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  The next day marked the beginning of Ian's first vacation in more than a year. The guys at the restaurant had made jokes about alcohol, drugs, escorts, but instead he sat alone at an out of the way bar.
 
  His rolled up sleeves revealed the tattoos that covered his left arm and had contributed to his reputation as one of the city's "Bad Boy Chefs." The reputation wasn't so apt anymore.
 
  The problem with being a "Bad Boy Chef" was that it didn't allow for being a very good chef, which is what Ian really wanted. 
 
  It was also why he now sat alone with a beer. His next week would be for recuperating. Months and months of fourteen hour days had left him feeling hollowed out and weary. Burning out at twenty-seven was not part of his plan.
 
  Ian finished his beer and exhaled loudly. His mind kept wandering to what product was in season and menu planning.
 
  "I'm so screwed," he said, pinching the bridge of his nose.
 
  "What was that?" a lively voice asked.
 
  The woman who'd spoken drove sunchokes and eggplants from his thoughts. She was tall, at least 5'8", and dark blonde with high cheekbones and full lips. She had the greenest eyes he'd ever seen. Her black dress accented the curves of her breasts and the smallness of her waist.
 
  Could I already be asleep at home? There were chef groupies, but this woman... Damn.
 
  He had to work hard to find any words to say—once he accepted the woman was real.
 
  What Ian ended up with was "Hm?" and raised eyebrows.
 
  The blonde shrugged off his awkwardness and took a seat next to him. "It sounded like you said you were screwed. You look it a little bit... ?"
 
  "Ian, my name's Ian. And you're?" He extended his hand as he spoke.
 
  "Sarah," she said, grasping his hand. Her skin felt warm and soft.
 
  "Sarah," he said, smiling. "And I was saying I was screwed, but I feel much better now. Can I buy you a drink?"
 
  Returning his smile, Sarah nodded, but then she raised one hand and pointed a finger at him. The gesture almost knocked him back. This woman exuded power—it raised the hairs on the back of his neck and along his arms.
 
  He liked it.
 
  "I have a condition," she said before lowering her finger.
 
  "And what is that?"
 
  "Let's trade. You can buy me a drink, but only if I can buy you a drink."
 
  Ian laughed. "It's a deal, Sarah."
 
  "Perfect." With that, she turned to catch the bartender's eye. It only took a second, not surprising given how good Sarah looked. Ian still couldn't believe his luck.
 
  "I'll—," Ian began, but Sarah cut him off.
 
  Aggressive, he thought, not a bad thing.
 
  "I'll order for him and he can order for me. He wants the green stuff."
 
  The bartender nodded and looked to Ian. "She can get whatever she wants," he said, busy wondering what the "green stuff" was and not wanting to order her something she didn't like.
 
  "How nice of you. I'll get a martini." As she spoke, she laid a hand on his forearm. "So why did you feel screwed earlier, Ian?" she asked, looking back to him.
 
  Ian sighed and shook his head. "Can't get work off my mind."
 
  "What's your work?" Sarah leaned forward as she spoke, just giving him a view of her cleavage.
 
  "I'm a chef. There aren't too many professions that let people have these sort of sleeves," he said, indicating the tattoo that stretched down his arm.
 
  "Very nice," Sarah said while she traced a finger over the abstract design. Then, the bartender appeared with their drinks. Ian had planned to watch the "green stuff" get put together, but Sarah was distracting company.
 
  A small, green shot accompanied the martini, nearly the same green as Sarah's eyes. He picked it up skeptically and gave it a sniff. It didn't smell particularly alcoholic.
 
  "Should I take it like a shot or go slow?"
 
  Sarah sipped her martini before replying. "Take it like a shot. It's more fun that way."
 
  What am I getting myself into? he thought, but it didn't stop him from throwing back the green drink.
 
  It tasted fresh, tangy, almost citrusy and a little sweet. Bright. The drink put him in mind of melons and didn't taste much of alcohol. A little girly but not bad. Not that he'd let his restaurant buddies know, but he enjoyed "girly" drinks now and again. Cooking had led him to appreciate flavors besides alcohol.
 
  "You like it?" He couldn't help but notice Sarah's grin as she popped an olive into her mouth.
 
  "Yeah, it was good. Didn't quite know what to expect, but it wasn't that."
 
  "Really?"
 
  "When a woman insists on buying me a specific drink, I wonder why. Sometimes it's really harsh, sometimes it's really sweet."
 
  "Does this happen to you a lot then?" It might have been wishful thinking, but Ian swore he read mischief in her face.
 
  "No, and this is the first time it's been a trade. You have a very unique style."
 
  "I like to think so," Sarah said.
 
  "So what was the 'green stuff' now that I've downed it? Anything deceptively strong that'll have me passed out within the next half hour?"
 
  Sarah laughed. She even laughed in a beautiful way. Her hair fell in gorgeous waves when she threw her head back. Her full lips parted and her neck curved gracefully.
 
  "I certainly hope not," she said simply. "It's strong, you could say, but it shouldn't put you on your ass."
 
  "Sure," Ian said, holding the shot glass up to the light. "It's kind of weird for me to not recognize a food or drink right away."
 
  "Well, it must be nice to be introduced to something new then."
 
  When he looked back to her, Sarah's eyes were fixed on his face. "It is very nice."
 
  After a few more minutes of conversation, she asked, "Feel anything yet?"
 
  "No, should I be feeling something?"
 
  "Maybe," she said in the same casual, bright tone she'd used all night, but her expression slipped into disappointment for just a moment.
 
  "Maybe you should have ordered something stronger for me."
 
  His joke didn't make her laugh. She didn't leave, but she did seem less interested. When light, vibrating prickles spread over his body, Ian put it down to nerves and a general feeling of having blown it. With little else to lose, he excused himself and went to the bathroom.
 
  Sarah seemed relieved, maybe excited though he thought she tried to hide it, almost succeeded even.
 
  If she's gone when I get back, she's gone. And I need to splash water on my face or something.
 
  Not even cool water made the prickles stop. They increased—like static running over his body in waves, teasing his nerve endings. It didn't feel bad though.
 
  Staring at his reflection, Ian bit his lip. This hadn't happened before. Could it be because of work? Too many long days making me weird?
 
  He realized something: the tingling sensation didn't affect his dick.
 
  "Well, that's weird," he said before heading into a stall. Normally if any one part of his body felt strange, tingly, it was his dick. That's normal, isn't it? he wondered as he undid his fly.
 
  Everything looked fine, but when he took himself in hand he felt nothing.
 
  Not good.
 
  "Fuck, fuck, fuck," he said. The prickling vibrations seemed to have extended to his brain. With his head wrapped in buzzing fuzz, Ian gave himself a few strokes. He might not be one to play with himself in a bathroom, but if anything could assure him "he" was fine, well...
 
  But it didn't work. His cock stayed soft. He didn't even realize immediately that he'd never stopped swearing. When the bathroom door opened, he stopped and put himself away quickly.
 
  Ian rushed out of the bathroom and to the bar. He needed to get out of here and he needed to get rid of Sarah in the politest way possible. Maybe it would be good if she'd just fled in search of someone else, someone with working equipment.
 
  "Fuck," he said once more under his breath as he saw the woman still seated at the bar. When she looked up at him, he offered her a smile he hoped seemed genuine.
 
  "You okay, Ian?"
 
  "Yeah," he said, sitting down and feeling hyperaware of the uselessness between his legs. It was like his dick had fallen asleep—he seized on that thought. A sleeping penis was better than a broken one. The prickling sensation remained, but it just wasn't as important.
 
  "Are you sure? You look a little pale."
 
  Reaching up with one arm, Ian rubbed the back of his neck. "Yeah, I actually feel a little out of it. Maybe I am feeling something from that drink."
 
  "Oh, I guess I didn't need to order anything stronger for you then," Sarah said, running a hand through her hair.
 
  Ian shook his head and laughed. "Apparently you did not, but I'm not feeling like I've had too much. It's more like an allergic reaction."
 
  "How odd. Are you allergic to many things? It seems like something that could complicate being a chef."
 
  "Just a couple things. It's not so bad," he lied. He had no allergies, but he needed an excuse.
 
  "You should probably head home soon, I guess," she said with a frown.
 
  For a moment, her frown made him consider staying, but then the prickling feelings increased. And he still felt nothing in a certain place.
 
  Hey, at least she gave you an out.
 
  "Yeah, I think you're right on that one, Sarah. I'm going to head home." Before he could say goodbye, she'd opened her purse and snatched a napkin from the bar to write on.
 
  "Call me, Ian. I really enjoyed meeting you," she said and passed him the napkin on which she'd written her phone number.
 
  "Well, I think this will help with my recovery. Thanks. It's been great meeting you, Sarah." Though he offered her his hand, the gorgeous blonde leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.
 
  "Bye, Ian."
 
  "Bye," he said, smiling in spite of the strange feelings that overcame his body. The moment he made it outside he broke into a cold sweat. With no Sarah or distraction, all Ian could think about was the vibrating and how it didn't extend to his groin.
 
  At least he managed to catch a cab—public transit really had no appeal tonight. Despite never having been claustrophobic in the past, the backseat of the cab felt impossibly close and warm. It only took minutes for Ian to start feeling nauseous, or something unfamiliar but close to nausea.
 
  Sweat beaded on his forehead and down his back. His stomach and every other part of him—save one—seemed to be twisting inside him. Buzzing lightheadedness filled his skull and Ian leaned forward, resting his forehead against his knees.
 
  More odd than anything else: the sensations weren't entirely unpleasant. Like playing with a loose tooth, the new, uncomfortable feelings came with an edge of pleasure.
 
  This doesn't make any sense, he thought, still doubled over. Thankfully, the cabbie wasn't too concerned. Ian ran through a list of anything weird that happened during the day.
 
  He kept coming back to the drink Sarah had bought him: "green stuff."
 
  What was that? Did she drug me? No, no. A bartender poured me that drink. I'm not a freshman girl at a frat party. How many times have I been to that bar?
 
  When the cab left him outside his building, he was no closer to figuring out why he felt this way. Most of the discomfort had passed so there was that if nothing else.
 
  Ian took the stairs instead of the elevator. The intensity had increased in the cab and he didn't want to be in another small place. There was also the chance someone else would get in the elevator with him and he needed to be alone.
 
  Good thing I left the bar when I did...
 
  Five minutes later, he lay on his couch with a glass of tonic water and a bottle of pain pills now short two capsules. The feeling didn't grow again, but the prickles never left. His groin still felt asleep too. The lightheadedness had begun to make the rest of him sleepy as well.
 
  "Maybe it's stress," he said, thinking out loud as though it would give his theory more credence. "That happens, right? Weird body stuff after stress? I can always call my doctor tomorrow." 
 
  Ian ran a hand over his face and let his eyes close.
 
  Although he only managed to sleep lightly for fifteen minutes, it seemed more like he'd spent the entire night in a restless doze.
 
  The prickles are gone, he thought, sitting up and yawning. Grogginess shrouded his mind, but something was off. My chest...
 
  Looking down, Ian saw his once loose shirt clinging to two round breasts. Flooded with nervousness, he jumped up, tripped over his own feet, and landed on his hardwood floor with a loud grunt.
 
  "That's not my voice," he said, before slapping one hand over his mouth. If the grunt hadn't been his voice, that sentence certainly hadn't been either. His lips also weren't his.
 
  They were too full, too soft. Touching his lips with one hand still, Ian reached for his chest with the other. Something had to be wrong—physical reaction, something like hives?
 
  No, these are breasts. He knew that soft, supple feel anywhere. His nipples hardened at his exploring touch, making him more anxious. But also turned on.
 
  "Oh god," he said, standing and undoing his fly. No longer worried about his new, feminine voice, Ian shoved down his pants and underwear. When he reached between his legs, he didn't find a cock; instead, his fingers grazed the soft lips of a woman's sex.
 
  "I have a pussy." He dropped to his knees now, pants still caught around his legs. "What...?" Nothing made sense. His new voice wasn't just feminine, it was a woman's voice. And he had breasts, a pussy instead of a dick.
 
  Standing up with shaky knees, Ian zipped and buttoned his pants before walking to the bathroom. Specifically, he walked to the bathroom mirror though he didn't turn the light on immediately.
 
  In the light that made its way through the apartment's windows and down the hall, he could just make out the edges of his face and body. Moonlight traced the soft curves of his body that hadn't been there a half hour ago.
 
  Even the shapes of his face were different: soft and delicate. His hair, which hadn't come down past his ears before, hung below his shoulders. After taking a few deep breaths, Ian flipped the light switch and cried out, a choked sound of surprise.
 
  A beautiful woman looked at him from where his reflection should be. Like Ian, the reflection had light blonde hair and brown eyes.
 
  It's not a woman looking at me. It's me. My body, it's a woman's body.
 
  He ran his fingertips over his face, expecting stubble, his slightly rough skin. His fingers met with smooth skin instead and the blonde in the mirror touched the same places.
 
  "It's not a woman in my mirror. That's me." Hopefully saying it aloud would make it easier to process.
 
  It didn't. Seeing the blonde's lips move as he spoke was bizarre.
 
  "How is this possible?" Ian asked. Every time he spoke, his voice—his woman's voice—made his shoulders rigid.
 
  Investigating himself slowly didn't cut it so he stripped his clothes off, revealing the feminine body that was now his.
 
  "How..." he began to say again, but his body's curves distracted him.
 
  Ample, round breasts had replaced his square pecs. Below them, his torso narrowed to a slim waist before widening into shapely hips. His legs looked longer now: fit but still slender.
 
  Hair curled softly between his legs, just above the pussy he'd felt earlier. In the cool bathroom, his nipples stood out stiffly from his breasts. Ian felt very aware of them and cupped them softly. A shock still went through him despite his gentle touch.
 
  A couple women gave his nipples attention in the past, but they hadn't elicited a reaction like this, nothing like this at all. He sighed as he pulled his hands away and the cold air came rushing back.
 
  Ian nearly passed out as he felt himself become wet.
 
  "Oh my god," he said, bracing himself against the sink. "Oh my god."
 
  His chest began rising and falling rapidly as he lost control of his breathing. In the mirror and on the edge of his vision, he could see his breasts heaving.
 
  "What do I do, what do I do?" Ian looked around like the answer might be somewhere in the bathroom, but he knew that was absurd. He had to get back in control.
 
  He closed his eyes. His body felt different still, but he could pretend a little better. It took a full minute before he could manage to open his eyes. In that time, his mind seized on one memory from the day: the "green stuff."
 
  He had to get to his phone and the napkin with Sarah's number. His day had been normal except for that blonde and the drink she'd insisted on buying him.
 
  Ian made it to the living room before remembering he'd left his phone and her number in the pocket of his jeans. Back in the bathroom, he avoided his reflection. Panic threatened to take hold of him and, as he dialed Sarah's number, anger cropped up as well.
 
  To his surprise, she answered after only two rings—he'd doubted she would answer at all.
 
  "Hi," she said, "this is Sarah."
 
  "This is Ian, from the bar."
 
  "Oh, Ian. I was hoping I'd hear from you again tonight. How are you doing?"
 
  "I think you know." He could hear it in her voice.
 
  "Would I be correct in guessing you ended up having a strong reaction to the drink?"
 
  So it was the drink.
 
  "Why did you do this to me? What the hell's wrong with you?" Hearing the anger in this new voice made Ian feel like he'd fallen out of reality.
 
  "Shh, don't be like that. How about I come over and sort this all out for you?" From her voice, it sounded more like she planned to make sure he got the right newspaper or order of Chinese food.
 
  What if she can fix it easily? What if she can't? 
 
  He couldn't let himself think like that. 
 
  It'll be okay.
 
  "You need to turn me back," he said in as firm a tone as he could manage.
 
  "I'll take care of it, Ian. Just give me your address and I'll be over in a flash."
 
  Sarah hung up as soon as she had his address, not bothering with a goodbye. She didn't apologize either.
 
  The realization rankled him, but other problems were more pressing. How angry could he be about her lack of an apology when he had tits and more? Shaking, he pulled his clothes back on.
 
  Ian paced his apartment with his eyes forward, avoiding looking down at his new body. 
 
  It distracted him anyway.
 
  His jeans caught on his heels—something they'd never done before.
 
  I'm shorter and that's not the craziest part.
 
  His body felt so different. His soft skin was more sensitive to the apartment's cold floor and drafts. His breasts bobbed as he walked. The nipples brushed his shirt and the cotton teased them into stiff peaks.
 
  More than anything the wet heat between his legs distracted him and the way that heat spread through all of him. As though his body hadn't noticed his fear and anger, Ian was undeniably turned on.
 
  It filled him with shame. How could he be aroused now of all times? The shame didn't keep him from being excited though.
 
  It's not the same, he thought: being turned on as a woman didn't affect him the way being turned on as a man did. This sensation engulfed his entire body.
 
  Could be the drink though. The thought unsettled him.
 
  The knocks on the door made him jump and Ian wrapped his arms around his body. A glimpse through the peephole revealed Sarah standing in the hallway, wearing the black dress from the bar.
 
  "Sarah," he said as he opened the door. He couldn't keep the anger from his voice.
 
  "Don't be like that," she said, a pout shaping her lips. Her eyes focused on his chest. Ian realized he'd dropped his arms and his nipples poked at the shirt. He covered his chest again, feeling exposed.
 
  "How should I feel after what you did to me?" he asked as he followed Sarah into his living room. The blonde took a seat nonchalantly on his couch.
 
  "Oh, it wasn't just me."
 
  "The bartender, right?" Sitting across from her, Ian crossed and then uncrossed his legs. Neither seemed quite right.
 
  "No, silly." Sarah grinned and leaned forward to place a hand on his knee. "I mean you."
 
  Her touch sent a shockwave of heat through him that he didn't understand. He should be furious at this woman, nauseous and terrified at this new body. Pausing too long, Ian shifted his knee out of her reach.
 
  "What do you mean me? You did this to me." Anger made his gestures jerky, abrupt. Still underneath it all, he couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to press his smooth, supple body against hers.
 
  From the expression on Sarah's face, she knew. It didn't make sense, but somehow she knew. He was sure of it.
 
  "Oh, Ian. That drink doesn't work on everyone. Most people don't feel a thing." As he tried to process what she was getting at, she moved closer to him. "You have to want it for it to have an effect like this on you." Sarah looked him up and down, leaving him feeling naked despite his now baggy clothes.
 
  "I don't believe you," he said before standing up. "I've never wanted to be a woman."
 
  But you've wondered. The thought entered his mind uninvited.
 
  Everyone's wondered, he told himself, but he didn't know that to be true.
 
  "Maybe you haven't given it a lot of thought, but you were open to it. If not, it never would have worked, Ian." Before he could protest, she continued and said, "I don't know why you're so upset. You look gorgeous."
 
  Warm, heady gratitude flooded him against his will. Gorgeous...
 
  Sarah's hands slid around his waist. The idea of fighting her off tempted him, but her touch made him quake deep in his core. All he really wanted was for her to touch him more.
 
  And she did. Gently but firmly, she forced his arms to his sides and then cupped his breasts. Her fingers caressed him expertly and Ian sighed, the throaty, feminine sound only turning him on more.
 
  She worked his nipples through the shirt, teasing him. At first he didn't notice one of her hands sliding down his body, but then she slipped her hand into his pants, into his boxers. Sarah kept him from moving away and pressed one finger against him in a place that felt electric.
 
  Ian gasped at the sudden, intense sensation.
 
  "That's your clit," Sarah said, whispering into his ear. Her lips brushed against him and she traced her finger over his wet slit. Ian's eyes closed. There were so many new, pleasurable feelings to deal with.
 
  "Did you play with yourself before I got here, Ian?" Sarah asked, continuing to stroke his soft, swollen lips.
 
  "No, no I didn't."
 
  One part of him wanted to shout at her. How could he have played with himself after everything that had happened? But her hands wouldn't allow him to object. They made him wonder why he hadn't touched himself immediately.
 
  Why did I waste time being upset when I could have been feeling like this?
 
  Sarah released him, all but pushing him away from her. "Where's your bedroom?" Away from her arms, his anxiety returned. The shame came back too, shame at enjoying himself.
 
  His emotions fluctuated wildly. Only his arousal remained consistent, but he forced himself to be practical.
 
  "When are you going to change me back?" His words came out throaty, filled with need.
 
  Sarah shook her head and laughed quietly. "You'll change back by tomorrow afternoon, Ian. I can't do anything to speed up the process so why don't you let me help you enjoy it?" Once she finished speaking, she grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it off over her head in one fluid motion.
 
  As he'd suspected from seeing her clothed, Sarah had a gorgeous body. Sheer grey lingerie clung to her curvy but athletic frame. She gave him only a moment to look at her before turning and walking away, not that she didn't look great from behind too.
 
  "If you don't tell me where your bedroom is, I'll have to go through your apartment," she called back to him.
 
  Ian's mind reeled as he watched her kick off her heels and disappear down the hallway his bedroom and bathroom came off. If I can't do anything about this body and I'll be me again tomorrow...
 
  He hurried after her, eager to see more of her body and to do more than see her.
 
  Sarah had already turned his bedside light on, filling the room with a low, warm glow. Sitting on the edge of his bed, she ran her hand over his unmade bed and watched him.
 
  "I think you should take those baggy clothes off, Ian. I want to check out more of your new body," she said, biting her lip.
 
  Ian grew more wet and obliged her. He undid his jeans first and pushed them down along with his boxers. Sarah's eyes remained fixed on his slick sex until he took off his shirt, freeing his breasts. After dropping his shirt to the ground, he looked up to see her staring at his chest.
 
  A strange self-consciousness flooded him. His male body might not have been mind-blowingly sexy, but he'd grown confident in it over the years. In this new body, he just didn't know.
 
  "I feel shy," he said. Admitting his nervousness to Sarah felt right.
 
  "Come here," the blonde said, motioning him toward her.
 
  It took him a moment to move, unable to bring himself to walk, but he did as he was told. Five hesitant steps later, he stood in front of her.
 
  Sarah reached out and took hold of his hips, gliding her fingers over his skin lightly. It tantalized him.
 
  "I want to see you touch yourself," Sarah said, looking up at him through her long lashes.
 
  "I'm not sure I know how," Ian said sheepishly.
 
  "I can help." Sarah leaned forward and kissed his lower stomach, igniting something inside him.
 
  "Okay," he said, more a sigh than words.
 
  "Get on the bed," Sarah said, her words soft but authoritative: an order.
 
  Too aware of his new, willowy limbs, he climbed onto the bed. She can see all of you, he thought before sitting down. His wet heat ground into the sheets and he clapped a hand over his mouth to stifle his moan.
 
  "As sexy as that noise was, I want you to lie back."
 
  Biting his lip, Ian nodded and reclined. He'd sunk into his pillows so many times, but it'd never been like this. Without thinking, he'd held his knees together. Sarah parted them now and shifted to kneel between his parted legs.
 
  Cold air gave him goose bumps. He blamed the cold air anyway.
 
  "You're so wet, Ian. Feel yourself."
 
  His hand wouldn't move, couldn't. Instead, he stared at Sarah's face.
 
  "Fine, I'll help," Sarah said, taking hold of his hand. She ran his pointer finger over his hot, wet slit.
 
  Ian moaned again, a tremor shook through his body. His back arched involuntarily. Sarah looked amused, pleased with herself. He gripped the blankets with his free hand, like it could ground him in reality.
 
  "Don't stop," she said, releasing his fingers. He continued rubbing himself, rocking his hips against his hand. Not used to having a clit, his body tensed whenever he brushed it with the heel of his hand.
 
  Every motion sent hot sparks over his body. He'd never felt anything like this before and he writhed on the bed. His breathing sped up rapidly and his breasts heaved, which triggered a rush of new sensations.
 
  "Fuck yourself, Ian. I want to see those fingers slide inside you." Ian gulped, but he obeyed.
 
  Inside, he was impossibly hot and tight. His cunt gripped his fingers greedily and every move exploded through him. He gasped and groaned wordlessly. Burning, heady euphoria filled him.
 
  "Harder," Sarah demanded. Ian moved his fingers quickly and more roughly. The friction prompted an almost familiar building feeling inside him.
 
  "Oh, oh god," he said in a rush.
 
  "Are you close?" Sarah asked. She started to stoke his inner thighs—the skin there infinitely smoother and more sensitive than it had been that morning.
 
  "Mhm," Ian said, though the syllables were more moan than words. He rubbed a finger over his clit in tight circles as he kept pumping his fingers into himself.
 
  "Just wait until you feel what it's like. I bet coming will give you a second orgasm." Ian groaned, a strange, bright feeling pooling at the nape of his neck.
 
  Sarah's hand clamped down on his and pulled it from between his legs. Before he could begin to touch himself with his other hand, she pinned his wrist to the bed.
 
  "No, no, no. I didn't say 'wait' by accident, pretty girl." A satisfied cruelty gave her tone a sharp, erotic edge.
 
  Ian tried to pull his hands away from her to bring himself to climax, but she didn't release him. He stared at her as his orgasm receded and left only a warm throb in his core.
 
  "Why?" he asked, closing his eyes while his climax drifted further away.
 
  Soft hands grabbed his delicate jaw and Ian's eyes flew open. Sarah's face hovered inches from his own.
 
  "You've been a woman for less than an hour and I've been one my whole life. Who do you think knows what's best for you?"
 
  Ian shuddered, but he didn't dislike the feeling. 
 
  Anyway, she had a point. He never would've gotten to feel this good without her. "You know best."
 
  "Good girl," Sarah said, releasing his chin and sitting back. He pushed himself upright to sit facing her.
 
  "Thank you," he said absentmindedly, rubbing his jaw. She looked back to him with a smile when he spoke.
 
  "You're thanking me?"
 
  With an awkward shrug, he asked "It was a compliment, wasn't it?"
 
  "Something like that." Sarah leaned toward him. "Do you like being told what do?"
 
  "Not really, I don't know. I've never really thought about it." In his mind, he paged through years of encounters, sexual and otherwise. "Sometimes, maybe? No more than anybody else."
 
  Sarah nodded slowly. "Maybe you're waiting for the right person to tell you what to do?"
 
  "I haven't thought of it that way," he said, uncertain.
 
  "Is it fair to say you could use some guidance tonight?" she asked, tucking a stray piece of hair behind Ian's ear. 
 
  "Yeah, you could say that. Though I have some ideas on what I'd like to do." He reached for Sarah's shoulder, but she slapped his hand away.
 
  "No, no, no. I'm in charge tonight, pretty girl."
 
  "That's the second time you've said that."
 
  "It's true. I want you to call me 'Mistress' from now on," she said, tracing one finger over Ian's tattoo. It hadn't changed.
 
  "What am I getting myself into?" he asked, but he thought he knew and the idea excited him.
 
  Sarah's eyebrows rose.
 
  "Mistress, I'm sorry." He got more wet as he said the title aloud. "Are you going to slap me around for forgetting, Mistress?" He hadn't felt this much like himself in hours. A little flippancy went a long way for him.
 
  "I don't want to scare you off so I'm going to play nice at first. Though, you sound awfully eager, you slut." Not giving him the chance to protest, Sarah pressed her mouth to his.
 
  Her tongue parted his lips expertly and she invaded his mouth, massaging his tongue with her own. Wary of getting slapped again, Ian kept his hands at his sides even as she cupped his breasts and rubbed his nipples to tease him. He doubted he'd ever adjust to the way his nipples affected him now.
 
  It took only minutes for Sarah to start a hot throb inside him. Then she pulled away. As far as he could tell, she loved to torment him.
 
  "I want you to go down on me," she said, stroking his full bottom lip.
 
  "I'd love that," Ian said, his gaze slipping down to her grey panties. He could imagine sliding them over her hips, burying his face in her soaking heat. He reached for her, only to have his hand swatted away again.
 
  "Not that way, and you forgot to say 'Mistress.'" Sarah shifted backward on the bed, moving away from him.
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress," he said in a small, shameful voice.
 
  "Go get my purse, silly slut." Her voice sounded tired and she turned her gaze on her nails, ignoring Ian.
 
  The room felt colder without her eyes on him and his arousal took on a desperate edge.
 
  "Of course, Mistress." Ian stood and left the room slowly. He wished Sarah would look at him again and let him know she wasn't too disappointed. What if she didn't want him, or didn't want him as much?
 
  Ian sighed through his nose as he retrieved her purse. Worrying won't get me anywhere. That's something I know for a fact.
 
  Trying to keep his mind off pessimistic what if's, he returned to the bedroom with Sarah's purse. The blonde lounged on his bed in the position he'd left her in.
 
  "Good girl," she said, extending her hand.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress," he said. Ian handed her the bag and stood in front of her, unsure of where to go and what else he should do.
 
  What Sarah pulled from her bag made him lose his breath. Sweat broke out on his forehead and along his spine. He knew what would come next or he had a better idea now.
 
  The object looked like a penis: long, thick, and erect. Its shaft flared out to a wide base before narrowing and expanding again into curved bulb. It was pink and looked to be made of something flexible but not too soft.
 
  A strap-on.
 
  Ian gulped. The muscles between his legs tightened. Then he remembered what Sarah had said she wanted him to do: oral.
 
  I'm going to blow that. A lightheaded feeling invaded his skull, one made of equal parts anxiety and desire. It was something else he'd wondered about, not that he'd ever admitted it to anyone.
 
  From her bag, Sarah produced a harness as well. After standing, it took her only a minute to slip her panties to the side, slide her end of the double-sided dildo into her body, and tighten the harness to her liking.
 
  Sarah grinned at him, a wild light in her eyes. "Get on your knees, pretty girl."
 
  "I've never done this before," he said, pointing at the silicone cock now emerging from Sarah's body.
 
  "But you'll do it now?"
 
  "I'll do anything to please you, Mistress." Ian felt proud of himself for remembering to address her correctly. He did want to please her. He trusted that she would guide him to his own pleasure in time.
 
  He kneeled before her.
 
  "Come on, girl. Suck," Sarah said before she pointed at the cock.
 
  Hoping to take the same approach as ripping off a band-aid, Ian grabbed the strap-on's shaft and slipped the head into his mouth. He thought moving quickly would make it easier.
 
  "Look who can't wait to get a dick in her mouth," she said, her excitement audible.
 
  The dildo felt foreign as it stretched his lips. The head bumped his teeth and he started to pull back, but Sarah grabbed his hair. His new, longer locks made it easier to catch a handful as Sarah had.
 
  "You can do better than that," she said.
 
  I can.
 
  Gathering himself as best as he could, Ian tried to get used to the cock between his lips. Adjust and do what you like, he told himself.
 
  He inhaled through his nose and traced the edge of the head with his tongue. It didn't taste bad or feel too strange. He couldn't help but wonder what the real thing would be like, but he pushed the thought away.
 
  Now that he'd wet the head, he took as much of the strap-on into his mouth as he could. The dick reached his throat and Ian had to fight his gag reflex to keep his teeth from clamping down. Tears threatened to squeeze out of his eyes as he pulled his head back, letting the strap-on nearly come out of his mouth.
 
  Sarah's grip on his hair loosened, hopefully in approval. He slid the dick into his mouth and throat again, able to take more this time. His mouth warmed the shaft up and he traced his tongue along it, forgetting Sarah wouldn't be able to feel it for a moment.
 
  It disappointed him so he sucked her in deeper, hoping to turn her on by making her end of the strap-on move inside her. The idea of turning Sarah on by sucking the strap-on thrilled him. A liquid heat pooled in his stomach and lower in his body.
 
  The tall blonde moaned and thrust her hips forward. The cock shoved its way farther into his throat than it had been yet. It scared him, but it excited him. Ian forced the dick into his mouth until his nose pressed against her stomach.
 
  "Mm, that's my girl," Sarah said, moving her hips against his face again and again.
 
  The building feeling returned to Ian's core. His pussy grew slicker and he felt every bob of his head in his breasts. Before long, he had to gasp around the strap-on, unable to contain his arousal.
 
  "Get up," she said, stepping out of his mouth's reach. "And then get on the bed, girl."
 
  Ian stood and ran two fingers over his wet lips. How is this real? he thought as he climbed onto the bed. His eyes only left Sarah's face to glance at the soaked cock.
 
  "Spread your legs again. I want to give you an idea of what this dick can really do." She wrapped one hand around the strap-on's shaft as she joined him on the bed. Now, the cock was all he could look at.
 
  His legs didn't move. None of him moved. He didn't think he could breathe anymore.
 
  "Don't worry. I'll go easy on your little, virgin cunt."
 
  "What? No, I'm not a virgin. I—I, I'm a virgin." Ian's mouth gaped for a moment until he snapped his jaw shut. Yeah, I've had sex, but not in this body. Never in a body like this.
 
  How did I not realize it would go this way? I was so in the moment.
 
  "Yes, you are a virgin and you're my little virgin. So open those legs for me, girl. Unless you're telling me no?" Sarah traced one finger along the strap-on's shaft and rubbed her free hand over her taut stomach.
 
  She mesmerized him.
 
  Ian opened his legs and exposed his virgin pussy.
 
  Sarah wasted no time in sliding between his legs. She lifted his legs and wrapped them around her hips. In the process, the still-warm head of the cock bumped his clit. It flooded him with an electric sensation that made Ian jump.
 
  "Oh, just wait," she said, running the dick along his hot, wet slit. Ian moaned and gripped the bed roughly.
 
  "Whatever you want, Mistress," he managed to say in a gasping voice. Sarah smiled and snugged the head of the strap-on against his opening. Ian moaned—this had to be the newest of all the night's unfamiliar sensations.
 
  Then, Sarah thrust the cock into him.
 
  It hurt for a moment, but he couldn't believe the hot friction that followed. It surged through his body, igniting every nerve, every fiber.
 
  Sarah pulled out with agonizing slowness, leaving Ian to grip the bed tighter. His toes curled into the sheets. She only gave him a second before pushing into him again. He couldn't believe the sense of fullness.
 
  "Oh god," he said as she pushed inside him a third time.
 
  "That's right. Do you like being a girl now, Ian?" Sarah tweaked his nipple as she asked, making him gasp.
 
  "I do, Mistress, I do," he said, working his own hips now. His body rose to meet hers, unable to be still and wait.
 
  The quickening rhythm Sarah set seared through Ian. His body thrummed, feeling tight and liquid at once. His breathing became shallow after only a few moments and the building feeling increased immensely.
 
  Sarah stopped, pulling out, and Ian cried out.
 
  "Why? Fuck. Why?"
 
  Her hand slammed into his face, leaving a burning sting.
 
  "You will remember to say 'Mistress.'"
 
  "Yes, Mistress," he said, rubbing his cheek.
 
  "You know, I thought I needed to treat you like a sweet, little innocent, but I guess I don't, do I? I'm going to fuck you like the nasty slut you are and teach you to be my good girl."
 
  No words came to his mind. Ian's anticipation left no room for even a single thought.
 
  "Get on all fours," Sarah said. Want flooded him and he obeyed.
 
  Before he could brace himself, she grabbed his hips and pumped into him, her thighs slamming into his. The new position let her penetrate him deeper.
 
  Sarah fucked him brutally, more than living up to her words.
 
  Ian's body jolted forward with every thrust, driving him to his elbows. His hair swung in front of his face, forming a close, blonde curtain.
 
  Moan after moan escaped from his lips. Sarah stretched him impossibly, but she always filled him up again.
 
  The blonde's hands roved over his smooth back and played with his breasts as she pounded into him. Sweat slicked both their bodies and heated Ian up further.
 
  He knew when Sarah got close, her thrusts becoming more wild. That, he could remember from being the one in Sarah's position. His own climax drew closer, growing and filling up his core and mind.
 
  Ian felt like he could burst.
 
  "You want to come, don't you, slutty girl?"
 
  Is she psychic? It was his first truly coherent thought in more than an hour. He could barely think of his name.
 
  "I do, Mistress," he said. His rough breathing broke up the words.
 
  "Well, you can't yet, girl. You need to hang on." Sarah's own words came out in a rush, practically slurred with arousal. It only added to the heat in Ian.
 
  Her order was cruel.
 
  "Yes, Mistress," he said. Speaking the words pained him.
 
  Ian dug his nails into the bed, hoping that hanging onto it would help him hang onto his orgasm.
 
  What would it be like? he wondered, forcing himself to think. But it wasn't the right path to go down. Now, the idea of coming as a woman consumed him. The noises women made, the way they moved.
 
  "Please, Mistress, I can't wait. I can't. I'm sorry, Mistress." Before he finished speaking, his orgasm tore through him.
 
  The pulsing seemed to lift him out of his own body. His nerves thrummed hotly and his skin vibrated. Pleasure poured through and out of him in warm, wet waves. His back arched and his head flew back as he gasped, nearly screamed.
 
  Sarah didn't stop moving and a second climax followed, adding a new set of throbbing pulses. Ian was barely aware of the sounds and feelings of the woman's climax, but it filled him with a sense of satisfaction.
 
  He let himself collapse on the bed. Sarah dropped with him, her slick body pressing against his back. They both breathed quickly in short, shallow bursts. Sarah rolled off and Ian whimpered as she pulled the cock out of him in the process.
 
  "Don't worry, pretty girl," she said, tracing lazy circles over his back. "We can go again when you're ready."
 
  Ian rolled onto his back so he could look into the blonde's green eyes. "I don't know how long it will take me to recover," he said after laughing.
 
  "Try." Sarah stroked his jaw and pulled him close. "The second time will be even better."
 
  With a moan, he closed his eyes. A second time, he thought before opening his eyes and looking down at his and Sarah's bodies.
 
  His breasts moved up and down quickly, his breathing still not calm. His wet hair couldn't quite cover them. A quivering sensation remained in his core and, though he couldn't see it, he could feel the wetness between his legs.
 
  I like this body.
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  Ian opened his eyes only to squeeze them shut a moment later. Light poured into his bedroom and he felt wrong, just wrong.
 
  Forcing his eyes open again, he looked down at his body and the problem became clear. It was his male body he saw. He rubbed a hand roughly over his face, cringing as his fingers brushed over new stubble.
 
  It's over then, he thought. Looking to his left, Ian saw Sarah no longer slept beside him either. He could almost tell himself last night hadn't happened.
 
  It had happened though—and he didn't want to forget it.
 
  He wished it hadn't ended. He missed his woman's body.
 
  The realization slammed into him and he sat up in bed, toying with the sheets. After a long sigh, he touched his chest. His hesitant fingers met hard muscle. Ian exhaled loudly. Should I be so disappointed?
 
  Instead of an answer, the question brought more tangled thoughts. Like the night before, shame and excitement dominated. Incapable of sorting the feelings out, he let himself fall back in bed. With any luck, he could fall asleep again. 
 
  In a few hours, Ian could reattempt waking up, telling himself it hadn't been real, and then getting on with his life.
 
  As he stared up at his ceiling, he smelled coffee.
 
  "What? How..." The words came out of his mouth unbidden as he sat up again and got out of bed. Without bothering to put clothes on, he headed out of his room. He suspected he knew the answer to these more recent questions, but the possibility of getting his hopes up scared him.
 
  Ian halted before stepping into his kitchen. Yes, he heard the sounds of someone moving, coffee brewing, something sizzling in a pan, but could his mind be playing tricks on him? If the answer to that turned out be "yes," did he want to know Sarah had really left him alone in his male body that morning?
 
  Shaking out his shoulders as though he was about to go for a run or start a fight, he walked into the kitchen.
 
  Sarah stood at his stove, facing away from him and stirring a pan of scrambled eggs.
 
  She wore her dress from the night before. The slinky black outfit looked out of place in his well-lit kitchen.
 
  "Morning," he said after taking a moment to deliberate whether to say something or clear his throat.
 
  "Hey," Sarah said without looking back at him.
 
  How is she so casual? he thought as he approached her. He was happy she'd stuck around, but anxiety twisted his stomach. Sarah and her motives were still unknown to him. If she'd left, he could've accepted weird sex as her intention, but here she stood. And cooked.
 
  Only when he craned his neck to look over her shoulder to see how she'd seasoned the eggs did she look at him. Checking out someone's cooking let him feel normal for an instant, but her green eyes and full lips made it hard for him to breathe.
 
  Fuck, she's beautiful.
 
  "I'm not a chef, but I know how to make eggs thank you very much," she said before whisking the pan away. "How are you this morning?"
 
  Shifting gears from thinking about the countless questions he wanted to ask, Ian said, "Fine. I'm fine." His words came out too quickly and Sarah turned to him with a raised eyebrow.
 
  "You're fine. Just any old morning?"
 
  "I," Ian said, but then he stopped himself. He had no idea what to say. Nodding, he walked toward her and picked up the plates she'd divided the eggs between.
 
  Though her expression remained skeptical, Sarah led him to his table and took a seat. Despite not knowing what to feel, he was hungry. She watched him take his first bite before speaking again.
 
  "I don't like being lied to, Ian." 
 
  He swallowed and coughed before meeting her eyes.
 
  "I'm sorry," he said. "I—"
 
  Sarah held up one slender hand and he closed his mouth. "I know you're not fine and you don't seem to be angry anymore, but you will tell me how you feel. Now."
 
  "I, um, I... I'm confused," Ian said, struggling to order his thoughts and speak. "I'm disappointed. I'm disappointed about my body." Avoiding her, he looked down and saw his limp cock. I should've gotten dressed. I must look like an idiot.
 
  "What about your body?" Sarah asked before lifting a forkful of eggs into her mouth.
 
  "Well, I didn't like waking up in this body even though it's mine. I miss last night." He spoke slowly. What would she think if he ran to his room to put clothes on? Pajama bottoms and nothing else would still be a comfort.
 
  Whether or not he wanted to get dressed for the sake of normalcy or to cover himself, Ian wasn't sure.
 
  "Really? You miss the female body?"
 
  "Yeah," he said. Embarrassment at the admission and his nakedness shrank his voice. He raised another forkful of eggs to his mouth in the hope it would get him a reprieve.
 
  "What if I told you it could happen again?"
 
  Ian nearly choked as he swallowed and looked up at her.
 
  "I just assumed it was a one-time thing."
 
  Grinning, Sarah shook her head. "It's not a one-time thing at all. You could do it again today if you liked actually. I'm guessing that might appeal to you."
 
  "It does," Ian said as he nodded. His response came more quickly than his concern but not by much.
 
  Are you sure? he asked himself. You want to do that again? Why?
 
  Attempting to drown out his negative thoughts, he asked, "Can we really do it today?"
 
  Sarah forced him to wait as she ate a little more. When Ian was on the verge of breaking into a nervous sweat and repeating himself, she said, "Yes, but I still feel skeptical of your desire. I'm going to need you to prove you want to be a woman again before I allow you to change."
 
  It really is like she knows what I'm thinking.
 
  "Okay," he said, "I'll do whatever you want."
 
  As Sarah's grin widened, he wondered if he should have chosen his words more carefully.
 
  Sarah leaned forward and ran her nails lightly over his forearm. "Have you heard of feminization?"
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  Ian stepped out of the shower and surveyed his clean-shaven body. A fully body shave was the last thing left on the list Sarah had given him before leaving to "pick up some essentials." He'd already plucked his eyebrows and shaved his face, starting with the former since he thought it would hurt the most.
 
  It had.
 
  Seeing his body, his misgivings broke through the daze Sarah had left him in. Agreeing to let her make him more feminine had been all well and good just after he'd learned he could be transformed again, but now...
 
  Alone in his apartment, he thought about calling it off. She couldn't make him do it and his nervousness, even if it was irrational, was very real. 
 
  But I can't disappoint her.
 
  Ian shook his head and wiped at the steam forming on the mirror. Did he look bad clean-shaven? Did he really miss his unkempt eyebrows?
 
  I look fine, he told himself, though his looks had never been his main concern.
 
  "I'm scared I'll let her down," he said. 
 
  Working this out in my head's not cutting it so why not talk to myself? Can't be unhealthy. Well, can't be any more unhealthy.
 
  "I'm scared of disappointing her," he said, but a loud knock prevented him from giving it any more thought.
 
  Wrapping a towel around his waist, Ian walked toward his apartment's door. He couldn't seem to get dressed today. A look through the peephole confirmed it was Sarah.
 
  It should've been a comfort. What would he have done if one of his cooks showed up to find him practically hairless? Seeing her didn't calm him down though.
 
  He opened the door—he couldn't leave her in the hall. Have my neighbors noticed anything? he thought, but he didn't need another thing to worry about.
 
  "Hey there." The words felt lame the instant he said them aloud.
 
  "Hey," Sarah said, sliding past him. She had a large bag over one shoulder. Ian closed and locked the door before turning to face her.
 
  "I see you shaved as you were told. And I guess I'll consider your eyebrows plucked though they look a little rough still." It took effort to not touch his brow, but he didn't want her to know how anxious he felt.
 
  "Sorry, I could try again," he said.
 
  "They'll do," she said as she waved a hand and dismissed his suggestion. Without giving him another look, Sarah began rummaging in her bag.
 
  Ian's nerves doubled and then tripled as he watched her pull out lingerie, a blonde wig, and heels.
 
  "That's not for you, is it?" he asked though he knew the answer. Not even the memory of Sarah in only her bra and panties the night before could soothe him.
 
  "Not at all," she said, looking up at him. "And I think you should drop that towel so we can get started."
 
  "Now?" Ian said. The normalcy of his voice surprised him. A sandpaper rasp would've felt more appropriate given how dry his mouth had grown.
 
  "Drop the towel. Be my good girl," Sarah said as her green eyes explored his face.
 
  The words "good girl" made him wince.
 
  "I'm going to guess you didn't make that face because you'd rather be my bad girl. Tell me what's wrong."
 
  "It's—," he said, but then he stopped himself. He'd nearly said "nothing," but that answer wouldn't cut it. "What if I can't?"
 
  "Can't what?" she said. Leaving her bag, she walked to him and laid a smooth hand on his cheek.
 
  "Can't pull off the feminization, can't be feminine or a woman like you want. It won't be like last night."
 
  "Oh, I see. It'll be different, but remember you weren't too enthusiastic when I got here last night."
 
  "That's true," he said, biting his lip.
 
  "Are you forgetting something?" Sarah drew a finger over his lips, forcing Ian to stop his anxious chewing.
 
  "Mistress. That's true, Mistress."
 
  "Good girl," she said, taking a step back. "Now drop the towel. I remember last night so I know you're only a little shy, and only at the beginning."
 
  "Yes, Mistress." 
 
  As the damp towel fell around his feet, he realized Sarah hadn't seen his male body naked before. I don't even know if she'll like this body. Though she could have seen it while I was asleep. Maybe.
 
  She gave him no time to agonize over his latest concern as she pointed to the lingerie laid out on his couch.
 
  "Start with the stockings."
 
  "Yes, Mistress," Ian said, walking toward the couch. His muscles worked at half speed as he lost focus on everything except Sarah and the silky stockings.
 
  When he picked them up, the material was softer than he'd expected. He'd never paid much attention to women's stockings before, but he understood the appeal. Curious to feel them against his hairless legs, Ian bent awkwardly at the waist and began sliding his foot into the stocking in his hand.
 
  With a laugh, Sarah stopped him. "Not like that, silly girl," she said. "Watch me."
 
  Sarah bent one sinuous leg to place her foot on the back of the couch before taking the stocking out of his hands. The bend in her leg caused the hem of her dress to rise, exposing the thighs he remembered so well from the night before.
 
  Her slap shook him out of his distraction. "I'm sorry, Mistress," he said before his face had the chance to begin stinging.
 
  "When I said watch, I didn't mean 'Stare longingly at my legs and ignore the lesson,' girl," she said.
 
  "Of course. I'll pay attention, Mistress." His face stung now.
 
  "You'd better. Disappointing me so early on doesn't bode well. Watch."
 
  Without waiting for an acknowledgement, Sarah bunched the stocking up between her hands and then slipped her foot in. In one motion, she pulled the fabric up until she reached the top of her thigh, letting the sheer material spread over her toned leg.
 
  She only allowed him a moment to enjoy the sight before removing the stocking and passing it to him. "Now you."
 
  "Yes, Mistress," he said, taking the stocking. Doing his best to imitate her, Ian placed one foot on the couch as he gathered the stocking like Sarah had. Lifting his foot for a moment, he began to put the stocking on like a sock before pulling the length of it up his leg.
 
  The sleek fabric passed over his smooth leg easily and triggered little waves of pleasure.
 
  "Very good," Sarah said. "You put that on like a natural. Get the other one now, pretty girl."
 
  "Thank you, Mistress." As he slid the second stocking up his leg, his cock began stiffening. Surprise charged through him. Turned on by stockings?
 
  "Put the panties on now." After speaking, Sarah walked around his couch and took a seat, watching him. He blushed, but he obeyed.
 
  The blue panties were as soft as the stockings and just picking them up made Ian harder. With the delicate fabric between his fingers, he could imagine what pulling them over his dick would be like. The thought made him shudder.
 
  As he pulled the panties up his legs, he became fully erect. The fabric rubbed against his balls and his cock, teasing the hot, tight skin. He struggled to force his shaft down enough to stay in the panties. The panties caressed him more as he forced his hard-on down, making it want to spring up again.
 
  I can't believe how hard this is making me, he thought, more in excitement than shame.
 
  "Someone's enjoying herself," Sarah said, smiling and nodding toward his crotch. The head of his dick emerged from the top of the panties, wet with pre-cum.
 
  "Yes, Mistress. I am." Heat built in him. She knew how excited he was and she liked it.
 
  "The bra now."
 
  After the panties, the bra was a disappointment. As he strapped it around his chest, he couldn't help but think about how his breasts from the night before could have filled the empty blue cups.
 
  "Shoes," Sarah said without any interest in his dissatisfaction.
 
  Ian sat down to put the shoes on and fabric moved around his dick as he repositioned himself. A small moan escaped from between his lips and another bead of pre-cum dripped from his cock's head. Focusing through his arousal, he grabbed the black shoes.
 
  Although he didn't have large feet, the shoes fit tightly. Too small, he told himself as he shifted awkwardly in the tall stiletto heels and stood before Sarah.
 
  "I'll help with the wig," she said, also standing.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress."
 
  She hasn't said anything about how I look since she noticed I was hard. What if she doesn't like it? he wondered, but he couldn't ask. He didn't know if it was against the rules and he didn't know if he wanted the answer.
 
  "Sit down again and hold still," Sarah said. Ian fidgeted as she positioned the wig and pinned it in place. His cock started to go soft—the idea that she didn't like him this way wouldn't leave his mind.
 
  The lingerie started to feel too tight, constricting. He fought the urge to panic as Sarah swept the wig's blonde locks away from his face.
 
  "Let's go have a look at you." She smiled, making him feel better if not calming him completely.
 
  Taking his hand, Sarah led him to the bathroom. He wanted to walk slowly in the too small and very tall shoes, but she wouldn't let him. Strutting after her, he focused all his energy on staying upright.
 
  The heels threatened to topple him anyway and Ian sighed in relief as they came to a stop in his bathroom.
 
  He jumped as he saw his reflection. For a moment, he thought Sarah had transformed him again without him noticing. 
 
  Just as quickly, he realized it was still his body, but he looked more like the woman he'd become last night than he'd thought possible. The stockings made his legs look curvier and his whole body looked smoother and softer now that he'd shaved. With the blonde hair falling around his face, he nearly fooled himself.
 
  His cock hardened again, aroused by his own reflection and the reflection of Sarah beside him. She looked pleased, smiling widely.
 
  "And you thought you couldn't be my pretty girl while you had a dick," she said, stroking her hand along the front of his panties. A warm shock radiated out from his groin and he exhaled sharply.
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress. You were right." As he watched himself in the mirror, Ian saw his cock force its way out of the panties again. The fabric slipped over his shaft and he closed his eyes, overwhelmed by the sensation.
 
  "You have a very determined dick, don't you?" Sarah caught the head of his cock and ran a finger over it. Ian exhaled again and nodded.
 
  "I do, Mistress. I do."
 
  "Jerk off."
 
  "What?"
 
  "I want you to fuck yourself while I call my friend and have him bring over that green drink you like so much, don't you want that, pretty girl?" she asked, catching his chin in one hand and squeezing his shaft lightly with the other.
 
  He gasped before saying, "Yes, Mistress. I want that a lot."
 
  "Just remember you can't come unless I say so," she said before leaving him alone in the bathroom. "You can stay in there. I'll come get you when I feel like it."
 
  His mind couldn't process it all right away: he hadn't disappointed her, she was calling to get the drink to transform him right now, he could touch himself.
 
  "But I can't come," he said. 
 
  With a deep breath, Ian reached into the panties, wrapped a hand around his shaft, and pulled his length out. Arousal consumed him and he knew not coming would be a challenge. Wary of his own excitement and refusing to disobey Sarah, he stroked himself lightly.
 
  Even that soon became too much.
 
  He knew he'd be allowed to transform soon and that Sarah was in his apartment now, waiting to use him in his changed state. He imagined her slipping the panties down his legs to reveal a wet pussy and his body clenched up. Without a chance to so much as let go of himself, Ian's dick pulsed and loosed cum onto the sink.
 
  While his body tried to lull him into a calm, satisfied place, his mind panicked.
 
  "Fuck. Fuck, fuck," he said loudly, letting go of his now empty cock and grabbing for toilet paper to clean up himself and the sink.
 
  Maybe she won't know, he thought, but he knew he wouldn't lie to her. Sarah would probably figure it out anyway and only be more upset at his lie. In silence, he put himself and the bathroom back in order. By the time he finished, nervousness gnawed at his stomach and skittered over his skin. He felt vulnerable, doomed.
 
  Not knowing what else to do, he kneeled on the floor. She'd told him she'd come get him and breaking that order to tell her about breaking another order didn't seem like a good idea to him.
 
  The tile below him was cold and hard, but he had no right to feel comfortable. No, after letting Sarah down like this, he'd earned some misery. Ian rubbed a hand over his face and then paused as he heard footsteps in the hallway.
 
  He watched the door in total stillness, not even breathing. When Sarah stepped into the bathroom and saw him on the floor, she looked confused for a moment.
 
  "Explain," she said, her expression calm again and belying nothing.
 
  "I couldn't keep myself from finishing, Mistress." His voice shook in a way years of work had trained it not to. "I failed you." He met her cool, green eyes and then looked at the floor.
 
  "You couldn't stop yourself?"
 
  "No, Mistress, I couldn't."
 
  "So you're incapable of not coming?" Anger shortened her words and made them harsh.
 
  "I, I wasn't capable, Mistress," he said.
 
  "But you're managing not to come now. You managed to control yourself last night. The ability suddenly left you, girl?"
 
  "No, Mistress. I," he started, but he didn't know what else to say.
 
  "So you could have stopped yourself, but you didn't?"
 
  "Yes, Mistress. You're right. I didn't stop myself," he said, wishing he could sink through the floor and away from his mistake.
 
  "Hm, at least you recognize that. Get up."
 
  Ian rose and looked at her, but he returned his gaze to the floor when he saw the annoyance in her eyes.
 
  "Follow me," Sarah said before turning and walking down the hallway. Unlike their walk to the bathroom, she didn't take his hand. The heels made it difficult to keep up, but he moved quickly in fear of upsetting her further.
 
  "Bend over the back of your couch. Put your hands on the cushions."
 
  "Yes, Mistress." He hurried to comply and get into the awkward position she'd described. With his ass up in the air, he waited for whatever came next.
 
  "I think I'll leave you like this as a little present for our guest. Seeing you like this will be funny if nothing else," she said, stroking the curves of his ass lightly. She pinched him and pulled on the panties' hem, letting it snap back against his soft flesh.
 
  Biting his lip and jumping, Ian nodded. "Whatever you want, Mistress."
 
  "It had better be that way," Sarah said, slapping his ass and then walking away to take a seat in one of his chairs. Despite or because of the humiliating pose and pain, his cock stirred.
 
  "It is, Mistress. I'm so sorry I let you down."
 
  "You should be, girl, but I'll let you make it up to me. This is a good start."
 
  "Thank you, Mistress." He felt relief for what seemed like the first time in years. He'd messed up, but he could be forgiven.
 
  "Mhm. Now girl, while my friend is here, you will answer to 'Anna.'"
 
  "Yes, Mistress," he said. Anna... He didn't know what to think of that.
 
  "Excellent, Anna. I have a question for you now and you must tell me the truth."
 
  "Of course, Mistress."
 
  "What do you think of cock, silly girl?"
 
  Ian looked at her, but she motioned for him to look back down. Staring at the couch cushions he braced himself against, he couldn't tell if his mind was racing or completely still and shocked.
 
  "Cock?" he said, not able to do anything except parrot the word back to her.
 
  "Yes, girl. Cock. Filling you up, fucking you, in your mouth, in your ass, in your cunt. Cock." Sarah made no effort to hide the amusement in her voice.
 
  Unintended, he remembered Sarah entering him last night and he grew stiff and hot while wishing he could become hot and wet instead.
 
  "I like your strap-on, Mistress," he said.
 
  Her reply didn't come as a surprise.
 
  "I think we both know that's not what I meant, girl."
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress." I've thought about it, he admitted to himself. Never seriously, just wondered. It wasn't anything weird. Who wouldn't wonder? Hell, I wondered last night. How could I not?
 
  "I don't know what I think of it, Mistress," Ian said.
 
  "You've never enjoyed one except your own?"
 
  "No, Mistress," he said.
 
  "Would you like to?"
 
  "I don't know, Mistress." It could've been the ache building in his back, the memories of last night, or something else entirely, but he really didn't know. "Do you think I would like it?"
 
  She's been right about a lot so far.
 
  "I think there's only one way to find out," she said. The instant he opened his mouth to respond, she simply said "No more talking and keep your eyes on the couch."
 
  With that, she stood and left the room. He had no idea where in his apartment she'd gone—he hadn't been able to tell from her footsteps. Now, he just stood alone, bent over his couch.
 
  Until this conversation, he hadn't given any thought to who her "friend" with the green drink might be. An idea grew in his mind though, teasing him.
 
  The bartender. The male bartender.
 
  Ian couldn't remember him well, just an impression of dark hair and tanned skin. His attention had been focused on Sarah.
 
  I might be giving him a lot of attention soon. The thought sent a quake through him, fear and maybe excitement. 
 
  Having Sarah's strap-on in him had been amazing and he knew he wanted more. Would the real thing, an actual cock, be so different or somehow bad?
 
  Ian wanted to pursue that line of thinking and he didn't. It all seemed too crazy, but when he heard a knock he knew it was all very real, crazy or not.
 
  "Oh, it looks like someone's arrived," Sarah said, her voice coming from behind him. "Why don't you straighten up and get the door, Anna? I think that will be more fun than having you all bent over anyway."
 
  "Yes, Mistress," he said. His back protested as he stood upright and his ankles were stiff, but he walked to the door.
 
  Out of habit, he began to look through the peephole, but he stopped himself. It won't make it any easier, he thought before pulling the door open.
 
  The bartender looked him over and Ian blushed, wondering if this man thought he looked ridiculous in the feminine getup. Blushing did not keep Ian from surveying the bartender though. Even in the heels, the man stood an inch taller than he did with broad shoulders. His cheekbones were high and hard. There was something stern to his face but not uninviting.
 
  "This is Anna," Sarah said from behind him as she wrapped an arm around Ian's waist. "And Anna this is Logan."
 
  "It's nice to meet you, Anna," he said.
 
  Ian stared at him. How can this be happening? He couldn't process it, but that didn't interest Sarah.
 
  "Don't be rude, Anna," she snapped, giving him a squeeze.
 
  "I'm sorry," Ian said, his words coming out in a jumble. "It's nice to meet you too, Logan. Please come in." He stepped aside and watched the tall man enter his apartment as Sarah closed the door.
 
  "We're going to have so much fun," she whispered into his ear before following Logan into the living room.
 
  Ian stood there for a moment. He could run into the hall if he wanted, abandon all this. Instead, he walked away from the door toward Sarah and Logan.
 
  Logan set his satchel on the couch and produced a small bottle of green liquid. The sight sent a shiver over Ian's skin that twisted deep into his core.
 
  "This is what you want, isn't?" Sarah asked, pointing at the bottle.
 
  "Yes, Mistress."
 
  "You should ask for it politely then, shouldn't you?"
 
  "Of course. I'm sorry, Mistress. May I have the drink? Please." Ian took a step forward and then paused. Striding forward might look presumptuous to Sarah, might upset her.
 
  "Not enough," Sarah said. "Maybe you should come over here and get on your knees. Imagine what it would be like not to transform again."
 
  Not waiting, he dropped to his knees and crawled until he was within a foot of her long legs. "Please, Mistress, let me have the drink so I can please you like I did last night."
 
  No sounds came from above him and his jaw tightened. What if I didn't really please her last night?
 
  "Logan, would you give Anna the drink if I asked you to?"
 
  "Of course, Mistress."
 
  Ian blinked. Mistress? He hadn't misheard; Logan also addressed Sarah as Mistress.
 
  "And if I said Anna's getting the drink was your choice, what would you do?"
 
  Ian's body tensed.
 
  "I'd make her earn it," Logan said.
 
  The long legs in front of him folded, bringing Sarah into a crouch that let her grab Ian's jaw. Her nails bit into his freshly shaven skin.
 
  "It seems you're begging the wrong person so be a good girl and do it right," she said before standing and taking a seat on the couch. Moving slowly to keep from tearing the stockings, Ian turned to face Logan, or Logan's legs.
 
  "Please let me have the drink, Sir," he said, hesitating and licking his lips before the "Sir."
 
  "You're a quick learner, aren't you, Anna? Look up at me and answer—and keep saying 'Sir.' I like that."
 
  "I try to learn, Sir." He looked up at Logan's stern face, his handsome face. Ian could recognize that: his handsomeness, strong cheekbones and dark eyes. "Would you like me to suck your cock, Sir?"
 
  His gaze dropped from Logan's face to the crotch of the man's jeans and the bulge there. Ian's cock became hard, creating a matching bulge as it strained against the panties he wore. He'd said the words to get them out there, but his body meant them. His dick didn't just go through the motions.
 
  The bartender laughed. "I don't know how you do it, Mistress. You pick so well."
 
  "Special skill," Sarah said. Ian could picture her, reclining and enjoying the show.
 
  "So you want to blow me, Anna. It'd be rude to turn an offer like that down." The edges of his vision blurred. There was nothing except Logan's hands undoing his fly. Ian stopped breathing and didn't mind the burning in his chest.
 
  Logan's dick strained against his trunks, treating Ian to an outline of Logan's long, wide shaft. The head of Ian's cock pushed free of the panties again.
 
  "I like the enthusiasm, girl." Logan's hands left his groin and then one hand held the bottle in front of Ian. "Drink this and then we'll start. I want to watch you change with my dick in your mouth."
 
  Ian grabbed the bottle, not saying thank you and not giving Logan time to change his mind or tease him. A delay now would be more than he could stand.
 
  In the second he held it before twisting off its lid, he saw that it was plastic, the sort of bottle used to serve liquor on airlines. It only took him a moment to gulp the liquid down. Like before, the drink tasted of citrus, but now it tasted better.
 
  He dropped the empty bottle on the floor and let it roll away.
 
  Both Logan and Sarah laughed, but it didn't matter. Maybe because it was his second time or maybe because he wanted to change more badly now, the prickling started as soon as he'd swallowed the green drink.
 
  It's really happening. I'm going to change. He didn't run to the bathroom this time or hold his cock to see if it would work.
 
  "Let's get started then," Logan said before shoving his jeans and underwear down. Ian had gotten so close to the other man that his dick nearly hit him as it sprang loose. He could smell Logan's musk and Ian ran his tongue over his lips. The prickling intensified around his own groin.
 
  He moved quickly to keep himself from giving into fear and sucked Logan into his mouth. The tall man moaned and the buzzing of the change rippled over Ian's skin, feeling almost like sparks it was so intense.
 
  Although similar to going down on Sarah when she wore the strap-on, the differences were unmistakable too. Logan tasted musky and salty. His skin burned hotly in Ian's mouth and the stretched, stiff skin was softer on his tongue than he'd expected. Of course he'd touched himself, but it hadn't given him an idea of what this would be like.
 
  Logan was big too and Ian strained to take the man's wide shaft into his mouth. The head of Logan's dick bumped the back of Ian's throat and he forced himself to relax. Only after his nose pressed against Logan's body did he pull his head back, running his tongue along the underside of the shaft.
 
  "Oh, you are a good girl," Logan said, wrapping the wig's blonde hair around one of his hands and resting it on Ian's head.
 
  He let Logan slide from his mouth. "Thank you, Sir." He pressed his tongue against Logan's balls and used his hands to work his shaft, wanting to see if the other man would let himself be teased.
 
  He did and Ian was rewarded with a low, throaty groan. Static thrummed over his body and heat built in his stomach. He didn't need feeling in his groin to be turned on. Instead of being ashamed, knowing he could please the big, strong man with his mouth only made him hotter.
 
  Soon, he knew it would have other, more feminine effects on him.
 
  Ian took Logan into his mouth again, swirling his tongue over the head of his cock before swallowing the length of him. He bobbed his head slowly, setting a languorous rhythm. Logan wouldn't be getting off soon—Ian would let it happen after he changed.
 
  What would it be like? What would his pussy feel like while Logan was in his mouth?
 
  The prickling intensified as though Ian was vibrating and he grew lightheaded, though that could have been arousal as well as the transformation. Every inch of him shook with anticipation.
 
  Logan became more slick and salty as pre-cum beaded on the head of his cock only for Ian to lap it up. Before he could think about swallowing Logan's pre-cum, the static shifted. The vibrations concentrated between his legs.
 
  This didn't happen last night. He paused and let Logan slip from his mouth before reaching into the panties. He flinched as he touched himself, the strength of the static ran through him in a shock.
 
  There was nothing between his legs, only smooth skin.
 
  He spread the fingers of his hand to search.
 
  Something's wrong. Something's—
 
  Two hands cupped his shoulders and he turned his head to see Sarah kneeling beside him. "Most people sleep through this part the first time, pretty girl."
 
  "I did fall asleep," Ian said. Please let that be all it is.
 
  Sarah nodded. "So be a good girl and ride it out. You don't want to disappoint Logan, do you?"
 
  Ian blushed. Logan still stood before him. At some point, he'd taken off his shirt, but what Ian focused on was the man's wet, stiff cock.
 
  "I'm sorry, Sir," he said. Sarah stood up, the fabric of her dress whispering as she moved.
 
  "Then make it up to me, but feel free to keep one hand in your panties. I like that."
 
  His face heated up again but not in embarrassment. Ian wrapped one hand around the base of Logan's shaft and slipped the man's head into his mouth. Logan made a sound between a grunt and a sigh as Ian closed his lips over his hard-on.
 
  He swallowed the other man slowly but deeply, an oral apology for panicking. If Logan hadn't instructed him to keep a hand in the panties, he would have pulled it out. Finding nothing between his legs...
 
  Once he found a rhythm again, he explored his groin with his fingertips. The vibrating had evened out over his body so he could touch himself. If he could find something to touch.
 
  Going over the same span of skin twice gave him nothing. On his third pass, Ian felt a softness that made his whole body loosen. He sighed around the cock in his mouth and Logan groaned.
 
  Running his fingers over the softness, he felt it deepen and grow wet. His soaked pussy formed below his hand, pulsing in time with the movement of his mouth on Logan. As the static receded, the wig was pushed away from his head as his own hair lengthened. 
 
  Bright, pulsing sensations started on his chest and Ian moved a hand off Logan to feel himself. His fingers met round, soft breasts and stiff nipples through the now-full bra. He arched his back as he cupped his breast with one hand, stroked his pussy with the other, and took Logan as deep into his mouth and throat as he could.
 
  "Don't get greedy, pretty girl." 
 
  Sarah's hands closed around his shoulders again, but she forced him to his feet instead of comforting him. Logan grunted as the motion pulled Ian's mouth away from him and Ian nearly fell. A haze filled his head.
 
  "You want to use this body for more than giving head, don't you?" Sarah asked. She turned Ian to face her and unpinned the wig from his hair. 
 
  Warm, firm hands circled his slim waist. Logan...
 
  "I do, Mistress," he said in the woman's voice from last night.
 
  He looked down. His breasts strained against the blue bra. The panties hugged his hips and dripping cunt. Below that, the stockings made his legs look longer and there was something illicit about them, something naughty. The shoes only added to it. They weren't the conservative heels of a nice girl. You couldn't wear black stilettos to church—you wore them to get fucked.
 
  "Then be a good girl and show Logan to your bedroom."
 
  "Of course, Mistress," Ian said. Logan released him after caressing his waist and Ian walked toward his room, knowing the man would follow. He bit his full bottom lip as the sound of Logan's breathing drew closer to him.
 
  Before Ian could offer to switch on a light, Logan shoved him onto the bed. Ian caught himself on his elbows and rolled onto his back as his heels slipped from his feet. Logan grabbed his ankles and pulled him to the edge of the bed.
 
  "Sit up and take off your bra." Logan's dark eyes fixed on Ian's face. He couldn't disobey.
 
  "Of course, Sir." Ian sat up, leaning forward to let Logan see the tops of his heaving breasts. Although he liked the bra and how it felt against his skin, Ian removed it quickly and happily. His breathing quickened as he let the fabric cups fall away and revealed his breasts to Logan.
 
  This body might still be new to him, but he didn't feel apprehensive about it any longer.
 
  "Now the panties."
 
  Not sure if he was allowed to stand, Ian half-rose from the bed to push the panties past his hips and ass before letting them fall down his legs to the floor. The cool air rushed around his hot pussy and he tensed.
 
  "You can stand up now," Logan said, taking a step toward the bed and Ian. When he stood, the taller man's chest was only inches from him and his cock almost rested against Ian's stomach. Ian found himself looking at Logan's square jaw, his lips.
 
  A jolt of pain caused him to look down. Logan pinched his right nipple and then the other. Tendrils of pain and biting pleasure shot through Ian's body. His knees shook. Unrelenting, Logan ran one fingertip along Ian's slit. Leaving his breasts alone for a moment, Logan tucked Ian's hair behind his ears.
 
  "You like that, Anna?" Ian didn't need to look up to know the man was grinning.
 
  "I do, Sir." He shifted his hips, moving his pussy along Logan's finger. "I want you to touch me so much, Sir."
 
  "Do you, you naughty girl?" His cock pressed into Ian as Logan took a step forward. Ian closed his eyes and sighed as the hot, slick head glided over his taut stomach.
 
  "I want you inside me, Sir," he said with his eyes still closed. He moved his hips more, rubbing himself against Logan and begging the man to fuck him.
 
  "Oh you do? You want me in that dripping cunt of yours?" As he spoke, his finger moved from between Ian's legs and the tall man instead grabbed Ian's ass.
 
  "I do, Sir. Please, please fuck me."
 
  How do I want this so much? Ian thought, but he didn't really care about why or how. He opened his eyes and looked over Logan's stern face.
 
  "Sarah didn't tell me you had such a nasty mouth, Anna," Logan said, leaning forward and speaking into Ian's ear so that his lips brushed against him. 
 
  Logan took another step forward, forcing Ian back so that his legs pressed against the bed. Logan's cock was caught between their stomachs. The hot shaft made it hard for Ian to breathe.
 
  "I'm sorry, Sir. I can stop if you like." Ian spoke into the firm muscles of Logan's shoulder. Not able to resist, he pressed his lips against Logan there. The man groaned and shifted his weight forward, forcing Ian onto the bed below him.
 
  "No one told you to stop, Anna. Beg for it if you want my cock so much."
 
  Logan braced himself against the bed and lifted himself off Ian. The movement gave Ian a view of Logan's muscular body hovering over his soft one. Logan's dick was so close to him.
 
  "Please, please fuck me, Sir. I want to feel you inside me. I want to know what it's like to have you move inside me. I want you to feel my pussy." Slowly, he pressed his hands against Logan's chest. 
 
  It might not make sense to him, but Ian knew he wanted this man. He wanted to know what it was like to have this man's cock inside him.
 
  "Do you want to fuck her, Logan?" Ian's head snapped to the side. Sarah stood in his bedroom doorway, wearing only a black corset and her strap-on.
 
  Please don't let her make him stop. I couldn't take it.
 
  "I do, Mistress," Logan said.
 
  Sarah walked toward them. The strap-on shifted with every step and Ian stared, wondering where she planned to put it.
 
  "Fuck her then, Logan. And Anna, you know what you need permission to do."
 
  Without giving Ian a chance to thank Sarah, Logan pushed his cock into him. Ian screamed and grabbed the man's chest hard, clawing him. Logan was bigger than the strap-on—and he was hot and slick from pre-cum and Ian's mouth.
 
  Logan didn't go easy on him as Sarah had at first either. He pounded into him with a force that pushed Ian's whole body against the bed.
 
  Soft hands slid over Ian's bouncing breasts. Sarah knelt on the bed beside them, exploring Ian's feminine body with her hands.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress. For this, for letting me have this," Ian said between gasps.
 
  Sarah smiled down at him. "Oh, my good girl. I'm going to let you have so much more. Pick her up, Logan, and kneel on the bed."
 
  He slammed into Ian one more time, burying himself into his already aching pussy, before lifting him from the bed and moving them both into a kneeling position.
 
  "Well, keep fucking her," Sarah said with a laugh as she moved behind Ian. Her breasts pressed against Ian's back as his own pressed into Logan's chest. Logan thrust into him again, lifting him inches into the air. Ian gasped. A fierce building started in his core, but he knew he wouldn't be allowed to come yet.
 
  "Do you like how he fills up that little cunt of yours, pretty girl?" Sarah asked from behind him. Her hands slipped over Ian's sides and shoulders, toying with his hair and then his hips.
 
  "I do, Mistress, I do." His soft, feminine voice sounded drunk, but Ian was proud he could put any words together at all.
 
  "How would you like to feel even fuller, Anna?" Her hands slipped from his hips to cup and spread his round ass. The head of the strap-on bobbed against his hole and Ian moaned. The light touch started an electric pulse that lit up his core in time with Logan's pounding.
 
  "Do whatever you want with me, Mistress. I only want to please you," Ian said though the last word turned into a gasp as Logan slowly pulled his cock almost completely out of him before pushing into Ian again.
 
  "You really are my good girl," Sarah said before something cold and wet pressed against Ian's ass, making him flinch. "Relax," Sarah said. Happy to help, Logan bent down and sucked one of Ian's nipples into his mouth. His tongue swirled around and teased the sensitive flesh as Sarah slipped the dildo's head into Ian's hole.
 
  "Fuck me," Ian said, squeezing his eyes closed and forcing himself to relax. Sarah pushed into him slowly and he wondered if she and Logan might split his body open. Could I be any more full?
 
  Logan moaned too and Ian could feel Sarah's cock pushing against Logan's inside him. The man shifted his mouth to Ian's other breast and moved his hips more slowly as Sarah sped up so that they moved at the same pace. The two shafts worked Ian's pussy and ass like he was nothing but wet heat waiting to be filled.
 
  Rolling his hips proved unnecessary. The man in front of him and woman behind him kept his body in constant motion. Sarah's stiff corset pressed into his back as Logan took turns pressing his mouth and chest against Ian's breasts and stomach. 
 
  Four hands explored his body. Fingers twined themselves into his hair before pulling his head back and leaving his throat exposed to rough kisses and nips. Another gripped his hip, pushing him down onto the cocks whenever he tried to pull away, when it felt too good. 
 
  A hand, he thought Sarah's, slipped from tracing over his stomach to between his legs. The pressure on his clit made him moan. Ian threw his head back. He could explode. Sarah toyed with his clit insistently while Logan took advantage of Ian's new position and ran his tongue up Ian's neck.
 
  "I need to come. Please, oh please, Mistress, let me come," Ian said, turning his head and speaking into Sarah's neck. His lips pressed against her skin as they moved. Her soft neck was hot, almost feverish.
 
  "Not yet. Be a good girl," Sarah said in a husky voice.
 
  "Yes, Mistress." Ian gritted his teeth and tried to focus, but Logan thrust into him more fiercely and erratically. Ian knew he was close. Not willing to be outmatched, Sarah began pushing into him at Logan's new, faster pace. How could he keep from coming with them using him like this?
 
  "Please, please. I don't know if I can wait." He gripped Logan's chest as he begged and it proved too much for the man. With a low groan, he lost control and pounded into Ian more wildly. A wetness Ian hadn't felt before filled him.
 
  He's coming.
 
  Before Ian lost himself in his orgasm, Sarah gasped. "Go ahead. Come for me." Her body shook against Ian. He didn't have time to thank her as his climax crashed through him. He gasped and let himself collapse against Logan. Sarah still leaned against Ian's back, her own body quaking, but he hardly noticed.
 
  A bright white haze filled his head and stretched to his fingertips and toes. Ian trembled between his lovers. The force of his orgasm and the pulses coursing through his body finished Logan off.
 
  He pulled out of Ian, a sensation that made them both gasp. Sarah only gave him a minute before she too pulled out and then shifted her body away from them. Ian fell back on the bed. His heart pounded and he could feel it throughout his body. His pussy and ass ached—exhausted, used, and satisfied.
 
  "You did a very good job, pretty girl," Sarah said, brushing Ian's hair from his breasts and shoulders. Logan nodded in agreement.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress. And thank you, Sir." Drowsiness made it difficult for Ian to focus, but he had one more question. "The drink you gave me: is there a limit to how many times someone can use it?"
 
  Sarah smiled at Logan before she answered. "For good girls like you, there's no limit at all."
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  "I don't know how you do this," Ian said as he frowned at his naked reflection in the mirror. 
 
  Sarah stood behind him and watched him put on make-up. She'd decided they were going out tonight and wouldn't let Ian take the drink, change, and get dressed until he was ready by her standards. Tonight those standards included expertly applied mascara, lipstick, and eye shadow.
 
  Unfortunately, Ian was not an expert.
 
  "You make it look so much harder than it is, but that'll do," she said. One slim arm reached around him and set a small, familiar bottle filled with a green liquid on the sink's counter.
 
  Oh, thank fuck, he thought, picking up the bottle before she could change her mind. Sarah had already made him redo his mascara three times.
 
  The beginnings of the change vibrated over his skin the instant the green drink passed over his lips.
 
  "Wow," he said, setting the bottle down and bracing his buzzing arms against the counter. "It gets faster every time."
 
  "At least it means less time waiting," Sarah said before leaning forward and kissing the base of his neck.
 
  But the soft fullness of her lips couldn't distract him.
 
  "It makes you nervous too, doesn't it?" he asked. Sarah set her chin on his shoulder and met Ian's eyes in the mirror. "We both know it's not just happening faster; it's lasting longer."
 
  He'd had to call in sick when he changed two weeks ago, not a simple thing to do for a chef. When it was time to head into work on Monday, he'd still been "Anna."
 
  If it weren't for this weekend being a long one thanks to renovations at the restaurant, Ian wouldn't have been able to take the drink.
 
  "I know," Sarah said, a note of sadness in her voice he wasn't used to. "Logan's looking into it. I was hoping he'd call me today."
 
  Ian nodded. Even with the static clinging to him like a restless second skin, he couldn't ignore the sadness in Sarah's voice and face. They both liked being together more when he had a woman's body.
 
  I'm pretty sure it bugs me more than her—and that gets to her. If I could just go to work as Anna— but the change cut off his thought. The space between his legs pulsed and he nearly fell, suddenly lightheaded.
 
  The change coming on quicker and lasting longer had not lessened its intensity.
 
  "We'll figure it out. Don't worry so much about it now." Sarah's voice sounded far away, but her soft hands gripped his waist and then slid to his hips.
 
  "Okay," Ian said, letting his eyes close. Her hands moved over his skin, simple motions he could almost lose himself in. Sarah's mouth brushed against his shoulder as one hand slipped between Ian's legs and found wet lips that hadn't been there a moment ago.
 
  He moaned as she slid a finger along his slit. Her other hand cupped a smooth breast and gave the nipple a gentle squeeze.
 
  "See," Sarah said, her breath warming his neck and shoulder, "you don't need to worry right now. We're going to have such a good night." 
 
  Releasing him, she took a step back and he opened his eyes. Two gorgeous blonde women looked at Ian from the mirror, one dressed and looking proud while the other—him—stood there naked and turned on.
 
  "Come on," Sarah said, already turning to walk out of his bathroom. "You can't go out naked. We need to get you dressed, girl."
 
  He took one more look at his slim but curvy body before following Sarah to his bedroom.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  Ian tugged at the red dress's hem. He wasn't sure if you could even call it a dress, it was so short.
 
  "This has to be a shirt," he said to Sarah as quietly as he could while still being heard in the loud club. They stood at the less crowded end of a bar in one of the city's more popular clubs. She smiled at him.
 
  He should have known. He'd offered Sarah a dresser drawer and some space in his closet so he'd seen what sort of clothing she'd brought over.
 
  The dress hugged his body, accentuating the slim waist between his curvy hips and round breasts. The low neckline showed off his breasts as well and he'd caught more than a few men staring at his cleavage.
 
  He thought he might pass out.
 
  How did I not freak out about this earlier? Point out that it might not be the best idea? That doing this in my apartment isn't the same as doing it here?
 
   Ian knew he'd been more worried about the change, but that concern seemed far away now. His chest rose and fell faster than usual. Something the weight of his breasts made impossible to ignore.
 
  He was minutes away from panicking, but his anxiety was edged with excitement.
 
  A man walking by stared at him and Ian looked down, not making eye contact.
 
  "I feel like they all know," he said, pressing close to Sarah so no one else could hear him.
 
  "They're staring at you because you're sexy." Sarah didn't even try to speak quietly.
 
  Ian blushed. "Whatever," he said, but he wanted her to be right. Another man looked at him and Ian shivered though his body felt hot.
 
  "And stop tugging at your dress. Doing that makes you look silly."
 
  Hands on the dress's hem, Ian froze.
 
  "You have to calm down, Anna." Sarah laid a hand on his arm. "Relax and have some fun. You'll love this. Let me get us some drinks and then we'll dance."
 
  Dance? His mind stumbled over that idea and his chest tightened.
 
  "I'm not sure a drink will help," Ian said, but the blonde was ordering in the next moment. Two drinks in shot glasses appeared seconds later. Ian remembered the night he'd first met Sarah: their drinks arrived quickly then too and he bet they would have even if Logan hadn't been the bartender. She wasn't the sort of her person people made wait.
 
  "Here." Sarah held one of the glasses out to him. "Drink."
 
  "What is it?" he asked, looking at the clear liquid. She raised her hand when he lifted the glass to his nose to smell it.
 
  "No," Sarah said, shaking her head. "Just drink it." Without taking a breath, she threw her own shot back and then smiled.
 
  "Fine." Ian said, taking the shot. 
 
  Straight vodka. The alcohol filled his chest with loose heat, but his nerves didn't care. An image of himself switching back to his male body in the middle of the club flashed into his head.
 
  "I might get sick," Ian said, swallowing once and then twice.
 
  "Don't be ridiculous." Sarah plucked the empty glass from his hand and set it on the bar. "Besides, you want to dance with me, don't you?"
 
  Dammit. Damn, damn. Dammit. He swallowed again and didn't fight as Sarah caught one of his hands and dragged him onto the dance floor.
 
  The crowd parted around the tall blonde woman, not jostling her or Ian as he followed. Once they were close enough to the speakers that he could feel the bass in his bones, Sarah stopped and faced him.
 
  "Now dance," she shouted to be heard over the music she moved her hips in time to.
 
  Ian danced, but even he knew his motions were stiff.
 
  Within in a minute, Sarah shook her head.
 
  "Turn around." Before Ian could respond, she grabbed his hips and spun him away from her. Giving him no time to react, her body pressed against his from behind. Her firm breasts pushed into his back. 
 
  Ian's long hair swung in front of his eyes as her hands slipped to the tops of his legs, inches from his pussy. Her fingertips brushed his bare skin below the dress's hem and set him on fire.
 
  "Like this," she said, her breath against his neck.
 
  Sarah's hips ground against him and shifted Ian's hips in time to the music as well.
 
  He let her move him that way, relishing the feeling of her lean body against his own. His nipples stiffened against his bra and, looking down, he could see them through the thin fabric of the dress.
 
  Her fingers slipped to the inside of his soft thigh. He jumped and stiffened, but he didn't move her hand away.
 
  "Don't worry about it, pretty girl. No one around us minds."
 
  She wasn't completely right. As Ian scanned the crowd, a man in a grey shirt caught his eye and smiled. He was handsome, with chiseled features and tousled black hair.
 
  Before Ian could decide how to respond, Sarah's fingers moved upward and brushed the edge of his panties. Ian began to get wet, just in time for her to notice. He also sighed—something the man in grey noticed. His eyes had widened.
 
  "He saw, or he saw me sigh at least. He knows something's going on," Ian said in a rush, but Sarah couldn't hear him or didn't care. She ran her fingers over the crotch of his panties again, teasing his pussy as the man walked toward them. 
 
  Ian tried to turn away, but Sarah wouldn't let him. Her hands kept him in place.
 
  "Hey, I'm Brian," a deep voice said and then he was there. The man in grey stood in front of them.
 
  "Hey Brian, my girlfriend thinks you're cute."
 
  Thanks a lot, Sarah, he thought and then,  Her girlfriend?
 
  "Your girlfriend?" the man asked, his brows knitting together. Ian nearly laughed as the stranger echoed his own line of thinking.
 
  "Yeah, but I'm open to sharing. And so is she. Aren't you, pretty girl?"
 
  Sarah's hands slipped away from Ian's pussy and she stepped to his side. Both Sarah and the man looked at him expectantly.
 
  How is this happening?
 
  The man was more handsome up close and Ian could tell his shoulders and chest were muscular even through his shirt. Looking up, he saw Brian was checking him out too—and liking Ian based on the attractive man's smile.
 
  He might not have been so excited to see me an hour ago. Oh fuck, I should just run. How mad would Sarah be?
 
  But his pussy ached from Sarah's touch and he needed to say something.
 
  "I'm Anna," he said, smiling. He'd approached women in clubs many times, but he couldn't remember what the women did, what he should do now. At least he was pretty sure they didn't shake hands; otherwise, he was clueless.
 
  "Well, dance with him," Sarah said, all but shoving Ian into Brian ass-first.
 
  Before Ian could object, Brian's hands took hold of his hips and Ian's mind went blank. Sarah placed her hands just above Brian's and went back to dancing. Following her lead and more than a little on autopilot, Ian moved with the music.
 
  He'd only ever been this close to Sarah and Logan while in this body. Now a stranger couldn't get his hands on him fast enough.
 
  Although he couldn't see Brian, he could feel the warmth of his body and smell a mix of woody aftershave and whiskey. It made his knees weak. Sarah twisting in front of him didn't help Ian get his thoughts in order either.
 
  Brian slid one hand to the top of Ian's thigh, almost brushing his bare leg as Sarah had.
 
  He wants to touch me. The thought made him wetter and he rolled his hips backward against Brian, rubbing his ass against the man's crotch.
 
  "You come out of your shell quickly, Anna," Brian said.
 
  "I've been told that before." Ian lowered one hand and reached back to hold onto Brian's hip, pressing the man into him.
 
  "What normally happens after someone tells you that?" Brian's hand rubbed Ian through his dress.
 
  Sarah let go of him, dancing with herself now. Her message was clear: she was leaving Ian with Brian.
 
  I'm flirting with a guy, just a random guy in a club. A hot, random guy.
 
  A thrill raced up Ian's spine. 
 
  "It depends. Sometimes lots of things happen."
 
  "Oh, I bet they do." Brian lifted Ian's arms and turned him so that they faced each other. Ian wrapped his slim arms around Brian's neck. The man stood a few inches taller than him.
 
  His breasts pressed into Brian's chest and Brian's hands slid downward to cup his ass. Ian let the pressure of Brian's hands force him forward, shoving him into Brian's crotch again. He wanted to feel Brian's cock.
 
  "Are you trying to turn me on?" Brian asked.
 
  "Maybe," Ian said, drunk on being so close to Brian. His nipples hardened against the man's firm chest.
 
  Can he feel that?
 
  "I think you want to turn me on," Brian said, pulling back enough to look into Ian's face.
 
  "You must think I'm not a very nice girl," Ian responded, unable to keep himself from smiling despite trying to pout.
 
  Brian laughed, a deep, rich sound Ian felt throughout his whole body. "I don't think nice girls move their hips the way you do."
 
  "I could be a tease."
 
  "Are you?" Brian lifted one eyebrow and squeezed Ian's ass. He shook his head and Brian smiled. "I didn't think so."
 
  Ian leaned forward so he could speak directly into Brian's ear, telling him a secret. "I like the way you grab my ass."
 
  I am not a nice girl at all, Ian thought.
 
  "You do, do you?" Like he was checking Ian's answer, Brian squeezed his ass again. Ian could imagine Brian squeezing him that way as he pushed into Ian's cunt. He'd only be his third in this body, and only the second man.
 
  Am I ready for that?
 
  "I do. I like having your hands on me."
 
  "Would your girlfriend let me take you to my place tonight?"
 
  Part of him wanted to say "Yes," but would he really pick Brian over Sarah? He knew he wouldn't, but Sarah had mentioned sharing. Had she meant it?
 
  A familiar voice shouting spared Ian from replying. Without thinking, he took a step away from Brian and broke the man's hold on him. Logan emerged from the throng of people on Sarah's left.
 
  "I need to talk to you two," he said, jerking his head in the direction he'd come from and already starting to walk away. His jaw was set: serious.
 
  "I'm sorry we've gotten popular all of a sudden, Brian," Sarah said.
 
  Ian started to open his mouth to say something, anything, but a slim hand on his shoulder tugged him away. Brian was lost in the crowd just like that, in a second. It made Ian sadder than he expected. His underwear rubbed wetly against his sex as he followed Sarah and Logan out of the club.
 
  Outside, he shivered in the cold. It had gotten chilly and he'd adjusted to the club's heat. To Brian's heat.
 
  "What is it?" Sarah asked, her eyes wider than Ian had seen them before. Was she scared? Logan hesitated, looking at Ian then back at Sarah. "Out with it, Logan."
 
  "It could be permanent, the change. If you drink enough of the stuff, it will be permanent."
 
  "Fuck." Ian said. Things were happening too quickly and there were too many things. "Fuck." If the ground hadn't been rough concrete sprinkled with cigarettes, he would've sat down.
 
  Permanent.
 
  He wobbled in the heels Sarah had given him to wear, but the blonde steadied him and kept her arms around him. Ian let her hold his weight.
 
  Permanent.
 
  He didn't know when he'd been this scared last—and he didn't know if he was more scared at the prospect of being "Anna" forever or the giddy excitement the idea triggered deep in his core.
 
  "How much does it take?" Sarah asked.
 
  "We're not completely sure, but Anna, Ian, has had a lot already."
 
  "So I have to decide?" Ian straightened as he spoke though Sarah kept an arm around his waist.
 
  "Yeah, I'm sorry," Logan said before biting his lip. "And you should decide soon. Like I said, we're not sure. It probably varies by person. I, I'm sorry."
 
  Ian or Anna, it can't be both.
 
  "Has it happened to someone before?" Sarah asked.
 
  "Yeah, but only a few people. Not many people use it more than a couple times. But I doubt this time would be permanent. It would probably take at least a couple more doses."
 
  "Doses" made it sound clinical, cold.
 
  "I want to go home," Ian said. It was one true thing he was certain of. He also knew he didn't want to hear them talk about it anymore.
 
  "Okay, let's get you home then. Can you get a cab for us, Logan?" Sarah asked and Logan nodded before wandering to the curb.
 
  "I had no idea," Sarah said, her arm still around him.
 
  "I understand."
 
  Minutes later, Sarah and Ian sat in the back of a cab. Logan had driven to the club so he didn't need to share a taxi.
 
  "How is there traffic at midnight?" Ian asked, shifting his weight and rubbing his brow.
 
  "People partying, I guess," Sarah said as she squeezed his thigh.
 
  "Yeah, that makes sense." Rain tapped against the cab window.
 
  Of course it would rain too.
 
  "It just gets better and better, doesn't it?" he asked, sighing.
 
  "Mhm." Sarah's thumb traced an arc over his thigh. He thought about telling her to stop, that it was a bad time—maybe the worst time—but he didn't.
 
  "That feels good," he said, shifting again and putting his inner thigh within her thumb's reach. The movement reminded him his panties were still wet.
 
  His earlier excitement hadn't ebbed completely.
 
  "Maybe tonight actually can get better," Sarah said. Her fingertips skimmed over his leg. "You're going to be in this body for at least the next two days. There's no reason to waste that time being sad, moping around." She brushed the front of his panties. 
 
  "You have a point." Ian parted his legs more as he spoke. Sarah took the invitation and slipped two fingers into his panties.
 
  As he gasped, his eyes jumped to the rearview mirror. Somehow, he'd forgotten the cabbie, but it didn't matter. The man looked resolutely at the road. He'd probably seen worse and crazier things than two blondes touching each other.
 
  "Bad news hasn't kept you from having a soaking wet cunt, has it?" Sarah asked, taking his mind off the cab driver in less than a second.
 
  "It didn't." Ian lifted his hips, pushing himself into Sarah's hand.
 
  "Who are you addressing?" Sarah pressed on his clit roughly, making him yelp.
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress. I didn't mean to offend you."
 
  "Good girl, even though you're acting like a little slut," Sarah said, slipping two fingers inside Ian. Ian's back arched and he writhed against Sarah. The hem of the dress rode up, displaying his panties for anyone who could see into the cab.
 
  "We can't do this here." The cabbie's eyes were still on the road as he navigated the slow traffic, but this had to be too much.
 
  "Are you scared?" Sarah ducked her head and pressed her lips to the hollow at the base of Ian's throat. Her fingers made a come hither motion in his pussy.
 
  Ian groaned.
 
  "That's not an answer, pretty girl." Sarah spoke into Ian's neck, her lips grazing his skin hotly.
 
  "I just don't know if we should do this in a cab, Mistress."
 
  "You may have a point, girl." Sarah sat back and pulled her fingers out of Ian. She held her wet fingers in front of Ian's face. "But first: lick."
 
  "Mistress—"
 
  "Lick. Slut." Sarah spoke at full volume without a hint of shame. Ian wouldn't let himself look at the rearview mirror again.
 
  No more excuses. After how you acted with Brian, you can't act like you're not a slut. Ian licked his own wetness from Sarah's glistening fingers.
 
  "That's my obedient girl. Well done." She folded her hands in her lap, almost looking prim. "You should pull the dress down and cover yourself. You look like a whore."
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress." The dress was still pushed up—he'd forgotten. So much for decency. Eyes down, Ian covered himself.
 
  "You should be sorry, girl, but you're lucky. Would you like to know why?" Sarah slipped the dress strap from Ian's right shoulder.
 
  "I would, Mistress."
 
  The strap fell away from his other shoulder too. The tight dress only dropped an inch or so, revealing the tops of his strapless bra's cups, but he felt more naked.
 
  "I'm going to let you make it up to me," Sarah said, drawing a finger from one of his shoulders to the other. 
 
  Ian stopped breathing for a moment as warmth washed over him. "Thank you, Mistress."
 
  "Good girl. Now those straps aren't too risquè so just sit quietly."
 
  Really?
 
  "Of course, Mistress." Hopefully saying that was allowed. When Sarah didn't say anything in response, he looked up to see the blonde playing with her phone. She glanced at him, smiled, and then the phone made a click sound.
 
  "Did you take my picture?" he asked.  I never thought to do that. They tended to be too "busy" after he changed.
 
  "Shh. I told you to sit quietly, girl, not to ask questions," she said, returning her phone to her purse. "Besides, you're the one concerned about being proper."
 
  Thankfully they arrived at his apartment soon. He had to resist either pushing the straps up or throwing himself at Sarah for only a few minutes. Both courses of action ran through his mind more than once though.
 
  "Pay the driver," Sarah said as she climbed from the cab.
 
  "There's no charge," the driver said before Ian could remember Sarah had lent him a slim clutch that evening.
 
  "Are you sure? At least let me give you a tip." He fumbled at the closures of the purse—he wasn't used to women's bags.
 
  The driver made eye contact with him now in the rearview mirror.
 
  "I'm sure and there's no tip necessary. You two put on a hell of a show."
 
  Ian blushed. 
 
  "Thanks," he said before opening his door and stepping out into the rain. Chilly drops struck his shoulders and his hot skin broke out in goose bumps. His long blonde hair clung wetly to his neck and back after only a few seconds in the downpour.
 
  Sarah, of course, stood under his building's awning already, somehow looking more gorgeous with raindrops dewed along her skin and in her hair.
 
  "Take your panties off," she ordered once Ian joined her under the awning.
 
  "What?" He clutched the dress's hem out of instinct, but the idea of slipping his panties off made him wetter.
 
  "I said take your panties off, pretty girl. I want to see how wet they are after the fun we've had so far tonight."
 
  "Are you sure it's a good idea? I—"
 
  "Be a good girl and do what your Mistress says." Sarah pointed at his hips. "And your Mistress says off."
 
  A car sped by, nearly splashing them and making it impossible for Ian to think of himself and Sarah as alone. Someone could drive or walk by at any time—someone he knew could come out of his building. Sure, the person wouldn't recognize him as a slim blonde, but he would know.
 
  Telling Sarah "No" wasn't an option though, not really.
 
  "Whatever you want, Mistress," Ian said.
 
  With his borrowed clutch under one arm, he lifted the hem of his dress to get hold of the lace hiphuggers Sarah had given him to wear. He kept his eyes focused on the ground, not looking around to see who could be watching.
 
  The night wasn't cold, but he felt every breath of breeze caress his thighs and ass. It chilled the damp fabric against his sex and Ian shivered. He pushed the hiphuggers down his legs though they caught on his ass and knees. Assuming Sarah wouldn't want them to hit the wet ground, he caught them at his ankles and stepped out of them.
 
  "What now, Mistress?" he asked, pushing the dress down again and holding his sopping panties in one hand.
 
  "Well, hold them up. I said I want to see them, silly girl. Or did you already forget?"
 
  Of course it's not enough to take my underwear off on the street. I have to display them too.
 
  "No, Mistress, I'm sorry." He held the panties up to Sarah and spread them like a butterfly opening its wings.
 
  Light from his building and the streetlights filtered through the lace and shone off the slick gusset of the panties.
 
  "I guess someone liked having a stranger put his hands all over her in a club, didn't she?" Sarah asked with a grin. She knew she'd played her part in soaking Ian's panties.
 
  "I did, Mistress." His hands began to shake. Should he keep holding up the panties? His luck had to run out soon—it was already a miracle his street was so calm tonight.
 
  "You can be such a slutty girl." Sarah smoothed her hands over Ian's bare shoulders and tugged the dress down an inch, showing more of his breasts.
 
  Although Ian's torso tightened, pleasant heat bloomed in his core.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress," Ian said.
 
  "Mhm. Now let's go inside. You don't have to hold the panties up, but you will keep them in your hand and you will not ball them up. We'll take the elevator up to your floor."
 
  "Of course, Mistress." With relief, he lowered the underwear and gripped them in the same hand as the clutch. If someone saw them, maybe the panties would go unnoticed.
 
  Sarah let Ian lead the way into his building, which made it impossible for him to hide behind her when a resident from the floor below his walked out of the elevator. The man wasn't anyone he knew well, but they said hello in passing and had made small talk while checking their mail before. Ian cringed and looked down, refusing to make eye contact or see where the man's gaze might wander to.
 
  If the man saw what was in Ian's hand, he didn't say anything. Stepping into the elevator and hitting the button for his floor, Ian sighed. If someone else got in the elevator with them, he'd die. Beside him, Sarah hummed to herself and occasionally ran a hand over his bare shoulders.
 
  What would someone think if they saw the two of them? Sarah remained the picture of sexy control while Ian, as far as he was concerned, looked like a mess: wet from the rain and being turned on, dress straps off his shoulders, and dripping panties in hand.
 
  The elevator stopped on the seventh floor and he stopped breathing. No one got on though—probably an impatient drunk who opted for the stairs. They reached his floor without encountering anyone else.
 
  "That was less eventful than I'd hoped," Sarah said as she walked out of the elevator. Ian went to follow her, but she stood in the doorway with her arms spread, blocking him.
 
  I want off this damn thing.
 
  "I'm sorry, Mistress."
 
  "I guess it's not your fault, but for fun, I think you should take the elevator down to the ground floor and then back up again." Leaning in, she hit the button for the first floor. "Put those panties in your mouth this time. Make sure you can taste yourself."
 
  With that, she stepped back and the doors closed, leaving Ian alone in the elevator as it began its descent.
 
  I could hide them for now and just put them in my mouth before the doors open. She wouldn't know. But he put the panties in his mouth with the wettest part on top of his tongue.
 
  As the elevator moved downward, his breathing quickened. The tang of his cunt filled his mouth, a naughty, illicit flavor. Nervousness and arousal skimmed over his body. Fantasies about what else Sarah would want filled his mind as sweat beaded along his rain-wet hairline.
 
  No one joined Ian on the elevator as it went down. Once it opened on the bottom floor, he started counting.
 
  One one thousand. Two one thousand. Three one thousand...
 
  At twelve, he thought he heard a door open and his knees shook.
 
  After twenty seconds, the doors closed. Ian pressed a hand against the wall to his right to keep from collapsing.
 
  "Any company during your ride?" Sarah asked the moment the elevator doors opened.
 
  Panties still clasped between his teeth, he shook his head. The blonde sighed.
 
  "I can't always be lucky, I guess. Keep those in your mouth and let's get into your apartment."
 
  Ian nodded and fished his keys out of the clutch as he walked to the door.
 
  "Wait," she said before he could unlock his door. "Take your dress off first."
 
  "What?" The panties fell from his mouth and landed half on the floor and half on one of his feet.
 
  "Take your dress off before we go into your apartment, silly girl."
 
  He didn't move, not even to pick up the lace hiphuggers.
 
  Sarah walked to him, her green eyes bright. "I know you're nervous, but the easiest way to get through this is to do it quickly." She gave one of his dress straps a tug.
 
  Ian couldn't argue with her.
 
  With unsteady fingers, he undid the dress's side zipper. The noise echoed throughout the empty hall. He pictured the noise waking his neighbors up and prompting them to peer into the hallway.
 
  Ignoring the cold and his burning skin, he stepped out of the dress. The wet, clinging fabric fell to the ground and he crouched to pick it and the panties up. He didn't stand again until Sarah tapped her heel. At least when he was crouched, his nakedness wasn't so obvious.
 
  I'm in my apartment building in a woman's body and wearing only a bra and heels. The thought left him lightheaded.
 
  "Let's go inside, girl. Unless you'd rather stay in the hall."
 
  Ian didn't respond. He shoved his key into the lock on the second try and pushed into his apartment before Sarah could think of anything else to have him do.
 
  "So now that those panties are out of your mouth, what did you think of your little adventure in the elevator and the hallway?" The door closed behind Sarah with a click and she leaned against it. Her lean body tensed as if in preparation for movement and she bit her bottom lip: the picture of predatory, animal eagerness.
 
  "I was terrified, Mistress," Ian said, but fear wasn't making his voice throaty. He could look at Sarah and see that she wanted him. That knowledge burnt away the anxiety that lingered after his recent exhibitionism. His ability to excite a woman as beautiful and clever as Sarah still shocked him at times.
 
  "So you didn't like it at all?" she asked with her head tilted.
 
  "I like doing everything you tell me to, Mistress." It was the truth. 
 
  He slipped one hand between his legs to confirm something he already knew: traipsing around with his panties in his mouth and then naked save for his bra hadn't turned him off. The intensity of his own slick heat surprised him.
 
  Sarah motioned for him to stop touching himself and he obeyed, but it was difficult.
 
  "In that case, pretty girl, I want you to start walking to your bedroom." Ian waited for her to move at first, but she shooed him forward. 
 
  In only his strapless bra, heels, and a fine sheen of rainwater, he went to his bedroom. The tap of her heels let him know Sarah followed him.
 
  Is she watching me? The possibility brought a smile to Ian's face and he let his hips swing more than before. If she had her eyes on him, he'd give her a show.
 
  And she noticed.
 
  "You really can't have been that terrified to be over it so quickly. Or you just have a sluttish need to be fucked. Which is it, girl?" Sarah asked as she slapped Ian's ass. He jumped and yelped.
 
  "I need you to fuck me, Mistress." Just saying the words sent a heady rush through him.
 
  "Good girl." Sarah's hand returned briefly to his ass, but this time she caressed him instead of spanking him.
 
  They reached his bedroom in the next moment and Ian paused beside his bed, waiting for her instruction. Without speaking, Sarah walked around and him and kissed him roughly. Her hands held his waist and then roved upward to unclasp his bra. 
 
  As her tongue parted his lips, the bra slid to the ground between them and Sarah's hands moved to Ian's breasts. He broke their kiss to moan when she tweaked his nipples.
 
  "That's my girl," Sarah said. She gave his nipples a cruel pinch. Ian bit his lip as heat spiked in his core. "Now get on the bed."
 
  "Of course, Mistress," he said, climbing onto the bed and wasting no time in obeying her.
 
  "Lie on your back. Make yourself comfortable." He did as she commanded and Sarah walked from the foot of his bed to the head. As she went, she drew her finger along his body: up his leg, over his stomach, around the mound of his breast, and to his open, waiting lips.
 
  Her thumb slid over his lips and then into his mouth. Ian's breathing deepened, his breasts rising and falling.
 
  "I'm going to put this mouth to work, girl, and, if you do a very good job, you'll be in for a treat," she said, pulling her finger from his mouth.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress."
 
  Sarah kneeled on the bed, her weight shifting Ian closer to her. He could almost see up her short skirt.
 
  "The first night we met, you thought I was going to let you lick my sweet, little pussy. Do you remember that?" She slid her skirt upward but still not far enough.
 
  "Of course, Mistress." She'd had him go down on her that night—but on her strap-on.
 
  "Well, tonight I'm going to give you the opportunity to taste me." She swung one slim leg over Ian and positioned herself above his face. 
 
  The warmth of her smooth thighs surrounded him and he could see the thin strip of blue fabric between him and her sex. Like she was giving him a gift, she slid her panties to the side and lowered herself onto Ian's mouth.
 
  He turned his head to lick the soft skin beside her lips. They were wet and swollen with desire—and Ian was seldom in the position to tease Sarah. He wouldn't let the opportunity go to waste.
 
  Her hips rolled against him as he nibbled at her inner thighs. She moaned when his lips grazed her pussy as he shifted his head to tease her other side, but she didn't tell him to stop. Only after he made her gasp by licking the skin just to the side of her cunt did he move his mouth to her slit.
 
  Sarah was soaking, hot, and tangy sweet. Ian forced himself to not bury his tongue inside her and taste as much of her as he could. Now she was teasing him just by being so wet and close. He gripped the outsides of her thighs, not wanting her to pull away. Thankfully, she let his hands stay there.
 
  He drew his tongue over her opening, forcing her lips apart. The tip of his tongue barely touched her clit, but Sarah tensed above him at even that small contact and groaned. Ian fell into a rhythm of moving slowly up the length of her pussy and just grazing her nub. Now and again, he'd slip his tongue into her or play with her inner thighs.
 
  He didn't want his Mistress to get bored.
 
  "That's my good girl," Sarah said. Her hips moved against his face faster and her voice was breathy. Heat rippled between Ian's legs at the sound of her voice. His pussy begged to be touched, licked, fucked, anything, but his attention was on Sarah.
 
  Instead of answering her, he circled her clit with his tongue. The blonde shuddered and her thighs tensed below his hands. Is she having trouble holding herself up?
 
  Encouraged, he started to move his tongue along her faster and dipped it inside her more. Sarah's wetness slicked his mouth and chin.
 
  Her hips worked against his mouth at a rapid pace. He hardly had to move as the blonde pushed his lips and tongue into her and then over her clit. Ian could just see her fondling her breasts with one hand above him as she braced herself against the wall with her other arm.
 
  In moments, Sarah's body quaked above him and a spasm of tension went through her legs. She half-shouted and ground her cunt against his face, soaking his mouth.
 
  He'd made her come.
 
  Elation and an odd pride fired through him as Sarah finished above him, her hips slowing.
 
  "Oh, you are a good girl," she said in a drunk-sounding voice as she moved off him. She stroked his wet lips and chin, smiling.
 
  "Thank you, Mistress." Ian licked his lips, tasting her all over again.
 
  "Are you excited for your reward?" A familiar mischief changed her tone and expression.
 
  "Honestly, I forgot, Mistress. I just wanted to please you." It was the truth.
 
  "Even better then. I don't normally do this with someone submissive, but it's an experience I want you to have."
 
  Before Ian could begin working out what Sarah might mean, she crawled between his legs and lowered her face to his pussy.
 
  "Oh my god." He clenched the sheets below him as her tongue slid over his opening. No one had ever gone down on him in this body and he wasn't ready for the new sensation. The view didn't hurt either: he could see Sarah's slim waist and round ass if he craned his neck.
 
  "It doesn't take much to get you going, does it, girl?" Her breath warmed his sopping lips and he shivered. "Oh, it certainly doesn't," Sarah added with a grin. Even from between his legs, her voice had a sharpness that reminded him who was in charge.
 
  Ian opened his mouth to respond, but her mouth returned to his cunt and he lost the ability to speak. He liked to think he'd done a good job going down on Sarah—she'd gotten off after all—but it only took a few licks from the blonde before he was curling his toes and clawing at his bed.
 
  She spread his wetness over his clit and sucked it off. Then her tongue danced down his slit before she slipped a finger into him. Ian's back arched and his eyes snapped shut as he inhaled sharply. Sarah laughed and nibbled at his inner thighs, still fingering his pussy.
 
  His climax built rapidly as though he could fly apart or lift right off the bed. Like she knew, Sarah slowed her finger and tongue. She covered his throbbing sex in wet kisses before sitting up.
 
  Still thrusting her finger into him, she asked, "You could get off right now, couldn't you, you naughty girl?" In the dim light of his room, Ian could see his wetness on her full lips and he almost lost it right then.
 
  "I could, Mistress, but I won't, not—not without your permission." Getting his words out exhausted him. He wanted to finish and collapse onto the bed with Sarah.
 
  "You don't have that permission yet, girl." She pulled her finger from him and he felt every millimeter leave his pussy. Sarah stood and walked toward his dresser. "Don't you dare finish without my permission."
 
  "Of course, Mistress."
 
  As he watched, she finally undressed before crouching and opening the drawer. It was the one she'd stored some clothes in as well as a familiar toy. Electricity charged through Ian as Sarah stood again, strap-on in hand.
 
  It only took her moments to fit her end of the toy into herself and slip the harness over her legs. Ian's body tightened as he watched.
 
  "I wonder how much your little cunt can take before you have to beg me to let you come." Sarah's hands glided up his inner thighs as she moved between his legs again. He quivered and whimpered.
 
  "I don't think it will take much, Mistress."
 
  She let the head of the dildo bump against Ian's opening.
 
  "Oh, I'm certain it won't take much," she said, pushing into him.
 
  He bit his lip as his back arched. His pussy stretched around the strap-on as Sarah moved her hips slowly forward.
 
  "Can you play with your tits without getting off immediately, girl?" she asked as she pulled away from him. She caught and lifted his ankles, forcing him to bend his legs and lift his hips into the air. When she thrust into him, the new position let her go deeper. The fronts of her thighs slammed into him as he took the strap-on's full length.
 
  It took him a moment before he was able to speak at all. "I don't know, Mistress. I can try."
 
  "Then do it, girl." Sarah rolled her hips against Ian, moving the cock inside him and teasing all of his sensitive places.
 
  "Oh god," he moaned as he cupped his breasts. Pleasure jolted through him as he touched his nipples. They were so stiff it nearly pained him to play with them.
 
  Sarah's hips pressed against him, always almost pulling the strap-on out before surging forward to fill him. When she was in him to the cock's hilt, she made sure to move it inside him and work every bit of his cunt.
 
  "That's right. I want you on the edge so I can push you over whenever I want," Sarah said.
 
  "Yes, Mistress." Ian barely got the words out before she slammed into him, increasing her pace. "Oh, oh, oh god. Sarah."
 
  She thrust into him at a wild speed, taking no mercy on his aching pussy. Until they dropped onto the bed, he'd forgotten he still wore his heels. She fucked my heels off.
 
  "Please let me come, please." He clenched his teeth once he stopped speaking. He couldn't touch his breasts anymore. He was so close.
 
  "Not yet, girl," Sarah said, pounding into him again and again. The force of her thrusts pushed Ian into his bed and he gripped the messy bedclothes to hold himself in place.
 
  "Please, please. I don't know if I can last any longer," he said, racing to get the words out before moaning.
 
  Sarah's eyes fixed on him, her green gaze primal. She released one of his ankles and rested her now free hand on his lower stomach. Ian gasped as she pressed down. He could explode. Then, hand still in place, Sarah reached with her thumb and rubbed his clit.
 
  "Come," she ordered, as though he could do anything else.
 
  Ian screamed as he was finally allowed release. Tension and hot, liquid satisfaction throbbed through his body. His pussy spasmed wildly around the strap-on and he threw his head back. Pure pleasure flooded his mind and left him a lightheaded, moaning mess.
 
  Only when the cock moved erratically inside him did he realize Sarah was also coming. He'd been so lost in his own climax, but the gasping, moaning blonde thrusting into him set off his second orgasm.
 
  It went through him like a lightning bolt. Ian clamped his legs around Sarah, doing his best to still her. He couldn't take any more, but she moved her hips as much as she could while still playing with his clit. He whimpered and gasped.
 
  Finally, she moved her hand away and released the ankle she still held. Ian's legs fell limply to the bed, but he went rigid as Sarah pulled out of his throbbing cunt. The blonde collapsed onto the bed next to him, her body leaned against his.
 
  "I don't want to sound like I'm quoting a lame movie, but that was amazing," Ian said once he caught his breath. They were both soaked with sweat and the aftershocks of his climax still shook through him, but at least he could string together a coherent sentence.
 
  Sarah sighed and wrapped an arm around his waist. "In case this is your last time in this body, I wanted you to get the full experience. It's why I took your picture too, in case I don't see you like this again." She spoke more quietly than he was used to.
 
  The reminder cut through his tangled thoughts and feelings. He tried to imagine what it would be like to never be with Sarah like this again and couldn't.
 
  "I don't think this will be my last time," he said. The words came more easily than he thought they would—and they filled him with a happiness he hadn't expected either.
 
  "But, Ian, you know what Logan told us," she said, sitting up but not moving her arm from his waist.
 
  "I know," Ian said. "We'll figure it out. I don't know what I'll tell people, but I'll think of something. Tomorrow though, I can't handle that right now."
 
  Sarah smiled. "Because you came too hard to focus." He nodded. "Well, there's more where that came from—and not just from me."
 
  "What?"
 
  "That Brian guy from the club and who knows how many more like him. You should sleep on it, buy if you feel this way in the morning, you have no idea how much excitement's in store for you." She squeezed his waist and lay down beside him again. As Sarah fell asleep, Ian's mind spun with the possibilities of life as Anna.
 
  He couldn't wait.
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