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FEMINIZED & WILLING









CHAPTER 1


 


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


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


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


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


“Yes?”


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


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


“This is she. And you are?”


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


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


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


She didn’t even have a website. 


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


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


He even sent me his before and after
photos.  


And all I could tell him was...wow. 


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


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


I certainly looked like shit.


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


No more. 


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


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


I desperately needed a change. 


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


“Alan? Hello? Are you there?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


My jaw dropped. 


Did I hear that right?


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


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


Forever...


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


I also didn’t have $1200 lying around. 


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


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


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


This woman was deadly serious about everything.


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


An Alan that could sleep with any girl he
wanted. 


Whenever he wanted.


The value of that?


Priceless. 


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


No more. 


I needed a major overhaul.


Which meant I needed Miranda Klein. 


I had to do it. 


I had to make something work. 











CHAPTER 2


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


My phone pinged with an email alert two seconds
later.


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


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


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


“Great!” I said.


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


***


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


This shopping trip had cost me $400
already. 


I was excited though. 


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


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


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


Wait. What?












CHAPTER
3


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


She looked so excited. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I had to be safe, I told myself.


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


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


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


It was so tiny…


There was no way I could fit into that…


Wait — what was I thinking?!


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


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


“You have a very sensual, petite body…”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Good god — could she be any louder?


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


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


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


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


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


They were clearly there to pick out clothes for
her. 


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


Why was this guy still staring at me?


Did he know me? 


Did he recognize me from college or maybe work?


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


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


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


I suddenly wanted this day to end. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


What in the world did she have planned for me?


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











CHAPTER
4


 


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


He flat out refused to tell me anything, though.


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


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


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


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


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


Tony laughed in response.


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


I chuckled nervously. 


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


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


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


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


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


Was I getting...turned on?


No, I told myself. 


Not exactly. 


This was something different. 


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


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


Was this what Miranda was talking about?


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


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


***


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


“Alan Walsh?”


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


“Yeah?”


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


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


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


“Yes…” I croaked. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


Oh my god, it was happening. 


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


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


And the weirdest part of it all?


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


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


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


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


The transformation had begun.


 











CHAPTER
5


 


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


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


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


My jaw dropped as I saw what it held. 


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


They looked so delicate, natural, and bouncy. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


She was right. 


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


This wasn’t me. This wasn’t Alan. 


I was a shy, awkward guy. 


Practically a loner. 


No way was I the sensuous woman in the
mirror. 


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


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


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


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


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


“Oh wow. Really?”


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


I nodded.


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


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


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


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


A date?


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


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


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


What if someone I knew recognized me?


I’d never live it down.


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


She was right. 


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


I was utterly, hopelessly confused.


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


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


She kissed me again. 


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


I nodded. 


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


And I was.


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


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











CHAPTER
6


 


My date turned
out to be someone I already knew. 


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


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


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


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


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


I couldn’t look into his eyes. 


I was so nervous. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I blushed like a beetroot.


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


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


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


***


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


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


God, I wanted to be seen. 


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


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


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


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


“Yes, please,” Victor said. 


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


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


“How do you know Miranda?”


“She’s my uncle. Uncle Miranda.”


Suddenly, everything started to make sense. 


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


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


And he’d been happier ever since. 


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


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


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


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


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


“What about your girlfriend?” I finally asked.


“Girlfriend?” He looked confused. 


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


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


“Your...sister?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


“My place?” he whispered. 


“Now,” I murmured back to him. 


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









CHAPTER
7


 


Our
bodies intertwined in the dark and merged into one. 


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


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


Victor was desperate to have me. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I felt so damn dirty.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


He began pushing, his breath grating. 


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


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


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


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


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


“Mmm…” was all I could
say. 


***


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I showered in a daze. 


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


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


A truly life-changing experience. 


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


I grabbed it quickly, my heart racing.


But it wasn’t Victor, of course. 


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


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


A slow smile spread across my face. 


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


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


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

















 


THE END
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CHAPTER 1


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


The tag was quickly becoming viral. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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









CHAPTER 2


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Yo...look at me when I talk to you.”


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


“It won’t happen again,” I muttered.


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


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


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


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


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


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


God no. 


I shivered and shook my head.


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


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


As usual, I was just worrying about
nothing. 


I grabbed the potato peeler and began vigorously
peeling potatoes.


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


***


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


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


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


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


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


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


I let out a long, forced sigh. 


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


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


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


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


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


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











CHAPTER
3


 


Kaylee’s
filming setup was intense. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I snapped back to reality. Oh fuck!


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


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


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


I can’t be late...I can’t be late...


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


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


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


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


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


I had to swallow my pride and ego today.


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


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


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


The bathroom was empty. 


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


I froze.


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


But it wasn’t him. It was Luca.


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


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


He can’t recognize me, I thought wildly.


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


Fuck.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


My blood was boiling. I’d had enough. 


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


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


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


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


Oh god. 


What had I just done?











CHAPTER 4


 


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


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


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


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


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


I scrolled down to read the comments. 


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


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


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


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


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


I was instantly transfixed.


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


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


What was even happening?


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


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


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


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


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


Instantly, I had butterflies inside my stomach.


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


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


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


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


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


It was from ‘S’ again:


“It’s late. Can’t sleep?”


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


Should I even reply?


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


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


My phone pinged several seconds later.


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


Again, the butterflies. Who was this
person?


I replied: “Haha, so who are you?”


This time, the response was almost immediate.


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


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


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


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


“You sure about that?”


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


“So, you’re a guy? And gay?”


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


“What’s your name?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Fingers trembling, I tapped my reply.


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


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


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


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


I typed, “Go on. I’m listening.”


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


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


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


Was he really going to send it?


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


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


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


Wow.


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


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


And then, inevitably, came the shame.


And the shock of what I’d just done.


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


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


The stranger’s words echoed in my mind.


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


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


I had no intention of messaging my secret admirer
again.


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


But now, I needed to put everything behind me.


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


Done.


Episode over.









CHAPTER 5


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


That made me happy too.


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Oh yeah? I’m all ears,” I said.


Kaylee stared at me with huge hopeful eyes.


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


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


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


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


I wasn’t just angry. I was enraged.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


A coward.


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


Why did I always manage to fuck everything up?


Read between the lines, Miles.


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


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


It was because I was envious of her.


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


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


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


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


I rapped on the door.


“Hey,” I said quietly. “It’s me.”


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


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


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


She wouldn’t meet my eyes.


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


Her star-like eyes softened.


“Come inside,” she said.


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


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


And I was ready to show that to the world.









CHAPTER 6


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I laughed and squeezed her hand.


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


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


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


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


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


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


‘S’, my so-called secret admirer.


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


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


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


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


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


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


Kaylee was entranced and immediately in detective
mode.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


My heart stopped.


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


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


No. It couldn’t be…


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


But…silence.


He’d ghosted me.


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


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


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


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











CHAPTER
7


 


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


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


But as usual, I was out of luck. 


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


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


Why?


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


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


“Hey,” he said.


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


“You okay?” 


“Yeah,” I said awkwardly. 


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


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


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


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


It was a new email from ‘S’. 


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


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


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


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


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


Read between the lines. 


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


I had to find out. 


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


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


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


She nodded slowly.


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


***


“Ummm what? How are you so pretty?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Strip!” she ordered.


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


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


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


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


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


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


I nodded.


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











CHAPTER 8


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


I was stunned. 


This was not who I was expecting.


I walked towards him and gave him my best smile.


“Surprised?” was the first thing he said. 


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


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


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


My secret admirer was Luca. Not Shane. 


Luca.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Shane’s a dick,” I agreed. 


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


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


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


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


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


No wonder Luca had been nervous talking to
me. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


How long had I waited for this moment?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I kept sucking like an obedient little
slut. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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











CHAPTER 9


 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“I’m not done yet,” he whispered. 


“Oh fuck,” I said again.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I was in heaven. 


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


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


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


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


He reached over and kissed me on the lips. 


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


I gave in to his embrace. 


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


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


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


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
















 


THE END
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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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CHAPTER 1


 


I stepped out of
the cab, smoothed down my skirt, and gazed at the glass building in front of
me. 


The building that held the fundraising office of The Lovelane
Foundation, a high-flying yet controversial charity boasting donors from the
rich and the famous, had all the glitz and glamor I’d been expecting. The
massive mirrored exterior, stretching high into the clouds above, was polished
to perfection but seemed to be hiding secrets inside. And from what I knew
about the charity, the secrets were very, very dirty.  


I took a deep breath and walked towards the entrance,
my handbag and folder in hand. My heels made satisfying clicking sounds as they
hit the marble floor. Following the signage, I slipped inside the elevator and
went up to the thirty-third floor. The hallways were as cold as a freezer. Men
wearing expensive shirts and the finest of fragrances smiled as they hurried
past me. The clamor of high heels, the unexpected graciousness from men. Those
were just some of the quirks of assuming a female identity. 


“Hi, I’m Cecilia. I’m here for a job interview,” I
said sweetly to the man seated at the reception. 


He didn’t miss a beat. “Stay seated, please,” he said.
“We’ll call you when the interviewer’s ready.”


I smiled at him. 


He smiled back.


He didn’t know I wasn’t really Cecilia.


Hell, no one knew in this building knew that beneath my
flawless feminine façade, I was really a man.


I was Scott Leavy, a twenty-one-year-old journalism
graduate working at Tenacity, a top publication with one of the strongest known
investigative journalism units in the country. And getting a hold of the juicy
secrets hiding behind The Lovelane Foundation was my first official work
assignment. 


“Once we put this wig on you, you’re no longer Scott.”
The words of senior editor at Tenacity and my boss, Emily Brooks, were echoing
inside my head as I sat down on the fancy reception seat shaped like an ‘S’ and
crossed my legs. “You’re Cecilia Jansen, an undergrad majoring in history with
a minor in English. You’re hardworking, left leaning, sexually confident, up
for any kind of challenge, and have enough charm to keep any man on their toes.
You’re a lover of philosophy books and all kinds of contemporary art. You’re a
big fan of Frida Kahlo. Biking is how you keep fit. You’re currently working on
the side as a waitress and looking for additional income. Oh, and your dad is
Dutch. That explains the height.”


I’d been both excited and nervous as fuck when I’d
received my first assignment brief. Not many journalism grads could say they
got the chance to work undercover for their first big story, let alone go
undercover as the opposite sex. Emily, however, had told me I’d be
perfect for the job, though deep down I knew that was probably because none of
the more experienced journalists wanted to do it. I was entering dangerous
territory with a lot of risk for potentially zero reward. No woman wanted to be
potentially groped by slimy old men, and no man had the guts to dress as a
woman.   


“Our target is Preston Parker, the CEO of the biotech
startup GenRay,” Emily had told me, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me.
“Have you heard of GenRay, Scott?”


“Sure,” I’d said. “The up-and-coming cancer detection
company?”


“Correct.” Emily seemed pleased. “They use—or claim to
be using—molecular genetics technology to predict little-known cancers.
Preston also happens to be the biggest donor of The Lovelane Foundation, a
charity that helps cancer patients facing financial struggles.”


“They hold those exclusive fundraising dinners,” I
piped up, eager to show my boss that I already knew something about them.
“Dinners where no one knows what actually happens.”


“Yes. Dinners that are shrouded in secrecy,” Emily
said. “Dinners that are so exclusive they are men only.”


I hadn’t known that, but I pretended I did. I nodded.


“These dinners, without fail, hire young and
attractive women as hostesses,” Emily continued. “But the openings haven’t been
publicized for a long time now. Well, except for this week. I’ve been eyeing
their website like a hawk, and they’re inviting applications for new hostesses
for a fundraising dinner happening next month.”


“We have to get an application in,” I said.


Emily laughed dryly. “I’m two steps ahead of you,
Scott. I already sent in an application. Or dare I say, your application.”


“Huh? But you just said they only hire young,
attractive women.” I glanced at Emily nervously. She was hot, sure, but she was
far from young. 


“Don’t be silly, Scott,” she said. “You’re the perfect
candidate for this. You’re tall, yes, but you have…very feminine features.
You’ll make a very attractive hostess.”


She saw the skepticism on my face and scoffed. 


“Make no mistake, Scott, you’ve been very lucky to
land yourself a job at Tenacity. Investigative journalism is not for the faint
of heart. I hand out tough assignments for newbies because I like my youngsters
to prove themselves. And it’s easier for me to nip it in the bud if they
don’t.” 


I swallowed. Emily Brooks did not play around. 


But she was right. Scoring my first job in print
publication before I’d even graduated had been an incredible stroke of luck.
Tenacity was known equally for their breaking news stories and their iron-willed
journalists who’d stop at nothing to uncover the truth. The fact that I’d been
selected out of hundreds of applicants boggled my mind—and this too at a time
where print journalism was fading into oblivion, along with the dream careers
of both wannabe and established journalists. I’d been very, very lucky.


Honestly, if it hadn’t been for that callback from
Tenacity, it would’ve either been flipping burgers at the closest drive-through
or writing gossip columns for something like the Daily Mail. Not sure which is
worse. 


“But let’s not get ahead of ourselves here,” Emily
continued. “Lovelane called in this morning inviting your alter-ego for an
interview. Your first goal is to get the charity dinner gig. Second, go to the
dinner next month. Third, dig the dirt on Preston.” 


I repeated those instructions under my breath, trying
hard to calm myself down.


“Good journalists are made, not born,” I finally said.
It was one of Emily’s favorite sayings.


She smiled. “It’s a matter of you putting in the work.
We’ve got the best resources here, so don’t let me down. The last thing we need
is someone from Silverpress getting the scoop before you.”   


It was my turn to scoff. 


Silverpress were our rivals. Emily was forever
paranoid about them publishing stories faster than us, but in my mind she had
nothing to worry about. How could a couple of small players compete with the
Tenacity, the oldest in journalism business for years and years on end? We
were a big name for a reason. We had brains, and we had resources they couldn’t
even dream of.


“I won’t let you down,” I told Emily. “Promise.”


As I sat on that ‘S’-shaped lounge chair, waiting for
the man at the reception to call me, I mentally rehearsed everything I needed
to know about Cecilia again. 


I was suddenly overcome with nerves and my hands felt
very clammy. 


I had a lot on my hands.


Could I really do this? Pass as a woman and get a
flashy hostessing job?


I didn’t have much time to panic, because ten minutes
later I was being ushered through a door situated at the end of a corridor. A small
woman in her mid-50s wearing glasses gazed up at me. The skin on her face and
neck seemed to be stretched a little too tight. She didn’t smile. 


This was Mrs. Nelson, head of fundraising at The Lovelane
Foundation. My interviewer.


I awkwardly went over and sat on the cushioned chair
opposite her. I smiled at her to show that I was confident, but the corners of
my mouth were trembling. 


“Miss Cecilia Jansen,” the woman began in a snooty
voice, inspecting her computer screen for a moment before shifting her
attention back to me. She interlaced her fingers and placed her hands on the
table in one white bony heap. “What made you think you could be a
hostess?”









CHAPTER 2


 


I watched Mrs.
Nelson’s eyes glower down at me and I shriveled up like a dried-up leaf.


If I didn’t get it together now, I might as well chuck
my journalism career out the window. So I took a deep breath, summoned up all
my courage, and answered her. 


“Mrs. Nelson, I’ve had a lot of experiencing
waitressing and hostessing, as I’m sure you already know,” I said, glancing
down at my resume laying neatly in front of her. “My passion is customer
service and I pride myself in providing a luxury experience that patrons find
unforgettable. I’ve had nothing but great feedback from my managers. To sum up,
I think I’m perfect for the job.”


“This is no ordinary hostessing job, my dear,” Mrs.
Nelson said, still giving me that lethal stare through her glasses. “As I’m
sure you already know.”


“I’m well aware of that,” I said with a straight face.


“Hmm.” 


She took a fountain pen in her hand and leaned her
back against the chair. Twirling the pen, she studied me for several minutes
with those beady eagle eyes.


Could she tell I was a man? My wig was suddenly hot
and scratchy on my head and I had an intense urge to scratch my scalp. The fact
that I couldn’t made the craving worse. I funneled all my energy into staring
back at Mrs. Nelson, showing her that she didn’t intimidate me.


Maybe she thought I was trans. 


“Remove that blazer of yours,” she said smoothly, as
if it was the most normal thing you could ask in an interview. “I need to see
what’s going on under all those layers.”


Darn it, I thought. The navy blazer had been Emily’s attempt at hiding my broad
shoulders, a dead giveaway that I was more masculine than I was letting up.


But I got up and amicably slipped off my blazer,
exposing my black floral button-down and pencil skirt. Then, as a gush of
confidence came out of nowhere, I turned around, making sure I elongated my
spine as much as possible and made my lower back arch.


“You have a nice back profile,” Mrs. Nelson said. 


“I’ve been told that before,” I said. 


Was she going to ask me to strip?


Panic rushed through me and for a second all I wanted
to do was run out of the room. But Mrs. Nelson gave a curt nod and her eyes
traveled towards the chair in front of her, inviting me to sit back down. I
almost sighed with relief but stopped myself from making a sound.


“You’re tall for a girl,” she said. 


“Six feet two inches,” I said, flipping my hair to one
side with an air of confidence. “It comes from my dad’s side. He’s from the
Netherlands. I’m very proud of my height.”


“Hmm. Do you have any questions for us, Miss Jansen?”


“What can you tell me about the dinner, Mrs. Nelson?”
I asked sweetly. “Anything I should know to prepare myself?”


Her eyes narrowed. There was a glint of suspicion in
each of her pupils, but it quickly faded away. 


“It’s only one of the biggest fundraising dinners
we’ve ever held,” she said. “A glamorous black-tie extravaganza that delivers
on a truly unique experience for our supporters. As you know, it’s going to be
attended by the some of the most elite of society, and on that end, we
expect our hostesses to be nothing but the absolute best.” 


“I’m up for the challenge,” I said, hoping I didn’t
sound too robotic.


“What should they prepare for? They should be prepared
to go above and beyond,” she continued, giving no sign of hearing what I said.
“They should be absolutely impeccable. Go beyond the highest of expectations.
Our guests have only ever experienced the best and they have unrelenting
standards. But I must make one thing clear, Miss Jansen. We value
confidentiality—what starts at Lovelane will remain at Lovelane.”


I gulped. I couldn’t really make heads or tails of
what she was trying to say. It was like she was talking in riddles, and I
wasn’t smart enough to figure it out. 


Yet.


But that had lit the fire within me—I had to try my
hardest and get this gig somehow. It was the only way I could figure out
what these shady people were up to.


I started to speak again, trying to get back to her
with a clever follow-up question but Mrs. Nelson held up her tiny white arm to
stop me. Her fingernails pointed upwards like the claws of a cat.


“We’re done here,” she said, her mouth curled into a
mocking smile. “You’ll hear from us soon enough. If you get the job, that is.”


***


“I’m sorry, Emily,” I said in a hushed voice in the
cab on the way back to the office. “I let you down.”


“What do you mean?” 


I took a deep breath. “I think Mrs. Nelson hated me. I
think they’re looking for people of a very high, uh, caliber.”


“Ha!” she snorted. “To do what? Entertain a few old
muppets?” 


“A lot of rich old muppets,” I corrected her. I
brought down my voice to a whisper. “She made me take my blazer off.”


“Scott, that’s wonderful!” Emily said, sounding much
more enthusiastic. “That means she was clearly interested in you. We might hear
from then soon!”


“Don’t bet on it,” I said. “For a while I thought I’d
be made to strip naked. I don’t have a good feeling about this dinner…what are
they going to make the hostesses do? She didn’t really say anything when I
asked her. I assume they’re going to be doing a lot more than greeting guests
and serving drinks. But what? And how is Preston involved?” 


I remembered Mrs. Nelson’s dark beady eyes and tight
facial skin, her pruney, ghost-white hands and sharp nails. A shiver ran down
my spine. It was all very weird. 


“Oh my god!” Emily suddenly squealed in my ear. I
winced at her volume. 


“What’s wrong?”


“You got in! Scott, you got in!”


My heart almost stopped. “What?”


“I’m looking at your inbox right now!” Emily shouted.
“Cecilia’s inbox, I mean. She just sent you a message. Mrs. Nelson.” She began
to recite the email contents, her voice full of unmistakeable glee. “Dear Miss
Jansen, we are delighted to inform you that you have been offered the
opportunity to help host The Lovelane Foundation’s exclusive charity dinner.
You will be receiving a follow-up email with further details.”


“That was quick,” I muttered. 


“I’ll get Janet and we’ll all go shopping once you get
back,” Emily said. Janet was assistant editor at Tenacity and Emily’s sidekick.
“I know how Lovelane does things. They’ll provide the actual outfit you’ll wear
on the night, so until then we’re all in the dark. But we’ll need to get you a
nice casual top and a good pair of jeans, some nice, lacy lingerie—all black—and
like ten tubes of Nair.” She laughed. “Oh, and a good, expensive perfume so
you’ll fit right in. Something lightly floral but sexy, like Chanel.”


My throat had gone dry. Getting the hosting gig was a
huge breakthrough—but I knew that now the real work had begun.


I was being transformed into a sexy girl by my boss,
about to go undercover at one of the most secretive charity dinners in the
country. 









CHAPTER 3


 


One of the biggest
things I learned about becoming a woman was just how invisible I’d been as a
man.


On our numerous shopping trips for clothes, lingerie,
perfume, and makeup before the big event, Emily and Janet made me go out as my
alter-ego, kitten heels and all, as a kind of warm-up exercise. As we waded
through flashy department store aisles and counters full of sparkly, feminine
things, shoppers and store clerks eyed me eagerly.


At first I thought it was because I was sticking out
like a sore thumb, but then I realized they were smiling. They weren’t
staring at me because I was Scott in a dress. They were acknowledging the fact
that I was an attractive girl and as tall as a model—a killer combination in
modern-day beauty standards, I’d slowly come to learn. They were looking at me
and going, “damn, she looks good” or “damn, I wish I looked like her”.


And even though I’d never been one to enjoy the
spotlight, secretly I was loving all this attention. 


When the day for the Lovelane charity dinner finally
came, I had butterflies in my stomach. I arrived at the hotel exactly on time,
and the minute I stepped into the lobby I was struck by the grandeur of the
place: impossibly tall ceilings, walls engraved in gold and grand oak-panelled
columns set the mood. They all screamed one word: money.   


As Emily had said, the follow-up email I’d received
informed us we needed to do our hair and makeup but that black dresses would be
given to us before the event. I had on a simple T-shirt and a pair of jeans.
Janet had done my makeup and hair flawlessly—gold eyeshadow, a striking red
lip, barely visible blush, and my wig styled in long, effortless curls.  


I followed the directions to a room set up for
hostesses in a small corridor next to the lobby. What I saw took my breath
away. The tiny room was filled with women, real women, wearing next to
nothing. Rosy round butts in thongs and sheer underwear, and shapely boobs
swinging in the air as they laughed and chatted to each other. I couldn’t tear
my eyes away from them.


“Name, please?” a woman said in a snappy voice, coming
to stand in front of me. She looked stressed out. 


“Uh, Cecilia,” I said. “Cecilia Jansen?”


She scanned through a checklist on her clipboard with
heavy mascara-ed eyes that looked like crinkly spider legs. “Okay. Follow me,
please.”


She took me towards one corner of the room where there
were rows and rows of racks full of clothes, making black waves out of their
varying lengths. “Here’s your dress for the night,” she said sharply, handing
me a dress that was still giving off that freshly laundered smell. “We’re
running late. You have fifteen minutes to put this on and get to the lobby for
the briefing.”


I studied the dress. It was black and one-shouldered,
with a slinky-looking zipper on the side. The one sleeve was long and elegant.
The waist was made out of a different kind of material and clearly see-through.



Fuck, I thought. I’ll need to take off my bra. 


“Perfect,” I said, forcing my voice to sound cheerful
and perky. “Where’s the dressing room?”


The woman stared at me like I was speaking an alien
language. Her eyes swiveled around the space around her as if she was saying, right
here, idiot. 


“Uh, got it,” I mumbled, turning around so she
couldn’t see the embarrassing flush rise up my cheeks. 


I did a quick check to see who was around. Everyone
was dressing up, and those that had finished huddled together in groups,
snacking or having small talk with each other. No one was looking in my
direction. I breathed a sigh of relief and proceeded to lift up my T-shirt, my
back to the rest of the room. 


“Hey there!”


I jumped, rushing to smooth down my T-shirt again. 


The voice belonged to a very attractive woman wearing
a summer dress. She had shoulder-length straight blonde hair and eyes that were
as blue as cornflowers. She was holding a skimpy black dress in her arms. She
beamed at me. 


“I don’t think I’ve ever been so nervous in my life!”
she said, giggling, although she didn’t look nervous at all. “Is this your
first time hosting for Lovelane?”


“Um, yeah,” I said. 


“Oh!” Her eyes grew wide and she made a show of her
surprise, drawing a hand to her mouth. Then she giggled again. “Let’s just say
it’ll be a night you’ll never forget! I’m Marla by the way.”


“Cecilia,” I said. 


I stared as she proceeded to strip, letting her summer
dress fall to the floor. A set of perky tits hung on her chest, and she was
wearing simple black cotton underwear. She was beautiful.


“Well?” she prompted, giving me a side glance as she
wiggled into her black dress. “Aren’t you going to get dressed?”


My cheeks already red, I proceeded to remove my
T-shirt. Underneath was the tiny lace bra Emily had been kind enough to gift me
for the event. It had the softest A-cups, even though they were still a little
loose in the front. I reached behind me to unhook the bra. Once it loosened I
clumsily pulled it off, my arms almost getting twisted in the straps in the
process. I cupped my chest with one arm hoping Marla wouldn’t recognize my man
tits. 


One down, one more to go, I thought.


I slowly unbuttoned my jeans, sliding it down my upper
thighs, then my lower thighs. Instantly, my crotch began to feel cold. I
haven’t thought this through, I chided myself. It wasn’t even ten minutes
into my first Tenacity assignment, and it was already becoming painfully clear
to me I hadn’t done nearly enough to prepare. One wrong move and Marla would be
treated to my nice man bulge inside my very feminine panties. 


“Hey, can I help?” Marla said. “You kind of look like
you’re struggling?”


“I’m fine,” I said firmly, scooting a little bit to
the side. 


I could deal with Marla thinking I was a bitch. I
couldn’t deal with her finding out I was a man.


I was just about done wrestling my way into the dress,
which was just a tad tight, when a loud whistle pierced the room. 


“Girls! On your way to the lobby, please! Now!”



It was the same staff worker who’d handed me my dress.
She was practically red with anxiety. 


“You look amazing,” Marla said, and her hand slipped
into mine. 


“Really?” 


“There’s a mirror on our way out.” 


Right before the exit was a mirrored column. I almost
didn’t recognize myself as we walked up towards it. All I saw was an insanely
pretty shorter girl alongside another insanely pretty much taller girl. Gone
was the six-feet Scott with the cropped brown hair, stick-out ears, and lanky
appearance. In my place was a six-feet girl with flowing brown hair arranged in
sexy ringlets, red lipstick, and a waist-hugging black dress that made her look
like a model. 


“Ugh, I love your height,” Marla said as she watched
me examine myself. 


“Girls!” The staff worker was giving us the death
stare. “Lobby! Now!” 


“God, Belinda’s such a bitch,” Marla muttered under
her breath. Her hand stayed firmly in mine. “C’mon, let’s go.”











CHAPTER 4


 


We all filed
through the side entrance to the main lobby, where a polished panelled screen
had been set up to separate us from the public. Standing on a small stool at
the front was Mrs. Nelson. She was wearing a golden-yellow cocktail dress that
was studded with sequins, her short hair combed back to perfection and styled
to look like it was wet. Even her crepey skin was glittering. 


“Good evening ladies,” she spoke, waving her small
arms about theatrically. “Welcome to the thirteenth fundraising dinner of The Lovelane
Foundation. It is, as you know, a privilege for each for you to be here. Some
of you have already done this before, in which case you already know what to
expect.” There were whispers of affirmation among the audience. “For those of
you who are new, I’ll keep it brief. Tonight, you’ll be meeting a lot of
high-profile people. Politicians, CEOs, celebrities, scientists, high
achievers, you name it. You’ll see them all. Your job is to make them feel
welcome and assist them however you can. As soon as you enter through these
doors, the guests will be allowed in.”


That doesn’t sound too bad, I thought. 


Mrs. Nelson stepped off the stool and the doors to the
main hall were pushed open by a few men who looked like they were security.
Marla grinned at me and we both marched inside. Immediately, the air felt
crisper and like it was of a higher quality in there. The space was washed with
purple light, and doozy instrumental music played from unseen speakers. 


Through the main entrance, guests started pouring in. 


It was an odd sight. They were mostly older or
middle-aged men, impeccably dressed in custom-made suits blended with silks and
satins and cashmere. A few younger men trooped in, their jackets showing off
lapels with gold roses and peacock feathers. The place looked like a scene from
The Witches, except, of course, the attendees were all male. Apart from Mrs.
Nelson and the hostesses, there were no other women visible in the hall.


Marla didn’t seem to be thrown off by any of this. She
pushed me towards a long table set up with drinks and hors d’oeuvres. She tried
to hand me a cocktail, but I declined.


“We can drink?” I asked, raising my eyebrow. 


She giggled as if I’d asked her the dumbest question. 


We watched the crowds for several minutes together.
The other hostesses looked like they were having the time of their lives.
Glasses were clinking, air kisses were being exchanged, and fake laughter emanated
in the air. It was now obvious that the men were way too relaxed at this
dinner, and no one even batted an eyelash. I watched as an older guy in a
loud-patterned suit wrapped his arm around the waist of a hostess and pecked
her on the cheek. She snickered and winked at him.


It was almost unbelievable. Lovelane seemed to be an
opportunity for wealthy, powerful men and young, skinny women to mingle without
any consequences. Both parties seemed to know what they were getting into and
were very, very willing. It was hard to tell who was the biggest beneficiary at
the end of the day—was it Lovelane, with the millions of dollars raised for
charity, or the married businessmen who could charm one of these hostesses into
bed with him? 


I couldn’t wait to tell Emily everything I’d learned.


While serving drinks with Marla, I kept an eye out for
Preston. He had to be somewhere in here, and if everything worked out in my
favor, I’d be having a piping hot story for my boss at the end of the night. No
matter what way you tried to twist it, this was not a good look for him.
And if I could gather evidence of him being one of the high-profile attendees
openly targeting female hostesses, that could practically be like striking
gold. 


More men poured in through the grand oak doors, but I
still couldn’t make out if Preston one of them. 


“Can I introduce myself to you two sexy ladies?” A
middle-aged man in a leather suit came up to Marla and me. He had a thick
Eastern European accent and a spine-tingling smile. “I’m Alexander Bauer, the
CEO of Memoril. We’re a tech startup.” He winked at Marla then turned his
attention towards me. “My, my, my…you’re so tall and beautiful. You must
be a model. Pleasure to meet you!” He stretched his arms out towards me and I
hugged him awkwardly. His arms lingered for a second longer than needed. He
smelled like incense and rosewood. 


“What does Memoril do?” Marla asked. She was smiling
radiantly. 


“Oh, AI-driven photography,” Alexander replied
casually. “Realistic fake photos, in other words. I took a ten-hour flight to
be here. I’m staying here for one night, if you must know.” He winked at Marla
again.


I suddenly wanted to barf. 


“Uh, excuse us!” I said loudly. “We have to go to the
restroom.”


I grabbed Marla by the elbow. Alexander gave us a
disgusted look, shrugged, then started walking towards a couple of other
hostesses. 


“What are you talking about?” Marla asked. She looked
a little annoyed. “We can’t go anywhere. The dance is about to start!”


I swallowed. “What dance?” 


She said something I couldn’t catch, because her voice
was drowned out by a loud bass that made my entire body vibrate. I saw black
bodies congregating like ants  towards the side of the stage. 


They were the other hostesses, and it looked like they
were gearing up for some kind of performance. 


“C’mon!” Marla yelled, reaching out to hold my hand
again. 


Feeling confused, I followed her towards the end of
the stage. Dance beats filled the air and the male guests sat with their eager
eyes glued to the stage. 


My mouth flew open as one of the hostesses walked up
onto the stage and began to dance. 


She was short and slim with copper-colored hair that
moved like a halo around her face. She twisted and churned her body to the
music, her hips swaying up and down easily and sultrily. The motions made her
black skirt flutter around in circles, exposing her underwear and the
half-moons of two plump ass cheeks. The audience clapped and hooted.


 Then the girl stepped off, still dancing, while
another hostess wearing an elegant dress with a matching updo walked up to take
the stage.


Her dance was everything but elegant. She
shimmied her ass at the men surveying every inch of her exposed skin. At one
point, I thought she was going to tear her dress off and dance up there
completely in the nude.


I watched as, one by one, the hostesses went up and
put on a sexy personal show, while the male attendees enjoyed them with very
hungry eyes. 


And then suddenly there was no one else except for
Marla, another girl, and me.


The realization hit me like a rock.


Would I have to do the very same thing?


I couldn’t bust a move to save my life, let alone
dance like a woman. 


“I can’t do this!” I said, my voice shaking. “I can’t
dance!”


But Marla couldn’t hear me above the music.


She beamed at me, said something like ‘Go,
Cecilia!’, and pushed me up the stage stairs. 









CHAPTER 5


 


I squinted at the
lights blaring into my eyes and almost fell flat on my face. Then my vision
adjusted and I saw a sea of men, all watching me, their eyes lighting up with
pleasure and anticipation of the tall, glamorous woman about to sway her hips
just for them. 


Y’all are in for a big disappointment, I thought wearily.


The music elevated into a beat with renewed energy. I
gulped and began to sashay my body very slowly. Two inches to the left. Two
inches to the right. I kept that going while I counted the beat inside my head
and drew one foot out, tapping my toes to the rhythm. When I brought out the
other foot, the slit down the side of my dress exposed a patch of my very pale,
shaved thigh. 


The audience went wild. 


This was not the response I’d been expecting. I’d
expected to make a fool out myself, maybe dance like a wooden puppet to an
unamused audience of high-profile executives and financiers. But that wasn’t
the case at all. Instead, they were loving it. 


I began to sway my shoulders, then moved my hips in
circles. I raised my arms into the air and closed my eyes, trying to do the
sexy snake thing one of the previous hostesses had done. Clearly my audience
was being very forgiving, because they erupted in cheers and hoots at every
little thing I was doing. When I opened my eyes again, I scanned the sea of men
for Preston, searching for that bulky face I’d studied for hours on end in
Emily’s office. He was nowhere to be seen. My gaze settled on a man in a dark
suit who was watching me intently. He couldn’t have been much older than me,
maybe in his mid-20s or so.


I heard the rapping of high heels and realized another
hostess was climbing up the stage stairs. 


My turn was over.


The nightmare was over. 


I walked as sexily as I could off the stage, and the
drumbeats changed as the men clapped and hooted and whistled with feverish
energy. I tried my best to disappear off into the crowds, walking towards the
back of the hall.


Now that the adrenaline rush of the surprise dance was
over, I was more focused on Preston. If I didn’t have something, anything,
on him I could show Emily by the end of the night, the chances of me
penning down that ground-breaking exposé were pretty slim. I had to be more
proactive and talk to the guests. The guy had to be somewhere inside
this giant purple hall.


But I was distracted as a loud cheer erupted from the
front of the room. I watched as Marla took the stage with amazing confidence,
twirling around in her pretty black dress. Her dance wasn’t over the top, just
subtly sexy. She made eye contact with the audience as she flashed them with
her winning smile. The stage lights glinted off her dazzling jewelry, making
the whole performance light up.


“She’s good,” a low voice besides me said. “But not as
good as you. If you don’t mind me saying that.”


I whipped my head around, making eye contact with a
man in a dark suit. It was the same guy I’d seen when I was up on stage. 


Up close, I could see he was very good-looking. His
tanned skin and rugged face were contrasted with a very sincere smile. His eyes
were piercing blue and almost looked like diamonds under the hazy hall lights. 


I laughed awkwardly. “Thanks.”


“I’m Matt.” He extended a hand towards me. 


“Cecilia.” I shook it. 


“I have to ask,” he said with a twinkle in his eyes.
“What’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?”


This time I actually laughed. “Oh, you know, a girl’s
got to do things to make ends meet,” I said smoothly. “How about you? What’s a gentleman
like you doing in a place like this?”


“Same as you,” he said. “I’m here for work. What do
you do?”


“I’m a journa—” I caught myself just in time and coughed.
“I mean, excuse me. I’m a history major.”


“Really? I’d pegged you as a girl who’d study
something a little more exciting. Like, I don’t know, astronomy. Marketing. Or
maybe even…journalism.”


I reddened. Had he caught that?


“Believe it or not, history’s pretty exciting for me.”
I switched the subject quickly. “So tell me more about you, Matt. You must be
in a very exciting line of work yourself, no?”


“You could say that. I’m in cancer research,” he said.


My ears pricked up. 


“Cancer research?” I asked.


“Mhmm,” he said casually. “Why? Is that something
you’re interested in?”


He leaned closer to me, and I could smell him. I could
tell that he could smell me too, and for once I was glad that Emily had
splurged on that Chanel perfume and spritzed a fuckton of it over the side of
my neck. All the hairs on the back of my neck were standing up, and I couldn’t
really figure out why. He was very tall, having at least a good inch on me, and
he was surveying me very intently, like he was studying every pore on my face. 


“Kind of. I had an aunt pass away recently from
cancer,” I lied. I felt bad, but journalists weren’t exactly known for their
ethics. “It was heart-breaking. But I found out about a company and I’ve heard
they’re going to do all kinds of great things for cancer patients in the
future. GenRay. I only wish that kind of technology had been available for
her.”


“What a coincidence,” Matt said, his eyebrow cocked up
with intrigue. “I work for GenRay.”


My heart practically stopped.


“It’s kind of loud in here,” I said. “I’ll get us some
drinks and we can go somewhere quieter?”


Matt’s face broke into a big smile. 


My throat was getting drier by the minute as I waded
through the crowds to get to the bar. I could hardly believe my luck. I got us
both martinis, and we clambered through the attendees again, who were now
settling in for the live auction. I had to get Matt out of the ruckus of the
main hall somehow, because that would be the easiest way for me to gather my
evidence. As I crossed the threshold, where the swirling patterns of the hall’s
carpet turned into stunning marble, I was happy to see that Matt showed no
objection. 


There was a settee towards the end of one hallway,
right next to a potted plant. I went over and sat down and crossed my legs,
arching my toes ever so slightly, just as I’d rehearsed. 


“So what do you do at GenRay?” I asked sweetly. 


Matt raised his eyebrow again. 


Don’t blow your cover now, I chided myself. Be patient and go slow.
Sloooowwww.


“I mean, I’ve always found research kind of
fascinating,” I added, then nonchalantly took a sip of my drink. “Especially
cancer research.”


“Ah. Well, I do a lot, actually,” he said. “You know
Preston Parker? He’s my father.”









CHAPTER 6


 


I almost
spluttered my drink everywhere. 


“Your dad is who?” I asked in a very quiet voice.


I touched my ear inconspicuously. Buried in there was
a tiny voice recorder in the form of an earbud, which was now activated and
archiving our entire conversation. 


“My dad,” Matt repeated. “Preston Parker. He’s the
head of GenRay.”


He was watching me curiously. Had he seen the tiny
black earbud? I tried to distract him by running my fingers through my hair.


Wrong move.


He must have thought I was flirting with him, because
before I knew what was happening, he leaned in close, placed a hand on my knee
and kissed me. 


Goddamnit, I thought as we pulled apart. 


He stared at me with those hungry eyes, and I knew at
that instant he wanted more.


How was I going to explain this to Emily?


Anything to get to the truth. 


Emily would’ve told me to keep going. Go all out for
the sake of the truth. I was reminded of Gay Talese, the journalist who’d spent
ten years taking part in orgies at Sandstone Retreat for a book. Now that was
commitment. 


Anything to get the information I need. 


If kissing Preston Parker’s son was going to help him
spill the beans, so be it.


So I kissed him back, breathing in his scent again,
allowing him to inhale my seductive Chanel perfume. He pulled me even closer. 


Kissing a guy was a totally different experience.
Making out with a girl was all soft skin and warmth and tenderness—but
sometimes just a lot of hair and not much else. A guy, on the other hand, was
muscles and heat and a huge, defiant kick to all my senses. Matt’s hands were
roaming everywhere, feeling my bare shoulder, the back of my arms, the lining
of my waist, the curve of my butt through my dress. His hot breath landed on my
collarbone before he kissed me there. Then his lips were on mine again.


I felt his tongue entering my mouth.


I pulled apart. 


“So, uh, where’s your dad?” I asked innocently. “He
couldn’t make it tonight?”


He looked a little out of it. “Uh, yeah. I mean, he
left early.”


“He was in here before?”


“Uh-huh.”


“Matt, if you don’t mind me asking—” I started, then
paused to figure out the best way I could phrase it for the recording. “Why is
your dad supporting such a sketchy foundation?”


His face scrunched up like a wad of paper. He looked
crestfallen.


 “Uh, sorry if I crossed a line there,” I said
quickly. I placed a hand on his knee, patting it gently. “You don’t have to
tell me if you don’t want to.”


Reverse psychology, baby. 


“No, it’s fine,” Matt said, sighing. “I don’t think
you’ll really understand.”


I suddenly felt queasy. What was he going on about?


“Try me,” I said. 


“My dad…” Matt sighed again. “My dad has cancer.”


“Oh my god,” I said, my hand flying to my mouth. “I’m
so, so sorry.”


“He’s being trying to hide it for a while now,” he
said. “I’m not really sure why. I think he wants to look strong for the rest of
us.”


“Is it terminal?” I pressed. “What kind of cancer is
it?”


Matt just shook his head.


Was he crying?


“I’m sorry, Matt,” I whispered. 


I’m sorry I’m going to have to break this news to the
entire world, Matt. 


And I truly was. 


“Could you…could we not talk about it?” Matt asked. 


Looking at those scrunched up eyes again made a huge
wave of emotion wash over me. It was sadness and pity, but mingled with
something else. 


All of a sudden I wanted to kiss him. 


My fingers grazed my ear, pressing the button on my
recorder. My boss didn’t need to know what I was about to do next. I had
everything I needed for the breaking news story—and yes, what I was about to do
was reckless, but it was my business and no one else needed to know about it. 


I gave in to my impulses and kissed Matt. 


He looked surprised but kissed me back. His hands were
suddenly on my chest, lightly squeezing the thin fabric plastered to my skin.
His fingers brushed against my nipples. 


It was a weird feeling. 


“Could we go somewhere more private?” I whispered. 


I couldn’t believe I was doing this. 


He took me by my hand and we walked through the
hallways until we ended up in some kind of storage room that was dark and dingy
with stained walls, clearly not meant to be seen by the public. He went
straight for my neck this time, and I groaned.


“Matt…”  


The high was amazing. He was clearly into me. 


He stumbled out of his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt
in a frenzy. I could see the outline of his pecs and abs, tight as a drum, and
for a minute I was just imagining what he’d look like shirtless and then
suddenly I was sure I was in a dream. This couldn’t be happening, could it? Was
I really making out with another man? While I was supposed to be working? It
had to be some kind of crazy dream. Why was I hard?


And then I was confronted with his bare chest and abs,
and my breath got caught in my throat. His body was perfectly proportioned. His
skin looked dark and soft and luscious and all I wanted to do was lick him down
there.


He rested my back against the dirty wall and we made
out, our tongues lapping and swirling and there was the smell of lust and
saliva in the air.      


“Do you want to…?” he breathed. 


I bit my lip and nodded.


I got down on my knees and within seconds, Matt’s cock
was inside my mouth.


The scent of his privates was overwhelming and made me
giddy. He grew and hardened inside my mouth, and soon he was pumping at a
rhythmic pace and I was opening my jaw as wide as it would go and sucking him
hard and fast. Gay Talese had done so much more, I kept reminding myself. Gay
had had fun in orgies in the name of journalism. He’d fucked other men’s wives
and climaxed before their watching husbands for his damn book. This was
nothing. And yet I knew I was lying to myself. I was blowing Preston Parker’s
son not to get to the truth, it was because I wanted to see what it would feel
like to be a real woman for one night.  


Matt grunted and stuck his cock deeper into my throat.



“Oh man,” he muttered. “Oh baby. So fucking good.”


I felt his shaft pulse and vibrate on my tongue,
getting warmer, harder, and ballooning with pressure. I didn’t let go. 


“I’m going to cum,” he warned me simply. 


The release hit the back of my throat. His cum was
goopy and salty, and some of it dripped out of my mouth onto my dress.


“You want to lick this off?” he whispered, and I could
see in the dingy lights he was grinning. 


There were droplets of fresh cum oozing out of his
dick. I sucked them all out and swallowed, and looked up at him like I was a real
good girl. He wasn’t going to be thinking that for long. He was going to hate
me when he found out I’d revealed his dad’s darkest secret, and that I wasn’t
even close to who I’d said I was. 


I felt terrible about that. 


Matt lifted me up and his hands were wandering over my
dress, searching for the place where he could zip it off of me. 


That’s when I realized he wasn’t done yet. 


“I—I can’t do this,” I said. 


“What do you mean?” Matt looked shocked. 


“I mean, you’re pretty hot.” I didn’t even know what I
was saying. I suddenly felt sick and deeply ashamed of what I’d just done. “But
I’m a terrible person and I have to go.”


With that, I left him inside the storage room, my
tongue feeling gross, my legs weak, and the guilt rising up my stomach,
threatening to vomit itself out. 


***


I woke up late the next day with a thick
blanket of exhaustion still over me. Bits and pieces of the previous night came
to me as I struggled to stay awake. Purple-hazed men swarming around that grand
hall wearing fancy suits and drinking. A sea of lustful eyes gazing up at me.
The leering, groping, open flirting.


The taste of another man’s mouth on mine. 


I think I deserved my day off.


The incriminating audio file had been sent to Emily. I
was waiting for her to call me back with her feedback. I already had the story
half-written in my head—the big exposé on The Lovelane Foundation and the
beloved Preston Parker. The tragic truth about a family man who had fallen
victim to the disease he’d been obsessed with throughout his career. I’d done
it. The shocking report was going to throw everyone in for a loop.


I’d survived my first assignment. I should’ve been
doing my victory dance. And yet, something didn’t feel right. All I could think
about was Matt’s blue eyes and the vile thing I’d done. 


My phone finally buzzed.


I let it ring a couple of times, my arms still feeling
heavy from sleep. Then I pushed myself off the bed to grab the iPhone on my
bedside table. 


The first thing I saw was a message notification.


‘Call me. NOW.’


It was from Emily. I frowned. 


“Scott!” Emily was practically screaming when I picked
up. “I need you in the office right now!”


“Huh?” I said, confused. “It’s my day off. We had a
deal. Remember?”


“I don’t give a flying fuck,” Emily said, and my
stomach dropped as I registered the anger in her voice. “Get over here.”


I tried desperately to shake off the last waves of
sleepiness. 


“What in the world were you doing last night?” Emily
growled in my ear. “Were you out of your fucking mind?”


“Wait—what are you talking about?”


I still didn’t get it.


“The number one rule of investigative reporting,”
Emily said through clenched teeth. “Is fact checking.”


“And?”


“Preston Parker doesn’t have a son.”


My vision blurred for a second. Surely I didn’t hear
that right?


“He does! I met him last night,” I insisted. “Did you
listen to the recording?” I swept apart my bedroom curtains, allowing the
sunlight to flood in. “His name is Matt.”


“If you’d done your fact checking properly, you’ll
know that Preston Parker is divorced and childless.” Emily was practically
spitting the words out now. “Listen to me, Scott. You got everything wrong.
Preston doesn’t have a son. Check your damn email!”


I hung up and steadied myself, flicking through my
phone to check my inbox. My hands were shaking.


There was a new email from Emily. A link to some kind
of article.


Undercover Tenacity Journalist Spotted At Lovelane
Charity Dinner, said the
blaring headline. And right underneath it: Makes Out With Attendee Under
False Pretenses.


I felt like I’d been kicked in the groin. 


What in the world was going on?


I called Emily back. 


“I don’t understand!” I blurted out. “Then who did I
talk to last night? Who would do such a thing?”


“Silverpress, the guys who published the article.”
Emily sounded close to tears. “Looks like they got an invite. They’ve been
after us forever, but we’ve always been too smart for them. Always. Until now.
Do you know what this means, Scott? Our reputation is fucking ruined.”


“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” I said. “Fuck. I can’t
believe this. I’ll do whatever I can to make it right.”


“No,” Emily said, and I heard a thud and the flutter
of paper, like she’d thrown a fat folder on the floor. “Actually, I’ve made up
my mind. You don’t need to come now. Or ever again. You’re fired.”











CHAPTER 7


 


The day I lost my
job, I spent hours laying in bed, frozen and dazed about what had just
happened. My journalism career had only just started, and now it was over. 


I read the Silverpress article so many times that
words swum before my eyes and sentences lost their meaning. The worst part
about it was that it had published a short video of me, dressed as a woman
sitting on that settee with my legs crossed, taken from Matt’s point of view. The
guy (was his name even Matt?) must have had a hidden camera on his shirt. The
footage cut off with me asking to go somewhere a little private. Everyone at
the office had probably seen the way I’d kissed another guy, maybe with a
little too much interest, and probably gone and fucked him while I was supposed
to be actually working. 


How had I been so stupid?


I’d let Emily down. I’d let myself down.


I spent the whole of next day moping as well. I
ordered a large pepperoni pizza, stuffed myself, then played video games until
my fingers hurt and my eyes began to twitch. Then I took a long nap, and
ordered another pizza. I ate the entire thing in one sitting and fell asleep
re-watching The Queen’s Gambit.


When the sunshine bled through the curtains again and
I woke up, I felt much better. I had my energy back. And for some reason, I
wasn’t depressed anymore. 


I was angry.


I’d beaten hundreds—no, thousands—of other applicants
when I’d been offered the job at Tenacity. At a time when it was hard as heck
to get a start in journalism, especially in something as niche as investigative
journalism. I’d made a fatal flaw in not doing my fact checking, yes, and maybe
I’d even deserved to get fired over it. But I wasn’t going to have some lame
sucker steal my entire career away from me. ‘Matt’ was a journalist, and he’d
been ruthless, cruel, in the way he’d manipulated me. But I was a
journalist too—maybe not on paper right now—but two could damn well play the
same game.


I thought hard about what I could do. 


I could go meet Emily. Beg to get my job back. But
deep down I knew she wasn’t going to budge. All that was likely to do was cause
an embarrassing commotion and I’d probably be escorted out of the office by
security. 


I could go to Silverpress and try to find ‘Matt’. Find
out what his actual motivations were. Confront him about printing that article.
But what good was that going to do? The damage was already done. And as far as
I was concerned, I didn’t want to see that guy ever again. 


Then I stopped short. 


There was one small silver lining hidden underneath
the mess. 


‘Matt’ hadn’t realized I was a guy—had he? 


I sprang up on bed and took out my phone to read the
article again. Yes, I’d been right. There was a lot of shit-smearing, and a lot
of questions about the ethics and values and standards of Tenacity’s
journalists, but nothing about me actually being a man. 


That meant one thing and one thing only: I passed as a
woman. 


I remembered the way Matt had practically salivated
over me. There was no way he was faking that. He’d truly believed I was
a hot chick.


At least that was one thing I’d gotten right. 


I got up and took out my laptop. Emily had been right
about one big thing. There was very little I knew about Preston Parker. 


I keyed his name into my search engine and went to the
images tab. The pictures of him that popped up were mostly overly staged
portraits that showed him looking thoughtful or contemplative, and some candid
ones of him at events and at work. Something about his smile looked fake—maybe it
was the too-white teeth or the slight smirk leaking through his lips. I guess
if you squinted and crossed your eyes at the same time you could call him
handsome. I noticed that every couple of pictures he’d be accompanied by a
younger woman who was extremely beautiful, their own eyes shining and posing
next to the multi-millionaire. Preston was short, and the women loomed over him
like giants trying to hug a beaver. 


What was this man hiding?


I had to find out. 


I resumed my search. Somewhere on the seventh or
eighth page of the search results was a forum, where an anonymous poster was
accusing Preston of using his status to coerce women into engaging in sexual
relations with him. Even worse, these women were then hired under false
pretenses to work for his company. 


And the nail in the coffin?


The poster claimed Preston was using charity
networking dinners to meet these girls, and leveraged his reputation as a top
donor to keep any suspicions at bay. 


I slammed my fist on the table. I fucking knew it,
I thought. I knew there was something shady about you. 


I spent the next five hours knee-deep in research,
reading everything I could about Preston and The Lovelane Foundation. I went
through news archives, every interview I could get my hands on, publicly accessible
company reports, press releases, and social media pages. Then I spent the rest
of the day digesting everything I learned,  finally did a round of groceries,
came home and cooked some dinner. 


I was just about to sit down to eat when my phone
buzzed. 


Caller unknown. 


I frowned. 


“Hi, I’m not sure I’m speaking to the right person…”
came the uncertain voice of a woman. The voice was faintly recognizable, but I
couldn’t place it anywhere. She sounded nervous. “I’m looking to speak to
Cecilia, the Tenacity journalist?”


I wanted to hang up. Chances were it was a pesky
journalist wanting to be nosy. But something stopped me. 


“Uh, yeah, hold on for a sec,” I said. I took a deep
breath and switched voices. “Cecilia speaking. Who’s this?”


“It’s me, Marla! You have no idea how many hoops I’ve
had to jump through to get your number!” 


Marla. I remembered her cornflower-blue eyes and the
way she’d danced on that stage, shimmering and sparkling with all her jewelry
while all eyes were on her, mesmerized by her quiet confidence.


“I read the news story about you!” she continued, and
my appetite disappeared. “I had no idea you were an undercover reporter! That’s
so cool…” There was a pause, as if she was trying to figure out what to say
next. “Anyway…the article said you were trying to investigate Preston Parker’s
background. Is that true? If so, I have information that could help you.”


“Marla, I need to come clean about something.”


I switched back to Scott’s voice. 


By the time I was done filling her in about who I was
and what I was actually doing that day, Marla appeared stunned and unnerved, as
if she had no idea how to process this new piece of evidence.


“Scott! You’re Scott,” she breathed in
amazement. “I’ll tell you one thing right now, Scott. I would’ve never
guessed, not even in my wildest dreams, that you weren’t actually a woman.” I
heard her take a long, deep breath. “I’ve been doing this kind of gig for the
longest time. And it’s not the most wholesome job in the world, I know. But if
I can help you out, or help someone else out, or…I don’t know, have something
good come out of my experiences, well, I’ll be happy. I’ve seen Preston Parker
before at Lovelane dinners. I’m not sure why he didn’t attend this one.
Anyway—”


“Someone must have tipped him off,” I said slowly.
Little by little, some of the puzzle pieces were starting to fit together.


“I’ve not just seen Preston. I’ve spoken to him,”
Marla said. “Or rather, he’s spoken to me. And trust me, he’s wild.”


“Wild? Wild in what way?”


“He was hitting on so many of us,” Marla said. “He was
so touchy feely. He kept telling us he could give us jobs at his biotech firm.
I never picked up on his offer, but I know someone who did and it wasn’t good.”


“What happened?”


“Once you get hired at GenRay, you’re expected to
sleep with Preston,” Marla said bluntly. “It’s fucked up. And even if these
girls speak out, who’s going to believe them? He’s the guy trying to save the
lives of people all over the world. He’s the guy who’s so selfless he’s donated
millions to a cancer charity. How could a man who acts like that be a pervert
and a predator?”


I was silent, but my mind was hurtling in a million
different directions. 


“Preston gave me his card,” Marla continued. “And I
almost took up on his job offer. It was too good not to check out, you know?
But when I called the number, I got to his executive assistant, Charlie. And
he…”


“He’s the one who warned you?”


“He’s the one who saved me.” Marla’s voice
trembled as she spoke. “I’m not sure if he’s still working there anymore. But
if you’re looking to expose Preston, he’s your guy.” 











CHAPTER 8


 


Charlie turned out
to be a friendly guy in his early 20s. When I met him, he was smartly dressed
in a blue button-down and jeans, his brown hair immaculately set and perfectly
voluminous as if it belonged in a men’s shampoo commercial. He also had one of
the most radiant smiles I’d ever seen. 


“Thanks for doing this,” I said. “I know it’s not
easy.”


We were at a sleepy coffee shop about fifteen minutes
away from the GenRay office. Charlie had slipped out during his lunch break.
Even so, he had multiple calls throughout our meeting, ducking off into the
restroom to answer them each time. 


“Funnily enough, a lot of the work we do is highly
confidential,” he said with a sparkle in his eyes. Then he laughed. “The irony
isn’t lost on me, of course. I think my time at GenRay’s almost up, anyway.”


I knew the risk for him was real. The hazards of
talking to a journalist and spilling a multi-millionaire’s secrets to the world
were probably not something even on his radar. Which was why I’d spent an hour
on the phone with him prior to our meeting explaining everything—and
half-expecting him to back out. To my surprise, Charlie genuinely wanted to
back me. He’d become disillusioned with the company a long time ago.


Sipping on our cappuccinos, he took the time to reveal
the more sinister side of his boss’s character, one he’d been successfully
hiding from the public for far too long. The working culture at GenRay was
fraught with sexual harassment—Charlie painted the picture of an old yet
powerful and hungry leopard who knew he could pounce on anyone he wanted. His
modus operandi was to use charity networking events to connect with his ideal
type of woman. They had a few things in common: they were all young, slim,
tall, and broke.


“He has a thing for very tall women,” Charlie said. “I
think it’s because he’s pretty short himself.”


Forty minutes in, his lunch break was up and I’d
listened to enough. The fact that Preston had been abusing his power for so
long without anyone else knowing was shocking to me. 


“He was lucky,” Charlie said. “Plus he’s careful to
surround himself with the right people. I wish I could say money wasn’t an
issue for me. But I’ve been choosing to turn a blind eye towards his shit for
far too long. I don’t think I can do that any longer.”


He smiled. I noticed the smile lingered for a few
seconds more than it had to. It warmed my heart—we could’ve easily been friends
if we’d met another way. I could tell why Preston loved him too. There was
something about him that gave away the fact he was reliable, responsible, and
fiercely loyal. 


I had a plan brewing in my mind. But in order for it
to work, I needed to enlist the help of Charlie. I needed to let him know that
in order for me to gather the evidence I needed to expose Preston in a way he
couldn’t deny it, evidence that wasn’t based on hearsay but on the cold, raw,
hard truth, I had to go undercover as a woman again. It was the only way this
could work. 


And as Charlie’s bright eyes met mine again, I decided
to trust him. 


***


This time when I stepped off the cab, I was staring
ahead at the 100,000-square-foot property housing the GenRay headquarters.
Glassy and angular with black accents, the building looked lavish yet isolated
and gloomy at the same time. There was no greenery visible except for a small
roof garden about thirty floors up.


I walked towards the revolving entrance in my heels.
This time, I wasn’t nervous. Transforming into a woman had, strangely enough,
given me an insane high. I wasn’t Scott anymore. I was an attractive woman, and
I’d never felt more powerful or confident in my life.


I knew I could pull this off. 


I knew I could get my job back.


I knew I could seduce. 


I’d had help with my transformation from the best.
Marla had selflessly spent the entire day helping me groom and dress up. We’d
gone shopping together for brand-new wig and clothes, and she’d helped me pick
out makeup shades that went perfectly with my eye color and skin tone. If I
could say so myself, I looked even better this time around. I had on a black
skirt that purposefully ended around my mid-thighs and a white button-down with
frills at the front that created the illusion that my chest was actually bigger
than it was. Plump red lips made my face look seductive, and my black stilettos
made every step a treacherous balancing act.


To slip past the security guards, all I had to do was
show my appointment confirmation.


We’d exploited one of the Preston’s known weaknesses:
he was often forgetful about his appointments. Charlie had booked a fake
appointment with me, and if Preston had questions, he’d just convince him that
he’d agreed to meet me. I was a supposed friend of a girl Preston had met at a
previous Lovelane dinner, who wanted to see if he’d extend a job offer for me. 


Inside, the interior of the GenRay building was
exquisite. It looked more like a hotel than an office. Charlie had instructed
me to go straight up to Preston’s office, so I hopped into a see-through
elevator up to the twelfth floor. The moment Charlie I saw me his jaw dropped.
He was seated at an open cubicle just a few feet away from the CEO’s office. He
recovered quickly though, and sent me through. I gave him a thumbs up, took a
deep breath, and entered the room. 


Preston sat on a huge shiny leather chair, his back
towards me. The bulky chair easily overpowered him and I could only see a tuft
of his head from behind. 


“Hi, Mr. Parker,” I said coolly. “It’s so nice to
finally meet you.”


He swiveled around and I finally saw the small, round,
grim face I’d seen in countless pictures.  He had in a pen in his mouth, and he
chewed on it thoughtfully as he gave me the once-over. I could see the clear glint
in his eyes. I was exactly his type. To him, I was just prey entering his
luxury cave. 


“The pleasure is all mine,” he said. “Do I know you,
Miss…?”


“Mr. Parker, you agreed to see me,” I said, not
missing a beat. “I’m Katrina. You know my friend Diane. She told me you’d
consider me for a job here.”


Preston’s eyebrows moved like caterpillars as he tried
but failed to recall any memories of Diane or Katrina. Because they both didn’t
exist, of course. But I knew that it didn’t matter him to a man like him. Not
when he had eye candy standing willingly before him.


“Please, call me Preston,” he said, his gaze settling
on my chest. “I’m not looking to hire anyone at the moment, though.”


I bit my lip. “Couldn’t I at least score an interview
with you? I’d be so honored. I’d do anything to join GenRay.” 


Preston huffed impatiently and those eyebrows fidgeted
again. I was taken again by how small he was—he was really a tiny man, not more
than 5 feet 4 inches tall. He couldn’t be all that physically strong. 


In a heartbeat, I decided to do something reckless. I
moved two steps towards him and said sultrily, “Are you thinking what I’m
thinking…Preston?”


His body twitched as when he heard his first name.
Shots of adrenaline were pumping through me. I could tell it lit a fire within
him. 


I loved that I could control him with just my
femininity.


Preston didn’t say anything.


So I braced myself and did something even more
reckless. Something that could easily get me escorted out of the building
before I got what I desperately needed.


But if I was right about Preston, that wouldn’t be
happening today.


I did a little hair flip and went over to the giant
oakwood table. I sat on it, and without breaking eye contact, spread my legs
just a bit. 


Preston was just millimeters away from my sheer black
stockings. The pen fell from his mouth and onto his lap. I could see a patch of
his slimy orange tongue. 


I swung one of my high heels towards him and pressed
down on his crotch. It was round and tubby. Preston’s eyes bulged out of his
sockets and I could see the insane lust and desire in his eyes.


His hand reached out and tapped a button by the side
of his desk. The red curtains that hung against the glass wall moved silently
by themselves, obscuring the view of the high-rise buildings across from us. 


Now it was just me and Preston in the dim room.


“Oh yeah, baby,” he whimpered. “I like your kind.”


His crotch was growing steadily underneath my heel.


I wanted to crush his head in with my foot. 


“I’m dangerous, Preston,” I said. “You’ve got to be
careful of me.”


“If there’s one thing about me you need to know,”
Preston said. “It’s that I like skirting with danger.” He smiled. That same
fake half-smirk smile I’d grown to hate. 


“Then prove it.”


Preston shook his head. “Not in here, baby cakes. I’ve
got a reputation to protect. Let’s do our dirty things behind closed doors…as
these things are usually done.” He popped his pen back into his mouth. For the
first time I saw that his shoes were custom-made, the heels several inches
thick and as dense as stone. I guessed they were to make him look taller than
he actually was. 


“How about that interview, eh?” he continued. “Meet me
at the Sylvester Hotel tonight at nine. Come right on time, and the guys there
will let you know where I am.”


 











CHAPTER 9


 


The sky was
starless and pitch-black by the time I reached Sylvester Hotel. Preston swung
open the hotel room door. He looked like a miniature version of himself, a
pint-sized action figure of the real GenRay CEO. Then I realized it was because
he was barefoot. Like the fat sole of his custom-made shoes, his outer
illusions were slowly shedding away. 


I sauntered over to the bed, sat down, and crossed my
legs. I was wearing one of Marla’s tight dresses with a belt around my waist.
The dress was dangerously short on me, and I loved it because of that. 


Preston crouched down in front of me and began to kiss
my legs. I knew I had to get him talking. And fast.


“I don’t want to be just anyone to you,” I said. “Do
you do this to every girl you interview?”


“No, baby,” Preston lied. “Who cares about anyone
else? It’s just me and you in here now. Go on, I need to see what you’ve got
underneath that sexy little dress of yours.”


I lifted one foot up and waved it in front of his
face. He smacked his lips, bundled his body into a tiny ball, and began to kiss
each toe. I really had him wrapped about my little finger. 


“The guys here know you so well, huh. You’ve been
doing this for a long time,” I said, adjusting the top of my dress. That’s
where I’d hidden the tiny video camera, camouflaged as a single button. It was
capturing every single word Preston was saying and every gross move he was
making. 


“Says who?”


“Says me,” I said.


He grunted, going back to kissing my feet. 


“If you were to hire me, Preston,” I said sweetly. “Would
you want to sleep with me?”


“Only if you want to.”


He wasn’t biting.


“But have you? Slept with your employees, Preston?”


“It’s a fair exchange. What do you think I pay them so
much for?”


I had to muster up all my strength not to kick him
again in the face. But he was finally talking—the truth had to reveal itself
eventually.


I let our conversation naturally take its course.  


“Have you always been a philanthropist, Preston?” I
asked. “I’ve admired your generosity so much. Especially your donations to The Lovelane
Foundation.” 


“Altruism is in my blood,” Preston said airily. 


“Oh? And what’s it like being a multi-millionaire?” I
said, giggling like Marla. “Men with money are just so fucking attractive.” I
wiggled my toes and pressed one foot right under Preston’s nose. He sniffed it.



“It’s so easy to make money, isn’t it,” I continued
without waiting for him to answer. “When the money you donate just gets
funnelled back to you.”


He stopped short. “That’s a very serious accusation to
make, baby cakes.” 


“We can both be honest with each other,” I said.
“After all, you’re about to fuck me. And then hire me. And fuck me again. Trust
me, I don’t care. I just don’t want to be like all the other ones you fooled
into sleeping with you.”


“But baby, you’re special,” Preston whined. “The
ladies—I smell like money to them, and I’m not one to complain. When life gives
you lemons, you have sex, darling. Lots and lots of it.” 


“But GenRay hasn’t been profitable for some time, and
there’s been no new investments for years,” I said without batting an eyelash.
“So how can you afford to donate so much money in your name?”


Preston whipped his head up and I saw those eyebrows
mutate again. “How did you know about that?” This time, his voice was low.
Suspicious. 


“I did my own digging,” I said, flipping my hair. “I’m
not stupid, Preston. Like I said, I don’t want this to be anything like your
usual flings.” I waved my feet and then dragged my body back, out of his grasp.
I spread myself sexily on the bed, bringing my arms up, rounding my back, and
pointing my toes outward. “If you want me, you gotta be honest. I hate liars.” 
I rolled over once and winked at him.


I was elated. I had a video confession of Preston
admitting that GenRay wasn’t as successful as he made people believe, and
hadn’t been for a heck of a long time. That was a sacred secret shared by
Charlie. Slowly but surely, all the skeletons were exiting the closet…


Preston was unbuttoning his shirt. “You’ve been a bad,
bad girl, Katrina. Bad girls deserve to be punished.”


He was thinking with his dick, and not his brain. 


“Bad boys don’t deserve any pussy,” I whispered. “How’s
it like working with family?”


“What did you say?” The air had turned distinctly
sour. Preston stood frozen like a scarecrow in a cornfield, topless and
laughably un-self-conscious about his hairy, out-of-shape body.


“Oh, you know. The head of fundraising of Lovelane?
Mrs. Nelson? Or should I say…your sister?”


“How did you…who told you…what are you talking about,
you silly fucking bitch,” he growled. 


“No one,” I said truthfully. “But she is your
sister, right? I’ve read a lot about you, Preston. Including the biography you
published of yourself when you first joined GenRay. Your mom got pregnant with
your sister when she was really young and gave her up for adoption. For the
longest time you had no idea who or where in the world she was. But then you got
successful. If I had an estranged sister, the minute I had the money and means
to find her I would have. And you did the same thing, what any loyal brother
would’ve done.”


Preston went over and sank into the chair at the hotel
room writing desk. All the color had drained from his face. 


“Except…” I continued, turning over to look at him.
“You wanted to cut out a deal with her. Profit from your blood ties. And the
only way you could do that was to keep the facts buried.” I stretched my arms,
yawned, and smiled. “Long lost sister. I’ve always wondered who it was. And
then I met you. You and Mrs. Nelson actually look remarkably similar. You’re
both small…and petite.”


“You have no proof,” Preston spat. “This is all just
speculation. Keep your conspiracy theories to yourself.”


“But it’s the truth, isn’t it, Preston?”


He didn’t have to say anything. The answer was written
all over his face.


“W-Who are you?” he asked, and for the first time I
could register fear in his face. 


 











CHAPTER 10


 


There was no time
for me to answer because there was a loud knock on the hotel room door. 


“Who’s that?” Preston cried out. He was breathing
heavily, like he was on the verge of a panic attack. “Get me out of here,
bitch.” He tried buttoning up his shirt again, but his quivering fingers were
getting in the way. His body heaved and wobbled as he tried to get a hold of
his nerves.


The room suddenly grew cold and my chest felt a little
too tight. Preston didn’t know I hadn’t come in alone. Charlie had insisted
he’d follow me into the hotel and hang around the lobby. The only problem was,
I had no idea if he’d found out which room I’d gone into and was the person
outside the door.


This could all go wrong very quickly.


“Open the fucking door!” I heard an angry voice, and
at that point I knew for sure who it was.


“Charlie!” Preston sputtered. He stumbled towards the
door, stopping short just inches from the knob and his eyes bulging like a frog
who had no clue where to jump next. I knew he was oscillating between two
theories. His first thought was that Charlie had come in to save him, his
precious boss—the other theory, of course, was that his executive assistant had
been plotting his downfall behind his back. I watched him take a painfully long
time trying to figure it out.


“Open the door or I’m gonna call the fucking cops!”
Charlie screamed.


In a bold move, Preston took his chances and opened
the door. “Charlie? Help me please,” he wheezed. His voice dripped with
innocent helplessness.


I almost couldn’t recognize the man who barged in. His
face was seething with anger and the veins on his forehead were sticking out.
“Get the fuck out of here, Preston!” he said. “It’s over! I’m not letting you
fuck up another girl’s life—I’m not gonna let you get away with it! So get the
fuck out of here if you know what’s good for you or I’ll—”


His shirt still hanging off by one sleeve, Preston
pushed Charlie away from the door and stumbled out the room, shuffling towards
the end of the corridor where the elevator stood. He only left behind the
distinct smell of his sweat and presence. 


“Coward,” Charlie muttered. He went back and swung the
brass latch shut on the door. “In case he comes back.”


“What did you do that for?!” I yelled the moment we
were alone. “I was just getting to the meat of his confession!”


“I—I—I just wanted to make sure you were doing okay.”
He was red in the face in the face again. “I know what he’s like. He’s evil.
Once he latches onto you, he won’t let go.”


“I can take care of yourself,” I said forcefully. “You
don’t have to protect me. Plus now it looks like you’re out of a job.”


“It doesn’t matter,” he said heatedly. “I told you, I
don’t care about this job anymore. I’m done covering up dirty work for dirty
people.” He squinted his eyes and stared me up and down. “Did he make you do
anything?” he asked, balling up his fists into tight knots. “God—I won’t be
able to forgive myself—”


 “I’m fine,” I said, carefully shutting off the small
camera attached to my dress. For some reason, I felt elated. “How’d you find
where I was in the first place?”


“Those dumbfucks at the reception,” Charlie said.
“They know me. Preston’s been at this for a long time. And so have I.” He
stared blankly into the distance, suddenly silent. 


Something came over me at that moment, and I leaned
forward and kissed him.


I knew he wanted it.


I knew he wanted it the first time he laid eyes on me
as a woman. 


Charlie’s cheeks were as red as a tomato this time,
but he recovered quickly. He kissed me back. It was like melting into the
softest, snuggest blanket on a cold winter’s day. Once we pulled apart, I slunk
to the carpet on my knees. Charlie’s eyes grew wide but he got the hint and
unzipped his jeans. We had to be quick, but we had to do it. I was so overcome
with a craving of having his dick inside my mouth. 


Charlie’s cock was bigger than I’d expected, and his
balls were huge. I gently clasped his shaft between my fingers and tugged at
it. I wanted to please him. I wanted to show him what I could do, and that I
was as good as any girl out there.


As I sucked on his meaty cock, Charlie stroked my hair
gently and when I looked up at him I saw the biggest grin on his face, like he
couldn’t believe a hot chick was blowing him. His cock was full and pulsing,
and getting harder by the second. I was so happy that he felt the need to
protect me, to shield me from another man’s potential wrongdoings. It made me
feel pretty and beautiful and so many other feminine things that had never even
crossed my mind before. I loved that he was so caring.


His head throbbed desperately in my mouth, and I could
tell he was close to cumming. So I slowly slid his cock out of my throat and
swallowed all of that wonderful precum. I headed towards the bed, but this time
I didn’t cross my legs. This time I didn’t need to act all demure or act like a
lady. I spread my legs wide so he could see the pretty pair of panties I had
on. 


I saw him looking and a thrill ran down my spine.


I wanted to show him all of me. 


I wanted to do it. 


He came over, bent down, and kissed me again. I could
smell his erection and it was making me horny. His tongue lashed around my own,
and I was sure he was tasting the remnants of his pre-cum in there too.  This
guy wasn’t afraid of bodily fluids, and I loved it. 


“I want to tear that pretty black dress off you,” he
murmured. 


“You’re welcome to do anything you want to me,” I said
sultrily. 


 I settled into position on the bed, reaching behind
me to slap my butt playfully. Charlie’s hands squeezed my cheeks through the
top of my dress before slowly lifting it up and bringing my panties down to my
lower thighs. Things felt drastically different from the encounter I’d had with
Matt, or whatever his real name had been. Charlie knew who I was and I had
nothing to hide from him. I knew he liked and accepted me for who I was. I
could be myself, and that made feel like the sexiest human alive. And yet, my
heart was racing. I was really about to go all the way, about to be fucked by a
handsome man for the first time. And we couldn’t have picked a riskier moment
to get frisky. But right now all bets were off. The thrill of getting caught
was making me even hornier. 


Charlie put his knees on either side of me, prodding
me to move my body further up against the bed. Then he was warming up my
asshole with his cock, rubbing and flapping it against my crack. My rear end
felt wet instantly, and I realized he was spreading his precum all over. I
shivered with excitement at the thought of his fluids entering me along with
his huge cock.


“Mmm, fuck me good and hard,” I begged. “Stick it
inside me now. Charlie, please…”


I uttered a groan as he finally pushed through my anal
opening. It was wonderful and nerve-wrecking and intoxicating. I was giving up
the most sacred part of me to a man I hadn’t known for more than a few days—and
yet I felt so secure in doing it. Charlie plunged his dick centimeter by
centimeter, pausing and taking his time as he mumbled that he didn’t want to
hurt me. I closed my eyes and clutched onto the pillows and completely
surrendered myself to these new feelings. 


“You okay?” Charlie whispered. 


“Mhmm,” I said, biting my lip. I met his eyes for a
second before I sunk my face into the bedsheets again. 


“Fuck, you’re too damn sexy,” he said. “I’m trying not
to go too fast since it’s your first time. It is your first time, right?”


“Yes,” I murmured. “You’re special, Charlie…” I
giggled.


Slowly but surely, I felt my insides stretching to let
him in. Then he experimented a bit more, plunging his rod a few inches in and
gliding it out before pushing it back in again. Each time he did that my core
expanded a little more, and my tight little hole was squeezing his shaft so
firmly it felt like there was a mountain being wedged inside of me. Deeper and
deeper it went, and Charlie was grunting now, and I could feel he was forcing
himself not to give in and cum too soon. I was amazed that there was so much of
space down there in my anal cavity, because the more Charlie pushed, the
more that opened up, like a tunnel that was leading its way through to a
ginormous cave tucked and hidden away inside my body. Eventually I relaxed, and
along with that I became tuned into strange new sensations of pleasure. 


“Fuck me harder, please…” I moaned. “Fuck me with all
the energy you got!”


“You fucking nasty beautiful little slut…” Charlie
slapped my ass so hard there was a ringing in my ears. He was reaching under me
to fondle my balls and tugged at my cock, which was throbbing in ecstasy. I
followed suit and began to slowly rub myself, being careful not to allow myself
to get too excited too soon. I wanted this moment to last forever. 


Charlie’s hips bucked and rocked as his fucking became
more aggressive. My asshole felt like it was going to be destroyed and would
never feel like normal ever again. The only sounds in that hotel room were of
the air-conditioning unit blasting right above us and the slaps of his big,
healthy balls against my ass. I thought I heard footsteps right outside my door
and for a second my heart dropped to my stomach. Was it security? Would the
guys from the reception barge in unannounced? Anyone could easily break open
the latch and come right in. But all they’d see was an unknown journalist
getting screwed in the ass by the handsome executive assistant of GenRay’s CEO.



Right now, I really didn’t care. 


“Oh yeah…yeah…yeah…yeah…” I was making the exact
sounds of a woman who was just starting to lose control. And my voice was loud.
I didn’t give a damn anymore about who heard me and what they’d think. 


The shivers of pleasure up my body were intensifying.
I was leaking onto the bed sheets so I reached behind to grab my butt as it
rocked backwards and forwards, and clutched onto my cheeks to spread them even
wider so Charlie could get a better view of my gaping hole.


“Oh god, I’m close…” he grunted.  


I groaned desperately.


I couldn’t wait to have his cream fill up inside me. 


Charlie’s thighs hit me hard and he moaned like a
madman as he squirted into me. Instantly, I felt his hot, delicious seed
splutter inside me and radiate its warmth all over my core. It was just as I’d
expected—no, it was better than anything I could’ve expected—having a man’s
most intimate juices exploding inside your rectum after your tight hole caused
him to go out of control. His cock pulsed and thickened and throbbed as he
squirted even more into me, his hands clawing so deep into my hips I was sure
I’d have trouble walking the next day. Then finally, he retreated, his pipe
slowly slipping out of my dripping wet insides, leaving me breathless and over
the edge. 


“Oh god…” he whispered again, like he’d just come down
to earth and was confronted by what he’d just done to me.


My body reacted by combusting. Not really, but that’s
what it felt like. My cock spasmed and pulsed, and I cried out as I shot my
load all over the sheets and pillows. I was dripping from my front and behind,
and my cock was emptying like it was the first time I was ever having a real
orgasm. So much fucking cum. It was incredible.


Once I was done, I collapsed onto the stained sheets,
shuddering, unable to move or say or think anything. 


“Uh…” came Charlie’s voice hesitantly. “Are you okay?”


“Y-Yeah,” I said, dazed. I sat up and reached for my
phone. “I just need a minute.”


Charlie’s juices were still exiting my butt as I tried
to wrap my head around my next steps. He’d already cleaned himself up and he
now sat beside me, gingerly bringing down my dress and placing a wad of tissues
onto my lap. Then he pushed my hair aside and kissed my neck.


I felt like I was at the top of the world.


“You know, I think you’d be really good at
investigative journalism,” I said. “We have some openings coming up at
Tenacity. We have them on a yearly basis and they’re pretty competitive. I
could talk to my boss and get a good word in for you, though, if you’re up for
it. You and Marla, both.”


Charlie looked at me skeptically. “As it stands, we’re
both kind of unemployed,” he reminded me.


“I won’t be for long,” I said firmly. 


I was already sending the file off to Emily as we
spoke. My job was all done inside my head. Emily would see the video confession
tape and she’d be so ecstatic I’d get my job back. I’d tell her how Charlie and
Marla were instrumental in helping expose Preston and she’d offer them roles in
our department too. I’ll only get a couple of days to write the whole exposé,
and we’d have to be quick before Preston tried anything smart. And then we’d
just have to sit back and watch as the whole thing blew up—the tragic
uncovering of a man who’d been too bold and too wealthy for his own good. 


I cleaned myself up quickly and washed my hands in the
ensuite. In the mirror, I saw my reflection and smiled at her. All I saw was a
beautiful girl whose face was happy and radiant from the exhilarating sex she’d
just had. 


“Let’s get the hell out of here,” I said.


Charlie looked into my eyes and nodded. He reached out
to hold my hand. 


I smiled at him.


We were waltzing down the corridor towards the
elevator when my phone rang.


It was Emily.


“I have to get this,” I said. My heart was thudding
again. There was a ton weighing on this conversation. “It’s my boss.”


“You’re so beautiful,” Charlie murmured, totally
distracted. He was staring at me like he was the luckiest man in the world.
“You’re a beautiful woman.”


I squeezed his hand. My eyes did all the talking. 


I believed him.


 


 


 
















 


THE END
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CHAPTER 1


 


“Ow!”


The pain twisted through my foot and snaked
through my calf, and when I lost my balance and stumbled onto the jagged path,
butt first, arms flailing, it shot up my backside too. The only good thing
about the pain was it blinded me so much that, for the first time that day, I
wasn’t thinking about Ashley. 


I couldn’t
think about Ashley. Not then. 


I swallowed hard and stared down at my leg
to assess the damage. It had to be broken. My right calf was bent in an awkward
way and my foot was still wedged in the hole. The hole wasn’t wide, but it was deep and hidden behind
a set of moss-covered rocks. I’d been way too distracted to spot it. 


I loosened the lace of my boot and tried to
slip the whole thing off, but the pain was so excruciating it made me dizzy. I
slumped backwards until my head hit the soft dirt and the smell of damp soil,
mulch, and musty old leaves wafted under my nose. A moment later I felt the
cold patter of raindrops on my eyelids.


“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned. 


My solo hiking trip so far had been one
huge fuck-up. The plan had been a three-day hike on a forty-mile-long trail
curving through old-growth forests, rolling hills, and nice, peaceful meadows,
heading north towards Mystic Lake. I got overheated and dirty way too early,
and stupidly chugged down all my water, having to rely on two squashed oranges
until I reached a water source. By the end of the first day I was exhausted and
felt like a prune. I was now on my second day, but the experience wasn’t getting any better. Even though I’d hoped
the views would distract me from Ashley, it ended up being the other way
around—I could barely stop thinking about her. Her bubbly face and full lips,
stained with the raspberry pink lipstick she always wore. Her huge dark eyes
that made her look all cute and innocent whenever she laughed. The curve of her
hips and those perfect pink nipples that turned red and rosy in the videos she’d sent me. Nipples I got to see but never got to
touch.


The rejection hurt, I’m not going to lie. 


My friendship with Ashley had maybe come a
little too easily, and I think it was that, in the end, that had been the nail
in the coffin for her. Things turned sour maybe six months ago when she got
into a bad relationship. When they finally broke up, we began sexting each other.
She was the one who’d
initiated it, and I was happy because that was the first time she’d shown any
sign of romantic or sexual interest in me. But then I’d gone and fucked it all
up by saying I wanted something more than sexting. She never even replied to
that final message. 


Fucking friend-zoned. The lowest rung of
the ladder. 


Guess I just wasn’t cool enough for her. 


And now you’ve gone and broken your fucking leg, I thought unhappily. Way to go, Jase.



It was going to rain soon. I hadn’t seen anyone else on the trail for a long
time, apart from two girls taking pictures at a stone house ruin maybe three
hours back. It was now getting dark, and a low whistle of wind hissed through
the air, and my face was warm and clammy. I took my phone out and pressed the
home button. No service. I grabbed my water bottle and took a few
sips. At least I had water. Then I took out an energy bar and began to eat. The
muscles in my foot twitched and I tried to ignore the pain. I was surrounded by
tall, wispy trees, and apart from the wind and the light falling of mist, the
forest was eerily quiet.


All I could do was wait. 


It was only a matter of time before someone
would come by and help me out. Right?


***


After an hour of waiting I started to get
worried. The sky was overcast and looked about ready to burst, and I was
desperately trying to get a signal on my phone. I’d eaten two energy bars and drunk about a half-liter
of water, and I really needed to pee. And with the way my stomach was rumbling,
I was probably about ready to take a shit too.


And then I heard the rustling of leaves. 


When I saw the figure loom at the end of
the trail I breathed out a sigh of relief. It was a man wearing a blue cap, and
he seemed really tall. Like six feet five inches tall. 


“Hey! I need help!” I called out, waving my
arms above my head.


He seemed to be hesitating, as if he was
taking a really good look at me before deciding what to do. At this point I’d been stuck in the dirt for a good while
with a broken foot and I was feeling pretty frustrated. I wanted to yell at
him. Why was he taking so long? What did he think I was—a serial killer?


“Hello? I need help,” I said again, even
though I was sure he’d heard me the first time.


He began to walk towards me. He took big,
lumbering steps, crossing the space between us a lot faster than I’d expected. The next second I was staring
into his eyes. 


“Thought you were a girl,” he said. 


“Well, I’m not,” I said.


I could smell his breath as he crouched
down beside me. For some reason, I was intimidated by him. His t-shirt was
loose around his waist but tight around his chest and arms, and I could tell he
was pretty ripped. Even his face looked tough and chiseled, like his entire
body had been crafted out of big bones. I had only just met him and I could
practically whiff the arrogance radiating from him—the kind of arrogance that
was reserved for hot men.


This guy was as good-looking as the devil.


He extended one big arm down the side of my
leg, patting it gently, until his hands reached my foot. I flinched. His
fingers got to work on my boots and before I knew it he was staring down at my
naked foot. It was swollen, and there was a bulge below the ball of my ankle that
had started to turn blue. 


“This doesn’t look too good,” he said.
“Where were you headed?”


“To the Great Hollow campsite,” I said. 


“Yeah, not gonna happen.” He started
tapping parts of my foot, pausing each time to check my reaction. His fingers
were rough on my bruised skin, and I was practically wincing the whole way
through. Once he was done, he stood up again and adjusted his cap.


“Looks like you’ve sprained a ligament,” he
said. “You need rest. Luckily for you, my truck’s not too far away.” He smiled
down at me. “How much do you think you weigh?”


“Not more than a 180 pounds,” I lied. I was
a good forty pounds lighter.


He chuckled, and I grew red in the face. He
knew that couldn’t be true. I
was short and small—always had been that way. I’d given up trying to outdo my
genetics by the time I’d turned twenty-one. My height was the biggest thing I
hated about myself. Probably the biggest thing Ashley hated about me too.


He bent down again and easily tugged my
backpack off of me, then looped it around himself. “I’m Ronnie, by the way,” he said. “Ronnie Valentine.”


“I’m Jase,” I said. His name was like
something out of a paperback romance. It fit him perfectly. “Jase Dooley.”


“Jase. Nice. Well, you can stay the night
at my place if you like. Or until your ankle’s healed, whatever comes first I
guess. Might take a few days or so.” He scratched his stubble. “I mean, unless
you know anyone else around here?”


I shook my head. “That would be great. Thanks, Ronnie.”


Maybe this guy wasn’t as arrogant as I thought.


He tried to lift me up but I stopped him.


“Uh, do you mind holding on for a bit?” I
said sheepishly. “I really need to pee.”


Without saying anything, he showed his hand
and I gripped onto it. He pulled me up easily. I leaned onto him and we hopped
some way away from the trail. I pushed down my shorts and boxer briefs and did
the deed. Ronnie was still holding me with an iron grip and my face had to be
looking like a nice ripe tomato. The steady trickling of urine onto the rocks
below made my heart thud for some reason. I heard Ronnie suck in a breath. I
knew he could hear it.


Once I was done he literally carried me in
his arms, like I was the lightest thing in the world. 


Man, I know Ashley would’ve loved to get some of this.


It was a ridiculous thought, but it made me
furious. 


If only I could’ve been in another person’s body. If only I was
actually attractive, life would’ve been much easier. 


“You alright in there?” Ronnie asked. 


“Haha, yeah.”


His face was so close to mine I could smell
his breath again. 


I totally forgot about my ankle.


 











CHAPTER 2


 


Ronnie carried me all the way to a bright red pick-up
truck. We drove for a couple of minutes before arriving at a small house atop a
dark, rocky hill spotted with gangly trees. Rain fell in heavy splotches as he
wrapped his arm under mine and I limped forward, one careful hop at a time.
Inside, he guided me to a dimly lit bedroom that smelled kind of musty. There
was a half-poster bed in one corner with a zebra-striped bedspread that was
strewn with clothes.   


“Sorry about the mess. And the plants,” he
said, helping me onto the bed. “It’s my twin sister’s room. She won’t be back
until next week, so we’re good.”


As the room came more into focus I realized
it really did look like a jungle with an insane amount of greenery. Ronnie
began to ball up some of the clothes and toss them on the floor. 


“Hey, don’t worry about that,” I said.
“Really. You’ve been more than helpful.”


“It’s nothing,” he muttered. 


Once the bed was cleared, he brought in a
few more pillows and placed them under my foot.


“So, I’m not much of a cook,” Ronnie said.
“But would you say no to some hot tomato soup?”


“Nope,” I said. “I’d love some.”


He left. The room still seemed to be full
of his presence. I heard him walking around and the opening and closing of
cabinet doors. Something slipped and hit the floor with a clank. He was
like a giant inside this tiny place. A sexy giant.


He was so fucking good looking, I was
seething with envy. Ugh.


My initial impression of him, however, had
completely evaporated. I didn’t
think he was arrogant at all. Maybe I’d just misread his confidence. 


How could someone be this attractive and
nice?


I wondered if he had a girlfriend. 


He could’ve had random girls throwing themselves at him if he
was an actual ass. Why did girls like assholes so much?


Asshole or not, I thought, Ashley would’ve totally wet her itty bitty panties for
him. 


I was suddenly sleepy.


I also really need a shower.


I smelled like actual ass.


I closed my eyes, happy that I was sleeping
on a soft mattress this time. A huge wave of sleepiness dropped over my eyes
like a black weight. Every muscle in my body was dying of exhaustion and I
couldn’t fight the urge to
keep my eyes shut. I started to drift off. Somewhere in the twilight state of
both sleep and wakefulness, I saw Ashley again. She was kissing someone.
Someone tall, like six foot five inches tall.


It was Ronnie.


My jaw tightened but I forced it to relax
again. She looked so fucking tiny in his arms. He had her mouth on hers and was
feeling her body like he was in this crazed manic state. Then his hands were
bringing her top up above her chest. His fingers roamed the lining of her
nipples, and she was moaning. I knew her panties were as wet as the Niagara. He
bent down to get a taste of those red swollen nipples and Ashley began to unzip
his jeans, and curl her long fingers around something smooth…hard…extremely hard…


The next thing I knew, my eyes flew open
and it was bright in the room. I turned around and almost jumped because Ronnie
was standing in the doorway. 


He was smirking.


“Morning, sleepyhead,” he said. 


“No way,” I said. My voice came out all
heavy and gravelly. “I fell asleep?”


Ronnie nodded. He took two steps towards me
and held out a steaming mug. “How
are you feeling?”


“Much better. Thanks.” I took a sip. It was
warm, delicious coffee.


He came around the edge of the bed and
prodded my foot. It was still tender, but wasn’t hurting as much and the swelling was on its way
down. 


“We’re gonna need to keep this elevated,”
he said.


“Will do, doc.”


He was smirking again.


“I’m heading out for work. You’ll be okay
in here by yourself?”


“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “Seriously.
I’ll be fine.”


“Feel free to use the shower,” he said.
“It’s a walk-in so it shouldn’t be much of an issue—I put some fresh towels in
there and a stool. Oh, and there’s this.” He disappeared into the bathroom and
came back out again holding a pair of crutches. “In case you need help walking
about. My sister had knee surgery a while back and she used this. She’s not
much taller than you…”


Jeez. It was hard not to take that personally.


“Oh, and if you need to contact me and
there’s no cell service, I’ve got a landline phone in the living room with my
number on the side of it.”


“You’ve thought about everything.”


He shrugged. “But yeah, the place is practically yours. Watch TV,
make yourself a sandwich, whatever. I should be back by around five.”


***


But as soon as he was gone, I was restless.



Ashley was clouding my thoughts yet again,
and my legs were aching for some kind of movement. 


I also needed to stop smelling like dog
shit. 


So I grabbed the crutches, made my way into
the bathroom and had a shower. I wrapped myself in a towel and slowly made my
way back into the room again. Ronnie had seemingly thought of everything except
my need for fresh clothes post showering. The thought of slipping back into my
dirty, sweaty hiking clothes was enough to make me gag. So I stood in the
middle of the room, balancing on my crutches, thinking about what I could do.


I could try to make my way into Ronnie’s room, but that was most likely upstairs
and out of reach. I could try to explore around the house and see if he had any
clothes lying around.


Or I could just make things easier for
myself and wear something that was his sister’s.


She was apparently about my size, after
all. 


I hobbled towards the dresser, where there
was a small mirror and a pink hair dryer. I plugged it in and blow dried my
hair, patting down the ends to make them look somewhat presentable. I really
needed a haircut. I looked at myself in the mirror and could hardly recognize
myself. Maybe it was the tan from hiking for a day and a half—I had this weird
bronze summery vibe going on.


There were framed photos above the dresser,
and I peered at them out of curiosity. Ronnie’s twin sister was hot, I decided. She had wavy hair
and a curvy body with legs for days and this dreamy look in her eyes. There was
a photo at their college graduation, with their arms wrapped around each other,
and a lopsided photo of her squashed in between him and another man whose face
was practically out of the frame. 


She looked nice enough. I hoped she wouldn’t mind me digging inside her closet. 


I hunted for something unisex to wear,
maybe some loose pants or leggings and an oversized t-shirt. But all I could
find were girly things, like dresses and tank tops and short shorts. I even
found a fucking leotard in there. After five minutes of searching I was ready
to give up. 


And then I had a deliciously wicked idea. 


I looked around the room again. I looked at
the photos on the dresser again. I was alone with an injured foot in a hot girl’s room with free access to all her sexy
shit. It was wrong, yes, and probably a deed I’d take to my grave, but it was
also hard to ignore the slivers of excitement rippling down my spine. 


I opened up the dresser drawers, one by
one, grabbing things and tossing them onto the bed. Bikini panties, thongs,
bras, and belts of all shapes and colors. In the bottom drawer I even found a
wig. It was brown and shiny and looked like it could’ve once been part of a more high-end Halloween
costume. 


Inside the closet, I began to rummage
through all the dresses and outfits. 


This is so wrong.


I stopped. Ronnie practically rescued me
out there in the forest, and this was how I was going to repay him? By stealing
her sister’s clothes? Well,
more like borrowing, but still...


It just didn’t sit right with me. 


I stepped back away from the closet and
noticed the clock off to the side of the wall. It was barely ten in the
morning. I had another seven hours to kill in this tiny room, and well, what do
you expect a guy with a twisted ankle and nothing else for entertainment to do?



I sighed. I could go crazy in here and
Ronnie would be none the wiser. 


Using the side of the dresser to balance my
weight, I let my towel drop to the floor and grabbed the nearest pair of
panties. I did take a sniff—and god did it smell good. Blood rushed down to my
cock and now I was really fucking horny. I was going to wear all of these hot
girl things and jerk off until the cows came home.


My wrists were spared for a reason, I thought.


I’d picked out a pair of white panties that had a soft satin-y finish to
them. I slowly slid the panty holes up each foot. A sharp burst of pain tore up
my leg as I set my right foot down. I breathed until the pain disappeared, and
then slid the panties up my thighs and hips.


Next, I reached for a bra. Another white
one—simple yet sexy.


I wrestled with that bra for a good ten
minutes until I figured out you could hook it up in the front of your chest and
then twist it back before bringing up the straps. I stole a glance at the small
mirror on the dresser but all I could see was the thick bulge of my hard cock
protruding out of the underwear. It wasn’t the sexiest thing to see so I began to focus on the
sensations of the fabric on my skin instead.


For my outfit, I put on a pair of Daisy
Dukes I found at the bottom of the closet and a red flannel shirt which I tied
up at my midsection. I also left a few buttons open at the top so you could see
my ‘cleavage’. 


I was feeling slutty as hell now. Part of
me wondered what I’d do with
the soiled clothes once I was done. But I was in too deep to worry about that
now. 


Inside the closet, there were a few shelves
filled to the brim with dusty old makeup. They clearly hadn’t been used in a long time, and could very
well have been expired or something, but the thought of being decked out in a
slutty cowgirl’s outfit and lots of makeup made my heart race.  


I quickly got to work. There was a tinier
handheld mirror on the shelf so I used that to apply the makeup. I got an
ash-brown pencil and filled in my brows, patted some gold powder on my lids,
and finished off my eyes with several flicks of inky black mascara. My eyes
were watering from something in the makeup, but I kept going. I put on some
lipstick, which was a color that was a tad darker than pastel pink, and
finished everything off by rubbing in a bit of that on my cheeks. 


“Jesus!” I said.


I almost had a heart attack when I caught
my reflection on the bigger mirror on the dresser. Staring back at me was a
total stranger. She was hot, with rosy cheeks and pouty lips and a teeny tiny
waist that made her seem like a dainty flower. As I turned around, my Daisy
Dukes hiked up to show off a wedge of pale but plump-looking butt cheeks. 


Uh...do I look better than Ashley?!


“No way…” I whispered, still in total
shock. 


Is this what it feels like to be hot?


Suddenly, I didn’t even want to jerk off anymore.


I wanted to complete my transformation. I
wanted to see the ends to which I could look like a hot girl. 


I leaned towards the bed and grabbed the
Halloween wig. I placed the cap on and then pulled the wig over my head. It had
little combs that I guessed you had to push in to position the wig in place.
Once I was done, I went ahead and brushed out the bangs, feathering them out
towards the sides of my forehead. 


I didn’t have much time to admire the results because the
hair at the back of my neck stood up at the sound of footsteps.


I froze. 


It was the sound of heavy boots dragging
along a wooden floor with an easy air of familiarity, like the person was a
little too comfortable in the house. And then, the unmistakable sound of a door
getting shut and bolted tight. 


Was Ronnie back so quickly?


“Ronnie?” someone asked. “You in here?”


It was a much deeper voice that was gruff
and kind of scratchy.


It wasn’t Ronnie at all.


My first instinct was to climb out the
window and make a run for it. But even my frenzied brain knew that wouldn’t be such a bright idea with my sprained
foot. 


“Darn it!” I sucked in my breath and tried
to take a couple of steps towards the bed. 


My elbow brushed against something and I
suddenly heard the toe-curling sound of breaking glass. I whipped my head
around to see the mirror on the floor, the uneven shards spread out, each
showing off tiny fragments of my made-up face. 


I stood frozen even as the footsteps got
louder and I saw the movement of the door knob, of someone twisting it open to
gain entry into Ronnie’s
sister’s room.









CHAPTER 3


 


“Oh, hi there!” 


“Hi,” I squeaked.


I was staring up at an older man, his
tattooed biceps bursting out of his shirt. He was maybe in his early or
mid-forties. Both of his ears were pierced. The light from the living room
behind him made him look even taller than he was—he reminded me of a towering
redwood tree.


“Ronnie didn’t tell me he was hosting
someone,” the man said. “Sorry I burst in. What happened to you, sweetie?” His
eyes were fixated on my crutches.


“Um, I was hiking and messed up my ankle,”
I said. My voice was still squeaky, and I didn’t dare go back to my actual
voice. “And Ronnie was kind enough to help me out.”


“Ah. Nice to meet you,” he said. “I’m Sam.
Ronnie’s dad.”


He extended one muscly arm, and I swallowed
hard before resting one crutch against the dresser and stretching my own
towards him. I was expecting his hand to be hard and rough, but it was actually
really soft, like a blanket.


He clearly took great care of himself. 


“I’m Jase—sieee,” I said. “Jessie.”


“Jessie, let me clean that up for you
before you have another accident,” he said, and suddenly he was smirking just
like Ronnie. He went back out towards where the kitchen was.


I saw the back of him disappear. His
granite-like legs, strong and bulky, dragged along the floor in those boots
with all the confidence in the world.


I gulped and slumped back down on the bed.


How did I get into this mess?


Ronnie’s dad was in the house with me, and I was wearing his
daughter’s clothes like a big old perv. He thought I was a girl! My cheeks
flushed as I looked down at my exposed midsection, my thighs, and my
‘cleavage’. I might as well have been naked.


The clock on the side of the closet said it
was still noon, and I took a deep breath. At least Ronnie wouldn’t be home for at least a couple of hours,
and hopefully his dad would leave before then? In any case, it would give me
enough time to think of something. 


Ronnie’s dad reappeared with a broom and dustpan and began
sweeping away the broken glass. It hit me then that his first impressions had
been deceiving, and he was just as nice as his son. 


And maybe just as good-looking. 


At one point, his arm brushed against my
leg accidentally, and he looked up and smiled. His smile was bold and
confident, yet warm. It made me feel kind of funny. 


“So, Jessie,” he said. “Have you had
anything to eat all day?”


I shook my head. “I was going to make a sandwich.”


“That’s not good. You need to be eating,”
he said. “I’ll make us both something.”


“I’ll help,” I said.


“No, no. You sit right back down there.
You’re not going anywhere with that foot.”


“No, I want to help,” I insisted. “My leg’s
kinda numb without doing anything all day. Really, it’s fine, Mr….uh, Mr.
Valentine.” 


“Call me Sam,” he said, smirking. “Come on
then.”


I followed him to the kitchen. I sat down
at the table while he rummaged through the cabinets and then peeked inside the
refrigerator. “Looks like
we’re out of bread, sweetie. How about cereal...Cap’n Crunch’s Peanut Butter
Crunch?” He shook the box. “I’ll make a fresh batch of coffee too.”


Soon we were both munching on Cap’n Crunch
and gulping down coffee while making awkward small talk. I told him about my
hiking plans, all of which had now been obviously squashed, while he talked
about the time he got hit by a stomach bug and ended up puking for most of his
hike. He asked me if I was working so I told him that yes, I was, as a
receptionist at a small dental center, and then he told me maybe that’s why my smile was so nice.


That was the first time anyone had ever
told me that. 


When I tried to ask him what he did for
work, though, he dodged the question, mumbling something about how hard it was
to switch careers at his age.


He looked dejected then. I said something,
though I couldn’t remember
exactly what it was that came out of my mouth because I was so focused on his
handsome face. The soft lines around his eyes crinkled and his jaw tightened
and tensed. Maybe I said “that must suck” or something close to that because I
reached out and touched his arm. The touch was so light, the tips of my fingers
only seemed to be hovering in the air above him. My hand looked like a tiny white
mouse next to the bulk of his arm.


He flinched.


His eyes closed for a brief second, as if
he was second guessing himself. Then he turned around and locked his eyes on
mine.


I could tell he wanted it.


He took me by the arms and placed me on the
kitchen countertop. The tiles were cold underneath my thighs, and my heart
bumped up into overdrive. It was all happening so quickly. 


He tilted his head and pressed his mouth
against mine. I moaned. I was expecting him to be rough and careless, but he
was slow and skillful, using his hands to get a feel of my body over my
clothes. He started to kiss the side of my neck and my little dick hardened
underneath those Daisy Dukes. The sounds coming out of my mouth were so
feminine and full of wanting and totally unfamiliar to me.


His crotch was jammed between my legs. I
slithered one hand down there and took hold of the bulge. 


“Jessie, if you’re not careful, I’ll ruin
you,” he growled into my ear.


“Ruin me,” I whispered. “Fucking destroy
me, Sam.”


Holy shit, this guy is just completely
something else, I thought.


All my organs clenched up when he dragged
me towards him—my ass squealing as it slid across the tiles—and he started
humping me. 


Of course I wasn’t thinking straight. 


I wasn’t thinking. 


I was drowning out the tiny voice inside my
head that was saying over and over again: He doesn’t know I’m really a guy. 


But he was about to find out. 


His breath ragged, he finally pulled away
from me and we both attacked his zipper. 


I almost passed out when I saw his cock. It
was fully engorged, with a thick brown head and small veiny ropes pulsing away,
craving the attention of a sweet young girl...


Craving me. Jase. I was an ordinary
guy just a day ago, and now I was dressed up in a sexy outfit, about to have my
first blow job. With an older man. How did this even happen?


Sam positioned himself next to me on the
kitchen counter and stroked my hair gently. I looked up at him. His face was
aching with desire. Every cell in my body was screaming for him. I needed to do
this. I needed to know what it would be like to have his thick rod inside my
mouth. 


He let out a gasp when my lips made contact
with his head. I tickled his swollen tip with my tongue before swallowing it.
It was warm and heavily scented with his lust. His hands caressed the small of
my back as I blew him. 


“Oh, Jessie, this is bad. You have no
idea…” he breathed. He almost sounded like I was hurting him. “Oh you beautiful
creature.”


His words drugged me up. I felt the kitchen
fading away. It was just me and the sound of my beating heart, the feeling of
his cock in my hungry mouth, the taste of his precum, and the quiver of his
fingers on my skin. I could tell he was fighting every urge to be with me—maybe
he thought this was a really bad idea, messing around with who he thought was a
much younger girl—but I had seduced him. 


We were so enamored by each other and
completely lost in the moment that we didn’t even hear the creak of the front door opening. We
didn’t heard him walk in and see us.


We didn’t notice a thing until we heard him speak. 


“Dad?”


Silence. Utter silence.


I whipped my head around to see Ronnie
standing in the kitchen. His face looked like it was frozen in time. His stare
was ice-cold, and I felt a chill run down my spine. 


“Can someone tell me what’s going on here?”
Ronnie’s voice still held strong, but there was just the slightest of tremors
hidden underneath its tone.


I stared down at the floor. I couldn’t look in his direction and meet those
fiery eyes. I’d been caught blowing his dad—and I was so fucking embarrassed.


“Ronnie!” Sam had let go of me and was
zipping himself up. His face was white. “I didn’t hear you come in. I was
just...talking to your friend Jessie here.”


“Jessie?” Ronnie was glaring at me. His
lips, which I’d once thought looked so inviting, were thin and pursed tight. 


I just sat there, still on the countertop,
as silent as a coward. I couldn’t
breathe. I was just waiting for him to blow my cover. He was going to tell his
dad how I was really a messed-up guy wearing his sister’s top and shorts and a
wig. There was no knowing what Sam would do to me then.


This was not going to end well. 


“I thought I told you never to come inside
my house again,” Ronnie said, very quietly. “You broke in.”


Sam let out a bitter laugh. “I must’ve called you like ten times,” he
scoffed. “What did you want me to do?” His nostrils flared as he met Ronnie’s
death stare. “And why can’t I come see my son once in a while, huh? Or my
daughter? Where’s Lizzy?”


“You have no right to know where she is,”
Ronnie said. “Leave, or I’m going to call the cops.”


“Oh? Is that how it’s going to be, Ronnie?
No respect for your old man?”


“Let’s not pretend…” Ronnie began coldly.
“That you weren’t in here getting your old nuts sucked on by Jessie just a second ago.”


“Fuck you!” Sam said. He paced about the
kitchen, his big arms crossed over his chest like he was trying to stop himself
from exploding.


“Just get out.”


“I’m sorry!” I blurted out. I just couldn’t
hold it in any longer. “I’m sorry! I’ll just leave, okay, Ronnie? This is all
my fault.”


There was another silence. I took a deep
breath, waiting quietly for the moment Ronnie told his dad the truth about me. 


Incredibly, it didn’t happen. But Ronnie did something that was worse.
Way worse.


I just saw him stare daggers at me while he
muttered three words under his breath, so quietly that if I hadn’t had all that coffee in my system I’d
have been sure I was dreaming:


“You fucking slut.”









CHAPTER 4


 


Sam left not long after that.


I hid in my room, mortified, while Ronnie
and Sam argued. I heard the stomping of boots, the exasperated sighs, and a
slew of further ‘Fuck you’s!’
from Sam. And then a door slammed with such force the whole house shook.


Then silence.


I limped over to where my backpack was and
started to pack up. There was no way I could face Ronnie after this. I’d shown him what a weirdo I was, dressing
up in girl’s clothes and wearing his sister’s makeup when he wasn’t around. I’d
caused a rift between him and his dad. He must hate him now. 


And…he’d called me a slut. 


The shame bubbled over from the depths of
my core, and my eyes stung. Now I really felt like a girl, vulnerable and
afraid, and I had no idea what the fuck I needed to do. I should probably
apologize to Ronnie, then get out of here. 


I set my foot down without thinking and
what seemed like a lightning rod of pain shot up my right leg. I tried to blink
away the tears but failed. I collapsed onto the bed, dejected and in agony. I
was just one huge fuck-up. 


You fucking slut. 


I barely registered the soft knock on the
door. But even though I heard it, I ignored it. 


“Jase?”


“Don’t come in,” I said. My voice shook.
“I’m leaving.”


“I’m coming in.”


“No!”


Ronnie entered the room and stopped short a
few feet in. He could see I was crying. 


“Sorry you had to witness that,” he said.


I sucked in a breath. “I’m the one who should be saying sorry.”


Ronnie shrugged. “You didn’t do anything wrong, Jase. I blame my dad. A
hundred percent.”


“But you…”


“Called you a slut? Yeah, I take it back. I
shouldn’t have done that. I was fucking furious, but you didn’t deserve that.”


“Okay…” I didn’t know what else to say. My
mind kept flashing back to the moment Ronnie had seen me with my lips wrapped
around Sam’s cock, him moaning softly, hand down my back. 


“Look, you don’t know my dad,” Ronnie
continued. “He’s a grade-A narcissist. He didn’t give a shit about me or Lizzy
growing up. But now that I have a business and I’m fairly successful, he wants
to get back into our lives.” He rubbed his eyes in exasperation. “If someone
spent your entire life showing you they don’t care about you, they’re not going
to magically start doing that one day, you know?”


I sighed. For some reason, that made me
think of Ashley. 


“I’m going to change,” I said, grabbing my
dirty shorts and t-shirt and balling them up in my hands. “I’m gonna call a
friend and ask him to drive over and pick me up.”


“You don’t have to leave,” Ronnie said. He
had this grim expression on his face.


“No, I do,” I said. “I’ve caused you enough
trouble.” I stood up, forgot about my foot again and placed all my weight on
it. I winced.


“No.” Ronnie sounded weirdly insistent all
of a sudden. “Don’t change. Sit down.” 


“Why?” I muttered, but I did as he asked. 


Ronnie squatted down to my level and I felt
a finger on my cheek. I still couldn’t face him. But he nudged my chin up once he’d wiped away the tears. 


“Because I’m not letting you leave until I
make you feel better,” he said.


***


Ronnie carried me upstairs and took me to
his bedroom. His room was much bigger, with a California king in the middle,
and a soft breeze was passing through from a half-open window. He placed me on
the bed and leaned in. There, we shared our first kiss.


I was pretty sure I was floating. I was
having a total out-of-body experience. I—Jase—was watching from a spot in the
ceiling, looking down at the girl with pretty brown hair spread out on the
bedspread, making out with the hunk. He was kissing the girl all over, slowly
and attentively. Fuck. That girl was lucky.


“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but
you make a really cute girl,” he said in between kisses.


I wasn’t hovering over the ceiling anymore. My pulse raced
when I realized that I was the pretty girl he was talking to.
Terror gripped me as if a wild animal was closing in on my throat. I’d never felt this way before, and it was
fucking terrifying. I thought of Ashley again, but this time it was because I
finally understood why she loved attention, why she flitted between guys as
easily as a butterfly enjoying itself in a whole garden of flowers. 


Being a good-looking girl was like a drug. 


I knew what Ronnie wanted. I could feel it
emanating from him—that wild urge to see me fully, to pin me down and rail me hard. 



“Call me a slut,” I whispered.


“What?” He gave me a peck on my lips before
staring at me intensely.


“You heard me,” I said. 


“I—” he started, but I just shook my head.


“Do it,” I said.


And then he did. The shame rose up my body
again, and I felt my cheeks flush, but it didn’t stop there. I uttered a sound that was a half-moan,
half-cry—I couldn’t control myself then as my dick was fed with fresh new blood
and began to throb desperately. 


Except it wasn’t my dick anymore. I couldn’t see it that way right
at that moment. It was something much more feminine, more vulnerable, more
sensitive—like a clitoris.


“I want to see all of you,” Ronnie
whispered in my ear. “Your tits. Your ass. Your cunt.”


Without protesting, I let him undress me.
He untied my shirt, then flipped me over to my stomach to push my long hair to
one side and unhook my bra. The shorts slid off easily, along with the white
panties. He spanked me hard, again and again and again, until my ass cheeks
were sore.


“Turn around,” he ordered. 


Suddenly he looking down at my bare body. I
saw his eyes linger on my small tits and travel down to my small, pretty clit.
He stooped down and kissed me there. He kissed me once on each of my nipples.
And then he kissed me on the mouth again, chewing sensually on my bottom lip.
That made me moan again.


He released me to take off his t-shirt and
unbutton his jeans. When his underwear came off I was stunned by just how big
he was—probably close to about ten inches long and as thick as a tree trunk. He
was well groomed, with his pubic hair a tad lighter than the hair on his
head.   


“Like what you see?” he asked with that
sexy smirk of his. 


“Mmm…” I said. “I want to get a good feel
of that.”


“I know you do,” he said. 


Ronnie mounted himself on top of me and
brushed his swollen-headed cock lightly across my lips. The teasing elevated my
body to a strange state of hunger. I twirled my tongue over the head, very
slowly sliding it over his salty slit, getting it wet and warmed up. 


“Holy shit…” he breathed. 


I could tell he was impressed, so I kept
going. Not too long ago my mouth was wrapped around his dad’s…thing. I tried to push that thought out
of my head. It was Ronnie who deserved my attention right now. 


Moments later he was fucking me in the
mouth, his hips practically swaddling my jaw as he drilled deep into me. I
tried my best to keep my throat and jaw wide open for him, ignoring my urge to
gag. As his pace quickened and his force intensified, I held onto his ass so
tightly that I thought my wrists would break. 


“Fuck, you’re gonna turn me into a beast
with those skills,” he grunted.


I couldn’t say or do anything but
obediently keep my mouth open, even though I was starting to slobber all over
him. I had no doubt he could become a beast. I’d known it the moment I’d laid my eyes on him as he
came walking up to me on that hiking trail and lifted me up like I weighed as
much as a twig. And as I gazed at his furrowed brows and creased sweaty
forehead, totally helpless and trapped underneath him, I could sense that
animalistic desire he was about to unleash onto me any second.


I knew he was about to rip my ass open. 


He knew exactly what I was thinking too. He
pulled out and leaned over to the bedside table on his left, bringing out a
bottle of lube. He began to rub a generous amount on his dick.


My eyes were wide open in shock and he
hesitated when he saw the look on my face. I must have looked terrified.


“Babe…talk to me. We don’t have to do
anything you’re not comfortable with,” he said. 


“No, I wanna do it,” I said. “I’m just
scared it’s going to hurt.”


“I promise I’ll be gentle, babe,” he said.
“Anytime you want me to slow down just say so.”


I loved that he was calling me ‘babe’ now. It made me feel looked after,
and like he really cared about me. Maybe he actually did.


“You probably think I’m a big baby.” I was
trying really hard not to cry again as I said that, so I sniffled instead. 


God, what must he be thinking of me?


Ronnie ran his fingers through his hair. “Nah. I get it. I want your first time to
be special.” He began stroking himself, gently this time. “Just tell me when
you’re ready.” 


He rested himself on top of me using his
elbows, so that the only contact he had was his hard cock touching my own very
sensitive member. The sensation sent literal shock waves of pleasure up my
groin. 


I couldn’t wait any longer.


“I’m ready for your cock,” I whimpered.
“Fuck me now, Ronnie, hard.”


He helped me get into position, on my
knees, asking twice if my ankle hurt. My ass was getting hit by the cool breeze
coming out of the window and it made my tight little hole pucker. He spanked me
again, and then I felt the soft wetness of the skin on his rod graze up and
down my crack. I was shaking with every breath. I was excited. I was nervous. I
was frantic with anticipation. 


His cock finally entered me. Surprisingly,
it didn’t hurt. Sure, it was
uncomfortable, and the initial tightness and pressure of my asshole getting
stretched open had me gritting my teeth, but after a while I’d already begun to
love it. It wasn’t the physical part of it that was so pleasurable at first—it
was more the mental aspect of being in total submission that had me moaning, and
the fact that I was allowing Ronnie to use my feminine body however he wanted.


But as he picked up speed a couple of
minutes into the act, and began really, truly fucking me, his bulky
thighs whacking my butt in a perfect rhythm—that was when I started feeling the
actual stimulation of having a cock in my ass. His huge cock was massaging my
prostrate, and fuck did it feel delightful!  


I couldn’t help but cry out, desperate for more, more, more. 


“Oh god, Ronnie! Oh yeah…fuck me hard…fuck
my pussy harder…harder…please!” I begged.


Ronnie grunted and did what I said. His
grip was firm on my back and he reached an arm out to fondle my balls every so
often. I turned back once to look at his face as he was slamming into me. The
heated energy and raw lust in his eyes will be something I’ll never forget. That was the point I
couldn’t help but leak onto the sheets. I was so fucking aroused, I felt
unhinged.


Every once in a while, Ronnie pulled his
cock out of my hole and ordered me to beg and plead for him to put it back in.
It drove me crazy, and I’d
whine and whimper until I felt his huge rod pummel into me once again. 


His cock was straining inside me now, and I
could tell what was about to happen. I was pretty close too. 


“I’m cumming, unnnngh!” Ronnie’s groan filled
me ears while he pumped me with his hot cum.


The gush I felt inside me was glorious. He
kept thrusting and pumping even more into me, and then he finally slowed down.
Every muscle in my body was frozen as the pulsing inside my asshole came to a
stop. Then Ronnie’s left arm
wound around me to pinch and tug at my nipples. With the right, he started to
stroke me vigorously, his breath hoarse and ragged in his determination to make
me orgasm.


I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I cried out while the
pressure in my clit built up and I squirted everywhere. My vision turned black.
My body shook and buckled forward as thick strings of cum shot out of me while
my ass was slowly leaking out some of Ronnie’s cum.


A minute later we both lay there naked,
lined up side by side, still reeling from our orgasms. I felt hot and sticky
and dirty and incredible. My head was also sweating from the wig, but I didn’t feel like taking it all off just yet.


“Sorry about your sheets,” I said.


Ronnie grinned. “I bet you’re hungry too. How about lunch in bed? I’m
in the mood for more of that tomato soup. And then we can get ready for round
two.”


“Round two…?”


“Mhmm,” Ronnie said. He swung over to where
the bedside table was and brought out a set of hand-cuffs. They glinted in the
afternoon sunlight. “What do you say?”


I just smiled. Even though I was exhausted
already, I couldn’t wait to
see what else was in store for me that day.


“I don’t think you’ll be able to walk
tomorrow.” Ronnie’s tone was apologetic but that sexy smirk still creeped
through. “And it’s not because of your ankle.”


All I could do was laugh.


Maybe, just maybe, my hiking adventure hadn’t been such a huge fuck-up after all. 
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Thank you for reading!
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