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  Prologue - Uninvited


  In my free time I write gender bending erotica, but I guess you know that, I mean you’re reading this. This isn’t just another one of my stories though… As implausible as it sounds, this one really happened. I know because the story you’re about to read happened to me! It doesn’t really matter if you believe it or not. I only ask that you listen to my tale and judge for yourself.


  Back to the gender bender erotica. My wife didn’t know I wrote such a specific brand of fiction. In fact, I’d never told anyone… at least no one outside the anonymity of the internet. I wasn’t ashamed or anything, I just wasn’t sure anyone would understand how my emotions churned with the idea of a man becoming a woman, how obsessed with impossibility. Plus, as a married, fully heterosexual man planning on a large family, I had made peace with the idea of taking the secret to my grave. After all, that’s why I’ve always used a nom de plume.


  My wife’s frequent work travel allowed me ample time to work on my stories and I had never had an interruption at my secret work. Once you understand that, you can understand my surprise when the doorbell rang on a fateful evening, unexceptional in every way. Naturally I closed my laptop and approached the door, opening it to reveal the unexpected visitor.


  A diminutive woman looked up at me, her brilliant blue eyes wide with wonder. She was short, at least 6 inches shorter than my slightly-above-average 5’11” height. However, it was not her size which stood out most vividly, rather it was her exceptional, unambiguous beauty. With golden hair glistening in the encroaching twilight. Cords of ochre silk wreathed an elegant face and fair complexion that appeared flawless in its porcelain grandeur. She clung to a trench coat which wrapped tightly about her, giving the suggestion of curves and femininity that, despite my marital status, had me wonderfully intrigued.


  I was so taken aback by her magnificence, I simply stood agape in her presence, wondering how such a treasure would appear so unexpectedly at my doorstep. She finally spoke, with a high, sensual tenor perfectly matched to the pouty lips that parted to address me.


  “Benjamin Blake?” she asked.


  I nodded, still not believing the vision presented to me.


  “THE Benjamin Blake?” The young lady inquired further, “Author of…”


  My heart sank as the stranger rattled off a half-dozen titles I knew only too well. My work was published under a pseudonym and money passed through several secure channels. No human should have been able to read Evelyn Shudders’ work and trace the stories to some nobody named Benjamin Blake. Or so I thought.


  I prepared myself to lie, but the doe eyes that stared back compelled the truth. Then it was too late to respond… she knew the truth.


  “Yes,” I offered glumly. “How did you find me?”


  “Wohoooo!” She exclaimed as she began to bounce joyously on my porch, her arms flailing wildly in her excitement. Then she turned and jumped into my arms with an enormous grin on her face. I managed to catch her, barely, as she hugged me and hung from my neck, a half giggle, half sob noise emanating from behind a curtain of straw-colored hair. “I finally *SNIF* found you!”


  I held her for a moment, surprised at her lightness and wondered at the supple body pressed against my own.


  “Did you know your real name sounds as fake as your pen name?” the stranger whispered, sending a chill down my spine.


  “That’s not –” Suddenly, I experienced a sharp sensation in my neck as the slender woman disengaged her grip and stepped back, orange sunlight glinting off a hypodermic needle clutched in her hand.


  “What did…” I began, but stopped as my words began to slur. “Wha-didgeu du?” I asked, even as I slumped against the door frame, unable to support my own weight. The world around me began to blur as I lost focus and a fog slipped between my thoughts. “Who-ree U?”


  Two figures stepped out from around the corner, their towering shapes nearing my increasingly bent over form. As my vision began to tunnel, the young woman sank knelt beside my prone body and giggled. “I’m your biggest fan!” She gave me a small kiss and the world sank into blackness.




  Chapter 1 – Character Study


  Consciousness returned slowly or, so it seemed. Unquestionably, it was a while until I understood the input my eyes were feeding me, because it seemed downright implausible.


  The room was underground, that much was clear. Small, elevated windows were covered in black cellophane completely obscuring any view of the outside. Incomprehensible scatterings of electronic devices, computers and exposed wires sat on several disparate work benches. Nearby a vial of strange green liquid rested on a non-descript end-table.


  As for myself. I was tied at the wrist, ankle and torso to a makeshift cot. As I tried my bonds, I realized I was securely fastened. Worse, I was totally naked. My straining echoed around the cramped workshop and the sound of footfalls lightly scraping cement flooring became audible, followed by a voice I recognized.


  “Oh good, you’re awake!” Trilled the voice of “My Biggest Fan” her face popping into view above my own. I watched her fiddle with some knobs on a nearby panel and the sound of grinding gears began as my view changed, and the head-end of my cot raised up, propping my body at a 45-degree angle. I was now face to face with the gorgeous woman who had kidnapped me, a full grown adult man. How humiliating.


  “Who are you? Where am I?” I asked. “Is this a Stephen King’s ‘Misery’ kind of thing?”


  “Call me Kylie, my basement and oh, gosh no. In that order,” Kylie replied mildly. “You’re here to become a character in one of your stories, just like you always wanted.” Studying the woman carefully, I noted she was dressed in an oversized lab coat and was moving about the lab in a practiced, deliberate manner, she didn’t seem insane, even if she sounded like it.


  “That’s impossible,” I countered. “My work is sci-fi/fantasy, there is no way to turn a man into a woman the way I imagine in my stories. Without months, years even, of intense hormone treatments, surgeries and medication, it can’t happen. Are you that dim?”


  “Hmm…” Kylie paused, rubbing her chin with slender fingers. “Imagine a nerdy nano-scientist with a deep wish to become a woman but no belief the outcome of the process you’ve so neatly outlined would be satisfactory. Such a man might find refuge in fiction which describes the impossible as reality. In fact, it seems probable he’d find inspiration, in one such author’s work. A few years later he achieves the impossible, and becomes the girl he always wanted be.” As Kylie finished, she took a skein of her luminous tresses and ran her fingers through it thoughtfully. “Why don’t you tell me what happens next, Mr. Author-man.”


  Dumbstruck, I searched for the words and muttered, “She searches for the source of her inspiration.”


  “Mm-hmm,” Kylie agreed. “After considerable effort, she hunts for the identity of the stimulus that lead to her discovery, and finds him. She offers him a chance to become the woman of his stories. A chance to discover the joy of womanhood.”


  Confronted with the enormity of my circumstances I shook with terror. Did I ACTUALLY want to be a woman? I had a life, a family, a job. Was I prepared to leave that all behind? Never in my life had expected to be presented with the literal choice of my fantasies.


  “How did you even drag me out my home?” I asked, trying to stall.


  A thin smile spread across her face as Kylie offered a vague answer. “I paid some strong gentleman to wait until you were unconscious and bring you to my car. None of that matters though, are you ready to become a beautiful maiden?”


  “No,” I finally said, surprising Kylie and myself. “I’ve decided. Although I do want it, more than anything, my life, my family are too important to give up. As painful as this choice is, I know it’s the right one…”


  Kylie’s expression slowly shifted from surprise to anger. “That- That’s not how this works. You become a girl, the one I devised from reading and re-reading your stories ad nauseum. Perfect, feminine body in hand -literally, you slowly discover your sexuality and learn to love being a woman.”


  I shook my head sadly. “I can’t tell you how much your offer means to me, but my family, my life… I can’t just leave it behind. Please let me go.”


  “I can’t. I already injected you with the nano-bots while you were still asleep. The changes were due to begin any moment! This isn’t how this is supposed to go!”


  “Y-you have to stop it,” I stammered, beginning to panic.


  Instead of moving to release me, Kylie pulled out a phone I recognized as my own. She had my wife’s number pulled up. “You had better call her and tell her tell her you’re going to be out town a few weeks and not to worry.”


  “Are you insane? Just stop the process,” I pleaded as strange sensations began to occur like shiver which wouldn’t diminish, rattling my spine. My heart was racing.


  With a cold stare, Kylie looked me in the eyes and said in a deadly serious tone, “If you ever want to return to this body again, you’ll do as I say, UNDERSTAND!? Tell her you’re busy and she shouldn’t try and bother you for a while.”


  Mutely I nodded as Kylie placed the call and held the phone up to my head. Fortunately, it went straight to voicemail and forcing my voice to stay calm, I did as I was told. The message I recorded telling my wife “not to worry” and “I’d be home when I could.” I had no idea the validity of the statement, but my captor nodded and ended the call. All the while, the tingling in my spine continued unabated.


  Kylie took back the phone and checked the time before looking back at me, displaying a grim expression. “By now you’ll be noticing a tingling in your spine,” she explained, studying my face carefully. I only nodded in response as she continued. “Over the last hour the nano-bots have been travelling to various key points within your body to begin the process. The sensation in your spine is the bots’ preparing your nervous system to the expected outcome. If it would help, I can describe what you should expect, since I’ve been through it already. Would you like that?”


  I confess that I hadn’t truly believed Kylie’s account of my impending transformation. It seemed more probable this was an elaborate prank, perhaps inspired by my work. If this was a hoax, it was beyond the scope of my, admittedly considerable, imagination. The idea was terrifying and made my skin crawl. To Kylie, I said, “Anything you think will help.”


  “Any moment now the nanobots will begin molding your skeletal structure to the proper shape and it along


  will feel like a chiropractor is simultaneously working every bone and joint in your body.”


  Just that moment, a thunderous crunch sounded in my ear and my body violently lurched, straining my bonds.


  Barely audible over the crackling noises from my bones, the voice of Kylie drifted through my consciousness. It said, “The restraints are for your own protection, I didn’t want you flopping against the cement floor like I did.”


  Just as it seemed my body was crumpling beneath its own weight the roar of crackling femurs and ribs subsided. I was horrified to discover my flesh hung loosely without the underlying support. I wanted to scream but couldn’t catch my breath.


  “Oh yeah, I forgot that part,” Kylie muttered, “The bots will fix that up next. Tightening up and re-allocating your body mass to suit your new feminine frame. You should feel an increasing tightness and then a new weight in some unexpected areas…”


  Kylie’s description didn’t quite capture the sensation of fat, muscle and sinew wriggling like eels beneath my flesh. With horror I watched as it rearranged and tightened first along my legs and then my torso, finally my arms. My hips lifted slightly as a firm, shapely rump replaced my flat man-ass. I watched as the surface of my chest rose and then inflated as mass gathered there as well, leaving me with a fully feminine figure.


  “Now the epidermis should smooth and conform to your new shape.”


  Rippling waves of sensation accompanied the most insane case of goosebumps I could ever have imagined rolled down my scalp, slithered along my neck, rolling along my torso and finally rippling across my limbs. All the while, leaving behind taut, smooth, hairless skin. I was marveling at the flawless texture, when a stunning new sensation rocked me to my core.


  An abyss opened from within like a black hole churning from a location beneath my stomach. An instant later a prickly sensation in my crotch cascaded into a rapidly diminishing cock and balls, like of a sharp intake of breath, only between my legs! I watched with alarm as it shrunk, leaving a smooth mound and I shuddered as it forged a new opening, working its way inside. The emptiness from my stomach met the opening from beneath. The effect caused me to squeal with an abnormally high-pitched whine.


  Abruptly, the bodily tremors that, until that moment, had been ravaging my body throughout the transformation ceased, leaving only a slight tingle from my scalp. “You didn’t warn m-,“ I began, but stopped when I heard the voice that came out. From my ears it sounded like the voice of a young woman. “Is this… my voice?”


  “Your hair will continue to grow for the next hour or so, but aside from a slight tingling in your scalp, the change should be complete. You are now a fully formed, gorgeous young woman, physiologically 21 years old, right down to the molecular level.”


  “I didn’t ask for this,” I whined, with tears welling in my eyes. Everything was smooth and beautiful, just like I had always dreamed, but all I could think about was my wife, friends, family and career. As tears rolled down my cheek, I asked, “How long until you can change me back?”


  The small grin that had been spreading across the young scientist’s pretty face vanished instantly. “There’s a hormonal imbalance,” Kylie insisted. “It will take some time to level out, and could introduce complications to the procedure. Until then you might feel tenderness and mood swings. It will take a few weeks.”


  “A few weeks?!” I exclaimed, the unexpected timbre giving my voice a hysterical edge. “What am I supposed to do until then?” I added, accusingly. Heat infused my cheeks and I could feel them redden with anger.


  Kylie’s neutral expression turned to a frown. “Well, I wasn’t expecting you to turn back, so I had a room set up in my house just for you. I even filled a closet with clothes for you to wear and purchased fake identification for your new identity,” Then she added glumly, “this was supposed to be a thank you for making this all possible.”


  All my righteous indignation drained away, leaving only the pit in my stomach… my flat, smooth stomach below two rounded breasts; Something I had secretly desired and believed impossible for years.


  “Maybe a few weeks living as a woman could be like… a vacation,” I finally said. Kylie’s expression instantly brightened in response. “However,” I added, “The moment you can change me back, you will, right?”


  “Mmhmm!” Kylie confirmed as she nodded enthusiastically. “Of course!”


  I looked down again at the sublime form I now occupied, and my eyes drifted over to the restraints on my slender wrists and around my ankles. They weren’t nearly as tight as before, but I still couldn’t move. “Hey, can you get me out of these?”


  “Oh, of course.”


  As Kylie moved close to release me, I stifled a surprising urge to cover my nudity. Maybe it was the way her eyes lingered over my now-cockless crotch, but it made my skin crawl. I quashed the feeling. After all, she had one of her own. Reason suggested she was only admiring her handiwork and that made it easier to bare as she released me from my bonds.


  However, the thought of my new pussy sparked a riot of possibilities. In the moment I made a promise to myself. I would not allow this to turn into one of my stories. Sordid activity of any stripe had to remain off limits or else the temptation to stay a girl would be too much to endure, of that I was confident. But it didn’t mean I couldn’t find other ways to enjoy my new form.


  To Kylie, mustering all my positivity, I said, “I guess I’m your new roommate. Show me to my room!”


  Kylie beamed with pride and helped me to my feet with a hand under my arm. Weak and fragile, my legs wobbled under my [substantially decreased] weight. As Kylie assisted my first perfunctory steps, I asked her where that weight had gone.


  “Most it was vaporized and transported out of body while with exhaled breaths. You literally expelled your own masculinity. The same thing happens on a much smaller scale under normal conditions. Everyone weighs a little less in the morning than they did when they went to bed.”


  Her voice was confident and bubbly as she discussed her work. She clearly was proud of her accomplishment, justifiably so. I was only resentful I couldn’t be the final product she so clearly desired.


  For my own sense of accomplishment, it was a growing confidence with each step as the sinewy muscle and altered shape of my body came increasingly under control. The wider hips and dislocated weight distribution made things awkward, but by the time we reached the base of the stairs I could stand unaided. Ignoring the gap between my thighs or the weight on my chest became more difficult as the distractions fell away.


  Together we emerged from the basement, an act which left me exhausted. It was like I had finished a marathon… my knees felt like they would buckle any moment. Kylie’s support kept me upright and fortunately, we were now nearly the same height!


  “How did you handle this alone?” I asked, panting slightly.


  “Slowly, Kylie answered. “You’ll feel MUCH better tomorrow. Your mind is still trying to extract efficiencies of movement from a body which no longer exists. Give it time.” Gently, she urged me onward through a sparsely decorated and thoroughly nondescript ranch style home. I sighed with relief that it was only one floor; No more stairs. “Here is your room,” Kylie added pointing at a door. “Bathroom is down the hall; my room is right here.” She finished pointing across the hall at another door.


  “Um… thanks,” I murmured, my mousey feminine voice getting caught in my throat. “I was wondering…”


  “Food is already waiting inside for you.” Kylie chuckled at the transparent expression of surprise on my face. “Even if I hadn’t been through this myself, I can hear your stomach grumbling from here. Take your time, eat slow.”


  “And then after?”


  “Get some sleep. Or you can familiarize yourself with the wardrobe, we have a special visitor tomorrow.” She added a coy wink and my skin prickled in very normal goosebumps.




  Chapter 2 - Taken


  My bedroom was small, appearing cramped, packed with bulky furniture that looked well used. “Someone has been hitting yard sales hard,” I thought, before immediately chastising myself. “Beggars can’t be choosers… but they can be bitter about being abducted and transformed against their will though.” Said my internal voice sourly.


  A full-sized bed took up most of the floor space as anything larger would have left no room to navigate at all. The pink comforter was an obvious girly-girl concession but wasn’t the only one. A body-length mirror stood at the end of the room next to a desk covered in makeup and a plate with two slices of still steaming pizza.


  My stomach roared in approval and I raced around the bed only to stop dead in front of the mirror. The woman reflected on its surface was slender but fit, with a petite build and medium sized breasts. Large eyes, and the cutest fucking freckles I’d ever seen. It resulted in a face that was sweet and innocent but very, very sexy. Her soft, flawless skin and angelic completion were… Well, it was like she had leapt out of the pages of one of my stories! The only exception to my unrelenting femininity was my hair, which, although longer than my masculine self’s, was barely longer than a pixie cut. I liked it the look a great deal. However, the faint tingling in my scalp, a sensation which was only present when I concentrated, suggested it was still growing.


  The wafting scent of melted cheese pulled me away from the mirror. I hungrily devoured the first slice and then studied the second. Full after just one slice. Just. One. Slice. Not since I was 10 had that been sufficiently filling.


  With my hunger sated, my mind turned the to the bureau and extensive walk-in closet Kylie had promised to cure my nudity. A quick survey revealed a staggering variety of feminine articles, a rainbow colors. Sexy underwear, short skirts, revealing tops, it was a wardrobe typical for a character from my stories.


  “This, is a fragment of circumstance I can actually enjoy,” said the adventurous voice in my head. “Tomorrow,” said the practical voice as I hunted for appropriate nightwear. Naturally, the only sleepwear I could find was a strapped, silky pink top with lacy white fringe and matching loose boyshort style panties. While it was wonderfully soft and light, all I wanted was a t-shirt and stretch pants, but I was too tired to care.


  Another wave of exhaustion rolled through my body and I sighed, looking towards the amber light which was angling through the slots in the blinds. Wherever I was, it was sunset. “Perfect,” I thought, “I could sleep for days.”


  Turning off the light, I slipped into bed. Linens, sleepwear and skin, silky smooth sensations surrounded me and instantly, I was in a warm, impossibly soft cocoon of sleepy-time. However, as I lay in a strange bed, struggling to find a position sleep that didn’t put an abnormal pressure on my chest or hips, I cried, thinking of my distant wife who could have no idea what had happened. When the tears stopped flowing, I flipped the pillow over and my exhaustion finally ushered me to dreamland.


  I awoke in the morning to an intense pressure in my lower abdomen.


  “I have to pee!” I realized with alarm. Then the events of the previous day came crashing through my consciousness and I wanted to scream. However, I suppressed the urge and instead I slipped out of bed opening the door a crack to peer into the hallway.


  A quick examination turned up no sign of Kylie and I crept in the direction of the bathroom. Once inside I closed the door silently as possible before rushing to the toilet, pulling down the silken underwear and taking a seat. Fortunately, my body knew what came next and I sighed in relief, carefully cleaning myself once it was over.


  Any peace was short-lived as a tentative knock on the door snapped any reprieve. Kylie’s voice from the other side said, “I hope you had a peaceful night. Breakfast is waiting whenever you’re ready, we’ve got a big day ahead.”


  My heart was racing, but I forced myself to breathe, watching as my feminine chest heaved beneath the thin fabric. Then I buried my face in my hands as an uncontrollable wave of fear and frustration forced another round of tears from my eyes. A spinning, whirling sense of chaos and uncertainty was suffocating. A typhoon of emotions swept over me in an overwhelming deluge.


  Then, as quickly as it had come, the feeling was gone, and I was left only with the abnormal sense of weight on my chest. Still seated on the toilet, I experimentally swayed left and right, feeling the lobes of flesh sway beneath my loose-fitting top. It was an interesting sensation but, “I need to put on a bra,” was the singular thought that floated through my head.


  Rising from the toilet and pulling up my underwear, I approached the pedestal sink and regarded my reflection in the circular mirror located above it. The pixie-ish hair styling from before my exhausted slumber was gone, replaced by an untidy mass of wavy almond-colored hair reaching mid-way down my back.


  “What a babe,” I thought admiringly. As I ran a hand through my long hair, I marveled at the weight and texture. However, after a deep breath I opened the door and steeled myself for whatever would come next.


  The hallway was deserted, but a wafting scent of bacon was unmistakable, as was the sound of sizzling coming from the direction of the kitchen. My stomach rumbled, which prompted a rush of frustration.


  As I rounded the corner, I said, “Last night I ate one slice of pizza and was full and now I’m impossibly hungry again. Is my stomach the size of an orange?”


  Kylie giggled with a good-natured smile. “You wouldn’t believe how much money I’ve saved on food since I transformed. Did you have a good rest?”


  I nodded and studied the table at the center of the kitchen. Kylie was seated at the table with 3 plates in front of her, one piled high with bacon, one with toast and the last was scrambled eggs. It wasn’t the only delicious looking meal at the table however.


  For the first time since I’d met her, Kylie wasn’t obscuring her figure with a large coat or lab attire.She was a total bombshell with a stunning, curvy figure, serious cleavage displayed in an open fronted nightie. Even with her golden hair tied up in a loose bun, Kylie looked how supermodels wished they looked and it was the first thing in the morning!


  As I sat down Kylie popped up, tits bouncing. Turning the oven off she slid the last of the bacon onto the pile. She smiled at me kindly and set about scrubbing the pan.


  I grabbed a handful from each of the three plates and moved it onto another, grabbed a fork and started shoveling it into my mouth without a word.


  With her back still turned, Kylie said, “I remember the morning after my transformation. I was hungry, confused… scared,” she added looking back over her shoulder at me as I looked up from a fistful of bacon. “And more than anything…”


  “What?” I asked.


  “Horny,” she replied. “Have you played around with your new p –”


  “No,” I interrupted. “I didn’t.”


  “You were in the bathroom for a while… I just assumed.”


  “I’ve decided not to do anything sexual. I just want my old body back, like you promised. I don’t want the temptation to stay like this.”


  Kylie turned back to the pan, but not before I saw the flash of anger in her eyes. Without looking back, she said in a tone that brooked no argument, “Well that’s fine. It’s not how it went in any of your stories, but that’s okay. I just… Do you mind if I walk you through getting ready this morning like I planned? We still have a visitor coming later this morning.”


  “Um…” I began as I finished a slice of toast, before adding a hesitant, “Sure, Kylie.”


  She still wasn’t turning to look at me, just scrubbing the pan before dropping it into the sink, prompting a loud clattering noise.


  “Great, just great.” Kylie murmured as she placed her hands on the edge of the sink and bent her head in obvious frustration, adding, “I’ll be back in a few minutes, you can finish up breakfast.” Kylie stormed off then, without so much as a look in my direction.


  It didn’t take long. While I ate more than the previous night, I didn’t need much to feel full and I sat quietly waiting for Kylie to return, scared of her sudden outburst. What had I said that had angered her? Was she upset things weren’t going like the stories?


  Before I could consider further, she emerged from around the corner dressed in a low-cut top and a tight pair of skintight jeans. Delicately applied makeup accentuated her beauty with a striking subtlety. For someone that has grown up as a man, she had evidently mastered the art. She was also smiling pleasantly, as if any insult had been forgotten.


  “Now,” Kylie announced, “Let’s start by doing something about your hair.”


  What followed would not have seemed out of place in a 1980’s montage as Kylie walked me through the finer points of feminine hygiene. She walked me through the nuances of hair care and cosmetics application, helping me with both. The entire process took over an hour. Not in an entire lifetime had I spent so long just brushing my new brunette tresses into a gleaming mane.


  “Now is the best part,” Kylie bubbled. “You get to pick an outfit! Unless, you’re denying yourself that pleasure too?”


  “Not, at all.” I responded carefully. “It’s just… why did you do all this for me?”


  Kylie’s eyes met mine for a moment, mine dark, hers an incandescent shade of pale blue. A trace of understanding passed between us then she looked away with a furtive expression. “I wanted… I wanted you to have the experience we’ve both longed for and believed impossible. Exactly like the stories.”


  I could tell there was truth to her words, but a nagging feeling in the back of my mind suggested there was something more left unsaid, but I couldn’t imagine what it might be.


  “Except this isn’t one of my stories. This is real,” I observed, looking down at the swell of my breasts beneath my pink and white top.


  “Maybe it’s not exactly like one of your stories, but it’s close enough,” Kylie said, glancing at a digital clock on atop the nearby dresser before adding. “Don’t take too long picking an outfit, our visitor is going to be here any minute now.”


  “What –” I began to ask, but didn’t get to finish as Kylie offered a secretive smile before turning and leaving the room leaving me alone to figure out what to do next.


  Surveying the room, I realized that I couldn’t remember where anything was from the previous night. This forced me to once again take stock of the bureau and walk-in closet. I found a matching pair of underwear. Lacy and nearly transparent, the panties were among the few articles in the drawer dedicated to the purpose which wasn’t of the g-string variety. Although it looked uncomfortable, texture-wise, the panties clung perfectly to my bottom and covered my crotch. Finally, after a few tries I managed to employ the bra properly and wondered at the weight lifted from my chest.


  Looking down at the surreal vision of this slender body in sexy undies, then again in the full-length mirror, it forced me to suppress an urge to try on another pair. After all this was just preamble, now I had to choose an outfit. Whether the visitor was man or woman, Kylie hadn’t let on the identity of her guest. “Why does it matter?” I was forced to ask myself as I sorted through an array of skirts.


  Eventually, I chose the longest skirt, a peach-colored number I vaguely remember my wife describing as an A-line. It widened out evenly from the waist and it looked like it might even reach my knees, as opposed to the plethora of short skirts bordering on scandalous. Although… as I pondered it, a cute pleated mini looked enticing and would go with a blouse I was eyeing. Then I wondered if that blouse might go better with a pair of ripped jeans I had found. But the other dress looked so pretty, I bet it’d really show off my-


  “He’s here!” Came the voice from the kitchen, filtering through the bedroom door. Sure enough, I could hear a vehicle pulling around out front.


  “Shit, shit, shit!” I thought frantically, a dozen ideas crashing at once. Kylie had said “HE” and I had discovered it DID matter. Also, I still hadn’t chosen a garment to wear. Quickly, I squeezed into the peach-colored A-line skirt zipping it up the side. The top rested higher than I anticipated and revealed almost as much leg as the other skirts, but there wasn’t time to reconsider. Then I grabbed a dark, button down blouse that looked conservative on the rack but once worn, the way it clung to my figure and left my midriff bare, was anything but.


  Nevertheless, I was fully dressed, and I hurried from my room to meet the stranger. I found Kylie near the front door with a tall masculine figure, her hand on his arm. Both were looking away from me, but turned as I approached.


  “There she is!” Kylie effervesced, squeezing our guest’s arm, pressing it against her bosom.


  The tall, dashing visitor seemed not to notice her signal, rather his eyes were fixated squarely on me. With horrifically transparent interest his eyes crawled up my form, lingering on my legs and chest. I’d never seen such a predatory gaze directed at me.


  In return I studied him, observing a strong jaw, long, curly blonde hair and rugged stubble. He was wearing a shirt with cut-off sleeves which showed revealed well-muscled arms. It left me wondering if the body beneath the shirt and distressed jeans was equally… Suddenly my heart was racing.


  “Hello, my name is Liam,” the visitor said in a gruff baritone. Then Liam stepped forward and held out a large hand for a handshake. His large, rough hand enveloped mine easily and he smiled down at my diminutive form. “And you are?” He asked


  “M-m-m” I stammered.


  “Madison, gets a little tongue tied around cute boys Liam, you’ll have to forgive her,” Kylie chimed in as she reacquired Liam’s arm which she gave a tug, drawing his attention and compelling him to release my hand. “Now why don’t you get set up here in the living room while Madison and I have a chat about her manners.”


  Kylie pulled me aside as Liam walked back towards the door and exited. I watched him from the window, transfixed as he ambled to the nearby van parked on the street outside. His pants were so tight around the bottom, it was distracting. When I turned to regard Kylie, she was watching me with a smug grin. I shook my head to try and clear it. “I’m… not sure what that was.”


  “That was me saving your butt. What-ever-has-come-over-you?” Kylie asked patronizingly.


  “My heart is racing. I feel warm and I can’t seem to catch my breath. Then he asked my name and I-I wasn’t ready.”


  Kylie shook her head sadly, “It’s a side effect of your transformation. It’s called ‘wanting to get boned’.”


  “No, no, no NO,” I insisted, a flush raging in my cheeks. “I’m not interested in him, just flustered.” Then, changing the subject, “Why is he even here?”


  “Liam is here to create a fake ID for you. I arranged his visit before I knew you weren’t planning to stay a woman, but figured you could use it anyway. He thinks you’re my 19-year-old cousin who just wants to go clubbing with me.”


  “How do you even know him?” I inquired.


  “You’re awfully curious about Liam aren’t you little-miss-change the subject?”


  “I already told you, I’m not doing anything in this form,” I stated angrily. “And now who’s changing the subject?”


  “Don’t get angry. He’s a gorgeous man by any measure. I met him through… work.”


  “You know, I’ve been meaning to ask, what DO y –” I began, but was interrupted by Liam’s return.


  Kylie moved to open the door where Liam was effortlessly lifting a stool, easel, light and camera bag simultaneously. The light looked especially heavy, but he balanced the items easily. “Where can I set up,” he asked her.


  “Over here,” Kyle said, pointing at a spot on near the wall and away from the windows.


  “Perfect,” Liam replied as he ambled easily to begin setting up.


  Kylie poked me in the side and I flinched, realizing I had been watching Liam dig around in his camera bag with a single-minded attentiveness. She leaned over and whispered in my ear. “He’s so hot isn’t he?”


  “I don’t know,” I whispered back. “I’m a guy.”


  “Your body isn’t,” Kylie retorted.


  “If you two are done whispering,” Liam announced with a smirk, “I’m all set up over here.”


  He motioned for me join him by the stool and patted it’s top, indicating I was to sit. “This seems like a lot of work for an ID photo. The DMV doesn’t use all this.”


  Liam left my side and peered at the viewfinder of his camera. “Well, it’s hard to produce a picture as terrible as a DMV photo. But my forgeries have never failed. Isn’t that right Kylie?”


  “They’ve never even given mine a second glance,” Kylie agreed.


  “With a girl as hot as you,” Liam added, frowning at my picture in the camera. “It’s going to take a lot of work to make the picture look shoddy enough to be a DMV hack job.”


  I glanced over at Kylie as my cheeks burned. She gave me a wink and mimed a humping gesture. Fortunately, Liam didn’t notice.


  After another few moments of fiddling with camera settings he adjusted the lighting fixture before walking over. Then he sank to one knee bringing his face a few inches from mine. My heart nearly leaped from my chest as he placed his thumb and forefinger on my chin and tilted my head up slightly.


  “I’m not into guys,” screamed the voice in my head, but my eyes could only gaze into the deep blue pools in Liam’s eyes. Worse, I nearly toppled from my chair as he pulled away.


  “Don’t move,” he said sternly. “Now don’t smile or anything, just look at me.”


  “O-ok,” I stuttered.


  There was a flash, then three more. “Perfect,” Liam announced. “I’ll just run out to the van and print you out a brand-new driver’s license. What’s your last name Madison?”


  Kylie was ready for the question and answered before I could stammer out a response. “Blake,” she replied.


  “Great. Can you give me a smile Ms. Blake?”


  Without thinking I obeyed and there was another flash.


  “That one’s just for me,” Liam chuckled. “Now, I’ll go get to work.” Then, camera in hand, he bounded out the door.


  Puzzled, I turned to Kylie and asked, “What was the last bit about?”


  “Well,” she answered thoughtfully, “it could be he treasures your angelic smile and stunning beauty and wanted to preserve the image forever…Or…”


  “Or?”


  “He wanted something to ‘fap’ to later and you’ve been sitting with your legs wide open on a stool flashing your lacy blue panties at him for the last 5 minutes. An excellent choice I might add, I love the semi-transparent underwear, very sexy.”


  “Oh fuck,” I exclaimed, panic rising in my chest. “Why didn’t you do anything?”


  Kylie laughed, “I didn’t know you’d put on a skirt today, did I? He can’t know you’ve only been a girl for a half-a-day and don’t understand proper skirt-sitting etiquette. The safest route is to play it off as intentional, it certainly worked with that sultry smile you flashed him.”


  “What?” I exclaimed again.


  Liam chose that moment to knock and then entered the domicile a third time. This time, he was holding a small plastic card and walked directly over to me where he handed it over for inspection.


  “Illinois?” I asked aloud to no one. I still didn’t know what state I was in, but doubted that was where we were, given the possible timeline of my abduction. Hopefully, we were still in California.


  “Easier to fake an out-of-state license, the farther away the better,” Liam instructed. “And Illinois is one of the easiest to fake, but not the easiest. People get suspicious when you flash a Mississippi out here.”


  “Fascinating. Now,” Kylie began, once again gripping Liam’s arm tightly as he gazed down her cleavage, “Maddie, why don’t you help Liam out and take his equipment to the van while I pay our brave hero for his services.”


  Anger bubbled up unbidden and I narrowed my eyes at the pair. It looked as if Liam was about to object as well, but Kylie was already pulling him towards her room.


  Alone, I tried to shrug off the irritation, unsure why I was feeling this way. Still upset, I picked up the stool and was shocked at how heavy it felt. It was a small stool but then… I was a small girl. As I struggled to carry the stool all the way out the door to the waiting van, it made me glad I would soon be returning to my own body.


  However, as I tried to open the door to the van, I was caught unaware by a locked door. I sighed and put the stool beside the van and headed back inside to get the key from Liam. Then, as I was nearing Kylie’s room, I noticed the door was open a crack, a strange noise coming from inside. Carefully, I snuck up to the opening, which was easy with my now light-footed body. I peered through the gap and my eyes widened at the sight before me. Kylie was giggling as Liam planted a series of kisses down her graceful neck. Neither one seemed to notice my presence.


  “I should leave,” I reasoned. Instead I watched as Kyle ran her hand towards Liam’s crotch, stroking the bulge evident in his jeans. The outline of his erection implausibly strained the denim and I shook my head in disbelief, “there’s no way.”


  Liam pulled at Kylie’s blouse, exposing the shoulder he was kissing, revealing one half of a yellow, lacy brassier, but as he bent to kiss her breast she stopped rubbing him long enough to lift his chin and look him in the eyes.


  “That wasn’t the deal,” Kylie purred as she resumed stroking Liam through his jeans. “Now, why don’t you let little Liam out to play?”


  “Little Liam?”


  “Ok,” Kylie conceded from her knees as she finished unbuckling Liam’s belt, freeing the monster within his pants. “Big Liam.”


  Hunger flashed in her eyes as she grasped it with both hands and began to purse her lips along its length, all 7+ inches of it! Next, she slathered her tongue up and down from base to tip as Liam sighed with delight. For her part, Kylie seemed to be enjoying the experience equally, her eyes alight with enthusiasm.


  That was when I noticed my own body responding to the sight. Even through the bra and blouse I could see erect nipples straining against confinement. Warmth was seeping through my veins emanating from a void deep within, driven by my pounding heart. I squeezed my knees tougher and tried to ignore the first tingling urges from beneath my skirt.


  Still watching the display before me, I witnessed Kylie pull off her blouse and bra, freeing the sizable tits within. They were massive but well-shaped, seeming to defy gravity such was their perk. Grabbing one in each hand Kylie began to slide them along the length of Liam’s shaft, squeezing it from either side. Following the motion of her chest, she stuck the glistening tip in her mouth as it emerged out the top of her cleavage. She slid up and down with a steadily intensifying rhythm and Liam began to groan softly as she titty-fucked him vigorously.


  I watched rapturously as Kylie let her breasts fall and took Liam fully in the mouth. Unconsciously, I had sidled up to the door frame, pressing myself up against wall. My fingernails sank into the woodwork as I endured an ever growing need to stimulate my breasts and stifle the emptiness growing between my legs. Helplessly, I watched as Kylie pulled up Liam’s shirt and he held it in place, allowing her to run slender fingers across his abs as she repeatedly swallowed as much meat as she could handle before withdrawing and striking again.


  Then, unexpectedly, she pulled away, catching a euphoric Liam by surprise as well. Wiping spittle from the corner of her mouth, she stood and turned in my direction. “Maddie, I know you’re over there. Are you going to sit out there and watch the whole time?”


  The logical side of my brain urged me to flee, but there was no chance of escape. My mouth was watering as I watched the display and I had to swallow before answering with a weak, “I-I’m sorry, I should go.” Liam’s eyes were wide as dinner plates as Kylie pulled the door fully open.


  “Absolutely not,” Kylie retorted. “Liam was nice enough to come all the way out here and create an ID for you in exchange for a blowjob. I didn’t mind obliging, but if you would rather…”


  Reflexively, I shook my head. All I could feel was the blood rushing in my ears, my heart pounding.


  “Well then come over here and feel these rock-hard abdominals. Do it for me, Madison. I’m doing this for you. It isn’t too much to ask, is it?”


  I took a tentative step forward. Just touching his abs? I could do that. I closed the distance between us, trying to avoid looking at his unyielding erection.


  “Good girl,” Kylie said encouragingly. “Liam won’t bite, will you Liam?”


  Liam shook his head and watched as I moved up beside him. As I extended a trembling hand I looked away, unable to meet his eyes. Evidently, this was taking too long for Kylie who gently grasped my wrist and placed my palm against the fit torso of the man before me. She pulled my hand along the washboard abs and I marveled at the sense of strength and firmness beneath my touch. I’d never felt anything like it before, my old body was more aptly described as keg rather than six-pack.


  Kylie guided my hand over the muscles, then without warning, pulling downward. I gasped as my hand found a rock erection slick with saliva. Liam was similarly startled, and I could feel it jump in my loose grip.


  “How’s that for a hard muscle?” Kylie teased. When I tried to pull my hand away, she resisted. “Poor Liam got this hard ’cause of you, we owe it to him to relieve this pressure.”


  Because of me? Still looking away I felt the veiny erection beneath my fingers but as I traced the length of his manhood I found myself gazing up at Liam, biting my lower lip with trepidation. His eyes locked with mine and I could feel him getting even harder in my grasp. Because of me.


  I slowly moved my hand back and forth along the rod with Kylie’s gentle encouragement. I’d only ever held my own cock, but his was larger than mine had ever been and in these miniscule hands it felt colossal. Quivering between my fingers, Liam began to moan softly, and I increased my tempo.


  “Doesn’t that feel lovely,” Kylie asked as she stepped back. “Don’t you just want to feel it inside you? Just give it a taste, if you think it feels nice to hold, wait until you –”


  Suddenly, Liam shuddered, and I felt his cock twitch violently, firing a load of jissum halfway across the room. I held on, sensing the shuddering release with slender fingers, squeezing out every final drop.


  Finally, I pulled my hand away, but Kylie swept in, dropping to her knees and licking the wilting erection. A surge of anger spiked so quickly, it was over before I realized it. After a moment Kylie stood back up. “You wasted so much delicious cum, I needed a taste.”


  Liam and I both watched as Kylie put her top back on although he was preoccupied putting his pants back on as well. The heat between my thighs was an inferno and I could feel moisture soaking the insubstantial fabric of my panties. I couldn’t bear to look either of the others in the eyes. Embarrassment and other strange urges swirled chaotically in a confusing mélange. Worst of all, I could still feel a phantom cock in my hands. Feeling unbearably exposed, I exited the room swiftly, heading for the bathroom.


  I closed the door behind me and locked it. Grabbing either side of the sink I stared at the face in the mirror. Big, beautiful brown eyes stared back from the same innocent face, but my cheeks were flushed, lips slightly parted. It was an erotically charged beauty I beheld.


  “Calm down,” I said to her. “It’s all in your mind. You were just swept up in the moment.” The thought of what I had done made me sick. Why had I even let Kylie convince me to touch him? Why had I watched them to begin with? I splashed some cold water onto my face and felt a little calmer.


  First a knock sounded from the other side of the bathroom door, then Kylie’s voice said, “You alright in there hon?”


  I asked the first thing that came to mind. “Is Liam still out there?”


  “Nope. He packed up and headed out. He wanted to make sure you were okay, but I told him I’d take care of you.”


  Furious, I ripped the door open and glared at the blonde woman. “Take care of me? This is all your fault!”


  “And what is that exactly? Did I make you watch as I engaged in a sexual act with my consenting partner? I didn’t make you jerk him off. I just told you the truth, he really liked you.”


  “What?” I asked incredulously. “How do you know?”


  “He asked for your number and I gave it to him. And I put his number in your phone.” She held out a smartphone I recognized, I’d had it on my person when I was abducted. I snatched it from her outstretched hand. “I was just helping you… come out of your shell.”


  I held my phone tightly to my chest and stomped off to my bedroom. From behind, I heard, “What you really need is in a box at the back of your closet,” as I slammed the door behind me. Kylie continued through the door. “I’ll be working from my room for the next several hours, so please don’t disturb me.”


  “Like I would, you maniacal slut,” I screamed in response. Kylie made no reply.




  Chapter 3 - Secrets


  My phone was once again in my possession. At least, it looked like the hardware was the same, but someone had replaced the case with a designer shell, sporting a pink, flowery design I had never seen before. It was consistent with all the other feminine clothes and furnishings Kylie had provided for me. It was infuriating.


  Speaking of clothes, I noticed a dark spot on my skirt and set my phone aside momentarily to study it. A closer examination revealed a stain caused by a milky white, semi-transparent fluid that was still sticky to the touch.


  “Fuck,” I swore in frustration. As I removed the unclean garment a perplexing chill on my crotch reminded me of the panties I had also soiled, and I cursed again. I looked over the blouse to see if any stray ejaculate had found it. Sure enough, a few droplets of the fluid dotted were tainting the article. Glumly, I stripped down to nothing.


  My breasts seemed to welcome the freedom, but I once again bore the strange weight on my chest. There seemed to be no winning with these things! “Although”, I conceded with a glance in the mirror, “they sure were sexy, and it could be worse, Kylie’s were huge.”


  Pushing the discomfort aside, I shivered and stepped into the closet as I looked for a replacement outfit. In very back of the closet, a medium sized box roughly the size of a shoebox caught my eye. Dropping to my knees, I pulled the container out. It was a decorative wooden box with a hinged lid that I flipped open, heedless of Kylie’s warnings. Inside I found an array of feminine sex toys. A brief glance was enough to identify a rubbery, double-sided dildo, a bullet-shaped vibrator, a butt plug, a smaller, vibrating dildo, anal beads and a strap-on!


  Quickly closing the box, I pushed it back to its original hiding place. It didn’t matter what game Kylie was playing at. These sex devices would remain untouched for the duration of my feminine experience, I silently vowed, as I turned my attention to the dresses lining the wall.


  I was looking for something which would send the message, “I can have all the fun I need from a sexy dress and my resolve has not wavered.” Perhaps it was not surprising I didn’t find a dress fitting that exact wording. However, I found a white, open-backed dress with a plunging neckline and a frilly hem that said, “I’m a dress! You’ll look cute, probably.”


  I was not fluent in dress, evidently.


  Although I was initially unsure how to don the garment, some experimentation and a considerable amount of wiggling eventually concluded as I found myself standing in front of the mirror admiring my figure. The hem of the skirt only reached mid-thigh, fully 2 inches shorter than the previous skirt, also,it was much more revealing of my shapely bust. Fortunately, there was no one but Kylie to appreciate it.


  Only person other than myself of course. The girl in the mirror was so deliciously cute; it made me wish I still had a cock to properly appreciate it. Experimentally, I tried a few poses. The “Over the Shoulder Look.” The “Curious Fingernail Biter.” (So SEXY!) The “Why Wont Senpai Notice Me?” (So KAWAII!) I was having so much fun, I lost track of time, finally brought to my senses by the buzzing of my phone.


  “Oh shit!” I exclaimed aloud. I had gotten completely sidetracked and forgotten to look at the phone which had been so recently been reclaimed. I rushed over to the bedside table, feeling the air whir beneath the hem of my dress. However, refusing to get sidetracked again, I ignored my lack of panties and sat on the edge of the bed, fingers eagerly reaching for the smart phone.


  It took two tries before I realized the fingerprint reader wouldn’t work because, of course it wouldn’t, and I entered the 5-digit code. Involuntarily I recoiled; Kylie hadn’t just exchanged the phone case. She had also tweaked background, apps and settings. Now the phone looked like it belonged to a teenage girl! Just to be sure, I confirmed the phone number was indeed mine, although using my phone with longer fingernails took some getting used to.


  Before I could set about returning the phone settings to normal, I discovered the cause of the alert. I had a new text… from Liam. Curious I opened the messenger.


  “Hey M. Its Liam. what ur fav animal?”


  I stared at the message for several moments, pondering what reply to send, or if I should even respond. Finally, my curiosity won out and I responded honestly, “Penguin, why?”


  A few seconds passed, and I stared at my phone with growing trepidation. Just as I was about to return to resetting my phone came the answer.


  “U seem rly sweet. Sry about K.”


  I pursed my lips as I thought about what to write next. It took three tries before I typed out something I was happy with and I had to hope he wasn’t watching his messenger carefully.


  “Not ur fault. It wasn’t so bad. :-P”


  What the fuck did I just send? I had meant to click the “shrug” emoji but my fingernail caused my finger to slip, resulting in the “winkyface” emoji.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!!” Promptly, I turned off the screen and refused to look as a trio of messages flashed in quick succession. Instead, I shoved the phone beneath a pillow and left the room.


  “He must think I’m a slut,” hissed a panicked voice inside.


  “Why do you even care?” reasoned another.


  The anxious feeling wouldn’t fade, worse, an embarrassed blush warmed my face. I looked down towards the blush which reached my chest, visible with the cleavage revealed in the dress, and I fervently wished for my old body back. No amount of playing dress up was worth this emotional roller coaster of a body. I was freaking out because of a “winkyface”!


  Then another sensation rose unexpectedly. The familiar nature of it was almost soothing in its insistence. I was hungry again. Pushing my tumultuous thoughts aside, I navigated to the kitchen to hunt for food. There, I managed to scrounge up meat, cheese, lettuce and tomato, momentarily forgetting my troubles in the art of sandwichery.


  After I had devoured the meal, I had calmed down considerably and considered my options. Kylie had told me that it would take several days to change me back. She hadn’t offered any rationale for WHY. For my own sanity, I deserved a thorough explanation, immediately.


  With a full stomach and the passion of conviction to guide me, I prepared to barge into Kylie’s room. She had asked not to be disturbed while “working”, but she’d have to make time for me.


  Without warning, I charged in the room. “Kylie, I demand-,“ I began, but trailed off I observed objective insanity. Kylie lay topless, whipped cream covering one nipple, the other showed evidence of being licked clean. She was also sporting a pair of cat ears. Her computer monitor was a blur of chat dialogue moving impossibly fast. “What –”


  Kylie placidly looked me over and then turned back to her computer, addressing a webcam atop the monitor. To it, she said, “Sorry gang, it looks like my new roommate needs to speak with me. I’m awfully sorry, but I promise I’ll make it up to you. Be right baaaaaack.” She concluded with a wink and a girlish giggle.


  I stood dumbfounded and let Kylie drag me out of the room. “Sorry, I –”


  “Did I or did I not ask not to be disturbed?” Kylie snapped.


  “You’re a cam-girl?” I asked incredulously.


  “Obviously. Now what is it that was so damn important.” She glared viciously with hands on hips, however, the menacing posture was less intimidating as the whipped cream sloughed off one of her nipples.


  “I need to know why you can’t change me back immediately.”


  “Jesus! I don’t have time to explain that to you right now. Do you know how much money your little stunt cost me…” Suddenly, the look of utter rage evaporated, and Kylie looked thoughtful, before asking “How about we make a deal?”


  I narrowed my eyes in suspicion, but replied with a question of my own. “What kind of deal?”


  “After my shift is done, I’ll answer every question you have, honestly and to the best of my ability. In exchange, you introduce yourself to my viewers, maybe answer a few questions for them and then be on your way.”


  “I’m not doing any weird shit for your fanboys.”


  “Of course not.” Kylie maintained.


  I stood uncertainty and finally nodded, feeling slightly guilty about… whatever I had interrupted.


  “Great!” Kylie exalted, grabbing my wrist and pulling me inside with her. We sat side-by-side on the edge of the bed and I self-consciously smoothed out my skirt, regretting the revealing outfit. Then I remembered I had forgotten panties and squeezed my thighs together. Cursing my stupidity, I hoped nobody would notice I had just flashed my-.


  “Hey gang!” Kylie gushed, sounding like a ditzy sorority sister rather than the brilliant scientist she was. “This is Madison my new roommate. Say hi to everyone Maddie.”


  I looked over at Kylie who was still topless and looking at me expectantly. “Um, hello.” I offered hesitantly, giving the camera a small wave and a shy smile.


  Kylie took over addressing the camera. “I thought it might be fun to ask Madison some questions. So, attach questions for Madison to your donations and remember. She’s my friend and I don’t want to scare her away, so be NICE.”


  Leaning forward, Kylie squeezed her bosom together for the camera as she used the computer. Even knowing it was all for show, it was alluring. All together it was an impressive feat for the mundane task of navigating windows.


  Pulling back, she wore an exaggerated frown and looked derisively at the camera. “I thought I told you boys to be nice. I wouldn’t be surprised if Madison stormed off rather than answer that question.”


  The next 20 minutes were a blur of questions ranging from mundane to racy. “What’s your favorite sex position?” “Will you marry me?” “How much can you fit in your ass?” “How old are you?” “Private chat?” They came in a rapid fire and I played off Kylie’s leading role, pretending to be properly affronted, complemented or snarky depending on the question. I was almost having fun making up answers for the band of horny strangers on the internet, right up until the end.


  Kylie’s eyes grew round as dinner plates and she said, “We have a massive donation from anonymous that says, ‘I will double this donation, all you have to do is kiss.’ Oh, my.”


  I shook my head in the negative and gave Kylie the look which said, “We had a deal, no funny stuff.”


  Kylie turned to the camera and shrugged. “The lady says no, I don’t know if we can convince her otherwise.” For her part, Kylie looked disappointed, but chat was going wild with entreating platitudes.


  “Donations are flooding in,” Kylie remarked, “Is there anything I can do to convince you? It’s just a kiss.” Then she leaned in to whisper in my ear, “If you do this for me, I’ll owe you. I’ve never seen them this riled up, this could make my year.”


  I made a show of considering it, but I liked the idea of Kylie owing me a favor. It was an unmistakable advantage, given my situation. Consequently, I finally nodded and gave Kylie a thin-lipped smile. “You owe me, indeed,” that smile said.


  Expecting some sort of preamble, I was taken aback as Kylie’s lips were suddenly on my own. Her lips were impossibly soft and luscious with a hint of strawberry, it made me wonder if mine were as velvety smooth, they were certainly more sensitive, it was like an electric shock from my lips.


  Tender and mild at first, then gradually a heat rose in my chest and my lips parted slightly. Pulling me closer with a hand on my neck I felt the first experimental probing of Kylie’s tongue. I met it with my own, eager to taste the sweet saliva of my partner.


  And just like that, the kiss was over. Panting slightly, I warily eyed the camera and a wave of embarrassment swept over me. Suddenly I was aware of the nubile body on display for strangers over the web, showcased in a slutty dress. Shakily, I rose from the bed, careful not to flash the webcam with my crotch again and left the room without a word.


  My perspective was slipping, but I vowed it wouldn’t happen again. Somehow, I also felt Kylie was tricking me. This sexy body was just so… distracting. My slender body, sexy thigh gap, and perky tits, they weren’t mine! Then why did I feel a churning itch that begged to be scratched?


  Frustrated, I marched back to my room without looking back and fell into bed, resisting the urge to cry again. As I gathered my pillow into my arms, intending to smother the tears, my fingers found the discarded cell phone.


  “Speaking of confusing,” I murmured into the pillow. Cowardice had made me bury the cellphone in a downy prison, I grimly realized. Only a teenaged girl would let some boy make her a feel and behave so… oddly.


  There were three new messages, all from Liam. I looked over the wretched winky face and saw the next few messages:


  “UR 2 cute”


  “I really like u”


  “NE time u want to chat or hang, txt me”


  My heart was thumping so violently, I thought it might leap from my chest. All he did was send a text and my cheeks were on fire.


  “Stop being a stupid little girl,” chided the voice in my mind. “I better end this now and get back to waiting for my original male body.”


  To Liam, I texted: “Not going to happen. Don’t text me again.”


  Staring at the screen I fidgeted nervously. Was my response too nasty? Then my phone buzzed:


  “Aww, Y?” There was a picture attached. Liam’s face, with an exaggerated pouty expression.


  “I’m not interested OK?”


  “I’ll leave you alone if that’s wat u wnt, promise. Just answer 1 question for me.”


  “Fine.”


  There was a delay before the phone buzzed and the next message appeared on screen: “What are you wearing?”


  I stared at the words unbelievingly. He got one question and he wasted it on that. Curious, I asked, “Y?”


  “Ruined ur outfit and feel bad. It looked sexy on u. Curious”


  “A dress.”


  “Describe it QT.”


  I glanced over towards the mirror and thought about how to describe it. The premise of trying to text a description was daunting and so after a few moments, I sent “Pic OK?”


  The response came back lightning fast, “Yup!”


  Standing before the mirror I held up my phone to snap a photo. I frowned at the result. I tried again, this time with a smile, but still didn’t like it. Then inspiration struck. A little half turn showed off my shapely backside and once I pushed out my chest, bending an arm behind my head, it was sublime. “This will really drive him wild,” was the foremost thought in my mind as I hit send.


  “That wasn’t the point of this,” said the reasonable voice. As I looked over the photo, I was even showing off a coy smile! What must Liam be think right now?


  I found out as my phone buzzed. “Wowwowowow, so hot!”


  Once again, I found myself forced to backtrack on unintentionally sexy messaging. Rather than bury my phone in bed again, I said, “It’s nothing special.”


  “Ur the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.” Came the reply.


  “He’s not going to let it go,” I realized and changed tack. Maybe I could make him uncomfortable. To Liam I texted. “Sexier than Kylie?”


  “Sooooooo much.”


  “Prove it.”


  This time several long moments passed before the reply came in the form of a picture that made me snort in surprise. An image of Liam’s erect cock with the caption, “Even fully clothed, you get me diamond hard.” His abs were barely visible at one edge and his unbuttoned pants and boxers were resting at the base of his dick. Studying it in detail, it certainly appeared at least as solid as it had earlier in the day.


  I did that to him? Although I should have been offended, a sense of power infused my thoughts. I wonder what else I can make him to do?


  “Rub it for me,” I sent.


  “Sure. What color panties do you have on?”


  Grinning, I read his message and sent back the truth. “I’m not wearing any panties.”


  I received another picture of Liam’s hand at the base of his cock, but the caption “Prove it.”


  With one hand on the hem of my dress I lifted the skirt and prepared my phone to snap a photograph, but stopped myself at the last moment. What the hell was I doing? I was practically drooling over pictures of a man’s cock and ready to snap a photo of my bare snatch.


  “Nice try,” was the message I finally returned.


  We exchanged over a dozen more messages, but whatever magic had compelled me to act so senseless was gone. Our conversation turned to more mundane topics. He invited me on a date and grilled me about movies. I think he was impressed by my unladylike tastes.


  Our conversation would have continued but for a knock on my bedroom door. I looked at the window and saw the last rays of a setting sun. How long had Liam and I been texting. Kylie’s voice sounded from the other side, “Madison, you in there?”


  I tossed my phone onto the bed and opened the door wide, beaming as I said, “You know that’s not my real name, right Kylie?”


  Dressed in a cotton robe that stopped mid-thigh, Kylie looked perplexed by the mismatch of attitude and commentary but answered with a corresponding smirk, “You seem like you’re in a good mood, why is that?”


  “No reason,” I replied.


  My phone chose that moment to buzz and we both turned towards it. “Oh, does this ‘No Reason’ happen to have 6-pack abs?” Kylie asked with a foxlike grin.


  “Wha-I, no, um…” Decorated in girlie flowers, my phone betrayed me with another buzzing notification.


  “No judgement here, he’s handsome enough for two men. But we have some bigger fish to fry tonight. I promised you some answers and I intend to pay my debt.”


  “Oh, yeah!” I shouted, bouncing up and down in my excitement. Kylie watched as my breasts bobbed along, and I shrank back self-consciously, feeling the obscene weight on my chest without a bra.


  “Unfortunately,” Kylie lamented, “I have a date tonight and it can’t wait. I’m meeting with one of my viewers and if his pictures are any indication… this date is going to last all night.” She added a sly wink in my direction.


  “But you promised –”


  “And our discussion will have to wait until tomorrow. Unless –”


  “Unless what?” I asked reluctantly.


  “If you came out with me, we could find some time to chat about whatever you wanted.”


  My eyes narrowed suspiciously. I studied her face for a long moment, but my curiosity won out. I nodded and confirmed I would come with her.


  “Perfect! Now let’s get you ready for a night on the town!”




  Chapter 4 – Clubbing


  The assumption I had been close to ready was inaccurate, or so I was told. My hair was a mess, my outfit was unsatisfactory, and my makeup was all smudged. None of that seemed obvious to me, but Kylie sat with me while she put my long, dark hair up in a complicated (but pretty) weave and touched up my makeup before doing the same herself.


  When I proposed a shower, she laughed for several long moments and when I returned a curious expression, she explained that, “By the time our hair dried, all the bars would be closed.”


  Together we picked out dresses to wear. Kylie chose a slinky black mini-dress which clung to her figure showing off her sensual curves, long legs and ample bosom. I chose a pale green halter-topped dress which Kylie insisted would accentuate my petite figure, along with knee length high heeled boots to showcase my ass in the tight dress… not that I cared. The thong wasn’t even as uncomfortable as I was expecting, but the heels were worse.


  Kylie pulled out a small handbag and handed it to me, insisting that, “It’s already packed with everything you might need tonight.” I was afraid to look inside, so I slipped the bag over my shoulder, slipping only my phone inside, and joined Kylie outside to wait for our Uber.


  Once we were in the car, I realized that, despite the ample time spent preparing for our outing; I hadn’t asked any of my burning questions. However, when I opened my mouth to speak, Kylie spoke up. “Remember that favor I promised you?”


  “Yes…”


  “I found you a date for tonight. Consider us even.” She leaned back and gave me a grin, her eyes twinkling with mirth.


  “You promised me answers, but given me nothing,” I replied in a harsh whisper. “And now you’re setting me up on a blind date. How does that remotely make us even?”


  Kylie’s expression soured. Her interest turned to the window, where illumination blurred past with increasing intensity. Other signs of civilization, streetlights, cars and shops were increasingly common. However, my attention was directed squarely at the blonde bombshell beside me, my nerves frayed and heart racing.


  Finally, Kylie took a deep breath and turned back to me. “I spent a fortune turning your dream into a sensuous reality. And you thank me by resisting every opportunity to live out that dream.” Her voice was growing in both force and volume and I glanced nervously at the driver as Kylie’s tirade continued. “I invented an entirely new branch of science to give you a stunning body and you won’t even stick a prudish finger up that brand-new TWAT?!”


  The driver cleared his throat and Kylie seemed to realize for the first time we weren’t alone. I was taken aback by the criticism but found myself feeling frustrated and annoyed. We spent the rest of the ride in silence, avoiding each other’s gaze. I stared noiselessly into my lap, observing the surreal vision of a diminutive figure in a cute green dress. My figure…


  “We’re here ladies,” said our gruff voiced driver.


  An extensive line of revelers stood impatiently outside a garishly decorated façade, a red velvet rope stretched around the street corner where the line vanished from sight. The neon sign above the entrance read “Touch”, spilling crimson light over the eager patrons. However, a tall, particularly brutish looking character in a sharp blazer looked over the would-be-partiers with contempt; The bouncer. It made me wonder how Kylie planned on getting us inside on a night that was turning increasingly chilly.


  That was when a realization struck, the makeup of the line was almost entirely of the male gender! The bouncer appeared to recognize Kylie and she offered him a good-natured smile as the club’s guardian waved us through without hesitation. He didn’t even check our ID’s! This elicited a groan of dissatisfaction from the clubbers still denied entry.


  The sound of a disturbance outside was overwhelmed by the chaos and sense-assaulting interior. Never having visited clubs even in my younger days, I was overwhelmed by the lights which flashed with a disorienting pulse in time to the inordinately loud, obnoxious music. A wall of heat buffeted us, obviously produced from the gyrating mass of humanity beneath a suspended array of speakers.


  Kylie was gesturing for me to follow. Her mouth was moving as well, but I couldn’t hear the words above the din. Wordlessly I took the hand she extended as we wound about the dance floor and past the obscenely crowded bar. Together we moved in the direction of a booth located towards the rear of the establishment. It was marginally quieter.


  A grim looking man stood watch over the crowd, but nodded when he saw us, motioning to a nearby stall. Once seated, I was amazed to discover the noise level was entirely bearable.


  “This place is really crazy,” I told Kylie, needing to raise my voice slightly to be heard and looking out over the grinding, swaying dancers.


  “I know,” she responded, “the acoustics of this place are genius. And my date reserved my favorite table!”


  The other woman looked positively giddy when, moments later, a carafe of ice arrived, a bottle of champagne nestled inside. “Courtesy of the house,” explained the waiter as he placed four glasses beside the carafe before hustling away.


  Noting her change in mood, I finally asked the question that had been on my mind since Kylie’s Uber blowup, “Who is this guy that’s supposed to be my date tonight?”


  “Oh, he’s great,” Kylie said dismissively as her eyes were scanned the crowd. Then she popped to her feet, waving with one arm like an overly enthusiastic Japanese schoolgirl. In her tight dress I could watch her breasts bounce excitedly along with her. With my recent experience, even with a smaller pair, there could be no doubt she was aware of the effect.


  Once they moved closer, I could identify the target of her interest as a pair of men who were picking through the crowd. The first was a fit, well-dressed man in his late 30’s or early 40’s. His face was handsome in a rugged, hipster way. After receiving an enthusiastic hug from Kylie, he introduced himself as Todd.


  The second man was shorter and younger looking. He introduced himself as Greg, shaking first my hand, then Kylie’s. Where the Todd was confident and handsome, Greg was twitchy and nervous. As the four of us sat, sipping at the surprisingly delicious champagne, Todd and Kylie joked with obvious flirting intent. Greg sat quietly, constantly avoiding my gaze, despite incessantly staring at my chest every time I looked away. It was unsettling in the extreme and I crossed my arms reflexively.


  “Let’s dance, I love this song!” Kylie suddenly shouted and pulled a surprised Todd onto the dance floor where they began a dance which seemed half rave and half sex-act.


  Fighting off a stab of envy, I turned my attention to Greg out of necessity. My “date” seemed even more off-putting under the increased scrutiny.


  “D-do you want to dance?” he asked meekly.


  “Not especially,” I replied, wishing to be anywhere else in that moment.


  Then, after an agonizing pause, “You look really nice tonight.”


  “Thanks. How do you know Kylie?” I asked, trying to sound more energetic than I felt and hoping to forge a normal conversation. Even if Greg was unable look above my chest, I could appreciate the compliment.


  Greg was suddenly looking at me like I’d grown a third eye. “Did Kylie not tell you?”


  “Tell me what?”


  “I was watching the stream earlier today and –”


  “Kylie’s stream?” I interrupted. “The cam show?”


  Greg’s look said, “Duh, obviously.” But he continued his explanation. “I witnessed a pure, beautiful maiden interrupting a raunchy whore’s display. Although I was sure it was just a bit of performance art destined to descend into debauchery, your answers were so sweet and carefree… I was in love. Even the kiss was so innocent…”


  I’ll admit I was oddly touched by the sentiment even if Greg continued to leer distastefully. The moment was ruined when he placed a sweaty hand on my knee and I scooted back, recoiling from his touch


  Perhaps sensing my distaste, Greg hurriedly explained that, “Once Kylie opened the auction for a date with you, I knew –”


  “What?” I interrupted with high pitched incredulity.


  Greg’s face darkened at the interruption. “I would have paid anything to meet you. You’re exactly my type.” His expression gradually transitioned from one of anger to a menacing desire as he added, “I rented a room upstairs for us.”


  “That isn’t going to happen,” I asserted, intending to slide down the seat and put more distance between us. However, as I tried to move away he grabbed my wrist. Although Greg didn’t look physically powerful, he was far stronger than me in my feminine form. Terrified, I frantically searched the dance floor for any sign of Kylie, but no one was paying any attention to our booth. Even the bouncer was nowhere to be seen.


  “You are so perfect,” Greg insisted, leaning forward, his eyes feral. “Your skin is so soft, I knew it would be! Come upstairs and let me show how much I love you.”


  “I-I’m not going anywhere with you. Let me go.” I struggled unsuccessfully to pry open Greg’s grasp. Panic surging, I tried a different tack, “You’re hurting me,” I pleaded.


  His grip loosened but he didn’t fully let go. “But you’re so beautiful. Once you spend some time with me upstairs, you’ll love it, I promise. I’ll treat you like a princess. I paid so much money to meet you, you owe me at least that much!”


  “I don’t owe you anything, I never agreed to this.”


  Once again, Greg’s countenance twisted into one of barely contained rage. “You slut!” He shouted. “You cocktease! Do you know how much I paid? You owe me something. Do you want more money? Is that what this is about? You whore. Just let me love you, give me a chance. I know you’ll make a fantastic mother for our children.”


  Now I was genuinely horrified as my wrist was squeezed violently. Greg’s other hand grabbed for my chest and I was too constrained to stop him. Aggressively he squeezed me, pain shooting through my chest. “No, stop,” I begged.


  “You entitled bitch!” Greg whispered angrily. “You think just because you’re so pretty you can make men do whatever you want? You’re all the same, you, Kylie, all women are whores. You’d rather be treated like trash by hot guys like Todd. I thought you were different, but you’re just a whore like the rest.”


  While I was in too terrified to correct him, his tirade created a distraction which loosened his grip on both my chest and wrist. With a lightning fast strike, I brought my fist down into his lap. Greg scrunched up in recoil as I slipped around the table as quickly as I could manage.


  My flight was halted by Greg who had managed to snag a handful of dress while still cringing in pain. A ripping sensation spread along my thigh and chest as I freed myself. Clinging tightly to my dress, which threatened to fall off completely, I pulled away into the crowd.


  Hysterically I searched the crowd for any sign of Kylie or Todd, all the while moving towards the exit. My goal was to put as much distance between myself and Greg as possible. Struggling to keep my dress on, I shuffled and bounced between grinding couples and dancers moving unpredictably. Eventually, I reached the exit without finding Kylie and I stepped outside.


  Staggering away from the line of waiting congregants, I looked down at the tattered remains of my dress. Tears gathered in my eyes as I recalled the aching in my chest. Mercifully, I discovered I was still in possession of my purse which hung from one shoulder and I pulled out my phone.


  Careful to keep my clothes up over my chest with my free hand, I looked at the device, fury and frustration dueling as I stared at the Uber app Kylie had installed. Was she already back home, making love to Todd and leaving me alone with the creep she had practically sold me to? I realized there only one person I could call, and I placed the call.


  Liam answered with a groggy, “Hello?”


  “Liam, I’m really sorry to call you,” I sobbed into the phone. In my exhaustion and fear, I hadn’t even noticed it was 2AM. I sniffed and added, “But I really need you right now. Can you come pick me up?”


  “Madison, is that you? What’s wrong?” Suddenly, he was sounding less dazed.


  Too embarrassed to explain, I just repeated my request and begged him to hurry, all the while watching the entrance for signs of my attacker. “I’m at a club named ‘Touch’. Please hurry, I’m scared.”


  “I’ll be there in 7 minutes,” Liam vowed. “Just hold on.”


  Once he hung up, I was terribly alone in the near-dark. Small and vulnerable, I was vividly aware of my weakness as I held up my dress, shivering in the cold. The seconds passed like miniature eternities as I pondered how awful my life had been since becoming a woman.


  Finally, a van rolled down the street which I recognized, a familiar silhouette in the driver’s seat. I flagged it down and slid into the warmth of the passenger’s seat. Liam looked me over, dressed in his pajamas, face a mask of concern. “What on earth happened? Are you okay?”


  Silently, I wiped away my tears, my hand blackened by mascara. Doubtless, I looked a mess, my hair had even come loose in my flight leaving a disheveled tangle. I wanted to answer Liam, but couldn’t meet his gaze.


  “You don’t have to tell me what happened if you’re not ready. Do you want me to take you home?” Liam asked.


  I thought of Kylie’s betrayal and shook my head.


  “Ok. Is there anywhere else you can go?”


  “I-I don’t want to be alone tonight,” I stammered, realizing that only in Liam’s presence did I feel safe. Greg’s eyes haunted me. “Can I stay with you… just for the night?”


  “Of course,” Liam declared kindly. “Whatever you need.”


  Gratefully, I watched the red neon light recede in the side-view mirror. Town lights streamed past the window in a blur. Between the soft jazz music drifting through the speakers and the heat blasting out the vent, I found myself improbably drifting off to sleep.




  Chapter 5 - Knight


  I woke up with a sideways view of an unfamiliar hallway. Shockingly, I looked out to discover I was being carried through a house by Liam. He was effortlessly conveying me through the hallway with one arm under my shoulders and another under my knees. As the events of the night returned, I didn’t want to be treated like a meek, fragile woman… but the horrifying part was how amazingly safe I felt in his arms.


  He must have noticed me looking up at him and said, “Sorry, you were just so cute, I didn’t want to wake you up.”


  “Put me down you clod,” was what I wanted to say. Instead I blushed and remained silent as he carried me through a threshold and placed me gently on the bed. My heart was pounding again as I sat up having momentarily forgotten to hold up my dress. I just flashed Liam with my bare breasts.


  Instead of a leering glare, Liam flashed his goofy grin and said, “Looks like your dress had a rough night.” Pointing, he added, “The bathroom is through there and you can borrow any of my clothes although they may be a bit big for you. I’ll stop back in a few minutes to make sure you have everything you need. The bed is yours, I’ll be out there on the couch.”


  “I can’t –” I began.


  “I insist,” Liam declared, leaving the room before I could object.


  Dragging myself to the bathroom, I cleaned the smudged makeup from my face, amazed Liam could consider me cute like under such conditions. My hair was a mess, but it straightened satisfactorily by running my hand through it a few times. It wasn’t glossy or stylish, but it would do. Now I didn’t look like a homeless person, apart from the tattered dress.


  Then I disrobed, an act made easier by my outfit’s sad condition. Liam’s underwear wouldn’t fit, so I remained in the thong, unfortunately. Then I rooted through a drawer in the bedroom and pulled an ordinary t-shirt from a pile of identical clothing. I almost cried from the joy of slipping the masculine garment over my head. My delight faded when I realized how big it was on me.


  The shirt descended to mid-thigh and hung off one shoulder. It completely masked my feminine figure and it was surprisingly scratchy to my sensitive skin, but I didn’t care. At least it covered my ass. All that mattered was I was warm and safe; Finally.


  Minutes passed as I sat on the edge of the bed looking at the slender legs poking out from under the shirt. No matter how hard I tried, this body would find ways to be erotic. Tomorrow I would have to return to Kylie’s home, but tonight I could sleep soundly, safe from her influence.


  Liam knocked on the door and poked his head in. “All settled in?” He asked. I nodded glumly, and Liam wished me a good night. Then he pulled his head back to leave me alone.


  “Wait!” I shouted, almost involuntarily. As Liam stepped fully into the room with an inquisitive expression as he regarded me, “Can we just… talk for a minute?”


  “Of course,” Liam consented, his curiosity changing to compassion. “What’s on your mind?”


  I couldn’t bring myself to confess I just didn’t want to be alone right now. Instead, looking into his eyes, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “Have you ever wanted something so bad, but once you get it… All you want are things to be the way they were before?”


  To my surprise, Liam sighed and sat beside me at the end of the bed. My heart nearly leaped into my throat as his knee touched mine. Whatever was passing through his mind, Liam stared off into the distance as he began to speak. I had to force myself to focus on his words, rather than his proximity.


  “My girlfriend left me nearly 2 years ago. I won’t go into why she left, but suffice to say I took it… badly. For nearly six months, I barely left the apartment. Eating pre-packaged food and jerking off to porn 3 times a day, I was a mess. Once I was fired from my job for watching porn at work, but not before stealing enough equipment to run a fake-ID business from my van… but that’s just the beginning. Then I stumbled onto the Cam sites…”


  He sighed and with a furrowed brow, continued to recount his descent, “I was barely making rent but found myself burning money on dozens of random, voyeuristic women. Until Kylie… she was special.”


  Only then did I realize I was scowling intensely, my knuckles white with rage. The intensity of the feeling took me by surprise and wasn’t entirely accounted for by her behavior alone. However, I didn’t have time to consider it.


  Liam must have seen something in my expression as he quickly moved to clarify. “Her show just… reached me, us, I guess. Men. Something about her performance spoke to an understanding of the male psyche like nothing else on the web. She had only been going for two weeks but already had over a hundred regular viewers.”


  My resentment ebbed, and I was able to consider Liam’s story. It wasn’t surprising that Kylie had a good understanding of men, but Liam couldn’t know HOW she knew. “How long ago was this?” I asked, curiosity momentarily edging out the irritation prevalent mere moments earlier.


  Liam regarded me, offering a confident, “2 months ago.” I nodded in reply and he continued his account.


  “When she reached out for a fake ID in the area, it seemed like she was reaching out to me specifically. Imagine my surprise at the coincidence. Hastily, I sent her a private message and pictures confirming my capability and we came to an arrangement, one ID for one blowjob.”


  The annoyance surged as I fought to keep the fury from upsetting the placid countenance I maintained throughout Liam’s report. The swinging pendulum of my emotional state was unprecedented. However, I preferred the discomfort of unpredictable anger to the bizarre, weightless sensation from looking too intently into Liam’s eyes.


  “Never in my life,” sighed Liam, “Has any sexual act felt so… transactional. Maybe that’s how women feel when a man skips out in the middle of the night, but, despite being the one receiving the oral pleasure, somehow, I was the one being used. It was devastating. I had built up this wondrous vision of perfection in my mind. Coupled with the coincidence which had brought us together, I was sure fate had plans for us. I was disgusted, first at her, then at myself. To her credit, I think it was that action which finally gave me the push to move past my depression and anxiety and be a real human again. I haven’t visited a cam site since.”


  Giving into the nagging voice at the back of my mind, I asked, “If that was the case, why did you go back a second time? Why endure it again?”


  “I guess it was to prove I was healthy. To know it wasn’t a fluke, that she wasn’t what I wanted…”


  “And?” I inquired quietly, my hands in my lap, face downcast. Although I was only sitting on the edge of a bed, I was standing at the edge of a vast, bottomless void. My stomach churned with unexpected apprehension, twisting my slender, unfamiliar hands in exasperation.


  However, as I fidgeted, Liam took my chin in his hands, just like had earlier in the day. Instead of a professional utilitarianism of the earlier gesture, the signal radiated portentous meaning. My heart skipped a beat, my body opening to him like a moonflower at sunset. I watched Liam in rapturous expectation.


  “You asked me if I ever felt like my dream had been squandered,” Liam whispered, his face inches from my own. “Sometimes without that ambition, you might never stumble on something truly worth living for.”


  Fireworks, an electric shock, all the cliché descriptions of a kiss were suddenly a matter of reality. His lips on mine, his tongue sliding along my own. I melted into his embrace. Should I have felt shame? Embarrassment? Probably. My body didn’t care. My thirst was quenched, my hunger sated. Swept up in a riptide of lust, I was ensnared by an astonishing carnal longing.


  Beneath Liam’s touch, my skin tingled, leaving a trace of his finger down my arm. As his hand slid to the hem of my shirt he pulled it off my head, breaking the kiss momentarily and sending a tumbling mass of dark hair about my face, obscuring my vision. Moments after sweeping it aside, Liam’s mouth was pressed against mine and our kiss concluded horizontally, his shirt and mine discarded.


  Desperately, I clung to Liam, feeling his warmth against my bare body, skin-to-skin. Nothing else mattered. Not the weight on my chest that was actively being tenderly fondled by a pair of rough hands, not the lips sending waves of sensation along my neck and collarbone. Not even the hard-on pressed against my leg, felt, even through his pajama bottoms. My body now craved an incomprehensible closeness.


  Rolling one nipple between thumb and forefinger while teasing the other with his tongue, pleasure radiated from my chest, reverberating throughout my slender form. Liam gently teased and fondled my breasts.


  “Mmmm,” I moaned, the sensations spreading down my limbs, through finger tips and toes, a rolling, roiling thrill mustered. Above all, a growing warmth between my legs accompanied by a deepening void demanding satisfaction. “That, feels amazing,” I cooed, running my hands along a well-muscled forearm.


  “We’re just getting started,” Liam rumbled as he lifted himself from my chest. I could hear the desire in his voice and I shuddered with expectation as he lowered himself back down, planting a series of small kisses all down my torso.


  Slowly he worked further downward to my thighs, each peck generating a small flame, building the roaring inferno of my pussy. An unmistakable wetness dribbled down as Liam spread my legs to make room for his head. I was wet and horny for man and it was surreal. Looking down at the curly haired head between a pair of slender legs, past the shapely mounds of flesh with nipples erect, it formed a sublimely erotic vision I never wanted to forget.


  Liam’s breath felt cool against the heat of my yawning chasm. For the first time, I was singularly aware of my new hole and a chill of trepidation mingled with overwhelming lust. As he began to place trace the opening with a finger my body trembled with new sensations.


  “You’re so wet,” Liam murmured, approvingly. “I need a taste.”


  The lightest touch of his tongue to my pussy sent an electric shock through me, a jolt that forced a gasp of delight from my lips. Reflexively, I brought my knees together, but Liam effortlessly held them apart with large, strong hands. It was a little frightening how much stronger than me he was.


  Arms wrapped around my thighs, teasing my breasts as Liam’s tongue slipped along the length of my folds, a sublime pulse of delight resonating from my box. Once the apex was reached, I nearly fainted from the intensity of the pleasure. Almost immediately, I lost track of Liam’s oral ministrations. Any attempt to concentrate was swept aside in a rising tide of surging sexual gratification, emanating from my genital region.


  “Oh, ohhh, OHMMMM,” I purred with increasing volume. My mind was inundated with a pulsing, insistent pleasure that was rapidly surpassing anything I had ever experienced. Moans and sighs were impossible catch as they erupted again and again as Liam eagerly devoured my clam.


  A thrill expanded from deep within, driving a sensual heat throughout my body. Liam’s head was waggling vigorously between my thighs, but I closed my eyes as a thunderous eruption of pleasure shuddered through my body. It felt as if my entire body seized and I gripped the linen as my back arched and I came with a shuddering, “AHHNNNNGGGGgggghhhhhhh!!!!”


  Muscles slowly unwound over several long moments as I felt my insides clench and unclench with alacrity. When I finally lowered myself and opened my eyes, Liam was lying beside me a wolfish grin on his face. I was still panting in an attempt to catch my breath, but I could only stare at him unsure what to say or do next.


  “You have the most perfect pink pussy I’ve ever seen,” He said, tracing one of my nipples with a finger. Surprisingly, it was even more sensitive, and I gasped in shock. “Did you like that?” Liam asked.


  I nodded, writhing slightly as Liam continued to fondle me. Even though I had just cum, the relief was slowly fading, replaced by a deep yearning. Surprising even myself, I took Liam’s hand and slid it down to my snatch, moaning as he teased my clitoris.


  “You want more?” Liam asked.


  I nodded shyly. His hand wasn’t enough. We could both feel how wet I was. Something was needed… inside. That was when I noticed Liam had removed his pants and his member seemed even bigger than I remembered. This was what I wanted, but as I reached for it, Liam rolled atop me, body between my knees, kissing me deeply. The taste of my longing was on his lips.


  His hot cock pressed against the inside of my right thigh and I could feel as he slid it along my leg. “What are you waiting for?” I wanted to scream. The entire time, his fingers teased my pussy, driving me crazy with aching need.


  “Do you want me inside you?” Liam asked, his hot breath on my ear forcing another wave of tingles flying down my neck.


  “Yes,” I murmured weakly.


  “I didn’t hear you…”


  Reaching for the monster between my thighs, I navigated it towards the nexus of my longing, but Liam resisted. “Put it in me, please.” I begged, not caring about the petulant tone or desperation that inundated my voice. “I need you inside me.”


  Liam stopped resisting and I pointed him at the sopping wet entrance of my box, heedless of the feminine cherry yet to be popped. However, as the head of his cock pressed against my vulva, the monumental gravity of my situation lept to the forefront of my consciousness.


  “Wait, I don’t th- Uhhnnnnn –” I began to say, but it was too late. A thick, rigid mass slid inside my body as my pussy was spread by Liam’s massive cock. It felt so deep, but kept going deeper. Impossibly deep. Rapturously deep. “Oh my god!” I exclaimed.


  “You’re so tight,” my lover observed. “Your pussy is incredible.”


  “You’re so big,” I remarked, reveling in the sense of fullness. Then he began to move, retracting his member from my vagina as slowly as he had entered it. I watched carefully and was relieved to see no blood. There was only a sense of emptiness which he promptly relieved as he thrusted his cock back in. It was starting to feel good, no, not just good, amazing! My pussy was so sensitive, I could feel his every miniscule motion as he plowed me again and again.


  Although he was gliding in and out at a moderate pace, each thrust sent wave after wave of scintillating delight through my cunt. However, like before, the pleasure radiated outward, engaging every part of my body in a sensory overload numbing me to anything besides the cock and the pleasure it delivered with each decisive lunge.


  Despite my inexperience, Liam seemed delighted. Grunting, suckling at my breast, caressing my hair, all the while slicing into cunt with his wonderful sword. Holding him closely, I reveled in the bliss radiating outward from my sopping wet sex, my fingernails digging into his shoulders, urging him onward with bucking hips. We kissed and fucked with reckless abandon, slaved to the fireworks display generated by the friction of our genitals.


  The sensations were different from before, more… vast, resonant, consuming. Sighing with each thrust, my pleasure built to greater and greater heights. Then like an avalanche, an orgasm crashed throughs my body, sweeping my cunt into a shuddering, twitching climax. Squealing in delight I wrapped my limbs around the naked body atop my own, reveling in the sensation as it slowly faded.


  Liam didn’t stop grinding inside me immediately. His tempo increased and his face twisted as he suddenly pulled out and pressed himself against the top of my mound. This accompanied a grunt of relief as a load of hot, sticky semen shot across my abdomen. After humping my stomach for an additional thrust or two, his cock twitching wildly against me the last dregs of jism dribbled onto my pelvis.


  Only then did I realize how close he had come to releasing inside me. A burst of embarrassment quickly overwhelmed the fading lust of the earlier moment. With his phantom cock still inside me, the sexual thrill still fading, I was frozen in indecision as semen on my stomach cooled. However, I couldn’t move with Liam’s weight atop me and he was staring intently into my eyes.


  “You are so beautiful,” Liam whispered dropping beside me. Pulling a stray hair from my face, he kissed me again, sending a wave of shivers down my spine. “I hope you enjoyed yourself.”


  Blushing furiously, I stammered out a barely coherent, “Um…I’m gonna go clean myself off.”


  “Hurry back sexy, but I won’t say I regret watching you walk away.”


  His eyes followed me into the next room where I closed the door behind me. In the bathroom I cleansed the ejaculate from my torso in a fugue state, my mind spinning wildly as it struggled to interpret the past 2 hours.


  Despite my every intention, I had given into Liam willingly and could admit as much. Something about his presence left me vulnerable in an entirely radical way. From the moment I heard his voice on the phone, my fate was sealed. Even thinking about his heroic arrival caused a stirring in my loins that should have been deeply disturbing. Instead, I found myself longing to feel his touch again.


  Liam had already made me cum twice! Was the innocent looking girl in the mirror what Liam saw as we made love? My exhausted brain churned fruitlessly, and I remembered just how late it was, deciding to sleep now and ruminate later.


  When I poked my head out of the bathroom, Liam was already fast asleep and snoring softly despite the well-lit interior. He was also totally nude, and I was fighting the urge to stare as I donned my discarded, oversized t-shirt. My panties were nowhere to be found and I was too tired to hunt for them.


  Briefly considering a night on the couch, I concluded the bed looked too inviting, naked man or not. Taking my place on the available side of the bed I switched off the bedside light and lay back with my eyes closed, more than ready for fatigue to overtake me.




  Chapter 6 - Moonlight and Revelation


  Sleep didn’t follow. Instead, without visual stimuli, my other senses assailed my waking brain. A cool, wet spot near my left butt cheek, the smell of sex and sweat wafting through the air and the tingling reminder of lovemaking emanating from between my legs, all artifacts of pride in my former life… Now it was coming from my own petite form and I was glad for the darkness which hid the truth of my sorry state.


  It had felt incredible, there was no sense in denying it. First came the exotic sensations of feminine arousal, then the heights of pleasure unimaginable. It wasn’t just the climax, but the protracted, sensual buildup of sexual energy, engaging every last fiber of my being into a giant erogenous zone, manifesting as a maelstrom of feral passion. All of which culminated in an ejaculate shaming orgasm of momentous scope and trembling joy.


  As I pondered the depths of feminine pleasure, a new idea sprouted. As a storyteller, I felt the burden of Kylie’s story fall onto my shoulders, a yoke of duty. Without confirmation, her truth was laid bare against the harsh light of unwavering reality. Her path had been one of lies, but I would choose the path of forgiveness. The stalk of the idea unfurled into a complex delicate flower from which bloomed understanding.


  Events from the past 36 hours fell into place and with it a blueprint for the next day took shape. It would start with acknowledging the 4 uncomfortable truths I had willfully ignored. They were these:


  I loved being a woman - Even before discovering the joys of intercourse, my protestations were weak at best, fallacious at worse. My marriage might survive this and… it would have to.


  I was attracted to Liam - The first signs, pounding chest, unnatural behavior, the thrill from simply lying beside his naked body, would have been obvious had I been born to this body. We had an undeniable chemistry… one that made me wet with desire with the smallest touch or look.


  I hadn’t been forced into anything since becoming a woman - At any point I could have avoided touching Liam’s cock, denied Kylie’s cam request or stayed home, instead of dressing up and going out to a club. A part of me liked being pushed into a more feminine persona.


  Finally, the most relevant to my current scenario:


  I was a bit of a nympho - After coming twice, thinking about touching the naked body next to me, running my hands down his rock-hard abs and plunging his manhood into me again was the real reason sleep proved so evasive.


  What I wanted was laid bare in those truths. Recognizing in myself the needs of my new body and the rising heat from my pelvic region, I grinned into the darkness and snuggled up to Liam’s warm, unyielding mass. However, his low snoring continued, and I fought a wave of disappointment.


  I turned away from him, resting on my hip trying to ignore the call from my nethers. Then, I jumped as a well-muscled arm fell across my waist and I was the little spoon to Liam’s big spoon. My excitement faded as his snoring continued. He must have reached out in his sleep!


  The feeling of his body, large and warm, draped over me, his chest against my back, the thought of his junk inches from my ass sent my pussy into overdrive. The urge to wake Liam nearly irresistible, but I vowed not to use him, as Kylie did instead I would solve the problem myself, I vowed.


  Trying not to disrupt the man softly snoring behind me, I slid a hand beneath the hem of the oversized shirt, spreading my legs slightly to permit four fingers to wrap around the exterior or my already moist cunt. Then, with exaggerated, slow circles, I began to pleasure myself.


  “Mmmmm,” I sighed as quietly as I could manage. One slinger slipped beneath the fold and I continued to work my glans and pussy, sending rolling waves of satisfaction through my body. Biting my bottom lip, I suppressed another moan while I covertly masturbated.


  As I molested myself, I began to wonder how far Liam could be pushed without waking. Leaning into him, I took the hand from the arm draped over me and pushed it against my breast, all the while, fingering myself with drenched digits, pushing two fingers inside to satisfy my growing need.


  “Uhn, ummm, ooooo,” I purred in rapid succession. Wiggling my hips in delight I inadvertently grazed against Liam’s package. The merest brush of his manhood against my ass caused me to stop, a painful ache of longing surged as I listened to see if Liam had awoken. Miraculously he was still asleep!


  Cautiously, I pressed my backside against his limp cock. It stirred as I slowly ground my ass against his lap. Finally engorged, I pressed it between my thighs, sliding it along my slick vulva.


  “What –” came the voice as light flooded the room and I squinted, looking over my shoulder at a confused looking Liam.


  Rather than waiting for my lover to decide, I took the initiative, pushing him onto his back and mounting him in one smooth motion, prompting a soft sigh as he plunged deeply into my sopping wet pussy. Liam for his part looked like a deer in the headlights.


  I rocked forward for a passionate make-out session, all the while, feeling his rigid fuckstick pressing against the back of my pussy in a wondrously new sensation. He kissed me back, but I broke the kiss as his hands slid beneath my shirt.


  With a harsh whisper I explained, “I want you to take me however you want. I’m your personal slut tonight.” To my ears, it sounded cheesy, but I felt Liam stiffen inside me as I pressed my slick fingers to his mouth and he eagerly licked them clean.


  All I wanted was to give back what had been taken, first by his Ex, then by Kylie. I judged that Liam was overdue for the opportunity and he did not disappoint, springing from the bed, my tight, willowy body still impaled on his rigid spear. Holding onto his neck for dear life, my legs wrapped tightly around his waist, Liam carried me into the guest bedroom. His every motion swirled the mass inside me, driving me wild with a teasing fullness. Then he threw me onto the bed like I weighed nothing, leaving me sprawled across the covers with a terrible bounce.


  “You’re sure you want to do this?” Liam asked, standing proudly in the moonlight, his gleaming cock singing a siren’s song to my dripping pussy. He studied my naked form with such intensity, a chill ran down my spine.


  I nodded, cautiously. Momentarily doubting the third and fourth truth, I asked, “Why did you bring me to this room?”


  “I didn’t want to break the nice bed. Now, what do you say we wake the neighbors?”


  Any reservations vanished under the gleam of his stunning smile. “I’m all yours,” I replied, matching his grin with a sly smirk of my own. I could have sworn I saw him twitch with eagerness as I gave a “come hither” finger curl and like a flash, I was in his arms.


  Moments passed in an instant as he ripped my shirt off (well, technically his shirt) but before my hair had even settled, Liam’s hands were around my waist as he pulled me to the edge of the bed. With one hand on the small of my back and my feet on his shoulders, he pleasured me.


  Fingers plumbed my depths while Liam’s mouth worked my clitoris in a chaotic blend of sublime teasing. Rather than the tender, careful escalation of seduction, there was a passion and insistence to his ministrations. It said, “We’re not going to make love, I’m going to fuck you!”


  I was so wet, it was a wonder Liam wasn’t drowning. It still was strange to want a man so badly, but there was no denying it, his fingers were only making me more eager for his cock. “Fuck me,” I whimpered, “Make me cum again my handsome knight.”


  Instead of responding, Liam grabbed one ankle, lifted it over his head and flipped me onto my belly with my legs hanging from off the edge of bed. He waited only long enough reach beneath a knee, pulling my legs apart before penetrating my willing pussy.


  “Uhnnn, oh, oh oh OH!” I moaned as Liam pierced me again and again with a wonderful, ball-slapping ferocity to his strokes. Propping myself up on forearms, my tits swung as my body was railed again and again while my pussy quaked from each womb delving lunge. Then suddenly, his rhythm slowed to an agonizing, teasing pace.


  Grabbing a fistful of my hair, he brought my head back and lowered his mouth to my ear. “Louder!,” Liam demanded. “Let the whole neighborhood know how much you love my cock. You do love it, don’t you?”


  Evidently I took too long to respond, because Liam spared one short thrust. Enough only to stoke the fire of my need. “Yes, I love your dick. It feels so good inside me!” I moaned.


  Another rough tug of my hair and tantalizing jab, “Louder,” Liam insisted.


  “Fuck me with your huge cock!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. I barely new what I was shouting as I added “Cum inside my hot pussy!”


  Mercifully, Liam resumed pounding my cunt with renewed forcefulness and I clenched the linens from the violence of our lovemaking, an obscuring whitewash of pleasure sweeping away any thoughts beside the relentless cacophony of my moans. Like a thunderhead bursting, a flash of heat and ecstasy shuddered through my body, another orgasm provoking a wail of pure, sexual bliss.


  If he was pleased, at my vocalization he didn’t show it. Rather than slacken his pace even a hair, his arm snaked around my waist and like a pair of sexual figure skaters, we spun onto the bed, all the while, he remained inside me. Somehow, I ended up kneeling atop Liam’s manhood facing his toes as he lay beneath.


  Then, Liam lifted me up 6 inches before skewering me on his kabob. The motion spread my legs wider, and somehow reached even deeper than I previously thought possible, the tip of his cock sliding along the front of my vaginal wall, prompting an immediate re-ignition of my sexual furnace. A squeak of surprise slipped out of my lips the first time, but Liam only had to repeat the motion twice before I caught on. Moments later, with my hands on his thighs hips bucking wildly, I was riding Liam’s manhood with a furious tempo.


  Something about the way the tip of my knight’s spear struck home immediately drove my body crazy. “This must be the G-spot,” said the only cogent thought I could manage as wave after wave of pleasure assaulted my willowy frame. As I writhed atop Liam — just when I thought it couldn’t get any better — his hands reached over my breasts and pulling me back, so I was forced to plant my hands on my toes for support, my surprisingly flexible body easily adapted and the wonder between my legs reached to fresh, unfathomable depths.


  “Right there, right there! I’m gonna cum –” Fingers tweaking my erect nipples, penis plowing my nethers sent my body into overdrive. “So close, I’m so close,” I squealed.


  “Madison, I’m gonna –”


  “Don’t stop, DON’T STOP, OOOHHH! There, right there! Yes, YES!”


  My body was a whirling dervish of sexual energy. I barely knew where I was or what was happening. I was light, and heat, and unimaginable pleasure. A surprising surge of heat and twitching sensation from deep within pushed me over the edge and I shuddered as my body seized with climax so intense and overwhelming I thought I’d pass out from the profound, shuddering, eruption of sexual completion.


  Breathless and exhausted, muscles still shaking from orgasm and exertion, I collapsed onto my stomach beside Liam, sweaty and panting. Gradually, I became aware of an oozing sensation from my pussy barely noticeable above the orgasmic afterglow.


  Then came the return of coherent thought. “He came inside of me. A man came inside me. Liam came inside. Me.” My mind was spinning as I struggled to catch my breath.


  A hand on my hair, gently stroking it. A soothing tingle sprung from my scalp and I let Liam run his fingers through it and could feel his body beside mine, but I couldn’t bring myself to face him. I just let him play with my hair, rub my back, enjoying the calm presence. My pulse slowed and before I knew it… I was fast asleep.


  I awoke to the sounds and smells of sizzling bacon. “Deja-vu all over again,” came the thought. However, as I surveyed the room, I didn’t recognize it. It wasn’t my home, nor was it my bedroom at Kylie’s place. Only then did I remember last night and I peeled back the covers for confirmation. I was still naked in Liam’s guest bedroom.


  “He must have put the covers over me last night,” I guessed. Then I noticed the bathrobe draped over the edge of bed. It was pink, and covered in hearts, which made me wonder where he’d obtained it. A spike of jealousy was pushed aside with difficulty and I was finally able to appreciate the gesture, rising from bed to investigate the bacon origin.


  Or rather, that was my intention. However, just as I rose to my feet, Liam strolled through the door with a tray laden with breakfast food. He grinned and said, “When I woke up this morning, I was sure last night was a dream. You can’t believe how surprised I was to find the girl of my dreams naked beside me.”


  “Is she the one who left this bathrobe behind, or do you a particularly unusual fashion sense.” It appeared the green-eyed monster hadn’t been as easy to subdue as I suspected. Now that it was out, I eagerly awaited Liam’s answer.


  “Remember the Ex I told you about?”


  I nodded and recalling, “The one that really messed you up?”


  “It was hers. I still have a box of her clothes and random belongings. Until I met you, I didn’t think I’d ever be able to let it go. But now I can’t think of a better way to move on than pampering you.”


  Liam must have seen the uncertainty I felt in my expression because he grinned and said, “If you’d rather hang out in the nude, I’m more than okay with it.”


  “I’ll bet you are,” I conceded gathering up the robe and slipped the soft, calf-length garment over my body. Liam frowned with an exaggerated expression as I tightened the waist belt obscuring my breasts.


  “Here,” Liam said pushing over the tray of food. “Better gas up, I want you ready for round two.”


  “Round 2?” I asked, taking a bite of bacon from the tray on my lap.


  “Four isn’t a record for me, but I think with an early start I can make you cum at LEAST 10 times.” Blushing furiously, I turned away as Liam cackled with delight. “You’re so damn cute,” he added, sending a shiver down my spine as he kissed my neck. The jolt nearly sent the breakfast platter clattering to the ground, but I caught it at the last moment.


  Already a tingling heat was growing beneath the tray and I knew I had to stop Liam now or I’d never be able to.


  “Look –” I began, searching for the right words. “I can’t stay here.”


  “Tonight?” Liam asked.


  “Ever again. Last night was great but –”


  Still grinning, Liam said, “It wasn’t just your butt that was great, your tits were incredible. And don’t get me started on your pus –”


  “I’m not kidding.”


  “Neither am I, that honey was the sweetest I’ve ever tasted. Just wait unt –”


  “I’M MARRIED!” I finally shouted, then more quietly, I whispered the truth, “I’m… married.”


  For the first time since meeting him Liam’s face took on such a genuine disappointment, my heart practically broke. I couldn’t bring myself to tell him the whole truth that day —although I eventually would. At the time, it was the most I could manage not to burst into tears as I described the fake fight, which had led me to staying over with my friend Kylie. However, I was ambiguous with my partner’s gender. Liam listened politely, saying nothing.


  He was visibly upset, but seemed to understand. Despite his obvious grief, he offered me a change of clothes from his ex’s box with a forlorn expression. I found an airy blouse and skin-tight shorts which fit surprisingly well. She must have had a similar body type to mine, which was also disconcerting.


  Minutes later, we stood awkwardly outside the building, waiting for my taxi. Me, clutching my small purse, eyes downcast, wearing Liam’s former lover’s clothes. Liam was still dressed in his pajamas, eyes searching for the car, looking everywhere but at me.


  As a car rounded the corner, Liam suddenly turned to me and whispered, “I don’t care.”


  “What?”


  “I don’t care that you’re married,” Liam declared, his face a grim mask of determination. “I’ve never been with anyone who makes me feel like you do.”


  The car slowed and stopped beside us, but I was looking up at Liam, astounded. “You- you-. I’m not who you think I am.”


  “I know you’re smart and beautiful. If your husband can’t see that, he doesn’t deserve you.” Then he took my face between his hands and kissed me with unbridled fervor. Our tongues danced a sublime waltz and only the horn blast from the waiting taxi snapped the spell.


  “I should go…”


  “You have my number,” Liam said. His voice was confident as he added, “We can be as covert as you want. You should do whatever makes you happy.” A coy wink provided the exclamation.


  A shiver traveled the length of my spine and my stomach twisted with anxiety as I slipped into the waiting vehicle. With just a wink, he could send my heart racing, was it simply hormones and my female body, or something more?


  “Where to little lady?” Asked the ambiguously eastern-European cabbie.


  I gave him Kylie’s address, but I watched with tears in my eyes as Liam receded into the distance. Last night had been incredible, I liked being with Liam and wanted to keep liking him. I thought this parting was what I wanted, but what if it wasn’t? Unless… I wanted to be a horny, love-sick teenage girl. Why couldn’t I be the woman, the person, I wanted to be?


  The thrill that accompanied the potential future relations with Liam raced through my compact form, the blush in my cheeks provided all the answer I needed. My wife would either understand my needs or she wouldn’t, but I was past caring, my path was set, and I practically wept from joy. Madison was who I decided she was!


  “Little lady, okay?”


  “I’m just happy… OH! I need to go somewhere else. Right now.”


  “Little lady not go to house? Back to boyfriend?”


  Relishing the thought of Liam as my boyfriend, I said, “No, I’m still going there, I just have somewhere I need to go first, is that okay?”


  “You pay, you go where you want. Where you want to go?”


  Before I confronted Kylie, I wanted her to see the girl I was now, not, the reluctant maiden in borrowed clothes. I had a purse and a purpose.


  “I need to find a salon, preferably one near a lady’s boutique.”


  “Sorry little lady, my English is not –”


  “I need a haircut and a store selling pretty clothes,” I corrected.


  “Ah, yes. I will do this.”


  “Excellent! Thank you!” I bubbled, sounding every bit the excited, smitten young lady I appeared to be. For the first time, the thought made me very, very happy.




  Chapter 7 - Getting Reacquainted


  As I finally approached the entranceway of Kylie’s home, I was eager but more than a little nervous about the upcoming confrontation. With shaking hands, I smoothed my new frilly pink skirt, looking down at the tight cardigan and the nubile body beneath and took a deep breath, watching my chest rise and fall. The jitters gradually faded.


  I knocked on the door, shifting anxiously from foot to foot in my pink platform heels. The door opened a moment later Kylie appeared. It took several moments before her eyes widened in recognition. Kylie was dressed in the skin-tight jeans she preferred and a grey blouse, unbuttoned to reveal her ample cleavage.


  “Madison? Is that you? Oh my god!”


  I was taken aback as she jumped out and embraced me. This was miles away from the reception I had been expecting. Kylie was holding me tightly and just kept repeating “I’m so sorry,” again and again.


  “It’s ok, I’m fine,” I found myself saying, utterly perplexed. “I must be missing something.”


  Kylie stepped back. “Todd and I saw the whole thing in the club, but you had already run off before I could find you. Then that creep Greg ran and we spent the whole night trying to find you. I was worried he’d killed you and was raping your corpse somewhere.” She hugged me again. “That was such a terrible idea, I never should have done that without proper vetting.”


  A million questions rattled through my mind, but I asked the most obvious. “Why didn’t you call me?”


  “I left my phone at the table. That snake Greg probably took it, so don’t answer any calls you get from me for a while…” Kylie looked me up and down, running her hands through my hair. “What happened to you? Where did you go? I LOVE the new look!” she added gesturing to my pixie cut hair and adorable outfit.


  “I left and called the only local in my phone. Liam picked me up and I spent the night there.”


  “You didn’t!” Kylie exclaimed, incredulous.


  I nodded, marveling at how light my head felt after chopping off so much hair. I had asked the stylist for her recommendation. It was super cute, just the way it had looked before growing in completely yesterday. Now, it was barely long enough to curl a lock of dark hair around my finger as I intentionally withheld the details of my visit from Kylie with a sly smile plastered on my face.


  “You have to tell me all about it,” Kylie insisted. “Also, if you came from his place, what are you doing here?”


  “I needed to talk to you about something, can I come in?”


  “Of course, of course,” Kylie replied, one arm sliding around my shoulders. “Whatever you need.”


  Together, we walked into the living room where we sat facing one another, me in the overstuffed recliner, her on the couch. It seemed like a lifetime ago since I had last been here, an uncertain, dumbstruck girl. I smiled when I remembered seeing Liam for the first time… with no clue why my heart raced, or knees trembled. My infatuation was obvious in retrospect.


  That infatuation was part of the reason I almost decided not to return. However, return I did, and not for petty revenge as a jealous rival, but in service of the greater good. I took a deep breath to steady my voice… This was the moment of truth.


  “Before my transformation, you told me the story of a nerdy nano-scientist, do you remember that?” I asked.


  Kylie nodded, her eyes narrowing in suspicion. It was the first glimpse of a lacking hospitality since I’d arrived. “Yes, I do.” Kylie answered flatly.


  “I’d like to tell you a very similar story to the one you told me earlier. Both our stories concern an erstwhile nano-scientist. He devises a clever technology that can transform a male body into a female one, but here is where our stories diverge. Our scientist’s magnificent invention can transform a body, but it’s a one-way proposition. Once it changes you, that’s it. No going back.”


  Kylie’s eyes widened slightly. It confirmed I was on the right track, so I continued my story with my heart in my throat. Deciding to keep this body didn’t make facing the inevitability any easier to bear.


  “Fearful of the consequences, the scientist changes his entire body save for his genitals, which he preserves, maintaining a sexual capacity. Time passes, and he fully enjoys his feminine form, but it becomes increasingly more difficult to cross the final barrier to womanhood. If only there was a way to confirm a successful transformation… A trans-sexual guinea pig.”


  Kylie eyes were downcast in shame, but I couldn’t leave a story unfinished.


  “This scientist wouldn’t pick just anyone for his experiment. Someone who would appreciate the transformation would be ideal, who better than the writer of his preferred erotic fiction? But he didn’t react as she’d expected. Time and time again, turning away from the erotic closure she needed, the scientist had no choice but to escalate the stakes beyond supplying provocative clothes and sex toys. Does that sound right, Kylie?”


  Tears ran down Kylie’s face, tantamount to an admission of guilt.


  “I don’t know if you employed Liam to seduce me, or drugged my champagne with an aphrodisiac and I don’t ever want to know. This body you gave me… is sublime. I could never go back.”


  Kylie looked up hopefully.


  “But I won’t tell you about what happened between Liam and myself. You’ve taken enough from him already.”


  “So what,” Kylie cried out forcefully. “Did you come here just to prove how clever you are. So, I lied, so wh –”


  “I didn’t come here to tell you how much pleasure this fully feminine body can experience,” I interrupted. “I came here to show you.” Punctuating the statement, I began to rub my neck sensually and bit my lip, feeling every bit the seductress and loving each moment of it. Best of all my body was already responding!


  This was my sexy body. Kylie wouldn’t need to abduct anyone else when, with a simple touch, I could resolve everything.


  “MMmmm,” I sighed, squeezing one breast over my sweater. Although they were hidden by my bra, I could feel my nipples hardening as my body became increasingly excited. Eagerly peeling away the sweater, I was greeted by the sight of my bosom nestled cozily in the black lacy bra purchased earlier in the day. Access was granted through a front clasp, I quickly disabled and freed my breasts. Tingling waves of pleasure slithered scintillatingly from my nipples to my painted fingernails and inflamed my desire as I prodded and teased them.


  Evident in a single sidelong glance, Kylie twisted uneasily in her seat. Her knees were gathered up beneath her, hands clenching and unclenching, all the while watching as I touched myself.


  I hiked up my skirt and slithered a hand beneath my panties to find my snatch already drenched with desire. My panties were saturated I peeled them off, sliding them seductively down my legs. I flipped them to Kylie who was actively stepping out of her own panties. She revealed a small, rigid erection and miniscule testicular pair, clinging tightly to a hair-free crotch feminine in every other aspect. Kylie grasped my discarded panties and began to rub them against her rigid tool.


  “Oh, ooooh, ohhhmmm,” I moaned, fingering my wet pussy as I watched her. A growing desire for deeper satisfaction rose along with the tantalizing sensations of my fingers. My eye was increasingly drawn to Kylie’s cock. Although small, perhaps 4 inches, but promised a deeper experience than my curled, still inexpert fingers.


  Slipping down to hands and knees, I crawled the short distance to her spot on the couch. As I rose up on my knees, I was overcome by a desire to make the ultimate feminine gesture. Licking my lips, I eagerly took her in my mouth, wrapping wet lips around the head of her tiny cock.


  “Oh fuck,” Kylie groaned as I slid her fully inside my mouth, caressing the underside with my tongue. “The partial transformation, oooohh, made it smaller, but the nerves, uhhnn, must be concentrated. I can’t- Uhnnnnnnnhh!”


  Having barely begun the act, I was surprised as Kylie’s pensi shook violently. An instant later, the salty concoction filled my mouth from the end of Kylie’s twitching cock. The forceful ejaculation forced a prodigious amount of cum to the back of my throat and I came up hacking, trying to clear the gooey substance from my airways. Tiny amounts of it dribbled down my chin as a I sputtered on the floor, finally able to breathe after a serious coughing fit which destroyed any brimming horniness.


  “Sorry about that Maddie, you’ll get better with practice…” Kylie said, looking sheepishly down at me. “I um, haven’t…you know… since my transformation. I must have been a bit backed up.”


  “I’d-*cough* say so.” I gurgled, trying alternately to spit out or swallow the foul liquid. The taste was better than I had expected, but the texture was unpleasant. It made me never want to try giving a blowjob again. Then I stood shakily, a squishy ache between my legs, the obvious result of abandonment mid-session.


  Kylie interrupted my rumination with an awkward clearing of her throat. “Ahem, I uh… saw your female sex organ is quite functional. Can I ask you a question?”


  “Shoot,” I replied, wincing at my inadvertent pun.


  “Did you ever have any interest in men before your transformation?”


  I shook my head and remarked, “Never.”


  “I thought so. You were so hesitant to even touch Liam yesterday, despite an obvious attraction and now…” The thought of Liam’s rigid manhood made me blush, but Kylie continued, “You seemed eager to…”


  Was my desire for Liam so obvious? Kylie knew before I had any inkling of my true feelings. However, I was still curious of the mental trail she was following. “Liam is gorgeous. So was Todd for that matter. I’ve never been able to make such a distinction between men before. Something about Greg… put me off immediately.”


  “Intellectually, I can admit the physical attractiveness of Todd or Liam, but they don’t inspire any…” She tilted her head back as she searched for the right word. “Longing,” she finished. “I’m still attracted to women. Do you think that will change if I complete the transformation, like in one of your books? Like you?”


  I shrugged. “I don’t know. I still think you’re beautiful, as a woman, I mean. I don’t know if it’s normal or what. This is still new to me.”


  Kylie blushed at the compliment but smiled somberly. “Does it really feel incredible?” she inquired.


  “Unbelievable.”


  “I think I want to do it… will you wait here? It won’t take long, and I want to share the results with the one woman who might understand.”


  “I think I might take a shower, I haven’t had one since obtaining this body and I’ll have two different sets of dried cum on my chest if I don’t.”


  Kylie nodded, “That should be fine, the process should be over in a few minutes. I’ll come find you. And Madison… Benjamin… Thank you.”


  “Call me Madison,” I replied. “It just feels right.”


  We smiled at each other for a long moment before Kylie finally turned, headed towards the basement, while I stepped out of the skirt still bunched up around my waist and headed for the bathroom. I turned on the water and as I waited for the water to warm adequately, surveying my body. Slender and small, with sublimely feminine features, it was a still delight to study its contours and curves.


  Stepping into the shower, I let the water stream down my head for several long moments. Even though my hair was short for a woman, it was still long enough to stick to the side of my face. Warm water provided a refreshing vigor to my muscles as though I had been exercising all night, rather than sleeping. Imagine that!


  Remembering Liam’s hard body atop mine in a writhing embrace founded a sensual thrill weaving its way to my pelvic region by way of my breasts. Nipples erect, my hands slid along my torso in a teasing massage. My tits craved his touch, but resisting the urge provided its own unique satisfaction. It was turning my entire body into an enormous erogenous zone! Everything was so sensitive, even the streams of water running down my thighs was enticing.


  “Your body is so beautiful,” Kylie whispered as she slipped a hand around my waist, taking my hand in hers, fingers wrapping about my palm. Her body pressed against my back and I could feel her erect nipples pressed against my shoulders blades. I was so distracted, I’d entirely missed her approach, but as her curvaceous body sidled against mine, I felt no trace of masculinity.


  “What are you doing?” I asked breathily as her hand, and by extension my own, moved between my legs.


  “Although I decided on the parameters, I had no idea how your body would turn out, not really. Even now that I’m fully a woman…I want you. I want to feel your body intertwined with mine.”


  “Oh, ooh, mmm,” I moaned. Kylie’s fingers slowly worked my clit as I gasped helplessly, my steamy lust mixing with the sultry air of the bathroom. In return, I slipped an arm behind my back, sandwiched between us, palm out, searching for her mound. She gasped as I found the yearning chasm between her thighs.


  “Does it –” Kylie squealed as I delicately teased her button. Her fingers involuntarily twitched in response and I wriggled in delight. “Does it, ooooh, always feel this good? Uhn, ooohh!”


  I replied as best I could between bouts of moans. “Do you feel that- ahn- throbbing- ah- need?”


  “Mhmmmm,” Kylie purred.


  Spinning around, I sank to my knees, pressing Kylie’s back to the wall of the shower. I lifted one shapely leg and began to enthusiastically eat her out. My lips and tongue moved with twisting, deliberate erotic expression. According to my wife, my oral pleasure skills had always been adequate, but as inspiration flowed from my recent experiences, I was in the zone. Lapping up her honey, feasting on her clit, plunging in and out of her tight folds with a darting, sliding tongue… all things my own body yearned for.


  Kylie’s adorable moans surged in frequency, her hips rocking in my embrace, toes curling on my shoulder, a hand behind my head. “It feels so good, Maddie!” Kylie cried, “I think I’m gonna- I’m coming- Maddi-eeeeeeeee!”


  Hips bucking violently in my arms, Kylie shuddered in thunderous climax. Her curvaceous form twisted in sexual gratification. Her hands pulled my head deeply into her sex, filling my nostrils with the fragrant scent of desire.


  My cunt throbbed with the same logging, the deep throbbing inferno of the hopelessly aroused. I was so turned on, it was a miracle I wasn’t glowing. Before my lesbian lover, could so much as blink, I was dragging her from the shower and making a beeline for the bedroom where a box of toys awaited my ruttish intention.


  Evidently, Kylie had a similar notion. She pushed me onto the bed as we neared it, placing her hand on my chest as I attempted to rise. “You made me cum twice this afternoon, now it’s my turn.”


  So great was my need, I began to finger myself as she disappeared into the closet. Fiercely plunging two fingers into my weeping snatch, I yearned for Liam to plunge his massive cock deep inside me, to stir up my insides like my fingers couldn’t. Moments later Kylie re-appeared, wet hair clinging to her head, body still glistening with moisture, a box tucked under one arm. It wasn’t Liam, but my pussy didn’t care, it clamored for sapphic release.


  Wasting no more time, Kylie spilled the contents of the shoebox and grabbed the vibrator from the pile of sex toys. She gave me a devilish look and twisted the base. A thin, whirring noise filled the room as Kylie climbed atop the bed, wielding the bullet shaped vibrator like a buzzing rapier.


  Tantalizingly, Kylie knelt beside me tracing the vibrator around one of my nipples, eliciting tingles and sending my already hyperactive libido into overdrive. “Don’t tease me,” I begged.


  “Oh, you don’t want me to tease you… like this?”


  Kylie traced the vibrator along the inside of my thigh, sending a tidal wave of gushing, rampaging lust screaming from my pussy. As she traced the outline of my labia, I wiggled my hips trying to catch a hint of the vibration where the sweaty, aching need radiated throughout my nubile form. “Please…. You have no idea how mu- OH FUCK!”


  The sensation of the vibrator on my clit was mind-blowingly intense. Immediately I was on the cusp of orgasm, my body twisting in pleasure, two handfuls of bed linen clenched with white knuckles.


  “Do you like that, my adorable little slut?”


  “Yes, oh, god yes!” I nodded eagerly in affirmation, fondling my own breasts as the vibrator slid up and down my drenched snatch. Then, suddenly, there was a beautiful, pussy in my face.


  Kylie was kneeling over my face, her head between my legs, simultaneously licking my twat while as she prodded the tip of the vibrator just inside my slit, swirling it in a spellbinding motion. My former captor waggled her drooling pussy inches from my face and said, “If you don’t want me to stop, you’ll need to give your mistress some love.”


  As I once again resumed munching Kylie’s pink taco, I moaned helplessly into the intoxicating riot of heat scent pouring from her, just as, no doubt, was emanating from my own sex. She had obviously discovered the non-existent carnal downtime of the “lesser gender” and was capitalizing to our mutual pleasure.


  Together we sixty-nined until my most delicious, lurid climax made oral sex impossible. Still positioned beneath Kylie I quivered as the avalanche of delights erupted from my clit, flowering outward and sending my entire body into a howling, gasping fit of sexual delight. The whole bed shook from the magnitude of it.


  Kylie continued to play teasingly at the opening as my insides throbbed in relief, but then pushed herself upward, squatting on my face. With renewed vigor, I slathered her with my tongue, gripping her luscious ass firmly.


  “Your mistress is so close… Right there! Just like that, OH, OHHHH. OHHHHHHMMMMMMMM!” Kylie squealed as she came for the second time as a woman. Still trembling, she collapsed beside me, a dreamy expression on her face.


  Wordlessly, we stared into each other’s eyes. Several long moments passed as we lay side-by-side in silence, each looking for the right words.


  “That was really som –”


  “I had no idea th –”


  Speaking at the same time left us both staring in silence. I tried to diffuse the tension and giggled at the awkwardness, adding, “You go first.”


  Kylie blushed and said, “I don’t know what came over me. I barely knew what I was saying…”


  “It’s ok,” I assured her. “Liam had the same effect on me.”


  I was too focused on her incredible bosom and didn’t notice as Kylie frowned and propped herself up on one elbow. “So, you two did it. For real?”


  I sat up and nodded. Crossing my legs, I reveled in the still new sensation of coolness between my thighs.


  “I thought once I had a pussy, I would want a man as well, but once I saw you in the shower, I knew. You are so smooth and soft… I can’t imagine wanting anything else.” Kylie was gazing at me with unmistakable intensity.


  “I can’t stay, you know that.”


  “You still intend to go back to that wife of yours who might want nothing to do with you? A family that might never accept you? What about your relationship with Liam? What about…” she trailed off.


  “What about us?”


  Kylie nodded somberly and swallowed, blushing furiously. “This is special… I mean, isn’t it? We both went through something no one else can possibly understand.”


  The poor girl had fallen in love with me, came the sudden realization. Never in a million years did I expect things to turn out like this. Caressing her wet matte of golden hair, I finally said, “I owe it to my family to try, it isn’t fair to you to promise anything.”


  What I left unsaid could have filled three walk-in closets. What monster would tell the enchanting beauty across from her that Madison felt an incomprehensible connection with Liam? One Madison and Kylie didn’t share, a physical necessity beyond sexuality. The words didn’t exist to convey those feelings adequately. Could I tell her the “mistress” persona which had broken through during our lovemaking reflected, not the deep partnership I needed, but something else entirely?


  Surprisingly, Kylie nodded and said, “I think… I think I understand.” Then gesturing to the closet, “All that is yours, I insist.”


  “But –”


  “I bought it for you. You’ve already given me more than I had any right to ask, just…”


  “What is it?” I asked.


  “There’s something I always wanted to try…” Kylie turned a bright red and seemed to struggle saying it aloud.


  I smiled and placed a hand on the other woman’s hip bending down putting our faces inches apart. “Just tell me what is.”


  Kylie leaned in, putting her mouth beside my ear. “I want to trib,” she whispered breathily.


  Tribbing or scissoring, whatever you called it, the clit-to-clit, vulva-to-vulva rubbing formed the foundation of lesbian fantasy that juiced my adolescence. I could feel my own face grow hot as I considered the possibility. An almost palpable wave of lust churned inside, and I eagerly nodded to Kylie’s enormous appreciation.


  Sitting up properly, her knees folded up, obscuring her luscious breasts. But then she pulled her knees apart, spreading her pussy wide in an inviting gesture for me to do the same. I slid up, placing my right leg beneath her left knee and sliding my left between Kylie’s other leg and hip. Wiggling up to one another, we both pushed until my sexual organ was aligned with hers. Then slowly, deliberately, we began to grind exquisitely against one another.


  “Ohmmmm,” Kylie cooed. “I’ve dreamed about this day since I was 12!” She took my left leg, the one that rose against her torso and pulled me even closer.


  I gasped as our labia aligned, partially submerging her sex in mine and mine in hers. The sensation of oneness bordered on penetration as we writhed with increased fervor, a nexus of erotic friction, heat and torrential lust.


  As tremendous as it felt, my body was bordering on 24 hours of sexual exertion on very little sleep and I found myself unable to match Kylie’s frenetic pace. I lay back, unable to support my weight and gyrate simultaneously. Miraculously, my sapphic partner saw this not as a concession, but as an opportunity.


  Firmly grasping one leg, she mashed herself even more forcefully against me, groaning loudly. Each flex of her hips sent another wave of pleasure through my body, but with each stroke a building sense of emptiness swirled and expanded within me. Kylie bucked atop me, but it was Liam I wanted penetrating me, fucking me with his throbbing manhood.


  “Oh, oh OHMMMMM!” Kylie erupted, trembling with momentous climax. Still grinding against me, but her pace greatly diminished, she gushed, “Oh Maddie, -mmmm, I wanted to know what that felt like for soooo long.”


  “I’m glad,” I replied, trying to ignore the ache from my loins.


  Kylie bent down to kiss me, and I returned in kind as she slumped next to me, a massive smile on her face. Then she slipped over the side of the bed and vanished. I peeked over the side, but she wasn’t there. She reappeared at the end of the bed as I had just seen her with one minor alteration, a massive strapon!


  “I don’t know if it’s bigger than Liam’s, but I’m going to use it to fuck the shit out of you.”


  The dominatrix reared her head again. One day Kylie would find a willing sub, but I was willing to play along if it meant filling in the emptiness inside me. “Please fuck me, mistress,” I begged meekly on hands and knees.


  “Turn around,” Kylie commanded.


  I obeyed, waggling my behind, the cool air wafting against my moist opening before Kylie, awaiting her rigid imitation cock. She roughly grabbed my behind and yanked, my legs slipping down over the edge of the bed. I landed with a *wumph* into the comforter. She lifted one knee onto the bed, spreading me wide open and causing a chill.


  “Do you want to feel your mistress’ cock?” Kylie asked, teasing my wet opening.


  “Make me feel good with your cock mistress.”


  Slowly, agonizingly, Kylie penetrated me, parting my insides with the marvelous blend of girth and length. Being taken from behind forced the strapon angle upward, sent the tip sliding along the back of my love tunnel with tantalizing pleasure. As wonderful as it felt, I missed the veiny warmth of Liam, his rough, strong hands. I shivered as I imagined him taking me from behind, rather than Kylie.


  Suddenly, it began to feel good. Like, really, really good. In and out of my sopping wet pussy, Liam’s cock plunged, and I moaned as he thumped into me again and again. “Harder, fuck me harder!” I had to force myself not to say his name aloud.


  “That’s right, take your mistress’ cock, you little cock-slut. If you like cock so much, I’ll give you all you can take.”


  I responded with wordless panting as each thrust skewered me again and again. “Ahn, ah, uhn, oooh.” I squealed as my mind was whitewashed by the pounding, throbbing pleasure. “I’m gonna cum! I’m cumming, oh god yes, YES!”


  Like every feminine orgasm I’d experienced, the pleasure was sublime, but each was unique. This particular specimen was a spine-tingling volcano of lust. I screamed Liam’s name into the flowery bedspread, rocking my hips in a rattling, shaking climax. Slowly Kylie removed her imitation cock from my still spasming cunt.


  I drooled into the bed, exhausted and sweetly satisfied, but when I turned my head I witnessed Kylie actively exiting the room. Lying in bed, it took several minutes before I could gather the strength to rise. When I finally did, I went to the closet and found pretty, mint-colored dress. It was an hourglass shape, pencil skirt with a side-tie around the waist. It clung to my shape and, beyond super cute, was surprisingly comfortable. I found a purple pair of cotton panties and slipped it under my skirt. Once I found some white strappy sandals I emerged on shaky legs, hunting for Kylie.


  She wasn’t in the common areas, or her bedroom. I finally found her by following the sound of crying emanating from the basement. Still naked, except for her lab coat, Kylie sat on the same examination table I had been lashed to for my transformation and was sobbing into her hands.


  “Kylie, I –” I began.


  “Don’t *snif* even bother,” Kylie hissed between rounds of weeping. “You told me you preferred him and like an idiot I thought… I don’t know what I thought.”


  She paused and stared despondently at the cement flooring. I took a step closer and said, “I’ve never felt so liberated and it’s all thanks to you.”


  Kylie didn’t react, instead she continued on a whole separate line of reasoning. “At first, I started offering blowjobs to save money, then it was to try and convince myself I liked men, but I never liked it… never. But they gave me the attention I craved. None of them could possibly understand… Not like you.”


  “Kylie?”


  She looked up with the saddest eyes I’d ever seen, her pupils boring into my soul. “Just go. Leave me alone. Go home to your wife or your new lover, I don’t care. Just… take whatever you want and leave me.”


  Just like that, the wall closed in. Every attempt to engage Kylie pushed her further away. Eventually, I decided to leave, but not happily.


  “Kylie,” I finally said, “You’re still writing your story. I’m sorry my part ends here, but I hope you find the happy ending you deserve.” Then I turned and ascended the stairs.


  I still regret I couldn’t find a way to make peace with her on that day, but I had a whole new life ahead of me to consider. As I approached the exit, I checked one last time for Kylie, but there was no sign of her. After taking a deep breath and adjusting the bodice of my dress, I stepped out into my new life and would never look back.


  Epilogue - 6 Months Later


  I lay in bed adding finishing touches to the latest chapter of my newest story on my laptop. Late afternoon sunlight was filtering through the blinds, bathing my bedroom in hazy orange light. A self-imposed deadline was rapidly approaching so I sat up and looked down, dreaming up the proper descriptors for my newly turned female protagonist.


  Ever since returning home, I had been eager to return to my writing, but the necessities of adjusting my life to fit my new gender had taken priority, even without a full-time job. An inevitable fate, since eventually my leave-of-absence had turned into a resignation. After reading the email equivalent of a pink-slip, I pledged to become a full-time writer. After all, I wasn’t lacking for inspiration for my preferred subject matter.


  “Conducting research on the female anatomy?” Queried a male voice from the doorway behind me. I turned to see Liam leaning against the door frame, his muscled arms crossed. “Or you always compose literature in your undies?”


  “You’re just jealous you can’t dress so comfortably at your new job,” I countered. Wearing a only casual, white tank top with spaghetti straps and my favorite pair of nearly transparent satin panties, I might have conceded the point. However, the playful expression on his face betrayed the truth… so did the bulge straining his khakis. “Besides, you’re not supposed to be home for another 15 minutes.”


  Liam had given up his fake ID business in favor of an IT job at the local gym. It came with great pay and reasonable hours as well as a free membership. He liked to joke that I “made an honest man” out of him, but the truth was more complicated. Plus, I enjoyed seeing him in button-down shirts even if he tore it off the moment he got home. I helped him find the job, but it was the least I could do since he had moved here to be with me.


  “What are you working on?” Liam asked as he strode confidently to the side of the bed, his eyes stealing a glance down my shirt.


  I stuck out my chest a little more and filled him in. “Our hero has been searching for the evil wizard for years and has finally caught up with him. However, the wizard was expecting his arrival and set up a devious trap, turning our hero into a heroine. I’m trying to decide what she looks like.”


  “I can definitely help you out here, I know what sexy ladies look like.”


  “Oh, do you?” I asked, raising an eyebrow as Liam took a seat beside me and began massaging my inner thigh. “Fill me in.”


  “After I describe a beautiful woman to you, I will, “Liam joked, a twinkle in his eye. I hit him in the arm, not quite as hard as he deserved. “OW! Not so rough. Now you’ll never find out what I find attractive about a woman.”


  “How-ever will I finish my poor tale without your insight?” I wailed with a fau-southern belle accent, feigning distress. Then an idea occurred, and I turned to Liam who was watching me intently. “I thought of another way you can help with my story!”


  “What’s that?”


  “After my heroine receives her new body, the evil wizard forces her to do his salacious bidding.” Liam stared at me blankly and I clarified, “He makes her do sexy things to him.”


  “Ah, I see,” Liam said, nodding approvingly. “And what do you need from me?”


  Carefully, I placed my laptop on the bedside table and rose to my knees on the bed, my hand stroking his thigh as I explained, “What would a horny wizard make a sexy young hero do… theoretically?”


  I could practically see the light bulb switch on above Liam’s head. “Hmm…” Liam paused, stroking his chin with exaggerated thoughtfulness. “I’d make her unbuckle his pants and take out his huge throbbing erection.”


  Unbuttoning Liam’s pants, I grinned sheepishly and pulled aside his boxers, his manhood springing forth excitedly.


  “And then what would he make her do?”


  “He’d make her lick it up and down, slowly…mmmmm.” Liam sighed as my tongue slid up and down the length of his rod. Slipping it around the tip, I teased the head of his cock before sliding my tongue back down to the base, all the while cupping his balls.


  “And then, shit… he should have her stick it in her mouth and, oooohhhh.” My lips slid apart as Liam’s shaft slipped into my mouth where I continued to tease the underside of his cock with my tongue. Gradually, I took more and more of his monster in my mouth, savoring the taste and texture, lapping up the precum that collected on the tip.


  “What do we have here?” Asked a female voice from the entryway. I looked up from my blowjob to discover my wife, Ashley, hands on hips, watching as I sucked off Liam. She was still wearing the designer blouse, pencil skirt, pantyhose and high heels she wore to work. “What are you two doing in my home?” She demanded, her fists white with rage.


  “Liam was just helping me with my latest story, darling,” I explained, wiping spittle from the corner of my mouth. My wife’s Irish heritage was as obvious as her red-orange hair. She was quick to anger, but her porcelain white skin was red with indignation, not fury. Although we were approximately the same height before my gender change, now she was taller than me by 6 inches and athletically built where I was waifish. My wife was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met… especially when she was angry.


  “You know I hate it when you start without me!” Ashley complained, stripping down rapidly to the racy undergarments beneath her proper business attire. It made me blush thinking of how far she’d come after just 6-months. It all began after her business trip. I spent one day convincing her it was really me and several more days passed before I convinced her to try a lesbian relationship. As it turned out, she munched my pink taco like a professional. Someday would make her describe her tenure at the all-girls university she’d attended, but it never seemed the right time. Fortunately, my new perspective improved my performance as well.


  Several more weeks were lost convincing Ashley not to serve me divorce papers once I told her about Liam. Eventually, they met, and through a mutual love of me (as well as Liam’s natural charm), they agreed to give our weird love triangle a try. Boy was he excited to learn my partner was a woman!


  In the end, she had been the one who suggested Liam move in permanently. I never dreamed how much joy could come from sharing something with someone you love, even if that something is a fit, well hung nerd with a delicious cock. Recently, she had begun to wonder aloud which of us Liam would impregnate first! Life was too perfect for a child in my opinion, at least right now.


  But all that started 3 months ago. At the moment, I was busy giving oral sex to my boyfriend while my wife took my ass in her hands and began to go down on me. Spreading my pussy lips and pushing my panties aside, she teased my clitoris, expertly tonguing my body into a frenzy of sexual avarice. Then as Liam removed my shirt, an original from Kylie’s collection, I thought of her for the first time in a month.


  In truth, I hardly thought about Kylie any more. Liam told me her stream had gone down not long after I left for home, but received no response to my every attempt at outreach. I received one final package in the mail, including the original clothes she had purchased on my behalf and at the bottom of the box, an authentic seeming birth certificate and social security card for Madison Blake.


  When I tried to call and thank her, there was no answer. Life continued, regardless. If she’s still reading my little stories…reading this… Thank you Kylie. I understand why you did it… all of it, and I hope you find the same joy I have.


  -Love, Madison


  PS. Liam just came in my mouth and I still haven’t figured out how to swallow like you… yet. After all, I’m getting plenty of practice.


  THE END
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