appreciating me. 

I went over and sat next to him, hoping to help him with the task. Instead, he guided me to rest my back against the couch and pulled my arms above my shoulders so my body looked leaner and even more elongated. 

“Milky,” he murmured, spreading one palm against the curve of my armpit. “How do you like it shaved?”

“I love it.”

He held me by the waist and began to lick one nipple, slowly, circling his tongue around and around the edges before zeroing in on its center. I groaned, my clit stiffening with renewed arousal. He moved to the other one, licking, tasting, tugging until they became all puffed up and red.

By the time he was tugging at my panties I was just about ready to tear them off. They were sticky with precum.

“Mmm...someone’s wet…” Lenny said. “Let’s see that ass.”

I shifted to my knees, heart thudding as I stretched my cheeks wide open so he could take a good look at the most intimate part of me. 

“Have you played with it before?”

I shook my head. 

“Hang on.”

He returned with a small bottle in his hands. Seeing that sent a thrill down my spine. 

I braced myself for the first breach. My heart was so violently loud that it was like I was at some really loud rock concert. Something wet and pointy explored the lining of my ass before entering my hole. It brushed the inside, gently, curiously, then confidently dug much further in. I moaned.

“Fuck, you’re tight…” 

I wanted more. I wanted him to ram his fingers up inside me so hard and finger fuck me until I exploded.

But Lenny was patient. 

He took his time exploring the depths of my anus while my face flushed with happiness. One finger became two, which became three...they all felt gloriously wet and full inside my stretched hole. Each finger pump sent tingles of ecstasy through my core. How had it taken me so long to open up this forbidden world of pleasure?

And when I didn’t think it could get any better, it did.

“Oh my god, Lenny, oh my fucking god…” I was moaning and crying out his name like a girl who was out of control. 

It was his tongue. Warm and soft and dirty, riding in and out of my asshole. 

The sounds of it sloshing against my stretched-out passage made my clit throb with desperation. I was dripping, making my own colorless puddle of precum on the cushions. We were making a mess of our couch, that was for sure. 

Lenny’s tongue fucking continued for what felt like hours. 

It was driving me crazy. 

When I couldn’t hold my urges in any longer I cried out. “Please stick it in me Lenny...I need you inside me…” 

“Are you sure you’re ready? I want to make sure you’re comfortable with it.”

“I need it now!” 

I gasped as I felt it then, the head of his cock tentatively sliding in. My hole felt impossibly tight as it strained to hold the size of this new foreign thing trying to penetrate me. Lenny paused and I groaned in anticipation. Then I felt it again, more wet this time, and it slipped in a few more millimeters. This time my insides felt painfully tight, but I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life. 

“Mmm...such a tight wet pussy.” Lenny was breathing heavily.

We were on the same wavelength. He was getting aroused at how tight I was, and I was super horny just thinking about how hard my friend wanted to fuck me. 

Little by little, we made progress. Once the entirety of Lenny’s cock was inside me, I was complete. I was moaning helplessly by the time he began to fuck me — slowly at first, then picking up speed, grunting as my hole stimulated him the way no woman could. The sweet and careful Lenny transformed into a more animalistic one, one who was overcome with his lust for his feminized friend. 

“Does fucking me feel good, Lenny?”

He grunted in response, slapped my ass cheeks and drilled even further into me. I whipped my head around to see him. His eyebrows were furrowed in determination, his mouth contorted with the hunger of a man who knew what he wanted. His strong body was on display, his brown hair messy and sticky with sweat.  

He was fucking hot. And he wanted me. 

As he drilled into me, there was a new pressure building up through my veins. An amazingly exciting tingle of pleasure that I couldn’t describe. I cried out, not being able to control what my voice sounded like anymore. Nothing mattered to me apart from this new sensation that felt so good it was almost painful. 

“Oh Lenny...oh Lenny...oh Lenny…”

He knew what was happening.

He fucked me harder.

He moved his hips in circles so that I every inch of me could feel every inch of him. 

The living room filled with the sounds of unmistakeable fucking.

Lenny muttered an “oh god” and pumped into me one final time and suddenly my insides were exquisitely hot and full with his man cream. I was totally in another land as he did this and I had a vision of Ethan sitting on the stool across from us, watching us with that smug smile on his face. Watching Lenny screw me, watching him cum inside me. 

That did it. I went over the edge and all I saw were stars twinkling in a big black field. Strings of cum, long and milky and beautiful, ejected out of me and I shuddered as my entire body released a lifetime of stress in those few seconds. 

Afterwards, we cuddled on the couch, still naked, just feeling the heat of each other’s bodies and reflecting on what had just happened. 

I tried to push away the one thing I feared would happen.

Regret.

“I...I don’t think I’m gay,” I blurted out. This was going to ruin our night, I was sure of it. But I had to say it. 

Lenny let out a hoot of laughter before he saw how serious I was. He lifted a strand of my hair and tucked it behind one ear.

“I didn’t say you were,” he said. “I don’t think you are. Heck, I don’t know, actually. I don’t think you do either. You don’t need to figure it out just yet. Just enjoy life, man. We’re both young.”

“But I can’t help feeling like...did this just ruin us? Our friendship?”

“Are you kidding me?” Lenny laughed again. “It just made it a lot more exciting. No offense, but you’re one boring dude.”

I chuckled. “Really?”

“Yeah. But you need to promise me something,” he said.

“What’s that?” I said.

“Don’t ever date trash again,” he said. 

“Deal.”

Lenny grinned. 

I'd seen that grin a thousand times.

Maybe a million times. 

But...I was starting to see it in a whole new light. 


THE END
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He’s left behind a string of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.
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I think I was born to do this…
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It was just supposed to be a favor for my friend Kaylee. Putting on makeup and dressing up in tight, sexy dresses for thousands to see on her popular YouTube channel.
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The thought of him worshipping my shy, feminine body is making me more excited than it should.
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Ambitious engineering student Jeremy is working towards having it all: wealth, success, and a gorgeous woman he could eventually settle down with. But life seemingly has a different plan for him when he crosses paths with the mature and arrestingly beautiful Evie Donovan, who also happens to be his strict new landlady. In exchange for reduced rent, all Jeremy needs to do is help her out with a few odd jobs around the house...

Soon enough, Jeremy finds himself dressed in a frilly maid’s uniform, complete with a wig, shiny stockings, and full makeup, scrubbing floors, cooking meals, and serving his dominating landlady’s every filthy need. And now that he’s had a taste of this new career calling, he’s scared a part of him might actually be lured into the forbidden world of crossdressing, chastity, and extreme submission forever.
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