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Chapter One

I twirled my new dagger in my hand while I waited for the guild meeting to start. The pale blue mist that trailed off the sapphire blade left a noticeable chill in the air around me. A smile warmed my lips as I looked at Jazz. This guild was good to us, they weren’t stingy with loot and they weren’t too demanding.

Gail, our guild leader, was supposed to be logging in at any moment. The other seven of us were all present. Melissa, Gail’s wife, talked to my girlfriend, Jazz, about what materials they had for crafting and what they could trade amongst one another to make more supplies for the upcoming raid. These meetings were always awkward for me.

The four men didn’t seem to think I was great to discuss their topics with. The women welcomed me, but there was no denying the tension I felt when I talked in their group. I knew I was a little less masculine than the other guys, especially compared to Devote, the paladin, and Cathedral, the knight. Our ranger, Tobias, wasn't bad at all when we played alone. He didn’t make me feel uncomfortable and was pretty nice to me, but around the other guys, he seemed almost ashamed to know me. Razed, our arcanist, just didn’t have much to do with me at all.

So I just sat on the semi-circle stone bench in the center of the room, blade twirling in my hand. It was better to not make everyone else feel like they had to accommodate me. The wait for our guild leader didn’t take long. At 4:32 PM, a blue portal flashed behind me and Gail stepped through, punctual as always.

“Damn, how long have you guys been waiting on me?” Gail asked as she made her way to the stone bench to sit right beside me.

Melissa broke off from the conversation with Jazz and sat beside Gail. Jazz took her seat beside me. The men filled in around the bench wherever they fit, not seeming to care about any particular order.

Melissa took her wife’s hand, “Not long. Maybe ten minutes?”

“Right on,” Gail said. “Then I won’t hold you guys for much longer. I’d like to run another raid on the wyvern tonight at six. We just upgraded Harkin’s dagger. With what we sold of the loot last night, we’re really close to being able to get Jazz’s shield. I think we’re two-hundred gold off from the average market value if my memory serves me correctly.”

Cathedral spoke up, his deep voice making my heart speed up in my chest. “That’s right, Gail. I wouldn’t mind chipping in a little gold as well, but I only have thirty left after buying my necklace with my portion of the payout.”

I didn’t want to fuck him, but fuck, it would have been nice if I could be more like him. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was the reason Jazz encouraged me to play with our guildmates when she was at work… maybe she did want me to pick up some of their tendencies.

Tobias quickly chimed in, “I could toss another fifty at it, but I won’t lie, I kind of hope the bow from Hell’s Grotto can be the next on the list of items we work towards.”

It didn’t feel right to have them offering to finish paying for my girlfriend’s shield without at least trying to put some gold in the pot as well. “I’ve got ten I can put towards it?”

Razed snickered and Devote quickly joined him in the berating laughter.

Jazz shot Razed a cutting glance before leaning into me, “I really appreciate the gesture, guys, but I’ll wait. It’s not like I take the brunt of the damage, to begin with. Keep your gold. It’s yours for a reason. I vote to back Tobias in getting the Inferno Blaze Bow, though. That thing is insane, damage over time that melts away heavy armor? Yeah, that’s something that would make any raid against armored bosses so much easier.”

The tension in the room lingered for a moment before Gail stepped in as she always did. “The gesture is very kind, but the entire point of us setting goals for the guild is so that we can all improve. We keep a fair bit of the gold from gear sales to put toward new gear, guildhall upgrades, and materials for crafting. Let’s not buck the trend just because we’re close to getting the shield. I’m in favor of Tobias getting the bow next. After that, I believe Devote may appreciate an armor upgrade.”

Melissa called out in her sing-song voice, “All in favor say aye.”

“Aye!” came the unified response. While the dynamic wasn’t perfect, at least Gail’s leadership kept us from getting out of line. We did work incredibly well together in raids, but I did wish that things could be better. Then again, it seemed like the biggest problem was that Jazz wasn’t available for the guys to fuck. She would probably enjoy having them more than my insecure self…

The thought was unsettling. I wanted to believe that I took care of her needs, both in-game and in the real world. Maybe she would be better off with one of the more masculine guys that could make her feel like a princess. As it stood, she paid our bills, kept our subscriptions to this game paid for, and put food on the table. I felt like little more than a maid.

“Well, the raid starts in an hour and a half. If you want to stick around and chat, feel free to do so. I’m going to go gather materials with Melissa to help make some scrolls to buff our health and ice resistance,” Gail said. Gail and Melissa warped out of the guildhall just a split-second apart from one another.

Jazz bumped her shoulder against mine and spoke softly, “How about we hop on our alts (alternate characters) until closer to time for the raid?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. There was no masking the sadness in my voice.

I opened my menu and tapped the select character button. Within seconds, I was standing in a room that had my characters standing on pedestals. There were quite a few characters to choose from. My favorite was Harkin, of course, but that was because he was the character modeled after me in the real-world. I was attached for obvious reasons.

The knight I made after meeting Cathedral and getting a little envious stood, still level six, barely played. It didn’t feel right to exist in this world as a masculine figure. That wasn’t me. It just wasn’t! Why couldn’t everyone understand that I was just a little different? What was the fucking harm in being a little emotional at times? Why the fuck did I have to feel so unwanted around the guildmates?

The ranger I made looked like something in between my base character, Harkin, with more musculature, a slightly more pronounced jawline, and taller. It went on and on like that. Each character was a representation of the person I thought I might want to be. But none of them fit, not even Harkin. Not even myself…

In my frustration with my characters, I called my girlfriend. She picked up almost as soon as the call was sent. “Hey, what’s wrong, Kennedy?” Jazz asked.

“Everything and nothing, Jazz, that’s the whole problem. I feel like everyone freaking hates me except for you and I’m so sick of trying to fit in where I clearly don’t belong,” I said. There was no reason to lie to Jazz. She was the one person in the world I knew that I could trust my vulnerabilities to.

“Are you talking about the guild? I thought you liked the guild, but if you don’t, we can leave. Baby, I joined because of you and I don’t want you to think that I’ll hesitate to go back to the way things used to be. Just the two of us,” she said reassuringly.

I didn’t feel like I deserved that level of devotion from her. She was so kind to me. Too kind. Once again, I felt a sting in my soul as I swallowed my feelings and mumbled, “It really isn’t about the guild. I mean, it is, but it isn’t. It’s a me problem, Jazz. Everywhere I go, I feel like I’m having to sit in the background and just let everything happen around me. I don’t belong because I don’t even feel like anything I say or do would change how people view me.”

She took a deep breath. Silence overtook the call for a few moments. “So then why don’t you change how they view you, Kennedy?”

“Because I can’t be the bull-headed asshole that people expect me to be. They look at me and see a pushover, a weakling, someone they can make fun of and torment for the sake of—”

“Do you know why they don’t treat Melissa the same way? Or me, for that matter?” Jazz interrupted.

I shrugged, though she couldn’t see the action. “I mean, I don't want to get in trouble for saying something sexist, but because you’re women?”

“Exactly. I know that it’s fucked up that people still hold onto expectations from centuries ago, but at the same time, society has made us that way and it’s ingrained in us. That doesn’t make it right. Kennedy, I’m going to say something that I don’t want you to take the wrong way. You really do fit in more with the women of the guild than you do the men. Baby, please know that I’m saying this with love. There’s a reason I’m dating you and not someone like Cathedral,” she said before pausing again. “Babe, you’re sweet and gentle with me. You let me take the lead when I feel like it and when I don’t, well, we just relax and enjoy ourselves. There’s no pressure when I’m with you. I love that about you. But… you may want to possibly think about changing the way you are seen by others.”

It didn’t take much to piece what she was saying together. While her voice didn’t carry an ounce of malice, there was no denying the pain that they caused. But that pain… it wasn’t new. It was a pain I’d lived with since I was a teenager. Granted, that wasn’t too long ago, but still. I knew the pain intimately.

“So you’re okay if I make another alt?” I asked in a resigned tone.

“Of course I am, sweetheart. Another elf?” she asked in response.

“Yeah… they’re cuter anyway,” I mumbled. The words that naturally flowed from my mouth made me wince. Cuter? What kind of man was worried about what was cuter or not?

“I’ll meet you in Faeleef at the fountain,” Jazz said.

I hesitated as my finger neared the “end call” button. “Thank you, Jazz. I know I’m probably not the guy you thought I was when we got together, but I seriously appreciate that you’re comfortable with me… well, I’ll still be a guy in the real-world. That’s what matters, right?”

“Kennedy, you don’t need to thank me. I love you for your personality, and to be completely honest, so long as you kept your cock… and even if you didn’t… I’d still love you and want to be with you in the real world even if you did want to change,” Jazz said.

It wasn’t fair for me to have someone so understanding. But it was a little odd to me that Jazz brought up that I should make a female character. On top of that, she was quick to mention that even if I wanted to transition or whatever, she would be okay with it. Had I already lost all sense of masculinity in her eyes or was she just being the supportive girlfriend she’d been for almost two years?

I didn’t have the answer to that nagging question but I wasn’t sure that I was ready to face those demons yet.


Chapter Two

Going through character creation was an all-too-familiar process. I had close to nine characters already and was thinking of trying out a druid already. That part was already figured out, but I’d never once selected the female gender option. It never felt okay to do so. The second my form shifted to that of a female, the sudden change to how my entire body felt was almost overwhelming.

Having breasts was an obvious change, one that made my cute cheeks flush as I looked in the mirror. There was something inherently lewd about standing in a set of bra and panties. I felt like I was being invasive towards the woman in front of me, but the woman was me. For a few minutes, all I could do was look at the features of my character. Since I loaded in with my default settings and swapped to female, the woman in front of me was incredibly familiar. My long brown hair was the same as it had been before, though it was noticeably more full than my natural hair. It was a game, after all, everything was sexier in the virtual world.

I didn’t want to change too much about my character for once. That not-so-subtle detail concerned me. I moved forward with the character creation, opting to not think too hard about the fact that I was happy with my character’s appearance. I locked in the druid class and named my character “KittyKatClaws” and then skipped the tutorial. Faeleef was colder than I was used to. With the latest content expansion, the world of Dungeons and Dames dropped a few degrees to set the atmosphere and get everyone excited about the new area, the Frozen Ruins.

“I was starting to worry if you’d logged out completely, baby,” Jazz’s voice called out. She was still on her cleric, which was a little curious, but as she cast a few spells to increase my health and movement speed for an hour, I understood why she hadn’t swapped out.

I looked over at her, unsure as to how she knew who I was. Then again, if I could recognize the features that were shared between my male and female avatar, it only made sense that she’d be able to tell as well. “I just wasn’t sure if I wanted to do this or not,” I mumbled in a voice that was only slightly softer than my natural speaking voice.

Was I really that close to sounding like a woman already? What the fuck did Jazz even see in me?

Her eyes drifted from my face down to my leather armor, then further down to my slender legs. If she had an issue with how I looked, the way her tongue ran across her lips surely didn’t seem to show it. “Well, it’s just a character. Give it a little bit to try and get used to being a girl. I’m going to switch characters. How about I get my knight and we go level up a little bit?” she asked.

I nodded and smiled weakly at her, “That sounds really nice. I appreciate you being supportive of me trying this, Jazz.”

“Of course, baby,” she said as she opened her menu. “Besides, I can’t pretend you aren’t as cute as a button as a woman.”

Jazz didn’t stick around long enough to see the blush on my cheeks. I didn’t want to jump to conclusions, but she seemed very open to the idea of me playing as a woman. This didn’t seem like something she was shocked by in the slightest. While I was trying not to make assumptions, it almost seemed like something she was hoping I would do.

I knew she was bisexual and preferred feminine partners, but I always assumed that I was an exception to that rule. But now, it was clear that I wasn’t an exception. I was feminine. That was all there was to it. That was why Devote and Cathedral didn’t want me around. I wasn’t a “bro”. I wasn’t one of the guys in their eyes. As many times as I’d bit my tongue to keep from calling them assholes out loud, was it really that bad that I wasn’t like them?

They weren’t the ones that had the luxury of sleeping in the same bed as a redheaded goddess! The thought brought a smile to my lips. If Jazz was comfortable with me playing a female character, well, then maybe I would give it a real chance. What good would sulking about it do? To be honest, I was enjoying the way other players stole glances in my direction as they passed.

I received a party invite from Jazz’s knight and I quickly accepted it. Then came the friend invite. Then she teleported to Faeleef. She was already level ten, but it didn’t take long to get there and she wasn’t prone to creating new characters all the time.

Once she was in my party, I had no trouble finding her on the local area map. We met up about halfway to the gate leading into the Redvine Forest.

“Come on, baby. I’ll help you finish the first few quests to get you caught up to my level,” she said sweetly. Oddly, she didn’t take the lead like she usually did. Instead, she gestured towards the portal, “You know the way, don’t you?”

“Of course I do,” I said. It was odd to be the one leading her around for once, but a single glance over my shoulder explained everything. Her soft brown eyes were glued to my ass. Part of me wanted to stop and ask her what was going on, but the answer was clear. She was enjoying the view of her “boyfriend’s” ass.

“You know what. No, I’m not going to do this,” I said as I turned around. Her eyes shifted away from my hips, but she knew she’d been busted. “Going out there and running around for a few minutes killing monsters isn’t what you want to do. Baby, you’ve been way too supportive of me playing a female character and I can only assume why. Be honest, do you just want to have sex with me as a woman?”

She hesitated to answer, but she shook her head. “I don’t lie to you, baby. I feel like that needs to be said before I say this. Yes, I want to fuck you. I would love to have you pinned down to a bed right now, my fingers on your pussy as I make you squirm for me. But that’s not the only reason I wanted you to give playing a female character a shot. If you think I’m blind to the way you get bullied by the guys in the guild, I’m not. The honest truth is that if you were to change your rogue into a female and pretend that you were a woman in real life that didn’t want to get flirted with online, they’d stop.”

That was only kind of the answer I expected. I figured this was about sex with how she was staring at my avatar. That might have been an easier pill to swallow.

“But then… then they’d hit on me and flirt with me like they do to you,” I mumbled.

“Would they really?” she asked. “Because I’m pretty sure that they’d accept that we were lesbians better than they would that you’re my boyfriend. Guys can be dense like that, baby. I don’t mean to say something wrong here, but you know that I love you. I truly do. You’re the reason I wake up with a smile on my face and go to bed without having to finger myself to get off. You make me happy.”

The blush returned. It was one thing to take care of her needs in the real world. That didn’t embarrass me, but hearing her say it… that was different. “But what about me, baby? What if I don’t want to be called a woman and stuff?”

Jazz stepped closer to me and put her hands on my shoulders. Her thumbs gently stroked back and forth as she looked down at me, soft brown eyes looking straight into my soul. “Then you’re going to always be treated like shit, sweetheart. You deserve better than that, Kennedy. You deserve better from everyone, including myself, but I can’t pretend that it wouldn’t be better if you’d let me help you out. I want you to fit in. I want you to look forward to spending time with our guildmates. It’s clear that Gail and Melissa like us both. I mean, seriously, they’re paying six-thousand gold for a shield for my cleric. That would take us months to get, baby. They want us around. I want to be around them, but I’m not going to do that if it means you being uncomfortable.”

There was a pause before she leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. As quickly as the kiss came, it was over.

“Baby, please say something,” she whispered.

“I’m not sure what I’m supposed to say, Jazz,” I muttered. “You’ve clearly given this a lot of thought. I know you love me. I love you more than life itself. You know that I mean that. I’m just terrified that taking your advice might change things. Baby, I do like the way I look, I can’t lie about that. I feel cute. I feel like people won’t judge me for my personality when I look like a woman. But what about you? Will you look at me differently in real life?”

She sighed and pulled me in for a hug. “I wouldn’t. I said this earlier, baby, and I meant it. I’d love you no matter what you looked like. Well, within reason, please don’t make a buff orc character and expect me to want to fuck it.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the mention of the orc character. That was certainly something I thought she might like at one point, but then again, that led right back to the current situation I was in. That was me holding onto the thought that masculinity was something that Jazz valued. Clearly, that wasn’t the case.

“Then I’ll give it a shot,” I whispered. “If I don’t like it, then what? There’s no going back after I change my character’s gender. We both know that the cat would be out of the bag and we’d have to devote ourselves to that lie.”

“Kennedy, you know I love you, but sometimes you just need to have a little faith that something will work out for you. Our relationship did,” she reminded me.

I bit my lip before letting it slowly fall from my teeth. “So should I keep my cock or not when I change my gender?”

“Absolutely keep it. I love the way you look right now, but baby, we both know how I feel about having you inside me,” she purred.

“Longer or—”

“Damn it, Kennedy, you’re overthinking it!” Jazz yelled playfully. Her lips curled into a smile as she shrugged her shoulders, “But another half-inch wouldn’t hurt my feelings.”

“Uh, would… would you like to give the new and hopefully improved Harkin a spin in our bed chamber?” I asked slightly hopefully.

Her tone shifted into one that I’d heard on occasion, “Baby, you’ve got about forty minutes to get your character changed and back to the guildhall. If we don’t have at least twenty minutes, I’m not riding you. Am I making myself clear, sweetheart?”

My cheeks burned hot as I quickly opened my menu to swap characters.


Chapter Three

As I returned to the character selection screen, I looked at the array of characters before me. There was only a brief moment of hesitation before I started deleting the ones I didn’t play. They only served to be reminders of the person I thought I wanted to be. But what was so wrong with me? Why wasn’t it okay if I was a little more feminine than most guys were expected to be?

I kept my rogue, my wizard, and my new druid. The others I almost never played. The druid I might play more at another point, but I had other things on my mind, mainly Jazz.

I logged back into Harkin and teleported to Faeleef. I paid the five gold cost to go back into the character editor and flipped my gender from male to female. From there, I had to go to the genital section of the editor and add a cock back to my character. It was a little strange at first to look in the mirror and see a petite woman with a rather pleasantly sized cock. That strangeness faded quickly as my arousal grew. I could truly see myself being this woman that looked back at me. Having a pussy… well, maybe that would be fun, but it felt so much more fetishistic of me than having the parts I had in real life.

Breasts were one thing. They were physically attractive, of course, but they didn’t make me feel like I was completely undermining the female gender for having them. Even as I was trying to rationalize my decisions as best I could, I continued making a few minor changes, softening my stomach a little to remove the slight layer of muscle that showed through. Slender, petite, and simply cute. That was what I wanted for this character if I was going to be a female in the game.

When the editor asked for my preferred gender appearance, I debated on selecting futa, but there was no need for that. Female would work just fine. The only person that needed to know about my cock was my girlfriend.

I took a deep breath as I saved the settings. It was done. There would be no going back if I teleported to the guildhall and we made our little announcement. But there was also the alluring promise of having my girlfriend ride me. Was she using sex as a way to coerce me into this little charade? Probably. Was it worth it? Definitely.

I teleported back to the guildhall and was immediately face-to-face with Tobias. “H-Harkin?” he asked, his eyes immediately lowering to my chest.

My eyes inevitably dipped down to see what he was looking at and for the fiftieth time that day, my cheeks burned hot. My leather armor didn’t look anything like it did on the male avatar. Instead of covering my body with black layered leather, I had on a black corset with a connective piece of leather crossing from my neck down my right arm. There, instead of having sleeved leather, I had leather arm guards that looked more like lingerie than armor. But that was the more conservative part of my outfit. I had no leather pants. I had leather leg guards that resembled stocking that clasped to a metal brace connected to my… thong?!

In my rush, I hadn’t even realized that my ass was genuinely exposed. Aside from the tiny strip of leather covering my pucker, my hips were left fully exposed.

“Y-Yeah, it’s me,” I said softly, my voice as feminine as it had been when playing my druid.

“Dude, you look fucking hot. I mean, I’m sorry for being so blunt, but holy hell man, I’ve had a thing for rogues, to begin with, but you really,” he let out a low whistle as his eyes transfixed on the thong that barely covered my crotch. Luckily, there was no bulge for him to see, though that made me realize that I would have to take my armor off to have sex.

“Could you please leave my girlfriend alone, Tobias? Well, actually, don’t. Look all you want, but keep your thoughts to yourself. She’s mine,” Jazz called out from across the guildhall as she strode confidently over to me. Without so much as flinching, her hand reached down to cup my bare ass. “Kennedy, you don’t have to lie to them anymore. They won’t care that we’re a lesbian couple. Tobias, let me formally introduce you to Kennedy, my girlfriend.”

There was a moment of silence between Tobias and me. Tobias was probably processing what was happening, but so was I. The entire time since we’d been playing together, Jazz had never once touched me sexually in front of anyone else.

“Hey, it’s 2071, no one judges people on their sexuality. Kennedy, I’m sorry that you felt that we would judge you or something, or that people would in general,” Tobias said as he tried, and failed, to keep his eyes away from my breasts.

“That’s what I tried to tell her, but she was brought up by her grandparents. You probably read about how things were just starting to change in the 2010s,” Jazz said, her voice taking on a saddened tone.

I wanted to speak up and say that it wasn’t the case, but this was all Jazz’s plan. It would probably be best if I didn’t step on her toes if I wanted to fit in. And to be fair, she wasn’t exactly lying, but my grandparents were very pro-LGBT in their day.

“I just wasn’t sure how to tell you guys without making it even more awkward for everyone,” I said quietly. While I couldn’t break Jazz’s lie, I could certainly speak my mind about how I felt. “But I guess that I just thought it would be easier to fit in with the guys than it really was. I didn’t want to be judged based on my looks. My personality just… well, I guess it was hard to sell the lie that I was a man.”

Tobias smiled at us and nodded understandingly. “I get it. Honestly, I wasn’t sure about you, Kennedy. I thought that you were just a misunderstood dude. It makes a hell of a lot more sense that you were just worried about being objectified. Hell, that makes me a little jealous of you two, now that I think about it. I wish I had a woman that would be willing to lie for me to make sure I was comfortable.”

Jazz gave my ass a light squeeze, “I’d do anything for Kennedy. But we’ve got some business to attend to, Tobias. We’ll see you at the raid, alright?”

“Yeah, uh, you two have fun,” he said, an obvious bulge forming in his leather pants.

Jazz didn’t hesitate to lead me away with her hand on my ass the entire way through the guildhall. We walked by Devote, then Razed shortly after we turned into the hallway that led to our individual chambers. She didn’t stop to explain anything to the others as she kicked open the door to our room. Jazz gave my ass a light shove into the room and shut the door behind us.

“Fuck, I’m so wet right now, baby. You have no clue how hot it was for me to see him getting turned on by us,” Jazz purred hungrily as she put her hands on my hips and pressed herself tightly against me. Her lips pressed against mine, her hands pulling me tight against her. Jazz’s tongue flicked against my lips before pushing firmly against them, demanding entry into my mouth.

I couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this worked up. Horny, yes, she was horny often and that was something I loved taking care of for her, but full-on domme mode? That was a rarity, one that I enjoyed even in the real world, but in the body of a woman in the game? My cock ached as it throbbed against… there was no visible sign of it in my panties, but I could certainly feel it. That was a strange bit of game design…

I let Jazz’s tongue into my mouth as her fingers hooked into the sides of my thong, but there was no taking it off. The metal clasp wouldn’t release. She let out a frustrated groan as she broke the kiss and commanded, “Take it off. All of it.”

My inventory was open in seconds and I unequipped every bit of armor I had on. Before I could even close the screen, I felt my body fall back as Jazz pushed me onto the bed. I had no clue how she managed to unequip her armor faster than I did, but she was on top of me, bare hips pressing against my naked stomach as she ground her pussy against me. “I want you inside me so fucking bad, Kennedy.”

“O-Okay,” I stammered, unsure of how to react to her. I wanted her just as bad, but it was clear that I didn’t have a choice in the matter. My girlfriend was going to fuck me, not the other way around.

Jazz leaned down and took one of my nipples into her mouth. Her hot tongue ran circles around the tender nub as she reached down with her right hand and guided my cock to her dripping entrance. Soft brown eyes met with mine as she let my nipple fall from her lips with a quiet pop. “Beg for it, baby.”

“W-What?” I asked.

“You heard me. I want to hear you beg, Kennedy,” she demanded.

I could feel the needy lust pouring off her. It was one thing for her to be horny, but this was something else entirely. I was comfortable with my girlfriend’s bisexuality, but what the fuck had I been missing out on for two years?

I swallowed heavily, trying not to whimper as she rubbed my cock up and down her pussy, teasing my sensitive crown. “J-Jazz, will you p-please—”

I didn’t even get to finish my plea before she dropped her hips, forcing my entire cock into her. She cried out in bliss as she slowly rocked her hips back and forth, not riding me, just grinding her hips against mine. “Fucking call me Mistress, baby,” she said, her jaw clenching as she glared down at me. “Beg!”

Her voice was loud enough to carry out into the hallway. I could practically feel Devote’s ear pressing against our bedroom door. But I wasn’t going to deny my lover what she wanted. I was a good girl… guy? Did it even matter what I was as long as I felt this damn good?

“M-Mistress, will you please fuck me?” I pleaded.

“That’s not good enough, baby. Tell me what you want me to do. And say it loud, Kennedy!” she growled down at me as she ever-so-slightly started bouncing on my cock.

It felt too good to deny her demands. I wanted more. I needed more of this side of Jazz. Whatever happened between me switching from male to female in this game was a change that I didn’t want to be undone. If this was what made her happy, fuck, I was happy.

“Mistress please ride my cock! Please fuck me, finish all over me and please let me cum inside you!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.

“Ooh, you’re letting everyone know you’ve got a girl cock?” she asked as she reached down and pushed my shoulders into the bed. I couldn’t move if I wanted to, but I wasn’t going anywhere. “Such a brave admission, baby. I’ll have to reward my baby girl for that, won’t I?”

“P-Please Mistress!” I cried out, desperate to feel her start truly riding me.

“That’s a good girl,” she purred. Jazz closed her eyes as her hips rolled upwards, then she dropped herself back onto me, her hips crashing into mine for only a second before she lifted away again. Her tight, hot walls squeezed my cock, milking me with every bounce.

Jazz’s lips parted, her jaw hanging open as she used me as a sex toy. Soft moans streamed out of her open mouth, pouring out into the room around us. After a few moments, her eyes opened and she spoke in a low, sultry voice, “I want you to cum in me, baby. I want to feel your hot mess inside me when we leave for the raid. I want your cum running down my legs for the whole guild to see. You’ll do that for me, won’t you, baby girl?”

I nodded my head, whimpering moans stealing away the possibility of me speaking. She felt too good around my cock. The warmth of her juices dripping down my shaft and trickling down my thighs only further proved just how much she was enjoying herself. It was the first and only time I could ever recall her being this excited. I didn’t want it to be the last. I wouldn’t let it.

“M-Mistress,” I weakly moaned, my voice shaking like a tree in a hurricane. “C-Close.”

“I bet you are, baby,” she moaned as she bounced her hips faster, her toned legs flexing and relaxing non-stop. “Oh fuck,” she groaned, “you better not let me come first, Kennedy!”

Whether that was a threat or not, I couldn’t tell, but it didn’t matter. It was already too late for me to hold back. The ecstasy of being ridden by a woman possessed by the spirit of lust itself was too much to take.

My cock throbbed within her tight walls, but if she noticed the throbbing, she didn’t show it. Her hips continued to bounce, even as the first rope of my cum shot deep into her core. And yet, she still kept riding me, “Fuck yes, fuck, fuck, fuck! Fill me up, baby girl, cum for your Mistress!”

Her walls clenched around my cock again, this time causing her to sink fully onto my length as her body quivered. She let out a high-pitched cry as her juices splashed onto my pale hips.

And then, silence. If not for our heavy breathing, there would have been no sound whatsoever in the room.

“I love you, baby girl,” Jazz whispered as she collapsed on top of me, her breasts pressing against mine.

“I love you too, M-Mistress?” I asked as much as said.

She giggled and kissed me lightly on the lips before whispering, “I’d love it if you kept calling me that. I’m not sure if you noticed, but it kind of gets me off.”

“Then I’m not sure why I’m just now learning about it, baby,” I said softly.

“Because I’m just now feeling like I may be getting through to you that I never wanted you to be the man in my life. I just wanted you to be my lover,” she whispered back.

Her words hit me like a giant’s fist. I thought maybe I was the exception. I thought that once upon a time, I might have been her Prince Charming. But in hindsight, it was obvious that she was putting up with my insecurities. What the fuck else was I missing out on by holding onto my stupid masculinity?


Chapter Four

The two of us put on our gear in uncomfortable silence. I didn’t like how ignorant I felt and I didn’t want the trend of ignorance to continue. “Baby, I’m sorry if I made you feel like you couldn’t talk to me about this kind of thing before.”

She looked at me, a soft smile on her lips, “What kind of thing, sweetie?” From her tone, it seemed like she truly didn’t know what I was talking about.

That frustrated me. What kind of lover was I if my girlfriend, the woman I intended to get married to, didn’t think she could be open with me? “It’s pretty obvious that this is something you’ve wanted in one fashion or another. I can’t imagine it was a revelation for you.”

“It didn’t seem like something you would be interested in, Kennedy. For the longest time, you asked me to call you Harkin instead of your real name because you were afraid of everyone finding out and making fun of you for it,” she said as she closed the distance between us again. Her hands moved to my waist, “I just wanted you to be happy. That clearly didn’t work. I don’t know, earlier, it just seemed like the right time to bring it up. I know I may have thrown you in the deep end but this was something I’ve fantasized about for over a year and a half.”

I returned the gesture, my hands falling to her upper arms as I stepped in a little closer to her. “Then I hope that I can make up for lost time, Jazz. Please don’t feel like you can’t experiment with me, baby. I love you. I really, truly do. If it were up to me, I would sell everything I own to—”

“Sweetheart, stop. You’re doing it again. You’re putting pressure on yourself to be someone, to do something, that you don’t have to,” she said, cutting me off.

My head dipped as a fleeting moment of shame coursed through me. Would I ever learn? “I… I want to do anything I can to make you happy. Anything.”

She kissed my forehead and whispered in my ear, “Well, I’ve got a few things in mind for you then, baby girl. Just don’t take it personally if I keep calling you that... if I keep calling you by women’s pronouns in general. It really turns me on, but if it does upset you, please let me know.”

I shrugged my shoulders. Any time we went out in public, at least one person misgendered me. It wasn’t something that bothered me, but it was a little strange to wonder if Jazz might have been turned on when people thought that I was her girlfriend. “It’s fine,” I paused for a second before calling her by her name, “Mistress.” There, I was learning!

She let out a quiet moan as pressed her hips against mine, “I’ll let you fuck me doggy for that little comment, baby. I don’t mean in the game either. But first, we’ve got a raid to show up for.”

Even though I’d just climaxed less than five minutes ago, my cock throbbed to life again. The disconnect between what I saw as I looked down and what I felt would take some getting used to… or a change to my gender expression in the game, one or the other. “I’m already looking forward to it, Mistress.”

“That’s my girl,” she purred as she slowly pulled away from me. “But we should get to the guildhall. I need to buff everyone and try not to let your sexy ass distract me too much.”

Jazz made her way towards the door but her comment kept me glued in place. Everyone probably knew what happened in our chamber. We weren’t quiet and it wasn’t an instanced room. This wasn’t a tavern. It was a guildhall, a place where, currently, up to fifty people could gather and mingle wherever they wanted.

For a second, I thought about asking if we could skip the raid, but that was the coward’s way out. So Jazz fucked me, what of it? Would Devote say something? Cathedral? Razed? Tobias? What the hell did they matter to me? If anything, they should be jealous of what happened. It was a hell of a good time and I would be damned if I said I wouldn’t do it again in a heartbeat for my Mistress, my love.

I strode out of our chamber, my confidence bolstering with every step. In the main hall, eyes were certainly on us and I didn’t hesitate to walk right up to Jazz and stand in front of her. Leaning back, I let my shoulders rest against her chest. Her arms wrapped around me and I smiled warmly at Cathedral as his jaw struggled to shut. “Ready for the raid, Cath?” I asked.

Devote chuckled, “Girl cock. That’s definitely one I haven’t heard in a while. It sounded like you two had fun. I’d appreciate a bit of a heads up next time, though. I wouldn’t mind catching that show.”

“I’m sure you wouldn’t, Devote, but Kennedy’s a bit shy when it comes to people seeing her cock. You’ll just have to take my word when I say that it feels fucking,” she reached down, her hand cupping my crotch and rubbing my cock, which certainly felt her touch, “amazing.”

Devote scoffed, but he didn’t stop watching as I squirmed in her arms. It felt uncomfortably hot to be watched.

“G-Guys,” Tobias stammered, “I really don’t want to have to take a few minutes before the raid starts. Could, uh, could you maybe not touch Kennedy there, Jazz?”

Jazz’s warm laughter was followed by arms wrapping around my stomach. “Of course, Tobias. We’ll be good.”

A familiar blue portal opened up and Gail and Melissa stepped through. Gail called out, “We heard the good news! I’m glad you feel comfortable enough to let your walls down a bit, Kennedy!”

Melissa happily wandered over to us, though her eyes lingered on Gail for a few seconds as they exchanged a knowing glance. It wasn’t hard to know exactly what was on Melissa’s mind, considering I felt the same about Jazz at that moment. Later tonight would be enjoyable for both of us if I had to guess.

“Spill it, Kennedy,” Melissa said as she wrapped both Jazz and me in a hug. “How do you feel now that you don’t have to hide who you are?”

That wasn’t the question I expected from Melissa. “Uh, well, a lot better? I mean, it’s a little weird being so exposed all of the sudden. I really didn’t start playing this game to get laid. Not to make Jazz uncomfortable, but that was something we handled in real life for the most part. But, like, I guess good?”

Jazz kissed my neck. “I’m sure we could find a cosmetic item to cover you up if you really feel like you’re too exposed. Honestly, I think it’s hot that you’re out there for everyone to see. It just makes it that much more satisfying to know you’re mine and only mine.”

Melissa laughed at that comment, “I feel like Gail has said something way too close to that to me. But, conversely, I did start this game with the intention of finding someone to fuck. I wasn’t expecting love, but I’m not complaining. Still, if you need to cover up, you don’t even have to get a cosmetic override. Just go into your settings and turn off the lewd armors setting.”

I thought about it, but Jazz made it clear what her preference was. After too long of not letting her have the things she didn’t tell me she wanted, I felt the need to give in to her desires once she laid them on the table. I didn’t consider it manipulative in the slightest. This character clearly wasn’t who I was in the real world, if Jazz wanted to see a sexy, slutty, female version of me, then she could damn well have me that way.

“I think I’ll have to get used to it. Mistress likes it that way,” I said sweetly.

“Mistress, eh?” Gail asked. “Babe, take notes, we’re breaking out the shackles tonight.”

Everyone in the guildhall snickered at the comment, even though that was probably not a joke coming from Gail. She was certainly bold about her desires and Melissa wasn’t embarrassed about admitting the serving all of them that she could. It was a beautiful example of how I wanted to be when dealing with Jazz’s wants and needs.

“Sex talk aside, for now, Jazz, buff the guild. Harkin… Kennedy? What do you want us to call you, chick?” Gail asked.

Jazz pulled away from me and started casting her buffs on everyone, this time choosing to enhance our crowd control resistance and our health.

“Kennedy is good,” I mumbled. Being put on the spot never felt great, but that was also the moment I realized something that wasn’t present with everyone in the room. I didn’t feel like I didn’t belong. Sure, Devote was a pervy douche, but even though his eyes lingered on us, he wasn’t mocking me. Cathedral didn’t seem to mind the change at all, if anything, he seemed happy for us. Tobias was clearly aroused by us, but that was okay, he was the only guy in the room I might let watch Jazz fuck me. And Razed… well, Razed never gave a fuck, to begin with, and seemed to care just about the same as he did before.

“Great, Kennedy, the strategy for you changes with the Shard of Epifriol. After his ice attack, you’re going to use your dagger’s Ice Flash ability to try and freeze him. Now, you’ve got a second and a half window to do that in. It’s not a long window, but you can still do it. Considering the wyvern is resistant to ice attacks, it only has a thirty percent chance of working. If it does work, that will prevent the boss from going into his healing state, but he will still freeze for ten seconds. Save Ice Flash for that moment. Do not waste it hoping to get the freeze off, stopping his healing even once out of the four times he can use it would save us nearly fifteen minutes,” Gail once again made it clear as to why she was the guild leader. No one I’d ever encountered knew the game better than her, except maybe the developers.

As Gail continued talking, Melissa started handing out the sets of defensive scrolls. “Remember your jobs as best you can. We’ve killed this jackass three times already, let’s make this four.”

Everyone seemed excited about the raid, except for Devote. Considering the fact that all he had to do was deal damage to the boss and occasionally remember to cast Hallowed Grounds, it was kind of annoying to see him so… detached from the situation. Like none of it mattered.

Before Melissa got her staff, he got his sword and shield set items. They weren’t cheap. Granted, neither was Melissa’s staff or Jazz’s shield, but for someone that did little and got the same rewards as everyone else, it made me even more resentful of him.

I didn’t have time to dwell on how much I would have loved to challenge him to a duel and make him look like a bitch. Of all things I could be confident about, my skill with this class was certainly up there. But I’d just have to show him how pathetic he was when it was time to review the damage charts after the raid.


Chapter Five

We spawned into the Frozen Ruins as a group and started making our way down towards the instanced dungeon. Tobias cast Wind Walk to increase our movement speed substantially during the trek. That only made me even more excited about the mounts that Trytide Technologies teased in their last update trailer. With a game like this, flying on griffins or riding on battle tigers sounded pretty damn cool.

It didn’t take long to reach the dungeon and Gail stepped through the red and black portal. Considering we could only enter the portal once per twenty-four hour period, it was do or die. One-shot, one kill. The gear from this boss cost so much because it was a pain in the ass to take down. Since only ten people could enter the dungeon in the same party, our guild wasn’t expected to be able to even compete with the other four guilds that ran the dungeon twice or three times per day with their multiple squads.

Without Anna, our swashbuckler, the boss did feel a hell of a lot harder. She’d eventually be back, we hoped, but she admitted that she was getting burned out of the game without having a class that held her interest.

Epifriol’s Lair truly felt like a frozen hellscape. There were no complicated ruins to run through, no monsters blocking our path. It was just hundreds of yards of icy terrain, broken up by fissures in the ice that would kill a player instantly if they fell in. That was a mechanic that felt unfair but also kept us on our toes.

The cohesive unit of the guild ran towards the center of the icy arena and as we did, the ground beneath us started cracking and splitting. We all moved forward, knowing that Epifriol was waking from its slumber.

Disturbed by the arrival of adventurers that the wyvern assumed (correctly) wanted the loot he’d gathered over his lifetime, the ancient wyvern exploded from the ice. Blue scales covered his body with the notable exception of his underbelly as he let out a massive roar that threatened to deafen our guild.

And Tobias shot him in the belly. The arrow sank in, the wyvern roaring out again as combat officially started.

Gail was the first into melee combat range, her flaming blades slashing every which way. Cathedral was only slightly behind her, his mace and shield at the ready. Cathedral slammed the head of his mace against his shield, the sound echoing out impossibly loud as he roared back at the dragon to gather its attention.

That was when the rest of us could get in close.

I flashed Jazz a cocky smile as my daggers materialized in my hands. I made it to the wyvern before Jazz and Devote could, my weapons both sinking into the fleshy underbelly of the wyvern as it immediately tried to drop its weight on me in retaliation for the attack to its weak point. However, the chunk of damage was already done. I leaped backward and launched into a reverse tucked roll before skidding to a halt, one dagger biting into the ice to slow my momentum as my feet sprawled behind me.

But the wyvern was on the ground and my guildmates were giving it hell. Tobias’ arrows seemed to never end, enchanted arrows, multiple arrows, and every other trick in his quiver constantly hit the beast in its eyes or mouth, areas that pissed the wyvern off the most.

Jazz wasn’t sitting back with the ranged group. My girlfriend was in the heat of the combat, her axe slashing and hacking into the wyvern’s scales, opening a weak spot in its armor for Tobias or myself to attack once she had time to reposition.

Devote looked lazy in his attacks. His sword was slow and while the divine enchantment on his blade added a little more damage, it was easy to tell at a glance that he wasn’t that interested in the fight. His eyes cut towards me after every slash, seeming to be more interested in the exposed skin around my thighs than he was the boss.

I didn’t let that bother me. If he wouldn’t carry his own weight, then I would just have to carry him for the guild. I launched myself at the wyvern again, poison dripping from my blades as let them sink into the gaps between the wyvern’s scales.

With eight people attacking the wyvern, it seemed like it would be easily overwhelmed, but the wyvern only reacted to my attack on its underbelly, seemingly not fazed by the rest of the group’s attacks. Its health was slowly dropping, but that wasn’t a concern for a millennium-old wyvern. It sent its massive tail arcing around its body, slamming into those that weren’t fast or light enough to leap over it.

While I avoided the attack, Devote, Jazz, and Cathedral all had to rely on their shields to block the brunt of the damage, but it still wiped out most of their health bars. Jazz fixed that in an instant, burying her axe into the ground and casting Revitalize on herself, a healing over time spell. Then, she stepped back from the wyvern and lined her axe up with Devote, then Cathedral, healing them with the basic but powerful Heal spell.

All the while, Melissa was singing her beautiful songs, mostly Tainted Sanctuary, a spell that worked well with Hallowed Grounds. Without that healing and armor buff, the wyvern’s tail attack probably would have killed Devote, if not Jazz as well.

But the beast missed the two largest melee threats in that attack. Gail swung her swords, both overhead in a heavy attack from her right, then the left, and a third attack that crossed her blazing blades and left a massive cauterized ‘X’ in the beast’s foreleg. It was a strong attack that risked her being vulnerable for a moment but with the beast recovering from its tail attack, it was likely the only time she could likely use the ability.

My daggers were far less exaggerated in their movements. The dagger that I’d just obtained from this beast yesterday, the Shard of Epifriol, seemed to cut deeper into the beast than my previous dagger. There was less resistance in its armor as the blade bit deeply into the wyvern. That gave me a handhold to use to pull myself towards the Wyvern as I worked my way down its right side, stabbing and turning as I pulled myself along, dagger hold after dagger hold ripping and pulling at the beast until a trail of fast-freezing bloody wounds was left all along the beast’s flank.

Epifriol launched back with a powerful gust from his wings before casting his ice breath attack. This was my moment. The target was centered on Cathedral but I knew that Melissa would handle his safety, not that I could do too much for him to begin with except make him invisible for five seconds, not something that was particularly useful at the moment. Instead of trying to uselessly help him with a rogue ability, I knew that the direct heals from Jazz and the consistent group healing from Melissa, Cathedral would live..

But then was my window. The beast hunkered down, ice starting to form around its numerous wounds. I plunged my dagger into its underbelly as I triggered the dagger’s ability and… nothing happened. The attack was resisted. “Fuck! I don’t think it worked, Gail!” I yelled to let our guild leader know that I hadn’t missed my window, but the attack didn’t work.

“Basically one in three chance of that working, Kennedy,” Gail called out as she made it to the wyvern, her blades once again cutting savagely into it.

Melissa swapped songs to my favorite, Fervor. With my damage and attack speed buffed and the wyvern locked in a healing animation, I reversed my grip on the Shard of Epifriol and plunged it into the wyvern over and over. Devote appeared next to me, his heavy sword slashing into the beast with noticeable results. Chunks of scale flew from the beast, even as it tried to regenerate the damage done to it.

Tobias and Razed continued launching their assault, not needing to change position to keep raining down misery on the wyvern.

And that was the vicious cycle we found ourselves in. Stabbing, slashing, healing, and casting. It went on and on. On the wyvern’s third regeneration phase, my Ice Flash ability did work, preventing the wyvern from healing and gaining the additional armor as it hunkered down, the game thinking that the spell had gone off. In that moment of vulnerability, we did the unthinkable, but the unthinkable was done in return.

Before the wyvern could even trigger its fourth and final heal, we eviscerated its health bar. Just before the wyvern died, Devote’s sword swung towards Gail, a thunderous crack sounding out as he used and ability to push her back almost twenty feet. While he couldn’t damage a party member, he did send her skittering back over the ice… into a fissure.

The explosion of loot from the boss was gone in an instant, Devote snatching the rare gear from the pool of equipment before he left the party and was forcefully removed from the instanced dungeon.

That was when we all got the same message. “Devote has left the guild.”

For a second, we just stood there in shock, realizing what just happened. Cathedral was the first to say anything. “Did that mother fucker really just steal the loot and leave the guild?”

“I think he did,” Jazz said quietly. “He didn’t get everything, though. The raid wasn’t a waste, but I mean… I saw three uniques.”

“And that piece of shit just cost Gail three percent of her experience! It takes days to level up when you’re that close to the level cap!” Melissa screamed as she ran over to the group.

Tobias mumbled, “Well, he was an asshole, to begin with, but that’s a new low. I was so excited about us finishing the boss before it could heal again. That’s something that only the top guilds do consistently.”

There came another message, this time from guild chat. “Grab whatever the douche didn’t get and meet me back in the guildhall. We’ve got some shit to talk about.”

“Melissa, do you want to grab it,” I asked.

“Yeah, that’d be fine. I’ll put it in guild storage and we can do the normal voting and all that shit,” Melissa grumbled.

No one was happy about the situation. Losing the gear was one thing, that we could recover from under other circumstances. To have a guild member steal it and leave the guild, though, that hurt.

After the loot was collected, we all returned to the guildhall where Gail stood in front of the semi-circle bench, pacing back and forth. “That asshole isn’t a priority for us. Don’t bother being pissed at him, he’s truly not worth the time. What is worth the time is focusing on recruiting some fresh faces. We’re a recognizable name in the guild listings and I’m going to open us up for applications. I want another paladin, without one, we’re going to have a hard time raiding. We’ve got room for two more people in our raiding group after that spot fills up. I was hoping Anna would come back, but that is hard to bank on at this point. It’s been two months since I’ve seen her. Does anyone have any suggestions for the other two classes I should open the guild up for?”

Melissa called out to her wife, “A barbarian would be good for the sheer damage it can put out. They don’t get one-shot either.”

“I mean, druids are pretty neat. I was thinking about making one because at the higher levels, they can tank in animal forms quite well. When they’re not shifted, they have a pretty killer set of spells, but they’re mostly utility based. Still, I think it could be cool,” I said, unsure as to if it was a reasonable idea or not, but I still felt like my opinion was worth sharing.

Gail nodded. “Those are good options. Barbs are pretty overpowered, but finding a player that can maximize their damage is a bit hard. A druid wouldn’t be bad, a bit of healing, a bit of utility in getting around maps, that is pretty nice. I’ll figure that part out. I may also open up a few more than that for players that are just active and need a place to call home when they’re not grinding out levels. I don’t know about you guys, but Devote’s bullshit just left a real sour taste in my mouth. I’d like to start giving players more of a chance to prove themselves to be in good standing with the guild before we take them on raids. Devote has always been a dick, but he was a good paladin when he wanted to be.”

“I’m surprised it didn’t happen sooner,” Razed said flatly. “I’m not the most talkative, but you’re a good raiding guild. I wouldn’t steal the loot and take it from the guild. It’s not right and I’m not happy about it. That said, I do have to log off. The wife and kids are coming home from sports practice any minute now.”

Melissa waved at him and spoke quietly, “We’ll figure it out. Thanks for your support and we understand that you’ve got a life. Speaking of, Gail, we need to get ready for dinner.”

Jazz wrapped her arms around my waist and put her head on my shoulder. “We should log out as well. I’ve got some things I need to take care of before bed. It’s going to be a long day at work tomorrow.”

“Then I guess we’ll see each other tomorrow,” I said to the rest of the guild as I logged out of the console.


Chapter Six

The heat in our gaming room was bordering on oppressive as I climbed out of my pod. While it was a newer model, it still wasn’t top of the line, and the ache in my back certainly let me know about that. Stretching, I looked over at Jazz, her slender, naked form already starting to make my cock stiffen.

“I seriously can’t believe Devote was that much of a dick. It would be fine if he left the guild, but stealing loot and then running? That’s a whole bucket load of bullshit,” I grumbled.

She smiled at me and nodded, “It is, but we’re out of the game for now. Why don’t you make us some dinner while I clean the pods and get them ready for tomorrow?”

“Oh, alright. I thought you hated cleaning them,” I said.

“I do, but you did something really nice for me today, so I’d like to do something equally as nice for you, baby. How about I take care of them for the next few weeks? That’s one less thing for you to handle,” she offered.

It sounded like a trap. It was worth falling into. Having to refresh the gel that lined the bottom of the pod to keep our physical bodies in good condition simply sucked. Besides, I did do something nice for her, and I didn’t intend to stop being her “baby girl” if that's what she wanted.

“Then I’ll whip us up something for dinner, Mistress,” I purred in my most feminine voice.

A moan slipped from her lips as she spoke softly, “Doggy later, baby. Don’t you forget.”

“Do you think I’d let you forget to reward me, Mistress?” I asked before disappearing out of the room before I started pushing my luck.

Dinner didn’t take too long to make. I stuck with the basics, chicken breast cooked in the oven, a side of sweet peas, and home-made mashed potatoes. Cooking was something I always enjoyed and I was pretty sure it was half the reason Jazz started dating me in the first place. The other half was probably how willing I was to go down on her. I’m sure my personality was somewhere mixed into that, but our relationship was one of lust at first.

Jazz finished with the pods a little after I had our plates made, but I waited for her at the kitchen table. She smiled warmly at me, knowingly, as if all that stood between us and a night of blissful sex was the dinner in front of us. “Thank you for cooking, baby girl.”

“And thank you for cleaning the pods. Did you have anything you needed me to do tomorrow while you’re at work?” I asked.

“I guess if you could do laundry, that would be nice. Aside from that, just do what you want, I suppose,” she said. “I don’t mind if you play Dungeons and Dames while I’m at work. I never do.”

“It just feels a bit weird playing without you. I wouldn’t mind helping Melissa gather materials for scrolls and potions, though,” I said.

We ate and talked about the game, what she would be doing at work tomorrow, and then, the conversation took a turn. “Baby girl, I think it would be really, really hot if you started wearing some of my panties under your clothes. You know, like, when we go out to get dinner and just around the house in general. Obviously, not in the pod, that would be problematic. Do you think that’s too much to ask of you?”

“I, uh,” the words were hard to get out. Initially, I wanted to say no. That didn’t feel right either, though. After the experience I had today in the game, the things I’d learned about Jazz’s sexual fantasies, I didn’t want to stop possibly learning more about her and expanding our sex life. There was never a lack of sex with Jazz’s libido, but we were a little stagnant in the bedroom. “I guess I don’t mind, Mistress. Just don’t tell everyone about it, okay?”

“I won’t breathe a word of it to anyone, baby.” Her wide smile told me a lot at that moment. I made the right decision and it felt like the right decision, but there was no denying the mild discomfort that came with the thought of having to wear women’s panties. “Do you think you could start tonight? Maybe before you fuck me, baby girl?”

While the thought of crossdressing was a little strange to me, the thought of fucking the most beautiful redhead I could dream of being with… that made my cock hard in seconds.

“Of course, Mistress! Let me clean up the mess from dinner and then I’ll, uh, pick a pair of them out?” I asked as much as said.

“Don’t worry about that part, sweetie. I’ll get you a pair that will look great on you,” she purred in a tone that promised a real reward tonight.

I’d barely started washing dishes when she came back with a dark pink pair of bikini cut panties. I had to admit that they were cute, especially when they were on her, but I didn’t mind lifting my feet individually as she insisted on putting them on me. Jazz pulled the panties up my legs as I stayed bent over the sink, scrubbing dishes. The thin material of the panties settled over my hard cock, holding it against my hip as she then reached around my waist to stroke me through the panties.

“Fuck, you look so hot right now, Kennedy,” she moaned into my ear as she pressed her hips against my ass. “I almost wish I had a cock right now. I’d fuck you until you couldn’t walk, baby girl.”

“Would you, Mistress?” I asked teasingly. The inner masculinity demon screamed for me to tell her that she wouldn’t get anything near my asshole, but honestly, the warmth of her hips pressing against my ass felt lovely. If she did have a cock, I probably wouldn’t mind at least giving anal a chance, especially not when she let me try it with her a time or seventeen.

She ground her hips against me, “Baby, I don’t know what changed in your noggin today, but I love it. Fuck, I love you. Stay still, sweetie.”

Jazz knelt down beside me. She slid a hand up my leg and purred, “I want you to shave these tonight before we have sex. Okay?”

“Uh, do I have to?” I asked, unsure as to why I would need to shave my leg hair. It wasn’t particularly dense, to begin with, but it was a strange request.

Her hand slipped into my panties and she pulled my cock free, leaving my balls covered and snuggled by the slightly tight panties. “Do you want me to suck you off while you’re washing dishes?” she asked.

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I breathed. While sex wasn’t all that uncommon, Jazz was always a little hesitant to give blowjobs.

“Then you’ll shave your legs for me, won’t you?” she asked.

“Y-Yes,” I stammered.

“Yes, what?” she asked, her warm breath washing over the head of my sensitive cock.

I closed my eyes, my hands going still as I held a plate under the water, desperate for her attention. “Mistress.”

“That’s my girl,” she purred. Jazz leaned in and took my cock to its base without hesitation. There was no tease, no foreplay, just the bliss of her throat around my shaft as she bobbed furiously on my length.

My knees buckled, slamming into the cabinets beneath the sink, but she didn’t stop. My hands rested on the base of the stainless steel sink as I fought to even remain standing.

But she didn’t stop or even slow down. Her hands cupped my ass and she pulled me into her throat, holding me deep inside her as she shook her head. It was already too much to take. The bliss was one thing, but Jazz was truly wild with lust. That very notion of getting her off just by giving in to her fetish was too much.

In less than a minute of being inside my girlfriend’s mouth, my cock pulsed as ecstasy washed over me. Soft, feminine moans poured out of me with an unnatural familiarity. It felt so fucking right to be her baby girl, but I still felt that deep down, I should have been ashamed. That shame didn’t surface, though.

Even as Jazz finished swallowing my cum, she held me within her throat, looking up at me, her beautiful brown eyes shimmering with excitement. Only once my whimpering sighs faded did she finally pull away from my cock, leaving it limp and wet with her saliva. Jazz tucked my cock back into the panties and gave it a gentle pat, “That’s a good girl. Now, finish up with the dishes while I take a quick shower. I’ll wait for you to finish shaving in bed. Try not to take too long, but don’t miss any hair. If you do, I’m not letting you fuck me. I already got you off, so don’t think I’ll let you snuggle up to me and get sympathy sex if you can’t follow my orders. Is that clear, pumpkin?”

It felt like a clear bait and switch. Doggy style was promised, but… realistically, she wasn’t wrong. She didn’t have to do anything for me at all and I wouldn’t make her. I wouldn’t even try to guilt her into sex if she wasn’t interested. It was a fair deal, even if it was a little unfair to expect me to shave perfectly. “Yes, Mistress,” I said.

She smiled warmly at me and kissed my cock through the panties before getting up and going to take her shower. After I finished the dishes, I started running a shower of my own. Shaving wasn’t an experience I was familiar with, other than the occasional pass of a razor over my face. I wasn’t a hairy guy. I never had been. That made it a little easier to shave, but there were spots that were just hard to get to. How was I supposed to be able to see behind my knee? It felt like every time I brushed my hand over my thighs, I felt more hair, and no matter how many times I ran the razor over where the hair felt like it was, I couldn’t seem to get it all.

I wasn’t sure how long I spent in the shower trying to make sure I got it all. After a while, I got frustrated with my legs and went ahead to shave my groin before returning to my legs. And yet, even with the copious amounts of steam in the bathroom screaming at me to just give up, I still felt hair. So I kept running the razer up my legs, down my legs, and even tried side strokes to remove the hair.

How long did it take? I couldn’t be sure, but what I did know was that by the time I got out of the shower, my legs were smooth as silk.

After toweling off, I spotted a pair of black panties with pink lace trim around the waistband and leg holes. Assuming they were for me, I didn’t even think twice before putting them on. After shaving, I couldn’t deny that they felt so fucking good against my bare cock. The way they held my sack in place… well, I thought I looked pretty damn cute in the mirror, my dark brown hair streaming down around my shoulders, slightly wet from the shower. If I had a pair of breasts, then hell, I probably would have been able to pass for a woman.

Was that a good thing? I wasn’t sure. Either way, I strode with confidence guiding my every step into the bedroom only to find Jazz asleep. My heart sank in my chest, but that sadness lasted only a second. How could I be so selfish as to wake her up when she had work in the morning and I’d wasted who knew how long in the shower? Tomorrow was another day. I’d be a good girl for my Mistress.


Chapter Seven

There was barely enough time in the morning for Jazz to have breakfast with me, let alone try anything sexual. That didn’t mean that she didn’t notice my shaved legs and how smooth I’d gotten them. She asked me to put my foot in her lap and she lovingly rubbed my leg with one hand as she forked in her eggs and turkey sausage with the other.

And I ate breakfast like that, wearing her panties, enjoying her touch, and wishing that I could have more time with her. It wasn’t just about the sex at that point. Jazz truly seemed to have a new excitement that wasn’t fading when her arousal died down. Whatever she saw in this more feminine version of me, she loved. That was enough for me to love it as well.

Before she had to leave for work, she did pause, her hand lightly resting on my ankle, “Baby, you promise that you won’t have sex with anyone in Dungeons and Dames, right?”

It hurt me to think that she even felt like she had to ask the question. “Jazz, no. I would never cheat on you. Virtual reality or not, I’m yours and yours alone.”

“I didn’t think you would, but I just… I love you. It was really nice to show you off a bit yesterday, but I can’t stand the thought of anyone else touching you,” she said softly. Jazz mumbled, “But if someone does put their hands on you against your will, you know to report them.”

“Baby, until you’re home, I’ll turn off the lewd armor setting. Melissa told me how to do it, and honestly, you’re the only one that gets to see me like this,” I said as I gestured to my hips beneath the table, highlighting the fact that I was still wearing her panties. “This is for you, love, and only for you.”

“Good girl,” she said as she got up from her chair. Jazz leaned down to give me a sweet, passionate kiss. “I’ll see you after work. Try to take breaks from the game today if you can, baby. You don’t need to be in the pod all day.”

“Of course not, Mistress,” I purred teasingly.

A shiver coursed through her body and she shook her head. With that, she headed off for work and I was left alone in the house. That wasn’t bad. I didn’t mind a little alone time, even though I preferred having Jazz with me. It gave me time to clean the kitchen, the bathroom, and our gaming room. I wouldn’t let the house get out of hand anyway but I couldn’t deny that I found it strangely more satisfying to bend over at the waist instead of kneeling down to sweep up the small dust piles.

There was something just… different about my daily routine. It felt slightly more sensual, not quite sexual, but knowing that I was in my girlfriend’s panties specifically for her, even without her being there to see me, it felt nice. It was finally something I did for her instead of asking for yet another favor from her.

Even still, the panties had to come off when it was time to get into my Skydyve console. As I opened my pod, instead of the normal vanilla scent, a softer, more flowery smell hit my nose. It wasn’t a bad smell, and given that Jazz refilled it, I could imagine that she might have added the scent specifically to make me smell more feminine. I didn’t think too hard about it. My girlfriend was kind enough to take care of the pod’s maintenance last night and that was all there was to it.

I settled into the cool gel that quickly warmed around me and turned on the console. In an instant, I was out of my body and into the virtual world. The apartment I stood in was as close to our house that I could make it, but I almost never spent time here. If Jazz and I wanted to hang out in our house, we’d do it in the real world. Continuing on into the world of Dungeon and Dames, I logged into Harkin and checked to see who was online.

It wasn’t a surprise to see that Melissa was online, but she wasn’t in-game. I knew she had classes that she took, something about her dad wanting her to help with a business or something like that. Other than that, it was just myself and Tobias that were in-game. It seemed that he was waiting for someone from the guild to log on because I was almost immediately sent a message from him. “Do you think we could talk about what happened with Devote? I did some digging and it’s looking pretty grim.”

I responded quickly, “Yeah, I’m in the guildhall.”

As I waited for him to meet me, I opened the settings menu and turned off the lewd armor setting. All that changed was that I now had a leather skirt covering the thong, though, even that was a little short. My ass wasn’t hanging out, though. That was an improvement.

The blue portal opened in the guildhall as Tobias stepped through. He wrung his hands as he walked towards me, talking the entire way over, “So Devote left us to join The Gilded Greats, but more than that, from the friend I do have in that guild, it seems like they have been getting information from Gail second hand for months. That’s how they learned how to raid so well. But as it turns out, Devote wasn’t supposed to leave our guild. While we’re not the largest, we do have one of the best players in the game. Gail is seriously good, I know you know that, but really, she’s been getting offers from every guild above ours and a couple below it.”

I nodded, not putting it past Devote to have been betraying us the entire time. “So he left us to join the top guild in the game, fuck him.”

“Well, that’s the thing. The Gilded Greats are threatening to start a war with us. If they do that, any time we see them out in the field, they can fight us. Sure, we won’t lose experience for dying in PvP (player versus player) fights, but they could just wait outside any zone we want to raid. They could track us down based on what repeatable quests they know we could be doing in our level ranges. Kennedy, if that happens, there’s no way that we can stay competitive. Even with as good as Gail is, she can’t take on too many of them,” Tobias said, his voice growing ever more exasperated.

I knew that I would need to calm him down, but I couldn’t pretend that the thought of being locked out of zones was appealing. Most of our players had things they needed to do during the day. Our raiding window was between 5 PM and 9 PM, for the most part. That was common knowledge, and due to raids being instanced, it wasn’t an issue at all. Not unless one of the top guilds locked us out of contention.

“Tobias, I know this is a lot to take in. It’s not easy for me either, but they’re currently not at war with us. Gail is looking to recruit more members as it stands. We both know her, she wouldn’t pick up a player that wasn’t at least somewhat competent. We all took a chance when we voted to bring Devote into the guild. We made the wrong decision, but he was a strong paladin and we needed him if we wanted to raid.”

“Fuck, I know, but it’s a lot to think about. I’ve been a part of Angel’s Song for the better part of a year. Most of us have, aside from Devote and Razed, we’ve all been here at least six months. I’m scared of this all falling apart, Kennedy, I’m scared of losing this guild because of stupid people’s greed!”

I shook my head, “We’re not going to let that happen, Tobias. You’ve got to be strong for us, buddy. Why don’t you come with me and gather some materials? We can go to some place scenic and peaceful, just… let’s get this off our minds and be productive for the guild, okay?”

He nodded and mumbled, “I’m sorry for freaking out.”

“Don’t be sorry. I don’t want to lose this family either, Tobias. Devote hurt all of us when he did that, but you know what? We’ll be stronger without him. All he did was make everyone else feel shitty, well, except for maybe Cathedral, but Cath is just a… well he’s a meathead, but he’s our meathead,” I said, smiling warmly at Tobias. “So what do you think? Halbrand’s Grove? We could use some more medium quality tree bark and some tree sap from there.”

He offered me a party invite. I didn’t hesitate to accept the invitation. Tobias spoke softly, “I don’t know if this even matters, but I’m bi. I don’t talk about it, but I am. I thought you were bi as well or something of a similar vein when I thought you were a guy, but I didn’t want to be the odd one out either. I’m sorry if I wasn’t a very good friend to you.”

It was hard to not want to wrap him in a hug and tell him that it was all okay. He didn’t seem concerned about his sexuality, though, it seemed much more like an apology for his behavior before. “Don’t worry about it, Tobias. So long as we’re both happy now, then that’s all that matters, right? But I do think that yesterday should tell us both something about the guild. They’re very accepting people. Look at Gail and Melissa. They started the guild and they’re a lesbian couple. I mean, Jazz and I… we’re a thing. I think it only makes sense that you should feel comfortable here. Be proud of who you are, Tobias. I wasn’t. It made me miserable.”

The words that came out of me weren’t quite true, but they felt true. This side of me, this freedom to be as feminine as I felt, it was the real me. While I wasn’t really a woman in real life, I was proud to be this version of Kennedy in the game.

Tobias smiled warmly and nodded, “I’ll talk to Gail about it later and see if she thinks Cath or Razed would say anything negative. I’m sure they wouldn’t, but—”

“Sweetheart, if you’re sure, just wear your identity with pride. That doesn’t mean you need to literally or metaphorically shove it down their throats, but you’re allowed to wave your bi flag if you want to,” I said cheerfully as I opened my world map and selected Halbrand’s Grove. “See you on the flip side.”

He smiled at me and opened his world map as well, following me to the other zone. It was on the outskirts of a human settlement. While it was originally one of the higher level zones, that had fallen into disrepair. Unlike with other games that just left massive hubs to gather in, the lore shifted to reflect an attack from the orcs. The settlement still had a fair number of NPCs, but the services they offered and the state of disrepair the town was eternally in made it feel like more of a place to pick up quests rather than a real town.

That was one thing I really did enjoy about the game. They really kept the high-level zones as top-notch as possible compared to the areas along the way. That wasn’t to say that all of the towns and maps of the game were beaten into the ground, but they usually picked the most popular areas from the previous content expansion and tweaked them slightly to shift the player’s attention towards the higher level gameplay. It was a useful cycle for building a sense of change in the world while not completely ruining the feelings of attachment that players had to the previous content.

Some people complained about the content that was removed, others praised it, but at the end of the day, Dungeons and Dames was the second most successful fantasy game on the market. The first was only in that slot due to the fact that it wasn’t an adult-only game.

Tobias and I continued gathering for the next few hours, talking about a lot of nothing. The small talk didn’t bother me. He wasn’t hitting on me, though I did catch his eyes on my breasts more than a few times. I couldn’t blame him for looking, but so long as he didn’t touch, I wasn’t going to call him out on anything. His conversation made the gathering more reasonable. We continued until I noticed the clock read a little after 2 PM. I let out a slightly disappointed sigh, “Hey, Tobias, I really appreciate that you’ve been out here with me this whole time, but my inventory is almost full and I really need to make some lunch for myself. Hell, at this point, Jazz is going to be home soon and so I’d like to have something cooked when she gets here.”

He nodded at me, smiling warmly, “No problem. I’ll, uh, I’ll make something to eat as well, but I’ll be back on soon.”

With that, I logged out of the game, excited to see my Mistress again.


Chapter Eight

The stiffness was back when I got out of the pod. One day, I hoped that Jazz and I could afford a nicer model, one that kept the muscles activated through gentle electrical stimulation. The medical technology required to monitor vitals to the extreme that was required for that luxury was not cheap. It was a dream, but a dream that I clung to tightly.

I spend a lot of my time in the pod, though. Agoraphobia made it hard to leave the house. Just going out with Jazz to dinner was more difficult than I ever wanted it to be. Most times, I ended up feeling miserable because a panic attack would cripple me, and then Jazz would have to get me home. I obviously didn’t want to live this way, but at least it wasn’t as crippling as it was it could have been. According to my grandparents, the severity of my agoraphobia would have probably rendered me a husk of a person at best when they were my age.

That wasn’t a pleasant thought. But I wasn’t truly stuck at home, not with the Skydyve console. It was how I met Jazz. That was how we strengthened our relationship and grew comfortable enough for me to move in with her. I wasn’t proud of being a homebody, but Jazz understood me and understood my limits. She worked with me and always had.

That thought made it easy to not hesitate to towel off the slight dampness the gel left on my body before sliding her panties back on over my hips. It was hard to truly tell, but it felt like my legs were even softer than they had been last night. No, my legs were absolutely much softer. I glanced back at my pod, wondering if there was some sort of moisturizing agent in the gel that Jazz didn’t tell me about. Her skin was almost this soft, but… eh, it didn’t really matter.

I went into the kitchen, excited to cook a late lunch for myself. It wasn’t extravagant, not much that I cooked was, but it was still better than the frozen food Jazz used to rely on to get us by. One of us had to learn to cook to break away from the expensive and unhealthy food. Taking on the role of being her baby girl just made me one step closer into becoming a stay-at-home wife. Well, “girlfriend” but still, the thought was still pleasant. Cooking and cleaning for my Mistress helped me feel more useful, like I was putting something of value into our relationship other than sexual desire.

By the time I finished cooking, Jazz was only about thirty minutes from being home. Her schedule never changed, nor would it. She operated a mining drone that chipped away at asteroids and other space debris trapped in Saturn’s belt. That drone was only allotted six hours per user per day. While it sucked that Jazz had to work from nine in the morning until three in the afternoon every single day, the work was important. She made good money and it took a steady hand to carve bricks out of the asteroids. Steady hands weren’t often replaced.

From what I understood, the bricks were being sent to Mars to prepare for further colonization, but that was a little beyond my understanding. Jazz didn’t talk too much about work. She didn’t seem to care much past making sure there was food on the table for us and enough money to take care of some of our wants and desires as well.

The unlatching of the door caught my attention and I called out happily, “Food’s on the table, Mistress.”

“I’m glad to hear that, baby girl,” she called back. “How did everything go today? You didn’t play the game all day, did you?”

As she stepped into the room, I was sitting in my chair, legs crossed, slowly rubbing them against one another to enjoy the silky texture of my skin. It was a strange sensation, but I wanted to keep shaving if it meant feeling this soft! “I played more than I probably should have. Tobias was telling me about how Devote left our guild to join The Gilded Greats. Apparently, Devote was telling them all of Gail’s strategies which is how they were handling the raids as well as they were. Kind of bullshit if you ask me. But Tobias was having a rough day and seemed to need someone to be there for him, so we farmed up some materials from Halbrand’s Grove. I figured that would be helpful, but I just logged out around two.”

“So you spent about five hours in the pod?” she asked as she sat down at the table. “I guess that won’t hurt anything. I know you were hoping to get that reward last night, but I also hope you understand that I’ve got to keep us both honest. Baby girl, I like this new dynamic, I really do. So, we’re going to play the game until nine tonight. We’ll shower together, I’ll make sure you’re nice and smooth this time, then we can fuck. Does that sound reasonable to you?”

It made my cock twitch in my panties to hear her speak so firmly to me. It wasn’t really a question, it was a suggestion on how the night should go. There was something hot about Jazz’s newfound dominance over me. Whether it was the confidence that she had or the promise of sex, I couldn’t really tell. Either way, I was turned on as I reached down to pick up my fork and knife. Baked potatoes were one of my favorite side dishes and I felt that it paired incredibly well with pulled pork sandwiches. Then again, I would have eaten a meal of baked potatoes if Jazz wasn’t so adamant about at least trying to balance out our nutritional intake without relying on the gel supplements in our pods.

“That sounds amazing, Mistress. I wouldn’t mind if we didn’t, I suppose. But I can’t pretend that I didn’t enjoy yesterday a lot. And, well, I mean, doggy is nice and all, but what do you want from me tonight?” I asked.

She chuckled. Her eyes locked with mine, “I’d rather ride your face and make you drink my orgasm. Then I’d grind my soaked pussy against your cock through those panties until you cream yourself. After that, you’d clean yourself up, put on another pair of panties and be the best little spoon you could be for me.”

“W-Wait, what?” I stammered, a little shocked, but incredibly turned on. “That sounds nice, M-Mistress.”

She smiled at me and picked up her sandwich, “Great. Then it’s settled, baby girl, you’re going to get used for my pleasure tonight. I’ve got a nice pair of silk panties that would be great for grinding against, that way your poor cock won’t get too sore.”

“Uh, so, um.” The words were on the tip of my tongue, but I couldn’t look Jazz in the eyes as I asked, “How long has that fantasy played out in your head?”

“Since this morning, but my panties are sticking to me in the worst way. Do you know how easy it is to drift off into thought when you’re watching a laser carve through solid rock at about an inch a minute?” she asked. “I’ve been fantasizing about how you’d moan for me as you came all over yourself all damn day.”

I could feel my cheeks burning as shameful excitement about her fantasy filled my thoughts. I wanted her to use me. I wanted her to make me her bitch tonight. But most importantly, it made me feel like she wasn’t bored with me. Maybe she never had been and I’d been imagining it, but this wasn’t what lunch was like with her before. We would talk about work, eat, and then go to our pod. There was rarely a conversation about sex. That usually happened at night, either during the shower or right after, and that was only if she was in the mood or if I was exceedingly desperate to get off.

But this side of Jazz was new. It was new and, frankly, improved. I was improving as well, I believed. The thoughts lingered as we ate, but they weren’t unpleasant to sit with. Once we finished, I took the plates and quickly washed them off as I let slip, “My skin feels like, really smooth today. Did you put some kind of moisturizer in the gel for my pod?”

She made her way behind me, hands falling on my slender hips, “I put something in there, baby girl. You might just have to trust me when I say that it’s exactly what you need, but if I told you what it was, you’d probably have a lot of questions.”

The subversion wasn’t appreciated. “That only makes me want to ask you more questions, Jazz.”

“I put something in your gel, yeah. It’s a supplement. You’re probably going to notice some other stuff, but do you think I would do anything to hurt you?” she asked, her voice losing any trace of its previous sultry tone.

Things were serious and I hated that, but I did want to know what was going on. Still, she brought up a damn good point. Jazz was essentially my caretaker, even if I tried my best to provide value to her. She wouldn’t hurt me. She usually didn’t have to hide things from me either, though. But… things were going so well.

“I don’t think you’d hurt me, Jazz. I do have to wonder what you’re hiding up your sleeve, though. But you’re right. I’d usually ask questions until I felt like I knew enough about the situation to feel comfortable. I’m just going to let you have this one, Jazz. I trust you, I love you, and I hope that you enjoy just how soft my skin is, if that’s what you’re going for,” I said as sweetly as I could.

Her hands ran up and down my sides, leaving a trail of goosebumps behind. “I absolutely love how it feels and I’m looking forward to exploring it intimately later. Tell you what, to sweeten the deal, I’ll even do the dishes tonight after dinner.”

That was something that she never offered to do. We both knew exactly how much she hated doing dishes, so clearly, she was making concessions for me. “Sounds like a plan then, Mistress,” I cooed.

Whatever was in my pod didn’t really matter. Soft skin wasn’t the end of the world, but Jazz had a good track record of not leading me astray. That was more discomforting than anything she could have put in the gel. Even with that being the case, I didn’t hesitate to join her in the game world again.


Chapter Nine

That night, Gail came up with a plan. We would have to recruit more members and the guild would be open to every class that wouldn’t double up on what we currently had. There could only be at most forty-two new guild members, but as a guild, we didn’t want more than four new people for the time being. We had to all get to know them. It wasn’t just about the sheer numbers in our guild. We wanted a tight-knit community, especially after what happened with Devote.

As part of the application, Gail left a note that any players hoping to join our guild would need to duel her. There was no expectation of them winning the duel, but that was the fastest way for Gail to test their abilities with their class. For the supportive players, she was rather gentle, launching an attack on them only to see their reaction to the assault and the sequence they chose to use their abilities in.

By the end of the night, we only had two new members that made the cut, the best of the two classes we actively wanted for our raids. Natasha was a large, soft-spoken, hard-hitting barbarian with wild blonde hair that reached the middle of her back. The other player was our new paladin, RayoSunshine, or Ray, another woman with stark white hair that framed her face well.

It was getting close to 8:30 PM when we finally called it a night. There was no time to train the new players on raid tactics, no time to fight a boss that would drop anything worth a damn. While there wasn’t time for anything super thrilling in-game, my Mistress had plans for me in the real world, plans that both of us seemed eager to get to.

We all welcomed the two new guild members and then Jazz and I logged out. I already knew what was to come, but that didn’t make me any less excited.

I opened my pod and climbed out. As I reached my arms above my head to stretch, I could feel a strange sensitivity in my chest. It wasn’t tightness like I felt in my back, but rather, it felt like something might have stung me or something along those lines. My nipples were sensitive to the touch and I found myself massaging them as I walked into the kitchen with Jazz following behind me.

“What do you think about the new members?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s a little too early to tell. Natasha held her own against Gail for a little bit, but even with a fully empowered frenzy attack, she couldn’t even get Gail to go on the defensive. Ray seems like she is sweet and while she got pretty diced up, she survived for a while. I imagine with better gear, they would both be incredibly helpful in raids. What about you, any thoughts?”

“I think that Natasha wants to fuck Cath. She was eye-fucking him so hard when Gail was talking to us in the guildhall that I thought they’d get it on right in front of us,” Jazz said playfully.

There was no denying that. The two did seem to hit it off quite well. “So, same plan as earlier?” I asked.

Jazz nodded as she pulled me in for a hug, her lips grazing against mine for just a second before she whispered, “Something quick and easy. Sandwiches are fine. Leftovers would be even better. I’m looking forward to getting clean and then making you a dirty girl all over again.”

Her lips pressed against mine again. This time, her hands reached down to cup my bare ass as she pulled me against her. My cock slipped between her lower lips, her wet folds caressing my sensitive shaft. Jazz rocked her hips back and forth just barely as she kissed me, then pulled away, leaving my cock stiff and my lips still wanting more of her.

We ate quickly, barely saying a word to one another before we tore off to the bathroom like people possessed. The shower took a little longer with me having to be completely still as Jazz went over my legs carefully with a razor, but after that slightly tense procedure, we were back off to the races. Shampoo flew, bodies were playfully washed… until she reached my nipples.

Her fingers grazed across my tender chest, drawing an unexpected moan from my lips. It felt nicer than it had any reason to. I wasn’t used to that kind of sensitivity. But looking down, I could tell that there was a noticeable lump beneath my nipples. Not one, but both.

“W-What the hell?” I asked.

She looked me in the eyes and spoke softly, “Do you not like how it feels?”

“Jazz, I’m not sure I understand why it feels any different than it did yesterday when I took a shower.” There was no denying the worrisome waver in my voice. “If you know something, please do tell me, baby.”

“I, uh,” she hesitated for a moment. “Baby, I thought that when you said you would do anything for me that you truly meant anything.”

“I did, Jazz, I still would. I’m not quite sure what you’re getting at here.”

She paused for a moment and put her hands on my waist, “I thought that with you taking so well to the changes in-game and the way that you fell right into it when I called you my baby girl that you might… well, Kennedy, there’s no right way to admit this. I put male to female transition gel in your pod. It was supposed to take about forty hours of absorption to be finished, spread out over more than a couple of days so as to minimize the rapid growth of… well, breasts and stuff.”

The news was a little unexpected, but I didn’t quite put it past her. That wasn’t even a jab at her. Taking into consideration how exciting my femininity was for her, it just didn’t surprise me to hear that she was forcing me to transition without my knowledge. “I don’t understand how you could do that without asking me if I was okay with it, Jazz.”

“That’s the problem, baby. I didn’t truly know. I know it was messed up, but you can still stop the transition before it gets too crazy. The buds under your breasts will go down in a few days, the skin will become thicker again, and we can pretend like this never happened,” she said softly, almost as if she was afraid of what I might do.

My heart broke at the sight of her flinching away from me. I’d never once been violent to her. Not once. But she thought that she did something so unthinkable that this might be what broke me.

That was true pain.

“Baby… no. This isn’t right. You were absolutely wrong for not telling me. You lied to me and that cuts me deep, but I’m not dumb. You’ve been happier, so much happier since I let go of the weight that has been on my shoulders. Yesterday morning, if someone would have told me that I would be happy to wear my girlfriend’s panties, shave my legs, and not even get some pussy for my troubles, I would have probably tried to fight them. I say try because, in reality, I’m not the man I kept trying to be. I’m not much of a man at all, as it seems. Baby, you’re clearly more into me this way than you were before. If I’m honest with you and myself, I’m happier with this change as well,” I said quietly.

Water splashing against the tiled floor of our shower was the only thing that kept the silence from overtaking us for a few moments. Jazz’s mouth opened once or twice as if she wanted to say something, but no words came forth.

I took it upon myself to continue. If she couldn’t speak up, then I would. It was long past time I carried my own weight when it came to leading situations, wasn’t it?

“Look, I’m not sure where the line is for me. Transitioning wasn’t on my radar, but you put it there for me, Jazz. Before you told me that, I followed you in here, thrilled to have a night with my Mistress. Thrilled to have a night with my lover, the woman that makes me happier than anything else. The woman that makes my life something more than just another day spent in a virtual world because I’m too much of a little bitch to go outside—”

She shook her head. “You’re not a bitch.”

“Is that how you really feel, Jazz?” I asked, not trying to accuse her of anything with my tone.

“Baby, if you were a bitch, I would have left you. If you were a bitch, I would have told you to move back in with your grandparents and never looked back. You’re not a bitch. You’re a loving, caring person. But I just don’t… I don’t think you’ve ever seen yourself the way I see you,” she said.

I locked eyes with her, not hesitating as I asked, “And do you see me as a woman?”

Her voice started soft, “I haven’t always, but these past two nights, yes I have. I’ve been enjoying it. I won’t lie. Whenever we’re alone, you have always been the sweetest, most kind partner a person could ask for, but the second we’re around people, you throw up your walls.”

Jazz took a step closer to me, her eyes boring into mine as a bit of the fire I knew her to have started burning within her eyes as she got louder and louder, “You hide behind a fake sense of masculinity, or even worse, you hide in plain sight hoping that no one says anything to you at all. I can’t stand that, baby. I can’t stand seeing you wilt away and hide the best parts of yourself from everyone else.”

She reached out, her hands cradling my cheeks as her voice softened again. “But these past two nights? You’ve been happy. You’ve let me do things to you that I’ve been desperate to explore since I’ve seen the vulnerable side you’ve kept under lock and key. Baby, I love you. I know you love me. But I can’t be with someone that has to live a lie. Whether you transition or not, I don’t fucking care. I can’t pretend I don’t find you more attractive as a woman, but physical attraction is stupid if you’re not happy with who you are. I love you for your personality, but that personality can’t get buried. Please, Kennedy, don’t bury it again.”

It was hard to tell if she was crying or if stray beads of water landed on her face. I knew for certain that I was, though. Her words hurt. They cut to the bone and left no stone unturned.

“You’re right, Jazz,” I said quietly. “I don’t want to lose you, so don’t worry about me hiding anything. I… I don’t know if it’s okay that you hid what you were doing to me. I forgive you, and… I’ll keep going with it. I think I’m confident enough in saying that so long as we’re both okay with me keeping what’s between my legs, I would be happier as a woman. I don’t feel like I’m expected to be something I’m not as a woman, and worst-case scenario, there are doctors that could help reverse the effects of transitioning, right?”

“Most of them, yes,” she mumbled. “Which is why you shouldn’t do it if it’s not something you truly want. It’s fucked up that I let my sexual fantasies get so out of hand—”

I wasn’t going to let her take the full blame for the situation we found ourselves in. “No, baby, it’s not right that you got so caught up that you didn’t stop to think about how I might feel. Well, worse, you did think about it and you chose to not say anything to me. That hurts, but I know exactly what it’s like to feel like your wants and desires don’t matter to anyone else. It wasn’t right for you to do that, but that doesn’t mean I made it any easier for you to share how you felt with me. And, I guess, in a way, I didn’t do anything that would make you think that I didn’t want what you had in store for me. If we talked about it before it happened, I probably would have come to the same conclusion you did, but that’s not what happened. The fact that you’ve had to hide all of these desires, the fact that you’ve stayed with me anyway, that says a lot. Why should it ever be all about me? Why should it be all about you? The entire point of a relationship is for things to be about us. Both of us.”

“So then what do we do now, Kennedy?” she asked.

I smiled at her and leaned in slowly, giving her plenty of time to duck away from my kiss. But she didn’t. My lips pressed against hers and I let my body lean against her. Her much larger breasts pressed against my sensitive budding mounds, reminding me of exactly what brought us to this point. It wasn’t that uncomfortable of a change. In about thirty more hours, I would probably have more rounded breasts, something that Jazz would probably enjoy. But it wasn’t all for Jazz.

If these past two days had taught me anything, living my life as a woman took a lot of my previous struggles and simply annihilated them. No one judged me for being feminine when they viewed me as a woman. No one expected me to be some kind of badass. It was nice. Granted, there were the uncomfortable stares I sometimes got in the game, but that wasn’t something I minded all that much. Sure, it was different, but it wasn’t anywhere near as hard to cope with as feeling out of place everywhere I went.

I pulled back from the kiss as I spoke softly, “You let me take care of refilling the pods for tomorrow. If I’m supposed to only be in the other gel for a few hours a day, show me how to do that when you get home from work tomorrow. I don’t know what the entire transitioning situation looks like, but I’ll talk to Gail. She knows. I’m sure she can make this a lot more digestible for me.”

“And tonight?” she asked. “I… I don’t mind doggy, Kennedy, I know you enjoy it.”

“That can come another time, Jazz… Mistress. Tonight you said you were going to ride my face and then something about making me cream all over myself,” I said, a smile tugging at the corners of my mouth.

It was hard to get hard at the moment, but I was still interested in the prospect. Once the flood of emotions eventually subsided, I knew that we would both probably enjoy ourselves.

“That’s reassuring, Kennedy,” she whispered. “Are you sure, though? We can give it time. Transitioning, my kinks, all of that stuff can wait.”

“I’m sure, Jazz. And I do like it when you call me baby girl. It makes me feel even more like your little princess.”

She smiled at me, her arms wrapping around my neck as she pulled me in for a hug. A slippery, sensitive, seriously arousing hug. “You are my princess, baby girl. How about we finish the shower? And, if it’s okay, I think I want to make you cum first, then maybe ride your adorable face?”

“Anything you want, Mistress. I’m happy to serve,” I said lovingly.


Chapter Ten

Jazz hesitated as she looked towards her underwear drawer, “Are you sure you want to wear panties and stuff? We really can wait on all of this, baby.”

“I know we could wait, but I don’t want to wait. Jazz, it’s seriously okay. If you want to make it up to me, then just go back to the horny, lustful, super wonderful woman you’ve been these past two days. That’s what I want to be able to do to you… for you. If I can’t drive you wild when you come home from work, then what good am I?”

She opened the drawer and pulled out a sky blue silk thong. “Then I want you to wear this. And when I come home tomorrow, I’ll bring some training bras. You’ll appreciate them if your boobs grow like they’re supposed to.”

I smiled and shook my head as I took the thong. I didn’t hesitate to pull it up my silky smooth legs. “It’s crazy how technology and medicine have come so far that people can go through an entire puberty in a week.”

“Crazy, kind of awesome, definitely amazing for transgender people,” she said.

That was the first time I truly thought about the word and its relation to me. I was transgender. From male to female. There were no two ways about it, and while the transgender community had come a long way and was the beneficiary of many medicinal advancements in the recent thirty years, I still wasn’t sure how to process that I was now a part of that community.

With the thong in place, I couldn’t stop my smile from spreading. Jazz had a reason to feel guilty, but in a similar vein, tonight wasn’t a miserable one for me. Yes, she did something that would take some time to truly process, but she also pushed me to make a decision that was a long time coming. I didn’t want to confront my identity. It was clear that I wasn’t happy as a man. I knew that since I was young enough to realize that I never really fit in. Even before my agoraphobia developed to the point where I had to be home-schooled, I wasn’t like the other boys.

And I didn’t need to be. That was the important lesson that these past two days taught me. I needed to be myself. Tonight, being myself meant letting my girlfriend know exactly how comfortable I was with the changes taking place.

I closed the distance between us and kissed her softly on the lips before whispering, “You promised, Mistress. I’m going to be a good girl and lay down. If you choose to join me or not is completely up to you.”

Jazz didn’t even give me time to take a step towards the bed. She kissed me back, her hands moving to my hips as she took a step towards me, forcing me to step backward. Another step, and then another, and suddenly, I was falling onto the bed. My legs were draped over the side, but that seemed to be Jazz’s goal as she immediately climbed on top of me.

Her warm, soft hips rested on top of mine. The view was spectacular. Jazz’s slender frame never failed to turn me on, but her round breasts, narrow waist, and wide hips were perfectly proportioned, almost as if she was designed for me by whatever powers controlled this universe. There was no woman in the world that I would rather have in my life. No man either, for that matter.

My cock stiffened beneath her as she started slowly rocking her hips back and forth, massaging my length as she spoke softly, “I don’t feel like I deserve this, baby girl.”

“And I don’t feel like I deserve you, Mistress,” I moaned. “But here we are. Together. I can’t speak for you, but I’m feeling pretty damn good about how this evening is playing out.”

She smiled down at me. Her hand moved between our hips as she grabbed my cock and pointed it towards my belly button. Just a little more than half of my length was outside of the thong she wanted me to wear.

“I swear, Kennedy, I’ll never lie to you about anything else. I never have before and I was stupid for not being completely honest with you upfront. I promise you that,” she whispered as she shifted so that her labia rested on either side of my heated shaft.

I opened my mouth to speak, but a moan was all that I could manage as she started slowly rolling her hips back and forth. Her pussy smoothly slid up and down my cock. While my length was aching with desire, there was something so appealing about feeling the wetness of Jazz’s excitement seeping into the silky thong, adding a layer of slickness to my shaft. That made it easier for her to rock further forward.

Before long, her pussy was sliding along the full length of my cock, her entrance teasing my crown as she bucked her hips. Jazz leaned further over as she moved away from relying on rocking her hips to make me cum and instead let her whole body take on that burden. Her hands pushed into the mattress on either side of my head as her red hair fell down like a curtain around her face.

While it was almost impossible to utter a sound other than a moan, I did manage to reach up and brush her hair over her left shoulder so that we could see one another clearly.

She smiled down at me, but as she started rolling her hips and rocking on the bed again, she bit down on her bottom lip. I could feel the hardened bead that was her clit sliding along my wet cock. While it was clear that she was trying to hold back, it delighted me to no end that my lover was enjoying giving me such a kinky treat.

It wasn’t the same as being inside her by any stretch of the imagination. That felt better, hands down. But, there was something about being beneath her, having my pleasure controlled by her while she got to explore her desires… it was exhilarating.

I put my hands on Jazz’s hips and bucked my hips against her motions, thrusting my cock between her folds as my moans flowed more freely. I tried to tell her I was close, but the pathetic stammering that escaped me was anything but clear communication.

Still, my lover wasn’t stupid. She knew me well enough to know what that meant, and much to my surprise, she rocked forward far enough to slip free of my cock. Her right hand shot between our hips as she guided my crown to her entrance. There were no words exchanged as she sank down onto my cock.

While we fucked quite often, condoms were usually involved. The fact that Jazz very clearly understood that I was about to cum and chose to take me inside her…

My hands gripped her hips tighter as I continued to pump my hips, now thrusting into her hot, tight pussy. There was no stopping what was about to happen. Well, I could have physically shoved her off me and finished on my stomach, but that wasn’t what either of us seemed to want.

“Fuck, that’s it, baby girl,” she moaned. She continued riding my cock as she leaned in closer, “Cum in me, princess. It’s okay, I’m ready for whatever may happen.”

Her lips pressed against mine as the mind-numbing bliss of her walls clenching around my shaft pulled me under the tumultuous waves of ecstasy. My balls tightened as the first rope of my cum shot inside my lover, only for her walls to clench around my shaft even tighter, her hips going still as her orgasm made her thighs quake. Her warm juices seeped down my hips and further down as my own seed continued to pump deep inside her.

It was over long before I wanted it to be, but that wasn’t a true complaint. While I would have loved to spend all night under her, on top of her, however she wanted me, we finished together and that was all I wanted.

We lingered like that, my softening cock inside her as she kissed me, her tongue exploring my mouth as she gradually let her weight rest on top of me, relaxing on me. My hands roamed from her hips, up her back, and into her hair as I kissed her back. I wasn’t sure how long passed. I didn’t care. But when she broke the kiss, I could see the exhaustion clear in her eyes.

“I don’t want to say goodnight, baby. I want to stay up until the sun comes up, but I’ve got work in the morning,” she regretfully said.

I smiled up at her. “That’s not even close to being a problem, Mistress. Uh, did you want to try to get any of it out?”

“Your cum?” she asked.

I nodded, knowing that she was a little hesitant to get pregnant from the conversations we had a while back.

“I’d rather not waste it. Medicine has come a long way, but there’s no stopping the lower sperm count. We may be able to get me pregnant if we tried hard enough, but I’d rather just get that part taken care of now, Kennedy,” she explained.

“I thought you wanted to wait?” I asked.

“I did wait. Kennedy, you’d do anything for me and I know that. I’d do anything for you. Even if I had to take maternity leave, it wouldn’t be unpaid, and we do have enough put back that I could keep us afloat even if there were a few complications. I think… I think it’s time, baby girl. I think it’s time for a lot of things that we’ve been putting off,” Jazz said.

She slowly eased herself off my lap and went back to her underwear drawer. At first, I wasn’t quite sure why she wanted me to change again, but panties weren’t what she pulled out of the dresser drawer.

Jazz turned back to me, a small velvet box in her hand. “I was trying to think of the best way to ask you. I thought about trying to get you out of the house, take you somewhere special. But I know that’s not an option, Kennedy.”

I sat up on the bed, all thoughts of sex scurrying from my mind. Recognizing what was happening wasn’t hard, believing it, that was another thing entirely. My heart started racing in my chest as she looked down at me, trepidation clear in her eyes.

She took a step towards me before kneeling down. Jazz opened the box, revealing a beautiful white gold ring, “It’s not the one I want to put on your finger the day of the ceremony… I’m getting ahead of myself again. Kennedy Lavigne, you are the only person that has ever been able to make me feel like I’m more than just a body to be used. You’re the only person I could ever entrust my heart to. Damn it, baby, you’re the only person that I would even consider spending the rest of my life with.”

Tears trickled down my cheeks as I waited for the question. I knew it was coming, I knew my answer, but I wasn’t sure if I could speak around the lump in my throat.

Jazz looked down at the ring as she took it out of its resting place. “They never make it look this hard in the movies,” she mumbled as she looked back into my eyes. “Kennedy Lavigne, will you do me the honor of making me your wife?”

“Y-Yeah,” I choked out.

“Yeah?” she repeated.

My cheeks burned hotter as the tears continued to flow. Yeah wasn’t what I wanted to say, but it was all I managed to get out. Round two wasn’t much better, “Y-Yes, damn it!”

Jazz’s smile melted my heart as she took my hand and slid the ring onto my finger. “I’ll get you a nicer one. I promise you that. This was just… it was what I could afford last year.”

The realization that Jazz had the ring for a year was both painful and pleasant. If she wanted to propose, why hadn’t she done it sooner? But that answer… well that answer wasn’t so hard for me to find. I wouldn’t have let her propose to me before. That was a man’s job, wasn’t it? That was what my grandfather always told me I’d do one day. Find a woman I loved, put a ring on her finger, and start a family.

But it wasn’t just a man’s job. Jazz did it better than I ever could have.


Epilogue

“Two weeks have passed since the night Devote royally fucked us. This morning, The Gilded Greats made it official. We’re at war,” Gail said solemnly. “I understand if some of you want to leave the guild. We didn’t make this guild for the sake of PvP, but this is what has been put on our doorstep. The only good news I have is that the next content expansion drops next week. With it, two new raids will be introduced. That might make it easier for us to keep farming Epifriol’s Lair and possibly move from there to the Magma Dragon’s Den. That said, if we’re not in a no combat zone or in the guildhall, we can be attacked by other players. Strong players. Players that have a lot better gear than most of us do. I won’t subject the people I call friends to that against your will. Please, know that if you choose to leave the guild, we won’t remove you from our friends list and we won’t be upset if you join another prominent guild.”

There was a heavy blanket of silence in the guildhall after Gail finished speaking. The nine of us were gathered, but even the two newer guild members, Natasha and Ray, didn’t seem to want to abandon their guildmates.

I felt uncomfortable standing from the bench, but someone needed to say something. “Fuck that, Gail. I’m not going anywhere. Those pussy punk bitches think they can intimidate us? Let them try. I know you can take two of them by yourself easily. I’ve been brushing up on my PvP skills for the sake of improving my reaction time in raids anyway. We all knew this was a possibility. Fuck them. Let them try to take us down. We’re a hell of a lot tougher than Epifriol and they don’t have a playbook written by you to take us down!”

Jazz grabbed me by the wrist, gently pulling me back down. “Kennedy is a little dramatic, but she’s right. I can’t speak for the rest of the guild, but I’m not going anywhere if my fiance isn’t.”

Melissa let out an excited squeal but immediately clamped her hand over her mouth. “Sorry, sorry. I’m just still taking that bit in. That makes four of us.”

“Uh, well, I mean,” Tobias started as he looked from Cathedral to Natasha. “R-Recently I’ve started feeling a certain kind of way about two people here.”

Cathedral chuckled and ran his hand through the back of Tobias’ hair. “Cutting straight to the point, you’ve got us three. I can’t speak for Razed or Ray, but there’s something about Angel’s Song that brings out the sexiest in people. I’m not just talking about the badass gear we get, either.”

Razed shrugged his shoulders. “I’m not interested in the sexual adventures you lot get yourselves into. Making myself more clear, I don’t care if they happen, but I’m not interested. I’m here for the raids, the gear, the questing partners, and now, the friends I’ve made. I’m staying.”

All eyes shifted toward Ray. She looked around at the room, seemingly uncomfortable with being put on the spot. “Well, I’ve been having fun in the raids. I haven’t fucked anyone here yet, so that’s obviously something we may have to recruit more people for, considering that even the threesome happening in Cathedral’s room isn’t looking for a fourth, but other than that, I’m happy here. And I’m joking. I’m happy without sex. Well, mostly joking, it would be nice to have someone around for sexual adventures.”

Gail’s hands clapped together, drawing attention back to her. “I can’t stress how thankful I am to have you all as my guildmates. Ray, I’m still looking for more members, but with the rumors of the war that are now confirmed, people have been hesitant. I imagine that once the new content comes out, things will calm down. But don’t take this the wrong way. The Gilded Greats aren’t going to see peace from me. When I’m not raiding or helping you guys reach cap (max level), I’m going to be making their lives hell. Do they think they can bully us into dissolving our guild? Fuck them. We’ll show them why they needed Devote here to listen in to our conversations and feed them information.”

“Hell yeah!” Cathedral called out as he pulled Tobias into his side. Having watched their dynamic slowly building for a week, it was clear that Natasha was only fond of being held in the bedroom, outside of that, Tobias was the source of all Cathedral’s attention.

While that was a curious development, I couldn’t say anything. Razed was practically asexual in the game due to his devotion to his wife outside of the game. I was transgender. Finding out that Cathedral was bi? That was just par for the course in Angel’s Song.

But the future of our guild wasn’t certain. What was certain was that I wasn’t going anywhere and that Jazz would be by my side no matter what. Clearly, Gail and Melissa weren’t leaving. Tobias was addicted to the attention that Cathedral was giving him and was also fiercely loyal to the guild. That locked in those two. Razed would probably stick around, it seemed more inconvenient for him to have to establish himself in another guild than it did to just stay in Angel’s Song. Ray and Natasha, well, they were still new, but we were all new at one point or the other.

“Well, that’s all the news I’ve got. Thanks for hopping on this early to let me make that announcement, but I figured that with the war being official, you should all have the chance to opt-out of the guild with no strings attached. I’ve got to get to work and I’m sure some of you have to do the same. Take it easy, friends, and I can’t say this enough. Thank you for staying,” Gail said as she opened her menu to log out.

I looked over at Jazz and spoke softly, “A little snuggling before you’ve got to go, Mistress?”

She smiled back at me, “Of course, baby girl.”

It only took a few minutes to get out of the pods and back in our still-warm bed. Her arm wrapped around my torso, forearm pressing lightly against the underside of my breasts. While my hips and face still needed a little more time for fat to naturally redistribute, there was no denying that I looked pretty damn hot as a woman. Maybe not as hot as my character, but with time and maybe a few elective surgeries, I’d probably be hotter.

That was something my soon-to-be wife wasn’t complaining about. Jazz whispered into my ear, “I’m not going to lie. I’m a little nervous about what’s happening in the guild. That doesn’t mean I want to consider leaving. I just… I hope we’re strong enough to hold our own.”

I pressed my hips back against Jazz. “Of course we are, Jazz. Gail is looking for new members and I bet my ass that once a few players hear how easily we kill some of their best players, we’ll get a flood of new applications.”

She giggled, the warm rush of her breath over my ear making my heart race. “You’re betting your ass now, are you? Don’t give me ideas, baby girl, strap-ons are cheap.”

“Get one. I’ll try anything you’d like, Mistress,” I purred.

Jazz pushed her hips against my ass, “Fuck, that’s why I love you so much, baby girl. I’ve been curious about just why you love doggy so much anyway. I guess I’ll find out tonight, won’t I?”

My cheeks flushed and I couldn’t bring myself to tell her just how excited I was to try anal with her. Instead, I just nodded my head and whispered back, “I love you too, Mistress.”

The End


Message from the Author

If you enjoyed this novella, please consider leaving a review. They help boost the visibility of these stories which directly helps make it clear that you guys want more of this sort of content. If steamy transgender novellas are your thing, consider joining my mailing list to be notified of new releases.

If you want to support me in other ways and be able to talk to me directly about what’s going on in my world, what I’m up to, and what I may be doing next, I recommend you check out my Patreon.

If you enjoyed this story and you haven’t read the ones that came before it, you may enjoy these other VR stories:

It’s Just a Game

Skylar didn't know what to expect when he and his game development team got the offer to test out the latest VR tech. It wasn't even out yet, and it was supposed to be able to recreate physical sensations. In 2023, that was unheard of.

His excitement turned into festering uncertainty when he found out that the creators, Howard and Jessica, thought he was a woman and programmed his console accordingly. Fixing that mistake would have cost him another week and that was too long to wait.

If only he knew what would happen once he experienced being in a woman's body for the first time…

Just Play the Game

Max desperately wanted to play the latest game from the original developers of the Skydyve console “Escaping the Dark”, but to do that, he’d have to leave the safety of his apartment. In 2030, the PC gaming culture was slowly dying and Max knew that he’d have to change eventually, but was this the time?

In the end, he decided to take the chance by going to a local VR cafe so that he wouldn’t have to find a way around getting a VR license. With the added perk of being able to play with people from the cafe, Max headed out into the unforgiving world that’d always bullied him for his feminine appearance and mannerisms. This time would have to be different, wouldn’t it?

It wasn’t until he partied up with a reckless but skilled woman from the cafe that Max realized the kind of experiences he’d been missing out on. But not everything was peaches and cream. If he wanted to keep playing with her, she had a strange request. She wanted Max to become a female in-game. If not for the fact that he was a stranger to her, Max would have said no in an instant. But… Airy was the first person he’d actually wanted to play with in years. There was no way he could say no to her request. If he knew what would have come from that single, all-important decision, he might have had second thoughts…

Sing For Me

Melissa wanted more from life. Not more money, not more power, and certainly not more responsibilities. But she wanted more attention, companionship, and more importantly, pleasure. It was easy to want but hard to let anyone get close enough to her in the real world to satisfy any of her wants.

In the virtual world of Dungeons and Dames, Melissa didn't have the same boundaries. She still wanted someone she trusted involved. Her innocence was at stake, after all, but from the moment she laid eyes on Gail, Melissa knew that she might have found what she wanted. Strangers shouldn't fall in love, but if Gail isn't looking for love then Melissa might have to let lust suffice.

Can the two find the time during their adventures to fall in love or will they let another chance slip through their fingertips?
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