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FEMINIZED FOR HER

Brennan’s got a thing for his step-sister’s new friend, Cassie. She’s funny and cute, but there’s one problem: she’s a lesbian. That doesn’t stop Brennan from fantasizing—a fantasy which gets so carried away, he finds himself in his step-sister’s bedroom, seeing if he could be a lady for Cassie.

After Brennan’s step-sister catches him in a wig and a full face of makeup, she realizes she might just be able to help him out, but it’s going to involve some serious feminization.


CHAPTER I

I had a hard time when my parents split up, when I was fourteen. I had an even harder time a few months later, when I found out my dad had been seeing another woman and they’d decided to get married. Putting on a happy face at the wedding was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. Clearing out my mom’s old art studio to make room for my new step-sister was akin to torture. I was pretty sure life was over, that my happy childhood had come to an abrupt end and there would only be pain and suffering from then on. And then my new step-mom moved in, along with my new step-sister.

I hadn’t met my step-sister at the wedding. I knew nothing about her before she moved in. When my dad told me I would be getting a new step-sister, I expected an annoying toddler or some pre-teen diva. Instead, it was a girl from my school, from my grade. Her name was Vanessa.

We never talked much before at school, but we ended up becoming good friends, connecting over our mutual disdain for our parents. She was into a lot of the same music as me, she liked to play the same video games, and we liked the same movies. During the summers we would go hiking together, during the winters we would go skiing. We would stay up late almost every night, talking for hours about our goals in life.

We were out hiking, halfway up a mountain, when I had the sudden urge to kiss her. The kiss only lasted about five seconds, and then she looked at me with red cheeks and wide eyes. “There’s something I’ve never told you,” she said. I could tell by the glazed over look in her eyes that I wasn’t going to like it. I braced myself emotionally.

“What is it?”

“I’m a lesbian,” she said. “I like girls.” It was a devastating blow at first. We had so much fun together, I couldn’t imagine having nearly as much fun with any other girl in the world—so it only seemed right that we should spend our lives together. But instead, I got slapped into the friend-zone—or better yet, the step-brother zone. We never talked about the kiss. We both pretended like it never happened. For a long time it felt like the world’s biggest elephant in the room. She never quite looked at me the same, but after about a year, things got back to normal—as close to normal as they were going to get.

It was probably for the best. She was my step-sister, after all. We had a good thing going and it probably wasn’t worth risking over a passing lust. And I thought if she really was a lesbian, then I wasn’t going to be able to satisfy her anyway. I did my best to let it go.

By seventeen, we’d started going to a lot of parties together. Vanessa started coming out of her shell in a big way and became one of the more popular girls at school. And it was always a crowd-pleaser when she made out with another girl at a party. I couldn’t help but watch either. She grew up to be a sexy lady, with nice big tits, a thin but curvy in all the right places body. She let her blonde hair grow long and she started dressing down, showing off skin whenever she had the opportunity. She was hot.

I wasn’t so lucky. I watched her blossom over the years while I remained thin and short. Vanessa always tried to help me out, introducing me to her stunningly beautiful friends, most of whom were taller than me. I became instantly intimidated and would shy away. The best compliment I ever got was, “Aw, you’re so cute.” I’m still not sure it was better than nothing.

Even once I was eighteen, it was still pretty rare that I would approach girls. Once I had my sights on a girl I was interested in, it would take me weeks—sometimes months—to build up the confidence just to approach her, and then there was about a 50% chance I would chicken out before asking her out, and I was rejected more than 50% of the time. Second dates were even more rare, and third dates were still non-existent. I was a failure with the ladies. I was about ready to give up when Vanessa brought a new friend home: Cassie.

Cassie took my breath away. She was a cute, petite blonde, with big flashing eyes. She had the most adorable smile that always seemed to be on her face. She had small tits, and she had such a small stature that if you squinted, you might have thought you were staring at a child. But she was no child. She was a fox. Her face was awe-inspiring. The first time I saw her, she was wearing a black one-piece bikini. Her and Vanessa and a few others were going out to the swimming pool. They invited me, but I was too flustered to go along, already a babbling idiot the moment they were in the same room as me.

“What’s wrong with you?” Vanessa asked me later that night, after her friends had gone home.

“Your friend—she’s so… Is she single?” My head was still spinning with the image of her stuck inside.

Vanessa laughed. “She’s unavailable,” she said, but it was a strange answer—was she single or not? I didn’t ask if she was ‘available’, whatever that meant.

“What are you talking about?”

“No offence, Brennan, but she wouldn’t be into you. You’re not her type.” I felt a stinging in my heart that was all too familiar. I wasn’t anyone’s type. No girl wants to date a small guy, a guy who can hardly lift the weight bar with no weight on either end. It wasn’t like I hadn’t tried to change and improve myself. For six months, I went to the gym everyday, pushing around weights but never improving. I even paid for a personal trainer who ended up scratching his head and saying, “Maybe you should see a doctor. You might have a thyroid problem.”

I went to the doctor, and they checked me out. “You’re totally healthy, you just have a very high metabolism.” Apparently that meant it was not only extremely hard for me to put on muscle, but I couldn’t put on any fat either. I was stuck being thin, at least until my metabolism slowed down. “When will that happen?” I asked. “For most men, in their thirties. I’ve seen it take longer, one of my patients didn’t start seeing a difference until he was fifty. Embrace it—a lot of people would kill to be in your position,” he said—and he was right, a lot of people would have killed to be in my position: a lot of women. No man wants to be doomed to skinniness for the prime of his life. “What about my height? Will I have another growth spurt?” I asked the doctor. “No, probably not. You’re just short.”

I stared at Vanessa, who was smirking as if it was funny. “So what’s her type then?” I asked.

“She prefers tits and a pussy,” Vanessa said.

“She’s a lesbian?”

“That’s right,” Vanessa said. She took a seat on the edge of my bed and leaned back, making her breasts perk out. She wasn’t wearing a bra and I could see the whole contour of her erect nipples. Sometimes I thought she did it just to tease me because she knew it drove me crazy. My increasing sexual frustration was like a game to her—or maybe that was just the hormones pinging around in my brain like some dysfunctional pinball machine. Maybe she didn’t even notice she was perking out her tits, and maybe she didn’t know her nipples were plainly visible through her lack of bra. It probably made me a freak for even noticing. “She might be a little bit bi-curious. She calls herself a lesbian but sometimes I wonder.”

“So are you going after her, then?”

“Going after Cassie? No way, she’s not my type,” said Vanessa smiling with her eyes narrowed as if it was the silliest suggestion I’d ever made.

“Not your type? What the hell is wrong with you?”

“She’s a bit too… promiscuous for me. She gets around with a lot of girls, if you know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t know what you mean. Please elaborate.”

“Well, as you clearly know, she’s a good-looking girl, and she’s a ‘make you question your own sexuality’ kind of good-looking. She gets a kick out of flipping coins.”

“Flipping coins?” I felt like my sexual inexperience was suddenly catching up with me and revealing itself in an embarrassing light.

“She likes to sleep with straight girls and make them into lesbos.”

“But you said she might not be fully lesbo, right? So I might still have a chance?” I said. It wasn’t until the words came off of my tongue that I realized how desperate I sounded. I couldn’t help it. The image of Vanessa’s friend was haunting my mind, refusing to leave, growing more and more prominent.

She just laughed at me. “I don’t think so, but I guess you’re welcome to ask her. Maybe your chances would be better if you grew your hair long and put on some makeup and a cute little dress.” She said it jokingly, but it wasn’t the worst idea ever. I already had people mistaking me for a woman. One time, at a breakfast place, the server came up to Vanessa and me and said, “Hey ladies, what can I get you this morning?” Even after she looked me right in the eye, she continued to call me “miss”. Vanessa found it hysterical, and then she assured me I didn’t look like a woman and the server must have had some vision issues. That very day I went and got a haircut.

I knew I could put on a girl voice. My own natural voice was already super-feminine. In public, I strained to make it sound more masculine. Even around Vanessa I did my best to deepen my voice, but occasionally, especially after a few drinks, I would let myself slip. I’m sure Vanessa had heard my real voice more than a few times before, but I still felt the need to try and be more ‘macho’, more manly around her.

I lay in bed that night, unable to sleep. That little idea was festering, growing, its roots burrowing deeper and deeper into my mind. I started to think of more than just Cassie, I started to think of my conundrum as a whole. Being a chick would be so much easier. Even the so-so girls at our school got one-thousand times more attention than I ever did. Now, just a few weeks away from college, a few weeks away from meeting a whole slew of new people who wouldn’t know I was really a man if I showed up as a woman, I couldn’t help but wonder if it maybe was the solution to my problems. I wasn’t interested in men, but maybe I could be a lesbian.

And if I ended up getting with Cassie, great. I’m sure I could think of a way to explain my cock to her—transgenders were all the rage, after all, especially on college campuses. And if she really was a little bit bi-curious, then all the better—I would have everything she could want.

At first, the idea was just a passing thought, just an invisible light bulb hovering over my head. But the more I thought about it, the more I really started considering it. I knew I was entering dangerous territory when my heart started racing and I started moving onto developing the plan—beyond simply suggesting. I started figuring out a course of action—starting with the plan to enter into Vanessa’s room when she’s out, nabbing a few items, and seeing if I could really pull it off.


CHAPTER II

I didn’t end up sleeping at all that night—I maybe dozed off for a few minutes here and there but I was immediately woken up by my beating heart, reminding me that I was considering doing something that was not only crazy, but very risky as well. It wouldn’t be easy to explain to Cassie why I dressed up like a girl, if she happened to call me out. And it sure as hell wouldn’t be easy to explain to my parents why I was wearing my step-sister’s makeup—luckily they were away on some big travel trip, travelling the world now that they were retired.

Vanessa would make fun of me for years—it would be hard to look her in the eyes. I thought about telling her about my potential scheme, to lessen the burden and maybe get some useful pointers as well. But I knew she would try and talk me out of it and continue telling me, “Just be happy with who you are. I like that you’re a small guy—it’s different.” That was what she always told me—though it was easy for her to say, she’d already rejected me once before.

Cassie showed up at our house around noon to pick Vanessa up. They were going to the mall. My heart beat faster and faster and faster as they lingered in the doorway, getting their shoes on, getting ready to go. I knew as soon as Cassie’s car was out of the driveway, it was show time—time to do something I’d never even imagined myself doing until the night before. Cross-dressing was what crazy people did, wasn’t it? In movies, the guy who gets caught wearing panties under his khakis is always the weirdo, always some pervert, always portrayed as a freak. Was I suddenly becoming a pervert? A freak?

No, of course not. Me and the movie guy were different. He actually liked dressing up, like a fetish, or maybe there’s some wrong-wiring in his brain. I was just doing it to get closer to women, to make my life easier. I wasn’t going to walk around in my regular hoodie and jeans, wearing a piece of lacy lingerie underneath all day. And I wasn’t going to be like those creepy guys who stood on street corners with beach balls stuffed into dresses that were a few sizes too small, with their stubble pushing out through their caked on makeup. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right—or not at all.

I entered Vanessa’s bedroom, my heart slamming into my ribcage. I felt sick, but I kept reminding myself that I was alone, that I wasn’t actually committing to anything, it was just a trial run. No one was going to see me, and if it didn’t work out, I could easily forget it ever happened. I got undressed, even dropping my boxers to the ground. Boxers bunch up, even in my baggy jeans, never mind a tight pair of leggings or a dress. Again, I needed to go all the way or not at all.

I started at her closet, reaching up to the top shelf where she kept a few wigs that she hadn’t worn in years. A few years before, she got her hair cut short and less than a week later she decided she hated her new style, so she bought some wigs.

My hair was pretty shaggy, and if I did end up looking passable as a woman, I could easily grow it out in just a few months. But for now, I needed the wig. I took the long, blonde wig and put it on my head. I went with blonde because my hair was naturally dark brown, and I figured I should move as far away from my natural colour as possible to avoid any possible recognition. The wig fit nicely, and even looked pretty good on me. I stared in the mirror, covering my chest with my forearm and my cock with my hand, squinting slightly to see if I could imagine myself as a woman. Not a bad start…

I slipped on a pair of white cotton panties. Even though they were way tighter than I was used to, they actually felt kind of nice, way softer than my boxers, hugging my junk tightly. I put on one of Vanessa’s bras, but it looked very strange on my body: deflated and awkward. I needed something to stuff it with, to give it the illusion that I had real breasts—even small breasts would be fine.

I dug through her closet and found a few pairs of push-up bras that had thick pads already in them. I swapped out my bra. Already it looked a lot better. I just stuffed a sock down each one to give it some more definition, and suddenly it looked good—too good, considering I’d used socks. I stood profile to the mirror. Thanks to my new bust, I had some nice curves. For once in my life, I wasn’t just a twig, though I didn’t have much of a butt. Oh well.

The question was, what outfit do I wear to test to see if I really could pass the test? I dug around but nothing stood out to me. All of Vanessa’s clothes seemed so complicated, with so many little straps and ties, and I had no idea how to piece together an outfit. I tried on one of her dresses, a little red dress, but it showed off too much cleavage and looked silly. I needed something that wasn’t too low-cut, at least until I figured out a better solution to my chest problem than sock tits.

Then I saw it, hanging over her bedframe: Cassie’s black one-piece. She must have taken it off to dry and left it behind. Staring at it, I figured Cassie and I were probably about the same size, similar build (I was maybe an inch taller if I was lucky). And all I could think was how sexy she was in the bathing suit—I was curious if I could be even a little bit as sexy as her.

I put the one-piece on and it fit perfectly. It actually made my ass stand out quite nicely. It was a weird feeling, wearing an outfit that leaves your butt cheeks hanging out, hardly covering your butt crack. But the way it shaped my figure was astonishing. I couldn’t believe my own body, how good I looked. I’d always thought my body was shaped like a two-by-four, straight up and down without a single curve. But apparently I had a smoking hot body—if only the tits were real…

I did a little bounce, watching my fake tits rise and fall slightly, my hair floating and shaking in the air. I really was kind of sexy.

I took a seat at Vanessa’s makeup desk and got to work. I filled in my eyebrows and I darkened my lashes. There were so many different supplies, and with every single one, I looked drastically better. I was transforming before my own eyes. Once I rolled the red lipstick over my lips, I didn’t even recognize myself. I wasn’t staring at a man. I was staring at a little blonde bombshell. I stood up and stepped back, seeing the full picture.

A shiver ran down my spine and my heart sunk into my gut. I proved exactly what I’d set out to prove—that I could pull off being a lady. But it didn’t seem right. Maybe I didn’t set out to prove that I could be a lady, but instead the opposite. All along I’d been hoping I was wrong, that I would look ridiculous in women’s clothing and makeup and a wig, and I could put all of this gender bending nonsense behind me. But no, I looked great. I could have anyone fooled.

The bedroom door opened and Vanessa stepped in. My heart stopped beating for a moment and my lips parted. I needed to say something but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was caught—at the worst time possible. There was nothing to say.

“Who the hell are you?” she said. Even she didn’t recognize me. She looked terrified, as if she really was staring at a stranger who had broken into our house.

“I can explain,” I said, and then I watched her pupils dilate. She recognized my voice instantly.

“Oh my God—Brennan?” she said softly, as if she couldn’t bring volume into her voice, like a marathon runner who just crossed the finish line.

“Hey Vanessa, is everything alright?” Cassie called out from downstairs. I could hear her jogging up the stairs.

Vanessa’s face turned red and she smiled, covering her mouth quickly so she wouldn’t laugh. My heart had broken free from its state of paralysis and was now exploding rapidly in my chest. My head was spinning. I was on the verge of passing out. “Get in the closet, you idiot!” she said. She bit the edge of her hand to stop herself from laughing.

I hopped into the closet and closed the door. A few seconds later, I heard Cassie enter the room.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t hear much of what Vanessa and Cassie were saying over the dull thudding of my heart against my ribcage, though I could see their shadows passing by the small slit of light under the door. “Did you find my swimsuit?” Cassie asked, walking right up to the closet door.

“Um, no, I don’t think you left it here. I looked for it last night,” Vanessa replied.

Cassie stepped even closer. “Do you have any cute clothes I can borrow?” She grabbed the doorknob and began to turn it. The closet door opened slightly and then Vanessa said, “I actually have something you’d really like downstairs.” The door stopped opening. I was seconds away from vomiting all over Vanessa’s clothing. “I was actually looking at it and thinking about you just this morning. Here, I’ll show you.”

The two girls left the room and I listened for them to descend the whole staircase before hopping out from the closet, running out from Vanessa’s room, across the hallway, and into my parents’ room. I locked the door behind me, heart still pounding. I was lucky that Cassie didn’t see me, but I’d been caught by Vanessa, and that was bad enough.

Oh God, I couldn’t even begin to think what she was thinking about me. She must have thought I was a pervert, or that I was gay. I wanted to explain myself to her, but I couldn’t gather my thoughts. I couldn’t even think of an excuse that I would believe. Even my actual reason was sounding hard to believe.

I was in my parents’ room for a long, silent twenty minutes before there was a knock at my door. I was still in the outfit, still in full makeup, still wearing the wig. “It’s me,” Vanessa called out. “Cassie went home. Let me in.”

I walked up to the door and then hesitated. I didn’t want her to see me dressed like a girl again. But what other option did I have? There was no sink to wash my makeup off and there were no clothes I could change into. Besides, I’d already faced the humiliation, it’s not like it could get any worse. So I let Vanessa in. She looked at me with flashing eyes. “I can’t wait to hear your excuse,” she said with a big grin.

“Shut up. It’s not what it looks like.” My cheeks became warm.

“It looks like you’re wearing my wig and makeup and Cassie’s swimsuit. Are you not?”

I bit down on my tongue, thinking it would somehow help with the crippling humiliation of standing in front of my step-sister dressed like a woman. It actually did help a bit, but I still wanted to curl up and die. “I thought that if I dressed up like a lady… Oh God, this is going to sound so stupid…”

Before I could figure out how to explain myself, Vanessa interjected. “So you can get with Cassie?”

My whole face became hot. After a silence, I said, “Yeah. How did you know?”

She started to laugh. “Oh man, that’s so funny,” she said. She looked up at me. “And say you managed to get with Cassie, what would you do when she finds out about your… you know—your big ol’ dick.”

My face flushed. “I don’t know, okay? I figured I would find a good time to tell her and… I don’t know, okay? It made sense in my head!” Before I snuck into Vanessa’s bedroom, it really did make a lot of sense. It seemed like I had the whole operation thought out flawlessly, like there was almost no room for failure. Once I saw myself in the mirror, I thought bagging Cassie would be a cinch. Now, hearing my plan out loud, I couldn’t even begin to believe what I was thinking. Had I lost my mind completely?

Vanessa was staring at me with a curious smirk.

“What?” I said.

“You know, you don’t look half bad… Though you do look like a bit of a hoe,” she said, and then she laughed.

“Whatever—Just, please don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Hold on now, hold on,” she said, stepping further into the room, her flashing eyes scanning my body slowly, taking all of me in. “Let me hear your best girl voice.”

“Vanessa…” My heart stuttered and my cheeks turned red. She wasn’t letting it go. She was determined to make me suffer.

“No, I’m serious. If you don’t want me to tell anyone—mom and dad included—show me your best girl voice.” She smiled.

I caught my reflection in a nearby mirror. If it wasn’t for my now ivory face, I would have thought for a moment there was someone else in the room with us. I looked down at me feet. “What do you want me to say?” I said in my best girl voice. I couldn’t bear to look at her, it was too embarrassing, too emasculating.

“I don’t know, tell me about your favourite pair of shoes,” she said.

“My favourite pair of shoes?”

“Every girl has a favourite pair of shoes. If you’re going to pass as a lady, you need to have a favourite pair of shoes.” I looked up at her. Her eyes were glowing. She had something on her mind. “C’mon,” she said.

“Okay, well…” I said, thinking. I’d creeped Cassie’s Facebook page just the night before, and there was a photo of her wearing the cutest pair of black open-toed heels. They had adorable little straps that went halfway up her calves. I started to describe them to Vanessa, in my best girl voice, hoping it would be enough for her to keep her mouth shut. The more I spoke, the bigger her grin became.

When I was finished describing the cute heels, she bit her lip. “You know, this might actually work,” she said.

“Might actually work? What are you talking about?”

“Come to my room. I’m going to give you a few pointers.”

My heart skipped a beat. She was already out the door and on her way to her bedroom before I was able to protest. I had to run to catch up to her. I could feel my bum bouncing freely in the tight, little bathing suit. “Wait!” I called out. “There’s no way I’m actually doing this. It was just a big mistake,” I said.

“No way—you’re doing it. Do you want to get with Cassie or not?” A cool wave ran through my body. I did want to get with Cassie, but I suddenly felt like I wasn’t being given the choice.


CHAPTER IV

Before I was able to say anything through the giant lump in my throat, Vanessa already had three outfits laid out on her bed. “We’ll try this one on first,” she said, motioning towards a pair of tight leggings and a tank top. “Notice I didn’t pair these leggings with that top.” She pointed to another top at the other end of the bed. “It’s important not to mix patterns like that—those are the kinds of things every girl needs to know. Now get undressed.”

I picked up the outfits and started towards my bedroom.

“Where are you going?” she said.

“I’m going to change.”

“Just change in here. I’ll look away.”

My heart fluttered. I didn’t want to strip down in front of my step-sister, whether she was staring at me or not. I had a hard enough time changing in locker rooms (I always went into the bathroom stall to change), never mind in front of a girl.

“Girls aren’t afraid to change in front of one another,” she said.

“But I’m not a girl.”

“Hey! If you want to get with Cassie, you’re going to have to get into character and stay in character. What’s your girl name?”

I felt so awkward, standing in the middle of her bedroom in her friend’s swimsuit, my bare butt exposed to the cool draft coming in through her window. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Then I’m going to give you one. Hmm…” She started at me while she thought of a good name. “How’s about Tory?”

I looked in her mirror and stared at myself for a moment. I kind of liked the way the name sounded—it suited me. It had a petite, cute ring to it. “Now get naked, Tory,” Vanessa said with her big smirk.

After a deep breath, I slipped the straps of the swimsuit over my shoulders, and I began to pull the tight number down, over my padded bra, down past my abdomen. I paused as the outfit reached my crotch. I didn’t have any panties on. I turned away from Vanessa, but now I was facing the mirror, which was facing her. There was no direction I could turn to keep myself covered. All I could do was bite my tongue and get changed as quickly as possible and hope she didn’t look over while my cock was hanging out.

I slipped the outfit down to the ground and then I tried to step out. One of the shoulder straps got caught around my ankle, and I struggled to get it free, awkwardly bending over, trying to balance on one foot. So much for my plan to get changed quickly.

I looked up and noticed she was staring at me, through the mirror. “Do you need help?” she said.

“I’m fine.” My cheeks became hot and red. I finally got the little outfit off. I wasn’t used to wearing such tight clothing.

On top of the leggings was a black, lacy thong. I picked it up. I wanted to protest the decision, but I also didn’t want to draw any unnecessary attention to myself as I stood butt-naked in my step-sister’s bedroom. I slipped the thong on. My dick wasn’t very interested in staying inside the small piece of tight fabric; it kept slipping out. After a few attempts at getting it to stay, I decided it probably wasn’t going to happen, so I grabbed the tight leggings and started to fight them onto my body.

Vanessa started to laugh. “That’s not a very ladylike way to put on tights,” she said. “Think about it like a condom—keep the leg holes rolled up to the waist and then slip your feet through. Once both of your feet are in, then you can pull them up your legs.” I was more used to stuffing my legs into my pants the way a butcher fills a sausage. Vanessa walked up to me and gave me a hand, crouching down in front of me and getting the tights lined up with my feet. “Now step in,” she said. I followed the command. “And now you can pull them up.” My heart was racing. My cock was out of my thong and hanging just inches from her face. I tried to cover it with my hands, but I needed both of my hands to pull up the tights. I waited a moment for her to go back to her closet, so I could uncover myself, but she just remained on the ground, staring up at me with an expectant look on her face. “Any day now,” she said.

After a moment of hesitation, I uncovered my cock and bent down to grab the tights. As I was pulling them up, I couldn’t help but notice Vanessa was staring at my cock. “Hold on,” she said, shaking her head. “Why is your dick out?”

“It won’t stay in the thong.”

“What do you mean it won’t stay in? Why not?”

“It just won’t. The thong is too small.”

“Have you tried tucking it between your legs?”

“I can’t squash my balls and my dick between my legs.”

She shook her head again. “Push your balls up, loser,” she said. “Here, I’ll show you.” She inched herself forward and then, without warning, she grabbed my package, taking my balls and pushing them up gently into my body. It was a strange feeling, my balls entering back where they once came from. Vanessa took my cock and slipped it between my legs, cradled perfectly in the small strip of lacy fabric. It would have held if her fondling my cock hadn’t gotten me aroused. My cock slipped back out, throbbing and growing.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

She tried to tuck it between my legs again, but it was impossible now that I was getting a stiffy. Her soft, warm fingers around my dick just felt so good—I couldn’t help it. “You need to deal with that, dude,” she said. She pointed to a box of tissues on her dresser. “Just rub one out quickly so we can get back to work.”

“In here?”

“Yeah, just do it quickly, and try not to make a mess.”

I don’t know why I was listening to her—it was like she was some authority figure. Maybe it was the fact she now had a secret about me that I would do anything to keep from getting out. Suddenly, I was like her little bitch, her petite slave girl. Feeling tense all over, I took my cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. My heart was racing. I felt so silly, so humiliated, but still, I stood in her bedroom, beating my cock, a handful of tissues ready for when I came.

I had to close my eyes to keep the humiliation at bay. It felt so good, my fingers sliding up and down the length of my cock. And strangely, there was something about knowing Vanessa was in the room with me, able to see me, that made it so much more exciting. The taboo humiliation had me so hard—my cock was throbbing noticeably, the tip of my dick was red from my firm grip.

I opened my eyes and stared at myself in the mirror. Shit, I was hot. My thick eyeliner made my eyes shine and pop, and my lips looked so full and soft. I loved the way my long hair cascaded over my shoulders. I bit my lip. Then, I noticed Vanessa behind me, staring at me with a crooked smile. She knew she was in control and she liked it. She loved making me her slave, bossing me around, telling me to do whatever she wanted.

Our eyes met. She was staring into my soul and I couldn’t look away. She was so beautiful, and she had the cutest smile. God, I wish she hadn’t rejected me after I’d kissed her years before. I wish she wasn’t a lesbian. You would never know she was a lesbian—not judging by the way she was looking at me now, with glowing eyes full of lust. My legs trembled and I came. I was so lost in the moment, lost in her hypnotising gaze, that didn’t even think to cover my cock with my handful of tissues. I blasted her dresser with two shots before I covered up. I watched my warm cum dribble down the face of her dresser. “What did I say about not making a mess?” she said before I even finished coming. She was staring at my dick.

My face became a dark crimson and a cold shiver ran down my spine. My step-sister just watched me beat off—in case that wasn’t bad enough, she watched me beat off while in a full face of makeup, a bra, a lacy thong, and a wig.

“Now that you’ve gotten that our of your system, let’s get back to work,” said Vanessa. There were a few more outfits sprawled out on the bed, waiting for me to try them on.

I felt stupid at first, but after each outfit, that feeling began to subside. Maybe I was getting used to the humiliation, or maybe I was finally starting to get into character thanks to all of her tips: her posture tips, her speaking and inflection tips, her styling and makeup tips. I got so comfortable, I even started cracking jokes and we would laugh together. By the end of the night, we were painting each other’s toe-nails. “It’s too bad you aren’t really a woman,” she said. It was that comment that brought me back down to reality—I wasn’t a woman, but I’d spent the last few hours pretending to be one. What was I doing? What was I thinking?

“Cassie’s going to love you. We just need to think of a way to tell her about your cock,” Vanessa said. The Cassie reminder helped soothe some of my anxieties. I believed Vanessa. I didn’t feel like she would lie to me—if I didn’t actually look and sound like a convincing woman, she wouldn’t have said so. “You might just be her type, you know that.” A warmth entered my chest. It was a glimmer of hope—for the first time all night, I felt like my utter humiliation wasn’t for nothing. I maybe had a chance with Cassie after all.


CHAPTER V

It was a few days later that Vanessa introduced me to Cassie, “This is Tory, my friend from work,” Vanessa said. The three of us went to the mall together, and I managed to slip in a few conversations with Cassie. She recommended a few different items for me to try on, which actually ended up looking really great on me. I bought them. While Vanessa was in the change room trying on a few different pairs of jeans, I got a bit more personal with Cassie, asking her about her college and her courses and what she wanted to do after she graduated.

She was hoping to become a marine biologist, and she seemed to know quite a bit on the subject (naturally). Once I got her onto the subject of aquatic life, I couldn’t get her to stop talking. It was interesting, but unfortunately not interesting enough to keep my attention away from her beauty. She was so pretty—it was all I could think about it. She was near perfection with her long, smooth legs and her plump lips. She was a vixen, an angel—she could have been a movie star. “What about you?” she said finally, pulling me out of my daze. “What are you going to school for?”

I made up some generic facts about taking general studies, not knowing what I wanted to be after college or what I wanted to eventually major in. I probably sounded like the most dull person on the planet—I realized quickly that I probably should have taken some time to build up a convincing backstory to go with my personality. But I’d been so obsessed with getting my look and my voice right, trying to be as attractive as possible.

Yet even though I must have sounded as interesting as a piece of wood, she was still staring at me with big eyes, smiling as if the nonsense coming out of my mouth was somehow fascinating. “Do you have a boyfriend?” she asked.

For some reason, the question made me blush. I became suddenly super-conscious of my body, worried my tits weren’t sitting properly, worried my wig had become messed up at some point. I don’t know where the anxieties came from—it wasn’t like she was staring at me in any peculiar way.  “No boyfriend,” I said.

“Are there any guys you like?” she said.

“Um—Not really at the moment. I was seeing this one guy for a while, but he was kind of a jerk,” I said.

“Men are total jerks. I like to think we’re better off without ‘em,” she said. For a split second, a grin swept across her face. My heart jumped. It could have meant one of two things: she knew I was really a man and she was trying to tease it out of me, or my plan was working faster than anticipated, and she was interested in me. Vanessa had told me that she had a thing for turning straight girls into lesbians—maybe she suddenly saw me as a challenge. Maybe hamming up the ‘fact’ that I liked boys would make her pursue me even harder.

I caught my reflection in a nearby store window. My hair was fine and my tits looked good—and it was a nice reminder that I looked great in a skirt and a tank top. I looked great as a woman. There was no way she knew I was really a man, unless Vanessa had told her in secret, and they were in on this little game together. It was a possibility, but I was fairly certain neither of them were tremendous actresses. Letting the anxiety get to my head would do no good, regardless of whether it was justified or not. I needed to remain calm and remain in character.

“Did you have to take organic chemistry?” I asked, changing the subject while furthering my cause. I was actually taking organic chemistry in college, and I knew for a fact they made all the marine biology majors take the course. I figured I could convince her to come over and help me with my homework, even though I had a fine handle on the subject matter. Maybe my plan was rushing it, but I couldn’t help it. I still had a male side, after all—my brain was still driven by sex.

“I took it last semester—I got an A. Why do you ask?”

I asked if she could help me “wrap my head around some of the concepts.” She accepted my invitation. “I can’t do tonight, but you can come over tomorrow around eight,” she said. She smiled while twirling her hair with her pointer finger. My heart was sent aflutter. Maybe she was teasing me—if she was, she was damn good at it. And if not, she was into me. It didn’t take a master of body language to see that she wanted to get under the covers with me, suck my nipples, eat out my pussy.

After we were finished at the mall, Cassie took off, and Vanessa and I ended back up in Vanessa’s bedroom. “You did what?” Vanessa said after I told her about our study date. “It’s too soon, Tory. I thought we agreed to take this slow.” She wasn’t smiling or laughing anymore. For some reason, my unplanned move seemed to upset her. “We haven’t even thought of a way to break your little situation to her. You’re going to end up ruining all of our hard work. Whatever you do, don’t make a move on her tomorrow. We still have some planning to do.” She was right, if I got carried away, I could easily end up scaring Cassie off.

I needed to think of a way to wean Cassie into the idea that I was actually a man, that I actually had a cock. Maybe she would be into it even—who knows? Either way, I couldn’t just whip it out and expect her to be cool with it. I needed to find the perfect time to tell her, before we did anything she could potentially regret. No one wants to be the chef who accidentally slaps a meat patty on the vegetarian burger.

Vanessa made me wear a more conservative outfit for my study date with Cassie—a pair of jeans and a sweater. She even gave me a tinier pair of socks to stuff my bra with. “Don’t get any ideas, and don’t give her any ideas,” she said to me. “Just call me if you need anything.”

Our study session started out tame enough. She sat at her desk and I sat on the edge of her bed. She had my textbook in her lap as she did her best to explain the concepts that I was ‘struggling with’ to me. She was wearing the tiniest pair of booty shorts and a low-cut black tank top. Whenever she read from the textbook, she would lean over and show off her cleavage. I think she was doing it on purpose.

Whenever our eyes met, she smiled. Her eyes would flash and it was difficult for me to look away. I got lost in her beautiful gaze a few times, and it was probably becoming fairly obvious that I had a thing for her. I couldn’t help it; she was just too stunning.

“I think the textbook over-explains things a bit too much,” she said, putting the textbook down. With the textbook off of her lap, I could see right up her tiny shorts. She wasn’t wearing any panties. I caught a glimmer of her flesh—and then she hopped up to her feet.

She took a seat next to me. “Mind if I take a look at your notes?” she asked, leaning against me and looking down at my lap where my notebook was. “Your definition of bond energy isn’t technically right,” she said, pointing to my notebook. After pointing out my error, instead of returning her hand to her side, she placed it down on my thigh. A warm shiver ran through my body. Her fingers were just a few inches away from my crotch.

I took a deep breath. She smelled nice. “You’re right, I’ll fix it.” I turned my pencil over and began to erase the error. She took the pencil out from my hand.

“Why don’t we take a break for a minute? They say you’re only supposed to study in twenty minute blocks.” She took my notebook, shut it, and tossed it aside. Then, as I looked over at her, she kissed me. I started to kiss back. I slipped one hand up against the side of her face and the other around her back. Her hand found my thigh again and was inching up towards my cock.

I pulled away suddenly in a brief moment of clarity. “We shouldn’t do this,” I said.

“Why not? C’mon, it’ll be fun. No one needs to know.”

My heart was racing and my cock was growing fast. Soon enough, even my denim jeans wouldn’t be enough to hide my boner. I sprung to my feet. “I—I’ll be right back, okay?” I said, and then I took off for the bathroom.

With the door closed and locked behind me, I stood motionless for a moment, trying to gather my thoughts. Things were moving too fast—I couldn’t let her find out about my cock this way. Besides, I knew she would only crave me more if I resisted. Girls who play hard to get are irresistible.

I looked in the mirror. I nearly splashed some cold water on my face before I realized I would wash away my makeup. So instead, I just took a minute to let my heart calm down. It eventually did, but my there was still a throbbing erection between my legs that I needed to deal with. I shimmied my jeans down to my mid-thighs and then I started to beat myself off, using my own reflection to draw me towards my climax. It was a strangely sensual sight, seeing a beautiful woman beating off her big, hard dick. It didn’t take me more than a minute before I was coming all over the bathroom vanity.

When I returned to Cassie’s bedroom, she had stripped down to nothing but her lacy bra and panties. Her body was mouth-watering, totally awe-inspiring. I was stopped in my tracks for a moment, my brain fog returning in a single instant. But I had to resist, I had no other option—I wasn’t ready to reveal myself to her. “I’m sorry, Cassie, but I should be going. It’s late.”

“Where do you need to be? Just stay with me for a bit. I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes, Tory. You can hardly keep your eyes off of my body.” She unclipped her bra and let if fall down to her lap. She was right, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her body—who could? She was a masterpiece, on a league with the Greek goddesses.

My cock was beginning to grow again, despite the fact I’d just come in the bathroom. “I’ll see you later.” I grabbed my bag and got out of there as quickly as I could. My heart was pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. I felt so weak, so controlled by lust. As badly as I wanted her, Vanessa was right, it wouldn’t end the way I wanted it to the moment she saw my cock. She would feel taken advantage of, duped. I couldn’t let that happen.


CHAPTER VI

It was a few nights later that Cassie invited both Vanessa and me to a new club that had just opened. We both accepted the invite, but I still hadn’t seen Cassie since our study date, and I still hadn’t thought of a way to break my secret to her. As Vanessa and I sat together in Vanessa’s bedroom, getting our makeup just right and our outfits picked out, it occurred to me that I just needed to tell Cassie straight up, as soon as I had a private moment with her. There was going to be no perfect moment, no perfect transition. She was going to have to find out sooner or later, and if the response was ‘no way in hell’ then it was better to find out sooner rather than later—before I got my hopes up too high.

The club was busy, dark, and loud. I kept getting bumped into as we made our way through the big space, looking for Cassie, who told us she was somewhere inside. I ended up holding Vanessa’s hand so we wouldn’t get separated. The club was huge, and it must have been designed by a maze-builder. It took nearly fifteen minutes to find Cassie, who was sitting alone at a small booth in the far back corner. There were already three drinks on the table. “There you ladies are, I was starting to worry you weren’t coming,” said Cassie. She looked into my eyes and smiled, melting my heart just a little bit.

We sat down and started to drink. When Cassie wasn’t scanning the club, she had her eyes on me, with that increasingly-familiar smirk on her face. I felt strangely intimidated in her presence. I had a good feeling that if she made a move on me again, I wouldn’t be strong enough to resist, like I was before—even knowing it would end badly, I don’t think I could resist her.

We ordered another rounds of drinks. Thankfully, the alcohol was slowly helping to soothe my anxieties. After the third drink, I felt like I was ready to tell Cassie about my true identity. But waiting for a moment alone with her was torturous. The clock seemed to be ticking away so slowly. It was a long enough wait that I went through multiple stages of reluctant hesitation, convincing myself to keep my mouth shut, and then the clarity would come back—I just had to do it, I had to get it over with.

When Cassie excused herself to use the bathroom, and Vanessa got up to order another round of drinks, I knew I wasn’t going to get a better chance. I hopped up to my feet and chased Cassie down. Before she entered the bathroom, I took her by the arm. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” I said, guiding her away from the bathrooms, further down the hallway towards the club’s cleaning closet where it was more quiet and more private.

“What is it?” Cassie asked.

“I need to tell you something.”

She stared into my eyes with a mix of expectancy and a peculiar lust, like she just wanted me to hurry up and speak so we could make out. It certainly made coming out to her a lot harder—knowing that if I just keep my mouth shut about it, we could make out (which would be heaven), and if I spill my guts, I may never get to even see those lips again, never mind kiss them. “I like you a lot,” I said. I meant to segue into telling her about my cock, but I couldn’t muster the words fast enough.

“I like you, too,” she said, and then she stepped forward and kissed me. My heart melted and I kissed back. Her hands began to explore my body. “You’re all tense, just relax,” she said.

“I can’t. I need to tell you something.”

“You have a boyfriend?” she said with a half-smirk. “It’s okay, he doesn’t need to find out about this.”

“No, it’s not that.” I bit my lip. Her hands slipped down, onto my ass. She gave my butt a firm squeeze, eliciting a warm pulse through my body. Then, she slipped her hand up my skirt, and I knew I was too late. Her fingers slipped onto my cock and she paused.

I opened my mouth to speak, but my tongue was twisted. All I could do was stutter gibberish. “What’s this?” she said.

“I tried to tell you—I’m so sorry, I didn’t know how to tell you—I wanted to, really, but…” I couldn’t finish my sentence. I couldn’t even remember my own excuse.

The lust was gone from her eyes, replaced by a look of disgust. “You’re crazy,” she said, and then she turned around and left, headed straight for the coat-check. I never saw her again.

I went into the bathroom, my eyes welling up with tears. I grabbed a handful of tissue paper and dabbed my tears away, making sure they wouldn’t ruin my makeup. I don’t know why it mattered, though. My plan had failed and there was no longer a point in being a woman. What difference did it make if my makeup was ruined? After that night I would be a man again and Tory would be gone, nothing.

“There you are,” Vanessa said from behind me. I was reluctant to turn around—I didn’t want her to see me even more vulnerable that I was when I was standing naked in her bedroom.

“Hey,” I said, dabbing my eyes, turning around slowly.

“What’s wrong? What happened?” She walked up to me and put her hands on my sides.

I told her what happened, sparing no details. “I knew this was all a stupid idea,” I said.

“It wasn’t stupid. Even if you didn’t get the girl, you can’t tell me you didn’t learn a little bit about yourself through all of this.”

“Learn what?” I said. I couldn’t look her in the eyes. It was yet another reminder that I was doomed to be rejected for the rest of my life. Vanessa’s rejection years before wasn’t nearly as blunt as Cassie’s, but it was still rejection, still sad and miserable.

“For the last week, you’ve been happier than I’ve ever seen you since I’ve known you,” she said with a warm smile. She reached up and wiped a falling tear from my face.

She was trying to be nice, but she was actually revealing yet another depressing fact—I had been way happier over the past week, happier as a woman. Now that I was done pursuing Cassie, it was back to being a man, back to facing constant rejection, back to getting no attention aside from the occasional pity, like I was getting now. I looked her in the eyes. I wanted to tell her that her comment was the opposite of comforting, but I was too afraid to admit that I enjoyed being a woman, that I was sad to see that side of me go.

“Why did I think I could get a girl by becoming a girl?” I said.

“Because you could,” she said.

“What? What are you talking about?” She leaned forward and kissed me. It took a few seconds before it registered, and then it was like fireworks went off inside of my head. I’d spent the last week chasing second place and I’d accidentally stumbled onto the first prize. I’d always wanted Vanessa to be mine, but I’d given up hope after she rejected me.

We stumbled back into one of the bathroom stalls. They were nice and big and spacious—lots of room for both of us to really explore each other’s bodies. I slipped Vanessa’s shirt over her head, and I unclipped her bra, letting her perfect tits hang out. I stared at them in awe for a moment before cupping them with my hands and sucking on her nipples. I’d spent years fantasizing about what she looked like naked, and now there I was, holding her perky breasts in my hands as she reached down under my skirt and fondled my cock. “I’ve never been with a man before,” she said.

“Then just imagine you’re with a woman,” I said. A big smile came upon her face and I sunk down, taking her leggings and panties with me. I sunk my nose into her nicely-trimmed pubic hair and I began to lick her damp slit. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she started to moan. I don’t know if there was anyone else in the bathroom, and I didn’t care too much either. I just wanted to get her off, I wanted to make her scream and come on my face. I sunk my tongue deeper into her warm, wet hole, penetrating her over and over. I got a couple of fingers into her snatch, and then I used the tip of my tongue to tickle her clit. She screamed and she came hard, letting a bout of fluid dribble down my face.

“Turn around,” I said, standing up. She turned around, pressing the palms of her hands against the bathroom stall wall. I quickly shimmied my thong down to my ankles, letting my raging erection spring free. I lined it up with her soaking-wet hole. “Ready?” I said.

“Fuck me.”

I pushed my big, hard cock into her body and she gasped sharply. I could feel her warm juice trickling down my balls and my legs. I started to pump myself in and out of her. I watched her tits bounce and jiggle as my pelvis slapped her ass hard, leaving her cheeks a shade of dark rose. “I’m going to come,” I said.

“Me too,” she said.

And with one last, hard thrust, I came deep in her snatch. Her fingers curled against the wall as I filled her up with my big, hot load. “Oh fuck!” she cried, her body swaying gently in an attempt to control the pulsing euphoria that we were both overwhelmed with. I had to hold her up so she wouldn’t collapse to the ground. It was hard enough for me to stand up straight with my legs trembling in my little black heels.

“Hey Tory?” she said after she’d caught her breath.

“Yeah?”

“Want to be my girlfriend? I have a strap-on at home that I think you might like.”

A warmth filled my heart. I couldn’t even begin to contain my excitement, thinking of all the fun we were going to have now that we were not just best-friends, but lovers too.

It was in that moment that I realized that it wasn’t Cassie that I went through all of this for. I was feminized for her—for Vanessa, for the love of my life, the woman I’d been obsessed with for years. Now I had her and everything had paid off. “Let’s go home,” I said, and she took me by the hand.

“Let’s go.”

THE END
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